
Dark Genesis

By

Laura Lovecraft


* * * * *

PUBLISHED BY:

L.L. Craft Publications

Dark Genesis

Copyright © 2013 by L.L. Craft

Prologue



Chapter One

Chicago


Moving through the shadows of the dark corridor, Abigail felt a thrill of anticipation running through her. It was the evening of May first, a day like any other for most people, but for Abigail and others of her faith, it was Walpurgis Night. Also referred to as the second Halloween; tonight was a night for magic, dancing and celebration. A night where Abigail’s blood practically hummed as the rich power of her heritage flowed more strongly through her than any other day, even that of Samhain. 

For Abigail, tonight not only signaled the beginning of the occult year and the amazing ritual to usher it in, but a very special anniversary. Abigail Lefay was one of several sisterhoods, but tonight marked her being initiated into the most intimate one, the one that eschewed the harsh cruelties of men and embraced the loving touch of another woman. 

A small pang of sorrow scratched at the surface of her excitement as she mourned the loss of the woman who had introduced her to the sweet taste of the softer sex. Abigail quickly pushed that feeling away; she would mourn her first lover and true love on the date of her passing. On that night she would allow that sorrow to run its course, but not tonight! No, tonight as she had each Walpurgis night since her loves passing, Abigail would celebrate her anniversary in a very pleasant way. 

Taking a deep breath, Abigail inhaled the earthy smell of the narrow corridor. The original purpose of these secret passages that ran between the outer and inner walls of the Black Flame had been to help harbor slaves and later on smuggle alcohol and drugs during prohibition. The floors of the corridor had been covered with dirt to muffle the sound of footsteps and Abigail had let them remain that way. Lifting her legs one at a time, she slipped her sandals off and as she resumed walking, enjoyed the cool slightly moist dirt beneath her bare feet. 

The corridor angled downwards and continued past the first two floors of the club and along the three underground levels until it reached a large sub cellar that only a select group of special people knew existed. The hallway was quite narrow, the walls on either side barely more than two feet from her shoulders. Putting her hands out, Abigail let her palms caress the walls as she walked. Narrowing her unnaturally dark eyes to little more than slits, she opened up her other senses and let the walls speak to her as she headed down to where her special treat awaited. 

Over the years of slavery the corridors had absorbed an incredible array of emotions. The acrid stench of fear caused her nose to crinkle, but beneath that, were other sweeter scents. The smell of hope was a strong one. The people hiding in these hallways were on their way to a better life, if they could just remain undiscovered until the next ship sailed. Taking a deeper breath, Abigail could smell even more pleasant emotions. Love and friendship, as well as joy ran through the walls. Relationships were consummated and children conceived as well as born in these 

hallways. 

Abigail’s hand jumped as she reached the wall that bordered the main level of the club. The grinding beat of Nine Inch Nails  Closer pounded against her palm and she envisioned the scene on the other side. To most, the Black Flame was a goth club catering to the BDSM fetish crowd. 

Well not the real crowd, but mostly posers. Young girls in Elvira make up wearing dog collars and leather skirts and men wearing harnesses and trying to act strong and dominant. The type of crowd who thought if they used hand cuffs and said Master or Mistress they were living the lifestyle. 

They would all be on the dance floor, gyrating in a seductive fashion, trading stares they felt were confident and menacing and acting as if they were dark and edgy, like they were better than the lemmings they truly were. The club also catered to the same type of occult wannabe’s; men and women who because they owned some tarot cards and had once read a few paragraphs of 

Crowely or Levay, thought they were mages. 

For both groups Abigail held nothing but contempt, but fact was the posers spent well and gave The Black Flame the illusion to the authorities of just being a place with a gimmick. But even the posers knew what tonight was and at some point, Abigail would appear and lead them in a couple of meaningless chants to make them happy. But that would be later and her personal celebration would leave her in good enough spirits to be convincing and play the part. 

The vibrations stopped as she descended to the first of the underground levels. Her nostrils flared as her heightened sense of smell was assailed by the peppery scent of sex. This was the level where the men and women who worked for her entertained the patrons of the club. Some of 

Abigail’s, both male and female, employees were simple prostitutes and with the purchase of a two hundred and fifty dollar ticket a customer could come to this level with the person of their choice. 

Her ears picked up the unmistakable sounds of flesh pounding flesh as well as moans of 

pleasure. To Abigail, the moans could easily be identified as to whom they belonged to. The louder, more desperate sounds were of the clients. Men and women who had just laid down their hard earned money for what, despite their best efforts, would usually only amount to a half hour or so of enjoyment. The others, the softer, encouraging, and to her trained ears, completely insincere moans, were those of her people. 

They lied there, or sat up on their and hands and knees, or sucked and licked in a mechanical way; simply going through the motions. They received half the price of the ticket and even as they let their partner have their way with them and acted as if they enjoyed it, were thinking of getting back onto the floor to make more money. 

“Oh, fuck!” A male voice called out from the other side of the wall, “Goddamn, you can suck cock, honey; I wish my wife had a mouth like yours.” 

Abigail rolled her eyes as she continued her leisurely stroll. Men were such pigs. No doubt this louses wife would be more than happy to please him, if he had even an inkling of how to please her. Or perhaps she did please him, a loyal woman desperately trying to make her man happy and thinking she was ‘keeping him’ when in reality the dog would fuck whoever he wanted to know matter how good she was. Granted there were women who were unfaithful as well, using the 

standard line to their paid lovers of, he just doesn’t care anymore! As if their husbands neglect, was an excuse to break an allegedly sacred vow. 

As she had many times, Abigail wondered why people bothered getting married. The answer of course, was fear of loss. What if this was the best offer I would get? What if I have to be alone? 

All the fears and self doubt that plagued those who had no faith in anything but what they could see in front of them. As she had observed over the years there was love and there was lust and despite the popular claim otherwise, lust would always hold sway. 

The expression the spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak, was a joke. If the spirit were truly willing the flesh would have no say. For Abigail and the rest of her coven, the flesh drove the spirit. When the flesh was happy the spirit was happy, indulgence over abstinence, why deny the enjoyment of the beautiful bodies they had been given? What reward could be worth spending all your time on the earthly plane trying to behave in a manner some pious hypocrite years ago had deemed righteous? 

Abigail smirked at the thought that those very people who preached that righteousness were the ones most easily felled. They had denied themselves the simple pleasures of life to the point it took little more than a pair of soft lips and firm tits to make them throw away a lifetime of faith for a few minutes of pleasure. Her smile faded at the thought of one particular man of god, one for whom those soft inviting lips and at the time budding breasts belonged to those of his own daughter. 

“Avaunt shades of the past,” she whispered in the old tongue, “Thou hast no dominion over the present.” 

Her smile returned as she felt a wave of peace come over her. Negative emotions were a waste of energy, one should only live for the very moment they were in then move on to the next; 

savoring each experience as if it were the last, because at some point one of them would be. 

Abigail stopped moving as a wave of intense emotion struck her. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and could smell the mixed scents of fear and desire. 

She had reached the next level, the one the posers would never know existed. On this level the men and women were not common whores, but highly skilled dominants. They were trained in 

the fine art of mixing pleasure and pain and the clients were paying in the thousands for that experience. Some of the clients themselves were quite dominant and Abigail had a full stable of submissive males and females to cater to them. 

“Oh, please master, oh please it hurts!” 

A female voice begged from the other side of the wall. Abigail felt a thrill go through her at the sound of that trembling voice. It was filled with pain, but also a sense of anticipation as her body had no doubt been both punished and pleased for quite some time. 

“Stop your whimpering or I’ll show you what true pain is.” A harsh voice replied. 

Abigail shook her head at the over the top theatrics, but that was all part of the game and expected. In reality very few knew what true sexual pain was, but over the years she had been more than willing to instruct those who disobeyed her in the difference between dress up and reality. Abigail’s thoughts were pulled away by the glorious sound of a cracking whip and a cry of pain. The sound repeated itself over and over and quickly. In her mind’s eye Abigail could envision the whip being used at a short distance; mere flicks of the wrist designed more to sting than deliver true pain. 

Most likely quick strikes like that were being delivered to the soft tender parts of the body, the soles of the feet or backs of the knees were especially vulnerable to the bite of a whip or dowel. 

Over the sound of the whimpering, Abigail could make out a loud humming sound. She felt a shiver down her spine at the distinctive noise of a powerful wand being brought into play. The sounds from the woman were still sharp yelps of pain, but there was a higher pitch to them and in between there were small gasps as the strong vibrations of the machine struck her tormented clit. 

Abigail’s breathing picked up and her nipples stiffened against the material of her gown as the woman began to beg for her release. A warm feeling began building between her thighs and a thrill went through her when the wand was shut off and the woman whimpered piteously, “Nooo, oh pleeeease!” 

The wand kicked in again and over its hum the whip was still striking. The woman’s cries were now being taken over by pleasure and after a long low moan; she exploded into a long loud howl that caused Abigail’s heart to pound. Within that primal scream were tones of pain mixed with overwhelming and indescribable pleasure as her body struggled to deal with both sensations. The pitch of the wand began to wax and wane as the dom changed the speeds, masterfully sending his victim’s orgasm into peaks and valleys of varying pleasure. 

She was emitting shriek after shriek of mindless pleasure, yet in between was desperately trying to cry out ‘thank you master’ for fear of him stopping. The screams lowered as the wand did and became softer yelps and moans as he brought her back down. The wand stopped and Abigail 

smiled as it kicked back on and the woman began screaming again as her now over sensitive clit was now being forced towards another orgasm. 

Speaking of over sensitive clits, the performance in the next room, had Abigail’s throbbing between her legs and she decided it was time to head down to where her own release was 

waiting. As she began walking again she heard the woman begging, “Please! Oh, I…I can’t!” 

A loud crack of the whip followed and the dom call out, “Ungrateful whore! You beg to cum now you beg not to?” 

Abigail nodded in approval, although she generally never fell into the standard games, she could appreciate the skill of those who did, and this man was quite good. Concentrating, she reached out with her mind and lightly touched his. The name Marcus came to her along with the vision of a tall well muscled black man. He was not one of hers, but was on loan so to speak from her sister in the Circle, The Lady Mercedes. 

Mercedes own club, The Velvet Robe, was the most famous BDSM club on the east coast and 

she supplied her well trained people to Circles throughout the country. Knowing The Flame would be extremely busy for the holiday celebration, she had sent a half dozen men and women down for the weekend. Abigail would have to be sure to thank her properly for her generosity. 

She had still been lingering in Marcus’s thoughts and at the name Mercedes she was struck by an image of Marcus fucking Mercedes herself. She was on her knees and he was behind her, his hands behind his back and she was telling him he had thirty seconds left and she would take it away. A high reward indeed, Marcus must be truly be as good as he seemed. 

Withdrawing her mind from his, Abigail shrouded her thoughts. On a day like this she was an open signal and if not careful she would be bombarded by the thoughts of everyone around her. 

In general she was only able to pick the thoughts of people unaware that she was trying to. If someone wanted to hide something from her, it was possible to do so as the added concentration to cut through their defenses left her with a headache. Truth be told, it was also more fun to get those thoughts out of them in other ways. 

Moving a little further Abigail felt a tingling sensation begin to invade her body. She had reached the bottom and was now standing before a large oak door that led to the inner sanctum of her coven. Behind this door was truly the heart of the Black Flame. She stood before the door, savoring the electric feeling of power running through her. The tips of her fingers and toes were experiencing a pins and needles sensation and the hair was standing up on her neck. 

The sub cellar consisted of one large open room and over thirty small suites lining the corridors that led to it. The entire level if seen from a bird’s eye view would resemble a Baphomet circle; five lines leading to a pentagram. Usually most of the suites were empty, reserved only for high ranking members of her sect when they came to visit her. But tonight was one of two times a year every suite was full. 

All twelve members of her local coven as well as over two dozen representatives from other groups around the country were occupying those rooms. With the main celebration several hours away, many were resting, but several were meditating and from the residual images her mind was being assailed with, a few were already indulging themselves. Abigail closed her eyes and focusing narrowed her thoughts to search out a couple of specific minds. 

Abigail was the leader of two very powerful groups. One wielded wealth and worldly power as well as sexual mastery, whilst the other represented powers far darker and stronger than anything that currently resided in this material world. Only three people shared both of those groups. One was waiting for her at the end of the fifth point of the pentagram and had brought Abigail her special gift. She would avoid touching her mind as it was one of the few Abigail feared to let into her own. 

Not that she was more powerful than Abigail, but she knew things about her no one else did and was able to get to her in a way others could not, emotionally. Her trained mind avoiding even thinking of the others name, she reached out down the other corridors using her senses to locate who she wanted. She located the first, Albert Walsh, billionaire occultist and a true mage of extraordinary power. Walsh also held the position of Ramses, Master of the Los Angeles Circle. 

Abigail felt his mind brush against hers and smiled as she heard his voice whisper, “good evening Abby,” those words were accompanied by the mental equivalent of a wink. Albert was the only person who referred to her as that and he enjoyed knowing it. “Welcome Master,” she whispered back, “I have a special gift for you tonight.” She envisioned the set of nineteen year old twins she had procured from a brothel in New Orleans. 

“One of each?” Ramses replied, “My mistress is too kind.” 

Abigail slid away from his thoughts as he had immediately begun visualizing the lewd acts he was going to commit with his special pair and searched for the second member of the Circle who would be in attendance. She found him in the second pinnacle and he was meditating. Mark 

Phillips the notorious Bad Boy Attorney from Rhode Island. Known as Lovecraft he was 

enforcer of the Eastern Circle and was commonly referred to as The Dark Prince for his occult influence. 

Abigail flinched back as she had gone deeper into his mind than she’d meant to. Before her had appeared a wooden door which had instantly crashed open to reveal a snarling black mastiff, with long yellow fangs and burning red eyes. Staring into those eyes, Abigail could feel an unbridled sense of rage and an aura of violence that sent a shudder through her. 

“Easy my friend.” She said softly in his mind. “I am not your enemy.” 

The dog cocked its head, then with an oddly human nod of understanding backed into the room it had left. Mark had a mind that on the surface was remarkably disciplined, but beneath which, was a seething cauldron of anger and pain, old wounds that refused to heal and demons that could not be put to rest. Abigail began to withdraw, but couldn’t help but smile when she was struck with a quick image of Mark’s sister Megan, a member of her coven who would be 

attending tonight. Megan would also be her brother’s forbidden celebration as the two had been secret lovers since their teens. 

But to Abigail there were no secrets and the siblings in sin as she had dubbed them were aware she knew, but knew she would never betray that secret. After all who was she to stop anyone from breaking the ridiculous laws of man or the rules of a long absent god? Her smile turned to a frown as just before pulled out she was hit with a view of another woman. She was a tall 

beautiful and all too familiar red head; The Lady Scarlett, Mistress of Lovecraft’s circle. In her mind she saw Scarlett lying beneath Mark, naked and sweating, her arms and legs wrapped 

around his powerful form. 

The fact they were together was not an issue; if a mistress chose to sleep with one of her group that was their business. The cause of Abigail’s frown was the look in Scarlett’s blue eyes as she looked up at Mark was the problem. The look was not of lust, but of a deeper emotion and one forbidden in her group. The thought that one of the Circle’s most respected leaders and its most feared member were breaking the most sacred rule of the group was a disconcerting one to say the least. 

Maybe she was misinterpreting the look, but she may have to keep an eye on the East in the upcoming months. As her eyes focused back on the door in front of her Abigail heard her 

Lorena’s voice in her head. “Don’t go around reading those around you all the time, my dark flower, because odds are you’re going to be sorry you did.” Before her thoughts turned dark, Abigail reached out and grabbing the large handle to the door, concentrated briefly then turned the handle and entered the sanctum. 

As soon as she walked in a large powerful form stepped in front of her. His name was Seth, the Black Flame’s head bouncer as well one her finest male dominants. Seth was as black as the night was long and at well over six feet and two hundred fifty pounds was one of the most physically intimidating specimen’s she’d ever met. He was currently shirtless, his powerful torso slicked with sweat from the dozens of torches lit about the room. As soon as he had come before her he had begun raising his hands in a fighters stance and begun to speak, “Who dares…” 

Seeing it was her, he dropped his hands, fell to his knees and lowering his head, placed a kiss on the top of each of her feet. 

“My Mistress.” He said, sitting back onto his knees. “Forgive me, I must not have locked the…” 

“The door was locked,” she said, “Please Seth you never forget anything, now rise to your feet.” 

Seth stood back up and after giving her a skeptical look reached out and tried the handle of the door. When he found it was indeed locked, he grunted and shook his head. 

“You’d think you’d be a believer by now, my fierce protector.” She said, with a grin. 

“I don’t know how you do it, but someday I’ll figure it out” he replied returning the grin. 

Reaching out, she placed her hand affectionately on his bare chest. Abigail’s skin was fair to the point of being considered ghostly and her hand on his dark muscular chest was a contrast she knew he found sexy. Looking up into his brown eyes she caught a glimpse of him imagining her on her back, his hands wrapped around her ankles and him fucking the shit out of her. He was pounding her smooth pussy, his long black cock driving into her creamy white flesh. 

Removing her hand from his chest, Abigail smiled up at him and said, “Not that you or any man for that matter will ever know what it is like to fuck me, but if you are going to fantasize, please put me on my hands and knees, I’ve been told my ass is quite nice.” 

“I…” his eyes widened in surprise and panic, “I am so sorry, my mistress! I just….” 

“It is fine Seth.” She told him, “It is not so terrible to be desired and sex is most certainly in the air tonight, but what is disturbing is that you question my abilities, so I hope that proved a point to you.” 

Seth nodded, then with a small smirk said, “Lucky guess? After all, who wouldn’t want you?” 

Abigail laughed and placing her hand on his shoulder stood up on her toes to kiss his cheek. 

“I am quite fond of you Seth, your disbelief does in reality amuse me and your loyalty is second to none. You’re a breath of fresh air here amongst those who fear to so much as look at me.” 

“Thank you Mistress.” Turning he gestured to the large room, “As you can see we’re almost finished here.” 

Abigail took a step past him and surveyed the sanctum. There were over two dozen young men and women in white robes, lining up cushioned divans in a circle around the altar as well as placing candles and incense burners in a specific pattern about the room. These were all pledges and initiates from covens around the country. They would sit on the floor behind the members and watch the ceremony. When it was over they would then line up to be chosen as gifts by the coven and the room would erupt into a celebration of the flesh that would surpass anything those idiotic Romans had tried to make famous centuries ago. 

Surveying the room, Abigail felt a sense of relief that her own partner for the celebration was nowhere to be found yet. Looking back at Seth she asked, “And where is Nicole?” 

“She’s up in the main club. With myself and Julian involved in preparations she is watching the crowd. A large group of men we have not seen before came in and are drinking heavily, she wants to ensure there is no trouble.” 

“You have your pager.” Abigail gestured to his belt which was bare. 

“In my pocket if she needs us we will be there in less than a minute.” He grinned, “So that we will be in time to save them from her.” 

Abigail laughed, then turning serious said, “On the subject of Nicole, if she is looking for me, I am in my private chamber and preparing for the ritual, I am not to be disturbed, even by her.” 

“Understood.” He bowed his head, then said, “Mistress Lydia is awaiting you at that chamber,” 

“I’m aware.” She nodded then cocking her head asked, “Seth have you been pledged to anyone yet this evening?” 

“I have not, I always await your choice.” 

“I believe dear Lydia has quite the affinity for you.” She smiled wickedly, “But not for the faint of heart, are you game?” 

“I…” he frowned, then quickly recovering, said, “Of course, Mistress whatever you wish of me.” 

“Good, I will make sure Julian knows you will not be able to work tomorrow.” 

Turning away from the look of alarm in his eyes, she began to walk through the room. She 

sensed motion behind her and quickly striding past her, Seth bellowed in his deep voice. 

“To your knees! Our Mistress has arrived!” 

Immediately every person in the room dropped down to one knee and bowed their heads. 

Walking into the middle of the room Abigail stopped between two four foot tall candelabras that had not been lit yet and called out, 

“Thank you my children for not just your respect, but your assistance in this all important evening. Watch and learn for those people that you are preparing for are those which you long to be. They are beautiful and powerful and blessed beyond comprehension and your pleasing of them tonight will put you on the same path. For all of us, even myself, were once where you were.” 

She paused for a moment to survey the room, ensuring that all heads had lifted and all eyes were upon her, then continued, “There is no shame in serving those worthy of service, know that the part you play is very important, for dark forces revel in the pleasures of the flesh and it is your duty to ensure that they have quite the feast tonight!” 

Taking a deep breath Abigail narrowed her eyes and putting her arms out, her hands palm up, pictured a wall of fire in her mind, 

“Now rise!” she shouted as she raised her arms. 

The candelabras exploded into flames that shot several feet in the air before dwindling down to small flickering flames. Behind her Seth shouted

“Hail the chosen flower of hell! Hail Abigail!” 

“Hail Abigail” 

Gathering her long black gown in her hands, Abigail pulled it up and gave a deep curtsey to her followers. She kept her head down for a moment wincing at the sharp pain in her temples that little stunt had caused her. Straightening she saw they had all dropped back to their knees and with a nod she walked across the room towards corridor of the fifth point. As she reached it she turned around to see Seth kneeling down on the floor looking up at the candelabras his hands running along them, no doubt trying to find some type of switch. 


*****

Walking down the candlelit hallway, Abigail carefully cloaked her thoughts then once she had secured her mind, relaxed. Her celebration was minutes away and she could feel her body 

yearning for the very special gift about to be bestowed upon her. She would have to endure a brief visit with Lydia before that however, and one could never predict the mood of one of her former mentors. Just as she approached the slight turn that led to her private chambers a soft voice said in her mind, “Welcome my beautiful niece.” 

Abigail refused to let her mind open to respond and turning the corner saw Lydia sitting on the small couch against the wall. As soon as she approached Lydia stood, bowing deeply said, “Ah Abigail, it is so good to see you on this auspicious occasion.” 

As she straightened Abigail took a moment to take in her fellow coven leader and former sister in the Circle. Lydia couldn’t be more opposite than Abigail, where she was dark haired and fair skinned with a curvaceous figure, Lydia was slender and blonde, her tanned skin reflecting the sun of her current residence in Los Angeles. As they stood face to face, Lydia’s ice blue eyes settled onto Abigail’s unusual black pupils. They stared at each other silently for a moment and Abigail could feel something scratching at her mind. 

Lydia gave her a small smile and Abigail jumped at the feeling of icy fingers touching the back of her neck. She grew angry at herself for flinching, especially when Lydia laughed, “You always fall for that one! I used to think you’d grow out of it!” 

“I am glad I can amuse you Lydia.” She said coldly. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Lydia said with a mocking smile, “I have not paid you proper respect! So how shall I address you my niece? By High Priestess Abigail or shall I refer to you as Persephone, Grand Mistress of the Circle?” 

“Seeing you were put out to pasture five years ago, I would think Persephone would not be fitting here.” Abigail smiled at the sudden darkening of Lydia’s eyes. 

“Stupid rule that.” She muttered, “Like power and mastery ends at a certain a time in life.” 

“They don’t, but looks fade and we can’t have any old hags in the Circle now can we?” 

“And do I look like a hag to you, my mistress?” 

Lydia slid her gown from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. As Abigail was she was naked beneath, and her body certainly was not that of a fifty five year old woman. Lydia’s small tits were still well shaped and sitting firm and high, her stomach was smooth and her long legs well shaped. Abigail’s eyes lingered briefly on the small patch of golden blonde hair between her thighs. Lifting her gaze she looked at her aunt’s face where even the closest inspection would fail to turn up so much as a single line or wrinkle. “You are as beautiful as ever Lydia, you may put your robe back on now.” She said softly. 

“Oh, may I?” she rolled her eyes, but sank down to the floor to gather her robe. 

“You know, where are my manners? I never properly greeted you.” 

Getting on all fours Lydia leaned over and kissed her right foot then her left. Instead of sitting up Lydia kissed her left foot a second time, but this time her lips lingered and Abigail felt a shiver go through her as she began running her soft tongue across the top of her foot. Lydia’s long red nails trailed across the top of her other foot before sliding under her gown and trailing up the inside of her calf. 

“Enough.” She snapped with a little more force than she had wanted to. 

“Sorry my mistress.” Lydia said as she sat back on her knees and began gathering her gown, “I thought you would appreciate my gesture.” 

“No gesture is preferable to an insincere one.” 

Lydia stood up and as she adjusted her gown sighed, “I’m sorry my mistress does not feel I truly adore her,” she winked, “If given the opportunity I’m sure I could prove otherwise.” 

“Must you let your bitterness always affect the few times we see each other?” Abigail asked quietly. 

The sarcastic smile left Lydia’s face and with a small bow that this time seemed sincere she whispered, “I am sorry Abigail, you’re right. I freely admit to being jealous of you and still have a hard time accepting the fact I was passed over in both our sisterhoods.” 

“That is not my fault Lydia; in both instances a vote was taken.” Abigail reminded her. 

“I know and honestly being passed by in the Circle was not that upsetting. I would not have had much time in the position and you took it far more seriously than I.” she sighed, “But the coven was an insult, you were voted in because of Lorena’s blatant favoritism.” 

“And the rules dictated that you could have challenged me to a test of wills Lydia, in fact you could issue that challenge anytime and I would be forced to meet it or step aside.” 

The older woman shook her head, “I would never fight you Abigail, I have no desire to see you destroyed.” 

Abigail raised her eyebrows, “Are you so sure that you could…” 

“Its not about who is stronger Abigail, but who has more control. At the least I would push you to the brink and that inherent rage that you carry would overwhelm you, either I would be forced to put you down or you would unleash more power than you could contain and destroy yourself. 

There are demons you have never put to rest dear Abigail and I will not be the cause of their being freed.” 

Abigail looked away from her then jumped when Lydia placed her hands on her shoulders, when she looked back to her, she began speaking softly, 

“I am truly sorry for that pain Abigail, no one should have suffered as you did, but only you can lay that to rest. I thought you had, but you have grown colder since her passing. You have moments where you’re barely in control because of your anger at fates decision to take her from us.” 

“It was not her time.” Abigail said, “I…” 

“If she passed then it was her time.” 

Lydia squeezed her shoulders and then sliding her arms around her shoulders embraced her. 

Abigail hesitated then raising her arms returned the hug. Lydia kissed her cheek then pressing her face to hers began speaking in her ear. 

“I miss her Abigail and sometimes I think seeing you opens that wound in my own heart. She was my older sister and our mother raised us in the faith. Nights like tonight bring back so many memories, we celebrated together as sisters of flesh and spirit for well over forty years.” 

Abigail could feel her cheek becoming wet and she could hear the emotion in Lydia’s voice. She started to hold her tighter, but she pulled away. Keeping her hands on her shoulders she looked into Abigail’s eyes as she continued, 

“And for almost twenty of those years you were part of that celebration. Those nights were even more special. The three of us raising our voices and combining our spirits becoming one in blood and power.” She released her shoulder and wiped at the tears on her face, “You look so much like her Abigail, sometimes so much that it hurts.” She took a deep breath then smiled, 

“But let’s forget about the past. I am sure she is quite proud of her daughter and would always want us to celebrate theses amazing night together and as part of that, let me tell you of the incredible gift I have brought to you.” 

Grateful to get off the subject and feeling better Lydia had admitted the source of her angst rather than continue yet another game, Abigail returned the smile, 

“Oh, is she precious?” she asked, her feeling of anticipation returning. 

“Beyond precious.” Lydia laughed, “When you see her Abigail you will melt! She is truly the best I have ever found for you,” she sighed longingly, “Those eyes alone, so big so…” she shivered, “So to your taste, trust me you will be thanking me for years to come for her. I wish I could see your face when you see her.” 

“That perfect?” 

“Like turning back the clock Abigail.” Lydia told her, then bowing deeply added, “Please accept this gift as one of love and respect my beautiful mistress.” 

“Is she…” Abigail licked her lips, “Pure?” 

“Untouched sexually by man, but sadly abused by one, she is quite timid.” She grinned, “But unsullied and never with a woman.” 

Reaching out Abigail took Lydia’s hand and bringing it to her lips kissed it softly, “I accept my gift and have one of my own for you, although not quite as sweet, I believe you will enjoy it.” 

“Oh, and what is that?” 

“I have procured Seth to be your partner in the after celebration.” 

“Seth?” an evil smile spread across her lips, “Oh, Abigail that is quite the treat, I hope you won’t be needing him anytime soon after.” 

“Just remember he is a non believer, but….” 

“All he needs to believe in is my body and his pleasing of it.” Lydia laughed. 

“I am glad you’re happy with my choice.” Abigail glanced past her towards the door that led to her chamber, “But now that you have gotten me more excited than I previously was I will take my leave from you.” 

“One question my dear Mistress.” Lydia stepped to her side and sliding her arm around her shoulders asked, “Will your treat also be your partner in celebration as well?” 

“No, she is my private enjoyment.” 

“Ah, so perhaps you would entertain a volunteer for that honor?” 

As she spoke Lydia leaned in and lightly brushed her lips across the skin of her neck, “I know you like young, but there is a lot to be said for experience.” 

Abigail shuddered as her tongue replaced her lips and slid down her neck to the top of her chest. 

Moving away, Abigail looked at her and frowned, “And would you seduce your very niece 

Lydia?” 

“First of all, despite how close we became I am not your aunt by blood just as Lorena was not your real mother; second, even if I were since when do such as we respect the laws of man and god?” 

“Sorry Lydia, but amongst the many reasons I would not share your embrace, the first is you are simply not my type.” 

“Oh, no?” she smirked, “I have heard you have quite the affinity for blondes these days, or” she cocked her head, “Is it just one in particular?” 

Abigail narrowed her eyes and said quietly, “Is there something you would like to say Lydia?” 

“Nothing really,” Lydia said in a tone that belied that remark, “But the crows have been singing that my niece has found herself someone special.” 

Abigail shook her head and just as she started to speak, realized she had immediately thought of Nicole when Lydia had spoken. 

“Ah! There is someone!” Lydia clapped her hands, “Nicole.” She nodded, “The Lady Medusa 

and your personal body guard.” She laughed, “Nice ruse, gives an excuse for her to spend a lot of time with you.” 

“I need no ruse.” Abigail replied again with more heat than intended, “I am grand Mistress of the Circle and if I choose to indulge in one of my members it is my right.” 

“Indulge in the pleasures of the flesh yes,” Lydia nodded, but,” reaching out she placed her hand on Abigail’s chest. “But I sense dear Nicole does not just reside in your bed, but in your heart and that my niece is a sin amongst the sinners of the Circle.” 

“I am spending time with Nicole, but she is not…” 

“You cannot lie to me Abigail.” Lydia said seriously, “As well as you read minds I read hearts and her name is firmly written across yours.” She shrugged, “Not a bad thing Abigail, in fact it would be nice to see you moving on from…” 

“I will never betray her memory!” Abigail snapped, her dark eyes flaring. 

“Easy.” Lydia said softly, “It would not be a betrayal Abigail, she is gone from this plane and I am sure she would be happy to see….” 

“You are wrong witch.” Abigail hissed, “You misread what you see.” Gesturing to the door she continued, “If I were in love would I be indulging in your gift?” 

Lydia gave Abigail a small smile and with a causal shrug sighed, “Perhaps, after all your mother partook in many treats while…” 

She trailed off as Abigail immediately looked away. Swallowing hard and trying to keep her voice steady, she whispered, “Why do you enjoy hurting me Lydia?” 

“I…I’m sorry Abigail, I was simply making a point. The writing is on the wall my sister and plain as day to one such as I.” 

“I can read as well as you my dear aunt and I see not what you…” 

“The writer cannot accurately interpret the words they pen, Abigail. Whether you acknowledge it or not, the feelings are there.” 

“You’re wrong.” Abigail said with a wave of her hand, “And certainly not for the first time. Now I think we should part ways so that when we meet at the altar later we will not be angry.” 

“I am truly sorry I upset you Abigail, I didn’t think it was a terrible thing.” Lydia said bowing her head, “I meant no offense, in fact I would be happy for you, it might ease some of your…” 

“You know Seth is your main dish,” Abigail cut her off, “How about I provide you a suitable appetizer to while away the hours?” 

“Far be it from me to deny a gift of flesh.” Lydia said with a shrug. 

Removing her cell from the pocket of her robe Abigail dialed Julian, 

“Mistress.” He answered before the first ring had finished. Abigail could hear the music 

pounding in the back ground and speaking loudly said, 

“Julian I would like you to send a young man to…” 

“Just one?” Lydia winked

“Send two young men to Lydia’s suite. I want them there in ten minutes and they are to be bound and naked.” 

“As you wish.” 

Looking at the nasty smile on Lydia’s and dropping her gaze to her long sharp red nails, Abigail added, “Do make sure you pick two that have a high thresh hold of pain.” 

She hung up and leaning forward, kissed Lydia on the cheek. “Enjoy your fun, I will see you just before midnight and if you would, I would be honored if you would stand beside me for the final incantation. I would like our voices raised together to be heard by all those we seek to please.” 

“I would be honored to lend my power to yours Abigail.” She nodded, “I will see you there.” 

She began to walk away, but stopping she turned back and placing her hand gently on Abigail’s cheek said, 

“Abigail I want you to listen to me for nothing I say do I say with anything but love and respect.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Your mother loved you truly and with all her heart. But as you know love and lust are separate entities to us. One serves the heart and one serves the flesh and over the centuries very few of us have ever combined the two. We are creatures of desire who live to fulfill our every desire.” 

“I know this already, it was taught to me.” Abigail swallowed hard again, “Both verbally and by action.” 

“But understand something Abigail, your mother never meant to cause you pain when she did those things. Fact is it hurt you, but you never said anything, you never forced a choice upon her.” 

Abigail began to speak, but Lydia placed a finger to her lips. 

“Had you delivered that ultimatum I believe in my heart you would have been happy with her choice. My sister would have never been able to stand the loss of her dark flower. But you chose not to make her choose thus some of your pain was of your own doing.” 

“You do have a way of soothing the soul my dear aunt.” Abigail rolled her eyes. 

“My point is Abigail my power is as real as yours and I see that choice coming full circle. Your lover is growing restless with your games of kindness and cruelty, I feel that she will give you the choice you never gave Lorena and you are going to have to decide between the past and the present as well as duty and heart.” 

“And how do you see….” 

“You know even if I could see the answer I could never divulge it, it could change things.” Lydia shrugged, “I don’t even know how soon the choice will come, but I can tell you one thing for sure.” 

“And what is that?” 

“I know that you will bring the decision down upon yourself, you will cause her to make you choose because you are going to play one game too many.” 

“You see more than that Lydia.” Abigail said quietly, “You’re vision of the future is second to none.” 

“Do you truly wish to know the part that I see?” 

“Would I ask if I did not?” 

Lydia lightly ran her nails down her cheek and whispered, “The final image given to me is a vivid one. I see you on the floor and in tears, your love walking away from you and you begging her not to. Whether she comes back is not for me to see.” 

“I beg no one.” Abigail said coldly. 

Lydia sighed and with a shrug said, “Perhaps you should learn how.” 



Chapter Three

Abigail entered her chamber and stood in the first room which was sparsely furnished with a couch, a recliner and a bookcase that was full to over flowing with ancient texts and grimoires. 

There was a full length mirror against the wall and as Abigail slid her gown from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor she started at her reflection. 

Her breasts were large and heavy, but still defying gravity quite well. Belying her ivory skin; her nipples were dark and at the moment hard and aching with the thought of what awaited her 

behind the door that led to her bedroom. Although she could never be referred to as heavy, she was far from slender. Her full hips, soft thighs and well rounded ass had been described by many as lush, which was a word she enjoyed. 

Allowing herself a rare playful moment, Abigail lifted her long curly black hair over her head and angling her hip, struck a seductive pose. Running her tongue across her full blood red lips she whispered, “Do you not find me beautiful my pretty little pet?” 

Lowering her arms, she stepped closer to the mirror and looked into her eyes. Many were the men and women who over the years had told her that indeed she was beautiful, but it was a dark beauty. Abigail’s skin was truly white to the point of just short of albino and her raven hair was quite the contrast to it. Her most startling feature however, were her eyes which were as black as her hair. At birth the doctors had no explanation as to why they were black, but her vision was perfect and they were not concerned about it. 

Years later when she had found her true family Abigail had been told her eyes were a birthright and a sign of favor from the dark powers. Even now many thought they were contacts, part of her 

‘schtick’ as people in the club called it. The only other color on her body was that of the large tattoos she had adorned herself with over the years. Her left arm from shoulder to elbow was covered with a naked woman with wings representing a succubus. Wrapping around her right 

calve was a huge red and green snake. The snake wound down her lower leg and ended with its mouth open and its fangs bared on the top of her foot. 

The insides of her wrists and ankles as well as the lower part of each finger on both hands were adorned with magical symbols that provided her with strength as well as protection from those forces that would oppose her. Tattooed around her naval were black flames, representing the eternal dark flame she worshipped. Running along inside of her right forearm was an image of a naked witch, covered in blood and riding a long dragon that bore the name Lucifer etched into its scales in the old tongue. Yes, dark beauty was as good a description as any. 

As she turned to the rack and grabbed down the red robe that hung there, she looked over her shoulder at her back. Every inch of skin from the top of the curve of her ass to the backs of her shoulders was covered with the symbol of her coven. The upper half of her back was the top of the Satanic Circle with all of its numbers and symbols. The Circle ended and turned into a large crow whose beak was open and wings and talons extended as it swooped down from the sky. The tattoo was done in black and varying shades of blue. 

Many members of her coven bore this tattoo in various sizes and places on their bodies, but Abigail’s had one feature theirs did not. Scattered around the crow were five rope nooses. Each of those nooses represented the death of someone who had hurt her all of whom had died on the night her true birth. Abigail shoved those thoughts aside and smiled as she held the robe in front of her. The red silk robe was emblazoned with occult symbols up and down the arms and the back had the crow design of her coven. 

Slipping it on Abigail tied it around her and gently caressed her nipples through the material. The robe had belonged to her new mother whom had worn it on their first special night together. Her breathing picked up and a warm pleasant feeling grew between her thighs as she pulled the robe down all the way, which was barely far enough to cover the cheeks of her ass. Licking her lips in anticipation, Abigail walked over to the door that led to the small room she slept in when she stayed down here to all ours of the night reading. 

She turned the handle slowly, enjoying teasing herself and finally pulling the door open, stepped inside. The room was small with only a full sized bed in the middle and a night stand on either side. The room was lit by the glow of two large candelabras placed on the stands and sitting on the foot of the bed was Abigail’s special treat. She had her head down and when Abigail closed the door behind her, looked up at her and she felt her mouth begin to water. 

As Lydia said, she was absolutely perfect. Dressed in only a short white robe, the girl appeared to be little more than eighteen. She had long curly black hair much like her own and when she looked at her, Abigail found herself staring into the biggest widest brown eyes she had ever seen. 

As she approached the bed, the girl bit her lower lip nervously and to her delight, Abigail noticed that lip was trembling. 

“Why hello there,” Abigail said softly. 

“Umm, H…hi.” The girl answered in little more than a whisper. 

Abigail sat next to her on the bed and as she allowed the girl to take her in she looked down at the long slender legs sticking out from the robe. They were shapely and her toes ended in an adorable pink nail polish. Abigail’s eyes drifted up and fixed on her chest. There didn’t seem to be a lot of swelling there and she could just envision a pair of small firm breasts. The girls hands were in her lap and she could see them shaking. 

Reaching out slowly, Abigail brushed a strand of her hair from her cheek and smiled, “You’re a pretty little thing aren’t you?” 

“I…I guess so.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Melissa.” She replied as she looked at her face for the first time, “But I like to be called Missy.” 

“Missy.” Abigail repeated, “How cute.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“My name is Abigail, but that’s not what you’ll be calling me tonight.” 

“Oh.” The girl looked around nervously and Abigail had to resist the urge to lean in and kiss the smooth skin of her neck. 

“Do you know why you’re here Missy?” 

“The…the lady who brought me said, uh…we were going to….” 

Abigail smiled as she blushed furiously. “We’re going to what?” she coaxed. 

“Have sex.” She finished with her head down. 

“Have you ever been with a woman Missy?” 

“N...no I’ve never been with anyone, I…I don’t like sex.” 

“How do you know if you never had it?” Abigail teased as she began running her long black tipped fingers through her soft hair. 

“Well I…I don’t like men and being with a woman is….wrong.” 

“Not really, but let me ask, if you don’t want to why are you here?” 

“I ran away from home and I didn’t have any money, I was in a shelter and the nice blonde lady said she would give me a lot of money if I…came here with her and made you happy.” 

“Do you want to make me happy Missy?” she asked, enjoying the shiver that went through her as Abigail slipped her hand under her hair and started to rub her soft shoulder. 

“I…I want to, but I don’t know how.” 

“I’ll show you, in fact I’ll show you by making you feel good first, how does that sound?” 

Missy looked closely at her and said, “You…you have scary eyes.” 

“Are you afraid of me?” 

“I…I don’t know.” 

“Don’t be.” Abigail released her shoulder and reaching into her lap, took her hand in hers. “You said you don’t like men?” 

“No.” she shook her head. “I…I had to run away because of one.” 

Abigail closed her eyes. Lydia had known this, she had not been kidding when she’d said how close to home this was. Opening her eyes she smiled and squeezed Missy’s hand. 

“I don’t like them either, not at all.” 

“No?” 

“No. Men are rough and grabby and hurtful.” Abigail told her as she reached out and touched Missy’s cheek. 

“They are.” Missy nodded and to her delight leaned her face against Abigail’s hand. 

“They take what they want, even if you don’t want to.” She continued, “And even if they are trying to be nice they’re hands are rough and their bodies hard.” 

She was speaking slowly and softly, her full smoky voice all but purring. Missy was nodding and she noticed her eyes were lingering on her legs. 

“But not women,” she whispered, “Women are soft and sweet, when we touch it feels good.” She lowered her hand and placed it on Missy’s chest where the robe was open. “Do you want to feel good Missy?” 

“I…she looked at her with those amazing big brown eyes. “You wouldn’t hurt me would you?” 

“Hurt you?” leaning forward, she placed a soft kiss on her cheek and whispered in her ear, “How could anyone hurt such a pretty young girl like you?” 

“Someone did,” she said and Abigail felt her nipples beginning to ache as she pushed her lip out into a pout. 

“A man did honey, I’m not a man, I want to enjoy you, not hurt you.” 

Abigail turned sideways so she was facing her and again seeing Missy’s eyes on her asked, “Do you like what you see?” 

“I…I like your tattoo.” She pointed at the snake on her leg. 

Abigail extended her long leg out and asked, “Just the tattoo?” 

“You…you’re very pretty Abigail.” 

“Oh, aren’t you precious.” She whispered, feeling her pussy beginning to drip. 

“But…I…I’m just scared you’ll be rough with me.” 

“Never.” Abigail shook her head, “I told you Missy we’re not rough, but soft, here.” Taking Missy’s hand she placed it against her own cheek. “See? Nice and soft.” 

Missy nodded and gently rubbed her hand across her face. Abigail’s heart was pounding and it was an act of will not to throw Missy down on the bed and take her. Taking her wrist, she pulled Missy’s hand down and slipping it into her robe placed it over her breast. Missy gasped and tried to pull her hand away, but Abigail firmly held her hand in place. 

“Even softer, no?” she asked, looking into her wide eyes, “Go ahead, touch me, I enjoy it and I want you to feel how good I feel.” 

Missy licked her lips and gently began to fondle her breast. Abigail released a soft moan that at this point certainly wasn’t contrived and Missy asked, “You…you like that?” 

“I do… now a little lower, until your palm…” Abigail closed her eyes as Missy’s small hand caressed her hard nipple. “Yes, right there, nice and easy.” 

Missy rubbed her hand back and forth and Abigail watched as a slight smile touched her lips. 

“T…they’re a lot bigger than mine.” Missy said with a frown that made her laugh. 

“That’s okay honey, women are beautiful in all shapes and sizes. Now take my nipple in your fingers and rub it between them.” Missy obeyed and Abigail moaned louder this time, “That’s it, see, nothing bad about this” she smiled at her, “Would you like me to play with yours?” 

“I…” she put her head down, “Okay.” 

Forcing herself to move slowly, Abigail slid her hand down into Missy’s robe and her breath hissed between her teeth as she found her small, but very firm breast. Missy gasped and her eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Abigail could fit her entire tit in her hand and sighed at the feeling of her small hard nipple pressing into her palm. She began rubbing her thumb across that nipple and Missy emitted a soft whimper that sent a shiver down her spine. 

“Feels really good no?” Abigail asked as moving her hand across her chest she captured her other nipple between her fingers. Missy closed her eyes and moaned, 

“Yes it…it does.” 

“Okay, see we’re going to play a little game now Missy, do you like games?” 

“I guess so,” she whimpered as Abigail returned back to her other nipple. 

“For tonight your name isn’t going to be Missy.” 

“Its not?” 

“No, for tonight your name is Melanie, do you understand?” 

“Okay.” She nodded, Abigail noticed her legs were starting to move back and forth and she realized Missy was getting excited somewhere other than her tits. “So…” she paused to moan as Abigail squeezed her nipple a little harder, “What…what’s your name going to be?” 

“You’re going to call me…” Abigail licked her lips, “Mama.” 

“Mama?” she repeated

“Yes, now Melanie I want you to be a good girl and take that robe off for me.” 

She removed her hand from Missy’s breast and smiled, “Let’s see that beautiful body.” 

Missy looked down at her robe and picking up the ties paused, Abigail, could see her hands shaking and purred, “Come on Melanie, let me make you feel good.” 

“O…okay.” She began to pull the ties when Abigail prompted her, “Okay what?” 

“Yes…mama?” she asked, her eyes wide. 

“Yes.” Abigail whispered, “Stand up and do it.” Missy nodded and standing in front of her, removed the robe and let it drop to the floor. “Oh, look at you.” She sighed, “You are so perfect.” 

Missy stood there with her head down her cheeks flushed red as she stood there naked before her. 

Abigail wasn’t lying she couldn’t be more perfect, her small tits were perky with cute little pink nipples and between her legs was a smooth and equally pink pussy. Leaning forward, Abigail placed a kiss on her soft stomach and standing, placed the ties of her robe in Missy’s hands. 

“Go ahead, take mine off.” 

Missy took a deep breath and after pulling her robe open looked down at Abigail’s large breasts. 

“Wow.” She said softly, “They are big.” 

“Take the robe all the way off Melanie.” She told her. 

Her words came out in a rushed breathy voice as she was seconds away from truly enjoying her young pet. Missy reached up and pushing the robe back pulled it down and tossed it aside. As she had done in the mirror, Abigail lifted her arms and asked, “Do you like how I look?” 

She gave a quick spin and saw Missy’s eyes were even wider. 

“You have a lot of tattoos.” 

“Again, all you like are those?” Abigail laughed; spreading her legs apart she reached down and opened her pussy, “Nothing else.” 

“I…you you’re a real woman.” She said with a shake of her head. 

“That I am, and you’re about to become one,” spreading her arms wide she whispered, “Come here, Melanie, come give your mama a kiss.” 

Missy paused, and then timidly stepped forward. Abigail took her face in her hands and leaning down pressed her lips to hers. Missy whimpered and the sound sent a wave of heat through her already hot pussy. She could feel her young lover’s lips trembling beneath hers as she gave her a long soft kiss.  She dropped her hands from Missy’s face and reaching around her began running her nails up and down her soft back. 

Missy started to kiss her back and Abigail kept her lips still, letting her come to her. It wasn’t easy, but her patience paid off as growing a little bolder, Missy pressed her lips harder against hers. Not just their lips were touching at this point and Abigail moaned at the feeling of Missy’s hard nipples pushing against the soft flesh of her breasts. Abigail took back control of the kiss, sliding her lips across hers and then parting them, slipped her tongue out. 

Missy stiffened against her, but her mouth opened and Abigail sighed as her tongue slipped between those sweet lips to caress hers. Missy moaned softly and opened her mouth wider. 

Abigail bent her knees slightly bringing herself down to Missy’s height and began sliding back and forth. This time Missy moaned louder as their nipples rubbed across each other. Sliding her hands around her, Abigail reached between them and cupping her tits began rubbing her small nipples with her thumbs. 

She was rewarded with another adorable whimper and to her delight Missy’s brought her hands up and put them on her hips. Abigail continued to probe her mouth were her tongue while gently teasing her nipples. She could feel Missy’s hand shaking on her hips. But also noticed she was rocking back and forth and arching her chest, pushing her tits against Abigail’s hands. Removing her hand from her left breast, Abigail trailed her long nails down her soft stomach. 

She stopped just before the swelling of her mound and began teasing them back and forth. Missy was breathing heavy into her mouth and her tongue had darted across hers and into her it. 

Closing her mouth, Abigail caught her tongue and gently sucked on it. She felt a thrill of anticipation run through her as Missy’s hands started to slide up and down her sides. Each time she brought them up, they grew closer to Abigail’s yearning breasts and removing her lips from hers she said softly, “Go ahead, Melanie, touch them.” 

Missy hesitated, but only briefly, and Abigail whispered, “Oh, yes,” as her small hands began fondling her breasts. She was looking into Missy’s eyes and saw she was still nervous, but there was now a shine to those eyes that hadn’t been there before. Those beautiful dark eyes were watching her hands on Abigail’s tits as if she couldn’t believe she was playing with them. 

Leaning in, Abigail kissed her softly just below her ear and whispered, “Do you like them?” 

“Yes.” Missy replied softly, and then added, “I like how you touch me.” 

“And I love touching you.” Abigail answered and nuzzling her face into her, began kissing her neck. 

Missy let her head fall to the side, allowing her better access to her soft flesh and moaned as Abigail’s fingers slid around her pussy and along her inner thigh. Abigail let her lips travel down her neck and across the top of her chest and Missy let go of one her tits and sliding her arm around her began rubbing her back. Abigail was all but panting as she continued to restrain herself and taking her time placed a line of gentle kisses just over the tops of Missy’s perfect breasts. 

Missy was breathing hard as Abigail trailed her soft lips around the edge of her small breast; Missy pushed it up towards her. Teasing herself, Abigail slipped her tongue out and began tracing the curve of her tit while moving her hand from her thigh and sliding it around to her ass. Abigail sighed against Missy’s chest as her hand cupped her firm little ass cheek and gave it a soft squeeze. 

She began licking the bottom of her breast, flicking her tongue across it and just below that adorable pink nipple. Missy was rocking against her, looking up, Abigail saw her lips were parted and she was staring down at her. 

“Do you want me to kiss them?” Abigail asked, “Do you want me to take it into my mouth?” 

“Oh, yes please.” She murmured as her hand started sliding through Abigail’s thick black hair. 

“Does my little Melanie want her mama to suck her precious little nipples?” 

“Yes, I…oh!” Missy moaned as Abigail gently took her nipple between her full red lips and started flicking the tip of her tongue back and forth across it. “That feels,” she emitted a sigh that caused Abigail to smile around her flesh, “Really good.” 

Abigail closed her eyes and began sucking her pink nub into her mouth. She was still toying with Missy’s other nipple and her hand was enjoying fondling her small ass. Missy was stroking her nipple and the fingers she had in her hair tightened as she began sucking harder on her excited flesh. She released her nipple and moving over, began teasing her tongue around the other. Missy had stopped fondling her tit and was simply holding it as she moaned and bucked against her. 

That was fine, she could enjoy all she wanted for now, but soon it would be her turn to please. 

Feeling she had teased herself enough, Abigail brought her hand back around Missy’s slim hip and sliding it across her thigh, slipped her fingers between her legs. Missy cried out in surprise, but that cry quickly turned into a low whimper as Abigail quickly found her swollen clit and pressed her thumb to it. Her fingers slid through the soft and to Abigail’s excitement, very wet folds of her pussy. 

“Oh my god!” Missy moaned as she arched her back, shoving her tiny nipple deeper into 

Abigail’s mouth. 

Abigail rolled her eyes at her choice of expression, but loved the way her hips immediately began rocking into her fingers as they probed her hot pink flesh. She was sliding her two fingers up and down her pussy while her thumb traced slow circles around her excited button and Missy was releasing soft whimpering moans that were music to her ears. The next time her fingers had reached the entrance to her pussy, Abigail gently eased them inside her. 

“Oh..oh easy!” Missy moaned. 

Abigail’s eyes rolled again, but this time for a far better reason. Missy’s pussy was so tight there was no doubt she had never been touched and as she gently pumped her fingers in and out, she could feel her hot, wet flesh stretching around her fingers. Missy’s next whimper was a mixture of pleasure and discomfort as Abigail pushed her fingers in all the way to her knuckles and started twisting them back and forth. 

“You’re very tight Melanie, she whispered around her nipple, “You must be a very good girl.” 

“I…no one’s ever touched it before.” She released a long whimper and her hips moving faster, she groaned, “I…I think I’m going to…” 

“Not yet,” Abigail slipped her fingers from inside of her. 

Missy groaned in disappointment and whined, “Please?” 

Removing her mouth from her nipple and straightening to her full height, Abigail smiled at her. 

“No need to beg, my sweet little girl, your mother is going to take good care of you, but there are far better ways to cum.” She gestured towards the bed, “Lay back for me.” 

Missy looked at the bed then back at her and hesitated. She started to speak, but her words turned into a startled yelp, when Abigail roughly shoved her down onto the bed. 

“It’s not nice to make your mother say things twice,” she whispered with a smile. 

“S…sorry Mama.” Missy said softly, her lip trembling, “I didn’t mean to.” 

“Shhh.” Abigail purred as stepping up to the foot of the bed she put her knee on it and leaning over placed her hands on either side of Missy’s head. 

Looking down at her she smiled, “It’s okay Melanie, I just want you to lay there and let me show you how much better a woman is at pleasing another woman.” 

Missy, nodded and bending her head down, Abigail purred, “Now give your mother one of those sweet kisses of yours.” 

She closed her eyes and parted her lips and another wave of lust went through her as Missy quickly pressed her lips to hers. This time Abigail didn’t tease and immediately drove her tongue hard into her inexperienced lover’s mouth. Missy gasped, but didn’t resist. Instead her soft pink tongue darted across hers and caressed her lips. Abigail could feel her own body beginning to tremble with excitement and began sliding her tits back and forth across Missy’s. 

She received another precious whimper and breaking the kiss, Abigail eased herself up further and started swinging her breasts across Missy’s face, her nipples grazing her soft lips. Abigail moaned when Missy’s tongue slipped from her mouth and caught her passing nipple. She 

stopped and closing her eyes, sighed as Missy began softly sucking on her nipple. 

“That’s right,” she murmured, “Just like that, look at you being my good girl. 

Missy giggled, causing Abigail to smile and move to the side, Allowing Missy to suck on her other tit. She slid her knee up and Missy moaned as it pressed against her hot pussy. She pushed her leg back and forth and a moment later, Missy started moving her hips, sliding her slick flesh along her knee. Missy’s arms came up and began rubbing her arms before going down her sides. 

Abigail remained still, allowing Missy to explore the soft curves of her body while her eager tongue pleasured her nipples. 

Missy’s hands found her ass and Abigail groaned as she gave it a squeeze. Her small hands left her ass and trailing back up her sides, cupped her heavy tits in her hands and held them to her face as she licked first one than the other. Abigail smiled down at her; she really was a good girl. 

She could feel Missy’s clit driving into her knee and again not wanting her to cum from anything but her tongue, at least for the first time, Abigail began to slide back down the bed. 

Missy started to sit up when she removed her tits from her lips, but this time with a gentle push, Abigail kept her lying down. She kissed her neck then sliding her tongue down her chest took a moment to circle each of those luscious nipples. Missy made a soft cooing noise as she licked each one then moaned as Abigail made her way lower, her tongue now teasing down her soft 

stomach. Abigail slid down to her knees and with her tongue now just over the swelling her of her pubic mound, wrapped her arms around her slender thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. 

Abigail looked up to see Missy staring at her, those adorable brown eyes wider than ever as she took in the sight of her between her legs. Lifting those slender legs, Abigail draped them over her shoulders and taking her eyes from Missy, took in the sight of her perfect smooth pink pussy inches from her face. Abigail licked her lips and leaning closer closed her eyes and took a deep breath. In that breath she not only caught the intoxicating scent of her sweet pussy, but that of her innocence. 

Even better than that, was Abigail could detect the sharp scent of desire. Missy wanted her, she was enjoying all that Abigail had done to her and was eager for more. Once again teasing herself, she placed a soft kiss on her inner thigh and felt it tremble beneath her lips. Using her tongue she traced a line along the crease between her thigh and her pussy and Missy whimpered in 

anticipation. Gently sliding her fingers through her pussy, Abigail spread it open and placed a light kiss on her hard clit. 

Missy’s breath hissed between her teeth and her hips jerked at the brief contact. 

“You like that my dirty little girl?” she asked, quietly her eyes transfixed on the perfect pussy before her. 

“I do.” Missy moaned, “Please do it again?” 

“Oh, I’ll do better than a quick kiss Melanie, a pussy this pretty deserves to be appreciated. “ she flicked her tongue out, barely grazing her swollen nub and continued, “And who better to 

appreciate a daughter’s beauty than her mother?” she paused after another quick lick, asked, “Do you want me Melanie?” 

“Yes!” She moaned, “Please I really want you too! I…Oh!” 

Missy cried out as no longer to hold back, Abigail spread her lips wider and plunger her tongue directly into her quivering pussy. She sucked hard and her eyes rolled back as her mouth filled with her sticky sweet nectar. She slowly swirled her tongue around inside as her thumb eased over and found her swollen clit and started to lightly caress it. As Missy’s hips began moving up and down, Abigail began grinding her own hips, oh, she was going to cum hard when it was time for her sweet treat to repay the favor. 

Sliding her tongue from Missy’s delicious pussy, she began working it slowly through the wet folds of her pussy. She took her time, lapping at her pink skin and enjoying the soft coos of pleasure from the bed. Missy gave her another thrill by lifting her legs and placing her soft feet on her shoulders, opening her legs and giving Abigail better access to her pussy. Her tongue replaced her thumb and teasingly circled her pink nub. 

Missy moaned and her back arched, trying to push her clit against her tongue. Abigail pulled back and smiled when Missy whimpered and thrust her hips at her. Bringing her tongue back into play she pressed it to her clit and started sliding it back and forth. While Missy purred and squirmed on the bed, Abigail brought her hand up and again eased two fingers inside her now even wetter pussy. Missy moaned, but this time in pure enjoyment as she started to gently pump her fingers into her sweet little box. 

Abigail slipped her tongue from her clit and back down through her pussy. Missy was so wet she was getting a mouthful just from between her lips and drawing her head back, pulled a trail of it back with her. She looked up to see Missy watching her and wagged her tongue. Missy licked her own lips and the look in those wide eyes was now far from innocent. Abigail slowly slurped the line of sweet fluid back to its source and this time fastened her lips around her pink clit. 

She started sucking in a slow steady rhythm and Missy’s hips began rocking in time with her mouth. She was moaning continuously and her small toes curled hard into her shoulders as she sucked harder and pumped her fingers faster. Abigail kept her eyes on Missy, and could feel her own clit throbbing between her legs at how good she looked. She was sweating in the heat of the room and several strands of her dark hair were plastered to her cheeks. 

Her soft lips were parted and her eyes closed as she made soft purring noises and bucked her hips into Abigail’s fingers and tongue. Sliding her hand up across Missy’s soft stomach she caught her nipple between her fingers and began twisting it back and forth as her skilled tongue began swirling in hard fast circles around her clit. Missy released a loud yelp, then another. Her hips started rocking faster and she moaned, “Oh, oh yes, oh please I…I’m going to… oh Mama!” 

Those words sent a shiver down Abigail’s spine as did the loud high pitched squeal Missy 

emitted as for the first time in her life she came from the touch of another. She thrust her pussy hard into Abigail’s face and began bucking her hips wildly. Abigail, leaned in, keeping her tongue pressed to her clit as her fingers continued to drive into her convulsing pussy. Missy was now releasing a series of yelps as waves of pleasure crashed through her young body. 

To her surprise, Missy reached down and grabbed her hair, running her fingers through it as Abigail’s tongue kept her orgasm flowing. Her feet pressed hard into her shoulders and as her back arched off the bed, she let out a loud squeal followed by a long moan before she fell back onto the bed gasping. Abigail slid her tongue down from her clit and removing her fingers, put them into her mouth and greedily sucked them clean. 

She rose to her feet and smiled down at Missy who’s entire body was flushed from her orgasm and was staring wide eyed at the ceiling a shocked look on her face. 

“How did that feel Melanie?” she smiled down at her, “Was I right about the touch of a woman?” 

“I…wow.” She said, then uttered a giggle that caused Abigail’s already stiff nipples begin to ache. “That was better than the books make it sound!” 

“Yes it is,” Abigail laughed softly, “Now tell me Melanie, what do you think you should do for me?” 

Propping herself up on her elbows, Missy looked at her nervously and with a tiny shrug asked, 

“You…you want me to try?” 

“You’ll do more than try my precious flower, you’ll make me purr for you, won’t you?” 

As she spoke Abigail crawled onto the bed, next to her and rolling onto her back, slowly spread her legs. Missy sat up at the foot of the bed and standing turned back around and as Abigail had done got onto the bed on her knees between her legs. Missy looked down at Abigail’s pussy and reaching out lightly ran her hands along the insides of her thighs. 

“That’s nice,” Abigail told her, but using her finger to beckon her added, “But your hands are not what I would love for you to touch me with.” 

Missy gave a slight nod and taking a deep breath began to crawl up along her body as she had done. Lifting her leg, Abigail placed her foot on Missy’s shoulder and pushed her back down. 

“You can take your time with me next time, right now there is only one place I want to see that pretty face.” 

Missy obediently slid down the bed until she was lying on her stomach between her legs. She looked up and with a smile Abigail whispered, “Be a good girl and lick my pussy Melanie.” 

Missy licked her lips, then placing her trembling hands on Abigail’s thighs leaned forward and tentatively flicked her tongue across her pussy. 

“Higher,” Abigail told her. 

Missy tried again, her tongue sliding quickly across her yearning flesh. Reaching down, Abigail spread her smooth pussy open and tapping her throbbing clit with her black finger nail, said, 

“Right here.” 

She slipped her tongue out again and this time Abigail sighed softly as she hit the mark, her soft wet tongue caressing her sensitive button. Missy kissed her clit and began slowly licking it. 

Abigail moaned loudly and again it wasn’t for effect, she had been worked up all night and her body yearned to explode. Growing more confident, Missy started to lick up and down her pussy, her tongue sliding between her wet lips. 

Abigail placed her feet on her shoulders and with a contented moan reached up and started toying with her nipples, while watching her no longer innocent young partner lap at her pussy. 

“Lower.” She told her, “Slip your tongue inside.” 

Missy lowered her tongue and after a brief pause, shoved it inside of her. Abigail groaned and let her head fall back on the pillow as Missy’s tongue probed her sopping pussy. Squeezing her nipples harder, she started gently rocking her hips, pushing Missy’s tongue deeper. Between her legs, Missy was moaning softly as she tasted her and Abigail saw her ass was moving, her hips grinding into the bed. 

A surge went through her body at the thought Missy was going to be more than willing to share more of her. She had several hours before the ceremony and planned on enjoying her gift through every one of them. Missy’s eyes were closed as her tongue probed her and Abigail said, “Look up at me, Melanie, let me see those gorgeous eyes.” 

Missy opened her eyes and again Abigail saw a look of lust in them. Missy held her gaze as she slid her little pink tongue back to her clit where she began licking much more confidently. 

“Hmmm,” Abigail purred, “That’s my girl. You’re going to make a lot of women very happy 

with that sweet little tongue of yours.” She sighed for effect, “I am so glad I get to be the first.” 

Missy giggled into her pussy and she told her, “Now put your fingers inside me.” 

This time there was no hesitation on the part of her amazing gift and Abigail groaned at the sensation of her slender fingers entering her. She contracted her muscles, tightening her flesh around those fingers as she slowly thrust in and out. Missy was licking faster and Abigail could already feel her thighs starting to tremble. She lay back, toying with her nipples, trying to decide if she wanted to be teased or just take the edge off, when Missy removed her tongue from her clit and started exploring the folds of her pussy. 

Abigail’s hips twitched and she groaned as her excited clit strained towards Missy’s tongue. 

Knowing of tonight’s festivities, she had refrained from sex with Nicole this morning so she would cum as hard as possible first time out and her body apparently had no interest in that orgasm being prolonged. 

“Go back,” she told her, “You’re going to spend a lot of time between my thighs tonight Melanie, but this time I want my sweet girl to give me what I need.” 

Missy returned to her clit, licking faster than before and Abigail moaned softly as her body picked up where it left off. She started breathing heavier and her thighs shook as she felt the impending orgasm building within her. Missy’s tongue had a nice rhythm going, striking her clit from top to bottom and she released a low moan and started to arch her back from the bed.  She gasped when Missy switched up and not only slowed her tongue, but began licking just beneath her clit. 

“No,” Abigail whispered, “As you were doing, don’t stop!” 

Missy started licking higher, but now every other flick of her tongue seemed to miss her sweet spot. Abigail began moving her hips faster and reaching down with one hand caught Missy’s hair to hold her head still. 

“Higher.” She told her, “The top of my clit, do as I tell you Melanie.” 

She’d wrapped her fingers tightly in Missy’s long hair and pulled on it for emphasis. Missy whimpered nervously and started licking her clit at the top. Abigail sighed as her body resumed its effort to climax. She moved her hips faster and Missy started to move her face, trying to follow it. Again she felt her orgasm slipping away and hissed, “Stay still!” 

“I…I’m sorry!” Missy whined between her legs, “I…” 

“Don’t talk, lick!” she snapped. 

Missy whimpered again and went back to work, but now she was nervous and her tongue was 

moving around her slick clit. Never the less, Abigail’s breath caught as she closed in on her elusive release. She moaned and arched her back high off the bed as she teetered on the edge. 

Between her legs, Missy had decided to stop licking and begin sucking on her clit instead. That was not the touch she needed and her frustration boiling over, Abigail pulled hard on her hair, lifting her face from her pussy. 

“Roll over!” she commanded. 

“But, I…” 

“I said roll over now!” Abigail hissed, her black eyes boring into Missy’s now frightened gaze. 

“Okay, please don’t be mad!” 

Missy rolled over onto her back and started to slide up the bed, but Abigail had immediately sat up and swung her leg over Missy’s head, so that she was straddling it and let her weight go. 

Missy squealed as she squeezed her legs together, pinning her face between her thighs. Leaning over so she was on her hands and knees, Abigail began to grind her pussy into her face. 

“Stick your tongue out,” she told her and when she didn’t right away, she shouted, “Now!” 

She groaned when she felt Missy’s tongue strike her clit and in a softer tone, said, “Good girl, now hold still for me.” 

Abigail rocked back and forth, causing Missy’s tongue to caress her clit. She started slowly then picked up speed. She looked down to see Missy’s big brown eyes staring wildly at her as she rode her face. That look of fear caused her to begin to grind her hips harder and faster and she moaned as she brought herself to the edge with Missy’s tongue. Abigail sat up on her knees, pressing her sopping pussy harder to Missy’s face and started playing with her nipples. 

“Oh, that’s it” she cried as she felt her long denied orgasm racing through her. “Just like that! 

Keep that tongue right there!” she gasped and began emitting high pitched yelps as her body gathered for its powerful release. Beneath her, Missy was whining and squealing as Abigail began bouncing up and down, almost smothering her face between her thick thighs. 

“Don’t you stop,” she moaned, “Don’t you dare stop, or I’ll…” 

Abigail trailed off as her back arched and her body seemed to pause. Shoving her pussy down onto Missy’s face one more time, she gave her nipples a savage twist. A white flash went off behind her eyes and throwing her head back she released a long loud animal like howl as her body exploded. As her primal scream echoed through the small room the candles on either side of the bed also exploded, the flames shooting almost to the ceiling. They dwindled then flared again and again, in rhythm with the loud cries emanating from her as the orgasm tore through her body. 

Letting her nipples go, Abigail leaned over and grabbing the edges of Missy’s lifted her head from the bed and into her convulsing pussy. Missy emitted a muffled squeal as Abigail’s hips bucked wildly and she drove her pussy hard into her face. She tossed her head back again and let loose with a shriek of raw emotion and the candles responded with another conflagration. Her eyes rolled back into her head as for a brief instant she pictured herself as the pretty young innocent, being seduced by a much older woman of stunning beauty. 

Abigail’s body gathered itself and with another howl, she felt her pussy contract then release, sending a gush of warm sticky fluid into her young lover’s face. Missy gurgled between her legs, but her tongue kept moving and leaning forward onto her hands, Abigail slowed the grinding of her hips into a gentle rocking, sliding her pussy gently against her tongue as the last tremors of the orgasm passed through her. 

Exhaling loudly, Abigail rolled off of Missy and leaned back against the pillows. She blinked rapidly as the room spun around her and was vaguely aware of the acrid stench of ozone in the air as if someone had lit off fireworks. She always came the hardest on nights like this and the power of this orgasm was surely a good sign for the ritual later on. Gathering her wits about her, she looked down to see Missy had sat up and was wiping at her glistening face. 

Putting her arms out, Abigail said, softly, “Come here,” 

Missy looked at her and pouting shook her head, “You…you were rough! You said you wouldn’t be!” 

“Aww,” Abigail cooed, “I’m sorry, but you were teasing. I promise to make it up to you and very soon, but for now, come lie with me.” 

Missy put her head down and crawling up the bed went to lay down next to her. 

“No, honey,” Abigail patted her chest, “Right here.” 

Missy gave her a sweet little smile that also gave her a flashback of another girl, a lifetime ago, who although never innocent, had once known what it was like to be sweet. Missy slid up 

between her legs and slipping her arms around Abigail’s waist nestled her head between her breasts. Abigail put her arms around her and closed her eyes, reveling in the feeling of her soft young body pressed against hers. 

“Except for the end, did you enjoy that Melanie,” she asked, her eyes remaining shut. 

“I did.” Missy spoke into her breast, And I promise if we play again, I’ll be better.” 

“Oh, you are precious.” Abigail kissed the top of her sweat dampened hair. “And yes, we will play again, many times in fact.” 

“I’d like that.” Missy said softly. 

“And I’ll love it,” Abigail replied as she began to stroke her hair, “But for right now just stay here and let your mother hold you.” 

Part one 



Chapter One

“Why, hello kitty!” 

Nicole looked over to her right where two men in expensive suits had just sat next to her. They both appeared to be in their thirties and were clean shaven with short hair. Their shirts were crisp and their ties still knotted. Glancing down quickly at their shoes, Nicole noticed neither pair was as expensive as the suits. The ties and shirts seemed a step down as well. She identified them as mid level executives or semi successful stock brokers. They’d gotten a couple of promotions and felt compelled to upgrade their wardrobes somewhat, but obviously couldn’t afford to do it all at once. 

Nicole had no desire to speak to them, just as she’d had no desire to speak to the other half dozen men who’d hit on and flirted with her in the hour she’d been at the bar, but keeping her 

appearance in mind, she gave them a bright smile and replied with a simple, “Hi!” 

She turned back to staring straight ahead and felt the annoying pig tails hit her in the face. She refrained from flipping her head back as she had done that before and it had caused the same thing to happen. Looking into the mirror that ran along the back of the bar, Nicole took in her ridiculous attire. The pig tails her long blonde hair had been pulled into were held together with pink berets and she was wearing a skin tight pink Hello Kitty t-shirt that her more than ample breasts were threatening to burst out of and had also earned her that same remark four times already. 

Below the child like shirt was a black mini skirt that only went down to about her mid thigh, exposing her long legs. Those legs were incased in white thigh highs and ended in a pair of school girl black patent leather shoes. Nicole shifted in her seat and winced as the handle of the Semmerling LM-4 .45 caliber pistol dug into the crease between her thigh and pubic mound. The world’s smallest .45 was contained in a custom made holster strapped around her thigh, but because of the shortness of the skirt she was wearing it higher than usual. 

“That’s it, just hi?” one of the guys asked, “Aren’t you girls supposed to be a little friendlier?” 

Nicole looked down into her glass of whiskey and began tapping it with a long fingernail, also painted in baby doll pink to match the rest of her attire. The cheap and also pink plastic watch she was wearing said seven thirty, hopefully she wouldn’t have to be here much longer. Knowing not replying to the remark would lead to another and most likely ruder one, she looked at them and with a brainless smile, “Why, whatever do you mean?” 

The man on the left, who appeared to be a couple of years older, gave her a smug smirk, “Oh, come on honey, why else would you be dressed like that? You’re certainly no kid.” 

Nicole gave him a casual shrug and replied, “Maybe I’m young at heart.” 

“Maybe you’re some high roller’s Friday night fling.” 

“Hey, knock it off Jack.” The younger of the two said. “Just because you’re an asshole, doesn’t mean you always have to prove it.” 

He laughed as he spoke and when Jack rolled his eyes and grunted, Nicole took a longer look at the two of them. Jack was dark haired with bloodshot brown eyes and had the beginnings of a whiskey bloom. Upon closer inspection his jacket seemed to strain around the middle where his stomach was fighting to be contained by the buttons. The younger man was the total opposite, like Nicole, he was blonde, blue eyed and fair skinned. Unlike Jack, his eyes were bright and his face smooth, he was smiling at her, but not in a smug way. 

“Sorry about Jack,” He said, “He’s just…well him I guess.” 

“Okay, Bill, tell me another reason, she’s dressed like that.” Jack indicated her with a wave of his hand. “If it’s a good one, I’ll buy her a drink.” 

“Well, let’s see.” Bill made a show of stroking his chin while looking at her. “It’s never polite to ask or guess a ladies age, but you are a little past the Hello Kitty crowd. This is kind of a high end bar to be dressed like this unless you’re looking to be picked up by…” 

“See?” Jack nodded. 

“Hold, on!” Bill snapped his fingers. “Yes, picked up, but who says it’s a stranger?” he pointed at her, “I bet you’re role playing!” 

“Role playing?” Jack asked his blood shot eyes narrowing. 

“Yeah, like play acting. Couples pretend to be other people, maybe our pretty friend is all dolled up for her man and he is going to show up here and pick her up!” he gave her a big smile, “Am I close?” 

“Not close, but spot on.” She raised her glass to him and quickly downed the last of the smooth whiskey, before adding, “I am dressed up for my special someone.” 

“Well there you go.” Bill said, and then elbowed Jack, “Now say you’re sorry by buying the lady a drink.” 

“Whatever,” Jack, rolled his eyes, but held up his hand to catch the bartender, “Give the pretty kitty here a refill” 

“Another Jameson’s?” he asked her, 

“Actually seeing it’s on the high roller here, how about Jameson’s gold?” she asked. 

“You got it.” 

He turned his back and grabbed the bottle and Jack whistled, “Jameson’s?” 

“Good thing I’m not for sale, if you’re complaining about the price of whiskey you couldn’t afford me.” She gave him a sweet smile. 

Jack grunted, and standing up tossed some money on the bar, “Let’s go sit in a booth Bill, I want to get some food.” With a glance back at her he said, “Enjoy your drink, and tell  John I said hello.” 

The bartender put the glass down in front of her and picking it up, Nicole lifted it in a sarcastic toast to Jack, her middle finger extended up the side of the glass. He caught it and with another eye roll walked away. She took a long swallow of the smooth whiskey, enjoying the warm 

sensation that trailed down her throat, when Bill sighed, “Sorry about him, he just got divorced and you know, all women are whores now.” 

“No worries, it takes a lot more than that to get to me.” She told him, then started to go back to staring into nowhere in front of her. She had no desire for Bill’s playing good guy bad guy routine to lead to him flirting with her. 

“Well, you and your boyfriend enjoy hot schoolgirl or whatever you guys are doing.” 

As he got up,” Nicole turned to him and with a nasty smile asked, “Who says it’s a man I’m waiting for?” 

“Really?” he asked, his eyes widening. 

“Really and,” she beckoned him with a finger and when he leaned over she purred in his ear, 

“And if you want a visual for when you jerk off later, she’s a tall curly haired brunette with big dark eyes. And I’m her little college coed tonight.” 

“Damn.” He shook his head and with a sigh walked away from her to join Jack in the corner of the bar. 

Nicole watched him for a moment then looking to her left stared across the street at the huge glass tower that housed Poseidon Transport. It was close to seven thirty, her appointment was at eight, but she had come early to watch the employees trickle out. Like most offices, five was quitting time, but Nicole had watched the building last Friday night and knew the last person usually left around seven, leaving Steven Winthrop, Poseidon of the Chicago Circle, alone in his office. 

Poseidon had a long standing tradition of having call girls come to that office on Friday night and fucking them there. Nicole never understood why men of the Circle would still pay for whores, it must be an ego thing. Then again Poseidon’s taste ran along the rough side even by circle standards and he had gotten in trouble twice already for over stepping his bounds with a couple of female members so used his whores to enjoy his sadistic tastes. In fact it was the over indulgence of those tastes that had brought Nicole here tonight. 

Poseidon had gotten far too carried away with one of the girls in the Black Flame itself two weeks ago and because one never knew who a favor would be needed from or some blackmail 

levied against, all of the rooms in the brothel level were equipped with cameras. The girl had been too frightened to say anything initially, but had told another girl who had gone to Julian. 

Julian knew nothing of the circle, but knew who Winthrop was and after checking the tapes had gone directly to Abigail. 

For the last week and a half Abigail had called him and sent him messages, but he was ignoring her. He was also seen going to and fro about the city with a pair of personal bodyguards and was avoiding all of his usual haunts. But a quick check with his favorite escort service confirmed he was not giving up his Friday night fun so here she was. Nicole finished the whiskey, her fourth since being here, and leaning back in the stool, closed her eyes and let her body relax. 

More likely than not Poseidon was not going to come along willingly and his two body guards left when he left. There was sure to be a fight and whereas the promise of violence would make most nervous, Nicole felt herself slipping into a familiar sense of calm. A scuffle with a couple of rent a thugs was nothing compared to some of the things she had endured in her years with the agency. 

“Another?” The Bartender asked, when she nodded he asked, “You’re sure, they’re pretty 

strong.” 

“Do I look drunk to you,” she asked, focusing her eyes on his. 

He returned the stare and she held his gaze, a small smile on her lips. He continued to stare then with a blink shook his head and went to get her drink. Nicole nodded in satisfaction; she had never lost a staring contest in her life. Turning her gaze to the mirror in front of her, she stared into her own eyes which were an eerie shade of ice blue so light they were close to transparent. 

Nicole could go an unnaturally long time without blinking and that along with her stone cold gaze had earned her the code name Medusa when she’d been an operative. 

She had carried that name with her into the Circle and as The Lady Medusa had become the right hand of Mistress Persephone, Nicole was her personal body guard, her chosen weapon of 

vengeance and in return Abigail had become the only woman Nicole had ever slept with. She closed her eyes and allowed herself a brief vision of the two of them lying in their bed, Abigail’s long curvy white flesh wrapped around hers, her full lips exploring Nicole’s body, those strange dark eyes, looking into hers. 

Nicole blinked away the image. There was work to be done and truth be told once Abigail got through with Poseidon the sex afterwards would be painful and more of a fight then what would be waiting for her in  the office across the street. 

Nicole looked over when she heard Bill yelling for the bartender and shook her head. Role playing. Then again that would be an apt description for what she had done for ten years as an agent in the counter terrorist unit working mostly in the Middle East. Taking on new names and back grounds, learning languages and cultures and always staying in character. Of course in sexual role plays or any other game of pretend, there was never the ever present threat of death. 

The thought of being killed was a good motivator to never forget your role or step out of place. 

For nine and a half of those years, she had gone remarkably unscathed, not that Nicole hadn’t experienced close calls or had her cover blown a couple of times. But even amongst the best of the best, she was exceptional. Her prowess with both firearms and hand to hand combat were second to none and over those years she had taken many lives to preserve her own as well as those in service with her. She was pulled away from her thoughts by movement across the street. 

Two men and a woman were leaving and were being let out by two security guards. She watched the guards lock the doors signaling all regular employees had left the building. Anyone coming in now would need to be buzzed through. That was okay though, as Lindsay Darling, Nicole had an appointment with her favorite type of man; one who abused women. For five years she had sat across from that arrogant scum and waited for the day he would show his true colors. Looking down at her smooth hands with their long slender fingers, she felt them itch to strike something. 

Reaching into the pocket of the long leather jacket on the stool behind her, Nicole removed a money clip and put a hundred dollar bill on the counter. The bartender came over and put her last drink in front of her. 

“I’ll grab your change.” 

“All set.” She told him. 

“Hey thanks sweetie,” he told her, then winked, “You have fun tonight.” 

“Oh, I plan on it.” She said, picking up her drink. 

She took a sip and was setting the glass down when the door opened and two men entered. 

Nicole felt her body tense up when she saw they were Middle Eastern. Both were in suits, their heads adorned with white turbans. Their lower faces were almost invisible through their thick beards and as the passed her Nicole narrowed her eyes and after a quick look at their features decided they were Iranian. 

One of the men glanced at her and nudging his friend said something and shook his head, a look of disdain on his face. None the less the bar was almost full and the two of them sat next to her. 

Nicole immediately faced the mirror again and taking a deep breath could smell the unmistakable scent of their skin even beneath their expensive cologne. Nicole looked down at her hands around the glass to see they were trembling. She needed to leave. 

Yet even as she told herself that, she remained seated. She knew why. Somewhere inside her she was hoping for a reason to start trouble. The man next to her ordered two beers and then began speaking softly to the man next to him. 

“I can’t believe how they let these women in an establishment like this. A whore is one thing, but at least in this district they should be well dressed.” 

He had spoken in Farsi, a dialect of Persian and one of a dozen Middle Eastern languages she was fluent in. 

“One would think, but the richer the American the sleazier their taste it would seem. They call it…” he paused then snapped his fingers, “Slumming” he laughed. 

The sound of his words sent a shiver through her. Not that what he said mattered, but the simple fact of what he was and what he represented. Six years ago while working in Tehran, Nicole had gotten intel on the location of a shipment of uranium being smuggled into the country. She was supposed to radio it in, but sensing they might be onto her sent the message for her to be picked up. The leader of her team demanded the information before their rendezvous, but under the ruse she might be bugged said they would have to get her first. 

That was against protocol of course, even if she said it and was captured the intel would be in the proper hands. But Nicole had seen too many operatives left for dead or worse and refused to be one of them. Her instincts had been correct and hours later she had been jumped in the parking lot on the way to her car. They had to take her alive and she shot three of them and crippled two more, before one of them was able to hit her with a taster. 

When she awoke she was hanging naked from her arms and was severally beaten by three of 

them. They had broken several of her ribs, her nose and fractured her right eye socket. They then tied her to a chair with her arms flat on a table, her wrists clamped down. That was when the questioning began. Each time she didn’t answer one of her finger nails were torn off and the finger broken. Their last trick had been to hit the back of her shoulder with a hand held grinder, scraping layers of her skin off then rubbing salt in it. 

When she hadn’t spoken after that, they tossed her in a cell and said the real fun would start tomorrow. Three hours later an explosion rocked the compound. There were gunshots and 

several smaller explosions and moments later the door to her cell burst open to reveal three navy seals who were part of a team of eight sent to either rescue her. Badly hurt and barely able to walk, Nicole had demanded to be taken to the leader of the cell and before they could stop her she ripped the .45 from one of the seals and with her broken trigger finger shot him in the balls. 

Nicole spent a week in a hospital before being sent home for two months. While there she was told the next day they had planned to send her to a rape room. She would be pulled from her cell, brought to a room where she would be strapped to a table and half dozen soldiers would fuck her in whatever hole they pleased. She would be brought back to the cell and this would be repeated every four hours until she broke. 

When she was eligible to come back the doctors said she was unstable, but they were hard up for operatives with her level of experience and they signed off on her anyway. Two months later she was pulled from active duty after she walked into a small cell of terrorists she was supposed to simply keep an eye on. What her superior officers weren’t aware of was one of them was the man who’d tortured her. She’d walked in and shot his four companions and after tying him to a table, slowly crushed his testicles with a vice before cutting his tongue out and feeding it to him. 

Only the extreme circumstances of her torture and her impeccable prior record had saved her from jail. Her direct supervisor and the agents that arrived on the scene covered up the gory details, but she was released from duty and sent packing as an afterthought by the country she had spent ten years willing to die for with a monthly pension as her only reward. 

“And so haughty.” The man next to her spoke. “Look at her, sitting so proudly, her head up, looking everyone in the eye, where is her shame?” 

“Back home, even the most respectable women keep their gaze down.” The other replied. “These women are not taught their place.” 

“But we are not in your country, you ignorant dog,” she said softly in perfect Farsi. 

The man turned to her, his eyes wide as she continued. 

“That’s right; I speak your crude tongue. Now would you and your friend like to teach me my place?” 

“Where are your manners?” The one next to her said, reaching out, he put his hand on her 

forearm, “You prove my point by….” 

He stopped when locking her eyes onto his; she said softly, “Remove your hand from my arm before I remove it from your body.” 

He began to speak, but after looking into her eyes moved his hand and muttered, “Never mind, I wouldn’t sully myself on the likes of you.” 

“Whoa, there a problem here?” The bartender asked, “You bothering this lady?” 

“Only in this country would she be considered a lady.” The man muttered in his language, but to the bartender shrugged and said, “A misunderstanding,” he grinned, “I would not meet her 

price.” 

“If you’re still here in twenty minutes you will meet your maker fool.” She hissed at him, still speaking in his tongue. 

Standing, she slipped her long jacket on and with a brief nod at the bartender walked out and headed across the street. Now she was really hoping Poseidon would fight. 



Chapter Two

Nicole quickly crossed the street, and with each step felt herself calming down. She was on an assignment and walking into trouble, she couldn’t be emotional. Nicole knew some people were able to channel rage and use it to their advantage, but she wasn’t one of them. For Nicole it was about cold and methodical, doing what you needed to, but never more. When Nicole let rage get the best of her, people lost their lives. 

By the time she reached the glass doors of Poseidon Transport, she had regained that eerie calm of before and reaching out hit the button next to the doors. A moment later one of the security guards appeared. After giving her a quick look up and down, smiled and opened the door. 

“Hi!” she gave him a big smile, “I’m Lindsay!” 

“Good evening Lindsay.” The guard, an older man in his sixties said, a small smile playing about his lips, “What can I do for you.” 

“I’m here to see Steven Winthrop,” she pulled out a card from the escort service, “I have an appointment.” 

“Of course you do,” The second, and much younger guard, said as he came over, “It’s Friday night after all, come on in” he opened the door and held it for her as she walked in. 

“Would you like to check your jacket down here?” The second guard asked, “I…uh doubt you’ll be needing it upstairs.” 

And this way you get to check me out in the elevator, Nicole thought to herself, but slipping the jacket off, smiled, “Why thank you!” 

“No, thank you.” The older man said as he walked back towards his desk, “Joe will take you upstairs, have fun.” 

Nicole turned to see Joe staring blatantly at her long legs and after muttering, “Must be nice to have money,” gestured over at the elevators across the foyer, “After you.” 

“Why of course.” She said as she walked past him. 

She walked slowly towards the elevator, swinging her hips more than she needed to and letting him get an eyeful. After all wouldn’t a call girl always be looking to drum up more business? 

They got onto the elevator as they made their way to the top floor, Nicole stood there staring straight ahead. She could feel Joe’s eyes on her and glancing over at him, pointed at the night stick on his belt and giggled, “That’s a big stick Joe.” 

“Thanks for noticing,” he laughed. 

“That the only big hard thing in your pants right now?” she asked and ran her tongue slowly across her pink lips. 

His eyes widened and he stammered, “Well…um as a matter of fact, no.” 

“Yeah, you like what you see baby?” she reached out and ran her nails down his cheek, “Because you know if you do I’ll give you my card and you can get yourself a taste.” 

“Uh, yeah well I doubt I could afford you.” He told her. 

There was a beeping sound as they reached the top floor and when the door opened she 

shrugged, “You never know, I over charge the rich guys to make it worth my while spending time with their old asses, but a young guy like you,” she winked again, “I might give you a discount.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said as his eyes worked their way up and down her body. 

“You do that.” She said, stepping out into the hallway. 

Joe gave her a nervous smile and this time walking ahead of her led her down the long carpeted hallway to Winthrop’s office. The conversation with Joe wasn’t superfluous. If any questions were asked later, she needed to seem as convincing as possible. They reached a large ornately carved door with Winthrop’s name on it and walking over to the vacant desk of Winthrop’s 

secretary, Joe picked up the phone. A moment later he spoke, “Evening Mr. Winthrop, I have a Lindsay here to see you.” He listened then nodded, “Will do.” 

He came back over to her and as he opened the door said, “Mr. Winthrop is in the back, he will be out with you momentarily.” 

“Thank you,” she said, giving him another big smile, “Maybe I’ll see you again sometime.” 

“Maybe.” He nodded and after she entered the office, closed the door behind her. 

Nicole took several steps into the office and frowned; where the hell were his guards? She’d expected them in the foyer of his office. She knew Winthrop had a bathroom behind his office as well as another room which contained a bed to fuck his whores on, which she assumed was 

where he was now. Were they in there? Her eyes narrowed at the thought that if they were, would they be participating? One of Winthrop’s kinks was gang bangs and he routinely let other men join in with his whores and pets after he took the edge off. 

Nicole nodded to herself, her timing couldn’t be better. The girl that was supposed to show up tonight was getting set up to be taken roughly by three men. Again she wondered how the hell this animal had lasted as long as he had in the group. Granted the girl would be very well paid, but also pay a very high price physically and emotionally for that money. Her fingers curled into her palms and she felt a smile spreading across her face at the impending surprise in store for Winthrop and his friends. 

She looked briefly around the office which was full of cases of expensive antiques from around the world as well as models of ships. Nicole saw the door that led to the back room located behind his desk. Unless he had done some serious construction on the building, there was no way out of that back room. Winthrop’s only way out would be past her. There was a click, that to most people would have been to quuit to be heard, but to Nicole’s ears was as loud as a shot. 

The door began to open and spinning quickly so that her back was to the door, took a couple of steps towards a case containing the model ships. She stood there as if engrossed in the boats and heard Winthrop’s deep voice behind her, “Good evening Lindsay, I have to say if your front looks as good as your back, I’m going to be quite pleased tonight.” 

Giggling like the school girl she was pretending to be, Nicole made a show of bending over to touch her toes. The back of the skirt rose up to expose her ass in the white cotton panties she had chosen to complete the image and remaining bent over, she gave it a playful shake. 

‘Damn, that’s one fine ass.” Winthrop whistled, “I like those panties, so…innocent.” 

Nicole could hear the lust in his voice already and could hear him beginning to approach her. She straightened up and still keeping her back to him raised her arms in the air. Winthrop came up behind her and sliding his large powerful arms around her slim waist, pressed against her. 

Winthrop was a big man; over six feet and two hundred pounds, none of which was fat and as she felt the strength in his arms she imagined how many young girls he had pinned down with them. 

His hands slid up and she allowed him to squeeze her large breasts. 

“Oh, honey, the front is just as nice!” 

He gave her tits a hard squeeze, and she emitted the sharp yelp he was expecting. 

“Aww, you delicate?” he purred in her ear, “I hope so because I love those little squeals.” 

His left hand left her breast and gave a sharp tug on her pig tail. Nicole let her head go to the side and whimpered for him. 

“Yeah, you’re going to squeal for me tonight?” 

“Hmm-mm” she shook her head. 

“No?” 

“No, pig, its you who will be squealing later, when our mistress gets her hands on you.” She said softly. 

Before he could react, Nicole drove her elbow back into his midsection and immediately threw her head back. As he started to double over, her head caught him in the side of his face snapping his head back and sending him staggering. Turning quickly she saw he had remained on his feet and was staring wide eyed at her as he rubbed the left side of his face. 

“Medusa.” He said quietly. 

“You should have been expecting me Poseidon.” She told him. “It’s not very smart to ignore an invitation from the Lady Persephone.” 

“It is when that invitation will lead to an unjust punishment to satisfy her sadistic reputation.” He replied taking a step back from her. 

“Her sadistic reputation?” Nicole asked, remaining where she was standing. “That girl from the Flame had to be hospitalized you fucking animal and you are going to answer for it.” 

“Please,” he waved his hand, “She was a common whore, not a lady of the group, or am I now to be told what I can and cannot do on my own time outside the Circle?” 

“There are rules in this group, Poseidon,” she reminded him. “Safe sane and consensual hold sway. The men and women of this group are not rapists.” She pointed at him, “You are, and have been warned before. Besides that girl is in our Mistresses employment, you chose poorly.” 

“I am free to do as I choose to women outside the group.” He countered, “I’ve done nothing wrong.” 

Nicole paused to let the sudden flash of rage his remarks caused to fade. As she did, she looked him up and down. He was wearing just his suit pants and a white t-shirt that hugged his powerful form closely. Like all members of the group, Winthrop was quite attractive with black hair, bright green eyes and smooth almost pretty features.  She looked down at his large strong hands and again imagined what those hands had done. He was easily twice her weight and in good shape, but he was too smart to fight her, at least not yet. 

“Then if you have done nothing wrong, why do you avoid Persephone? If you feel you are within your rights, simply state that. Perhaps she will agree with you.” 

“Bullshit.” He shook his head as he took another step backwards towards his desk. “Her mind is made up. I am not avoiding her forever, Medusa. My plan is to attend the meeting next Saturday and I will plead my case before the entire group.” 

“You do not have the right to decide when you speak to our Mistress.” 

“Leave, Nicole.” He told her softly. “I am not coming with you and don’t want this to get ugly.” 

“Ugly?” She grunted disgustedly, “And the little gang rape you were setting up tonight wasn’t going to be?” 

“What are you…” 

“You’re two paid goons are in that back room Poseidon, I know they are. You were going to pull pretty little Lindsay back there and hold her down and let them fuck her in every hole, fuck her until she was bleeding like you did the girl at the flame. Then you would give her a couple of thousand dollars and send her on her way afraid to speak of it.” She paused to ensure she would continue to speak calmly. “You have done this many times and your criminal behavior needs to be answered for.” 

“I will plead my case to…” 

“Poseidon, unless you plan on putting on your coat and leaving with me quietly, there is going to be a fight and I think you know how that fight will end.” She pointed at the door behind him. 

“Why not call out your thugs and get this over with?” 

When he looked nervously over his shoulder, Nicole continued, “Hell, Steven you were looking to forcibly gang bang a woman, tell you what if they can take me, you can have me.” 

When he turned to look at her, she smiled, “I mean it, if they can put me down you can have your way with me, all three of you can. I give you my word I won’t speak of it to Persephone. I’ll say I couldn’t get you and you can show up at the next meeting.” 

“You’re lying, but,” he pointed at her. “Be careful of what you wish for My lady because if you force me to hurt you I may just decide to take some pleasure in it.” 

“I knew you would.” She told him and began walking towards him, “Let’s get this over with Poseidon. Seth and Julian are meeting me outside in fifteen minutes to escort you to the Flame, I don’t want to keep them waiting.” 

She took one more step and reaching into his pocket; Winthrop pulled out a small pager and thumbed it. Almost immediately two men wearing jeans and t-shirts stepped out of the 

backroom. 

“What’s wrong, do you….” One of them began to speak, then seeing Nicole smiled, “Well, Hello Kitty.” 

“Hello!” she gave him a big smile, “Are you guys here to play with me too?” 

“Greg, get her out of here.” Winthrop pointed at her, “Be careful, she’s dangerous.” 

“Yeah she looks it.” The other man, a tall blonde with a build that rivaled Winthrop’s said, “She’s dressed like a felony, but that’s about it.” 

“Do as I say Greg,” Winthrop said nervously, “The two of you need to take her…” 

“Ohh, you guys are all going to take me?” Nicole released a long soft moan, “Oh, I love it rough!” 

“Greg looked at her, then laughed, “Oh, I get it.” He slapped the other man on the shoulder, “Hey Jack, this is part of Steve’s game!” 

“It’s not a game!” Winthrop declared, “Get her out of here!” 

“Aww, but I want to play!” she whined, then putting her hands over head added, “Why don’t you boys come over here and frisk me? Make sure I’m just a pretty little kitty looking for some fun.” 

“Don’t listen to her.” 

“Of course sir.” Greg winked as he walked towards her, “Okay honey, my buddy and I are going to check you out, make sure you’re not you know,” he smiled, “Dangerous.” 

Nicole giggled as Jack approached her to the right and Greg walked up to her left. Both were around six feet, but where Greg was well built, Jack was thinner, but she noticed moved more differently, not just confident, but he seemed to flow rather than walk. He was more likely the more proficient of the two. She kept her arms over her head as they stood on either side of her. 

Reaching out they each grabbed one of her breasts and rubbed them. 

‘Oh, I like this game already.” She said softly, smiling at Greg. 

He smiled back and the two of them began running their hands up and down her sides and 

fondling her tits. She stood there letting them, her eyes locked on Winthrop who looked as if he wasn’t sure of what to do, seeing her staring, he said quietly, “Grab her arms, hold her, she’s going to…” 

“Okay.” Jack said, getting behind her and grabbing her wrists, holding them together. 

Nicole smiled at him and kept her body relaxed waiting the perfect moment. On her left, Greg said, “I think I’ll keep searching her.” 

He dropped to his knees next to her and placing his hand on her calf began rubbing her leg. 

“Hmmm higher.” She whispered, “Right up between my legs, baby, see how wet I am for you.” 

“Greg!” Winthrop snapped, “Don’t listen to her!” 

“Whatever.” Greg whispered and running his hand higher began stroking her lower thigh. 

His eyes were already glazed with lust and she could feel Jack’s hands trembling with excitement where he was holding her wrists over her head. He was holding her loosely, convinced this was a game. He was seconds away from finding out otherwise. 

Greg’s hand continued up her thigh and smiling up at her, he said, “We’re going to have a lot of fun with you, honey, we….” 

His voice trailed off, when his hand struck the .45. “What the…?” 

“Told you I was excited.” Nicole said, and then pivoting to the side drew her leg back and slammed her knee into the side of Greg’s head. 

“Holy…” Jack started to say, and then cried out as letting her weight go, Nicole landed on her ass and her hands grabbing his forearms, threw her arms forward, flipping him over her. 

As she had thought, he was going to be the more dangerous of the two. He landed properly on his hip and rolling over, immediately came to his feet, his hands already up and moving. Nicole stepped away from Greg, who was holding the side of his head and trying to get to his feet and waved Jack on, “Come on baby!” she called out in the little girl voice, “Let kitty show you her claws!” 

Jack confidently approached her and immediately launched into a series of short sharp strikes. 

Nicole’s hands blurred out and met his. There were several loud cracks as the backs of her hands, struck the insides of his arms, easily deflecting each blow. Jack stepped back and threw a kick at her head and dropping down, Nicole spun around, her foot taking out his and dropping him to his back on the floor. As she spun she saw Greg up and heading for her. 

She continued the spin. this time launching upwards. Her leg came back around and she caught him square in the face with the spin kick. He spun to the side and stumbling over a chair, fell face first into the ornate glass table that had several models on it. He went down in an explosion of glass and wood, his arms and legs sprawled out and unmoving. Sensing rather than seeing movement to her right, she ducked her head, narrowly avoiding the punch that Winthrop had thrown at her. 

He wasn’t a trained fighter and the wild swing had sent him off balance. As he began to stagger past her, she threw her elbow into his stomach and when he bent over, stood up. The top of her head struck him in the jaw and as he staggered back, she lashed out and caught him in the throat with the edge of her hand. He went to his knees gagging, but before she could deliver another blow she was yanked backwards, painfully by her pig tails. 

“Come here kitty!” Jack snarled behind her. 

She let herself go back and raising her elbow spun around to catch him. Jack was good however, and had ducked down. Her elbow sailed over his head and he caught her flush on the cheek with a sharp right hook. A light flashed behind her eyes and she staggered back from the impact. Jack followed with a left, that she managed to block, but his right snapped out twice more hitting her with two quick jabs in her face. Nicole kicked out, forcing him to jump back, trying to regroup; she threw another kick, using the length of her leg to keep him at bay. 

Unfortunately, Jack had already stepped forward and swinging his arm out struck her leg above the knee. With a grunt of pain, she was sent spinning off balance to left and darting to the right, Jack was able to grab her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides. She tried to plant her feet, but he had quickly jerked her up high enough that she couldn’t reach. In front of her and with a resilience most likely born of desperation, Winthrop surged to his feet and swinging low, drove his fist into her stomach. 

Nicole had enough time to tighten her stomach and despite the power behind his blow, it didn’t have nearly the effect on her it could have. Her breath did hiss out from between her clenched teeth and hearing it, Winthrop struck her again in the abdomen. 

“Fucking bitch!” he growled, “Oh we are going to use you for hours after this and I’ll send your whore of mistress the entire thing on film!” 

He struck her twice more and each blow drove some of the wind from her. Part of her daily training regimen was to have her trainer repeatedly drop a fifteen pound medicine ball onto her stomach to be able to withstand just this type of blow, but the last one told her she couldn’t handle much more. She released a loud gasp after that blow and letting herself hang limp, put her head down and moaned, “Please….” 

“What was that, bitch?” Winthrop asked, grabbing her hair and lifting her head up, “Please what?” 

“Please sir may I have another?” she smiled at him and slamming her head backwards, drew her knees up to her chest. 

She kicked out with all the power in her legs, striking Winthrop in his broad chest and sending him reeling backwards. Behind her Jack had sensed what was coming and she could tell by the painful impact in the back of her head, that he had turned his face and she had caught his skull not the soft skin of his nose and lips. But the impact was enough to loosen his grip and drawing her knees up again she extended her legs straight down. 

The heels of her shoes struck his shins and as he cried out behind her his arms loosened enough for her to throw her left elbow back into his stomach. She heard his breath whoosh out on her ear and holding his right arm across her, drove her elbow back several times, striking his stomach and doubling him over. Stepping slightly forward, she threw the elbow up and back, catching him in the face. When he stood up she sent the same elbow directly into his face. 

There was the satisfying crunch of his nose breaking and stepping back as he fell backwards, she snapped her arm up, this time catching his face with the back of her hand. Nicole turned to the right, and raising her arm, whipped herself to the left, launching into a spinning back punch. Her fist struck the side of Jack’s temple solidly and drawing her long leg up to her hip, she kicked out and up, her heel catching him in the jaw. The impact took him off his feet where he crashed into a glass case on the wall. 

As he slid to the floor amongst the shattered glass of the case and broken vases and pottery, his eyes rolled back into his head and he was unconscious before hit the ground. At the sound of footsteps, she turned to see Winthrop racing for his desk, his hand reaching for the phone. 

Picking up a piece of glass, Nicole sent it flying across the room with a flick of her wrist. 

Winthrop had just grabbed the phone, when he let it go, crying out in pain and reaching for the piece of glass sticking out of his forearm. 

With a panicked look back at her, he ran around the desk and into the room behind it. The door slammed and she heard the click of a lock. Nicole strode quickly to the door and with one well placed kick shattered the lock, sending the door swinging inward on its broken frame. She stepped back and throwing herself to the ground, rolled into the room. She felt something whistle over her head and coming to a stop on her knees saw the lamp Winthrop had swung at her shatter against the door. 

Remaining on her knees, she drove a kick into the side of his knee and as he dropped onto the floor clutching it, she snapped the same leg back out and caught him in the face. His head banged against the wall and as he slumped against it, she saw something fall from his hand. It was his cell phone and as she watched he tried to pick it back up. Lunging forward, Nicole grabbed his index finger and with a wrench of her wrist, broke it. 

“Oh fuck!” Winthrop cried out in pain, “Stop! I…” 

“Stop?” she whispered, “How many times did that girl beg you to stop?” 

“This…this is ridiculous.” Winthrop moaned as she twisted his broken finger. “We’re a sex group, not the fucking Yakuza.” 

“Damn straight, you’re not Yakuza, they have honor.” She told him, then releasing his broken finger, grabbed the next one and held it. 

Staring into his pain filled and frightened eyes she said softly, “Now are you going to clean up and leave with me peacefully or,” she twisted his finger slightly, “Do I need to give you nine more reasons why you should?” 



Chapter Three

Nicole sat silently in the front seat of Seth’s Cadillac Escalade, staring straight ahead. She sensed him glancing over at her several times and knew he wanted to ask if she were alright, but also knew better than to actually do so. A glance in the side mirror she had adjusted to see the back seat, showed Winthrop was sitting with his head down as he’d been since they entered the car. 

Next to him, Julian, Seth’s cousin who resembled him to the point only his being shorter and sporting a gold tooth made it obvious  who was who, was sitting next to him, whistling a Bob Marley song. 

“That’s right, everything’s going to be alright, isn’t it Steven?” Seth asked in his powerful voice. 

“Don’t taunt him, Seth, he will be dealing with enough later.” She said quietly. 

They stopped at a light and feeling Seth staring, she glanced over at him. 

“Problem?” 

“None at all,” he said, quickly turning back to face the street. “However, if hypothetically speaking, I had taken several blows to the head and used my head as a weapon, I might want to go get checked out.” 

“And hypothetically speaking, if I were to do so, I would be an old lady, like you.” She replied. 

Behind her Julian laughed and with a sigh, Seth shrugged, “Fuck you then, can I have your guns when you’re a vegetable?” 

“Now that’s better.” She said, reaching out and patting his massive thigh. “And for the record, if let’s say hypothetically I had a heart, I would thank you for caring.” 

“Hypothetically of course.” Seth said with a grin. 

They reached the flame and pulling around to the back got out and with Nicole leading the way, entered the hidden door located behind the dumpster, which led into the secret corridors lining that side of the building. They headed down towards the inner sanctum and Nicole caught herself reaching out to the wall to steady herself. She quickly pulled her hand back, hoping Seth didn’t notice. Fact was her head was throbbing to beat the band and her stomach felt nauseous. 

She had been reckless, her urge to fight getting the better of her, she should have simply drawn the .45, bound the guards and left with Winthrop, under the threat she would shoot him if he opened his mouth. Instead she had put herself in a dangerous situation that could have easily led to her suffering ‘Lindsay’s’ fate. That was why she had been discharged; the doctors said she was no longer capable of operating emotionlessly. 

As they made their way down, she resisted the urge to touch her cheek, which she could feel was badly swollen. More likely than not she would have a hell of a shiner tomorrow and her lower lip was split. Oh, well, she had taken worse that was for sure. She looked behind her to see Winthrop now had his head up. His left eye was swollen shut and he was limping from the blow to his knee. It took fifteen minutes in his office bathroom to get the two of them cleaned up enough to walk out past the security guards without drawing attention. As it was she had to walk with her arms awkwardly folded across her chest to cover the blood on her sweater. 

Winthrop’s gaze shifted to her and said softly, “Whatever happens tonight, this won’t be the end of this, you crazy bitch.” 

He grunted as Julian slapped him in the back of the head, “Shut up asshole, Marissa was one of my girls and you’re lucky I didn’t get to just show up and cut your balls off.” 

“You rich pricks think you run the show,” Seth added, “Well you’re going to learn who the real power in this city belongs to.” 

They reached the large door that led to the sanctum and Nicole stood aside while Seth unlocked it. When he swung the door open, Winthrop rolled his eyes, “What is this, the dungeon?” 

“It will be what you make it to be,” Julian told him while giving him a shove, “And the way you’re running your mouth, it won’t be pretty.” 

As Winthrop grunted and entered, Julian winked at her and whispered, “never mind he messed up Abigail’s favorite girl’s pretty little…” he was cut off, by Nicole sending her fingers hard into his throat. 

He staggered back gagging and stepping up to him she hissed, “Mind your tongue Julian, or I’ll cut it out. Or better yet, maybe I’ll tell Abigail of your remark.” 

He stared hard at her, but after a moment nodded and croaked, “Sorry Nicole, it was just a joke.” 

“So is your defensive skill, lucky I like you or you’d be dead.” 

Without waiting for a reply, she strode past Winthrop and Seth, who was looking at Julian and started to speak, but she spoke first. “Bring him to the antechamber and prepare him while I get our mistress.” 

Nicole walked across the large room which was currently empty, but for the large altar in the middle of it. As she passed it, Nicole recalled the room last week during the Walpurgis 

celebration. Over fifty people involved in a flat out orgy; men and women fucking in every combination, and some in groups of four or more. People were switching not just partners, but in some case sexes. There was no complaining or jealousy; everyone was well received by 

whatever person or group they were joining. 

The room had been unbearably hot from the torches and the sounds of sweaty flesh slapping together was as loud as the moans and cries of ecstasy emanating from around the room. Nicole had a good view of the room as she knelt naked on the altar, Abigail behind eating her pussy and bringing her to yet another screaming orgasm with her amazing tongue. The two of them had stayed together the entire night, no one would dare approach Abigail and it was clear from the get go that Nicole belonged to her.  Apparently by Julian’s remark it was becoming obvious that Nicole was more to her than a plaything and she felt that nagging worry begin to enter her mind of what was going to happen when Abigail took notice of it. 

Reaching the door behind the altar, Nicole pushed that thought away. Now was not the time, although she did have a feeling that time might be drawing near. She had all but declared her feelings for Abigail, but had gotten no real response. But Abigail no longer played at the meetings or accepted sexual gifts from other circles so she felt confident they were more than casual at this point. But the group had rules and if Abigail was forced to choose…. 

She opened the door to the room where Abigail held court in matters of punishment and was surprised to see four men, sitting on the two benches along the wall. 

“Why are you here?” she asked. 

“Abigail summoned us here an hour ago; she said she would have a use for us.” One of them said as he bowed to her. “We would never come here uninvited.” 

Nicole bowed her head to him and felt a chill go through her, what did Abigail have in mind? 

She crossed the room and stopped for a moment in front of Abigail’s thrown. The enormous 

ornately carved chair was made of ebony wood the entire surface of which were carved in 

intricate patterns of symbols like the ones tattooed on Abigail’s body. Nicole herself, believed in neither God nor the Devil, but had to admit there was more to Abigail than what met the eye. She had seen her perform tricks that she had no explanation for, but decided not to delve too deeply in the how or why. 

As Nicole walked around the throne she noticed a stockade had been brought into the room. She stared at the old fashioned bondage device and running her fingers over the ancient wood 

wondered if it were authentic. She pictured herself locked into it, her wrists and neck pinned between the wood and her backside exposed and helpless. Nicole was sure the Pilgrims would have never thought of this device in the terms of humiliation that the clubs like the flame used them for. 

Reaching the black door that led to Abigail’s meditation chamber, she knocked once and flinched back when the door creaked open a few inches and her nose was assailed by the pungent scent of nightshade incense. Nicole stepped into the room and closing the door behind her, winced at the extreme heat it contained. She sucked in a mouthful of the smoky air and almost choked. She paused to get control of herself then began taking short shallow breaths. The room was barely ten by ten, but there were over a dozen torches mounted in standing braziers around the room. 

Between the incense and the smoke, Nicole’s eyes began stinging and it was difficult to see. She flinched at a movement to her right, then rolled her eyes when she saw it was her reflection in old fashioned mirror standing in the corner. Nicole stared at her face and reaching up, touched her badly swollen left eye. She jumped and spun around at a high pitched cry from behind her and sighed in relief when she saw Balthazar, Abigail’s pet crow, perched on his stand on the other side of the room. 

As she stared at the large black bird Nicole wondered how the hell it could breathe in here. 

Stepping over to it, she watched as the crow cocked its head at her and squawked at her. As she stood in front of it, the crow leaned forward and rubbed the top of its head across the top of her shoulder. Nicole idly scratched its head with her finger nail and looking into the center of the room, caught sight of Abigail. 

The Grand Mistress of the Circle was sitting cross-legged on a black cushion in the middle of the room. Her back was too her and her hair was pinned up, leaving Nicole staring at the enormous mural on her back. In the torchlight, Abigail’s ghostly white skin was glistening with sweat and appeared to be glowing. Letting her eyes wander down to the delicate curve of her lower back and flare of her hips, Nicole felt herself getting warmer for reasons other than the torches. 

Five years ago, Nicole had been invited to join the Chicago circle. She had accepted, but after two tries at an initiation, it was discovered, that no one could break her. Nicole was not just sexually dominant, but her mind and body had been trained to withstand incredible punishment. 

Her third initiation was handled by Abigail who became the first woman Nicole had ever slept with. Using a combination of hard core femdom tactics, mixed in with the softest and sexiest touch she had ever felt, Abigail had succeeded in getting Nicole to beg for her, thereby 

sufficiently breaking her for the group. 

Since then Nicole had been with a few women, but none of them compared to her dark flower as she had begun to refer to as over the last year during which they had been exclusive. Abigail was the most fearsome, yet at the same time, desirable person Nicole had ever met. There were times their sex was so violent Nicole needed days to recover, yet there were also nights when Abigail touched her with a tenderness that no man could ever match and on those nights when she held her, Nicole could feel her heart melt. 

Unfortunately those nights were far fewer than the vicious ones and Nicole was beginning to grow weary of wondering if it were going to be Persephone or Abigail who would be sleeping with her. Between those thoughts and Julian’s crack, Nicole could feel that the two of them would need to talk about their relationship and its future. Part of that conversation Nicole dreaded because she had the feeling that Abigail may be sharing herself with others behind her back. Every once in awhile there were nights she could not be found and…

She was pulled from her thoughts by Abigail, who raising her arms over her head, began to sing softly. Nicole was somewhat fluent in close to two dozen languages and had no idea what one her words were in. Abigail referred to it as the old tongue, but from what Nicole could tell there was not even a hint of Latin origins in it. As Abigail sang, Nicole marveled at how eerily sweet and child like her voice was, like that of a choir boys. 

Stepping closer, Nicole’s eyes worked their way along Abigail’s tattooed arms and lingered at her sides, where she could see the swelling of her breasts. Moving to the side, Nicole saw her large dark nipples were hard and as she watched a drop of sweat run down one. Nicole licked her lips at the thought of catching that drop on her tongue and despite her physical discomfort felt her pussy growing moist between her thighs. Abigail’s voice rose and spreading her arms out, her palms up in supplication, she uncrossed her legs and rose to her feet. 

Nicole stared at her well rounded ass and the creamy backs of her thighs and wanted nothing more than to drop to her knees behind her and spread those thighs open and probe her sweet pussy. She felt her nipples stiffening against the tight t-shirt and closing her eyes wondered what the hell had gotten onto her. Winthrop was outside, awaiting what would most likely be a harsh punishment and she was thinking like a teenage girl in heat. 

Abigail’s voice faded to silence and lowering her arms, she said softly, “I smell your desire my angel, and I love it.” 

As she spoke, she turned to face her, and Nicole’s eyes immediately lowered to take in her impressive breasts. Abigail was winded from singing and she was breathing hard in the heat causing those beautiful breasts to rise and fall. Nicole let her eyes roam down her soft stomach and after briefly lingering on the ring of flames encircling her naval, they found the pink cleft of her pussy. Like the rest of her, Abigail’s pussy and thighs were glistening and again Nicole wanted to use her tongue to soak up that moisture. 

“It’s the mixture of the incense and the heat.” Abigail murmured, “A powerful aphrodisiac, but not one that I need when staring at the beauty before me.” 

Looking down at Nicole, she smiled and whispered, “Hello, Kitty.” 

That remark had annoyed her all night, but hearing it purred in Abigail’s rich smoky voice caused her to smile like a young girl, “Do you like it? Should I keep it on for you?” 

Stepping forward, Abigail’s odd black eyes worked up and down her body, “Honestly the 

ensemble is not to my taste, however,” reaching out, she tugged playfully on her right pig tail, “I think these could be fun for later, do leave them in for me.” 

“As you wish.” She nodded. “Winthrop is here.” 

“I know, I can smell his fear.” She frowned and put her hands on Nicole’s shoulders. “You are hurt my angel?” 

“Its nothing.” Nicole replied. 

Abigail’s eyes met hers and she shook her head. “You made this an unnecessary fight didn’t you?” 

“He was not going to just come along.” 

“There were others, he could have never hurt you by himself.” She sighed. “You need to be careful my angel.” 

“I’ve never been careful.” She shrugged. 

“But you never had me before.” Abigail gave her one of those sweet smiles she lived for. “Don’t you want to come home to me?” 

“Of course, but…” Nicole sighed, “Sometimes I just have to Abigail, and you know that.” 

“I…” she paused as if she were going to say something and caught herself. 

“What is it?” Nicole probed, hoping she would get some glimpse inside of Abigail’s always secretive mind. 

“Let’s just say I know that feeling of needing to feed the beast so to speak.” 

Turning from her Abigail reached for the long black robe hanging from the hook on the wall. 

Nicole took it from her and holding it up said, “May I?” 

With another of those smiles, Abigail turned her back to her and put her arms down. Nicole slipped the sleeves of the robe up her arms and as she closed the robe around her, wished it was later and she was removing it. When she closed the robe she grabbed the ties and after knotting them slipped her arms around Abigail’s waist and hugged her from behind. Abigail leaned into her and placing her hand over hers exhaled softly. They remained that way and Nicole closed her eyes and nuzzled her face into Abigail’s neck, enjoying a rare quiet moment with her dark lover. 

Abigail turned her in her grasp and after kissing her softly on the lips, looked at her eye and frowned, “This will not do, my angel.” 

Sliding her hand behind her head, Abigail drew Nicole’s face forward. Her soft lips pressed against her eye and Nicole felt an odd tingling sensation in her cheek. Abigail released her head and stepping back, smiled. “That’s better. Now go out there and make sure that dog is on his knees and naked for me. I’ll be out in a minute.” 

Nicole gave her a slight bow then watched as Abigail reached up and undoing her long black hair, shook it out so that it fell down her back and shoulders. 

“You are beautiful my dark flower,” she said with a soft smile. 

“As are you my angel.” Abigail told her quietly. 

They both turned to look at Balthazar as he launched into a series of croaks that sounded like singing. 

“Shut up fool.” Abigail told him. “You know not of what you speak.” 

On that note Nicole turned away and made to leave. As she grabbed the handle of the door she glanced into the mirror and froze. 

Her cheek was no longer swollen and the cut on her lip was gone. 



Chapter Four

Nicole went back out into the antechamber to see that Winthrop had indeed been stripped naked and was on his knees, his hands cuffed behind his back. Julian and Seth were standing behind and on either side of him and the four young men were still sitting along the wall silently waiting for whatever purpose their mistress had for them. At her entrance, Winthrop looked up, his right eye wide, his left now completely swollen shut. 

“No worries, Poseidon, our mistress will be with you shortly.” 

“Poseidon?” Julian asked. 

“A code name.” Seth said, “Real names are not often spoken here in this chamber.” 

Nicole caught Seth’s gaze and nodded in satisfaction. Julian did not know of the Circle, but Seth did because he was asked to join on more than one occasion and always turned it down. Nicole narrowed her eyes and looking at Julian told him, “I think you should leave Julian, there are matters that will be discussed you are not privy too.” 

“Marissa was in my charge. I will see her attacker brought to justice.” 

“Let him stay Nicole,” Seth said quietly, “Julian is one of Abigail’s favored he can be trusted just as I can.” 

“You people are ridiculous.” Winthrop said, shaking his head. “All this cult crap, bunch of mumbo jumbo and just wait until I talk to my lawyers about this shit.” He grunted disgustedly, 

“You destroyed over a million dollars worth of antiques in my office.” 

“We’ll discuss your legal option I’m sure.” Nicole told him with a smirk, “Or lack thereof. I believe you will….” She stopped speaking and jumped back as he spit at her. 

“Fuck you, you sick bitch. I have cameras in that office, and your crazy ass is…” 

He stopped and everyone looked up at the sound of screeching. The door to the room had opened wide emitting a cloud of incense laced smoke and from the midst of it Balthazar flew out, his beak open and talons extended. He was heading straight for Winthrop’s face. Winthrop cried out and jerked his head, but at the last moment, the crow veered off and after making a pass around the room flew back over Winthrop and landing on his back gave him a vicious peck on the back of the neck. 

Winthrop yelped in pain and Balthazar flew over to throne where, landing on the back of it, he screeched again. Behind him Abigail walked out of the smoke and Seth and Julian immediately kneeled. Nicole remained standing and watched Abigail make her theatrical entrance. Her long black robe was flowing and her equally black eyes were blazing and fixed on Winthrop. Nicole felt a shiver go through her as Abigail approached them. Nicole heard a clicking sound on the stone floor and looked down to see Abigail had donned her trademark boots with their five inch stiletto heels, the boots put her over six feet causing her to tower over the kneeling Winthrop. 

There was an aura of menace about her that was palpable and the look on her face one of pure contempt. This was no longer the sweet Abigail who had let her hold her in the back room, this was now The Lady Persephone, Grand Mistress of The Circle and there was going to be hell to hell to pay on the part of Winthrop for certain. To his credit, Winthrop was looking up at her, meeting her stare and seemed less nervous than he was previously. 

“Nice entrance.” He said with a smirk. “Must go over well at the club.” 

Seth stood and raised his hand, preparing to slap him, but Abigail raised her hand. As he quickly stepped back and bowed to her, she spoke softly, 

“Well my dear brother Poseidon, how kind of you to accept my most gracious invitation.” 

“I don’t think I had much of a choice.” He replied steadily. “Since when has the…” he paused and looked around, “The  club become the mob?” 

“Since one of its members refuses to come speak to his Mistress like a man.” She said as she stood over him. “Had you come along on your own you could have walked in, pled your case 

and perhaps left with some dignity. But seeing you wanted to hide from me, you were dragged in like the dog you are.” Sinking to her knees in front of him, she asked, “Tell me, my brother, why did you not come when I called?” 

“Because as I told your loose cannon of a guard dog, I do not believe you will be fair to me. I was going to wait for the meeting to plead my case before my brother’s and sister’s and not let you judge me by yourself.” 

“My judgment will always hold sway Poseidon, regardless of who is in attendance.” 

“Whatever.” He shook his head, “You’ve always done whatever the hell you’ve wanted. You 

have all the other Circles afraid of you with your witch routine, but…:” 

“You smoke, do you not?” Abigail asked him. 

“Yes, why?” he asked, suspiciously. 

“Seth, where are your manners, give him a cigarette.” 

Seth shrugged and reaching into his pocket produced a pack of Marlboros. Removing one he 

walked over and held it out in front of Winthrop who took it between his lips. Seth pulled a bic lighter from the pack, but Abigail waved him off. Licking her finger she placed it against the tip of the cigarette. There was a whisp of smoke and Winthrop’s eyes widened as the tip began to glow. Standing, Abigail smiled down at him. “Routine indeed.” 

“Now let us get to the matter at hand Poseidon. You ask since when do we behave like criminals? 

Well let me ask you since when do members of our group feel they can commit the crime of 

rape?” 

“I didn’t rape that girl.” He said, shaking his head. 

“Oh, really?” 

“Yes really. I will admit that it was rough, but my mistress certainly has no room to speak on that matter.” 

“Rough is fine Poseidon. In fact the only limit we have is one very small word, that word is consensual. Did this young lady consent to your treatment?” 

“I paid her well enough to be.” 

“Answer the question.” Abigail said softly as turning from him she walked over to the throne and sat down in it. 

Balthazar hopped off the back of it and landing on her shoulder began nibbling playfully at her hair while chirping. 

“Yes, I know he’s lying as well.” She said as she reached up and stroked the bird’s sleek black feathers. 

“And am I now at the mercy of a bird?” Winthrop asked, around the cigarette. 

“Not at all Poseidon, that would hardly be fair, now would it.” She sighed and looked down at him, “So you’re telling me she was exaggerating? Telling me she was a willing participant in all of that nights festivities, you know the ones that sent her to the hospital for tearing to her vagina and rectum?” 

Nicole clenched her fists and closing her eyes, told herself to rein it in. Abigail would handle this. 

“It’s not my fault if she bit off more than she could chew.” He said with a smirk. 

Abigail frowned and closing her eyes took a deep breath and Nicole knew she was feeling just as she was. Opening her eyes, she nodded. “So she agreed and never asked you to stop, just took the pain and made the money.” 

“She did her job, yes.” He nodded. “And honestly, I did feel a little bad and paid her extra.” 

“I’m sure that extra couple of hundred will pay for some of her therapy.” She grunted, “But okay, you plead innocent to me. You were rough, but it was within our rules?” 

“I assure you it was.” 

“Poseidon, know this.” Abigail leaned forward and pointed a long black fingernail at him. “There are two paths here. Dishonesty will lead to the hardest road, so once more, were you within the limits of the group?” 

“Once more yes.” He told her, meeting her gaze, “I don’t care what that gold digging girl says, she wanted everything she got from me.” 

“That girl is not looking for gold Poseidon, but justice. See she went to the police, but our brother Aries, managed to bury the charges for now.” 

“I will be sure to thank him at the next meeting.” Winthrop sighed with relief. 

“He did it at my bidding because you see Poseidon, the groups justice will always come before that of the system.” 

“What justice? I told you…” 

He stopped when she raised a finger to him. 

“Poseidon, every room in the club is equipped with a camera. When Marissa complained of your assault, Julian pulled the tape and watched it. It was he who convinced me of your crime. Now,” 

she paused and snapping her fingers, gestured towards one of the men in the back. “I have never seen this tape, but I completely trust Julian. So let’s watch this together and see who is lying shall we?” 

Nicole could tell by the look on Winthrop’s face that the video was going to be damning to him. 

He swallowed hard and the cigarette fell from between his lips. The young man from the back walked up to Abigail carrying a lap top and opening it, placed it on the arm of her throne. He brought up the media player and after clicking play, stepped back. 

Nicole stepped closer as did Seth and Julian. On the screen was Winthrop standing over a young Spanish girl who was on her knees I front of him. He had her long hair gathered in his hands and was brutally face fucking her with his huge cock. 

“That’s it you little pig, suck that fucking cock, take it all like you know you can!” 

There was a gagging sound and Nicole saw Marissa pushing hard against his hips. He removed his cock from her mouth and as she gasped and drool flowed down her chin she moaned, “I…I can’t its too big and it hurts my throat!” 

“Don’t give me that shit, you fucking slut!” Winthrop snapped, “Just open wider, I’m sure you can do that, now try again!” 

He grabbed her head and as he tried to shove his cock back in her mouth, she shoved him in the stomach and started to stand, “No!” she cried out, “I…I’m leaving I…” 

Her words turned into a frightened yelp as with a shove Winthrop sent her sprawling onto the floor against the bed. She tried to gain her feet, but getting in front of her Winthrop pinned her to the bed with his thighs and grabbing her wrists, put them both in one of his large hands and yanking her arms over her head, shoved his cock back into her mouth and started pounding her face with his cock. Marissa was screaming and gurgling around it, her dark eyes were pleading and tears were rolling down her cheeks. 

“You never tell me no, slut, no woman tells me no!” Winthrop hissed as he drove his cock 

relentlessly into her mouth. 

Nicole felt her entire body beginning to tremble and next to her, Seth put his large hand on her arm. “Easy.” He whispered, “He will pay.” 

Winthrop drove his cock balls deep into her mouth and her eyes widening, Marissa emitted a choked gagging sound. Winthrop groaned and began pumping her face harder. Her face was 

turning red and her eyes were bulging. 

Nicole looked at Abigail and saw her lip was curling into a snarl. 

“Shut it off.” She said, “We’ve seen enough, we…” 

Nicole stopped when on the screen, Winthrop finally removed his cock from her mouth and 

Marissa fell to her hand and knees and threw up on the floor. 

“Looks consensual to me.” Julian said from behind her. 

“Look at this fucking mess, you pig!” Winthrop snapped, then to Nicole’s horror reached down and shoved her face in the mixture of cum and vomit. “Now clean it up!” 

“Oh my god.” Nicole whispered. 

The video must have already been edited because it shifted to Marissa on her back, her legs in the air and kept apart with a spreader bar. Winthrop was fucking her in the ass and she was screaming at the top of her lungs. “Oh god stop, oh it hurts, please stop! Oh, help meee!” 

“There’s blood on his cock.” Seth said quietly. 

Nicole stared harder at the screen and saw that not only was blood visible on Winthrop’s cock, but dripping onto the sheets. Pulling away from Seth she took a step forward, preparing to kick him in the head, when everyone in the room froze at the sound of Abigail screaming, “You 

fucking animal!” 

Standing up she picked up the lap top and after smashing it on the ground strode up to Winthrop. 

“You fucking sadistic piece of shit!” she howled and drawing her hand back dealt Winthrop a backhanded blow that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet room. 

“Damn.” Seth said next to her, “I’ve never seen her lose her temper.” 

“Fucking pig!” Abigail grabbed his hair and holding his head, slapped him hard in the face, “You made her lick it up? Did that make you hard you sack of shit? Did you love hearing her scream for help, did her blood make you cum faster?” 

She hit him again, then raising her hand again, hooked her fingers into a claw and savagely raked them across his face. Winthrop cried out in pain and as his head turned towards her, Nicole saw four long red lines of blood on his face. Stepping back, Abigail raised her foot and with no hesitation, drove the heel down into the top of Winthrop’s thigh. He screamed in pain and Abigail laughed, “Oh, I like that, I want more!” 

She stepped back and began to draw her leg up, when Nicole stepped forward. “Abigail no! 

You’ll kill him!” 

“And he should live after that?” she asked, her black eyes blazing, “So he can do it again? He shall be put down like the dog he is!” she started to raise her leg again and this time, Nicole got in front of her and put her hands on her shoulders, “We can’t kill him,” she whispered, “I’m on his office tapes. We beat and humiliate him fine, we cannot do this.” 

Abigail stared at her and shook her head. She started to speak, but all that come out was a low growl that sent her hair on edge. Seth was right, in all the times she’d known her, Nicole had never seen Abigail in anything but a dead calm. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked, speaking so that only Abigail could hear. 

“What’s wrong?” she repeated, her eyes bulging, “Are you blind?” 

“No, and you will punish him as you intended to, but you can’t go further. He’s a damn 

billionaire, Abigail.” 

Abigail looked away and leaning forward, Nicole whispered in her ear. “You’re never upset Abigail, what’s wrong, please tell me?” 

“I…I am angry for the same reason you are.” She said softly, but Nicole could tell there was more to it. 

“Do you want me to handle this?” she asked. 

Abigail closed her eyes and after taking a deep breath opened them and shook her head, “No, my angel, I am the leader of this group and I will mete out the proper justice. I already have a suitable punishment in mind.” She paused then added “Thank you for calming me.” 

Turning away from her, Abigail went back to the throne and pointed at Winthrop who had his head down, the blood from his face, dripping onto the floor. “Face me, animal.” Abigail told him. 

“Look me in the eye like a man.” 

Winthrop slowly raised his head and pointing at him, she said, “There are not words to describe that act. You are an embarrassment to this group! That was not The game, it was not BDSM, nor was it safe or consensual, that, you disgusting dog, was rape.” 

“I…I will make it up to her.” Winthrop said softly, “I’ll….” 

“Yes you will. You will write her a check for one hundred thousand dollars. A drop in the bucket for one of your obscene wealth.” 

“I…of course.” Winthrop nodded. 

“You will do so by Monday, if it is not delivered to Julian by then….” She shrugged, “I don’t think you want to know what will happen. But as for now.” She shook her head, “You Poseidon are hereby cast out of the Circle. You are a disgrace to what we stand for and will therefore be disgraced, understood?” 

“I…don’t think…” 

“No, you don’t obviously. This is not your first offense Winthrop, but it is by far your worst. We will not tolerate an animal such as you. Now so you understand what this entails it means you are now officially dead to the Circle. When you leave here tonight I will send a message to every master and mistress telling them they are never to speak to you again and trust me I will not only tell them why, but send each a copy of that tape so they know what you really are. They will then contact their Circles and tell them the same.” 

“By Monday any member who has any ties with your business will begin to pull those ties. Any contract they hold with your company will be broken. If that ends up being detrimental to another member, the group will ensure they gain it back somewhere else. Every member will be instructed to ignore your calls on their personal phones as well as their group lines and any member caught still associating with you faces banishment as well. Do you understand what I explained to you, Steven?” 

Winthrop nodded slowly and said softly, “Yes.” 

“Good.” She sat back and smiled, “Now for the matter of your punishment.” 

“Punishment?” Winthrop demanded, “I am paying a substantial sum of money and am banned 

from the group. I will not be punished by a group I no longer have ties with. Rising up higher on his knees, he continued, “Now take these cuffs off me and let me the hell out of here.” 

“Steven I believe in the principle of Lex Talionis. You committed a crime and should be 

punished. But your punishment can be of your choice. You can choose to accept mine here and now and walk away with all this behind you or,” she pointed at what was left of the lap top. 

“That tape goes to Aries and by the end of the week there will be a warrant for your arrest and you will go to jail for the crime of rape. Not all of your money or lawyers can withstand that tape in court along with the girls’ testimony. So your choice Steven.” She smiled coldly, “Whatever will you do?” 

“And what would my punishment be?” he asked warily. 

“I gave you that answer if you were paying attention.” She shrugged. “I have reached a point looking at you is making me ill. Julian, remove his bonds and send him on his way, after you do call Aries and tell him…” 

“I will accept your punishment.” Winthrop said quickly, “But it ends after this.” 

“Well it might take you awhile to get over it, but for all intensive purposes it will end.” 

Standing, Abigail reached into the pocket of her robe and removed a leather collar that ended in several metal prongs. Walking over to the wide eyed Winthrop, Abigail smiled down at him and stepping behind him, gestured to the young man who had brought the lap top to her. He came over and she said, “Stand before this dog.” 

He did as she said and reaching down, Abigail looped the collar around Winthrop’s head rather than his neck. Sliding one hand around to his face, she took her finger nail and ripped it through one of the cuts on his face, “Open wide.” 

When he cried out, Abigail quickly shoved the metal prongs into the sides of his mouth and stepped back. Winthrop tried to speak, but couldn’t as the restraint held his mouth wide open. 

Looking at the young man she said, “Remove your robe.” 

“Yes mistress.” He slipped the robe off, exposing a rapidly stiffening and quite large cock between his legs. 

“Fuck his mouth” Abigail told him, “And don’t stop until you cum.” 

Winthrop tried to throw himself to the side, but coming up behind him Julian grabbed him by the hair and hissed, “Allow me the honor!” 

“What are you waiting for?” Abigail, told the man. 

“Of course Mistress.” 

With no hesitation, her plunged his cock into Winthrop’s helpless mouth and began fucking it. 

Winthrop made a loud whining sound that turned into gurgle as his mouth was stuffed with cock. 

The young man was slamming his cock into his mouth so hard Nicole could see his balls hitting Winthrop’s chin. He was gagging and his eyes were already watering. 

“Oh, knock it off. “ Abigail laughed, “You love it you little pig, I know you do! That’s right, we know you want it!” 

Winthrop closed his eyes and was making choking sounds as he was repeatedly force fed that long thick cock. 

“Is he hard?” Abigail asked, making a show of looking down at Winthrop’s flaccid cock. “I guess you’re not shoving it in fast enough, he’s not turned on, now go faster!” 

The man obeyed and Winthrop gagged loudly and the man hesitated. 

“You do not stop!” she snapped. “You will fuck him until you cum, now do it!” 

Winthrop was making sobbing noises around his cock and Nicole could tell the tears on his face was not just from gagging, but rage and humiliation. Before her, Abigail’s eyes were lit up as if from within and she called out, “Little fucking whore, telling us no! You’ll take it all, everything we have and you’ll beg for it!” 

Nicole narrowed her eyes wondering what she was talking about; it almost seemed as if she were talking to someone else. Her attention was drawn back to the scene in front of her when the young man moaned loudly and began pumping his hips even faster. He cried out and Winthrop gagged again as he came in his mouth. 

“Push it in there; make him take every fucking drop.” Abigail commanded. 

He buried his cock into Winthrop’s protesting mouth and after a moment yanked it out. Winthrop leaned forward and with and retching threw up on the floor in front of him. 

‘Oh, no.” Nicole muttered. 

“Julian, make him clean his mess” Abigail said. 

Julian grabbed the back of Winthrop’s neck and roughly slammed his face into the puddle on the floor. 

“Yes, like rubbing a dog’s nose in shit! Teach you, you little whore!” Abigail snarled as Winthrop gurgled into the mess on the floor. “Enough,” she said and indicating the stockade said, “Put him into it.” 

Seth came forward and between him and Julian effortlessly lifted Winthrop to his feet. His eyes were wide in terror and his face smeared with cum and vomit. Recalling Marissa’s screams for mercy from the video, Nicole smiled and asked him “How does it feel asshole?” 

The man who had just used Winthrop’s mouth, rolled the stockade in front of Abigail’s throne and while Seth held him in a headlock, Julian undid Winthrop’s wrists. The two immediately grabbed his arms and shoving them, as well as his neck, down into the curved section of the wood, clamped the top down on it. Stepping over to him, Abigail removed the mouth restraint, 

“Can’t have this on anymore, after all I do want to hear you sing for me.” 

“You…” Winthrop gasped, “You didn’t say…” 

“I told you your punishment Steven. I said I practice Lex Talionis, an eye for an eye. You raped a young woman, you force fed her your cock, therefore you were fed one.” She smiled coldly at him and lifting her right arm made a waving motion to the men still sitting in the back. “Now, what else did you do to her?” Oh, yes you fucked her in the ass.” 

As Abigail turned and made her way back to her seat, Winthrop cried out, “Abigail, please! 

Please, you can’t do this!” 

“Please you say?” she said as she sat down facing him, “Are you begging?” she laughed, “And what mercy did you show that young lady?” 

The three men had come to stand behind Winthrop and were already removing their robes. All three were not only hard, but smiling in anticipation. 

“Okay, my young volunteers.” Abigail called out. “You can all go as many times as you can and there will be a special reward for the one who makes him scream the loudest.” 

Sitting back and smiling, she snapped her fingers, “You may proceed.” 



Chapter Five

“I said lick, not suck!” Abigail snapped. 

Between her thighs, Nicole removed her clit from her mouth and started to lick. She closed her eyes as she heard the tell tale hiss of the dowel cutting through the air and winced when it struck her ass.  Nicole grunted from the pain, and then began sliding her tongue through Abigail’s sopping wet pussy. 

“No effect?” Abigail asked, “Guess I’m losing my touch!” 

The air hissed again and the dowel struck the other side of her ass. Abigail quickly whipped her wrist around and struck again, then again. Nicole grunted with each blow, but when Abigail expertly hit the same spot on her ass three times in rapid succession, she cried out in pain. 

“That’s better.” Abigail purred, sliding the tip of the dowel up and down Nicole’s back. “I love when you whimper for me.” 

Nicole looked up from her pussy to see Abigail, staring down at her, that sick smile on her sweaty face. She was sitting up against several pillows and Nicole was on her knees between her legs. Her hands were cuffed behind her back and her neck was stiff from having her head at that awkward angle for so long. Abigail had already cum twice and still wanted more and at this point Nicole’s tongue was beginning to hurt. 

That pain however failed to compare with the stinging and burning sensation across her ass and back. Abigail had been lashing out at her with the dowel for the last half hour and there wasn’t a part of her backside she hadn’t struck. Nicole had expected rough after Winthrop’s brutal punishment, but not this extreme. To make matters worse, Abigail had tricked her by starting off sweet, kissing her softly and slowly stripping her clothing off, all the while peppering Nicole’s body with sweet, tender kisses. 

Abigail had stood behind her and wrapped her arms around her, the same way Nicole had held her earlier. With a contented sigh, Nicole had leaned back into her. Abigail had begun kissing her neck, and then grabbing her wrists, savagely yanked her arms behind her. Caught off guard, Nicole’s arms were pulled too far back, too quickly to be able to pull them from Abigail’s grasp and she felt the cold metal of the cuffs slap around her wrist as Abigail expertly bound her. 

She was then thrown onto the bed and Abigail had gone to town with the dowel, striking the sensitive soles of her feet and backs of her knees. As she did, she began mocking Nicole for being sweet, saying she was getting soft and needed to be reminded of her place. Needed to remember she was a pet and not an equal. Nicole was certainly no stranger to pain. In her years with the CIA, she had been stabbed, shot and of course brutally tortured. 

But she was still aching from the fight in Winthrop’s office and Abigail’s sweet beginning had caught her off guard. More than that, the nature of her words hurt Nicole much more than the physical blows did.  Even as she forced her tongue to continue to flick across Abigail’s over stimulated clit, it occurred to Nicole that her twisted lover knew exactly what she was doing. A good dominant exploited all their subs weaknesses and Abigail was well aware that Nicole had deep feelings for her. 

That knowledge had led to Abigail playing Nicole’s emotions as well as her body and she was continuously falling for it. Getting her hopes up, that Abigail was softening on her by being sweet, then pulling the strings and tearing into her. Nicole released a sharp yelp as Abigail landed another blow to her swollen and tender ass. 

“Lick faster! All our time together and you still don’t know how to get me off?” she sighed mockingly; “Perhaps I should put you in a queens chair at the next meeting and let you practice on the rest of the ladies. Would you like that my pet?” 

“No.” Nicole gasped around her clit. She hadn’t wanted to answer, but knew silence would lead to another blow. 

“Then what should you do?” 

Nicole started up at her and for a moment wanted to utter their safe word; mother. But in all the brutal sessions she had endured she took pride in never giving Abigail that satisfaction. 

Swallowing her pride yet again, Nicole whispered, “I…I should strive to please my mistress.” 

“Good answer,” Abigail purred as she shook her sweat soaked black hair from her face, “Now back those words and show me you know how or,” she gave her an evil smile, “Shall I bring in a real woman to please me and have you watch?” 

That got to her and unable to help it, she gave Abigail a hard stare and her lip began to curl even as she continued to lap at her pussy. 

“Oh, you wouldn’t like that would you?” Abigail laughed, “You think I’m all yours do you?” she released a long mocking sigh, “Perhaps for the moment I am, but I am certainly not going to spend my days with such an inadequate lover for much longer.” 

Closing her eyes to avoid the sadistic glee in Abigail’s, Nicole focused on what she was going and pressing her tongue harder against her swollen clit began circling it as fast as she could. 

“Hmm, that’s better, act like you want me.” 

Lifting her legs, Abigail placed her feet on Nicole’s back and began sliding them up and down. 

Nicole winced as she was pushing down hard against the welts on her back, but had begun to force herself to ‘go away’ like she did when she had been hurt in the field. Nicole imagined her body in sections and one at a time began closing off the ones that were in pain. She ignored her stinging back and ass, as well as the ache in her shoulders from having her arms pinned behind her. Next was the sharp pain in her wrists where the cuffs had been affixed to tightly. 

All of her mental energy was focused on her swirling tongue as she tried to bring Abigail to her third climax in less than twenty minutes. Abigail slid her feet up and placing them on her shoulders released a sharp gasp as Nicole gave her clit a quick nip with her teeth. 

“Hmm, that’s it,” she murmured, “You do know what I like don’t you?” 

Nicole sucked her clit hard into her mouth, then swirling her tongue around it, began rocking back and forth, tugging on Abigail’s swollen button, while still keeping her tongue moving. 

Abigail’s toes curled into her shoulders and her hips began rocking slightly as Nicole started sucking harder and rocking back further. Abigail’s released her breath in a sharp hiss as no doubt the stretching was causing her discomfort, but that pain was also urging her closer to the edge. 

Abigail emitted a soft moan and Nicole gave her another nip. With another moan, she jerked her hips up and unable to keep her clit between her lips, Nicole lost contact with it. 

“Fuck!” Abigail cried out then punctuated her displeasure with another strike with the dowel, 

“Are you teasing me you little bitch? Is that what you’re doing?” 

“No!” Nicole shook her head, “You…you keep squirming” 

“Oh, it’s my fault?” Abigail swung the dowel down across her ass again. “I shouldn’t move?” 

Tossing the dowel aside, Abigail grabbed her pigtails and yanked on them so hard she couldn’t hold back a cry of pain. 

“You’re here to serve me whore, and you’ll do so to my liking!” Still holding her hair she pushed her head down, burying Nicole’s face in her wet pussy. “Now just stay still while I do it myself!” 

Abigail began bucking her hips, grinding her sopping flesh hard into Nicole’s face and cried out, 

“Use your tongue or I’ll drag you up to the club on a leash and make you use it on any man or woman who desires it!” 

Nicole’s entire scalp felt as if it were on fire and with a moan, she pushed her tongue out. 

Keeping it rigid so that it slid up and down Abigail’s gyrating pussy, she closed her eyes and could feel tears of pain seeping from them. 

“That’s better,” Abigail moaned, “Guess I just need to do it myself, may as well just have a vibrator between my legs for the effort you’re putting into this! Just keep your….Oh!” 

Abigail gasped and began moving her hips faster. She had also begun to push on Nicole’s 

shoulders with her feet, causing her to pull even harder on her hair to keep her face still. Nicole was having difficulty breathing with her face pressed against Abigail’s hot flesh. She heard a soft whimpering noise and realized it was coming from her. If Abigail tried to go for another one after this she might have to safe out or suffocate between her thighs. Abigail emitted a couple of sharp yelps and knowing her as well as she did, Nicole knew she had her right on the edge. 

Opening her mouth slightly she caught Abigail’s clit and this time when she used her teeth it was far more than a nip. Abigail’s hips thrust hard into her face and she released a long loud howl as that jolt of pain sent her over the edge. Nicole cried out again when Abigail’s hands clenched even tighter in her hair and her feet pushed harder against her shoulders as she squealed and writhed in the throes of her orgasm. 

Nicole was now sucking hard enough on her clit to make loud smacking sounds and as much 

pain as she was in she realized her own pussy was responding to Abigail’s screams of pleasure. 

As early as her teenage years when she found she enjoyed not only biting and scratching, but being bitten and spanked by her young lovers, Nicole knew her pain pleasure lines were badly blurred, but at times like this she still wondered exactly what was wrong with her. 

Speaking of pain, another wave of it flowed through her scalp as Abigail’s hips lifted off the bed once more and her legs strained to straighten, putting even more pressure on her shoulders. 

Nicole prepared herself for what was to come and a moment later, Abigail squealed and her pussy erupted in her face, filling her mouth and covering her cheeks with her warm sticky juices. 

Fortunately, as she always did when she squirted, Abigail went completely limp, releasing her hair and her feet sliding from her shoulders. 

“Oh, that was…hmmm” Abigail purred in satisfaction and stretching her arms over her head, now smiled down at her. “I guess jealousy is a great motivator.” 

Nicole didn’t answer; instead she rested her head face on the now sopping black satin sheet and tried to catch her breath. 

“I think, I should reward you for that very good orgasm,” Abigail sighed, “Even though it took you three tries to get me to cum really hard.” 

She slid up to her knees and taking her by the shoulders, lifted Nicole up to her knees so she was facing her. Abigail leaned in and pressed her lips roughly to hers. Nicole returned the kiss as best she could and when she felt Abigail’s tongue flick across her lips parted them for her. Her tongue darted across hers and Abigail moaned softly in her throat. She began kissing her more softly, her lips now gently sliding across hers and despite her aching body; it was Nicole’s turn to moan when Abigail’s hands found her tits and her thumbs started stroking her pink nipples. 

“Hmm, I love how I taste from you.” Abigail purred then sliding her hands around her waist hugged her close. Their breasts pressed together and she felt Abigail’s nipples rubbing against hers. Nicole groaned when Abigail’s hand slid back around to the front and dipped between her legs. 

“Oh, you enjoyed that didn’t you, you little slut?” 

“I…let’s just play, Abigail.” Nicole whispered, “I’m sore, take the cuffs off.” 

Abigail frowned at her, but the hand on her back slid down to her wrist and she felt the cuffs loosen, but she didn’t remove them. 

“I said take them off,” Nicole told her more forcefully this time, “I can’t do this tonight I…ow!” 

Abigail had brought her hand back to her nipples and grabbing them, gave them a hard twist. 

“You do not tell me what to do!” She snapped at her, “There are times I allow you to, but tonight is not one of them!” 

Nicole looked into her dark eyes and saw that familiar look of lust and violence she knew too well. Lowering her voice, she went in the other direction, “Please my flower, please let’s just enjoy. I’m still sore from the fight and…” 

“That fight was your fault.” Abigail said, sliding her hand up and taking Nicole’s chin roughly in her hand. “Are you getting soft Nicole? Do I need to find another woman who can take what I give? That is why I enjoy you so, you’re tolerance is second to none,” she rolled her eyes, “Or used to be anyway.” 

Nicole started to speak again, but stopped when Abigail’s hand moved to cover her mouth. 

“And what is with the sweet talk?” she grinned mockingly, “Let’s enjoy, my flower? Is that how you liked the boys talking to you in high school? Are you looking for a sweetheart Nicole?” 

Nicole’s eyes hardened and Abigail smiled, “Now that’s the look I adore, that helpless anger of the true pet. Now despite your whining, I do still want to hear my favorite pussy purr for me.” 

Abigail moved to the side and placing her hand in the middle of Nicole’s back, shoved her face down onto the bed. 

“Stay right there on your knees with that beautiful red ass in the air and let me get your treats.” 

Nicole turned her face to the side, resting her cheek on the smooth sheet and wondering what she was in for. As had been the case for the last few months Abigail’s remarks were getting to her more than the physical discomfort. Worse, she was no longer able to hide it and in Abigail’s cruel mood, she was eating it up. 

She tensed up when she felt Abigail move over to kneel behind her and began caressing her ass. 

“Damn, this looks good.” 

Abigail delivered the sharp slap she was expecting, but had also slipped her fingers between her wet lips and started sliding them slowly back and forth. Nicole moaned when her fingers found her clit and started rubbing it in slow circles. Abigail slapped the other side of her ass and Nicole released a whimper that was a mixture of pain and pleasure as Abigail’s thumb remained on her clit while two of her fingers entered her pussy. 

“Very wet for someone who says they have had enough.” 

“I’m always wet for you.” Nicole answered, partly because she knew it would be what Abigail wanted to hear, but also because it was true; she could not resist her dark lover even when in this mood. 

“Hmm, good answer, my sweet little pet.” Abigail whispered. 

Nicole felt movement behind her and forcing her sore neck to move, she lifted her head to look into the large oval gilded mirror over Abigail’s enormous antique bureau. In it, she saw Abigail sliding back down the bed until she was kneeling behind her. Nicole felt her cheeks spread open, and then sighed when Abigail’s soft wet tongue replaced her fingers inside her pussy. She started to relax her body and let herself enjoy the sensation of the most skilled tongue she’d ever experienced probing her dripping flesh. 

Abigail sucked hard, causing Nicole to moan louder, then smacked her lips at the taste she had just gotten. Her tongue eased from inside her and teasingly trailed up to her clit where, taking it between her soft lips, she gave it a gentle kiss. Nicole’s hips rocked back into her face and with a laugh, Abigail sat up on her knees, “You do taste delicious, but that is not the treat I have for you tonight.” Putting her hands on the onside of Nicole’s thighs she pushed against them, “Spread your legs open, get closer to the bed.” 

Nicole did as she asked and felt Abigail slide a pillow between her knees. She saw her reach under the sheet for something and produce a black wand. Shoving it between her legs, she placed the large head against her clit and turned it on. Nicole felt a shiver go through her as even on low the powerful vibrations against her clit caused her to moan loudly and start to rock her hips. 

“That’s right move those hips,” Abigail purred, “Because I’m going to give you something to fuck with them.” 

She reached down again and Nicole frowned when she saw her come up with a strap on. The 

dildo had to be at least eight inches and quite thick. Nicole did on occasion enjoy her using it on her, but Abigail was usually rough with it and she was not up for that kind of assault. 

“Not tonight.” She said, “Just your tongue, you can fuck me another…” again her words turned into a cry of pain as Abigail dealt her a vicious backhanded slap across her already stinging ass. 

“I’ll fuck you when I choose to you ungrateful slut! I know you miss cock and here I am trying to be good to you and you tell me no?” 

Nicole took a deep breath and thought of the safe word. Just do it. If Abigail mocked her she mocked her, it’s not like she wasn’t doing it already. Behind her, Abigail had buckled the strap on around her waist and thighs and grabbing the long fake cock started slapping it hard against her sore ass. 

“Tell me what you want.” She whispered, “Tell me you want me to fuck you.” 

Nicole started to speak, then moaned as Abigail began sliding the head of the rubber cock through her wet pussy. Each time it struck the wand a surge would go through her body and she whispered, “I…I just want to cum!” 

“And you will,” Abigail said, gently rubbing her back, “Right on my cock!” 

Nicole cried out in surprise and pain when Abigail reared back and drove the entire length of the dildo into her. 

“That went in awfully easy, for someone who didn’t want it!” Abigail laughed. 

Nicole bit her lips as she left the dildo buried to the hilt within her. She hadn’t been with a man in over a year and Abigail hadn’t used the strap on in months and even then it had been a smaller one. She groaned at the feeling of her pussy stretching around the large cock, then cried out again as Abigail eased it out then with no hesitation, began fucking the shit out of her. 

“Oh fuck!” she screamed, “Easy! Please go easy!” 

“Oh, knock it off!” Abigail gave her a hard slap while driving her hips hard into her. “Like you can even feel that after all the cocks you’ve had in that used cunt of yours!” 

Nicole bit back another attempt to get her to stop and closing her eyes lay there and let her pound her. She couldn’t help grunting with pain each time Abigail drove the dildo home and behind her, she said, “That’s it, you just take it you mouthy little bitch! Telling me not to fuck you!” 

She gave her two quick slaps then reaching forward grabbed the cuffs by the chain between her wrists and pulled back on them. 

“That hurts!” She cried out, then immediately regretted it. 

“Aww poor little thing,” Abigail laughed, “Should of thought of that before you tried to tell me what to do. This pussy is mine and don’t you ever forget it!” 

She pulled back hard enough to lift Nicole’s face and chest from the bed and the dull ache in her shoulders became a sharp pain. This time Nicole swallowed the pain and started to rock her hips as much as she could; pushing back into Abigail’s thrusts to try to make her happy. 

“Hmm there you go, fuck that cock, you little pig.” She cooed, “Now that you’re playing nice, here you go.” 

Nicole gasped when she turned up the wand and unable to help it began to move her hips faster, her clit grinding into the large vibrator. Abigail slowed down her fucking and was now using long stroked that sent the entire length of the dildo in and out of her. She was beginning to get used to it and the wand was causing her to focus more on her clit than the pain in her body. 

Abigail eased the wand up a little more and Nicole started making small whimpering noises and felt her exhausted body beginning to respond. 

“Ah, yes, there you are my little pig, going to cum for me aren’t you? Going to cum on your knees bound like a common whore while I have my way with you.” She released her wrists and grabbing her hips and squeezing hard, continued, “Tell me to fuck you! Tell me what you need!” 

Nicole gasped and tried to peak, but between the pain in her body mixed with the growing 

pleasure between her legs, was barely able to moan. Abigail let her hips go and reaching down turned the wand down. 

“Noo,” Nicole moaned softly, “Please!” 

“Then tell me!” Abigail whacked her stinging ass again. 

“Fuck me!” Nicole called out as loud as she could, “Please fuck me!” 

Abigail turned the wand back up and grabbing her hips again resumed pounding the shit out of her. “Again!” 

“F…fuck me! I…I need it!” 

She was rewarded with Abigail revving the wand up higher and she cried out as the powerful vibrations thrummed against her yearning clit. 

“Not complaining now are you? See I told you this was a treat, I knew you needed a good hard fucking!” she laughed, “I know I’ve been wanting to give you one! Now keep begging for your release!” 

She edged the wand slightly higher and Nicole’s eyes rolled back and she felt her thighs starting to shake. 

“Please keep fucking me, Mistress! I…I’m just a dirty little whore and I need…oh!” 

Nicole squealed as Abigail put the wand to its highest setting and forcing her head up despite the protests of her stiff neck, she cried out, “Oh yes! Oh please don’t stop!” 

Her cries of pleasure turned into a loud wail of pain when Abigail reached over her and grabbing her pig tails yanked back hard on them. She had thrown herself back, forcing Nicole up onto her knees. Behind her, Abigail was leaning back against the column of the four poster bed and was now driving the strap on up and into her at an angle, plunging it even deeper into her aching pussy. Even through the fiery pain roaring across her scalp, the stinging of her back and ass, and aching in her pussy from Abigail’s relentless pounding, Nicole felt her orgasm beginning to race through her. 

Being propped up also caused her to press her weight against the wand, pressing it harder to her clit. Still driving her hips into her, Abigail caught her big tails in one hand and reaching around grabbed her left nipple and twisted it savagely. 

“Oh fuck yes!” Nicole screamed into the air as the last sharp pain sent her over the edge. 

She jerked back hard against Abigail as the remarkably strong orgasm crashed through her. She cried out again and again as the wand continued to pulsate against her clit causing her to squirm and buck wildly as waves of white hot pleasure raced through her exhausted and pain racked body. Even as she howled again in ecstasy there was a part of her that thought she was just as sick as Abigail, being able to cum this hard, being treated this badly. 

“That’s it, sing for me!” Abigail hissed in her air, “Show me how much you like being my little whore!” 

Nicole could only respond with another loud cry as even as that orgasm began to fade, the wand was still humming against her and another one was right behind it. Abigail leaned forward and this time the twist to her nipples was accompanied by her biting her ear hard. Nicole gasped and despite the pain in her shoulders, arched her back against Abigail and screamed again as her body once again spasmed in pleasure. 

Abigail had buried the strap on to the hilt and was holding it there and Nicole could feel her pussy contracting around it as her body convulsed. She paused as her body seemed to gather itself, the emitted a long wail as her pussy let go and sent a flood of cum spurting out around the dildo and down her thighs. Still holding her, Abigail reached down and shut off the wand. Nicole remained leaning against her, panting and keeping her eyes closed to keep the sweat that was pouring down her face out of them. 

“Did you like your treat?” Abigail asked in her ear. 

“Y…yes.” She moaned, “P…please. I…I’m so tired, let me go now.” 

“Hmmm,” Abigail purred as she flicked her tongue in her ear. “But I so enjoy your singing! How about one more song?” 

Nicole cried out when Abigail turned the wand back on and all the way up. It throbbed against her now over stimulated clit and Nicole whimpered as her body reflexively began grinding on it, 

“Oh, I….I don’t think I….” 

“You will cum again and thank me for it!” Abigail snapped and leaning back, started fucking her hard again. 

Nicole called out more in pain than pleasure now as her tortured body strained to climax and hopefully end the evening. Behind her, Abigail had slowed her fucking down and again drawing the dildo all the way out before thrusting back inside of hr. Nicole could hear her pussy squirting around the rubber cock every time it was driven into her and started jerking her hips desperately trying to get off. 

She whimpered in relief when she felt her body gearing up for another one and behind her, Abigail laughed, “Right there, my pet, right there, another minute and you’re going to sing in an even better tune for me!” 

Nicole ignored her and her legs shaking so violently it hurt, she  bent her body back painfully and as Abigail gave her another assist by pinching her abused nipple, her body won the battle and her head lifted in another high pitched squeal. She began bucking against Abigail again and over the sound of her own voice, she heard her say, “Let’s see if you can sing higher.” 

Nicole felt her pull the strap on from inside her, then with a hard shove Abigail sent her forward and spreading her cheeks slammed the dildo into her ass. 

“Oh nooooo!” Nicole screamed as the huge rubber cock tore into her ass. 

Anal sex had never really been her thing and except for a finger Abigail had never used her ass before. Nicole squealed as she began fucking her ass as hard as she had her pussy. A red hot pain seared through her and she could feel her ass tearing, but at the same time her body was still in the throes of orgasm and even as she cried out in pain, she felt her ass and pussy contracting and convulsing as the wand sent her clit into a forced orgasm. 

“Stop!” she screamed, “Abigail please! You’re hurting mee!” 

“Shut up and take it whore!” she yelled, “That’s it go ahead and squeal, we love it and you’re going to scream all night!” 

Even in the midst of her agony, Nicole blinked at her words, in the mirror she could see that Abigail was looking over her not at her. Her eyes were blazing and her lips curled into snarl of pure rage. She looked like she had downstairs earlier, totally insane. 

Say the word! Her voice howled through her mind, fucking say it! She tried, but all that came out was the longest loudest wail she had ever released that was an even mixture of ecstasy and agony. Abigail grabbed her hair and hauling back on it, gave her several more savage pumps, each eliciting another squeal from her. 

Her clit convulsed again and Nicole screamed so loud she could feel her throat burning and as she tried to get a breath to cry out the safe word, Abigail laughed behind her, “Fucking little piglet.” She punctuated that with a sharp slap to her ass and letting her hair go, turned the wand off and slowly withdrew the strap on from her tortured ass. 

Nicole collapsed onto her face and turning her head, stared wide eyed at their reflection as she tried to slow her breathing down. Sitting on her knees, Abigail causally removed the strap on and after tossing it off to the side, leaned over and thumbing the release, removed the cuffs from her wrists. She then got off the bed and walked over to the night stand. 

Nicole swallowed hard and it was with a force of will, she was able to move her arms from behind her and place them palms down on the bed on either side of her head. She could see her right wrist was scraped raw and as she laid there every ache, pain and sting of the night throbbed through her. Worst was the searing pain in her ass. No, worse, was the horrifying realization that this had not been the game, even at its roughest there had always been rules between them. No, what had just happened was she had been sexually assaulted. Abigail had just raped her. 

Her burning eyes sought out Abigail and saw she was standing at the nightstand drinking from the bottle of water she had brought in with her. She stopped and looking down seemed to be staring into space. Her chest was heaving and like Nicole, her hair was soaked with sweat and her entire body was glistening with it. Unlike Nicole’s battered and bruised body, however, Abigail’s was completely unmarred, just as it always was. Even when Abigail gave her the 

chance to take the reins in their games, she had never hurt her, she had no desire to. 

Especially over the last few months. Sadly she had just learned that didn’t extend the other way. 

To Abigail she really was just a play thing. Abigail finally looked up and turning she walked over to the bed and sitting on the edge of it, placed her hand lightly on Nicole’s shoulder, “Drink, my angel?” she asked softly. 

My angel? Was she kidding? Remaining still, another harsh reality struck her; Abigail was sick, completely and utterly sick. She didn’t even know what she did was wrong. 

Nicole managed to shake her head and with a shrug Abigail put the cap on the bottle and putting it on the floor smiled at her. “You came hard several times,” she laughed, “Nothing like a wand for a good forced orgasm.” 

Nicole took a deep breath and forcing herself to move, drew her knees up beneath her and sat up on them. Placing her hands on her knees she kept her head down and tried to gather her thoughts. 

She hadn’t been in this much pain since she’d been out in the field. Abigail reached out and gently wiping her fingers down Nicole’s cheek, wiped the sweat from it. 

“Would you like to shower with me, Nicole? She asked as if nothing were wrong, “A nice cool shower would be….” 

“What….the fuck…is …wrong …with ….you?” Nicole had to pause between each word as the 

pain and humiliation quickly turned into rage. 

“What’s the matter?” Abigail asked, touching her cheek again, “Don’t tell me you didn’t…” 

“Get your fucking hands off me!” Nicole screamed and pulling away from her, lashed out and slapped her hand hard enough to drive it back into her own face. 

Abigail’s head snapped back and looking at her stinging hand, she asked, “Nicole, what’s….” 

“You fucking raped me you crazy fucking bitch!” she screamed in her face, “You…you fucking raped me!” 

Abigail stared at her and Nicole was astonished to see she didn’t look upset at all. 

“No,” she said calmly, “I didn’t. We always play….” 

“That was not the game! That was not…that was not playing! Abigail you raped me in the ass! 

You never do that! We… we have rules and you… you hurt me and you knew you were hurting 

me!” 

“I’ve hurt you before.” Abigail shrugged, “That’s the nature of….” 

“You have never hurt me like that and you don’t even fucking care! You’re just like that fucking pig Winthrop!” Nicole pointed a shaking finger at her, “Maybe I should tie you up and let someone rape you in the ass! How would you like that you sick cunt?” 

Abigail’s eyes flared, “Don’t you dare threaten me!” 

She reached out and grabbing her wrist, Nicole twisted it hard and downward, Abigail cried out in pain and just when Nicole had her wrist turned to the point another fraction of an inch would break it; she let her go. “So help me if you touch me again, I will cripple you, understood?” she hissed at her. 

Abigail stared at her and as she rubbed her wrist with her other hand, shook her head. “You’re fortunate you are special to me, my angel, because no one hurts….” 

“And no one that has ever hurt me has lived to tell the tale” Nicole snarled at her, “At least not for long. I am not afraid of you Abigail. Your queen of the damned bullshit means nothing to me.” 

“You…you need not fear me, Nicole.” Abigail said, her eyes softening, “I…I would never hurt you, you just caught me by….” 

“You would never hurt me?” Nicole demanded incredulously, “Look at me!” she pointed her 

over her shoulder at the dozens of small welts on her back, “And you broke our rules, you never use my ass, and you,” unable to hold back her emotions, she released a sob of pain and 

frustration, “You raped me!” 

Feeling like a fool, but unable to help it, Nicole felt tears of hurt beginning to flow down her cheeks. She hadn’t cried since the last time her father had beat her and her brother for crying because he had beaten them to begin with. Closing her eyes against the painful memories of her childhood, Nicole tried to take another breath, but it turned into another pathetic sob. Opening her eyes, she swallowed and whispered, “You hurt me, Abigail.” 

In front of her Abigail, rolled her eyes, “Tears Nicole? Is it getting close to that time of the month?” 

Nicole’s eyes widened and this time succeeding in taking a long calming breath, she shook her head and forcing herself to move leaned back on the bed. Swinging her long legs off the side, she stood quickly then had to reach out and steady herself with her hand on the column of the bed as her weak legs almost gave out on her. In front of her, Abigail was smirking at her. 

“You think this is funny?” she asked. 

“I didn’t know you were such a drama queen.” Abigail laughed softly, “Perhaps you shouldn’t get rid of the pig tails, because you’re really acting like a little girl right now.” 

Nicole could feel her body beginning to tremble with rage and turned away from Abigail’s 

mocking smile before she struck her. She took a couple of unsteady steps over to the column at the foot of the bed and grabbed her red robe from the hook it hung from. Just sliding her arms into the sleeves and slipping it on caused pain in her shoulders and as she tied it, Abigail laughed again, “A little late for modesty my angel.” 

“Don’t call me that!” She hissed at her, “And it will be a cold day in hell before you see anything of mine, but my back when I walk the fuck out of here.” 

“Oh, come on.” Abigail said, then patting the bed next to her purred, “Come here Nicole, come lie down and let your dark flower make you better.” 

“You don’t even care what you did?” Nicole pointed at her, “You’re that fucking sick it doesn’t bother you that you r….” 

“Enough.” Abigail said, pointing back at her, “You were not raped Nicole, not in the least.” 

“The burning in my ass says otherwise.” Nicole told her, “That and my screaming and telling you to stop. You’ve got some balls doing what you did to Winthrop then…” 

“Nicole!” Abigail cut in, “Do we or do we not have a safe word?” 

“We do, but…” 

Abigail held up her hand, and still speaking in that annoyingly calm manner she always had, continued, “In our time together the only time you ever used it was in your initiation, since then you have never used it.” She smiled, “No matter what I have done.” 

“That’s because…” 

“You are a true pain slut, Nicole and you know it. I have never seen anyone take what you can. 

So considering your tastes and not hearing the word, why should I think I am hurting you?” 

“Screaming is a good indication, when have you ever heard me scream?” 

“You did not say the word.” 

“I fucking couldn’t!” she yelled, losing her calm again, “I was in too much pain!” 

“Just pain,” Abigail winked at her, “I counted four orgasms and the last one while you were supposedly being sodomized.” 

“Those were forced.” Nicole told her, “So don’t you…” 

“Nicole, do I chain you to this bed?” Abigail stopped and rolled her eyes, “Okay, maybe 

occasionally, but are you kept bound to this bed?” 

“No.” Nicole said, already knowing where this was going. 

“And are you locked in this room, do I leave you here? Are you captive in these quarters?” 

Nicole looked away and she went on. “No, you are not. You stay here because you choose to. We play the game, you enjoy it, and hence you stay. You have never safed out, you did not tonight and I am supposed to think, wait maybe she means it this time?” 

“You’re right Abigail.” Nicole told her quietly, “Partly, anyway. No, I am not bound by chains, but I…I have been kept captive by something else, something that tonight showed me doesn’t exist.” 

“What are you talking about?” Abigail asked, her dark eyes narrowing. 

“Does it matter?” Nicole asked, “I have my answer, trust me.” 

Abigail frowned and swinging her legs off the bed, now sat on the edge of it, “Come talk with me, Nicole.” She said quietly, again patting the bed. 

“I will talk to you from here; I have no desire to ever be in The Lady Persephone’s bed again.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Are you that insensitive, Abigail, do you really not know what keeps me enduring your 

cruelty?” 

“Cruelty?” Abigail asked, “We simply play the game. Do you feel I should submit to you more often,” she shrugged and lifting the dowel from the bed, tried to hand it to her. “Here, you can have your turn; you can do as you wish to me.” 

As she spoke she laid on her side on the bed, then still extending the dowel, rolled over and put her ass in the air, “Go ahead, get even with me.” 

Nicole lashed out and slapping the dowel from her hand, threw her hands up in frustration, “I don’t want to hurt you Abigail! That’s why I stay, I…I want to be good to you and for you to be good to me.” 

“I am good to you, Nicole.” Abigail replied, sitting back up on her knees. “There are times we…” 

“Times, Abigail, times.” She told her. “I am tired of coming to our bed wondering what I am going to get.” 

“You never minded the game before.” 

“I don’t mind it sometimes Abigail, I have been into rough sex since I was a teenager, but its different between us now. Or at least I hoped it was. We have been living together for six months, exclusive, or at least I have been, for a year.” 

Nicole frowned, when Abigail looked away from her and didn’t refute that last remark. With a sinking feeling in her heart, she had just confirmed the rumors; she’d heard that Abigail still occasionally indulged her tastes for young girls. She looked down at her bare feet and again felt those stupid tears threatening to overwhelm her. The pain in her ass and body had begun to subside slightly as her years of conditioning began to take over, but the emotional blow she had just received was far worse. 

“So you have been seeing others.” She said softly. 

Abigail’s eyes met hers and after a pause she said, “I am the Grand Mistress of the Circle, if on occasions I need to make it look as if I am indulging I shall do so, but I assure you it is not what you think.” 

“It doesn’t matter. And you needn’t worry about your reputation, my mistress, because you can now feel free to sample any woman you choose to.” She started to turn away, “I will not make a scene for you by leaving while the club is still open, but in the morning when it is empty I will take my belongings and leave.” 

“You’re leaving?” Abigail asked, “I…I don’t understand.” 

“That’s obvious. Goodbye Abigail.” 

“No, wait!” 

Nicole turned to see Abigail had risen and had taken a step towards her. 

“Keep your distance; I am no longer yours to touch.” 

Abigail’s eyes widened and for a moment, Nicole caught a glimpse of what appeared to be hurt, but it was quickly replaced by her usual distant expression. 

“And you would leave with no explanation? You were unhappy with tonight and now will take your leave from me? I thought….” She paused and frowned, “I…thought I was dear to you.” 

“Dear to you?” Nicole exclaimed, “Yeah I felt really dear to you with an eight inch cock being driven in my ass!” 

Abigail’s eyes softened again and she started to step towards her. Nicole stepped back and with a sigh, Abigail took her own robe from the hook and slipping it over her sat back on the bed. 

“Won’t you come sit with me my angel?” she asked softly, her eyes now wide and her smoky 

voice lowered to that seductive purr she used so well, “Please let me make this better.” 

“Abigail, stop…” 

“You are special to me Nicole, I enjoy you in ways I have never with another woman. I…I love you being in my bed and not just for…” 

“Stop it!” Nicole shouted at her. “Don’t you dare play sweet with me! That’s the whole fucking problem Abigail!” 

“What do you…” 

“I am sick and fucking tired of seeing who I am going to bed with! Abigail, there are times that you are so sweet, so loving, so…” Nicole paused to choke back the tears again, “No one ever touched me the way you do. There are times you kiss me, or even look at me, and I feel my heart flutter like a teenager. Then when you’re like that and we’re in bed and you hold me, I feel it coming from you too. I feel like we belong together.” 

“I feel that way as well, Nicole so…” 

“Then you turn it around and you’re just…Abigail, you’re cruel. Its beyond the rough sex and its even beyond the mocking that the game sometimes allows for. Physically you’re vicious and verbally, you…you hurt me. You always talk about other women in my place, always threaten me with it. You even do it at the meetings, make as if you’re going to take one of the other women and watch me get upset.” 

“But for a long time I have told myself that my sweet Abigail is worth dealing with Lady 

Persephone’s mean streak, but it’s not. You’re getting harsher, not softer, and tonight was past the limit Abigail, I watched my mother get beat by my father night after night, yet never leave him. 

He beat us in front of her and she still stayed. I will not do that. I vowed once I got old enough to defend myself, no one would ever hurt me, yet here I am in the bed of an abusive lover.” She shook her head, “I am not my mother. You can play your cruel games with anyone you want, 

there’s an entire club full of women who would drop to their knees at the blink of an eye for you, go have fun.” 

“This never bothered you before.” Abigail said, still calm. “You seemed very happy with me, now one bad night and its over?” 

“You don’t even listen, do you? I said I have not been happy, but was enduring your bullshit to be able to enjoy your better side, but tonight was a side even I have never seen before. You were out of control Abigail and don’t even realize it,” she laughed harshly, “Abusers never do.” 

“I…I can be softer, Nicole, as I said, you never told me…” 

“Forget it!” her voice rose again, “It’s more than that! You never talk to me; you never tell me anything, you…” 

“Like what?” 

“Like anything Abigail! I’ve known you for five years and don’t know how you grew up, if you have brothers, what your parents names are, nothing! You’re a closed book!” 

“The past has nothing to do with the present we live in.” Abigail said with a shrug, “Why discuss it?” 

“Because its what humans do! I’ve told you about my asshole father and how my brother tried to look out for me, I tell you about my nieces, I tell you…” 

“I never asked,” Abigail pointed out, “You speak of them and I listen, but I asked for none of it.” 

“Wow, what the hell was I thinking, that you could be human, I guess the Persephone act isn’t an act, you really are a piece of work Abigail, you don’t care about anything, but power; power and your precious fucking reputation.” 

“That’s not…” 

“You don’t care about me.” Nicole said softly, “You just all but admitted you like having me around because I can take a beating.” Again she began to turn away. 

“I care Nicole!” Abigail exclaimed, raising her own voice for the first time, “I do.” 

“Prove it!” Nicole turned back to her, “Tell me something about yourself, about your past.” 

Abigail started to look away, but when Nicole started to role her eyes, she asked, “What do you wish to know?” 

“Tonight, what got into you? What about Winthrop got you so upset you were ready to kill him.” 

she put her hand sout, “Abigail, no one has ever seen you lose control like that, and even with me, you looked insane and you… you seemed to not know where you were at one point. You 

were crazed, why?” 

“I think his actions would anger anyone, especially a woman.” 

“Not like that and nothing ever gets to you,” she shook her head, “Even me saying you hurt me and I’m leaving has not gotten to you, so try again.” 

“I was upset because I left him in as long as I did; I felt this was on my head.” 

Nicole looked at her as she spoke, and sighed, “You’re lying Abigail, I can see it.” She paused then asked, “Abigail have you ever been….raped?” 

“Why would you ask that of me?” 

“Because you…sounded like…” 

“I can look at you and tell you Nicole that Abigail Lefay has never been, nor ever will be hurt by a man. Never, they would die trying.” 

Nicole caught an edge in her voice, but it was just her typical disdain for men she always expressed. 

“What next Nicole, the name of a childhood pet?” 

“I am glad you take me seriously.” Nicole told her. “Shows me what I’m worth.” 

“I…am sorry.” Abigail said, sounding anything but, “Go ahead.” 

“Where are your parents?” 

“I don’t know.” Abigail said with a shrug. 

Nicole frowned, wondering if she were screwing with her. “Are they alive?” 

“If I knew if they were dead or alive, then I would know where they were, I said I don’t know.” 

“How do you not know….?” 

“Because I don’t!” Abigail snapped, her eyes flaring again, “Enough of these fucking games!” 

putting her hand out to her, she said, “Nicole, I very much want you to stay with me, but I will not jump through hoops for you to get you to do so, you will stay or you will leave, the choice is yours to make.” 

“No Abigail, you made it for me.” Nicole said, wiping at her moist eyes, “Several times. And even after you hurt me and I should have stormed out I stood here like a fool, trying to get you to show some sign of remorse, hoping that maybe you would really want me to stay,” she waved her hand disgustedly at her, “I guess I should thank you for that because this way I won’t wonder if you really cared. I will leave early tomorrow.” 

“If that’s your choice.” Abigail said, no expression whatsoever on her face and her eyes 

unreadable. 

“Not even an effort, to keep me?” Nicole nodded, “I’m a bigger idiot then I thought.” 

She jumped as for the first time, since they had been in the room, Balthazar screeched from his large cage in the corner of the room. The screech was followed by several urgent squawks and looking over at him, Abigail shook her head and turned back to face her; “I beg for no one.” she said softly, “Goodbye my angel.” 



Chapter Six

Nicole entered her room and slamming the door behind her, thumbed the lock. Walking over to the bed, she sat down and putting her head in her hands, tried not to cry. She lost the battle and feeling like a child, began sobbing. Nicole hadn’t shed a tear since she was a young girl and had never seen the benefit of doing so, of letting someone own that much of you. Then again, here she was two months from her thirty seventh birthday and for the first time had just had her heart broken.  Each time she sobbed, she winced at the pain in her shoulders and sitting up, she forced herself to take several deep breaths and look at herself in the mirror over the bureau in front of her. 

“Suck it up Nicole.” She whispered, “You’re a trained killer for Christ’s sake. You’ve survived getting shot and tortured.” Her voice began to steady as she continued, “Never mind your asshole father. You will not sit here and cry like a little girl over some sick bitch.” 

Wiping at her eyes, she continued to stare at her reflection and wonder what Abigail was doing in the other room. Probably taking a long hot shower then going to sleep. She’d wake up in the afternoon and act as if nothing had happened. When night came she would go down to the club and look at the women there like a starving man at a buffet. She would be back on the prowl and her bedroom a revolving door of young women. 

For four years after her initiation into the Circle, Nicole and Abigail had tapped danced around their attraction for each other. Going from an occasional encounter, under the guise of The lady Medusa being requested to entertain her mistress, to more and more time together. After a couple of years their nights were no longer formal Circle encounters, but weekend long playful romps during which they were not just having rough sex, but were becoming increasingly affectionate. 

A year after that, Nicole stopped sleeping with men entirely and only played with other women when she was due to put on a video for the group. 

Last year things had come to a head, when Nicole told Abigail she was going to leave the group, because she had feelings for her and was getting upset watching her play with other women in the Circle and the club. Like last night, Abigail’s first reaction had been to say she was sorry to see her go, but she was the Mistress of the Circle and that level of affection was not allowed. 

Nicole had been upset, but unlike tonight had maintained her dignity and said she was still going to leave after one more meeting. 

The night before that meeting Abigail had taken her by the hand at the club and taken her upstairs to her private suite that took up almost the entire top floor the old building. Nicole had spent several nights there, but most of their time together had been spent in the smaller apartment, Abigail entertained in on one of the lower levels. When they arrived, Abigail brought her into her bedroom and they’d made love. It seemed an odd term, given both their penchants for rough sex, but there was no other way to describe it. 

Abigail had slowly stripped her, laid her back in her huge antique four poster bed, and took her time kissing, licking and caressing every inch of her body. She’d done so with the most gentle touch Nicole had ever experienced and with a tenderness that at one point caused her to have tears in her eyes. When they had finished, Abigail held her closely to her and whispered in her ear, “I cannot stand to see you go, Nicole. You are a light in my darkness, my own personal angel sent to fill my heart as no other ever has,” she paused and with a sweet kiss, asked, “Won’t you stay with me, my angel?” 

Nicole had been floored and had moved in that same week. Because of Abigail’s position as Mistress, Nicole had a separate bedroom and it was announced she was Abigail’s personal 

bodyguard. Abigail occasionally brought high ranking members of the group up to her suite for dinner and to talk business and began doing it more often. Each time Nicole would make a show of coming and going from her room and never being outwardly affectionate. 

Their group new they were lovers, but the take was, Nicole was a live in pet that Abigail used when she was in the mood to. In the beginning it bothered her, but she realized not only would Abigail never leave the Circle, but at the end of the day did it really matter what a bunch of wealthy perverts thought? Nicole also considered it a role, just like any of her assignments. She was Abigail’s angel, playing the part of a simple pet. 

At times Nicole had even gotten a kick out of it, seeing the Circle members going crazy for their Persephone. The men hopelessly lusted for her, knowing full well she would never succumb to the touch of a man. But the women, those who were bisexual, stared at her with a hunger that caused Nicole to become aroused watching them, knowing that it was she who would be between their mistress’s creamy thighs. Better yet, it would be she who was being pleased by her. Abigail lusted for her and Nicole loved that she did, but nowhere near as much as she had begun to enjoy knowing she shared her dark lover’s heart as well as her bed. 

Or at least she thought she had shared her heart. Tonight had shown her otherwise and as bad as what she had done to her sexually was, her total lack of regard for her feelings had been much worse. Nicole sighed and looked around the room. It was sparsely furnished and the bed was hard beneath her. Of course that was due to the fact she hadn’t slept in it in months and only a couple of times since she’d moved in, when Abigail had guests stay overnight. 

Half her clothing was in Abigail’s room, but she did have some things here she could start packing and her guns were all in cases in the bureau and closet. Nicole stood up and wondered again what Abigail was doing. Maybe she was upset and been too stubborn to show it. Maybe it would be like when Nicole threatened to quit the Circle and Abigail would ask her to stay tomorrow. Perhaps she would linger a little tomorrow and see if…

“Stop it.” She said and stepping up to the bureau stared hard at her reflection. “You are in an abusive relationship Nicole, you won’t stay.” 

Nodding at her words she reached up and removing the berets in her hair pulled it from the stupid pigtails. She shook her long hair out, wincing at the pain in her neck and looked again in the mirror. Although not as vain as many members of the group, Nicole had no doubt she was beautiful. Too many men and women had told her so over the years for her not to believe it. She could find someone to treat her well. Problem was until her first taste of love with Abigail, she had never known she wanted that someone. 

Maybe she would go back to DC for awhile. She knew a lot of people and could get some good paying jobs as a private bodyguard to some of the foreign diplomats that came and went. Nicole had been making more than a good living at that and even more since she’d joined the Circle, but had taken no clients since Abigail’s body had become her obsession. Nicole began to feel better, she had a plan now. Hell, maybe when she hit DC she would look up her former partner Jake, she hadn’t seen him in over a year. 

The reason for that was simple enough; anytime she saw him she fucked him. The two of them had gone on assignment a few years back in Pakistan, posing as a married couple. They lived together for four months and within two weeks were truly living as a couple. Maybe not 

romantically, but they fucked the shit out of each other on a nightly basis. Jake liked it rough and was one of the few men she had met that could take it as well as he could dish it out. After that assignment, they have become friends with benefits and Nicole had made it a point to look him up every couple of months or so. 

Her eyes narrowed, on the note of Jake, something else occurred to her. He still worked for the agency and was her go to source anytime anyone from the Circle needed intel on someone they were doing business with or were having issues with. There were many times over the years Nicole had wanted him to dig on Abigail, but she had refrained. Nicole knew if it was out there to know Jake would have it and quickly, but she had wanted to learn about her secretive lover from her own mouth. 

It never happened and even tonight with the threat of her leaving Abigail had blown her off. 

Between her own skill, Jake and of course the Circle there was little Nicole could not discover. 

But her Circle contacts would be useless here; no one would dare investigate the Grand Mistress, but Jake would. Reaching into her robe, she removed her phone and thought about it. She was through with Abigail, why did she care? Nicole frowned, there was something there tonight with Abigail, her rage, her behavior, even the tone when asked about her family. 

She had been hurt before by someone, most likely a man. If only for self edification it was time for Nicole to find out who exactly had just hurt her more than anyone ever had.  Scrolling until she found Jake’s number, she texted him, 

 “If no one has killed you, you’re former wife is in need of your skills, but for now some info will do. Abigail Lefay, Chicago, owner of The Black Flame. Don’t care about the present; I want her past, everything.” 

Nicole dropped the phone onto the bed and slipping her robe off, went into the bathroom. Like Abigail’s and the other two bedrooms in the luxurious suite, each bedroom had an adjoining full bath, complete with a black onyx tub.  Sliding the glass door to the side, Nicole turned the water on and as she waited for it to heat up, looked at herself in the full length mirror on the inside of the door. 

From the front she was unmarred, at least from tonight anyway. Staring closely at her stomach, Nicole could make out the curved eight inch scar she had received from an M-9 bayonet in 

Tripoli. The scar started just under her navel and twisted to the left just before the swelling of her pubic mound. Nicole had three small puckered scars, one on her upper right thigh, another on her side just under her armpit and a third larger one just over her left hip. All three were gunshot wounds all from different encounters and each of a different caliber. 

“Sexy,” she muttered as she lightly traced the scar on her stomach. Aside from that however, she was certainly not hard to look at. Not for the first time, Nicole marveled at how different she was from Abigail physically. Where her at this point former lover had some curves and was quite soft, Nicole was lean and hard, the muscles close to the surface of her smooth skin. Although not as ghostly as Abigail, Nicole was fair skinned and the nipples on her full well shaped breasts were light pink. 

Her stomach was hard and flat and led down to the small patch of golden fuzz she left over the cleft of her also pink pussy. Her long legs were powerful, but well shaped and all in all, no man, or woman for that matter, had ever complained of she had to offer. As the room began to fill with steam, Nicole turned around and looked over her shoulder. She winced at the sight of dozens of short red welts that covered her back from her shoulders down to her ass. 

Her ass itself was even worse, not only covered in the same welts, but she could still see Abigail’s fingers traced in her angry red flesh. There were bruises on her hips as well as small cuts from Abigail’s clenching fingers and the backs of her thighs and knees were also sporting the signs of the dowel. Sadly, this was far from the first time Nicole had looked like this and more than Abigail had left her looking like this. Abigail had been right, Nicole was a bit of a pain slut and many times she wondered what it was about pain that excited her. 

Then again when a sign of affection from your father was a back handed slap to the face, the pain pleasure line tended to blur at an early age. Nicole’s eyes lingered on the large tattoo of a dragon on her back. It was the emblem of the dojo she had trained in years ago and took up her entire shoulder blade. If she looked close enough she could make out where the skin seemed a little uneven beneath the vibrant red and green.  She had gotten the tattoo after she had left the agency to cover the huge scar where the grinder had removed five layers of her skin, leaving her permanently disfigured. 

Getting into the shower, Nicole turned the water up even hotter and winced as it hit her skin. She forced herself to stand there until she got more accustomed to it then stepping under it, turned around and placing her hands against the wall let it beat on her aching shoulders and back. 

Looking at her hands on the wall, Nicole focused on her fingernails. Because of the nature of her work, she didn’t keep them anywhere near as long as the rest of the ladies of the group. But even the tips she did have were fake, as were the rest of the nails themselves. 

After having them torn off, the nails had grown back crooked, lifted up from the nail bed and been badly discolored. Once a week she went to a salon to have a new set glued over her ruined ones. A closer inspection of her fingers would also reveal several thin scars along the insides of four of them, where she’d needed surgery to fix them after they were broken. 

Nicole lowered her eyes and focused on the pattern of the black and red tiles before her. 

Whenever she got upset she lingered on her various injuries and disfigurements. She would have loved to say they were worth it, that she had suffered them to protect a country worth protecting. 

But any country that would desert someone who had defended it so passionately was not worthy of that passion. 

Nicole had received well over a dozen medals for her services and on the day she signed her papers to walk away, she took the case she had brought them in, dumped them all over her 

superior’s desk and told him to shove them up his ass. Two weeks later, Jake had dropped off the medals to her, but the case had remained unopened in the six years since she’d quit. She may have allowed herself to endure more at Abigail’s hands for longer than she should have, but by far her time working for her country was the most abusive one-sided relationship she had ever been in. 

The muscles in her sore back began to relax, and straightening, Nicole took down the bottle of vanilla scented body wash and began washing herself. She did it slowly and methodically, using the familiar act to calm her rattled nerves and stop thinking of her bitter past and recently bitter present. It was time to move on and whatever was next would be another chance to find out where she truly belonged. Nicole’s calm wavered for a moment as she washed her ass and 

winced at the burning sensation in her rectum. 

She quickly rinsed off and after enjoying a few more minutes of the hot water, shut it off. After patting herself dry, Nicole wrapped the towel around her and going back into the bedroom picked up her brush and sitting on the edge of the bed, started to brush her hair. She had just begun pulling the brush through her hair when she looked into the mirror across from her. With a startled gasp, she dropped the brush and looked over her shoulder. 

Abigail was sitting in the chair in the corner of the room. 



Chapter Seven

“What the hell are you doing in here?” Nicole snapped. 

“Waiting for you,” Abigail answered quietly, “I was going to surprise you in the shower, but thought if I startled you in there I might get hurt.” 

“You’re going to get hurt anyway, if you don’t leave.” She pointed at her, “Go, Abigail, I mean it. 

I won’t hold back this time.” 

Abigail rose from the chair and slowly approached the bed. She was wearing the short silk red robe, that Nicole loved on her and she noticed her long black hair was wet. When wet, that hair hung almost all the way down to her ass and Nicole loved the feeling of it against…stop that! 

“How the hell did you get in here?” she demanded, taking her thoughts from Abigail’s 

appearance. “I changed that lock when I moved in and have the only key.” 

“When will you learn I don’t need keys?” she asked softly as she came around to Nicole’s side of the bed. 

“You’re not going to need one to leave, because if you touch me I’ll throw you through the damn door.” Nicole warned her. 

“You would never hurt me that way.” 

“I thought the same of you up until a half hour ago.” Nicole gave her a nasty smile, “People can surprise you.” 

Abigail stopped almost directly in front of her and looking down, Nicole stared at her bare feet with their black toe nails and the fanged mouth of the snake across the left one. “Leave Abigail,” 

she whispered, “Please.” 

“Nicole, I…I know I shouldn’t be here, but I need to say what I should have said before.” 

“When you hurt me, I should have mule kicked your ass off the bed and got the fuck out of there.” Nicole began, still staring down at the floor, “But instead I stayed and gave you more chances to say you were sorry than you deserved. There is nothing you can say Abigail, trust me. 

But I know why you’re really here.” 

“And why is that?” Abigail asked and Nicole flinched at her fingers running through her hair. 

Nicole slapped her hand away from her and sneered, “Because you’re worried I am going to 

walk away from the Circle and you’ll have to explain why your precious little pet left.” She waved her hand disgustedly, “Don’t worry my mistress, I will sit at the table for a few more months for appearances sake, but know that I will be flying in for the meetings. I’m heading back to DC tomorrow.” 

“Nicole, I am not here to speak of the group, I’m here to apologize to you” she paused and added quietly, “About several things.” 

“You’re going to say you’re sorry?” Nicole raised her eyebrows, “Since when does The Lady Persephone, queen of the night, High Mistress of the Circle say she’s sorry?” 

“When she truly is and to someone she cares deeply for.” Looking down into her eyes, Abigail whispered, “Please give me the chance I don’t deserve.” 

When she finished speaking, Abigail lowered her eyes and Nicole frowned. She should just toss her out, literally for what she had done, but she had never seen Abigail even come close to looking demure and was now curious. She paused to not only consider if she wanted to hear her out, but to watch the unique sight of Abigail looking nervous. She had begun rocking from side to side and her hands were now clasped in front of her. Her head was down and her unusual black eyes were looking at Nicole through her long lashes. 

When Abigail was not gothed out with the bright lipstick and heavy black eye shadow, her 

features were quite soft and when they were alone and she smiled the word sweet could apply. 

Nicole’s eyes left her face and drifted down to the not so sweet amount of cleavage showing in her loosely tied robe. Traveling further south she took in her long legs and creamy thighs and again wondered what it was about this woman she couldn’t resist. 

“You have two minutes.” 

“May I sit?” 

“Go ahead.” 

Abigail sat next to her and reached for her arm. Nicole turned to the side so that her back was to her and said, “Talk, don’t touch.” 

She heard Abigail draw in a breath and allowed herself a small smile; the mistress was not used to not being treated this way. 

“First I am sorry for what I did to you. I…I was out of control. Winthrop enraged me in a way that I have not been in years. I let it get to me and in the heat of the moment I…I crossed the line.” 

“No excuse.” Nicole said quietly. “You’ve played the game for your entire life and you lead the most powerful group of dominants in the world. You are not allowed that excuse.” 

“In all fairness Nicole, you know of what I speak.” Nicole stiffened at Abigail placing her hand on her bare shoulder. “You have that same angst. That rage is what drives you to do things like you did tonight; to fight when you did not need to. You were armed, yet made it a brawl because the beast needed to be fed.” 

Nicole turned her head and looked at Abigail’s slender fingers and long black nails on her shoulder. She could feel those fingers trembling and could hear the feeling in her normally emotionless voice. She caught herself raising her hand to place it over hers, but instead continued pushing. 

“My problem with that Abigail is you know the source of my rage. I have told you how my 

father beat my brother and I to the point if the state did not take us away and place us with our uncle he may have killed us. You know what happened to me in Iran. But you have told me 

nothing of your past, never mind anything so traumatic as to scar you the way I am scarred. Truth be told Abigail, I, like many others, question whether or not you’ve ever had to endure any hardship.” 

Nicole’s remark had struck home and she felt Abigail’s fingers tighten on her shoulder and another sharp intake of breath. She waited for Abigail to snap at her and leave, but instead she resumed speaking softly. 

“I…I was not completely truthful with you earlier Nicole. You asked if I had ever been hurt by a man and I said no and that is true.” She took a deep breath before continuing. “But many years ago I knew a young girl who was very sweet and was attacked by….” She paused and Nicole 

could feel the trembling in her fingers grow stronger, “She was brutally raped by several men. 

Not just raped, but when they were done they beat her to within an inch of her life and left her for dead.” 

By the time she finished the sentence, Abigail’s voice was little more than a choked whisper and reaching up, Nicole did put her hand over hers. “Did she….” 

“She lived for awhile, but died in the hospital. Despite the ample….evidence shall we say on her body no arrests were made. Years later I would find out the reason was that two of the animals were police officers and it was a cover up, but they had long since fled the state.” 

Nicole felt her own body tense up at the horrible visual her mind had conjured. Five men 

attacking a defenseless young girl, not just sexually assaulting her, but beating her to death and two of them alleged defenders of the helpless. The insides of her palms began to itch with the helpless urge to hurt someone. Speaking softly to keep her voice steady, she asked, “Were you close to her?” 

“Very close.” 

“Were they ever brought to justice?” 

“There is no record of it that I am aware of.” Abigail said. 

Nicole’s eyes narrowed, that answer had not come out in the same tone, but one she was much more accustomed to; a cold one. She wanted to press, but remembered Jake. Even with sketchy details he could find that type of story and trace it from there. 

“Even though it did not happen to me, it struck me very hard and that was the reason, along with the fact I was never all that comfortable with them, that I turned my back on them and embraced the softer sweeter sex.” 

“I don’t know if the two of us are either.” Nicole said dryly. 

“You are very sweet to me my angel, and” she placed her other hand on her left arm, “Vey soft. 

But since then anytime I have had something like that brought to me, it brings up that hatred of men. They think they are stronger than us and try to prove it by hurting us. I…will always be a testament to the fact they are the weaker more pathetic sex and I will hurt any who hurt us.” 

“I understand.” Nicole said squeezing her hand. 

“But never an excuse for what I did and Nicole while saying I am sorry I will thank you again for stopping me earlier. I…I had every intention of kicking that dog’s eye out.” 

“I could see that.” 

“Again Nicole, I am sorry I hurt you and even more sorry I…I let my pride get the best of me and couldn’t admit I was wrong. I….I was still not myself.” 

“Who are you Abigail?” she asked, 

“What do you mean?” Nicole felt her tense up behind her. 

“Are you Abigail or Persephone, because as dedicated as I am to the group, I refuse to live with my mistress. At the table is fine, but here I want the woman who convinced me to stay last year.” 

Abigail’s hands left her shoulders and a moment later, her arms slipped around her waist and drew her back into her.  “That woman is who came here to put herself at your mercy my lover. I swear I will never hurt you again my angel.” 

Nicole let herself be drawn back into her embrace and putting her head on her shoulder, Abigail gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. 

“Nicole we never have to play the game again. From this point on we will be as soft as you would like. I will love you as sweetly as I did that night and do so every night.” 

“As good as that sounds, you and I will never be that tame.” Nicole said, then felt a shiver go through her when Abigail nuzzled past her wet hair and kissed her neck. “I don’t mind rough Abigail, as you know, there’s times I need it, but I want it to be with you and not a persona you think you have to keep up.” She sighed when Abigail’s lips trailed lightly up her neck before playfully kissing her ear. “But sweet is good, I think you like it as well.” 

“I like  you my angel.” Abigail purred, “Everything about you and I will never hurt you again, I swear to you.” She paused and squeezing her tight she added in a choked whisper, “Please stay with me Nicole, please give me a chance to show you how much you mean to me.” 

Nicole closed her eyes and let her head lean to the side to allow Abigail better access to her skin. 

She was rewarded by her soft full lips gently working down the spot between her neck and 

shoulder. That was her weak spot and unable to help it she emitted a soft moan. Abigail’s arms were still around her waist and she was making no move to grope her or remove her towel, she was just simply holding her while she lightly kissed her neck. 

In the back of her head a voice called out that she was making a mistake; that she should leave. 

But those soft lips were getting to her, but not as much as just the simple act of being held by her. 

Abigail’s breath was hot on her neck, but she still continued to kiss her softly with no sense of urgency. 

“Will you stay, my angel,” she asked in her ear, “Will you let me spend the night in your bed?” 

“I…” she brought her hands down and placing them over hers whispered, “Just be good to me Abigail, treat me like your angel and not your pet.” 

“I promise.” Abigail kissed her cheek, then releasing her stood up, “I brought you something to make you feel better. Will you remove your towel and lie down for me?” 

“I…I’m not up for anything but sleep.” Nicole said. 

She also didn’t want to cave and let Abigail have more than being next to her in bed, and even that she knew was too much, but she was enjoying her apology and loved when she was 

affectionate. Sucker, the voice in her mind said, but when Abigail smiled, she caught herself smiling back at her. 

“That’s fine and as much as I always desire you, that is not what I meant,” reaching into her robe, she removed a small black jar. “This is something that will make you feel better.” 

“What’s that,” she asked suspiciously. 

“A salve.” Opening the jar, Abigail scooped out a small amount of white cream and put her finger under her nose. 

It smelled pleasantly of oranges and Nicole shrugged, “Its okay, I’ll sleep it off.” 

“Please let me.” Abigail said and to her delight she put on a poor approximation of a pout, 

“Please?” 

“Oh, that’s too funny.” Nicole found herself actually laughing. “Stick to scary, Abigail, cute isn’t your thing.” 

“I was once told I was cute, but it was many years ago.” Abigail murmured, then seeming to catch herself shrugged, “Okay fine I’m a witch you’re an assassin and there is nothing cute about either of us, now will you please trust me?” 

Nicole bit back a sarcastic remark and instead stood up and let the towel fall to the floor. She took great pleasure in noting Abigail’s eyes immediately finding her breasts and lingering there. 

Turning she pulled the comforter down on the bed and stretching out on her stomach, turned her head and rested her cheek on the pillow. She could see Abigail in the mirror and watched with a smile as her eyes trailed up and down her body, to her surprise however, she whispered, “I…I am sorry I did this to you, Nicole.” 

Abigail got onto the bed and tapping the back of her thigh asked, “Open your legs, so I can rub your back better?” 

Nicole obeyed; lazily spreading her legs open and watching Abigail stare down between her thighs. She kept her robe on and sliding up straddled Nicole’s right leg and taking some of the cream into her hands began rubbing the backs of her shoulders. 

“Wow, that’s cold!” Nicole gasped. 

“Give it a minute.” Abigail said as she began gently kneading the muscles in her upper back. 

Nicole couldn’t resist a sigh of contentment as Abigail’s strong fingers worked her sore muscles. 

Within a short period of time Nicole could feel the cream beginning to warm up and the scent of oranges grew stronger. She closed her eyes as Abigail started to work her hands under her shoulders and across her back. The cream grew even warmer and Nicole could feel its heat 

seeping into her skin. She also noted that each time Abigail’s hands touched one of the welts, she would wince in pain, but within seconds she felt nothing although her hands continued to rub the same spot. 

“That does feel good,” she cooed, “What’s in that stuff.” 

“Eye of bat and tongue of newt of course.” 

Nicole rolled her eyes, but smiled, “Okay smartass.” 

“A lot of herbs you wouldn’t recognize and orange peels because otherwise it would stink to high heaven.” Abigail told her as sliding down her leg; she began to rub the small of her back. 

Nicole could feel the heat of her pussy along her leg, but Abigail was still wearing her robe and didn’t appear to be looking for anything other than to make her feel better. That she was accomplishing and quite well, the heat had pervaded her entire back and between that, the sweet scent of the cream and Abigail’s soothing touch, she was not only feeling better was getting drowsy. 

Abigail’s hands found her ass and as before she felt a stinging sensation as she caressed the welts and scratches. Again however, the discomfort was short lived and was replaced with that 

assuaging heat. Her hand’s started gently sliding across her ass, fondling more than rubbing, then dipping lower began to rub the soft inside of her thighs. As exhausted and comfortable as she was, Nicole felt another type of heat growing between her legs, but remained still, simply enjoying the attention. 

Abigail slid down to the end of the bed and worked the cream into the backs of her thighs. Nicole winced briefly as she found the welts on the backs of her knees then sighed as the pain quickly faded. Abigail worked her calves next, her hand squeezing more firmly as she worked the power muscles in her lower legs. Grabbing her ankles, Abigail lifted her legs. Taking the hint, Nicole bent her legs at the knees and released a delighted coo as Abigail began rubbing the soles of her feet. 

She stopped and lowering her legs to the bed, removed her hands. Nicole’s eyes, which were barely open at this point, found the mirror and saw Abigail untying her robe. She watched her remove it and then crawl up between her legs. Placing her hands on either side of her shoulders, Abigail leaned down and gently kissed the back of each of her shoulders, before pressing her lips to her neck. 

In addition to her soft lips, Nicole could feel her hard nipples against her back and again felt her desire growing. Her leg was still between Abigail’s thighs and she could feel her rocking her hips against her. Abigail’s lips left her neck and she began placing a series of sweet kisses across the top of her back. She began to back down her leg, her lips kissing almost every inch of her back as she did. Her nipples were sliding down her flesh and she could feel her leg getting wet, from Abigail’s arousal. 

Abigail stopped kissing and raising her head started shaking it slowly back and forth. Nicole moaned at the feeling of her wet hair caressing her back and realized her own hips were now moving, gently grinding into the bed. Abigail went lower and bringing her lips back into play, started kissing her ass. A look in the mirror showed, Abigail on her knees, her ass in the air as she now began using her tongue, teasing it along the edge of the crack of her ass. 

Nicole moaned again and admired the curve of Abigail’s well rounded ass as well as her large breasts pressing into the backs of her thighs. Abigail spread her cheeks and Nicole grimaced as her tongue slipped across her tender anus. Abigail placed a soft kiss directly to it, and still sliding backwards started kissing the back of her thighs. Her hands were on the inside of those thighs and her finger nails were teasing the soft skin on either side of her now yearning pussy. 

To her disappointment, he hands left her thighs when she sat up behind her. Looking into the mirror and meeting her gaze, Abigail whispered, “Will you roll over, my angel?” 

A moment ago, Nicole wouldn’t have thought she could move, but hearing the desire in Abigail’s voice, she rolled over for her dark lover. Abigail smiled down at her and lifting her foot, brought it up to her lips. Nicole giggled at the feeling of Abigail’s tongue sliding between her toes and after placing a kiss on the sole of her foot, Abigail laughed, “Sorry, but you have the most adorable toes.” 

She lowered her foot, then as she had done behind her, crawled up the bed to her. Nicole felt a wave of heat flow through her at the sight of Abigail sliding up her body towards her. Her long wet hair was again tickling her skin, but better than that was the feeling of her hard rose colored nipples sliding along her legs then stomach. When Abigail was directly over her, she lowered her head and parting her lips pressed them gently to hers. 

Nicole moaned in her throat as Abigail began working her lips teasingly against hers, sliding them lightly back and forth. Nicole slipped her arms around her shoulders and drew her down into a deeper kiss. Abigail released a sound of pure joy that caused Nicole to smile even as they kissed. Abigail’s arms lid under hers and squeezed her tightly as their lips pared and their tongues began dancing across each other. 

Abigail’s hips were rocking against her thigh and lifting her left leg, Nicole wrapped it around her hips. Their kiss deepened and grew in urgency as Abigail drew her leg up so that it was pressing against Nicole’s pussy and she started grinding her hips into it. Their nipples were pressing into the soft flesh of the others breasts and Nicole moaned in her throat as she began to run her fingers through Abigail’s long wet hair. 

Abigail removed her lips from hers and nuzzling into her neck began to suck gently on the soft skin just under her ear. She slid her arms from beneath her and pushing herself up, leaned over and sliding side to side teased her nipples across her lips. Nicole slid her tongue out, letting it slide across each of her swollen buds, until Abigail stopped and lowered herself to her eager mouth. Nicole swirled her tongue around her nipple, before gently taking it into her mouth as her hips began rocking faster, pushing her pussy against Abigail’s now wet knee. 

Abigail moved to the side, allowing her to suck on her other nipple, before making her way further down the bed. Nicole released a contented sigh as Abigail’s tongue found her pink nipple and took it between her full lips. As Abigail made a show of tonguing it, their eyes met and Nicole felt a wave of emotion go through her as she saw the tenderness in those normally cold eyes. Abigail gave her a sweet smile that told her she felt the same way and leaving her tits began trailing her tongue down her flat stomach. 

Nicole was still staring into her eyes, but there was now a different look in them. As Abigail slid closer and closer to the swelling of her pubic mound, her eyes were becoming glazed with desire and Nicole knew hers would have that same light in them. Abigail had made her way between her legs and propping herself up on her elbows, placed her hands on the inside of her thighs. She leaned in and after kissing each one of her thighs, blew lightly on her clit. 

Nicole felt a shiver of anticipation flow through her body as her hands slid further up and using her black tipped fingers, she gently spread her pussy. Abigail placed a kiss on her swollen button and Nicole moaned at the feeling of her soft lips. Lowering her face, Abigail slipped her tongue inside her pussy and began slowly swirling it around. Abigail moaned as she probed her and bringing her legs up, Nicole placed her feet on her back and arched her back, thrusting her tongue deeper inside her. 

Abigail’s eyes were closed and there was a look of pure bliss on her face as removing her tongue, she worked it up through Nicole’s soft pink and very wet lips. She reached her clit and after another sweet kiss, began tracing slow circles around it. Nicole groaned and reaching down brushed Abigail’s wet hair from her face. She placed her hand lightly on her cheek and still continuing to tease her clit with her tongue; Abigail closed her eyes and leaned her face into Nicole’s hand. 

She felt overcome by another wave of affection for her, sliding her hand past her cheek, she started playing with her hair while her skilled tongue continued to please her. Abigail had bent her legs at the knees and was playfully kicking her feet as she switched to sucking Nicole’s clit in and out of her soft wet mouth. Nicole’s gaze rested on that sweet round ass and watched as it moved in slow circles as Abigail ground her hips into the bed. 

Nicole’s attention was drawn back to Abigail’s face as she began gently working just her lips around her clit. She moaned as Abigail caressed the underside of her clit with just her lower lip. 

It was a teasing sensation, but a pleasant one and again the look in Abigail’s eyes as she pleased her was even better. Abigail slipped her tongue out and after burying it between her lips, pulled back, taking a trail of her sticky fluid with it. Abigail waggled her dripping tongue at her, then with a soft slurping noise, traced the line back to its source. 

She returned to her clit, but once again with no sense of urgency, just soft teasing licks and slow gentle sucks that caused Nicole to purr and relax onto the bed to simply enjoy the tender caresses of her lovers tongue. The heat from the cream was still working its way into her body and she was not only pain free, but amazingly relaxed even as Abigail teased her closer and closer to a release she would not have thought possible a half hour ago. 

She continued to gently stroke Abigail’s hair and look into her dark eyes as her tongue darted and danced across her swollen flesh. By far Abigail had the most skilled tongue Nicole had ever experienced, man or woman, and she laid there moaning softly as she played her clit like an expert musician would play their instrument. Abigail licked more quickly and with a little more force, then slowed right back down and returned to soft teasing flicks using just the very tip of her wet tongue. 

Each time she would lick harder, Nicole would tense up and her thighs would tremble as she inched closer to orgasm. Abigail would bring her to the edge, but then bring her back by slowing down. It was a tease, but a pleasant one and Nicole licked her lips in anticipation of what was going to be a very good orgasm. She groaned softly as Abigail gently pushed two fingers inside her and began pumping them in and out. 

Taking her clit between her lips, Abigail began to suck in the same slow rhythm her fingers were moving and Nicole’s breath caught as that motion brought her to the edge again. This time Abigail didn’t slow down, instead she began sucking faster and moving her head back and forth, gently working her clit back and forth while still keeping her tongue pressed to it in her mouth. 

“Oh, yes,” Nicole whispered, “Right there, my flower, just like that!” 

Abigail moaned at her words and Nicole could see the joy in her eyes as she referred to her as her flower. She picked up the pace of her sucking a little bit more and arching her back, Nicole tightened her fingers in her hair and started releasing tiny yips of pleasure as she felt herself teetering on the edge. Reaching up with her free hand, Abigail caught her nipple and gave it a pinch, not a rough one, but just enough to send Nicole over the edge. 

She cried out and began rocking her hips harder into Abigail’s still swirling tongue and plunging fingers. She lifted her back higher off the bed, and letting her head fall back onto the pillow, Nicole released a long low moan of pleasure as the orgasm seemed to be flowing through her as slowly and softly as Abigail’s touch. Her thighs shook and she felt her pussy contracting hard around Abigail’s fingers long delicious waves of ecstasy surged though her body. 

Abigail gave her nipple another squeeze and she cried out loudly as this time a hard sharp spasm went though her body and she felt her pussy gush around Abigail’s slender fingers. With a shuddering moan, Nicole released Abigail’s hair and collapsed back into the bed. She was 

breathing hard and above herm the ceiling seemed to be spinning. She had come long and hard and her already exhausted body felt completely and delightfully spent. 

Abigail sat up between her legs and after placing her fingers in her mouth and sucking on them, crawled back on top of her and sliding her arms under her, hugged her tightly. Nicole barely had the strength to put her arms around her, but once she did, found herself holding her tightly. In her ear, Abigail whispered, “Thank you for letting me make this better.” 

Feeling those ridiculous tears coming back into her eyes, but not caring this time, she answered, 

“Thank you for not letting me go, Abigail, thank you for showing me how you feel.” 

She caught herself before she said “I love you.” She had never said it to Abigail or anyone else for that matter. She wanted too and thought this was a good time, but was afraid of ruining a perfect moment by Abigail not responding. 

As they lay there holding each other tightly, a part of Nicole knew that last thought meant there still might be a problem, but the hell with it. Actions spoke louder than words and the look I Abigail’s eyes had spoken more loudly than words could. Nicole was not a child, she did not need verbal assurance, the closeness they were sharing right now was more than enough. Abigail kissed her cheek and smiling at her asked, “Do you feel better, my angel?” 

“I…wow.” She said as she realized her eyes had been closing. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so relaxed.” 

“Good.” Abigail rolled off of her and lying on her side facing her added, “Now why don’t you lie on your side and I’ll….” 

“I’m sorry Abigail, “Nicole cut in trying to stifle a yawn, “I…I don’t think I can do anything for…” 

“I don’t want you too.” Abigail said with a smile, “This was for you and honestly, your allowing me to be with you is more than enough for me.” She leaned over and after kissing her, said, 

“Now lie on your side for me.” 

With an effort, Nicole rolled onto her left side. Abigail immediately slid up against her and after sliding her leg between Nicole’s wrapped her arm around her waist. Nicole nestled back into her, enjoying the feeling of her warm breasts pressing into her back and the heat of her leg between hers. Abigail nuzzled into her hair and kissing her neck, said quietly. “I’ll never hurt you again, Nicole, I swear.” 

“Abigail?” 

“Yes, my angel?” 

“Will you tell me about you sometime?” Nicole asked, “About how you grew up, your family?” 

“No one knows those things about me.” Abigail answered in her ear. “I…” 

“I want to know you as no one ever has, will you let me someday?” 

Abigail didn’t answer, instead her arm left her waist and bringing her hand to her face, she placed her fingers gently over Nicole’s closed eyes, “Sleep my angel, you need your rest.” 

Nicole felt a warm, but pleasant tingling sensation on her eyelids. She started to answer, but found she couldn’t. She felt sleep’s warm embrace beginning to engulf her and just as she slipped off, she swore she heard Abigail whisper, “I love you Nicole.” Then there was only the sweet peace of sleep. 



Chapter Eight

Nicole jerked her head up at the sound of humming. Years in the agency had trained her to wake up immediately and her blue eyes were already wide open and scanning the room. The noise 

repeated itself and she saw her phone light up on the nightstand. Seeking out the small clock next to it, Nicole saw it was just after eleven thirty. The phone stopped vibrating and she waited for the beep saying there was a message. Instead it vibrated again, but only once before stopping. It was Jake getting back to her; he would never leave a message and most likely had called from a phone that couldn’t be traced. 

“Who would call at such an unholy hour,” Abigail said, her normally smoky voice choked with sleep. 

“It’s almost noon.” She answered. 

“Your point?” 

She didn’t reply and a moment later Abigail resumed her slow steady breathing in her ear. Nicole smiled and put her head back down and nuzzled herself all the way back against Abigail’s warm body. Abigail made a soft sound in her sleep and her arm tightened around her waist. Although no longer tired, Nicole closed her eyes and sighed. She felt surprisingly good. Not only wasn’t her back or ass burning, but even the expected aches and pains of yesterdays fight were absent. 

She listened to Abigail’s breathing behind her and could feel her breasts rising and falling against her back. For one of the few times in her life, she felt at peace. She wondered if Abigail had meant what she said last night and that they would have more time like this and less time living the lifestyle of the Circle. Lying there, Nicole knew she would quit the group in a heartbeat and be content for her and Abigail to be a normal couple, well as normal as one could get when one’s lover was a reputed witch who ran an occult night club. 

But she knew that Abigail would never leave the group. The Grand Mistress before her, The Lady Absinthe had been the leader of Abigail’s coven and was her mentor both in and out of the Circle. Rumor had it that Abigail had also been her favorite in bed as well and had promised her she would take the reins of the Circle when her time in the group was up. Nicole had only met Absinthe once and that was briefly in her first year of the group. Absinthe had already been out for four years and rumor had it she was quite ill. 

Still she had a presence that set the hairs on the back of Nicole’s neck on end. She also had the same strange black eyes as Abigail, who would later tell her that those eyes were a birthright, a sign of true power. Because she was no longer in the Circle, Absinthe had introduced herself as Lorena Mason and it had been obvious to her that Abigail was completely enthralled with her. 

Nicole had heard stories from older members who had said that Absinthe had been the only 

person who held sway over Abigail and had been harsh to her at the meetings, once punishing her by demanding she lick the pussy of every woman at the table until they came. This act not only started with Lorena, but finished with her as well. Another time she had forced Abigail to lie on a table with a strap on strapped to her face and all the women were allowed to ride her while Lorena tormented her with a wand. 

There was only one member currently left in their group who remembered those nights and after he had been drunk one night and began speaking of it and what a pathetic whore Abigail truly was, Nicole had broken his jaw with one kick. She had no cause to disbelieve the stories, but it was hard to envision anyone holding that power over Abigail. Then again, who of the people that knew Nicole could picture her being so submissive to a woman? 

The age of retirement in the Circle was fifty and according to the driver’s license Nicole had found in her wallet while snooping one day, Abigail was only thirty nine. Nicole couldn’t picture living a lie for eleven more years, but decided that for now she would just enjoy her lover’s embrace. She opened her eyes when her mind seemed to snap more into focus and she recalled last night’s conversation. She’d asked Abigail about her past and Abigail had not answered and she had no memory after that. 

Nicole frowned; she did recall Abigail telling her to sleep. Nicole had never been a sound sleeper and always no matter how tired from action or satisfied from sex, ever fell right to sleep, never mind not remembering doing so. Again Nicole did not believe in the supernatural, but Abigail seemed to have gifts that defied explanation. Of course there was simple hypnosis and Abigail did have a very seductive voice when she chose to. Nicole concentrated harder and swore she remembered Abigail saying she loved her, but most likely that had to have been a dream. 

Nicole looked at the phone again. Despite last night’s turn of events, she needed to know once and for all who the hell she was in bed with, literally and figuratively. As comfortable as she was, Nicole lifted Abigail’s arm and easing across the bed, sat up. 

“Can’t sleep, my angel?” 

Nicole looked down, to see Abigail propped up on her elbow looking at her. 

“I never sleep this late.” Nicole told her, “Now that I’m up I’m antsy, bedsides I want to see who called, I was expecting a friend from back home.” 

“Hmm, a special friend?” she smiled, “One with benefits perhaps?” 

“No.” Nicole shrugged causally, “Besides he’s out of benefits at this point, I’m attached these days.” 

“That you are.” Reaching out Abigail took her hand, “Nicole, I want you to know last night wasn’t just about getting you to stay, I am going to much different to you, promise.” 

Nicole squeezed her hand, “Last night was a good start, but,” she winked, “We’ll see I may need more convincing.” 

“Then convince you I shall.” Abigail returned the wink, “Sure you want to get up?” 

“I need to, you know I get jumpy.” 

“Okay.” She shrugged, “Mind if I stay in your bed?” 

“You look good in my bed, but yours is much nicer.” 

“Then I’ll see you there tonight.” Abigail told her. 

Nicole smiled down at her, and then turning serious asked, “What about the Circle? Abigail, I’m not going to live this lie for the next ten years.” 

Abigail pursed her lips in thought for a moment before responding. “I cannot step down, Nicole, it is too important to me and there is no one currently in the Circle’s who could replace me. But I will come up with something and shortly.” She sighed, “I fear I may need to, but no worries my angel, you, not the circle is my passion, just give me some time.” 

“Fair enough.” She leaned over and gave her a quick kiss. “I’ll see you when you get up, you know, around four.” 

“I am the queen of the night after all.” Abigail said and lying back down, sighed when her head landed on the pillow. 

With a laugh, Nicole picked up her robe from the floor and began to slip it on. 

“By the way, you look much better this morning.” 

Nicole looked over her shoulder, into the mirror and saw every welt and scratch on her back and ass were gone. She looked back at Abigail who had already closed her eyes and said, “Ye of little faith.” 

Nicole shook her head and walking past the bed, entered the bathroom. When she was finished she quickly brushed her teeth and after washing her face, went back into the bedroom. Abigail had slid over to the middle of the bed and was on her stomach, the sheet only pulled up to her waist. Nicole walked up to the bed and looked down at the massive crow mural on her back, then the tattoos on her arm. Her eyes making their way to her face, Nicole was amazed at how soft and peaceful her features were. Just like her incongruously angelic singing voice, when she slept, Abigail looked surprisingly innocent. 

Leaning over she gently kissed her cheek and with delighted coo, Abigail nuzzled her face deeper into the pillow. Nicole couldn’t help smiling, who would ever believe Abigail could be cute? Turning away from her, Nicole picked up her phone and left the bedroom. She crossed the huge double parlor taking note of the enormous antique gothic furniture that upon last appraisal was worth upwards of over two million dollars and went over to the only modern piece of in the suite, a big black sofa with overstuffed pillows that Nicole had brought with her from her condo when she moved in. 

Sprawling onto it, Nicole drew her legs up under her like a teenager and called Jake, who answered just after the first ring. “Why hello my wayward wife, are you calling to set up a conjugal visit?” 

Nicole rolled her eyes, but at the same time hearing his strong voice in her ear caused her to recall hearing that voice in her ear, crying her name in both pain and pleasure as they tore into each other in whatever hotel or rented apartment they were in at the time. The two of them had shared some damn hot times, the hottest of which were always after something had gone down and the adrenalin was running hot and fueling their already violent passion for each other. 

“Hello?” 

“Sorry, I was just reminiscing.” She replied. 

“Jerusalem, two thousand four.” Jake began, “We had just gotten into a fire fight with that splinter cell and when we went out the back ended up fighting hand to hand to get out of the alley.” 

“Yes.” Nicole nodded, “And we climbed the fire escape and hid out in an apartment and while we had the couple tied and gagged in their living room we fucked like animals in their bed!” 

“All in the name of God and country!” Jake laughed. 

“Yeah well I preferred your fucking to the one I got from uncle Sam.” 

“Nicole, I understand your feelings, but for Christ sakes you murdered three suspects and tortured….” 

“I know what I did and I didn’t call to rehash it. I would do it all over again.” 

“I know and so did they.” Jake sighed, “So back to the topic at hand, you going to come see me soon?” 

“If you’d like, but it would really be just a visit.” 

“Did I do something wrong? It’s been over a year” 

“No, I…I’m involved with someone its serious.” For the time being anyway. 

“Wow,” he whistled into the phone, “You settled down? Guy must be a beast.” 

“Who said it’s a man?” she asked with a smile. 

“No!” he exclaimed, “Then shit, I need pictures! What’s she look like?” 

“You’d like her, tall, long dark hair, dark eyes and mean as hell.” 

“Bring her along!” Jake laughed, “I’ll take you both or die trying.” 

“She hates men, she would cut your cock off and make you eat it.” 

“Like I said; pictures!” 

Nicole laughed, “I do miss you Jake, maybe I will come see you soon, we’ll grab a few drinks and have some fun, but not that kind of fun.” 

“Yeah we’ll see.” He sighed, “So okay, Abigail Lefay. This work or personal?” 

“What’s the difference?” 

“Just curious, because of course one of the first things I saw in the here and now is she has obtained the service of the hottest body guard in the country. So wondering why we’re checking on her?” 

“Maybe I’m trying to determine where some threats are coming from.” 

“Or maybe this is your dark eyed lover and you’re wondering where she’s been?” 

“Wow, I’m out of practice.” She sighed, “Fell into that one.” 

“Never volunteer intel, Nicole even to me, I wouldn’t have known if you hadn’t mentioned your love life.” 

“Yes sir.” She said dryly. 

“You should be on your knees saying that” 

“If you can put me there, you can take me that way.” 

“I’ll pass, you actually cracked one of my ribs last time.” 

“Abigail.” 

“Okay, well I know you know it, but the here and now, Abigail Lefay, thirty nine, owner of the Black Flame and a huge name in occult circles. She’s no poser, there’s a ton of articles 

chronicling her trips to Europe where she has led some of the biggest ceremonies in the occult world in the last few years. There are supposedly legitimate claims that she has true supernatural abilities. Let’s see….” 

Nicole listed to the sound of his fingers blurring across his keyboard, “Five years ago, in what was described as a showdown between Abigail and the leader of another coven in France, the other Witches robe burst into flames and she suffered third degree burns over a third of her body. 

Witnesses say the fire could not be put out even with extinguishers. Ten years ago she 

supposedly traced the scars on the back of a victim of a flogging and the scars disappeared as she did. She is reputed to be able to start fires or increase existing ones simply by willing it.” 

“You sound skeptical.” 

“I am. At the very most its Pyrokinesis,, but more likely than not, smoke and mirrors and the gullibility of the believers. Have you seen her do it?” 

“She can turn the handle of any locked door and enter as if it weren’t locked.” Nicole told him. 

“Yeah, sure. Anyway…” 

“Anyway,” 

“Our alleged Witch of Chicago’s Westside also seems to travel in some very influential circles.” 

He paused, “You secure, can I send you pics?” 

“Hold on.” Nicole got up and walking quickly into Abigail’s room, grabbed her I-pad from her nightstand “go ahead,” she spoke as she returned to the couch, “to the Medusa address.” 

“Alright, first up, software mogul, Alex Warner.” 

Nicole clicked on the attachment and saw Abigail in a crimson gown standing next to Alex 

Warner, Orion the Hunter of the Eastern circle. 

“Here’s one for you to think about when you’re muff diving on your little friend, “Victoria Redding.” 

Nicole smiled at the next image of the stunning blonde supermodel Redding, wearing a short strapless dress, her arm around Abigail who was in her customary black garb. 

“Here’s one I could expect, The woman who only goes by The Lady Mercedes owner of the 

velvet rope, another BDSM club.” 

This one was taken at the rope and showed the petite dark skinned dominatrix dressed in leather and standing next to Abigail who was wearing a blue corset with a dress that went to the floor but was slit up the side.” 

“And one with her and the devil worshipping attorney in Providence, this one almost cost him his job.” 

Nicole shook her head at an image of Abigail dressed all in black, holding a leash. At the end of the leash, was Mark Phillips, Lovecraft of the circle and the most dangerous member next to Nicole herself. Mark was shirtless and Nicole could see the muscles in his arms rippling even under the dark ink of the enormous demonic tattoos on his arm. He was wearing a leather harness and a dog collar Abigail’s leash was attached to. There was also a scantily clad girl of dubious age on her knees between them, her hands reaching for his zipper. 

“Interesting mix, especially Warner and Redding, who are pretty damn clean, and not the outre’ 

type. I have more…” 

“As I said, the present doesn’t matter, it’s her past friends not her current ones I care about.” 

“Okay one more note that may be relevant. The Flame as you most likely know is a two tiered brothel; a floor for the regular pervs and one for the wealthy whips and chains crowd. She allegedly has a basement temple where she performs black masses. The thing about the 

prostitution is everyone knows it except the police. Well they know about it, but for some reason don’t touch her. Now that could be because further digging has placed her as a close associate of Ben---- the Chicago chief of detectives.” 

“How common is that knowledge?” Nicole asked concerned, Ben was also Aries, the enforcer of their Circle, and their most powerful ally in the city. 

“Not very, it was referenced in an investigation of missing evidence CTU conducted because the defendant in the case had terrorist affiliations. It turned out he was a fraud and the intel just went to rot, uncle Sam does not care if the Chief of detectives likes to sample the local flavor so to speak.” 

“Abigail seems to have a bit of a shady reputation. No legal trouble except for some local groups trying to shut her club down, but it seems a lot of things go on around her, but are never tied to her. One of her employees Seth Cartier spent six years in jail in Haiti for murder and his cousin Julian did time in the states for assault and attempted murder.  When she found them they were running with a small group of mercenaries, paid killers for hire. Story goes she walked into the middle of one of their meetings and walked out with the two of them swearing their allegiance to her. They run her club as bouncers, but I would think they do more than that. They are both trained in martial arts, demolition and they’re expert marksmen; they aren’t Patrick Swayze from roadhouse that’s for sure.” 

“I know them, they’re both very good.” 

“Well with mad dogs like that around I am not surprised she has you, one never knows. Many of her female employees have records for prostitution, but all have been clean since working for her, because they are doing it off the street in her club. She pretty much seems to be running the Satanic equivalent of a Mafioso club; everyone knows, no one cares.” 

“Let’s go backwards Jake.” 

“Okay, well this is where things get tricky.” 

Nicole felt her stomach flutter, “What do you mean?” 

“Beginning at the beginning, Abigail Lefay, born October first 1973 to Robert Lefay and his wife Lorena and here is your first bit of weirdness, Robert’s last name was Morgan he took his wife’s last name.” 

“Does it say why?” 

“We’ll get to more later, but apparently Lorena was part of a long line of alleged witches and they never changed their name. When I researched further it seems their husbands were treated as little more than sperm donors to create little Lefay’s as almost every birth in the family was female.” He paused and grunted, “Some of which were born with the interesting trait of black eyes.” 

“Abigail has black eyes.” 

“They have to be a contacts, that’s crazy.” 

“Jake I’ve slept with the woman for the last year, she is not wearing contacts.” 

“Okay. Well Robert passed away when Abigail was three of Leukemia. And, apparently Robert was not the healthiest of breeding stock, because there is a death certificate for Little Abigail from 1980 when she also died of Leukemia.” 

“Wait, what?” Nicole asked, “That has to be a mistake.” 

“Well it may or may not be. As I said this is weird. There is no record at all of Abigail for the next 10 years. No school, no medical records, social security number all the things that well, dead people wouldn’t have anyway. Then in ninety seven, Abigail comes out of nowhere to apply for a social security number.” 

“Where the hell was she?” 

“Where she still may be; six feet under, let me finish. The reason there is information is a report from social security, Abigail’s name raised a flag because of the death certificate. Now she was at the office with her mother Lorena who had her birth certificate and claimed that the death certificate was a clerical error. Her story was that Abigail was very ill and at one point died during a transfusion and was resuscitated. But somehow the report was cut off and it simply appeared to the clerk that she passed.” 

“That’s nuts!” Nicole exclaimed, “Lorena would have had to sign it.” 

“She did, but claimed she was under extreme stress and had no clue what she was signing.” 

“And they bought that?” 

“There was no one to ask. The hospital she was treated in was a small one on the outskirts of the city and it burned down in 1995. The records were destroyed and Lorena was the birth mother.” 

“Blood test?” 

“I like how you think.” He laughed, “And it didn’t match, it was very close, but there were discrepancies. But Lorena was playing you’re so sly, but so am I. She claimed that because her daughter had received not only blood transfusions, but bone marrow transplants, her DNA would not be a perfect match. It was slim, but the medical journals’ have precedence.” 

“So they bought it.” 

“The agent checking into it put in his report that he could find no cause for the new Abigail being an identity thief. Her mother was there with her and the only times a parent would try to have someone pose as a dead child would be if there were some type of insurance, or trust fund or inheritance to gain. There was nothing there, so they assigned her a number.” 

“It stinks.” Nicole said softly. 

“It does.” 

“Where was she for ten years?” 

“Allegedly home schooled at Lorena’s farm in Hoffman Estates just outside of Chicago.” 

“Medical records?” 

Jake laughed, “Lorena claimed Abigail was healed of her Leukemia through holistic methods and that any time she was sick Lorena took care of her. In fact Lorena was big in holistic medicine and made a fortune after she published a book on healing herbs and began to sell them not long after her daughter’s alleged death. Within six years, her line, Ancient remedies, was carried in every crackpot shop in the country and being shipped around the world. Money was no 

motivation for Lorena to stick a changeling in as her daughter. In fact she made so much money she hired people to run the company and started volunteering at a shelter for abused women” 

That sounds out of tune for her, she doesn’t seem very altruistic.” 

“But she always gave a lot of money to the shelter and rape prevention programs. You know a lot of people like her have flawed nobility. You do.” 

“Whatever,” Nicole ignored him “Do you have a picture?” 

“I was getting to that, because I believe that this may have also given her story credence. Little bit of a resemblance here.” 

Nicole opened the next attachment and gasped. She was looking at a woman who in the picture was most likely around Abigail’s current age and she swore she could have been looking at her dark flower herself. The woman had the same eerie white complexion, long curly black hair and uncanny black eyes. Nicole’s eyes widened when she realized who she was looking at. 

“Jake, did Lorena ever go by another name, I mean her last name?” 

“I’m reading through, hold on.” Nicole waited her heart pounding as she tried not to think of what this meant. “Yes, she did. Because of the negative connotation the name Lefay carried, she founded Ancient remedies under the name Lorena Mason, it was never legally changed, it was basically the equivalent of an author’s pen name and all financials handled under her legit social. 

Why, do you know her?” 

“I…I’ met her once maybe about six years ago, I think.” 

“Well it couldn’t have been any more recent than that. Apparently she didn’t take enough of her own medicine because Lorena succumbed to the family illness of choice in two thousand and seven. She left the Black Flame which she had bought for Abigail and a considerable sum of money to her and her business to her sister Lydia, formerly of Chicago, but currently living in Los Angeles, she’s kept the business running strong and is worth an obscene amount of money. 

Being a Lefay I suppose you already know she’s a witch as well as being Abigail, or whoever she is loving aunt, and has quite a reputation for having some rather exotic sexual appetites.” 

“I…know her. Jake can you hold on a minute?” 

“Yeah, you okay?” 

“Yeah, um…something isn’t right here, just let me think a minute.” 

Nicole sat back into the soft couch and closed her eyes. The words be careful what you wish for were racing through her mind. If Abigail truly was Lorena’s daughter then the two of them had been committing incest. There were several former members of the group who had told stories of the two of them being lovers and there was no reason for them to lie. Nicole had seen firsthand the look in Abigail’s eyes the one time Nicole had seen the two of them together. 

Keeping her eyes closed Nicole took it a step further; The age limit on the Circle to join was thirty, but if they wanted a member bad enough would make an exception. Lorena had joined supposedly around twenty seven. Nicole had no doubt that was when her formerly small time business blew up. The wealthy members of the group would have helped her with that. The 

problem was marriage or children were not allowed in the group. Lorena had brought Abigail into the fold initially claiming she was not only Circle material, but a young lover of hers so she knew she would be a perfect fit. 

Lorena’s name change had nothing to do with business, after all what better name to sell a holistic product, than that of a reputed witch? No, Lorena had gone under that name to hide the fact her protégé’ and lover was her very daughter. Nicole felt a sick feeling in her stomach. She could handle Abigail’s rough tastes in bed and didn’t care about her black magic and religious affiliations so to speak, but sleeping with her mother? And not just sex, but vicious games and degrading punishments? 

“Nicole?” 

“Yeah, one second.” 

The only way it could be otherwise is if the Abigail of today was not Lorena’s true daughter, that she was an imposter. What purpose that would serve, Nicole had no idea, but for Lorena to risk the Circle discovering an incestuous relationship? They would have both been disgraced and banned. 

“Jake, you know I trust your instincts as well as I trust my own.” 

“I do and it’s a very high compliment.” 

“Okay, simple yes or no. What does your gut say, is she the real Abigail?” 

“No.” he said immediately. “It’s a clever ruse and there is that resemblance, but in general we’re talking the nineteen nineties not eighteen nineties, people do not screw up death certificates. Also remember Lorena had some serious money and as many hotshot associates as Abigail does now. 

She could have paid someone off, we both know how many government agents are for sale.” 

“So you think this is another girl assuming Abigail’s identity.” She nodded, “But why?” 

“Top of my head, maybe the witch legacy? She had the resemblance. Also Lorena was now 

childless, maybe she knew this girl from before and wanted to set her up as an heir.” He laughed, 

“Lorena was also bi-sexual, and maybe she was a plaything as well.” 

“That’s crazy and she could adopt without turning her into her daughter and why risk incest rumors?” 

“Who knows? Lorena and her family were from a line of Witches dating back to the seventeen hundreds, they’re a sick lot, may be they would want that to get out there. But my money says she is not her daughter.” 

“Think about it, the options are, Abigail literally didn’t exist in the eyes of the world for ten years, she really died and was resurrected ten years later, or we got ourselves a poser.” 

“Is there a grave for Abigail?” 

“Hold on” more typing in the background. “Nothing shows up in the cemeteries in that area and I ran under Morgan as well. Besides, I believe they cremate in that type of culture wouldn’t be one anyway. If little Abigail is really dead, she’s on a shelf somewhere.” 

“Okay, next step, who is she?” 

“You’re kidding right?” 

“No. How about runaways….” 

“Give me a break Nicole. I’m going to look up runaway girls in Chicago for a ten year period? 

And if she was a runaway, Lorena took in to replace her daughter, who says she was originally from Chicago? There’s no way.” 

“You’re right.” She sighed. 

“I have more about her, you might find….” 

“Wait!” Nicole interrupted, “Before you go on, I want you to check something for me.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I’m looking for rape victims in Chicago, maybe twenty to twenty five years ago.” 

“That’s not a lot easier than runaways unfortunately.” 

“I know, but try gang rapes, death resulting.” 

“Why?” 

“Just something I’m trying to tie together in my head.” 

“Is it something you were told by Abigail?” 

“Why do you ask?” 

Jake laughed, “Because that question leads to the only dubious legal issue of your little girlfriend’s interesting life.” 

Nicole felt her heartbeat pick up in anticipation. 

“Go ahead.” 

“Well I’ll start where the story starts rather than Abigail’s um…alleged involvement.” 

“What does that mean, alleged…” 

“Back in ninety four a fourteen year old girl who eventually was identified as Melanie Carter was found in an alley by a police officer who had received a call from a woman saying she saw three men throw something in a dumpster. She was alive, barely and rushed to Mercy Hospital. 

Report said she was gang raped by five assailants and severely beaten.” 

“It’s her.” Nicole whispered, “She died within a few days.” 

“Yeah, poor kid. At a couple of points she regained consciousness, but said she did not know who she was. Understandable from the trauma to her head, she passed away after somehow 

hanging on for about five days. I am going to spare you the list of injuries.” 

“Please do.” 

“Now the police had managed to ask our Jane Doe a few questions, but all she could come up with was a name “Rudy”. Report says her jaw was broken so badly they couldn’t make out really much of anything she said and she couldn’t write because her arms were broken.” 

“Fucking animals!” she snapped. 

“Easy Nicole, if you’re going to walk out and beat up the next guy you see, I won’t continue.” 

“I…I’m alright. It’s just…” 

“I know, I have a daughter remember?” 

“So if they knew it was five it was through a rape kit.” Nicole said, trying to remain calm, 

“Means DNA, should mean at least a name or two.” 

“Yeah, you would think, but all of a sudden there seemed to be a lull in the investigation and once she passed it seemed to get swept under the rug really quickly Too quickly.” 

“I think I know why, but go on.” 

“Now one thing that was not dropped was who she was. The social worker from the hospital was a good man and he really worked the shit out of this. Understand and I know you don’t want this detail, but she was hard to identify in the runaway data base because she was beaten to the point she was unrecognizable.” 

“Just move along Jake.” She said softly, her free hand clenching into a fist. 

“Okay, long story short, they came up with a match on her dental records and her name was Melanie Carter from Columbus, Ohio. She was reported as a runaway six months before she was found in the alley, but oddly it was by her sixteen year old brother Wayne, not her parents. When her parents were contacted, they….well it seemed they wanted nothing to do with her.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“She was already buried by then in a potter’s field as a ward of the state. The social worker told them that in this situation the state would exhume her body and they could arrange to have her buried in their town. The mother, Miranda Carter, said, and I quote, “Let that lying witch stay where she is.” 

“What?” 

“Yup, and further research indicated that Melanie may have runaway because her father, a 

minister no less, was diddling her. But again that charge came from her brother who within several months of her running way left his parents to live with a friend from high school. 

Melanie’s mother and father of course denied the accusation. The social worker didn’t know what to do and backed off. Last note I have and its through the cemetery is that twelve years ago, her brother came to Chicago and paid for a tombstone to be placed on the grave with her name on it.” 

“And you said this ties in with Abigail? Did she know her?” 

“I have no official ties; remember Abigail was on sabbatical around this time. But if she was truly around they were the same age and might have met, but Melanie was a runaway so odds are she was living on the street or found herself some scumbag pimp, maybe one named Rudy.” 

“Do you have a picture of Melanie?” 

“I do from her last year in middle school, here it comes.” 

Nicole looked at the picture and her eyes widened. The girl in the picture was quite pretty with sandy brown hair pulled back into a pony tail and dark blue eyes. She was smiling sweetly at the camera and Nicole swore she knew that smile. She looked more closely at her features, she was very fair and although young, her lips were already soft and full. Due to her training Nicole had developed amazing recognition skills; she never forgot a name or a face. 

“She looks like Abigail.” She said into the phone. 

“As much as she could when comparing an adult to a child.” Jake said in her ear. “But look at her eyes, I have a picture of the young Abigail and her eyes are black. Besides this is a lock Nicole, reported runaway, found almost dead and did pass. Complete with death certificate and a grave and a very reliable report from a social worker. She has a resemblance, but this isn’t our new Abigail. But let me go on, because I do believe Abigail or at least her whack job family knew this girl or maybe just wanted to make an example of someone who deserved it. Ready for some serious shit?” 

“Go ahead.” Nicole said as she turned her gaze across the room to her bedroom door. She 

doubted she would see Abigail stir for another couple of hours, but still wanted to be careful. 

“The Carter case went away suspiciously fast. But four years later, something interesting happened; five men disappeared including two Chicago police officers who were part of the task force in the Carter case. The other two were a couple of small time drug dealers slash pimps and the fifth was also a pimp named….” He paused. 

“Rudy?” 

“Yup, Rudy Gomes, long history of various punk ass crimes. Some assault, a couple of B&E’s and domestic abuse charges from an ex-wife. Also arrested for assaulting a couple of his 

prostitutes, his underage prostitutes. Another testament to our legal system he was walking the streets. But his luck ran out.” 

“They find them?” 

“Eventually. Six months after the disappearance a couple of kids playing around in an abandoned barn in,” he cleared his throat, “Hoffman Estates, had a metal detector and when it went off they found a wedding band, still attached to a hand.” 

“That belonged to….” 

“One of the missing Chicago’s finest.” 

“As you can imagine all hell breaks loose. They head up there and start digging and find all five of them. Completely dismembered, they assembled their bodies like jigsaw puzzles. Reports says they had been  tortured with fire and killed in a bloody ritualistic style and most likely suffered horribly.” 

“Five rapists, five bodies, they deserved what they got.” 

“I would agree. Now the barn had been abandoned for a decade, but Lorena still owned the 

property. There were stories circulating for years that she was part of a modern day coven. The locals gave her shit big time at one point, but the town said even if she were practicing “That Wiccan religion” as they called it, it was her right as long as she obeyed the law. So three days after they find all the pieces of these pieces of crap, Lorena, her sister Lydia, our lovely Abigail, barely eighteen at the time, and six other men and women are brought in for questioning. All had airtight alibis from some very solid citizens and no actual DNA evidence could be found linking any of them there and no weapons were ever found. Here.” 

Nicole looked at the image he sent and frowned at the sight of a young Abigail, wearing a simple black sundress, her hair in a pony tail and her arms devoid of tattoos, standing between Lorena and Lydia who were both wearing the long flowing gowns of their coven. Behind them were 

three men in dark suits and two more women in the same gowns. The picture was part of a 

newspaper cover and the headline read, “Alleged witches questioned in police officers deaths.” 

“The cops had no choice, but to let them go, but the chief of police issued a statement that he was not going to rest until the truth was discovered. That comment received a public statement from Lydia that read, “Those who seek the truth are more often than not sorry when they find it.” One week later The District attorney made an announcement that he had completely cleared Lorena, her family and her friends of any involvement in the murders and made a public apology to them for causing damage to their reputations. 

“Who made it go away?” 

“I would assume them. Now the rest of this ever so amusing tale, took me some work.” 

“Jake I sent you this twelve hours ago, how much…:” 

“You don’t think I was up? I’ve been on this ever since, and this last bit is the best. I decided to pursue it from the angle of The Lefay family name and this is from a book that was being written about them by a private investigator named Moreno who had been hired by the family of one of the cops and was damned good, because he had some serious inside information.” 

“Like?” 

“Like the reason the DA backed off is that he received an envelope containing evidence that had been buried by the Chicago PD. That evidence linked the DNA of the two police officers to the DNA of Melanie Carter’s killers. There was a note saying that if the DA pursued the Lefay’s involvement it would be made public that not only were two police officers involved in a gang rape, but there was ample evidence it was discovered and covered up and this girl died while her attackers were still on the force. There was also a second smaller envelope that contained pictures of the DA in sexual situations with several underage boys. The note enclosed simply said “And the truth shall set us free” After that the family of the cop sent Moreno packing, they didn’t want to expose their beloved as the animal he was.” 

Nicole shook her head, the Circle. That had the makings of something they could accomplish and Lorena as well as Lydia were already members at that point. Although the group was not 

comprised of criminals and had its rules about allowing anyone with a dubious past in, they circled the wagons like no other group and she was sure Lorena had them convinced they were innocent. 

“This guy had some interesting notes on the Lefay girls who were apparently the occult version of the damn Manson’s. There is a rumor that when one of them takes a life or is responsible for one being taken, they tattoo a noose somewhere on their body. Lorena was reputed to have a line of them tattooed around her thigh. Lydia has no tattoos, but there are pictures of her at ceremonies wearing a necklace with a dozen small nooses hanging from it.” He laughed, “So Abigail have any?” 

“On her back.” Nicole whispered, “Five of them.” 

“Jesus Nicole, watch your fucking back will you? This woman is dangerous.” 

“So am I.” Nicole reminded him. “And if those nooses represent the deaths of those five animals I’m fine with it. I would have done the same, probably worse.” She sighed, “So where is this book and what else is in it?” 

“The usual mumbo jumbo. Ceremonies, black masses, as I said the husbands were brought in to breed more members and many of them didn’t seem to last long, either very quick divorces or they died of illnesses. “There’s a story about when Lorena bought The Flame for Abigail they went full bore into prostitution and began to take money from the brothel’s the mob was backing. 

They sent some muscle to make a threat and tell them they would require protection money. Our twenty one year old sweetheart asked the mob enforcer how much he was willing to pay her to stay alive? Three days later his car caught fire and blew up with him in it. Two days after that Marco Dimuccio, the head of Chicago’s biggest family, went to the flame to meet with our toxic triplets and when he left spread the word throughout the city, the flame and anyone involved with it, was to be left alone.” 

“I wonder what the threat was.” 

“Hey, you know Italians, they’re superstitious maybe one of them gave Dimuccio the evil eye. 

Anyway backing down the mob especially eighteen years ago is pretty heady stuff. Now it seems the local Lefay’s are a dying breed. Lydia has no children and according to you Abigail would have to be artificially inseminated. The family is still strong down in New Orleans however, but there’s a section of the book that speaks of a feud and our three girls were on the outs with the main clan. In fact it was rumored that some of them came to Chicago to kill Lorena and there was some type of…” he laughed, “Magical showdown.” 

“Moreno spoke to a witness who at one time was a pledge to the coven, but never made it in. He said there were six women from the big easy squared off against our three lovelies and three other members. The story goes they were fighting with both spells and knives and Lorena was stabbed at which point her attacker was slapped in the face by Lydia and,” he sighed, “Burst into flames, Jesus who buys this shit? Abigail is alleged to have cut the throats of two of them and, oh this is really good, the wounds were cauterized because the blade was hot from her hand. End of the day Home team six, New Orleans two with Lorena spending a month in bed at Lydia’s house where she slowly healed from her wound. I think I’m going to leave the agency and turn this into a Hollywood script.” 

“How reliable was the source?” 

“Moreno was paying him well and personally, I think the guy was giving him his money’s worth. 

I believe there may have been some type of confrontation, but spells and burning bodies?” 

“What else?” 

“Not enough? There’s more Hollywood shit, anyone contesting them in anyway falls ill. Backs off for an unknown reason, or ends up dead. The story of the mystical showdown at the OK 

Coral would have happened when Abigail was only twenty so if all this is legit your lady love took seven lives before she could legally drink.” 

“She has knives.” Nicole said quietly, “I’ve never seen her attack anyone with one, but I’ve seen her practice with them, she knows how to handle them.” 

“Better sleep with one eye open kid, wouldn’t want to see you be noose number eight.” 

“She only has the five, maybe the other story isn’t true. So seriously, where do I get a copy of this thing?” 

“I can send you what I have, but its incomplete. The last chapter ends with a note saying in the following chapter there would be an interview with Lydia. In his personal notes he mentions that Lydia had reached out to him and offered to give him an interview so the book would be 

accurate.” 

“He never finished it did he?” 

“Moreno died of a heart attack on the day he met with Lydia. A cleaning lady found him in his bed.” He laughed, “Lydia was kind to him though’ the autopsy reports indicate he’d had sex shortly before he died. Guess she was a bit of a black widow. I assume he had notes with him, but they were never found, but he had everything backed up on his hard drive.” 

“Where did you find this?” 

“Honestly? I hacked into the bureau’s data base; you know they keep track of these things. 

There’s a file on the Lefay’s just like there is every alleged cult in the country. They got the notes from Moreno’s publisher who knew he was meeting with Lydia. They questioned her and she 

said she met him for lunch, took a liking to him, had some fun and he was awake and watching TV when she left. They had no reason other than her being the subject of his project to think she killed him and let her go. The autopsy did pin time of death to a few hours after sex, apparently she’s a slow poison.” 

“So end of the day, Abigail who, may or may not really be Abigail, is….” 

“A dangerous and sick woman from a long line of sick women. Nicole, I know better than 

anyone you can handle yourself, but think about this; no one who has ever truly upset these people has been around to talk about it.” 

“She wouldn’t hurt me.”  Much anyway she added to herself, but to Jake continued, “And those incidents were almost twenty years ago, I’ve known her for the last five and yes, the club does have some dubious affiliations, but she’s not a killer at least anymore and those cases were revenge of Melanie whom she must have known, or her family did and self defense.” 

“Wow, justify much?” 

“Jake, I have over two dozen confirmed kills in the line of duty and let’s just say a few more outside the lines. I’m not a mark and I have no qualms with sleeping with someone with as violent a past as I have. Thanks for the concern, but I’m fine, anything else?” 

“Not right now. But I’m not done. There’s something wrong here. Everything in me says this is not the original Abigail, but finding out who she is? I’m not sure where to start, but….” 

“But?” 

“I just have this weird feeling I have the answer somewhere in front of me and haven’t connected it yet. Want me to stay with it for awhile?” 

“Please, but listen, Abigail has some heavy connections so don’t involve anyone else or it may get back to her.” 

“I doubt….” 

“There is a high end PI from Boston that I swear could find Jimmy Hoffa in five minutes if he felt like it. I know for a fact he’s hacked the agency’s data base, he…” 

“McCaffrey, Lawrence, thirty three years old, blonde, blue eyed, surveillance specialist who according to some sources very much enjoys watching home videos of his adulterous clients.” 

He laughed, “You don’t think we know who gets in here?” 

“Just promise you’ll do this alone.” She said seriously, “Jake whether you believe in the supernatural or not you see the trail they’ve left, you don’t need to be a noose on someone’s belt either.  If you dead end, let it go.” 

“Okay, I promise. As long of a shot as it is I’m going to start going through the runaway missing person’s list, see if anything jumps out at me.” 

Nicole didn’t answer right away as the door to the bedroom opened and Abigail, wearing her red robe, came out. Looking as if she were still half asleep, she wandered across the room and giving Nicole a tired wave went past her and into her room. 

“You there?” 

“Yeah, but I’ll have to go soon. Thanks for your help Jake.” 

“Thank me by coming to see me soon and hey, seriously bring your friend, I have to meet this woman and see if she can fire up my grill and save me some propane.” 

“I’ll come soon, but leave Abigail here; I wouldn’t to see you get your hair singed off.” 

“Fair enough, but really Nicole be careful, she’s bad news.” 

Nicole turned at the sound of the door opening and saw Abigail come back out. She was wearing a black tank top that barely made it to her naval and a pair of black lace boy shorts. Nicole watched her ass shake back and forth as she walked past her and headed for the open kitchen on the other side of the room. She took in her long white legs and with a sigh said, “What can I say? 

I’ve always been a sucker for bad. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 

She hung up without waiting for a reply and watched Abigail move around in the kitchen, she put the kettle on the stove and standing there, stretched her arms over her head. Nicole admired her large breasts as she shoved them out there and the shirt rode high enough to just see the swelling of them. Looking down, she erased Jake’s number from her history and picking up the I-bad began deleting all the e-mails he’d sent her. She kept the e-mail with the picture of Melanie and bringing it up looked at it, then at Abigail who was now at the open kitchen window, putting food in the birdfeeder. 

Nicole stared at her profile and looked back at Melanie. She shook her head, there was some resemblance, but the eye and hair color was off and upon closer inspection she seemed petite which Abigail was not, but again this was barely a teenager she was looking at. The thought of what had happened to her sent a shiver through her and she deleted it. She looked up at the sound of whistling and saw Abigail smiling at the birds that were now outside the window. She put her hand out and a small sparrow landed in her palm and chirped excitedly at her. 

Nicole watched her gently put the bird down on the feeder and close the window. Hard to believe this was the same woman who had ordered a man gang raped last night. The pot began to whistle and Abigail drifted over to the stove to shut it off. Nicole realized she was enjoying watching Abigail in the simple act of making tea. The two of them were far from your average couple and things like this made her happy. It was a moment of a simple life she had never had the chance to live. 

Abigail turned from the counter and came into the room carrying the silver tray with the pot and two cups on it, coming over to the couch she placed it on the table and handed Nicole one of the cups. 

“Thank you.” Nicole told her and watched Abigail sit on the couch across from her. “I like that look on you.” 

Abigail took a sip of her tea then looked down at herself, “Not very fancy.” 

“I don’t like fancy.” Nicole told her, “You look cute, like a coed.” 

“”I’ll keep that in mind.” Abigail smirked at her, “Shall I wear the pig tails next?” 

“Hmm, that would be a look.” She reached down to put her tea on the table, “You have to wear the Hello Kitty sweater though.” 

“Forget it.” Abigail laughed, also putting her tea down. She turned into the arm of the couch and began swinging her long legs up to put her feet in Nicole’s lap as she always did. This time she stopped with her legs in the air, “May I?” 

“You don’t have to ask Abigail.” Nicole told her, although it sounded good. 

“I…I don’t want to take you for granted anymore my angel.”  Putting her feet back on the floor sat up and patted her lap, “In fact why not allow me to rub your feet?” 

“Well, I could get used to this.” Nicole laughed and plopped her feet in Abigail’s lap. 

Abigail lifted her right foot and after kissing each of her toes, lowered it and began rubbing her feet. 

“That feels good.” Nicole sighed as her strong fingers kneaded the soft skin at the base of each of her toes. Looking at the clock she, asked, “What time you heading down to the club, this 

afternoon, or you waiting for later?” 

“I am glad you asked.” Abigail said, switching to her other foot. “I was thinking that it has been a long time since I took my favorite girl out on the town.” 

“We’re going to go out?” Nicole raised her eyebrows. 

“Yes, we usually spend all our time at the club and although we have some fun, I thought I would leave the club with Seth and Julian tonight and you and I will have a good time.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“I made reservations at Spiaggia’s and dancing afterwards.” 

“You’re going to take me dancing?” 

“Kara at the bar told me there is a new club for women only. She said the crowd is beautiful and the dancing there is amazing, so I thought why not have my angel dress up pretty so I can show her off?” 

“That sounds fantastic” Nicole exclaimed, “We haven’t danced anywhere besides the flame since we went to Mercedes club awhile back.” 

“Glad you’re excited.” She smiled. 

“I am, but….” Nicole pointed at her, “How about you dress up for me?” 

“I’ll wear a….” 

“Nothing black.” Nicole cut her off then snapped her fingers. “I want red, wear a nice red dress for me and nothing long and flowing, something that really hugs those curves.” 

Abigail shrugged, “Okay a red dress it is.” 

“And shoes,” Nicole pressed her, “Not those damn black boots, but a nice pair of red shoes, heels, maybe straps around the ankles.” She smiled, “I want my flower to look hot for me.” 

Abigail frowned, then with a sigh said, “Lydia is still haunting Chicago, I’ll call her and ask her to take me shopping, she’ll enjoy dressing me up, she’s always told me I have no fashion sense.” 

She raised her eyebrows, “Anything else?” 

“Wear the earrings I bought you for your birthday?” 

“Done.” 

Nicole smiled at her then seeing an opening said, “Abigail, can I ask you a question?” 

“What is it?” 

“It’s something that’s bugged me for awhile, but I never think to ask. You mentioned Lydia is still in town?” 

“Yes, she’s been sampling the club all week like it’s a wine tasting contest, why?” 

“Because awhile back I had been talking to a former member and I don’t want to say who 

because I don’t want you to get upset, but um….Lydia and Lorena, were they sisters?” 

The smile left Abigail’s face and Nicole prepared herself for either an explosion or at the least silence, but Abigail surprised her by answering, “Yes they were.” 

“But there’s…” 

“A rule about family members in the group, and for obvious reasons. But Lorena and Lydia were only a year apart and when the former Master of the Chicago Circle Gabriel found Lorena he met Lydia and did not want to choose.” She shook her head, “Especially between which one he could get his hands on, so he let them in, but it was to be kept secret. In order to throw them off, Lorena used the name associated with her business, Mason. And any member from that time can attest to the fact the two of them were never shall we say….involved in any games together.” 

Looking her in the eye, Nicole asked, “What was her name before that?” 

Without missing a beat, Abigail said, “I believe it was Morgan, she was married once, years before she came to the group, another little thing they let her slip on because her husband had passed. Why do you ask?” 

“I heard it was Lefay.” Nicole said quietly. 

Abigail’s eyes narrowed and Nicole added, “And Lydia is a Lefay as are you.” 

Abigail looked away from her and again, Nicole prepared for an argument, but as before  she surprised her by turning back to face her and speaking calmly. 

“Yes we all carry that name. Lefay is a Coven name it is the group we belong to, our spiritual family. When one gains entry to the Coven you are given that name.” 

“So there are no blood Lefay’s? No one is related?” 

“Some are,” Abigail said slowly, “Lydia and Lorena are true Lefay’s, but most are not. Lorena didn’t use the name due to her business and not to look like Lydia’s sister. I use it for my business purposes and Lorena was Mistress when I entered and she explained it to those who asked questions.” 

“I imagine there were a few of those, you look alike.” 

“Our eyes and skin, as well as our hair are all traits of our sisterhood, but it is a spiritual family, not a physical one. Our appearance is that of the demon Azaroth’s mortal lover Lilith Lefay whom the lord of hell fell in love with centuries ago. After she passed he was so bereaved he scattered drops of her blood about the world to create a line of women who resembled her and shared her power.” 

“But Lydia?” 

“Resembled her father rather than her mother. It was an anomaly in the family, but she is one of the most powerful witches in the coven, so few are those who have questioned her legitimacy.” 

She gestured to her, “Have I answered your questions?” 

“Yes, thank you.” Nicole nodded, a sense of relief flowing through her. If all this was true, Abigail was not Lorena’s true daughter, but a member of the coven that…she for some reason gave her daughter’s name too. It was still odd, but better than the alternative. “I appreciate you telling me and not getting upset.” She told her. 

“I have told you things will be different Nicole, but enough talk of The Circle and the Coven,” 

her smile returned, “So if I dress up pretty for you, you will accompany me tonight?” 

“Yes, and thank you for that as well.” Nicole told her, “I…I appreciate you doing it for me.” 

Abigail removed her feet from her lap and coming across the couch, knelt between her legs. 

Leaning over she put her arms around Nicole and kissing her neck, whispered, “I will do 

anything for you my angel, your desire is mine.” 

Nicole closed her eyes and feeling a lump building in her throat wrapped her arms around 

Abigail and turning her head, kissed her cheek, “And you’re all I desire,” she said in her ear. 

Abigail pulled herself from her grasp and sitting up between her legs, stripped off the tank top. 

Nicole licked her lips at the sight of her large milky breasts springing free and her long black hair cascading down her back and shoulders. 

“In that case, “Abigail purred, “Why don’t I make you breakfast, before I make us breakfast?” 

Nicole’s response was to untie her robe and pull it open, exposing herself to her lover. Her pink nipples were already hard at the thought of Abigail’s tongue and she could feel her pussy heating up against her knee. Putting her arms out, she said softly, “Come here my dark flower” 

Abigail lowered herself into her arms and Nicole moaned softly as their breasts pressed together and her lover’s lips found her sweet spot between her neck and shoulder. Putting her arms around her, Nicole closed her eyes and taking a chance, said softly, “I…I love you Abigail.” 

Abigail stiffened slightly in her embrace, but just as quickly relaxed and answered, “And I, you my angel.” 

Nicole sighed, it wasn’t quite I love you too, but by far the closest she’d ever gotten and it was a step closer. As Abigail began kissing her neck, Nicole turned her head and stared at the phone. 

She heard Jake, the man whom she had willingly entrusted her life to many times, in her mind telling her to be careful, that she could get hurt. He was wrong, whatever Abigail had done, Nicole had done the same or worse. They were a perfect pair, a couple of femme Nikita’s finding love in the midst of their own darkness. She closed her eyes again and moaned when Abigail’s lips left her neck and she began to slide down towards her aching nipples. Her flower would never hurt her again, she had promised. 

Part Two



Chapter One

Abigail opened her eyes and winced at the pain that action caused. She quickly closed them again, grunting at the pounding in her temples. Her mouth was dry and full of the distinct licorice flavor of Sambuca, and she wondered what the hell she had been thinking last night? Abigail rarely drank and when she did it was usually a couple of glasses of wine, yet last night she had let Nicole talk into going to a bar and had been stupid enough to try to match her shot for shot. 

Nicole’s capacity for alcohol was legendary at the Flame and with good reason. When they had come back home, Abigail was staggering so badly, she had to lean on Nicole to get upstairs. As trashed as she had been that had not stopped them from going at like animals and Abigail smiled at the distinct scent of Nicole’s pussy on her face. Abigail opened her eyes to mere slits and noted the clock across from her read ten am. What the hell was she doing awake? Perhaps the liquor had knocked her body off kilter. 

Abigail’s eyes left the clock and frowned at the sight of the lacey purple thong hanging off the nightstand beside it. The bra that matched it was still around her back, the lace cups pushed under her breasts and if they didn’t already hurt, Abigail would roll her eyes. She was in no way a frilly woman, preferring to wear loose fitting gowns or dresses, rather than anything that showed off her body. She never wore lingerie and even her bras and panties were generally rather plain. She did enjoy boy shorts, finding them comfortable and they were considered sexy by some. 

Sexy was a word Abigail never used to apply to herself. She was aware she was attractive, but not in the traditional sense. Abigail’s overall gothic appearance was considered hauntingly beautiful by some, and to others it was her wild look that caught their eye. In general however, she was not the classic beauty that Nicole was, with her blonde hair and amazing crystal blue eyes. Abigail knew body wise she had plenty to offer, but didn’t like to flaunt it. At times for the meetings she would give the group a thrill by wearing a corset that showed off her generous chest and a slit skirt to flash her long legs, but otherwise plain and comfortable was what she enjoyed. 

But Nicole’s eyes had lit up when she’d worn the low cut, clingy red dress Lydia had picked out for her along with a pair of stiletto heels that Nicole refused to let her take off until they were done fucking. The night they had gone to the club had been the most fun Abigail had had in years. No one knew them and she had no persona to live up to. She’d forgotten how much she loved dancing and how good she was at it. Her and Nicole had stayed on the floor until last call and had enjoyed many slow sensual bump and grinds as well as more than a couple slow 

numbers where they held each other tight and Abigail found herself getting lost in her angel’s eyes. 

That had been a week ago and each night she found herself leaving the club early in the evening with Nicole in tow and going out on the town. Although nothing quite as revealing as the red dress, Abigail had dressed up for her and had also been showing off the lingerie Lydia had convinced her to buy. Each time she put it on she felt ridiculous, like some slut in a bad lipstick lesbian porn video, but the look of lust in Nicole’s eyes each night she unwrapped her was well worth it. 

Abigail paused at the thought of Lydia. Every time she spent time with her aunt was a mixed bag of emotions. One moment Lydia was fine, even fun to be around, at others she would mock her and keep bringing up painful memories of her past love. Lydia had also called her out on her feeling for Nicole. Not directly, but she had made it clear that she knew Abigail was falling. 

Strangely, Lydia did not tease her about it, but seemed to be encouraging her, telling her it would be good for her to have someone to forget the past with and make a peaceful and happy future. 

Abigail would always be sure to shroud her thoughts and brush her off, telling her she was wrong. Abigail did not completely trust Lydia not to spread rumors if she owned up to the fact Nicole had been her only lover except for her indulgence on Walpurgis Night. Lydia lived for trouble and would enjoy watching her have to defend the position she had at one time aspired to. 

Despite the pain in her temples, Abigail allowed herself a satisfied smile. Lydia had been wrong in her prediction she would lose Nicole. Granted she had looked dead on when Abigail had lost control on her the other night, but she had not ended on the floor in tears and although she had sincerely apologized to her, she had certainly not begged. No, her angel had let her make it up to her and Abigail had been doing everything she could since then to make her happy. 

There was a soft squawk and ruffling of feathers from the corner where Balthazar was in his large cage. Her eyes shifted to him and she saw his head cocked as he emitted several low croaks. ‘Just her?’ were the words the light breeze coming though the open bedroom window carried to her. No, she agreed to her familiar’s suggestion, fact was, Abigail had been quite happy herself the last few days. Putting her persona to the side and just focusing on being carefree and enjoying Nicole as she never had before had left her feeling quite good. 

Looking back on her strange and many times troubled life, Abigail thought this might be the happiest she’d ever been. Even in her final years with her one true love there was the circle and the games Abigail had to play to avoid being found out. There were also other concerns as well, especially around the topic of whether or not… Abigail stopped that train of thought. Her love had been loyal to her in the end only to be cruelly taken from her when they had finally begun to enjoy life. 

Now it appeared she had a second chance to let some light into her dark heart and her words to Nicole had not been lies, she planned on allowing herself to be happy again.  Balthazar lifted his head and chirped playfully while dancing back and forth across his perch. Apparently her 

familiar agreed with her thoughts. 

“I am going to shoot that fucker and make him into a feather duster.” Nicole murmured from next to her. 

Abigail turned to look at Nicole’s back and smiled at the sound of her voice. It was as slurred with sleep and alcohol as she imagined hers would be and placing her hand gently on her back, she whispered, “He’ll be quiet, go back to sleep my angel.” 

Those words were wasted as even as she spoke, Nicole rolled over onto her stomach and was already breathing deeply. Abigail stayed on her side, and sliding up against her, draped her long leg over hers and moving her hand to the middle of her back, enjoyed the steady rise and fall of her breathing. She gently rested her head on Nicole’s shoulder, and still unsure why she was awake, began lightly trailing her long, and recently painted red, nails along the top of her back. 

Nicole sighed in her sleep and Abigail felt a wave of emotion come over her. 

Lying naked in a warm bed, her body pressed against an amazing woman who adored her Abigail felt at peace which was truly something she had never experienced before. Letting her hand drift across Nicole’s back, she ran it across the dragon tattoo and felt the unevenness of the scarred skin beneath it. She had just begun to close her eyes when they flew open and her breath hissed between her teeth. In her mind an image had appeared of Nicole, naked and hanging from chains while an Arab placed the grinder to her back. Abigail heard her scream and in graphic slow motion she could see blood and skin flying off. 

The man dropped the grinder and as blood gushed from Nicole’s back picked up a handful of salt and rubbed it into the wound. Nicole’s shriek echoed through her mind and her own thoughts cried out, ‘get out!’ Before she could she was assaulted with a view of Nicole tied to the table, her finger nail being torn from her middle finger and the two fingers next to it, bleeding and twisted unnaturally to the side,. Abigail tried to focus and found she could not get past the pounding in her temples. 

Unable to get out of Nicole’s mind Abigail was now presented with the visual of Nicole as a young girl. She was wearing pajamas and her long blonde hair was in a pony tail. She was also sitting on the floor screaming with a bloody nose. No, no, no! Abigail cried out in her mind as she felt her body break out in a sweat. Towering over Nicole was a large blonde man. He was shouting at her and his face was red with rage and booze, to her horror he leaned over and backhanded the young Nicole in the face. She hit the floor and he looked as if he were ready to swing again. 

A boy that Abigail recognized from pictures as Nicole’s brother Roger jumped in front of her with his hands up. Her father grabbed him roughly by the hair and after punching him, tossed him to the floor. The sound of a door swinging open echoed in her mind and Abigail’s nostrils twitched at the smell of smoke. Across the room she could see the curtains moving, In front of them the air was shimmering from the heat building in the room. Taking a deep breath, Abigail closed her eyes and envisioning a blackened door in her mind focused all her will into slamming it shut. 

The candle on the night stand next to her flared up several feet, but with a mental scream of effort, the door slammed shut and the candle extinguished itself. Behind her eyes, she could still see Nicole’s father bending over and grabbing her by her hair. Gathering her will, Abigail tore herself from Nicole’s mind and rolling over onto her back, lay there trying to catch her breath. 

Her heart was pounding and her temples matched its furious tempo. 

This was why she didn’t drink much; she couldn’t afford to lose control. Her mind needed to be discipline at all times. If not she risked what had just happened and worse. Abigail’s mind would be an open signal, drawing negative emotions like a lightening rod. Even more dangerous were her abilities to control flame as if it were a living entity. When she was younger she had started many fires while in the midst of horrific nightmares. Fortunately Lorena or Lydia had always been nearby to stop her from burning the house down or worse her bed with her still in it. 

Abigail swallowed hard and began to take slow deep breaths. Her heart was slowing down and the pounding in her head receding. She turned her head to see Nicole was still asleep and breathed a sigh of relief. She rubbed her hand across her face, noticing the light sheen of sweat she came away with and shook her head. Those images were disturbing to say the least. The events of Nicole’s childhood more than her abuse in the line of duty is what truly shaped Nicole’s rage and inner darkness. If anything her time in the field and the violence it allowed for fed that beast and kept it somewhat at bay, giving it a form of release. 

But as much harm as Nicole was capable of inflicting, she controlled who she raged against and always lashed out at those who had deserved it. Abigail did not have that luxury, when her own darkness escaped it could be unstoppable. That darkness had exploded out of her last Friday night. The sight of Winthrop raping that girl had hit her too hard and fast for her to stop herself. 

Fortunately for Winthrop’s sake, Abigail was so frenzied she couldn’t focus enough to turn him into a human funeral pyre and had to settle for physically striking him. Even then, without Nicole to get in her way, she would have killed him. 

But that was somewhat excusable, what she had done to Nicole was unforgivable, even though her angel did decide to give her a chance she didn’t deserve, Abigail would not let herself forget. 

She had been fine, but as she taunted and tormented Nicole her already weary mind had been caught unaware and a series of long locked away images had exploded into her mind. Abigail froze at the sound of a faint click in her mind. 

“No.” she whispered, but it was too late. 

“Hold still you little cunt!” a man’s voice screamed in her ear. 

His voice could barely be heard over the screams of agony being ripped from the throat of a young girl. 

“Shut her the fuck up!” another voice called out, 

“No, I like hearing her squeal like a pig!” Yet another voice laughed, then added, “I’m in her ass next!” 

“Pleeeeease!” a long loud wail burst through their voices, “stop hurting meeeee!” 

“Shut up whore!” the words were followed by the unmistakable sound of a slap, “Should have thought of this before, just should have played along! Now lay there and fucking take it!” 

The screaming changed in pitch to raw shriek of pain and a man called out, “Oh, yeah there’s that ass!” 

“I know how to shut her up, hold her head still!” 

The scream turned into a choking gurgle and the voice continued “Yeah suck that cock you little fucking….” 

“No, please.” She whispered as she desperately fought to stop the visuals that were trying to enter her mind along with the sounds, “Please….” 

Abigail’s throat constricted and her mouth opened in a soundless scream as she was assailed by the image of a young girl on floor, she was on top of a man, his cock buried inside her while another man kneeling behind her was in her ass, a third man was holding her hair and brutally fucking her mouth. There were two more of them standing there and one’s cock was hanging 

between his legs, blood and semen dripping from it. Abigail tried to scream, to fight the images off, but nothing would come out. 

“That’s it, you…” 

“Abigail!” 

Someone grabbed her hand and with a scream, she sat up swinging. There was a slapping sound and she couldn’t move her hand. She cried out again and this time her eyes flew open and she saw Nicole sitting up next to her. She was clutching Abigail’s hand in hers where she had caught it in mid swing and seeing her eyes were now open, she said, “Abigail it’s okay, it’s just me!” 

Abigail forced herself to nod, but couldn’t stop her body from shaking or get herself to speak. 

Her eyes wide with concern, Nicole slid over to her and letting her hand go, put her hands on her shoulders and whispered, “Just a nightmare, it’s okay, I’m here for you.” 

Abigail tried to speak again and managed a soft, “I…I’m okay.” 

“Not yet, you’re not.” She kissed her sweaty cheek and leaning forward put her arms around her shoulders, “Come here, my flower, let me make you better.” 

Abigail resisted for a moment, but somewhere in her mind she heard another of those pitiful wails and almost lunging into Nicole’s embrace, she wrapped her arms tightly around her, her face buried in Nicole’s shoulder. “That’s it, just relax, I’ve got you.” Nicole whispered, her hand running through her hair. “No one’s ever going to hurt you with me here, Abigail, no one.” 

Abigail closed her eyes and nuzzling her face into Nicole’s hair, carefully listened inside her mind. Everything was quiet now and letting her body relax, she said softly, “I’m better now, I’ll…” 

“You’ll just stay right here,” Nicole told her, “Let me hold you Abigail, I can feel your heart pounding, just relax. I’m not going anywhere.” 

“Promise?” she asked, before she could catch herself. 

Easing back from her, Nicole took her chin in her hand and kissing her gently on the lips said, “I promise, I’ll always be here with you my dark flower.” 

Reaching up and taking Nicole’s face in her still shaking hands, Abigail returned the kiss, “You truly are the light in my darkness my angel, thank you.” 

Abigail could feel her eyes beginning to fill up and embarrassed, she quickly looked away. 

“You okay, now?” 

“Yes.” She nodded, “I…just…” 

“I’ve been in your bed off and on for five years and every night for the last one and I’ve never seen you have a nightmare.” 

“That’s why I never drink.” She answered quietly. “I…I lose control.” She wanted to ask Nicole if she’d cried out anything during her lapse, but was afraid to know the truth. Nicole nodded and took her off the hook by saying, 

“I thought you were just breathing really hard, but then you started choking and jerking next to me.” She paused then asked, hopefully “Want to tell me about it?” 

“No.” she shook her head, “You…” she waved her hand, “Wouldn’t understand, you don’t 

believe in those things.” 

“Oh.” Nicole shrugged, “That kind of dream.” 

“Delve in enough forbidden books and there are bound to be some side effects.” Abigail said trying to sound casual. “And I have one of those now, it’s called a hangover.” 

Nicole nodded again, then looking down, smiled, “I do love that bra!” 

Abigail looked down at the cups that had been pulled down beneath her tits and shaking her head, said, “Glad you enjoyed, but it’s coming off.” 

She reached around behind her, but with a wink, Nicole said, “Let me do that.” She leaned forward and putting her arms around her, unhooked the bra. Pulling it from between them, 

Nicole pressed her breasts against hers and hugging her tighter whispered in her ear, “How about I make you forget all about that dream and then we go back to sleep.” 

“You’re going to go back to sleep?” Abigail asked, and then purred softly as Nicole’s lips found her neck beneath her hair. 

“I think you can find a way to keep me in bed with you.” She sighed when Abigail reached 

between them and cupped her breasts, “We’ll play a little, then I’ll rub your back and…” Behind them, Balthazar squawked, “Then I’ll kill your bird.” She continued in the same sultry voice. 

Abigail frowned at the pitch of the birds caw, then jumped as her red Circle phone began ringing on the night stand. 

“Call them back.” Nicole told her, lying back on the bed and lazily spreading her long legs, “You can put your mouth to better use.” She spread her pink pussy open and Abigail leaned over and kissed her flat stomach. 

“I think you’re right.” She whispered. 

The phone rang again followed by the crow sounding off again. There was something in its tone that caused her to frown. 

“I have to answer it; I’ll try to be quick.” 

Nicole rolled her eyes and reaching over picked up the phone and handed it to her. Abigail took it and saw that it was her enforcer, Aries who currently served as Chicago’s chief of detectives; a position the Circle’s power gained him in return for the power it granted them. 

“Good morning my brother.” Abigail answered. 

“Morning my mistress,” He answered, “I know it’s early by your standards and apologize for disturbing you.” 

“I trust it’s important.” Abigail answered and widened her eyes as in front of her, Nicole spread her pussy open and began teasing her clit with her finger nail. 

“It is and I have to be in court later today and feel it needs to be discussed this morning.” 

“Alright.” She told him while licking her lips at the sight of Nicole pushing two of her fingers inside her pussy and pumping them in and out. “When would you like to meet?” 

“I’m downstairs at the Flame.” 

“You’re here?” she frowned, and then bit back a sigh when Nicole reached up and slid her wet fingers beneath her nose. 

“I’m at the bar. Seth saw me pull up and let me in. Are you coming down here?” 

“No, if it’s that important you can come up here.” At her words, Nicole grunted disgustedly and removing her hand from between her legs started to get up. Abigail gave her a shove back down and swinging her leg over her head so she sitting backwards while straddling her face, reached down and spread her pussy open. “In a half hour.” 

“A half hour?” he asked

“Yes, have a drink and…” Abigail paused when wrapping her arms around her thighs, Nicole 

pulled her down to her face and began flicking her tongue across her ready clit. “Actually make it an hour.” 

“But my schedule…” 

“Change it.” She said softly, as she started rocking her hips across Nicole’s skilled tongue. 

Lowering herself down to her elbows, so that they were now in a sixty nine position, she added, 

“I haven’t eaten yet.” 



Chapter Two

Abigail jumped at the sound of the phone ringing and rolling away from Nicole, picked it up, 

“What?” she snapped irritably. 

“Sorry Mistress,” Ben’s voice said nervously in her ear, “It’s been an hour.” 

Abigail blinked her eyes and saw it was now close to ten, her and Nicole had fallen back to sleep after their little morning delight. Sitting up, she rubbed at her eyes and said, “So it has, have Seth take you to the elevator behind the bar, I’ll see you shortly.” 

“What do you think he wants?” Nicole asked, sitting up next to her. 

Before Abigail could answer, she saw Balthazar beginning to rock from one clawed foot to the next. He was making soft noises in his throat and Abigail could feel his anxiety. The bird’s small black eyes met hers and she picked up,  the time has come. 

“Or don’t answer me.” Nicole cut into her thoughts. Leaning over, she kissed her cheek and slipping off the bed, stood and stretched. “I’ll toss some clothes on and sit in the living room, then go in my room when he gets here, you know, play it up.” 

“No,” Abigail said softly, as she lay back against the headboard. “Greet him as if you just left my bed, which you did.” 

“But…” 

“The time is drawing near Nicole.” Abigail told her, “Our time together is growing obvious and I have a feeling Ben is coming to discuss it.” Balthazar, croaked and she nodded, “Yes, he is.” 

Nicole stared at the crow then her. Abigail knew she wanted to roll her eyes, but was holding back. Instead, she said, “And if he is?” 

“His loyalty is unquestionable. He would never betray us, but I want to know how others are feeling and that is what he is coming to tell me.” 

“You’re sure, you want me to…” 

“Positive.” Abigail looked her in the eye, “I told you my angel things will be different.” 

“As much as I enjoy you saying that, I do understand your position and you may not want to make it obvious. No need to dare someone to call you out.” 

“True, but it is time to know what game needs to be played.” She sighed, “By both of us.” 

“I’ll do anything within reason to uphold your reputation, my mistress.” Nicole said, with a slight bow of her head. 

“I hope you mean that my angel, because we may need to give some kind of example and soon.” 

“Within reason.” Nicole repeated and turning her back to her walked over to her bureau. 

Still remaining relaxed in the bed, Abigail admired her long well toned body and watched as she removed a pair of red boy shorts from her draw. 

“Wear the turquoise one’s.” she told her, “They’re my favorite on you.” 

“Whatever my mistress desires of me,” she replied, putting the red ones back and producing the other pair, “I live to serve.” 

Abigail laughed and watched Nicole slip on the tight lace shorts. They hugged her perfect ass quite well and raising her eyes to her bare back, she had the urge to call her over so she could begin kissing it. She wasn’t horny, in fact Abigail felt quite satisfied, but just wanted to keep enjoying her. Nicole went over to the closet and pulled out a short robe of the same color and as she tied it, Abigail smiled at how she would look opening the door like that. Short of her being naked it couldn’t be more obvious. 

Watching Nicole tie the robe, then pull her hair back in a loose pony tail, Abigail sighed at the sound of the doorbell and forced herself to get out of the bed. 

“Shall I let him in?” Nicole asked. 

“Do wait for me, he can wait a minute.” 

She stretched, forcing her sluggish muscles to move when all she really wanted to do was go back to sleep. She turned to see Nicole reaching into the closet and removing one of her gowns. 

“No, I think I will give our brother a little tease this morning.” Abigail told her as she took her red robe down and slid it on. 

“Really?” Nicole eyed her legs, “You’re pretty much going to be showing it all when you sit.” 

“Then enjoy the view.” She told her with a wink, “Besides it will be distracting to our brother and give me an advantage in the conversation.” 

“Is everything a game with you?” Nicole asked with a laugh as she headed for the door. 

“More than you know, my angel.” Abigail murmured as she followed her out into the suite. 

They entered the living room and Abigail sat in one of the large antique black cushioned chairs as Nicole made her way to the door. She opened it and exclaimed, “Good morning my brother, what a pleasant surprise!” 

Abigail watched as Ben stepped into the suite and taking Nicole’s hand brought it to his lips. 

“The pleasure is mine, my lady.” He replied, “Anytime one gets to see the most beautiful lady of our group, it is a privilege.” 

“Thank you.” Nicole answered as she stood up on her toes and kissed his cheek, “But I’ll settle for second most beautiful as truly no one compares to our Mistress.” 

Ben turned and seeing Abigail in the chair, bowed deeply, “My mistress, I meant no…” 

“No offense taken, my brother.” Abigail cut him off, “And Nicole is indeed our group’s most attractive lady by far.” 

Ben nodded and Abigail saw his eyes immediately drop to her legs, which she had stretched out in front of her. 

“Come sit, my brother.” 

Ben gestured for Nicole to lead the way and Abigail watched his eyes now fix on her long legs as she led him over to where she was sitting. She noted Nicole making a show of swinging her hips for him and as she sat down across from Abigail on the couch, she gave her a wink. Ben 

continued over to Abigail and began to drop to his knees. 

“No, need, allow me.” She told him and lifting her legs up, pointed her feet downward. 

Taking her feet in his hands, Ben kissed the top of each one. As he did, Abigail saw his gaze follow the length of her leg down to where the robe had fallen back to expose the curve of her ass. Ben lowered her feet to the floor and sat in the chair identical to her own, located across from her. While he sat Abigail took a moment to take in her enforcer. 

Like all members of the group he was quite attractive, his hair was the same shade of blonde as Nicole’s but whereas her eyes were ice blue, Ben’s were a deep blue reminiscent of the ocean. 

He was over six feet tall and his broad shoulders and powerful chest stretched the material of the blue Armani shirt he was wearing. His sleeves were rolled up, exposing a pair of muscular forearms the left one covered with a brightly colored oriental dragon. Ben was from a military family and spent several years in Japan where he had trained extensively in martial arts, a practice he kept up when he returned to the states in his early twenties which was also when he applied to the Chicago police department. 

His rise through the ranks had been swift and had been greatly aided when the Circle had 

discovered him ten years ago at the age of thirty four and had brought him into the fold. While Abigail took her time appraising him she felt his eyes on her as well. Her robe was loosely tied and she didn’t have to look up to know he was struggling to keep his eyes from her almost completely exposed breasts. She made a show of crossing her legs and began slowly shaking her foot back and forth. 

“So, my brother, I take it this is not a social call?” 

“No I…” He frowned, “I need to speak with you about something disturbing that has come to my attention.” 

Abigail looked over at Nicole to see she was keeping a neutral expression, but she saw her tense as Ben added, “I fear there are those who feel our Circle is compromised.” 

“In what way?” Abigail asked. 

Ben paused and after a quick look at Nicole said, “With all due respect to The Lady Medusa, I feel this would best be discussed between the two of us.” 

“Although you are the group’s enforcer, Aries, Nicole is my personal protector and my right hand in all matters both in and outside of the group. There is nothing she is not privy to.” She placed her hand out, palm up, “You may speak in front of her.” 

“With all due respect Mistress,” he said looking into her eyes, “I have to insist that we speak in private.” 

“You insist?” She asked, leaning forward and pinning him with her black stare, “Do not forget Aries, whatever your position in the outer world, here my power holds sway. Never forget it was my influence and that of your brothers and sisters that enabled what power you do have.” 

“I meant no disrespect,” he said nervously looking away from her, “But I….” 

“It’s okay, Aries, I shall take my leave.” Nicole began to rise from the chair. 

“You do not take what I have not given to you.” Abigail pointed at her, “Remain seated or I shall make it so you will not be able to for some time.” 

Nicole held her gaze for a moment, before bowing her head, “My apologies, my mistress.” 

She sat back down and Abigail nodded at her. “That’s better. Now proceed Aries, You have 

places to be and frankly you’re boring me.” 

Ben looked over at Nicole again, his lips pursed in thought and a feeling of resignation came over her; there was no doubt now what he was here to discuss. 

“I have no other choice, but to come out and say this matter is best not heard by Medusa, it may…” he shrugged, “Make matters worse.” 

Abigail turned her gaze back to him and this time he held it. She could sense his anxiety and knew she had to play this properly if she had any hope of forestalling more trouble. 

“You have never wasted my time in the past my brother.” Pointing at Nicole, she said, “Medusa give us our privacy.” 

“As you wish.” Nicole stood and bowing her head, turned and walked towards her bedroom. 

“Give us ten minutes and come back out.” Abigail spoke in Latin. 

“Of course, Mistress.” Nicole said softly, “I await your judgment on my poor manners.” 

She put her head and down and entering her room closed the door behind her. 

“Is it truly discipline Medusa will be receiving from her mistress when I leave?” Ben asked, his blue eyes probing her face as he spoke. 

Abigail continued to keep her eyes locked on his as she answered, “Is there something you would like to say Aries?” 

“I…” he sighed, “This is a delicate matter and I don’t know how to say it without…” 

“Just say it Aries, I’d rather you be blunt than foolish.” 

“Mistress, there is talk that you and the Lady Medusa are more than you should be.” 

“Meaning?” 

“You know what I mean.” He told her, “And again no disrespect intended, but it is beneath you to play oblivious.” 

Abigail bowed her head slightly, “Touche’ my brother. You’re right, there are times that even within the Circle games can be tiring.” She leaned back in the chair. “It is true I spend quite a bit of time with her. She is admittedly my current favorite and as Mistress it is within the rules to have a pet within the Circle if I choose.” 

“A pet yes, an interest no.” 

“An interest?” she raised her eyebrows even as she felt a twinge in her stomach. 

“There are those who believe Medusa is not just a lover, but a love.” 

“That is a very strong accusation.” 

“I am aware of that Mistress, hence my insistence on privacy.” 

“And let me ask you, Aries, what are your feelings on the matter?” 

“My Mistress does not have to explain her behavior to me. I am not the one who…” 

He stopped when she raised her hand. “Aries, I asked you a question and will add that I want you to speak freely. There will be no repercussions for your words. I trust you my brother and I seek your honesty as well as your council in what should come of this.” 

Ben sighed and leaning back began rubbing his chin, “Speaking freely Mistress, I can see the cause for the rumors. Medusa has been favored with your bed many times in the past and now that she lives with you, suspicions are growing. You also do not enjoy the ladies as you once did.” 

“Perhaps I have decided my circle is not a buffet and am exercising some restraint.” 

“Restraint befits neither your Circle position nor Abigail Lefay’s notorious appetite. For years there was a feeling of excitement amongst the ladies of the group that perhaps you would play with them at the table, allow them to please you in front of us. You have not done so in quite some time. At the Flame you would walk through the crowd and take the hand of any woman 

you wanted and bring them to your bed. That also seems to no longer occur.” He pointed towards Nicole’s room, “The same for Medusa, she hasn’t participated at all with neither man nor woman at the meetings and….” 

“Medusa entertained three months ago, or did you not see the video?” she interrupted. 

“She did, but the video was well over a year old.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“The rule is the videos have to be shot within a month of the meeting. Medusa brought the man to her condo, in the bedroom she has a Smith and Wesson calendar on the wall. She gets one every year, because I buy it for her when I buy one for myself.” He gave her a small smile. “The pistol pictured on the wall that night is not in this year’s Calendar, but last years.” 

Abigail shook her head, “Chief of detectives.” She sighed. 

“So why would she fake a video?” he asked. “Now that is something that to my knowledge only I noticed, but it lends credence to what others are saying. I think there is enough evidence to warrant someone calling you out on the matter.” 

“And who would do so, you ?” 

“Never.” He told her. “Mistress, understand something. To me you are beyond reproach. You are the Grand Mistress of the Circle and our group has never been stronger. There are no feuds as there were years ago, and no member dares trespass against another or break any rule for fear of your reprisal. Look at just last week. Your handling of that disgrace Poseidon will ensure nothing like that shall ever happen again.” He pointed at her, “And as fearsome as your punishments are, your rewards are nothing short of exquisite. People strive to excel in the group just for the opportunity to earn your favor and the amazing prize that always comes with it.” 

“And this means?” 

“It means that if you yourself told me you had fallen and Medusa was your love I would accept it and never say a word. You are too valuable to us to be forced out for something of that nature.” 

“It is the first rule of the group.” She reminded him. 

“I can tell you that no other member of our table would have issue with it either. But…” 

“Always a but,” she nodded. 

“We know you. We have the privilege of seeing you at the meetings every month, of seeing your power and the respect you command first hand. Many members in other groups have never met you and only know you by reputation. If word spreads around other circle’s that you have 

crossed the line there will be trouble. I feel some of the older members will feel as I do, rules be damned, there is no one to replace you. But there are others who would push the bar, demand a meeting of all leaders of the group to vote on whether or not you stay.” He put his hands up in a helpless gesture. Sadly there are those who would see you ousted because you have humiliated them in the past and others think you are too cruel, but would never challenge you. If there were to be a vote…” 

“Before we get that far Aries, where are you hearing these stories? You said yourself no on in our group would out me.” 

“Not directly, but sometimes people talk.” He looked away and added, “But there is a member of another circle who has picked up on this rumor and is speaking of it.” 

“Who is that and how do you know for sure?” 

“Our brothers Mephisto and Loki from the East are in town. Loki for a convention for his work and Mephisto because,” he grunted disgustedly. “He has no work other than to fly around and speak like an old woman. It seems he heard that The Lady Mercedes twice offered you a gift of the flesh and you declined. Mephisto is also very close to Aphrodite of New Orleans whom many know has shared your bed in the past. She told him she has been in town several times and you no longer show any interest in her.” He sighed. “He travels around the country for his father’s business and always makes time to visit members of the other circles, he is going to spread this, I know he is.” 

Abigail began tapping her nails on the arm of the chair. Mephisto, Amado Rosario to the real world and a playboy of unequaled reputation. The family’s wealth was in the billions and 

eschewing any real work, Amado traveled the country as well as the world as an ambassador for Rosario enterprises, making contacts for his father’s business to follow up on. Amado was the type of member Abigail and others like her who had come from very little, fundamentally 

despised. Amado was born into wealth with a name that opened not only any door he wished, but the legs of any woman he wanted. When it was discovered what types of games Rosario played with those women, the circle took note of him and brought him into the fold. To many members he had never truly earned his position, but was brought in for what he could do for other members who were still struggling in their careers. 

To his credit in his time in the group, Rosario has done just that, using his connections to elevate many members, not just in his Circle, but in others around the country. He did so sincerely and took great pride in being able to assist his new family as he always referred to them as. He entertained well and with his charm and looks was in quite high demand amongst the ladies. 

When he was granted time with the women of the circle he was respectful and all claimed an excellent lover. He was also the favorite to take over the role of diplomat in the Eastern Circle when Scarlet retired and their current diplomat Orion the Hunter ascended to master. 

As much as Abigail and others held disdain for his easy path, he was in actuality a very good addition to the group. If he began spreading stories of her and Medusa he would not be 

discounted lightly. Some members would know enough to tell him to mind his tongue, but once spoken the words could not be unheard. 

“Mistress?” 

“So what do you feel we should do with our little songbird my enforcer?” 

Ben smiled coldly. “What he deserves for disrespecting our Mistress. Either I should be allowed to punish him, or I can go to Lovecraft of the east and tell him that Mephisto needs a lesson in respect.” His smile widened. “Considering the affinity Lovecraft has for you I would imagine the punishment would be memorable. The Lady Mercedes loathes Mephisto and Lovecraft would no 

doubt put him in her hands.” 

Abigail considered it briefly then shook her head, “That won’t work.” 

“But it should not be allowed for members to speak of you in…” 

“Aries if he is telling that tale and is swiftly punished it lends credence to the tale. It will call more attention to the situation. If there was no issue why would I punish him?” 

“For the audacity to question you.” 

Abigail paused and remembered Lorena allowing a woman from the circle to go down on her at one of the meetings right in front of her. She had been upset as they had been lovers already for quite some time. When she spoke of it later, Lorena had told her the woman meant nothing to her, but was simply a means to keep up their ruse. If Abigail truly wanted to be in her bed, she would have to share occasionally. At the next meeting Lorena further proved her point by having Abigail go down on every Lady in the group, when she was finished Lorena told her to never question her again. But on the other side of that for the next several months there were no games as Lorena had made the two of them unquestionable. 

“I understand your feelings Aries.” She began, “And if it was unfounded you would be correct, but by your own admission this was already being noted within the group.” 

“And he is going to take it to other groups” 

“Aries if I recall I granted you time with Medusa about a year and a half ago, did she seem hesitant with you at all?” 

“Not at all,” he smiled, “It was a very enjoyable evening.” 

“So my point is…” 

“One of the best I’ve ever had,” he sighed “She has an amazing mouth, and even let me…” 

“I do not need the details.” She snapped, then immediately regretted it. Ben raised his eyebrows and she tried to recover, “You know straight sex is repugnant to me and…” 

“Of course it is.” He said sounding unconvinced. “But that night was over a year ago, before Medusa became your private bodyguard and moved in here. If I am speaking freely I would 

hazard to say if I went into her room I would find a stale unused room and bed.” 

“She slept in that bed last night.” She pointed, “You can go look.” 

“Alone?” he asked, then with a smirk added, “Can I sniff the sheets?” 

“And are you a comedian now?” 

“Fact is Mistress I believe there is more and again I am not concerned about your choice, but concerned of it getting beyond us. He needs to be punished or at least told to shut his mouth.” 

“Again an admission of guilt.” She gestured to him, “Tell me my enforcer if this question was to be asked about any other two members, what would the proper protocol be?” 

“If a member is accused of being in love a demonstration is called for. Either the interest of that member is to be shared by another member or the accused member to engage in sex with another partner in front of the group to dispel the rumor.” 

“Do you think that works?” she asked, “Some may share the body, but not the heart.” Or so she had been told. She blinked that thought away; there was no time for that now. 

“Maybe initially, but jealousy is a powerful emotion. The test holds merit and has never been questioned.” He shrugged, “If there have been members with true feelings who have been able to carry on physically with others then they have truly had the best of both worlds here.” 

He was wrong and jealousy was a demon of unrivaled strength that could overwhelm anyone, 

Abigail could attest to that herself. 

“So if I were to prove myself it…” 

“The Lady Persephone should never have to prove herself. Let alone to a silver spooned prick who shouldn’t even be amongst us.” Ben said heatedly. 

“I have the highest position in this group and yes I should have nothing to prove, but leaders whose motto is do as I say not as I do will be questioned more and respected less as time moves on.” 

“Who else would question you?” 

“The person who finds out why Mephisto was punished for speaking his mind.” She pointed out, 

“But tell me truthfully Aries, would it not be better I follow the rules as well and perhaps put on a bit of a show or have Medusa granted to another?” 

“Granted time is never to be spoken of. You could dole her out to every man at the table, no one will speak of it, the rumor will persist, it would have to be public.” 

Abigail frowned inwardly as he answered exactly as she expected. Balthazar had been right, this is where it was to be decided. Nicole had stated she would play within reason, but her feelings were strong for her. Last week she had said she loved her. Abigail could not bring herself to say it back, but she knew where her heart belonged and it was with her beautiful femme Nikita. 

“Mistress, do you not want me to bring this up to our brother?” 

“Give me a moment.” She said softly. 

Love, lust and sacrifice. Those three words echoed in her mind in Lorena’s voice. She could not step down from the Circle and it was not just pride. In her position she had access to the Circle’s connections and influence which went a long way towards protecting her club and her other endeavors. She needed to remain Grand Mistress, but in order to do so would have to prove herself against what in essence amounted to the truth, that she was falling. One time, one example would not only back off the rumors, but give her the right to punish anyone who 

challenged her after that. One more game would grant them at least a year’s reprieve from scrutiny and then they would take it from there. 

Both Nicole and she had several old videos they would use for entertainment she would just have to look through them for stupid details like what Ben had noticed. Speaking of Ben, what of him? he seemed to be convinced they were in love. He swore he would never speak of it, but could she be sure? More than that if he were saying he didn’t care, yet she still proved it to him, it would further her case. 

Looking at him as he sat back patiently awaiting her response, Abigail knew there was only one way out of this. She would need to show that her and Nicole were willing to play with others. 

Abigail had been through this before and although she loathed the idea of sharing her lover she would have to do it. Abigail knew she could force herself to do it, she would not like it, but she could. Nicole on the other hand would balk. They would argue and she would claim Abigail had lied and  nothing had changed. 

That was if she asked her. If instead she put Nicole to the test without warning she would do as needed. Nicole was loyal to both the Circle and her position in it. Just like she had done everything needed to protect her country, Nicole would protect their secret. There would be an aftermath, but Abigail was confident she could persuade her to stay with her. It would be one night of sacrifice for their future and Abigail could ensure she controlled exactly what would happen. 

“I do not wish you to speak of this matter to Mephisto.” She told Ben, “Instead I want you to invite he and Loki to a private dinner here in the lower level of the club.” 

“Dinner?” 

“Yes, and you are to come as well. It will be a small intimate gathering, I believe I will invite Lydia as well and perhaps Ramses as they are both heading back to LA in the next couple of days.” 

“Is there a reason for the get together?” he asked. 

“I have yet to meet our brother Loki and he is doing the Circle an amazing service with not only his surveillance work, but his mastery of the groups videos. He has been editing them for several Circles now and they are amazing. I would like to meet him and perhaps dole out one of my amazing rewards as you call them.” 

Abigail looked over at the sound of Nicole’s door opening. She was still wearing just the robe and remained in the doorway. Abigail put her finger up and speaking softly to Ben said, “We will discuss this no further, but be assured I will handle this properly.” 

“I have faith in you my mistress.” Ben bowed his head. 

“I know that you do and I appreciate it,” she said loud enough for Nicole to hear, “And I do think it’s time I showed you how much.” 

She beckoned for Nicole to come over and could see the frown on her face from her last words. 

“What do you mean?” Ben asked

“Aries you have served us well both at the table as our enforcer and more so in your profession. 

You have helped many members with your resources and I believe you are entitled to a special treat from your mistress.” 

Nicole had reached them and was standing in front of the couch where she had been sitting before. Her eyes were on Abigail and she could see the tension in them. She thought Abigail was going to ask her to reward Ben. The idea briefly crossed her mind, but Ben would never speak of it which would defeat the purpose. Besides they both had to sacrifice and Abigail would go first to demonstrate she was willing to. 

“You may sit Medusa.” She said, “It is not you who will be rewarding our brother.” 

“You don’t need to provide me with anyone, my mistress,” Ben put his hands up, “I am simply doing…” 

He trailed off when Abigail untied her robe and opening it far enough to show the inner half of her breasts. 

“No, I will not provide you with another, Aries, I wish to reward you myself. That is how much I feel your loyalty is worth.” Opening the rope further she asked, “Would you like to see them?” 

“Yes.” He said softly. “Please.” 

Abigail spread the robe open and cupping her heavy breasts lifted them, “Do you like them?” 

“They’re beautiful,” he whispered, his eyes already glazing over with lust. 

“You think,” she asked, her thumbs stroking her rose colored nipples, “Many find me too pale.” 

“Perfect, everything about you.” 

“I like that answer.” With an encouraging smile she lifted them higher, “Aries would you like to fondle them?” 

“I’m not worthy to do so and my mistress,” he paused as she gave her nipples a squeeze, pushing them out between her fingers, “Does not prefer the touch of men.” 

“I do not, but for one as loyal as you, I will make an exception, now should I ask twice?” 

Aries slid off the chair to kneel in front of her and reaching out placed his hands on the side of her breasts. Abigail removed her own hands and as he slid his under her tits she could feel his fingers trembling. Although a powerful man acting like a nervous and excited teenager should turn her on, the fact it was a man’s large rough hands on her soft breasts caused a shudder to go through her. Aries had begun stroking her nipples with his thumbs and most likely thought the shudder a pleasant one. 

Abigail turned her head to look at Nicole who was staring wide eyed at them. She didn’t look upset, but shocked. 

“Just your fingers?” she spoke in her trademark purr, “The breasts of your mistress are not worthy of your tongue?” 

“The question is, is my tongue worthy of them?” Ben replied his voice sounding as shaky as his fingers felt, “I would never presume.” 

“Which is why I will allow you a moment or two with each.” 

“Thank you, my mistress.” Lifting her right breast, Ben began flicking his tongue lightly across her nipple. 

Abigail watched for a moment, then had to turn away as a voice echoed somewhere in her mind, 

 “You don’t think she’s worth a hundred? Show him your tits honey! Look at those things and remember she’s only…” 

She swallowed hard and returned her gaze to Nicole who seeing Ben was completely enthralled with her tits, mouthed the words, “What are you doing?” 

“What I have to.” She said quietly in Latin. 

She released a soft moan in her throat for his benefit as he gently sucked her nipple into his mouth. He was teasing her other nipple with his finger tips and Abigail noted he had a very soft touch for such a strong man, but could still feel herself trembling. Several times over the years she had granted a reward such as this, yet each time was the same, she could not enjoy it. Even the control it gave her over them could not overcome her discomfort. Ben switched up and began sucking her other nipple and bringing her hand up, Abigail slid her fingers through his hair, her long nails digging into his scalp. 

He moaned from the slight pain and after giving each of her nipple a light kiss, sat back on his knees. “Thank you my mistress, this was indeed a….” 

“Who says that its’ over?” Turning to slightly to the side, Abigail swung her left leg up, draping it over the arm of the chair and exposing her smooth pussy. 

“Damn.” Ben swallowed hard, “I….” 

He stopped when Abigail spread her lips open and started stroking her clit with the tip of her finger. 

“Would you like a taste of your Mistress, Aries?” 

“As I said, the rewards of my mistress are exquisite.” He murmured. 

“Then you may have one. Make no mistake no man is worthy to attempt to make me cum, but 

I’ll allow you to enjoy for a time.” 

Placing his large hands on her creamy thighs, Ben leaned in and placing her tongue at the entrance of her pussy, slipped it slowly up between her lips before swirling it around her clit. 

Abigail could feel her thighs trembling slightly and again hoped Ben would think he was 

affecting her. She could feel Nicole’s eyes on her, but rather than look at her leaned her head back again the chair and closed her eyes. 

She emitted a long soft sigh as Ben’s tongue traced circles around her clit. Despite her 

indifference to his tongue, the contact had caused her button to swell and he began sucking on it as his fingers spread her further open. Her heart was pounding and she had to force herself not to push him away and close her legs. Instead she continued to play with his hair and as his tongue traveled back down through the folds of her pussy, she pushed herself to make another sound of pleasure. Even as she labored through a false moan that tormenting voice cried out in her mind, 

 “I told you to act like you like it!”  there was the sound of a hard slap followed by  “It freaks them out when you just lay there, make some fucking noise!” 

Abigail gasped as she felt her power beginning to rise within her. The gasp was well timed as Ben had just reattached his lips to her clit, but behind her eyes a dull red glow began to build. 

Abigail was playing with fire in the true sense of the word allowing him to do this. Her mind was still hazy from alcohol and the doors in her mind were not staying closed. She opened her eyes and sought out Nicole who from the way she was looking at her could tell something was wrong. 

Just the look of concern in her angel’s eyes was enough to calm her and as she felt her power ebbing, she whispered, “Enough.” 

Aries quickly sat back on his knees again, “I know I am not your preference, but hope I did provide some small pleasure to you my mistress.” 

“You have a soft touch that belies your strength Aries and a delicate tongue as well; I can see why you are a favorite of the ladies of our group.” 

“Thank you Mistress, this was truly a gift.” 

“Are you aroused Aries?” 

“How could I not be?” he laughed. 

“Show me; remove your cock for me.” 

She saw Nicole trying to get her attention from the corner of her eye, but ignored her. In front of her, Ben sat up higher on his knees and unbuckling his belt, pushed his slacks and underwear down over his hips. His long thick cock sprang free and he was indeed as hard as a rock. Abigail stared at the swollen head and saw there was pre cum dripping from it. 

“I guess you were excited to be touching me.” She told him, trying to look as if she had anything but disdain for the sight of his cock. 

“My Mistress is very desirable, the most…” 

“Because you all know you will never have me.” She said, “Because you know that I find men inferior lovers and will never allow one to defile my soft flesh with their pathetic cocks.” 

So much for holding back, she chided herself, but continued, “That is why I am seen as so desirable, men want what they cannot have and I will never be had.” 

“That may be so,” Ben nodded, “But you are a woman of unique beauty whose sensuality knows no equal.” 

“Thank you my brother,” Abigail bowed her head sincerely. “Now as for the final part of your reward I will allow you to get as close as any man has, come closer.” 

An expectant look on his face, Ben inched closer and she said, “Take your cock in your hand and stroke it for me.” 

Ben obeyed and Abigail watched him began to jerk off, sliding his fist up and down the length of his shaft. She looked back over at Nicole who was staring at Ben between her legs. Abigail again had the desire to pull the trigger, tell her that a man of the Circle should not jerk off as a teenager and for her to take him into her mouth. As last time she knew even if she would do it, there would be no relief from their dilemma; it would never leave this room. 

She looked back down at Aries throbbing dick that was just over her thigh and could feel her skin crawl at how close it was to her pussy. Sacrifice, she heard Lorena in her mind. 

“Take your cock and rub it along my thigh.” 

Ben began sliding the tip in circles on her inner thigh and Abigail saw her becoming sticky with his juices. The tip was close to her pussy and summoning up her will, she spread her lips open and said, “Rub it up and down my pussy, you do not try to enter me, if you do Winthrop’s fate will look like a reward to what you will suffer through.” 

“I would never.” He said in a faraway voice as he slid his cock to the side and started pushing it through the folds of her pussy. 

Abigail began to breathe heavier and her heart beat was matched by the pounding in her temples. 

As she commanded, Aries was not going anywhere near the entrance to her pussy and was in fact simply rubbing the tip in a circular motion around her clit. Between Ben’s precum, the saliva from when he was licking her, and her pussy beginning to add its own fluid from the act of his caressing her clit. He was pushing his cock harder against her and was beginning to breathe hard as the sensitive head stroked her wet hot flesh. 

She sensed movement and turned to see Nicole had stood up and come closer. She stood there looking nervously at Ben, then her. Abigail could feel a trickle of sweat running down her cheek and knew she must look upset. She supposed if Ben was to look at her and was able to think past his own lust he might note she was not making a sound as he rubbed her clit faster and harder. 

Nicole shook her head at her, and said softly, “Don’t do this to yourself.” In Latin. 

“I do this for us.” She replied, then feigning a moan began to rock her hips, pushing her flesh against his cock. 

She looked down and bit her lip at the sight of his huge prick against her pussy, she imagined him slamming it into her, grabbing her arms and pinning her down while he fucked the shit out of her helpless pussy. He would mock her and explode, flooding her pussy with his nasty cum. 

He would step aside and another cock would replace his, but this going lower and tearing into her. She was mercifully snapped back to reality when Ben moaned between her legs. He was 

now pumping his shaft while his head remained against her clit. He looked up at her and gasped, 

“I…I am close to…” 

“You may cum just as you are, all over the pussy you nor any other man will ever have.” He moaned and started stroking faster as she continued, “Know no man’s cum has touched my pussy in well over a decade and that man is legend amongst the men of this group. Now finish for me before I decide to close my legs.” 

She had barely finished her words, when Ben groaned loudly and pulled back from her clit. His cock erupted and she felt a warms sticky stream of cum strike her clit and begin to ooze down her slit. He pumped his cock furiously and Abigail winced each time another jet of his fluid struck her. She could feel it flow past her pussy and begin to drip down into her ass. Between her legs, Ben gave his cock another couple of pumps, before moaning softly and almost falling back onto his knees. 

“Did you enjoy your reward Aries?” 

“My Mistress is far too kind.” He managed to get out between deep breaths. 

“Remember that kindness when the day comes that I need your services.” 

“You had that loyalty before this.” He told her while tucking his cock back into his pants and zipping up. Looking over to his right he spotted the box of tissues on the end table and reached for them, “Will you allow me to clean…” 

“No, I have a better method for that. Now stand up please.” 

He did as she asked and pointing at Nicole she said, “Take his place between my thighs.” 

Her eyes widened and she pointed at the floor. “For speaking out of turn earlier you will now put your disobedient tongue to better use.” 

Nicole walked over and Ben quickly stepped aside as she took her place between her legs. She looked down at the dripping mess on Abigail’s pussy and whispered in Latin, “I…please don’t make me do this.” 

“Trust me!” she said harshly in Latin to give the impression of anger, then in English, “Beg in whatever language you wish, it does not matter.” She pointed at her and snarled, “Now to your knees or I will have our enforcer hold your face in place while you lick every drop.” 

Nicole hesitated and she snapped, “To your knees bitch or I will let him fuck you while you do it and if he cannot get it up again so soon you can suck him hard, now obey me!” 

Nicole dropped to her knees and as she leaned forward, Abigail, spread her dripping pussy open. 

Nicole looked into her eyes and Abigail could see the anger in them. She met her gaze reaching out ran her fingers lightly through her hair then yanking forward drove Nicole’s face into her pussy. As soon as her head came forward, Abigail slid her hand down between her legs and still holding Nicole’s head, pinned her face against the back of her hand, rather than her cum smeared pussy. Abigail was sure from Ben’s position directly behind her; he could not see what was happening. 

“Now lick my pussy you fucking pig,” in her mind a voice shouted, “clean it off bitch!” 

Between her legs, Nicole released a convincing squeal and began licking the back of her hand, bobbing her head as she did. Looking up at Ben, Abigail spoke calmly, “Just because she has earned this punishment does not mean she needs an audience for it, you may take your leave Aries.” 

“Thank you Mistress,” he bowed and with a nervous glance down at Nicole said, “I will do as you say and speak to our brothers about this evening.” 

He was still looking at Nicole and Abigail was sure he felt guilty. No doubt he thought Abigail was upset about his conversation and she was taking it out on her, which of course was exactly what she wanted. She had rewarded his loyalty and begun the game of hiding their true feelings, a good move considering her scrambled thoughts. 

“Do so, tell them eight.” She looked down and giving Nicole’s head a yank, sighed, “You can’t even cause me to moan, do you need to be retrained?” 

Nicole moaned between her legs and without looking up, Abigail asked, “Why are you still 

here?” 

Without another word, Ben turned and walked across the room, he opened the door and didn’t look back as he closed it behind him. As soon as he did, Abigail let go of Nicole’s hair slid up the chair away from her face. 

“You may rise my angel,” she told her. 

Nicole sat back on her knees and shook her head, “Abigail what the hell are….” 

“I am sorry if that last action humiliated you Nicole, but the time has come for us.” 

“What do you…” she stopped and lowered her eyes, “He was here to discuss us wasn’t he?” 

“Yes. I am truly sorry if what I did upset you. I was not trying to make you jealous, I was simply…” 

She trailed off when Nicole stood up and sitting on the arm of the chair, put her arms on her shoulders. Looking down into her face she began speaking softly, “Abigail I wasn’t jealous, I know you loathe men. I…I was worried about you, my flower you Looked….” She paused then 

finished with a tone of disbelief, “Abigail you looked frightened.” 

“I was not, I was simply…” 

“No, you looked scared and you were sweating. Why would you do that to yourself? He isn’t a threat to us anyway. Aries owes you too much, he would never betray us.” 

“He wouldn’t, but an admission is an admission my angel. He is now wondering if the rumors are true or not. He may think this was all for show, but after what I let him get away with won’t care. I did it for us Nicole, we both need to put on a show and I went first.” 

“Which means you expect something from me?” She said quietly. 

“We are going to dinner tonight; a small select gathering. Amongst the party will be Mephisto of the east. He is the threat we fear. He is suspicious and talks like an old lady, but is respected and people will not take him lightly.” 

“So again you…” 

“You may need to do something for me tonight my angel, act like my pet, perhaps,” she 

shrugged, “Dance for us.” 

“Dance?” 

“Yes a little striptease, on the table, give them a show. You and other ladies have done it in the past. I was called upon myself to do it years ago. I will tell you to do it and you will obey.” 

“That will be enough?” 

Abigail paused and grimaced at the feeling of more cum sliding down into her ass. A dance was nowhere near enough, but it would serve to put Nicole in the position she needed her to be. From there she would need to gamble on her love for her being stronger than her humiliation. 

“I hope so.” she said vaguely, “If it is not we will discuss it from there.” 

“But what if…” Nicole began, but stopped when Abigail put her hand up. 

“We will discuss it as it comes.” 

“Fine and I will dance for them, but know it’s truly only for you.” 

“I am fine with that and am grateful you will.” 

“Abigail,” Nicole began speaking more softly, “Are you okay?” 

“I am not myself this morning, too much drink.” 

“You really looked scared.” She took a deep breath and asked, “Are you sure you were never hurt before because…” 

“You have asked that before and my answer has not changed.” She said heatedly. “Abigail Lefay has never been defiled. I am simply not feeling well and was not expecting to allow him that pleasure.” 

Nicole started to speak, but stopped when Abigail swung her leg down from the chair and 

quickly stood. 

“Enough Nicole, now if you’ll excuse me I have to bathe and wash this disgusting fluid from my body.” 



Chapter Three 

Abigail stood in front of the full length mirror and adjusted the top of the black and blue corset she was wearing. Her tits were being pushed so far up; the darker skin of her nipple was visible. 

Picking up a nail file from the bureau, she reached behind her and slipping it into the laces behind her managed to loosen the top one enough to push her nipples behind the top of the blue satin front. She normally didn’t push her breasts out this much, but tonight was about appearing more wanton than usual. 

In addition to exposing more of her chest, Abigail was also showing quite a bit of leg. Rather than the long slit skirt she normally favored, she was wearing a black mini skirt that went to her mid thigh along with a pair of knee high black leather boots. Abigail leaned forward and wiped at the heavy black eye shadow she had plastered on and picking up the tube began painting her full lips in black as well. Her long normally curly hair had been straightened and hung down to the small of her back and finishing her lipstick, she did a quick turn in the mirror causing her hair to fly about. 

“Damn you look good.” Nicole said as she entered the room. “The goth makeup does nothing for me, but I love that outfit!” she gave her a wink and asked, “What color thong?” 

“Blue, like the corset,” Abigail answered and shaking her head said, “Nicole you put me to shame, look at you!” 

“You like?” Nicole put her arms up and did a slow spin for her. 

She was wearing a simple black short sleeved blouse that was only buttoned halfway. Beneath the blouse, Abigail saw a tight red tank top that looked as if it could barely contain her breasts. 

She was wearing a black skirt so short it barely went past the curve of her ass and the straps of her black heels wrapped around her legs to tie behind her knees. Whereas Abigail had 

straightened her hair, Nicole had teased her long blonde hair out. Her fingers and toes were painted the same deep red as her shirt and Abigail had no doubt her bra and thong would match. 

“I very much like.” She nodded. 

“I figure it will be better to take off than a one piece dress.” She told her. 

“Thank you for doing this for me.” Abigail told her. 

Walking up to her, Nicole lightly placed her red lips to her black ones and whispered, “I’ll do anything for you, Abigail.” 

Abigail smiled at her, but the smile faded as soon as Nicole turned away from her. This was not going to be an easy night. All for the best, she told herself. 

“Ready to head down?” 

“I am.” Abigail answered. 

There was a loud cry from the corner of the room and Balthazar flew out of his cage. He passed between them and out through the bedroom door. 

“Apparently your mascot is coming as well.” Nicole said with a shake of her head. 

Abigail nodded, not thrilled the bird had decided it wanted to be with her. Usually that meant something was coming and usually not for the better. They left the apartment through the door in hidden behind a tapestry depicting Hieronymus Bosch’s Garden of Earthly delights and with Balthazar flying ahead of them walked through the passage that led beneath the club. After a few steps, Nicole reached out and took her hand. Abigail felt a lump grow in her throat at that simple and sweet gesture and longed for a good outcome tonight; Nicole would understand; she had to. 

The loud grinding beat of music from the other side of the wall told Abigail they were passing the club level and the sounds of lust told her they were now passing the first brothel. 

“Only eight, some people have no patience,” Nicole commented, “At least spend some time at the club and scope out the talent.” 

“Men have no patience, they see what they want and grab it.” Abigail replied, then stopped walking and grimacing put her hand to her right temple. 

She thought she heard that horrible voice. It was so faint as to be barely more than a whisper, but she thought she heard it. She had slept several hours during the course of the day, but still didn’t feel right. She could feel her heart beating faster than usual and her stomach was tight. To her chagrin she realized she was nervous. 

“You okay?” Nicole asked, giving her hand a squeeze. 

“Yes, just tired, still haven’t recovered from last night.” 

“Well that will teach you to try to hang with the big dogs.” Nicole laughed. 

Balthazar had swopped back around to them and landing lightly on Abigail’s shoulder chirped in her ear. 

“Nicole, are you sure you can do this for me?” 

“I’m sure.” She shrugged, “Four of the people there aren’t part of our group and Ben has seen all I’ve got to offer, so its no big deal and if you need to command me to do it, I’m okay with it.” 

The crow lowered his head and thumped it against hers, ‘ Tell her what you truly wish of her, give her the choice’ Abigail turned her head to look into the bird’s small black eyes and thought,  “She will leave” 

 “She may anyway, the witch play with fire, the witch get burned”  The bird launched himself from her shoulder and sailed down the corridor ahead of them. 

“You really think you can talk to that thing?” Nicole asked. 

“Believe as you wish, but yes I can, and I prefer his company and council to that of most people.” 

“I can’t argue much with that one,” Nicole shrugged. 

They reached the basement and the large door that led into the Sanctum. 

“Shit!” Nicole swore, “I forgot the damn key, do you…” 

“No need.” With a smile, Abigail reached out and focusing on the room on the other side, turned the handle. 

There was a faint click and as the door swung open, Abigail sighed, “Guess Seth must have left it unlocked yet again.” 

“Whatever Sabrina,” Nicole muttered and walked past her and into the large open room. 

Abigail allowed herself a small smile and followed her across the room to the corridor off the fifth point. As Nicole headed for the door that led to the large private dining room where Abigail entertained special guests; her eyes wandered down to the last door which led to her bed 

chamber. She recalled her dalliance with young Melissa and felt an unaccustomed pang of guilt. 

She should not have done that, Nicole deserved far better and she vowed that Melissa would be the end of her Walpurgis tradition. From this point on it would be just the two of them. Well if she could just get past this night it would be. 

Abigail jumped when Balthazar came in from behind her and dropped back onto her shoulder. 

Nicole had reached the door to the dining room and opening it stepped aside for her to enter first. 

Abigail closed her eyes and after a quick prayer to the Eternal Black Flame for the evening to go her way, gave Nicole a smile and entered the room. 

The dining room was enormous, fully capable of accommodating parties of a hundred or more. 

There were several long rectangular oaken tables spread throughout the room, all of which could hold a dozen people. The chairs themselves were large and also made of rough looking oak. The windowless room was decorated with dozens of oil paintings depicting ancient scenes of 

debauchery and worship of Gods far more ancient than that of the Christian deity. Although there was electricity in the room it was lighted by a half dozen ornate chandeliers each containing a dozen candles. 

There were sconces in mounted every four feet each with a torch burning in them and the room smelled pleasantly of the soothing scent of vanilla emanating from the dozen silver incense burners spread out on small pedestals along the walls. One wall was dominated by an enormous bar that was currently deserted the other three were lined with additional pedestals featuring sculptures of famous occult figures as well as assorted devils and their familiars. 

The center of the room was cast in shadows with the only chandelier lit being the one her five guests were seated at. There was also a silver candle holder in front of each guest, but Abigail had asked for those to remain unlit so she could put on a bit of a show. As she entered the room, Aries stood up from his seat on the left hand side of the table and exclaimed, “To your feet my friends, The Lady Persephone has arrived!” 

The other four guests spread out around the long table all rose and bowed deeply to her. They remained with their heads bowed as she slowly made her way to the table. Nicole walked quickly past her to pull out the chair at the head of the table for her. The chair was the only one in the room that was different and was made of ebony wood with runes carved into the arms and back. 

Approaching the table, Abigail looked around at the small, but prestigious group she had invited. 

To her right and seated besides Aries, was Albert Walsh. Master Ramses leader of the Los Angles Circle and also a member of a coven similar to hers based in California. Walsh had made 

millions in the oil industry and was publicly known for his occult dabbling and affiliations. As he always stated he could get away with it because he was wealthy therefore eccentric and 

intriguing. If he were poor he would be batshit crazy and considered dangerous. Walsh was in his mid forties, but looked a decade younger. His thick black hair was unmarred by grey and his emerald green eyes so bright they appeared to be glowing in the candlelight. 

He was on the shorter side, but with broad shoulders and a wide chest that belied his easy life style. Walsh was a carpenter by hobby and loved not only working with his hands, but hand picking and cutting down the very trees the wood he used came from. He was wearing a simple short sleeved grey shirt and his biceps looked as if they would rib the material if he flexed them. 

As she regarded him, she felt his mind slide easily against hers, “Welcome my Dark and beautiful friend, you look exquisite this evening.”  There was a pause and she could feel him smiling in his mind , “Perhaps you should rethink your preferences and…” 

 “Over your dead body old goat.”  She thought back, with smile. 

To his left was Aries, dressed all in black and emanating an air of anticipation. He knew one way or another Abigail would be dealing with the matter discussed this morning and was looking forward to it. Sitting opposite of Abigail’s chair was Lydia, who as always looked like a woman in her thirties rather than one half way through her fifth decade. She was wearing a simple one piece red dress that stretched so tightly across her small perky tits that it was obvious she was not wearing a bra. The dress was short enough that as she stood at the table Abigail could see her upper thighs and her blonde hair had been beautifully styled framing her face in golden ringlets. 

Abigail noticed she was wearing the silver necklace from which dangled a dozen small silver hangman’s nooses. Abigail had been there when Lydia had earned four of those nooses and 

shuddered at the memory. To her left was Lawrence McCaffrey, Loki of the east who in his short time in the group was already one of their more valuable members. He was attractive, but more in a boy next door sense, dirty blonde hair, big blue eyes, and even as he had his head bowed, Abigail could see the big smile that everyone who spoke of him claimed was always on his face. 

Abigail lingered on him for a moment envisioning what was to come. His reputation amongst the ladies was he was not only respectful, but not truly a dominant. His kink was voyeurism and if anything he was a bit submissive. The Lady Mercedes was rumored to be training him to be 

more of a top, but his current demeanor would benefit her tonight, it would make things easier on Nicole not to have to deal with arrogance. 

Speaking of arrogance, Abigail’s eyes locked onto the last and most important member of their party, Mephisto. If the word beautiful could ever truly apply to a man, Amado would be that man. His olive toned skinned was smooth and flawless and his large dark brown eyes, soft and expressive. His thick black hair was gelled and not one was out of place. Looking at him, as he kept his head bowed, the word pretty came to mind. Amado was tall and on the thinner side, but she could tell by the way his snug white shirt hugged his body that it was lean and hard. 

When she reached the table, she reached the head of the table and spoke, “Thank you my friends, however,  Abigail shall suffice. Like the dress code for the evening, tonight is very informal. 

Now please be seated. Thank you Nicole,” she said as she slid the heavy chair beneath her as she sat. 

“And let us not forget, the beautiful Nicole, The notorious Lady Medusa of our Circle,” Ben called out, “You look amazing as always.” 

There were several murmured agreements and Nicole bowed to the table before making her way down and sitting next to Loki to her right. Balthazar hopped off of her shoulder and landed in front of Albert, who reaching out ruffled his feathers, “Good evening my friend what is the good word?” 

As Balthazar chirped at him, Abigail gestured at the glasses in front of everyone, “I see you have all partaken from the bar. Because this is such a small gathering I did not bring in a bartender, so you are all in the capable hands of Ben this evening” 

“My pleasure,” he bowed his head to her. 

He then frowned as Balthazar left Albert and hopped down the table to stop in front of him. He hesitated then lightly ran his fingers across his wings. Balthazar then flew the several feet down the table towards Lydia who put her arm out for him to land on. 

“Why hello my old friend,” she purred, “I remember you when you were but a black fuzzball in the tree in my backyard.” 

Balthazar ran up her arm and began nuzzling his head into her neck as she scratched his back. He jumped off and made his way in front of Larry who frowned as he squawked at him. 

“He is simply introducing himself.” Lydia told him. “You’re new to him, just say hello, he won’t bite.” 

“Umm…sure.” Larry said and nervously extended his hand towards the crow. Balthazar, rubbed the top of his head against his hand, before turning and cocking his head at Amado. 

“Sorry, I’ll pass.” He said, “Honestly I’m not fond of vermin at the table.” 

“Funny, I imagine the Native Americans said that when your ill bred ancestors washed up on their shore years ago.” Lydia told him with a nasty smirk. 

Balthazar hopped over directly in front of Amado and after cocking his head again flapped his wings and lunged at Amado’s hand. Amado jerked his hand back, and with a sound eerily like a human laugh, the bird flew off the table and perched itself on top of a statue of Lucifer the fallen Angel along the wall to the left. 

“I think Balthazar feels you’re the vermin at the table,” Lydia spoke again, “And he would be right.” 

“Lydia,” Abigail began, “Amado is a guest here, and…” 

“It is fine Abigail.” Amado replied with a smirk of his own, “I understand that Lydia is simply bitter that she has been put out to pasture. I understand it must be tough to discover one is an old lady.” 

“Old am I?’ Lydia asked, “Yet if this old lady were to open her legs you would tip over your drooling tongue for a taste, wouldn’t you dog?” 

“No, rumor has it your pussy has teeth.” Amado told her. “Which means you’ll at least have one set as your age advances.” 

“Amado, knock it off,” Larry hissed as he elbowed him in the side. “She was a member of…” 

“Was, no longer is.” Amado waved his hand at her, “But you’re right, she is irrelevant and I should treat her as such.” 

“Irrelevant did you say?” Abigail asked, staring at him. She had not minded the initial banter, but his arrogance and the fact that it was he who was making her go through with this had gotten to her. “Lydia was a twenty year member of this group, a former high lady and a pioneer amongst the women of the Circle. She along with many of that generation set the tone for the Circle of now and their stand against the cruelty once afflicted upon the ladies by the men have made the Circle a place of equal honor for the ladies of today. She has paid her dues.” She paused then gave him a smile, “Unlike certain silver tongue dogs who skated in here on their bank accounts and family credentials.” 

“Happy now?” Abigail heard Larry mutter. 

“Come now,” Albert said calmly, “I thought this was an evening of friendship, a chance to relax and get to meet our brother from the east whom none of us have had the pleasure of doing so yet.” 

“It is that.” Abigail replied as she rose from her seat and stared down into Amado’s brown eyes. 

“But at gatherings of that type people do not sling derogatory remarks about their betters.” 

Pointing at Lydia she continued, “She has earned the right to mock,” her hand shifted to Amado, 

“You have not.” 

“With all due respect, Abigail,” Amado countered in his smooth urbane voice, with just the slightest hint of his Spanish heritage in it, “It was Lydia who insulted my ancestors.” 

“After you insulted my familiar, who is a better friend to me than a shallow fool like you could ever be to anyone.” 

“Abigail, please.” Albert said and in her mind added , “He is a fool and this is beneath you.” 

Abigail ignored both his physical and mental words and to his credit Amado held her gaze and went on. “To you, he is a familiar. To myself and the rest of the modern world he is a carrion eating beast.” He shrugged, “Familiars and witches are the things my grandmother used to scare us into behaving as children.” 

“So I invite you to my home and you not only insult my former high lady and dear friend, but my beliefs as well?” 

“I mean no disrespect Abigail, I am simply stating that animals on the dinner table are…” 

“You are a Spaniard and raised in the most pathetic faith this world has ever seen. A faith that is truly that because heaven forbid your sanctimonious god ever give a sign he exists in this world. 

Yet you believe in him do you not?” 

“I am a Christian, yes.” Amado nodded. 

“Abigail, this is not the time or place,” Lydia spoke from the end of the table, “His insults were mere jests as were mine, it is of no consequence.” As with Albert her mental voice followed, 

 “You are angry this evening my niece, be wary of losing control, nothing good can come of it.” 

“I found no humor in them.” She replied. “So no belief in the supernatural Amado?” 

“Sorry, my lady, but no.” 

“I do believe a small detail was forgotten by my servants in setting the table. Allow me to correct it.” 

Abigail pointed at the candle in front of Amado with her left hand and he jerked back in his chair as a tall flame burst from it before dwindling to normal size. 

“Holy shit!” Larry exclaimed, and then jumped back as the one in front of him ignited. 

Turning her head, Abigail point at the candle’s in front of the others. They all exploded into flame, but when she pointed at Lydia’s it flickered, but didn’t light. Abigail frowned and tried again and this time there was only a hiss and a small plume of smoke. Lydia clapped her hands and laughed, “Sorry I couldn’t resist!” She then cried out as a flash of fire appeared directly in front of her face before vanishing. 

“Neither could I.” Abigail replied. 

“Touche, Abigail.” Lydia smiled then tapped the candle in front of her, causing it to light. 

“What say you now?” Abigail asked Amado. 

“There’s nothing here!” Larry said in disbelief as he picked up the candle holder and began rubbing it, “No switch, no wires, damn!” he let out a low whistle. “This is amazing!” 

“Now that is a proper receptive mind.” Lydia said smiling at him, “Is it true my young brother that you are working on writing a history of the Circle? A genealogy of sorts?” 

“Yes,” Larry nodded carefully placing the candle down in front of him. “More than just a lineage though, I’m looking for legends and stories, details of the members pasts, anything I can get.” 

“Well I will tell you what,” Lydia told him, “I will be in New York in two months for a business meeting. I will look you up and over dinner I will tell you some tales of my days here.” 

“Now that would be ancient history.” Albert laughed, then cried out when the flame of his candle not only shot up in front of him, but turned black. 

“Mind your tongue poser,” Lydia remarked casually while still looking at Larry. “What do you think?” 

“That would be wonderful, thank you.” He bowed his head to her. 

“Oh, you’ll thank me,” she gave him a wink, “Nothing in the Circle is free my good looking young brother and if my tongue is to flow over dinner yours should be flowing afterwards.” 

“Oh.” Larry frowned, “Umm…well….sure.” 

“No answer Amado?” Abigail asked. 

“There is an explanation for anything, I suppose.” He shrugged, “I do not wish to argue with you. 

I’m sure Pagan religions have just as much…” 

“Pagan?” 

“So, what’s for dinner?” Nicole asked from the other side of the table, “I’m hungry, what about you guys?” 

“Personally,” Ben replied with a smile, “I’m enjoying the appetizer.” 

“Amado will you indulge me and unbutton the top of your shirt for me?” 

“As you wish,” he said with a shrug and did as she asked. 

Abigail reached over and placing her hand on his chest grabbed the thin gold chain, hanging from his neck, “May I?” 

“Yes.” He said nervously. 

“Thank you,” pulling on the chain she produced a gold crucifix and held it in the palm of her hand. “Ah, yes the sign of your faith. The ultimate image of man’s inhumanity to man; Jesus comes to save, performs miracles and he gets cruelly put to death for it. And one wonders why God has left people to their own devices.” 

“He sacrificed his life for us.” Amado said evenly, “He could have saved himself.” 

“He should have for all the respect his sacrifice gained him. Do you know what I find hilarious?” 

she looked around the table to see everyone looking at her nervously except for Lydia who had a small smile on her face. 

“That all the sinners wear these. Tell me Amado what do you think Christ thinks of what you do with your pets? Are you in his favor as you sodomize married women while their husbands are at work? Is he smiling down upon you when you provide your father a lead that destroys a hard working family owned business to fatten his already disgustingly rich bank accounts.” 

“Better yet is all the Columbian drug lords, superstitious fools like yourself who even as they place the cocaine in the hands of a child sport this symbol of hope. Oh, how god must smile down upon them as they slit each other’s throats and sell drugs to hopeless addicts around the world. Addicts who steal and kill for the candy those sporting the protection of God place in their hands, but at the end of their lives they are saved are they now? Because they wear this charm.” 

She sighed, “No wonder her let himself die, who would want to stick around for this?” 

“Abigail, this is…” 

“More atrocities have been committed and more blood spilled in the name of your absent god than for any other reason. Stealing and raping in his name, slaughtering all those non believers, burning women who make healing remedies at the stake because they, not god, must be evil.” 

Abigail squeezed her fist around the cross and whispered, “Hypocrites Amado. Fucking 

hypocrites, say what you will about my kind, but we will burn you to your face, not rip you up the back. In fact as much as my beliefs offend you it never once occurred to you not to wear this insult in my presence did it? To come to my home and flaunt this abhorrent symbol. Perhaps I shall visit your home and bring my grimoires to read in your library.” 

“Mistress,” Amado began softly, “Have I offended you in some way, other than tonight? Because I do not feel my barbs with Lydia has led to this hostility.” He lowered his eyes and said, “If I have offended you please accept my apologies and tell me how I can make amends to the woman I truly have nothing but respect for.” 

Abigail could hear the sincerity in his words and forced herself to calm down. Lydia was right, she was angry. She had not been right all day and was not used to being nervous. She looked down at her hand and opening it, frowned to see the crucifix had turned into a shapeless lump in her hand. 

“No, my brother, you have not, it is I who am behaving offensively. Our heritages are very different as are our paths to this group. Be that as it may, neither of us should resent or belittle the other. My apologies to you Amado, I should be ashamed of my lack of manners.” 

Making sure the cross was cool she let it fall back against his chest; he looked down and with a gasp, lifted it to stare at the mangled jewelry. 

“Tomorrow before you fly out, I will have Nicole accompany you to the best jewelry store in the city and buy you a suitable replacement.” 

“No need.” He said softly, still staring at it, “You know us wealthy pagans; we have many graven images in our possession, I’ll simply don another.” He gave her a wink, “Next time I shall wear one upside down would that be more appropriate?” 

Abigail paused and across the table, Lydia burst out laughing, “Well said Amado! Not bad for an ill bred mongrel!” 

The rest of the table began laughing as well and Abigail felt the tension leave the room. Leaning over she placed a kiss on Amado’s cheek and whispered, “Thank you for understanding and if nothing else when you leave here tonight you will have several tales to spread to the other groups.” 

She straightened and as she sat back down heard Larry say, “Hey can I have that?” 

Amado reached behind his head and removing the chain handed it to him, “Here take it, you can’t get one of these at the souvenir shops,” 

There was more laughter and sitting back in the chair Abigail called out, “As I did to Amado, allow me to apologize for my rude behavior. Hopefully however, I will be able to make it up to you.” 

“Lace that corset just a notch tighter and we’ll call it even.” Albert told her. 

“Good idea Albert,” Lydia said, “Our normally conservative Abigail is truly flaunting her charms for us tonight.” 

“And such charms they are,” Amado told her, “If all witches resembled you and Lydia I might convert to the dark side.” 

“Thank you.” She winked and added, “And if all mongrels were so attractive I might consider bestiality.” 

Abigail waited for the laughter from her insult to die down before she spread her arms out to the table. “Now let me officially welcome all here to this intimate gathering of special friends.” 

Pointing at Larry, she continued, “Although not an official Circle meeting we are all part of it and I want to personally welcome you to our family Loki. Your name has reached my ears many times for your good work.” 

“Thank you my mistress,” Larry stood and bowed deeply to her. “It is a pleasure to meet you and,” He flashed that boyish smile, “Watching Amado squirm was an added bonus.” 

As the rest of them laughed he gestured towards Lydia, “And an opportunity to not only learn at the feet of a former member, but to worship those feet as well.” 

“Oh my young brother, you will do just fine here.” Lydia cooed, “If you are this smooth in bed you best clear the weekend.” 

“Excuse me my brother,” Ben laughed, “I believe you have something on your nose,” he made a show of wiping his; “It’s on there a little thick.” 

“Now this is better.” Abigail said, “Excellent company, some laughter, some wine and within a half hour or so an excellent meal.” 

She looked across the table and met Nicole’s gaze. Nicole returned her stare briefly, and then nodded. 

“As I said, looking around this table I see brothers and sisters of our prestigious group and with our laughter and the food soon to come it has all the feel of a true meeting.” She paused and with a smile, “And if it were, what else would we be treated to?” 

“I would imagine there would be some entertainment,” Albert said, with a hopeful smile, “Does my mistress have something in mind?” 

“Well I suppose after how this meeting started I could demand Lydia and Amado to go at it, but I hate to see a grown man cry,” she paused then said, “But I do have a little treat in store for you, especially my dear brother Loki.” 

Looking across the table Abigail snapped her fingers, “Nicole!” 

“Yes, Abigail?” 

“Dance for us my pet, show off the body that has every man in the group lusting for you!” 

“As you wish,” Nicole said quietly as she stood from her chair. 

Picking up the small remote that controlled the speakers mounted in the corners of the room, Abigail thumbed the play button and the grinding beat of Danzig’s She Rides, began pounding through the room. Nicole swung her leg up so that her heeled foot was on the table and grabbing her left arm, Ben helped her up onto it. All the men as well as Lydia sat back with smiles on their faces as she strutted to the center of the large table and leaning back as well, Abigail sighed, it was set in motion, there was no turning back now. 

Nicole began to sway seductively to the beat and lifting her long blonde hair over her head worked her way down to the table, before gyrating back up again. Abigail watched the muscles move beneath the skin of her long shapely legs and hoped she would get to feel those legs around her again after tonight. Nicole spun around once, and throwing herself in the air reached up and grabbed the chandelier. She drew her legs up and extending them hooked one in the chandelier. 

Letting her arms drop, she spun in a circle, her long hair flowing. 

Ben and Albert whistled as her skirt fell up exposing her amazing ass in a skimpy red thong. 

Nicole let herself drop back to the table and as she walked towards Ben undid her blouse; she spun again, whipping the shirt off and tossing it from the table. Dropping to her knees in front of Ben, she placed her hands on his shoulders and after playfully shaking her hair in his face, grabbed his hands and placed them at the bottom of her shirt. She put her arms over her head and Ben quickly stripped her shirt up and over her arms. 

Nicole sat all the way back on her thighs, and lifting her skirt, pulled her thong to the side and briefly flashed Ben her pink pussy. She sprang back onto her feet and sauntering over to Albert, put her back to him and began swinging her hips in front of him. Abigail caught her gaze, and Nicole gave her a sexy smile and a wink. Reaching back, she unzipped her skirt, then shook her hips. Taking his cue Albert, reached up and grabbing the sides of her skirt slid it down to her feet. 

Nicole bent over in his face and worked her tight ass in circles in front of him. He whistled and Abigail called out, “Go ahead, you know you want to!” 

With no hesitation, Albert gave Nicole’s ass a sharp slap and after a playful yelp, Nicole moaned, 

“Oh, sir may I have another?” With a laugh Albert slapped the other side of her ass and 

straightening she put her heeled foot on his shoulder and leaning into his face rubbed her crotch against it. She pushed off on his shoulder and Abigail saw her wink as he grunted in pain from her heel digging into him. 

Nicole dropped to her knees and her eyes fixed on Amado, began to crawl across the table to him. Abigail could see her large breasts all but spilling out of the flimsy red bra and saw Amado’s eyes glued on them. As she approached he licked his lips and Abigail had to resist the urge to lean over and hit him. Nicole reached him and sitting up on her knees wrapped her arms around his shoulders and shook her tits in his face. He put his hands on her hips and grabbing his wrists, Nicole placed his hand son her shoulders. Reaching behind her she unsnapped her bra and said softly to him, “Will you do the honors my brother.” 

“It will be my pleasure and no doubt that of those around me.” 

He slowly slid the straps of her bra down her arms to her elbows and Nicole leaned back, 

allowing the bra to be pulled from her. At the last moment she placed her hand over the middle of it, pinning it to her chest and with a sultry smile, purred, “Say please.” 

“My Lady, may I please see your beautiful tits, surely the most amazing at your table.” 

“Well, you know what they say about flattery.” Nicole exclaimed and with a flourish, swung the bra away from her tits and wrapping it around Amado’s neck used it to pull his face back 

between her bare breasts. Nicole released the bra and jumping to her feet, backed into the middle of the table and as the song switched to Ted Nugent’s Stranglehold, raised her arms over her head and began swaying as she turned in a slow circle giving everyone at the table a good view of her tits. As she faced Abigail, Nicole cupped her tits and strutting over to her dropped to her knees and started stroking her nipples with her thumbs. 

Reaching out, Abigail started stroking them as well and when Nicole removed her thumbs, she caught her nipples between her fingers and gave them a hard pinch. Nicole cried out, then made a show of pouting playfully and pivoting on her hip, turned to Albert, “Will you kiss them better?” Albert’s eyes widened and he glanced at Abigail who nodded, 

“If my pet is feeling playful by all means oblige her.” 

As Nicole presented her tits to him he gave each a quick kiss. Nicole shoved them hard into his mouth and Abigail saw him open it.  “A kiss is enough!”  she drove the thought into his mind so hard he flinched and after giving Nicole’s nipple a quick flick with his tongue, looked over at her.  “So its true.”  He said softly in her mind. 

Abigail wanted to kick herself, but remaining calm, thought , “She is mine, plain and simple.” 

 “Then what are you doing?”  he answered soundlessly. 

 “What I was taught to do, anything I have to you of all people should know that.” 

Albert gave her a respectful nod and they both turned to watch Nicole lie on her back in front of Ben and sensually pump her hips at him. Again she reached down and moving her thong gave 

him a view of her pussy. She placed the thong between her lips and gave it a hard yank back, causing the thin strip of material to split the lips of her pussy. Nicole placed her feet on his shoulders and sliding herself closer raised her hips until her pussy was in his face and began pumping her hips wildly rubbing not only the thong, but her pussy against his face as well. 

Nicole dropped her hips and spinning expertly to come back to her knees then gain her feet, she again met Abigail’s gaze and gave her a another wink. Nicole was playing it up well, even allowing some contact. She was doing the best she could within reason as she said it. Abigail felt a sinking feeling in her stomach as she knew they were getting close to a point beyond reason. 

Nicole had strutted over to Lydia who was staring up at her with a look of lust unrivaled by any of the men. For a moment Abigail wondered if that could be the answer, let Lydia go down on her, have Nicole reciprocate, it would be better than…No, Lydia knew her feelings and would mock her until the end of days if she had Nicole in front of her. Nicole stopped directly in front of Lydia and putting her foot on the top of the chair behind her, bent down until her pussy was just over her face. 

Hovering there, Nicole pulled the thong to the side, and rocked her hips back and forth. Lydia’s face was flushed and Abigail could feel the desire emanating from her. “Nicole, do give our dear former lady a brief taste.” 

Nicole looked over her shoulder at her and Abigail nodded to her. She looked as if she were going to speak, but instead turned back to Lydia and lowered her pussy to Lydia’s face. From between Nicole’s legs, Abigail saw Lydia’s tongue eagerly dart out and remain still while Nicole worked her soft pussy across it. Nicole lifted her head and emitted a soft moan and began moving her hips faster. Abigail started to tell her to stop, then forced herself to let her go. She would be witnessing worse shortly. Lydia had reached up and wrapping her arms around Nicole’s thighs grabbed her ass and gave it a squeeze. 

“Damn that’s hot.” Larry whispered. 

“You have seen nothing yet my brother.” Abigail told him, then called out, “I said a taste not a meal Lydia!” 

There were a few laughs as Nicole stepped back from her then turned her attention to Larry strutting over to him, she dropped to her knees and reaching out, gabbed the sides of his face. 

She surprised him by leaning in and pressing her lips to his and giving him a hard kiss. Pulling her head back, but still holding his face, she pressed her right tit into his mouth and Abigail said, 

“Do not look a gift horse in the mouth my brother.” 

Larry opened his mouth and quickly sucked her pink nipple into it. Nicole sighed and started rocking back and forth, pushing and pulling her nipple in and out of his mouth, she switched and gave him a minute with the other before sitting and placing her feet on either side of his head, pushed against his chair with her powerful legs, moving it back several inches. 

“Move back my brother.” Abigail told him. “Your service to this group has earned you a reward. 

Enjoy yourself because the rest of the show is yours.” 

Larry nodded to her and his eyes focused on Nicole who was now sitting with her legs open and running her fingers through her pussy alongside the thong. He pushed back a few feet and 

hopping off the table Nicole walked over and stepping up between his legs, put her back to him and began swaying slowly, shaking her ass for him. Reaching down she hooked her fingers into the sides of her thong and bending over, slowly shimmied out of it. Larry’s eyes widened at the sight of her now bare pink pussy peeking out at him from between her thighs. Nicole grabbed her ankles and giving her ass another shake, whispered, “How about a quick kiss, my brother?” 

With a huge smile, Larry leaned forward, placing his face into her ass and kissed her pussy. 

Nicole stood up and pushing him back into his chair, put her hands on his shoulders and 

shimmied up and down in front of him. She tapped the outside of his thighs and taking the hint, he closed his legs, Nicole straddled him and sitting on his lap, began working her hips in hard fast circles grinding on his cock. Reaching down, she grabbed his shirt and began tugging on it. 

Larry put his arms up and Nicole pulled his shirt off and dropping it to the floor leaned forward and started moving from side to side, sliding her nipples across his muscular chest. 

Larry was red and beginning to sweat. Abigail noted his hands on Nicole’s hips and saw he was starting to guide her back and forth as she slid across his trapped cock. Looking up, Abigail tapped the table and when Albert and Ben looked up, she said softly, “Move down to this end so you may enjoy the show. They both moved over until Albert was sitting next to her and Ben at the corner of the table. 

“Are you excited my brother, does my beautiful pet have you ready?” 

“Oh, yeah.” He breathed as Nicole had risen up and was now sliding her nipples teasingly across his lips. He stuck his tongue out catching each one, before Nicole began to slide off of him. 

“Let’s see if Nicole has done her job properly.” Abigail began, ignoring the warning squawks of Balthazar behind her. “Nicole, stand up.” 

Nicole did as she asked and started to walk away, but Abigail told her, “Don’t go anywhere, my pet, the fun is just beginning.” 

At her words, Nicole stiffened and she saw her turn towards her. Deliberately looking away from her, she said to Larry. “Stand up for us please.” Larry stood and to his left Lydia whistled at the bulge in his black dockers. 

“Oh, all weekend for sure!” she laughed. 

“You may be seated.” She told him. 

Larry sat back down and taking a deep breath, Abigail took the plunge. “You know it’s not very nice to work our brother up and leave him wanting.” Pointing at her, Abigail said, “Nicole to your knees.” 

Nicole stared hard at her and this time Abigail met her gaze. Their eyes locked and Abigail could see the defiance in her eyes. Abigail pointed again at the floor and Nicole’s eyes softened; her defiance turning to a more disturbing look, one Abigail recalled well from her days with Lorena, it was a look of hurt. There was a plea in those eyes and just as she prepared to answer, Lydia’s voice entered her mind , “Proud fool! What are you doing?” 

 “Amado,”  she began to think, 

“I know his thoughts, you will throw away your love for that dog? Cease Abigail! For once back down , this can only end in pain.” 

“It is not polite to leave your brother waiting.” Abigail told her quietly, “Now get on your knees and please our honored guest.” 

Nicole’s eyes flared and for a moment Abigail thought she was going to turn and walk away. 

Instead she swallowed and whispered, “I am but your servant, my mistress.” Turning to look at Larry she added, “Your pleasure will be mine as well, my brother.” 

As she sank to her knees, Abigail saw her shoulders slump and even from where she sat she could see the pain in her eyes as she began unzipping Larry’s pants. 

 “Call her off!”  Lydia called out in her mind. 

 “Love lust and sacrifice.” Abigail said softly in hr mind. 

 “Nicole is not the fool you were Abigail,”  Lydia hissed,  “This will be your undoing.” 

In front of her, Nicole had removed Larry’s cock from his pants and was slowly pumping it in her fist. Abigail saw he was dripping and watched as Nicole rubbed her palm over the tip and began to spread his juices down his shaft, making it slick as she jerked him off.  Larry moaned softly and reaching down began fondling Nicole’s breasts. Nicole started jerking him faster and pulling his pants down further started massaging his balls with her other hand. It occurred to Abigail Nicole was looking to just get him off and she snapped, 

“He can give himself a hand job, Nicole! Take him into your mouth, show him what many men already know, that the best mouth in the Circle resides right here in Chicago.” 

Nicole put her head down and under the guise of rubbing Larry’s long thick cock along her cheek, left it there for a moment. Abigail could see her lip beginning to tremble and felt her stomach lurch. She shifted her eyes to Lydia who was watching Nicole and shaking her head disgustedly. Not surprisingly none of the men seemed to notice, especially Amado who was 

sitting the closest and watching with a smile on his face. 

Nicole turned her head and began rubbing his cock along her other cheek. Abigail could see the one facing her glistening from his pre cum and made the mistake of making eye contact with her again. The pain in her gaze was obvious and it took every ounce of her will not to show the same in her own gaze. Instead Abigail recalled her own times like this; her love Lorena mocking her as she was forced to beg for an orgasm while sucking the clit of another woman. She felt her gaze harden and saw Nicole noticed it as well. Closing her pain filled blue eyes, she turned to face Larry and slowly took his cock into her mouth. 

He groaned as inch by inch Nicole worked him into her mouth until she had all of his impressive length buried in her throat. Abigail could see her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft and watched her pink tongue slide out and begin to caress his balls. 

“Impressive indeed.” Amado whispered. 

He flinched when the candle in front of him flared briefly, the flame turning red for a moment. 

Watching as Nicole began to bob her head in a slow steady rhythm; Abigail dug her fingers into the arms of the chair and reigned in the flashes of power threatening to erupt from her. Larry moaned loudly and bringing one hand up from her breasts put it on the back of Nicole’s head and began guiding her mouth up and down his cock. Nicole was starting to suck faster and Abigail’s eyes wandered down her back to look at her perfect ass and sweet pussy. 

She closed her eyes as she imagined the taste of that pussy, the scent of it on her face. This wasn’t fair, that was her pussy to enjoy! Not some disgusting man who had no appreciation for it. 

 You’re weak!  Lorena’s voice slammed through her head. Abigail released a sharp breath and closed her eyes. She was losing control of herself. She opened her eyes when Albert murmured, 

“Damn look at her go, she’s working for it!” 

Abigail turned to see Nicole was bobbing her hed rapidly and deep throating Larry with every long hard suck. Her hand was wrapped around his shaft as well and was following her lips, jerking him off as she blew him. 

“Stop!” she called out. “Place your hands on his thighs.” 

Nicole hesitated for a moment then slowly placed her hands on his inner thighs. 

“That’s better, any woman worth her salt can give a hands free blowjob.” She snapped her 

fingers and said, “Larry fuck her mouth.” 

He looked at her and wrapping both his hands in her long blonde hair began pumping his cock slowly into her mouth. 

“Harder,” she demanded.”She’s here for your pleasure, fuck her mouth the way you would if she was one of your whores, make her your whore!” 

Larry began driving his hips up off the chair, slamming his long cock in and out of Nicole’s still mouth. Abigail could hear her making wet gurgling noises around it and also caught a couple of whimpers that were not sexual in nature. She wanted to look away, but forced herself to watch her angel being brutally face fucked, she would endure this vision, she deserved to. 

“Stop.” She called out, “Now suck his balls, slow him down so he can enjoy your other lips.” 

Larry pulled his cock from Nicole’s mouth with a wet sucking sound and still gasping, Nicole ducked her head and began licking and sucking his balls. Abigail saw Amado nodding as if in approval and quickly removed her gaze before she set his hair on fire. She looked over to see Albert and Ben staring fixedly at the scene in front of them. Ben was oblivious to her feelings and Albert, as was his want, was just willing to let her do whatever she wanted and was enjoying the show. She faced Lydia who was watching Nicole, who was now making a show of running 

her tongue up and down the length of Larry’s shaft. 

Feeling her eyes on her, Lydia turned to face her and said, “Quite the show. Our Mistress does know how to entertain.” 

Looking away from her mocking smile, Abigail said, “Now ride his cock, my pet, give him a true lap dance.” 

Nicole rose to her feet and with a quick glance at Abigail that caused her stomach to flutter, once again straddled Larry. Lowering herself, she reached back and grabbing his cock she guided it to her pussy. She let her weight go and both she and Larry cried out as she was impaled herself on his cock. Nicole groaned in discomfort as she began to ride the fist cock she’d had in over a year and a large one at that. She had her hands on his shoulders and as she slid her hips up and down on him, Larry put his hand son her hips and began sucking on her right nipple. 

Nicole let her head fall back and with her eyes closed and her lips parted released a fairly convincing moan. Her long blonde hair was flowing down her now sweaty back and Abigail felt a pang of jealousy as she watched her lover being enjoyed. Nicole’s feet were on the floor and she started raising and lowering herself, sliding his cock almost all the way out before driving down hard on him. Larry’s arms slid up around her waist and pinning her to him he started fucking her with long slow strokes. 

“Fuck her harder!” Abigail commanded, “She’s not a girlfriend she’s a pet here to please you, now fuck that pussy, claim it as yours!” 

Larry obeyed and started driving his hips up hard and fast thrusting his cock deep into Nicole’s tight pussy. She cried out and leaning over rested her head on his shoulder as he relentlessly drove his cock into her. 

“Oh, I am going to enjoy you.” Lydia laughed, turning to Abigail, her voice sounded in her mind, 

 “Maybe her too, she’ll be up for grabs after this.” 

 “For someone who thinks this is wrong, you seem to be enjoying the show, Lydia.” 

 “I warned you, from there I am just a spectator in your demise.”  She countered,  “Proud whore.” 

Abigail’s eyes widened and she felt a surge of anger go through her. Turning to Nicole and Larry she called out. “Turn around, ride him backwards.” 

Nicole groaned as she slid his cock from inside her and turning around between his legs, leaned back against him. Placing a foot on each of his knees, Nicole raised herself up and he thrust his cock into her. Nicole moaned and shaking her sweat darkened hair from her eyes she began 

driving herself up and down with her legs. Abigail watched his cock entering Nicole’s smooth pussy and could hear Lydia laughing in her mind. 

Larry reached around with one hand and began fondling her nipple, His other hand came around her hips and placing his fingers on her clit, he began to rub it in slow circles as she rode him. 

“Well trained,” Albert remarked, “Scarlett’s boys have been taught to please their ladies better than in any other group.” 

Abigail nodded absently as she watched Nicole’s face. Her eyes were closed again and she was breathing hard. As much as she did not want to do this, Larry’s fingers were dancing across her clit and Abigail could make out some true pleasure in her previously false moans. Her eyes opened and immediately fell on Abigail; again she saw that look of sadness and ripped her eyes from hers. She saw Lydia smiling at her and in her mind said , “Let’s see how much pride you have whore.” 

“You know, the only issue with a show this hot is that it gets me all worked up.” Standing she pushed her chair back away from the table and sitting back down. Swung both her legs over the arms of the chair exposing the blue thong she was wearing. 

Lydia’s gaze dropped to between her legs and she heard Albert say, “Well, aren’t we frisky tonight?” 

Reaching down, Abigail pulled the thong to side and began sliding her slender fingers though her pussy. “Hmmm, I do believe I would like some fun tonight as well,” pointing at Lydia she 

purred, “Come Lydia, come please your mistress.” 

Her blue eyes widened and she glanced at Nicole who had again opened her eyes and was staring at Abigail even as Larry began pounding his cock deep inside her while still stroking her clit. 

 “Are you serious?”  she asked in her mind,  “Are you that far gone in your…” 

 “Come take the taste you’ve always wanted witch, it will be your only chance.”  Aloud she said, 

“Perhaps you are not interested.” She began to slide her thong back, when Lydia called out, 

“Of course, I will accept the offer of my Mistress’s divine pussy.” 

She rose from her chair, but Abigail smiled and tapped the table, “Crawl to me.” 

Lydia frowned and she looked as if she were going to speak, then with a glance at Nicole, she shrugged and said, “Anything for you Abigail.” 

Grabbing the straps of her dress she slid it off and now just in a tiny black thong she climbed onto the table and began crawling towards her. Abigail heard Nicole whimper from beside her and couldn’t bring herself to look at her, instead she whispered, “Make her come my brother, you cannot until she does.” 

Her attention then turned to Lydia who was making a show of her journey across the table. She had lowered her herself until her pink nipples were brushing the table and her small firm ass was in the air. Her eyes were fixed on Abigail who smiled and beckoning with her finger called out, 

“Here kitty kitty.” 

Lydia smiled and as she crawled past Amado he shook his head, “This is certainly an evening to remember.” 

Lydia reached Abigail and sliding off the table to stand in front of her, grabbed the top of her corset and ripping it down all but attacked her left nipple. Abigail cried out in surprise and pain as Lydia bit down hard on it, before she began swirling her tongue across her swollen flesh. She clutched Lydia’s hair and gave it a savage yank. Lydia cried out as she was forced back from her and grabbing her chin, Abigail hissed, “To your knees proud whore, you take what I give you, nothing else!” 

“As you wish,” Lydia whispered and dropping to her knees, spread Abigail’s pussy and with no hesitation buried her tongue inside her. 

Abigail gasped as Lydia’s tongue probed the inside of her pussy and looking over saw Nicole looking down between her legs. Her hair was now covering part of her face and Abigail was glad as the look in her eyes was one of nothing but anger. She began to drive herself down on Larry harder and faster, no doubt in an effort to get this over with. Abigail moaned as Lydia sucked hard on her pussy and moaned herself as she got a mouthful of Abigail’s juices. “Go on, Nicole, cum for our brother! Show him how much you enjoy that cock!” 

Nicole turned away from her and leaning back further began to buck her hips more slowly and in a circular motion. Larry groaned and dropping his hand from her breast spread her pussy wide and began rubbing her clit even harder. She groaned and began driving forward into his fingers and Abigail began to moan softly as Lydia’s tongue began working its way slowly up towards her swollen clit. Hr tongue was replaced by two fingers and Abigail gasped at how roughly she shoved them in. reaching down she started to play with Lydia’s small perky tits, squeezing her hard nipples and causing Lydia’s breath to hiss between her teeth as she gave them a twist. 

Next to her, Nicole began emitting a series of sharp yelps and Abigail saw her begin gyrating faster into Larry’s skilled fingers, her eyes were now closed and her lips parted. Abigail could see her thighs shaking and wondered if this indeed would be a real orgasm. At the thought she was really going to cum, Abigail felt a wave of jealousy flow through her, her angel cumming at the touch of a man! Nicole gasped and then released a loud cry and began bucking wildly on Larry’s cock. 

He slowed his thrusting and his fingers began moving even faster as Nicole squealed loudly and cried out, “Oh, fuck yeah!” as she ground her pussy into his plunging cock. She emitted a long loud moan and slumping back against him, looked directly at Abigail and said, “Thank you my brother that is the hardest I’ve come in a long time. There’s nothing like getting off on a good hard cock.” 

Lydia laughed between her legs and Abigail gave her nipples another hard twist, and then cried out herself, when Lydia nipped her clit with her teeth. Looking over at Nicole she panted, “Glad you enjoyed my pet, but this is Larry’s reward so bend over the table and let him take you like the slut you are.” 

“My pleasure,” she told her, “The real thing is so much better.” 

Sliding off Larry’s lap, Nicole stepped up to the table and bending over it rested her chin on her for arms. Shaking her ass, she said, “Come get it my brother, fuck me like you know you want to.” 

Larry pushed his pants down to his ankles and getting behind her, grabbed Nicole’s hips and with on long thrust drove his cock in to the hilt. Nicole cried out and now looking Abigail in the eye, moaned, “Yes, that’s it, that’s what I need!” 

Abigail watched Nicole’s eyes roll back as Larry pounded away on her and couldn’t tell if she were trying to get to her or not, but her moans sounded convincing and the look on her face now one of lust. Her thoughts turned from Nicole as speaking of lust, Lydia was not licking, but had begun attacking her pussy. She was sucking her clit so hard her lips were making smacking sounds and Abigail moaned as she slid a third finger into her tight pussy. Lydia thrust her fingers in so far, Abigail felt her knuckles hitting her pussy. 

She cried out as Lydia curled her fingers inside her and started thrusting them in and out. 

Abigail’s hips began rocking and turning away from Nicole, she closed her eyes and let her head fall back onto the chair. She felt Lydia moaning into her pussy and she groaned herself as she began curling her fingers individually inside her, while now tracing her clit in fast hard circles. 

She could hear the sound of flesh striking flesh and opened her eyes to see Larry fucking the shit out of Nicole, he was slamming her so hard, she could see his balls striking her pussy and Nicole was moaning loudly as he continued his assault on her. 

Abigail caught her looking at her and her gaze was now cold and hard. Even as she felt her thighs trembling from Lydia’s tongue and fingers, she felt that twinge of jealousy at the thought she was enjoying this. Larry gasped and began moaning with each thrust, 

“About time,” Ben commented, “Man that’s some control.” 

“Sit back down,” Abigail cried out, 

With a surprised look on his face, Larry stepped back, his cock making a wet sound as he 

withdrew it from her pussy. He almost fell back into the chair and Abigail demanded, “Now suck him off, use that mouth for something besides making noise!” 

This time Nicole’s eyes flared and standing up she looked as if she were going to balk, but with a pause to moan for Lydia, Abigail smiled, “Serve your purpose whore.” 

Nicole whirled around and dropping to her knees, grabbed Larry’s cock and began sucking it as if it were a competition. Her head bobbing in a furious rhythm, Nicole was using both her hands, jerking him off as well as grabbing his balls. Shaking the sweat from his eyes, Larry moaned loudly and began bucking his hips wildly. 

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned, “I’m going….” 

“Jerk it off on her face!” Abigail managed to gasp out as between the motion of Lydia’s fingers and skill of her tongue; she could feel her body gathering itself for release. “Just like the little pig likes it!” 

Larry cried out and pulling his cock from Nicole’s mouth, squeezed it and stood up. Nicole closed her eyes and obediently lifting her head, opened her mouth. Larry released his cock and a tremendous squirt of cum shot out and splattered across Nicole’s cheek and mouth. A second spurt struck her in the chin and began dripping down to her tits. L: arry moaned and pumped his cock, each strike ending in another squirt of sticky white cum. One of the spurts went directly into her mouth and Nicole made a show of sticking her white coated tongue out and wagging it at him as he continued to paint her face. He emitted a pathetic sounding whimper and this time did fall back into his chair gasping. 

Nicole began to stand, but Abigail told her, “Stay right there until I tell you to move. I…oh!” 

Abigail’s breath caught and as Lydia’s fingers curled hard inside her, she nipped her clit and throwing her head back, Abigail howled like an animal. 

“Holy shit!” Ben whistled, 

Abigail cried out again and again as Lydia’s fingers danced inside her, stroking her g-spot. She felt her body tense up and lifting her hips from the chair, she cut loose with another loud wail. 

Her pussy convulsed and knowing what was coming, Lydia shifted to the side and as Abigail’s pussy squirted it went past her and sprayed across the table. Lydia kept her fingers moving and with a smile, angled them and pressing hard and to the side on Abigail’s pussy caused the next stream of sticky fluid to squirt off to the left and strike Amado who cried out in surprise and almost fell out of his chair as his face and shirt were splattered with Abigail’s cum. 

She squealed as another shorter spurt sprayed out, but this one, Lydia placed her face in front of and opening her mouth caught most of it. As Abigail collapsed against the chair, she yelped and her hips twitched as Lydia began loudly lapping up the mess she’d made between her legs. 

“Shit, she came more than you did Larry!” Ben laughed. 

“Hey Amado,” Albert called as he threw his napkin at him, “You look like you could use this.” 

“Speaking of,” Larry said, forcing himself to stand and leaning over grabbed the napkins from his side of the table, knelt in front of Nicole who was sitting there glaring at Abigail cum dripping down her face. “Let me help you clean up,” leaning over he kissed her forehead, 

“Thank you for an amazing evening.” 

“It was my pleasure.” Nicole said quietly as he began to dab at her face, “It…” she looked at Abigail “It is my place to serve my mistress, I am but a slave to her desire,” she paused then added in a barely audible whisper, “Nothing more.” 

“As nice as that gesture is, Nicole can clean herself up, let the pig wallow in it; she loves the feeling of it on her face.” Abigail told her. 

As she spoke Lydia stood up from between her legs. “Thank my mistress, that was quite the…” 

“Who said the shows over?” 

Abigail surged out of her chair and gave Lydia a hard shove that sent her sprawling back onto the table. “One could turn deserves another does it not my lady?” 

Stepping between her legs, Abigail roughly jammed two fingers into her pussy and using the palm of her hand began delivering a series of hard slaps to Lydia’s swollen clit. Lydia cried out and began squirming on the table as Abigail continued to spank her pussy. 

‘”Like it rough don’t you?” she hissed and removing her fingers from her pussy slammed them into her ass. 

Lydia’s eyes rolled back in her head as Abigail began thrusting her fingers in and out of her ass and after giving her pussy several more hard slaps, spread her open and began sucking her clit as hard as she could. Each time she sucked it deep into her mouth she gave Lydia’s swollen button a nip with her teeth and each time was rewarded with a sharp yelp. While she devoured her clit, Abigail reached up with her free hand and began slapping her tits, going from one to the other and catching her hard nipple each time. 

Lydia yelped with each sharp blow, but her hips were already thrusting wildly and Abigail could feel her ass tightening around her fingers. Abigail removed her fingers from her ass and placing two fingers at the entrance to her pussy and two at her ass, bit her clit and jammed all four fingers home. She grabbed Lydia’s right nipple and twisted as hard as she could. Lydia went off like a rocket, she threw her head back so hard it thumped against the table, but uncaring she released a cream as loud as Abigail’s. 

Lydia screamed again and again as Abigail savagely jammed her fingers into both her convulsing holes. She continued to strike her nipples harder and faster and when Lydia’s legs went limp and she began gasping for breath, Abigail pulled her fingers from inside her and grabbing Lydia by the hair, hauled her up to a sitting position and shoved the fingers that had been in her ass, directly into her mouth. 

“Shit, I think that was less than two minutes.” Larry whistled from where he was still on the floor next to Nicole. 

Lydia eagerly sucked her fingers, then removing them from her mouth, gave her an affectionate kiss, “That was amazing Abigail,” she gave her a wicked smile, “Absinthe trained you well.” 

Before she could reply, Lydia turned and casually walked around the table and stopping in front of Larry, reached down and squeezed his still dripping cock. “I am looking forward to our time together.” Looking at Nicole she touched her cheek and whispered, “Such a good little pet.” 

She made her way back to the end of the table where, Ben was holding her dress. Lydia smiled at him and putting her arms up, allowed him to slide it down over her. Sitting down she laughed, 

“You can throw a party Abigail, that’s for sure.” 

“Yes,” Amado called out lifting his glass, “A toast to The Lady Persephone, the undisputed Mistress of the Circle who certainly does not rest on her reputation.” 

Everyone except Nicole, who remained kneeling even as Larry stood, raised their glasses, “Hail Abigail!” Lydia called and with a wink caused the candles to flare around the table in a black and red pattern. 

Abigail bowed to them and after taking a moment to pull the corset back up over her exposed breasts sat down; “You may all be seated,” turning to look at her, she said, “Nicole?” 

“Yes mistress.” She said without looking up. 

“You may go clean up now.” 

“Thank you mistress.” She said and as she rose she looked at Abigail, there was still cum dripping down her face and her eyes no longer had that edge in them, but now appeared blank as if she were stunned. “I will return as quickly as I can.” 

“No need,” Abigail waved her hand dismissively at her, “Your purpose here has been served, you’re free to go. 

Nicole’s eyes first registered surprise, then just before she looked away, Abigail swore she saw tears in them. Nicole bent down and grabbing her skirt slipped it on without bothering with the thong. Larry had pulled his pants up and grabbing her shirt from the table held it up for her. As Nicole slid her arms through it, he again kissed her cheek, “Thank you my lady, this was quite memorable.” 

“For me as well.” She murmured. 

She began to walk over to Ben, who stood as she approached, “Good night my brother, I…” 

“I said take your leave Nicole.” Abigail told her, “Now.” 

“Of course mistress,” Nicole replied, walking quickly past without looking at her. “Taking my leave is exactly what I had in mind.” 

Abigail heard the door close behind her and off to her left Balthazar released a long draw out cry, 

 “Fool”  its voice echoed in her head. 





Chapter Four

Abigail glanced down at Amado’s phone that he had placed on the table after checking a text he had received. It was nine ten; forty minutes after Nicole had left the room. Abigail stared down at the steak in front of her; she’d barely touched it or the rest of her food due to the burning sensation in her stomach. She poked listlessly at the steak again and after raising the piece halfway to her mouth put the fork down and sat back, her mind racing. 

She wondered where Nicole was. She hoped she was upstairs. There would be a fight, but if she had a chance to speak with her, she could keep her here. If however, she had immediately 

grabbed some clothes and left she was long gone. Around her everyone was talking about various Circle gossip and Abigail felt confident Amado would have a new tale to tell other than the one he had planned on. Nicole’s performance had been quite convincing and her own encounter with Lydia added to the cover up. 

But now she had to make this up to Nicole, to try to convince her, this would truly never happen again. Her head was throbbing again and picking up her water, she placed the cool glass against the side of her face. 

“Abigail, are you feeling alright?” Albert asked, reaching over and putting his hand on her forearm. 

“I’m fine, why?” 

“Because you look pale.” He paused, then laughed “Sorry, bad joke, but you’ve been quiet and seem as if you’re not well.” 

Abigail noticed everyone watching her now and with a smile said, “Perhaps it was someone I ate.” 

The men burst out laughing and Lydia rolled her eyes at her from across the table.  “Joke all you wish, Abigail. Your angel is preparing to leave as we speak,”  Lydia spoke into her mind . “Your little show erased suspicions, but now you have nothing to cover up.” 

 “No, she…she will not leave me.”  She responded silently. 

 “You’ll find out soon enough.”  Lydia shrugged and resumed speaking with Larry about some of the older members she’d served with over the years. 

Abigail frowned as it occurred to her she had not heard from Balthazar, she scanned the room and couldn’t find him. Had he left with Nicole? She looked at Amado’s phone again and was disgusted to see only another couple of minutes had past. 

“Sure you’re alright?” Albert asked, leaning over he whispered in her ear, “Your aura is fractured tonight Abigail, you’re not yourself, perhaps you should rest.” 

She prepared to tell him not to worry about her, then thinking of what Lydia had said, nodded, “I think you’re right.” 

Standing, she said, “My friends, I am sorry, but I must take my leave. I have been a bit under the weather and need to rest. Please feel free to stay as long as you wish and as always The Flame is your playground. Julian has been instructed to find suitable playmates for all of you tonight, but if someone catches your eye, they are yours.” 

“Goodnight my mistress,” Larry said standing, “Thank you for inviting me into your home and for your amazing hospitality and please thank The lady Medusa again the next time you see her.” 

“You’re welcome and I will be sure to do so.” she looked down at Amado and said, “My brother, a word before I leave?” 

“Of course.” He pushed away from the table and followed her towards the door, “What is it Abigail?” 

Putting her arm around his shoulders, she began speaking softly, “Amado, little birds, human and otherwise sing to me and it seems you had doubts about my adherence to the rules of this group.” 

He frowned, then with a shrug said, “Something someone else said, but I thought it might have a kernel of truth to it. I think tonight showed otherwise.” 

“Because there was no truth to that rumor.” She told him. “But I believe in leading by example, not resting on my laurels, so I allowed myself to participate more than usual tonight.” 

“You had nothing to prove, Abigail, trust me, I…” 

“But I felt I should prove my position , once.” She emphasized the word. “Now that I have, know this. If your tongue ever wags about me again, I will part you from it. Understood?” 

“Umm….yes, that was more than clear,” he said nervously. 

“Good.” Kissing his cheek, she smiled, “You smell like me.” 

“Perhaps I shall wear you like a fragrance to attract the ladies in the club.” He forced a smile. 

“Goodnight Amado, do give Scarlet my regards.” 

She turned from him and leaving the room quickly crossed the large sanctum. She entered the secret passage way and had made it to the club level when the hairs rose on the back of her neck. 

Spinning around quickly she saw Lydia coming up the corridor behind her. 

“What is it?” she called

Lydia didn’t speak until she had reached her and reaching out to her, placed her hand on her cheek, “I leave for LA tomorrow and wanted to say goodbye to you and to wish you luck, though it may be too late for that.” 

“No, its….” Abigail tried to focus and pick up on Nicole’s mind, but the club was full and her head began to throb with the effort.  In frustration she snapped, “I don’t even know if she is still here, but if not I’ll find her, I’ll…” 

A faraway look appeared in Lydia’s eyes and after a moment she nodded, “She is still here, but in the process of packing, she will not be here much longer.” 

“Then I will be able to…” 

“I don’t know Abigail, you pushed too far tonight.” She shook her head, “The dance would have been enough, she was already letting Loki touch her, and you did not need to humiliate her like that.” 

“Love lust and…” 

“Enough with that.” Lydia waved her hand, “Why are you so sure Lorena did the right thing? I assure you she did not and I warned her she risked losing you, but she didn’t care,” 

“She cared!” Abigail pointed in her face, “She loved me and knew I would do the right thing because I loved her.” 

“No, she knew you were a plaything to her and would do whatever she wanted, that it would hurt you, but you would never refuse her, because,” she shrugged, “You’d been abused your whole life, you had no idea what…” 

“Shut up witch!” she hissed at her. “You have no idea about Lorena and I. Yes we played the part and no, I did not like it. But when she stepped down she fulfilled her promise to me. The last couple of years before she took ill I was her only lover and I was able to go that time in the group with never truly sharing. We were together as….” 

She trailed off when she saw Lydia shake her head and look away from her. “You were and are a fool my niece. I warned you that Nicole is not you, she has been hurt and betrayed by those she has loved and been loyal to and will not do so again. You should have heeded my advice not that of my power obsessed sister.” 

“Oh, please.” Abigail said with a smirk, “Don’t stand here and try to sound like you truly care. 

Your face couldn’t get between my legs fast enough.” 

“You offered and at that point the deed was done, the minute you told her to blow him it was over.” She laughed, “Why should I lose out on what I’ve longed for?” 

“Well I hope you enjoyed your taste Lydia,” she told her, “It will never happen again." 

She turned away, but Lydia kept speaking. “I did so enjoy that little treat. You have a very sweet pussy Abigail,” she chuckled, “Almost as sweet as your dear Lorena’s.” 

Abigail stopped and slowly turned back around. “What did you just say?” 

“Simply that your pussy was almost as good as hers.” She laughed, “You two spent so much time together you even taste alike.” 

“You lie!” Abigail shook her head, “Lorena was my foster mother, not true blood, you….you’re her sister!” 

Lydia gave her a nasty smile, “Gods laws, mans rules? Abigail do you think for a moment that with my departed sister and I’s appetites and closeness our sleeping together would not be inevitable?” 

Abigail thought briefly of Lovecraft from the east, carrying on a two decade affair with his sister. 

But they had been separated, not raised as siblings and Lydia and Lorena had been close their entire lives. 

“Very close.” She told her, “And thank you for thinking so loudly, I was curious about Mark and Megan, but no worries, I will never betray them.” 

“You slept with your sister.” She repeated. 

“Many times over many years.” Lydia nodded. “The first time we were not even in our teens. 

We’re only a year apart and were each other’s first and favorite lovers. Where do you think Lorena got her ideas of lust and love? We loved each other as sisters, but lusted for each other as women.” She pursed her lips in thought, “I believe our mother knew and never cared. We were the two most powerful Lefays to come along in quite some time; she would refuse us nothing, even each other.” 

“Sick.” Abigail muttered. 

“Coming from you? A woman who plays mother daughter fantasies out with innocent young 

girls?” she grunted then her eyes took on that faraway look again as she thought back on the past. 

“Many Walpurgis and Samhain celebrations we joined not only our power, but our bodies. The nights I spent in my sister’s bed have always been my best memories.” 

Her eyes focusing again, she laughed, “Ironic that the Circle made an effort to keep us from playing knowing we were sisters, yet here we were doing it behind their backs.” She pointed at Abigail, “Lorena was very fond of you however, many times I suggested the three of us enjoy each other and she refused, you were hers.” She waved her hand disgustedly, “She’d share you with anyone else though, I remember that night she asked me to go to LA for business then found out she had you go down on every woman at the table at the meeting I was forced to miss, talk about…” 

“Shut up!” Abigail yelled at her. “I am sick of your little digs, sick of you trying to corrupt my love for her!” 

“She corrupted that Abigail,” Lydia said in a soft tone as she reached out and took her hand, “She corrupted you and it was not a corruption of the flesh which we all do to people, she corrupted your heart. You love Nicole, but don’t know how to, Lorena showed you the wrong path, not…” 

“She did not corrupt me!” Abigail raised her voice again, “She loved me, even when she shared she loved me! She might have lusted for others, but it was me she loved. And she did, whole heartedly at the end before she was…” 

“Lorena was never faithful to you Abigail, never.” Lydia said quietly, giving her hand a squeeze, 

“I know she wasn’t.” 

“You lie!” Abigail snarled, tearing her hand from hers, “You want me to hate her because you were jealous of her, you just want to hurt me because you’re jealous of me as well! You…” 

Abigail stopped shouting and winced as the not only the pounding in her head increased, but again a dull red glow had appeared behind her eyes and on either side of them the torches in the hallway had begun to flicker. 

“I don’t lie, Abigail. I know it for certain because,” she paused and taking a deep breath finished, 

“I was still sleeping with her when she left the group.” 

“That’s not true!” This time the flames of the torches that lined the corridor as far as she could see flared. 

“It is” Lydia said calmly as she looked at the torch to her left, “Lorena promised you what she could not deliver. She loved you, but always as more of a daughter. She lusted for you as well, she was your first and she owned you and knew it. But her lust could not be satisfied with just you.” 

“Stop speaking.” Abigail whispered. 

Her body was trembling and she could hear the roar of flames in her mind. She was beginning to sweat and the air behind Lydia was shimmering. She frantically searched for the door that would close off her power, but seemed lost in her own mind. She needed to find Nicole, tell her she was sorry, hold her and be held by her. 

“But she had promised you,” Lydia continued, ignoring her. “And it was difficult to sneak around behind your back, so we started spending a lot of time together, because you would never expect it. Hell there were nights she slept with you, then when she awoke, she would slip into my room and we would play. On meeting nights while you were running the show we were enjoying the pleasure of each other’s flesh.” She gave her a nasty smile, “Many nights you were getting my sloppy seconds Abigail.” 

Abigail took a step back and finding her throat was too constricted with rage to speak, she turned her back on Lydia and began walking away. 

“Right to the end Abigail, even when she first took ill.” Lydia called out behind her. “How many times did you have to travel in the first stages of her illness, but had no worries because I was there tending to her needs.” She laughed, “And tend I did to all of them. She was sleeping with both of us until her body could no longer enjoy. She was never just yours my poor deluded niece, right up until…” 

“Shut up!” Abigail screamed and spinning to face her clapped her hands together. 

The torches on either side of Lydia exploded upward, until they hit the ceiling. The flames then twisted and shooting down at an angle, headed directly for her. Lydia calmly brought her arms up and held her hands up, palms out. The flames altered their course and struck her hands; the stream of flame seeming to be absorbed into her palms. Lydia clenched her hands into fists and opened the left one. Abigail saw a trail of ashes fall to the floor and bringing her right hand up, Lydia opened it and said, “Here, this is yours.” 

A ball of fire shot out toward her and Abigail remained unmoving until it was within a foot of her face, before turning her head to the right. The flame followed her gaze and struck the wall in a shower of sparks. Abigail turned to face Lydia to see her walking towards her, her blue eyes blazing. 

“You would attack me?” she demanded, “The woman who helped raise you? The woman who 

saved your life back in…” 

“The woman who lives to torment me because of her petty jealousies!” Abigail snarled, “The woman who would break my heart with her cruel lies!” 

Raising her hands, Abigail waved her fingers back towards her as if inviting Lydia on. Halfway down the corridor, the flames of two of the torches flared sideways. When the flames met in the center of the corridor they swirled together before roaring down the corridor in one long bolt of fire aimed at Lydia’s back. Lydia stopped walking toward her and cocked her head. Just before the flames reached her back she threw her arms out to the sides. 

The flames parted and passed on either side of her. As they did Lydia clapped her hands together and rejoining in front of Lydia, the flame shot towards Abigail. She put her arms out in front of her, her palms side by side and cried out as the flames struck them. A white hot pain surged up her arms and she staggered back several steps from the impact. Lydia had taken Abigail’s power and magnified it with her own. The flames began to slide past her hand and flow towards her body. With a scream of effort, Abigail ripped her hands apart and the now separate flames shot to the sides and exploded against the walls. Something struck her head, and Abigail saw a shower of dirt fall from the ceiling in front of her. 

“Stupid bitch,” Lydia sneered, “Is this the fight you want? So be it!” 

She shoved her hands forward and Abigail gasped as something with the power of a freight train struck her stomach and chest, knocking the wind form her and sending her sprawling down onto the floor. Her back hit the hard packed dirt and her head thumped hard against it. Even as she stared up at the ceiling her vision spinning, she caught sight of the torch just over her head and pointed three fingers at it. Three separate balls of flame shot from it and flew in the direction of Lydia. 

Abigail knew they would be ineffective, but bought her enough time to get to her knees. Still trying to catch her breath she saw Lydia smiling at her, the three fire balls bouncing up and down on her palm as if she were juggling them. One at a time they exploded in a cloud of ashes and shaking her head, Lydia called out, “Let’s take away your toys and see what you have.” 

She raised her arms and threw them forward. Every torch down the corridor for as far as Abigail could see, extinguished and turning her head she saw all but one behind her had gone out as well. 

Leaving them in near darkness. 

“Much harder to create a fire from nothing.” Lydia told her and swung her hand. Abigail cried out at the force of a slap to the side of her face that snapped her head around. “Although you could do it when you were sleeping. When poor little Abigail was having those bad dreams. But for us you could have died a number of times, you ungrateful witch. Now stop this foolishness and….” 

Lydia’s voice trailed off and she frowned and cocked her head. Her eyes widened and she 

whispered, “Abigail, don’t let…” 

It was too late, Abigail had stopped fighting the power of her mind as she stared at Lydia her vision changed and everything appeared to her in a red haze. She could feel her body trembling, but this time not in anxiety, but red hot rage and power. The smell of ozone grew stronger in the corridor and the air around Lydia began to shimmer. Lydia swung her hand again, but cried out in pain as a shower of sparks erupted from just in front of Abigail’s cheek. Clutching her smoking hand, Lydia took a step back and Abigail felt her gathering her own will. 

Remaining on her knees, Abigail let her mind open completely and in the back of it she heard that voice,  “Oh, keep screaming, we love it when you scream!” 

“Burn!” Abigail screamed and in front of her a wall of flame appeared on either side of Lydia and exploded towards her. 

Lydia put her hands out and stopped them, but they flared brighter and began to trickle down past her hands towards her body. Focusing on the flame, Abigail could still hear the voices in her mind,   “There’s that ass! Squeal you little pig!” 

Abigail released a loud shriek of pure rage and as she did she felt a burning in her throat. Her mouth still open, a stream of flame shot from it and straight for Lydia’s face. She jerked her head to the side and the flame missed her, but the ones around her were growing stronger. Her red dress was beginning to smoke and her entire body was flushed red from the heat. Abigail was struck with the vision of poor Melanie on the floor, the five animals raping her, sticking their cock in her now bloody holes and beating her, hitting her. 

“I said burn!” she shrieked and then fell backwards as the floor beneath her shook and the entire corridor burst into flames. 

She heard Lydia scream and saw her fall to her knees before a wall of flame blocked her from her vision.  Abigail could feel Lydia’s power growing behind the flames as she fought to keep herself safe and locking onto that final image, Abigail rose to her feet and released a howl of pure rage and hate. More flames shot from behind her to join the conflagration in front of her. 

“More!” she screamed and from the other end of the corridor a wall of fire appeared and racing towards her joined the roaring flames  surrounding the woman who would lie to her about her love. 

Abigail threw her hands forward and cried out in pain as flames shot from her palms and struck the wall of fire before her. Somewhere in there Lydia was still fighting and blast of flames shot back out at her. Just before they reached her, Abigail spun in a circle, her arm raised over her head. As she spun the flames circled her and throwing her arm forward they shot back towards there source. Beyond control Abigail raised her voice above the roar of the flames and a burst of fire sprang from the floor and encircled her. 

The flames danced around her, yet she felt no heat. For the first time in her life she had completely released the full force of her mind, she was beyond the heat now, one with the flame. 

Not the man made flames that had been in the torches, but the black flame, the power she served was alive and strong within her. She weaved her hands in front of her and the flames followed the pattern spinning and dancing for her. She heard Lydia scream in her mind and clenched her fists. 

The flame gathered itself into a large ball on either side of her and reaching back and gathering very bit of her will, she threw her arms forward with another scream of rage. Not just the balls of fire flowed towards the bonfire in the center of the room, but another burst of fire came from her raw throat. As she screamed she felt her legs give out and fell to the floor gasping for breath as her last attack had left her completely drained. 

Sitting back on her knees, she watched the flames crash into the existing wall of fire and Abigail saw more dirt falling from the ceiling and walls. Looking at the wall to her left, she wondered if anyone in the club was aware the walls were shaking from more than just the pounding of the powerful sound system. She turned back to the eruption of living flame in front of her tried to peer into it with her mind and vision. There was no sign of Lydia within the wall of flames and shimmering heat and she could no longer feel her will. 

It was done, she had…. Her eyes widened and she felt her heart skip a beat, she had killed Lydia. 

“No,” she whispered as the enormity of that last thought hit her. 

She’d wanted to hurt her for hurting and mocking her and lying to her, but Lydia was her Love’s sister and had indeed saved her life many times in many ways. Despite her constant mocking she was Abigail’s family and loved her in her twisted way she…

Abigail’s thoughts were cut off by a tremor through the floor beneath her. In the center of the flames in front of her something began to grow. A black shape appeared and as it grew it began to take on a familiar shape. Her eyes narrowed as the shape expanded and the flames began to part. A smaller shape rose from the main mass and with a start Abigail realized she was looking at the body and head of a crow. Two red flames appeared as the eyes of the crow opened and there was a loud shriek within Abigail’s mind. 

Within the flames, the head of the crow lifted and Abigail covered her ears against the unearthly wail that came from it. The crow spread its wings and Abigail was driven hard against the wall as the flames exploded around it. She cried out and began waving her hands at the small barbs of fire that flew towards her. They veered off, striking the wall to either side of her as well as the floor. They kept coming and Abigail frantically moved her hands faster, trying to summon her waning power to defend herself. 

She cried out in pain as one got past her and struck her shoulder, she saw her skin immediately rise in angry red blisters and that pain caused her power to surge and the air shimmered around her. The rest of the flames exploded harmlessly against it and in a moment the corridor was free of flames and eerily silent. Abigail stared ahead of her and saw Lydia on the floor on her knees, her head bowed and touching the floor. Her dress was gone and her back covered with huge 

blisters. 

Abigail saw her back heaving and felt a wave of relief she was still alive. That relief turned into a stab of fear as Lydia slowly rose to her feet. She was naked and there were blisters and burns all over her body. Her arms from shoulder to her forearms were lobster red and even as she moved Abigail saw the blisters bursting on her skin. Lydia’s eyes were closed and she was gasping for breath. Her blonde hair was singed black at the edges and Abigail saw with horror that her silver necklace had been burned into her chest and neck. 

Lydia ‘s face was somehow unmarred and as her eyes flew open Abigail saw they were so bright they appeared lit from within. She saw Abigail still sitting with her back against the wall and walked slowly towards her. 

“Lydia,” she whispered, “I’m s…sorry, I...” she cried out when Lydia flicked her wrist and again her face was turned with the force of the blow from Lydia’s mind. 

Lydia was only a couple of steps away from her and Abigail again struggled to summon her 

power to defend herself. Lydia drew her hand up and swung it in a back hand motion and a flash went off behind Abigail’s eyes as her head was snapped back the other way, in slow motion she saw blood fly from her stinging lips and strike the wall next to her. 

“Bitch, if you raise your will against me one more time, I will not hold back and this club will come down around us, before I eventually destroy you, understood?” Lydia hissed as she 

dropped to her knees in front of her. 

Abigail turned to face her, then gasped as Lydia hooked her hand into a claw and she felt her throat constrict under the pressure of an unseen hand. She raised her hand and as a flicker of flame came from her fingers, Lydia slapped her hard in the face, this time with an actual blow. 

Her head banged against the wall and stunned, she tried to speak, but was being slowly strangled. 

Drawing her leg, up she reached into her boot and withdrew the long knife concealed in the sheath built into the lining there. 

She brought her hand up and seeing it, Lydia grabbed her wrist and with a strength that belied her size and injured body, pulled her arm up and toward her. Placing the blade to her neck, she released the pressure on Abigail’s throat and said, “Go ahead, Abigail, do it, cut the throat of the woman, who just as much as your alleged love, kept you safe and made you who you are. Go 

ahead and kill one of the few who ever loved you, because,” he voice softened, “I do love you Abigail, not in the way you seek, but as my sister in power and as my niece. Remember Abigail, one does not have to be blood to be family.” She lifted her head and offered her blistered neck to her, “Make your choice.” 

Abigail dropped the knife and over whelmed by her emotions began to cry. “I…I’m so sorry 

Lydia.” 

Lydia sat down beside her and taking her chin in her hand lifted her head to face her, “The fault in a sense is mine. I told you something I knew would enrage you and I could sense you were already in pain.” 

Abigail looked down the large blisters on her arm, “I….you’re scarred for…” 

“No,” Lydia said softly and placing her finger over one of the blisters rubbed it in a slow circle. 

When she lifted her finger the blister was gone and the skin beneath, unscarred. “I will heal, it may take a few days, but I will be okay.” 

Reaching up she peeled the necklace from her chest. Abigail winced at the sound of her skin tearing and the blisters popping. Looking down calmly at the nooses burned into her skin she said, “This, however, could be an interesting scar.” She touched it and for the first time groaned softly in pain, “But I am far too vain.” 

“How can you…” Abigail began. 

“What one of us can do the other can undo, unless of course as we know it’s fatal.” Sliding her arm around her shoulders, she sat next to her. “Abigail I am much older than you and although you are powerful, you stopped learning. Lorena only taught you so much, and mainly she taught you how to use your rage. All that does is enable you to destroy and inflict pain. But we can heal as well. I…I have never felt so helpless as when I could not heal my sister, but it was her time.” 

She reached up and gently wiping the tears from Abigail’s cheek continued, “I can still teach you Abigail and would love to. You’re more powerful than even you know, but that power is tainted with hate. Many see us as evil, we are not. Have I killed? Yes, but when my life has been threatened by ignorant people who would see me killed. I am not an angry person, Abigail, bitter at times, but you my niece have a darkness that was thrust upon you and you seem to embrace rather than release. I survived your attack through discipline. You cannot beat me because you lose ability to reason and focus, which is fortunate because that is how I was able to spare you, I knew I had to simply out last your outburst.” 

“I am truly sorry Lydia, but you…hurt me badly with your…” 

“It is not a lie Abigail.” Lydia said, “And I believe you know it in your heart, you have your doubts I know, because I feel them.” 

“So it’s true,” Abigail said softly, more ridiculous tears leaking from her eyes. “She was never loyal to me.” 

“No.” Lydia said simply, “And another reason I did not fully attack you. Your angst is not truly directed at me Abigail, but at her.” 

“I loved her.” She said sounding and feeling pathetic. “In every way.” 

“You did, but it was not reciprocated.” Lydia removed her arm from her and shifting over so she was in front of her took her hands in hers. “I swore to my sister I would never tell you of us or her infidelity at the end. But she is gone and you are here. You have found love in Nicole and it is Lorena’s lies and twisting of your heart that prevent you from simply accepting it and knowing its importance. You were in love with an ideal Abigail, not a reality. Lorena was not how you choose to remember her.” 

“Did she ever love me?” 

“Of course she did, as her daughter, but no more, you truly were just a favorite in her bed. 

Lorena was my sister whom I loved dearly, but she was manipulative and everything was about power and her legacy. From the second she sensed your presence she knew you were her 

replacement in the Circle and she groomed you to think it is the most important thing in your life, so important you would lose your angel over it.” 

“How do you know I…” 

“It’s in your mind every time you look at her.” Lydia smiled, “Your angel, the light in your darkness and its true, but you may have lost that over the fallacies Lorena placed in your mind. I heard your thoughts during the performance tonight, your jealousy of her being with a man and to her credit, her own inner anger allowed her to begin to torment you with that knowledge, but trust me, the pain emanating from her was intense.” She sighed,’ I should not have touched you, but,” with a laugh she said, “The spirit is willing, but the flesh so damn weak.” 

“That’s not true. We do what our spirits wish.” Abigail replied quietly. “Lorena did not succumb to lust for you, she simply did not want to be true to me.” She put her head down, “She lied to me and treated me as a fool.” 

“Yes” Lydia agreed.” The promise of her love got you to join a group you would not have other wise and kept you in it and now you are locked into it. It is important for you not to leave. Even as we speak a danger grows in the LA Circle, a threat to all in the group.” 

“Ruine.” Abigail said quietly, thinking of Ramses new member whom he was obsessed with. 

“Yes, he is powerful, Abigail. Ruine is a true voudon who gave his soul to the loas as a child in exchange for an unnatural vitality. He believes he cannot be killed and many have failed to prove him wrong. Ramses is a damn fool to think he will abide by our rules and in the end I see blood pain and death, no one but you will be able to stand before him.” 

“You can.” 

“It is not my fight Abigail. If needed, I will fight alongside you, but not for you. But even if Ramses gains sense and tosses him, the groups fought in the past and lived to spite each other. 

Careers were ruined, lives destroyed, sometimes people hurt. Lorena was the first to truly unite them, but you have solidified the Circle even more. You are the embodiment of the group. Many admire and respect you, but better yet those who do not live in fear of you. You need to stay, but did not need to prove yourself tonight. The men call you Abigail the unattainable; let that extend to women as well. Let Nicole quit the group and simply be your body guard and to the others a live in pet. You need never do what you did tonight again, that was your pride and Lorena’s teachings.” 

Abigail nodded and sitting up winced as her burned shoulder rubbed against the wall. Reaching up, Lydia put her palm over it and Abigail felt a warm sensation at her touch. When she removed her hand, her shoulder was smooth and clear. 

“Thank you.” 

“Abigail, understand I did not mean to break your heart tonight, but I want you to release the past once and for all to enjoy your future. A future that as we speak is preparing to leave you;. You must go and try to prevent that.” 

“Will she stay?” Abigail asked, “Can you foresee it.” 

“I told you of my original vision.” She sighed, “And right now it is taking all my will not to be in agony. What I do know is if she leaves this building you will never find her. She is trained to not exist; even the Circle’s resources will be unable to locate her. Leave me and go beg your angel’s forgiveness.” 

“I still have time?” 

“I foresaw you being stupid tonight and told Seth to stop her if he saw her trying to leave the club.” She rolled her eyes, “He is no match for her, but I hope he did stall her for at least a short while.” She grimaced in pain and slowly rose to her feet. 

Abigail stood with her and asked, “What of you? Shall I send someone with some clothing? Do you need to be taken to…” 

Lydia waved her off. “My room is accessible by one of the passageways off of this one. I will spend the night soaking in a healing bath and perhaps stay here one more day. By then I will be healed enough to travel and within a week I will be as beautiful as always.” 

Afraid to touch her blistered body, Abigail took her hand in hers, “Please forgive me Lydia, I did not mean to hurt you.” 

“Nor I you, my niece.” She brought her hand to her lips and kissed it. “And you are forgiven, however, if you would like to make my pain meaningful go claim your last chance at happiness.” 

She let Abigail’s hand go and added, “It will be the last one you are given.” 

Part Three



Chapter One

Nicole grunted with effort as she hoisted the two large suitcases and carried them out of the bedroom towards the secret door behind the tapestry. Putting the cases down she pulled the heavy material to the side she grasped the handle and pulled. It wouldn’t turn and putting both hands on the knob, she twisted it until her knuckles popped from the effort. She released it and reaching into the pocket of her jeans pulled out the ring of keys she planned on leaving with Julian just before she left the club for the last time tonight. 

Even as she slipped the key into the lock, she couldn’t remember locking it when she’d arrived from downstairs. It’s not like Abigail couldn’t open it locked or otherwise. Then again, to say she was distraught when she had left the dining room was an understatement.  Nicole turned the key and frowned when it wouldn’t turn. Pulling it out she looked at the bottom to make sure it was the correct one. All her keys were color coded and sure enough this was the blue one she needed. 

She jumped at the sound of Balthazar screeching behind her. Turning around she saw it perched on one of her suitcases flapping its wings at her. He had followed her up the hallway, scaring the shit out of her by flying past her just before she had closed this door behind her. The damn thing and been circling the bedroom and squawking the entire time she had been cleaning out her closet and bureau. The bird sounded off again and stepping back from the door, Nicole reached behind her and pulled out the skeleton forty five from where she had tucked it into the small of her back. 

Nicole fired two shots, one over and one just beneath the doorknob. The bark of the gun echoed through the large room and she stepped back from the splinters of exploding wood. Stepping back up to it, she brought her leg up to her hip and drove her foot into the splintered door frame. 

There was a loud crack and the door swung inward sagging on its bent hinges. 

“I don’t need keys either bitch.” She said and went to pick up her suitcases. 

Balthazar was still perched on one and when she went to grab the handle, caught the back of her hand with its beak. With a cry of pain she pulled her hand back and bringing the gun up pointed it at him. With a burst of noise and feathers the crow launched itself into the air and made a beeline for the open bedroom. Nicole followed him with her arm, tracking him with the gun. Her finger itched to pull the trigger, but at the last second she dropped her arm. She doubted anyone downstairs would hear the gun over the music, but she needn’t risk it over a stupid bird. 

Tucking the gun back into the small holster, she pulled her black Metallica T-shirt over it and picking up the luggage stepped into the corridor. The apartment was on the fifth floor and the stairs were ridiculously steep and narrow. Carrying the bags down would be a pain in the ass so she decided to take the smooth dirt ramp floor down to the club level. The hallway would let her in to the large storage room slash office behind the bar from there she would take the back door out into the alley, she’d leave the bags, at the door and go across the street and back her black ford explorer down the alley to toss her things in. 

It was additional time and work, but she still had to grab her guns and ammo and didn’t need to be seen crossing a main street at nine o’clock with an arsenal under her arm. License to carry or not, police frowned upon fully automatic AK-47’s as well as a Military issued Colt AIR. They sure as well would wonder what she was doing with a German Mauser SP-66 sniper rifle. 

Nicole made it down one level before putting the cases down and after wiping at the sweat on her face, took the handles and started sliding them along sloped dirt floor. That was much easier and as she pulled them alongside her, she tried to keep her mind clear, but it was impossible. Never in her life had she been so humiliated. Granted in her time in the circle she had performed sexually in front of the group on a couple of occasions, but each time was an act of mutual pleasure once with a man once with a woman. 

Each time it was slower and more enjoyable, with both her lovers of the evening taking their time with her. This time was her literally being told step by step what to do and in as degrading way as possible. Although Larry had tried his best to respect her, Abigail had urged him on to fuck her mouth and treat her lick a slut. Nicole allowed herself a small smile of satisfaction at the fact she was able to get to Abigail a bit at the end by acting as if she had enjoyed being fucked. 

The smile quickly faded. That had been no victory, she might have caused a bit of anger in her now former lover, but she’d drowned whatever sorrow she had felt by enjoying Lydia between her thighs. No, there was no win for Nicole tonight. She had faked an orgasm to allow Larry to think she was enjoying him. It had not been his fault she allowed herself to be used. Used; that was the word she had been told to fuck like a piece of meat, like one of the whores from the club and by the woman she had been foolish enough to trust. 

“I’ll never hurt you again my angel.” She whispered as she continued her descent, “You’re a lying whore Abigail!” she shouted angrily down the empty corridor. Her words were followed by choked sob that escaped her. Nicole had been crying off and on since Abigail had dismissed her like a dog. She’d managed to stay in control until she’s gotten upstairs and feeling like the dirty whore she had been treated as she had gone straight to the shower. While in there she’d sunk to the floor under the hot water and cried like she hadn’t since she was small child being used as a punching bag by her father. 

She didn’t fight it; instead she allowed the sobs to burst freely from her as she released the pain of her broken heart. Abigail had lied to her, no more than that she had flat out betrayed her. 

Nicole had no doubt Abigail planned on her fucking Larry the entire time, but knew she had to put her on the spot, not tell her in advance. Nicole had been a fool for her. Even playing the dance up more than necessary, allowing Walsh her tits and although not comfortable with it, letting Lydia lick her pussy. 

When she had gotten to Larry she added the touch of him getting his mouth on her nipples and even a quick taste of her. From there she had planned on stopping then Abigail told her to get on her knees. Everything in her wanted to tell her to fuck herself and to walk away. It would not have necessarily given them away; it would have just looked as if she were defiant, bad for Abigail, but not the same. Instead, just as she had for her country, Nicole had respected her position and put her neck in the noose. 

Even as she was sucking and fucking like a back room stripper, Nicole had hoped Abigail would break, would see how she was hurting and stop her. She still would have left her, but at least she would have known there was something there. Instead she was struck with what she should have already known, Abigail or whoever the hell she truly was, was a heartless bitch. She was not a lover, but a mistress and Nicole her love struck pet.  That part of tonight’s show was certainly not a lie, that’s all she was to her, a plaything. 

After she had showered, Nicole had dressed and debated simply taking the guns and going. 

Everything else was replaceable. But she wanted Abigail to find her closet empty and her things gone. Another part of her wanted to wait for Abigail to appear and tell her off, but she quickly decided against that. Abigail would try to sweet talk her and upset her even more. In the end she was so upset she didn’t trust herself not to hurt her. Instead she would leave and not just the club, but the circle as well. 

She had left the red phone upstairs and planned on changing her number. She would go back to DC and begin the process of her slowly disappearing, altering her social, possibly even changing her last name for the third time. The Circle had powerful resources, but going dark was her specialty and if any of them were dumb enough to come looking for her they would pay in blood and that included that cunt that she had given her heart to. 

“Just like your mother.” She muttered as she approached the door to the bar. She should have walked out after she had hurt her with the strap on, but had turned into the victim she said she never would be and stayed. Well not this time. 

Releasing the suitcases, she removed the leather jacket that had been draped over one of them and slipped it on. Removing the .45 from the small of her back, she slipped it into the holster sewn into the jacket under her left arm and opened the door. As soon as she did, she turned and pulled the cases through, as she turned back to face the room, she heard a yelp and saw a young redheaded girl bent over the small desk. 

Behind her was a heavy balding man fucking her doggy style. He was too far gone to notice Nicole and for a second she watched him with disgust. His stomach was so big he had it propped on the girls back like a shelf and he was sweating profusely and breathing like a bull. The girl stared at her for a minute before pushing herself up on her arms and yelling” stop” 

“What the hell,” the guy demanded, then seeing Nicole exclaimed, “What the fuck?” 

“This is the bar, the brothel is downstairs,” Nicole pointed at the girl. “Get out.” 

“But…the rooms are full and I…I need the money.” She stuttered, “I…I’m sorry, please don’t tell Julian!” 

Nicole shook her head, she had seen the girl before and thought her name was Kerri, one way or another it didn’t matter. She looked at her petite perfect body and then the fat oaf behind her whom she noticed was wearing a wedding band grunting disgustedly pointed at him, “I said get out, go home to your wife or better yet, do her the favor and get hit by a car on the way.” She looked down again at his stomach and said, “Or maybe it would take a truck.” 

“Who the fuck are you? He demanded as he bent down and pulled his pants up, “I…holy shit!” 

Nicole had whipped the .45 out and pointing it at him, said, “The last person you’ll ever see if you don’t leave.” 

“Yeah…yeah!” he nodded like an idiot as she pulled his shirt on over his fat gut, “I’m leaving!” 

“Hey,” Kerri yelled as she pulled her short black dress down over her hips, “You didn’t pay me.” 

“I didn’t finish!” he began to head for the door. 

“Pay the girl” Nicole gestured with the gun, “Now.” 

“Fine.” Pulling his wallet out he reached in and with a shaking hand extended a hundred dollar bill to Kerri. 

“Give her another hundred, you’re ugly.” She said. 

“What? I…” 

“You’re fat as well give her two fifty.” She brought the gun down so it was aiming at his crotch. 

“Now.” 

He stared hard at her then pulling some money out handed it to her, “Its…its two twenty all I have, honest.” 

“Good enough now go.” 

He turned and almost fell over himself running out the door and into the club. Looking at Kerri she said, “Go back out on the floor and you did not see me, understood?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” she said softly, “Thank you.” 

Nicole watched her leave then dragging the bags across the room, opened the door and pulled them out into the alley. She pushed them behind the large dumpster and shutting the door behind her, began fishing her keys out of her pocket as she walked towards the street. She could see her truck in its customary spot and bringing the key ring up started to hit the alarm. 

“Going somewhere?” 

Nicole jumped back as a large form stepped out from behind the dumpster and stood in front of her. She breathed an initial sigh of relief when she saw it was Seth, then frowned, she didn’t like his body language. He was wearing a pair of loose fitting black karate pants that he worked out in and a sin tight white tank top that accentuated the darkness of his skin. He had crossed his arms in front of his chest, causing his huge biceps to bulge and had a smile on his face she didn’t like. 

“Yes,” she told him, “I’m getting out of here.” 

“Aww, you and Abigail have a spat?” 

“None of your business.” She told him, “Why are you in my way?” 

“Because I have been instructed not to let you leave.” He said, and flashing a big smiled, said, 

“So how about we head back in and have a drink, talk about this?” 

“Who instructed you?” 

“None of your business.” He said with a smirk. 

“Can’t be someone that cares about you.” Nicole said, taking a step towards him. 

“Or about you.” He uncrossed his arms and sliding his left leg back, brought them up in front of them in a defensive position. 

“Really Seth?” she asked, “After all we’ve been through, you’d fight me?” 

“I was number one until you came along Nicole, I’m better than you, but I guess you lick a better pussy and got the top gig.” 

Nicole regarded him carefully, she’d seen him fight and knew she was faster and better, but he was as strong as a bull and well over twice her weight. He could take a beating from her, but one mistake on her end could be it. Then again, this was just what she needed. She curled her hands into fists and easing her own right leg back stopped herself. She needed to leave and this was not the time for a chance, her hand blurred inside her jacket and before Seth could begin to strike at her, the forty five was six inches from his face, the barrel pointed between his eyes. 

“You’re going to shoot me?” his dark eyes widened, “You cheap bitch!” 

“Trust me, having your head turned into a canoe will be less painful than being paralyzed for life unable to feed yourself. I am not playing Seth.” 

“What if I don’t move, you would really kill me?” 

“You have to decide that,” she said staring into his eyes. “But think about this, I leave and the gig as you say is yours, you’ll be Abigail’s right hand. I’d say you don’t get the benefit package I did, but trust me, I can tell you, you really don’t want that.” 

“It’s not about the job, you’re over rated Nicole and I intend to prove it.” 

“Moron, I was trained by the idiots who flew down to your mudhole country and trained you and the rest of your sorry band of monkeys. You think they taught you everything?” 

“Monkeys?” he repeated his eyes darkening. 

“Just calling a spade a spade.” She smiled, her eyes still locked on his. “Now will you move or do your brains become graffiti?” 

He held her gaze and she continued to stare at him until she saw him blink. He gave her a brief nod and began to step back, “You’d really shoot me?” he asked again. 

“Apparently you think so.” She told him

Before her words were finished she saw his shoulder begin to dip. 

“No, I don’t think you can,” his right arm snapped up and out, the back of his hand striking the inside of her forearm. 

In the less than a second it too for his arm to strike her, Nicole thought of pulling the trigger. His head was whipping to the left as he tried to drive her arm to the right and in the slow motion her mind always function in during a fight, Nicole estimated that if she instantly pulled the trigger she would put a bullet directly into his right eye. Instead she spun to her left so she was already turning as he struck her arm. 

She held onto the gun and using his impact to speed her spinning, dropped down to her knees. 

She heard his follow up blow swing over her head and by then she had completed her spin and driven her right elbow into his stomach. His well muscled abdomen was like striking a wall and she barely felt her elbow sink in at all. Realizing he was not going to double over for her, Nicole rocked onto her right hip and pivoting to the side snapped a quick kick into his chest. 

The impact rocked him back, but barely more than a step. She drew her leg back and hesitated briefly. As she knew he would, he caught his balance and quickly came forward again his right leg lashing out for the gun still in her left hand. Nicole dropped her hand and rocking back again this time kicked straight up. She was aiming for his jaw, but realizing his mistake, he awkwardly jerked backwards, her booted foot caught him in the chest and as he staggered back, Nicole launched herself up already spinning, her left foot caught him solidly in the side of the head and as she came around to face him he swung wildly at her. Nicole stepped into the ill aimed blow and easily blocking it with her right arm raised her left and brought the handle of the gun down directly onto his nose. 

There was a crunch and his nose exploded. He cried out and staggered back, blood spurting from his face and driving her right hand up, Nicole caught his chin with the heel of it and as his head snapped back, whipped the same hand around and caught him in the throat with the edge of it. 

He dropped to his knees gagging and holding his face and Nicole started to bring her leg up, planning driving her knee into his head. At the last second she saw him rock back on his hip as she had done and strike out with his right leg. Her right leg already coming off the ground, Nicole bent her left knee and managed to launch herself up and over the kick. 

Unfortunately that left her airborne and Seth drove his left arm out, his hand open and struck her between her breasts with the palm of his hand. She grunted as the breath left her body and the power behind his blow sent her airborne. She sailed backwards several feet, but as she was taught twisted in mid air so she landed on her hip and as she rolled over got her palms down on the ground to avoid rolling over again. A sharp pain went down her leg, but it was better than her head striking the ground. Unfortunately she’d dropped the gun to brace herself and as she slowly gained her feet she saw it lying several feet away from her. 

In front of her Seth had gained his feet and placing his hands to his face, wrenched them to the side. From several feet away she heard his nose crack as he reset it and removing his hands from his face, he laughed, “Pretty good, but size matters bitch, you’re not strong enough to take me.” 

He looked at the gun and walking over to it, kicked it under the dumpster. “I don’t want to kill you Nicole, just beat you.” 

“So that’s it?” she asked as she slid her jacket from her shoulders and tossed it on the ground. 

“You want a shot at the title poser?” she brought her hands up and weaved them in front of her face, “Fine, but I’m in a hurry so come and get it.” 

Seth quickly closed in on her and threw a right and left at her face. Nicole dropped her arms down and simply whipped her head to the left and right. Each time she did she dealt his face a hard slap to enrage him and when he threw a roundhouse, she stepped under it and sticking her foot out tripped him as she drove her elbow into his broad back. Seth went down hard, but quickly rolled to his feet, his leg whipping around in a defensive kick. 

“Not what you got it’s how you use it.” She told him “Haven’t you heard that one before?” 

“I’ve never had to.” He said as he wiped blood from his still oozing nose. “Maybe I’ll show you when I’m done.” 

“I’ve been with women that are more of a man than you are. Now you going to stand there and bleed or fight?” 

With a smile Seth took a step and launching himself in the air threw a spin kick, Nicole ducked it and spinning tried to kick his legs out from under him. He leaped again and as she spun up into a standing position, it was he who went low. The kick caught her just under and behind the knees and throwing her arms up and whipping herself up and back, Nicole turned a back flipped and landed facing him as he came around. His eyes widened and he started to say “Holy…” when she slammed her forearm against the side of his head with everything she had. 

Nicole felt the impact all the way up to her shoulder and as he rocked back, hit him the same way with the other arm. She then drove the top of her head into his face again and watched as he staggered back, but reaching back, he braced himself against the wall and kept himself upright. 

What the fuck was he made of? Nicole didn’t want to kill him, but it was looking like she had have to seriously hurt him to stop him. 

“Quit while you can still walk.” She told him. 

“A man never gives into a woman.” He said stepping towards her. 

Nicole stood her ground but began bouncing lightly on her feet her hands in constant motion. 

“Is that so?” she asked. 

“That’s because women are less than dogs and should be treated as such.” 

Nicole’s eyes widened as he had spoken in perfect Farsi and had immediately launched a quick jab at her. The blow slipped between her hands and slammed into her jaw. She staggered back and threw a flurry of quick blows, but Seth had stayed where he was. 

“Funny, I hear that you got taught your place by a few men out there didn’t you?” 

Nicole felt her anger rise within her at the sound of that hated tongue and stepping forward launched her right hand out, fingers straightened, heading for his throat. But he had gotten to her and she had telegraphed it. Slipping to the side, he caught her wrist in his powerful hand and snapping his left forearm up and back, striking her with the back of his hand.  She managed to turn her face at the last minute to save her nose, but his knuckles caught her temple and she staggered back. 

He was still holding her wrist and yanked her back to him. Dazed she threw her left hand out to strike his face, she was too slow and slapping her hand down he opened his arm and as her momentum took her forward he let her thump against his chest and pinned her arm just below her shoulder under his arm. She made the mistake of looking up and was slammed in the face by the head butt he had thrown. She felt her knees give out, but he yanked her up, effortlessly keeping her on her feet. 

Her right wrist was trapped and her arm pinned under his arm, she tried to drive her knee up into his balls, but she was too close and instead the blow uselessly struck his powerful thigh. 

“Got you, now bitch.” He hissed still in Farsi. “Yeah I heard they gave it to you good, fucked you up and made you scream.” 

Nicole drove her heel down into his shin, but except for a grunt he didn’t seem to notice. He gave her wrist a sharp twist and she bit her lips so she wouldn’t cry out. 

“Tough are you? You screamed for them didn’t you?” he laughed, “Heard you were a day from the rape room, man they would have loved you, maybe I’ll round up some guys and we’ll play it out for you. If Abigail’s done with you she won’t care, would you like that?” 

Nicole spat in his face and threw her head forward, but he jerked back and pushed her down so she struck his chest instead. 

“Tie you to a table and just take you over and over, we’ll put you on one of those spinning tables and swing you from cock to cock.” 

Nicole forced herself to calm down he was running his mouth too long. He was fucking with her and she had to find a way to get him off balance. Seth turned slightly to the side and keeping her arm pinned under his reached across his body to wear he was holding her wrist, grabbing her index finger in his hand he bent it slightly and asked, “How about a manicure?” 

Nicole was struck with the vision of her nails being torn off and a flash of white hot rage went through her. Leaning back, she managed to put just enough space between them to leap and draw her knees up to her chest between them. The movement startled Seth enough to let go of her finger and she pushed her legs against his chest with all her strength, she succeeded in forcing her arm from under his. He made the mistake of catching that wrist as well and pushing back to the full length of her arms, Nicole threw herself backwards. 

Her shoulders screamed as she began to flip over, but when she was almost over she snapped her legs out and caught him in the face with both feet. He immediately let her go and continuing her flip, she landed on her feet in front of him. The kick didn’t have a lot behind it and he was already swinging at her. Nicole let her legs slide out to the sides and dropping down into a split, she punched him in the balls. Bringing her legs together she sprang up to her feet as he doubled over and the top of her head slammed into his face. 

He sprawled back against the wall and jumping up against him, Nicole placed her feet on his hips and grabbing the straps of his tank top, threw herself backwards. She landed on her back and as he came down with her extended her legs and with an effort that caused her legs to crack sent him flying over and behind her. She heard a huge crash and continuing roll sprang to her feet spinning as she did. She landed facing him to see he had slammed into the dumpster and was on his knees. 

Stepping forward she kicked him in the face , causing him to sit up. Grabbing the top of his head, she pivoted and after slamming her knee into his face, stopped behind him. Lifting her arms she grabbed her left wrist with her right hand and drove her elbow down with all her strength. She struck him between the shoulder blades and she heard the air whoosh out of him. He dropped to his hands and knees and straddling him, Nicole grabbed his chin with one hand and the back of his head with the other. 

She wrenched his head halfway around and catching herself, stopped just before she snapped it. 

He was still conscious and gasping beneath her. 

“I could kill you right now you son of a bitch.” She hissed in his ear. “Think about that when you wake up.” 

Letting go of his chin, she put her other hand on the back of his head and slammed it twice against the dumpster. She felt him go limp and releasing his head let him fall against the dumpster. She watched him slide to the ground and began to walk past him. She stopped when she saw his out stretched hand next to her foot. Drawing her leg up, she stomped hard on his hand and at the sound of his fingers snapping she said in Farsi “How’s that for a manicure?” 



Chapter Two

Nicole reentered the apartment through the still wide open door and stopping in front of it, paused and cocked her head. Her instincts told her the apartment felt empty, but she still moved slowly and silently through the huge living room, towards the bedroom. After backing her truck up she had tossed her bags into it and grabbing Seth’s still unconscious form had managed to drag him behind the dumpster. She also dug the forty five out from beneath it and it was in her hands now, moving from side to side, following her eyes as she scanned the apartment. 

She didn’t know who had sent Seth, but had a hard time thinking it was Abigail. Then again, she hurt her emotionally would she hesitate to have someone hurt her to keep her from leaving? 

Regardless there might be more and if nothing else, when Seth woke up, he was going to go to Julian and it could be possible she would have to fight her way out. The bouncers at the Flame were far more than a bunch of brawlers they were all heavily trained many by Nicole herself and in one of the back rooms there was a locked safe containing dozens of guns. 

Abigail’s staff was more like a miniature militia whom she treated and paid well enough to go down in a hail of blood and bullets if she commanded them to. Nicole often wondered why 

Abigail felt the need for that, but Jakes story of the New Orleans coven once coming after her and Lydia gave some sense to it. Nicole made it to the bedroom and moving carefully through the door, spun at movement to her right and seeing a black shape hurtling towards her pulled the trigger at the attacking Balthazar. 

There was the sound of shattering glass and Nicole swore as she looked at the smoking hole in the wall behind the mirror. She watched some of the spider webbed glass fall from the frame, then ducked as she felt the crow coming up behind her. She half expected to feel his claws rake through her hair, but instead it flew past her and she saw it perch on the headboard and cocking its head, chirped softly at her. 

She leveled the gun at it, and then with a sigh, put it down. She didn’t need to kill Abigail’s pet, after all he seemed to be the only friend she’d never screwed over. Nicole walked over to the bed, and then paused. She’d sworn she felt the floor shake. She could faintly hear the music from below, but it didn’t feel like the bass vibrating. She felt it again and this time it was accompanied by a rumbling sound. Balthazar cried out and flying past her went into the living room. Nicole followed it gun at the ready and saw the bird fly over and hover near the tapestry. 

Nicole walked over to it and frowned when she saw it moving. She caught the smell of smoke and flinched at another tremor. Balthazar called out again and poking her head through the doorway, Nicole not only smelled smoke, but the corridor was warm. She took a few steps into it and heard a loud roaring sound. The far end of the corridor went dark as the torches around the bend went out and she swore she heard a woman yelling. There was another tremor and the 

corridor began glowing. This time Nicole made out Lydia’s voice screaming and behind it she heard Abigail’s as well. 

A wave of heat struck her face and she distinctly heard Abigail scream the word “Burn” 

“Oh my god.” She whispered, Abigail and Lydia were going at it. 

She backed slowly back into the apartment and holstering the gun went back into the bedroom. 

Nicole was not a believer in the supernatural, but as Jake had said there were documented cases of pyrokineses. Lydia and Abigail had been igniting the candles all during the meeting 

downstairs earlier and now had no doubt moved to bigger things; perhaps each other. Nicole briefly wondered if she should get involved, make sure Abigail was…

“Fuck her.” She said aloud and going over to her long bureau opened the bottom drawer. 

She pulled out a long duffle bag and after unzipping it, set it on the bed. Nicole began removing the small cases containing her pistols and dropping them on the bed. Underneath were four long flat cases containing her rifles and after setting three of them into the bag, opened the forth. She looked down at the Israeli Galil sniper rifle. It was essentially a semi automatic that had the stock removed to fit against the crook of the shooters arm and was equipped with a long range scope. 

Placing the open case in the bag, she removed the gun and after slamming a clip into it, put two more in the pockets of her jacket and closed the case. She put the gun on the bed and turning back to the bureau began removing boxes of ammunition and throwing them into the bag. It was going to weigh a ton, but if she had to she would drag it. Nicole planned on taking the corridor again, and was going to be carrying the rifle. 

She had no idea if anyone else was going to be waiting for her in the back room or alley, but they would be sorry if they were. If Abigail and Lydia were going at it, she would deal with that as she needed to. The drawer was now empty and Nicole prepared to zip it up, when she noticed her turquoise robe hanging from the hook. It was Abigail’s favorite on her and she thought about leaving it as a reminder of what she lost. Then again, Abigail would have no remorse anyway and better to leave nothing behind. Reaching out she grabbed the robe and tossing it into the bag grabbed the zipper and began to pull the long bag shut. 

Balthazar flew into the room and landing on the bed, looked at her and ducking his head into the bag, pulled the robe out and began to back across the bed with it. 

“Are you fucking kidding me?” she asked. 

Reaching out she grabbed the robe and yanking it from the birds beak tossed it back into the bag. 

Balthazar squawked and lunging back into the bag, came out with it again. 

“That’s it you shit, you’re going to end up as stuffing in a pillow.” As she spoke she drew the forty five again and pointed it directly at him. 

The crow looked up at her and leaning back over the bag dropped the robe into it. He began backing away from her making pathetic sounding noises in his throat as she continued to point the gun at him. The bird stopped, and cocking its head, stared directly into her eyes. Nicole’s eyes widened as she swore she heard a voice whisper in her mind “Don’t go.” The voice was human, but not. It sounded distorted as if someone was speaking from behind a fan or 

underwater. She cocked her own head and as the birds eyes remained locked on hers she 

distinctly heard “please” 

“Oh, fuck you.” She snapped, “This fucking place is getting to me.” Leaning over she placed the barrel of the gun directly against the unmoving crows head and began pulling the trigger back, 

“Bye bye birdie.” 

“Please don’t shoot him” Abigail said from behind her. “He doesn’t want to see you leave.” 

Nicole whirled around and as soon as she did Balthazar flew past her and crossing the room entered his cage where landing on the bottom of it, he put his wings over his head. 

“More sense than most people I know.” Nicole said quietly, and then focused her attention on Abigail. 

She looked like hell. Her hair had begun curling back up and part of it was hanging in her face. 

The edges of it also appeared to be singed in places. Nicole noticed a patch of dried blood at the corner of her mouth and the front of her corset was blackened. She smelled of smoke and her normally bright black eyes seemed dull and lifeless. Her black eye makeup had run in streaks down her face and for a moment, she thought it looked as if it could have been from crying, but Abigail was to heartless to cry. 

There was a sheen of sweat on her face which was most likely the cause of the mess. Abigail’s already ghostly complexion looked downright pasty and as she walked into the room, Nicole saw her swaying back and forth as if she were either sick or exhausted. She caught herself starting to ask if she were alright, but using the memory of what she had done to her hardened her heart. 

Gesturing at her she said, “Witch’s spat?” 

“There was a…misunderstanding between us.” She said, her normally rich voice sounding as 

dull her eyes appeared. “Like many things this evening it was my fault.” 

“That your first sorry attempt at I’m sorry?” Nicole asked, watching as Abigail approached her. 

She stopped by the foot of the bed and looked down at the gun in her hand, “And are you so angry, that you would shoot me?” 

Nicole slipped the gun back into her jacket and shook her head, “Truth be told Abigail, you wouldn’t be worth the bullet. Besides, it’s not like you don’t already have a hole in that black thing you call a heart already.” 

Turning she finished zipping the bag and with a grunt of effort swung it up over her shoulder. 

Her sore body groaned under the weight, but she would be able to manage to get it into the corridor. Reaching down she started to grab the rifle when Abigail stepped closer to her and whispered, “You really wish to leave me, my angel?” 

“If I could have a wish, it would be that I was smart enough to walk the fuck out on you last week.” Nicole told her, “And you better go downstairs and find yourself another angel, because this one is leaving.” 

She lifted the rifle and started to walk past her, but stepping in front of her, Abigail put her hands up, “Nicole, please don’t go. You…you can’t leave me.” 

Her voice cracked as she spoke and Nicole grunted disgustedly. 

“Save it witch, and what are you going to do, have your goons attack me, like Seth did?” she pointed in her face, “Not enough to break my heart, you wanted my body broken as well?” 

“I assure you I did not send Seth. That was Lydia’s doing, she wanted to stall you so…” 

“So what? You could try to keep me around so she could go down on me next? “

“No, she….” Abigail stopped and with a sigh asked, “Nicole why are you leaving? Don’t you understand?” 

“Understand?” she repeated numbly. 

Walk away! Her mind screamed, but she could feel her temper rising and as she hesitated, 

Abigail continued. 

“Yes, Nicole we’re free after this we…” 

“Oh, I’m free alright!” she snapped, “I’m free from you, you twisted, manipulating bitch!” 

“Nicole…” 

Abigail stopped and flinched back as dropping the rifle, Nicole slung the bag from her shoulder back onto the bed. If she had to see her again, then she would make it worth her while, 

“You humiliated me!” she screamed at her, “Fucking humiliated me down there!” 

“You…you said you would….” 

“I said I would dance!” Nicole shouted, “You lied to me Abigail! Her voice was cracking and as angry as she was she felt her eyes welling up. She tried to stop herself, to try not to sound so hurt, but could no longer hold back, “You hurt me!” 

“No,” Abigail shook her head as she wrung her hands nervously in front of her. “I didn’t ask you to do anything you haven’t done before, you…you’ve been with men before.” 

Somewhere in the part of her mind that was still rational, Nicole picked up on the fact that Abigail looked scared. Last time she had been indifferent, then when she came onto her sorry, but smooth, sweet and confident. Now it appeared she knew she’d gone too far. Good, the 

enraged part of her thought; let the bitch squirm. 

“That was before you!” she shouted and taking a step forward got directly into her face, “I haven’t been with a man, I haven’t been with anyone else but you in over a year!” 

“But…” 

“Know why? Because I loved you!” she cried out and her words came out in a sob, “I was stupid enough to love you and even dumber to think you could love anyone! All you love is this group and yourself! You fucking hurt me and again, you…you don’t care!” 

“I do Nicole,” Abigail said and reaching down, tried to take her hand. 

“Don’t you dare fucking touch me!” she snapped slapping her hand away from her and taking a step back. “And you didn’t just make me fuck him, you fucking degraded me! Called me a 

whore, told him I was his fucking whore!” 

“That…it was an act angel,” she said as she lifted her no doubt stinging hand and rubbed it with the other. “We had to…” 

“No we didn’t! The dance was enough! Even that was embarrassing, but I did it for you! I…” she fought to catch her breath and managed to finish in a choked whisper, “I would have done 

anything for you Abigail, all you had to do was be good to me and you weren’t, you fucking used me!” 

“I…I lied to you.” Abigail said, her voice barely audible, “You wouldn’t have done it if…” 

“You admit it?” Nicole asked incredulously “You fucking cunt! You set me up! I…I thought you got carried away, but you planned this!” 

Abigail’s eyes widened and she started to speak, but stopped and after a moment simply said, I…

I did this for us, we….” 

“You did it for you! You and your reputation! There is no fucking us, there never was an us, only you! And guess what, you should be happy because your secret was preserved and now it is just you!” 

She went to grab the bag again, but Abigail stepped between her and the bed, 

“Move Abigail or I will move you.” She told her, her lip curling up in a snarl of rage despite the tears beginning to flow down her cheeks. 

“Nicole, it had to be done and now no one will ever question us, we…we can be happy now 

and…” 

“I was happy before this! You didn’t have to go that far! This last week was the best of my life and all of it was an act, you going sweet on me so I would play along and do what you wanted too!” 

“You…you could have stopped.” She said softly, then shaking her head asked, “Why…why 

didn’t you?” 

“Why? Because I was waiting for you to stop me!” Nicole threw her hand sup in the air in 

frustration. “I went through with it because I hoped the woman who said she loved me would stop me, that when she saw tears in my eyes while I was sucking cock that you would call it off, that you would show some mercy, some fucking decency.” She waved her hand disgustedly at 

her, “That you would show you were human, but you didn’t. You saw the pain in my eyes 

Abigail, I know you did and you just let it go, no more than that, you rubbed it in.” 

“I…I’m so sorry, I…” 

“Egging him on, telling me how to fuck him, what position calling me a pig and that story is going to be spread all over the circle, Nicole is nothing but Abigail’s little piglet, just another whore. You not only degraded me as an alleged love, but as a Lady of the Circle, but that’s okay, because I’m leaving the group as well.” 

“You can’t leave.” She said, shaking her head. 

“Why, because then it will look bad for you? I…” 

“I…I don’t care about the group, I mean me.” 

“As twisted as I know you are, I cannot believe you would think I wouldn’t leave.” 

“Because I thought you would understand that we had to sacrifice and…” 

“We? We had to sacrifice? Nicole laughed harshly “Yeah you looked like you were sacrificing with Lydia between your thighs.” 

“I did sacrifice!” Abigail raised her voice for the first time and brought her hand up to point in Nicole’s face. “And before you! You think I wanted that disgusting cock against me? You think I wanted to feel cum on my body? I did that for…” 

“For you!” she shouted again, “No one made you do it and I wanted you to stop! Notice the difference Abigail? I asked you to stop!” 

“But I couldn’t!” she snapped back at her still pointing,. “I had to show I was willing to do it, so you would…” 

“Oh, go fuck yourself!” Nicole again slapped her hand away, this time with a backhand flick of her wrist. “You knew what you were doing, you set me up!” 

“Please Nicole, I said I was sorry.” 

“I’ve heard that one before, sorry until the next time. And bullshit it was the same! You let someone jerk off on you big fucking deal!” 

“You don’t think it hurt me to see you with Loki?” Abigail asked “To see the look on…” 

“No I don’t, because you looked pretty damn happy cumming like a fucking fountain all over the table while I sat on my knees with cum dripping down my face! You wouldn’t even let me wipe off, told me to sit there like a pig!” 

“It was….” 

“You didn’t sacrifice Abigail; you never have and never will! Everyone does it for you; now get the fuck out of my way” 

Nicole started to step around her, but stopped when Abigail reached out and grabbed her arm, 

“How dare you?” she hissed at her. 

“Bitch, get your hands…” 

“I have sacrificed!” Abigail shouted at her, her voice hoarse and cracking as she did. “You don’t know how much I’ve sacrificed!” 

“You’re right I don’t because you never told me anything and now I could care less what you think you…” 

“I know what I’ve sacrificed!” she cried out, her eyes now blazing, “What I’ve gone through and how much pain I’ve endured. I’ve given everything for the Circle and I…I’ve been hurt the same way…” 

“You’re going to be hurt if you don’t move.” Nicole said quietly, 

Grabbing her wrist she yanked it away from her hand off her  jacket, “I am not going to stay and listen to you pretend you’re some kind of martyr, like you’ve ever suffered or wanted for anything. And I sure as hell am not going to stick around and listen to you try to make me think you care. Now move!” 

She punctuated her last words by grabbing her by the shoulders and shoving her to the side. 

Abigail staggered and as Nicole grabbed the handles of the bag, she lunged forward and grabbing Nicole’s arm snapped, “No! You can’t leave me!” 

“I said don’t touch me!” Nicole spun around and bringing her hand up, slapped her hard in the face. 

Abigail’s head turned and as she stood there stunned, Nicole could already see the red outline of her fingers appearing on her white skin. She slowly turned back to face her and Nicole saw tears in her eyes, “Please stay my angel, I…I  Lo…” 

“Shut up!” Nicole screamed and slapped the other side of her face, “Don’t you say it!” 

She slapped her again hard enough to cause her palm to sting and as Abigail staggered back stepped towards her, and slapped her again and again screaming as she did, “Don’t you dare say it!” every word was accompanied by a hard slap and bringing her right hand over her left 

shoulder she dealt Abigail a vicious back hand blow, “You don’t love me!” 

The last blow was hard enough that Nicole felt the pain of it through her forearm. She saw blood fly from Abigail’s mouth as the impact spun her completely around. She fell to one knee, her right arm catching the bed, to keep her from falling to the floor. Nicole looked down stunned at the stinging palms of her hands and breathing hard looked over to see Abigail had sank to both knees and was holding her face in her hands. Nicole saw blood dripping onto the floor in front of her and then forcing her gaze from her leaned over to grab the duffle bag. 

She stopped at the sound of a muffled sob and turned to see Abigail’s bare shoulders shaking. 

She released another sob, this one much louder and Nicole hesitated. From her knees Abigail began making a high pitched whining noise and Nicole realized she truly was crying. She let the bag go and wiping at her own eyes, she walked around to look down at her. Sensing her in front of her, Abigail looked up and Nicole felt a pang of regret at the sight of her. 

Her hand prints were visible on both sides of her face now and her cheeks were not only red, but already swelling, her lips were split and there was blood oozing from them as well as her nose. 

Her right eye was also swelling and there were tears flowing down her cheeks. Dropping down to one knee, Nicole said, “I…I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have hit you, but I’m leaving and you can’t…” 

“I…I don’t care about you hitting me,” she said in a faraway voice, “I’ve been beaten much worse than this.” She stifled another sob and looking up at her with her tear filled eyes said, “I…

I do love you Nicole, I…I’m sorry I hurt you…I…” this time she couldn’t hold it back and 

sobbing loudly begged, “Please don’t leave me!” 

Nicole felt herself wavering, the sight of Abigail Lefay in tears was something she never thought she’d see, but the second she started to feel badly for her, she remembered her promise that she would never hurt her. 

“Way too little way too late Abigail.” She said quietly. “Fool me once shame on you,” she shrugged and started to stand, “You know the rest. Goodbye Persephone, enjoy your reign.” 

“Nooo!” Abigail wailed and as Nicole stepped away reached out and grabbed her hand, “Please Nicole, I…I’ll leave the Circle I….” 

“Knock it off.” She tried to pull her hand away,, but Abigail was holding her tightly and she didn’t want to hit her again. 

“I…I will! I swear I’ll do anything for you Nicole! Just please stay with me…I do love you! I…” 

she trailed off when Nicole shook her head and grabbing Abigail’s wrist, eased her hand from hers. 

“I’m not going to fall for it this time.” She told her, “You know what really hurts? Is that as cruel as you can be, you can be so sweet, so loving. I stayed all this time because I lived for those nights. I used to think the game was Persephone and the tenderness was my Abigail and thought you were worth it, but I was wrong. Abigail is the cruel one because you toyed with my heart not my body.” 

“Please.” She whispered, “I…I’ll be your Abigail, I’ll be…” She tried to grab her hand again, but when Nicolle stepped back, she wailed “Stay with me!” 

Behind her, Nicole heard Balthazar release a long high pitched sound strangely like Abigail’s crying. She stared down into her pleading eyes and her pity left her. This was just a pathetic ploy to get her to stay. 

“For years I served my country because I loved it. I freely risked my life to protect it and everything it stood for. In a sense I gave it my heart. But for all I did, for all the lives I saved when I was captured they were going to leave me there. I was only saved because I broke the rules and didn’t give up what I knew. Had I, they would have left me. I was hours away from a rape room. I would have been raped repeatedly until my mind broke and my body gave out, 

raped to death. They would have never blinked an eye about it.” 

“I swore when I walked away that I would never be that loyal again, that I would never give anything to anyone who would not give back. I gave you my heart Abigail and you crushed it. 

Like my country, you don’t get the second chance. Goodbye Abigail, I’m glad I got to see who you truly are tonight, it hurt at the time, but made leaving a lot easier.” 

She started to turn when Abigail spoke softly, “I…I haven’t always been Abigail.” 

“Right, I’m sure you used to be a real sweetheart, and this is just an act for…” 

“I…I used to be sweet,” she continued, her eyes staring down at the floor as she spoke through her bloodied lips. “I used to try to be loved, but I was someone else then.” 

Nicole jumped when her phone began to vibrate in her jacket. Ignoring it she watched as Abigail turned on her knees and sitting back against the bed, stretched her legs out in front of her. She seemed dazed, but continued speaking, “I lied to you my angel.” 

“No kidding.” Nicole said, her phone had stopped then vibrated one more time; Jake. 

“You asked if I had ever been hurt by a man and I told you Abigail never had, but before I was Abigail Lefay I was a sweet young girl, but she was hurt by a man, by several of them, hurt badly and….in a way they did kill her, but not right away.” 

Nicole stared down into Abigail’s battered face and was struck by what she had said a moment ago,  “I’ve been beaten much worse than this.” 

“Oh my God” she said, “You….you’re Melanie Carter.” 



Chapter Three

“Melanie,” Abigail repeated, her head cocked slightly, “So strange to hear that name. No one has called me that in over twenty years. Even I haven’t thought of myself as anyone but Abigail in that time.” 

“But Melanie Carter died in the hospital, she was….” Nicole paused before finishing, “Beaten to badly to survive.” 

“Melanie did indeed die, but spiritually, not physically. And even then not until several years after that attack.” She gave Nicole a pathetic attempt at a smile through her swollen lips, “But you knew the name, you have been snooping my angel.” 

“Yes, but just recently when I decided you were never going to tell me anything on your own.” 

Despite the fact she wanted nothing more than to leave she couldn’t help asking; “So the real Abigail Lefay?” 

“She left this plane at the tender age of eight from the disease that claimed her father and ultimately our mother.” 

“Our mother?” Nicole frowned, “You’re really Lorena’s daughter? I don’t understand, and there was a death certificate and grave for Melanie.” Nicole snapped her fingers, “Her brother even put a gravestone on it several years ago.” 

“Gravestone?” Abigail’s eyes widened and Nicole saw a fresh wave of tears begin to flow from her eyes, “My brother always did love me.” 

“So he thinks you’re dead?” Why…” 

“But he couldn’t protect me,” Abigail continued, in that distant voice, “Not from him.” 

“Who, what are you…?” Nicole caught herself, what did it matter? What was done was done; no matter what she called herself Abigail had hurt her one too many times. 

“Would you like to hear Melanie’s story, Nicole?” she asked as she wiped at her oozing nose. “It’ 

not a pleasant one; unfortunately life was not sweet for her, but if you wish to hear it I will tell you.” 

“Like I said, too little too late. I asked you many times to tell me about your life, now you’re just trying to keep me here.” 

“Perhaps,” she nodded, “But if nothing else even if you leave you will truly know me. Right now only Lydia knows who Melanie is because she was there. Everyone else knows me as Abigail.” 

She looked up at her, a plea in her tear filled eyes, “Would you like to truly know me?” 

“I already know you Abigail.” Nicole answered, “If not who you are, I know what you are, and that’s a sick abusive woman.” 

Abigail lowered her head and Nicole started to rise to her feet when she paused. “I saw a picture of Melanie, she didn’t have…” 

“My eyes?” Abigail finished, “Yes she did, but they were hidden.” 

Nicole almost asked, but forced herself to stand. “I’m leaving before I get shot up here. I…” 

She stopped when reaching down into her boot, Abigail removed her phone. She hit speaker and Nicole could hear it ringing through.  “Yes, Abigail?” Julian answered. 

“Julian, I am upstairs with Nicole and not to be disturbed, if…” she stopped and swallowed hard, “If Nicole wishes to leave tonight, she is to be allowed to do so, no questions asked.” 

“Why…never mind, as you wish. By the way, have you seen Seth Abigail? I can’t find him in the club?” 

“He’s behind the dumpster in the alley.” Nicole said, “He is going to need to go to the hospital.” 

Abigail frowned at her, “Apparently Seth is in the alley and needs help go tend to him and ask no questions.” 

She hung up before he replied and let the phone fall to the floor and sighed, “Another’s pain I have caused tonight.” 

“Well, I might have caused that one.” 

“No, Nicole, my behavior set forth a chain reaction of hurt, you, Lydia, now Seth.” 

“Well maybe they will let you make it up to them; two out of three isn’t bad.” Nicole paused and softened her tone, “I’m sorry I hit you.” 

Abigail nodded then looking down at her hands, which she’d placed in her lap, began speaking quietly; 

“My mother Miranda was born in New Orleans and was a Lefay. However, she did not have the distinct look, hence not one of the chosen who wielded true power. I believe she may have been a cousin to Lorena and Lydia, but perhaps two or three times removed.” 

Nicole narrowed her eyes as she spoke. The best thing to do was walk out the door. The longer she stayed the worse this would be and it would make Abigail think she had a chance. But she had spent years in the field hunting down people who had changed identities and led multiple lives. Jake’s info had provided all the pieces, but only Abigail could tie them together. She also now knew she would not have to fight her way out, Julian would never disobey Abigail. When she left here it would be finished. 

Her curiosity was peaked, and although apart of her mind reminded her of what curiosity had done to the cat, Nicole sank back down to her knees in front of her. 

“Miranda’s mother was on the outs with the family and raised Miranda to fear her heritage, to think she was some kind of monster and only God could save her. Miranda went to church every week which was where she fell in love with a man studying to be a minister. They were married and after having a son named Wayne, my father got a chance to take over a church in Columbus, Ohio and Miranda was thrilled to move away from her evil relatives.” 

Nicole recalled Jake’s saying that Abigail’s, no Melanie’s parents had wanted nothing to do with her and even as Abigail continued she had a feeling of where this was going. 

“A year later my mother became pregnant with me and when I was born she was appalled to see I bore the features of a true Lefay. Back home any time a baby was born with black eyes and the raven hair and ivory skin of our long departed ancestor Lilith there was a celebration. That baby would be revered and her and her parents put under the protection of the coven. As the child grew it would be instructed by the elders in the ways of magic, and on their eighteenth birthday be brought into the coven.” 

“When Miranda realized I was a true heir to the Lefay legacy, she panicked. She was terrified that they would sense me and come to claim me and kill her in the process for hiding me. More than that, she was a twisted zealot and felt my birth was a punishment for her evil heritage. 

Without going into a lot of details, my mother was never close to me. She…” Abigail looked at her sadly, “She was ashamed of me and it showed. She was never affectionate and although she always took care of me, it was a chore to do so. On the other end she doted on my brother and my father could do no wrong. In fact she felt like she didn’t deserve him for bringing a witch into this world.” 

“I can already see where your contempt for religion came from.” Nicole said when Abigail 

paused and lifting her skirt, used it to dab at her still bleeding lips. 

“Not yet, you haven’t.” she replied, “As I got older and I am sure more for her own safety than mine, my mother tried to conceal my appearance. Because my black eyes were disturbing the eye doctor provided her with blue contacts for me. My vision was perfect so they were only for color, but she made me where them constantly. She also always tried to color my hair.” 

“Tried?” 

“Yes,” Abigail produced a small smile, “The Lefay blood is not to be denied. She would color my hair blonde and within two days it was light brown and by week’s end jet black again. She even stripped it once and died it again and the same results. She was stubborn however and would do it every week and most of the time my hair was a light brown. The contacts needed to be replaced as well. My eyes were supposed to look light blue but would get darker as each day passed. In the summer she would take me to the beach and I could lay out in the sun all day and barely tan.” 

“That’s what threw me in the picture I saw of Melan…well you, I guess.” Nicole told her, “hair and eyes were off.” She shrugged, “You were a very pretty girl.” 

“Many thought so.” she said quietly, “Especially my father.” 

“Oh.” Nicole shook her head, “I get it, you don’t have too…” 

“I do and I will.” Abigail told her, “You want to know me and this is me. Where my mother ignored me my father always doted on me. I was daddy’s little girl and I truly believe he never bought into my mother’s claims I was evil. I also when, I used to look back on it years ago, didn’t think he had any indecent thoughts of me. But when I grew older I went from a skinny awkward little girl to a blossoming woman. I…I noticed him looking at me differently and when he would hug me he touched me….differently.” 

“My mother worked nights and my brother was sixteen and had gotten a part time job so my 

father and I were alone at night. We would watch movies and he would sit with his arm around me and his hands would…” she paused took a deep breath, “Stray, not blatant, but he would graze the sides of my breasts and sometimes rub my back, but his hand would go down to my ass. After awhile he…he would come into my room at night and say he couldn’t sleep. Mom was working and he was lonely and could he sleep in my bed for awhile?” 

“Sick motherfucker.” Nicole said, feeling her hands clenching into fists. 

“I thought it was strange, but he loved me and was good to me. He told me mommy wasn’t nice to him and never…touched him.” 

“Oh, god.” Nicole was already hearing the words careful what you wish for going through her mind. 

“So I let him. The first few times he just laid next to me, his arm around me and he would set the alarm and get up before my mother came home. He forgot to once and she caught us, but we 

were dressed and I didn’t want him to get in trouble and said I had a nightmare. Then he started touching me. Slipping his hand up my shirt and fondling my stomach, then my breasts. I didn’t like how it felt, but he said he liked it and I let him do it because I thought if I said no, he wouldn’t love me anymore.” 

Nicole felt a stab of pity for her and almost reached out to take her hand. She reigned in her emotions however, and forced herself to remain where she was. Nicole’s childhood was horrific as was her brother’s and it was not an excuse to grow up to hurt others in that way. Nicole may have hurt people physically, hell she had killed over two dozen in her life time, but that was in the line of duty and not hurting people she cared about. 

“One night he slipped his hand into my underwear and…and played with me for a few minutes. I just laid there scared and wanting him to stop. After a while he did and the next morning I…I told my brother. He said we should tell our mother, but I didn’t want to cause that much trouble, but on the other hand I was scared. Wayne said he would watch out for me and that night my father came into my bed and started kissing me. He…” 

Abigail looked away and Nicole could see her throat working as she fought to get the words out. 

He slipped my shirt over my breasts and started sucking on them, he rolled over between my legs and took his hand and made me touch him. He kept kissing my neck and telling me to be his good girl. I..I always wanted a puppy and he told me if I was good for him he would take me to the pet store and buy me one.” 

She was crying again and Nicole had to look down at the floor. 

“He was starting to take my underwear down when my brother burst into my room. He started yelling at my father and ran out of the room saying he was going to call the police. My father got off me and told me I better not say anything and went after him. Wayne did call the cops and they were there when mom came home. He denied it and Mom said he would never do that. My 

brother told them he saw it and I was scared, but a woman police officer took me into the other room and told me it would be okay. So I told her about it.” 

“They took my father away and we didn’t see him for a few days. There was a family court 

hearing and my mother told the judge I was making it up and my brother was confused. Every piece of crap that went to my father’s church testified for him. The judge released him and I received a very stern lecture about telling those types of stories. When we got home my mother told me I was as evil as she thought I was. Here I was lying about a holy man in order to destroy him. She told me if I hated him so much I should just leave, because she would never believe a lying witch like me. That night my father came over to me where I was sitting on the porch and put his arm around me, he whispered in my ear that we were still going to have our time and I was going to regret being a bad girl.” 

Nicole looked up to see Abigail had drawn her knees up to her chest and had her arms wrapped around them. Her chin was resting between her knees and she was beginning to rock back and forth like she was the young girl she was recalling. 

“Two days later, I took the money I’d earned babysitting that summer, packed a suitcase and took a bus to Chicago.” 

“Why Chicago?” 

“It was a big city and the tickets were cheap and…I know you don’t believe these things, but I was meant to go there. What I didn’t know at the time was that there had been a war between the Lefay’s and several members left New Orleans and came to Chicago. My blood was seeking out its own. But again, I will not go on with what you think is untrue.” 

Nicole nodded, but even as she did she looked over her shoulder at Balthazar. He was back on his perch and staring intently at Abigail. Nicole trusted her senses; after all they had kept her alive for years and she had sworn she’d heard that damn bird in her mind. 

“I arrived and of course had nothing. I went to a homeless shelter and stayed there a few days. 

Meanwhile I lied about my age and tried to find a job, but I didn’t even have a driver’s license and no one believed me. There were days I barely ate and the shelter was first come first serve. A few times when I went looking for jobs I lost my spot and slept in the park. I started pan handling for money to eat and to try to wash what few clothes I’d brought with me. By then my contacts and hair dye had worn out and I got some weird looks, but as you can imagine, being a young girl on the corner I got some other attention.” 

“You know Abigail,” Nicole interrupted, “I can put this all tighter now, at least up until…” 

“One day a guy who had given me a five dollars a couple of days in a row asks me what my 

name is and if I’m hungry. It was freezing that day and I had nothing and said I was. He had a car, but we walked the block to McDonalds and he bought me food and coffee. He asked how old I was and I lied. He nodded, but I knew he didn’t believe, later I would find out he was thrilled with how old I was. He told me his name was Rudy and said he had a big place with an extra bedroom and how about I come see it with him?” 

“He’d been nice to me so I said okay and he took me to his apartment. It was in a shitty 

neighborhood, but it had a roof and was warm and he said I could sleep in the extra room. I stayed with him a couple of nights and he was really nice. He was in and out all day, but let me stay and always brought something home for me. Coffee, pizza, he even bought me a pretty red dress and asked me to put it on for him.” 

Nicole felt her temples begin to throb. Her adrenalin rush was fading and the fight with Seth and her emotions were catching up with her. The story was getting to her as well. Although not sexually abused Nicole knew what it was like to be hurt by one parent and be betrayed by the other who enabled it. Nicole also knew where this was going and as upset as she was at her, was beginning to worry about Abigail. She hadn’t been right all day after the nightmare that Nicole now knew was about what had happened to her. 

“I did as he asked and he told me how beautiful I was. I remember blushing and saying some people thought I was funny looking. He told me I was unique and also had a nice little body. He then asked if I wanted to keep staying with him. I said I would love that, but he asked how was I going to pay him? He had rent to pay and usually rented his extra room and if I could pay I could stay. I told him I had nothing and he smiled and told me I could pay him another way.” 

Abigail closed her eyes and Nicole saw her lips were trembling. 

“I…I asked what he wanted and he told me to get on my knees and he…he had me blow him. I 

had no idea what I was doing and I think he liked that. He came in my mouth and it was so disgusting, but he told me he’d let me stay the night. The next night he fucked me. He asked if I’d done it before and I said yes, but…I’m sure by the way I whimpered he knew. He…he fucked me hard and the second time it was doggy style, just fucked the shit out of me. It hurt, but he said if I fucked him every night I could stay and he’d even buy me clothes and….take care of me.” 

Again Nicole wanted to ask her if she was alright, but wasn’t going to give her the wrong impression. Instead she kept a neutral expression on her face. Looking more closely though she had no worries, Abigail’s black eyes were not looking at her, but past her as she continued. 

“It went on like that for a few weeks. Rudy was a drinker and all of a sudden not so nice anymore. The sex was rough and demeaning. He would shove his cock in my mouth and tell me what a whore I was. Sometimes he would fuck me and tell me I was an ugly little freak and I should be lucky anyone wanted me. Soon he started hitting me. Sometimes during sex, 

sometimes just because I was there.” 

“Then one night he comes in my room with another guy and tells me I’m going to fuck him. I said no and he told the guy to leave the room and he punched me in the stomach, said he 

wouldn’t want to mess my face up for the customer. He knew I was a runaway, he had no idea why, but he started telling me he would take me to the police and they would bring me back home. I was hurt and scared and when he sent the guy back in I….I sucked his cock and got on my knees so he could fuck me.” 

“That went on for weeks. Almost every night he brought a man home to fuck me and there were weekends it was more than one. One would leave and a couple of hours later another one would come in. I did what they asked and most of the time they were okay with me, they were looking to fuck, not beat me; that was what Rudy was for. It didn’t take long before I’d gotten numb to it. 

I would bend over or spread my legs and just let them.” 

“Apparently one of them told I had freaked them out because I didn’t make noise. So he came in and after slapping me around and telling to act like I liked fucking them he told me he would show me how to make noise, he did indeed get me to do so. Got me to scream while he held my hands behind my back, bent me over my bed and fucked me in the ass.” She sighed, “I can tell you that after that I made sure to act like I liked it.” 

Nicole closed her eyes and could feel the beast as Abigail always called it, rising within her. She knew where this was going, but also knew someone had made this animal pay a price and she found herself hoping that it was indeed Abigail who had done so. 

“I know I should have runaway, but where could I go? And he always told me he would find me and really hurt me. So I…that just became life. Then the night came that was truly the beginning of the end for Melanie. It was a horrific event, but without it who knows what may have 

happened down the line?” 

“I know what happened.” Nicole interrupted, “Was it you who…?” 

“One night Rudy had four of his friends over to play poker,” she went on as if Nicole hadn’t spoken. “They were drinking heavily and getting pretty wild. I was staying out of sight, but he called me out of my room. He told them I was his little money maker and one of them who years later I would discover was a cop, said I was cute, but just a kid. Rudy made me take my shirt off to show my tits and asked if he thought I looked like a kid. He…” 

She trailed off and lifted her head to stare at the ceiling. She began breathing hard and looked as if she were trying to force herself to keep going, Nicole began to reach out to touch her leg, but stopped when she continued, while still looking upwards. 

“Rudy announced that I was going to take care of him and his friends, give them all blow job and let them have me and said,” her voice caught for a moment, “They could go more than one at a time if they wanted to. I took one look at them and turned and ran. He caught me just before I got to the door and after hitting me so hard I fell on the floor he grabbed my hair and dragged me into the parlor by it. He…he hit me again then pinned my arms over my head, he took his cock out and shoved it in my mouth and asked his friends what were they waiting for?” 

Abigail’s eyes closed and there were tears leaking from them and down her red swollen cheeks. 

“Abigail, don’t do this to yourself.” She said softly. 

“They took me in every way, and always more than one at a time. They just kept going and 

going, I was begging and screaming, that is when one wasn’t using my mouth, and they were laughing and mocking me. They took me in every hole and in every way. They took me until my ass and pussy were pleading and shoved their bloody cocks in my mouth and told me to clean them off. It must have lasted for hours, but felt like days, like an eternity. Like I was in the hell my mother had said I’d belonged in. I was in so much pain, yet never blacked out and somehow my mind stayed sane. I…” A sob burst from her throat, “I was in so much pain and I just kept begging in my mind to die or to pass out, for the first and only time in my life I begged God to have mercy on me, I..I’d never truly done anything wrong.” 

She took a deep breath and opening her eyes, twisted her lips into a sneer, “As you can imagine I got the same answer every helpless victim has ever gotten from God, more pain. One of them, one of the cops, pinned my arms up so far behind my back, he broke them and laughed when I screamed.” 

“Mother fucker.” Nicole hissed, her jaw clenching. 

“When they couldn’t get it up anymore, they just started beating me, like it was some kind of game. Just kept hitting me and I finally passed out. When I awoke I was in the hospital and there happened to be a police officer there asking the doctor if I had said anything yet. They didn’t realize I was awake because my eyes were so swollen I couldn’t open them and I heard the cop say how they’d found me wrapped in a blanket in a dumpster.” 

“Oh Abigail.” Nicole whispered unable not to show any emotion at this point, “I…” 

“I was fifteen years old.” She finished. “A runaway lying in a hospital barely alive, over hearing the two nurses talk about how they couldn’t believe I’d survived as long as I did, but I wouldn’t make it past the night.” She wiped at her eyes and placing her head back on her knees in that oddly childlike position, she went on her voice growing steadier. “But there was power in my blood Nicole. Power I wasn’t aware of, but it was there and it kept me breathing long enough to be found and long enough for them to begin to help me.” 

“After going in and out for a couple of days I awoke to find I could open one of my eyes and this time the nurse saw me. She called in the doctor who began to talk to me. I tried to answer, but my jaw was broken and had been wired shut. Of course the first question was what my name 

was. I almost answered it, but even dazed and in a lot of pain I was afraid of going back home and said I didn’t remember. They asked every day for a week and finally the doctor chalked it up to amnesia brought on from the beating. I went with it, claiming to not remember anything except Rudy because I wanted him to get caught.” A twisted smile appeared on her face, “I did not know it then, but he would have been much better off if he been found and jailed.” 

“The report said Melanie died after a week in the hospital.” Nicole pointed out. 

“A government employee who doesn’t think any document can be forged?” Abigail asked, 

“Really Nicole? How many last names have you had?” 

“But you were…” 

“I stayed in the hospital for three weeks until they felt I was healthy enough to go to a rehab center until my arms healed. The nurses were very good to me, they didn’t know what to call me but one of the doctor’s had said I looked like Elvira and it stuck; they started calling me that.” 

“Are you kidding?” Nicole asked, “That was…” 

“It wasn’t mean. The doctor who said it always laughed when she did and called me her little Elvira. Her name was Nancy and she was very kind to me. Sat and read to me because I couldn’t hold a book.” 

“That was sweet,” Nicole nodded, getting caught up in the story and feeling glad someone was nice to her. 

“She was, and down the line Lorena rewarded that kindness by paying her quite a large sum of money to sign off on Melanie’s death certificate. She was in foreclosure after her husband had died after a long battle with cancer and Lorena paid off the debt and gave her more. But that would come later. Once I went to the rehab a social worker started coming around and asking a lot of questions. He told me they were trying to identify me and find my family. I began to worry that they would. But those pathetic excuses for parents never did find me” 

“After my arms healed my next stop was a shelter for battered women and runaways. While I was there I caught the eye of one of the volunteers. She came over one day while I was sitting by the window reading. I heard a woman’s voice ask what I was reading and when I looked up, she said “Oh you are so beautiful” 

“I started to say something when I got a good look at her and was struck speechless. She looked just like me! Same eyes, same skin and maybe I was pretty at that age, but she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen!  She seemed so excited to see me, like she knew me. She got on her knees in front of me and told me her name was Lorena, and asked my name. I…I told her it was Elvira and she smiled and took my hands in hers and said, “No its not, and you can tell me your name when you’re ready, but I will tell you that I have been waiting a long time for you.” 

She looked at Nicole, and for the first time since she’d begun gave her a tired smile. “My real family had found me.” 



Chapter Four

“Lorena began to spend a lot of time with me.” Abigail said her eyes far away again, but this time there was a wistful smile on her bruised face. “She would come in the morning and stay until lunch then come back again after supper until the shelter said she had to leave. We would talk about everything as well as nothing and I asked her once why she felt she had been waiting for me. That was when she told me she had been married and her husband had passed years ago. 

She also told me she had a daughter named Abigail who had also died. She said not only was I the exact age her daughter would have been, but looked just like her.” 

“She told me that sometimes life was unfair and took things from us, but if we were patient it would give us back something better.” Abigail paused and nodded as if agreeing with her own words, “I…I think you’re proof of that Nicole.” She whispered, “Amazing how easily I’ve 

forgotten some of the best lessons I’ve been taught.” 

“What do you mean?” she asked warily afraid she was going to make a play for her to stay again. 

Instead, she sighed and went on with her tale. 

“Lorena said she knew some day she get her daughter back even if it was in the form of a new daughter. She asked about where I had come from and I…I just felt I could trust her and told her my story. For reasons I would find out later, my tale very much excited her. Lorena received permission to take me to her farm for the day and I loved it! I had always loved animals and she had so many. She had horses and she rode one with me sitting in front of her and asked me if I wanted to learn how to ride myself.” 

“Of course I did and the social worker who was in charge of me was thrilled to let me spend time with her. I started doing over nights and we had so much fun together, she was like the mother I’d never really had. I told her that one day and she started to cry and asked if I I’d meant it. I told her I did and a month later Lorena received permission from the social worker to take me into her home as a foster child.” 

“So she’s not your blood mother.” Nicole said, with a sigh of relief. 

“No Nicole, I was not committing incest all those years.” 

“All those years?” she asked, “So you and Lorena weren’t just,” she shrugged, “You know 

Mistress and…” 

“No, I was not her pet.” She said with a tone, “Lorena and I were very much in love, or…” she stopped and the small smile left her face, “We…we will get to that.” 

“I moved in with Lorena and for the first time in my life I was truly happy. She had her business, but once I came to live with her worked from home a lot. When she did have to travel 

occasionally Lydia would stay with me and I know its hard to believe because of what you know about her, but she was also very good to me. Not only was I happy, but I also felt safe. I was with people who cared about and accepted me.” 

“Lorena and Lydia began to teach me about my heritage. They told me that my mother was not delusional, that I, therefore she, was truly from a long line of witches. They said my mother was wrong about us being evil we were just different and lived by different rules. I guess I had never really believed in things like that, but the two of them could move things by looking at them and they…they could tell me what I was thinking. They could also not only control flames, but create them if they needed to.  I found out the hard way I could as well.” 

“As you can imagine I had some horrific nightmares about what happened and several times I would wake up and smell smoke. One night I had a really vivid dream about Rudy coming in 

through my window and I woke up screaming and the curtains were on fire. Lorena came in and put it out with a wave of her hand, but after that, they started watching me closely, making sure I slept with my door open and if I did have a nightmare sometimes Lydia would sleep in my room in a cot next to my bed and other times Lorena would sleep in my bed with me.” 

“I kind of figured she did.” Nicole rolled her eyes. 

Abigail shot her a dirty look, but didn’t pause in her story. “Lorena home schooled me because she didn’t want outside influences as she called them. But she wanted me to have friends and used to take me into town with her and while she ran errands drop me off at the library or the mall. I made some friends and used to enjoy hanging around at the library and reading until they got out of school and then spending time with them. Lorena encouraged it and used to let me have friends over on the weekends and take us horseback riding.” 

“I would do sleepovers as well, but not often because I had a hard time sleeping and once when I got upset at another girl for making fun of me a candle exploded in its jar next to her and she had to go to the hospital for stitches.” 

“It’s really true isn’t it?’ Nicole asked, “You can…” she stopped and her eyes widened as Abigail raised her hand and one by one a tiny flame appeared on the tip of each of her fingers. 

They disappeared quickly and wincing Abigail put her hand to her temple. “Tired,” she muttered. 

“Now I…” she shook her head, “Right, the library. I am sure you can imagine that there were some boys who wanted to be my friend as well. I did have kind of an odd appearance, especially for back then before goth started to come into vogue. But I was attractive and some boys 

certainly seemed to think so and would sit and talk with me. One of them a boy named Kyle really liked me and I…I liked him as well. He was sweet and I think kind of shy like I was, but I found I looked forward to seeing him and on Valentine’s Day, he gave me a rose and a little teddy bear and asked if I would go to a movie with him.” 

“I said yes, then when I went home wanted to change my mind, I was so nervous. But Lorena told me to go and brought me into town and dropped us off at the movie. He held my hand and it was okay and we did that a few times. Then he got his license and started picking me up and one night after the movie we went to a parking lot and he wanted to make out. I was scared, but he was being nice, not forcing me and I figured all the other girls talked about was boys and sex so I tried.” 

Abigail shook her head and sighed deeply. “I…I couldn’t do it. He started kissing me and I started getting nervous and sweating and then his hands started wandering. He went up my shirt and all I could think of was those men grabbing me, paying Rudy to touch me. I panicked and pushed him away and started crying. He tried to put his arm around me and I hit him. He tried to grab my hand so I couldn’t and I snapped. I started screaming and swinging at him. The radio blew up in his dashboard and we both got cut by pieces of metal.” 

“I got out of the car and ran to a phone and called Lorena. After that I tried a few more times, but I just couldn’t. Just the feel of a boy’s hand on my body gave me the chills. I…I realized I didn’t even want to be with them and had only tried because I thought that’s what I should be doing. To this day I…” 

“I understand.” Nicole told her, “I don’t think I would be able to either.” 

“You know years ago in The Circle, Lorena dubbed me Abigail The Unattainable. No hand of 

man would ever sully me.” She grunted, “It sounded imposing I suppose, but fact is even to this day my skin crawls at the thought of a man’s touch, today with Aries was not easy for me.” 

“You did that to yourself.” Nicole told her, again leery of Abigail trying to turn something around on her.” 

“But it wasn’t just what had happened to me that affected me with boys. Fact was, I…I had been looking at girls a lot differently at the time. As I said I went on some sleepovers and all the girls would be wearing just t-shirts and panties and I…I found myself staring at them and wondering what they would feel like. I wondered what it would be like to kiss another girl. Their lips looked so soft and their skin smooth and I…started fantasizing about them.’

“There was one girl in particular. Her name was Jen and she was my best friend. She was also very beautiful. Long blonde hair and blue eyes.” Abigail smiled at her and said, “I guess my taste hasn’t changed much.” 

“There’s a lot of blondes downstairs as we speak.” Nicole said. 

Abigail quickly looked away from her and she felt like a bitch, but she was not going to give her an opening. 

“Well I…I started thinking a lot about her and I had a queen size bed so when she would sleep over my house she would sleep in it with me. When she was asleep I would slide over next to her and put my leg against hers. I…a couple of times I reached down and played with myself while she slept. I wanted to try to touch her, but I knew she had a boyfriend and I was not only nervous, but of course raised to think being with a girl was a sin.” 

“But apparently molesting your daughter was okay.” 

“Without hypocrisy religion would not exist.” Abigail muttered, “But part of why I tried to focus on Jen was because I had begun to think of another woman that way and used her to try to forget about the fact that I…I was becoming attracted to Lorena.” 

“But she was like a mother to you.” 

“She was and that’s why I felt badly, but she was so beautiful and she wasn’t a young girl, but a woman. When she would sleep with me after my nightmares she would hold me and it felt so 

good! At first just because of how loved she made me feel, but I was starting to notice how her breasts felt pressed into my back or how her hand felt on my stomach. Sometimes I would pull my shirt up so her hand would be on my bare skin and I…I would lay there and think about her hand moving.” 

“At first I used to try to fight it, but I started to think she was looking at me too. She used to wear pajamas when she slept with me, but had started wearing less, sometimes just panties and tank tops like the girls did. Sometimes when I couldn’t sleep she would rub my back and it felt so good. But at the same time I knew it was wrong. She did take care of me and was the first person in my life who had really been good to me.” 

Abigail stopped to wipe at her eyes and gave a small laugh, “I was a teenager with a crush and I never said anything because I figured it would pass and of course Lorena would never see me that way. I wasn’t an interest to her, I was her daughter.” She looked away from Nicole and added, “But then one night I found out, I was truly both to her.” 

“And you’re going to tell me about it?” Nicole raised her eyebrows, “How she took advantage of you?” 

“She did not!” Abigail snapped at her. “She..she loved me in every way and…and I wanted her just as much!” 

Nicole thought about leaving again, she’d heard enough and wasn’t sure she needed to hear this part of the story. As she began to try to stand, she saw Abigail was no longer watching her, but was back to rocking back and forth as she stared over her shoulder. Nicole noticed that even with her hands around her knees she could still see them trembling. Her right eye was swollen 

halfway shut and the blood had stopped flowing and was now crusted around her nose and 

corners of her mouth. Her eyes were now completely unfocused and Nicole was wondering if she weren’t slipping into some type of shock. She decided to stay a little longer and if she started to get worse would get Julian to get her to a hospital before she left. 

“I remember I had just had another nightmare and almost set my entire room on fire. Lorena was at work, but…” 



Chapter Five

Melanie opened her eyes and lifting her head from the pillow, looked around her bedroom. She’d though she’d heard something moving, but didn’t see anything. She had just begun to lower her head back to the bed when something rustled to her right. She jerked her head around, then laughed when she saw it was just Balthazar rummaging around in his cage. Lydia had given her the baby crow for her birthday and his feathers were not the smooth sleek ones of a true crow yet. Right now he was soft, fuzzy and couldn’t fly. He was always falling off his perch or the furniture when he tried and Melanie couldn’t help but laugh whenever he did. 

“Funny bird.” She told him and smiled when he looked at her and began chirping happily. That chirping changed in pitch to an alarmed squawking and he began bouncing up and down. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked, starting to sit up, “You hungry?” 

“Got you, you little bitch!” A voice she would recognize anywhere said behind her. 

An arm wrapped around her waist and before she could scream, a rough hand covered her mouth. 

Melanie began to thrash and fight, but Rudy was too strong for her and she was turned around and thrown down on the bed. He was on top of her in an instant and removing his hand from her mouth easily captured her arms in his powerful hands and pinned them over her head. 

“Thought I forgot about you, you little pig?” he hissed. 

“No, please!” she screamed, “Mama! Lydia! Please…” 

“Those bitches are dead, but tell you what we had our fun with them.” Rudy laughed. 

“W...we?” she whispered. 

“Of course we!” he told her, smiling down at her, “You think I came alone? My friends missed you, come on in guys!” 

Melanie turned her head and screamed at the sight of the other four men that hurt her coming through her bedroom door. They were already naked and their cocks were hard and ready. 

“Let’s go guys, but this time let’s really give it to her!” 

“Please don’t hurt me again, please!” 

Melanie sat up, screaming and immediately smelled smoke. Her heart still pounding from the night mare, she looked around the room and saw her curtains exploded into flame. 

“Oh, no!” she cried out and jumped when the lamp on her night stand began to smoke. 

Her head was pounding and she felt as if there were a vice across her chest. Melanie saw a flash of red behind her eyes and with a loud pop the light bulb exploded and the lampshade caught on fire. Melanie began to panic and grabbing the pillow prepared to swat at the burning lamp. 

“Don’t, you’ll make it worse,” 

Melanie, jumped , then turned to see her aunt Lydia coming into the room. She was wearing an extremely short red nightgown and her long hair was disheveled. She had obviously been 

sleeping when Melanie had screamed and rubbing her bleary blue eyes with the fingers of her left hand, she waved her right at the lamp and the flames vanished. Melanie had seen Lydia as well as her mother, do this several times and it always amazed her. There was no smoke and they didn’t dwindle, just simply winked out. 

Lydia reached the side of her bed and pointed at the curtains. Again the flames vanished and Melanie frowned when she saw they had been burnt to black tatters. 

“Don’t worry.” She said, we have more and…” she stopped and her eyes widened. 

Melanie followed her gaze and saw the curtains had burst into flames again. Lydia waved at them and this time they did shrink, then flared up again. 

“You are a strong young lady.” She said softly, then raised both her hands. 

The flames disappeared and sitting down on the side of the bed, Lydia reached out and placed her palm against her sweaty cheek. “Are you okay Melanie?” 

“I…I had another nightmare.” She said, leaning her face against Lydia’s cool palm. 

“The same one?” 

“Well this one….” She paused and tried to push the images out of her mind even as she spoke of it, “I dreamed Rudy and those men found me and were going to hurt me again.” 

“They will never find you again, I promise.” 

“And...and he said he had hurt you and mama too!” 

Lydia’s eyes darkened and Melanie felt her hand tremble against her cheek. 

“I can assure you my dear that if those dogs were to ever come here they would find me a harder road than a helpless teenage girl.” She smiled coldly. “Their screams would be like sweet music to my ears.” 

Melanie nodded, but withdrew from her touch. She loved Lydia dearly, but there were times she was afraid of her. 

“Never fear me, my beautiful niece; I would never raise my hand or my will to you.” 

Melanie wanted to kick herself, she knew Lydia could hear her thoughts and hoped she hadn’t hurt her feelings. 

“You didn’t.” Lydia smiled and leaning over, kissed her forehead, “Although you are still quite timid you will develop a core of steel within you as well, Melanie. You will learn to remain kind and sweet to those worthy of that, but to others, you will turn cold and practice the laws of Lex Talionis to those who hurt you.” 

Melanie wasn’t sure how to reply, but they were interrupted by Balthazar squawking urgently from his cage. Remembering her nightmare Melanie tensed up and moving forward threw her 

arms around Lydia. 

“It’s alright, I promise.” Lydia whispered in her ear as she put her arm around her and began stroking her long black hair. “Melanie no one is here and even if they were no one will ever hurt you again.” 

“Then what’s wrong with Balthazar?” 

Lydia laughed and removing her arm from around her, leaned over and slid the door of the cage open. “He’s just upset because you’re upset. He wants to protect you.” 

Reaching into the cage, Lydia scooped up the baby crow and holding him in her palm, brought him out and held him between them. “I’m not sure you would be much help right now, but your loyalty is duly noted.” 

Lydia began scratching his head with her long red fingernail and he started chirping rapidly. 

“And are you singing for us, my friend?” she asked, then with a smile handed him to Melanie. 

“Here he wants to be with you.” 

Melanie extended her hands and laughed as the crow hopped out of Lydia’s hand and fell 

awkwardly into hers. He looked up at her and began chirping again. 

“He is already very close to you.” Lydia told her, “Soon the two of you will be able to share your thoughts and feelings.” 

“Really?” she asked, “But he’s a bird, how can he talk to me?” 

“He’s a special bird whose destiny is to be your lifelong companion.” Lydia winked, “Go ahead and try. Send a thought to him.” 

Melanie, shrugged and feeling stupid, but nevertheless curious, she thought, “Hello funny bird, what’s my name?” 

The bird cocked its head at her, and his black eyes that were so much like her own seemed to grow even darker. Melanie felt a strange tingling sensation on the back of her neck and thought she heard a whisper in her mind. She continued to stare into Balthazar’s eyes, then flinched when she heard a strange child like voice say,  “You’re Ab-ee-gail!” 

“I…I heard him” she exclaimed, “But he said my name is Abigail, not Melanie.” 

Lydia frowned and reaching out slid her hand between her and the crow and held him before her eyes. She stared intently at him, then shrugged. “Perhaps he knows something we don’t.” she said, then placing him back in his cage said, “Or perhaps he is still too much of a baby to know what he’s talking about.” 

The crow squawked indignantly and turning around on his perch, put his back to them. 

“Feisty little thing.” Lydia told her with a smile. “But then again tonight is Walpurgis Night and the blood of all familiars and their charges is running hot with power and excitement.” She pointed at the curtains, “Even you are stronger this evening.” 

“I guess.” She said, “Will I be able to control it the way you and mama can?” 

“Of course you will. Right now though you’re still learning and in the beginning its triggered by emotion and fear and rage are powerful igniters.” 

“I…I’m not mad.” She shook her head, “I just get scared.” 

“No, my niece, you are quite angry with every right to be, you just haven’t shaken hands with that rage yet, but someday you will. It has its advantages if you can feed off of it instead of being consumed by it.” Lydia tilted her head to look at the clock on the night stand. “Its’ just after one, Lorena should be home in an hour or so.” 

“Lydia, I’m sorry you had to miss the ceremony to stay with me,” she put her head down and pouted, “I feel like a jerk.” 

“It’s quite alright Melanie.” Lydia told her, playfully flipping her lower lip, “Lorena and I celebrated privately earlier today. Besides I have seen many Walpurgis nights and will see many more. Sacrificing one to be with my new found family is no sacrifice at all, but a privilege.” 

“It is?” 

“It is. It’s my honor to watch over you and ensure you are safe. Your power calls out to me Melanie. The other members of the coven who have met you agree. You will truly be one of the most powerful of our lineage.” 

“You really think so?” She asked, excited at the thought she could be like them. 

“Oh, I know so.” Lydia put her arms around her and hugging her continued softly in her ear, 

“And I cannot wait for the time to come when you are of age and the three of us will raise our voices and join our wills in celebration of this holy night.” 

Lydia held her for a moment, then easing back from her pointed at the bed, “Now why don’t you get some sleep?” 

“I…I’m still kind of…” she trailed off. 

“Would you like me to stay in the room?” Lydia asked, gesturing to the cot alongside the wall. 

“Um,” she looked away evasively, not wanting to hurt her feelings. 

“Or,” Lydia said with a wink, “Would you like me to tell Lorena that you were upset and you’d like to see her? Maybe spend the night with you?” 

“Is that okay?” 

“That’s fine,” Lydia told her, “But in the meantime, just lie back down and close your eyes. I will send her in, I promise.” 

“But what about….” 

She stopped when Lydia placed her palm on her forehead. She felt a warm sensation flow 

through her head and in her mind heard Lydia say softly, “You will sleep well my niece, no more dreams tonight.” 

She removed her hand and gestured at the bed, Melanie lied back down and after pulling the sheet up to her chest, Lydia kissed her cheek, she whispered something, but Melanie’s eyes were already closing and she couldn’t make it out. A moment later she sighed and nestled deeper into the pillow as sleep claimed her. 


*****

The sound of a powerful motor pulling into the drive way caused Melanie to lift her head from the pillow. She felt a surge of excitement go through her when the headlights of Lorena’s black Jaguar flashed across her window then saw the car itself pull past. A moment later the motor stopped and she heard the door open and close. The sound of heels approached her window and Melanie saw Lorena pass by on the way to the front porch. 

Lorena didn’t look into the window and Melanie sat up and watched her walk along the side of the house. She was wearing a short black dress and her eyes focused on her long legs before making their way higher. The dress was tight and Melanie swallowed hard while her eyes 

followed the swing of her hips and how well the dress hugged her ass. Lorena disappeared 

around the corner of the house and Melanie sat up against the pillows. She sighed as that all too familiar wave of guilt flow through her at her inappropriate thoughts. 

Lorena was like a mother to her, and not like her sorry excuse of a birth mother, but someone who truly cared about her. When she had been in the shelter, no, correct that, for most of her life, Melanie had felt completely alone and unloved, but Lorena had changed that. Right now, sitting here in a nice big room in a beautiful house and surrounded by people who cared about her, Melanie had never been happier. Lorena had even said Melanie coming into her life was like getting her daughter back. It was wrong to think of her in those dirty ways. 

Then again dirty thoughts had been pretty much all that had been going through her mind lately. 

Since Melanie had given up on the pretence that she had any interest in boys, any cute girl that passed by her quickly became a willing accomplice in her next fantasy. She wasn’t sure why, but after having no interest in any kind of sex for as long as she could remember, it had become all she thought about. Those thoughts, if not quickly turned from, would spin out of control to the point where if she were alone her pants would be down and her fingers busy between her legs. 

For the past two months Melanie had been masturbating like it was a sporting event. She started her day playing with herself and it wasn’t uncommon for her to do it two or three times during the day before getting herself off to help her sleep. During her fantasies and self pleasure, Melanie quite enjoyed enjoying herself, but sometimes afterwards she felt bad. Just before she had run away her mother had a talk with her about sex and told her it was only to be with someone you loved. She insisted sex to just have fun was something sluts did and masturbating was a sin. 

Her mother had never mentioned anything about other girls, but constantly walked around 

touting homosexuals as disgusting sinners. Even though Melanie was smart enough to know 

pretty much everything her mother said was based on religious hypocrisy she still wondered if it were normal. But even she realized that after what her father had tried and what Rudy had done to her it would be impossible to ever think sex with a man could be enjoyable. Even before they had hurt her that night, she had cringed at the thought having to endure yet another cock being stuck in her mouth or between her legs. 

But girls! Melanie felt a smile crossing her face. They were so beautiful! The curves of their breasts and legs and their soft lips and… She sighed at the thought of what it would be like to kiss one. Especially her best friend Jen, damn she was pretty. Jen was a cheerleader and her long blonde hair and baby blue eyes went along with a pair of long perfectly shaped legs and a set of perky little tits that she dreamed of sucking on. Jen stayed over every Saturday night and slept in her huge bed with her. 

Melanie would sit as close to her as possible and lately had been pressing her leg against hers and last time had begun rubbing her foot across the top of hers under the covers. Jen had laughed and said it tickled, but Melanie had gotten a far different sensation from the contact. When Jen had fallen asleep, Melanie had carefully draped her leg over hers and as she stared at Jen’s nipples poking through the thin material of her t-shirt, slowly masturbated while enjoying the sensation of her warm soft thigh beneath hers. 

Melanie was getting to the point she had thought about trying to kiss her, but was afraid too. Jen didn’t have a steady boyfriend, but never had a problem getting attention from guys and always talked about how much fun it was fucking them. Melanie also didn’t have too many friends and Jen was her closest and she didn’t want to ruin that. Not only that, but with her odd appearance and the fact people in town considered Lorena to be a witch, Melanie was already made fun of quite a bit and was referred to as a freak by many of the crueler kids her age. Many times Jen, who was quite popular stuck up for her and had even lost some friends over Melanie. No, she couldn’t risk that. 

Besides, she thought with a frown, fact was she had no idea what the hell to do anyway. Her only experience with sex had been with men and that was simply laying there and letting them do what they wanted. Or forcing herself to take them into her mouth and… Melanie flinched when a dull pain went through her temples and several sparks shot up from the burnt socket of the lamp beside her. She took a deep breath and pushed all image of her past from her mind. Lydia had been working with her on trying to channel that old pain and master it, but Melanie was afraid to. 

Whenever her mind did wander things like the sparks and waves of heat around her were 

happening more and more often. She’d overheard Lorena and Lydia discussing her and Lorena had mentioned that she felt Melanie needed another form of release and that would ease her angst. Melanie hadn’t caught all of Lydia’s response, but she did hear her tell Lorena not to cross that line. Lorena’s response had been that she would only be giving Melanie what she truly desired and Lydia had ended the conversation telling her to do what she wanted, she would anyway. 

Recalling that conversation brought her thoughts full circle and Melanie found herself 

envisioning Lorena lying next to her. The last few times Lorena had spent the night in her bed, Melanie had woken up and stared longingly at her. Lorena always slept with candles lit in her room and would bring a couple into Melanie’s when she stayed. In the candlelight, Lorena’s creamy white skin appeared to glow and Melanie was struck with how absolutely beautiful she was. Her full lips were always slightly parted as she slept and Melanie wanted nothing more than to press her own lips against them. 

Recently Lorena had been coming to her bed wearing only silky camisole tops and matching 

panties. Melanie’s eyes would linger on the curves of her large breasts and would catch herself licking her lips when she could see her nipples poking through the top. Lorena was always warm and half the time would kick the covers from her which did little to stop Melanie’s improper thoughts of the woman she referred to as mama. In addition to Lorena sharing Melanie’s odd skin tone and her black eyes, Lorena’s body was also similar to hers. Whereas Jen and many of the girls she knew were either athletic or even skinny, Melanie had more curves to her body and Lorena did as well. The swelling of her ample breasts and curve of her hips as well as the soft creamy skin of her thighs caused Melanie to touch her own soft curves and imagine they were Lorena’s or that her hands were those of her beautiful foster mother’s. 

When she slept on her stomach Lorena’s well rounded ass was well displayed and a couple of nights ago her panties had bunched to the side and her legs were open. Melanie had gotten up to go to the bathroom and had stood at the foot of the bed staring between those legs. The panties had ridden far enough to the side she could see the pink flesh of Lorena’s pussy and unable to help it, Melanie laid down next to her and as she did with Jen masturbate with her leg over hers. 

Melanie smiled when she heard Lorena’s heels in the hallway and waited for her door to open. 

Her smile faded when she heard them stop and the sound of a soft knock. A moment later 

Melanie heard Lydia’s voice then Lorena speak softly and Lydia’s door close. Melanie closed her eyes and as both had taught her, let her mind go blank and imagined it drifting away from her. 

Melanie envisioned Lorena as well as Lydia in her mind and began concentrating on them. At first she heard nothing then clear as day heard Lydia,  “Another nightmare.” 

 “They’re becoming more frequent.”  Lorena returned and Melanie felt a thrill go through her when she realized they were not speaking to each other, but were speaking in their minds in order for her not to hear. 

 “And stronger, her flame resisted me and it was a true effort to force them down.” 

Lydia told her. 

 “An effort for you?”  Lorena laughed softly. “The death dealer of the Lefay clan cannot handle the angst of a teenager?” 

 “Her angst is like nothing I have ever seen before. We need to stay diligent and work with her. If Melanie should ever lose control when neither of us are present someone could get hurt even killed.” 

Despite the topic of conversation, Melanie felt elated. She had never been able to pick up more than a word or two before, now she was getting everything as loud and clear as if they were speaking next to her. She recalled Lydia saying that it was Walpurgis Night and everyone was stronger tonight and wondered if that were why. 

 “You’re right,”  Lorena answered,  “But so am I. There is more than just rage behind her outbursts. There is frustration of another kind that needs to be dealt with.” 

Melanie blinked as for a split second she swore she had picked up an image of her lying in her bed and Lorena leaning over her. She was topless and…Melanie tried to concentrate and figure out if Lorena had plucked that from her mind or…

 “And she will obtain that release.”  Lydia responded in what sounded like a stern tone.  “It is a matter of time before she acts or another takes the initiative,”  Melanie could sense her smiling, 

 “She is a beautiful girl.” 

 “But shy and nervous. She is inexperienced and with what happened to her may never initiate or respond to…” 

 “Everyone is shy and nervous at their first time. It is part of life.” 

 “You sure as hell weren’t.”   Lorena laughed in her mind. 

 “Nor were you a demure flower either.”  In her heightened state, Melanie could feel Lydia roll her eyes. 

An image started to form from Lorena’s mind. Melanie saw Lydia as a young girl, probably not even in her teens. But even that young she had an oddly mature beauty to her and she was 

smiling in an odd way. The image sharpened and Lydia slipped her pink night shirt over her head exposing her small breasts. She then cupped them and said , “I know you want to, you can’t lie to….” 

Melanie let out a startled yelp as the image was not only extinguished, but she felt a sharp pain in her temple. That pain had been accompanied by a bang and she had the distinct impression of a door slamming in her mind. 

 “What’s the matter?”  Lydia asked. 

 “I…I think someone was listening.” 

 “I told you she is getting stronger.” 

The voices were no longer clear, but were coming in a barely audible whisper. Melanie strained and although she was beginning to get a headache continued to push her mind to pick up the conversation. 

 “You’re right, but it could have been one of the others. Everyone’s power is augmented tonight and three of our group are staying in the guest house so they can rest before they travel tomorrow.” 

 “And what were you thinking my sister?”  Lydia asked with the mental equivalent of a smirk. 

 “Of a very special Walpurgis night my lovely half breed,” 

 “Don’t call me that.”  Lydia snapped at her.  “I am every bit Lefay as you are.”  She laughed, 

 “And then some.” 

 “I mean no disrespect.”  Lorena told her,  “I enjoy that we don’t resemble each other.”  She emitted a surprisingly little girl like giggle.   “For many reasons. In fact just earlier…” 

 “Speaking of reason like that.”  Lydia cut in,  “Let nature take its course Lorena. Do not act upon your body’s lust.” 

 “The desire is in my heart as well as my loins.”  Lorena responded . “It will not be what you are trying to make of it, it will be with love.” 

 “But not the appropriate love.”  Lydia sighed,  “Will you really cross the line my sister?” 

Lorena laughed out loud and Melanie could hear it with her physical ears from down the 

hallway, but when she responded it was still in her mind.  “You really dare to speak to me of lines?” 

 “This is different. She has already been used and hurt. She has no idea what the difference between love and lust and….” 

 “Enough Lydia. I will do as I see fit. I…” 

 “As always.” 

 “I love you my sister.”  Lorena’s thoughts were even softer now.  “I do not wish to fight with you on this special evening. Not just the evening of Walpurgis night, but that of our special anniversary. All the signs are pointing for this to be the night.”  She paused,  “Will you stand in my way?” 

There was silence and Melanie felt she lost them, but a moment later, Lydia answered,  “And I love you as well, Lorena. You are the leader of our coven and with good reason and because of that and my love for you, I will not defy you. However, I ask you to think this through. If eventually you want to act, then fine, do so, but you should not be the first to grant that release. 

 The long term effects will….” 

Melanie could sense Lydia’s mind reaching out and looking over at Balthazar she focused on the baby crow, using it to pull her mind from their conversation. She was spurred along by another of those pains and an even louder bang as Lydia now slammed the door shut on her. A wave of exhaustion swept through her body and she slumped against the pillows. Melanie thought about what she has just heard and wondered what they meant. They were certainly speaking of her and her burgeoning power, but had no idea what they meant by first release. 

Her head was beginning to hurt and sliding down onto the bed, she let her head rest on the pillow. She had no idea how long the two of them would talk. They were both night owls and seeing it was a special night it could be awhile before Lorena came into her room. Melanie looked down at her breasts that were barely contained by the tight red tank top she was wearing. 

She had seen enough at sleep over’s to tell her that she had nothing to be ashamed of and wished someone else would take note of them. 

Bringing her hands up, Melanie began rubbing her nipples through the shirt and moaned softly as her flesh swelled. Lowering her hands, she slid one under her shirt to toy with her nipple while the other began lightly caressing her stomach. She jumped at the sound of Lydia’s door opening and remained still as she heard Lorena’s footsteps coming closer to her room. The stopped again and Melanie heard her enter the bathroom that was next to her room. A moment later the shower started up and Melanie’s hands began to move again. 

As her hand trailed down her stomach Melanie began to imagine Lorena in the shower. Her lush form covered in soap and water dripping from her nipples. Her long black hair would be 

plastered to her creamy skin and just as Melanie’s were now, her fingers would dip between her legs. Melanie bit her lip as her hand entered her red panties and her fingers found her swollen clit. She slid past her clit and began rubbing her fingers through the folds of her pussy. As always, she was extremely wet and after getting her fingers nice and sticky she returned them to her clit. 

As she began rubbing it in fast hard circles, she imagined Lorena doing the same. Odds are she didn’t have too. In her six months living here, Lorena had never brought anyone home, but had spent nights away and had mentioned to Lydia several times about what some of those nights were like. Lorena was into men, as was Lydia, but Melanie also overheard Lydia talking about women as well and wondered if Lorena might also be. The thought of Lorena with another 

woman caused her to speed her fingers up and with a groan she straightened her long legs out as her body sought what would be its third release since she had gone to bed. 

The shower stopped and again focusing on the thought of Lorena naked and dripping, Melanie started rocking her hips into her hand. Even now, on the brink of an orgasm, she felt this was wrong, that Lorena loved her and not in this way, but Melanie had never been so attracted to anyone. Sure Jen and other girls were pretty and sexy, but Lorena was so different, she was a true woman not a young girl and she was so good to her, maybe she would be good to her…

Melanie released a sharp gasp and lifting her hips off the bed, started twisting her nipple harder. 

She could feel the orgasm beginning to flow through her and closing her eyes saw the vision she had glimpsed earlier, Lorena naked and leaning over her, her thighs started to tremble and her…

There was a click and her door began to swing open. Melanie pulled her hands from her shirt and between her legs and drawing her leg up, managed to pull the sheet up to where she could reach it. Lorena entered her room and closing the door behind her, slowly walked over to her bed. 

Before she reached it, Melanie caught the scent of her French vanilla body wash and had to force herself not to take a deep breath. She also had to force herself not to stare at her foster mother’s body, which wasn’t easy considering how much of it she was showing. 

Lorena was wearing another of those silky camisole tops, but this one was so short it barely covered the bottom of her breasts leaving her smooth stomach completely bare. The cammy was turquoise blue, but the top part was black lace. Through the lace Melanie could make out the swelling of the top of her breasts. She swallowed nervously as she was also presented with the sight of Lorena’s nipples, her hard nipples, protruding through the silky top. 

The bottom was just as revealing. All Lorena had on was a pair of matching panties the sides of which only consisted of thin strips that went over her hips, leaving her entire length of her leg bare. Melanie’s eyes briefly focused on Lorena’s thigh. Around it was a tattoo of a series of lines with circles at the end of them. They were connected and encircled her entire thigh. Melanie had asked what it meant several times and each time, Lorena would tell her she would find out when she was old enough. 

“I hope you weren’t waiting up for me.” Lorena said in her rich smoky voice that like many things, eerily resembled Melanie’s own slightly husky voice. 

“Um…no…I’ve was sleeping until you came home.” Melanie had to force the words out as 

when Lorena came and stood next to her she noticed with alarm that the crotch of the panties was lace and she could see the pink skin of Lorena’s…she stopped that thought and quickly averted her eyes. 

“Not all night though,” Lorena pointed out and Melanie felt the bed shift as she got onto it. 

“Lydia said you had another nightmare.” 

“Yeah, earlier, but I went back to sleep for awhile.” She nodded as she continued to keep her head turned. She reached out towards Balthazar’s cage as a ruse to not be looking at Lorena. 

“Let him sleep,” Lorena said from next to her, “He’s only a baby.” Melanie felt her hand on her shoulder and a shiver ran up her spine when it slid over to her neck and up through her hair. “I would like it if you looked at me while we spoke.” 

“Sorry,” Melanie said turning to look at her. 

Lorena was sitting on the bed with one knee drawn up under her and her other leg on the floor. 

This left her legs open and as quickly as Melanie’s eyes were drawn there she forced them higher. There wasn’t a lot of relief as she was now confronted with Lorena’s creamy breasts which, as she leaned towards her, were threatening to spill out of the flimsy top. 

“Are you okay Melanie?” 

“Yeah, why?” she asked nervously. 

“You’re flushed and your skin is warm.” 

“Oh, well uh, it’s a little warm in here.” 

“Not really.” Lorena slid her hand from her hair and gently laid her palm against her cheek. “You do feel warm.” She glanced down and with a small smile said, “But you look as if you’re cold as well.” 

Not understanding what she meant, Melanie looked down and her eyes widened when she saw 

her hard nipples were plainly visible through the shirt. She felt her face becoming hot with embarrassment and immediately crossed her arms over her chest. “I…I’m sorry!” she exclaimed. 

“Why are you sorry?” Lorena asked with a laugh, “Look mine are like that too.” 

To emphasize her words, Lorena lifted her left breast and Melanie stared at her nipple and nodded. “Uh, okay maybe it is cold in here.” 

“A minute ago it was hot.” Lorena said with a smile that caused Melanie to think she was making fun of her. “You’re a little young for hot flashes.” 

Melanie didn’t respond, but lowered her gaze to the bed. Her eyes carefully avoiding Lorena’s body she sat there quietly unsure of what to say. 

“Would you like to tell me about your nightmare?” 

She shrugged, “Same one I had before about….” She didn’t want to say the name again, “Them finding me and hurting me. This time they said they hurt you and Lydia too and…” 

“Honey I’ve told you before, you’re safe here.” Lorena went back to stroking her hair and Melanie was caught between enjoying the touch and fearing her reaction to it. 

“But they live in Chicago and they might see me someday and…” 

“Melanie you’re never alone and if you see one of them you stay wherever you are and when Lydia or I pick you up you tell us.” 

“But what if they follow me?” she asked, her fear of Rudy now overcoming her taboo lust. 

“Then they would be very sorry.” Lorena said and taking Melanie’s chin in her hand lifted her head to look at her. “No one will ever hurt you again my dark beauty. Lydia and I are far more than a match for a group of cowards, but that will not happen.” 

Lorena shifted her hand back to her cheek and this time Melanie leaned into it, closing her eyes and enjoying her touch. “I love you mama.” She said softly. 

“And I, you, my gift.” 

Melanie smiled and opening her eyes peered at her through her long lashes, “Am I really your gift?” 

“Of course you are and I’m yours as well. We were put together to give each other what we need.” She looked down and Melanie saw her eyes make their way down the length of her body, 

“Anything we need.” She said softly. 

“What do you…” 

“Speaking of gifts,” Lorena said as her eyes returned to her face, “Lydia tells me you put on quite the show tonight, told me she had a little trouble putting it to rest.” 

“Sorry about the curtains and the lamp.” Melanie said. 

“No worries, however your outbursts are a little disconcerting.” Lorena removed her hand from her cheek, but dropping it down placed it on her thigh over the covers. “Lydia feels its because of all the anger you have inside of you at the things that have happened to you.” 

“I told her I’m not mad.” She looked down at Lorena’s hand taking in her long red nails and wondered what they would look like on her bare thigh. 

“And I am sure she has told you that you are. I agree with her. I can see that darkness inside you and you have every right to have that. I do believe it is part of what is driving your sudden little bursts of power,” she gave her thigh a squeeze, “But only a part of it.” 

“Do you know what the other part is?” she asked. 

“Oh I believe I do.” She gave her a smile, “I have no doubt your power is becoming more 

pronounced because my flower is beginning to truly blossom.” She winked, “In many ways.” 

“What do you mean blossom?” 

“I think that my little Melanie is wondering what it’s like to truly become a woman.” Her hand slid up from her leg and now rested on her bare stomach where her shirt had ridden up. “I think that your recent desires and the frustration of not fulfilling them is causing a different type of angst within you.” 

Melanie felt herself blush again, but even as she lowered her head she took note of those red nails on her stomach and how good her hand felt there. 

“So tell me, my blossoming flower, have you been thinking about the pleasures of the flesh?” 

“I… a little I guess.” She said looking away from her. 

“A little?” Lorena raised her eyebrows. “I think it’s more than that my dear, in fact I am pretty sure I know why you were so flushed when I came in here tonight.” 

Melanie started to say something, but no words would come out and she was now beyond 

embarrassed, but feeling totally humiliated. 

“Aww aren’t you precious!” Lorena laughed and sliding closer to her, slid her arm around 

Melanie’s shoulders. “It’s okay to do that honey, everyone does. But with what’s in your blood pent up frustration of any kind can ignite your power. I think it’s time you relieved that frustration.” 

“I…I don’t want to be with boys.” She said quietly. 

“I know Melanie, and after what happened I don’t blame you, but…” 

“No,” she interrupted her, “I don’t mean I don’t want them touching me, I mean I have desire to even want to. I…I’ve been thinking about women mama.” 

“And what’s wrong with that?” Lorena asked as her hand began moving, lightly trailing her long nails on her shoulder and down her upper arm. 

“My….that woman used to say that gay people were….” 

“Oh please.” Lorena rolled her eyes. “Trust me people who protest too loudly are the ones most likely to try if given the chance. But seriously Melanie if someone is attractive to you than that is enough. We’re put here to enjoy the bodies we’ve been given in any way we choose.” 

Turning to the side, Lorena placed her other hand on Melanie’s stomach and slid it down. As she did she pushed the covers down with them and Melanie felt her body beginning to tremble when her hand stopped just over the edge of her panties, “And allow me to say my dark beauty that you were given a very beautiful body to enjoy.” 

“Um…thank you, so it’s okay I like girls?” 

“As long as that’s what you like.” Lorena paused then leaning over placed her lips to her ear and whispered, “Truth be told Melanie, I rather enjoy indulging in the softer sex quite often myself.” 

“You do?” she asked, “I…oh.” 

Melanie gasped when after she finished speaking, Lorena’s tongue flicked out across her ear. She started to move her head, but stopped when Lorena’s lips pressed against the skin of her neck and gave her a soft kiss. Lorena lifted her head and smiled, “I do enjoy women. In many ways they are so much better than men. Men are rough and grabby, even when they are decent they are always in a hurry and their touch is nowhere near as soft as ours is, neither is their flesh.” 

Reaching down, Lorena grabbed her wrist and tugging on it brought Melanie’s hand up to touch her face. “See, aren’t I nice and soft?” 

“Yes.” Melanie managed to whisper. 

Her nipples were so hard they were aching and despite the fact Lorena was next to her, she was beginning to get wet. No, it wasn’t in spite of Lorena, it was because of. Her hand was moving back and forth and her finger had slid under the waistline of her panties. Her finger nails were teasing the soft skin just above the swelling of her mound and she was starting to sweat. 

“So you have been thinking of what you would like to do with all the pretty girls you see?” she asked, again she leaned over to speak in her ear, “What you would like them to do to you?” 

“Y…yes.” She repeated, “I think about…what it would be like to…be with them.” 

“Especially Jen I bet.” Lorena said, her lips so close to her ear they brushed it as she spoke. “I don’t blame you, she is a very attractive young lady and something tells me, it would not take much persuading for her to try.” 

“I…I don’t know.” 

“I do, I can sense many things in people and I think your pretty young friend would be very receptive to the tender touch of a certain dark eyed beauty.” She paused and Melanie shivered at the feeling of her hot breath on her neck. “So tell me, my blossom, have you tried?” 

“N…no. I don’t know how.” 

Her voice came out in a frustrated whimper and Lorena chuckled in her ear before startling her with another quick kiss to her neck and leaning back away from her. 

“That’s understandable, you’re nervous and it’s hard to tell if the other woman would be willing too.” She sighed and looked down to where her finger was still toying back and forth inches from her now dripping pussy. “And fact is Melanie you’ve never known sex to be anything but 

unpleasant and have no idea how enjoyable two people indulging in their flesh should be.” 

“How do I start?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady as she also fought to keep her hips from lifting to guide Lorena’s finger closer. 

“Well for you, I think you would be much better off if someone with a lot of experience showed you how. Someone who knows how to be soft and gentle and how to please as well as be patient and able to teach.” She reached out and touching her cheek looked directly into her eyes and added, “Someone who loves you very much.” 

“I…are you saying you want too?” she asked, her eyes wide. 

“I would very much like to introduce you to the sweet taste of the fairer sex.” 

Melanie stared at her and tried to think. Her heart was pounding and her body was responding to Lorena’s touch. But it was wrong and part of hr was afraid this was some type of test and if she admitted she wanted her that she would…” 

“You’ve already told me of your desire.” Lorena said softly. “As I said, I can pick up on not only thoughts, but the desires of the heart as well as the body.” She removed her arm from around her shoulders and caressed her cheek, “I know of your desire for me Melanie, and trust me I am far from upset, in fact.” She brought her hand back to her chest and cupped her right breast,” As you can see I’m quite excited. It is quite arousing to be desired by one so young and attractive.” 

“You…you’re so beautiful.” Melanie said softly, “I…I’m sorry mama, I know I shouldn’t but…” 

She stopped when Lorena placed her finger against her lips. “What did I just say? There is no shouldn’t. What the body desires it should have.” 

“But,” Melanie spoke around her finger which had now begun tracing the outline of her 

trembling lower lip. “You…you’re my mother and…” 

“Perhaps I am your mother in the way I care for you, but we are not blood Melanie.” She smiled, 

“That is why you are truly a gift. You see you and I have the rare opportunity to truly be everything to each other.” 

“What do you…” 

Melanie stopped and released a surprised moan when Lorena’s hand left her mouth and found her right breast. She gave it a gentle squeeze before her fingers started rubbing her swollen nipple through the shirt. 

“What I mean is we can be everything the other needs and desires. Life has brought us together as family. You, the daughter that was taken from me, and I the true loving mother you deserve. 

But we are also sisters in spirit as well, part of a long line of powerful sisters.” Removing her hand from Melanie’s breast she again took her hand and brought it to her, this time placing it on her chest just over her breasts. 

“Now we will become sisters of the flesh as well. Our hearts have already been joined, but now we will consummate our hearts desire with that of our bodies.” Lifting Melanie’s hand she gently kissed the tip of each of her fingers, “Come, my dark beauty, and allow me the privilege of introducing you to the pleasures of your beautiful flesh.” 

“You…you really want me?” Melanie asked, and this time lost control of her hips and began to rock them up against Lorena’s teasing finger. 

“More than any woman I have ever met.” Lorena told her, “You, my dark beauty, are far more desirable than you know.” Removing her hands from Melanie, she grabbed the bottom of her 

shirt and smiled, “Would you like to see what you have been fantasizing about?” 

Melanie had groaned when Lorena’s hand left her panties, but seeing her begin to lift her shirt caused her heart to start pounding and not trusting herself to speak she simply nodded. Lorena winked at her then pulling the silky top over her head tossed it away. 

“They’re…wow.” Melanie said, feeling like an idiot as she took in Lorena’s full creamy breasts. 

They were bigger than hers, but were still high and firm. Lorena’s nipples were a light pink and looked as hard as hers felt. Lorena cupped her breasts and started stroking her nipples with her thumbs. She sighed softly and the sound caused a wave of heat between Melanie’s thighs as she stared longingly at those perfect breasts. 

“Don’t be shy my love,” she purred, “Come touch them.” 

“My love?” Melanie whispered, feeling a lump rise in her throat, “You…you mean that?” 

“I love you in every way.” Lorena told her, then grabbing her hand placed it over her left breast, 

“See nice and soft, no?” 

“Oh yes.” Melanie cooed as she began fondling her. Her breast was soft, but firm and she could feel her hard nipple pressing against her palm. 

Quickly sitting up, Melanie faced her and reaching out began fondling her other breast as well. 

“Oh, I like that.” Lorena said softly, “That’s right my love, no need to be shy with me.” 

“Mama,” Melanie began, “C…can I…” she swallowed hard, “Can I lick them?” 

“You can do anything you want,” she said, “But when we’re together like this it’s Lorena okay? 

Mama is for when I take care of you, but when we are lovers call me by my name, understand?” 

“Yes,” she answered, her eyes locked onto the sight of her hands caressing Lorena’s tits. 

“And before your lips go anywhere else, how about you give me a kiss?” she released a soft moan when growing bolder; Melanie started rubbing her nipples between her finger tips. “I have been dreaming of those precious lips for quite some time now.” 

Lorena took her hands in hers and removing them from her tits placed them on her shoulders. 

Melanie released a frustrated whimper and Lorena laughed, “Patience my love, that’s what 

makes us different from the boys; women take their time and enjoy every bit of each other.” 

Lorena slid her arms around Melanie’s waist and pulled her towards her. She let herself be drawn into her embrace and felt her heart start racing even faster at the sight of Lorena closing her eyes and parting her full lips. Melanie did the same and moaned deep in her throat as Lorena’s lips pressed against hers. They were as soft as she imagined and she released another whimper as Lorena began to gently work her lips back and forth. Melanie pushed her lips harder to hers, trying to get her to stay still and felt Lorena smile against her. 

“Easy my young lover, it’s not a race.” She murmured. 

Melanie felt her face growing hot again, but at this point was unsure if it was from 

embarrassment or passion. Lorena’s lips joined hers once more and this time she fought top hold back. It paid off as Lorena did kiss her more forcefully this time and sliding her hands up her back wrapped them into her long black hair. Melanie started letting her hands roam as well, rubbing her palms along the soft smooth flesh of Lorena’s bare back. She gasped at the feeling of Lorena’s tongue pushing against her lips, but immediately parted them for her. Melanie emitted a soft sound of delight when that soft wet tongue darted into her mouth and caressed her own. 

She could feel her entire body trembling with excitement and was aware of her now soaked 

panties sticking to her yearning pussy. Lorena on the other hand felt completely relaxed against her and Melanie tried to force herself to do the same. Lorena hugged her closer to her and Melanie could feel her breasts pressing against hers through the thin tank top and wished she could feel them with nothing between them. 

“I like how you think,” Lorena whispered into her mouth. 

Her hand worked their way down her back and Melanie’s breath caught when she felt her pulling her shirt up. She hesitated, suddenly nervous again, but Lorena placed her lips to her ear and whispered, “Don’t be shy my love, I am sure they are as perfect as the rest of you.” 

She followed her words by playfully slipping her tongue into her ear, then sliding it down her neck. Melanie shivered and as Lorena began sucking gently on the skin between her neck and shoulder, raised her arms over her head. Lorena immediately pulled her top off and Melanie felt her breasts spring free. Lorena looked down at them and Melanie felt a surge go through her body as a look of pure lust came into her eyes. 

“Oh my.” Lorena whispered and bringing her hand sunder them, cupped them as she had her 

own. 

Melanie moaned at the feeling of a pair of hands other than her own on her flesh, then released another much louder one when Lorena’s thumbs started rubbing across her swollen rose colored nipples.  “Oh, that feels good!” 

“Yes they do.” Lorena nodded, her eyes fixed on them, “So firm, so…young.” She added in a barely audible whisper. 

Melanie started to reach for hers, but instead released a loud cry of pleasure when lowering her head; Lorena sucked her right nipple into her mouth. Lorena moaned as well and the sound 

caused a fresh wave of moisture to flow through her oozing pussy. Lorena released her nipple from between her soft lips and began tracing slow wet circles around it. Her fingers were teasing her other nipple and letting her head fall back, Melanie closed her eyes and purred delightedly as Lorena switched and began sucking the other nipple. 

Melanie arched her back, shoving her nipple deeper into Lorena’s amazing mouth and wrapping her arms around her shoulders, put a hand on the back of her head, holding it to her breast. 

“Hmm, someone likes this.” Lorena cooed around her swollen flesh and Melanie could feel her hips rocking as her pussy cried out for release. 

Lorena raised her head and leaning back, cupped her breasts, presenting them to her. 

Her excitement overcoming her nervousness, Melanie lowered her head and eagerly sucked 

Lorena’s pink nipple into her mouth. She sucked as hard as she dared, then as Lorena had done, began sliding her tongue across it. 

“Oh, that’s nice.” Lorena sighed, “Just like that my love, nice and easy.” 

Melanie whimpered at her calling her that. This was what she had been longing for, to not only experience another’s body, but for it to be someone who loved and accepted her. She brought her hands up and under Lorena’s taking over holding her breasts, and then moaned around her 

swollen nub when her hands quickly found Melanie’s nipples. Melanie switched to sucking on Lorena’s other nipple. Lorena placed her hand on the back of her head and as she had done, pushed her nipple further into her mouth. Melanie had no complaints and began sucking harder on her pink flesh. 

Lorena moaned again then placing her hands on her shoulders, gave her a gently shove, “Lean back against the pillows for me.” 

Melanie wanted to continue sucking on her tits, but let herself fall back so that she was leaning on the pillows, Lorena got to her knees next to her and nuzzling her face into her hair began kissing her neck. Melanie sighed and started running her hand across Lorena’s back. Lorena’s hand began playing with her right breast, but after a moment slid down onto her stomach and down towards her pussy. Melanie tensed up and even before Lorena’s hand had reached her 

panties began rocking her hips. 

“Relax my love,” Lorena said in her ear, “Just lie back and enjoy, trust me I am no tease.” 

She proved that point, by slipping her fingers not only into her panties but down through the folds of her pussy. 

‘Oh yes!” Melanie cried out as Lorena began rubbing her fingers up and down the length of her hot wet flesh. 

“Oh, you are soooo wet!” Lorena cooed, “You do want me don’t you?” 

“Yes, oh I want you so much!” she moaned. 

“And you’ll have me, all of me, but right now, just let me give you what you need.” 

Lorena slid her lips down from her neck and as she fastened them around her nipple, she slowly slid two fingers inside her. 

Melanie groaned and started moving her hips, causing her fingers to slide in and out of her. She was so wet she could hear a moist sucking sound when Lorena eased them out. Lorena moaned around her nipple and started moving her fingers faster. Melanie was breathing hard and reaching between them she captured Lorena’s nipple and started playing with it. 

“Hmm, aren’t you a quick learner.” Lorena whispered around her nipple. 

“I want to make you…” Melanie paused to moan as Lorena shoved her fingers deep inside her. 

“Keep wanting me.” 

“My love I will always want you.” Lorena told her, looking up into her eyes, “Melanie your mama is always going to take care of you in every way.” 

“I thought you didn’t want me to call….oh!” 

Melanie cried out louder than before when Lorena pressed her thumb to her sensitive clit and began rubbing it in circles

“Well, it does have a pleasant ring to it.” Lorena laughed, then began tonguing her nipple. 

She was making a show of it, using just the tip of her tongue and the sight of Lorena’s gorgeous face hovering over her breast caused her hips to start moving even quicker. Lorena saw her looking and winked at her as she leaned over and began tonguing her other nipple. Between her legs, Lorena had her fingers buried deep inside her and kept them still as he thumb pressed harder and began moving even faster on her clit. 

Melanie gasped and straightened her long legs as she felt her orgasm building within her. She heard a hiss and turning her head saw a whisp of smoke coming from the socket of the lamp. Her attention was drawn away from the lamp when Lorena started sucking hard on her nipple and reaching across caught the other one between her fingers. Her thumb was dancing expertly 

across her clit and her fingers were now moving gently in and out of her dripping pussy. 

She moaned then felt her breath catch as a sharp jolt of pleasure told her she was right on the edge. Arching her back off the bed, Melanie began thrusting her hips hard into Lorena’s fingers. 

Melanie heard a pop and caught the smell of smoke and blinked as a dull red glow began to appear around Lorena and everything else in her line of vision. She could feel the sweat running down her face and swore she saw the air beginning to shimmer to her left where the lamp was. 

Melanie wanted to look, but her body was on the verge of the first orgasm of her life that hadn’t been self induced. Lorena was watching her as she sucked on her nipple and Melanie started to pump her hips faster into her fingers. 

“Oh…oh!” she gasped as her body teetered on the edge, “I…oh please…” 

“Please what?” Lorena asked; a strange look in her dark eyes. 

“Please…make.” 

“Please mama.” Lorena whispered softly. 

“I…oh, mama, please make me….” 

Her words were cut off by a yelp of pain when Lorena caught her nipple between her teeth and gave her other nipple a sharp twist. That brief pain was quickly forgotten as Melanie went over the edge. Throwing her head back, she releases a long loud squeal as her pussy convulsed around Lorena’s fingers and wave after wave of pleasure slammed through her body. Her hips were 

bucking wildly, driving Lorena’s fingers deeper inside her and grinding her clit into her thumb. 

Melanie squealed again and again as her body received its long awaited release at the hands of the one person in her life who truly loved her. 

Even in the throes of her orgasm, Melanie noticed the smell of smoke had gotten stronger and as another wave of pleasure caused her to cry out, there was a loud roaring sound in her mind and a she saw a bright flash of light to her right. Melanie managed to turn her head and saw a three foot geyser of flame shooting upwards from the socket of the lamp. As she watched it began to fade, but as her body convulsed again she cried out and it shot up even higher. 

Melanie’s body spasmed and she cried out as the last of the orgasm flowed through her pleasure wracked body and as she slumped gasping into the pillows the flame went out. 

“Well that was quite the show,” Lorena laughed as she sat up on her knees. “You came hard for….” She licked her lips, “Your mother.” 

“I…I thought…” Melanie tried to speak, but couldn’t catch her breath. 

Lorena looked at her and gave her a wink, “Perhaps just this first time you can be my sweet daughter who is letting her mother show her the ways of the flesh.” 

Melanie nodded, but had barely heard her. Her eyes were drawn to Lorena’s heaving breasts. 

Like Melanie, Lorena was sweating and her entire body flushed red from passion. Her long dark hair had already begun to dry and was curling up and as she looked down into Melanie’s eyes she was again struck by how much she desired her. 

“I…I’ll be anything you want me to be,” she whispered. 

“Good girl.” Lorena said, then turning stretched out on her back next to her, “Now I think it’s time you showed me how much you want me.” Beckoning with her finger,” she smiled, “Come 

over here, my love.” 

She slowly spread her legs and sitting up, Melanie rolled over so that she was on her knees between Lorena’s legs, her hands on the bed over her shoulders. Smiling up at her, Lorena reached up and put her arms around her, “Come here.” 

Melanie eagerly sank down into her embrace and quickly pressed her lips to hers. Lorena sighed into the kiss and ran her long nails up and down Melanie’s back. Melanie moaned as Lorena’s tongue pushed between her lips and into her mouth and danced across hers. She could feel their nipples pressing against each other and as they continued to kiss, Lorena lifted her long legs and wrapped them around her waist. 

Melanie whimpered as she was drawn even closer to her lover’s soft body and began kissing her even more passionately. Lorena broke the kiss and letting her head fall back on the pillow placed her hand on the back of Melanie’s head and guided her to her neck. Melanie took her cue and nuzzling her face into her hair began to kiss the creamy skin of her neck. Lorena moaned softly and Melanie could feel her starting to rock her hips into her. She took her time, licking and sucking up and down the length of her smooth neck then Lorena placed her hand on her shoulder and gave her a push. 

Melanie didn’t need to be told twice and easing down the bed, quickly sucked her nipple into her mouth. Lorena sighed and began playing with her hair and caressing her back as she sucked and licked first one nipple than the other. 

“Straddle my leg.” Lorena whispered

Melanie swung her right leg over hers and Lorena quickly slid down until her knee was pressed against her pussy. Melanie gasped at how wet her panties were and how even through the 

material she could the heat from her pussy. Lorena started moving her hips, grinding her pussy against Melanie’s knee and moaned loudly. She tightened her grip in Melanie’s hair and shoved her face hard against her breast. Melanie didn’t mind and began sucking as hard as she dared. 

Lorena started moving her hips faster, then with a groan pushed on her shoulders again, “Get on your knees between my legs, it’s time for you to get your first taste of the sweetest flavor you will ever know.” 

Melanie sat up on her knees then watched, her eyes wide and her heart pounding as Lorena lifted her hips and slid her panties over them. Making a show of it, Lorena lifted her legs straight in the air and slowly worked her panties up over her knees. Bending her legs she slid them down to her feet and with a laugh playfully kicked them away. Melanie had no idea where they went. Her dark eyes were locked onto the sight of Lorena’s smooth, pink, and glistening pussy. Lorena lowered her legs and slowly opened them wide. 

“See something you like?” she asked, Reaching down she spread her pussy open and started to slide her red tipped finger nail through her pink lips. 

“Oh, yes.” Melanie whispered. 

“Lay on your stomach,” Lorena smiled at her, “get nice and comfortable down there.” 

Her eyes never leaving the sight of Lorena’s finger stroking her pussy, Melanie lid her legs out from beneath her until she was lying on her stomach, propped up on her elbows. In this position her face was only inches from Lorena’s pussy and unable to help it, she took a deep breath, then sighed at the intoxicating scent of her pussy. 

“Oh, you like that do you?” Lorena laughed, “Why not come closer and,” she tapped her swollen clit with her nail, “Give me a kiss?” 

Melanie licked her lips and leaning forward placed her trembling lips to Lorena’s hot flesh. 

Lorena moaned and her hips twitched, shoving her pussy hard into Melanie’s lips. She kissed her clit softly, then easing back, flicked her tongue out and across her swollen nub. 

“Hmm nice.” Lorena purred, “Now nice and easy and all around it just like my nipple.” 

Melanie licked her lips, then tentatively started swirling her tongue in a slow circle around her pink button. Lorena sighed and began playing with her hair as she continued to slide her tongue back and forth.  Lorena spread herself wider and whispered, “That feels good my love, but why not explore, work that little pink tongue of yours up and down, get a good long taste of what I hope will always be your favorite pussy.” 

“I want it to be my only one.” Melanie murmured as she started sliding her tongue down through Lorena’s quivering pussy. 

“We’ll talk about,” Lorena began, then moaned when Melanie started swirling her tongue back and forth as she worked back up towards her clit, “Never mind, just keep going, you’re doing a…” she moaned again, “Very good job.” 

Gaining confidence, Melanie worked her way back down the length of her pussy, sliding her tongue in small tight circles as she did. Her tongue was coated with Lorena’s sticky juices and it was indeed the sweetest thing she had ever tasted. Lorena’s scent was thick in her nostrils and her flesh soft and moist against her face. Melanie reached the entrance of her pussy and began teasing around it. 

“Inside.” Lorena told her, “Slide that…oh yes!” 

Lorena cried out as Melanie quickly plunged her tongue inside her. Melanie began swirling it around inside her and moaned as her mouth started to fill with her sweet nectar. Lorena was moving her hips, but only slightly and tightening her grip in her hair, she whispered, “Stiffen your tongue and move your head, fuck me with your it.” 

Melanie did as she asked and they both moaned as she started sliding her rigid tongue in and out of her dripping pussy. 

“Oh, that’s nice, now be a good girl and slide two fingers in there.” Lorena sighed, “I think there’s a better place for that tongue right now.” 

Melanie removed her tongue and gently sliding two fingers inside her, started trailing her tongue back up the length of her pussy. Lorena groaned softly and Melanie gasped at how hot and wet Lorena’s pussy was. And not just hers; despite having just cum, Melanie’s pussy was sopping wet and she could feel her hips grinding into the bed.  Her panties were soaked and she hoped that soon Lorena would remove them for her. 

Her tongue found Lorena’s clit and after tracing a fast circle around it, she decided to try gently sucking on it. She was rewarded with a loud moan from Lorena and her hips jerked hard as 

Melanie held it between her lips and swirled her tongue around it. 

“Hmmm, someone’s a natural!” Lorena laughed, then releasing a long soft sigh added, “Look up at me, let me see those eyes and that pretty little face between my thighs.” 

Melanie looked up at her and easing her head back, made a show of just using the tip of her tongue on her clit. 

“Look at you!” Lorena moaned, “Oh, I am going to have to be very good to you after this!” 

Spurred on by her reaction, Melanie started pumping her fingers faster and sucking harder on her clit. Lorena’s hips started rocking faster and lifting her legs she placed her soft feet on her shoulders. 

“That’s right my love, right there.” She purred, “Go a little faster, next time you can take all the time you want, but right now I want to come for my dark beauty” she paused and groaned deep in her throat as Melanie began sucking faster and harder, “Then I can taste you and oh, how I have looked forward to that!” 

Melanie felt another wave of heat flow through her and shoving her fingers in as deep as she could, started swirling her tongue around her clit as fast as she could. 

“Oh, you want that don’t you?” Lorena moaned, “Well keep licking like that and you’ll get your turn my love.” She gasped as Melanie went back to sucking on her clit, “Oh, your mama is going to cum so hard for you!” 

Melanie could feel Lorena’s thighs trembling against her shoulders and felt her toes curling into them. Her own pussy was getting wetter by the moment and her nipples were aching as they 

pressed into the soft sheet. Lorena removed her hand from her hair and Melanie looked up to see her playing with her nipples. Even as her tongue continued to press against her clit, Melanie couldn’t stop looking at her. Lorena’s red nails looked amazing on her pink nipples and her breasts were heaving as Melanie brought her closer to her climax. Lorena’s head was back and her eyes closed. Her lips were parted and she was moaning continuously as her inexperienced tongue worked as fast as it could to make her cum. 

Melanie sucked her clit back into her mouth, this time so hard her lips smacked and Lorena cried out, “Yes! Right there my love! Keep sucking nice and hard like that and I…” 

Lorena trailed off and Melanie felt her feet pushing hard against her shoulders. Lorena’s pussy then contracted around her fingers and she released a loud cry and began bucking her hips wildly. 

“Oh yes!” she shouted, then as Melanie began to slow down her tongue cried, “No don’t stop!” 

Melanie started sucking fast and hard then released a muffled yelp when Lorena clamped her thighs tightly around her head, pinning her face to her convulsing pussy. Above her Lorena emitted a long loud wail of pleasure and Melanie felt her hand grab her hair and hold her head still as her hips drove into her still moving tongue and fingers. Lorena was pulling tightly on her hair and she was having a hard time breathing with her face pressed into her hot flesh. 

Never the less each time Lorena cried out in pleasure Melanie felt a thrill go through her and her own hips were grinding hard into the bed and her clit pressing against the sheet caused her to moan around Lorena’s quivering button. Lorena pressed her feet hard enough into her shoulders to lift her hips high off the bed and she gasped. A moment later her pussy contracted tightly and as Lorena released another loud scream, a warm wave of sticky fluid flowed around her fingers and squirted out onto her chin and down her arm. 

“Damn that felt good!” Lorena moaned as she let her legs drop from her face. “You are going to make a lot of women very happy my love.” 

“I just want to make you happy.” Melanie said as she rose to her knees and wiped at her dripping face. She looked at her sticky hand and after running her tongue along the side of it, put the fingers that had been inside Lorena into her mouth and started sucking on them. 

“Look at you, you dirty little girl!” Lorena laughed then with a grunt of effort forced herself to sit up. 

“I…I’m sorry.” Melanie said nervously as she removed her fingers from her mouth. 

“I’m just teasing!” Lorena laughed again and once more Melanie felt stupid. 

“You’re pouting!’ Lorena exclaimed, “Oh, you are so damn precious.” 

Leaning forward, Lorena caught her face in her hands and gently kissed her trembling lip. 

“Hmm, you taste like me, you naughty thing.” Lorena gestured to the bed and smiled, “Now I think it’s time I found out what my sweet little girl tastes like don’t you?” 

Melanie’s response was to quickly turn around and lay back on the bed. She grabbed her panties and lifting her hips began to pull them down. 

“You are eager,” Lorena said, but this time there was no smile or laugh to go along with her words. 

Even as she spoke, Melanie had drawn her knees up to her chest and pushed her panties all the way down to her feet. As Lorena had done she flicked them off of her foot. The entire time Lorena’s eyes were fixed on her also smooth and very wet pink pussy. Melanie felt her breath catch as Lorena’s tongue slid across her full lips and she whispered, “Look at that pretty little pussy.” 

Melanie started to lower her legs, but reaching down; Lorena placed her hands on the backs of her thighs and shook her head, “Stay right there.” 

Lorena slid down onto her stomach, letting Melanie’s feet rest on her back and leaning forward placed a soft kiss on the inside of each of her thighs. As she had done, Lorena took a deep breath and Melanie saw her eyes roll back as she caught her scent. Licking her lips again, Lorena smiled, “Such pretty lips and never been kissed have they?” 

“N…no.” She whispered, “Please be the first.” 

“You are so sweet.” Lorena told her, then caused her to gasp when her tongue slipped out and plunged directly into her pussy. Lorena sucked hard and Melanie could feel her juices flow from inside her. Lorena looked up at her and showed her, her now glistening tongue. “In so many ways.” She told her, “I am going to love loving you my dark beauty.” 

Melanie tried to respond, but all that came out was a cry of pleasure when Lorena shoved her tongue back inside her. She could feel her swirling it around and Melanie moaned at not just how good it looked, but the sight of Lorena’s beautiful face between her thighs. Lorena’s black eyes looked into hers and in her mind she heard her say,  “Relax and enjoy my love and know this is the first of a lifetime of amazing nights we will spend together.” 

Oh, how good that sounded! Lorena winked at her then removing her tongue from inside her 

slowly worked her tongue up through her sopping pussy. When she reached her clit she gave it a quick flick that caused Melanie to jerk her hips, then raising her head pulled her tongue back. 

There was a trail of her juice attached to the tip of her tongue and after playfully wagging it at her, Lorena slurped it back into her mouth. Following it to its source, her lips closed around Melanie’s sensitive clit and sucked it gently into her mouth. 

“Oh, that feels sooo good!” Melanie purred as Lorena worked her swollen button with her soft lips. 

Lorena smiled at her then began to trace her clit with just the tip of her tongue. It felt amazing, but Melanie started rocking her hips hoping she would take the hint and go faster. Lorena kissed her clit and asked, “Are you in a hurry my love?” 

“I….I’ve thought about this for so long,” she moaned, “I want to cum for you!” 

“Okay,” Lorena nodded as she gently eased two fingers into her pussy, “We’ll both take our time tomorrow morning how’s that sound?” 

“Tomorrow morning?” she repeated a thrill going through her. 

“Oh yes, and then we’ll take a nice hot shower together and play in there as well.” She smiled, “I am going to show you things you’ve never dreamed of. But for now, let me show you how to 

really make a woman cum.” 

She returned her tongue to her clit, but this time pressed her tongue hard against it and swirled it around faster than before. She was pumping her fingers harder than she had when she’d played with her earlier, but it felt good and Melanie started working her hips in time with her fingers. As Lorena tongued her clit, Melanie let her eyes wander down the bed and took in Lorena’s firm round ass and saw as she had done she was grinding her hips into the bed. She had bent her legs at the knees and was kicking them back and forth. 

Melanie took in her red nail polish and had the sudden urge to suck on her toes, to run her tongue along the soft flesh of the sole of her foot.”Yes,” Lorena spoke in her mind,  “You will worship me in that way and I will do the same for you, we will explore every bit of each other’s bodies.” 

Melanie tried to form a response, but couldn’t concentrate as Lorena started sucking her clit hard and fast. Melanie reached up and imitating Lorena started playing with her nipples. Between her legs, Lorena nodded in approval then caused her to yelp when she slid a third finger into her tight pussy. 

“Oh, easy.” She whimpered. 

“I will, just give it a chance.” Lorena whispered around her clit. 

She pushed the additional finger all the way inside and Melanie squirmed uncomfortably as Lorena shoved all three so deep she felt her knuckles pressing against her pussy. Lorena then curled them inside her and Melanie cried out as she began wiggling them. It hurt a little, but behind that slight pain was a far more pleasurable sensation. Lorena began sucking her clit so hard her lips were making smacking noises and Melanie could feel her thighs starting to tremble as she was already closing in on her climax. 

Lorena started moving her fingers faster and sucking even harder and squeezing her nipples harder, Melanie lifted her ass off the bed and started pumping her hips against Lorena’s fingers. 

She still wasn’t moving them in and out, but was curling then straightening them inside her. 

There was no longer any pain and each time her fingers curled, Melanie felt a surge of pleasure and thrust her hips even harder. 

“Oh that’s…” Melanie moaned, “That’s so good!” 

Lorena’s response was to pull her head back and Melanie moaned as she kept her clit between her lips, stretching her flesh. Lorena released it then sucking it back into her mouth pulled on it again. Melanie gasped as again there was a little discomfort, but a wave of pleasure as well. 

Lorena curled her fingers harder and Melanie cried out and her hips began to move as if they had a mind of their own, pushing against her fingers and grinding in small circles. Lorena took her clit between her lips again, but this time began sucking it and swirling her soft tongue around it. 

“Oh please!” Melanie moaned as she felt her orgasm growing within her. 

The buildup was different this time. Melanie could feel it deeper within her and where Lorena’s fingers were moving waves of pleasure wee running through her. Reaching up with her free 

hand, Lorena replaced Melanie’s fingers on her right nipple and began rolling it between her finger tips.  Melanie gasped and arching her back off the bed started to whimper as her body strained for its release. Lorena sucked her clit into her mouth and simultaneously nipped it with her teeth and gave her nipple a hard twist. 

Melanie cried out as she felt her climax beginning, then Lorena clenched her fingers again and she went off like a rocket. Throwing her head back Melanie came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open and wailing like a banshee. Lorena’s tongue was still busy on her clit and her fingers were twitching inside her and each time they moved caused another surge of ecstasy to tear through her body. Melanie cried out and again a stream of fire shot out from the lamp. 

The flame rose and fell as Lorena kept curling her fingers and Melanie kept screaming in 

pleasure. She was faintly aware of Balthazar chirping from his cage, but all she could do was lay there at the mercy of the most powerful orgasm she’d ever experienced. Lorena sucked her clit hard and gave it another nip and Melanie lifted her ass so far off the bed, she heard her back crack. She gasped and her body seemed to hesitate. Lorena pinched her nipple hard and curling her fingers inside of her seemed to twist them as well. 

Something inside her seemed to break and with a long loud squeal, Melanie felt her pussy 

convulse and a stream of sticky fluid burst from her pussy and sprayed over Lorena’s head and onto her back. Melanie howled again as her body convulsed again and another wave of fluid sprayed across Lorena’s already glistening back. Lorena stopped moving her fingers and with an exhausted whimper Melanie collapsed back onto the bed. 

Lorena sat up between her legs and wiping at her dripping face, laughed, “You cum like a 

fountain my love!” 

“I…holy shit.” Melanie moaned. 

Her heart was racing and her breath was coming in ragged gasps. She’d come so hard the room was spinning and she felt as if she couldn’t move her arms and legs. 

“le petite Mort,” Lorena told her as she crawled up between her legs to lean over her. 

“What?” Melanie asked, then smiled as leaning down, Lorena placed a gentle kiss on her lips

“’ French for the little death, that’s how they referred to powerful orgasms.” 

“Then I think I died a couple of times.” She groaned. 

“You are precious my love.” Lorena laughed softly, then letting her weight go slid her arms under hers and hugged her tightly as she gave her another kiss, but this time a deep passionate one. 

As tired as she was, Melanie returned the kiss enthusiastically and wrapping her arms around Lorena’s shoulders, pulled her even closer to her. She could taste her juices from Lorena’s lips and when she pressed her tongue into her mouth, Melanie began gently sucking on it, getting an even better taste. Lorena slid her lips from hers and rolling off of her, sat up against the pillows. 

Melanie sat up and turning to look at her asked, “Did…did I make you happy?” 

“Melanie you have made me nothing but happy since the day I laid eyes on you.” Lorena told her. 

She released a contented sigh and asked, “Question is my love, are you happy?” 

“I’ve never been happier!” she said softly looking up at Lorena through her lashes she added, 

“Am I really your love?” 

“Of course you are.” Lorena reached out and touched her cheek, “As I said, we are going to be everything to each other Melanie.” 

“You…you said something about others. But I just want to be with you!” 

Lorena looked at her and shrugged, “That may change my love, but for right now,” she put her arms out to her, “Just come over here and let your mother hold you.” 

With a big smile Melanie slid over and wrapping her arms around Lorena’s waist, rested her head between her creamy breasts. Lorena put her arm around her shoulders and as she began running her hand through her hair, Melanie whispered, “I love you mama, with all my heart.” 

“And I, you, my sweet gift.” Lorena answered, kissing the top of her head. 

“Will you always?” She asked. 

“Melanie, I will love you and only you forever, I promise.” 

Melanie felt her eyes filling up and as she nestled herself closer to Lorena’s warm naked body, she smile, it was good to be loved. 



Chapter Seven

Abigail had gone silent and Nicole felt a wave of conflicting emotions at the story she had told. 

The fact Abigail would sit and describe in detail her having sex with another woman and 

mentioning how she loved her fed her rage towards her. It truly showed how uncaring and 

unfeeling she was. But there was also a part of her that couldn’t help but pity her. Lorena had taken advantage of her there was no doubt there at all. 

Abigail or Melanie whoever she considered herself at the time had been desperate to be loved and was an all too eager participant in a seduction that should have never happened. The story of her nightmares had struck home as well. Even now close to thirty years later, Nicole’s sleep was still occasionally tormented by her father’s abuse. The second Nicole realized who Abigail was she had known what had happened to her. But hearing it described in detail had her enraged at what they had done to her as well as wanting to cry for the woman she had tried to love. But that second emotion was a dangerous one; she would not fall sway to pity. 

She focused her attention on Abigail and saw her eyes were close to shut. Nicole wondered if she were succumbing to emotional and physical exhaustion or if she were indeed hurt. She had no idea what had happened between her and Lydia, but Abigail had looked as if she’d been through hell and back when she entered the room. Nicole had then lost control and pretty much beat the shit out of her. Witch with extraordinary powers she might be, Abigail was not a physical match in any way shape for or form for Nicole and she began to fear she’d actually hurt her. 

After another pause, she reached out to give her shoulder a shake, but stopped when she began to speak again, 

“That night was the best of my life at the time. Not only did I feel more loved than ever before, but it was the first time I’d had a sexual encounter that was enjoyable for me. I know as you heard this you were calling us sick and perhaps we were.  I also know you, as anyone else, would put the blame on Lorena, but there was no blame; everything happens as was meant to. Fact was, sick or not, I sorely needed that love and attention. I needed to know being in bed with another person could be fun, that sex was not about degradation and pain,” She gave a small laugh. 

“Although my appetites would eventually turn in that direction, leading me down the path of a dominant and to my Lorena her hopeless submissive.” 

Nicole picked up on the word hopeless and was going to ask what she meant, but Abigail was again speaking while looking like she was in another world. 

“We would spend the next few nights together, playing and enjoying. It was so amazing! I felt like Lorena was introducing me to my own body and I couldn’t get enough.” 

Nicole rolled her eyes and Abigail must have picked up on it as she paused, then sighed, 

“I am sorry Nicole, but the past is the past and sadly it has shaped the future. But Lorena told me early on it wouldn’t be an every night thing and as much as she enjoyed me, she wanted me to enjoy others as well. I had no desire too and was content to just wait for Lorena. Every night I would go to bed and lay there naked, hoping she would come and join me. At least once or twice a week she would and that was enough, but Lorena took that choice from me.” 

“One Saturday night Lorena had gone out and as always I was hoping she would come home and into my room. I heard her car pull up and waited to hear her coming down the hallway. A couple of minutes later I did and I was so excited, but when she peered into the room she told me to come out into the parlor and meet her friend. I threw my night shirt on and went out to see a woman maybe Lorena’s age on the couch and she remarked I was even sexier than Lorena had 

described me.” 

“To make a long story short, Lorena told me she brought her home to join us, so the three of us could have fun. I refused and got upset. I ran into my room and Lorena followed me and told me to go back out there. I told her that I thought when people loved each other they didn’t share.” 

“Funny I thought the same thing.” Nicole remarked dryly. 

“I…I deserve that.” She told her with a slight nod of her head. “That is when Lorena spoke of lust and love. She said we obeyed the rules of the flesh and lived for indulgence not abstinence. 

We were given our beautiful bodies to enjoy. She said when you played for fun it was lust, but when we were together it was love and very different. She then left, but when she came back she had the woman with her and they both got on the bed with me.” 

“The woman started touching me, running her hands along my legs and telling me how pretty I was and she….she kissed my neck and played with my hair. I started to get scared because I felt like I was back with Rudy, like I was being whored out. The woman saw I was nervous and told me I didn’t have to if I didn’t want to. I wanted to say no, and then Lorena told me she really wanted me to. She said it would make her happy if I would play with them and they would be nice to me. I…I wanted to make her happy, I mean she had been so good to me so I…I went 

along with it. I relaxed a little and Lorena took my shirt off and they both played with me. Then they played with each other and when she left, Lorena spent the night in my bed and told me how happy I had made her.” 

Nicole started to comment, then bit it back. Any negative remark said by anyone about Lorena was always met by anger from Abigail she had no interest in a useless argument about a dead woman with a woman she should have walked out on a half hour ago. But her story had an odd fascination to it. Abigail was a mystery to everyone except Lydia and Nicole was at last hearing the story. Like a driver unable to resist looking at a terrible crash, Nicole sat and listened to her twisted tale. 

“After that night Lorena would bring women home to join us.” She hesitated, then frowned, “No, that wasn’t quite the case. Sometimes it would be three of us playing, but a few times she brought a woman home and had me simply sit and watch them. I used to get very upset and she would tell me she would do it until I was used to it. I didn’t understand and she told me that there was a reason I needed to overcome my jealousy, but she couldn’t tell me what it was yet. I would have to wait until I was older.” 

“The Circle.” Nicole muttered as much to herself as to her. 

“Yes, but that was down the line, in the meantime she was preparing me for it. She  showed  me how easy it was not to care by having a woman play with me while she simply sat and watched and made it a point to tell me later it did not bother her at all. She then encouraged me to start playing with a girl my age, to go out and seduce Jen. I initially said no, but then Lorena said she wouldn’t spend any time with me until I did. After a week of sleeping alone, I invited Jen over for a Friday night and after lying in my bed watching movies, I kissed her. She tried to say she didn’t like it, but,” she shrugged, “It wasn’t much of a fuss she put up and soon we were going at it.” 

“Lorena rewarded me by letting me spend the weekend in her bed, and I continued to see Jen for awhile, and then started moving on to other girls, but Lorena was always the one I wanted most and the only one that truly made me feel complete. In the meantime, despite my longing to be the only girl in Lorena’s bed, life was good. Lorena hired private tutors for me and I received a far better education than I would have in public schools. I was also learning quite a bit of the lore of the coven and had begun to prepare for my eighteenth birthday when I would be able to be 

initiated into it.” 

Abigail looked up and wiping at her eyes with the back of her hand said, “And what an initiation it was, because that was the night the revenge Lydia had promised came to pass.” 

“So…” Nicole paused feeling what she knew was a sick surge of satisfaction running through her. “The story I heard was right, you….” 

“Did your homework, did you?” Abigail asked, with another poor attempt at a smile. “Yes, my coming of age party so to speak was made quite the splash.” 

“As I said life was good except for those terrible nightmares. By then I knew I was safe and had left that monster and his friends behind, but I still had an irrational fear of them. Sometimes when we were in the city I would think I saw Rudy. I was sure I didn’t, but I was always 

spooked. I just couldn’t seem to put what happened completely behind me.” 

“No one could have.” Nicole pointed out. “And…I still don’t think you have.” 

“Perhaps not completely, but it no longer haunts my every waking moment as it did. It was the October of my eighteenth birthday; I was due to be initiated into the coven as an official member. 

Lorena said she wanted to wait until the end of the month for the night of Samhain, to make it even more special. That night Lorena presented me with a beautiful black and red robe that had belonged to her mother, a robe that I wear every Samhain to this day. We got into the car, but instead of going to the place we usually met, drove out of the city.” 

Nicole noted that her voice was growing stronger and she continued, she noticed her eyes were no longer heavy but wide and bright. 

“I sensed an excitement in Lorena, but more than that I could feel something building within myself. I felt as if something big was going to happen. We drove for well over an hour until we arrived at a deserted barn. I saw the cars of the rest of the coven and just before I entered Lorena blindfolded me. She said she had a very special surprise for me.” 

Abigail let her head fall back onto the bed so that she was staring up at the ceiling and Nicole had the feeling she was looking into her mind rather than at the white plaster. 

“I she led into the barn and was aware of people around me. The blindfold was removed from me and I saw the other members of the coven, I noticed Lydia was missing and the rest were all looking at me with an air of expectation and after a moment Lorena told me to turn around. I did as she said and felt my stomach twist into a knot. Before me hanging upside down from the ceiling were Rudy and the four animals that had attacked me.” 

“They were naked. Their hands were tied behind their backs and their heads were only a foot or so from the dirt floor. They had duct tape over their mouths and I noticed underneath each one was a metal bucket. As I continued to stare, Lydia stepped out from behind them and called out, 

“Happy birthday my dear niece!” She had gestured with her hands and I saw they were bloody. 

That’s when I noticed that all five of them were covered with blisters and burns. Lydia had been torturing them and for a long time from the looks of it. I could see the shape of her hands and fingers burned into their bodies and their faces.” 

“Lorena stepped in front of me and told me that tonight was a crossroads for me. I was not only joining the Coven, but had a chance to set aside my old pain and learn the way of retribution. I had a chance to achieve full power, by baptism in the blood of my enemies. Or I could decide to take a different path and show mercy and turn the other cheek to those who had hurt me. One way or another it was my choice and she would abide by either.” 

Nicole could hear her breathing heavier as she continued and saw her hands were clenched into fists. 

“Lorena reached out and placed a long knife in my hand and the men began screaming behind the tape over their mouths. I whispered to Lorena that I couldn’t. Lorena told me to just listen to their pleas for mercy and remember my own.” 

Abigail slowly lifted her head from the bed and Nicole felt a chill go down her spine at the twisted smile on her swollen lips

“A male member of the coven removed their gags and they started begging as Lorena said they would. Lydia shouted that they could do better than that and as I watched placed her finger on Rudy’s chest. She slowly traced the shape of the rune for vengeance and as her finger moved over his skin it burned and blistered. He was screaming in agony and the rest of them in fear. 

They knew they were going to die.” 

I listened to Rudy scream and in an instant that entire night came back to me; the pain, the humiliation. Forcing their cocks into me and laughing as I screamed, calling me names, telling me how much I loved it wiping their blood and cum covered cocks all over my face and putting them in my mouth.” 

Nicole jumped as her voice became louder and much stronger. Her chest was heaving and her hands clenched so tightly her knuckles were turning white. 

“I remembered three of them in me at once, I was gagging and in agony, I vomited at one point and they rubbed my face in it!” 

Abigail stopped and took a long shuddering breath. Nicole noted with a start that her eyes were beginning to roll back in her head, leaving her looking at the ghostly whites. 

“I stepped up to the first man and stood there trembling. My face was level with his cock and I held up the knife, but was unsure what to do. Lorena, my teacher, my foster mother, and my gentle lover positioned the knife in my hand. She raised my arm until the tip of the blade was placed inside of his anus. She then told me to push down as hard as I could and pull the blade down through his balls and to keep going.” 

Again she paused and took one of those long eerie breaths. In addition to her eyes rolled back she had begun to sweat and she could see her legs trembling.” 

“I did as she said. I shoved the blade down into his ass the way he had forced his cock into mine. 

He screamed and the others did as well. I then started to pull forward.” 

Nicole flinched when moving quickly, Abigail drew a wicked looking knife from her boot and raised her arm in the air. 

“I felt resistance, but tugged harder, the blade ripped through the skin between his ass and then much easier sliced through his balls.” 

“Abigail, I think you should stop now, I…” 

Nicole let out a startled yelp as she turned her head and appeared to be staring at her through the milky whites of her eyes. She was slowly lowering the knife as if she were slicing through an imaginary body in front of her. 

“I tell you Nicole, that it is not possible to begin to describe the sound a man makes when his balls are cut open. I…:” she paused and a shudder went through her body. 

“I stopped at the sound, and the sight of the blood and his testicles spilling out. From behind me Lorena asked if they had showed me mercy. I started cutting again, down the length of his cock, then into his stomach. My hand was shaking badly, but Lorena came up behind me and grabbing my wrist steadied my hand and helped me draw it down through his stomach and down his chest. 

By then we were kneeling. The man was beyond screaming he was making whimpering gurgling 

noises, but still alive. His body was thrashing and one of the men stepped up and held him still as I trailed the knife up his chest. When I reached his throat, Lorena whispered in my ear, ‘cut across, my dark beauty, just as if you were crossing a T’. Again she held my hand and helped me as I slit his throat.” 

Nicole leaned back as Abigail slashed sideways with the knife for emphasis. “I watched as blood began to flow down his face and into the bucket. While it did I heard the other members of the coven chanting behind me and the other men screaming in fear.” 

Abigail mercifully turned her frightening visage away as she went on with her horrific story. 

“Something came over me. I jumped up and pulling my hand from Lorena’s  went to the second man and plunged the knife into his ass as hard as I could. He shrieked and behind me Lorena cried out ‘Make them sing my angel!’ This time after I ripped through his balls I slashed the knife sideways cutting his cock off!” Abigail shuddered again. “Oh how he screamed!” 

Nicole leaned back away from her. She’d seen more than her share of terrible things in her day, but Abigail’s appearance was truly unnerving her. 

“I felt electric! The smell of the blood and the sound of his screaming were like a drug. The coven was chanting and I could feel the power growing inside of me. I ripped down his gut and when I reached his throat asked him ‘who’s loving it now?’ I slashed his throat so violently some of the blood sprayed me and I opened my mouth to taste it.” 

Abigail’s breaths were coming faster and had begun to take on a different pitch. Nicole looked up to see her leaning back, her eyes closed. Abigail was weaving the knife in front of her, alternately making slicing then slashing movements. Nicole debated taking it away from her, but didn’t trust Abigail to even know where she was right now and not try to fight her. 

“As I cut into the third one I became aware not only of how much stronger I felt, but that my nipples had become hard and I was getting wet. The fourth one suffered more than the others, he was tied facing Rudy so that he could see what I was doing. When I severed this one’s cock I held it in my hand and shoved it into his mouth before cutting the rest of him open. I was sweating profusely and Lorena came up behind me and removed my robe. I was naked 

underneath, but didn’t care. I…” 

Abigail emitted a gasp and she began expertly twirling the knife around with her hand, the handle sliding between her fingers and the blade spinning in a circle. 

“Lorena turned me to face Rudy, and as I started to cut him oh so slowly, she reached around me and started playing with my clit. In that moment time had no meaning, but I know I had to have taken at least ten minutes to cut him. I began running the tip of the knife through the burns Lydia had left on him. He was screaming and each time he did it was like music to my ears. I severed his cock as well and rubbed it all over his face.” 

“I was aware of a high sweet voice singing and realized it was me, chanting a song that had never been taught to me. I knelt down to him and began cutting into his face. Lorena knelt with me, her hand still stroking me while her other had reached around to play with my throbbing nipples. I was aware of movement behind me and I was doused with blood from one of the 

buckets. The second it emptied another was dumped upon me. Everyone was chanting and 

singing, celebrating. I slashed his throat and at that moment my sweet Lorena brought me to climax. I had never cum so hard! I was moaning and writhing against her as Rudy’s body 

thrashed in its death throes.” 

Abigail stopped and Nicole watched as her legs straightened. She bit her lip and moaned in her throat as her legs kicked. Nicole wondered if she were simply reliving the orgasm of the past or if she had actually just had one. She released a long sigh that made her believe she really had and her body relaxed back against the bed. In between gasps she continued; 

“As my tormentors died my former life died with them and I was reborn. That night I took the name of the daughter Lorena had lost years ago. Sweet Melanie Carter would have never killed those men. As they died, so did she; and in her place, covered with the blood of her enemies, her exultation causing every torch in the barn to explode; Abigail Lefay was born.” 

Nicole knelt there speechless as Abigail took several deep breaths before lifting her head to look at her. She was relieved to see her eyes were back to normal. “You’ll have to excuse me.” She said quietly. “I forget what that does to me.” 

She lowered the knife to the floor and releasing it placed her hand on her leg. Nicole stared at the knife and thought about taking it, but decided not to. Abigail’s bizarre orgasm had left her looking so drained she could barely move. Breaking the awkward silence, Nicole, said, “They got what they deserved.” 

“You are one of very few that story would not disturb.” Abigail said hoarsely, her voice fading again. The next night I went and had my back tattooed with the coven’s symbol as well as five nooses. In the coven we…” 

“I know,” Nicole said softly, “I did my homework remember?” pointing at her she asked, “So where are the other two? Or was the coven war just a made up story?” 

Abigail gave her slight smile and a nod. “The unfinished manuscript; your ex partner is good.” 

“At many things, I think I’ll go stay with him for awhile in fact.” 

Abigail put her head down and again Nicole felt like she’d taken a cheap shot at her. It was over and she didn’t need to keep doing this. After a moment, Abigail lifted her arms and turned them to show the insides of her forearms. 

“Look closely at the symbols on my wrists.” 

Nicole peered at the two oddly shaped runes. Of course she’d been seeing them for years, but staring closely at them her eyes widened when for the first time she noticed the circles around them ended in a thin line going through a loop; a hangman’s noose. 

“It happened when I was twenty.  When my mother ran, the coven let her. She had no real power and had married a minister. She also had a son who the coven watched closely, but saw no sign of any power there either, so they figured good riddance.” 

“Are there male Lefay’s with any power?” Nicole was curious in spite of herself. 

“There are some, you have met a couple of the men from my coven. But in our lineage the 

women are far more powerful. Lorena and Lydia’s father was actually from another coven with a strong lineage of power. Lorena is pure Lefay, but Lydia is a bit of a mix and very powerful because of it.” She sighed, “Learned that first hand earlier.” 

“That is also why they left New Orleans. That group said the sisters were tainted and were actually planning on killing them and their parents. A year after they had fled to Chicago, their father had to travel to Florida for business; he never came back and it was learned that they had caught him, tortured him for the knowledge of where his family was, and then killed him when they realized he would not break.” 

“By the time I was born, the coven had stopped watching Miranda and had no idea I existed. 

Lorena would tell me that her and Lydia felt me come to Chicago, but I was not exuding any real power yet and they couldn’t find me. But using what I would later find out was the Circle’s resources had discovered Miranda and found out she had a runaway daughter. That’s why Lorena began volunteering in shelters; she was truly waiting for me.” 

“When I started to come into my power Lorena and Lydia shielded me with their minds. They cloaked my presence because they knew the original coven would want to come claim me as 

theirs. They succeeded, but that Samhain night when I killed those animals and became a true Lefay, the power that exploded from me was like a siren call to the sensitives of New Orleans. 

They did not know exactly who or where I was, but the search was on.” 

“It took them two years and they caught us by surprise. There were six of us, Lorena, Lydia and I and two men and another woman of our coven. They were eleven strong, members of three 

different covens and….” 

“Book said six.” Nicole interrupted, “They…” 

“When one is incinerated they leave no body to be discovered.” Abigail said quietly. “We hadn’t gathered for a coven purpose, but simply to help Lorena clean out the barn because she was going to be selling some of the land. When they burst in, Lorena immediately put me behind the others and I was scared. I could feel everyone’s wills building as Lorena and the New Orleans coven leader, a woman named Serena, spoke in the old tongue which I had not mastered yet. All of us from the covens are skilled with and carry knives. Slowly everyone began to draw theirs.” 

“There was a loud rushing sound in my head and everyone began shouting in the old tongue and flames began to appear everywhere. The woman next to me started screaming and when I turned to look her clothing and hair were on fire. I…I tried to put it out with my mind, but I was too scared to focus. I could see her skin blistering, and took my cloak off to try to smother her, but I was knocked to the ground by one of the other coven, who then pulled their knife on me. Lorena came out of nowhere and slit her throat as if it were an everyday act.” 

“From what I’ve heard so far, it seems like it was.” Nicole commented dryly. 

“She told me to just stay where I was and all around me there were flames and people were being tossed about by the power of others minds. Serena was a master of both fist and flame and…” 

“I get flame,” Nicole cut in, “What’s fist? Martial arts?” 

“No.’ Abigail raised her hand and a strained look appeared on her face. She closed her hand into a fist and Nicole gasped and jerked her right hand back at the distinct feeling of someone squeezing it. 

“Jesus that’s freaky!” she exclaimed. 

“I...” Abigail put her hands to her temples. “I’m so weak right now, that’s about all I can do, but no one was weak that night. Serena had killed the woman I had seen burst into flames and had knocked Lorena to the ground. She drew her knife, but was thrown backward and Lydia got in front of her and the two of them began to duel with fire and will.” 

“The two other members of our group had slain three of the invaders, but were burned and 

battered and seemed as if they had nothing left. I saw a man come up with his knife raised and for the first time was able to summon fire and he screamed as blisters appeared on the back of his hand. I grew confident and approached him, when Lorena grabbed my arm and yanked me away 

from the woman coming up behind me. She spun me around and as I fell backwards, the woman changed direction and stabbed Lorena in the stomach. She went down holding it and I saw blood coming out around her hands.” 

“I pulled my knife and slashed at her and my blade went across her arm. I smelled burning flesh and saw the blade was red hot and had sealed her skin as I cut it, she tried to raise her will to me, but I slashed her throat and even as the blood started to spurt from her, I saw half the wound was blackened flesh. There was an ear piercing scream and the entire barn shook.” 

“I fell to the ground and turned around and saw that Lydia was standing over Lorena and…and she just went insane with power. Serena and the other four members were coming towards us and Lydia surrounded us with a wall of fire then began hurling flames at them. They deflected it, but Lydia was chanting and screaming and the flames were coming faster and stronger. The other two members of our group got behind her and they took over creating a barrier and Lydia went fully on the attack. I saw one of the women literally explode into flame and when the fire flashed out, all that was left was a pile of blackened bones.” 

“I sensed something behind me and saw a man coming through a large hole in the barn and 

rushing towards Lydia and the others. I got in front of him and as he swung his knife at me, I saw red and he screamed and sparks flew just in front of my face where I had unconsciously blocked the blow. He dropped the knife and I raised my hand and buried the blade into his eye. He fell back with the smoking knife still in his face and fell as another shudder went through the barn. 

“Serena was powerful and had forced her way through the flames until she was directly in front of Lydia and tried to stab her. The blade of the knife melted before it reached her. Lydia was beyond anything we’d ever seen. It was Serena who had killed their father and had now hurt her sister and was coming for me. She slapped Serena in the face and she staggered back, her face horribly burnt, she was lifted in the air and…” Abigail shuddered, “Her arms and legs were snapped backwards. She was screaming, but it was cut off when Lydia wrenched her hand and her head turned completely around on her body.” 

“And you decided you wanted a piece of that tonight?” Nicole gave a low whistle, “She must have held back.” 

“She did.” Abigail nodded slowly. “Lydia did not fully attack me physically, but…did her 

damage in other ways.” 

“What did she do?” Nicole asked, concerned and wondering if perhaps Abigail was hurt in some way and didn’t know it.” 

“She broke my heart.” She whispered, “But back to the night in question. As soon as what was left of Serena fell to the ground dead. The last three women dropped their knives, fell to their knees and lowered their wills in surrender. I know we sound like crazed killers, but we have codes. We are not supposed to harm each other unless necessary and they were to be shown 

mercy. Instead Lydia grabbed two of them by the neck and their…their eyes burst from their sockets as flames came gushing from their eyes, ears and mouth. After they had died, Lydia burned her palm prints into the remaining woman’s chest and told her to go back home and tell the rest of the covens down there that she would hunt them down and kill them if they ever set foot in our territory again.” 

“The devils mafia,” Nicole laughed nervously. 

“Needless to say we have never had another issue with them. But that night had long range implications that caused some of Lydia’s bitterness towards me. When Lorena became ill she stepped down as leader of the coven and named me in her place rather than Lydia. She was quite upset and felt she deserved it and was certainly the most powerful at the time. But what she had done that night caused the others to be leery of her. She was a bit erratic from time to time and we did not want to risk her bringing more trouble upon us. There is a rule that stated she could challenge me to trial by fire and battle me for the position, but she had promised me she would never raise her hand or will to me and stepped aside for me.” 

“Apparently she forgot about that one tonight.” 

“No, it was I who egged that fight on. I attacked her in a fit of temper; she did little more than defend herself and slap some sense into me.” 

“So maybe you’re not the stable one.” Nicole shrugged. 

“Maybe I’m not.” Abigail said softly, “But it was one of Lorena’s dying wishes and I will stay in that position until I feel I am no longer suited to be.” 

“Just like the Circle?” Nicole asked, “You were quite the protégée.” 

“Lorena’s wound looked worse than it was and once she healed life settled down into as much normalcy as it could for a witch in training. I grew in power and also in confidence. Once the fear of Rudy was gone I started spending a lot of time enjoying myself. Going out on the town and having fun where I could find it. Lorena was still sharing my bed, but we both had others. 

Honestly, I never was comfortable with it, but had become quite voracious in my sexual appetite and was enjoying being with whatever woman caught my eye.” 

“One night I stumbled onto this club, which back then bore the ridiculous name of ‘the Devils Pub.’ It was in a similar vein as it is now, but poorly run and nothing but posers. I did enjoy it however and started spending a lot of time here. In the meantime I had told Lorena I wanted to do more than just hang around and was looking to do something with my time. She thought that was ridiculous, but when I heard the owner of the pub say he was going to have to sell it, I went to Lorena and asked her to buy it. Her business was worth millions and I saw a chance to do something great with the club.” 

“She agreed, later telling me she saw the opportunity for the club to serve the Circle in the manner that it does, providing entertainment and a place to indulge the members most exotic desires. I kept the original employees, paying them a lot more than they were making and 

eventually built the club into what it is today. But between issues with the local families, gangs, potential trouble with other cults and covens, I decided to bring in people like Seth and Julian and turn the flame into much more than a club, but a place of safety for those like us and any friend who may need my aid.” 

Nicole glanced over at the clock and was surprised to see Abigail had been speaking for almost an hour. Her legs were beginning to cramp and she shifted to stretch her leg out. Abigail looked alarmed and spoke quickly, “I…I’m almost to the end of my tale Nicole, I…” she stopped and Nicole saw not only fear in her eyes, but tears were building. 

Nicole told herself to get up and go, Abigail was going to make another plea to her when she was done. Beg her to stay. But she’d listened so far and up to now all she’d heard about Abigail’s relationship with Lorena was rumors from older members and Abigail’s remarks that she had loved her. She did need to move and forcing herself to rise walked over and sat on the edge of the bed next to Abigail, who getting to her knees, turned sideways to face her. She didn’t try to get on the bed and Nicole had to admit she felt a sense of satisfaction, looking down at her, seeing Abigail in the unfamiliar position of not being in control, no better yet, at her mercy. 

“Up until that point all I knew of the Circle was that one Saturday night a month Lorena and Lydia went into the city or flew out to visit friends. When I was younger members of the coven would stay with me, but as I got older I would stay alone and after owning the club for a couple of years I had this suite renovated to be sort of my own place, a home away from home. On my twenty fifth birth day; Lorena sat me down and told me about the Circle. She told me how it was a group that revolved around the sexual games we played, but was also comprised of some of the wealthiest and most powerful people in the country.” 

“When she was finished I told her I had no interest in the group, but she pressed on talking about the connections and how much more powerful it could make us. Again, I didn’t care, how much did I need? Finally Lorena pulled her trump card that she wanted me to do this, to join her and Lydia in the prestigious group. She also promised that in exchange for my joining we would spend much more time together. Lorena promised me that except for certain things required of her in the circle she would have no other woman in her bed, but me.” 

“You were a little young weren’t you,” Nicole pointed out to her, “I thought thirty was the rule.” 

She jumped as soon as she’d finished speaking as her phone went off again in her jacket. 

“You’re correct, but the group can make exceptions and they were willing to, but unfortunately that compromise caused them to dig in on another rule at a great cost to myself.” 

Nicole bit back the remark that she doubted the cost would have been to Lorena then frowned when the phone which had stopped vibrated once more. Jake again, what the hell did he want? 

“Lorena was high lady at the time and the current Master Gabriel had made it clear she was to be the next mistress and most likely the first grand mistress of the entire circle. She had a lot of pull and convinced him to bring me in at my current age because looking at the ages of the current members there might not be another opening for years. He began speaking of an initiation and without going into details of what had happened to me, Lorena explained I had no interest in men and a woman should do it. Preferably her.” 

“Gabriel wouldn’t concede on that point saying the age was a big enough exception and I would have to let a man take me. I refused and Lydia told me to forget it I would not have to. I remember the two of them had a huge argument over it and Lorena again asked me to do it for her. She said she had managed to get Gabriel to agree to the initiation not being rough; claiming just my being with a man was submission enough. She told me she had handpicked the member who was going to do it and he was instructed to be very gentle with me.” 

“She made you go through with it?” Nicole gasped, “Are you kidding?” 

“That was when she spoke of love and sacrifice. I loved her therefore should sacrifice this one thing for her. I would not be doing it for him, but for her. She reminded me of how much more time we would have together as well and I…I agreed.” 

“The initiation was as horrible as I thought it would be. Ramses was soft with me and…” 

“Ramses?” Nicole eyes widened, “Albert initiated you?” 

“Yes, he is the only man I have ever had consensual sex with, that is if you want to call it that. 

He started in Chicago and longed to be master, but Lorena was next in line. She promised him that if he was gentle with me, not only would she reward him with a night in her bed, an 

additional slap in the face to me I might add, but if he relocated to his company office in LA she could get him into that group and have a chance at master.” 

“That explains how close he is to you then.” She couldn’t help but smirk, “Is that why he can call you Abby?” 

“I let him call me that because I know he sincerely felt for me that day and was not overly happy with how things went. He is a decent man under his façade of bullshit and after that night would look out for me when he could and he still does. Of course, he was not so upset about things that he didn’t claim his reward, or occasionally ask me if I would like to try again.” 

“But as I said he was indeed soft with me, but as soon as he took his clothes off and asked me to strip for him I started crying. I was so upset at myself. I had felt so strong and confident before this. Eventually he removed my clothing as I stood there shaking. He sat on the bed and I dropped to my knees for him and gave him a blow job, but it took a long time. I kept crying and would have to stop. In his defense he told me we could stop, I could go he seemed genuinely concerned and did not want to hurt me. That set me at ease slightly and I forced my way through it.” 

“The entire time though I…I could hear Rudy’s voice and the others in my head, telling me to suck it like the pig I was and the images kept hitting me. But I got through it until he came in my mouth and I started retching.” 

“And he kept going?” She asked, appalled. 

“He would have stopped, he was uncomfortable, but I wanted to make Lorena happy. I wanted to show her that I would do what it took to earn her love. I laid back and let him go down on me. 

I’m sure he was good at it, but my skin was crawling and after I figured I had waited long enough faked an orgasm, then he started fucking me. Again he was gentle, but I started crying again and he was going to walk out, but I begged him to stay and let him take me doggy style he went slow, but I hadn’t hand anything other than Lorena’s fingers in there since I had been raped and it hurt. But it wasn’t the physical pain. The entire time he fucked I kept replaying that night in my head. I had my head down on the pillow and was sobbing by the time he came.” 

Nicole had found a spot on the floor to stare at and found herself grateful Lorena was departed or the next time she saw her she would have hit her. It was becoming clear however, where 

Abigail’s skewed sense of love had come from. But Nicole was not a confused young girl being taken advantage of, she’d had enough and had taken the stand apparently Abigail never had. 

“Like all initiations it was taped and played at the next meeting. I sat there completely humiliated while this group of strangers as well as Lydia watched this. After a few minutes one member had stood and said they had seen enough and to stop it. The master fast forwarded it to the part where he was fucking me then hearing me sobbing shut it off himself. I recall Lydia having another huge fight with Lorena that night, but when it was over; Lorena came into my room, took me by the hand and led me to her room. I spent the entire week there. Every night I went to sleep in her embrace and she told me how she loved me.” 

“A year later Lorena became Mistress and Lydia moved to High Lady. That’s when the games 

began to start. People knew I was a favorite of hers, but exclusive was against the rules. One meeting she gave one of the men of the group who had pleased her reward of her bed. I…I sat in my old room and could hear him fucking her. I cried the entire time and when he left, she came in as if nothing had happened and I was upset with her. She explained she had to and that he meant nothing, a man could never take her heart from me.” 

“It kept going like that. She would let women please her right there at the table and I would have to sit and pretend I didn’t care. I am sure you heard of the night she had me go down on every woman at the table. I…” 

“Lydia as well?” Nicole cut in

“No, she sent her away on business. I…I don’t think Lydia desired me then, that came later on. I did it and she humiliated me the entire time. I was so angry later I came up here and swore I was never going back home. Lorena followed me up here and told me she was sorry. I tried to stay angry, but she was my weakness. I let her into my bed and she made love to me in a way she never had before, so sweet, so gentle, it was like she was a completely different person than the one who had treated me like a dog at the meeting.” 

“I know that feeling well.” Nicole couldn’t resist throwing out there. 

“Things continued like that for years. Lorena was forty five when she became Mistress. For five years I sat and watched her take others several times a year and I had to as well. I refused her once and was punished in front of the entire group by having a strap on strapped to my face and laying on my back while the women rode me. She forced me to cum several times with a wand and added further humiliation by fucking me with the strap on in front of everyone. When 

everyone left she made me lie on the table and whipped me. She had never been so furious with me because I had tried to disrespect her in front of the group.” 

“I almost left her, but I…I couldn’t; she was all I knew. I was playing with others, but only when the Circle required and just going through the motions. Lorena apologized, but explained how important her position was and also told me that some day it would be mine. I told her I wanted to leave the group; it would make it easier for us. Just like the coven however, she wanted to pass the most powerful position in the group to me. She told me all of the games would make it so I could. That was when she promised me that when she stepped down and I took over she would be mine and mine alone.” 

“But you would have had to keep the games up.” Nicole told her, trying not to focus on how familiar Abigail’s story was becoming to her. 

“Yes and no. I could run the Circle how I chose and told them I preferred to entertain outside of my group. I had several videos of myself with other women to use as entertainment and I felt as if my Lorena was indeed mine. The next two years were very happy ones, then she took ill. I will not go into the details, but as she grew weaker and weaker, I sent the nurses away and took care of her myself. In the last days Lydia and I both slept in her bed.” 

“You…what?” 

“Not in that way. We kept her between us and each of us used  our will to try to keep her disease at bay, to try to stave off the inevitable. One morning, Lorena told us to stop and let her pass. 

Lydia told me she would return to her room at night and three nighst later, Lorena fell asleep in my arms for the last time. She knew, and as I held her at that point skeletal body in my arms, she looked at me and I told her I loved her one last time. She would always reply I love you as well my dark beauty, but this final time she said ‘I love you my daughter’ I…I always wondered why she had said it like that and tonight I found out.” 

Abigail closed her eyes and Nicole could see the tears beginning to flow again. She put her chin on her chest and Nicole could see her shoulders shaking and part of her wanted to put her hand on her arm or back and comfort her, but instead found herself getting angrier. The last part of the story about Lorena had caused her to realize just how inexcusable it was for Abigail to have treated her the way she did. It was time to go. Nicole stood up from the bed and grabbing the handles of the bag heaved it over her shoulder. 

At the movement Abigail lifted her head and seeing her with the bag, released a soft whimper, and grabbed her hand. 

“Nicole, please just…let me say one more thing.” 

“Trust me Abigail.” Nicole told her pulling her hand away from her sweaty grasp. “You said one thing too many just now.” 

“I…when I first started I told you about what Lorena said about her daughter. How when life took something it would give back something better. I…I lost Lorena, but within a year you walked into my life. Not as who you are to me now, but even when I initiated you I felt 

something there and as time wore on that grew and I….Nicole you…you’re the love I lost 

and….” She released a sob, then the tears flowing even heavier grabbed her hand again, “You can’t leave me my love!” 

“Your love?” Nicole exclaimed her blue eyes growing cold, “Are you fucking kidding me? How dare you? You don’t know what love is and….” She forced herself to lower her voice and 

looking down into Abigail’s tear streaked face began to speak as calmly as she could. 

“Abigail or Melanie whoever you really are, I feel for you. No one should have to endure what happened to you and I’m sorry it happened. I’m also sorry that despite what you think of her, Lorena did nothing but twist and hurt you, but the fact she did makes everything you have done to me even worse.” 

“I’m sorry Nicole.” She whispered, reaching for her hand again, “Oh please my angel, let…” 

“Don’t fucking call me that!” Nicole yelled, losing her temper and taking another step back from her, “You have no right to say you love me! Lorena used you; she treated you like shit and then was sweet when she needed to be. She abused you Abigail! You were a messed up kid who’d 

been severally traumatized and she twisted that to her advantage all to create her legacy. And know what? You’re doing the same fucking thing! Everything she did you did to me!” 

“I…it’s not the same Nicole!” Abigail sobbed. 

“Bullshit and it’s not an excuse! You knew what you were doing! My asshole father beat the shit out of my brother, but know something? My brother has a wife and two kids and he has never, nor will he ever, raise a hand to them, because of how we were hurt! You’re one of those pieces of shit that use the past as an excuse! What Lorena did to you should make you want to be better to me! All the pain she put you through you’ve put me through! Maybe even worse, I don’t think Lorena ever actually raped you!” 

As she spoke, she took another step back and rising up on her knees, Abigail put her hands out to her in supplication, “Please let me be better!” 

“No,” Nicole went on ignoring her, “Lorena did rape you. She let a man take you knowing what you’d been through then sat and watched you cry through it. Lorena was a twisted fucking cunt Abigail and for that she deserved to die!” 

Abigail started to speak, but all that came out was another loud sob. She placed her hands on the side of her swollen face and shook her head back and forth. “She…she…” 

“But she’s not completely gone because she left you behind, your just like her. Another lying twisted bitch who plays with hearts. She left you behind to take over for her in every way! She insured you would never have anyone to love because she made sure you don’t even know what it means!” 

“We’re different!” she cried out, “Our situation isn’t the same!” 

“You’re right!” Nicole pointed at her as she went back another step. “Because I’m different! I won’t be used Abigail! I gave you my heart and we could have been happy, but you chose to relive the past and play one game too many with me. You were whining about how she 

humiliated you? What did you do to me tonight?” 

Abigail’s lips were moving, but all that was coming out were whimpering noises and sliding her knee forward she started to edge closer to her. 

“Pathetic!” Nicole snapped at her, “Look at you, crying like you deserve anything more than what you’re going to get and that’s be alone with the only person you love, yourself. Be happy Abigail, when you feel lonely you can lie here and think about your wonderful Lorena, not me, but Lorena, you know, the woman who really loved you!” 

Nicole started to turn, but stopped and flinched at the sound of Abigail screaming “She never loved me!” 

She let out several loud sobs that caused Nicole’s chest to hurt just listening to them then began forcing words out through her tears, “She was never just mine! That’s what Lydia told me tonight that upset me! Lorena was never loyal to me, never! She…she never loved me as anything more than a daughter! She…she lusted for me and used my love to keep me in the Circle. She 

promised me she…she would be mine! Its all I wanted and and…she betrayed me!” 

That last part had come out in a loud sob that caused Balthazar to start squawking loudly behind her. Abigail began sobbing uncontrollably and shaking her head, Nicole said, “Well then now you know how I feel. Good bye Abigail, I…” 

She stopped and stared stunned as Abigail threw herself at her feet. She landed on her stomach and placing her face on top of her boots tried to wrap her arms around her legs. Nicole quickly jumped back from her and lying there propped up on her elbows she cried out, “Please don’t leave me Nicole! Please…you….you’re the only one who’s ever loved me!” 

“I wonder why.” Nicole said softly. “I mean what’s not to love?” Abigail closed her eyes and released a long pathetic whimper and turning her head from her, Nicole added, “You’re a sick woman Abigail and you did this to yourself. I…I hope you get better someday, but I won’t be around for it.” 

“You promised you would never leave me!” She cried out, her fading voice full of anguish. 

Keeping her voice carefully neutral, Nicole replied, “And you promised you would never hurt me again.” 

This time Nicole turned swiftly around and began walking towards the door. Behind her Abigail let out a loud unearthly wail full of pain and sorrow, “You can’t leave meeeeee” Nicole felt tears building in her eyes at the sound of that pitiful noise, but continued walking towards the door. 

Abigail wailed again even louder than before and Nicole jumped as Balthazar flew out of his cage and directly for her. Nicole’s hand blurred for the forty five, but the crow veered past her. 

Still drawing the gun, Nicole spun around in case he was coming back, but quickly lowered it. 

Abigail had folded her arms on the floor and had her face buried in them. She was wailing again and again and in those cries Nicole could hear her voice getting more and more ragged. Her heavily tattooed back was heaving as in between the wails she was sobbing and Nicole could hear she was still trying to beg. 

“Please! Please, Oh…I….I love you!” 

She wailed again and landing next to her head, Balthazar lifted his head and emitted a loud high pitched wail that was disturbingly like Abigail’s. The crow began nuzzling its head into Abigail’s hair then as she continued to sob loudly the bird started hopping around her, squawking every time she did. It finally came to rest on the other side of her head and lowering itself to the floor pressed its body against her arm. 

Nicole saw Abigail begin to lift her head and immediately turned and strode out of the room; she couldn’t bear to see that look of pain on her battered face. The bag was heavy and Nicole was exhausted, but she forced herself across the huge living room as quickly as possible. Even as she reached the broken door behind the tapestry she could hear Abigail sobbing and Balthazar 

chiming in with her. 



Chapter Eight

Entering the corridor, Nicole went far enough that she could no longer hear Abigail and letting the bag fall from her shoulder, slumped against the cool wall. She was so tired her legs felt like rubber and she knew it was more from emotional stress than the fight with Seth. When Nicole was in full swing Seth would have been little more than a warm up, but heartache was something she was unaccustomed to dealing with. 

Nicole took a few deep breaths to calm down, then pushing away from the wall grabbed the bag, planning on dragging it down as she had done the suitcases. She frowned when it hit her she had left the rifle in Abigail’s room. Well she wasn’t going to back for it, maybe Seth could keep it as a reminder of her. Nicole felt her phone go off again and slipping it from her coat saw it was a private number. She held it until it stopped ringing and sure enough a moment later it went off again. Releasing the bag, she leaned back against the wall and called Jake back. 

“What’s the matter, you to face deep in pussy to answer the damn phone?” he answered. 

“I…I don’t think that will be a problem for awhile,” she told him, “But hey, maybe you get to try to turn me back when I see you in a few days.” 

“Hey, you alright Nicole? You sound like shit.” 

“Little trouble, but nothing I couldn’t handle now what is so important?” 

“Following up on your lady love.” Jake laughed, “It was just like I thought, goddamn answer was right in front of me.” 

“I already know.” Nicole said, “Abigail is Melanie Carter.” 

“You bitch!” he exclaimed, “I was in the right church, but wrong pew. I thought Abigail had the fake death certificate, but it was Melanie. She survived and  was taken in by Lorena and…” 

“I know, a couple of years into it she paid off someone to forge the…” 

“Years? Try as soon as she met her. That certificate was forged a month after Melanie left the rehab center, well before Lorena officially took custody of her. She killed Melanie pretty damn fast. Makes sense though, if she waited too long, it would have had to have been a bigger cover up. Weird though.” 

“Long story short there were people after Melanie and if you’re looking to close out your curiosity Abigail and her new found family killed her rapists and the battle of the witches was uglier than Moreno wrote about. I got the whole scoop right from the source.” She sighed, “But listen I appreciate the follow up and I will be in DC by the end of next week so clear the weekend for me.” She forced a laugh, “And take a vacation day Monday so your wussy ass can recover.” 

“That’s what they refer to as good pain,” he told her, “But anyway even though you ruined my news I’m sending a couple of pics I found; Melanie Carter at about sixteen living on Lorena’s farm. Someday you’ll have to explain why she took Abigail’s name, but for now get some rest Nicole, you sound like you need it.” 

“I will, see you soon Jake.” Nicole slipped started to slip the phone back in her jacket, when she felt it vibrate telling her she received a message. 

She looked down the long length of the corridor and still leaning against the wall decided to look at the pictures and try to take a couple more minutes to get her shit together. She opened the attachment Jake had sent and blinked at the picture that was brought up. She was looking at Abigail, well no, she was definitely Melanie back then. She did look to be in her teens, but what was shocking was how happy she looked. 

Melanie was standing outside of a barn hugging a white horse. She was dressed as any girl her age would be, a plain red tank top and a pair of fairly short denim cut off shorts that showed off her already long shapely legs. Melanie was leaning her face against the horse and there was a huge smile on her face. That smile tugged at Nicole’s heart, she looked so sweet and even though it had already been taken from her there was a childlike innocence in her smile. Nicole continued to stare and realized she had seen that same smile many times this week. It was on Abigail’s face when they had gone dancing and out to dinner and it had been there when they had woke up 

together in the mornings. 

Hard to believe from that smile that this had been a girl who had been gang raped not two years prior to that picture. Nicole brought up the next picture and found herself looking at a photo of Lorena together with Melanie. She looked to be about the same age, but was wearing a simple black sundress. She was sitting at a picnic table and Lorena was standing next to her with her arm around her shoulders. Lorena was wearing a similar dress, but in red and even from the distance the photo had been taken from, their resemblance was remarkable. 

Nicole used her fingers to zoom in on their faces and shook her head. In the photo Lorena was most likely about the age Abigail was now and could easily pass for her. She was leaning down and her face was just over Melanie’s head. Melanie was looking up at her and Nicole took in the identical odd black eyes and ivory skin and that long wild raven black hair. She was ready to go back to the other picture when she caught the expression on Melanie’s face. 

“Damn.” She said softly. 

Melanie was staring up at Lorena with a look of absolute adoration. Her dark eyes were bright and the smile on her face didn’t seem to be quite as sweet. There was a look of longing on her face and even if Nicole hadn’t heard the story she would have known in a heartbeat Melanie was in love with Lorena. That love was not that of a daughter for a mother, but that of a hopeless crush. Lorena was looking down at her and although smiling, Nicole saw nothing at all in those black eyes. Perhaps some affection, but that look of love was certainly not being reciprocated. 

Nicole felt a wave of sadness come over her. Melanie had never stood a chance. She clicked back to the first photo with the horse and again looked at her soft features. She thought of how oddly sweet Abigail looked when she was sleeping and on the nights where she just relaxed and forgot about her persona and let her guard down. Nicole had always thought her cruel half was 

Persephone and Abigail the softer side that she adored, but she had been wrong. Abigail and Persephone were the same twisted individual, but beneath that dark exterior Melanie Carter was still in there, sweet and eager to be loved, not used, but to be truly loved. 

“You’re making excuses Nicole.” She said aloud, but nonetheless pushed herself away from the wall and still looking at the phone, walked back into the suite. 

She could still hear Abigail whimpering and felt her eyes welling up. Nicole walked quietly across the carpeted floor and reaching the doorway to the bedroom peered in. In front of her Abigail was still sprawled out on the floor, her face buried in her arms and her body still wracked with quiet sobs. Next to her Balthazar had spread his right wing out and had it across her back as if he were comforting her. That oddly touching scene caused the tears to start flowing down her cheeks and entering the room, Nicole slowly approached Abigail. 

She didn’t look up, but as she reached them, Balthazar looked up at her. His eyes stared into hers and as before Nicole felt that weird pressure in her head and flinched when that strange distorted voice whispered,  ‘she loves you, she needs you’. Nicole swallowed hard as her throat tightened and removing his wing from her, Balthazar slowly backed away from Abigail and stopping at the near the edge of the bed, crouched down to the floor and put its head down. Nicole knelt down on the floor and looking down at Abigail felt her heart break for her. 

Loathed by her mother, lusted after by her father she had fled her home as little more than a child. She’d been picked up by a predator and not only pimped out but abused as well. She had been gang raped and beaten to within an inch of her life. Melanie had a chance to be happy for awhile, to live a normal life. But she had been hopelessly twisted by Lorena, who using the promise of a love that never existed, warped Abigail into a woman as sick as she was. 

Still unaware of her presence, Abigail continued to cry softly and reaching down, Nicole gently touched her shoulders. Abigail raised her head and Nicole winced at the sight of her face. Her right eye was swollen shut from Nicole’s striking her and her left one was so red it looked painful. There were dark bruises on her white cheeks and her makeup had run all over. Nicole saw that even as she whimpered there were no more tears streaming from her eyes, she had cried herself out. 

“N…Nicole.” She whispered her voice little more than a croak. “You…” 

“Shhh,” Nicole told her and grabbing the sides of her arms, pulled up on them, “Can you sit up?” 

Abigail put her hands on the floor and struggled to push herself up. Nicole helped her to get to her knees then putting her arms around her shoulders looked into her burned out gaze. Abigail tried to say something, but it only came out as a whimper. She raised her arms and started to put them out to her, then stopped and simply let them fall to her lap. She put her head down and Nicole could feel her body shaking beneath her touch. Abigail looked up at her through her long eyes lashes and Nicole could see her swollen lip trembling. 

Nicole slid her hand around to her bare back and as she slowly ran it up through her sweat dampened hair felt another stab of pity. As feared and powerful as she was to the outside world, deep down Abigail was not just broken, but shattered. She looked down at Abigail’s demure expression and beneath the makeup and bruises saw that sad lonely girl that would do anything for the woman who had used her to the very end. Nicole had been wrong. Abigail had not been the same as her. Nicole was a strong independent woman who had chosen to take what Abigail gave then decided she had had enough. 

Abigail couldn’t walk away. She had been a scared lonely teenager desperate for anything 

resembling affection. Lorena was not just an older powerful woman, but one who had been a sexual dominant her entire life. She had taken young Melanie’s desire for love and turned it to her advantage had held her hostage with it and even as she grew into Abigail and rose to be a powerful woman herself Lorena had always owned her. Abigail had been molded into her slave from day one. 

“Please don’t hurt me anymore.” Abigail said in a barely audible voice, “I…I know I deserve all you crave to give me, but please…” 

“I’m not going to hurt you Abigail.” She said as she placed her hands lightly on her wet cheeks. 

“I’m sorry I hit you and I…I don’t want to leave you.” 

“You…you can forgive me?” she asked, raising her head, her good eye wide. 

“I’ll tell you what.” She said as she wiped her hair from her face, “I could never forgive Persephone for tonight or Abigail for being what Lorena made her, but…” leaning forward she kissed her forehead. “I…I might be willing to give Melanie a chance.” 

“Melanie died a long time ago.” She said as she leaned her cheek into Nicole’s palm. 

Her face was hot to the touch and Nicole started to get up to get a cold wash cloth, 

“No please!” Abigail gasped, and Nicole stayed where she was. Putting her hands back on her shoulders she began speaking quietly, 

“No Abigail, she didn’t. I’ve seen her. It was Melanie, not Abigail, who dressed up for me and took me dancing. Melanie who has that sweet gentle touch that kept me here with you, and its Melanie that truly loves me. That’s who I’ll give one more chance to.” 

“Will….will you love her?” She asked, a single tear making its way down her cheek. 

The longing in her voice caused Nicole to break and with a sob of her own, she hugged her tightly to her and whispered in her ear, “I already do Abigail, I already do.” 



Chapter Nine

“Look at you!” Nicole exclaimed as Abigail came out of the bedroom, “Don’t you look 

adorable?” 

Abigail frowned and looked down at the short red sundress she was wearing. “Really?” she 

asked with a frown. 

“Yes, you look like a cute young girl,” Nicole told her and pointing down at the matching red sandals she was wearing laughed, “There’s people in the club and the Circle who don’t even know you have toes!” 

“Perhaps I should change then.” Abigail muttered while walking past Nicole and over to the single window in the small suite and stared out at the street. “This place looks like they still might have shoot outs in the street.” 

“It’s not that rural Abigail,” Nicole told her coming up behind her, “Besides you grew up on a farm. I figured you would like small Texas towns.” 

“I like animals.” She replied crossing her arms over her breasts which the dress flattered quite well. “I do not like red necks. Every pick up that goes by has a rifle rack in it.” She sighed, “I loathe hunters.” 

“You loathe pretty much everyone my ray of sunshine,” Nicole laughed, then sliding her arms around Abigail’s waist drew her back into her. “And don’t you dare change this dress, it shows off those gorgeous legs and,” she slipped her hands up under her arms and gave her tits a playful squeeze, “Does some pretty good things for these as well.” 

Abigail let her head fall back against her, and lowering her head, Nicole kissed her neck and whispered, “I love when my flower dresses pretty for me.” 

“Whatever makes you happy my angel.” Abigail said softly, then released a satisfied purr as Nicole ran her lips down the creamy skin of her neck and along her shoulder. 

“Hearing that makes me happy.” Nicole told her, releasing her and stepping away before they ended up back in the bedroom. 

Turning to face her, Abigail looked down at her arms and said, “I was just thinking maybe I should cover the tattoos.” 

“What are you going to do, wear gloves too?” Nicole indicated her hands then laughed, “Should have thought of this before you used yourself as a doodle pad young lady.” 

“They all have a purpose,” Abigail said indignantly as she raised her hands and looked at the runes on each of her fingers. “Perhaps I will let my hair down and wear a sweater” 

“A sweater? Abigail its fucking ninety in the shade out there.” She smiled as Abigail looked down at the large succubus tattoo on her arm, “You’re nervous aren’t you?” 

“I…want to make a good impression,” she said quietly. 

“You think the tattoos are going to matter?’ Nicole put her hand on her arm, “Abigail, he’s going to see his sister who he’s been thinking has been dead for almost twenty five years, trust me, he isn’t going to care what you look like!” 

“If he even sees me.” She pointed out, “He hung up on you twice, and he doesn’t know we’re coming.” 

When she spoke she pushed her lips out and Nicole laughed delightedly at the bratty pout that she had been featuring more and more lately. “You’re cute when you’re nervous.” 

“I am not cute.” Abigail told, her, tossing her hair, “I am The Lady Persephone of the Circle and I am one of the most feared women in…” She stopped when Nicole picked her phone up from the table and pointing it at her snapped a quick picture. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“Blackmail!” Nicole laughed, “Now put your hair up so you don’t melt and stop being a brat or I will e-mail this picture to everyone in the Circle.” 

“You wouldn’t dare.” Abigail told her pointing her finger at her. 

At Nicole’s request Abigail had painted her finger and toe nails pink while they were away and with a laugh, Nicole pointed the phone at her feet and snapped another picture. “Sorry, but you don’t look very intimidating right now.” She gave her an evil grin, “And don’t forget I took a picture of you when you wore that stupid Hello Kitty shirt last week and had pig tails” she laughed as Abigail’s eyes widened, “You’re screwed my queen of the night, now let’s get 

moving.” 

“Bitch.” Abigail said, but even as she spoke removed the red hair clip she had attached to the strap of her dress and reaching up, began wrapping her long hair up. 

“How about a pony tail instead?” Nicole asked with a mischievous smile. 

“Are you certain you do not fantasize about children Nicole?” Abigail grunted, but began pulling her hair back into one for her. 

“Hey who says women can’t have school girl fantasies?” Walking over to her, Nicole kissed her softly and said, “I just like that you’ll do it for me.” 

“I’ll do anything for you Nicole,” Abigail told her, sliding her arms around her shoulders and pulling her close, “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” Nicole replied, thinking that hearing that whispered in her ear in that sultry purr was never going to get old. 

“However,” Abigail continued. “If those pictures get out, I will melt your guns into slag.” 


*****

They left the hotel and as they walked down the block to the black mustang convertible Nicole had rented in Houston where they’d flown in. She reached out and took Abigail’s hand. It was afternoon and there were quite a few people on the street and she was aware of the looks they were getting. Abigail hadn’t been completely out of line, they truly were in Hicksville and women holding hands was not a common sight. As always, Nicole noted the double standard, 

women looked at them with disdain and almost every guy did a double take as they passed. 

Nicole was wearing a light blue dress similar to Abigail’s but despite the heat had her long blonde hair down. She’d spent years in the Middle East and the heat didn’t affect her as much and she new Abigail loved it down. They were approaching three men standing outside a small bar smoking and holding mugs.  Nicole saw them all staring and one nudged the other and 

whispered something, getting him to laugh. Nicole stopped and sliding behind Abigail took her other hand so that she was now on the side of the walk the men were on. 

Abigail looked at her, then shrugged, seeming as always to be oblivious to anything around her. 

They had just about reached them when one of the guys, a tall heavy set man with a long beard wearing the local attire of a wife beater, jeans and work boots called out. 

“Hey ladies, we’re the welcome wagon, how about comin’ in for a drink?” 

“Sorry boys, we have someplace to be.” Nicole told them, flashing a disarming smile. 

“Aw come one we live here, we know there’s nowhere to be.” A second man laughed, “Come on in, tell you what, we’ll pay for all the drinks, but we got a pole in the middle of the room and maybe you girls could give it a twirl.” 

“Or perhaps you could go back in there and swing on each other’s poles,” Abigail told them, 

“Probably the best offer you’ll get and also sure it wouldn’t be the first time.” 

Nicole hit her with her elbow and felt herself tense up as one of the men pushed himself away from the wall and pointed at Abigail, “What you say freak? You know we don’t like none of that fucking punk shit down here.” 

“Well that means its okay we don’t come in then.” Nicole said calmly, “Besides as you can see,” 

she held her and Abigail’s hands up, “We’re not into men so as tempting as your offer is, I’ll have to pass.” 

The one who had pointed at Abigail started to speak, but the third one, a tall thin man in a faded cowboy hat, pushed him back, “Hey whatever floats your boat honey, I mean you could still give us a show, but hey” he laughed, “No hard feelings,” he tipped his hat to her, “You ladies have a good day.” 

“Thank you,” Nicole told him, “You just saved your friend from getting his ass kicked by a woman in a dress.” She winked at him and as they passed by the obnoxious one called out, 

“What the hell is a pretty thing like you doing with a freak like that?” Nicole turned to see him grinning at her, as he put a cigarette in his mouth and prepared to light it. 

“Getting satisfied.” She told him, she turned away then snapped her head back around at the sound of a loud yell. 

“Holy fuck!” 

Nicole saw the flame shoot up several inches from his lighter and when he dropped it his beard was on fire, he began frantically slapping at his face and the thin guy laughed as the other threw his beer on his face, trying to put it out. 

Nicole turned to see Abigail staring straight ahead, a serious look on her face. Sensing her watching her she turned and widening her dark eyes asked, “What is it my angel?” 


*****

“Ugh, that stinks,” Nicole crinkled her nose up as they drove past a large open field. “Maybe I’ll put the top up.” 

“No, I like it.” Abigail replied, taking a deep breath and smiling, “Reminds me of Lorena’s farm, hey!” she exclaimed, Look at the horses!” 

Nicole spotted several of them grazing a couple of hundred yards from the fence. They looked up as the car passed and stared at it. Nicole had slowed up, and as they went by the horses turned and began running in the same direction. She noticed Abigail had turned sideways in the seat and was watching them. She raised her arms over her head and as one, the horses stopped and rising on their back legs, whinnied loudly, their forelegs kicking. Next to her, Abigail laughed and clapped her hands delightedly. 

“Maybe we can stop on the way back?” she asked as she turned to look at her, that huge sweet smile on her face. 

“Sure.” Nicole said and taking her hand said softly, “I told you Melanie was still around.” 

Abigail nodded then turning serious said, “I suppose I’ll be going by that name when we get there. “

“At first.” Nicole told her, turning her attention back to the road in front of her. “Then we’ll go from there. I mean hell he changed his last name, I’m sure he would understand.” 

“I guess.” Abigail sighed, “If he believes us.” 

“He will, you have a bit of a distinct appearance my flower.” 

Abigail shrugged and turning her head to the side watched as they passed field after field. Nicole could sense her tension and didn’t blame her. Although for different reasons Nicole had dealt with more than her share of tension the last few weeks as part of her had continued to wait for the other shoe to drop. 

When Nicole had decided to stay with Abigail she had worried she had made another mistake; that she had succumbed to pity and setting herself up for more pain and abuse. To her delight however, things had been amazing between them the last two months and she saw no reason it would change. Although she still very much was the queen of the night at the club, Abigail was a totally different person when they were alone and Nicole truly loved that person. 

Not only was she sweet and affectionate, but Abigail seemed to be letting her hair down and acting as if she were much younger. She enjoyed life much more and had been displaying a 

playful side, Nicole would have never thought existed. Her one worry during the first month was the Circle. Abigail had a decade left in her tenure and Nicole was not just worried about Abigail’s obligations to it, but the temptations it provided. 

After the meeting following that difficult night, they had gone for coffee and she had told Nicole she would leave the group. Shocking Nicole even more, Abigail told her she had spoken with Ramses and she was prepared to step aside and recommend him as the next leader of the entire group. Nicole had thought hard about it, it would leave them in peace, but the Circle had been good to Nicole despite the issues it caused in her relationship with Abigail. It was also a group that had helped a lot of members who were not born wealthy and launched them into success. 

Nicole knew that years ago the women had been treated as little more than whores and used and abused. Women like Lorena and Lydia and Scarlett from the east had changed that and Abigail was the current reason it would never go back to that. What she had done to Winthrop was still being discussed months later and no one would cross her. She prevented the groups from feuding with each other and did enjoy her position. In the end Nicole had decided that she would leave. 

She would stay a few more months until they found a replacement. That cut their issues in half and Abigail had sworn to her she would never indulge in anything beyond a playful kiss with another member for appearances sake. She might sit and watch someone go at it, but no longer participate. Nicole had friends in the group loyal to her and had discovered Abigail had recently turned down several offers of entertainment from other groups. Then three weeks ago, Abigail had done everything she could to set Nicole’s heart at ease. 

Abigail had gathered the eleven masters and mistresses of the Circles around the country 

together along with their high ladies, enforcers and diplomats. After an amazing dinner and a couple of spontaneous sex shows where Abigail randomly picked a couple of the guests to please each other she made the announcement she would no longer accept gifts of the flesh. Her 

reasoning was she did not want to create jealousies and favoritism amongst the groups, or bestow the gift of her bed upon any members, causing feelings of superiority. She had also added she had no problem finding entertainment and preferred her own hunting. 

Whether or not the gamble would work long term there seemed to be no questions during her announcement and Nicole felt confident Abigail wasn’t lying to her. The only difficult moment they’d had since Abigail had revealed her story to Nicole, was that a week after she had decided to stay Abigail confessed to her she had indeed had another on Walpurgis Night. Abigail 

explained to her why she had carried on that tradition and told her that if nothing else Lydia’s revelation had broken her of ever thinking there was anything special about that night. 

Nicole had been upset, but part of her had suspected it and Abigail’s reason for putting it out there was to be honest with her and to truly start over with her. Nicole had chosen to take her at her word it wouldn’t happen again, but stressed it was just the two of them now. If Abigail really wanted to know true love that was the biggest part of it. Nicole had told her love and lust could both be had easily with the same person. Part of being in love was lusting after your special someone. The two of them had certainly been out to prove that one. Physical attraction had never been an issue and Abigail had been going out of her way to surprise her, culminating in donning the Hello Kitty school girl look for her last week. 

Nicole had compromised as well and told Abigail the game could still be played. She did not mind it rough, but they had set limits and now each time they were rough it was always followed up by a slow sweet playful time before they would fall asleep in each other’s arms. Now that Nicole felt confident they could make this work she had decided she wanted Abigail to be able to not only acknowledge her past, but reconnect with one of the few good parts of it; her brother Wayne. 

After that night Abigail had told her story Nicole had asked her several times why she hadn’t sought out her brother and each time only received the answer of ‘he thinks I’m dead”, It finally dawned on her, that her imposing dark lover was afraid too. Nicole had gotten a hold Jake who told her he wouldn’t help her anymore until she paid him a visit even if was just for dinner. 

Nicole had talked Abigail into going to DC with her for the weekend and enjoyed the look on Jake’s face as he saw them together. 

Abigail was surprisingly well behaved even enduring a few off color lesbian remarks from Jake. 

The only time she’d done anything strange, Nicole couldn’t complain about it because it had been priceless. They had gone for coffee after dinner and had sat and talked for hours. Well Nicole and Jake did, Abigail mostly sat there bored. At one point Jake had mentioned he didn’t believe in the supernatural, and then complained his coffee was cold and was going to order more. Abigail had reached out and wrapped her hand around the mug. A moment later the coffee began to bubble and with a wink she’d asked Jake if that was hot enough. 

When they had left DC, Nicole had told him to try to find her brother Wayne. He had sent her an e-mail before their plane had landed back in Chicago. Six months after his younger sister Melanie had run away, Wayne, who was then sixteen had left home and gone to live with the family of his best friend. The story was Wayne had involved the police several times about the missing Melanie as well as insisting his father molested her and when he had said he was leaving they simply let him go. 

He finished high school and received a scholarship to Texas A&M. Upon graduation he had gotten a good job as an engineer at Exxon and several years later, not only paid for a gravestone to be put on what he had thought was his sister’s grave, but had made a huge donation to a Columbus center for sexually abused children and had a plaque made in Melanie’s name on the wall of the new game room he had helped pay for. Nicole had found out he had married his 

college sweetheart Lisa and just before they were married changed his last name to Bedard, the last name of his best friend’s family that had helped him. 

Nicole had told Abigail all this while holding back one small detail she thought might be better off as a surprise then gave her his phone number. When two weeks later Abigail had continued to make excuses not to call, Nicole had decided to do it herself. Both calls hadn’t ended well, the first time she introduced herself simply as Nicole and asked if he was originally from Columbus he had immediately grown suspicious, but answered yes. Nicole had then asked if his last name had been Carter and had been hung up on. 

Nicole’s second attempt she told Wayne she was from the missing person’s department of the FBI and said she wanted to talk to him about his sister Melanie. Wayne had immediately become irate and told her his sister was dead and that was there was too it and thanks for following up twenty years too late. After he had slammed the phone down in her ear, Nicole figured they would just come and see him. 

Originally she had thought that would be a trip to Houston, but Wayne had moved into a trouble shooting department of engineering and now worked from home when he wasn’t being sent out into the fields. Wayne had bought a house outside of Houston in the city Rockport. The city was decent size, but Wayne lived on the outskirts which appeared to be redneck country, which dissolved into farmland. Nicole glanced down when the GPS told her to turn left and was 

surprised when a couple of miles down the road they found themselves in a rather upscale 

looking suburban neighborhood. 

She looked at Abigail who was cocking her head and asked, “You okay?” 

“Hmm?” she turned towards her, “Just checking in on Balthazar. When we’re not around he slips out of his cage and flies out when the maid comes to clean.” 

“umm, sure.” Nicole rolled her eyes, “That reminds me, you said you got him as a nestling?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“So he’s twenty five years old?” 

“A crow in captivity can live over thirty years.” Abigail told her, “But he is a descendent of Lefay familiars and he will live as long as I do. Lorena’s crow Morgana died the night she did. 

Lydia said she was almost fifty and her crow Mason, who’s named after her father, is still alive and kicking,” she sighed, “And biting and scratching, very much like Lydia herself.” 

Nicole laughed, then noticed Abigail cock her head again, but this time she frowned. 

“What’s wrong, Balthazar sticking his head in drinks at the bar again?” 

“No, I…” she shook her head, “Odd, I thought I picked up on someone’s mind. Not a thought but a feeling, a familiar one.” She shrugged. “Just nervous I guess.” 

“Well you won’t be for long,” Nicole told her, “This is his street.” 

Abigail looked away from her and Nicole cruised slowly down the street. Nicole spotted the number she was looking for and turning around had to park in front of the house next to it as there was a large black ford pickup in front of her brothers. 

“At least he doesn’t have a rifle rack.” Abigail muttered. 

“Come on sis,” Nicole said with a wink, “I want to go meet my brother in law.” 

Abigail took a deep breath and exited the car. Nicole came around to meet her and as they began walking up to Wayne’s house two young boys came over to the fence and looked at them. One of them pointed at Abigail and said, “Wow! You have a lot of tattoos! They’re cool!” 

“Yes, thank you.” Abigail nodded awkwardly at him. 

The other boys shook his head and said, “My dad says the only girls who have tattoos are dykes and strippers.” 

“Well you tell your dad,” Abigail began, but stopped when Nicole grabbed her arm and led her past them. 

“He’s just a kid and you’re not going to set his lawn on fire got it?” she said in her ear. 

“Yes ma’am.” She replied with a tone. 

Nicole took her hand and as they reached the front of the large blue two story house looked at her, “You ready for this?” 

“Now I have a choice?” Abigail rolled her eyes. 

They walked up the stairs of the porch and when Nicole rang the doorbell, she heard Abigail say, 

“Oh, look at this!” 

Nicole turned to see Abigail walking towards the other end of the porch. Hanging from the column was a dream catcher and in the center of it a tapestry with a large crow on it. 

“That’s great, but look at it later and get over here.” 

Ignoring her Abigail reached out and running her hand across the crow said, “This is handmade! 

It’s beautiful and whoever…” 

“Abigail!” Nicole hissed at her as she heard footsteps approaching from inside. “Get your ass…” 

She stopped when the door swung open and turning to face it saw a tall thin man with sandy brown hair and hazel eyes staring at her. 

“Hi, may I help you?” he asked. 

“Yes hello,” Nicole said, “I’m looking for Wayne Bedard.” 

“You found him,” he nodded, “And you’re…” 

“My names Nicole and well, we’ve actually spoken once before on the telephone.” 

His eyes narrowed and he grunted, “Yes, twice. Once you were pretending to work for the FBI. 

Listen, I don’t know who the hell you are or what you want from me, but you don’t know me and I’m going to keep it that way. Now good day to you.” 

He started to slam the door, but Nicole spoke quickly, “You’re real last name is Carter and you’re from Columbus Ohio,” he stopped a stunned look on his face and she continued, “I’m not here to cause a problem, in fact I…I think I’m going to make you very happy Wayne.” 

Wayne opened swung the door back and stepping forward pushed open the screen door, Nicole stepped back as he walked out onto the porch and pointed at her, “Who the hell are you and…” 

he turned his head to the left and said, “And who the hell is that?” 

Nicole followed his gaze and rolled her eyes. As if she’d forgotten where she was, Abigail had her back to them. She had reached up and was running her hands along the tapestry. The rear of the dress was low cut and more than half of her tattooed back was exposed. With her arms up the ones there were being fully displayed as well and Wayne grunted, “Is the Circus in town?” 

“Anyway,” he said to Nicole, “I don’t know who the fuck sent you, but my sister is dead and if it was my disgusting mother looking for money or playing some kind of sick game with me tell her to go to the hell she belongs in. Now take your weird looking friend and leave before I call…” 

“Melanie,” Nicole called out, “Would you care to join us?” 

“Melanie?” Wayne repeated, “What kind of twisted…” 

He trailed off as lowering her arms and with a deep sigh, Abigail turned to face them. She slowly walked over, her strange dark eyes fixed on Wayne and Nicole, could already see her lip 

beginning to tremble. 

“Oh my god.” Wayne whispered next to Nicole. 

“Hey big brother.” Abigail said softly. Her voice already choking up, “Long time no see.” 

“Its… its really you!” Wayne said, then startling Nicole lunged past her and catching Abigail around the waist lifted her off the ground and crushed her too him. “Melanie!” he cried out. 

Abigail had let out a surprised yelp, but immediately threw her arms around his shoulders and buried her head in his neck, sobbing “Oh, my brother, I missed you!” 

Wayne was crying as well and feeling her own eyes fill up, Nicole walked over and leaned 

against the railing watching the two of them. Wayne held her off the ground for a couple of minutes then easing her back to her feet pulled back from her. Putting his hands on Abigail’s shoulders he said, 

“But…but they all said you were dead, the hospital, the police the…” 

“It was faked by a woman who took me in to live with her.” 

“Thank God! They’d told me you were raped and beaten and…” he trailed off when Abigail 

looked away from him. “Oh, no,” he whispered, “That really…” 

“It’s in the past.” She told him quickly, then smiling at him, said, “Thank you for my gravestone, I heard its beautiful.” 

“I…I can’t believe you’re here!” he exclaimed, “I tried Melanie, I did! I went to the police and 

…” 

“I know you did,” Abigail hugged him again, “Thank you for not truly letting me die, thank you for still loving me.” 

“I never forgot you Melanie.” He said, rubbing her back, “Not a day goes by I don’t think of you.” 

“All these years later?” Abigail asked, 

“I kind of can’t help it, but you’ll see why.” Putting his arm around her he pointed to the house, 

“Come on inside! I have to call my wife and tell her to come home from work and meet her sister in law!” 

Abigail laughed and as she walked in front of him, he placed his hand on her back, “What’s with all this shit, you one of those weird emo girls?” 

“Not quite,” she replied as they entered the house, “But I’m surprised you know what that is.” 

“Oh, I know. Again, you’ll see why in a minute.” 

Nicole had followed them in and as he turned to close the door stared at her, “Oh, I am so sorry,” 

he exclaimed, “I…I was so rude to you.” 

“No worries,” Nicole said, “I’ve been treated worse in my day.” Extending her hand she said, 

“We can start over, I’m Nicole. I’m….” she trailed off wondering how to introduce herself, but coming over, Abigail took her hand and said, 

“Wayne this is my angel,” she kissed her on the cheek, “My love,” she gave a delighted laugh, 

“Meet my brother.” 

“Oh.” Wayne said, as he took Nicole’s hand. “I…well I can’t say I’m surprised, you sure as hell didn’t have the best male role model growing up.” 

“Where are they?” Abigail asked, “Do you know?” 

Wayne frowned and nodded. “Our mother if that’s what you want to call her is in North Carolina, remarried to another minister. I found out through Eric’s family who I still keep in touch with.” 

“What happened to him?” 

Wayne’s eyes grew hard and he said, “He’s dead, got what he deserved and then some.” 

“When, how?” Abigail asked. 

“About a year after you were declared dead. He died in a fire, his church burned down with him in it.” 

“Just him?” Nicole asked. 

“Yes, it was an off day and he was there,” he grunted, “Well he wasn’t alone, seems he was fooling around on our mother. The people across the street saw him go in with a tall blonde woman wearing a short black dress. She left a half hour later and the next thing you know the place was burning, the fire department said they could find no cause for it, but ruled out arson.” 

“A tall blonde woman.” Abigail said softly. 

She looked over at Nicole who nodded in agreement; Lydia had indeed avenged her niece in 

every way. As Wayne started saying something to Abigail, Nicole found it odd that Lydia, the woman who in the time she knew her seemed to live to tick Abigail off and stir up trouble had in reality been the woman who had been kinder to her new found family than Lorena ever was. 

“So listen, I’m going to call my wife, you…you’re going to stay awhile right?” 

“We have a hotel in Rockport, we’re here until Monday,” Nicole smiled at Abigail, “Or longer if we want.” 

“Hotel?” he grunted, “Screw that, I have an extra bedroom.” He laughed, “My sister isn’t going to stay in a hotel. “Now let me show you why I’ve never forgotten you, Melanie.” 

Walking over to the staircase Wayne called out, “Michelle! Come down here, there’s someone I want you to meet!” 

He turned back to them and said, “Have you eaten? When Lisa gets here I’ll fire up the grill and I’ll have her pick up some wine and….” 

“Oh, look at her.” Abigail said softly. 

Nicole looked up to see the detail she’d left out coming down the stairs, Wayne’s daughter and Abigail’s niece, Michelle. Nicole had known of her, but still gasped when she saw her. Michelle was a Lefay and true blood at that. As the tall slender girl made her way down her eyes had locked onto Abigail and her eyes widened. Michelle had the same hair and ivory skin as Abigail and as she reached the bottom of the stairs Nicole could clearly see the tell tale black eyes of Abigail’s family. 

Michelle was wearing a short black skirt with the fishnets and the large clunky boots favored by the goth crowd. Her face was done up in heavy black eye makeup and Nicole noticed her left eyebrow was pierced. Her back tank top was low cut and in addition to noticing Michelle had inherited her aunt’s ample chest she saw a tattoo of a crow on the left side of her chest. 

Abigail walked past Nicole and looking at Wayne, Nicole asked quietly, “Is that a real tattoo? I thought she was…” 

“She’s sixteen.” He sighed, “Some idiot friend took her to a place that doesn’t even ask for ID. 

She’s obsessed with those damn birds, but so far it’s the only weird thing she’s ever done, so I guess we’re lucky.” 

‘”Michelle,” he called out, “We’ll talk about how later, but this is your aunt Melanie and…” 

“You’re Abigail Lefay!” Michelle exclaimed as she stopped in front of her. “I…I’ve seen 

pictures of you on websites!” 

“I am,” Abigail answered and reaching up, gently ran her hand through Michelle’s long black hair. “And you my dear niece are absolutely beautiful!” 

“I look just like you.” Michelle shook her head, then looking at Wayne, “Remember dad? I told you about Abigail and said I looked like her?” 

“Yes.” He said then turned to Nicole, “Abigail Lefay?” 

“She changed her identity completely. Her new family was afraid that she would be found by…” 

she paused, but Wayne finished, 

“By our mother’s family.”  He nodded. “I wondered about my mother’s crack pot stories when Michele was born with that look. I…” he laughed, “She told me about this Abigail person a few times, had I actually looked at the pictures, maybe I would have met her sooner.” He frowned, 

“She…she isn’t dangerous is she?” 

“Not to her family.” Nicole answered honestly. 

“I’ll take that.” Wayne nodded, “Now hey, get comfortable, I’m going to make a call and get the grill going. I’ll be right back.” 

He turned and even before he left the room the phone was to his ear and Nicole heard him say 

“Lisa! You have to come home! You’re not going to believe who just showed up here!” 

Nicole walked over to Abigail who was holding both of Michelle’s hands in hers. 

“Are you really my aunt?” she asked, 

“Can’t you tell?” Abigail laughed. 

“We look alike yeah, but…” 

“No,” Abigail leaned over and pressed her lips to her forehead. Michelle’s eyes widened and she gasped, “Now can you tell?” 

“I…sometimes I swear I can hear what people are thinking, but no one believes me.” She said, then laughed, “I heard you plain as day!” 

“And I you my young flower.” 

“But my dad…” she shrugged, “He told me he had a sister, but she died.” 

“In a sense I did, but that my dear is not a story suitable for you right now.” She turned serious, 

“No, there will be no stories like that for you my dear niece. You are going to be safe and protected.” She laughed, “You have a great aunt that will be overjoyed to meet you!” 

“Umm Abigail?” Nicole spoke up, “Baby step here, okay?” 

Abigail shrugged and lifting her hands, to look at hers, Michelle asked, “What do these all mean?” 

“They’re runes. Each one has a different purpose,” Abigail told her, “Not now, but next time I visit I will tell you about them and sometime soon perhaps your father will let you come visit me and I will show you some truly amazing things!” 

“Like what?” Michelle asked, smiling and staring into Abigail’s eyes. 

“Like how to interpret those odd dreams you have and be able to focus on hearing thoughts, but more importantly how to block them because trust me you don’t want to hear what people think all the time.” 

“I do have weird dreams about crows mostly and…” she frowned “Fire.” 

“You made that crow on the porch didn’t you?” 

Michelle nodded to her, “You like it?” 

“I love it!” she exclaimed, “I can feel you in it.” 

“You can have it if you want.” 

“Really?” Abigail flashed that huge smile, “Why thank you! I’ll hang it in my bedroom, but means I cannot leave without bestowing a special gift upon you.” 

“What is it?” Michelle asked, her odd eyes alight with anticipation. 

“I will have to go get it, but I promise before I head back home you will get it.” 

“Okay.” She nodded, “But what’s with the fire?” 

“Ah, well we’ll talk about that, because…:” 

“Abigail?’ Nicole took her arm. “A moment?” 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Michelle said, “I was rude and didn’t say hi to you.” 

“That’s okay,” Nicole told her. “I’m Nicole I’m…” 

“I know who you are.” She smiled, “I can feel it.” She looked over her shoulder to where Wayne had disappeared and turning back lowered her voice to a conspiring whisper, “My folks haven’t figured it out yet, but I like girls too.” She shrugged, “Guys are just assholes.” 

Nicole laughed, “Yeah honey, many of them are.” 

She tugged on Abigail’s arms again and leading her several feet away said, “Abigail be careful okay?” 

“What do you mean?’

“With Michelle, I know you’re excited and after everything I’ve seen and heard its hard to not believe there is something special about your family. But,” she raised her finger, “Just go slow, she seems like a sweet kid and doesn’t need to be twisted into…” 

“Nicole,” Abigail took her hand, “Understand that I am not twisted because of my heritage, but because of what was done to me. My power was ignited before I was her age and it came from rage and hate. She seems well adjusted which is why she has not yet even tapped what she can do. But someday it will appear and better she is schooled in how to control it.” 

“Okay, but I’m talking about Lydia and going too far with influences shall we say.” 

“No worries Nicole, I meant what I said, my new found niece will want for nothing and be loved and protected. She will learn of her heritage and be taught to wield her power, but responsibly and in a gentle spirit. Also as for Lydia,” Abigail swallowed and Nicole could sense an air of sadness in her next words, “Back when I had first come to Chicago she was looking for me as well as Lorena. I have come to terms recently that I would have been better off having been found by her. In retelling my story it hit me how much of a rift was caused between them over me and how Lydia had fought against my initiation and was enraged over it when it happened. 

I…” she shook her head, “It was Lydia not Lorena who truly loved me, and not for my flesh although that became twisted eventually, but as much by me as her.” 

“Lydia will be thrilled to hear of Michelle and I will make up some of the things I have said and done to her by ensuring she gets to be part of our new family’s life.” 

Nicole looked up at the sound of a car door slamming and Michelle declared, “hey my mom’s home!” 

Wayne came back into the living room almost running in his excitement, “Lisa’s here Melanie! 

Come on, I can’t wait for you to meet her!” 

“Speaking of new families.” Nicole laughed as she started to turn toward the door. 

“Nicole?” Abigail caught her arm. 

“What is it?” 

Throwing her arms around her, Abigail kissed her neck and whispered in her ear, “Thank you for this. You’re better than I deserve.” 

“I don’t know about that.” Nicole said softly as she ran her hand up through her hair, “A man hating assassin and an equally man hating witch. I think many would say we deserve each 

other!” 

“I hope that’s true then, because this,” Abigail squeezed her tighter for emphasis. “Is exactly where we belong.” She kissed her again, “I love you my angel.” 

“I love you too my dark flower.” Nicole said around the lump in her throat. “Now let’s go have dinner with your family.” 


*****

“Slow down.” Abigail said as she sat turned in her seat, looking at the fields. 

“I’m only doing twenty; you want me to put it in reverse?” 

“Just go slower,” Abigail told her, “I’m looking for something.” 

“We’re leaving tomorrow; I don’t know why we couldn’t do this on the way back to the airport.” 

“Because I made a promise and I’m going to keep it.” 

Nicole started to ask her what she was talking about when Abigail startled her by yelling, “Right there!” 

Nicole saw her pointing at the end of the field where the woods began and pulled the mustang over along the fence in front of the field, just before the woods. Abigail immediately hopped out and began walking along the old fashioned white fence. Nicole followed her and saw her stop and frown at the fence. It had three levels of wood, but the slats were close together and she saw Abigail put her hands on it as if she were planning on jumping it. 

“There’s a gate at the end,” Nicole told her, “But we shouldn’t be going in there.” 

“Since when did you become a priss?” Abigail asked with a laugh as she walked towards the end of the fence. 

Nicole rolled her eyes and followed her. Abigail was wearing a white t-shirt and a pair of tight black jeans that hugged her ass quite well. Nicole amused herself by watching that ass swing back and forth until reaching the gate Abigail bent down and lifted a heavy chain with a padlock attached to it. 

“Hold on,” Nicole told her, “My kits in my purse, I can pick it, give me….” She stopped when Abigail grabbed the bad lock and tugged on it. The lock easily opened for her and slipping the chain through it, she pushed the gate open. “Or not.” Nicole grunted, “Explain why exactly you need me around?” 

“Because you eat a mean pussy.” Abigail laughed as she passed through the gate. 

“And you do have one mean pussy.” Nicole muttered as she followed her into the field. 

Abigail walked along the edge of the trees her head cocked, and stopping, looked across the open field. Nicole followed her gaze and saw a farmhouse and a barn in the distance. 

“So what now horse whisperer? You going to clap your hands and we’re going to ride some 

stallions?” 

“No, I’ll do that on the way back home tomorrow. For right now just wait for me.” Abigail told her as she began to walk into the woods. 

“Where are you going?” she asked, “You know were trespassing right?” 

“And when the irate farmer with the pitch fork come running after me, you can do your job and protect me okay?” Abigail called from behind the trees. “Just stay there and worry, I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

Nicole watched her disappear deeper into the woods and walking over to a tree leaned against it and as much a she hated herself for doing it stared at the farmhouse to make sure no one was coming. Sliding down into a crouch, she took a deep breath of the fresh air and sighed. The sun was warm on her face and right now life was as peaceful as she could ever remember it. For the first time she felt as if she were truly in love and finally happy. The hole that been eating away at her since she was a child finally seemed as if it had been filled. 

Nicole jerked her head up and realized she had begun to doze. Her reflexes taking over, she sprang to her feet and stepping away from the tree, turned in a circle. No one was coming from the farm, but she also didn’t see or hear Abigail. Nicole walked into the trees and looking around called out her name. There was no answer and feeling her stomach tighten she started to walk deeper into the woods her eyes scanning back and forth. 

“Up here.” Abigail called. 

Nicole spun around to see Abigail sitting on a branch just over her head.  Her legs were swinging back and forth and as she waved, she laughed, “Losing your touch Nicole?” 

“No, I simply figured as lazy as you are, you couldn’t climb a tree.” 

Abigail laughed again and slashing at her with her nails, meowed like a cat. 

“Funny,” Nicole told her, but couldn’t help laughing, “Can you get down kitty?” 

Abigail rolled her eyes and started to slide towards her; she then gave a startled yelp and fell backwards. 

“Abigail!” she called out in alarm, then stared in surprise as Abigail’s leg’s smoothly went back over her head and she landed easily on her feet in the leaves. 

“Melanie used to be quite the tomboy,” she said with a laugh. 

“Don’t scare me like that.” Nicole told her, then noticing Abigail was holding something cradled against her chest with her left hand asked, “What are you holding?” 

Abigail smiled and walking over to her extended her arm out, “I told Michelle I wouldn’t leave until I gave her a special gift.” 

Nicole looked down and saw what looked like a fuzzy black ball in her hand. It lifted its head and emitted a barely audible chirp, it was a baby crow. 

The End for now. 

If you enjoyed this book please be sure to check out my other titles in the Circle series available here. Simply search L.L. Craft! 
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