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Chapter One

 


“Paulie, want to see a human
sacrifice?” my editor asked.

“Not unless you’re the victim,
Scotty.” I didn’t even glance up from my keyboard. Working for an
alternative weekly newspaper was all glory, let me tell you. Not
only do I get to investigate, write, edit, and typeset all my
articles, I get to do it while my editor hangs over my shoulder and
then changes all the requests he made in the first place. Then, of
course, the copy editor winds up changing my formatting anyway.
It’s a living. Barely.

Scott Baford, called by the entire paper’s staff
Scott Botard instead of his chosen moniker of Scott “Scoop” Baford,
ignored my comment. “This is on the level. You know that religious
group way up north near the border that supposedly practices all
sorts of old religious practices from pagan times?”

“Pagan times were concurrent with much of Christian
history,” I pointed out to him.

“Okay, pagan rituals. I think they’re supposed to be
modern-day druids or something. There are always rumors going
around the internet about how they practice human sacrifice and all
sorts of bizarre ancient rituals.”

“‘And it must be true because I
read it on the internets,’” I purposely misquoted. “Where’d you
get that piece of info: Wikipedia or Imanutjob.com?”

“Nope, from the Northward Freedom Ecologists’ own
website. I checked it out right after they sent me an invitation to
their summer solstice celebration.”

I glanced up at him. “You serious?” I asked.

“As a heart attack, stroke and cancer all on the
same day.”

“Going to pay my expenses to drive up there?” I
asked. Puffery aside, if the Botard was serious about the
assignment he’d pay me to go. I was seeing dollar signs
already.



He held up an envelope. “Petty cash to get you started. Save your
receipts and we’ll reimburse the rest when you get home. Your
contact is some woman named Lilith Woods.”

I snatched the envelope out of his hand before Scoop
could change his mind. “You serious about the name?”

“Yup, it’s all there. I’ll forward her emails to
you.”

I was excited by this: a vacation up north at the
paper’s expense. I’d take my girlfriend and make sure to get laid
as much as possible, maybe even in the great outdoors.

Klare was hard at work her studio of our shared
apartment when I got home. I took her paint brush out of her hand
and started pulling off her clothes. “What are you doing?” she
asked, not really protesting but more curious why she wasn’t being
allowed to continue her artwork.

“Stripping you,” I answered. For some reason she
still wore the same overalls she continually sported in college.
They were now paint splattered and faded, but the clasps to the
shoulder straps were easy to unhook and the denim clung tightly to
her body, that’s why I liked her in them. I liked her even better
out of them. Once the overalls were off it was a simple matter of
removing her white t-shirt and pulling down her cotton panties.
Since she never wore a bra while working she was quickly naked. I
pushed her back to the futon mattress shoved into the corner of her
studio where she took naps for inspiration. It’s also where we
fucked when mood struck.

“Maybe I don’t want to have sex right now,” she said
while laying back and spreading her legs. I kissed my way down her
neck and over her chest—covered with blue and red star tattoos—down
to her tiny, perky pink nipples. Today she was wearing gold rings
in her nipples, each ring sporting dangling quarter-moon charm. I
kissed, licked and sucked her nipples as she ran her fingers
through my hair. “But maybe I can change my mind.”

“That’s what I’m trying to do,” I said, taking a
quick break from her nipples then started kissing my way down her
tummy. I followed the line of stars that eventually evolved into a
sinuous rainbow running over her belly button—unpierced because she
declared that particular adornment the province of teenyboppers—and
then down to her quim. She was shaved bald—apparently that
particular affectation was not the province of teenyboppers—and the
rainbow ended in a starburst right above her prominent clit. I had
asked her several times how much time and money went into her
elaborately beautiful tattoos. She refused to say; simply stating
that a work of art is cannot be accurately valued in cash.

A moan issued from between her lips. Her scent was
strong today and her juices started flowing when I licked between
her legs. “You taste heavenly,” I told her, my words half-muffled
by her fleshy sex. I could feel just the barest hint of stubble
growing back. Shaving was allowed, but not waxing or
electrolysis.

“Cock,” she sighed. “I need cock, not your tongue.”
I didn’t need any further encouragement. In a wink I was out of my
clothes and plunging my prick deep into her cunt. She was warm, wet
and ready. She was always warm, wet and ready regardless of what
she said she wanted. “Oh, that feels good,” she sighed, closing her
eyes and locking her legs around my waist. “How long has it been
since we fucked?”

“This morning,” I huffed into her ear. “You were
half-asleep when I came in you.”

“You’re not supposed to have sex with me unless I
give permission,” she said, her fingers trailing down to my
ass.

“You didn’t protest,” I said.

“You should have heard me complain when I woke up
with a soggy pussy and a wet spot on the bed.”

What could I do? You don’t get out of bed in the
morning right away if you wake up next to a beautiful woman.
“Sorry. Now turn over.”

She did as I asked, presenting me with her unmarked
back and ass. For as much tattooing as Klare had done on her chest
and abdomen, she had yet to decide what she wanted on her back. It
was almost like fucking two different women depending on what side
I was facing. I slipped my cock back into her, then pressed my
thumb against the tiny brown rosebud of her asshole.

“Don’t,” she said, tensing up as I touched her and
kept stroking in and out of her.

“You love it,” I told her.

“I know,” she sobbed.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Uh-huh.” She was beyond words now. I thrusted a few
more times into her, then carefully timed a quick thrust with my
hips and my thumb at the same time, slipping by her outer
sphincter. It was what she needed to make her cum, overfilled by my
cock, thumb and spunk. She cried out in pain and pleasure. I loved
hearing her excited cries. Never was she more beautiful than when
she was cumming. Eventually we collapsed to the mattress and after
a few minutes I pulled away my thumb and cock. She didn’t seem to
notice for she had drifted off to sleep.

I was hard at work on my computer when Klare woke up
and walked into my study. Naturally she didn’t bother to get
dressed; I think I’ve seen Klare more often with the clothes off
than on. “What are you doing?” she asked me sleepily.

“Researching the Northward Freedom Ecologists,” I
told her.

“Why?” She still wasn’t awake. This was part of her
process of coming back to reality.

“New assignment. I’m supposed to go visit them and
write up their human sacrifice rituals.”

Klare blinked at me twice. Now she was awake. “You
can’t be serious.”

“As serious as American obesity.”

“Why?”

“That’s what I’m going to find out. As for why I was
given the assignment you’ll have to ask Scoop Botard.”

“When do you go?” I missed the tone in her voice, I
was busy making notes.

“Tomorrow morning. Want to join me on a vacation up
north all-expenses paid by the Capitaland Weekly? You can be my
photographer.”

“I have my show in two days. And this is my fertile
period.”

Shit.

“I’m sure you’re already pregnant,” I tried to
reassure her. “We’ve has sex twice a day for the last week. And
I’ll be sure to fuck you tomorrow morning.”

Wrong answer.

“You really don’t understand, do you?” I’d seen
Klare like that before. Fire blazing in her eyes, fury masked her
face.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked trying to
deflect her anger.

“No,” she turned on her heel, stalked back to her
studio, slammed and locked the door behind her. Even her leaving
wasn’t all that bad. I got to admire the roll of her curvy ass as
she left.

We had finally made the big decision to start a
family, as it is colloquially known. Basically when Klare hit
thirty she decided it was time to start having kids. She didn’t
need to get married, and since I was the boyfriend of the moment
(and for the past three years) I was automatically chosen as the
father-to-be. I went along with the plan. But four months after the
big decision, still no baby on the way even after near constant
fucking on our part. I could tell she was starting to get more than
a little anxious. But I still needed to do my job; after all, it
was my income that was propelling our little family-to-be.

Still, there was no use arguing. I did my research
late into the night and went to bed. I checked the door to her
studio. It was still locked. I decided it was her loss and hit the
road in my ancient Chevy Corsica, the sedan of choice for moms of
all ages in the 1980s.

About an hour north of the city is a sign
proclaiming the Northway as the most scenic highway in the United
States. I had to admit it was probably true, but not having driven
on every interstate in the US, I couldn’t say for sure. After three
hours on the Northway and then another hour on minor state routes,
I finally got to my destination.

The village of Hodspur was supposedly all owned by a
single entity, some corporation that acted as fiscal agent for the
Northward Freedom Ecologists. There was sothing illegal about it,
just strange. I was supposed to meet Lilith Woods at the town hall
at noon. I anticipated finding the town hall more or less in the
middle of the village, built in an early 20th century brick and
pillar design. I couldn’t have been more wrong.

The town hall was built on the edge of the village
in a modern log cabin style. It was massive. Inside the building
the offices were much like any other government building and I had
no trouble tracking down Ms. Woods. And was I glad that I did.

Lilith Woods was a tall beautifully striking woman
with blonde hair down to her waist, high arching eyebrows, lightly
freckled skin, and an incredible body. She hid very little beneath
her proper business suit; except for the fact her red silk blouse
barely had enough buttons to close it over her prominent breasts.
It was the kind of cleavage most teenage boys drooled over. I
quickly shook her hand and sat down at her invitation in the
office. This was a good thing, I was getting a stiffy and sitting
allowed me to more easily hide my erection.

“So good of you to come see us, Mr. Dante.”

“My pleasure, Ms. Woods. Tell me, why have you
invited me up here? I thought your group was...fairly
secretive.”

She smiled. It
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