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This book is dedicated to the sisters... born with, 

added in marriage, created, and lost. 

You will never be forgotten as long as these words

still are able to tell a tale. 
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From the Author:
I am overjoyed that you have obtained one of my books. As the total creator of everything, you will now hold between your hands at the time of acquiring any of my books, I must warn you that errors may be at foot. I am very hands on with every aspect that might bear my name. Due to that fact typos or oops might appear. This simple trademark to myself is one of the main reasons I have dawned a new leaf’ to my writing career. All of my work can now only be found off of my own site dearharts.com. Please read more below on my biography.
Best Wishes
Eri Nelson

About the Author:
Eri Nelson born Erica Walcott is a Indie Author and the youngest of three in a family of five. Erica became Eri (airy) from her mother who called her that for as long as she could remember. The short take on her name took on a more solid base with the love of her life and husband, Jeff Nelson.
Together they have been for the past twenty years. Within that time, they were able to raise one daughter and endless amount of pets.
Writing is a passion for her and an abundance of never ending joy. Only one thing tops that for Eri... and that is when a reader enjoys the read...
(More on Eri)
Eri Nelson is a nontraditional indie author who manages all areas of her fiction, fantasy, paranormal, action, adventure and sometimes-erotic writing. Eri handles all the groundwork of her books, even the editing. Because of this Eri strives to improve her abilities along with trying to explain to readers her far from traditional sentence structures. However, she will openly admit that typos follow her.
Join Eri and her shadowy side of writing as she takes you along to explore new desire hunger filled worlds where your mind can share in the heat of the read.
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Prologue
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~Hunger, his was plain to see when he had first spotted her. In fact, that longing look sent her libido over the top. Of course, it never took much for the sauce to feel especially heated by a pair of hot eyes. It was what ultimately gave her spells a sting.

After their short encounter at the local bar, one admittedly Saucie had never been to before, they walked draped over each other to a darkened gloomy dive around the corner. The place was far from clean but one should not expect too much when its establishment is pay by the hour.

With a quick drunken fumble, they were in the room in a matter of moments. The guy was not going to give to much a struggle and the sauce did not mind that at all. She knew what she wanted and how to get it all the same.

The sauce grabbed her Vic around the collar and let loose her roaming tongue. She teased his lips with promise and seized his mouth in haste. The performance was enough to loosely move his hands high up her posterior while allowing Saucie enough of an inch or two to wrap her legs up and around his waist. Now in her position of control, she could feel his mountainous need and it accelerated her libido even further. She found that this one might be harder for her to control herself with than the others. Perhaps she should warrant some caution. However, as he drove his kisses down her neck all prior bets were off. He was hers and no matter the consequences, she was going to ravish the life out of him.
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Chapter 1
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Chased To A Veiled Home

~Her bare feet beat hard down on the rough jagged freshly laid pavement. The patent leather red-hot kitten style high heels had been discarded in pursuit of a quicker retreat from those who were chasing her. Nevertheless, her adrenaline was running far too high for her to take heed to how her pace was cutting into the soles of her feet. However, the hounds used by the council would not miss any of her magical blood left behind on many of New Orleans’ side streets that the sauce had been trying to use to escape her pursuers. 

It was apparent that she had done something else since her birth to piss off the council. Of course what should they expected from a part succubus. 

She could feed in many ways. Although, food was not enough for part of her therefore at times her job had come in pretty handy. Often it was just a spell to rid her clients of a current Vic. Admittedly, the sauce had been carried away a time or two but she had always been able to clean up her mess or at least she thought. Obviously now as she ran for her life she debated on how thorough she had been.

~Moments before her feet had walked slowly along the rain doused sidewalks of downtown New Orleans. Louisiana’s historically referred to neighborhoods along the Mississippi River. This early morning walk was a touch out of her way. However, the sauce had a particular liking to the French Quarter. Often she found herself drifting in that general direction without comprehending that was her destination in mind. Admittedly, she had often liked to get lost among the vacationers who often visited among this area. Although an inhabitant of the Irish Channel, Magazine Street was roughly a seven-mile walk from the quarter. Therefore, the streetcars and local buses had been her options when her feet would finally give out under her heel’s demands. Of course, this morning due to the time it was not an option. Besides she needed the walk after the night had eventually taken its toll.

Letting the night recap in her mind, she walked comprehending her time as it was now. Unfortunately, Saucie had not found her latest Vic of the prior night to be of any real challenge. When her client had come seeking her help she had originally worried that the requirements were going to be of a tall order. However, as the night truly showed, he was easier to take down than most. The only problem she had found herself with was that of control. He had been far to delectable and much more enticing than she could have hoped for.

From just inside the motel’s doorframe they had ravished each other. Saucie debuting her black leather like leggings, that did more to lift and separate her derriere’s dramatic look than any visible thong could dare to imagine, a simple black cotton spandex off-the-shoulder crop top, and a pair of patent leather red-hot kitten style high heels. The look was her typically enhance and ploy attire. Meant to entice the male counterparts without actually walking around naked.

Saucie was a very busty young lass who embraced her singed locks far better than any Ginger with any Gilligan’s help could have thought to envision. However, with or without the old television series of wrecked shipped happenings Saucie’s appearances was enough to wow many men and Justin Shortchange was just the newest to be swept up by her wide dark eyes and ivory toned skin.

A Vic or Victim varied in the sauce’s line of work. Through the years, she had seen many who failed to appeal to her more thorough appetite. Therefore, last night was a welcome change of pace as well as a filling meal.

Justin Shortchange was nothing that of his name. For there was nothing shortchanged about what he was toting? Which happen to be a pleasant surprise for Saucie. However, Saucie had to remember that she was working for her client. On the other hand, as long as she had fulfilled her part of the contract with her client the Vic or in this case Justin could be a full buffet. Last night, let us just say, was a full course meal with refills. At least until Justin had met his end. Even with Saucie wishing to continue on to days with him, she knew that she had to end her game soon enough and luckily so since Justin was only human after all. With that in mind, Saucie conceded that he would have worn out quicker than she would have liked anyways. Perhaps it had been a good thing that she chose to finalize Justin’s end to things when she did. It cleared the way to start her next case and out from under having to establish any sort of cleanup of Justin. Therefore, with last night’s tidy up taken care of sooner than expected she was eager to move on to possibly her next Vic.

Saucie’s Vics were usually set on her by her clients. Who usually came in the form of trodden trifles that boo whooed over their men leaving them. Most of the time it took all of Saucie’s restraint to not roll her eyes in the back her head while hearing their woes-me-speeches. However, they did not come to Saucie’s office to be slapped upside the head for being so gullible in their choosing of companions. No, they would seek her out to either catch them in the act or persuade them, in Saucie’s unique way, to go back to their prior female companions. On some occasions, she was asked to rid the client of the Vic. Although this was traditionally done by spell, last night it had been mostly her succubus side that intervened over her witchy side. 

Saucie outside of being a witch was a succubus. The combination was a rather unique combo in her world. Unlike many witches who rely on the connection to the goddess and spell casting for power using the elements, Saucie’s unique skill set rallied from any and all sexual energy. Even being around those who were emanating arousing vigors could bring about Saucie’s spell influencing ways.

Her practice specialty was to cast over her so-willing-Vics the-want-of-returning to their woman to whom they had either just cheated on or left completely. Of course, there were those times when spells were cast to rid clients of Vics or even just to check if the Vics would cheat on the clients. Saucie’s craft was a wanted trade however it was also another blackened spot against her in the Wiccan community. 

She was the tragedy that happens when a true Witch is either cursed or damaged. Although Saucie never felt damaged, in fact she had always felt empowered by her abilities. 

Her mother, Lucy, had been a true white Witch. One of the most renowned in their coven. That was until Saucie was conceived of course. After her local coven had found out, it was not long before the High Board of Priestess, known as the council, knew as well. 

The council was comprised of the five highest women of the five strongest covens. In laymen’s terms, they were the five that either were the strongest of their powers or had enough money to ensure that no one knew how weak they really were.

Saucie’s mother in truth should have been one of them. However, she was seen as a loose individual. Far to free in sharing flesh with Warlocks than keeping her inner Goddess clean. Yes, it was a prudish concept for such a modern time. However, the High Board of Priestess were firm on the women of their covens remaining pure and hence forth not mixing the magic in the consumption of sex. This thinking was what would lead their kind to not being tainted. 

It was their thought and not Saucie’s mother’s. Although as she became pregnant for Saucie she was to learn that mixing sex with magic was to be her curse and the council’s mission to prove their theories right on.

Witches and Warlocks alike married mortals. This was how the magic within them was cleansed and determined only the strongest of them to carry on. If a birth resulted in a magicless child then it was a child that cleansed the line and the following child would carry the strongest of powers than perhaps the Witch or Warlock in question. For generations this method had proven strong. Yet, there had been a few along the way like Saucie’s mother that bucked the system and produced the unexplained.

The unexplained were never really categorized for not many of them were allowed to survive childbirth or roam free to be categorized. Although, those few that escaped the system were either nonmagical or had sparked and sputtered uncontrollably as entities. These few were full on uncertainties as to if their magic would come when called. Basically, they proved to the world looking on that magic could be faulty. And as magic had been open to the populace for well over a century now, the council was certain to keep their standards high as the human world looked on. They simply would not allow damnations or the unexplained, as they were referred to, to roam the earth. The carnage of magical or nonmagical humans would be seen as appalling. So of course they had to be abolished beneath the human’s law radar for persons even resembling the human race raised too much of a consciousness within the mortals. However, there were still a great deal of secrets undisclosed to the mortal world when it came to spell casting. Therefore, bringing an end to the freedoms of the unexplained could be as simple as a spell casted. Although, in theory this form of Wiccan management had proven satisfactory in multiple ways as well as in form, the issue of Saucie had never been that easy of a detail to control with such protocols.

Lucy I.S. Hot-to-Trot was Saucie’s mother’s full name. Although Saucie had dropped her mother’s maiden name to the curbside, she still looked up to her mother’s foresight. For if, it had not been for Lucy’s spell casting abilities the board of priestess would have surely found the means those many years ago to end Saucie’s young life. 

Though, now Saucie was quite capable and luckily strong enough to evade an oncoming spell casting attacks on her own. Hopefully, she would not find herself having to be that young veiled witch her mother had trained her to be.

~However, as her once hopeful mind-clearing walk had diminished, any possible chance of making her conscious feel lifted from her prior night; Saucie found herself fleeing under the onslaught of sorcerers who tracked her under the council’s command.

Desperation reeked from her sweaty composure and she darted in and out of the streets trying to reach some sort of compromise as to an escape. The sauce only needed a moment or two to figure out her next move. Although, the wretched dogs had been unleashed and called to their sorcing infused masters to her whereabouts. Just as she assumed her luck was all but gone, she got a glimpse of two lovers. Concealed within the corner of the overhanging bridge the lovers clung to each other. Neither willing to make way for the early morning light, they clung to their lover’s moon and embraced in one last heated kiss. This last passionate moment was all that Saucie needed before a breeze began to toss at her feet. Gaining in strength her heated spell brought the streets discarded elements to circle about her and rise just above her head as to bring movement to the streetlamps overtly overhead. Although, her strength of spells did not stop there for it was now laced with her fear. Therefore, it rose to the skies where it darkened and chocked the early morning rays to cease its break onto the city below. Even now, two lovers ran from the siege of pain infusing rain that pelted down upon them.

No one was immune to the powerful storm that swirled around its source. She was the eye of the gale that tore through the Irish Channel toward Magazine Street where another spell awaited to once again make one wanted succubus a hidden witch.
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Chapter 2  
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Home Power Allows The Spells To Seek

~A storm cast a few streets prior to home had been sent beyond the safe pathways of Saucie’s dwelling. Beyond the borders of the Mississippi River and a couple states over, the councils’ sorcerers would now hunt. Her home was guarded. Something she had learned from birth to do. She was her mother’s daughter and to Saucie that meant a great deal.

The multi-family home located on the darker end of Magazine Street outwardly looked as if it were a one family lodging. That was until the user of the spell neared and then the one beholder of the casted words could look on to the home as it was meant to be seen. To another passerby it was a smaller home that possibly had been remolded down from a multi-family home. Moreover, if anyone was to be to nosey the documents at the courthouse would say so as well. Even workers could be recalled here at this location at one time or another. This was the beauty of the spell, it answered so many questions and was capable to grow as the questions grew. 

Therefore, the yellow faced multi-family home facing outward from the darkened end of the street could remain safe. Well at least half of it was to at least remain invisible for all those looking for it. 

The duplex opened up like any other. Two entryways spaced on their own small twin porches. Saucie’s although a great deal less cheery than the brighter yellow half of the home. Admittedly, the spell to guard its safekeeping tended to have a darker shade as well as a bit of gloom to the half being protected. It was this that issued a warning to those who may have thought that they might have seen something on first glance. Albeit the outside dreary appearance gave way to the Victorian styled appeal of the house’s interior. 

Wood floors stretched from entrance to bath. The natural aged wood had held its glamour well enough to showcase the fine etched fireplaces and pocket doors that separated each of the four down stairs rooms, aside from the half bath as well as the kitchen of course. Although the sauce did not have much of the elements to cast from, her mother divulged in the usage of the elements and then some. Therefore, the kitchen floor at least had to be something Saucie could get down on her hands and knees to scrub. Her mother was not known to be excessively messy but all bets were off when it came to spell casting. 

A flight of stairs would open up to one landing in which was Saucie’s bedroom. Sided along with a full master bath and the sauce’s house was complete. No true basement to think of. Of course, Saucie did not have much need for the extra storage. She was a travel light type of girl. Even now, her furnishings came to her with the acceptance that she may have to abandon them at a moment’s notice. However, the overstuffed flowered to striped chairs and couches would be greatly missed. Admittedly, she had taken great pleasure in picking out the fair yellow matching items with great pleasure. It had been fun mixing the patterns and matching the shades so perfectly to offset the dark aged wood that had lined the house with its distinct detail and the pale yellow did just that. Not quite a country styled home in the midst the suburbs of city life, the patterns of the furniture enriched the countryside theme. The warmth of the sunny appeal against the darker tones of the wood trimming the house allowed for the flowery shadings hanging from each and every window to balance out even the fair golden stripes of the wallpaper which blended in a very appealing way to the features of each and every room. The pale tones not only carried the sun’s warming embrace but also allowed visitors a calming sense when they entered the fresh natural contributions that every surrounding touch gave to each space. 

Perhaps a touch of her would miss her home and possessions but it was her life and the hazard of being what she was. Under the council’s views that was all that was needed for her to grow less attached to her belongings. 

Although home, the sauce’s fear had now mounted outside of fear and on to
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