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Harrow House has stood atop its high hill, behind shuttered gates and up the long walk bordered by wilted weeds, longer than anyone can remember. It was here before the Maidens first built upon this ground; before they laid down the tentative foundations, in the valley below the House’s high, overlooking hill, of what the Maidens came to call Marrowmont. Though the House looked different then.

	Its present shape and state it must attribute to its current occupant. When its last inhabitant died, the Maidens had desired nothing to do with it; the House had reached out, offering aid and solace, but their undeath was incompatible with the House’s … hunger. 

	And so, the House had been abandoned long indeed by the time the Mother first stumbled into its gravelled grounds, its once-beautiful gardens already dying; this strange, new, towering figure having come in a storm, the distant Abbey’s bell peeling long and hard for aid in her wake. The Mother freshly furious at being denied a prize the House still doesn’t fully understand – the thing that beats, deep in the earth: the heart of the city, figuratively if not geographically, that the Maidens built.

	The House spoke soothingly to the tender fly that had wandered into its web. The sheer power it felt bleeding from every pore of this strange potential occupant a boon too beautiful to ignore. It whispered honeyed words: promised shelter and strength.

	Only to find the Mother not bound by what the House wove around her. This newcomer listening keenly instead to every rumble and creak of the House’s walls, to the faint creak of the roots it had already dug deep into the earth beneath Marrowmont in the long centuries before this place was called so. This towering, terrifying woman standing strong against rain and wind looked up and into the House’s windows and saw past its light and its finery and its slow, genteel dilapidations to its hidden heart. And the House shuddered to be looked upon so. To be so seen.

	But with that fear came a thrill, echoed in the Mother’s smile.

	Because at last, it had found a kindred spirit; another eater of the lost. And one whose delicious fury shone as bright as a second sun. 

	But it has been so long since the Mother spoke to her in soothing tones; since they feasted together. Now the Mother only feeds herself. And the House grows restless. And it watches, waiting, spinning fresh webs as its occupants grow in number, all while the Mother gluts and the House goes hungry. As the House grows resentful.

	And so it watches, as the night fades and its other occupants – the coven – talk in quiet whispers not meant for the ears of the House’s Mistress…

	 

	* * *

	 

	Soft morning light breaks over the pile of naked witches draped atop and around the Mother’s enormous, sleeping form. The loosely berobed length of her splayed out across the giant throne at the heart of Harrow House. Unlike the shifting interior of the rest of the sprawling Gothic mansion – the House constantly rearranging, forever restless – the throne room is only here when the Mother is present; the house acknowledging no other mistress, despite Nyah’s titular role as head of the coven.

	“I’m just saying”—continues Nyah softly from her position atop the sleeping Mother, a thrown-back elbow resting against the Mother’s ribcage, the coven leader’s mahogany skin stark against the Mother’s own amber flesh, and Nyah’s hands expressive this morning—“that in the last six months, they’ve kept their promise. The Bell and Candle Book Club’s kept to their territory, as we’ve kept to ours. Now if that doesn’t show good faith—”

	“But you can’t really be serious about uniting the covens – they’d never worship the Mother,” says a witch in her early twenties with bronze skin, black hair, and heavy breasts, one of which is currently in Catalina’s mouth. Nyah’s second in command only half-listening as she reaches a hand down between the young woman’s legs to caress her slit.

	“That’s not the only thing that defines us,” says Catalina, disengaging from the younger witch’s breast just long enough to say her piece, before she begins landing ascending kisses up the young woman’s neck. She pauses at her jawline, and kisses the other witch’s mouth hard, tongue digging in deep.

	“It’s true,” says Nyah, addressing the other assembled witches as Catalina and the young witch roll over, Catalina’s fingers burying between the younger woman’s lower lips as they tangle their legs together, the younger witch moaning. “Her power feeds us, but at our heart we exist in service to Marrowmont. As do the Bells. Imagine how much more good we could do for the city if we banded together, if we entwined our power toward—”

	Nyah’s hopeful look falters as the Mother stirs beneath her, and she yawns like a lazing lioness, and smacks her lips.

	“Are we having this conversation again?” asks the Mother groggily, voice rumbling deep as rocks falling into a ravine as she comes awake, blinking slowly to clear the rheum from her eyes. She eases up and back into the chair, unheeding of the weight of the several witches dragged along with her as she adjusts her position. “They care far less for this city than we. If they cared more, they would contribute better to its keeping,” she adds as she yawns again.

	“I don’t think they necessarily do less than us,” says Nyah, voice no longer quiet now the Mother’s awake.

	“You think they contribute anywhere near the level of power we do to keep the Maw fed? They are weak,” the Mother says to her disciples. “They give themselves to choice, to vacillation, to consensus. We command certainty. We draw power from the inevitable. Who dares resist our power? That is why our numbers grow so much faster than theirs.”

	“But they worship love just as much as we do,” says Nyah. “I felt it when Jessica and I came together—”

	“Certainly one way of putting it,” says a witch with a dick weighing heavy in her hand as she strokes it, watching Catalina and the other witch fuck.

	“Not what I meant, and you know it,” says Nyah, smiling as she shakes her head at the witch keeping herself erect. “Think back on the rumble in the fall – on how comfortable it felt to just be in their presence, and to talk and joke with them. How easily we all fell in with each other.  These witches are our allies in all but name, and there’s good energy there we could make use of.”

	The crowd nods, many smiling as they remember the song magic and the dance-off that had felt like a prelude to war, until Nyah and Jessica, heads of their covens, had come together in challenge only to build unity out of discord and in passionate tryst found communion, and the joyous Maiden-overseen orgy that had followed the rumble at Hellebore High; how much energy they’d fed to the Maw through proceedings that had begun promising bloodshed and ended a tentative, fragile partnership. One Nyah was fighting hard to maintain.

	“There’s power in that connection,” begged Nyah. “The kind of love the Mother holds for us … they hold for everyone.”

	“I knew Jessica was a good fuck, but damn…” says Catalina, smiling up at Nyah, looking at her upside down. Before her breath hitches as the witch she had just been fingering buries her tongue in Catalina’s slit.

	“You could feel it in the room,” pleads Nyah, ignoring Catalina’s gentle jibe and trying desperately to hold her coven’s accord. She can feel it slipping away as with one immense hand the Mother tilts Nyah’s chin up and back to look into her face. “They are liars and deceivers. They take only to feed the thing they are beholden to. There is no love there. And if you are holding out hope for their leader to ever truly love you, my disciple, she will only disappoint you.”

	Nyah tries to turn away, but the Mother tilts her head back up, waiting until Nyah can’t help but look in her eyes.

	“I tell you the truth because I love you, as I love you all,” she says, looking out across all the witches assembled around her. “No one will ever love you as I do. Out there, in the city, as in the world, you are outcasts. Here, with me, you have power. You have purpose. Do not let a single dance”—she directs the pointed barb at a shame-faced Nyah—“make you forget your loyalties. Love me, and revel in what I have given you,” she finishes, voice thrumming on the air.

	Her coven goes glassy-eyed as the Mother’s power beats upon the air, flowing into and through them. “Worship me,” she says in a voice gone several octaves lower, burning through their skulls, as she slips her robe aside to reveal one half of her naked body, and draws down Nyah’s head to her breast with the other hand, inhaling deep as the first among her witches takes the Mother’s breast into her mouth and bites down hard. She smiles as other members of the coven give up fondling themselves or each other to turn and climb her like a tree, tearing aside the rest of her concealing robe to eat of her slit, or to plant kisses along bright bronze flesh. “Claim your power through me,” she says as she draws Nyah’s face up and buries her tongue in the young witch’s mouth. And devours the adoration there, the thrum of Nyah’s soul and body in perfect harmony. The Mother growing stronger as she moves the kiss deeper and takes one immense hand to play with Nyah’s breasts, her other finding a ready slit nearby waiting for her to ply. She doesn’t even look to see whose it is. It doesn’t matter, only that all this flesh bares itself to her.

	The entire coven falls back into the orgy they only interrupted last night when they collapsed into sleep. The house breathing with them, sighs and moans creeping through long halls and hidden passages; the echo of all that ecstasy rolling like a wave down corridors slick with humidity, despite the cold March winds blowing outside – always a wet, hot summer within Harrow House. The coven quickly covered again in salt-slicked sweat, the tang of it on tongues and sparkling on lips gone puffy from pressing long against skin.

	The Mother smiles as flesh writhes around her, waves of it cresting as witches orgasm under her touch or within reach.

	She drinks down everything – all the amassed energy of her coven coming together, pouring directly into her. And smiles deep as she closes her eyes to let the energy take her higher.

	 

	* * *
 

	With renewed snores echoing through the heart of the house, a freshly showered Nyah slips toward the front door, a backpack slung over her shoulders. She stops in her tracks, one hand on the doorknob in the front hall as soft, unshod footsteps sound from behind her.

	“I really thought more of them might listen today,” says a still very naked Catalina, no shame in it, as Nyah turns to look at her. Catalina leaning against the banister of one of the two divided flights of the Imperial staircase leading up to the second floor. A small frown on the dusky woman’s face.

	“That’s why we keep trying when She’s asleep.”

	“I saw a few faces at least who were keen on the idea.”

	“Until She woke up.”

	“Yeah…” Catalina runs a thumb under one breast where boob sweat has built up, giving the skin some air. “You’ll convince them eventually. Maybe even Her.”

	Nyah laughs sadly. “I don’t know. Feels like I’m just beating my head against a wall here sometimes.”

	“They’re committed to their benefactor. And She’s a fucking goddess. It takes a while to convince those to change, right?”

	“I think She’s got a bit more time to spend not budging than we do,” smiles Nyah.

	“Fair enough. You want me to come with you today?”

	Nyah waves a hand at Catalina’s naked body.

	“I mean I could throw some clothes on,” she says, sticking her tongue out.

	Nyah sighs happily and walks over to kiss Catalina lightly on the mouth, and cups her face in both hands, still leaned in close. “While I’m out, you’re needed here.”

	“And if She asks where you’ve gone?” Catalina calls after Nyah as the coven leader crosses back to the threshold.

	“We tell Her the same thing we always do,” says Nyah, opening the door. “That I’ve gone out to find more converts.”

	“Say hi for me,” says Catalina as she waves farewell, and heads back into the house while Nyah closes the door quietly behind her.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Harrow House watches them go their separate ways with interest – one back toward its interior warmth, its ribald colours, its shifting rooms on the naked woman’s way back to the coven; the other toward the outside world and cold winds
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