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THE
SORCERESS


A NOVEL





Dear Reader:


Allison Hobbs is on fire, on a roll, on top of her game, and everything else in between. I envision Allison writing more than fifty novels before long because she is that talented. Every book is a page turner; a masterpiece; a journey into the erotic and vivid imagination of one of the most prolific writers to ever grace readers with her words. In The Sorceress, she continues on her quest to fan the flames of the freak-iness that exists in all people; even if they are not prepared to embrace it.


The Sorceress is Allison’s second paranormal novel, a follow-up to the wonderful The Enchantress. Allison uses her vivid gift of storytelling to tell the story of two sisters: Tara, who spends her eternity on “The Goddess Realm” and Eris, who has been banished to “The Dark Realm” where evil, sexuality, and life is full of perversion. Eris is hell bent—literally—on seeking revenge on those who betrayed her. Once she teams up with Xavier, who has taken on the life form of a child, Eris’ reign of sexual terror and dominion is unstoppable unless someone or something equally powerful comes forward to challenge them.


If you have not read Allison’s other books, you have missed out on a lot. Fans of my work will surely appreciate Allison Hobbs. I often state that she is the only woman on the planet freakier than me, and it’s the truth.


Her titles include Pure Paradise, One Taste, Disciplined, Pandora’s Box, Insatiable, The Climax, Big Juicy Lips, The Enchantress, One Taste, Disciplined, A Bona Fide Gold Digger, Double Dippin’ and Dangerously in Love.


Thank you for supporting Ms. Hobbs’ efforts and thank you for supporting one of the dozens of authors published under my imprint, Strebor Books. I try my best to bring you cutting-edge works of literature that will keep your attention and make you think long after you turn the last page.


Now sit back in your favorite chair or, better yet, chill in the bed, and be prepared to be tantalized by yet another great read.


Peace and Many Blessings,
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Zane


Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA


Catherine Provost gathered her household staff in the living room of her home located in Chestnut Hill, an affluent cobble stoned neighborhood in the Northwest section of Philadelphia.


Inside the stately home, the atmosphere was tense, and Jen could tell that Ms. Provost was exhilarated by the anxious energy that crackled in the air. She noticed that her employer’s eyes had taken on a gleam of sadistic pleasure.


What a bitch, Jen thought, though she maintained a pleasant expression that implied there was nowhere else in the world she’d rather be. She hated being such a wimp. But Catherine Provost was so intimidating, she scared the crap out of Jen.


“George,” Catherine said to her driver. “While I’m away campaigning, I won’t need you on a regular basis.” She paused and nodded her head toward Jen. “The nanny will be taking Ethan to his appointments, so I’ll expect you to be on call.”


George Hernandez blinked a couple of times. “You’re laying me off?”


“With the economy the way it is, the last thing I need is to be criticized for frivolous spending. I’ll be traveling most of the time and I really don’t need you here on a full-time basis.”


Jen cut a sympathetic eye at George. He had a wife and three young children; the poor man couldn’t afford part-time wages.


“If you don’t want the part-time work I’m offering, please let me know so I can hire another driver,” Catherine said, coolly.


Embarrassed, George looked at the floor. A few seconds later, after seeming to get his bearings, he looked up. “Ms. Provost, I…I can’t afford—”


“Okay, then,” she cut him off. “Thank you for your service, George. My accountant will put your final paycheck in the mail.”


“My final paycheck?” George repeated. Offended, he glanced around at the faces of his co-workers, expecting them to be shocked and indignant enough about the injustice to help him plead his case. He didn’t get any support. With their own jobs on the line, Lizzy, Carmen, and Jen all kept their eyes focused on the boss, refusing to meet George’s gaze.


As much as she hated working as a nanny for Catherine Provost and her horrible little son, Jen needed the pay and the roof over her head until she could sort out her disordered life. Jen mustered a sad smile for George. It was the best she could do.


Catherine caught the quick flicker of a smile and apparently didn’t approve of it. “Jen, your presence is not necessary. You can go upstairs and attend to Ethan.”


Like a scolded schoolgirl, Jen felt her cheeks flush with shame. She made a discreet nod and slinked away. Catherine, so smartly dressed and sophisticated, made Jen feel like a hick. She’d lived in the big city of Philadelphia for three years, but hailing from rural, Centerville, Pennsylvania, Jen couldn’t quite shake her country bumpkin-ness.


Feeling pathetic, she made her way slowly up the staircase. At least I still have a job, she thought, trying to make herself feel better. But the reminder did not perk her up. Though she would be broke and homeless for a while, getting fired would have forced her to find a better job with normal hours.


Straining, she tried to eavesdrop, wondering if Lizzy or Carmen was also getting the ax, but Catherine’s voice became a distant low drone and Jen couldn’t make out her words.


Jen wondered what it must feel like to be able to boss people around. Catherine had run the city of Philadelphia and it was expected that she soon would be the second in command of our nation.


Catherine Provost, former mayor of Philadelphia, had been one of the most popular mayors in the city’s history. Unfortunately, the governorship she coveted was not available at the conclusion of her mayoral term. Out of the blue, she’d been selected by her party’s presidential candidate to be his running mate.


According to rumors, no one was more surprised than Catherine’s husband, Senator Daniel Provost from Pennsylvania. The gossip among the staff was that Catherine had stolen the VP nomination right from under her spouse’s nose. The senator had been considered the front runner for the second in command position.


“Hey, buddy,” she said to Ethan Provost, her five-year-old charge. Ethan was a weird little kid—nonverbal and uncommunicative. Not only that, the kid was creepy. From the second she’d met him, she’d wanted to ask her agency for a transfer, but she was trying to tough it out. If she bailed on a high power couple like the Provosts, she wasn’t likely to get another assignment.


Oddly, when Catherine introduced Jen to her son, she merely stated that he didn’t talk, as if that was the extent of his problems. But two days ago, the vice presidential candidate made a public announcement that she and Senator Provost’s beloved son, Ethan, had been diagnosed as autistic.


Catherine never gave Jen a personal update on Ethan’s condition. Like the rest of America, Jen found out the little guy was disabled from a breaking news report on CNN. That report provoked a wave of sympathy and respect for Catherine Provost, the courageous mother of a disabled child. So far, the press was honoring her plea to leave her son out of politics.


But unlike her fellow citizens, Jen had no pity for Catherine. The woman was cold-blooded and calculating. Catherine didn’t have a clue what was wrong with her son but, being on the national stage, she needed an excuse for his lack of social skills. Someone must have owed her a favor because she obtained a speedy diagnosis of the disorder soon after she discovered she was being vetted.


It wasn’t that Jen didn’t believe Ethan was autistic. He certainly exhibited some of the symptoms she’d heard about, but she wondered why his mom had waited so long to find out what was wrong with him. Denial? A fear of knowing the truth?


Jen was not fond of Ethan. She wanted to like him, but his revulsion toward affection and his silent stubbornness made him unappealing. It didn’t help that he had this weird look—a really big, adult-sized head with mean, beady eyes, and a wizened little body that resembled that of an elderly man. Other than his height, there was nothing childlike about Ethan.


Ethan was much smaller than the average five-year-old. He was frail and sickly looking. His light brown skin had an unhealthy pallor and there were dark circles under his beady eyes. Good thing his mom didn’t send him to kindergarten; he’d definitely be a target for the other kids. Then again…having that creepy, sinister aura around him might work to his advantage and keep bullies at bay.


Ethan had serious emotional issues. He couldn’t tolerate interacting with kids. The cacophony of a schoolyard would make him nuts. He required a quiet and calm setting.


She set out his clothes and personal items and he dressed himself most of the time. She ran his bath water, but she dared not attempt to scrub him down. He didn’t like being touched.


Getting him to the toilet was a freakin’ nightmare. If Jen didn’t grab him and physically carry him to the bathroom, he’d pee in his pants, or so his mother claimed. So far, he hadn’t had a toileting accident and Jen prayed he never would. Not on her watch. And if a miracle came her way, her watch would not be much longer.


“Your mom’s been selected to run for vice president. How ya feel about that?” Jen asked, knowing he wouldn’t respond. “I think it’s cool,” she answered herself. “If she wins, she’ll be the first female vice president.” Jen took a deep breath and added enthusiastically, “And she’s the first African-American to run for that office.” Shame the first African American female vice presidential candidate is such a snooty bitch!”


Unsuitable for the campaign trail, Ethan was being hidden from public view and sequestered at home.


Ethan sat behind a tiny desk, staring intently at his computer monitor, little fingers rapidly clicking the mouse, bringing up multiple images of bridges onto the screen: Covered bridges, wooden foot bridges, enormous concrete and steel bridges—every kind of bridge imaginable were the only things that seemed to matter to the child. He was obviously intelligent. She’d heard from other staff members that he’d taught himself how to operate the computer and navigate the internet back when he was only three years old.


Jen checked the time. “Ten more minutes, buddy, and then it’s time to go to the potty.” She sure hoped the kid didn’t stiffen his body in defiance and go rigid on her like he was prone to do when he was pulled away from his computer. The going-rigid routine was appalling enough, but sometimes his eyes rolled into the back of his head, making the experience totally unnerving.


Without uttering one word, the scrawny kid could cause Jen to work up a hell of a sweat. When he wasn’t ready to move, he’d swing his head around wildly, using it like a medieval weapon. Jen knew firsthand that when his big head connected, it was as hard and as painful as getting hit with a spiked ball. All the ducking and dodging Jen had to do to get Ethan to the bathroom was exhausting.


Catherine suddenly appeared in the doorway. Jen made a startled sound. Amused by Jen’s reaction, Catherine smiled smugly. “Your agency sent a courier over with a ton of paperwork. You’ll need to sign an addendum to your confidentiality agreement; a new work agreement now that you’ll be pretty much unsupervised. You’ll also need to complete some forms that allow you to act on my behalf, in the event of an emergency.”


Catherine stared at Jen, holding her in a cold, penetrating gaze.


Uncomfortable, Jen looked away. She hadn’t noticed before that Catherine and her son had the same beady eyes.


“Okay,” Jen mumbled, fidgeting with her fingers. She bit the inside of her bottom lip to keep it from quivering. The woman emanated power and authority. Being in her presence made Jen nervous as hell.


“I’ll be in my office,” Catherine said. She looked down at her watch and then glared at Jen, obviously waiting for a response.


“Okay,” Jen said for the second time.


“Is your vocabulary as challenged as it seems?” Catherine gave Jen a contemptuous look.


“Uh…no.” Jen laughed and began to fidget awkwardly. She felt so belittled. But being as on edge as she was, she couldn’t manage a complete sentence.


Catherine ran impatient fingers through her thick, well-behaved hair, and then left Ethan’s bedroom. Not once did she even look in her son’s direction. He didn’t turn around and look at her, either. What a weird relationship between mother and son.


Jen stood next to Ethan and peered at the monitor. “What’s with the bridges?” she asked as she slipped her hands beneath his skinny arms and lifted him up.


Refusing to be bothered with walking, Ethan kept his knees bent and his torso erect, as if he were still sitting in the chair. Holding him in that bizarre position, Jen transported Ethan to the bathroom. Luckily, the kid didn’t try to beat her up with his head.


Jen tapped on the polished oak door.


“Come in,” Catherine said sharply.


Entering Catherine’s office, Jen wiped clammy palms over her hips. It reminded her of being called to the principal’s office. No; worse. She was experiencing the same trepidation she’d felt when she was summoned to her college counselor’s office, knowing she was about to be booted off campus. The lecture she’d been given on the university’s low tolerance for cheating was lengthy and humiliating. It concluded that she’d forfeited her scholarship and was expected to hand over her student ID, pack her bags, and get off campus.


Instead of telling her parents she’d been kicked out of school, Jen pretended that she had to hang in Philly for summer classes. But here she was, a live-in nanny, winging it, without any future plans.


Without giving Jen so much as a glance, Catherine kept her head bent, her eyes fixed on the heap of papers on her desk, perusing page after page, and shaking her head in annoyance. She pursed her lips and frowned at the paperwork, making it clear that she felt overburdened by the heap of tedious forms.


Catherine didn’t bother to offer Jen a seat. Scowling, she continued rustling through papers, letting Jen stand there shifting from foot to foot, and running jittery fingers through her frizzy red hair.


After what seemed like ten minutes or more, the VP candidate finally acknowledged Jen. “Sign these.” She handed Jen a stack of papers.


Jen held the pile and began reading the top page.


Impatient, Catherine exhaled. “Just sign the bottom of each page. It’s all standard confidentiality lingo.”


“Okay—” Jen caught herself. “All right.” She carefully affixed her signature to a ton of papers, hoping her beautiful penmanship made up for her inability to engage in witty banter


Next Catherine handed her a thick binder. “I’ve detailed your daily assignments. Ethan will flourish in a structured environment. Please don’t deviate from his daily routine. I want you to follow my guidelines to the letter. Story time, playtime, music hour…it’s all in there. Go to page four.” Catherine gestured, impatiently.


Jen quickly found the page.


“Anything that goes on inside this house is absolutely confidential.”


Jen shot a look at Catherine and back down at the binder. “Is this the addendum?”


“If you’ll allow me to finish—”


“Sorry.” Back to one-word responses.


“I have to protect my son’s right to privacy. The press has ways of getting their hands on recordings…” She drew in a breath.


“And so, in lieu of a nanny cam, you and I are going to use the honor system.”


Great! Jen wanted to shout, but restraining herself, she merely nodded.


“I want you to fill out the comment sections next to each activity. Provide detailed commentary on Ethan’s responses to the stimulation you offer throughout the day.”


“Sure. I can do that.”


“I was going to suggest you fax the reports daily, but I don’t want my handlers to have access to such sensitive information. So…” Catherine touched her finger to her forehead, drifting off in thought.


Jen studied the page with her assignments as Catherine pondered to fax or not to fax. The activities were a joke. Catherine knew Ethan would have nothing to do with childish games. When would the woman get it through her head…Ethan was not interested in anything except gazing at bridges.


“Keep everything in a folder. Senator Provost can hand deliver your comments when he campaigns with me.”


“Okay,” Jen muttered. Smiling sheepishly, she offered an apologetic shrug.


“You’ll be happy to know you’re getting a pay increase.”


“Thank you,” Jen said sincerely, but she didn’t dare ask how much. She supposed she’d find out when she got her next paycheck.


“The agency will send you copies of the forms you sign.”


Okay was on the tip of Jen’s tongue, but she nodded instead, giving the distinct impression that hanging around silent Ethan was extremely contagious.


“Is there anything else, Jen?”


“No, not at all,” she replied with an uncomfortable smile.


God, she hated it when she behaved like an idiot, but Catherine unnerved her.


“Then, you’re excused.”


Jen turned.


“Oh, there’s something I’ve been meaning to speak to you about,” Catherine added.


Very cautiously, Jen turned back around. Judging by Catherine’s somber tone, she was about to impart unpleasant news.


“It’s about your appearance.”


“What about it?” Jen was no fashionista, but she was neat and clean.


“First of all, I’ve been gracious enough to allow you to select your own wardrobe. Many women of my stature would insist that the nanny wear a proper uniform…something that identified your status. But, I’m not that rigid. Besides, I think it helps relax Ethan when you’re dressed in regular attire. But your hair! Now that’s an entirely different matter. Why does your hair always look so frizzy and unkempt? Can’t you do anything with it?”


“Uh…” Jen stammered.


“You really need a perm.”


A chemical relaxer was out of the question. Jen’s mother had warned her against perms and had instilled in her, at a very early age that relaxed hair fell out at the root and never grew back. Jen’s wild, wiry red hair had always been a cross to bear for her and her mother. But her mother had taken on the hardship of maintaining Jen’s wild red forest of hair without the assistance of chemicals.


Even now, at age twenty-one, Jen’s hair was still an issue. She didn’t know how to take care of it. She was lousy at blow drying. Or maybe she was too lazy to hang in there, with her arms aching while she raked through her mane, blow-drying until every strand was bone straight.


Hair salons were too expensive for her measly nanny salary. Besides, the luxurious look only lasted a day or two. The best she could do was keep her coarse tresses restrained with jumbo-sized hair clips and scrunchies.


“Uh…next payday, I could make an appointment and go to a salon to get it blow-dried—”


“Blow-dried?” Catherine scoffed. “You need a relaxer.” Catherine caressed her own lustrous and chemically relaxed hair and returned her gaze to the paperwork on her desk, silently dismissing Jen.


Jen tried to exit with the shred of dignity she had retained, making purposeful steps toward the door. But her feet somehow got twisted up in the hand-woven, Savonnerie rug, and she stumbled before she made it out of Catherine’s office. Shit!
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ROANOKE, VIRGINIA


October 1st, four weeks until Halloween, but the Stovall family was already feeling the holiday spirit. The entire downstairs was ornamented with spooky decorations: flying bats on lamp shades, scarecrows propped in corners, black cats and Jack O’ Lantern candy holders, witches, ghosts, and goblin figures were attached to walls and drapery. Skeletons dangled from hooks on the ceiling. The lighting was dim; appropriately mysterious. Creepy organ music played in the background, accompanied by sounds of creaking doors and a witch’s laughter.


In the parlor, Kali gazed at herself in the antique mirror. Illuminated by the soft glow of the chandelier, her reflection seemed authentically grown-up. Kali twirled and preened. Standing in high heels, posing with the parasol that complemented her Belle of the Ball costume, she shifted it from one shoulder and then to the other.


Dripping in diamonds and other precious gems, Kali enjoyed having an opportunity to show off her accessories—special trinkets from a collection of vintage jewelry that she and her father had unearthed on the family property.


The sparkling bangles and bracelets that adorned her wrists tinkled together, playing a festive tune. She waved her hand, watching the diamonds encrusted in gold shimmer and dance as they caught the overhead light.


A sudden dark shadow blurred Kali’s reflection and she felt the first niggle of fear. Bewildered, she stared at the mirror. A face, hazy at first, slowly came into focus. A woman’s face appeared in the mirror next to hers. Kali gasped and dropped the parasol.


Appearing confused, the scary woman whipped her head from left to right and then jerked it up and down. Her eyes, an unusual shade of blue, zoomed in on Kali. Her cobalt eyes grew wide with disdain as they roved furiously over every piece of jewelry that adorned the young child.


The witch in the mirror glared at the strands of pearls that hung from Kali’s neck. Kali trembled so badly, her bracelets clashed and clanged as she clutched the pearls; her frightened eyes locked on the ghastly image in the mirror.


The woman was a ghost…a witch, or something equally awful and unnatural, Kali was sure. The evil woman stared at Kali with such malice, the child shrank back in horror. “Mommy!” Her voice came out in an urgent whisper.


“Did you call me, Kali?” her mother called from the kitchen.


“Mommy!” she managed to shout this time.


“Yes, sweetie? Do you need something?”


“Mommy, come quick!” There was panic in Kali’s voice.


Ajali Stovall sprinted to the parlor. “Kali, what’s wrong?”


“There’s a…there’s a…”


“A what?” Ajali rushed over to her daughter.


“A mean lady is in the mirror.” Kali pointed at her own reflection; her voice quivered in terror.


Ajali squinted at the mirror.


“Do you see her?”


“I only see you and me.” Comfortingly, Ajali caressed Kali’s terror-stricken face.


Kali noticed that the moment her mother’s hand came into focus, the witch bared her teeth and shot a hateful glance at her mother’s wedding ring.


The sight of the ring on Ajali’s finger prompted the witch to snarl and gnash her teeth. Then she formed her mouth in a way that seemed to hurl harsh and threatening words.


Glowering in full-blown rage, the witch’s dark face grew larger and closer, filling the mirror until her gruesome likeness appeared to be superimposed over Kali’s and her mother’s reflection. Over and over, the witch’s mouth opened and closed, as if shouting obscenities.


“Mommy!” Kali’s voice pitched high in terror. Stunned, her eyes were riveted to the horrific image in the mirror: a witch spewing a litany of unheard slurs.


“Honey, what’s wrong?” Ajali pleaded, stooping down to her daughter’s level. Worriedly, she followed her daughter’s fearful eyes to the mirror. “There’s nothing in the mirror, Kali. Only you and me.”


The monstrous woman’s lips became still and then stretched into a bitter smile. Standing wobbly in her mother’s high heels, Kali’s legs quacked. The witch nodded at Kali, a knowing gesture that was so gut-wrenchingly menacing, Kali was certain she was going to lose balance and topple out of the heels.


Remarkably, right before her eyes, the witch’s face began to crack into tiny pieces, a sight so appalling that Kali clamped a hand over her mouth, muffling a scream.


Ajali peeled Kali’s hand away. “Sweetheart,” she whispered, intent on keeping her voice calm and steady. “This isn’t like you at all. What’s wrong?”


Kali kept her horrified gaze fixed on the mirror as she witnessed the shattered face of the witch whoosh and swirl and then vanish from sight. The child blinked in disbelief. The only trace of the witch was a shade of darkness that hovered, dimming the chandelier’s glow.


“Sh-she’s gone,” Kali whispered, still trembling with fear.


“Who’s gone?”


“The…the witch in the mirror. Her face broke apart and then she disappeared.”


“Kali, honey. No one was in the mirror. Look!” Ajali pointed at their images. “See, honey. There’s no one there except you and me.”


“She was in there, Mommy. A wicked witch. I’m not making it up. I couldn’t hear her, but I think she was calling me names.” Kali began to sob.


“You’re scaring me, sweetie. This isn’t like you. I’ve never known you to be afraid of anything.”


Protectively, Ajali hoisted her four-year-old daughter on her hip as though she were a baby. Looking cautiously over her shoulder, she treaded toward the sofa.


Ajali sat and positioned Kali on her lap, and then pressed her daughter’s head against her heart. “Listen to me, sweetheart,” she said, gently rocking Kali. “Wanna know what I think? The dimmed lights cast shadows. I think you saw the reflection of one of the decorations and it really spooked you.” Ajali waved her arm, motioning toward the numerous Halloween decorations.


“There is no such thing as ghosts. Whatever you saw was simply an illusion,” Ajali insisted, but her words gave her no solace. In fact, she felt a trace of shame at the hypocrisy of telling her daughter such a bold-faced lie when she herself had come face-to-face with pure evil. Had battled for the lives of her future husband and unborn child. Ajali knew firsthand that there were alternate realties—worlds unseen that indeed existed.


She drew in a deep breath as she tried to find words to strengthen her case against the reality of witch’s and ghosts. “It’s the beginning of the Halloween season. At this time of the year, we’re bombarded with frightening images on TV…” She glanced around the room. “And right here in our home.” Ajali made a sweeping gesture. “Ghoulish characters are everywhere.”


Kali cut off her mother’s explanation with a look of sympathy. “You’re right, Mommy.” She patted her mother’s back as if Ajali were the child who needed comforting. “I guess it was my imagination.” Bravely, Kali bit down on her bottom lip. “I know there’s no such thing as ghosts.”


Ajali cradled Kali tighter.


“I’m not a baby,” Kali remarked embarrassedly. She wiggled free and eased off her mother’s lap. “Witches and goblins are make-believe.” She rose to her feet and steadied her balance in the high heels. “It must have been a shadow.” She laughed, but the sound that she made was more like a fearful cry than jollity.


A sudden and strong feeling of sorrow grasped Ajali’s heart and gave it such a hard tug that, for a few terrible seconds, she had to struggle with the urge to burst into tears. Her precious, overly-mature daughter was pretending to be brave in order to protect her mother from knowing the depth of her fear. Ajali didn’t know what to do.


Kali had seen something dreadful in the mirror and though Ajali was as terrified as her daughter, she didn’t want to feed into needless fear. Eris was gone forever. She couldn’t hurt them. Ajali had watched her burn…she’d witnessed the evil entity’s demise.


With the help of the warrior goddess Kali, Ajali had personally cast Eris back to the Dark Realm. Could Eris have once again broken free? Ajali felt an icy gust at the back of her neck. She shuddered.


“Are you okay, Mommy?” Unusually intuitive, Kali was particularly sensitive to her mother’s mood.


“Yes, sweetheart. I’m fine,” Ajali answered quickly, though her thumping heart disagreed. She smiled reassuringly at her daughter, struggling to keep her face composed.


Should she mention any of this to her husband? No! she thought adamantly. The ordeal with Eris had sent both she and Bryce to hell and back. A discussion about Eris would upset the balance of their happy home.


“Kali, if you see that scary lady again, or anything that frightens you, don’t be ashamed to tell me.”


“Okay,” Kali responded, her finger making its way to her mouth. It hurt Ajali to the core to see her daughter chewing nervously on her finger.
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THE DARK REALM


“Thief!” Eris shouted and shook her fist. “You stole my jewels, you detestable little crook!”


A swarm of depraved souls, who were confined in the bleak environment where the sun, moon, and stars had abandoned the brown-streaked sky, believing Eris’ accusation was aimed at them, went scurrying and shrieking into the shadows of the forsaken place.


But Eris was not referring to the any of the wicked spirits confined in the Dark Realm. She was ranting at the thieving Stovall child who had suddenly and miraculously come into her third-eye view.


The pompous brat was masquerading in apparel fit for the mistress of a plantation. But what had really sent Eris into a fit of rage was the audacity of the little rascal to stand, admiring herself, while wearing Eris’s precious jewelry.


Centuries ago, when Eris was cast out of the Goddess Realm and down to earth, she was expected to learn humility by assuming the guise of a slave. Eris was not interested in learning lessons or returning to the Goddess Realm contrite and repentant.


Cleverly, she’d seduced the master of the Stovall plantation and then poisoned his wife, weakening the mistress until the nuisance of a woman was bedridden and as thin as a rail. She’d slipped the mistress of the plantation’s very own wedding ring off her skeletal finger. But a nosey slave had caught onto Eris’s scheme and had brought the mistress back to good health.


Eris was ordered to return the mistress’s wedding ring. Before she was flogged and set afire, Eris had managed to bury a crude wooden box filled with stolen trinkets as well as her own goddess ring, which seemed lackluster compared to the shiny earthly treasures.


She had buried the treasure box in a secret place on the Stovall grounds, but it was now apparent that her precious jewels had been unearthed and Ajali, her nemesis, was wearing the mistress’s wedding ring.


“Give me my jewels!” Eris shouted. Ajali didn’t seem aware of Eris’s presence, but her little brat had gawked at Eris, recoiling in fear.


Intending to strangle the girl with the pearls that were draped around her scrawny little neck, Eris reached out to grab her. Instantly, she lost the connection and the revolting little Stovall child vanished, escaping Eris’s murderous grasp.


“Come back!” Eris commanded the earth-bound little girl. “You can’t have my treasures!”


A fearful hush fell over the creatures. Thinking her eerie cry was shouted at them, a ghoulish throng of known thieves quickly slithered and burrowed deep beneath the soot to hide.


Like Eris, the other depraved souls had been exiled to the Dark Realm, a holding place for wicked spirits. Though shamelessly immoral, none were as evil as Eris. Or as gifted. Not one corrupt spirit dared go up against the powerful, fallen goddess.


Those who’d been cast to this smoky abyss for crimes that did not include thievery assumed they were free to continue snarling, biting, scratching, and screaming obscenities at each other.


“Silence!” Eris shouted and shined her cobalt-colored eyes at the bawdy offenders. Arms flew up to shield eyes sensitive to light. A hush fell over the macabre assemblage of evil. Fear of her superior powers kept the malevolent spirits obedient to her every command. Eris ruled the Dark Realm, but found no joy in her prominent stature.


Satisfied that she’d frightened the ghoulish horde into silent submission, Eris closed her eyes and knit her brows in concentration. Something—someone had been blocking her third-eye vision for quite awhile. Xavier!


Xavier was a masterful being. And malicious enough to block Eris’s vision just to be spiteful. He was enjoying his life as the offspring of a political couple and was busy planning revenge on his parents, who had betrayed him in a previous life.


The last time Xavier had even bothered to communicate with Eris, he had casually mentioned something about working on building a bridge between their worlds. Rubbish! What a prankster. He clearly held a grudge against Eris and did not intend to help liberate her from the deplorable prison she dwelled in.


She’d been sending images of her plight to her sister, the goddess Tara, appealing to the goddess’s well-known sense of compassion. Her mealy-mouthed sibling didn’t have the guts to confront the goddess council and insist that Eris be given a pardon.


The council was too busy wringing their hands and fretting over the failed health of the goddess Kali to be concerned about Eris’s predicament. Eris couldn’t rely on anyone except herself.


And now, after catching that little jewel thief wearing her goods, she was more determined than ever to break free.


It seemed like years since she’d last set her sight on the Stovalls. And judging by the offspring’s size, several years had indeed transpired. But now that she’d finally managed to once again penetrate the barrier between earth and the Dark Realm, Eris was more determined than ever to maintain a watchful eye on the roguish child and her despicable parents. She’d deal with them more intimately once she was liberated from these accursed environs.


The goddess Kali had cast her here, but her interference had come at a great expense to her. It was easy for Eris to fix her sight on the Goddess Realm. Perhaps that link was easier, being that it was her homeland. Who knew? Who cared? She hardly ever bothered to direct her gaze to the Goddess Realm. They were all so smug and pleased with themselves, she found them utterly boring.


She looked in from time to time to snicker at the so-called mighty warrior, Kali. It looked as though Kali’s warring days were over. She lay encased inside a chamber that had the purpose of a coffin. Yet, no one would declare the meddlesome goddess, Kali, dead. The goddess council claimed she was merely resting. Ha! Kali had outdone herself by imposing herself in a battle that did not concern her.


Now she lay in endless slumber; depleted of her strength and most of her life force. With Kali quarantined, Eris could wreak all sorts of hellish havoc on earth. If only she could figure a way to break free.


If she couldn’t do it on her own and if Xavier continued to ignore her pleas for help, she’d work her mind craft on her sister. Tara’s compassion was foolish and ill-spent. Whoever heard of a goddess giving sexual pleasure to a hermaphrodite attendant?


Eris was disgusted when her third-eye bore witness to her sister intimately caressing her attendant’s mutant genitalia. Still, Eris would keep in mind that Tara’s sisterly love and undying loyalty might come in handy.


Evil thoughts warmed her as she imagined the many ways to wreak havoc, to insert her personal brand of retribution inside the Stovalls’ untroubled, pristine lives.


First, she’d retrieve her precious jewels, snatching the box of jewels roughly from the thief’s clutching hands. If she had to rip off a limb to accomplish the feat, then all the merrier the deed.


She’d begin her rampage with the child—she’d slowly torture the rotten little spawn, biting off her thieving fingers one at a time. Of course, she’d insist that the loathsome parents witness the carnage and bloodshed as she devoured the fruit of their loins alive.


Next, she’d torment the sniveling father. This time she’d be sure to suck the skin right off his worthless prick and then she’d allow her legions of tiny insects and imps to tear away at the bloody exposed flesh.


Eris cackled gleefully as she imagined Bryce crying out and moaning in agony as he’d done the last time she’d ravaged his manhood.


She’d save the worst form of suffering for that bitch, Ajali. Before nailing the sickeningly pious mother Madonna to a cross, she’d scratch her way into her vile vagina and then tie her tubes together with her own bare hands.


Though they kept their distance, the spirits were becoming restless in the cramped and too-quiet-for-comfort domain. Barely able to contain their lustful yearning for mayhem, the beings emitted quiet, uncontrollable hisses and snarls.


Eris heard the soft, sullen sounds. She shot out an angry beam of blue light at the creatures, making them screech and scatter about. She narrowed her eyes, sharpening her vision so that the light that shone from her eyes was so piercing that, like a laser, it burned a hole through the closest creature within her view. The ghoul shrieked in pain while fanning a smoldering gap in its neck. Eris howled with laughter at her malicious deed.


Then she sighed, resolute.


It was no use. She’d been cut off from the Stovalls’s world and she couldn’t get back in. Her mind was too restless; it was difficult to concentrate when every time she closed her eyes, she saw a mental picture of her jewels adorning that obnoxious child.


Angry, her rancid pussy emitted a stench so fetid that all who were familiar with the odor skulked out of her reach. She writhed and undulated as she turned her blue lights low and then crept up to her unsuspecting prey.


Ah! Her serpentine tongue flicked at her lips. A new arrival! A man who’d lived his earthly existence as a serial rapist and murderer was promenading around and flaunting a ferocious erection. With her mind craft, Eris willed him to swagger in her direction.


Suddenly she lurched forward and pounced on him.


A horde of cretins gasped and ran, attempting to join the thieves who remained in hiding beneath the soot.


Eris bared her teeth, and then crooked a finger, beckoning them forward. “Hold this varmint down,” she implored. Realizing she did not intend to do them harm, the creatures shouted in malicious glee as they roughened up and then wrestled down the foolhardy new arrival, and pinning him to the soot-covered ground.


With legs held wide apart, Eris lowered herself onto the bloated male appendage. Thrashing wildly, scratching at his eyes while she molested him, Eris ground her hips violently against the groin of the new arrival, twisting and gyrating until she felt his penile flesh rip.


Satisfied, she rolled off of the rapist. Eris lay on her back with his detached phallus impaled inside her malodorous cunt.


The sight of Eris with her legs cocked open, pleasuring herself with an amputated shaft, was frightful even to the monstrous brood incarcerated in the Dark Realm. Their eyes bulged in horror as they slowly crept forward, awestruck and enthralled by the disgusting exhibition.


The rapist lay in momentary shock, and then he lifted up and gawked at Eris who was busy filling her cunt with his loins.


His panic-filled eyes roved from Eris and then down to his ragged groin. It had been a swift castration. And now he was left to wander throughout eternity without his most valued weapon. He stared once again at what was left of his manhood. Sobbing, he tenderly touched the shreds of bloodied, hanging flesh.


Eris paused momentarily, stilling her fast moves, and pointing at the cowering crowd of heathens. “Go ahead, you mischief makers. Have at each other,” she permitted, and then she lay down upon the obsidian and soot, where she administered to the seeping and heated foul area between her legs.


The unholy bunch growled and shrieked with wanton abandon and began battling each other for no reason other than the thrill of causing injury and impairment.
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THE GODDESS REALM


Enjoying the beauty of the lotus flowers, the goddess Tara relaxed by the pond. The lotus, a spiritual flower with elegant beauty, symbolized the characteristics Tara represented: peace, contentment, loveliness, and perfection.


Tara, the goddess of compassion, evolved eons ago. Like the lotus, she rose from the mud and grew above the water’s surface, looking untouched and magnificent with her long arms outstretched toward the heavens. To this day, Tara was deeply connected to the majestic flower. From the lotus, she derived her enduring strength, beauty, and compassion.


Tara’s gentle disposition was a stark contrast from her sister’s. Eris, the goddess of discord, had a fiery temperament. Thoughts of Eris made Tara sigh unhappily; disrupting her peace. Succumbing to a strange emptiness, she found her beautiful surroundings suddenly transformed to a dark, despicable place. The brilliant sky became dark and cloudy. She winced as the lovely flowers wilted before her eyes; their scent replaced with a choking stench.


It was Eris. Her sister was making her presence known; sending impressions of her ghastly world to her sympathetic sister. Eris was crying for her help, but Tara was powerless to rescue her.


A sudden howling wind, carrying Eris’s scream, whirled and whipped angrily. Then it stopped as suddenly as it had begun.


Sensing someone approaching, Tara looked up. The sun shone again. The flowers stood as vibrant and as beautiful as before, emitting a fragrance that was wonderfully intoxicating. The spell was broken.


In the distance, she saw Zeta, her favorite attendant, carrying a woven basket and walking swiftly across the meadow. Zeta was a blue-winged, hermaphrodite—a true treasure—who was once a companion to Eris. Eris had treated Zeta with cruelty and routinely abused the beautiful winged maiden.


After Eris’s dismissal from the Goddess realm, Zeta was passed on to Tara.


The sun gleamed upon Zeta’s blue gossamer wings; it shimmered upon the silver threads in the lace garment that clung to her high breasts and displayed her feminine curves. Of all her numerous attendants, Zeta, a vision of loveliness, was Tara’s favorite.


Tara’s somber mood instantly lifted. She sent a soft smile in Zeta’s direction. In turn, Zeta blew the goddess a kiss and hastened her footsteps. Zeta raised her wings; they fluttered gently, lifting her ever so slightly above ground. Slowly, gracefully, she glided toward the pond, toward her worshipped mistress.


“Good morning, goddess,” Zeta greeted as she softly landed.


Tara inclined her head, silently nodding a hello.


Holding the basket firmly, waiting for permission to set it down, Zeta lowered her beautiful blue wings, enticing her mistress with the rustling sound of her dark blue feathers enfolding.


Tara’s chestnut-colored eyes sparkled consent and Zeta placed the basket beside the pond and then daintily spread the silk blanket on the lush green ground.


The Goddess Realm was a dimension comprised primarily of female energy. The small population of hermaphrodites such as Zeta, beings who possessed both male and female genitals, produced only meager amounts of testosterone—too insignificant and inconsequential to have any meaningful effect on the predominant female vibration of the Goddess Realm.


Many of the goddesses, including Tara, had ravenous sexual appetites. It was the responsibility of the chosen attendant to anticipate and appease every sexual need and desire of the goddess she served.


Tara extended her hand. Expressing a grateful heart, Zeta grasped and tenderly kissed the top of Tara’s hand, her wrist, and her palm, before helping the goddess to a standing position. Once Tara was firmly on her feet, Zeta carefully slipped the straps of her sheer gown off her shoulders, baring beautifully formed breasts. Zeta’s knowing fingers eased the flowing gown past Tara’s round, womanly hips.


With her outer garment shed, like skin peeled from succulent, ripe fruit, Tara stood proud and gloriously naked. And sexually hungry. For a few, charitable moments, Tara allowed Zeta’s adoring eyes to feast upon her magnificence.


“The sun shines upon your beauty, Goddess Tara,” Zeta said while hastily pulling her own gown over her wings.


“Thank you. You look quite lovely today as well.”


Zeta lowered her lush lashes, obviously warmed by the compliment from her mistress. Smiling, she allowed her feathers to spread and flutter charmingly.


Tara stroked Zeta’s wings. Her attendant’s blue feathers were soft and soothing, wonderful to touch. “Your timing is perfect, Zeta. It pleases me that you’re here.”


Naked, Tara and Zeta melted into each other’s arms. Their breasts pressed together. Zeta’s coarse coils of hair fell into her face as she bent her head to admire Tara’s luscious mounds.


Tara, already on the brink of arousal, parted her lips, welcoming Zeta’s kiss and seductive, wandering tongue. Zeta’s lips lingered for a second at Tara’s breasts and then traveled to her ear. “Mistress,” she whispered. “I shall pay special attention to your breasts today. My lips yearn to be attached to your dark pearls.”


The feeling of Zeta’s sweet breath so close to her ear sent thrills down Tara’s neck and straight to the nipples of her bosom, hardening them.


Zeta gently nibbled on Tara’s earlobe and outlined her ear with her tongue. This erotic gesture caused Tara’s swelling nipples to become hugely engorged with yearning.


Gently, Zeta penetrated Tara’s ear. Soft sounds of pleasure escaped from the back of Tara’s throat. This incited Zeta to insert her tongue more deeply and to murmur softly, “I exist for your eternal pleasure, mistress.”


Becoming almost dizzy with sexual desire, Tara ran the fingers of both hands down the center of Zeta’s back. Then, her fidgety palms meandered in opposite directions, seeking the solace of Zeta’s soft feathered wings to quell her raging need.


“I sense that you are troubled today,” Zeta said, her voice tender with concern. “I present my moist lips to kiss and soothe the silken center of your womanhood. I offer a wet tongue to lick between your petal-soft folds. Allow me to wash away your cares.”


Tara tightened her strong legs together. Zeta was wise; all her concerns seemed to have gathered and accumulated and the building tension throbbed in her center. Not only was she deeply disturbed over her sister’s confinement in the hellish Dark Realm, she was equally concerned about Kali’s continuous slumber.


Deep sorrow combined with sexual tension, knotting in her center and then swirling, and moving to other sensitive parts.


Sadly, Tara reached out and caressed Zeta’s wings, yearning to find a bit of comfort in the soft feathers.


“Sweet mistress, I feel your sorrow. With my undying love and well-honed sensual skills, I pledge to relieve your pain and give you unimaginable pleasure.”


Instantly, Tara felt her burdens begin to ease. She removed her hands from the downy softness of Zeta’s wings and allowed the prized hermaphrodite to lead her to the soft blanket that was spread out for their lovemaking.


Tara lay on her back with her arms stretched upward. Her brown body, glazed by the sun, looked delicious—sweet and edible—like molasses. Zeta sat next to Tara and gazed down, giving her mistress a long, considering look.


“Start with my hair,” Tara said, knowing her attendant had been wondering where she should start. Zeta worked her fingers into Tara’s hair, massaged her scalp, and then pressed her lips against Tara’s neck, tasting her flesh.


Tara, desiring more than kisses, tilted her head, offering Zeta access to the full length of her long, delicate neck. Zeta licked Tara’s neck; lapped the heated perspiration that was sweet on her tongue. She bit into Tara’s delicate skin. Tara cried out, enjoying the sweet pain. Zeta bit harder, this time leaving behind the indentation of four teeth marks. A soft crooning, a musical sound of yearning, escaped Tara’s lips and floated to Zeta’s ears, persuading the attendant to lick, suck, and kiss the sensitive flesh on Tara’s neck until Tara pleaded for her to stop.


The goddess and the attendant became entwined, lips merging hungrily, their feminine hips undulating together in an erotic, primal dance. Zeta kissed her way down to Tara’s swollen nipples. She squeezed Tara’s breasts together and used her thumbs to tease the pebbled flesh. She opened her mouth, inviting her mistress to lift up and rest on her elbows as she fed her attendant her plum-colored pearls.


At first, Zeta flicked her tongue against Tara’s firm nipples, and then sucked each pearl. Tara, her body flushed with arousal, began to feel a familiar ache as intense heat flooded her body and her thighs became drenched with her juices.


“Use your shaft and take me,” Tara uttered breathily and curled on her side, displaying her beautifully rounded buttocks.


“Yes, mistress.” Obligingly, Zeta positioned herself behind Tara. Possessing both male and female genitals, Zeta was overly-stimulated. Unbearably so.


Zeta’s penis throbbed with yearning, while beneath the pulsing male appendage, her wet vagina clenched with need. But being a superior and disciplined attendant, Zeta suppressed her urges and ignored the hot wanting inside her female organ.


Deftly, Zeta pressed her rapidly growing hardness against her mistress’s lovely rump. With an arm draped over Tara’s side, Zeta used her longest finger to caress Tara’s clitoris. Enjoying the heightened sensation of dual stimulation, Tara rotated her hips and moaned softly as she rocked to and fro’, thrusting into Zeta’s finger while at the same time bumping against her attendant’s rigid maleness.


Now, panting, Tara called out, “Oh, my lovely Zeta!” Tara knew Zeta would recognize her desperate cry and properly prepare her for entry.


As expected, Zeta crouched down, her suckling lips seeking the pleasure of sipping Tara’s nectar. Her thirst quenched, Zeta nibbled her way backward, her hands tenderly separating Tara’s smooth buttocks.


Gingerly, she licked the ridged rim and then inserted a quick and darting tongue inside Tara’s tight and delicate anus, teasing it into opening for her; grazing at the small hole until Tara gasped and whimpered with pleasure.


Zeta withdrew her tongue and spoke with her mouth enclosed in the flagrant valley between Tara’s buttocks. “Your taste rivals the sweetest fruit on the Goddess Realm; I could lick your anus for all of eternity if I were allowed to.”
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