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Chapter One







May 1892

Last Judgement Graveyard

London, England




For several days the fog had settled like a funereal shroud over the whole of London. Visibility was restricted to a few mere feet, so the city had gradually ground to a halt. The river traffic had virtually halted and the normally busy streets and thoroughfares had emptied until the only noise came from the few Hansom cabs that clattered over the damp cobblestones, making their ponderous way by virtue of the skill of the drivers and the obedience and hardiness of the horses.

Londoners were aware that the fog was dangerous. It was not just that the swirling vapors made accidents more likely, but that they made breathing difficult for many people. Yet for decent folk, there was the additional fear of being attacked, robbed or worse.

At a little after midnight, under the dim haze of a watery moon, five cloaked figures stood in a circle around a bull lamp that was hanging from a stake driven into the dismal soil of Last Judgement Graveyard, deep in the heart of the slum land of Southwark, south of the River Thames. All around them the ground was overgrown, which made the area, dimly illuminated by the lamp, all the more strange and sinister. Only a carpet of hardy moss grew under their bare feet on this area that had been chosen for their ceremony.

Two women and three men stood at the outer edge of the dull ring of light that barely cut a swath through the fog vapor. No one beyond them would be able to even see the light or guess that beneath their cloaks they were all naked. None of them were in the least concerned that they might be discovered, for no one visited the graveyard after sundown.

They waited for the leader of their coven, the Grand Witch, Baroness Helena Greatorex to join them.

“Where can she be?” whispered a blonde-haired beauty to her neighbor, an equally beautiful young woman with flame-red hair in her early twenties. Although they were totally unrelated and had been friends since they were children, yet people often took them for sisters. Like their leader, the Grand Witch, they were also titled women of quality.

“She’ll be here soon, Esme, never fear. Are you cold?”

Her friend laughed as she whispered: “I thought that I would be freezing, but the potion the Grand Witch told us to drink with a tot of brandy did the trick. Now, I‘m just a little cold, but nothing that one of the hot cocks under those cloaks won’t cure.” She giggled. “I want to ride the Irish one first. From the bulge I can see I can tell his cock is ready for action.”

Lady Constance Brook-Hamilton nodded her head and giggled. “I know what you mean, Esme. I’ve had a wonderful warm glow deep inside my pussy all day and haven’t been able to stop thinking about this gathering. I know that it can only be eased by a good stiff cock.” She giggled. “Or something more feminine than that.”

The young man next to Constance turned to them with a grin. “What was that I heard, ladies? Did I hear one of you has taken a shine to me old broom handle here?” The lilt in his voice marked him out as one who was from the Emerald Isle. There was a slapping sound under his cloak as he cuffed his cock. “Hear that? He’s as stiff as any stallion’s and he’s raring to go, so he is. Whichever of you fillies want him first can ride him all night.”

He gave a dirty laugh. “Indeed, you can stroke him as much as you want afore the Grand Witch comes, if you have a mind to.”

Lady Constance and her friend, Lady Esmeralda Cleveland sniggered, for both had been looking forward to the orgy they knew was to take place.

“Stow that lewd talk, you Irish guttersnipe or I’ll whip you in two,” snapped one of the other men. “Remember that these ladies are your social betters and show them respect.”

His name was Matthew and he was the eldest of them all. The girls reckoned he had to be about fifty years old. They knew that he had been a police sergeant and a stickler for etiquette. In fact, as Esmeralda joked, everything about him was stiff, from his beeswaxed, pepper and salt mustache to his ramrod back and, most obviously his cock. He was in good condition for his age and both of them knew from experience that he knew exactly how to pleasure a woman.

“The Grand Witch told us all that this is going to be a serious business,” he went on, severely. “Or hadn’t you realized that from our surroundings?”

“Would you listen to himself there,” said the younger man. “Sure, my name is Liam, as you well know, Matthew, my man. Let’s be having less of the name calling, or maybe it will be me that is teaching the lesson here. After all, it’s you that was just a public servant, not me. I’m a fully licensed London cabbie, my own man, not a glorified public flunky like you.” He gave a short laugh. “Besides, we are all equal members of the coven and I can talk as dirty as I want.”

He winked at the two women. “Or as filthy as they want me to be, ain’t that right, girls?”

Both responded with pouting, wanton smiles that belied their rank.

“Why for two pins, I’d…” began Matthew.

“Hush, the pair of you,” hissed the last of the three men, standing to the left of Esmeralda in the ring of light. His name was Rufus and he was a wiry fellow in his early thirties. He was Baroness Helena’s coachman and was by far the gentlest of the three, in both his manner and in his love-making. “Being aggressive like that is hardly going to win over our fair ladies favors, which is the important thing, isn’t it. To work the magic, we, all of us, need to be comfortable touching and handling each other.” He paused for a moment, then added, his tone suddenly becoming uncharacteristically lascivious: “Both men and women!”

All of them in the coven had been seduced and then initiated into the coven by the Grand Witch, Baroness Helena Greatorex, herself. They were all from different walks of life, but had three things in common. First, a fascination for the occult. Second, an obsession with sex. Last, none were married or ever had any intention of matrimony. They had enjoyed several ceremonies at one or other of Baroness Helena’s homes, which always involved frantic orgies to produce the occult power needed to work the spells that their leader cast. How successful those spells were, none of them could actually say, or really care about. What they did know was that they all enjoyed rude health, money fell their way and good luck seemed to follow anything they tried. But more than that, during the ceremonies they enjoyed each others’ bodies with such intensity that they were always eager for the next, whenever Baroness Helena said it would be.

The price of belonging to the coven was absolute secrecy, so that no one outside the coven would know that they were involved in witchcraft or the debauchery that went with it. The penalty for betrayal, which included threatening to leave the coven, would be, she promised, agonizing death.

Although none of them truly believed that such a fate would befall them, they had all signed a covenant in their own blood and thus far had been happy to continue meeting whenever the Grand Witch commanded. None yet felt ready to die.




• • •




“Matthew is right, Esme,” whispered Lady Constance, “we should all take this more seriously. I want to start fucking just the same as you, but don’t you know what this place is?”

“I’ve no idea, Connie. I couldn’t see a thing from the Hansom cab on the way here. It was so foggy that the lamps barely lit up the cobbles ahead.” Esme tittered. “I was just listening to our Irish cabbie friend over there. He had the trap door on the Hansom roof open and he kept telling me what he wanted to do to me at the meeting.”

Liam gave a short lewd laugh. “I also told her what I was going to do to you, too, Lady Constance.”

“That’s enough now, both of you,” replied Constance, with mock reproach. “What we do isn’t up to us, as you know. It’s what Baroness Helena allows to happen. We just obey her orders while we wait for her. Neither Matthew, who was riding in the coach with me, nor I, could see where we were going, but Rufus told us.”

“Baroness Greatorex gave strict instructions,” said Rufus. “I was to collect Lady Constance and Matthew and bring you both to this exact spot in Last Judgement Graveyard. Then we were to prepare ourselves as we have done and wait for her to join us.”

“So we’re going to have a ceremony on consecrated ground?” Esme asked, her voice betraying a tinge of nervousness and doubt. “But that’s real blasphemy, isn’t it?”

Rufus shook his head. “Last Judgment Graveyard was never consecrated. This was where a load of the Winchester Geese were buried.”

“Geese?” Esme repeated in disbelief.

“Not birds, Lady Esme,” said Liam with a laugh. “The Winchester Geese were doxies, prostitutes who weren’t allowed to be buried in consecrated soil. So, this place was the final resting place to loads of ladies of the night and hundreds more paupers, what didn’t have no home.”

“Do you mean—?” began Esme, but was cut short by the sound of movement from the fog.

Suddenly, the Grand Witch, Helena Greatorex, Baroness of Hounslow, was standing between Rufus and Liam. She was dressed in a travelling cloak with a large hood. Very deliberately, she pushed the hood back and unclasped the cloak to let it fall at her feet, so that she stood completely naked. A bag hung from her wrist and she opened it and took out a small clay tablet and a large leather-bound book, about the size of a family bible. She stepped into the middle of their circle and placed the book on the ground under the bull lamp. Amazingly, the book seemed to open and age-old pages creakily fluttered until it remained open at a page full of diagrams and strange writing. She lay the clay tablet, which was etched with strange markings, on top of the book, which again, seemingly of its own volition, closed over the tablet.

All of her acolytes gasped, partly after being startled at the Grand Witch’s sudden appearance, but also by what they had seen.

The Grand Witch stepped backward to take her place in the circle, fully aware of the impact she had upon them and of the power that she had over them. She was tall and beautiful with long, raven-black hair that she had untied and which hung down to the middle of her back. Her lips were voluptuous and her skin as pale as cream. In the watery moonlight she seemed the very embodiment of Hecate herself. Her breasts were perfect hemispheres, with large dark nipples.

“Helena, how did you get—?” Esme blurted out.

But Helena stopped her by raising a finger to her lips. “We have no time now for questions, Esme. Our task this night is more important than you could ever imagine. We have powerful magic to work. So let us begin. All of you, take off your cloaks and reveal yourselves as naked as you were when you came into this world.”

They did as she ordered, dropping their cloaks behind them.

She raised her hands to the moon. “Great Hecate, watch us as we poor wretches strive to gain your blessing by stirring the power of lustful magic that lies within us. Hail to thee and allow our coven the release we crave and need to awaken the power in this grimoire in order to unlock the power of Druaga in this clay tablet.”

Liam let out a throaty chuckle and nodded.

“Come my coven, let the pleasuring begin. Begin upon yourself, as I do.” Slowly she began to massage her breasts, squeezing them provocatively and raising them so that she could lick her nipples.

The others imitated her. The women fondled their breasts and the men stroked their chests and butts.

“And now, stir the spirit of the beasts within yourselves,” she urged. She ran her hands over her belly and down to her pussy. She opened her legs and with her fingers started to stroke her labia.

She watched as the men stared at her, their hands reaching for their cocks to begin stroking.

Constance and Esmeralda swayed back and forth as they, too, masturbated.

Soon the air was full of grunts and murmurs of pleasure.

“But be sure that none of you loses your head. In a moment we will begin the entwining and the pleasuring. None of us will lose control. Pleasure each other, but feel that desire, the power of Hecate build within you. Now, move.”

Helena turned and took two paces to Matthew and grabbed his cock. “Watch as I impale myself on this cock, oh great Hecate. Watch as I mount and ride him.”

So saying she eased his cock into her pussy and with her arms about his neck raised her legs to lock them about him. Then to Matthew: “Now go, my wild stallion. Carry me to the edge of the abyss.”

The others eagerly followed her example. Liam embraced Esme and they kissed as she guided his cock into her willing pussy. She hoisted her legs up to grasp him with her legs and he clutched her buttocks to support her weight as he began to ram his cock into her.

Constance sucked Rufus’s tongue into her mouth and allowed him to fondle her breasts before pushing him back so that she could turn and bend over, hands on knees for him to take her from the rear.

Flesh smacked against flesh and moans and groans of rising desire and passion filled the air.

Helena, the Grand Witch, used her own impending orgasm as a barometer of the sexual frenzy that was building up. She started to intone a spell, using words from a language that the others could only guess at, but which she had informed them at earlier ceremonial orgies were first spoken in a lost land that had been ancient long before the first blocks of the pyramids of Egypt had been laid in place.

When this part of the spell finished to her satisfaction she went on: “Now, change partners, my precious friends. Again, make love to your new partner, but hold back once more. Allow the energy that we will use to please and honor Hecate so she can work our magic spell.”

She beckoned Rufus as she lay down on her spread out cloak and opened her legs wide. Her coachman immediately dropped down and plunged his cock into her pussy.

Matthew turned to Liam and pointed to his cock, wet from the Grand Witch’s love juice. “Come my lusty Irish friend, let us lie, too. Taste our Grand Witch on me. ”

Liam laughed as the older man sank to the ground and lay back, then he moved to position himself on top. “Sure, I’ll clean your truncheon for you if you do the same for me.” He lowered himself so that Matthew could grab his cock and balls and take him into his mouth. As he felt his cock being sucked, he held Matthew’s thick cock and licked the shaft, relishing the taste of Lady Helena upon it before hungrily sucking the bulbous head.

“Eat me, Connie,” Esme said, dropping to the ground a few feet away. “I love it when you lick my clit.”

Soon they were all making passionate love, enjoying each other’s body with total abandon, permitting any action no matter how base from their current partner.

Once again, the Grand Witch began reciting the second part of a spell, her voice at times breathless, yet gradually increasing in fervor with every second. As her words boomed around them, causing their ears to throb and their hearts to quicken, they all felt the deep warm glow in the pelvis that heralded the start of an orgasm.

“Enough!” cried Baroness Helena, the Grand Witch, as her own need and desire reached an almost unbelievable heat. “Time to change one last time. All you men stay upon the ground.”

Obediently, they all disentwined and the women moved eagerly around the circle. Helena lowered herself onto Liam’s throbbing cock, Constance impaled herself on Rufus’s iron hard shaft and Esme eased herself coquettishly down onto Matthew’s thick phallus.

“Now my sisters, ride these stallions while they pleasure our breasts. Feel the love between us all.”

As they ground themselves against each other in the vapors beneath the dull haze of the watery moon, the baroness again uttered the third part of the spell. Her words rose to a crescendo, then as the spell ended: “Now, my friends, allow all that energy to flow through you. Let free the pleasure you have held back so well. Come now!”

In unison, so great was the sense of urgency that they shrieked, groaned and gasped as they peaked together.

As the women collapsed on their men, their bodies all lathered in perspiration and their energy spent, the ground beneath them started to tremble.

“Wh…what’s happening?” gasped Esme.

“Is it…an earthquake?” Constance asked, nervously.

“We must leave,” began Liam.

“Don’t move, any of you,” Helena ordered. “It has worked. Watch!”

The trembling of the ground increased causing the carpet of moss to vibrate so that the thin layer of greenery was shaken loose to slide away from the center toward the ring where they had been fucking. As it did, a huge slab of marble was exposed.

Then, through the fog, the moon’s glow seemed to intensify and there was a crackle of electricity. A fork of lightning lit up the whole area as it hammered into the marble, instantly cracking it.
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