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I dedicate this book to my husband who is my better half.

Thanks for the support for it all, not just the book. I don’t believe I could have hung on and still hanging with mom’s passing and the countless curve balls we endured without you.  

––––––––
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THANKS FOR TELLING me to finish it, otherwise, I think this book would have wound up on lost and forgotten. Between a new job, kids, illness, funerals, hospitals, and countless nights of lost sleep ... you remained the constant. 

As I say, the waves we ride get higher and higher, but I am sure when we pass the break, paradise will be on the other side. I love you. 
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I WAS IN THE MIDDLE of drafting this book when my mother discovered she had cancer and later, she lost her fight with it. 

The last day I saw her, she lay in the bed, and I couldn’t be sure she knew I was there.  When I held her hand it was warm unlike the days when I was young, they always seemed cold to the touch.

The memory of holding her warm hand the last day she lived, and the memory of her soft smiling face the day I said goodbye I will carry in my heart forever. 

There isn’t a spectrum in this life no matter how polarizing it may be that I do not have an insatiable curiosity about. At times I believe that curiosity must the most debilitating thing I live with. 

Before I had never ending questions about the afterlife, and now with your passing, I have even more that I know I will never have the answer to while I draw breath. 

In memory of a tough woman from New Jersey, raised by immigrants of England and Denmark. Mom, you always had a way of helping me see things and having the perseverance to stay the course. 

I hope to see you again.  If I don’t then everything I believe about the afterlife is true, but I would never be able to tell its story. It doesn’t seem to matter now. All that matters is you knew I loved you and always will. 

For now, I will imagine you sleeping with the Angels. 

Meet Lahash.

He sat amongst the lawmakers of the house, watching them debate their beliefs about what the law should be while his cold and dark eyes surveyed the room and did so every day. But he searched for something he could not place; it was the inherent restlessness that drove his curiosity stemming from hundreds of years of living and watching the same scenes of humanity play out.

Despite the endless amount of energy taken in for survival, these lawmakers and their evil ways are what kept Lahash alive. There was no other way for a being like him to live without the company of Earth's downtrodden, crooked, and dirty.

Spending time in the company of evil humans was one of the few ways a demon could gain the power to thrive on Earth. It was not always like this to the demon Lahash. Indeed, his mind drifted back to the times when things weren't as complicated and yet seemed more mysterious to him; a time when those he encountered would mark a change in him, that he would no doubt carry for the rest of his demon existence...
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Chapter 1
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These meetings are so dreary, really. I wonder if these politicians ever consider what their choices indeed are. Do they realize how much power they really have or give? I felt the corners of my mouth twitch into the smirk that may have lightened up my stone face. I can reconcile their thoughts by looking at their cold faces, and dubious behavior. I am most amused by how they speak to one another; a stark contrast of how they must think of one another. Such the good ole boys club.

I feel the subtle snicker coming up from within, and wouldn't it be such amusement for these lawmakers to hear me, to see me standing here with pleasure? Watching them scar those who had to succumb to their wiles. Under the guise of the betterment of the country doesn’t inspire me, but it does remind me of missed days of Milan when men like these would visit Cortigiana’s brothel and when I met the first lawyer of many; and his sister. Her memory haunts me and not a day passes that I do not see her face in every woman. Like it was yesterday, at the masquerade ball when I met her in the flesh. At the time, it didn’t seem she knew who I was and that was my first mistake.

***
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SOPHIA LOOKED AT ME as though she was in a trance, deep within a hypnotic state and in a stupor that I imposed upon her.  I took her by the hand, with an unspoken request, to lead her in a dance, and to have her to myself. We sauntered to the floor, and it was then that the tempo, mood, and atmosphere changed as the orchestra played Bach’s Air on the G String.

Even with the respite, she did not notice the change in herself, and I saw it in her eyes; just as they kept a fixed place right through my mask and into my hidden and evil soul. After so long, since I could feel, and be amongst those who gave me life and energy brought the most amazing feeling in my existence. Although, with Sophia in such pure and rare form, it was not her energy that made me flourish. She gave me something I have never experienced, that stole the words from me, and with that, it was only the unspoken we shared on that dance floor as I held her hand and wrapped my arm around her waist.

Her lavender scent lingered, and the aroma mixed with her natural scent was intoxicating. I struggled, fighting against my demon desires. I didn’t realize then how destitute and powerless she could leave me; vulnerable, not something that I was accustomed to.

When I pulled her body into mine, it was then, I knew that she could be the one who left me destitute and for the first time, I was afraid. A being such as I, was not good enough for a pure soul like Sophia. She was better than me, her brother and those who wished to court her. It didn’t matter though, for the time I didn’t care, for the five minutes we shared behind our masks on the dance floor, she was mine.

***
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IT WAS THE 1700S IN Italy. Where the white wigs were powdered, and those who sat in the court were distinct. The judges and lawyers even kept a little color to their cheeks, and some looked more dashing than their wives or women for the night.

I remember the smell of old leather, and the squeaking of the wood floor as their heavy heeled boots raked across it. The reluctant greetings of one another for the daily session. Some came from their humble offices across the unpaved road from the courthouse. I watched them for a bit and then it was time for me to follow the distinguished over to the gentlemen's club where the events and travesties were so much more amusing.

I followed one senator in to see that they were all familiar friends. Reading, drinking a splash of brandy and waiting to be served by the less than formally dressed women of the hour whose eyes told of something more. Their time would not be up after a hot plate of pasta and garden herbs quickly devoured with the finest silver one's tongue would grace.

The man I clung to for the time was a short, thin man. His stockings looked as though they had not seen a wash, and he smelled strange. Not like the ones before. His wig was tattered, and he must have borrowed it or stole it from the wig scrap pile of one of the rich. He seemed nervous, and his large sweeping cuffs jiggled when his hands shook, no matter how much he tried to steady them.

An older man from across the room stood up from his chair, still chewing what was left in his mouth. Such a shock any food remained in his mouth, being his manners were comparable to the cow he was eating. Grease stains marked his dark blue velvet jacket, and when he spoke, the crumbs fell onto the wood floor.

"William, oh son, I am so glad you came. I wondered if you were to come at all," he said with a wretched grin and horrifying teeth.

Even scary for me to see, and like most demons from my plane of existence, I too have seen a few things in my day. But the ill-mannered man waved the young boy on, urging him to promptly take a seat.

"Come here, boy, and sit. We have much to discuss, here have some brandy."

I watched the nervous little man-boy have a seat and nervously crouch in his chair as though he was waiting for something terrible to happen. The atrocious man whispered in the lad’s ear as he leaned in and dropped more food out of his mouth, "William, why the nervousness? This is a beautiful establishment." It was undoubtedly difficult for me to watch him talk to little William. I could not help but watch the food falling from that mouth. It disgusts me more than watching the deaths at the hands of the serial killer I once followed until the invigorating lawyers put him to death.

The little man-boy finally said a few words. "Well, uh, you know. This is my first time here. I certainly did not know what to expect." He scooted his chair forward, letting his coat jacket brush the plate in front of him. As his eyes surveyed the plate, he stared at the woman's hand, who had just set the lovely silverware out. His eyes were steely blue and hollow. Despite little man-boy being such a, well, a man-boy; his eyes told of the secrets he held in.

As he continued to survey her hand, he crept those steely eyes upward until they stopped at her shoulder and then froze as if someone caught his hand in the cookie jar. Now, this is interesting.

This establishment was not the ordinary gentlemen's club. Full of notoriety, famous judges graced the place with their presence and, of course, the lover for the hour. High-class dining in the front with the finest liquor to go around. Behind the infamous curtain, there was a little more entertaining. The women paraded themselves around like they did these men a favor.

Wretched. Their fine silks from China no less, were merely high-class gift-wrapping paper for trash; with burgundy lips, their faces seemed pale already, even under their powder. The wigs were getting more ridiculous. It was not common for the Italians to keep white wigs, but these women ensured they resembled the French.

But the boy, there he was, still frozen. As I moved closer to him to examine his face, his eyes fluttered, and he winced. His lips parted subtly, and he pushed to the back of his chair.

Now what was that? He seems a little nervous, could not possibly be a threat, or was he too so evil that he knew of my presence. The server was kind and obliged him with a smile and a nod toward the curtain.

Maybe he was nervous because of his dad and where they are. 

Mr. Manners, I will call him, said, "William, if you are not feeling hungry, perhaps you should join her." Oh, and here come the manners from Mr. Manners, and he said, "I am sorry, I don't recall your name."

She giggled and sounded childlike despite the wrinkles around her eyes were telling of her age. "Oh, it is no trouble, my name is Monique."

I sighed at the name and rolled my eyes; sure, like that is her real name. Why doesn't she shorten it and call herself Mona? She is getting paid to moan. Little man-boy perked up and quickly came to his feet and took Mona's hand as she ushered him behind the crimson red curtain, that although I know what goes on in the back, I couldn't allow myself to trail too far behind. It seemed William, the man-boy caught my eye, and with all the time I had, it certainly wouldn't be a waste to spend it with him.
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Chapter 2
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After I followed the little man-boy into the back room hidden behind the red curtain, his demeanor seemed to have changed. Ironically, instead of heightened nervousness or becoming unhinged, he seemed to relax, as though he felt right at home. I could not place the transformation that just took place.

Of course, Mr. Manners quickly dusted his jacket off as though the smell and stain from his dinner would somehow disappear, or that it mattered to the women in the back.

Monique still had little man-boy's hand in hers, and she gleefully tugged his arm as she pushed through the bustling crowd of men and prostitutes. The room was darkened, and the walls were crimson red. Aligned with the walls were booths, with black curtains, one could pull for privacy. In the center of the room, remained a dance floor in front of a stage. Sometimes musicians came in to play for entertainment; other times, they used the stage for advertising the newest addition of prostitutes. There was a bar area for those to get their favorite tonic, and it was an unspoken word, that there was more to be had behind the bar. For a few coins, one could purchase some opium to heighten their pleasure.

There were several rooms in the back to choose from. Mr. Manners chuckled to himself, but once the little man-boy went, his eyes quickly surveyed the place for the most available women for the night. He spotted a curvy woman, with long black hair, swept up atop her head with a few tendrils that brushed her shoulders. Her dress was a green velvet, and it was low cut allowing her large assets to bulge for all eyes to see. Just an inch below the line across her chest, her nipple was sure to set.

I thought she was not interested in Mr. Manners. His aura was dark, and he certainly had all the evil traits of a politician. No doubt he could serve my energy reserves for a while. It was little William whom I felt a fervent desire to draw near. He was unlike any human I have encountered in some time. His aura was dark, cold, and mysterious.

Something told me his real demeanor was hidden underneath the facade of innocence and nervousness. Should a young man who was already nervous enter such an establishment as this, he would become more agitated. I half expected him to run away. Here he is, oblivious to my presence.

She made things easier for him by quickly undressing and laying naked in the bed. Scars marked her body where she matured quickly in her youth, and she appeared to be in her prime.  Her skin was fair against her dark hair, and her mahogany brown eyes were obscure in the dimly lit room.

Little William did not hesitate. He shucked his boots and those nasty stockings which were inundated with stains. They smelled awful, and I could not reason if he were a newly appointed lawyer or senator, couldn’t he afford decent laundry service?

She did not seem to mind as she lay there, snickering and smiling at the little man-boy.

He said to her, "I have never been with a woman. I am not sure what I am supposed to do." Now that is odd; he did not seem that way when he ripped his clothes off. He jumped on top of her, frightening her into laughter when she covered her mouth to hide her smile.

Mona said, "Well that is just fine, there is no need to worry, I know what to do."

So, the two engaged in a regular round of sex, despite this being their first interlude.

That was the shocking part; if only I could read his memories; and I could, but I would have to make myself known to him, and if I do that, the dark one would be most displeased. Ever since he cast Lilith away, the dark one has forbidden the demons to reveal themselves to the human world.

Back in the day, I felt alive, making myself known to humans. Of course, I could not reveal my pure form. So, I have grown quite fond of my look. I dress in the best fashions. I have great hair, and the art here in Italy inspired me to remain an artist of my attire. Of course, my favorite liquor, Disaronno. My mind gets so carried away at the thought of it...but, if I could make myself known to him, I could find out what is hidden beneath the innocent demeanor he seems to qualify to everyone and enjoy the Earthly pleasures of drink and women.

His sexcapade with Mona ended abruptly. Manboy certainly did not seem the virgin he tried to convince Mona he was.

"Wow, you sure don't seem like you have never been with a woman," she said as she pulled up the soiled sheet over her breasts.

William smiled at her. "I thought that was what all women wanted to hear." He finished pulling up his pants, and he quickly put those smelly stockings on, followed by his boots that had quite a bit of mud on them I had not seen earlier. Strange, the weather was dry. The rain was not something that often came during the summer here in Milan.

Mona studied his face for a moment. "Oh, well, everything is fine; it is me. You do not have to lie to me."

Her face relaxed as she left her bed and dressed. I watched William's eyes survey her backside as he licked his lips. When she turned, he quickly attended to buttoning up his white, loose fit shirt. Strange, his shirt was so clean compared to the rest of his clothes.

He smiled, and when he did, he had a near child-like appearance. I can see why he gets away with his con job of being a virgin.

"When can I see you again?" he asked.

"I work nearly every night, except for Sundays. I tend to my mother these days. She is ill."

William did not seem to care about the little story she shared; all that mattered to him was when he could see her again. He left her in the small room, and I followed him to the ‘back’ as the men called it. He was looking for Mr. Manners, who left for his private room with the woman from before.

So, he walked around, looking at the place as he wandered to a less occupied part of the backroom. Down a long dark hallway, there was not anyone around, and he found a door at the end of the hall, and it was locked. After a few moments of fiddling with the lock, he heard his name being called out over the noise of the club.

He dashed out of the hallway and found Mr. Manners. Strangely he was dressed and put together so well. I wondered what he was really doing in the back. Not a hair out of place.

"William! What are you doing back there? You are not to go back there, especially without me!" He scolded the little man-boy.

"Well, what is back there?" William asked.

Mr. Manners quickly put his hat back on and let William out of the club where they walked down the empty street. "You must promise me you will never go back there again."

William looked back over his shoulder and said, "Why?"

"You are not ready for that. It is a sacred place only for top members of the club. We use the room each year for a meeting, and that is all I can tell you."

"Well, when is the next meeting?"

Mr. Manners sighed, "Actually in a week. We will have our meeting. You will not need to come back until after. Your new friend can take care of you after."

"I like Mona, why do I have to wait?"

Mr. Manners and little man-boy stopped walking as they had arrived at Mr. Manner's residence. "We can discuss this later. I must be going in."

He left little William standing outside under a full moon. I could see the whites of his eyes in the reflection in the light. After a few moments of standing in front of the large house, William turned back toward the gentlemen's club, and that is when I knew I had to follow him.
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As I followed behind little William, I could not help but notice that he walked a little more upright, and he had a strange smile on his face like he was up to no good. I wonder why so glee from his nervous self. Was he to have another round with Mona? Or break into the forbidden room to sniff out secrets?

The night was still early; however, some satisfied men were leaving the gentlemen's club with relaxed faces from the liquor and pleasure. As we arrived, I stopped for a moment to look around. The music from inside was audible but muffled. The air was still as I examined the sign over the door — and it nearly glowed in the moonlight. The gentlemen's club was called Cortigiana, and I could not help but wonder how long this business existed. All the times I passed or followed a dubious one in, it never occurred to me this establishment must have a history.

After I studied the old and worn sign, I went in to see little man child was already in Mona's room. The door was shut while they discussed how he would like to see her but not at Cortigiana. William possesses the skill and art of persuasion that he was interested in more than a little something in the night from her. He looked deeply into Mona's big brown eyes and convinced her he wanted to share more with her than the protruding figure living in between his legs. Like a fool, she accepted, and little William had a date the next day at a café around Cortigiana.

Satisfied, he left her room but went down the hall Mr. Manners forbid him from being anywhere near. He did not break in, oddly, he stared at the door that remained locked. My suspicions were he wanted to know more about the backroom, and Mona did not understand what she was in for.

As he left and walked to his home, I was surprised to know that he lived in a mansion up in the hills away from town. I stopped in awe of his abode. Why would someone of stature need a date with a prostitute just to find out some little secret? He could find this out without the help of a prostitute. Little William was just full of secrets.

William entered the front door of the two-story house. The candle lights burned in the receiving room, and further back in the kitchen was a woman who hummed with a melodic tone and the most soothing sound it was. As William made his presence known, she shouted.

"William! Do you have any idea what time it is? Father and mother told you not to be gone too long. Besides what is it you were out doing?" she said.

While William was busy conjuring up his story to his sister, I couldn't help myself. Though I knew he was talking to her, I lost track of his words as his voice became a murmur in the background. I could not stop staring at her, listening to her heartbeat from across the room. I could hear her breathing as William spoke to her. She was the most stunning human I ever set my eyes on. Her hair was flaxen and fell over her shoulder down to her waist. It was in a loose braid with a pink ribbon. She was not in the usual cumbersome attire. Instead, she was in her sleeping garment that was a long, white loose-fit gown. She did not look a day over eighteen with her fair, translucent skin, and blue eyes. Her lips were full, plump with the perfect shade of pink. She was so pure; I didn't believe she was even human. More distracting to my eyes was her body, nude underneath her garment, and as she walked to the table to sit with her tea, I could see the shape of her legs and hips. Her breasts hung loosely, and her nipples shown through the sheer gown, and I wondered why she was not wearing a robe.

It seemed as she smiled at her brother, that this family was not as formal as others.  I broke my lustful thoughts when her soft smile tightened, and she scolded William.

"William! You know you were not supposed to leave me here alone. Father told you while they were away, you were not to be out after dark." She smiled again, as though she enjoyed getting onto William. Then she playfully remarked, "Okay, now tell me where you were."

Her shoulders shook while her face became coy, as though she could not wait to hear some presumed instance of debauchery. The strange little sister who thinks she is in charge is happy to hear about her brother's personal sexual encounters.

William shrugged and said, " Well, nothing really. My friends and I ate dinner at the club. And that was it." He sat next to her with a smirk keeping his eyes on the space on the table.

"I do not believe you, what else? Tell all or I will tell father you were late." She said as she rested her chin in the palm of her small hand.

He sighed and shifted his weight in the chair. " Absolutely not Sofia!"

Well, even though William had some secrets, I was most intent on finding out myself, at least now I know her name; Sofia. She does not realize she has become my latest obsession.

William sprung up from his chair, running his hands through his dark wavy hair. His low sitting ponytail had previously loosened from the night's adventures, leaving his waves brushing across his high cheekbones. The soft flicker from the flame of the candle highlighted them away from his deep-set eyes, making him appear sullen and dreary — a look I had not seen on a human's face in a long time. Dark he was, and he kept his secrets from his precocious sister.

Startled, Sophia rose from her chair and stormed away, not saying a word. She ran up the long staircase with a solitary tear running down her soft cheek. William followed her and hollered out, " You do not get to know everything about me! I do not care! Tell them what you will!"

Well, well. Little Sophia is sensitive, and I will assume spoiled as being the youngest. She is used to getting her own way a lot, but still, I couldn't control my urge to be close to her. I left William at the bottom of the staircase and followed her to her room.

She was on her bed, crying into her pillow.

Her room was dark, with several rows of books that adorned the shelf. Across the room was a vanity mirror decorated with a few imported fine fragrances and sprays for linens. She must have loved the scent of lavender because her room flourished with it and a trace of juniper.

Her jewelry box, though significant, did not house many expensive jewels. Her bedding was silk with a dark green pattern on a large wooden bed frame that was incredibly old. The bed held loosely fit curtains all around to maintain the dark when the sun showed through the large window facing the east. The tapestries that hung around the window were not as heavy and looked as though they had seen better days.

She continued to whimper into her pillow, and as I got closer to her, I could smell her; and how sweet she was. Rushed breaths warmed her pillow, and her heart pounded in her chest. Her sensitiveness, naivety, and desperation made me want to touch her, to know her, and to be of her.

Someone pounded on the door, and it was little William. He shouted, "Sophia, let me in. I am sorry." William's voice was humbled and apologetic, but Sophia stared at the door with reddened eyes.

"Go away! You always become so angry when I ask you questions. Don't you understand? I never get to go out. I only see the girls from boarding school or those from the church." Church, now there was a word. So, the family is religious, could not be too much, I did not see evidence of anything. No cross or no bible, especially odd being surrounded by a city drenched in Catholicism.

William did not leave the door. Instead, he leaned up against it, and he said, " Sofia, open the door."

She jumped off her bed, passed me, and swung the door open. She glared at her brother with steely blue eyes. "Why are you so secretive? You leave, sometimes all night. You come home; you are melancholy for days. You avoid the family. I do not understand, William."

I could feel her loneliness. Away at school, her brother is gone a lot, and apparently, so are their parents. She is not allowed out much either, but why? I can see why she would be so lonely and open to things. She craved a connection to someone that cared for her. I watched her chest move up and down through that sheer nightgown, and I knew at that moment if I did not get away from her, I would lose control.

I left the two talking in her room, and I stood outside this large house that seemed cold, even to me. I could hear them whispering to one another, and I could still feel Sophia's loneliness and desperation. More so, I could still smell her — it must have been from her lavender-scented linens.

William left his sad sister alone in her room, and I went back into the house. I followed him into his bedroom, which held a secret passageway to another area of the house. His room was nothing spectacular, nothing out of the ordinary except the hidden door through the fireplace. It opened to a set of spiral stairs made of stone. He hurried down the dark and narrow staircase and arrived in the basement. And did he ever have a strange collection.

Some shelves held equipment that looked like they would be used for a hard day's work. But there was an ax on the wall that seemed out of place, and it smelled of blood. I did not see many farm animals, only horses outside. I walked closer to examine the edge, and it appeared clean, but I knew a blood scent when I smelled it, and it was not a farm animal, it was human. He didn’t have the stature to look to be a woodchipper and those dainty hands didn’t appear to have seen a day’s arduous work. I pondered who he killed.
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A young lawyer who lives in a mansion with his family and hides in a basement. Much of humanity was such a bore, but this little man boy makes me reconsider my opinions. No petty theft, no killing without meditation or a long drawn-out strategy for a dark plan. These were my recollections of simple times. In spaces where I hovered without war and the carnal knowledge that comes with literal and figurative war. No, with a little man boy, he is all that I have been missing. He has the penchant for strategy and premeditated debauchery no less.

I looked around at his strange collection of boxes in his secret room, and then I saw him reach high on one of the wooden shelves for a black box. It had remained out of sight, and he used a stool while he extended his short arms toward it. He sat down, opened the box and the contents told me all I needed to know about William and that he was the reason for my demon strength that grew by each hour I remained in his presence.

He had a collection of human hair, neatly tied into knots, most of which were blonde and appeared to be women’s hair. Next to the hair were snippets of cloth. William picked up one that was red and brought it to his nose, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath in. After a moment, he placed the garment back into the box, and he braided the blonde lock of hair. More contents were inside the box such as jewelry, most of which was gold with an array of gemstones. Though he didn’t lift the inner lining of the box, I could see where human fingers over time diminished the color from countless times of lifting it away from the box. What could he have hidden under that red cloth?

I could not help but think he was a common thief turned serial killer, or did he steal from women? Did he covet them? If he did, why? My insufferable curiosity about this depraved individual surfaced and I believe it is only because of my new infatuation with his sister. 

––––––––
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HE LIFTED THE AX FROM the shelf on the wall and returned to his room and hid it under his bed. Maybe he was afraid someone would break-in, and he protected his baby sister.

That thought was just a fantasy. It was not hard to say with little man-boy; he had more nefarious reasons to sleep with an axe. 

I thought he would retire to bed, but he went to his sister's room, and this time he didn't knock on the door, but he walked in as if he knew she was asleep and that she was. He opened the curtain that closed her in her bed, and he sat down and stared at her face for a long time. I was uncertain if he would kill her. Then his eyes surveyed her body before he opened her gown to peek.

Is the family full of incest? Certainly, Sophia did not realize what her brother was doing. Or was he really her brother? She must be a deep sleeper because she did not move or seemed to notice he was there. I could hear her slow heartbeat and her deep breathing as she was far away in slumber. I could not help but feel jealous of someone touching her; even worse, I could barely stand myself for also being jealous over a human of all creatures.

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave, and I could not tear my eyes away from his small hands as he unbuttoned her gown just enough to expose one of her breasts, and as her nipple appeared, he reached toward it, and then he stopped with her slight movement.

Once he looked down into her gown, he relaxed and wiped the saliva off his lips. He buttoned her gown back, and he walked away, and this time, he did go to bed, with the ax still under his bed.
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I am disappointed in myself. Why would I wait for little William, to do what I suspect he will? Sure, I need his evil energy to keep me in existence. But I felt the need to linger for more than evil. And is he incestuous or a voyeur? Both? To think had I not went to court that day, I may have missed little William's appearance.

Being new, he sought mentors for a place in law and to further his career in politics. I can see that he surely will make a good politician with the way he lives his double life.

I was pondering this feeling of exhilaration, lust, but that’s not it. Sure, we lust, we drive it, feed it, and we are of it. But Sophia, she had something else about her. It was more than her physical attributes and appeal. I could not leave William’s room for fear of missing premeditated acts I was sure I would witness. So, I waited all night, and William slept wonderfully even with what I believed was on his mind.

Later, he awakened to a knock at the door, and before he could get out of bed to answer, Sophia walked in bright-eyed and smiles. She was odd; angry one minute and happy the next. I suppose I understand, with her sheltered existence, it seemed he was all she had. With no sign of their parents, it was the only thing that made sense.

Her bubbly banter early in the morning seemed to be annoying to William, but he tolerated it. He got out of bed, barely looking at her as he pulled on his trousers from the night before. It seems here that either William was intent on being as smelly as possible or the family cannot afford to launder or have servants.

Which, by the way, was also odd, no maids, no cooks, nobody. Strange. I suppose even if I did not need to be around him for my energy, I might have stayed out of morbid curiosity. An estate this large, begs the needed help to run it. I have not even made it through the mansion, but I am sure there are many rooms.

Little, now smelly, William opened a drawer and this time he pulled out some freshly laundered stockings. Amongst the garments were more pairs of stockings that were old and worn. As he opened his wardrobe, it was much the same; few items to select from, such as jackets and only one for colder weather.

Sophia's banter quelled and she pursed her plump lips as he continued to ignore her. There she stood, now all dressed to up in the most excellent fashion he could afford. 

Underneath her dress she wore a bustier, and those annoying panniers. I know that the Spanish had a knack for those hoops, but Sophia’s panniers were so imposing, it made her body appear much smaller than it already was. It seemed maybe she wore them for attention.  

A choker adorned her neck, lightly decorated with pearls. Her hair was pulled up, and atop her head was an odd hat for someone of her youth. It looked worn, and the style did not match her frilly and youthful dress.

William stopped and looked at her, and his eyes momentarily froze at her neckline. He said, "Sophia, where are you going?"

"Well, I am going with you." She told him. She swung her hips back and forth in excitement.

His eyes narrowed. "No, you are not going anywhere with me. I have business today, and that does not include you."

He stomped out of his room and went to the kitchen where coffee was still warm and waiting on the stove. Pouring himself a cup, he glanced up from the coffee pot in irritation seeing she followed him.

"I will go with you, but I have plans myself. I will check out the shop in town. I hear that some new dresses arrived from France. I want to see." She said with a grin.

"Sophia, with what money? You know our parents have recently lost the family fortunes on father's gambling debts. Why do you think I am trying to get into the senate? You should wait."

She sighed, "I know, I know. But I have not had a new dress in so long."

"I will get you a dress. I have a small work project, and I can afford something for you."

I was bursting for the date William was going on with the prostitute. Now with this latest information, William has employment somewhere? A new client has broken the law. No doubt he works for that raunchy lawyer who cannot keep his food in his mouth when he ate. I cannot wait to see this.

William left, and instead of taking the old carriage outside the house, he walked into town. There were only two horses that I had not noticed before, which was odd. Did he have a visitor? How could I have missed that? If he walked as much as he seems, would explain the dirt on his boots and the wear. Those soles had seen a few miles. But it did not seem to bother him.
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One thing I noticed, he did not have his little tool, the ax. He left it under his bed, or did he just forget it? While he walked, he had a pep in his step. William must have been so excited to have his little encounter with his new friend Mona at the small bistro in town.

There she was sitting, already waiting, with a grand smile. She smiled as though she had not had a real date in a long time and had nothing to do. She dressed in her best attire. Her hair was neatly swept up in a loose bun, and atop her head was a modest hat with some small pink flowers and lace. Unlike the rest of the women of her profession, she wore a dress that covered most of her chest. Her neck was adorned with an old choker, and her dress was dated looking to be well over ten years old. As she waited for little William to be seated, she clasped her nervous hands together quaintly upon the table.

"Oh William, it is so good to see you. I am excited we can get to know one another better."

He did not reply at first, he sat down and surveyed the room, glancing at all the prim and propers in the café All were ordering their tea and sipping so eloquently. Each accompanied by an escort if they were maidens. I snickered to myself. The men looked pained and plagued with exhaustion from playing the game. High stakes to keep the good women at home and have their side treats from the women at Cortigiana.

William finally looked at her, with a small smile, he said, "Yes, I am glad we could visit. Of course, I enjoy the other ways we can spend time. But tell me more about the club. He nodded toward the direction of the club, just down the street."

Mona gently pulled her clasped hands toward herself and then down into her lap, where she kept her eyes and said, "What do you want to know?"

Little William didn't seem a bit fazed by Mona's abrupt change in demeanor, instead, he appeared stimulated by her discomfort, and he leaned in further as she stiffened her back and pressed it into the back of the wooden chair. He licked his lips in anticipation, as if he already knew the answer, but needed to hear the words from someone.

Mona cut her eyes and lifted her head slightly, and with a whisper, she said, "That club... that club is for very few. Only the politicians and the wealthy go in. Sometimes, they take some younger girls in. They are gone for hours it seems. But I do not know exactly what goes on."

"Mona, I know you know more. Tell me."

It seemed that little William is not only a sexual deviant, but he is a smart and opportunistic one. But even so, Mona remained guarded. Her eyes expressed fondness for him, but something held her back.

"Will, I know, but only rumors from some girls. I cannot be sure if what they say that happens in there is real. I think they give them mind-altering drinks. I know they make the girls wear cloaks with hoods to cover their bodies. They also lead them in blindfolded and every so often they have special occasions. I do not think it is anything more than group sex. Not like what we do on regular occasions."

I could not help but think to myself, where have I been? Group sex. Apparently, I must have been spending my time wasted elsewhere. But Mona knew more than she let on, and she was a little too smart for little William.

"William, I would not be worried about the secret meetings. I am sure someday you will get to go." Mona said with a twitchy smile.

William reached forward for her arm and said, "Mona, I know that. I am just so curious. That was all. Are you enjoying your coffee?"

She relaxed her shoulders and smiled, "Oh, yes, and I need a refill."

"I know that they are planning a big ceremony. This is one that I have never seen or heard of before. I overheard one planner at a dinner the other night and he said this ritual has been in the club for hundreds of years, and it only comes around every 100 years. Apparently, it is a big event. There are wealthy men that come from far away to attend, and they often bring in women from different countries. Rumor has it, virgins."

The word must have sparked something in little William because his face darkened, and he leaned forward once more. He said, "Virgins? Like introducing new women to the club?"

Mona shrugged her broad shoulders and picked up her teacup. "I do not know. I have not ever been around for one of these things. But it is happening soon. I think in a week. They do not announce it. Most invitations are discreetly handed out. I have seen some envelopes passed out to some men in the club."

William smiled and put on his boyish charms. "Do you think you could find out when? I can come to see you tonight, and you can tell me, then we can spend some time together."

William helped her up from her chair, paid for their drinks, and escorted her out. 
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