
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
    Her Dark Hunter 
 
    by Morganna Williams and Jack Crosby 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Heat Lightning Publications 
 
    478 E. Altamonte Drive, Ste. 108-728  
 
    Altamonte Springs, FL 32701 
 
      
 
    Copyright 2020 Jack Crosby 
 
    With special acknowledgement to Morganna Williams 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this book can be reproduced scanned, or sold in print or electronic form without permission. We encourage you, the readers, not to engage in any form of piracy. 
 
      
 
    Printed in the United States 
 
      
 
    1  9  2  8  3  7  4  6  5 
 
      
 
    Publisher Note: 
 
      
 
    This book is a work of fiction. 
 
    All of the names, places, 
 
    and events that occur are from 
 
    the author’s imagination. 
 
    Any resemblance to an actual 
 
    person, alive or dead, place, 
 
    historical event, or business establishment 
 
    is purely coincidental. 
 
      
 
    Contributions: 
 
      
 
    Jeremy Croston – Editor 
 
    JA Lafrance – Cover Artist 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    Table of Contents: 
 
      
 
    Table of Contents: 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    “When the hunter comes and the witches die, the time to raise Beelzebub will be nigh." 
 
      
 
    I couldn't believe what I was seeing, another witch killed. I knew this one personally; she was a part of my grandmother's coven. Moriah Raven looked as if she put up a good fight from the black and white picture that the paper showed of the crime scene. 
 
    According to local police, it appeared that this was the fourth victim to fall prey to the Acid Maker. They might have called him the Acid Maker, but I knew better. These women weren't killed with acid; no, they were killed with holy water. 
 
    "There's a hunter in the area," Grandmother said into the phone of the shop we owned and operated together. "A very dangerous one, too." 
 
    I was a witch, obviously. I just wasn't a practicing one. Much to my grandmother's chagrin, I never felt the need to dabble in the magic that I'd been born with content to leave lying dormant inside of me.  
 
    No, I was quite content with managing the magic shop we owned in downtown St. Augustine. To the regular old folk, we were a shop that catered to wiccans and dabblers in the paranormal. The St. Augustine Times once called us a quaint little slice of silly fun. 
 
    To the witches, however, the real witches, we were Walmart. In the private room, we had a what's what of ingredients, tomes, and spell guides for them. Grandmother was a bit of a hoarder and a junk collector. She made it her life's work to get as many useful items as she could. It was quite amazing what you could find at flea markets and estate sales. 
 
    Grandmother hung up the phone. "Be extra careful out there, Madison. I don't know how much longer it will take me to find this man." 
 
    "The Acid Maker?" I asked in jest. 
 
    "This hunter, he feels different. I've heard rumors of him previously, but never did I think he'd find us down in the south. St. Augustine is such a remote place for witches to live." 
 
    Most of the big covens chose equally big cities to live in. New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, those were the hot beds for witch activity. Grandmother had chosen St. Augustine fifty years ago for that reason - remote and safe. 
 
    There was a twinkling look in her eye that I couldn't help but to smile at. "You still wish I'd practice magic?”  
 
    "It could keep you safe in these dangerous times." 
 
    I smiled at her, lovingly. She'd been the one to raise me since Mother died when I was five. It was ironic that if you looked at us, you would've thought we were sisters then. Grandmother hadn't aged a day since probably her early thirties and was still an incredible beauty. That was one of the positives of being a witch; a long, beautiful life, if you could avoid the hunters. As I was only twenty-eight, I was looking forward to the many years I had in front of me. 
 
    "What makes this one so dangerous, Grandmother?" 
 
    She walked to the front and turn the open sign over to closed. "Let's take an early lunch, shall we?" 
 
    The two of us walked through the side door and up the stairs to the second-floor apartment we lived in. As I pulled out the pasta and breadsticks we made the night before, Grandmother sat down and sighed. 
 
    It wasn't often we spoke of the dangers. "After Constance died," the second witch he'd killed, "I reached out to an old friend from London. The use of holy water reminded me of something she'd once told me." 
 
    "And?" 
 
    "They say he's six and a half feet tall, broad shoulders and powerful."  
 
    That sounded more dreamy than scary. Oh, what it would feel like to have a big, muscly man take control of me, I thought. I was beginning to daydream a bit and snapped out of it. 
 
    Grandmother hadn't noticed. "Jet black hair cascades down from his under his brown hat to his shoulders and there's a huge scar over his left eye that is said to have been delivered by none other than Satan himself," she continued. 
 
    I stopped as I was placing the warmed-over food on the table. "He's encountered Lucifer and survived?" 
 
    "It doesn't surprise me. There are lots of monster hunters out there, Madison. Most of pretenders and don't even carry the right tools. It seems this one uses silver knives, holy water, and carries with him a Bible. A man who is so proficient at killing witches with so little, that is a man to fear." 
 
    "To be fair, Grandmother," I countered. "The coven is trying to summon Beelzebub, so there is that." 
 
    She snickered at my little quip. "The Dark Lord shall rise again. The Blood Red Supermoon is so close, my dear. With some luck and the right preparations, we'll have brought him to this plane and he can kill the hunter for us." 
 
    "I just need to keep my virtue until that night, that's all you're asking." Aka, don't have sex young lady, if you know what's good for you. 
 
    Besides My non-practice of magic this was the only bone of contention between my grandmother and I. Sex. She had insisted all of my life that my virginity was crucial to her continued existence as a witch. Since she'd raised me, she knew how to work the guilt.  
 
    So here I was a virgin at the ripe old age of twenty-eight. I was so hungry for the touch of a man I was in danger of becoming a slut as soon as the blood moon was over. 
 
    I'd worn out two vibrators in the last year alone. Granted I wasn't sure how pure I had to be to participate in the ceremony but I wasn't having the masturbation conversation with gran.  
 
    I was a woman with needs, but Grandmother pleaded with me to suppress them. The problem is the more you suppress it then more you want it. I was in an almost constant state of readiness. But Beelzebub would want his virgin and that was to be my role in all of this.  
 
    Le sigh. 
 
    "Just another couple of days, my child. Afterwards, the world can be your oyster," Grandmother promised. 
 
     I just smiled and started to eat. All I was thinking about was the big strong witch Hunter punishing me for being so naughty. Would he spank me? Use his belt? Then throw me down on the bed and ravish me until I couldn't move? I actually shifted a little in my chair as I thought about it. 
 
    As Grandmother was caught up in her own thoughts and the pasta, I couldn’t help but to wonder more about this hunter. As incredibly hot as he sounded was it wrong to fantasize about him having his way with me? 
 
    No, of course not, I thought with a wicked grin. What woman wouldn’t want to be taken by a large, muscular man with long jet-black hair… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Witches are evil, their lives are sin, to lie the bed with one means the devil wins." 
 
      
 
    Eight hours prior... 
 
      
 
    I studied the poor creature dying at my feet. “May the Father have mercy on your soul," I told the dying witch as I poured a few drops of holy water on to her face. She'd been a fighter, a hell of a combatant. I almost felt bad that it had to end like this. 
 
    The drops burned her face immediately, the water eating through her sinful flesh and killing her almost as quickly as it melted away her skin. I picked myself up and wiped the sweat off my brow, accidently moving over the large scar over my eye. Each time I touched it, the pain of the one who caused it burned me. I grabbed my hat off the floor and placed it on top of my head. My work here was done. 
 
    In moments like this I couldn't help but have my doubts. Were all witches really evil and beyond redemption? 
 
    It's my job to hunt them down and end their evil permanently but I’m also human. I have compassion and it is wearing on a person to watch someone die…especially several someones.  
 
    Granted they were witches but they just look like dying women…beautiful women. 
 
    The papers call me a serial killer.  Isn't that a kicker of a handle when you are just trying to save the world.  
 
    Lately everything about being a hunter was pretty much the pits. But when you report to the Arch Angel, Michael, you have very little choice in what your career path is. 
 
    I stepped out into the muggy St. Augustine night. "That took a bit longer than normal," my angelic handler said. 
 
    "I'm so sorry, Michael," I replied sarcastically. "Witches who are facing death generally don't just give up." 
 
    I hadn't stopped to chat, but the angel fell in line beside me. "With their members beginning to dwindle, it seems the threat of summoning Beelzebub is beginning to diminish. Maybe it is time to go after the head of the coven." 
 
    Ha! That was easy for him to suggest. "You want me to go after Morgan Le Fey? One of the oldest and most dangerous witches to ever walk the planet? Yeah, let me get right on that." 
 
    "If you don't kill her, she will just recruit new members and attempt this all over again when the next opportunity presents itself. You know how these things go," he reminded me. 
 
    He was just a few inches shorter than I was, his neatly combed blonde hair in stark contrast to my long and untamed mane. My green eyes met his blue. "I will tackle the witch when I am ready. I know the rules and you know my way of operating. You assign the targets and I handle the field operation." 
 
    "Are you about to jab me in the chest with your finger?" 
 
    My index finger was dangerously close to his white button-down shirt, covering his well-defined chest. I might've been the only person alive who had the spine and the skill to talk to an angel of his stature in such a way. "Back off. This is the last time I want to remind you that I can and will do my job." 
 
    He held up five fingers. "You have five days to kill her. The Blood Supermoon is very close and if Beelzebub breaks free, we will officially be on Apocalypse watch." 
 
    His wings appeared and the Arch Angel flew off into the night's sky. Good riddance, I wanted to murmur, but chances we he'd hear me. With the job done for tonight, I moved quietly through the shadows back to my empty bed in the one-bedroom apartment just off the main drag in downtown St. Augustine. Alone, once again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    It was almost one in the afternoon by the time I showered and hit the streets. Five freaking days to not only track Morgan Le Fey, but to kill her. Who did he think I was? Van Helsing? Either way, time was slipping away already and I needed a plan. Actually, I needed something to eat and the smells of pasta wafting down the street made my stomach growl. 
 
    I followed the trail to a little wiccan shop not that far from where I'd been staying. It was one of those places that the regular old human types could walk in and think they were getting to handle real magical elements. Every single one of them was nothing more than just a money trap run by some goofy tree hugger. Still, this one seemed to serve food and I was starving. 
 
    The little bell rang as I walked in. Standing behind the counter was a tiny little thing, no more than five feet if I had to guess. She had big green eyes just like mine and a friendly smile. "Welcome sir. How can I help you?" 
 
    The lights in the shop were about as bright as the sun was outside, so like a fool, I kept my sunglasses on. "Oh, I apologize," I started. "I smelled food and thought maybe you served lunch here." 
 
    She laughed. It was a bigger laugh than you'd expect from her tiny, yet curvy frame. Husky, and full of mischief. It actually had blood rushing to my groin and I hurriedly covered the area with my hat. 
 
    “No, you're probably just smelling the pasta I made for lunch,” she told me a sunny smile. “If you go down about a block, you'll find the best fish and chips shop in town, if you're into that." 
 
    She assumed I was a tourist and for good reason. I was quite familiar with the bar she recommended, but I let her think I was new. "I appreciate that, ma'am. I just might check it out." 
 
    "For the recommendation, how about you pick up a knick-knack for that special someone in your life - wife, girlfriend, boyfriend, we don't judge!" Good lord, she was chipper and a decent saleslady as well as being sexy as hell. They didn’t make ‘em like this at my last stop. 
 
    Considering everything in the place was just hokum and nonsense, I didn't think it'd hurt to buy something from her. Call me a sucker for pluck. I picked up a dream catcher that was only five bucks. "I think this will do nicely." 
 
    "And who is it for?" she asked. 
 
    "If you're asking if I have a special someone, my line of work doesn't allow that," I answered. 
 
    Her face turned beet red. "I'm sorry if I got a little too nosey. It happens all the time, trust me." 
 
    "With a pretty face like that, I bet trusting you is a slippery slope." 
 
    My new friend awkwardly grinned, as if I said some sort of joke. "St. Augustine is full of slippery things, let me tell you." I raised my eyebrow; was that an innuendo? "Bugs and creepy crawlies," she all but yelled. I'm pretty sure it dawned on her what just happened. 
 
    It was my turn to smile. "I knew what you meant, sugar. My name's Alistair by the way. Nice to meet you..." 
 
    She picked up on it. "Pleased to meet you, Alistair.  I’m Madison. How long are you in town?" 
 
    "Five days," I answered truthfully. I liked the way she said my name. Almost as if she was tasting it. 
 
    "Maybe I'll see you around again before you leave." Were her eyes lingering towards my crotch? Her head snapped back up as if nothing happened. 
 
    There was something about this girl, a quality I couldn't put my finger on. She was different, and I liked different. Only one problem; hunters weren't allowed to fall in love. But there was nothing in the rule book that said hunters weren't allowed to have a little fun, either. "I just might pop back again, just to say hi." 
 
    "I’ll look forward to it. Please hurry back." she said, with a twinkle in her eyes. This was a naughty one. 
 
    "Until then, Madison." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "When Beelzebub comes, Hell will surely follow, and for his witches, their lives he will borrow." 
 
      
 
    The moment Allistair left the shop, my heart returned to its normal position. "That was one handsome stranger," I said to no one in particular. He had definitely primed my pump though I wished I hadn't been so obvious about it. I left my forehead clunk against the shop door frame.  "Slippery things? Ughh!" 
 
    I tried to ignore my wet panties and the way they slid against my shaved mons. It was almost enough to make me moan. That was one man that I hoped to see again. I tried to distract myself from the steady throb of my clit but it was proving an impossible task.  
 
    Oh, screw it! "Grandmother," I called. "Can you watch the front for about a half hour?" 
 
    She walked out, her reading glasses on and her hair frazzled. "That's not a bad idea. I'm stuck for how to accurately do this one location spell and a break sounds refreshing. Going to get some fresh air?" she asked. 
 
    Yes, fresh air... "That's exactly it. Thanks!" I called. Without a moment's hesitation, I walked out before she could ask anymore. 
 
    I quickly turned up the stairs and headed into my room. Before the door even closed, I jumped on my bed and my panties were off. I reached in my bedside table for the thick dildo I kept there and my trusty vibe. In a matter of seconds, I had slid the thick cock inside my and had the vibe riding my clit as I thought about Alistair. The low tone of his voice, the rugged, muscular figure, the black hair. I could almost here his husky voice telling me that naughty girls get fucked hard. 
 
    From under my black, short sleeved shirt, my breasts began to feel full and heavy, the aching between my legs began to blur the room around me. They get spanked hard then fucked even harder.  I pounded the dildo in and out of my and turned up the speed of the vibrator. 
 
    "Ohhhh," slipped from my lips. I giggled for a moment, hoping Grandmother was too wrapped up in her silly spells to have heard. 
 
    My first orgasm was closing in, it'd been too long since I indulged myself. As the moment was about to hit, shit! Chills and shudders ran down my spine as the muscles inside me clamped down around the dildo. I closed my eyes and bit my lip so no one downstairs would hear me moaning. I pressed the vibrator more firmly against my clit as I ground the cock against my cervix sending me over the edge again. It was only when my breathing returned to normal and my body stopped twitching that the horrible realization washed over me. 
 
    Not only had the hunter entered our shop, by I'd just pleasured myself fantasizing him. And I’d had the biggest orgasm of my life! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I'd regained myself by the time I reentered the shop, complete with a fresh pair of panties. "Thanks for that, Grandmother. I needed a bit of a walk today." 
 
    She didn't even realize I was here, talking to her, until I touched her arm. "Oh, Madison dear! I'm glad you're back. I think I found the answer I was looking for." Grandmother didn't offer any more explanations and scurried off into the back. She hadn't even told me if we had any more customers. 
 
     I sat down, my stomach still in butterflies. I really should've told her about the hunter, but something stopped me. He had seemed so at peace, so nice, that it was hard to imagine that he was really some witch serial killer. Was I trying to sell myself a story because I found him handsome? I didn't know. What I did know was the before I condemned a man to death, and if Grandmother found out, he would die, I needed to be one hundred percent sure. I might not have embraced my witchy ways, but I was still good at a mystery. 
 
    I spent the rest of the afternoon plotting how I would once again find Alistair. If he was who I thought he was, I had a few sure-fire ways to find out without putting myself into harm's way and if he wasn't...well it might be time to give in to temptation. But where would he be? 
 
    As the shop closed, I wished Grandmother a good evening. "I think I'm going to grab a drink and then visit Jenni. I shouldn't be home too late." 
 
    Her nose was still shoved into the same book as before. "Be careful out there, Madison," she reminded me. "If you sense danger, call me at once." 
 
    Of course I would, but I also knew I'd be fine. "Don't spend your entire night reading; go out and enjoy the city." 
 
    She waved at me and I left the shop. The first order of business that I had to attend to was going down to the bar I'd sent Alistair to. Luckily for me an old college friend worked there on the weekends and she'd be there tonight. 
 
    The walk was uneventful and the place wasn't quite hopping yet. I made my way to the outdoor bar and sat down on a stool. "Cynthia," I squealed. "Get over here!" 
 
    The vivacious blonde bartender turned at the sound of my voice and let out her own high-pitched squeal to match mine. "Madison!" She ran over and hugged me over the bar top. "I can't believe you're actually out!" 
 
    I grabbed one of the cheap bar coasters and placed it in front of me. "And I'm ordering a drink and appetizer!" 
 
    "Whoa..." she backed up. "Who the hell are you and where's Madison?" 
 
    I loved Cynthia; her vivacity always made me smile. "Actually, I was hoping that if I ordered a drink you could get some dirt for me." 
 
    "What kind of dirt?" she asked as she leaned in. 
 
    "About a guy named Alistair. I sent him down here earlier." 
 
    "Say no more," Cynthia stopped me. "That guy's been the talk of the bar since he left. I'm pretty sure Jill's panties haven't come back on yet." 
 
    She wasn't the only one. "By chance did anyone get any information on him? He left something in the shop and I'd like to return it if I could." I was quite pleased with the white lie I came up with on spot. 
 
    Cynthia shrugged her shoulders. "According to Jill, he doesn't have a car as she watched him leave and walk north. If I had to guess, I'd say he's probably in one of those Air B-N-B's around here." 
 
    That was more than I had when I came in. I let the topic drop and enjoyed my Cosmo and chips. I hung out for the mandatory hour, then closed out my tab. "It was great to see you again, Cynthia," I said to my friend as I hugged her again. 
 
    "You too! Don't be a stranger, Madison." 
 
    As I waved by, I left the outside bar area and turned north. With some luck, I just might find my guy. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "All manner of creature goes bump in the night, but vampires are the worst, they are a blight." 
 
      
 
    I was at a loss as to where to start this witch hunt. Maybe I needed a night off, to clear my mind. I thought about that sexy little number at the wiccan shop, Madison. I wondered if the place had closed yet? Maybe I could convince her to get a drink and tell me more about the city. 
 
    Instead of the normal dark and brooding hunter gear, I went more casual with a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I still tucked away a silver dagger and my Bible on me. My Bible had been through a lot on the job, almost becoming that reliable co-worker you know had your back. 
 
    With the sun hanging low on the horizon, some of the humidity had left. I didn't understand witches at all, despite hunting them for a little over fifteen years, so I had no idea why Morgan Le Fey would pick such a miserable place to live. Just being outside for ten minutes made one sweaty and hot. That was good for the bedroom, not for a casual stroll. 
 
    When I got to the shop, the closed sign was turned and the lights were out. "That sucks," I mumbled. 
 
    As I started to head back to the place I was staying, I heard a gasping cry. "Alistair? Alistair is that you?" 
 
    The owner of the voice came into view. Just seeing her from behind the counter in the store did her no justice. Aside from the black top, she was wearing a grey skirt with about four-inch heels on. Good night, this girl might technically be a midget. That aside, the curves on her were to die for. From the waist up to the breasts, she was a little sparkplug of sexual energy. 
 
    I waited for her to catch up. "Madison? Funny running into you here." 
 
    "In front of my own shop, yes that is quite strange," she said, heavy with sarcasm. 
 
    "Truth be told, I came here looking for you," I admitted honestly. "With a night to myself, I thought I'd come by and say hi, like I promised." 
 
    Had I said something wrong? The look on her face seemed puzzled, maybe even distressed. "I actually just came from the bar I sent you to. I was hoping to see you again, Alistair." 
 
    How cute! She was embarrassed she'd been looking for me. "It seems the fates have it in play for us to get a drink and talk this evening. That is, if you believe in the fates?" 
 
    "I do and they are certainly at work." 
 
    With some grace and tact, I offered my arm to her. "You're the local, why don't you take me to a nice place with some good beer and atmosphere." 
 
    "That I can do," she said with a wink. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I was three beers in and Madison was working her way through the fish bowl sized Pina coloda she'd ordered. "Then I said to the guy, try to take my wallet again and I'll punch you!" 
 
    Her elbows were on the table, listening intently. "Did he try again?" 
 
    The poor sap... "He did and I punched him. Can you believe they wanted to arrest me for assault, even though the guy I punched was trying to steal my wallet?" 
 
    She slurped down the rest, the gurgling noise putting a frown on her face. "Who drank all my Pina coloda? Did you drink it?" 
 
    Madison was an adorable drunk. "Please tell me you have a way to get home safely." 
 
    "I'll just walk," she hiccupped. 
 
    "I'll walk you home,” it wasn't a suggestion. 
 
    She didn't really protest, but also didn't quite agree. I didn't want to seem pushy, but when she got up and nearly lost her balance on her heel, I quickly scooped her up. "Are you sure you don't need a helping hand?" 
 
    Her eyes were a bit unfocused. "I could use your hand, all right!" 
 
    I don't think she meant it in the same way I did, but I took it as a sign to help her home. If I ended up spending much time with this woman, we might have to have a serious discussion about the wisdom of overindulging with a man she'd just met. What if I really were a serial killer? I set her back down and looped my arm through hers. "Nice and steady, there's no rush." 
 
    The two of us took our time walking back to the shop. Apparently, it was where she lived with her grandmother. I was taken aback by someone so young willing to let their grandmother live with them. Madison seemed to be one of the kindest souls I'd ever met. It was a shame our evening was coming to an end; we'd just reached her shop. 
 
    "Stop right there, hunter." 
 
    For the second time today, a voice yelled out to me. Unfortunately, this time it wasn't the sweet lady on my arm. "Madison, are you able to stand?" 
 
    She still looked a bit dazed and confused, but nodded. "Everything okay?" 
 
    I don't think she's heard. "Yeah, but there's a bit of trouble coming this way." 
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I could easily spot the vampire who had snuck out of the shadows and was coming my way. His fangs were out and his eyes were blood red. He was ready for a fight. 
 
    I stepped in front of her. "Now isn't the time or the place to do this," I told him as he stepped even closer. 
 
    His smile showed off how long and impressive his fangs were. "The irony of this situation isn't lost on me. Turn her over and move along. This has nothing to do with you." 
 
    "It has everything to do with me." I wasn't waiting for him to make any moves that would endanger Madison. Faster than a human eye could blink, I rushed the vampire and wrapped my left hand around his neck and, with the right hand, thrust the silver dagger into his heart. 
 
    His life force immediately began to fade. As he died, he gave me one last taunt to remember him by. "Something I never thought to see, a hunter protecting a witch," he panted out before death took him. 
 
    My eyes went back to Madison, who no longer looked quite as drunk as she had before. No, she looked terrified…of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "When the moon is red and the sky is dark, Beelzebub will make his mark." 
 
      
 
    The vampire outing me as a witch really sobered the situation up in a split second. "No, this can't be," Alistair said, two or three times I thought. My brain was still a little muzzy. 
 
    I wasn't about let on any more than what had been given out. "Is there a problem with that?” 
 
    He wasn't listening. "There's no signature of dark magic." Alistair studied me closely. 
 
    "Earth to Alistair, hello?" I called to him. All I wanted were for those beautiful green eyes to find me again. "You going to talk to me about this?" 
 
    When those big green eyes did meet mine, there wasn't happiness or affection in them. He looked angry, hurt. "Did you know who I was this entire time?" 
 
    "No, not until you attacked the vampire," I lied. Call it self-preservation, whatever, I didn't want to die tonight. 
 
    He took a deep breath and softened. "I don't even know what to say. How did you hide your nature from me?" 
 
    Oh boy, I was getting in over my head. I was tempted to call Grandmother, but I stopped myself. No, Madison, you got yourself into this, you can get yourself out. "I've never tapped into the magic inside. I just guess I've never felt the need to really be a witch." I told him honestly hoping I wasn't making a huge mistake. 
 
    "That's a first," Alistair said quietly. "That makes sense, if you never used it, then why would it show up." He started to tap his chin. "I wonder how the vampire knew what you were?" 
 
    "That's easy," I chimed in. "Everyone in St. Augustine knows my grandmother, and by extension, me." 
 
    "Hmmm, can you tell me more about your grandmother?" he asked. 
 
    I certainly wasn't going to tell a hunter, no matter how tall, dark, handsome, and dreamy he was, who my grandmother was. "She's just an old crone, living out a quiet retirement. After all, isn't Florida where all the retired people come to?" 
 
    That actually produced an honest to goodness laugh from him. "I'm not going to lie to you," he began. "We're in a pickle. I'm bound by a heavenly duty to eliminate witches and you're a witch." Well crap, it was nice to know you, world. "But I think I can turn a blind eye on this case." 
 
    "For real?" The hammering in my chest was still building up to a crescendo, but he just said he'd let me live. "You're not screwing with me?" 
 
    "Not tonight," he said with a twinkle in his eyes. "Funny choice of wording - screw that is." 
 
    "Mister Deadly Hunter, are you flirting with a drunk witch?" 
 
    He put his finger up to his lips. "Not so loud, you booze-hound. Which by the way we will be discussing young lady." he chided me. A chill went down my spine at his authoritative tone. "And yes, yes I was." 
 
    As if on cue, my panties flooded and my clit began to throb in time with my heart. If the whole vampire debacle hadn't have happened, there was no way on God's green earth I would've said no to an invitation to his bed. Sadly, the pleasant alcohol buzz was fading and I realized going to bed with this man could be dangerous for everyone. 
 
    Damnit, his hot green gaze was looking so deeply into my eyes that my body started to quiver. In a minute I’d be climbing him like a tree! 
 
    I began to fan my face and looked away before I was caught in the web of my own desire. "I had a lovely time tonight, Alistair. Especially the part when you killed the vampire and not me." 
 
    “Not quite?” he asked his deep voice rolling over me like a caress.  
 
    I felt my face grow hot and shook my head even though I longed to fall into his arms. 
 
    Alistair winked at me and said. "I had a lovely time tonight as well, all things considered." He began to walk away before he stopped. "Just so you know, I'm looking for Morgan Le Fey. You wouldn't be chance know her personally or where I could find her?" 
 
    "Nope," I hoping I hadn’t said it too quickly. "I mean obviously I know of her, but those powerful types don't pay much attention to witches with no magic." I said a quick prayer that he bought my lame explanation. 
 
    "Fair point." Then he was giving me the lazy eyed look of a lion about to pounce. I liked my lips nervously. “We never did get around to discussing how foolish it was for you to drink so much with a man you barely knew.” 
 
    I flushed again my heart beat speeding up and my clit keeping time as another flood of moisture filled my panties. 
 
    “I…um…well…” 
 
    Alistair leaned in and kissed me softly before straightening. “You get one free pass princess. Next time I'll hold you accountable.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “You will.” I barely recognized my voice. It was so breathy. 
 
    "I will.” His gaze held mine again with definite promise in his eyes. Then he nodded. “Good evening, Madison.” 
 
    "Good night, Alistair," I responded. Touching my fingers to my lips for moment and then I hurried to the shop. 
 
    What a gentleman! He actually waited just off to the side to make sure I got to the door safely. Yep, my heart fluttered one more time for this Alistair. 
 
    When I made it upstairs, Grandmother was sitting in the living room with two of the older members of the coven, Sophia DeMure and Wilma Bloodlight. "Ahhh, Madison dear, you're home. Would you mind fetching us some tea from the kitchen?" 
 
    "Morgan," Wilma laughed. "The girl is your granddaughter, not servant." 
 
    "No, it's all right, Miss Bloodlight. I'll be right back." 
 
    I quickly hurried into the kitchen, hoping Grandmother was too busy with her friends to notice I was quite a bit drunk. As I poured the tea from the kettle on the stove, my mind immediately went back to my new friend, Alistair. From the moment he caught me when I slipped out of the booth we'd been sharing; it was hard not to admit I was smitten. 
 
    Granted, there was the whole he was a hunter and I'm a witch thing. And he was looking for my grandmother, or Morgan Le Fey as she was known to most of the world. At least those were the only obstacles in the way oh and the having to remain a virgin till the next blood moon thing…barely anything worth mentioning. 
 
    I sighed heavily suddenly feeling a little depressed. Of all the men to stir my libido…I fussed inwardly at my girly bits. Did you have to react so strongly to the hunter? My clit answered with a jolt of heat through my nether regions. Yes. Did you see the man? So domy! 
 
    It was at that moment I decided to keep up my little game of spy girl to myself. He didn't know where Grandmother was, so she was safe. Plus, he liked me, so I was safe. There was a small voice in the back of my mind telling me this was a bad idea, but to hell with that! How often does a man like that just walk into one's life? 
 
    Surely everything would work out.  
 
    Wouldn't it? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Mercy and kindness to some will lead to doom, but to others, will bring you a boon." 
 
      
 
    "Good night, Alistair," she responded so sweetly. The way she said my name, she might not have used black magic, but there was definitely magic in her words. 
 
    I watched for a moment as she made it up the stairs. Part of me wanted to make sure she entered her dwelling safely; the other part of me wanted to take in that ass. Her round, perky ass was the most spank-able bottom I'd seen in a long time. I imagined the feel of those sweet cheeks bouncing under my capable hand. I bit back a groan and adjusted my suddenly too tight jeans as I willed my raging erection to go down. 
 
    When Madison was safe and sound, I took my leave and returned to the place I'd been renting. Unfortunately, it looked as if I had a visitor while I was out. A note was stuck to the door courtesy of a ceremonial dagger. That seemed a bit like overkill, but whatever. On the note was a simple message: 
 
    Come to the beach, alone 
 
    I'd come to the beach, that was for sure. Not only had this dickhead ruined my chances of getting my security deposit back, but a daemon knew where I was staying. That wasn't information I really wanted getting out. 
 
    A quick duck inside gave me a chance to change into something more appropriate. With my hunter gear on, including my wide brimmed hat, I was ready to take on whatever was willing to confront me. The beach wasn't too far of a walk and, at this time of night, it was relatively easy to make it there unseen. 
 
    Standing on the far side of where I gained access was another vampire. Unfortunately, this was no ordinary vampire. The telltale markers of a pureblood were easy to spot; horns and wings, large frame, this guy was never human to begin with. Well, if this wasn't going to make for an unpleasant evening, I didn't know what would. 
 
    "Making house calls, are we?" 
 
    "Alistair Grimheart, you killed one of my brood tonight to spare a witch." 
 
    He knew my name. "Since when did vampires have broods?" I asked. 
 
    He didn't answer at first. His red eyes stayed focus on me, but his hand reached into the long overcoat he was wearing. From inside, I could see a sheath tied to his hip. He pulled a very long sword out of it and dug the blade into the sand. Any hopes of a peaceful resolution looked to be at an end. 
 
    "I'm not here to kill vampires," I told him. "The witch posed no threat and your man didn't back down." 
 
    "No threat?" he scoffed. "You truly are a foolish one." 
 
    "You're the foolish one for threatening me," I answered. 
 
    "My name is Kazim, Lord of the Vampires of St. Augustine. I could have forgiven you for the death of a vampire, but to value the life of a witch over his, that calls for action against you." 
 
    I sighed in annoyance. It was my turn to make a move. I went to my trusty Bible and flipped to a page I was quite familiar with. "Woe to those who call evil good and good evil, who put darkness for light and light for darkness, who put bitter for sweet and sweet for bitter." 
 
    Kazim spit on the sand. "You quote Scripture before your demise? To each his own." 
 
    The pureblood vampire attacked. Right before he came into range, I snapped my Bible shut and replaced it in my hand with one of my silver daggers. Just as his blade reached me, I parried it away with my dagger. The large vampire bounced away, surprised that such a small blade deflected his own with such ease. 
 
    I raised the brim of my hat. "Do you know how I got this scar?" 
 
    "Whispers say it came from Lucifer himself," he growled. 
 
    Rumors were the best defense ever. A devil did cause the scar, it just wasn't one named Lucifer. "If he only managed to give me this, what chance do you have to kill me?" I bluffed. 
 
    Kazim swallowed, hard. It was make or break time for his resolve. Either he was going to back down or sum up the courage to be the one to take it to the hunter. I watched on, intently, to see where this was going. 
 
    "Urghhhh!" Apparently, he summed up the courage to keep fighting. 
 
    I dodged the first blow, sidestepped the second. The vampire worked himself into a frenzy, bloodlust fueling his desire to kill me. The third blow was an upward strike that I jumped backwards to avoid. The tip of the blade caught my jacket, punching a tear in the sleeve. 
 
    That annoyed me.  
 
    I grabbed a crystal vial from off my belt and readied it. As Kazim regrouped, his defenses were down just enough to allow me a chance to hit him in the face with holy water. I shot my arm forward; he saw the movement but he was too slow in bringing up his sword to block it. The vial smashed in his face, the holy water immediately damning him. 
 
    He was dead by the time I got over to his body. Slaying a pureblood vampire was no small task. I quickly blessed the ground we'd been battling on and poured a few more drops of holy water on the body. It began to smoke and eat away at the vampire until nothing was left. Satisfied, I left the scene before any onlookers could come by. 
 
    The moment I entered the apartment, I found the couch and hit the cushions. It'd been a long night. I didn't even remember falling asleep, but I did remember the rude way I'd been awoken. 
 
    Michael was prodding the side of my face with his finger. "What do you want?" I muttered. 
 
    "Maybe with just four days left, you can explain to me why you're killing vampires and not the witch, Morgan Le Fey?" 
 
    Sometimes I really hated my job. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    “Witches worship the moon at all times,  yet their ambition will always climb.” 
 
      
 
    "Why a virgin you ask? It is really quite simple. After her first true orgasm, the pure of heart will be killed." 
 
    "Does she know, Morgan?" I heard someone whisper as I walked into the kitchen. That hangover was hitting me like a truck. 
 
    "Does who know what?" I asked. Man, this headache was going to be the end of me. 
 
    Wilma was across from Grandmother and both women smiled as I entered the room. "Wilma was just curious if Sophia knew about the new artifacts, I collected last week. She's just as big of a hoarder as I am, you know?" 
 
    They may have looked to be around my age, but the old women sitting at the table were truly that, old. "As much fun as that sounds, I'm late in opening the shop. Call me if you need anything." 
 
    As I walked downstairs, I heard them talking a bit more. I was pretty sure as I made it to the bottom stair that those two old bats lied to me to get rid of me. I wonder what really was going on? 
 
    I didn't have time to dwell on what Grandmother and Wilma were up to. The shop got very busy, very fast. So, I'd forgotten. Two tour buses came into St. Augustine in the morning with the elderly from Orlando. The women loved snooping around the shop and casting dirty looks at me, as if I was truly going to turn them into a toad. Some would actually buy stuff, to purify when they returned home. Other, the more brazen, would come up to me and ask how I could work in a shop that was as dirty and evil as this one. 
 
    Of course, Grandmother and Wilma were nowhere to be found. I had a sneaky feeling they bolted for the day, leaving me to fend for myself. 
 
    After the lunch hour, the rush died down a bit. I was very hungry, but with shoppers still meandering, it looked as if a break for yours truly wasn't coming anytime soon. 
 
    That's when a mountain of a man wearing a silly oversized hat with jet black hair walked in. He was carrying a sack from a fast food burger joint, too. "By the looks of things, you could use what's in the sack," he said. 
 
    By the stars, I would take whatever he was offering from any sack on his body, I thought. I giggled to myself over that one and accepted the bag. "Thank you, Alistair," I said. "I've been craving meat all day. 
 
    He raised his eyebrow. "You're not good with the innuendos, are you?" 
 
    Oh hell! I'd done it again. Well, there went my shame, out the door with a few of the customers that had heard the verbal foreplay. "Come back soon!" I yelled to them. 
 
    With a break in the traffic, I tore into the burger. While I ate like a heathen, Alistair did all the talking. "So, last night, that was a rather unique experience, eh?" 
 
    "Mmmm hmmm." 
 
    "There's been something bugging me, though. This morning, when doing some research, I came across a picture and it brought up some more questions," he said. 
 
    My mouth was full of burger. "Wass thath?" I asked with about as little dignity as one could have. 
 
    He held up an old black and white picture of Grandmother. Poop. "Morgan Le Fey looks an awful lot like you. Some may chalk that up to coincidence, but I don't." 
 
    I set the burger on the counter. C'mon Madison, I pepped myself up. Use your charm and your wordplay. "I honestly don't know, but I do agree the appearance in strikingly similar." 
 
    My agreement really caught him off-guard. "I truly believe you don't know her," he said, the accusatory tone gone from his voice. "Maybe I could talk to your grandmother? She might have information that could help, if she was willing to share." 
 
    Call me strange, but I had the opinion he wouldn't have really hurt Grandmother, if she'd just been some harmless old witch turned retiree. "She's out," I answered honestly. "She loves garage and estate sales. Honestly, the woman is a huge hoarder and it's becoming a problem." 
 
    Alistair leaned up against the counter. "I get it, I'm intimidating. If you feel the need to talk to her about it, feel free to call me later. Maybe we can talk over coffee this time, not Pina colodas." 
 
    "I do love a good, strong, masculine cup of coffee," I slipped, causing a hot flush of heat to fill my neck and face. By this time, Alistair’s affect me had become absurd.  
 
    "I never heard of coffee described as masculine, but whatever floats your boat," he responded. 
 
    He slid a card with just his name and telephone number to me. "I'll talk to her when she gets back," I told him. I couldn't confirm nor deny if I really would. "Call you later?" 
 
    "I look forward to it, darling." 
 
    Ohhh,, he called me darling...and just like that I soaked my panties. It was becoming clear that regardless of his threat to my grandmother if I saw this man many more times my virginity would be a thing of the past. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Many hunters failed when attachment found their hearts, usually because it came from witches of the dark." 
 
      
 
    6 hours prior 
 
      
 
    Michael wasn't leaving, much to my chagrin. "Fine, I'm awake," I grumbled. 
 
    He finally backed away and sat in the chair beside the couch. Having him hover over me was just as bad as his poking and prodding of my face. "Why is Kazim dead?" he asked right away. 
 
    Let's not focus on the more important issues of why vampires feel it's okay to run around and attack people - no, we need to focus on my actions. "He claimed I killed one of his brood without just cause. I begged to differ." 
 
    "Alistair, what am I going to do with you?" he sighed. "Kazim was the one keeping the vampires under control down here. Without his leadership, they can and will run wild." 
 
    If the actions of the one I ran across proved anything, it was that they already were. "My presence should ease that. What vampire is going to want a mark on his head with me in town?" 
 
    "What happens once your mission is done and you leave?" 
 
    Damnit, I wasn't in the mood for his condescending attitude. "What do you want from me, Michael? What's done is done." 
 
    You could tell the angel was tired. "Every couple of hundred years we get a problem that needs immediate care. A warlock wants to raise an army of the dead, those smelly shifters want to announce to humanity that monsters are real. I'm sorry if I'm short with you, Alistair. I just am tired of cleaning up these messes." 
 
    No one was sure how old hunters could live before age caught up to them. No hunter had ever lived that long. At thirty-four, I'd been pretty lucky, but I knew the feeling he had. "This is the biggest fish you've ever asked me to fry, Morgan Le Fey. I guess, deep down, I'm a bit worried that I won't be able to stop her." 
 
    "Are you afraid of death?" 
 
    "No, not death, failure." 
 
    He leaned back in the chair, he seemed to want to rest his eyes. "Hunters are naturally dark creatures, as you have to embrace the darkness to combat the darkness. There's a lot more light in you than the other hunters I've dealt with before. Maybe I should be championing that side, instead of chastising it." 
 
    Chalk up today as a day to play the lottery, Michael admitted he might be wrong. "Things are going to get worse here before they get better." 
 
    He laughed at my pessimism. "I know. Of the active hunters in the world, you were the only choice for this mission, you know?" 
 
    Considering there were only five of us currently, I just figured I pulled the shortest straw. "After dealing with some of the witches from the coven, I wouldn't wish this upon any other hunter. The last one was especially brutal." 
 
    Michael sat back up and snapped his fingers. A picture appeared in his hands and he passed it over to me. "I realize that you're more field work than research, so I had the liberty of finding this for you." 
 
    I scanned it over. My lord, the picture could've been Madison! Even in black and white, there were still features that were remarkably similar to hers. "Who is this woman?" I asked. 
 
    "That, my good friend, is Morgan Le Fey. Few documented photographs of her are in existence. She is a master of the shadows and laying low when the need calls for it." 
 
    I studied it harder. It wasn't Madison as there were a few attributes that didn't quite match, but the closeness was enough to assure me that she was family in some way to the old witch. "Can I have this?" 
 
    He nodded. "That's our only clue as to who she may be. It took a few of us hours scouring the globe to find it, so keep it close." 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After leaving the shop, I felt a bit better that Madison was just an unfortunate woman in a tough spot. Did I really believe she didn't know who Morgan was? It was tough to tell. I was more inclined to believe that the grandmother had the answers I was looking for; the only problem being how to extract them. 
 
    I did something I didn't feel all that good about; I ducked in behind the shop, using the alleyway and all its crevices as a way to hide until I could at least get a glimpse of Madison's grandmother. I was hopeful that maybe, just maybe, the harmless old crone would be willing to assist. 
 
    The hours began to pass and the sun started its slow descent behind the horizon. Just when I figured all was lost, I heard two sets of footsteps walking down the alley. And two feminine voices to match. "Just a few more days and the dark master will return to us," the first one said. 
 
    "It's such a shame that he has to kill the girl after the ceremony," the other conceded. 
 
    "I know, Wilma, but the innocence of the first orgasm and blood are what's required. I've spent too much time in making sure her virginity has never been spoiled," the first woman said. "I am going to miss her spirit," she added with a little bit of emotion. 
 
    "Fear not, you can always produce another lineage with Beelzebub once he is here. It is said that he is waiting for you." 
 
    This had to be Morgan Le Fey! Her and one of her lieutenants had to be discussing the ceremony to bring the Lord of Flies to this realm. As much as I was tempted to jump out and attack, they had superior numbers. Attacking one witch at a time was tricky enough. So, I kept listening. 
 
    "Wilma," the voice of Morgan huffed. "Can I assign you one last task in all of this?" 
 
    The second witch perked up. "Anything, my lady." 
 
    "Find the hunter and kill him. He's been a thorn in our side for too long and we are too close to the end for him to screw this up." 
 
    If they only knew how close that hunter was, I snarled to myself. This Wilma took the assignment with pride. "He won't live to see the sunset tomorrow." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "Before Beelzebub can rise, a war must be fought, and if the hunter wins, it will all be for naught." 
 
      
 
    I had just put the cash till in the safe when the bell from the front door chimed. Considering it had been locked, it must have been Grandmother. "I'm in the back," I called out. 
 
    She walked in, a sly smile on her face. "I'm sorry I left you to the wolves today." 
 
    "Ahhh, it's nothing I haven't seen or heard before." Even if I wanted to be mad, who in their right mind would cuss out Morgan Le Fey? Certainly not me. 
 
    Grandmother took a seat, as if she had something very important to say. "Madison dear, can you promise me a few things?" 
 
    Judging by the tone of her voice, she was being very serious. "What's up, Grandmother?" 
 
    She folded her legs over themselves, the points of her shoes sticking out from under her long dress she was wearing. "This hunter, he's a lot more dangerous than I believed at first." 
 
    "Ohh?" 
 
    "He killed Kazim last night, can you believe it?" she asked. 
 
    I had no idea who Kazim was. "Is that bad?" 
 
    She realized it was me she was talking to and not one of the active coven members. "Good gracious, my child, you're unfamiliar with so much. Kazim was the leader of the vampires here. He kept them in line, made sure they weren't mindless killers." 
 
    That didn't fit the description of the one I saw the other night. He seemed quite eager to kill me. "Don't vampires hate witches, though?" 
 
    She agreed with that. "A lone witch out and about would present a target for a vampire with more brawn than brains, sure. But Kazim would have never wanted to start a war with me, knowing the ramifications would be horrible." 
 
    That answered a bit of my question. "What will be done about this hunter?" 
 
    "This is where I need you to make me some promises. Stay inside tonight and tomorrow, dear. Wilma is going on the hunt and I don't need my precious granddaughter caught up in the fire. Knowing that dirty hunter, he'd use you as leverage against me," she added. 
 
    I felt like a real bitch for keeping a lot of things from Grandmother. Now did not seem like the right time to tell her not only was that not true, but I'd become fast friends with Alistair. Hell, the man was everything I could have wanted and more. He was Deliciously dominant and stirred my senses in ways I hadn't dreamed possible. I wanted him. 
 
    Whoops, not the time for daydreams. "I was supposed to see Cynthia tonight, but I guess I can call and reschedule." 
 
    "Good, good," she said. She looked very much preoccupied and seemingly was losing interest in this conversation once she obtained my promise. "It will be a late night at the coven for me. A few of us will be lending Wilma support through a very difficult location spell. If we can give her the hunter's location, she can strike with surprise." 
 
    Uh oh, I felt a very bad idea coming on. "Well, if you need me, I'll be upstairs." 
 
    She waved me off and I went up to the apartment over the shop using the inside staircase. I didn't quite shut the door, as I wanted to be able to hear what was going on. Grandmother made a few calls and when she had reached everyone she needed, she left and locked the door behind her. 
 
    Or she thought she did. 
 
    Using an old trick I learned when I was a rebellious teenager, I'd removed an old hacky sack from a hidden compartment at the top of the stairs. The small, squishy ball was perfect for what I'd perfected years ago. I lobbed it gently towards the closing door and, wham! My aim hadn't diminished since the days of sneaking out to smoke and drink with friends. The ball wedged itself neatly in-between the door and the frame. 
 
    Pleased, I went back to my room and changed into something a bit sneakier. Nothing said small town ninja quite like black yoga pants, a very dark grey shirt, and a black hat. I happily bounded down the steps, not sure why I felt the need to do what I was about to do. 
 
    Yep - you guessed it. I was going to warn Alistair about the hit ordered on his life. He'd saved my life already, I reasoned to myself. Didn't I owe him this much? 
 
    Now, if I could only find him in time... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Witches are creatures with many uncertain powers; take them lightly and it will turn sour." 
 
      
 
    I'd only caught a brief glimpse of the witch, Wilma. She appeared to have blonde hair, about halfway down her back and favored an outfit that consisted of a lot of blues and pinks. Some witches preferred the tried and true method of black on black; others were much more flamboyant. A flamboyant witch was, in most cases, a very dangerous witch. 
 
    Rummaging through my stocks, I noticed I was seriously low on holy water. Between the four witches and the two vampires I'd put down, the blessed water had been heavily used. I needed to find a church close by and stock up. Luckily, St. Augustine being an old Spanish settlement, Catholic churches were everywhere. I'd just need to pick the closest one and hope the Father was a believer in the work that I did. 
 
    According to the map application on my phone, there was one just three blocks to the west of where I was staying. Grabbing a few silver daggers, I left the relative safety of my apartment and hit the streets. The moment I returned to the balmy conditions, something caught my eye. 
 
    There was a lady, dressed in mostly black, slinking around the streets. She couldn't have been more obvious with her apparent deceit if she'd tried, but there was something very familiar about her. That's when I took in the supple ass that the yoga pants she was wearing accented. Oh my lord, it was Madison. 
 
    Just what was she up to? 
 
    Getting to the church was important, but it seemed very ironic that the first person I noticed as I left was the girl who was slowly worming her way into my every thought. Beautiful, kind, and way too innocent for her own good, there was something mystical about her. The church wouldn't be going anywhere - I decided to see what Girl Friday was up to. 
 
    As I followed her movements up the street, it became apparent that she was looking for something, or maybe someone. She'd stop every so often and check out the few people who were still out on the street, hoping her dark attire would somehow keep her from being noticed. All it did was make her stick out like a sore thumb. Never in my life had I seen a co-ed ninja before. 
 
    You could tell she was starting to get frustrated. She leaned up against the side of one of the old brick buildings along the main drag and stretched out. The shirt came up, exposing her midriff to the world. She was sporting a very sexy stomach and the motion made her ample breasts stick out a bit further than they already did. As I watched her innocently seductive movements, I felt my dick harden in response and growled in frustration. Now was not the time I reminded myself as I willed my unruly cock to go down. 
 
    I wasn't sure how much longer I'd let her do whatever it was she was doing. Well, she made the choice for me. Madison turned off the main street and on to a sketchy looking alley. It was places like that where the nasties hid to take advantage of wayward wanderers like Madison. 
 
    No sooner did she get out of street view did I tap her on the shoulder. She froze. "Wh-who's there?" she stammered. 
 
    "Madison, it's me, Alistair," I informed her. 
 
    She quickly turned around. "Oh my God! I've been looking all over for you!" 
 
    As odd as that was, I was more concerned with the way she was making my palm itch. "I don't care what you're doing, young lady.  Do you know have any idea how dangerous it is for you to be walking around the streets at night, alone? Don't you remember the vampire attack last night? You couldn't have been that drunk, Madison." 
 
    Why in the world were her eyes getting bigger as a little smile played around her lips? If I hadn't known better, I would've thought she enjoyed me barking at her. Well she wouldn't enjoy the punishment she received if this behavior continued. 
 
    "St. Augustine isn't quite as dangerous as you'd think," she replied. 
 
    Apparently, nothing was going to get through to her. We would return to this subject in a minute. “You said you were looking for me. Well, here I am." I said as calmly as possible even though I was on the verge of throttling the sweet little witch. 
 
    "There's a witch out to kill you," she whispered. 
 
    "I know that, but how do you know that?" 
 
    "Wait, you know that, too? 
 
    We weren't getting anywhere. "Yeah, I was eavesdropping on a conversation between Morgan Le Fey and a witch named Wilma. How did you know?" 
 
    Her eyes shot down towards the ground and her feet crossed suddenly. "Well, I'm still technically a witch and I do hear things." 
 
    It had to be the grandmother. "I'm giving you two choices, missy. Give up your source or face the consequences." 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "In the fires of Hell, Beelzebub lays in wait, for his virgin sacrifice to remain chaste." 
 
      
 
    "I'm giving you two choices, missy. Give up your source or face the consequences." 
 
    There was not a chance I could just come out and say, so my grandmother is Morgan Le Fey and she told me. Plus, I must admit to being more than a little curious about the consequences. Though I quite shocked to hear myself practically purr. "I guess you'll just have to punish me, sir." 
 
    As the words left my mouth, liquid heat pooled in my core. 
 
    I never expected what was to come, though. The very big man was fast, supernaturally fast. In a flash he has me bent me over his knee. Before I could even adjust to that situation, his large hand came down across left butt cheek in a swat that made me gasp at the hot sting left in my bottom. Another swat landed in the exact same place before I could fully absorb the first. His hand continued to fall in now discernible rhythm as I writhed over his knee. Spankings hurt! A lot! Alastair spanked in firm, authoritative blows that sparked a sizzle of heat throughout my body even as tears began to fill my eyes. My nipples went hard and my panties were drenched even though my feet were now kicking in a desperate bid to get free. 
 
    Alistair spanked me hard. 
 
    His hand fell again and again each swat was harder than the one before and his hand lingered after each blow as if he was trying to hold in the heat. I felt every callous from his fingers and palm on my ass through the thin fabric of the yoga pants. Tears began to fall down my cheeks as the pain grew. 
 
    The next several wallops made the ones before seem like child's play. The heavy, sharp whacks seemed to confuse my body. Even though it hurt part of me wanted more.  I was so wet there wasn't a chance Alistair didn't feel the leakage, especially with how his hand probed me again. The pressure building in my clit was threatening to steal my senses. The conflicting sensations beginning to completely overwhelm me. 
 
    A gentle moan escaped my lips. "Ohhhhh..." 
 
    "This is supposed to be a punishment, not pleasure," Alistair said, darkly. 
 
    It was both, God help me. I bit back a smart retort and replied evenly. "Yes sir." 
 
    I'm pretty sure my eyes gave it away and that is what earned me another series of sharp snacks in the exact same place on my already sore left ass cheek. I whimpered in protest but then he did the same series of blistering swats on the right cheek.  My ass was throbbing, my skin had to be turning bright red by this point. No man had ever touched me in such a way. I'd dreamed about a man having his way with me but this was no fantasy. This was real life. 
 
    I hated it…I loved it…I needed it. 
 
    The big hunter looped his fingers under the edge of the yoga pants. 
 
    I reached back almost reflexively as I realized we were still in the alley. “You can't!” 
 
    “Hide and watch, little girl,” he said succinctly as he pulled my pants and panties to my knees. I froze as I realized he was looking down at my naked ass…my probably very red…very naked plump ass. Was he about to spank me on the bare? My breath caught in my throat as he stayed still for a minute obviously admiring his handiwork and that big rough hand rested lightly on my hot bottom. The wait was agony…was it weird that I wanted to feel his hand spanking my bare flesh? 
 
    "I'm going to ask you one more time, Madison. Who is your source?" 
 
    He was going to hate me, I knew it. I started to sob as I told him miserably. "I can't tell you. I'm so sorry." 
 
    Alistair just continued to look at me. "I can't protect you if you're in danger. I'm not stupid, Madison, I know it's your grandmother. Is she in league with Morgan Le Fey?" 
 
    Alistair was so close to the truth. I had no doubt in my mind he'd put two and two together real soon. It just wasn't going to come with help from me. "I promise you, I'm not in any danger, but you are. Grandmother is..." 
 
    A blast of magic erupted all around us. I knew right away that it was one of Wilma's Artic Wind spells. My ass nearly became frostbitten by the depth of cold she used. 
 
    "Put her down, you sorry asshole!" Wilma yelled. 
 
    Alistair quickly lifted me from his knee and pulled my pants up in almost the same motion before saying, “Madison run!” 
 
    Then he turned to Wilma. "So, you're the witch Le Fey has sent to do her dirty work.” 
 
    As the two of them were jockeying for position, I ran behind the nearest dumpster in the alley. Ducking down, I held myself close as I had a very bad feeling someone close to me was going to die. 
 
    The part that surprised me the most was I hoped it wasn't Alistair. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "When dealing with a witch of immense skill, the battle will test everything, including your will." 
 
      
 
    A witch that specialized in cold magic; well that was nothing new. However, a witch who was powerful enough to turn the particles of water floating around here into tangible ice, now I'd seen it all. The icicle hurtled through the air, towards my head. I did a quick split, allowing the sharp and deadly creation to shatter against the wall behind me. 
 
    I had my silver daggers, but only one vial of holy water left. This wasn't an ideal situation for a fight, but I'd make do. The blonde witch was still wearing her crazy outfit of blue, flared pants and a vibrant pink top. Even though there wasn't any sort of a sea breeze coming off the ocean, her hair was still whipping around. Her eyes had gone black, a sign that she'd truly given herself over to the magic inside. 
 
    "How dare you try to rape a witch!" she screamed. 
 
    Ahhh, not only was this an order to attack me, she was under the impression the encounter I was having with Madison wasn't mutual. Madison was safe under my touch and she was there of her own free will. She was a natural submissive she craved my dominance as well as my discipline.  
 
    Madison was as taken with me as I was with her. 
 
    Which wasn't any of this witch's business. "I'd never rape a woman and you should be more worried about yourself." 
 
    Snow began to fall in the alleyway we were in. "The virgin would never give herself to the likes of you, hunter. Admit it, you are a monster!" 
 
    Hold the phone... did she just call Madison the virgin? So many thoughts began to run through my mind, including the fact that this witch and Morgan Le Fey said that a virgin needed to be sacrificed to Beelzebub during the summoning ceremony. Holy shit – Madison was the coven's virgin sacrifice! Did she have any idea how much trouble she was in? 
 
    My calling burned brighter in me than ever before. I had to kill this witch right now and get Madison somewhere safe.  There was no time for falling back and regrouping. "Tonight’s your last one on this earth, witch," I growled. 
 
    "No hunter, enjoy these precious few seconds of peace. They will be the moments you cherish as death washes over your body." 
 
    Neither of us moved, the standoff between the hunter and witch began. I had my hand on one of my silver daggers, ready to throw it in a moment's notice. White-blue energy began to fill Wilma's hands, her icy magic gathering for its next attack. 
 
    We both made moves at the same time. Using an underhand motion that I learned from a man who claimed to be a samurai, I sent my first dagger towards her heart. Wilma went on the defensive and put up an ice shield to block the edged weapon. The dagger bounced off the wall and landed harmlessly in the alley. 
 
    Or so she thought. 
 
    I had correctly guessed she'd use an ice wall to stop an attack. Knowing where the dagger would land after it hit the target was a crucial piece of information. I had picked it up before it could bounce for a second time off the concrete and swiped it forward. It grazed the ice as it disappeared and sliced open a wound of Wilma's thigh. Her blue pants were instantly stained with blood. 
 
    Her reaction time was much quicker than the previous witch I'd fought. Fighting through the pain, she took advantage of how close I was to her. A small, yet still very sharp, icicle was formed and tore through my shoulder. The projectile ripped through the front and out the back. 
 
    In a matter of seconds, we both showed just how powerful we were. If this was Le Fey's second in command, I could only imagine how powerful she was. I'd have to be much better prepared to that fight than I was this one. 
 
    The pain was immense but I still had my wits about me. I swept my leg out and connected with Wilma's legs. Magically, she was very powerful, but physically, she was not my equal. Her legs gave out as soon as my leg made impact. Like most, they went forward as she fell backwards and landed flat on her back. 
 
    My hand had found the vial and the stopper was off. "May God have mercy on your soul." I sprinkled the holy water over the witch, her screams of agony would not be silenced. Well, the local police were going to have a field day with this. Another victim in the Acid Maker murders, or whatever they were calling me. 
 
    That's when my shoulder exploded in gut wrenching pain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "The virgin's life force is what Beelzebub wants to steal; unless she has the gift that heals." 
 
      
 
    The moment the icicle hit Alistair, I knew Wilma was sacrificing herself. It was old magic, blood magic. The wound she caused was directly tied to her own life force. If he killed her, which he did rather swiftly, whatever had been damaged by the icicle would turn necrotic. 
 
    The mammoth man gripped his shoulder and slumped over, the dead tissue inside him beginning to fester. Damnit, I was no healer but I had to do something. Think, Madison, think, I scolded myself. There was only one thing I could do. 
 
    A witch finds her powers from inside her. When one turns thirteen, if she has a mentor, they will teach her how to look inside and see what gifts you've been blessed with. I had a mentor, but not the will to do so. As luck would have it, I'd been raised by a pretty powerful witch and I had a bit of know how in these sorts of matters. 
 
    I hesitated for a moment. Would I actually tap into the unknown black magic inside me to save Alistair? Without another thought, yes, I would. 
 
    I closed my eyes and began the deep, dark dive into the void. The rest of the world began to disappear, except for the labored breathing of Alistair. C'mon Madison, go faster, find your magic! I kept going, further and further down. It had to be here, any moment it would appear to me and help me save the man dying beside me. 
 
    Except it didn't come to me. I opened my eyes, no more a witch now than I was five minutes ago. I'd failed, miserably. I wasn't strong enough to save him. Tears started to well up in my eyes, falling from them and on to the hunter. 
 
    That's when the weirdest thing happened. As I was a blubbering mess, crying for a man I barely knew but was incredibly infatuated with, the wound began to smoke as my tears came in contact with it. What was this? The skin was beginning to repair itself. 
 
    "Why do I feel like I've been shot," Alistair groaned. 
 
    "You're alive!" I threw my arms around his neck. 
 
    He grunted for a moment as I latched on. "Careful, there's a gaping hole in my shoulder." We both looked the wound over. "Or, there was a gaping hole in my shoulder." 
 
    His coat and shirt were still ripped, but where the dead flesh had been eating away at his skin with the large amount of infection that the curse caused, it was clean new skin. The curse was gone.  
 
    I touched his healed shoulder with wonder. "I know that spell, this shouldn't be happening." 
 
    I broke the hug and got up. He followed suit, his towering frame looming over me. "Something doesn't add up Madison and I think it’s time you come clean." I wanted to tell him everything, but he silenced me with a look. "That Wilma was a screamer. We need to get the hell out of here before the police show up and arrest us." 
 
    "I know a place we can go and we'll be safe," I suggested. 
 
    "Considering I don't know the city; I'll take your word on this one." 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We walked into one of my favorite spots in St. Augustine. "Welcome to the Cathedral Basilica." 
 
    Alistair looked around in wonder. "I've seen a great many holy places in this country, but there's a sort of old-world charm that this place exudes." He walked into the cathedral proper and dropped to his knees. I felt like I was intruding on a private moment; even as a witch, I knew the importance of prayer. 
 
    He didn't take too long. "I bet you're the only witch in town that can just stroll in here, huh?" 
 
    "It has its advantages, not being magical," I admitted. 
 
    "You're magical," he countered. "Your tears healed me, that much I do remember witnessing." 
 
    I just shrugged my shoulders. "Maybe we need a Hail Mary or two in life?" 
 
    A door opened at the far end of the cathedral. One of the nicest men I knew, Father Estaban walked out and greeted us. "Madison my dear! It's been too long," he welcomed me with his Spanish accent. "And I see you brought a friend." 
 
    "Greetings, Father," Alistair replied, sticking out that scrumptious hand big calloused hand or his reminding me of my spanking and wet heat flooded my panties anew. 
 
    Father Estaban took it and smiled. "Never in my long life did I think I'd be graced with a hunter in my humble house of worship." 
 
    I flushed embarrassed to be thinking such naughty thoughts in the presence of a holy man. 
 
    "Alistair Grimheart, at your service." Shut up, even his last name was a thing of wonder. 
 
    "What can I help you with, Alistair Grimheart?" Estaban asked. 
 
    "I could use some holy water, and possibly a shroud to cover our signatures with until I can get us to the safety of my room." He chuckled for a moment. "We seem to have upset some of the local witches." 
 
    "We?" I asked. 
 
    Estaban shook his head, a strange twinkle glowing in his eyes. "Finally put that grandmother of yours in her place?" he asked me. Before I could shut him up, he glanced over to Alistair. "I've been telling this one for years that her grandmother, Morgan Le Fey, would be the death of her." 
 
    In two point five seconds, the cat was out of the bag just like that. "Surprise," I offered weakly as Alistair's eyes narrowed on me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Secrets in a hunter's line of work are a necessary evil; not all who keep them are truly deceitful." 
 
      
 
    Madison followed me all the way back to my apartment, in silence mostly. Everything made sense and I'd been too caught up in the chemistry between us to see it. Not that this situation was all Madison's fault.  This was as much on me for being blind as it was on her for not being completely honest. 
 
    Granted, I didn't know many granddaughters that would sell out their grandmothers, no matter how vile they were. 
 
    I opened the front door and swatted her ass on the way in. She hadn't been expecting that and yelped as she marched in. I pointed towards the couch. "Sit, listen, don't make a peep until the questions are asked. Got it?" 
 
    She pretended to zip up her lips. Heaven help me, even her silly little mannerisms were beyond adorable and endearing. I needed a moment to compose myself and so I went to work, tacking the shroud to the door. The holy blessing it carried would keep our location secret from any black magic location spells. 
 
    With the protections in place, it was time to deal with Madison. I wasn't much for bedside manner so I just came right out and said it. "For the life of me, I'll never understand how someone can be so blind to a cause that they no longer care about their own life," I rambled on. Just as I instructed, she just sat there, looking at me as I talked. 
 
    Screw it, I hated the silence of one-way conversations. "How long have you known and accepted that your mission in life is to be raped and killed by the demon Beelzebub?" I asked. 
 
    "Excuse me?" She asked her jaw dropping open in shock. 
 
    "I didn't stutter. The jig is up Madison. Why are you okay with being a human sacrifice? You deserve so much better than that." 
 
    She looked honest to goodness confused. "Seeing as I don't plan on dying, I can't say that I've accepted that fate. As for the whole making whoopie with Beelzebub, I've known about that since I was thirteen." 
 
    Son of a bitch, she had no idea that the summoning of a demon like Beelzebub required the loss of the virgin's life. "Madison, when he 'makes whoopie' as you put it, he'll be stealing your life force. Once it's all over, you get to ride the great big elevator in the sky." 
 
    Acceptance wasn't coming. "No, no, no! Grandmother wouldn't allow that to happen. I mean, I know Morgan Le Fey gets a bad rap, but she's been the only family I've had. She wouldn't let me die just to bring Beelzebub here..." And just like that, the light bulb turned on. "Would she?" 
 
    Madison asked me, as if I was going to provide some profound answer. "She might love you, but I think we both know her loyalty has and always will be to the cause of her Hellish master, waiting his release." 
 
    She jumped off the couch and flung herself at me. "Take me, take me now. If I'm no longer a virgin, then I can't be the sacrifice, right?" 
 
    From the moment I'd met her, I'd wanted the chance to claim this beauty as my own, even against everything that the hunter's code stands for. "I'm afraid it doesn't work like that," I told her. "You lied to me and protected one of the worst witches this world has ever seen. There are always consequences for the actions we take, even if they are made out of love." 
 
    "I never meant to hurt you." 
 
    "I know, Madison." I opened one of the vials of holy water that Father Estaban had given me. "Take off your pants, toss them to the side." 
 
     Madison obeyed immediately, removing her sneakers and then sliding her yoga pants and panties off, tossing them into a pile. Standing there, her naked from the waist down her bottom still bearing the marks of my correction, I felt a roar inside, a primal urge to take what belonged to me. Madison called to me because she was mine. I knew the legend of the soulmate was true, but I never believed I could have one myself until that moment.  
 
    If she passed the test, I could then truly feel good about making her mine. 
 
    I put a splash of holy water on my hand. "Lay across my lap," I instructed. She did so with no hesitation. "As we know, holy water purifies the evil in this land. If you are pure of heart and of good spirit, the waters will not affect you." 
 
    She didn't say a word. Only a fool or a blind man wouldn't have been able to see the worry that took hold on Madison's beautiful features. Still, this was a test she needed to pass. If we were going to become one, I needed to make sure I wasn't making an old mistake yet again. 
 
    The wet hand came down, snapping the skin with the flat of the palm. The wet squelch confirmed that plenty of the holy water made contact with her already reddened skin. So far, there was no smoking, no burning to indicate that she was evil. One strike wasn't enough to make the case solid, though. 
 
    A second cuff followed up almost instantly. Hitting the same spot with the purified hand was key, the more holy water that found the mark, the more the burden of proof was met. Again, no caustic sounds or torment came to Madison though her bottom began darkening to a brighter shade of red. 
 
    Madison, no, my Madison, wasn't making a sound. Her eyes were still tightly closed and her muscles were tense. I was ready to accept this as all the proof I needed, yet she had earned one hell of a spanking. Not only did she put my life at risk, but, more importantly, she'd put her own in harm's way. The punishment I’d began to administer earlier had been interrupted before I'd really begun. 
 
    I began to spank her hard and fast. Soon she was unable to remain silent as I paddled the lesson home. “You are never to put yourself in harm's way again young lady.” 
 
    “No, sir, I won't!” she promised tearily. 
 
    "Madison, from this moment forth, I am yours and you are mine." I told her as I lifted her to stand and rose to my feet. 
 
    “I am yours,” she said softly, looking up at me with tears in her eyes. 
 
    I removed the old leather belt from around my pants. The dark brown leather snapped as it came free of the last loop. “We’ve proven your innocence and purity. Now we need to deal with this naughty habit of withholding the truth.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "Once a woman is spoiled, Beelzebub has no use, for her virtue was his to abuse." 
 
      
 
    Two days ago, I was happy to sit back quietly and let Grandmother do her thing. While I wasn't exactly content with being the virgin offering to Beelzebub, I’d been willing because that meant afterwards, I'd be free to finally pursue my own destiny. Two mornings ago, the worst thing that could have happened to me was being a victim to that Acid Maker serial killer. 
 
    A lot can change in forty-eight hours. 
 
    Here I was, in a stranger's apartment having my ass spanked by a hand covered in holy water. Not only did I consent to this, but my body craved it. The throbbing pain that the hunter caused with his hands only served to drive home a single purpose - yes, I was his. No other could have me, not even Beelzebub. 
 
    Oh, Grandmother was not going to like this. 
 
    He repositioned me, not rough or jerky, but guided me into a spot facing the couch. I knew what I had to do. I earned this reprimand with my actions. I lowered myself, my hands resting on the cushions and spread my legs. I wouldn’t have changed a thing with my decisions, but I would have to live with his verdict. 
 
    The tough, old leather whipped across my waiting ass. I’d thought his hand hurt! The belt seemed to curl around the under curve of my bottom as if hugging it before it fell away leaving a line of fire in its wake. “Ooohhooowww!” 
 
            The second stroke fell in the exact same spot almost bringing me up on my toes. “Ooow!” 
 
    “In my profession, secrets are important, yes. But you, Madison, you lied and put yourself into harm’s way. This is the reason for your punishment tonight. Let this be a reminder that not valuing your own life will not be tolerated.” 
 
    The third strike fell in the same place making my legs dance and leaving my ass feeling like I sat in a Hornets nest. I looked pleadingly over my shoulder at my hunter. “Please not the same place!” There was a heat building, my skin raw and tender. 
 
    “Eyes forward,” Alistair said sternly and I got back in position accepting his punishment. 
 
     After the fourth strike, he spoke again. “The tenderness that will be with you every time you sit for the next day or so will serve as a reminder. Do not lie to me when it comes to your safety. Do not withhold information that I can use to protect you.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “I don’t remember asking a question.” The belt came back down on my ass with a vengeance I sobbed into the cushions. Every single stroke had fallen on the tender skin where my ass and thighs met.  It was as if my sobs were all he'd been waiting for. 
 
    I heard the sound of the belt drop to the floor. “Learned your lesson?” Alistair asked huskily. 
 
    I sniffled, “Yes sir.” 
 
    He wrapped his hands around my waist and turned me back around to face him. He leaned down and kissed me sweetly before scooping me up into his arms and sitting down. 
 
    When he flipped me back over I panicked a little. “I’ll be good!” I promised fervently. 
 
    “Shhh…it's okay baby your punishment is over.” Then his hand ran over the hot flesh of my ass.  He gently touched the raw skin and rubbed it. I very much liked that. 
 
    Then his finger coasted down the crack of my ass to my wet slit. I gasped as one long finger slid into me and his thumb came up to tease my clit.  My body was so primed it took only a minute for me to climax around his finger. I moaned loudly lost to sensation. 
 
    He lifted me to straddle him kissing me deeply. When he stood, I wrapped myself around him whimpering into his mouth as he carried me by cupping my hot, sore ass. Instead of putting cold water on my need the remembered pain drove it higher. My tongue twinning with his and sucking it lightly. 
 
    Our passionate kiss broke when he laid me down on the bed spreading my legs wide as he stared down at my most private area. 
 
    The moment felt almost too and a flush of heat filled my face as I tried to close my legs. 
 
    An action my hunter stopped by moving his broad shoulders between them to block the action. 
 
    He frowned down at me slapping three fingers of his right hand down sharply on my labia. “No. You don't ever attempt to hide any part of yourself from me. You belong to me.” 
 
    The stinging pain that filled my nether lips made me yelp but then his tongue lightly traced the stinging flesh making me gasp with pleasure. 
 
    He licked up one side of my labia and down the other before his tongue slipped between my lips to lap at my clit. 
 
    “Oh crap!” I cried as my fingers fisted in his hair while he feasted on me. 
 
    His tongue worried my clit without mercy until I was hanging on the precipice of another orgasm. Then his tongue moved down and drove inside of me as deeply as he could reach and I shattered again. 
 
    I was still shivering from the intensity of my climax when he slid up my body to kiss me deeply. 
 
    I moaned tasting myself on him and then I felt the broad head of his cock pressing against my opening. Alistair pressed in then backed away over and over again teasing my entrance until I was begging him to take me. 
 
    “Who do you belong to?” he asked. 
 
    “You!” I cried breathlessly as I rocked my hips up desperate to capture his cock. 
 
    Alistair chuckled, “Greedy little witch.” He said kissing me deeply as he thrust inside me to the hilt without warning. 
 
    I gasped, arching my back as my body was forced to accommodate his girth and length. There had been a tiny pinch of pain and then just overwhelming fullness. I felt stretched to capacity and restless. My legs rubbed up and down his as I searched for something just out of reach. 
 
    I rocked my hips experimentally then gasped at the delicious friction. This was so very different from masturbating with a dildo. None of my toys had been this big and I couldn't control the way Alistair moved. I definitely wanted him to move…I needed him to move. “Please!” I said on a whimpering plea. 
 
    “Is my sweet witch ready for me to fuck her tight little pussy with my big cock?” he asked silkily. 
 
    I flushed at his dirty words a little embarrassed but also felt another gush of fluid come from my core to coat his cock. I swallowed and decided to brazen my way through this first time. “Yes please. Fuck me hard with your big cock.” 
 
    Then he pulled out almost to the tip and slammed back inside making me moan loudly. He began pounding in and out of me like a jackhammer. He gave no mercy and I wanted none. I could only hang on as his hands slid under my ass and tilted my hips so he could go deeper. 
 
    “Oh my gawd my fuck oh God!” I yelled as he hammered in and out of me driving me higher and higher until I exploded beneath him screaming his name. 
 
    Alistair bit down lightly on my shoulder as he slammed into me one last time and I felt the splash of his hot seed against my sensitive inner walls.  
 
    I shuddered beneath him trying to catch my breath as I came back down to earth. 
 
    “That was impressive,” I told him. 
 
    Alistair grinned and sat up to pull off his shirt then stripped me of both my shirt and bra. His hands came out to cup my breasts as if he was testing their weight. His thumbs played across my nipples making me moan as desire quickened within me once more. 
 
    This time he took his time licking and sucking every part of me until I was begging for his cock. Then he drove inside of me with agonizing slowness. 
 
    Inch after inch of his shaft filled me then he pulled out just as slowly before driving back inside with the speed of a turtle. The deeper he went into me, the more and more the walls of my sex gripped on. As if my body was begging him for more. 
 
    He continued to fuck me so I thought I might die grinding his pelvis against my clit with every inward thrust until I was just chanting the word please over and over again. 
 
    “Tell me what you need,” Alistair commanded and I looked boldly up into his beautifully rugged face. 
 
    “Fuck me silly with that beautiful cock!” I ordered. 
 
    Then he pulled out and flipped me to my belly before lifting me to my knees and slamming into me from behind. “Alistair!” 
 
    “I’ve got you baby I’m going to fuck that tight little pussy so good.’ 
 
    “Yes please!” I cried out as he quite literally pounded me into the mattress. Every inward thrust slapped his thighs against my sore ass reawakening the sting and reminding me who I belonged to. 
 
    Alistair rode me from one orgasm and straight into another until it seemed like one unending orgasm.  
 
    All I could do was wail my pleasure until finally I fragmented into a million pieces. I heard his muffled shout as he followed me into the vortex and I surrendered myself completely knowing my hunter would keep me safe. 
 
    I came back to myself…back to Alistair…my hunter…my love. 
 
    Privately, I’d always regretted not being able to have the slightest taste of magic like so many witches had. After tonight, I knew I'd tasted true magic, a delicious mix of obedience, lust, and a lot of love. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "There will be events that test a hunter's mettle, and if they are to survive, they better be wary of the devil." 
 
      
 
    Thank the Almighty Madison was still asleep. Standing outside at five in the morning with an angry Arch Angel wasn't for the feint hearted. "What in the name of all that's good in our world were you thinking, Alistair?" he scolded me. 
 
    "That she is worth protecting - no fighting for." 
 
    Michael's finger bounced off the scar over my eye. "For three years I had to deal with the fallout from that mistake. Three long and exhausting years of building you back up to the man I'm standing before today. I will not stand around and watch you get yourself killed over a witch." 
 
    I begged to differ on his last point. "She's not a witch. Holy water touched her and it didn't burn her or her soul." 
 
    "Fantastic," he shot back. "We have a witch who's not evil. The fact of the matter remains, she's a witch." 
 
    There was one last detail he needed. "Not just a witch. She's the granddaughter to Morgan Le Fey." I saw the vein in his forehead getting ready to explode. "But I think she wants to help me in stopping her grandmother." 
 
    Poor Michael buried his face into his hands. "Just when I thought things couldn't get worse. Alistair Grimheart, I'm removing you from this assignment. You are to leave St. Augustine immediately." 
 
    I got really close to him real fast. "You can't do that," I snarled. 
 
    "I can and I just have." He took a step back and his wings appeared. "You have three hours to leave and go to the next assignment that is emailed to you. Should you ignore this or, worse, I will be forced to take action myself." 
 
    "Try me." 
 
    Michael dropped the 'man-in-charge' act and reverted back to the angel I considered a friend. "You know the rules, Alistair. After what happened last time, be lucky a reassignment is all you're getting. You could be banished for this," he added. 
 
    There was no reason to take my anger out on him. Like me, he had a job to do and he would follow it to the letter. Unlike him, I had no intention of following through with this request. "Who are they replacing me with?" 
 
    "Don't ask, you won't like the answer," he pleaded. 
 
    That was all I needed to know. "You got to be kidding..." 
 
    "Raphael claims with your checkered history that it was necessary to have him on standby. He should be in the city within the hour." 
 
    My blood went from red hot to boiling. "You're replacing me with Tohmas Withershins? That slimy asshole is dirty, we both know it!" 
 
    Michael put both hands out, as if the gesture would calm me down. "Withershins is very familiar with the arcane, we know. Though his methods tend to be a bit darker than most hunters, he's a trusted ally." 
 
    "Bullshit." I clinched a fist at my side. "Michael, we both know that I'm not going to follow that order." 
 
    "I know." 
 
    "Whatever has to happen happens." 
 
    Once more, like a broken record, "I know," he said. 
 
    With nothing more to say, I returned to the apartment. No sooner did I open the door than did I see Madison standing there. "Alistair, don't stay for me." 
 
    Bloody hell... "How much did you hear?" 
 
    "Enough to know that -" 
 
    The room exploded all around us. I was thrown back out into the street, rolling down the stairs and not stopping until my head smacked the pavement. I scrambled to my feet, but I was dizzy and disoriented. I tried to move forward but dropped to a knee. 
 
    "You!" a voice roared. "You have spoiled my granddaughter! You have ruined years of preparation!" My eyes still weren't focusing yet, but it seemed Morgan Le Fey found me. "Once I deal with this impudent child, I will be back for you." 
 
    When I could finally see what was happening, I saw a bound and gagged Madison disappear into thin air with the one witch I feared above them all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "A witch who has lost her way is a hinderance to the cause; her life is over and met with much applause." 
 
      
 
    I hadn't been to the coven in years. I never had a reason to as this was a sanctuary for those who practiced black magic. The fact that Grandmother brought me here was probably not for the best. She hadn't even looked at me, her repulsed feelings basically oozed off of her. 
 
    I was still bound up and gagged, placed on a chair in the middle of a pentagram. "What to do, what to do?" she asked herself a few times. Then her head snapped up. "No, I won't give up that easily." 
 
    Two more witches walked in, both looked as if they'd been running. I didn't recognize the pink haired witch, but the grey haired one - wow, I'd only met Serena once. The called her the Mother of Blood Magic, and for good reason. She was Grandmother's teacher; she was the oldest witch alive. 
 
    "The virgin has been deflowered?" Serena asked. It was like I wasn't even here. 
 
    "The hunter got to her. He must have used an incantation or potion to win her favor." Again, I was sitting right here; I could have spoken for myself, people. 
 
    "Virgins are a dime a dozen," Selena waved off. "I always thought after the debacle that was your daughter, Morgan, that this was a risky proposition." 
 
    "I was sure I could make amends for that." 
 
    What were they talking about? Was it my mother? I bit down on the cloth in my mouth, trying to position is out. Working my jaws back and forth did loosen it up enough where it fell out. "Grandmother, what happened to my mother?" I demanded. 
 
    She looked surprised that I'd spoken. "She went and got knocked up with you," she snapped. Morgan realized right away that the words hurt pretty bad. "I'm sorry, child. Raising you has been a pleasure." 
 
    "A pleasure," I shot back. "You were going to sacrifice me to Beelzebub! I know all about how the demon was going to kill me after we had sex." 
 
    Serena waved her hand and a blast hit me in the chest, sending me crashing into the wall. "Enough of this. Just like her mother, the girl needs to die to protect the coven. Either you do it, or I do." 
 
    "I'll do it," hissed the pink haired witch. 
 
    "Neither of you will touch her. Serena, you may have been my teacher but you are not my equal. Take Jeezel and find us a virgin of the right age. We cannot afford any more slip ups." 
 
    Both witches backed down at Morgan's look. That's right, she was Morgan Le Fey. She'd lost the right to be my grandmother. Her eyes didn't leave the two witches until they had left the coven. With a sigh, she addressed her last problem, me. "Child, you have put me in a bind." 
 
    "Funny, you're the one who was cool with me getting killed and yet I'm the one who put you in a bind." 
 
    She shook her head. "You don't understand. Your memory would have lived forever. Witches across the world would have revered you as the savior, the one who brought back Beelzebub." 
 
    Oh, in that case... "Looks like history gets to repeat itself. You killed Mother, didn't you?" 
 
    "Your mother wanted me to be the one to kill her. Unlike you, she was a warrior to the cause. Her accidental slip up made this wait necessary." She looked up, at the ceiling. "All I wanted for either of my girls was to be seen as the hero. Now, we'll use some random pick of the litter and the glory will be gone." 
 
    I didn't know my mother, but something told me this was less about us and more about Morgan. "You wanted the glory, to be able to tell Beelzebub you groomed the virgin yourself, gave the ultimate sacrifice of family. Don't lie to me before I die, Morgan." 
 
    You would have thought I slapped her across the face by not addressing her as Grandmother. "So much spunk. You will be missed." 
 
    She raised her right hand, conjuring a death spell to be used on me. I closed my eyes and was proud of my decision. My only regret was that I wouldn't get to say goodbye to Alistair. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "Two times before hunter's have met in strife, both times ending when one no longer had life." 
 
      
 
    All my supplies were loaded into my coat; holy water, daggers, a silver and a wooden cross, along with my Bible. I didn't care that it was daylight, no, the only thing that mattered to me was finding Madison and putting an end to Morgan Le Fey's time on this earth. Nothing would stop me, not Michael, not anyone. 
 
    The oppressing Florida heat no longer bothered me. Morgan had awoken the inner dragon inside of me, she would regret the day she crossed the line and abducted an innocent party. 
 
    "Stop right there, Grimheart." 
 
    One, two deep breathes. "Withershins, leave now," I called back to the hunter behind me. I hadn't forgotten his arrival, just was hoping our paths would not intersect, yet. 
 
    His boots bounced heavily off the pavement as he made his way towards me. "You've lost jurisdiction in this matter. Leave the city or I will have to escort you out, personally." 
 
    I gave him the proper respect of facing him. Tohmas Withershins stood a good six inches shorter than me and wasn't nearly as thick or muscular. I knew that the appearance was deceiving - the man was like a snake, both in movements and tactics. He'd killed a great number of witches over the years with his cunning behavior. 
 
    "You don't have a horse in this race, Withershins. Back down and let me do what needs to do be done." 
 
    "And you don't have the backing of Michael or any angel for that matter." He took another step closer and pulled out of one his tomes of the arcane. "What's the choice going to be, Grimheart - peaceful or by force?" 
 
    Hunters rarely got together and when they did, it was usually because the target required it. Had it been known from the beginning Morgan Le Fey was guiding this coven, two hunters probably would have been assigned. As it was, I'd been here first and it was a personal matter. I didn't need any angels backing, I had my own code of ethics backing me. 
 
    I pulled out a silver dagger. "By force, if you can, Withershins." 
 
    He snapped his book open and began chanting. I'd never personally seen him in a fight, but I'd heard the stories. Withershins would use ancient chants and symbols to invoke something akin to black magic. It wasn't black magic; no angel would support that. His arcane musings were the stuff of mystery to the rest of us. I was about to get a firsthand look at it. 
 
    A pale, white light formed around him. He whipped his hands forward and the light extended towards me. It formed a giant hand which looked to grab my shoulders. I rolled to the left and avoided its first pass. The ghostly hand turned around and continued its path towards my new location. This time, I timed a jump and went over it. The hand missed and returned back to Withershins. 
 
    No sooner did I land than Withershins began his next attack. Giving up on the hand technique, he reached out and the light formed a spirit sword. Not wanting to be cut by such old magic, I two stepped backwards out of range. Even though it wasn't a solid sword, the spectral blade cut down and easily plunged into the street. If it could do that to a solid, firm surface, just think what it could do to something as frail as flesh. I needed to get off the defensive and make Withershins work. 
 
    The look of concentration was dug in deep on his face. It had to take a lot of mental stability to keep the shapes of the light intact. Breaking from his line of sight, I ran to the nearest wall and jumped towards it. When both boots touched the brick, I pushed my knees down and sprang off higher. My movements were jerky enough that he couldn't keep up the chase, he needed straight lines. 
 
    When I reached the apex of my bounce, I had to have been twenty feet above Withershins. My fall back to earth was much faster than my journey up. With the point of my elbow, I delivered a crushing blow to the hunter who was tasked with stopping me. I broke through his light shield and followed through. Withershins dropped to the ground, unconscious before he firmly hit. 
 
    The few times we'd met in casual company, he'd been a complete asshole. Still, "I apologize for the pain I may have caused, fellow hunter." I dragged his body further into the shadowy part of the alley. With night a good many hours away, he'd wake in plenty of time before the denizens of evil were out. 
 
    I had a feeling Michael was near, watching. I shook that off and returned to my resolve. I had to find Madison, no matter what. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I slammed the witch I'd found up against the wall. "Tell me where your coven is!" I roared. I didn't care who heard me. 
 
    She wasn't a strong witch - just strong enough to know there was something different about her. That meant at some point she'd sought the local coven to find out what was wrong. Witches like her weren't dangerous, usually. I was probably being a bit too forceful, but I was angry. Angry at myself and angry at any who might have been associated with Morgan Le Fey. 
 
    The fear in her eyes was great. "Wh-who are you?" she sputtered. 
 
    "I'm your worst nightmare, witch. One last chance, where is the coven?" 
 
    I wasn't going to kill her; I was just hoping my intimidation would wear her down and get the answers I desired. Someone wanted to harm my Madison and I needed to make sure that didn't happen. "Why don't you try asking nicely?" the witch posed at me. 
 
    The sudden change in demeanor made me slip my grip for a moment. The witch fell out of my grasp and landed on her feet. She still looked quite frightened, but a tad less. "Please stop calling me witch, too. My name is Laura." 
 
    I'd seen it all. Her reasoned and cool response in the face of fear caused a newfound respect for her. "I apologize," I told her. "A friend of mine was abducted and I'm very upset about it." 
 
    "Oh, I see," she whispered. "Apology accepted and the coven house is the big white place down on Riberia. You can't miss it." 
 
    I gave her a deep bow. "Thank you for your help Miss Laura. And I'm terribly sorry about my treatment of you earlier." 
 
    "That's okay," she replied. "One day soon, you'll need my help again. I'll remember how you took responsibility for your action, Alistair Grimheart." 
 
    And with that, the strange witch lady disappeared in a poof of smoke. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "When the hunter and the witch meet at last, Armageddon will come to pass." 
 
      
 
    My eyes were closed as the end of my life grew closer. I tried not to be afraid or sad that the woman who raised me was about to kill me.  
 
            As the moments continued to move on, I began to wonder. Had I died in such an awful way; I didn't even realize it? If I opened my eyes, would I see the other side and not have any memories of my death? 
 
    There was only one way to find out. I slowly lifted my eye lids and what I saw shocked me. "Grandmother?" I slipped back into addressing her by the name I'd used since I'd been a child. 
 
    The most powerful witch I knew was on a knee, sobbing into her hands. "I can't kill you." 
 
    Call me a fascist for going grammatical at a time like this, but I couldn't help it. "A person can do anything when they have the power. A person will or will not do something because they choose not to." 
 
    "I regretted every day of my life from the moment I struck down your mother," she admitted, choosing to ignore my English lesson. "I thought the summoning of Beelzebub was the most important thing in this world. I guess it's not." 
 
    Wow, I didn't see that one coming. "Grandmother, help us then. Some poor girl out there is going to be sacrificed and for what? An ancient demon that doesn't care about any of us?" 
 
    His timing couldn't have been worse. The door to the coven's inner sanctuary was kicked down and standing there like a scorned angel was none other than hunter Alistair Grimheart. "Back away Le Fey," he commanded. God his voice was sexy, even in dangerous situations. 
 
    Grandmother rounded on him and expelled a blast of dark energy. Witches were elemental creatures and my grandmother had access to the most powerful of them all, the element of the void. Black matter materialized all around and darkness rained down on the hunter. 
 
    Alistair wasn't some novice, that was certain. The hunter dodged the pillars of void energy, running around in a circle, dropping splashes of holy water on the floor as he went. I didn't know what he was up to, but I had a feeling things were about to get very volatile in here. As grandmother chanted spell after spell, Alistair's path wasn't deterred. 
 
    I tried to tell each of them to knock it off, that if we could just speak, everything would be okay. Between the deafening noise from the magic and Alistair's focus, no one was even paying attention to little old me. If things would've been different, I would've been offended. 
 
    As Alistair completed his design on the floor, one of the pillars of void magic pierced him in the leg, pinning him in place. Grandmother cackled as the hunter was trapped and closed in. I saw it, though. Alistair had allowed himself to be caught and the trap had been set. The moment she got within range, he sprung it and gutted her with a silver dagger. As Grandmother fell, the void magic disappeared and the enchantments holding me in place, lifted. 
 
    I ran towards the pair who were over each other. "No, no, no, you fools!" 
 
    "Madison?" Alistair found me, looking stunned. 
 
    "She'd spared me!" I sobbed towards him. "And he would've helped us!" I told my grandmother, who was bleeding out. 
 
    Neither addressed me. The damage had been done to them and there was no turning back. I just wanted to slap the both of them for being so stupid, yet this was always going to be the outcome. Hunters and witches just do not mix. 
 
    Alistair collapsed to the ground beside Grandmother. The void magic she used sucked the life right from the intended target. As long as the pillar of magic had been in him, he'd be lucky to survive until sundown. Grandmother was no better, the sizzling wound in her stomach was a bloody mess. Besides, the design of holy water on the ground had been completed. Whatever Alistair did, it had to be painful. There was a look of true anguish on her face. 
 
    "No," I said to myself. "No!" I added, stomping my foot to the ground. 
 
    Something rushed into my body; a power I'd never felt before. It was like someone turned on the water and it was flowing free for the first time in my life. "I found my power." 
 
    Both Alistair and Grandmother were looking on, shocked. Grandmother, pushing through the pain, acknowledged it. "You, my child, are a white witch," she gasped. 
 
    "A white witch?" Alistair's face was white and gaunt. "There hasn't been a white witch in decades." 
 
    "Hurry, Madison, heal the hunter. You know how," Grandmother instructed. 
 
    The moment that the wall separating me from my magic broke, the secrets behind it did too. "Grandmother, if I heal him, I condemn you to death." 
 
    She waved me on. "I know and it's a fate I deserve. You love the hunter and he loves you. You deserve this one act of kindness from me." 
 
    I did as she instructed. It was like my body was on autopilot, someone else at the controls. I placed my hands on his leg, where the gaping hole was. I could 'see' the damage being done by the black magic. It looked as if a thousand swarming ants were eating away at Alistair's life force. As I channeled my white magic into him, the ants were killed off, one by one, until none were left. Alistair's leg was healed and I was completely worn out. 
 
    "Take Madison and leave," Grandmother yelled at Alistair. "The others will be here soon and they will kill both of you." 
 
    He lifted me up into his arms, not before leaning down and whispering something into Grandmother's ear. She nodded and he began to run, jumping through the stained glass at the back of the room. As we left my eyes held hers until I saw the light leave her eyes. Then I laid my head on Alistair's shoulder and cried. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I cried for hours. Alistair never left my side in the apartment he'd rented, holding me close as I mourned Grandmother's death. It was odd being so torn up about the death of a woman who wanted to kill me, but in the end, the woman I knew growing up showed herself one last time and sacrificed herself so that Alistair could live. 
 
    "If I'd only been stronger," I finally said. 
 
    "No," was the stern response that followed. 
 
    I shook my head. "I should've been able to save you both." 
 
    I felt those green eyes bearing down on me. "To say such things is a disservice to your grandmother and what she did to spare me, and you. I won't hear that talk anymore." 
 
    "But it's true!" I implored. 
 
    Uh oh, I'd gone a bit too far. "You know what your grandmother and I agreed upon before we left and she died?" 
 
    I bit my lip. "No..." 
 
    "That I would take care of you from now until the end. She was a witch, an evil and powerful one, but she was one that loved her granddaughter more than she even knew." He stood up. "You will not tarnish that moment." 
 
    I knew what was coming next. I stood up and he made short work of stripping the clothes from my body, until  I stood naked before him. It felt strange to be completely naked when he was fully clothed. 
 
     "In this life, when one chooses to die to save another, that's honorable." His hand clapped off my butt as if to emphasize his words. The spank was so hard that I almost lost my balance. "To grieve is one thing, to feel pain over her death." A second whack followed. I was ready for the force this time. The way his hand snapped my skin was sharp. "To turn that moment into a pity party, I just will not have." 
 
    I wasn't sure which stung worse, the spanking or the lecture. Alistair continued striking my butt as I stood there, embarrassed by my own actions. My skin was on fire, the sensation of his rough hand hitting my smooth ass brought me back to where I needed to be. The spanking continued until my feet were practically dancing in place and tears streamed down my cheeks. 
 
    When the discipline ended, he made me face him. "Madison, who is at fault for your grandmother's death?" 
 
    "No one." 
 
    "That's a good answer, darling." He believed me because I believed it myself. 
 
    Alistair wrapped me tightly in his arms hold me close. I sighed relaxing into him and letting go of my guilt. He was right instead I should celebrate that in the end grandmother chose me. She wanted Alistair and I to live a good life together and I would honor her choice. 
 
    We stood together like that for a long time silently holding one another. I smiled when I felt his cock pressing demandingly against my belly. 
 
    I look up at my hunter as I sank to my knees reaching up to unfasten his pants and free his thick member to my interested gaze. 
 
    Catching him in my fist I began to work my hand up and down his turgid length. “You came for me.” I said quietly before I leaned down to catch the fat head between my lips. 
 
    His hands fisted in my hair as he groaned. “I will always come for you.” Alistair promised. 
 
    I laughed around his cock pulling my mouth off of him to say. “Was that a Freudian slip?” 
 
    Alistair laughed pulling me to my feet. “Brat.” 
 
    I winked at him and ran for the bedroom. “Catch me if you can.” 
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Alistair Grimheart 
 
    "On the Eve of death, a hunter must be strong, for his enemies will come for him, all night long." 
 
      
 
    I tackled Madison on to the bed, my shirtless upper body crashing into her petite frame and those ample breasts. My fingers quickly found her nipples twisting them lightly.  A few quick tweaks of them got the reaction I was looking for. That hot, sexy moan Madison could produce. It was a gift. 
 
    My cock still swung free but I practically ripped my pants getting them off of me. In this moment nothing was more important than being inside my little white witch.  
 
    She opened her arms and spread her legs wide to welcome me home. 
 
    Her face danced with joy as my entire shaft slid inside her. "Fill me up, my big hunter," she purred. 
 
    I would do just that. I pushed inside her until my balls were flush against her opening and the head of my cock was against her cervix. I arched my back just a bit for leverage. 
 
     "Ohhhhhh, yes my hunter!" She cried arching her back to take me even deeper. 
 
     I began to hammer in and out of her as hard as I could. I was claiming this woman for all time and I meant business. I would never let Madison go…she was mine…just as I was hers. 
 
    Mine to discipline and to love…mine to protect. As much as it had pained me to discipline her in her time of grief, I wasn't going to allow that sort of doubt or degradation to worm into her mind. Her grandmother, Morgan Le Fey, was a villain, but she did die a hero. 
 
    Each time my cock passed through those puffy, juicy lips, the tip of my cock grew. It was like the perfect kiss to end each movement. It made me want her more, to expand our relationship further.  
 
    I leaned down and whispered, "I want you to roll over." 
 
    Madison didn't hesitate to complete my command. As soon as she did, I placed my arms under her and lifted her up just a little, so that she was on her knees. Her cherry red ass was sticking up in the air, ready to be explored. 
 
    "Hold on tight, this will be a very new feeling." 
 
    She grabbed the edge of the bed. With the same care I showed before, I guided my cock into her little ass hole, sliding it in slowly when the muscles relaxed enough for me to enter. About halfway down, I backed up a bit before going deeper. After a few motions, she was comfortable enough where I could enter without any resistance. 
 
    I owned this woman completely, I thought groaning at the feel of her hot ass clamping down on my pistoning cock. 
 
    It only took her a moment to realize the sensation that was taking over her. "Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh my God," she cooed. 
 
    "Do you like that?" 
 
    "Don't... stop... please..." 
 
    It wasn't generally my place to take orders, but in this instance, I would listen to Madison. As I was the one to push the boundaries, it was only right for me to take her request. With that, I began to fuck her ass hard. I held her hips as I slammed inside with all of my might.  
 
    I ran one hand down her belly and caught her clit between two fingers and tweaked it as I fucked her tight little ass. 
 
    “Alistair!” she screamed my name as the orgasm over took her. 
 
    I pulled out slapping her ass. “Don't move.” 
 
    Running to the bathroom I quickly cleaned up before returning to the little witch that owned my heart. She had obeyed me staying in position, her chest pressed to the mattress and her ass in the air with her legs spread for my pleasure.  I reached beneath her to rub her clit until her whimpers told me she was about to come again. 
 
    I plunged my cock into her womanhood just as the orgasm washed over her. Her eyes went wide and she erupted again, into a second, even larger orgasm. Her pussy clamped down on my cock as her body jerked her inner muscles milking my cock for all they were worth, taking me over the edge with her. I felt the hot release of my seed as it shot into her filling her with ribbons of my come. I stayed there like that pressed deep inside of her until I was sure she'd taken ever drop. 
 
    As our orgasms subsided, we rolled into each other's arms and allowed sleep to finally take hold. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “I don't like this one bit, Alistair." 
 
    "I told you before, Michael, I would do what I had to." 
 
    The tall, golden angel was leaning up against the door. Madison was still asleep in the apartment's only bedroom, exhausted from everything that had happened. "I'm going to protect that one until the day I die." 
 
    "I know," he responded. 
 
    Weariness plagued Michael - he looked close to defeat. "I thought you'd be happy," I tried. "Morgan Le Fey is dead." 
 
    He tried to brighten up, but it wasn't there. "We were all fools, Alistair. Morgan, while the most powerful, wasn't the driving force. This Serena never entered our radar until now. Withershins is out hunting her as we speak." 
 
    "I'll be going out, too." 
 
    "No." The simple word carried a lot of weight behind it. "If he fails, I'll need you to be prepared to face Beelzebub. The Blood Red Supermoon is less than two days away. Hang low and await my word." 
 
    It wasn't often that I backed off, but this was one of those times. The thought of facing off with Beelzebub was a monumental task. I'd need time to recover and regroup. "I'll be prepared, if needed." 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Madison Black 
 
    "Beelzebub's awakening is upon us, time draws to an end, unless the hunter intervenes and back to Hell he sends." 
 
      
 
    "This is the cemetery they'll be using, if that other hunter didn't get to Serena first." 
 
    Alistair rummaged through his coat and found a bronze cross. "Keep this on you at all times. It's been blessed by the Pope himself, to ward off evil enchantments." 
 
    I took it, but I was skeptical. "If that's the case, why didn't it ever help you?" 
 
    He gave me one of those smiles that could literally scare the goosebumps right off a person. "Hunters fight for good, but we are also very much touched by the darkness. That thing won't work for someone like me, just you." 
 
    Oh, well then. I put it in my jeans back pocket and patted it twice for safekeeping. "Another dumb question; why hasn't Michael told us if Withershins killed Serena or not? It seems we're a bit out of the loop here." 
 
    "That really worries me," he answered. It worried him so much, lines appeared on his chiseled, masculine face. "That's why we're here, to stop shit from happening." 
 
    I gave him a salute. "Right boss!" 
 
    My lightheartedness came at just the wrong moment. The coven appeared and we soon found out why Michael had be so eerily silent. At least, I assumed the golden-haired man who looked as if he'd been beaten half to death was Michael. He was tied up to a long post that three of the witches were carrying. 
 
    "Withershins!" Alistair whispered harshly. "That treacherous hunter!" 
 
    Beside Serena, Grandmother's teacher, was a man that was dressed very much like Alistair. He was carrying a tome with him and was very much caught up in his enchantments. I was pretty sure those were what kept Michael in place. 
 
    Alistair lost it. He roared from our hiding spot and straight at ten very dangerous witches and another hunter. If there was ever a death sentence, it was this. 
 
    I womaned up and followed him. Not that he needed me; before I even got into a good run, five of the witches were dead. Surprised by his presence, he'd used his daggers as throwing weapons. Three to their foreheads and two more into their throats. Michael fell to the ground unceremoniously, as three of the dead witches were the ones holding him. 
 
    I figured that's where I'd be the most useful. As Alistair kept his rampage going, I ran over and undid the gag in his mouth. "Hi, I'm Madison," I said. 
 
    "Thank you, sweet girl," he replied. "I'm Michael, the Arch Angel." 
 
    At least this confirmed what I knew. "We need to get you outta here." I looked around and saw no one else. "We should probably also help the virgin. Any idea where she is?" 
 
    Even as bruised and cut up as he was, he still had an impish side to him. "I'm the virgin sacrifice, Madison. Let's help me get out of these bindings, shall we?" 
 
    Newsflash, I didn't see that coming. One of the dead witches was nearby, so I grabbed the silver dagger Alistair had used to kill her. The blade worked very well in cutting the ropes, freeing Michael completely. 
 
    I helped him up. "Never would've taken a guy as handsome as you as a virgin." 
 
    "I'm an Arch Angel in the service of my Lord. I have many oaths I'm sworn to." He looked on at the battlefield, Alistair was battling three more witches and the hunter. He looked close to being overwhelmed. "Excuse me one second." 
 
    "Of course?" I replied dumbly. 
 
    Large white wings spread out to his side and a brilliant blue blade appeared covered in flames. He took off towards the witches and sliced two of them down without a sign of mercy. Serena stood alone rapidly weaving a dark spell of destruction. 
 
    The spark of magic deep within me that I still didn't understand sprang to life. I felt power build from my core and leap to my fingers. I brought my hands together instinctively and a huge white ball of energy forming in my hands. Without another thought I flung the energy ball straight at Serena hitting her square in the chest.  
 
    The old woman was knocked on her ass and looked at me with wide eyes. “A white witch.” She exclaimed so distracted by me that she didn't see the Arc Angel’s sword of light until he was upon her. Michael quickly dispatched Serena straight to the gates of hell. 
 
     The only one left standing was the other hunter. 
 
    "Tohmas Withershins," Michael bellowed. Car alarms nearby went off. "You are guilty of betrayal to the Lord and conspiracy to free Beelzebub." He slashed the air with his deadly flame sword. “Not to mention that you bewitched me with your allegiance to the Almighty and then tried to have me raped by Beelzebub. The punishment is death.” 
 
    The smaller, thin man snarled. "You fools will never stop me. Hail Beelzebub!" 
 
    He had a small vial in his hands and he threw it on the ground. A puff of black smoke appeared and when it cleared out, the other hunter was gone. 
 
    "Where did he go?" I asked as I joined Michael and Alistair. 
 
    Alistair reached down and touched the grass. "He used a dimension hopping enchantment. He's long gone." 
 
    Michael was infuriated. "I can't believe I kept turning a blind eye to him!" 
 
    "There's still a way to stop him." 
 
    Both Michael and I looked at Alistair. "What are you proposing?" the angel asked. 
 
    "It's simple, perform the binding spell on me, tying Beelzebub's only entry point to this location and my soul. If he ever wants to try again, he'll have to come here and he'll have to kill me." 
 
    "No! That's crazy." 
 
    "Madison, our options are limited." Then he eyed me. "Speak out of turn again and you'll be on the wrong side of a whooping." 
 
    Ohhhh, I wanted to argue more, but I didn't. Nope, I stood there in shock and awe as the two men gave a simple nod to each other, grabbed hands, and performed the binding spell. A brilliant flash of light erupted all around us, ensuring everything was a success. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Alistair had me positioned bent at the waist over a saw horse. My legs were spread wide and tied to hold me in place. My arms secured on the other side with my breasts swinging free between them.  
 
    My dark hunter had access to every part of my body. He had a wide black strap that ended in a narrow point in his hand, running it lightly down the skin of my back making me shiver in anticipation. 
 
    “Have you been a naughty little witch?” he asked my as the point of the oddly shaped strap trailed across my ass. I felt my arousal leaking to the top of my inner thighs. 
 
    “Yes, I really have,” I said breathlessly, trying not to pant. After all we’d just started this game. 
 
    Alistair flicked the end of the strap with unerring accuracy catching just the tip of one nipple. I hissed as the slight sting quickly morphed to pleasure causing my nipple to furl even more tightly.  
 
    The pointed tip landed four more times on the same nipple making me writhe in my bonds even as my nipple swelled. “Perfect,” Alistair purred as he attached the jeweled clamp to the highly sensitized tip.  
 
    I moaned loudly at the bit of pain that soon shifted to a heavy fullness.  The other nipple received the same treatment and soon I was shivering and watching my heavy breasts sway slightly each decorated with a big tear drop emerald hanging from its tip. 
 
    I knew what was going to happen next Alistair and I had planned this out. My wonderful dark hunter wanted to explore the worlds of pleasure and pain with me but was careful to ensure I really wanted to do each new thing I tried. 
 
    I yelped when that wicked pointed strap caught the edge of my clit. While I knew what was going to happen apparently my clit had been totally unaware. Poor little thing was completely exposed due to the apparatus Alistair had devised to clamp and spread my labia in such a way that my clit was forced out of its little hood and standing tall.  The strap landed ten times in a row and I could feel my little clit swelling as the skin pulled tight. “Such a beautiful pussy,” Alistair whispered before he sucked my sensitive clit into the heat of his mouth. 
 
    Just as I was about to come he released my clit with an audible pop making me shudder. He waited for a minute to let the edge of the climax pass before he attached the last clamp to my clit. 
 
    I groaned, trying to pant through the bite of pain and keep from coming as Alistair began to thread the heavy chain through the loops on the clamps until it was stretched between my breasts and my clit. Every time my breasts stayed, they received a pleasurable tug and the added benefit of tugging at the clamp on my clit. 
 
    I moaned half in anticipation and half in trepidation. Alistair was about to start using the strap on my ass. I knew my nipples and clit were going to be stimulated with every stroke of the strap. 
 
    The strap was designed in such a way that I enjoyed it being used to spank me. I even enjoyed the occasional bite of that wicked point. I’d just never experienced it while tied in place over a saw horse with all my tender bits clamped and attached to each other. 
 
    He began to swing the strap. Applying it up and down from mid crack to my upper thighs. I was right every stroke sent a zing of pleasure from my nipples to my pussy until I was begging Alistair to fuck me. 
 
    “Do you know I feel this is the perfect time to discuss how badly you scared me at the cemetery when you threw that energy ball at Serena.” At is words my tummy flipped. Our erotic pain interlude was about to become serious for a minute. 
 
    “I was acting on instinct.” I told him earnestly. 
 
    The strap I usually loved struck my left ass cheek with shocking ferocity that little pointy end biting hard enough to leave a definite mark. 
 
    “Your powers are too new and untried to risk using them in battle yet.” Alistair said sharply and the strap landed just as fiercely on my right ass cheek. 
 
    “How will I learn if I don't use them?” I asked only to yelp when two more zingers landed on my sit spots. “Oooohhhooowwie!” 
 
    It didn't help that every stroke sent frissions of pleasure through my nipples and clit leaving my body still poised on the brink of organs. Despite the confused signals firing in my nerve endings. 
 
    Alistair moved in front of me grabbing my hair to make me look up into his eyes. “You need to understand how precious you are to me. I love you. I can't lose you…you’re the other half of my soul.” 
 
    Tears filled my eyes as I looked up at him. “I love you too.” 
 
    “Promise me no more magic fights until you learn how to control and use your magic.”  
 
    “I promise.” Then he kissed me deeply and tugged the chain at my middle lightly almost making me come. 
 
    Thankfully he didn't torture me too long before I felt the broad head of his cock at my weeping entrance. Soon I was wailing in pleasure as every inward thrust not only filled me to capacity but pulled on my labia and clit while tweaking my nipples.  
 
    When Alistair reached beneath and unclamped my right nipple as he drove in hard I screamed at the orgasm that ripped through me. He continued fucking me as he used his fingers to sooth the offended nipple while I shuddered with pleasure. 
 
    He pounded into me even harder as he released the left nipple, sending a second even more violent orgasm through me. 
 
    As he fucked me, he teased my clit by tugging on the chain he held in his hand driving me need higher and higher until I was hanging on the cusp of the mother of all orgasms. My entire body shivered as it built and then Alistair released the clamp on my clit and I was completely lost. The largest orgasm of my life overwhelmed me with the force of a Tsunami leaving my body buffeted with wave upon wave of mind-numbing pleasure. I floated in the abyss my body shuddering and my eyes rolling back in my head as I hung limply in my bonds. 
 
    I heard Alistair’s hoarse shout of satisfaction as if from a distance as I continued to ride passions waves. 
 
    By the time I came fully back to awareness I was wrapped in a blanket being held in my lover's arms. I smiled and snuggled in close.  
 
    I was safe and exactly where I belonged. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Two weeks had passed since the Blood Red Supermoon came and went. Alistair, now sporting short hair that looked absolutely amazing on him, was now a resident of St. Augustine, having moved in with me above my shop. With the local coven gone, my only customers were just the crazy tourists looking for magical trinkets. I liked it better that way. 
 
    Unfortunately, the vampire community took that as a sign to start marking the territory as theirs. We'd been out for three straight nights putting the bloodsuckers in their place, but I knew this was only the beginning. Vampires had a way of not respecting the rules until someone a lot stronger put them in their place. 
 
    Alistair was looking forward to that. 
 
    But, for now, the two of us began to bask in the glorious post-orgasm moment. I ran my fingers through his short dark hair. Looking into the green eyes that I loved so much. 
 
    And that's what gave me the confidence to finally ask him the one thing I'd wanted to know from the start. "How did you get that scar above your eye?" 
 
    That got a chuckle out of him. "Well Madison, it's a long story involving a girl named Lilith..." 
 
    I felt my eyes widen as his tale unfolded. Marveling that Alistair had so many stories to tell but I knew our adventure was just beginning. 
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