The Carnal Kingdom Presents…

~ THE SOUTHERN DEMON MYSTERIES ~


“I guess to begin our story I have to tell you something about Louisiana.” an older, African American gentleman said as he sat in front of a young priest. The older man had short, scruffy curly gray hair, which some would call like a Brillo pad. His skin was wrinkled and he smelled of snuff and alcohol. His clothes, a pair of overalls and a flannel t-shirt, seemed as old as he did. He said his name was Bo Hughes, or just Bo for short. But the priest was respectful of his elder, considering he was willing to explain what went on here. The young priest had to go through a lot of red tape to find out the truth, and finally found someone that would speak to him.


“You see, Louisiana, and New Orleans in general, is a town of prosperity and tradition. We have had many things happen to us; Hurricanes, floods, mundane and spiritual happenings, and even at one point in time in history, the devil himself came to visit us. Sixty-one years ago back in the year 1950 they say the devil came to Louisiana with a large number of demons in tow. They say the devil lost a bet or was forced into a contract, and he brought those demons here to let them cultivate. This was known, back then, as the ‘Louisiana Purchase’, one of the most important things that happened in our society.”


The priest was shocked. “Are… are you certain, Mr. Bo? What do these demons look like?”


“Green. Horns, rat tails, two sets of eyes, with peering red orbs as their main ones that look deep into one’s very soul.” The older man proclaimed, leaning in to give the priest a scare. But the priest had more resolve then that. He only moved slightly in his seat, before giving a nod, motioning for Bo to continue.


“But you know, at one point, the demons were savage, uncivilized creatures… but over the many years they’ve been here, they’ve became integrated into society. Why, sometimes those demons are even more human then a human could be!”


“Really? That is hard to believe, Mr. Bo. I was raised to believe that a demon was only here for the destruction of the world.”


“No, Mr. Priest. I am sorry to say that is just a common stereotype. You didn’t seem that type of person to me.”


The priest was slightly taken back by that. He didn’t mean to offend him, but that was definitely something he was led to believe. Shaking his head, he sat up straight, to be attentive. “That is not true, Mister. I am actually just stating what I was taught.”


“Well, how about this. In order to explain them better, I’ll tell you a story. A story of the events a couple years back, with one of my friends. Then you can decide what you think of the ones that live here. Does that sound good?”


“Yes, that would be helpful,” the priest said, a smile on his lips as he spoke. The event a couple years ago was the reason he was sent here in the first place.


“Good. It was the year, two thousand and nine. The first black president was elected into office, the town was doing much better after it was hit by a hurricane, and things were still kickin’ in the Middle East. My friend had lived here for all her life now: She was born and raised in New Orleans, and she loved it more then any other person. It began with her coming to work one day, to a bar that she ran known as the “Daemonophobia”, the bar that is right next door. Back then, it wasn’t all those “Gothic” people running about in it. It use to be more of a blues bar, truthfully… just something for us blues lovers to come to and relax…”

May, 2009: The French Quarter of New Orleans


The young blonde haired Caucasian woman walked down the street, listening to people whistle and take note to how beautiful she was. Wearing sandaled heels and a pair of ‘Daisy Dukes’ on with a shirt that was snug around her torso, she looked at the men from behind her sunglasses and gave a smile, as she made her way up to the bar that she owned. 


As she went inside, she heard the radio playing music, as the announcer mentioned the weather.


“It’s going to be slightly hot today folks. We’re looking at 85 degrees today, sunny with no clouds. If you want to go out and enjoy the warmth, go ahead, but don’t forget to wear your sunscreen if you burn easily!”


The blonde just gave a light chuckle, before walking forward and speaking.


“Hey Betsy, hey Bo, I am back now. Did we get any customers while I was gone?”


“No of course not sugar. You expect the drunks to be in hear this early?” A young freckled red haired girl said. But unlike most young ladies, she was green with wings and a rat-like tail. She wore a nice outfit that was skimpy and revealing, as she cleaned glasses behind the bar. Also, unlike most ladies, she had three breasts, carefully tucked within her bartender shirt. Most people would call her odd, but she seemed to be at place within the bar.


“Hey, I’m surprised Mr. Morton isn’t hear after his breakup,” Bo Wetherson said, a couple years younger then the one that began the story is. But that didn’t matter too much, since he was still old, but maybe a bit sprier then his current condition. He was busy sweeping, wearing a pair of slacks but the same old flannel shirt.


“That’s true; I heard his break up was pretty bad.” The blonde said as she moved to the changing room in the back. “Where’s my daughter? I expected her to be running about by now.”


“She’s pretty much finishing up her writing that you told her to do before today’s classes, Beth Ann. I am sure she’ll be down in a moment.” Betsy said. “Oh, Georgia told me she would be late today, due to some problems at home. So consider yourself informed, Kay?”

The blonde haired girl just shrugged before continuing to the room. “Yea, she always has problems. Sometimes I wonder if she will have problems when she actually gets a REAL job.”

With a sudden glow and a raise of energy in the air, the Nefesetairi woman stepped out of her vessel. The body fell to the ground with energy and electricity streaking from the vessel to her. It was almost like a snake shedding its skin, but of course more dramatic. Beth Ann just gave a sigh before picking up the corpse that she used for a vessel, and put it in the closet where she kept them.


Putting on her uniform that she always wore for work, the blond demon woman gave a smile as she looked in the mirror. She was never big on wearing vessels, but at least she had some pretty ones. With Blonde hair just like her vessel only slightly shorter, she had blood red eyes that gleamed like rubies in the light. Her hair was done in two cute pigtails, with her second set of eyes being a beautiful baby blue color. Unlike Betsy, Beth Ann had only two breasts; apparently, she was told that meant she was of good bloodline. She never thought anything of it, although she was better at possessing then Betsy was. Also, unlike her vessel that had a more golden hair style, her hair was closer to a dirty blonde, as she combed it to be a bit straighter. Her skin was a nice green and her body was just as shapely as her vessels; she tried to keep herself as good looking as she could.


As she finalized her look, she heard the door open slightly. Looking over, she saw her daughter's head pop in, smiling happily as she saw her mother. At first she pretended to not notice her. But as her little one came creeping up to her, she turned around and gave her a surprise as she tickled her.


“Heehee! I thought I had you mom!” the little girl squealed, as she finally squirmed out of her mother's grasp. Beth reached down and grabbed onto her and lifted her up, holding the girl in her arms as she spoke to her.


“Come're girl!” She began, before looking at her with a smile. She looked like any eight year old Caucasian girl, her peach like flawless skin the same as any normal human girl's. Her father was a human construction worker that she had a one night fling with; as such, she was born half Nefesetairi and half human. Emma Sue had the 'correct' number of toes and fingers with thumb, and her eyes were all blue. What made her stand out was her Caucasian skin colored demon wings and Caucasian skin rat tail. Also, she had an extra set of eyes as well, but they were the same baby blue as her main set. Her hair was short and brown, fit perfectly around her little head. Wearing her usual slightly long t-shirt that reached barely over her butt and nothing else, Beth Ann gave a furrow of her brow before speaking up.


“Honey, where's your overalls?” She asked her, as Sue looked away with a giggle. 


“They fell off somewhere.”


“Well go un-fell them, I need for you to go to your grandfather's for me.”


“I thought you weren't talking to grandpa because he was teaching me Doo... So... Vodou.”


“Well I need for him to give you the shine basket so I can make the peach moonshine today. I don't have time to go to him, so you have to. And your schoolwork is done?” Beth asked. Considering what Sue looked like, she had to home-school her daughter. She wasn't strong enough to possess bodies yet, so she figured she would just have to home school her until then.


Sue just nodded her answer, and finally Beth put her down. She rubbed the girl's hair gently, before leading her out into the bar itself. As she came out, she noticed that there were a few returning customers here now, drinking their drinks and enjoying the light melodic sound of blues and country.


“Mr. Morton pleased to see you today! How are you doing?” She asked an older African American gentleman, who was just as gray haired as her helper Bo's. The older man gave a smile and raised his glass, choosing to not say anything. 


(He must be still broken up over the breakup.) Beth thought, as she went behind the bar to relieve Betsy. The girl went from behind the bar and started to get the food that they wanted, as Sue went running around the bar. 


“Sue! Stop running around and get to your Grandfather's house already!”


“Yes mommy!” Sue called out, before disappearing towards the back.


“And don't bother the cook for food! And put some dang pants and shoes on!”


“Yes Mommy!” Sue called out from the back. She walked past the cook, a relatively young Hispanic man with long black hair named Ricardo.


“Hey Chica.” Ricardo said, before handing her a snack. She took the deep fried butter ball and popped it in her mouth, before going out the door, forsaking her clothing she was told to put on by her mother. Ricardo just shook his head before going back to the fryer.


Back out in the bar, Beth prepared another drink for Mr. Wetherson as another customer came in. A relatively lost customer, he was a middle-aged Caucasian man with graying black hair and brown eyes. He came in with the mail woman, and he definitely looked like a tourist.


“Crap.” Beth Ann said, before she looked up and reached to press her hand against a magical circle that was drawn on the door where the glasses went. But before she could put up the illusion so that he wouldn't see what everyone looked like, the man smiled and walked up to her.


“Ah...Hello sir...” Beth said sheepishly, as Bo and Betsy looked at him with a tad bit of worry. The mail woman pulled out the mail then put it down on the bar, giving a wave to Beth before leaving.


“Wow, they were right, you really are green! And everyone seems fine with it too!” The middle aged man said. He took of his hat, dressed in a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of shorts, before coming to sit down. “It's mighty hot today in Louisiana. May I get a drink?”


“Sure sweetie...” Beth said, still a little nervous. 


“Don't worry Ms. Swift, I won't say anything. I heard about you from certain locals and I wanted to talk to you.”


“Oh... cool...” Beth said, calming down, but only slightly. She began to wonder who told him about the Nefesetairi bar she ran, but she just shook her head and asked, “...What would you have?”


“A sunset sarsaparilla, mixed with whiskey please.”


Beth mixed the drink, before handing it to him with a smile. “So what brings you to Daemonophobia other then the rumors? Or is that the only reason you came in here?”


“Truthfully, I came to see the beings here. I always heard that there were demons in Louisiana. I myself am a type of... occult connoisseur. I belief in a lot of things... Gods, Goddesses, demons and angels, and of course, spirits of all sort. So I came from New York City all the way to Louisiana to meet you. Now, can I answer some questions?”


“I don't know, can you?” Betsy asked, walking up to stand next to Beth.


“Oh, I don't believe we met. I am Jack. And you are...”


“None of your business.” Betsy said, before Beth darted an angry look at her. Betsy looked at her back, as if to ask why she is entertaining the man, before   Beth gave a light smile and looked at the man.


“I apologize for my employee's actions. Please, ask away.”


Jack smiled, before he pulled out a notepad and pencil. “Thank you.”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


Sue smiled and sang to herself as she walked through the tall grass that led to the house where her grandfather lived. The grass was filled with critters such as ticks and snakes and multiple poisonous spiders, but Sue never had to worry about them, because for some reason they never decided to jump up and bite her. Slowly, she walked towards the old shack, when she heard a strange mixture between a light tribal drumming and the sound of a banjo being strung. Curious, the young girl moved quickly to see what was going on, and as she arrived she saw a sight she never saw before.

Stacked up was a large pile of human bones. The bones sat in front of a large dug out pit, which was filled with all different types of fluids from the bodies. Standing there was an interesting old Haitian woman, who stirred the odd smelling mixture with a large stick. The Haitian woman was in a beautiful white gown with a multi-colored sash around her shoulders, and her long gray hair was tied into multiple large braids. She wore dark sunglasses, making it impossible to see her eyes. Slowly, Sue walked up, interested in the deeds that the woman was performing.

“Hello Mambo Viola. Is this from the bodies?” She asked the older woman, who smiled at the young girl. 

“Yes. This ‘excretion’ is given to us by the morgues. What you’re looking at is a powerful stew for the Loa. It will get their attention. For tonight, we will celebrate one of the greatest purchases ever to be within Louisiana.”

“A purchase?”

“Why yes, a purchase; the reason why you are alive and the reason why I am doing so well in my business. I am pleased to also say we have new visitors from your ‘motherland’.” Mambo Viola said to her, a smile on her lips. She motioned towards the house, as the music continued from the inside. Sue gave an approving nod; she knew about purchase week, but she didn’t know much about the purchase itself. She just guessed some old people got together and did something interesting, and now they have a week long holiday.

“Go ahead inside and meet your kin; I am sure you’ll love to get to know them.”

With a nod, Sue went running into the house. She was greeted by female dancers who brushed passed her, Nefesetairian in nature. She didn’t know anyone inside; the only one she actually knew was her grandfather, who sat next to a very tall and strong looking Nefesetairi woman. 

All the women had no shirts on, contrary to what she normally saw from her people. Sue marveled at the half naked women who danced, exposing their bare green chests to the world. She walked up to her grandfather, who spoke in the native tongue, Abyssal, to the strong looking woman.

“It has been a long time since I have met anyone like your tribe, Philomene. I am pleased that you have all come up to commemorate our arriving into Louisiana.”

“I am only here because of the Dark Prince, Virgil. He has allowed me and my tribe to come up and celebrate with you, if only for the week. I am sure we will enjoy ourselves.”

As she looked up to the woman, she could tell that she was unique, like an African Princess. She had long black hair, and her second set of eyes were golden in color. As a contrast to her heavy set grandfather, she was very muscular, and had to be at least six feet tall, if not taller. Her breasts were exposed as well, only two like her mother, but were larger then her moms. Like her tribeswomen, she wore a Native American style loincloth, with different markings then everyone else’s. She had purple feathers in her hair, and a spear near her that had the purple feathers on it as well. She wore nothing on her feet (unlike her mom who always wears shoes), and she had the longest tail she had ever seen. This woman also wore what looked to be war paint like her grandfather use to wear, making different markings across her face.

Her grandfather, a rather stout and old Nefesetairi, had long gray hair that went down to his back and was usually tied into a ponytail. While he wore pants, and boots usually, be he always went around without a shirt on. Part of ‘good lineage’ she was always told, he didn’t have spikes on his shoulders like some Nefesetairi did. He finally noticed Sue as she touched his leg, which made him turn to her with a smile.

“Ah! Emma Sue! I didn’t expect you to come over, but I am glad you have. I would like for you to meet Philomene, a tribe leader from the motherland. She has come up from the 69th layer of the Abyss, just for us to enjoy the Purchase Festival.”


“Hello! I’m Emma Sue!” She exclaimed cheerfully, extending her hand to the larger woman. Philomene looked at Emma for a moment; before taking her hand and smiling.


“You are half human, like my daughter.” She said in English, with a thick accent. It was definitely a southern accent, just like Sue’s and her grandfather’s, but her accent was thicker, like she was from even deeper in the south then Louisiana.


“Daughter?” Sue asked as she looked confusingly at the woman. 


“Cynthia! Come out here will you? I have someone I want you to meet.”


Out came a young African girl with Nefesetairi features. Emma Sue’s eyes gleamed with such mirth and excitement as she saw Cynthia, hardly able to take the shock. The girl was about the height of a normal ten year old, her skin a nice brown like most Africans. She wore basically the same thing as her mother; a loin cloth and grass leg warmers and that’s about it. However, unlike her mother, she wore a set of rings around her neck, but not the kind to stretch her neck, more so to denote royalty. Both sets of eyes were autumn brown and her hair was brown as well, her tail and her wings the same color as her skin.


“Hello! You’re the first time I met someone like me!” Cynthia said; her accent was very odd, something Sue had not heard before. Sue tilted her head again, trying to figure it out before her grandfather leaned down and whispered into her ear.


“Cynthia’s accent is from Africa.”


“OH!” Sue said with a giggle, “I didn’t know!” This made Cynthia giggle as well, as the two girls smiled at each other. Virgil and Philomene gave an approving nod, before her grandfather spoke up to find out why she was here.


“I am here to pick up the peach moonshine basket! Mom needs to make peach moonshine so we can have it for the influx of people during Purchase week!”


“Well now, she should have come herself. That basket is too heavy for just you. It’ll take you forever to get back with it,” Virgil said, before Cynthia extended her hand and waved it happily. 


“I’ll help her!” 


“Cynthia, you don’t know these lands. You should stay close to me.” Philomene said, before Cynthia gave a pout towards her mother. Virgil gave a light ‘aw’ before speaking up for her.


“Cynthia will be safe with my grand-daughter. Just let her lead the way and everything will be OK. Emma Sue, show Cynthia where the basket is.”


Nodding in acknowledgment, she took the other young girl into the kitchen and pointed out the basket. With the two of them, the basket felt light, so they walked it out in front of the two adults to show that they could do it.


“Very well. But if you need me, just holler and I will be there.”


“Yes!” Cynthia said, before Sue began to lead her out. Virgil called out to Sue as she was leaving.


“Tell your mother to come back over here with you! I want her to experience the ritual tonight!”


Sue shouted out an OK before she continued out of sight with Cynthia. Virgil turned to Philomene and gave a soft smile, speaking in Abyssal again.


“Your daughter is as strong as you are. You must be very proud.”


“She is actually not my birth daughter. I adopted her when the dark prince brought her to me three years ago. But I consider her to be like a birth daughter, and she knows I care for her.”


“And that is all that matters, right?” Virgil said, before drinking from a moonshine jug at his side. Watching the dancers, he smiled as Philomene gave a question.


“Do you think Oshun and Ogun will be happy?”


“I think they will be. Let’s just hope my daughter comes. I am sure she definitely needs to see this.”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


“And that’s it. I would give you more about us, but some things should be kept secret, right?” Beth Ann asked, as she poured the man another drink. At that moment, a young raven haired girl rushed in, dressed in a waitress uniform and with a light smile on her face.


She had a few tattoos over her body that was visible from the t-shirt and skirt she wore, and her skin was a creamy pale Caucasian color. Her eyes were pale blue in color, which added to her dark hair that was straight and down to her rear. Thin and very beautiful, the girl stuck out due to her human nature, which made the man give a slight pause in his thoughts.


“So, you demons have humans working here too?”


“Yes, of course Mr. Jack. Not only Georgia, but Yuli, Mr. Wetherson, and even our cook, Ricardo is human. There are only three Nefesetairi who work here now. Me, Betsy, and Fergus. Everyone else works at other jobs now, which kind of sucks, but I can't force them to work here.” Beth said, as she cleaned a glass. 


By now, the people were really coming in now, and everyone seemed to not notice, or more so not care, about the demons who worked here. This made the man give a smirk then a shake of his head, before standing up. 


“You are leaving already, Mr. Jack?” Betsy asked. It was obvious that she didn't trust the man, as she eyed him like he was about to steal something. The man however, gave a nod towards Betsy, before turning his head to Beth Ann and gave her a smile.


“Yes my dear, I think I should go, since its getting crowded in here. But I'll be back as soon as I can to talk more. Until then, beautiful ladies.”


And with that, the tourist looking man left, as Georgia came behind the bar to grab an apron. 


“Sorry I am so late. Who was that guy?” she asked, as she wrapped the strings of her apron around her waist.


“A crazy guy. Came in asking all about us Nefesetairi, and Beth here actually told him about us.” Betsy noted, as she put in the order for a strong drink. 


“I didn't tell him everything,” Beth noted, “Just a little about us. Like what I know about how we got here, and about our people a little. Nothing about what we can do and the like.”


“Oh! Speaking of guys, there is a guy I want you to meet. He is really handsome, and he picked me up and brought me here because I needed a ride. He is parking now; he should be coming in soon!”


A little frustrated, Beth Ann put her hands on her hips and frowned. “Now Georgia, you know I can't date anyone. I am still getting over Tom-”


That’s when he came in, leaving Beth only with a “-my.”


As the man came into the bar, almost every head turned to look at him. He had shoulder length black hair and pale, almost white eyes, to match his pale skin. He had tattoos all over his body like Georgia had, but none of his tattoos seemed like normal tattoos people would get. His tattoos seemed like symbols, and some of them even seemed like scars. He wore a biker's vest with the words “Born to Burn” on the back, with black jeans and the same colored leather boots around his feet. Beth Ann noticed that he had a bare chest under his vest, with a necklace that had a relatively familiar symbol on it. Around his eyes he wore a cool pair of shades, to which he removed once he saw who he was looking for.


“Georgia, you forgot your bag,” he said, “a lady like yourself I'm sure needs her things during the day.”


“Thank you, Boa.” she said, before turning towards her boss Beth Ann, who seemed to be staring with her mouth agape. “Beth Ann, this is Boa. He is the one that wanted to meet you.”


“A pleasure to finally make your acquaintance, Ms. Beth Ann. Do you have a last name so I can use it formally?” Boa asked, coming up to the bar and extending his hand. Beth took his hand sheepishly, not sure what to truly say to him.


“I... I really don't have one... not truly... but... just call me Beth.”


“No no, milady. I would not allow a beautiful woman like you to not have honorifics.”


“Oh... I...” Beth stuttered, her face flushing as she stared in disbelief. She hadn't seen a man as handsome like him since she fell in love with Tommy. She couldn't even speak, as she felt like it was love at first sight.


“Well, she's speechless.” Georgia said, before looking towards Boa and motioning to the stage. “You said you can play some mean rhythm and blues, right? How about you set yourself up and play us a bit while she cools off.”


“Sound's good. I'll go get my stuff.” Boa said, before putting on his sunglasses and going outside. As he left, Betsy leaned in and whispered to Beth.


“If you stare anymore, you'll probably keep drool yourself.” 


Beth blushed more before turning away to clean herself up, but she couldn't believe how stunning he looked. She took a deep breath, before going back to her bar tending, as Boa set up to play on their stage.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


The two young girls walked through the meadow as the talked and giggle, acting like best friends who had been together forever. At this point they were in the meadow not too far from Daemonophobia, about five blocks away, so Sue decided to stop and lay down in the grass for a while. Cynthia, noting that she wanted to relax, did the same, however on her back as Sue went to lie down on her stomach.


“You’re place is so beautiful, Emma. You have such nice trees and everything smells so different then the forests in the kingdom. I am so happy to be here.”


Sue giggled and shook her head, “You don’t have to call me Emma, Cynthia. You can call my Sue, like everyone else does.”


“Well, there is a famous Sue from Mephaltes, the main city. Her name is Mary Sue however, so I think I like calling you Emma more.”


“Okie Dokie.” Sue noted, before leaning into Cynthia’s stomach. She looked over the girl and gave a smile, before reaching over to touch her nipple. Cynthia only jumped a little, before reaching up and grabbing Sue’s hand. 


“What did you do that for? That felt weird.”


Sue got up and lifted her shirt, to show her friend what she looked like underneath. “I just noticed that yours were darker then mine, that’s all. I wanted to feel them!” Sue said innocently, to which Cynthia giggled back at her and pulled down on her hands to put down the shirt. 


“You can't do that, that’s a little weird you know!” Cynthia told her.


“Well mom's are green, and so are your mom's. I still wonder what its like to be green, don't you?”


“Yea, but being green makes things harder, mama says.” 


Emma giggled, nodding her head in agreement. “It probably is!”


Cynthia could easily see the difference in lifestyles for Emma Sue and normal Nefesetairi girls. Not that Cynthia has done anything naughty in her life, but most young Nefesetairi get educated in the ways of lust very early. It happens so often that her mother told her all about the Nefesetairi girls outside of her tribe, and to be wary of them. She had taken her mother’s words to heart, and so far, has stayed away from all the naughtiness of the Kingdom.


Still, Emma Sue seemed more innocent then anyone she ever met. She wondered if it was because of her mother…


“Cynthia? You’re staring.” Sue noted, to which Cynthia blinked, making her giggle. Leaning over, Sue laid her head onto the young girl’s stomach, smiling to her new friend with bright eyes. “You shouldn’t stare, it’s not polite.”


“Sorry. I just started thinking, I guess.”


“It’s OK. Mom says thinking is good. It helps us figure out who we are.”


Cynthia giggled before she shook her head no. “Its good, but do you know who you are, Emma?”


“I am a Nefesetairi, right? Mom says I am not human, so I have to be a Nef.” Emma said while smiling, before Cynthia slapped her hand. Emma withdrew it quickly, feeling hurt not by her hand, but by her feelings that her new friend hit her.


“Why did you do that?!” Emma squealed out emotionally.


“That’s a bad word, Emma.”


“Is it? Why?” the girl asked as she came close again, obviously forgiving Cynthia for what she did. 


“It’s like using the N word, but for us. Even though it’s a shorter version of our name, it’s like calling us body snatchers or something.”


Emma Sue just nodded before standing up. “We have to get back, or mommy will be really angry!” 


“OK!” Cynthia exclaimed, before the two girls picked up a steady pace and went straight for the demon bar.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


As the man finished his last song, the crowd cheered so loud that even people on the street were coming in to see it. Beth Ann, visibly worried from the sudden fluctuation of people, pretty much hid in the crowd with her other demon employees. Eventually, after meeting and greeting everyone, Boa finally made his way to her.


“Well, did you like it?”


“Of course I did, and apparently I am not the only one! If I knew that it would draw a crowd, I would have brought out my vessel!”


“Oh, about that, hope you don't mind, I put up a cloud so they don't see you. Oh, and if they do, you look like your vessels.”


“You did magic?” she asked, before looking around, “when?”


Boa just smiled before shaking his head. Beth just looked agape before she heard her child. 


“Mommy! There are a lot of people here!”


Beth Ann looked quickly towards Boa, who just gave a nod to the girl. Sue ran up to Beth Ann and hugged her waist, before looking up at the handsome man that stood next to her.


“You are pretty! Who are you? Mommy's new boyfriend?”


“Emma Sue!” 


Emma just giggled as the man bent down towards her. He produced some candy for her to which she grabbed from him quickly. 


“Oh I wouldn't know yet, Emma Sue. I think we have plenty of time to work on that.” Boa said to her daughter, which made her blush incredibly. As Boa stood up, he asked, “Who is that, Emma Sue?”


“You can just call me Sue!” she said, before turning towards her new friend who had been standing back for a bit. Seeing Cynthia, Beth quickly ran over to her and scooped the girl up. “Whoa! Where is your shirt sweetie?”


“I don't wear one, actually.” Cynthia responded respectfully, as she was brought to Beth Ann's office. Boa followed as Emma Sue led her by the hand.


“Man, apparently already part of the family,” Georgia stated, as she smiled at Betsy, who just gave a quick tongue out and went back to serving. Georgia just gave a shrug before she quickly moved to help people too.


There went HER hopes for a boyfriend.


As Beth Ann tried to fit one of her shorts and shirts around Cynthia, she looked over to Boa who was just chuckling and entertaining Emma Sue. 


“Can you get Sue to put on some shorts or something, Boa? I can't have these two running around exposing themselves to my customers.”


“Sure, but I can mask that too.” He stated, before going over to the closet.


“You're a bit magic trigger happy, aren't you sugar?” Beth asked as she fit the outfit around Cynthia finally. Obviously, the very tribal girl felt a bit restrained, but Beth Ann just rubbed her head and whispered to her.


“Just for now, OK?”


Cynthia just gave a nod, before Beth turned towards Boa, who was just finishing up with Emma Sue.


“Whew... thanks honey.” She told Boa before looking to Cynthia, “May I ask your name, cutie?”


“Cynthia. I am part of the Amazon tribe in the Carnal Kingdom.”


“Oh? Which one?” Boa asked as he came closer.


“My mother Philomene's tribe. We are here visiting... an old friend of her's... I think his name is Vir..Vir...”


“Virgil. My father.” Beth Ann said before looking towards Boa. “He has a lot of friends... sometimes I wonder how much he has done in his long life.”


“That's cool, even I know of Virgil, the great Priest of Ogun. I think I will have to pay that guy a visit.” Boa replied, which made Emma Sue perk up excitedly.


“Hey MOMMY! I almost forgot! Grandpa wants you to come to his voo... party tonight!”


“Dad's having a party tonight?” Beth Ann asked, before slapping her forehead gently. “Oh, duh! I forgot that tonight was a holiday for him!”


“You don't celebrate the same things he does, do you?” Boa asked, as he watched Emma Sue grab Cynthia's hand and lead her out.


“Well... its not that I don't believe... but I spent my whole childhood being forced to participate in rituals and different things that would make most people feel weird. I just want to relax, really.”


“Understandable,” Boa said, before clearing his throat and smiling, “So are you going tonight?”


“Yea... I'll never hear the end of it if I don't go,” Beth said, before giving a wryly smile, “Why? Want to come?”


“I wouldn't mind.” 


“Good, because I was going to invite everyone else in the staff too.”


Boa just gave a chuckle before he watched her leave out of the room and followed.


“Yea... definitely part of the family.” Betsy said, before she looked back to the customers. Georgia just sighed and brought the tray of drinks to her table.


“Damnit.”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


Boa helped with the stacking of the chairs as the bar closed early, while Georgia and the rest were cleaning up and assisting the final clients with leaving. The children helped a little, but were more interested in running about then helping to clean. 


Beth Ann didn't mind, however. She was always told that kids should have fun, because they have to grow into working adults one day. A firm believer in this, she tried her best to execute this as much as possible.


“All done!”  Betsy called out, as she put away the last glass. Beth took a moment to inspect the bar before giving a nod and giving a look toward the group as a whole.


“Ready everyone? Let’s go to my Pa's house.”


The group quickly left out, band, employees and all as all but Mr. Wetherson, who never went to their gatherings in the first place.


Boa pressed the starter on his keys which revved the engine in a beautiful vehicle. As the roof went back Beth Ann, who rarely gets impressed by any car, had to even gawk at the beautiful BMW that the man was driving.


Black in color, more luster then a new quarter, the vehicle's lights turned on with a shiny blue tint as Boa went to the driver side and hopped in. Patting the seat next to him, Beth opened the door and blushed slightly as Boa leaned over to whisper in her ear.


'You know, I like your vessel, but it pales in comparison of your actual beauty.'


This obviously made Beth Ann feel even more embarrassed as she turned away to hide it.


“Yep, damnit.” Georgia said as she hopped in the back with the two kids. Boa just gave the girl a smirk as he put his sunglasses on, and began to drive, followed by the others as they went out into the country.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+


As the group arrived, the bonfire could be seen from far away on the street. Pointing to the flames, Emma Sue gave a squeal of happiness at how big it was. Pulling up, a few of the tribeswomen stood at the wooden fence to offer a bit of cleansing and party beads as well as sarongs if they wanted it.


“All right, time for some naked fun!” Georgia exclaimed, looking at the demonesses as she walked up. 


“Can I wear it, mommy?” Emma asked as she looked up to her mom. Beth gave a nod to her and Emma rushed forward, pulling along Cynthia who just giggled at Emma's enthusiasm. 


“Welcome back princess. Did you have fun?” One of the girls said as she handed over the sarongs too the girls. Beth Ann looked at the ladies inquisitively as they waved to the children running off before it was her and Boa's turn.


“Cynthia is the princess of our tribe. I am guessing we haven't been introduced yet. We are the Amazonian tribe of Philomene, our leader. You can find her in the house. And I am guessing that you are Beth Ann, You're father has spoken of you.”


“Hopefully highly, and nothing bad. Pops can be fickle, you know.” Beth stated, while glancing towards Boa. 


The Nefesetairi at the gate just gave a smile and motioned towards the shack nearby. “Anyone who is wearing a vessel please put them neatly in there. There is no need to hide; we and the humans here are all friends.”


“This is true.” Beth Ann told everyone, as she waved for Betsy to follow her. Boa just gave a smile before taking his Sarong and going inside. Ricardo entered with him as Betsy spoke up to Beth while they changed.


“Hey boss, yaw going to be naked in front of yaw new squeeze interest? I know it’s a little hard NOT to be, but yaw can probably opt out and wear a swimsuit or something if yaw wish.” 


Betsy, like most of their kind, did not mind being nude at all. Because of their nature, even those of the Louisiana tribe tend to be free and open with their sexuality. It even seeps into their children, which hurts Beth Ann the most because of Emma Sue's love for running around with no pants on.


So as Betsy wrapped herself in the see-through Sarong, Beth Ann just gave a sigh and took off her shirt and shorts. 


“So that's a yes, huh? Well I am sure he will enjoy seeing yaw, you're pretty after all.” Betsy said, as she waited near the door.


“I never did figure out why we have some girls with three and some girls with two, but I think you're just as pretty Betsy.”


“Yea, well that’s not what my Pa says. He says that my sister is definitely prettier because she has only two.”


“You're Pa knows where he can stick it.” Beth said as she wrapped the sarong around and tied it tight. She looked down at herself and sighed once again, mentally trying to prepare herself for the oncoming embarrassment.


Putting the beads on as they went outside, the two demon girls smiled simultaneously as the saw the amount of people here. Most were female, and except for a select group, they were all Nefesetairi.


“So many people here!” Betsy called out, as she waved to Fergus. Fergus, who had short black hair and beautiful forest green skin, walked up to Betsy and gave her a kiss. The two had been dating a while, at first hiding it from Beth because they were unsure if she would approve. But once she let them know it was alright, and then they were very open with it.


Everyone wore the Sarongs and nothing else, including the few men that were there. Well, all except Mambo Viola, who wore a beautiful robe that was mixed with many darker colors. Georgia was already talking to many of the girls there, as was Ricardo, although since he was talking to amazons he really did not have much hope to court them. But since the demon race was known to be the best lovers that one can find, (having something to do with being a Carnal Kingdom demon originally), for those who are in the know, they do their best to usually try to sleep with one.


There was dancing about the fire and what is known as 'fire spinners', as well as tribal music being played a few women on drums and wind instruments. Mambo Viola was preparing the Voudou ritual, getting the guests smudged and making sure the altar was prepared nicely. The 'stew', for what the Mambo would call it. Boiled at the side, surprisingly not giving off a strong scent at all, and definitely not interrupting the celebration.


Beth walked about, looking for her father initially, but it was Boa who found her first. With beautiful muscles and a handsome, delicious body, Beth Ann could not help but to blush and turn away.

“I always love how you blush,” Boa said, while turning her around. In the light, the man's face gleamed with a shine that added to his beauty. It mesmerized her enough that she couldn't help but to start leaning in for a kiss. Boa started to reciprocate...

“Mommy, can I have this?”

Beth woke up from her trance and looked down to see Emma Sue extending a purple toad towards her.

“No! Go put that back! Don't forget you’re naked, don't go playing in the dirt like this! You don't want it to get in odd places, do you?”

“OK Mommy!” Emma said as she ran back to put the frog down.

“She is cute, and I bet she is a lot like you when you were her age.” he told her, as he took hold of her hand.

“Well, in a way. At the time, there were many Nefesetairi children about, so I had many other kids to hang out with. I was a tomboy; sort of like Emma Sue, but I was more into climbing trees.”

Boa chuckled and pulled on her hand to have her seat near him on a log. As Mambo Viola began her ritual and gathered everyone around. Virgil appeared from his house wearing a beautiful sash and a different set of robes, as the two began the ritual, Georgia leaned over to Ricardo and asked a question that was bothering her a bit now.

“Where is Yuli?”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

The brown haired, human, Caucasian girl stumbled to the outhouse and tried to not spill her drink. She knew that the ritual was starting, but having come with Fergus, she started drinking early and now was a bit too drunk to stand up. 

“Why is the outhouse so far away?” She asked herself, before arriving at the door. “Its bad enough I'm pretty much naked, I don't have anything to help me hold it in.”

Downing the mixed drink in one shot, she gave a light sigh and threw out the cup.

“Damn that was good! Now let’s fuckin' piss so I can get back to the ritual.”

As she opened the door, she saw a man completely covered in a leather outfit. He reached out and covered her mouth as she tried to scream, and closed the door.

The outhouse shook for a short bit, before it just became silenced once again.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

The ritual lasted for one hour, to which Emma Sue could hardly sit still for. She blushed as Cynthia took her hand, just happy to have a friend that she could run about with. As the ritual ended, she jumped up and looked towards Cynthia.

“Want to play tag?”

“Sure!” Cynthia said, before touching Emma's shoulder. “Tag, your it!”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

“Don't run near the fire, Emma! Your not fire proof!” Beth Ann yelled out, as the dancers made sure she would stay away.

“I am kind of surprised that there are no other young girls about, Beth Ann,” Boa said as he looks amongst the women, “Unless they are hiding, they all seem to be teenager and up.”

“That's because they left most of the tribe home. These are a special select few that came up to visit. My home can't accommodate two hundred Amazons, after all.”

Boa looked up to see Virgil, who stood above the two with a warm smile.

“Ah, Mr. Virgil. Beth Ann was looking for you, you know. And my name is-”

“I know what your name is. Boa Rononoke, the Snake, and a Tempter of the Society of Ecstasy.” Virgil said, as Philomene walked up behind him. “Don't worry, Boa, I approve of you, so long as you treat her right.”

“I guess I will have to.” Boa said, looking down at Beth who stood up now.

“Beth Ann, I want you to meet my friend, and the leader of the tribe that has come to visit. This is Philomene. Philomene, this is my only daughter, Beth Ann.”

“Pleased to meet you, Beth Ann. Your father is very proud of you, you know.” Philomene said, as she shook the other demon woman's hand, “Even if he won't tell you.”

“Yea well, her head is big enough.” Virgil said, to which Boa chuckled at. Beth Ann hit his arm lightly, before starting to blush.

“Hey pop, I kind of want to show Boa your house. Do you mind?”

“I don't mind, Go and play you two, while I watch the children a bit.”

“Thanks dad!” Beth Ann called out, before leading Boa towards the house. 

“Hmmm... he is very powerful in the ways of magic. Interesting, I did not know there were warlocks in the Society, as well. I am guessing he has a protector too?” Philomene asked Virgil, as the two went over to sit down and relax.

“The Society of Ecstasy's warlocks have to try extra hard, because most do not make it as a prime member. Not to mention most of the witches are biased, so it makes sense why Boa is so strong... he probably had to prove himself. But no, he does not have to have a protector. I hear he is just that strong.”

“Interesting,” Philomene said, before looking back to the dancers, “Very interesting.”


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

“My father is a Patriarch in our tribe. There’s a lot of Nefesetairi here in Louisiana, and spread throughout, actually. Its funny, I grew up in this state, never leaving the borders, and I still don't dream of ever leaving.” Beth Ann told him as she walked through the house. 

“Why is that? You don't even want to go to other states?”


“Well, I am told that our tribe has spread out throughout the world now. Most stay in the southern states, but our tribe can be found as far out as Japan and Australia, and even Africa and Europe. But... I don’t know, I just feel like Louisiana is perfect enough for me.”

Boa just smiled. He loved how modern and human Beth Ann acted. She was a perfect representation of her tribe in the material realm, and he wouldn't have her any other way.

“So, why are you called the snake? And why are you a tempter?” Beth Ann asked, as she led him upstairs.

“I am the Snake because it goes with my usual work, tempting people. As for what a tempter exactly IS, I have to keep some secrets for now, right?”

“Yea... Maybe....” Beth asked as she slyly, or so she thought, led her to her old bedroom. “...So maybe you are tempting me?”

“Maybe... how do I know you are not tempting ME?” Boa asked with the same sly smirk on his lips.

“I guess we will have to find out.” She told him, as she slowly closed her bedroom door.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

Cynthia and Emma Sue listened as the older demon woman told the tale. Using fire and smoke, she almost seemed to bring the story to life for the two youthful girls. Sitting on a log, Philomene saw between them, and rubbed their backs as she listened to the tale as well, even though it was about her.

“The Vrock was downed to one knee, but so was our leader. Both knew that only one would survive this day. For the Vrock, he knew that he would have a great feast on our people if he won!”

Emma Sue gasped and leaned into the tribe leader's side as she got frightened. She never saw a Vrock before, but a man sized ugly vulture seemed frightening enough to her.

“But for leader, it meant that she would be triumphing over a mighty foe, as well as protecting our people! She stood up straight, as rigid and powerful as any great tree, unmoving against the dark MIGHT of the Vrock!”

“That was you?” Emma Sue asked as she looked up to Philomene. The demon Queen just nodded, and rubbed the girl's side as she looked at the story weaver’s motions.

“Then without warning, our Queen leaped forward, pulling Matengeki back and striking at the demon with the force that would shudder mountains! There was a huge explosion as the spear's mystical force hit the unsuspecting Vrock's skin!”

The story weaver blew onto the fire, as a huge cloud of flames went up into the air. Everyone clapped at the beautiful light show as the two young girls squealed with delight. Bouncing up and down, they looked at the woman between them, who gave them the biggest smile yet.

When it was all done, there was smoke about. The storyteller pushed it aside as she spoke.

“Through the smoke and flames, one stood, triumphant. It was our leader, holding the very feathers that adorn her body today.”

Emma touched a feather gently as the storyteller mentioned it.

“Philomene was victorious! And thus becoming our Queen, we have started a new prosperity for our people! Let us here it for our queen!!”

The cheering echoed throughout the land as the drummers began to beat their instruments louder and louder. The dancing commenced, everyone feeling as though they just got their second wind. Philomene stood up and held the two girls' hands, as Cynthia and Emma both held hands as well. The group danced and sang a song of triumph, a celebration of ethnicity and friendship.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

In the bedroom, the two lovers did their own sort of adult celebration. Beth kissed upon Boa's lips as he laid back, grinding her hips into his as he moved to her rhythm. She gave out a moan as she felt Boa's large cock press deeper and deeper into her, as Boa grunted from the amazing pleasure that Beth could give. 

Sitting up, Boa took hold of Beth Ann's body and pulled her down to fit his full length onto his shaft, while leaning his head around to such upon her rock hard nipples.

“You're so wet, beautiful.” Boa said amidst his sucking. 

“That's...because...you're so good...” Beth uttered out, hardly able to contain the wonderful feelings as pleasure shot through her body. Boa just gave a smirk before turning her towards him. 

Quickly going faster, Beth Ann could no longer take it, as she could feel the succulent burning of heated passion reaching its peak. She grabbed onto Boa tight, as the ecstasy made her shake and quiver uncontrollably. 

“Cumming already?” Boa asked, before grabbing onto her hips, “Let me at least join you.”

“I... just haven't... had.... anything pound me down there... that... hasn't used batteries in a long time...”

Boa laughed as he got her into the 'doggy style' position. Now in full control as Beth Ann hit her second orgasm, he began to move faster and faster inside of her. The friction made a juicy noise as Beth screamed out happily, Boa feeling the clenching of her moist folds around his cock, It was good that he couldn't take any more, and gave out a loud yell of his own and he filled her with his hot, sticky load.

“....O....Oh It’s so warm... its... it’s been forever...” Beth and said, finally calming down. She leaned back and kissed him on the cheek, before she laid back on the bed. “Give me a moment, and we'll continue...”

“I look forward to it.” Boa said, before grinning again.


+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+_+

The partying lasted into the night. It wasn't until morning that the hangovers and the reality of life came back to the bar staff and their friends. Beth Ann slowly woke as she heard the sounds of sirens in the distance. Slowly walking over to the window, she saw the sheriff and his a few other cars coming up.

“Hey, Boa?” She said as she nudged the man, trying to wake him up. “We need to get dressed, the sheriff is coming.

Boa didn't move at all.

“Boa?”

Beth Ann got closer, to look at his face. 

That is when he grabbed her, giving her a hug and kissing her lips. Beth jumped a little before relaxing and leaning into the kiss. She broke it slowly and gave out a soft purr before motioning to the window, “Do you think you can fit my father's clothing? The Sherriff is coming soon.”

“Clothing? That's a cantrip, beautiful.” he told her, as he snapped his fingers and clothing appeared around his body.

Beth Ann smirked, as she pulled out a flannel shirt and some jean shorts. 

“Well, unlike some people, I have to get dressed.”

“Do you need some cover?” Boa asked as he walked up to the window to watch the Cops pull up.

“No, actually. If it's Sherriff Jesse, and he probably brought Bo and Duke, they know about us and help keep us secret from the mundane. But Dad will probably get in his vessel anyway. He never liked showing anyone, even the people that know.”

“Understandable.” Boa said, as he followed Beth Ann downstairs and out. The Ladies of the Philomene tribe were standing around with their Queen herself, not necessarily on edge but not fully trusting the fat sheriff and his idiot fellow officers as well. Her father, in his dirty blond haired, stocky Caucasian vessel, stood there with his hands on his hips as the sheriff walked up with a young human boy in tow.

Sheriff Jesse was a stocky man himself, possibly due to how many free dough nuts he eats. A middle aged man, he had short blond hair that you could easily see can grow much longer, with a mustache of the same color. His skin stayed a constant tint of red, and he was pretty hairy, as the hair usually poked out from his police uniform.

With him were his nephews, who had a likeness too him, but where definitely not too intelligent. Both stood at six feet tall where their uncle stood at five foot three.

Finally, the young boy, of ten to twelve, skinny as a toothpick, with brown hair and blue eyes and freckles, stood there looking amazed at all the naked, green breasts about. Obviously mesmerized, he wasn't the only one as the two twin officers stood there agape at the tribeswomen as well.

“Why good morning to you, Sheriff Jesse Jane! And you two as well, Bo and Duke Jane. What can I do you for this morning?” Virgil asked, as he walked up to the two.

Beth Ann stood on the porch as the two children came out as well, although hardly dressed for the occasion. Beth leaned down and whispered for them to at least put a long shirt on, and they went immediately inside again.

“Why, I am here in suspect of a crime, Virgil!” the Sheriff said as he brought the boy forward. “Little Andy here says he saw a strange occurrence here at your party last night!”

“Now, now, Sheriff, if I've told Andy once, I've told him a thousand times, stays off my property. I have all the legal right to do whatever legal thing I want to here, and if that boy sees sex or something of that nature, then it's not up to me to feel bad. That’s more on his parents!”

“So you are telling me that nothing illegal is happening here? Well let’s take a look, shall we?”

Virgil just gave a smile, before motioning towards the back. “Please do.”

“You think something is up?” Boa asked Beth, as he watched the Sheriff move towards the back.

“No way. Anything that is here is definitely legal. My dad is a simple chicken and pig farmer. It's not like he does anything illegal here.” Beth said, as she watched the Amazons move after him.

As she started down the steps, she noticed a girl that stuck out that she didn't notice before. She had long red and black hair, and was a nice army green color instead of the usual shade of green. Her main eyes were white instead of red, and she had different markings on her body then the rest. Barely able to see her before she turned away, Beth cocked her head to the situation as Georgia and Ricardo walked up to her.

“Hey boss, what's up?” Georgia asked, while putting her shirt on.

“I don't know, really. It seems like my dad is getting checked out, but for what, I have no idea. Hey, did you two see anything last night? I know you were screwing around in the woods.”

At the same time, Betsy walked up while putting on clothing too. She looked towards Fergus who gave a shake of his head, then back to Beth Ann. 

“We were way too busy to be noticin' anything special, Boss.” Betsy told her, as Beth just gave a shrug about it.

“Whatever, I am sure you were. Let’s go see what’s going on.”

The group went to the back, just in time to see Virgil being handcuffed from behind.

“Virgil, now I want you to come peacefully with us. I know you can lift a car if you want, so don't make us have to taze you or anything like that.” Bo said.

“Yea yea, just hurry up.” Virgil replied, as he saw his daughter's group coming up to see what was going on. 

Worried, Beth Ann ran ahead and grabbed onto her father's arm. The Sheriff just fixed his glasses, as he put in an ATB about needing a crime scene investigation.

“You need to get your friends outta here, little beau. Especially Emma, I don't want her to see me like this.” her father told her, as she shook her head.

“What is going on? What happened?”

“Your father is the prime suspect in a strangling murder, Beth Ann. Now step aside, we have work to do.” Duke told her, as they started to move her father away.

“Dad, you couldn't have murdered anyone! You were with the groups last night, right?” Beth Ann asked, as she got more and more emotional.

“Now now, I can't prove that. Besides, it’s something I have to do as Patriarch of our society. Now just run along, and leave the police to investigate what's happening.”

“Dad...” Beth uttered, out, before looking towards Bo, “So who was it?”

“That cute waitress that was working for yaw. What was her name?”

“...Yuli...” Georgia said, as she walked forward. Beth looked towards her, and quickly reached out as the girl tried to race forward.

“You're lying! It can't be her! She was supposed to be here, Fergus told me! She is probably just drunk somewhere!!”

Beth Ann knew that they were close, but not that close. She wondered how much she exactly knew about her employees. Ricardo came forward and held onto the girl as she cried, denial hitting her hard as she shook her head no.

“I suggest you tell your shirtless friends to pack up and go somewhere, and ya'll better go home yourselves.” the Sheriff said, finally walking up after getting off the phone. “And take Andy too. This aint no place for minors.”

“Never was...” said Betsy, as the group started to move. Going back to the amazons, Beth Ann began to speak up but Philomene gave a prompt nod in acknowledgement.

“Come everyone, we will go to a nearby forest until things clear up.”

“Thanks,” Beth Ann said to Philomene, who just smiled. 


“Seeya Emma!” Cynthia said as she waved at her friend. Emma teared up a little bit, not understanding what was going on, but went with her mom anyway.

“What are you going to do now, Beth Ann?” Betsy asked as they all moved to their cars.

“I am going to find out what’s going on, that’s what.”

The group moved on towards their respected places, as the investigation began to unfold. Beth Ann, determined, swore that she would make her father free.

And catch who ever did that to her friend….

~ To be continued in the next chapter!
