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Foreword










Sam’s comfortable life is turned upside down when he moves into a house with three beautiful women that are ready to make him a man
 .

They’re going to change his life in more ways than one
 . It turns out he has the power to rule the world… but first, he must rule his home.



Previously published as three separate parts; now bundled together for you to enjoy.














Chapter
 1












T
 he large, mysterious house stands on a hill next to an imposing oak tree. It has a tall, towering chimney and crumbling stonework, and ivy creeps up the walls and over the windows.

If smoke wasn’t billowing from the crooked chimney I would’ve mistaken it for a ruin.

There’s a small sign at the beginning of the long, winding driveway that reads: “Enter at your own risk: Witches at work. Trespassers will be hexed!”

Aurora catches my frown, and laughs nervously. “Ignore that, please. That’s just Lilith’s warped sense of humor. You’ll like her, really. Circe as well. What do you think?”

“I’m not sure,” I answer honestly.

What do you say when you’ve just been made an orphan and a strange yet also beautiful and oddly charming woman whisks you away and tells you she’s a friend-of-a-friend and you can live with her and her two best friends in their large house out in the countryside for as long as you like while you get your life together?


No
 ? I guess you could say no, but Aurora seemed trustworthy. She has a round, motherly face and warm, dark-brown eyes that make me feel fuzzy inside every time she looks at me. Her long, red hair is tied into a messy bun. It’s hard to guess her age, but that doesn’t really matter to me. Aurora is the nurturing type, and I can use some nurture right about now.

Everything has been a haze since the accident. My dad was driving, and my mom was in the passenger seat. I was in the back, playing a game on my phone. We were headed home from the movies when it happened.

If I close my eyes I can still see the green flash and hear the explosion, smell the acid and the sulfur and the blood. There was so much blood.

The visions I have make no sense for a car crash, but the doctors assured me trauma can be weird like that. They say it’s my brain trying to make sense of something impossible.

After several weeks in the hospital I went home, and it was so strange and alien to be there without my parents. My childhood home felt haunted. Aurora knocked on the door, asked me to follow her, and now we’re here. I never want to set foot in my old home again. All that’s behind me now. I was happy for the escape.

For the foreseeable future, this strange place is going to be my new home.

“Of course you’re not sure, you just got here,” Aurora rambles. “You’ll like it, I’m sure. But if not, that’s also okay. It’ll be okay. Either way.”

I can tell she’s nervous, because she keeps smiling at me. She gestures for me to make my way towards the house.

The front door is made out of dark oak, and it has a ornate knocker in the shape of a dragon’s head. This place is definitely kooky. Have I made a mistake trusting Aurora? Is she going to harvest my kidneys?

“It’s open,” Aurora says gently.

I push it and the heavy door creaks open to reveal a dark hall, lit only by several flickering candles. Two women appear out of the shadows; they must be Lilith and Circe.

“Welcome, young one. You must be Samuel. I am Circe, and this is Lilith. Has your journey been pleasant?”

Circe is tall and regal. Her gorgeous long hair is blonde, and she reminds me somewhat of an elvish princess; with her striking blue eyes and her commanding appearance. She wears a flowing silk robe that hugs her body, and I do my best not to glance at her prominent bosom.

“Yeah,” I say. “It was alright.”

“Are you hungry? You look famished,” Lilith asks.

Lilith is pale and beautiful. Her dark hair comes to down to her shoulders, and it contrasts greatly with her piercing green eyes. They seem almost venomous in their intensity. As she smiles at me I catch sight of her teeth which look strangely sharp and fang-like. Her body is clad in what looks like an all-leather body-suit. Peculiar, but it certainly fits the weird vibe these three have got going on.

“I could eat.”

“Follow me, young master!” Lilith says.

“Young master? How old do you think I am? Wait, how old are you three?”

Now that I think about it, it’s hard to guess their ages. They’re definitely older than me, but it’s hard to say by how much. They have the gravitas of wise old women, but there is no hint of age in their smiles.

The women exchange a glance.

“Ah, I do not know, exactly, how old you are, Samuel,” Circe admits. “Aurora?”

“Does it matter?” Aurora says as she claps her hands together. “Come, Lilith is right. We must eat!”

“For the record I’m twenty years old,” I say as the three women guide me through the long and dark hall. “And I am very
 curious to hear how old you three are.”

“I believe it’s rude in human society to ask for a woman’s age,” Circe muses. “So we do not have to answer that question. Sit, Samuel. We have much to discuss.”

The kitchen and dining area of this house are as strange as the rest. Pots and pans hang from the ceiling, and weird herbs and spices spill out of their containers on the shelves. A large cauldron bubbles and steams on the stove, while the counter is lined with bottles stuffed with mysterious liquids and powders.

In the corner of the room stands a large wooden table covered in books and scrolls. I take my seat at the table as Lilith snatches all the scrolls away before I have a moment to look at them. The air is filled with the sweet scent of home cooking, and my stomach rumbles. Lilith was right — I’m as hungry as a horse.

“It can wait,” Aurora says firmly. “The boy is exhausted. He’s been through hell and back. We need to give him some time to settle down.”

“Time? There is no time. While we wait the dark one—”

“Enough!” Aurora says firmly, and Circe shuts her mouth.

“You’re right. Let’s eat first and talk later,” Circe says.

“I am totally lost here,” I say.

“Of course you are, young master,” Lilith says as places her hand on my thigh. Her sharp nails dig into my flesh, even through my jeans. “It’ll all make sense eventually. You are tired, yes? You want to eat and sleep, yes? Look into my eyes. Excellent, young master. Do not worry too much. You are safe now. This is your new home. We three will take care of you.”

As I stare into Lilith’s green eyes, I feel myself becoming drowsy. Her words are like a song to me, a song I want to keep listening to no matter what.

“Yes,” I hear myself say, as if in a dream. “Yes.”

“Lilith!” Aurora snaps admonishingly. “Control yourself.”

Lilith frowns and I snap out of my trance. “What was that?” I stammer.

“I was just having some fun with the boy,” Lilith pouts. “You’re such a bore.”

“We talked about this,” Aurora says.

It’s clear Aurora’s the leader of the group, and Lilith is the wild one. I haven’t pegged Circe yet — she’s more stand-offish. She could be the serious one.

As I stare at the three women and take in my surroundings, I realize for the first time that these women don’t look alike at all. How exactly are they related?
 Aurora is plump and short, while Circe is tall and much more slender; and I haven’t even gotten to Lilith yet. With her piecing eyes, sharp fangs and long nails there’s definitely something off
 about her.

It’s also quite unusual how much I feel I can trust them. This place feels like home, as weird as that sounds. Everything feels oddly familiar — like I’ve been here countless times before.

I rub my temples and groan. I need to eat and then sleep, and then I can figure out why the hell I followed a strange woman to this strange house.

“Here, boy,” Aurora says as she places a bowl in front of me. “Chicken soup with a dash of fresh lemon juice, just how you like it.”

“Thanks,” I answer gratefully. It’s indeed my favorite. I grab the spoon and raise it to my mouth. Something clicks in my brain. My spoon stops in mid-air.

“Wait, how did you know that? That’s mom’s recipe.”

Aurora smiles back at me. Every time I look at her friendly, warm face I feel calm and relaxed. Every time my eyes drop down to her large bosom, I feel something else
 , but I try not to stare. It’s very hard not to notice, because I’m very
 sure she’s not wearing a bra. Every time she moves around the kitchen, her heavy breasts jiggle in her beige top.

“Your mom told me, of course,” Aurora says without missing a beat.

“Sure… except for the fact that this recipe is a Stark family secret, passed down from one generation to the next. Mom would never
 share that with her friends. In fact, now that I think about it, I don’t remember ever seeing you before.”

I lower my spoon. Aurora, Circe and Lilith all stare at me. The atmosphere in the room is beyond tense. It’s completely silent except for the bubbling cauldron.

“What’s really
 going on here?” I ask. My eyes dart towards the door. Lilith turns her body towards mine, and her nails flicker in the light.


I’m in deep shit.


“Well, well, well. All you could do is harp on and on about how careful we
 had to be, my dear little Aurora, and in the end it’s you
 who blows our cover because of your damn cooking,” Lilith muses. “Ironic, isn’t it?”

“Drats,” Aurora says. “I didn’t want to do it this way, but he’s too strong. My obedio
 spell usually lasts a lot longer than this.”

“Or you could simply be losing your strength. We’ve been without a powerful male for too long,” Circe remarks.

“Nonsense. I still have what it takes. My power doesn’t wane as quickly as yours, Circe.”

“Still, if he truly is the one
 … just imagine. He could take our coven to the next level.”

“We’ve talked about this, Circe. It’s way too early to think about that. His safety comes first.”

“A girl can dream. He is
 very handsome, and as smart as a tack.”

“True, he is rather dreamy. Still, we shouldn’t even be having this discussion in front of him. Luckily my oblivio
 spell is in great shape. I had to perfect it on that damn insurance agent that Lilith turned into a frog just last week.”

“I warned him,” Lilith laughs. “Be happy I didn’t feed him to the cat!”

“For the hundredth time, Lilith, we can’t indiscriminately murder nonnies
 ,” Aurora says.

“This wasn’t indiscriminate. I wanted that guy dead.”

“Lilith has a point,” Circe jumps in.

The three women converse as if I’m not even in the room. It’s unsettling. I don’t know what type of movie I walked in to, but it feels like it’s one that ends up with my organs in that cauldron. And I need my organs!

I stand up and Aurora lifts her finger. The beautiful woman smiles at me.

“Oh no you don’t, big boy. Oblivio
 !”













Chapter
 2












I
 had the weirdest dream.

I moved in with three gorgeous women, but there was something.. off
 about them. About the house, as well. It was almost… magical.

They also talked about things that would only make sense in a fantasy novel…

Luckily, it was all a dream.

I open my eyes and blink. The room is dark and unfamiliar. My head races with thoughts and my heart pounds in my throat, like my body is fighting the sleep as hard as it can. I sit up and rub my eyes.

This is not
 my bedroom. There’s no PC with widescreen monitor, no TV with my Playstation. This place looks like it came from the 14th
 century.

I sit up and hold my breath. In the distance I hear voices. Is it the three women? I slowly stand up and creep towards the door. I gently open it.


“Oh magne daemon! Te vocamus! Obsecro! Audi nostrum vocum!”


Okay, there’s definitely
 strange chanting going on. I tip-toe towards the stairs, all the while holding my breath as I try to locate the origin of the sound. It’s coming from the basement.

I head downstairs and glance out the window. It’s pitch black outside. I could make a run for it — they haven’t noticed I’m up yet… but I have no idea where I am. I remember Aurora showing up at my door, and the rest is a blur.


No
 . I have to know what’s going on. I have to know what these women are up to. I inch my way towards the door leading towards the basement. The chanting is much louder now, and I can make out their individual voices as they chant in a strange tongue.

As my brain screams for me to make a run for it, I slowly open the basement door. The air smells of burning incense. I take a deep breath and peek around the corner.

What I see there makes my brain freeze over.

All three gorgeous women are naked.

Completely and totally naked.

Furthermore, they’re dancing around an occult symbol painted on the floor in what looks like blood.

Aurora moves rhythmically, her eyes closed tight, her red hair hanging loosely over her large, swinging breasts. My eyes catch sight of a tuft of red hair above her pussy.

Circe swings her lithe body from side to side. Her tits are smaller and perkier, and her cunt is bare.

Lilith, meanwhile, dances like a woman possessed, shaking her entire tight body and whipping her dark hair around.


“Oh magne daemon! Te vocamus! Obsecro! Audi nostrum vocum!”


As I gaze upon the woman’s curvy naked bodies, I feel a strength rise inside of me. A power fills my chest, a feeling unlike any I ever had before, and I suddenly notice I’m walking down the stairs — towards the dancing women. My erection presses against my jeans, and it’s like the strength inside is making me move despite my better judgement.

“AURORA!” I growl loud enough to shake the house on its very foundations. It takes the trio by complete surprise, and they instantly stop dancing and take a step back.

The voice coming out of me… it’s my own, but also, it’s not. I’m not meek by any means, but my voice doesn’t make houses shake and women tremble. I’m just a random guy called Samuel who likes watching streamers play Rocket League on Twitch.

Now I’ve found myself in the middle of an occult seance with strength racing through my veins and the inexplicable urge to fuck all three naked women at the same damn time.

Well. That’s not totally inexplicable — they are drop-dead gorgeous, each and every one of them, but what’s inexplicable is just how damn much
 I want to do it. It’s like I need it as much as I need to breathe. My skin is itching and my heart is burning.

I feel like a damn volcano that’s about to erupt.

“Samuel!” Aurora says. “You must control yourself!”

I am trying, but it’s damn hard. My cock is like a bar of steel and my vision is blurry. The madness inside of me wants to burst out.

“What’s going on?!” Circe says. The haughty woman now cowers behind one of the support beams. “He’s not supposed to be awake!”

“The power in him is strong,” Lilith hisses. One of her hands cups her breasts as the other slides between her legs. “We must release it!”

“Not yet! The power will consume him!” Aurora warns. She walks towards me slowly with her palms up, begging me to be calm.

“You have to breathe, Samuel. Can you do that for me? Breathe. I can explain everything, I swear. I know this looks wrong, but I can explain.”

“We should have been honest with him from the start,” Circe complains.

“And give him an aneurism?” Aurora says. “I wanted to take it slow, but maybe you were right. Here, hold my hand.”

Aurora reaches out and gently grabs my hand. The moment I feel her touch my heart is rocketed into my throat once again. My vision clears and I see Aurora — really
 see her — for what feels like the first time.

Before, I was stuck in a fog, brought on by grief, shock, and what I’m starting to suspect, a magic spell. Now I see can see clearly; I can see every fine detail in Aurora’s face.

And I fall in love at first sight.

Aurora is beautiful. Beyond beautiful. She’s the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen in my life. Her dark-brown eyes warm my confused soul, and her gentle smile makes my want to kiss her.

Which I promptly do.

I pull her close and press my lips against hers. Her large naked breasts press against my chest and my arms slide around her waist, one hand gripping a fistful of her round ass-cheeks.

She returns my kiss, deeply and passionately, and I feel the raging storm inside of my slowly calming.

“Samuel, open your eyes,” Aurora says between kisses. “Look at me.”

I open my eyes and stare into her dreamy, dark-brown gems.

“You are safe here,” she says. “Do you trust me?”

I nod. I trust her with my very soul.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about this world, a lot that has been kept from you… in order to keep you safe. I will tell you all that we know, but first I must calm you. There’s a presence inside of you — your strength — but if kept unchecked, it can consume you. I will calm you now, okay?”

I nod.

Aurora slips her hands into my boxers.

The moment her fingers glide around my hard, quivering cock a low growl leaves my lips. Aurora leans back and offers her round breasts to me, and I lean in and suckle on them straight away. Her hard nipples feel fantastic in my mouth, and as I suck on her tits I am overcome with a feeling of pure bliss.

“That’s it,” Aurora hisses gently as she picks up the pace. “Shoot your load all over me, Samuel. That’s what we’re here for. We’re here to help.”

“Let me see his cock,” Lilith asks from the back. “I want to see.”

Through my lashes I can see that Lilith is toying with herself while looking right at us. Her green eyes are burning with desire as she pinches her own nipples. A surge of lust makes my cock tremble.

Aurora complies and pulls my boxers down. Circe and Lilith both gasp, and I catch Aurora smiling as she wraps both hands around my thickness.

“I didn’t expect anything less from the chosen one,” she muses as she fondles my cock.

“Chosen one?” I ask, glancing up. The beast inside of me rumbles.

“Never mind, Samuel,” Aurora says. “Focus on shooting your load all over my pussy. Circe and Lilith will help.”

The other two women step closer and press their naked breasts against me. Circe kisses my neck and wraps her hands around my waist as Lilith drops to her knees in front of me and looks at my cock with a look of pure worship. She sticks out her tongue and Aurora grabs the base of my cock and rubs the purple cockhead all over Lilith’s face.

Lilith purrs happily as her friend smears my juices all over her pretty little face.

“That’s it, Samuel, you’re doing great. Blast your load all over Lilith’s slutty face. We are here to do your biding, Samuel.”

Circe’s fingers trace across my sensitive sack as she teasingly licks my ear. The sensations I’m feeling are completely overwhelming. Aurora’s hand on my length, Lilith’s tongue on the slit of my cock, Circe’s fingers kneading my balls, my two hands gripping ass, my fingers pressing against wet cunts, my mouth finding someone’s tit to suck on.

“I’m going to cum,” I growl as I feel my orgasm building.

“Yes,” Aurora hisses into my ear. “Feed us your cum baby, we need it! Cum all over her face!”

Lilith has her mouth open wide and her tongue stretched out, her venomous green eyes begging for my load.

I slide my fingers deeper into Aurora’s and Circe’s cunt at the same time as I cum hard
 . My legs tremble as my cum shoots out of my dick with the speed of a rocket. I blast my thick load all over Lilith’s face. One jet, two jets, three. Circe kneads my balls, fully draining my sack of all my juices all over her friend’s face.

Lilith trembles in orgasm as she takes my load obediently. I stumble back and gasp for air, the beast inside of my suddenly calm and placated. Aurora keeps holding me tightly as Circe drops to her knees in front of Lilith and starts licking my fresh cum off her friend’s face. The two of them kiss passionately, sharing my load as they both toy with their pussies.

It’s an amazing sight, and one that goes right into my spank bank for all eternity.

The room grows dim, and my strength is quickly leaving me. I’m about to faint.

“It’s okay,” Aurora says gently, and I focus on her voice. “I have you, Samuel. You are safe. I will explain everything tomorrow. You can sleep now, I promise.”
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I
 wake up with a jolt.

This time, Aurora is in the room with me, and she presses me back into my pillows.

“Hold on, tiger. Take it easy.”

As I look at her, my mind starts racing once again. The memories of last night flood my mind. The smell of sulfur, the sight of three naked bodies, their rhythmic chanting…

A growl rises forth from my chest and my vision blurs.

“Already?” Aurora says. “I’ve never seen a gift this strong. Don’t worry, I know what to do.”

Aurora stands up and drops her gown to the floor. She stands in front of me naked, her plump body bathed in the morning light. My cock rises to attention instantly. She pulls my covers to the side and slips into bed with me, pressing her soft, naked body against mine.

I wrap my arms around her and stuff my face into her breasts. Her hand circles around my shaft and she jerks me off as I suck on her large tits.

“That’s it baby, cum for me,” she whispers into my ear. “I want to see that big load of yours. Oh, I feel your cock pulsing. Do you want to cum in my mouth?”

My cock twitches and Aurora grins. She leans down and opens her mouth, pressing the tip of her tongue against my trembling cock.

“That’s it, baby, I want to taste your cum. Give it to me!”

I grab a fistful of her red hair and thrust, the head of my cock slipping into her warm, velvet mouth as I cum hard. Her cheeks bulge as I pump my load into her mouth, and she swallows it all while keeping eye-contact with me.

“There,” she grins as she licks her lips. “How do you feel now? Better?”

I rest my head against the pillow and breathe deeply.

“That was amazing, but I’ve got to ask… What the absolute fuck
 is going on, Aurora?”

“A fair question,” she says as she snuggles up against me.

I love the feel of her warm, naked body pressed up against mine. I wrap my arms around her and smell her hair.

“What have you figured out already?” She asks.

“That you three are not exactly human… and I’m starting to wonder if I’m
 human.”

“Close. Circe is elfish, and Lilith is, well, let’s call her otherworldly
 for now. I’m human, and so are you, Samuel. One hundred percent pure-blood human. Only with certain… extras.”

I nod. “You three are witches. This place is your coven.”

“Exactly, Samuel.”

“What does that make me?”

“A warlock. Male wielders of magic are incredibly rare… and incredibly powerful, Samuel. Your potential is limitless.”

“Is that what I felt earlier, when I saw you three dance?”

“What did
 you feel?” Aurora asks.

“A power in my chest… like an otherworldly presence taking hold of me. But only it was
 me, but also it wasn’t.” I shake my head to try and lose the feeling. Just thinking about it makes it return. “It’s very confusing.”

Aurora nods thoughtfully. “You are a very astute young man, Samuel. That power you felt, that desire — that was
 you, I’m afraid. A very strong part of you that has been kept from you by your parents, who tried to protect you from the magical world. A part of you that you must learn to control; before it
 learns to control you
 .”

I try to take in all Aurora’s words, but it’s enough to make my head spin. When my head starts pounding, she grabs my head and presses it into her soft breasts. Instantly a feeling of calm passes through me, and I sigh in relief.

“By now you’ve noticed the healing power of sex,” Aurora says as she gently strokes my hair. “Magic and sex are closely intertwined. Right now, you are too inexperienced. You must learn to control your libido, and only when you do that will able to master yourself and your magical powers.”

“How do I do that?”

“With experience. You try, and you fail, and you try again. That is why I have brought you here to Ravenhall
 . Lilith, Circe and myself are here to serve you, Samuel. Any time you feel the hunger inside of you become too great to control, it is your duty to grab whichever one of is closest and and use our bodies to relieve yourself. Is that understood?”

My cock stiffens at that idea. There’s a lot here to unpack, but this is not something I’m going to forget.

“Are you for real?” I say as I look up and gaze into Aurora’s beautiful, oak-brown eyes.

A small part of me thinks she’s joking, but all I see in her gorgeous eyes are sincerity.

“I mean every word, Samuel. We are here too serve. You are meant for greatness, and it is our duty to guide you on your path. I do not wish to burden you so quickly with too much information, but you must understand the magical world is not one devoid of conflict. Where there’s power, there’s struggle. There are other warlocks out there who see you as a threat.”

“Me? A threat?”

Aurora nods gravely. “You do not yet understand the incredible power you could wield, Samuel. I have told you too much already, but again, I must insist
 that if you feel that same powerful, hungry presence taking hold of you — call out for us. Do you understand?”

“I do, but… well, if I’m honest… the thought of using you three as I see fit… that turns me on immensely,” I admit as my cock slowly grows to full hardness, now pressing against Aurora’s soft, naked frame. “I’m just a little confused. If I get horny the hunger grows, and I must tame this power, but living in a house with three beautiful women means I’m horny all the time.
 That seems a little counterintuitive. I’m not complaining, trust me, I’m just trying to wrap my head around this.”

Aurora slides her fingers around my thickness and squeezes. I let out a soft moan and a smile appears on her beautiful lips.

“You’re right,” she’s says as she strokes me gently. “It would be easier for you if we were three ugly old nuns, right? But you must understand that the sex/magic connection also works for us, Sam.”

Aurora kisses my ear and I close my eyes as her tongue teases me.

“The hornier we are, and the more satisfied we are sexually… the stronger we are as witches. It’s been too long since had a man in our house, ages
 in fact… as we help you, you help us… you’re not the only horny person in this household you know… you’re a strong, powerful, gorgeous, perfect male specimen… we want nothing more than to kneel before you and take turns sucking your big cock, Sam…”

“Oh fuck,” I groan as Aurora squeezes my hard, throbbing cock. She kisses her way down my chest until her lips are pressing against the head of my cock.

“It sounds counterintuitive because it is, Samuel, but you must learn to control your libido… so what better way to do that
 than to be surrounded by three horny witches who grow soaking wet at the sight of you?”

She gets on her knees with her big, round, pale white ass pointed towards me as she leans down and presses her nose against my cock and inhales.

“See how wet I am, Samuel? Taste me. Lick my pussy, baby. Please
 .”

She’s not wrong. Her pussy is absolutely dripping
 with juices, her girl-cum sliding down her perfect thighs. I lean and give her pussy a long, wet lick.


Fuck, Aurora’s pussy tastes like strawberries dipped in honey.


The power inside of me roars and I plunge my face into her pale ass; my tongue entering her cunt as deeply as I can as I try to drink her juices like I’m emptying a cup of heavenly nectar.

Aurora moans loudly and takes me deep into her throat. I grab a fistful of her red hair and hold her down as I thrust my hips upward and choke this witch with my thick cock.

I let go for a moment and Aurora gasps for air.

“That’s it baby, use my mouth, fuck my throat,” Aurora begs, her voice thick with lust. “Use my body, Samuel. Fuck my mouth. Please choke me with that big cock!”


Oh hell yes.


I grab her hair and fuck her face hard. Tears run down her face as she nods and begs for more. My tongue tastes her sex, licking her tight asshole for a moment before dipping back into her soaking wet cunt.

I feel my orgasm building and building, and I spank her ass hard with my left hand as I hold her face down on my cock with my right. I cum hard, my cock filling her mouth with my seed, and Aurora obediently swallows my entire load.

Her eyes roll to the back of her head and her toes curl up as she trembles with her own powerful orgasm. I finally let go and Aurora gasps for air as tears stream down her face. She looks at me and smiles beautifully, while a mixture of saliva and my juices drip down her chin.

“That was excellent,” she says as she rubs her lips. “You are a very quick learner, Samuel. I love the way you took control of the situation.”

“Thank you?” I say, somewhat shyly.

It’s not every day a drop-dead gorgeous red-headed witch compliments you for choking her with your cock.

“You’re welcome,” Aurora says with a cute laugh. “How are you feeling now? Do you think you can go an hour or two without getting another erection?”

I look at her beautiful naked body coated in the warm sunlight filtering in through the curtains, and I can’t honestly say yes
 to that question.

“I can certainly try,” I finally muster.

“Good. Circe’s cooking breakfast, so come down after washing yourself in the bathroom. I hope you’re ready for your training, young warlock, because we are going to wear you out
 . See you in a moment!”

Aurora climbs out of bed and I watch her ass bounce as she leaves.

“One more question, Aurora. The car crash that killed my parents… that wasn’t a car crash at all, was it?”

Aurora smiles ruefully. “You are too observant for your own good, Sam. We’ll talk more later.”

I fall back in my pillows and just stare at the ceiling for a moment.


Dear lord.



What the fuck is happening?



At this rate my dick is going to fall off from sheer exhaustion before I get this beast inside of me under control..
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I
 ’m relieved to find out that this old, rickety house does, in fact, have plumbing. The witches might live in a house that looks like it came straight out of a fairy tale, but thankfully it does have a working shower with scalding hot water.

I let the water work its magic while I try to wrap my head around things. Easier said than done. Aurora just dropped the mother of all bombshells on me.

Yesterday, I was just an orphan. A nobody. Just some random twenty-year old with an addiction to online chess. A directionless guy who filled the void in his life with games and porn.

A guy who jerked off way
 more often than is probably advisable.

And that very same guy now has three MILFs at his beck and call, eager for his seed. Holy hell
 .

I’ve always had drive and ambition, but my parents always slowed me down. They told me to be happy with my lot in life, that I shouldn’t dream big, that life was unfair and dangerous and that a unremarkable, safe and stable life was all I ought to aim for.


How much of that was total bullshit just to protect me from my own magical powers?


I ball my fists as anger rises up inside of me. I focus my mind and let it fade away; I let it wash away with the hot water that travels down my back.

I wish I could talk to my parents one more time.


Mom, dad, what haven’t you been telling me? Why have you kept this magical world from me?



‘To protect you, dumbass.’


That’s what my dad would say.

‘And we did a shit job that that’s seeing as we’re dead and all. Now it’s up to you, kiddo. Good luck.’


Thanks, dad.

I towel myself dry and slip into my jeans and a comfortable hoodie. It feels rather anachronistic compared to the flowery dresses and robes the witches wear, but there’s no way I’m wearing a robe, even if I’m apparently a warlock-in-training.


Then again, it would make it much easier to pull my cock out… Hm.
 Maybe a robe isn’t so bad after all.

“Good morning, young one,” Circe says as I enter the kitchen. The air is filled with the heavenly scent of freshly baked bread. “I hope you’re hungry. I have bread, orange juice, freshly picked grapes from our garden, coffee, and more.”

The blonde elf wears an apron wrapped around her lithe frame. I notice her tipped ears peeking out of her golden-blonde hair. How didn’t I notice those before?

“I’m famished,” I say. “But please, call me Samuel. Or if you insist on calling me ‘young one’, I want to know how old you are, Circe.”

Circe pauses setting the table and gives me a sly smile. “You won’t let this go, will you? Aurora told me you were headstrong.”

“It’s only fair. You three know everything about me, it seems. I want to even the odds a bit.”

Circe raises her eyebrows. “Very well — but I do not know as much as you think I do, young one.”

“You know a hell of a lot more about magic than I do.”

“Perhaps, but there’s more to this world than magic. How about this: You get to ask me three questions and I will answer them truthfully. In return, you must answer three of my questions. No lying. I will know
 . Agreeable?”

“Sure,” I say as I grab a piece of bread and dip it in butter. “Oh, this is good, holy fuck.”

“Thanks,” Circe smiles. “I’m happy it pleases you.”

“Okay, first question. Come on. How old are you?”

Circe pours me a coffee and then sits down across from me. Her eyes are as blue as the ocean, and I could stare at them for days. A faint blush appears on her pale cheeks as she tucks a strand of blonde hair behind her ear.

“You really
 don’t want to answer that,” I say. “Why?”

“Because I’m afraid you’ll think I’m an old hag,” Circe speaks softly. She avoids my gaze and plays with her coffee cup.

“What?! You’re beautiful!”

Circe looks up, her bright blue eyes opened wide. “You’re speaking the truth,” she says, sounding almost surprised. “You think I’m… beautiful?”

“Are you kidding me? You’re absolutely stunning
 ,” I say. “You’re one of the most beautiful women on this entire fucking planet, Circe.”

She glances away again, but this time I see she’s smiling. “Thank you, Samuel. That means a lot to me.”

I reach out and grab her hand. The moment I touch her I feel a sense of warmth and peace spread throughout my entire body. She feels it too, for she looks at me instantly.

“Look. You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. If you don’t want to tell how old you are — fine. It doesn’t matter. You’re gorgeous. I don’t care if you’re 50 or 500.”

Circe smiles back at me as she rubs her thumb on the back of my hand. “You’re not only headstrong, you’re also incredibly kind,” she says. “Aurora was right about you. You’ll make a great warlock one day.”

“I guess,” I say. “I haven’t cast a single spell yet. I don’t feel
 like I know magic.”

“You will get your first lesson today, Samuel. You will master your skills soon enough.” Circe bites her lip and then glances away. She lets go off me and sits upright. “Let’s eat, yeah? Your coffee is getting cold!”

As I eat the wonderful breakfast Circe prepared for me she peppers me with mundane questions about the non-magical world, or as I know it, the world
 . She wants to know, among other things, how taxes work, how corporations are structured, and how the internet works.

Incredibly boring stuff that I barely understand myself, but I do my best to explain it to her, and she seems simply giddy at my answers.

“Thank you for taking the time for me,” Circe says. “Aurora and Lilith always tease me for my interest in the nonnies
 — that’s what we call non-magicals — so it’s nice to finally have someone to speak to about these things. I love ‘Ror and Lil’, but we can also drive each other crazy
 sometimes.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I say sincerely.

When I first saw Circe I was a tad bit intimidated by her regal beauty and intelligence. I thought she was a bit stand-offish, perhaps even arrogant, but now I know I misjudged her completely. She’s confident and smart as a whip and has blue eyes so intense they pierce your very soul, but she’s also kind, caring, curious, and she has a wicked good sense of humor.

And I suppose that sprinkle of arrogance is actually insecurity for being in a coven with two women just as smart and beautiful as her. Completely misplaced insecurity, because Circe’s amazing.

“Oh, silly me. I’ve been rambling on for ages. You still have two questions remaining,” Circe says. “Speak your mind, young master.”

“Right,” I say. I take a moment to think as my mind is running at a million miles per hour. What do I want to know first? “What’s it like being an elf?”

Circe takes a sip of her coffee and looks off into the distance. Her pointy ears wiggle ever so slightly as a wistful smile appears on her beautiful lips.

“Compared to being a human, you mean? The biggest difference is the pace of our lives. Humans are quick and frantic, always looking forward, always searching for a next high, a new challenge, a fresh day. The lives of elves are… different
 . Decades pass by as if they were seasons. We can afford to study a niche subject for three-hundred years just because it caught out interest. Many of my kind live in solitude, away from human civilization, for they find the human’s world chaotic and loud.”

“What about you?” I ask.

Circe smiles. “The human world is chaotic and loud, yes, but it’s also alive
 . It hums with its own rhythm, dances to its own beat. I like the human world, although the relationships you can have with mortals are… fleeting.”

As our eyes meet a look of pain flashes across Circe’s eyes and she averts her gaze.

“I’m sorry for getting emotional,” she says. “You do not want to hear an old woman’s troubles.”

I reach out and grab her hand. “Are you kidding me? It’s fine. And you’re not old, Circe, come on.”

“You don’t know that,” she answers, but the pain has faded from her eyes. “You are very kind, young master.”

“So when are you going to teach me some of your elf magic?”

“Soon, Samuel, but your first lesson is with Lilith.”

A tingle runs down my spine. Lilith. She is very different
 from Aurora and Circe. While they are friendly and warm, Lilith is… dangerous. A little intimating, even.

Even though I vaguely remember blasting my load on her face last night.

Now that I think about it, Circe shared that load with her friend. They were on their knees in front of me, naked and kissing, swapping tongues…

Heat rises in my chest as memories of last night flood back to me. Blood rushes down to my cock as I contemplate pulling Circe cross this table, yanking her dress up and feasting on her tight, elven ass.

“Samuel,” Circe says sharply, breaking the spell of arousal on me. “I can tell what you’re thinking, but now is not the time. You must learn to control yourself, young master. Lilith is waiting for you in the library. It’s up the stairs and to your left. Go
 . Your first lesson awaits.”
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R
 avenhall
 is a lot bigger than I thought. From the outside it looks like a quaint, rickety little home but curiously enough it’s much bigger on the inside.

I pass by various workshops, laboratories, and supply rooms stuffed to the gills with potions and ingredients as I search for Lilith. Through the stain-glassed windows I can see the courtyard outside stretching into every direction; the gardens overflowing with colorful flowers; the dark trees in the distance rustling the soft wind, with a massive greenhouse just to the south of my new home.

I make a mental note to thoroughly explore the grounds later as I finally reach the heavy oak doors of the library. I take a deep breath and close my eyes to prepare myself for facing Lilith and her piercing green eyes. What will my first magical lesson entail?

“Enter, Samuel. I am waiting for you,” Lilith’s seductive voice rings out. “The door is open.”

Crap. Can she see me?! Witchcraft!


I open the doors and enter. The library is a vast, dimly-lit room filled with rows upon rows of towering shelves. These are packed with leather-bound books, scrolls and ancient texts, the musty smell of old paper and ink filling the air. In the center of the room a large stone fireplace crackles and snaps, casting a warm glow over the place. Soft, comfortable chairs and sofas are arranged around the fireplace. This is where Lilith is waiting for me.

She sits cross-legged on the sofa, her viperous eyes nailing me to the ground.

“Come here, Sam.”

I am pulled towards her as if by a string as my eyes take in the beautiful sight in front of me.

Lilith wears tight leather jeans that cling to her curves. A matching leather jacket adorned with silver studs is draped over her shoulders. A silver belt-buckle in the shape of a pentagram glints at her waist. Today there are several silver streaks running through her jet-black hair.

She looks more like a rock star than a witch.

Her red lips purse up into a smile as her animalistic eyes look me up and down. For a brief moment I feel like a cow at a market. I try to remember if Aurora ever told me what Lilith was
 . Circe’s an elf, Aurora is human like me, but Lilith is still a mystery to me.

“Yes, I can sense your energy,” Lilith says. “Aurora believes that you are the chosen one, Sam. I will be the judge of that today. Are you ready for your first lesson?”

I feel the magical energy swirling in this place. I ball my fists and don’t let Lilith’s intimidating stare discourage me. These witches have told me I’m a powerful warlock, and that I possess great strength.

Time to prove them right.

“I’m ready,” I say.

“Excellent.”

Lilith jumps up from her couch and saunters towards me. My eyes are drawn to her waggling hips immediately.

“Eyes up here, warlock. You must control your focus. Your focus is your weapon. You must sharpen it into a fine point, and you will find it can pierce reality itself.”

My eyes snap up to find Lilith grinning at me. Her forked tongue wets her lips. Wait, was her tongue always forked?

“Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize, warlock. You have nothing to be sorry for. It is my job to distract you.”

She runs one finger down her neck and grabs the zipper of her jacket. While smirking she pulls it down a bit, until the pale flesh of her breasts comes into view.

“You want me. I feel the beast inside of you stirring, young one. You are thinking about last night, aren’t you? How all three of us served you…”

“Can you read minds?” I ask.

Lilith’s right. I was just picturing her with my cock stuffed in her mouth. I liked that view. I’m finding it hard to focus on this magical lesson — has it already started? — because my cock is throbbing just being in this woman’s presence.

“Yes. Human minds are easy to read, like a book, young one. Speaking of which. Go pick one out.”

“What?”

Lilith rolls her eyes. “Grab a book, Samuel. Any book. It doesn’t matter. Follow your instincts.”

I blink and shake the fuzziness from my mind. Right. Magical lesson. Book. Grab a book.
 I turn and walk down the aisles between the shelves and let my fingers run past the spines. These texts represent centuries of knowledge and wisdom, and being in their presence feels awe-inspiring.

My finger lands on a thick, ancient volume and I feel right away that this is the one. I carry it towards the fireplace where Lilith awaits me.

“This one,” I say as I place it on the coffee table.

Lilith flutters her lashes at me. “Excellent choice, young one. The
 Necromicon
 . A tome of dark power. No, don’t open it. You are not ready for what lies inside. Your lesson today is very simple, Samuel.”

My teacher sits up straight and leans in closely.

“Make it levitate.”

I look back at her. “Uhm, what?”

“That’s your first lesson, Sam. Make that book levitate. You know, float.”

I pause for more clarification, but none comes. “How exactly
 am I supposed to do that?”

Lilith rolls her eyes. “By using magic, human. Are you daft? Was Aurora wrong about you?”

“No, but I figured my first lesson on doing magic would entail more than someone saying ‘simply do magic, human’,” I answer, mimicking Lilith’s tone of voice.

She grins, flashing me her fangs. “And yet that is all there is to it, human
 . Simply do magic. Focus on that book. Make it float by sheer will alone. If you can do that… then perhaps you are the chosen. If not… well, perhaps Aurora was wrong. Perhaps you’re the wrong one, and we ought to return to whatever human crap-hole you came from.”

She’s trying to piss me off — and it’s working. I’m not leaving his place, that’s for damn sure. I’m going to take the power promised to me. I’m going to fulfill my potential, no matter what.


And then I’m going to spank Lilith’s pale ass until it’s red and raw.


I focus on the book. My worldview shrinks until there’s nothing left on this Earth except for that fucking book. It’s pages are thick and yellowing, it’s cover inlaid with precious stones. The spine is cracked and worn, proving its age. It smells musty and ancient.

And this fucking thing is going to float
 .

I feel magical energy swirling through me, starting as a tingling in my fingertips before spreading throughout my entire body. A rush hits me, and my very essence
 feels heightened and amplified. A feeling close to euphoria hits me.

The book wobbles.

“Excellent!” Lilith hisses. “You need a bigger challenge, warlock!”

From the corner of my eyes I can see her grab her zipper and tug it down. Her pale breasts spill forth, barely contained by a tiny black top. She throws her leather jacket away and tugs at her top, outlining her large, luscious breasts. She rubs her nipples until they are as hard as diamond and poke through the thin fabric.

The beast inside me roars, and my attention falters. The books stops wobbling. Anger rises in my throat, and I swallow it.

She’d distracting me on purpose. I have to focus. I have to prove I’m not a slave to my libido, that I am not an animal who cannot control his urges.

I regather my focus. The pages on the book fly open and notes scatter through the room as several loose pages go flying.

“Incredible,” Lilith whispers. “Your gifts are truly remarkable… but can you keep your focus, young one?!”

Lilith pulls off her top, exposing her naked breasts to me. Her perfect pale tits are only a few feet away from me, and she squeezes them, her fingers pinching her pink nipples.

“Samuel,” she coos seductively. “I need you, please, young master, I need you!”

A test. I don’t look up.

The book now thumps on the coffee-table. It’s not floating yet, but damn it, I’m this
 fucking close!

Lilith stands up. Her belt buckle jingles. She pulls her tight leather jeans down to her ankles, along with her panties.

Power surges in my chest like a bear trying to break out of its cage. For a split second I glance up to see her perfectly bald pussy and full, curvy thighs — and then I wrestle back control and focus on the book.

I’m going to make this fucking thing float if it’s the last damn thing I do.

“Samuel, please
 ,” Lilith begs. “I can’t take it anymore. I need you, young master. Please, punish me. I’m a bad, bad slut.”

She sits down on the couch and pulls up her legs, exposing her pink pussy to me.

The book levitates a millimeter from the coffee table. Euphoria courses through my veins, but it’s not enough. I want more.

“Merlin’s beard, you’re actually doing it,” Lilith gasps. “I’ve never seen anyone with this much raw talent… I’ll have to pull out the big guns for this!”

The book slowly starts rising higher and higher. It’s one foot in the air now, no two, three
 ! I’m doing it! I’m mastering magic!

It’s like I’m attuned with the world and it’s energy and vibrations. I can focus my will and turn my thoughts and wants into reality. I wanted the book to float, and it did
 .


What else can I do?!


Lilith gets up on all fours and presents her perfectly round, pale-as-a-sheet ass to me. She reaches back and spreads her holes wide for me.

“Oh, Samuel?
 ” She whispers seductively. “I need your load deep inside of me, baby.”

I look up.

The book drops on the table with a hard thud.

Lilith’s pale and perfect pussy glistens in the soft glow of the fireplace. Her lips are wet with her juices, and her fingers are spreading her holes for me. The tight knot of her pink asshole looks extremely appetizing.

I launch myself from my seat, grab two handfuls of Lilith’s round ass, and delve my tongue straight into her ass. She tastes like honey and spices. My cock bursts out of my pants as I eat her out passionately.

“Oh fuck,” Lilith pants as my tongue lathers up her sex. “Aurora is right, you might just be the one, baby… I’ve never seen anyone grasp magic that quickly. I was expecting you to make it wobble… even the slightest movement is impressive… but you… you are different Samuel. Oh Beezlebub, yes, lick my pussy baby. I need your load inside of me, baby. You earned it. Come fuck me. Fuck me, Sam. Please
 .”

Within a second I’m up, my pants are around my ankles, and I’m lining up my hard cock with Lilith’s quivering pussy. My inner beast is begging me to impregnate the seductive and powerful witch, and finally, we’re on the same page. I have kept it tamed long enough.

Time to release the beast.

The purple, throbbing head of my cock slips into her pale pussy. Her channel grips me tightly as I bury myself inside of her deeply with one hard thrust, and Lilith bites a pillow to keep herself from screaming.

“Oh fuck, Sam! Oh Mephisto fuck
 ! You’re so damn big
 !”

I grip her ass tightly as I pound the bitch’s tight little snatch. Her ass ripples with every thrust, and I spank her pale ass, and again, and again, smacking her every time I thrust myself balls-deep inside of her.

“You thought you could test me?” I growl. “You thought I wouldn’t pass your pathetic tests? I’m Samuel the fucking Warlock!”

Confidence flows through my veins. I have tasted the power of magic, and I am taking out all of my frustration, confusion and elation on Lilith’s round ass.

And she’s loving every second of it.

“Ah! Yes! You’re the Warlock, and I’m here to serve you! Ah! Oh fuck, fuck me baby! Keep fucking me!”

I reach around to roughly grope her swinging tits. Her nipples are as hard as diamonds as my fingers pinch and twist them. The rougher I am, the harder Lilith’s groans and grunts become.

The little minx is a glutton for punishment.

“Are you going to cum for me, my little monster slut?” I ask as I spank her ass hard. “You’re my semen demon, my devilish cum-dumpster, my cock-addicted whore, aren’t you?!”

The potent mix of lust and power make my cock throb violently. Aurora told me sex and magic were closely linked, and my inner sex-addicted demon
 is pushing me to the very brink of madness.

I need to cum quickly before my lust takes control of me.

“YES!” Lilith screams as I press my thumb against her asshole. “YES, I’m yours, Sam! I’m yours to use, yours to fill! Please cum inside me baby, please breed me! I’m your slut, your whore, your cumdump baby! Ah
 !”

I bury myself to the very hilt inside of Lilith’s pale ass and pump her full of my potent seed with a deep and utterly satisfying roar. My balls pulse and throb as I’m completely drained of my load. Lilith’s cunt squeezes me as she orgasms on my cock, her moans turning to gibberish as she cums over and over again, every throb of my cock triggering another orgasm for her.

Only when I am completely drained do I stumble back and let myself fall into the soft, comfortable chair and gaze upon my work.

Lilith’s formerly pale ass is as red as the sun. Her flesh throbs with my punishment. She looks at me with her ass still up in the air and her face buried half-way inside the couch. Through her matted hair I can only see her wide smile.

“Fuck me, Sam. That was the best fuck of my life… and that’s high praise, coming from a succubus.”

“Is that what you are?”

“Something like that… don’t worry, what you’ve heard about us is false… well, most of it… I will tell you another time… I will bask in this glow for a little while longer… go find Aurora… she will continue your teachings… mmhm… my word…”
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SIX WEEKS LATER









“W
 hat do you think, Lilith?”

“He’s the chosen one. There’s not a single doubt in my mind about that. The power he wields is beyond anything I’ve ever seen. He just might be the most powerful magic wielder in existence.”

“Should we tell him what dangers await him out there?”

“Let him enjoy his training a moment longer. He will know soon enough. I have received word from Isidora Grimsbane that Maldor is looking for him. It’s clear he knows Sam survived the ‘accident’. His spies are in town right now, poking their head around the Haunted Hops
 . We must keep a low profile no matter what
 .”

“You don’t think Sam can defeat Maldor?”

“Of course he can, but not yet. Sam is incredibly powerful, but he’s not ready. The boy is still too easily distracted, too emotional. He needs more training.”

“I’ll be extra
 hard on him tomorrow.”

“You mean he’ll be extra hard inside you, slut.”

“Does it matter?”

“Hey, I’m
 training Sam tomorrow. You had him this morning!”

“And I want him tomorrow!”

“Witches! Behave. There’s enough of Sam to go around. I think we may underestimating our ward. We can step up the intensity of his training and see how he copes.”

I hear every word of the conversation the girls are having all the way down in the basement as I lay in my bed with my eyes closed.

I learned how to improve my hearing from one of the many spell-books in the library. I kept that little fact to myself so I can eavesdrop. Not the most polite thing in the world to do to the three amazing women who are taking care of me, but they left me no choice.

They’re the ones keeping secrets from me.

There’s a lot they won’t tell me. Like who killed my parents, for example.

My memory of the ‘car crash’ is still hazy, but I now know it wasn’t an ordinary accident. It was a hit.

On me
 .

It’s the only thing that makes sense. Aurora told me my mom was a witch, but that she was nothing special. I looked through all the history books in the library for a mention of my mom or her line, but she’s only a footnote in history.

And then I was born.

And everything changed. If only my parents didn’t try to keep my powers from me, I might have been strong enough to save them…


No. I mustn’t blame my parents, or myself. Someone killed them — it’s his or her fault. Whoever they are… I’m coming for them. Sooner or later, I will take them down.


I take a deep breath and focus on the positive. These last few weeks have been among the best in my life.

The start of the day is already amazing. Aurora wakes me up by sliding into my bed — naked — and cuddling with me, pressing her soft, curvaceous body against mine. Some morning she climbs between my legs and sucks me dry. I can squeeze her ass and tits to my heart’s content as I pump her mouth full of my seed. Other mornings, I flip her over and pound her soft ass until she’s quivering with her orgasm, her face buried in a pillow as I blow my load deep inside of her.

And that’s only the start of my day. Next up is breakfast with Circe. While we eat, we discuss history, sociology, politics. Of the magical variety, of course. Turns out that the history of the world as I know it is a bald-faced lie. The warrior-kings of old were powerful warlocks, and the history of the world is the history of the most powerful magic wielders in existence duking it out for supreme control of our planet.

Magic is infused in our very culture, and it has been around since the dawn of time. 99.9% of people don’t know that, and it’s in the interest of every witch and warlock out there to keep it that way.

There is so much I have to learn and un
 learn that it wrinkles my brain. If I ever want to be able to function in occult high society, I will need to know all of these things. I can’t wait to see more of the magical world for myself, but so far the witches keep me confined to Ravenhall
 and its grounds. It’s for my own protection, they tell me. I begrudgingly accept their wisdom. For now.

After breakfast it’s time for my training. I spent time in the library with Lilith learning new spells, I brew potions with Aurora in her laboratory, I learn the names of uses of herbs and spices in the greenhouse with Circe. And all the while I can grab either witch, bend them over the nearest altar, pull up their dress and fuck them to my heart’s content if I feel my urges
 interfere with my learning.

Every day my focus sharpens. I must admit that sometimes I pretend to be distracted just so I can pull down Aurora’s top and bury my head between her full, luscious breasts.

We have dinner together, as a family. We all take turns cooking, and it’s one of my favorite times of the day. When we’re sitting together, chatting, joking, laughing, it really feels like home.

It’s a feeling I never thought I’d feel again, so I cherish it every single evening.

After dinner I have some free time. Some days I play wizard chess with Lilith, or I accompany Circe on a walk through the courtyard to continue our discussions. Before long Ravenhall
 is enveloped by darkness, and it’s time for bed. This is what my life has looked like for the past six weeks, but I know it must change.

I now have a name. Maldor
 .

Tomorrow, I will break into the forbidden
 part of the library and search for his name there. If the witches won’t help me… then I have no other choice.

Maldor, who ever the fuck you are…

I’m coming for you.
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“D
 o you want to accompany me on my evening stroll?” Circe asks as she extends her hand to me.

I love our evening strolls. It starts with her telling me about the various trees that grow around the house, and it usually ends with me eating her delicious elvish pussy out while she rests her back against one of the trees.

“No, he doesn’t want to do anything as boring as that. He wants to play wizard chess with me, don’t you, Sam? I know you’ve been practicing the Norwegian Troll opening. The offer still stands — defeat me fair and square and you get to claim my ass!” Lilith exclaims, grabbing my arm as her forked tongue licks her lips.

That has been the deal since day one. Defeat her in wizard chess and I get to fuck her ass. I’ve been getting better every day, but it’s a damn hard game. One of these days, her pale ass is mine. Luckily, Lilith still sucks me off even if I lose to her.

“Let Sam decide for himself,” Aurora says motherly. “And then he’ll stay here with me and help me do the dishes and stock the pantry, right?”

Aurora smiles at me, and her eyes glimmer. Whenever we are alone the pantry, her clothes always end up on the floor and her face ends up pushed against a sack of flour as I pound her round ass from behind.

All three witches look at me expectantly. Choosing one is already heartbreaking, but tonight, I am going to have to disappoint all three
 of them.

Tonight, I have a mission.

“Actually, I figured that tonight I’d go on a walk… alone. If that’s okay. I just want to clear my head.”

“Oh,” Circe says.

“What?” Lilith breathes.

“Okay,” Aurora says, forcing a smile out. “Of course, honey. Whatever you need. You know that if you need to talk, I’m here for you, right babe? But — if you need some time alone I understand. We all understand. Right, witches?”

“Yeah.” “Sure.”

Circe’s and Lilith’s answers are mumbled. It’s clear all three witches are gobsmacked, but there’s no other way.

“Right. Then if you’ll excuse me.”

I stand up and walk out the dining room before my dick changes my mind. I can hear the three of them discussing my absence in hushed whispers. Now is my chance.

Once I’m out of earshot I break into a sprint. I circle round the building and climb up the vines on the south side to the second-floor library. I left a window open there, and I’m happy to see Lilith hasn’t closed it.

As I grab the vines I realize that they are not as sturdy as I hoped, and I’m not the climber I thought I was. I’m sure there’s some spell that allows me to float or even fly, but right now I have to break in the old fashioned way.

The vines in my hand break with a sickening snap right as I reach the window. I lurch and grab the windowsill right as I’m about to fall. With the last ounces of my strength I manage to pull myself inside.

Fuck, that was close.

I listen for any coming footsteps, but the floor is silent. Good. I take a deep breath and creep towards the section in the back marked Forbidden
 .

There are books here that can summon demons just from leafing through the pages. Tomes that can infest your mind like a plague and turn you into the husk of a person. Lilith made me swear up and down never to grab one of these books without her permission…

But I need information. I need to know who this Maldor is, this mysterious person that my three witches are so afraid of.


I need to know if he’s responsible for the death of my mom and pops.


I pull out the first book. Deathly Poisons and How to Brew Them
 . Pass. How To Stop Giving A Wand And Dominate the Wizarding World
 . Maybe? I leaf through it but it’s just junk. Dark Magic’s Who’s Who
 . That sounds more like it.

I open the dusty book and leaf through it. It seems to be an encyclopedia of all the world’s most dangerous wizards over the past two millennia. The name Ghenghis Khan
 catches my eye. Makes sense, now that I think about it. Alexander the Great, also. Nikola Tesla? Interesting.

I flip to the back to get to the 21st
 century. The names quickly run out and disappointment grips me as my eyes scour the page — and then I see it.


Maldor
 .

His name seems to wriggle on the page. I study the words written next to his name carefully, my heart racing in my chest with excitement.


Maldor. Dark sorcerer. Responsible for the Slaughter of Tirana. Suspected of involvement in wars in Yugoslavia, Iraq and Somalia. Dangerous. Do not approach. If spotted, contact your nearest Wizard Authorities.


I re-read the words and again, but no new words magically appear. I have a sliver of information. Apparently this Maldor is some type of war-criminal. I’ve heard of these conflicts, but only from history books. None of the three witches have mentioned the Wizard Authorities either.

More questions. I throw the book behind me and turn my attention back to the floor-to-ceiling wall of books. Perhaps there’s something about these wars in here somewhere? Then, I see something else mightily interesting.


The Sultry World of the Succubus: How to Conquer Your Very Own Sex-Demon.


The title catches my eye and my finger lingers on the spine. It’s not what I came here for, but now that I’m here… might as well give it a peek, right? Didn’t Lilith tell me she was a succubus of sorts? Perhaps this will make me understand her better. That’s the lie I tell myself as I pull out the book.

The cover instantly captivates me. Two sexy, naked demons are engaged in coitus with a helpless, human male. One curvy sex-demon rides his cock with the other one seems to suck the soul of the man’s mouth. Strangely enough, the scene doesn’t worry me. Doesn’t seem like such a bad way to go, all things considered.

The book cover moves as if it were a movie. The two demonesses turn to me and whisper for me to open the book.


Way ahead of you, girls. I want to see more of this shit.


I open the book.

The world around me dims instantly. The book explodes out of my hands, hundreds of dusty pages flying through the air in a bright ray of light. The pages twirl down around me like falling snow, and I’m completely captivated as my eyes go from page to electrifying page.

This book is wall-to-wall, page-to-page filth
 .

The good kind. The absolute best
 kind.

I see demon orgies. Countless
 demon orgies. Cocks being worshipped. Pussies being eaten. Hot red demon-asses gaped wide open. Forked tongues slithering into places you didn’t even know
 you wanted a demon-tongue in.

Fucking hell. The sex I’ve been having with my three witches seems tame compared to the fucked up shit I’m seeing here. As the pages continue to fall and my attention is drawn ever deeper into the pages of this time, the mood in the pages shift.

It gets darker. Grittier. There’s whips, and chains, and men being tied up and ridden to exhaustion by the insatiable demon bitches of Hell. I’m starting to have second thoughts. These guys no longer look like they’re having fun. In facts, the looks of their faces are those of pure terror.


You want this, human male.



This is where you belong.



At my feet.


One of the demonesses on the pages turns to speak to me. She seems so life-like, like she could reach out and touch me at any moment.

She’s six feet of pure sex
 . Her skin is as red as fire, her curvy body covered only in leather straps barely covering her nipples and the lips of her puffy pussy. Her eyes, so green and intense, seem very familiar. Odd. The horns on her head don’t even turn me off. They’re kinda hot, actually.


You did well finding this book, human.



I have been waiting so long for a fresh cock.



Show me yours.



Now.


My hands drift to my fly before I catch myself. What am I doing? Flashing my cock to a book? Come on. I’ve got a little more sense than that.

Still, the demoness seems very convincing. Her piercing gaze seems to command my very soul. I unbutton my jeans, and my hands linger on my zipper.


That’s it.



Show me that meaty cock, human.



I’m so hungry. So famished. I’ve been waiting here, for you, all this time, human.



Why are you hesitating?



This is what you want, isn’t it?


The demoness twirls in front of me, showing off her curvaceous, perfectly sexy demonic body. Her plump, heavy tits bounce hypnotically with every gentle movement. When that doesn’t sway me, she bends over and grabs her ass cheeks for me and spreads them, the thin strap of leather just barely, barely
 covering the lips of her pussy and the knot of her asshole.


Fuccccck.


I yank down my fly and reach into my boxers. The heat I feel inside of me is unreal. I desperately need a release, and if that means fucking this kinky book-demon, then that’s what I gotta do.


Yes!



Yes, human!



Oh, you’re perfect. So thick and juicy. So strong, too. Come here. Come to mother. Let me embrace you, dear. Come here, between my legs, and let mommy embrace you for all eternity…


The sex-demon spreads her legs for me and pulls the leather strap to the side. Her perfect pussy beckons me. The lips are so plump, her thighs so juicy, her cunt so wet. I need to be inside her. More than anything.

I shuffle forwards with my pants around my ankles and my cock in my hand when I hear a voice.


“Sam!”



“Sam, get back here!”



“Sam, what the fuck are you doing?!”


It’s a familiar one, but it sounds so far away. So very far away. And inconsequential. It doesn’t matter. Not compared to the juicy bald demon cunt right in front of me, so tantalizingly close. The demon’s green eyes smile at me as her fingers spread the lips of her pussy wide.

On close inspection, her fingers are more like claws. Talons. The type that can rip open a man’s throat with a single swipe.

That’s not sexy at all. Why am I focusing on that? Eyes on the prize, buddy. Look at that sexy pussy. Don’t you want to be balls deep inside of there? Don’t you want to pump your seed in there — forever?


I shake my head. The thoughts I’m hearing… they’re not my own. It’s like someone’s in my mind. Messing with my frequency.

I glance up. The demoness is smiling ear-to-ear now, baring her large and sharp fangs to me. She’s so close I can smell her. Sulfur. Acid. Her smell reminds me of someone…

It reminds me of home.

That’s when I realize. Lilith. Of course. This succubus looks like Lilith! This one is more naked and more red and more demonic in appearance, with her talons, the two large black horns protruding from her forehead, and her skin the color of hell, but I see Lilith. I see her green eyes, I smell her scent.

Only Lilith feels… safe. Dangerous and somewhat intimidating and sexy, but also, safe.

This demoness? Quite the fucking opposite. She terrifies me to my very core, in a way that I’ve never, ever felt before.


Why am I so worried? Look at that juicy fucking cunt. Look at those tits, so big, so firm. Don’t I want to bury my head in there? Don’t I want to sink my big cock in that wet dommy mommy pussy and bury my face in those big tits and just die of sheer bliss? Just fucking die right there and then as my balls explode? As my seed floods her womb and ushers forth the new prince of darkness?


I tear my eyes away from that perfect pussy again and look up. The demoness is no longer smiling — she now has her jaw open so wide that it seems like she’s preparing to bite my head clean off.

I’m starting to think she might not have my best interests at heart.

“SAMUEL STARK! YOU LISTEN TO ME AND YOU LISTEN NOW! TURN AROUND AND COME BACK TO ME RIGHT THIS INSTANT!”

That voice cuts through the mist and the smoke. Aurora
 ! She has the voice of an angel. It pierces the veil that’s been pulled across my eyes, and suddenly I see where I am.

In the library. In Ravenhall
 . In my house with my three witches. And my pants are around my ankles, and there’s a naked demon-lady right in front of me with her legs spread wide open, and a pulsing force-field keeping my three witches at bay.

Circe and Lilith are channeling their energy into the field, trying to break the protective wards as hard as they can, while Aurora screams at me.

“Don’t listen to a word she’s saying, Sam! Come back to me! Come back, please! I beg you! Please, Sam! We need you!”

There’s real and raw emotion in her voice, and it tears at my heartstrings. The scales fall from my eyes and for the first time I see the demon-lady for what she really is.

A monster.

A sexy
 monster, yes.

But a monster.

I take a step back.

“Get out of my head, bitch!” I shout as I pull my pants back up. “I don’t want you!”

The succubus snarls. Gone is her alluring demeanor, the air of sex and pleasure. She now fully morphs into a demonic monster right in front of my eyes.

“You whores!” She spits, turning her attention towards the trio of witches. “Don’t mess with my food!”

Then she sees Lilith, and her green eyes widen.

“You… I should have known it was you, you conniving little whore
 !”

“Begone, demon bitch!” Aurora shouts. “Your spell is broken! You have no power here!”

The force-field shatters with the sounds of a thousand glasses breaking all at once. The demoness winces and staggers to the floor. Aurora raises both hands and forms a triangle with her fingers. She chants in her angelic voice in a language I don’t understand, but I can feel the room filling with magical energy.

“No! I was so close! I’m so hungry, so famished
 !” The demoness wails pathetically. “I need his soul!”

“BEGONE!” Aurora shouts.

There’s an explosion of light. I shut my eyes and feel the pages twirling around me like a storm. When I open them again the demoness is gone and the book is closed. Aurora quickly grabs it before my eyes can land on its smutty cover and she roughly shoves it into the bookcase.

She breathes heavily, her full cheeks colored red. Aurora looks at me with a look I can’t place and shame washes over me as I zip my pants back up.

“I’m sorry,” I stammer. “I… fucked up.”

I try to search for the right words to make this better. There aren’t any. I fucked up, that’s the long and short of it.

The three witches catch their breaths.

“That was close,” Circe says. “If we arrived a moment later…”

“Our boy would be gone,” Lilith finished her sentence. “His soul consumed by the Queen Bitch herself.”

“Did you know how close you were to a fate worse than death, Sam?” Aurora says. “Young man, I am so
 disappointed in you!”

My heart hammers in my throat as the gravity of the situation sets in. My soul consumed? Holy shit
 . For a moment there I was horny enough to sign my soul away to this demoness, all for a single moment of ecstasy. The witches were right — there’s a powerful bond between magic and sex.

And I haven’t mastered it as well enough as I thought I did.

Lilith hugs me tightly. “I’m just happy to see you’re alright, love,” she whispers into my ear as she kisses my cheek.

I hold her for a moment and rest my cheek against her bosom.

“What were you even doing here?” Circe asks. “Why were you nosing around the forbidden section?”

“Looking for information on Maldor,” I admit. No more secrets. “I heard you discussing him, and… I needed to know more.”

Aurora takes a deep breath and pinches the bridge of her nose. “It’s okay, Sam. It’s not your fault. It’s ours. It’s mine
 . We should have been open with you from the start. There have been too many secrets. I wanted to protect you, but I see that was a mistake. You’re too smart to be kept in the dark. I have spent too much energy battling the Queen Bitch to do so tonight, so we’ll have a meeting tomorrow evening. How does that sound?”

“Great. That sounds great.”

“Okay. I must rest now,” Aurora says. “See you tomorrow, young master. Don’t do anything that reckless again.”

“I won’t. Promised.”

Aurora walks off looking exhausted and Circe follows her, and I’m left with a feeling of shame and regret. I plop myself down on one of the couches in the library, and Lilith joins me there.

“Is she going to be okay?” I ask Lilith.

The succubus chuckles. “Oh yeah, she’s fine. A good night’s rest and she’ll be back to normal. Believe me, Sam, we’re going to face a lot tougher enemies than my mother in the months to come.”

It takes me a second to catch that. When I finally connects the dots, my head swivels towards Lilith in an instant.

“Your mother? That
 was your mother
 ?”

“In a sense. That sexy demon lady you almost sank your cock into? That was Morgana, the Queen Bitch, Mother of Demons, Drainer of Seed, Swallower of Souls.”

“Fucking hell.”

“Yes, quite literally. To be completely factual, it was only a representation
 of her. The book you so stupidly
 opened, young man, contained a… mirror image
 of her. Even us three combined are not strong enough to face the Demon Mother in Hell itself. Luckily for us, the protective wards around our home lessened the demonic influence, and we were able to save your soul before the book opened a direct portal to the lower plains and took your soul along with it.”

This information makes my head spin. When they told me the forbidden library was forbidden, I didn’t imagine that opening a book would open a direct portal to Hell
 .

“I feel so stupid,” I admit. “That could have gone so wrong.”

“You are young, brash, reckless. That is what will make you an excellent and powerful warlock,” Lilith says. “Mistakes will be made. That is why we are here, darling. To guide you. To help you. To save you when you need saving. Soon enough, it will be you
 who is saving us
 , dear.”

Her hand brushes against my crotch, her sharp nails teasing my inner thighs.

“Now that you’ve been properly scared, I think you deserve a release, my demon-loving human,” Lilith smirks as her forked tongue licks her thick lips. She unzips me and fishes my cock out of my pants before I can even muster a reply. Her green eyes light up when she sees my hardness.

“I don’t want to share this with any other demon,” she says as she wraps her pale fingers around my cock.

“So you are
 a demon?” I ask as I struggle to focus. “I never got a straight answer on that.”

Lilith smiles. “Half-succubus, if you want to know, my inquisitive human. Aurora and Circe found me when I was but a young girl and and they saved my life. They helped me master my powers, and with their help I was able to reject the hellish part of me, the one that hungers for human souls… but I’m still exceptionally
 gifted at giving male humans pleasure, Sam.”

She sinks to her knees in front of me and unzips her leather jacket until her large, pale breasts spill out of her top. She grabs my cock and rubs the head against her hard, sensitive nipples, spreading my pre-cum all over her chest.

The interaction with the Demon Mother had me on the verge of orgasm, and it’s not going to take much for me to blow my load. I grip the couch cushions and groan as Lilith works my shaft.

“To be honest with you, Sam, this is not my true form… I took this form to please you… in reality, my skin is red, and I have horns… I didn’t want to scare you, so I took this more human-like form… but judging from earlier, you have no trouble fucking a real demoness…”

“Show me your true self, Lilith,” I groan as she kneads my balls. I want to see what she really looks like. And part of me really wants to do a chick with horns.

“Close your eyes then,” Lilith says.

The sexy, seductive, ultra-cool half-demon suddenly looks a bit self-conscious and shy. I follow her command and close my eyes. I can feel the magical energy in the room shifting.

“There. Open your eyes, babe.”

I slowly open my eyes. Sitting in front of me is a completely naked, fire-red creature. Lilith’s breasts are even bigger then they were, topped off with dark nipples. Two large, curling horns protrude from her forehead.

The one thing that hasn’t changed are her eyes. They are still green and powerful, but there is vulnerability in them.

“What do you think, young master?” She asks, her voice now having a seductive twang to it. “Am I… what you expected?”

“You are gorgeous, Lilith,” I exclaim.

She is a thousand times sexier than the Mother of Demons ever was. The feelings I have for Lilith are genuine — not conjured up by foul magic, but real and honest.


I love this demon bitch.


“You’re lying,” Lilith says.

I drop to my knees and kiss her instantly. My tongue finds her forked one as my hands reach for her ass.

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Lilith,” I say between kisses as I quickly strip my clothes off. “And I fucking mean what I say. To prove it, I’m going to eat your demon pussy and then fill it with my cum. Agreed?”

Lilith smiles, a genuine smile, and the look of joy on her face warms my heart.

“Okay, master, but I thought I
 was going to pleasure you
 ?”

“Nothing pleasures me more than eating demon pussy, babe.”

I push her onto her back and she reaches for her legs and pulls them up, exposing her fire-red, quivering, plump demon pussy to me completely. My mouth waters just looking at her fat lips.

I bury my face in her cunt, my tongue exploring every crevice, every inch of her delicious pussy. Lilith shakes uncontrollably as countless orgasms wash over her. Every single lick leaves her trembling and groaning.

“Wh-hen I’m in my t-t-true form, I am v-v-ery sensi-sensitive,” she admits between orgasms. “Oh f-f-fuck!”

“I like that,” I smirk as I press my finger against her tight demon asshole while the tip of my tongue teases her clit. Watching the gorgeous, fire-red demon hotty tremble and cum is something I can spend hours doing.

After the thirty-sixth orgasm, Lilith closes her legs and feebly try to pushes me away. “Too much,” she pants. “Too much.”

I sit back and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. Fuck her pussy tastes good, like a fried jalapeño popper.

Lilith tries to crawl to her feet, but I grab her legs and pull her towards me. I smack her red ass and she yelps and moans.

“Be a good demon girl and show me that ass.”

With her legs quivering Lilith presents her fire-red ass to me. She’s on her hands and knees on a carpet in the library, the place where she’s teased me for so long — and now her dripping wet pussy is right in front of me, just begging for my hardness.

She reaches back and spreads her holes for me.

“Like that, master? Do you like my holes?”

“Fucking hell,” I groan as I line up my cock with her entrance.

All throughout our romp, I have been able to control the presence
 inside of me. The training is starting to pay off. I am still horny, perhaps hornier than ever, but I can control my urges. I can draw out the sex, I can make it last, I can revel in it and make the girls cum until their legs shake and nothing but gibberish leave their pretty little mouths.

I am becoming a powerful warlock.

And I’m going to celebrate that by fucking this demon girl doggy-style.

I give Lilith’s ass a firm hard smack as I thrust my cock inside of her. She screams as I fill her completely, and her shaft grips my cock tightly.

“So big,” she pants as I give her only a moment to adjust to the feeling of my big human cock inside her tight demon pussy — and then I start pounding her.

I reach out and grab her horns with two hands as I fuck her from behind. They’re cool to the touch. The moment I grab them, Lilith lets out a deep, powerful moan.

“Yesss,” she hisses. “I’m yours master, I’m all yours, my demon pussy is yours to use!”

“You’re my demon bitch now, aren’t you?” I groan as I pound her ass hard. Sweat drips down both our bodies as we are both completely lost in the throes of passion. “My own demon whore. Who owns this pussy?”

“You do, master! This is your pussy! My body is yours, Sam! Only yours! Oh fuck!”

My balls pulse with pleasure and I grab a handful of Lilith’s plump, jiggling ass as I bury myself to the hilt inside of my sexy demon slut and pump her full of my seed.

Lilith throws her hips back at me, draining every last drop of cum out of my balls as she begs and pleads for my seed.

Totally spent the both of us collapse on the soft carpet, and Lilith snuggles up against my chest, her horns pressing against my cheek as I hold her tightly.

“That was amazing,” she breathes as I rub her back.

“You are amazing,” I say as I kiss the top of her head. “You don’t have to take on any other form with me. You are gorgeous no matter what, Lilith.”

“You are too good for a human,” she muses as I watch her smile. Just seeing that look of contentment on her face makes my heart flutter.

“Perhaps I am,” I chuckle as I nuzzle her gorgeous horns. I never thought horns would be a sexy on a girl, but they only add to Lilith’s stunning beauty.

“You will make a good warlock and a great leader… you will need to be, if you are to survive in this world, young master… tomorrow, Aurora will explain, tonight… I just want to sleep in your arms.”

This world is not just orgies with three gorgeous witches. If tonight has shown me anything, it is that the magical world is fraught with danger. A dark sorcerer hunts me. The Queen Bitch hungers for my soul. And that is only a tiny
 fraction of the forbidden library. There are monsters out there I don’t even know exist yet.

The old me would have been terrified, but right now, I feel blessed. I have a gorgeous fire-red half-demon lady in my arms, a stunningly beautiful and intelligent elf and a gorgeous and caring human in the next two rooms, and nothing is going to stop me from gaining my power and protecting this perfect new family.

“Deal,” I say as I kiss Lilith’s forehead. “Tonight you sleep in my arms.”













Chapter
 8












“W
 e haven’t been entirely truthful with you, Sam.”

It’s mid-day, and the four of us are gathered outside in the garden. Spring is here, and the sky is a beautiful shade of blue. Birds chirp and bees buzz by. Despite the gorgeous day, the garden is filled with tension.

Aurora shifts uncomfortably in her seat. She fidgets with her beige top, every slight movement causing her large bosom to jiggle. She didn’t come to my bed this morning to wake me as she usually does.

The powerful witch is afraid of how I’m going to react. She tucks a strand of her red hair behind her ears and finally looks at me with her warm, dark-brown eyes.

“There are some things you deserve to know.”

“So tell me,” I say curtly.

“I don’t know where to start.” Aurora tugs at a strand of her hair again.

“For Mother’s sake, let’s get it all out,” Lilith finally snaps. The half-succubus crosses her legs and looks at me with her piercing green eyes. She’s foregone her pale, human-like form and embraced her demonic side at my urging. Her skin is as red as blood and two dark horns sit on top of her head.

I don’t want her to hide who she really is. I don’t want secrets to stand between us anymore.

“We know who killed your parents,” Lilith says. “It was Maldor. A powerful dark sorcerer, motivated only by the desire for ultimate power and control.”

“We think
 it was Maldor,” Circe interjects.

The regal elf hasn’t spoken much. Circe’s shy, and doesn’t deal with conflict well. Her blue eyes are fixed on the ground.

“It has his handprints all over it. It’s Maldor, and if it wasn’t him, it was done by his command.”

“Why?” I ask.

“To try and kill you, of course,” Lilith says. “You must have figured that out by now.”

So it’s true. I have a nemesis. Someone who wants me dead. Who tried to kill me once, and almost succeeded. A cold chill runs down my spine.

“But… why me?” I ask again. “I am… was
 … a nobody. Why would someone try to kill me?”

“You weren’t aware of your powers, but it is in your blood, Sam. Cassandra, your mother, she was one of the most powerful and well-respected witches in the world. I know I told you she was a nobody: That was a lie. Sorry, dear. And then she met your father, a simple man, not a spell-caster, and she simply disappeared. She left the magical world behind to focus on her family, on her husband, and on you,” Aurora says.

“It couldn’t last,” Lilith says. “She was too famous, had made too many enemies.”

“Chief among them Maldor,” Circe says.

Aurora nods. “The news of your birth… Cassandra tried to keep it a secret, but it’s impossible to keep secrets in this world. Already as a baby your gifts were clear to anyone attuned to magical energy. It was clear you would become an exceptionally powerful warlock.”

“Why did she never tell me any of this?” I ask.

“She wanted to protect you. Like we’re trying to as well,” Aurora answers. “She wanted you to live a normal life, free from danger…”

“A silly fantasy,” Lilith says.

Aurora shoots daggers at her, and Lilith shifts in her seat. “Sorry. I understand why Cassandra did what she did, but I think she underestimated the depravity and wickedness of her enemies.”

Circe clears her throat. “Either way, your mother was able to keep you safe for many, many years. So long that perhaps she thought the magical world had forgotten about her. We don’t know if she let her guard down, or if her enemies simply took her by surprise, but the end result is the same.”

“The ‘car crash’,” I mutter. “It was an assassination attempt.”

“That you survived miraculously,” Circe adds. “We honestly don’t know how.”

“I came for you as soon as I heard the news,” Aurora says. “We’re so glad you’re okay, Sam. All of us.”

Aurora reaches out and grabs my left hand, while Lilith grabs my right.

I’m not sure how to feel. There’s so much information coming my way it makes my head spin.

“When were you going to tell me this?” I ask.

Aurora bites her bottom lip. “I… we… wanted to tell you when the time was right, but… it never felt right. We just want to keep you safe, Sam. I pray you can forgive us.”

I look at the three beautiful ladies and search my feelings. I can’t be mad at them. They’re doing their best to keep me safe. Before Aurora took me into her home, I was a complete nitwit; unaware of the magical world that was right in front of my face.

And, apparently, a dead man walking.

“Am I safe here? Wait, am I putting you three in danger just by being here?” I ask.

The three witches exchange a glance.

“I’ll leave if that’s the case,” I say firmly. “I already cost my parents their life. I’m not losing you three.”

“Never say that again, young man,” Aurora says sharply. “You didn’t cost anyone anything. Maldor took their lives, but it was not your fault. Do you understand me? It was not your fault. If Cassandra was here she would smack you for talking like that. Direct your anger to the man who deserves it.”

“You’re right,” I breathe. “Of course you are. But I still will not endanger you three. So answer me. Am I putting you in danger by being here?”

“We are in constant danger, young master,” Lilith says. “It’s part of being a witch. There are psychotic warlocks who want us dead. There are jealous witches who want to steal our home. There are unhinged demons out there who will kill anyone who crosses their paths simply for fun. Necromancers. Vampires. Trolls. Werewolves, arachnids, flayers, yetis—”

“I think Sam gets the point,” Circe interrupts.

“—basilics, goblins, wyrms, giants, minotaurs—”

“Lilith. Please,” Aurora says.

“What? He asked.”

“You’re terrifying the poor boy.”

“He deserves to know. That’s what I’ve been saying from the start. He should know everything. He should know the world is not all rainbows and lollipops. That there is real danger out there, and he must master his skills or be devoured. You two want to coddle him and keep him safe, and look what happened. The Demon Mother nearly claimed his soul.”

Aurora sighs. “Lilith is right. That’s not something I say often, but right now, she’s right. We have been too soft on you, Sam. Yes, the world is dangerous. And yes, to be perfectly honest, if Maldor knew you were here, he would attack. But so far, he does not. We have kept your presence here at Ravenhall
 a secret. Circe has put up some excellent protective wards to repel any scrying magic. This is the safest place in the world right now for you. And we wouldn’t want it any other way. All three of us have our personal reasons for fighting Maldor, which we won’t get into now, but rest assured that we will gladly risk our lives to save you, Sam.”

“Whoa. Okay,” I say as I try to gather my thoughts. “It sounds like a proper menagerie out there. So every beast and monster I ever heard of is out there for real?”

Lilith shrugs. “Probably, yes.”

“So dragons are real?”

“Of course.”

“Hold up. Dragons. Are. Real
 ?”

“Why are you getting so hung up on the dragons part?”

“I have read about this,” Circe says. “Humans are obsessed with dragons. Especially teenage boys.”

“Our Sam is not a boy. He is a man!”

“But he is still very human,” Circe says.

“Where do dragons live?!” I ask.

“In the mountains, of course. Use your brain, Sam, come on,” Lilith says with an eye-roll.

“Perhaps you should devote an entire lesson to dragons,” Aurora suggests with a laugh.

“Oh, we can do that?” I ask. “That would be great!”

“You
 can do that,” Lilith says. “I am no biologist.”

“I will tell you all you need to know about dragons, vampires, werewolves, and any other creatures you find interesting,” Circe says. She reaches out and touches my knee. “Feel free to come see me when ever you have questions.”

“Fucking dragons,” I say softly to myself. “Wicked.”

The three witches look at me bemusedly and I shuffle in my seat and try to look like a man instead of a dragon-obsessed teenager. I have to focus on the task at hand.

“Okay,” I say as I run my hand through my hair. “So the world is dangerous. Some crazy madman has it out for me. We’re going to train our asses off and then get revenge. Is that a good summary?”

“Perfect,” Lilith says.

“Yes,” Aurora says.

“Agreed, young master,” Circe says.

“Awesome. Let’s get started.”
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“G
 ood morning, Sam.”

“Good morning, Circe.”

“I take it you want to hear about dragons?”

“If it’s not too much trouble, yes.”

“You’re never trouble, young man.”

The warm orange glow of the morning sun fills Ravenhall’s
 tiny and cozy kitchen. Circe has put out another wonderful, scrumptious breakfast for us both to enjoy. I watch her set the table, and marvel at the way the orange light illuminates her effortless elven beauty.

Aurora just woke me up, and after our morning romp she’s now catching her breath while soaking in the tub. I left my handprints all over her curvy, pale body. Meanwhile Lilith is doing her morning meditation, so it’s just Circe and me for breakfast.

This morning Circe has made scrambled eggs with crispy bacon, roasted tomatoes and freshly baked sourdough bread, served alongside a steaming hot cup of coffee. It’s heavenly.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything,” I say. “Dragons are all over human media, but I have no idea what is real and what is fantasy.”

“I will start at the beginning then,” Circe chuckles as she takes a sip of her coffee. The tall elf is looking especially beautiful this morning. I can drown in her blue eyes for days.

“Dragons are ancient and incredibly powerful beings. Dragon culture precedes humanity, and some historians say the first human societies were actually Dragon-worshippers.”

“Wait, so the Egyptians and the Aztecs built pyramids to worship dragons there?”

“That’s possible, yes. Those are all places built on a fault-line, a place where magical energy is incredibly strong. Dragons ruled the Earth in ancient history, when they were the strongest beings around. Then humans discovered the gift of magic, other creatures spawned, and Dragons lost their place. For many years humans fought the Dragons. It was a long and bloody war, with incredible losses at both sides. Finally, the Dragons had had enough, and decided to retreat into the depths of this world. They made their home in the mountain ranges, and only fools go look for them now.”

“Holy shit,” I whisper. “That’s so fucking cool. So they’re still there, in the mountains, right now?”

“Yes. There are several dragon dens in the Appalachians and in the Rocky Mountains. Most prefer to live far away from human society however, so they tend to migrate to the Himalayas and other inhospitable areas.”

“What’s the chance of me ever seeing a Dragon with my own eyes? Is that possible, or would it eat me at first sight?”

“When you’ve fully unlocked your strength, Sam, only an Elder Dragon could match you, and even then it would be very close. You could dominate most Dragons and tame them if that is what you wanted to.”

My eyes grow wide. “I can tame a dragon? And ride it into battle like I’m the freaking Dragonborn?”

Circe cocks her head to the side. “Who is the Dragonborn?”

“Never mind, it’s not important. Thank you for this, Circe. I love our morning chats. You always give me so much to think about.”

“You’re very welcome, Sam. I enjoy them as well.”

She reaches out and grabs my hand, and I squeeze it gently. We continue chatting as we eat our breakfast, until I’ve cleared the table and my belly is full.

“Thank you, again,” I say. “You’re a wonderful cook. I’m blessed.”

“No, we’re blessed to have you around,” Circe says as she clears off the table.

My eyes are drawn to how her white gown illuminates the globes of her ass perfectly. I haven’t been giving Circe the attention she deserves — Aurora is all over me every morning, and I spend most of my training with Lilith. Circe is shy and submissive and doesn’t claim her fair share of me, and in a house with two other hungry and horny witches, that means she doesn’t get as much cock as she should.

Time to change that.

As she starts washing the dishes I get up and roughly grab a handful of her perfectly round elfish ass and squeeze it.

“Sam!” Circe explains in surprise as she turns around.

I press my body against hers and kiss her. Circe closes her eyes and her ear wiggle as my tongue brushes against her bottom lip.

“You’ve been such a good teacher, Circe,” I say between kisses as my hands keep squeezing her ass. “I think it’s time I reward you for all of your hard work.”

I lift her gown and let my grabby hands wander all over her pale thighs. Her elfish skin is so damn soft and inviting. She sits on-top of the counter and wraps her legs around my waist as our tongues intertwine.

Outside our kitchen the birds chirp and the sky is painted a beautiful shade of orange, and it’s the perfect backdrop to me untying Circe’s top and watching her large tits spill out. I grab them with both hands and alternate sucking on them, her nipples tiny hard diamonds that feel amazing in my mouth.

Circe is exceptionally sensitive, and after only sucking on her nipples for a few seconds I notice her eyes are shut tight, her ears are wiggling, she’s biting her bottom lip hard and her entire body is trembling.

“Did you just come?” I ask.

Circe nods, her mouth hanging open ever so slightly. “Yes,” she pants. “You always make me come so quickly, Sam.”

“We’re just getting started,” I grin as I push her gown up and remove her panties. The cloth is now bunched around her waist and her perfect blonde pussy is right in front of me, just waiting for me.


Time for some proper breakfast.


I lean down and inhale her wonderful scent. It’s amazing how different Lilith, Aurora and Circe taste and smell, but how they’re all absolutely perfect in their own right.

Lilith’s cunt is spicy and addictive, like a jalapeño popper. Aurora tastes of honey and strawberries. And Circe’s gorgeous elven pussy tastes is refreshing and delicious, like a cold mojito on a hot summer’s day.

I bury my face in there. Circe screams and moans and locks my head between her legs as I lick her to a multitude of orgasms. Only when her moans have turned to gibberish do I stand back up and lick my lips.

My pants end up around my ankles as I place the head of my cock against her quivering cunt.

“Do you want my cock?”

“Yes, master,” Circe says, her voice trembling. Her striking blue eyes are focused completely on my hardness, studying every throbbing vein. “Please fuck me Sam, you fuck me so good, please.”

“Good girl.”

I grab her hips and push my hard cock into my horny elfish slut. Circe throws her head back and moans loudly as I fill her completely. The regal and bookish elfish princess is now gone — instead, I have turned Circe into my cock-hungry elfish whore.

I pound her tight pussy hard. Pots and pans fall of the counter. Several jars of ingredients smash to bits on the floor, but neither of give a fuck. We are both consumed by lust.

I grab her jiggling tits and pinch her nipples hard as I drive my cock into her. Circe loves it rough. She wants me to punish her elfish cunt with my human cock, and that’s exactly
 what I love doing as well.

“I see you started today’s lesson without me,” a sultry voice says from behind me.

Without missing a stroke I see Lilith in the door opening, grinning widely. Her hands play with the zipper on her leather jacket. “Please, continue, young master. I love seeing Circe getting used.”

“Come here,” I growl.

Lilith saunters over, swaying her hips with every step. The little demon-bitch is jealous, and she’s trying to distract me from fucking Circe with her curvy hips. It’s almost working.

When Lilith is close enough I grab her neck and pull her in for a hot tongue-kiss. My tongue enters her mouth and swirls around her forked tongue. I nip her bottom lip and pull back.

“Oh fuck,” Lilith groans, her green eyes fluttering. “You’ve come such a long way, young master,” she whispers. “You are close to mastering yourself, and your magical powers will unlock as a result.”

“Is that so?”

In this moment, I don’t give a fuck about powers or magic or witchcraft. I just want this hot little demon to suck on my balls as I fuck this tight elfish pussy.

And that is exactly what is going to happen.

“Suck my balls, Lilith,” I say, my hand on her cheek. “Get on your knees and worship me.”

Lilith grins, showing off her sharp fangs. “Yes, master. Of course. Whatever you say.”

The half-demon drops to her knees and I turn my attention back to the writhing and trembling Circe. Her pale skin is now flushed red as my cock continues to spread her tight cunt wide open. I’m not sure if she even noticed Lilith is here, that her horns are pressing against my inner-thighs, that her forked tongue is teasing the underside of my sensitive balls as they slap rhythmically against Circe’s round ass.

Circe’s eyes are shut tight and her tongue wets her lips. She’s lost in her own world, and it’s a gorgeous sight.

As Lilith worships my cock and balls while I drive them into Circe, I feel my orgasm building. And that’s when Aurora joins the party.

“So this is where all the noise is coming from.”

Aurora stands in the door-opening wearing only a towel wrapped around her plump frame. Her red hair is wet and there’s a big smile on her face as she bounces over towards me. Aurora stands next to me and watches intently as I drive my thick cock into Circe’s pussy.

“Fuck, that looks nice,” Aurora says. She reaches out and wraps her hands around my shaft while I thrust, her fingers pressing against Circe’s wet folds. “She’s so soaked.”

I yank Aurora’s towel from her frame and grab a fistful of her plump ass as I pull her in for a kiss. Aurora yelps in surprise as I kiss her hard. My hand slides between her legs and I feel her pussy is soaking wet. Two fingers find their way inside her and Aurora grabs my shoulder to steady herself.

I’m in absolute heaven. My cock is inside an elf, my balls are being worshipped by a half-demon, and I’ve got my fingers inside the wet pussy of a gorgeous red-head. Life doesn’t get much better than this.

“Are you going to fill her up?” Aurora asks, almost giddy with anticipation. “I want to see you fill her pussy.”

“Yes, fill my pussy, master, please,” Circe moans loudly. So she does
 know what’s going on, even through the thick haze of pleasure.

“Yes,” Lilith hisses from between my legs. She sucks my balls into her wet and soft mouth “Let these balls pulse in my mouth, baby.”

How can I resist?

I let the power surge through me in and go into beast-mode. My right hand grips Lilith’s horns and smothers face right into my balls. The left one is deep inside Aurora’s wet cunt as I kiss her deeply. I belt out a deep, powerful roar, muffled only by the red-head’s tongue in my mouth as I bottom out inside Circe’s tight cunt, her channel squeezing me tightly, and I explode inside of her with the fury of a thousand suns going supernova all at once.

I spurt her full of my potent seed, my balls pulsing and trembling, every jet of hot cum feeling like nirvana as Lilith worships my quivering balls, expertly coaxing every last drop out of them.

Circe meanwhile has her legs hooked around my waist and she pulls me in, eager for every last ounce of my seed. Her flushed body trembles fiercely with her own orgasm as every blast sends her over the moon.

Even Aurora is shaking with her own orgasm, her two hands on my cheeks, her dark-brown eyes looking so loving and satisfied as I slowly come to my senses.


I just satisfied these three horny witches — and it felt effortless.


“You’re ready,” Aurora says, her voice unsteady. “You’re so ready, Sam. I’m so proud of you.”

I pull my finger out of Aurora’s tight pussy, only for Lilith to grab my hand and suck her friend’s juices right off my fingers as she toys with herself. There’s so much pleasure, so much sensation that it’s easy to get overwhelmed — but I feel in control, still.

The episode with the seductive Queen Bitch feels like a different version of me. I’m in full control of myself, and I can let myself enjoy these pleasures without getting lost in them.

My cock, still hard, slips out of Circe’s gaping pussy. Her pristine elfish pussy is now flushed red and well-used. Her plump lips still quiver, and my hot seed leaks out of her.

“May I?” Aurora asks.

I nod and Aurora pulls back her wet hair and leans in, burying her face directly into her friend’s pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Aurora groans as she eats out her friend and licks my cum up. “I fucking love your taste, Sam.”

Circe grabs Aurora’s wet hair and grinds her pussy against her friend’s face, her delicate elfish features contorted in pleasure.

As I watch this absolute deliciously sinful display, Lilith is still on her knees in front of me, and she grabs my still-hard cock and guides it towards Aurora’s full, round ass.

“More?” She asks.

Yes, why not? I’m ready for round two.

I grab Aurora’s curvy hips and Lilith lines up my cock with her friend’s soaking wet pussy. Lilith’s forked tongue works Aurora’s clit as I slam my cock right into her from behind. Aurora’s cries of pleasure are muffled by the pussy in her mouth.

I slap her ass with every stroke, leaving two bright-red hand prints on her pale ass as I fuck her. Then, I grab a fistful of her soaking wet hair and smother her face in Circe’s well-used pussy.

Lilith’s fingers rub my balls and perineum as she licks the witch’s pussy, all four of us surrendering to the wild sexual energies swirling around this cozy little kitchen. The sounds the three witches are making are out of this world.

I feel another orgasm building deep inside of my core. My body vibrates with magic. I feel it from my fingertips to my beating heart — it’s like a current running through me, ready to be unleashed on the world.

I focus all that energy on my cock that’s being squeezed by Aurora’s cunt.

“Oh god!” Aurora groans loudly. “You’re — oh god — it’s happening!”

I focus on my power and turn it into pleasure
 .

The gorgeous red-headed witch starts trembling fiercely as pleasure
 courses through her. It feels like I can manipulate her body perfectly, can trigger her orgasm like flipping a switch.

How far can I take this?

I double-down on my efforts and focus on guiding my raw sexual energy through Aurora, into Circe and Lilith.

From my cock to Aurora’s pussy to Aurora’s tongue to Circe’s pussy the energy flows. Circe shuts her eyes tightly and screws her face up, her mouth falling open with a silent moan.

From my cock to Aurora’s pussy to Aurora’s trembling clit to Lilith’s tongue the energy travels next.

I can hear the half-succubus orgasming on the floor. She grabs my legs for support, her sharp fangs pressing against my skin as she too is lost in a haze of lust, pleasure and love.

All four of us are connected. Our bodies are attuned, our spirits are as one. Aurora, Circe, Lilith. They are my family, my harem, my everything.

They helped my grow as a man and helped me unlock my true powers. I will repay them a thousand-fold by protecting them from harm, by providing for them…

And by making them cum so much they turn silly, of course.

I grab one last fistful of Aurora’s perfectly poundable ass and bury myself to the hilt inside of her. My cock explodes with pleasure and energy. I send it through all three of my obedient sluts, and each of us is lost in bliss and pleasure for a brief and amazing moment.

When I come to I find myself laying on the floor of the kitchen with the three half-naked witches sprawled out on top of me, all snuggling to get close to me, their soft bodies pressed against mine, all of us gasping for breath.

Not a bad start to the day.
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“F
 ocus, Sam! Move the blades with your mind alone!”

“Wow. He’s actually going to do this?”

“Don’t distract him, Lilith. Let him focus.”

“He shouldn’t be ready for this. This is fifth level wizardry!”

“You were right, Aurora. He’s the Chosen One alright. His abilities are off the charts. Focus, Sam! Show me what you can do!”

Thee three witches have gathered in the yard for my test. Circe has laid out hundreds of blades all around me. My job is simple — to conjure up a blade storm.

The swords must dance around me, like an impregnable barrier, slicing everyone who would dare approach me to bits. And if I lose control of the storm… my three witches are right in harms way.

I will not fail.

I must
 not fail.

I close my eyes and let the magical energies flow through me. I have become expertly attuned to them over the course of my training, like a hunting dog picking up the scent of its prey.

Manipulating the mystical energy that swirls around our home is now as simple as breathing for me. I almost cannot imagine a world before I had these powers.

I was blind, then. Young Sam was naive. Sheltered. Anxious. I had no idea of the great power that I could wield, of the great man that I could be.

Well. I still have to do a lot of things to be able to honestly call myself a great man — but the way Aurora, Lilith and Circe look at me definitely makes me feel
 great.

They have given me so much. Now it’s time for me to grow into my powers so I can start giving back.

The blades levitate in front of me. I scrunch my nose and focus. They start whirling around me, fast, faster, faster
 . The wind whips my hair, the whoosing
 drowning out all other sounds.

I open my eyes.

I’m floating several feet above the ground surrounded by a globe of spinning swords. Lilith has her arms crossed and Aurora looks at me with a look of shock on her face while Circe is shouting and hollering.

I take a deep breath and let myself calm down. The blades clang on the ground as my feet touch the grass. The looks on their faces are hard to read — I’m not sure if they’re pleased with the result or not.

“How did I do?” I ask.

“Amazing,” Circe asks. “Absolutely amazing. Your grasp of telekinesis is unrivaled for someone so young.”

“Thank you,” I say sheepishly.

“I can’t believe it,” Aurora says softly. “I always believed in you, of course, but that you’re growing this fast… it’s amazing.”

“Let’s try demon hunting,” Lilith says bluntly. “It’s clear that Circe’s tricks are not a challenge for our Sam. Let’s up the stakes.”

“He’s not ready,” Aurora says sharply. “We talked about this, Lilith.”

“He’s not? He conjured up a better storm than you could, Aurora. The boy is still wet behind his ears and he’s putting us to shame. Let’s see what he can do, yes?”

“I’m up for it,” I say.

I want, more than anything, to prove to my witches that I’m ready for the next step. The first couple of weeks here at Ravenhall
 I was still trying to find my way, but ever since that hot orgy in the kitchen the other week my powers have grown exponentially.

It’s like I was blind before and now can see.

“I’m ready,” I repeat.

“See? He’s eager,” Lilith says.

“We mustn’t slow the boy down,” Circe speaks softly. “We knew when we started training him he would develop differently from any of us.”

“Fine,” Aurora says. She crosses her arms and looks deeply worried. “Fine. Do it. But if something goes wrong, it’s your ass, Lilith.”

“Yes, mother,” Lilith chuckles as she gestures wildly. Her hands start glowing red as she utters an infernal phrase. Instantly I feel the demonic energy in my very bones as Lilith opens a portal to one of the untold layers of the underworld.

“Don’t worry,” Circe says as she sees my frown. “My protection spells will save us from the worst of it. This is still just a lesson, you are safe.”

“Relatively speaking,” Lilith says as she finishes her spell. “DEMON ARISE! Let’s see how you handle this, Chosen One.”

A dark-red portal simmers in front of me. Instantly all daylight is gone, the sun obscured by dark clouds. The birds stop their chirping and all woodland creatures scatter away as the stench of evil wafts out of this portal.

I steady myself for whatever comes next. If I want to face Maldor I must be ready for anything. I ought to be able to handle a demon or two.


Or so I hope.


A large red fist reaches through the swirling vortex. My heart hammers in my throat and I instinctively take a step back.

“WHO SUMMONS ME?!”

The deep voice makes the trees around me tremble. I watch in awe as a literal demon emerges from the portal.

Its hateful eyes blaze with an otherworldly light and focus on me
 . It is a formidable figure, with leathery red skin, razor-sharp claws and a mouth filled with fangs. It carries a foul aura and stench, its very presence exuding darkness.

The grass on which it stands withers away to blackness instantly as pure hatred wafts from this foul, hateful creature. The air around it crackles with energy as it looks at me and smiles ominously.

With a flap it extends its large leathery wings.

I’m not afraid. But. I’m not exactly at ease either. This creature is at least seven foot tall, and those claws? Yeah, they can rip open the sensitive meat-sack that is my body with a simple strike.

Still, Lilith believes I can take this creature on, so I take comfort in that. I raise my fists and prepare my first spell.

“You SUMMONED a BALOR
 ?! HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND?!” Aurora shouts at the top of her lungs as she starts conjuring up protective spells instantly.

Lilith looks shocked. It’s the first time I have seen the succubus look anything other than smug (besides the times when I am balls deep inside of her).

“I-I wanted a ch-challenge,” she stammers uncharacteristically. “I had no idea a Balor would answer the call…”

“You are never summoning anything ever again,” Aurora shouts angrily. “If we even survive this!
 ”

Circe catches me staring at gives me a thumbs up. “You’ve got this Sam! Don’t pay attention to them, just focus! I believe in you!”

I nod and turn back to the imposingly tall, foul-smelling demon. Is this some type of test? Are Lilith and Aurora playing tricks on me, pretending to be scared to see if it’ll rattle me?

If so, they’re doing a damn good job of sounding panicked and afraid. I’ve never seen Aurora this angry or Lilith this apologetic before.

“HELLO, HUMAN.”

Trick or not, it doesn’t change a fucking thing. I have to banish this foul thing from wherever it came from.

“Hello, demon.”

The demon grins at me. Its eyes are dark pits of hellfire and they seem to reach into my very soul and search for my weaknesses. The beast turns to the three witches and its evil grin spreads even further.

“I WILL ENJOY TEARING YOUR THREE BITCHES LIMB FROM LIMB AFTER I CRUSH YOUR PUNY SKILL, HUMAN.”

My heart thuds with anger. I was ready before, but now? Now I’m pissed off.

No one threatens my witches, goddamnit.

“Over my dead body, asshole.”

“OH I PLAN ON IT, HUMAN. YOU MADE A MISTAKE SUMMONING ME. I WILL UNLEASH HELL ON THIS WORLD, AND I WILL START WITH YOUR FAMILY.”

“You talk too much.”

I hit the demon with a blast of concentrated magical energy right in its face. The Balor staggers back as I take it by surprise. I charge a blast with both my hands, drawing all the spiritual energy there is in Ravenhall
 into my palms as the beast shakes its head.

And laughs.

The demon’s voice is so loud it makes the trees around us tremble.

“THAT IS YOUR BEST, HUMAN? YOU ARE WEAKER THAN I THOUGHT.”

“Not quite, but this is,” I say. “EAT SHIT!”

I launch all the concentrated energy, all the power that I can muster right at the beast. It’s a shining ball of light that hits him square in his leathery chest. It impacts him like a cannon ball and he goes flying back through the air and takes down several ancient oak-trees along with him.

For a moment I pray the beast stays down. Then with a large flap of his wings the beast rises from the downed trees and to my horror conjures forth a blazing, fiery whip.

The demon is no longer content with shit-talking. Now he means business.

“Come here!” Aurora shouts at me. “Damn it, Sam, come here right now!”

Aurora has summoned a shimmering, bright-blue protective circle. I run towards her and enter it just in time for the demon’s whip to crack against the protective shell.

Cracks appear all around us, and Aurora groans with pain. Her hands are stretched out as blue light flows from her fingertips into the protective shell. Aurora doesn’t look like she’s going to be able to hold on much longer.

I look to Lilith and Circe for help. Lilith looks frozen in fear and shock, and it breaks my heart to see it.

“I didn’t mean to…” she stammers, over and over and again. “I didn’t know.”

Circe grabs my cheeks and forces me to look into her bright-blue eyes.

“Sam. Look at me. This is a big boy we’re dealing with, but I believe in you. You are my hero. I need you to save me. We all do. Can you do that for us?”

“Of course,” I say. “I’d do anything for you three.”

Circe kisses me, and the brief touch makes my lips tingle. “Remember what I taught you. Find your center. Find what matters most to you, and turn that into energy. If you do that, you’re unstoppable. Good luck, baby.”

As those words leave Circe’s lips the protective dome around us shatters into a million pieces. The Balor has slammed its whip against it, and Aurora faints as her spell fails. Circe catches her mid-fall and the three witches rush towards the safety of the house as I turn to face the demonic creature.

Play time is now officially over.

The demon lips turn upwards as its blazing eyes focus on me.

“DONE HIDING, HUMAN?”

“Nah, just done with your bullshit, demon. Time to go back home to whatever hellhole you crawled out from.”

The beast throws its head back and belts out a roaring laugh.

“BIG WORDS FOR A SMALL MAN. I WILL USE YOUR SKULL AS A CUP TO DRINK THE BLOOD OF THE WITCHES FROM.”

Again he threatens my witches.

Again intense emotions flow through me in an instant. I will not let anyone
 hurt them. I already lost my parents — I will not experience that loss again.

These women are my family.

I will die for them if I have to.

My body starts to float as I tap deep into the magical currents that run straight through Ravenhall
 . I open my spirit and mind and let the pure power flow through me — far more than I have ever done before and far more than Aurora has instructed me was safe.

I push my body and my mind to its limits and beyond as every fiber of my being hums with unlimited power and potential. The air arounds me crackles with lightning.

“NICE TRICK, HUMA—ARGH
 !”

I blast the demon straight in its face. All of the energy I have stored inside of me is transported into his ugly mug. The demon stumbles to its knees and cries out in pain as my magic hits it.

I had hoped to vaporize it. Despite throwing everything I have against it, my powers cannot penetrate its thick, leathery hide.

“Throw him through the portal!”

I turn to see Circe gesturing for my attention.

“I will conjure forth a portal — can you throw him back to hell?”

“I can certainly try! Do it!”

My elf teacher whips up a portal to the Lower Planes. Her magic cuts open the fabric of space. There’s only a slim moment to act, and it’s right now.

My mind turns to Aurora, Lilith and Circe.

The way Aurora’s cheeks dimple when she smiles at me in the morning. Lilith grinning when I catch her off-guard with a dirty joke. The way Circe’s pointy ears wiggle ever so slightly when she looks at me.

The love I feel for them makes my blood surge with power. I re-gather myself and fire all of that power straight at the enraged Balor.

This time he has no chance.

The demonic beast is blown off its feet, straight through the portal. His beastly claw hangs on to the edge for a tantalizing moment, but then he is clean through and the portal shuts with a snap.

And then there is nothing but silence.

The dark clouds part. The sun shines brightly on Ravenhall
 . The first birds start chirping. Carefully, at first, and then enthusiastically.

I fall to my knees, gasping for breath. My heart is hammering so heart I fear it might explore. Circe is the first to reach me.

“Are you alright, love?” She asks as she hugs me tightly. “That was amazing. You’re amazing.”

“Is everyone alright?” I ask. I try to look up but the world grows dim around me. I’m fainting.

“Everyone’s safe, baby. You’re safe now. Rest, please. You deserved it.”

“Okay,” I stammer.

And then I’m out like a light.
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“O
 f all the dumb and reckless things you have ever done, Lilith, this certainly takes the cake. Summoning a Balor, a class seven demon, straight into our home… you could have killed him. You could have killed all of us. What were you thinking?!”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to say. I… made a mistake on the summoning spell. I wasn’t focused. I won’t happen again.”

“Of course it won’t. I’ve got half a mind to banish you from our coven.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Of course I would. You endangered Sam!”

“Witches, please. Lower your voices. Our hero is waking up, and he doesn’t need to hear all of this. How are you doing, Sam?”

I open my eyes. My head feels like I just pounded three bottles of Jagermeister last night. Slowly I start to realize where I am.

I’m in Aurora’s bedroom. She has the largest room and the largest bed, and I’m sprawled out in it. Circe sits at my side with a warm, wet cloth pressed against my forehead as Aurora and Lilith argue. All three of them are wearing white robes.

“Is everyone safe?” I ask with a raspy voice.

Circe offers me a sweet tea, and I sip it eagerly.

“We’re all safe, love. You saved all of our lives, just like I knew you would. You’re our hero, Sam.”

“Some hero,” I scoff. “I could barely defeat the Balor.” It was a lot dicier than I would have liked it to be.

“But you did
 defeat the Balor. And that’s not something many people can say. Especially not people who only learned magic a few months ago. Isn’t that right, ladies?”

“Yeah,” Aurora agrees.

“You can say that,” Lilith says. “Fucking incredible.”

“So don’t be too harsh on yourself, kid. You did amazing. So well, in fact, that I can’t tell you just how well you did or your ego would grow so big you would start floating. So no worries, okay?”

“Okay,” I chuckle as Circe admonishes me for my perfectionism. “I just want to protect all of you.”

“About that,” Lilith says. My favorite half-demon sits on the bed and grabs my hand. “I need to apologize. As I’m sure you realize by now, I fucked up. Badly
 . I wanted to summon a demon for you to spar with, but I had no idea a Balor would answer the call. It was completely my mistake. It was sloppy spell-casting, but there is no excuse. I endangered the entire coven, and I deserve punishment. Please forgive me, Sam.”

Lilith bows before me, her eyes downcast, her horns nearly touching my hand as she asks for my forgiveness.

“It’s okay,” I say as I pat her horns. “I know you didn’t mean for this to happen. And it all worked out. It’s okay.”

Aurora shakes her head. “You’re kind, Sam — too kind. Actions have consequences. We can’t forget it this easily!”

“We can discuss retribution later,” Circe says. “I’m sure Sam has some interesting ideas to make Lilith pay
 for her sins, don’t you?”

Circe smirks at me, and my loins stir instantly. Oh yeah. Making my half-succubus pay for her sins? Now that Circe mentioned it, I do have some interesting ideas…

“I will do anything,” Lilith says. “Anything you command, young master, for as long as you deem it necessary. Please use me as you see fit.”

“What do you think, Aurora?” I ask. “Do you think Lilith can pay off her debt to us?”

Aurora bristles with anger. “Maybe. But it’ll take a long time. I am so damn mad at you, lady.”

“I know,” Lilith says apologetically. “I will make it right. I promise.”

“You can start by sucking Sam’s cock,” Aurora says. “All that magic — he must be backed up!”

“That I can do,” Lilith says. Her green eyes shimmer with pleasure as she pulls down the covers. My hard cock flops out, and the little demon crawls between my legs and plants small kisses all over my stomach and my thighs before slowly working her way towards my cock.

Pleasure fills me as Lilith’s hungry mouth engulfs the head of my cock.

Aurora sits down next to her, grabs Lilith’s horns, and pushes her down further, choking her best friend on my cock.

“That’s it you little slut,” Aurora whispers angrily. “Choke on that cock.”

Lilith nods eagerly as her eyes tear up. She gasps for air and smiles. “Yes, punish me, all of you. I deserve it.”

“Oh, this is only the start,” Aurora promises as she pushes her back down until Lilith is gagging.

Aurora grabs both my hands and guides them to Lilith’s horns.

“Fuck her face, please, Sam. She needs to be taught a lesson. One of many.”

That I can do. I roughly fuck Lilith’s face until saliva drips down her chin and her eyes roll to the back of her head with pleasure. I knew my little demon liked it rough, but I haven’y been this rough with her before.

Aurora and Circe both watch, enthralled with the show I’m putting on.

“Aurora, take off her Lilith’s gown — and your own. Circe, you too.”

“Yes, master.”

Aurora drops her gown to the floor. Her perky nipples stand at attention. She yanks Lilith’s gowns off her red-skinned body. Her round ass is begging for attention.

Circe smirks to herself as the elf unrobes. One hand moves between her legs as the other one teases her sensitive nipples.

“I want both of you to spank Lilith’s ass,” I tell Aurora and Circe. “Don’t hold back. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Lilith groans with a mouthful of cock. “Yes!”

Circe and Aurora both take their place at the end of the bed. Lilith has her red ass up in the air as I fuck her face, her tight, round ass just begging for punishment.

Aurora is the first to strike. She smacks Lilith’s ass with an open palm, and the smack
 fills the entire room. Lilith moans. Circe is next, her palm hitting the other cheek.

Aurora goes again, even harder this time. Lilith’s entire body jiggles with every spank, and I can feel the heat emanate off her body, I can feel her tongue working the head of my cock, and I can see her eyes flutter with pleasure.

Lilith needs this — as do Aurora and Circe.

If we are to be whole again, we all need to work through this moment. Lilith needs to be punished, and Aurora needs to forgive her.

I never would have thought an orgy could heal a family, but we’re not exactly conventional
 .

“Again!” I command. “Spank that ass, Aurora. Tell her how you feel. Let it all out.”

“You slut,” Aurora cries as she spanks Lilith’s ass hard. “You stupid slut. You nearly got us all killed! You dumb cock-hungry demonic whore!”

Lilith nods. I grab her horns and hold her down, choking her on my cock until she gags. I let her go and she gasps for her air. I rub my hand against her cheek, and Lilith gently nibbles on my hand, her fangs grazing my skin.

“Aurora loves you, Lilith,” I say. “So do I. We all love you. Aurora is just angry because you scared her. Isn’t that right?”

“GODDAMNIT yes!” Aurora cries. She spanks Lilith’s ass hard, again, and then grabs a full ass-cheek and squeezes it. “I’m so fucking angry
 because I thought I was going to lose you, all of you, and I can’t. I don’t want that to happen. Ever!”

Lilith nuzzles my cock and my balls, enjoying the feeling of my hardness throbbing against her face. “I’m sorry,” she gasps as Aurora’s hand slides between her legs and feels her soaked cunt. “I’m sorry. It won’t happen again. I love you all too much to endanger you. I won’t make this mistake ever again.”

“You’re fucking right it won’t happen again,” Aurora growls as she slides two fingers into Lilith’s cunt. She roughly fingers her friend, her own plump body jiggling as her hand pounds her friend.

Meanwhile, Circe is watching it all unfold from a comfy chair in the corner as she plays with herself.

Lilith is lost in a haze of pleasure. Her forked tongue hangs out her mouth as her green eyes are glazed with lust. She is enjoying being the centre of attention.

This is good. My witches are being honest with each other, but I think we need to go a step further to be truly united.

“Aurora,” I snap. “Eat Lilith’s pussy. Get between her legs and show her how much she means to you. You’ve punished her ass — now make love to it.”

Aurora nods and buries herself face-first in Lilith’s dripping wet pussy.

“Circe.”

“Yes, master?”

“Come here. You’re part of this as well. I want your long elfish tongue to bury itself deep in Lilith’s tight demonic asshole. Show my little succubus you love her too.”

“Yes, master.”

My two obedient witches follow my commands to the letter. They take their places between Lilith’s legs, one magical tongue working her clit, the other teasing her tight knot as Lilith chokes herself on my throbbing cock.

“That’s it,” I say encouragingly as I gently stroke her horns. “You’re doing so well, my little demon whore. How does it feel to be worked by two tongues?”

“So good,” Lilith moans. “So good, I… don’t deserve it.”

Damn it. She still hasn’t forgiven herself. I grab Lilith’s neck and squeeze it gently.

“Look at me, Lilith. Look at me.”

Her eyes flutter open and her green eyes focus on me.

“I love you,” I say. “Do you believe me?”

Lilith nods.

“Aurora loves you. Circe loves you. We forgive you. Don’t we, girls?”

“Mmhm!” Circe and Aurora moan in unison.

“But…”

“No buts. You are forgiven. You must know this. Now, if you want, we can keep punishing you, and you can be our little demon slut for the months to come — but only if you realize we love you and that you are forgiven. Do you understand?”

Lilith nods eagerly. “Yes, punish me, please. I want that. I love you, Sam. I… I love all of you.”

“Good,” I say. “Very good.”

I grab two handfuls of her horns and thrust my hips up.

“Then come with my cock down your throat and your friend’s tongues in your pussy and ass, my demon cunt,” I growl as I start fucking her face hard. Her nose presses against my stomach as I force every inch of my large cock down her throat.

Lilith’s entire body trembles with pleasure and my cock is the only thing stifling her cries of pleasure.

“That’s it! Come! Come for me, slut!”

Her hands grab the sheets. I release my grasp to let her breathe, and she instantly belts out a demonic cry. The most powerful orgasm of her life washes over her in waves, as Circe and Aurora don’t let up for a moment, their tongues working their best friend into an orgasmic frenzy at my command.

The sight is beautiful to behold, and I don’t hold back.

I come right there on the spot, my first jet of cum hitting Lilith’s outstretched tongue. She wraps her lips around the head of my cock and eagerly sucks the cum out of me. I fill her mouth to the brim with my seed.

She swallows as much as she can, but there’s too much seed, and some it dribbles down her beautiful thick lips and down her chin.

With a satisfied sigh I let myself fall back into my comfortable bed and soft pillows. Circe and Aurora both jump on the bed and start kissing Lilith, the trio of them swapping tongues, swapping seed, and swapping juices as they make out, while hands grab asses, thighs, titties, anything they can get their grabby hands on.

“I love you,” Lilith purrs, her voice thick with emotion. “I love you all. I’m so sorry.”

“We love you, too, babe,” Circe says, and Aurora agrees. “You heard Sam. You are forgiven.”

“Come here, all of you,” I say as I hold out my hands.

All three naked women cuddle up against me, and I am lost in a tangle of naked bodies, of warm asses, of soft breasts, of hot mouths kissing my ears, my cheeks, my neck and my chest.

That is how we drift off into sleep together — one perfect and happy family.
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S
 pring turns to summer, to autumn, to winter.

The leaves on the many trees surrounding Ravenhall
 turn orange and then tumble down. The first snow of the year covers the grounds, and my new home feels extra magical.

My magical abilities have improved by leaps and bounds. I try not to let the constant compliments of the three witches get to my head. Apparently, I’m the most gifted magical wielder in the world.

That’s all nice and good, but it mean shit if Maldor turns me into cosmic dust the first times we cross paths.

Being the most gifted is not enough.

I need to be the best
 .

Lilith has taught me all she knows about chaos magic. The worlds of fiends and demons hold no mysteries for me anymore. She has summoned all types of demonic creatures — under the watchful eye of Circe and Aurora — and I have bested them all.

I have even defeated my favorite succubus in a game of wizard chess. I had studied the intricacies of the Guatemalan Reacharound
 opening in secret, and she walked right into my trap.

That night I finally claimed her tight red hot ass for the first time, as Circe and Aurora watched. Lilith submitted to me, body and soul, and I’ve never felt closer to her.

It was a night to remember.

Circe has taught me all there is to know about elfish nature magic. I can pull energy from trees, from grass, from the very essence of life itself and mold it as I see fit. She has taught me how to heal myself, how to protect myself, and how to control the various elements of nature.

I can conjure up storms and knock my enemies off their feet. I can turn a small flame into a blazing inferno. I can command the roots of trees to wrap themselves around my enemies and pin them them.

And last but not least, Aurora has taught me all she knows. The motherly, round-faced, doe-eyed Aurora might seem unassuming compared to the stately Circe and always sexy Lilith, but she’s actually the most powerful magic wielder of the three.

She has taught me how to access the magical currents that are always around us. Aurora showed me how to create matter out of thin air — and turn it into a destructive force.

I can disguise myself and create illusions, I can cast spells that easily confuse and confound non-magical humans, and I can even turn iron into gold.

For a good thirty seconds, at least. Transmutation is hard
 .

The three witches have taught me all that they know, and I know every nook and cranny of Ravenhall
 by heart.

Still, I am not ready.

“How was training?” Circe asks as all four us sit down for dinner. The kitchen is filled with the scent of grilled meat and sautéed garlic and onions. My stomach rumbles after a day of banishing demons.

“It was alright,” I say as the elf hands me my plate filled to the brim with delicious food.

“Merely alright? You didn’t even break a sweat today, Sam. I have taught the boy all I know. We have all
 taught the boy all we know. It is time.”

“Time for what?” I ask.

“Not yet,” Aurora says.

“Not yet what?”

Aurora gives me a look. I know that look. It’s the listen-to-me-I-know-better
 look. It usually doesn’t end well.

“I thought we agreed on no more secrets
 . You know, after I nearly got my soul sucked out my dick by a demon queen whore because you didn’t want to tell me who literally killed my parents?”

“Oh yes, how can I forget,” Aurora says. “Damn it, you are right. You are as headstrong as you are gifted, Sam.”

“And you are as protective as you are beautiful, Aurora.” I wrap my arm around her shoulder, pull her close and kiss her forehead. “So what is the secret you’re keeping from me this time?”

“The Winter Solstice,” Aurora says.

“Vaguely rings a bell. What about it?”

“Do they teach you nothing at Human School?” Cire chuckles.

“First of all, we don’t call it Human School, though that makes it sound a lot cooler than it is. Second… not really, ? Well, I learned how to read and write, that’s fairly important in the grand scheme of things.”

“Winter Solstice is the shortest day of the year. Earth is tilted far away from the Sun, and it is a moment rich with spiritual energy,” Aurora explains.

“It’s also when we have great fucking parties,” Lilith chimes in.

“No parties!” Aurora says.

“Oh come on. Sam’s been killing it lately. He deserves a party.”

“No! Parties!” Aurora says.

Lilith grabs my hand and ignores the stern and now-glaring witch. “So every year, we invite the Circle to Ravenhall
 for a weekend-long bender at the Winter Solstice. The Circle is a collection of cool and powerful witches. It’s a very exclusive group.”

“Very
 exclusive,” Circe says. “Only the most-trusted, most-powerful witches are allowed in. Once you’re a member, you’re in for life.”

“Cool. So it’s like a secret society?” I ask. “Like the Illuminati, but for witches. Wait. Are you guys the actual
 Illuminati?”

Circe shrugs. “I do not know that word. But it is a secret society, yes.”

“Does it control the world?”

The witches burst out laughing.

“If only. No. The Circle merely tries to keep the forces from evil from overrunning this world.”

“Ah right, so you’re like the Avengers?” I ask.

Lilith leans in and grabs my wrist. “Mostly we drink wine and dance and talk about sex, if I’m being honest. You’ll fit right in.”

“Like I said,” Aurora says loudly. “No. Parties. Almost no one knows Sam is living with us. Anyone who finds out is a liability.”

“You don’t trust the Circle?” Circe asks.

“Witches talk. Once they see him, once they sense his power… they will be all over him. Sam doesn’t need a dozen horny witches throwing himself at him. Do you?”

“I mean,” I shrug. “Doesn’t sound too bad? I mean — of course not, I have you three!”

Lilith laughs and clinks her glass against mine. “Let the boy live, Aurora. He deserves it. We can’t keep him hidden here forever, like a bird in a cage. We have taught him everything we know. He needs a new teacher, and he needs some… relaxation.”

“For once, I agree with Lilith,” Circe says.

“Oh no. You as well? I’m outnumbered,” Aurora sighs as she runs her hand through her messy red hair.

“Perhaps we shouldn’t invite the full Circle, but he needs a new teacher to take him to new heights. Someone even more powerful than us. Someone like Zephyr.”

“That bitch? Ugh,” Aurora sighs.

“That bitch is strong,” Circe continues. “And tight-lipped. She may be arrogant and haughty, but that’s because she knows for a fact
 she’s the strongest witch in this hemisphere.”

“GODDAMNIT
 . You’re right,” Aurora relents. “You’re all right. As much as I would like, I can’t keep Sam hidden forever… and as much as I hate to admit it, there’s nothing more I can teach you, kid… plus, you deserve a break… fine. A small
 party. Invite only. I veto the guest list. Inner
 Circle only. Understood?”

“Agreed,” Circe says.

“Yes!” Lilith says. She jumps up and pumps her fists into the air. “We’re going to have a party!”

My succubus straddles my lap, grabs my cheeks and kisses me right on the lips.

“You know what means, don’t you Sam?”

“What?”

“A buffet of fresh pussy
 ,” Lilith whispers into my ear. Her forked tongue teases my earlobe. “I cannot wait to watch you turn all those haughty witches into your sexual playthings.”

“Oh shit,” I mumble.

Circe’s pointy ears wiggle and even Aurora has a blush on her pale cheeks.


This is going to be the party of a lifetime.
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R
 avenhall
 and its grounds are covered by a thick, dense layer of snow. The world is silent, as if it is preparing for the huge party to come. I’ve been looking forward to this moment for weeks, and the witches have been exceedingly busy with all their preparations.

I sit in the living room, nursing a cup of hot chocolate as the witches work their magic. Lilith hangs garlands of holly and ivy above the fireplace, while Circe sets the table with a snowy white tablecloth and fine silverware, and Aurora hangs glowing crystal balls in the Christmas tree.

Its thick branches are heavy with sparkling ornaments and twinkling lights, while the base of the tree is littered with finely wrapped presents. I have never seen a more perfect Christmas tree in my life.

A sea of floating candles flicker throughout the house, filling the rooms with warmth and a sweet, cozy aroma. Mistletoes hang from the doorways, just waiting to be kissed under.

Lilith lights the fireplace with a snap of her fingers, and the fire roars to life.

“I didn’t think witches would celebrate Christmas like this, with a tree and everything,” I say. “Next thing you tell me you’re going to conjure up Mariah Carey’s voice. Please don’t.”

“This is all for you, sweetie,” Circe says as she finishes the final preparations.

“It is?”

“Of course. We know that the holidays are a special time, one that reminds you of family. With all that you’ve been through, we thought we’d go the extra mile to make you feel at home.”

“Ah, babe. That’s so sweet. I always feel at home here.”

Circe joins me on the couch for a kiss, and Lilith and Aurora soon follow. All three of them hug me tightly.

Aurora claps her hands. “The table is set, the cauldron is bubbling with a boozy and witchy punch, we’re all wearing our formal gowns… everything is prepared for the party. There’s just one thing left to do.”

The girls exchange a look and a smirk, and then Lilith grabs a present from under the tree and hands it to me. “For you, Sam.”

“You guys shouldn’t have. You know, no one told me we were going to do presents. If I had known, I would have gotten you all something.”

“You being here is
 a present,” Circe says with a laugh. “Now hurry and open it. I can’t wait to hear what you think.”

With all three witches looking at me expectantly I open the gift.

“Whoah,” I say.

Inside the box is a gorgeous dark-blue robe decorated with a gold trim. The material is incredibly soft to the touch, and as I hold it up to a better look at it I see its been intricately embroidered with mystical runes and symbols.

“This is for me?” I ask. “This is pretty damn cool.”

Aurora nods. “I’m glad to hear it, Sam. We three love your casual fit, and you can wear whatever you like around the house, but seeing as the Circle is coming… we figured you should look the part.”

“Put it on,” Lilith squeals as she starts tugging at my shirt. “Right now!”

“Alright, alright,” I laugh as the three witches strip me in no-time. Their hands playfully grope me as they yank my boxers down.

“No underwear?” I ask.

“You’re not going to need it, honey,” Lilith laughs.

They put the robe on me. When the soft material touches my naked skin, I feel myself brimming with magical power. Yes, this feels right. I take a look in the mirror and like what I seem.

I’m no longer the awkward and gangly Samuel Stark.


I’m Sam the fucking Warlock.


“Thank you so much,” I say. “I don’t know how to repay you three.”

“Keep that thought in mind when the witches start to arrive,” Aurora says. “They can be a kooky bunch. Are you ready? Here they come!”

Aurora claps her hands together and the fire in fireplace roars loudly. It explodes with a bang, the flames reaching high enough to lick the ceiling, and I find myself recoiling in surprise. None of the three witches move a muscle as the air shimmers and ripples and a figure steps through the flames and into our living room.

The fire instantly calms itself, retreating into the fireplace. It doesn’t burn our house down, and I sigh a quick breath of relief.

“The fire’s a portal?” I whisper.

“Exactly,” Circe responds. “It only works if we open it. It’s the most secure way of traveling for witches.”

“Cool.”

The beautiful witch who steps into our room is tall and curvy, with long dark hair that cascades down her back in loose waves. She’s wearing a flowing, deep purple robe that’s adorned with silver threads and copious gemstones that glimmer in the light.

She strides into the room with the air someone who is used to getting their way. The arrogance and confidence in her demeanor is palpable, and I can feel the power simply radiate from her body. For a second, I find myself simply awed.

The witch glances around the room with a haughty expression, as if she’s evaluating the worth of every person in the room. Her eyes linger on Aurora, Circe and Lilith for just a moment before they fixate on me.

“I am the Great Witch Zephyr,” she announces, her voice ringing with authority. “I have come to see this fabled new Warlock called Sam
 . Is it you, boy?”

Her tone is dismissive, as if she expects me to bow for her. Her arrogance is only exceeded by the immense power and regal beauty that radiates from her.

Lilith gently prods me in the side. “Answer her,” she whispers.

“Yes, woman
 ,” I say curtly, repaying the respect she has shown me. “That is me.”

Zephyr’s dark eyes freeze for a brief moment with shock, and my three witches gasp. Am I about to be turned into a toad?
 Then, Zephyr breaks into a smile and laughs.

“The boy doesn’t lack courage. That’s good. You’ve trained him well. Nice to meet you, Sam.”

She holds her hand out for me to kiss. Not knowing what else to do, I grab it and kiss it. Her smell reminds me of the dew on a blade of grass and the cold chill of the early morning.

Suddenly, I am struck by the vision of Zephyr out in a field — naked. The orange sun beautifully illuminates her pale and curvy naked body as she dances for me. I want nothing more than to ravage her out there in the open, to use this arrogant witch for my pleasure. A surge of lust races through my body, my cock jutting to full attention in an instant.

And just as quickly as it happened, I’m back in my body, back in the living room, glancing in surprise at Zephyr who is looking right at me with a knowing smirk.


Yes, you are powerful alright.


I hear her voice in my head, but her lips aren’t moving.


We can make that vision come true, you know. I bet I’m a better than fuck than this entire coven combined.


“Zephyr,” Aurora says gently. “Please refrain from using telepathy while in the company of others. It’s not very polite.”

“But of course,” Zephyr says with a friendly smile. “I was simply introducing myself to the boy.”

“I’m sure you were, Zephyr. Why don’t you grab some punch and we can greet the others?”

Zephyr casts one last look at me and licks her lips, and then her robes billow as she walks past me. Her scent lingers in the air, and my cock hasn’t calmed down yet.

Lilith grabs my hand and squeezes it. “You’re doing great, Sam,” she says softly. “Zephyr can be a real bitch. She’s also the most powerful witch in the country. The others won’t be so arrogant. I think.”

“Thanks,” I whisper back.

The fire roars to life once more. This time, the woman who steps through already has a smile on her face, and her eyes sparkle with warm energy. Her hair is riot of silver curls, and her long, flowing robes are a soft shade of green. She carries a simple wooden staff, etched with symbols representing protection and peace.

“Ilyana!” Aurora shouts.

“Aurora!” She responds.

The two women fling themselves at each other and hug tightly. The greeting of Zephyr couldn’t have been more different than this.

“It’s so good to see you, babe. Here, this is Sam!”

The silver-haired witch is thrust towards me. She looks at me, smiles, and pulls me in for a tight hug right away which takes me by surprise. Her body is soft, warm and gentle, and I feel right at home in her embrace.

Her exceptionally large bosom pressing against me might have something to do with that.

“I’m Ilyana, my dear. I’ve heard so much about you! Oh my, you’re gorgeous. So strong as well. Has Aurora been taking good care of you? Feeding you well?” Her voice is melodic and warm.

“I can’t complain,” I say.

“That’s good to hear.” Ilyana grabs my cheeks and gazes deeply into my eyes. “Yes, I can see what she sees in you…”

“And what’s that?” I ask.

Ilyana smiles mischievously. Her presence is so comfortable that I do not want her to move on. I can see right away why Aurora and Ilyana are best friends — they are very much alike, only Ilyana is a slightly older, slightly bustier, slightly more hippy
 version of her red-haired friend.

The silver-haired witch is still exceedingly gorgeous, and I too find myself fantasizing about ravaging her in an open field as the sun’s rays catch her thick, beautiful body. This time it’s not a vision implanted by a powerful witch.

It’s coming all from my own dirty mind. Yes, it would be nice to slide my cock between those thick breasts of hers and coat her face with my pearlescent cum. It would color well with the mature witch’s silver hair…

“Soon, Sam,” Ilyana whispers. “Let’s not rush into things. We’ve got all night.”


Wait, she can read my mind too?!


Ilyana pinches my ass as she makes her way to the cauldron and greets Zephyr. I look at Aurora, Lilith and Circe sheepishly. Is my mind an open book for everyone to look into? If so, I need to learn some shielding spells. Some of my thoughts are not
 fit for public consumption. In fact, make that most of them.

My mind tends to wander to some weird places if left unchecked.

Aurora simply smiles naturally at me. “You’re doing well, Sam. Only one more guest to come — we’re keeping the party small this year. You’re ready?”

I nod, she claps her hands, and the fire roars to life for a final time.

A young woman steps through the fire, her nubile body framed by the light. Her hair is short and blonde, and her blue eyes sparkle with a mischievous gleam as they laser-focus on me. She wears a form-fitting black gown that accentuates all of her curves, and a small nose-ring finishes off her alternative look.

Her full lips curve into a seductive smirk as she ignores Aurora, Lilith and Circe and strides straight towards me. I find myself nailed to the ground, immediately captivated by the young witch’s allure. Her beauty is striking, her aura filled with enigmatic energy that draws me to her. Her hips sway with a sultry rhythm, and my eyes follow her every move.

“Hello, Sam,” she says, her voice husky and low. “My name is Vesper. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you. I have heard only great things about you. I cannot wait to find out as if you’re as great as they say.”

Her lips curl up and her blue eyes flutter, and I’m caught off-guard by her boldness. I try to muster a cool response, but I find myself stumbling over my words instead. Vesper can’t be a day older than me, but she carries herself with the confidence and swagger of a rock star.

She has to be a star of sorts, to be invited to a gathering of witches this powerful while only so young. Well, she’s not that
 young — she’s my age, after all, but that’s still young compared to the other mature women.

“Hello, Vesper
 ,” Aurora says coldly as she folds her arms. “How nice of you to greet us as well. Or are you so quick to forget your teachers?”

Vespers rolls her eyes. “You’re a saint for dealing with these three, Sam. They got on my nerves with all their rules
 and commands
 .”

“They’ve taught you as well?” I ask.

“Oh yeah. Witches and warlocks, we should be free to do what we want, right? We don’t need rules. In fact, want to go outside for a smoke? I’ve got some Hylian herb that’ll blow your mind.”

Aurora clears her throat with barely disguised anger. Vesper winks at me, and then turns to the three women.

“Oh, hey Aurora, Circe, Lilith! Didn’t see you there. Thank you for the invite. Sorry, I was distracted by that hunk of yours.”

“Vesper,” the three witches say coldly. “You haven’t changed.”

There’s a moment of tense silence, and I briefly wonder if they’re going to fight — and then the four of them burst our laughing. The women all hug, and then Vesper is guided towards the punch by Lilith as Aurora pulls me close.

“What do you think, babe?” She asks. “It’s quite a motley crew, isn’t it?”

“You can say that.”

I watch as Zephyr, Ilyana and Vesper mingle with Circe and Lilith in the kitchen. They all drink the witchy punch and delve into the snacks as the three guests periodically look at me and smile.

Tonight, I’m not sure if I’m the predator or the prey.

“Got any questions before I start serving dinner?” Aurora asks.

“Only about a million. Tell me about Vesper.”

“Hm. I feared she would catch your eye.”

“Is that jealousy I hear in your voice?” I tease.

“Not at all,” Aurora bristles. “You’re free to do what you want, Sam. I’m just afraid she’ll be a bad influence on you.”

Vesper looks up at me and blows me a kiss before turning back to Zephyr. Heat rushes to my cheeks.

“You three taught her, so she can’t be that bad, right?”

“She was a wild child,” Aurora sighs. “Lilith found her roaming the streets of Berlin a decade ago. Alone. No parents, and she won’t talk about her past. We took her in and gave her the best education we could. Vesper is extremely
 gifted, which is why she has a spot on the Circle, but she’s also incredibly fierce and headstrong… kinda like you. Except you never called me a bitch. Well, not hatefully. In the bedroom you can call me whatever you like, Sam.”

“She called you a what
 now?”

“She was young,” Aurora explains. “You know how moody teens can be. Make them powerful witches and they’re even moodier. Luckily, she blossomed into a… well, I can’t call her well-adjusted, but… a confident young woman none the less. Our relationship is rather complicated, which is what happens when the birds leave the nest. Now that I think about it, you might be a calming influence on her. If you don’t get caught up in her tempest, that is.”

“I’ll try to steady my ship,” I say, trying to keep the metaphor going.

If anything, I want to sail my boat right into Vesper’s harbor. The young blonde is dangerous, sexy, and she keeps eye-fucking me from across the room.

This is shaping up to be a Christmas I won’t ever forget.

“Ilyana is one of my closest friends, and the woman I trust the most in the world; besides Circe and Lilith of course,” Aurora continues, turning my attention to the silver-haired MILF. “She owns a taproom called the Haunted Hops
 . It’s the best place in the country for a cold beer and some good company. I really ought to take you there someday. If, stars forbid, anything ever happens to us, if Maldor shows his ugly face, if things get out of hand… go to the Haunted Hops
 and look for Ilyana. She’s one of the good ones.”

“What about Zephyr?”

“Ah, yes,” Aurora says. “Zephyr. As I’m sure you’ve noticed, Zephyr has a certain air
 to her. She is the one of the most powerful spell-casters in the world. She’s older than Ilyana, although she doesn’t look it — her powers keep her young.”

“You all don’t seem to like her very much.”

“Careful, Sam. She’s a powerful mindreader. But yes, you’re right. She’s a powerful ally, but perhaps not the easiest person to befriend. Still, she’s one of the good ones, and if all goes well tonight, she will be one of your new teachers.”

“What can I do to ensure tonight goes well, then?” “I ask.

“Oh, Sam. Just be yourself. That’s all you have to do.”

I nod. Zephyr, Ilyana and Vesper all glance at me, biting their lips, their gorgeous eyes sizing me up. My cock stirs underneath my robes as I remember what Lilith told me before the party.


A buffet of fresh pussy.


Hell yeah.
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I
 had no idea how just how hard witches could party.

We all sit around the large wooden table, feasting on the lavish spread of food. Platters of roasted meats and steaming vegetables are passed around, along with a copious amount of red wine. Aurora is constantly conjuring up new bottles, only for them to go empty in the blink of an eye.

The witches chat and laugh, swapping stories and exchanging news, and our home is filled with the clinks of silverware and the rich laughter of six boisterous witches.

The witches constantly switch positions, as they all want to sit next to me. I am flanked by two witches on either side of me at all times who vie for my attention. They put their hands on my thighs and lean forward, pushing their breasts together, daring me to look as they try to seduce me by whispering naughty things in my ears.

The old me would’ve snapped his neck swiveling from one pair of breasts to the next — the new me is not so easily impressed. It’ll take more than a great pair of tits to distract Samuel the Warlock.

“I have no idea how you do it,” Vesper whispers in my ear. “I’m impressed.”

“Do what?”

“Survive in one home with Aurora, Lilith and Circe for as long as you have, of course. They drove me mad with all their rules. I fled as soon as I was strong enough to survive on my own.”

“They mean well,” I say. “Plus, it helps that I can take out any… frustration
 on them as I see fit.”

Vesper throws her head back and laughs. “Yeah, I can see how that makes things easier. Hey, I’m going outside for a smoke, want to come?”

I look up to check what the rest are doing. Ilyana and Aurora are rowdily enacting a scene of them pranking a group of pioneers, and no seems to be paying any attention to us. We can slip out for a moment.

I follow Vesper outside. It’s cool outside, and the air has got that cozy winter chill. The moment we’re on the veranda, Vesper suddenly spins towards me and kisses me right on the lips. I’m surprised for a moment, but as her tongue brushes against my bottom lip I regain my composure and return the kiss.

My hands move to her perky ass as I cup her cheeks tightly. Vesper smiles, kisses me one final time and then moves away.

“I’ve been wanted to that all evening. You’re a good kisser, Sam, I’ll give you that.”

Vesper looks out across the courtyard of Ravenhall
 and stretches her arms above her head. The world is enveloped in darkness, the only light coming from inside our cozy house. She turns to me and her blue eyes twinkle defiantly.

“So it it true what they say? Does Aurora keep you locked up on these grounds like you’re some mad dog?”

I’m taken aback, but I don’t show it. “It’s for my own safety,” I say.

“So it is
 true. Wow. And you believe it?”

“I know it to be true. What is your problem with Aurora and the others? From what I understand, they took you in, they taught you, they cared for you… and yet, you act like a total spoiled bitch
 .”

Vesper’s eyes open wide with shock. “No one talks to me like that.”

“I just did. What are you going to do about it?”

“I need a smoke,” Vesper says. She plops herself down in a rocking chair and pulls out a wooden pipe from one of her many hidden pockets. I can’t help but laugh as she fills it with a strong-smelling herb.

“You seriously smoke pipe?” I ask.

“What? It’s cool,” Vesper says, somewhat defensively.

“Yeah, I bet it was. In the 16th
 century.”

“As I recall, you just learned to do
 magic, what, six months ago? So how are you going to tell me what’s cool in the magical world? You’re a city boy, Sam. You know nothing.”

“I know you look absolutely ridiculous with that long wooden pipe between your lips, Vesper, but you do you.”

“Oh yeah? How about you slide something else
 between my lips then?”

She opens her mouth and stretches our her tongue for me, her blue eyes daring me to make a move.

“Be careful what you wish for,” I speak softly as blood rushes down to my cock. “You might just get it.”

“Oh, I’m counting on it, big boy.”


Fuck it.


There’s no way I’m going to let this bratty witch tease me like this. If she wants it — she can get it.

I look over my shoulder, but the rest of the witches are all still inside, chatting and laughing. I reach down and pull my robe to the side. My hard cock bobs out, and Vesper’s mouth falls open in surprise.

“Holy fuck,” she gasps. “I can see why my aunties have been raving about you all evening…”

I take a step forward and grab one handful of Vesper’s short blonde hair.

“This is what you wanted to see, isn’t it? Now open that pretty little mouth of yours, brat.”

Vesper’s blue eyes open in shock and then glaze over with lust. She nods and opens her mouth wide, stretching out her pink tongue for me.

I slide my thick cock between her lips. Vesper groans loudly as her tongue wraps itself around the head of my cock and she tastes me for the first time.

“Oh fuck,” she groans, her voice muffled. “Oh, I need this.”

So do I. I’ve been hard all evening, and my balls are begging for a release — but I know that this is only the beginning. I have mastered my libido, and I will not allow myself the satisfaction of an orgasm until I have satisfied all six
 witches.

It’s one hell of a job, but someone’s got to do it.

I grab Vesper’s short blonde hair and fuck her face hard. Saliva drips down her chin. Her hands grab my shaft and work it, jerking me off, one sliding between my legs to cradle my huge balls as I use her mouth.

I could keep going forever, but there’s a party we have to get back to, and this only the appetizer. Time to wrap this up.

“Play with yourself, you little blonde slut,” I growl. “I want you to cum as you choke on my cock like the little witchy slut that you are.”

“Jesus, Sam,” Vesper says as she looks up at me with a look that’s somewhere between shock and adoration. “You know how to treat a lady.”

Her hands slide between her legs underneath her gown.

“Show me that tight pussy of yours,” I say.

Vesper nods and pulls her gown to the side. There’s a small tuft of blonde hair on her mound, and her pussy looks deliciously wet and plump. She toys with her thumping clit as she looks up at me, her blue eyes begging for me to use her as I see fit.

“Good girl. Now cum for me,” I say.

Vesper nods furiously as her hands become a blur, and then her eyes shut tight, her entire body trembles and she moans on my cock, her cheeks caving in as she sucks me hard, the little blond minx cumming silently out here on the veranda.

I take a step back and just take a look at my work for a moment. I slip my hard and throbbing cock back into my robes, although the tent I’m pitching cannot be hidden. Vesper’s body still shakes with the aftershocks of her orgasm as she breathes deeply.

I reach down and slide my hand across her soft, sexy body. My fingers tease her wetness, feel the quivering lips of her sensitive cunt for just a moment before I pull her gown back in it’s proper place.

“That’s really why you wanted to take a step outside, wasn’t it?” I ask.

Vesper nods and looks at me through fluttered lashes.

“Fuck me,” she pants. “I could sense you were strong, but I didn’t think you had it in you to do, well, this
 to me… you know how often I let men do this to me? Never, that’s how often. Absolutely never. But you… you’re special, Sam.”

“So they say. I just try to be myself.”

“How is that working out for you?”

“I can’t complain,” I laugh. “Does that make me sound arrogant?”

“Oh, if anyone has the right to be arrogant, it’s you alright,” Vesper says. “Can I get one last kiss before we head back inside?”

“Sure.”

I lean in and kiss Vesper. The little blond minx moans deeply as our lips touch, and she grabs my face and doesn’t let me go for a good thirty seconds.

“So there you two are. I should have known. You never were the patient type, were you, Vesper?”

Aurora stands in the door opening, her arms crossed, but there’s a big smile on her lips. Her cheeks are flushed — she has also had her fair share of red wine.

“Aurora,” Vesper gasps. “I can explain.”

“So can I. You’re a horny little slut. Now head inside, we’re getting ready for the main course.”

“Yes, m’am.”

Vesper gives me a final smile and a wave and then trots inside. She tries to strut sexily, but her legs are still quite shaky from her orgasm, so she walks more like a deer on ice.

“Hm. That was easier than expected,” Aurora muses as she watches Vesper march her tight butt inside. “Normally she gives me a mouthful when I tell her what to do.”

“I had a word with her,” I say.

“I bet you had more than that,” Aurora says.

“Perhaps. So what’s this main course?”

“Oh, you’re in for a treat, young man.”

Aurora pulls me close for a tight, warm hug and she kisses me deeply. Her tongue explores my mouth and I grab her round ass as I enjoy the drunk and sloppy kiss.

“I have something for you,” Aurora says.

“Oh, I know you do,” I say as I squeeze her plump ass.

“Not that,” Aurora laughs. “This.”

She reaches into her pocket and pulls out a small vial filled with a deep purple liquid. “It’s for you.”

“What is it?” I ask as I accept the bottle.

“I call it Cupids Arrow
 ,” she says. “I know you have mastered yourself and your libido, but for what we have in store for you, you might need a little… extra
 . This will help you give that extra edge. Don’t worry, it’s not dangerous. Just a little potion I brewed for you to make this night extra special.”

“Okay,” I say. “I trust you. I don’t make a habit out of downing strange potions, but I’ll take your word for it.”

I uncork the bottle. The smell of lavender and herbs hits me instantly, and my senses already feel sharpened.

“This is some potent stuff,” I say.

Aurora nods. “Only the best for you, my love.”

I take one last whiff and then knock the drink back. I can feel it slide down my throat and warm my insides. Heat spreads through my body, and I feel like I’m floating.

“Excellent. You’re now fully ready for the Winter Solstice’s, honey. The time of prophecy has come. You’re ready to breed the Circle.”
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A
 urora blindfolds me and leads me back into the warm house. Vesper, Zephyr, Ilyana, Circe and Lilith are all inside, waiting for me. I have no idea what to expect, but my heart beats loudly with anticipation.

“Can you give me a hint?” I try.

“Just be patient, Sam,” Aurora answers. “That will make the surprise all the sweeter.”

“Okay,” I relent.

Instead of using my eyes, I try to use my magical powers to make sense of my surroundings. There’s a nervous energy in the air, with hushed whispers, soft laughter, and clothes rustling.

Aurora clears her throat.

“I am happy to see the Inner Circle gathered here today, on the eve of the winter solstice. Tonight, we celebrate the longest night of the year, and welcome the return of the sun. Tonight, we also celebrate Samuel Stark. His growth has been amazing, and his potential is limitless. Tonight, the Inner Circle worships him. We ask for his guidance, so he can lead us. We ask for his trust, so we can repay it. We ask for his touch, so we can bask in it.”


Worship me? I don’t mind the sound of that…


Aurora continues: “I ask the Earth to bless us with abundance and nourishment. I ask the Air to bless us with its refreshing essence. I ask Fire to warm our hearts and bring light to the darkness, and I ask Water to cleanse us and purify our spirits.”

The witches repeat the chant together, their gorgeous voices all harmonizing pleasantly.

“The winter solstice is a time of renewal and hope. Let us celebrate this year new with a feast of love and happiness, of lust and devotion, of sex and magic. Spirits, bless us all.”

“Spirits, bless us all!” The witches repeat strongly, and then a tense silence fills the room. All I hear is the fireplace crackling and the deep breaths of six waiting witches.

“Finally, now lets fucking do this,” I hear Vesper whisper. “My pussy has been aching all night in anticipation.”

“Slut,” Ilyana whispers back with a laugh. “I heard you dipped your hand into the cookie jar again. Can’t ever wait your turn, can’t you?”

“Don’t be jealous, Ilyana. I know you can’t wait to drag him back to your bar to let him sample
 your wares
 .”

“True enough.”

Aurora’s soft hands remove my blindfold. The first thing I see are her lovely dark-brown eyes searching mine.

“How are you feeling?” She asks. “No side effects from the potion?”

“I feel fine,” I answer truthfully. “Amazing, in fact.”

“Good. Merry Christmas, Sam. Here’s your present.”

Aurora turns me around, and my heart skips a beat.

Vesper, Ilyana, Zephyr, Circe and Lilith are lined up on their hands and knees in my living room.


Naked
 .

Their soft, curvy bodies bask in the warm glow of the fireplace. Their hands and knees rest on the soft carpet as they gently wiggle their hips, each of them teasing me.

My heart is launched right into my throat as my cock transmutes into a bar of hard fucking steel instantly. It’s too much to take in all at once — five dripping wet pussies, five gorgeous asses, five pairs of swinging breasts — that I don’t know where to look.

Aurora’s gentle hands remove my robe so that I am as naked as my five willing witches. “We have all night,” she whispers into my ear as she hugs me from behind. I can feel that she’s naked as well, her hard nipples pressing into my back. I reach behind to grasp her soft thighs. Her soft hands circle my cock. “You can take it slow. We’re all in a heightened state, and we are all here to serve you, Sam. Just be yourself, and use all of us as you see fit. That’s all we want.”

I never expected to receive an actual
 buffet of fresh pussy.

I whirl around and kiss Aurora on her lips. My tongue brushes against her bottom lip as I pour all of my passion, love, and gratitude for this perfect woman into that kiss.

“Take your place,” I tell Aurora. “I want to see your pussy among the rest.”

“Yes, sir.”

Aurora takes her place at the end of the line. There are now six pussies waiting for me, six hips wiggling, some seductively, some impatiently. I walk past them all and let my hand wander from one round ass to the next. My fingertips brush against their plump, wet lips. Pussies quiver and moans escape from lips as I tease all six of them.

I stop behind Zephyr. The dark-haired, arrogant witch now has her ass up in the air for me. When I first saw her haughty face and heard her call me a boy
 , I didn’t think I would be spreading her round MILF ass with my two hands only a couple of hours later.

I deliver a hard, open-palmed smack on Zephyr’s pale ass. The slap echoes off the walls, and a lurid moan escapes her lips.

“So you’re the Great Witch Zephyr, hm?” I growl.

“Yes,” she says.

I spank her again. Her body trembles, and her pussy quivers. Her juices leak down her thick thighs, begging to be touched. Ilyana and Vesper look enviously at us as I punish the arrogant witch.

“Tell me what you really
 are,” I say as my fingers brush against the fat lips of her pussy. “If you want to feel this cock inside of you, if you want me to fill you whole, if you want my seed to flood your womb — tell me what you really are, slut.
 ”

“I am yours,” Zephyr pants willingly.

My fingers plunge into her cunt to reward her submission.

“I am, I am, a—a slut
 ! I am the Great Slut Zephyr! I am yours to use, Samuel, I am your humble servant, I am your… toy. Please. Oh fuck, Sam, oh you’re teasing me, oh fuck, please, please, please
 .”

My thumb rubs her clit as my fingers fill her wetness. Within seconds the mature witch starts cumming on my fingers. Her pussy clenches my digits as her asshole contracts, and a loud, wanton moan escapes her lips. She collapses on the soft carpet, her full ass jiggling with every quiver of her body.

And I’m only just getting started.

I move on to Ilyana next. I run my hand through her riot of silver curls as my cock brushes against her thick cheeks. Her heavy breasts hang underneath of her, and I reach down to grab a hold of both of them.

“Are you going to milk me?” Ilyana whispers with a laugh.

“Is that what you want?” I ask as I squeeze her breasts. My fingers tweak her nipples, and the bohemian witch stifles a moan.

“Yes,” she pants. “Yes! Milk me, Sam, please!”

A drop of milk forms on her nipples. I bring to my lips to taste it — it’s very sweet and addictive. I never had a thing for breast milk, but the idea of this thick, silver-haired MILF riding my cock while I nurse on her full breasts has my cock leaking pre-cum all over Ilyana’s pale ass.

“I already have three willing witches, but I could use a cow,” I say as I let my imagination run wild.

“Please,” Ilyana moans.

I grab a fistful of her pale, round ass as I milk her breasts. This situation is already beyond my wildest dreams — and there are four more women waiting for me to touch them, to please them, to use them.

It’s good to be a warlock.

I leave Ilyana panting and wanting more as I move on to Vesper. The little blonde slut wiggles her hips for me, reaching back to spread the lips of her pink pussy for me.

“Are you finally going to give me what I need, Sam?” She asks.

I want to make her beg — but just as much, I want to bury myself to the hilt inside of her.


Fuck it.
 The time for teasing is over.

I grab her small hips, line up my cock with her entrance, and enter her. Vesper moans loudly as I stretch her wide, her hands digging into the carpet. Ilyana and Zephyr look on with envy as I fill this brat first.

“Aurora, Lilith, Circe, come here,” I command.

My three witches obey me instantly. They all crawl over towards me on their hand and knees as I pound the lithe blonde. I pull them close and give them a passionate tongue kiss, one after another, before I tell them what to do next.

“Lilith.”

“Yes, master?” My favorite succubus asks.

“Suck on her nipples for me.”

“Yes, master!”

Lilith crawls underneath of Vesper and attacks the blonde’s breasts, her forked tongue teasing Vesper’s sensitive nipples.

“Circe.”

“Yes?”

“Get underneath me — eat Vesper’s pussy as I fuck her.”

My elf’s ears wiggle as her pale blonde turns crimson. “Yes, Sam,” she says. Circe gets underneath us both, and I feel her warm breath on my balls. Her tongue coats Vesper’s pussy with saliva, every touch of her tongue bringing the brat to new heights.

“Aurora?”

“Yes, Sam?”

I saved the best for last. I pull the devoted caretaker towards me and grab a handful of her round behind.

“How do you feel about repaying this brat for her insolence?” I ask.

Aurora’s dark-brown eyes flutter. Her body is flushed, and I can feel the arousal pulsating inside of her. “But Sam… I’ve known her for so long…”

“That’s what makes it even hotter if she buries her tongue in your ass,” I growl as my hand slides between Aurora’s thighs to feel her soaking wetness.

She falls forwards, resting her forehead against mine. All she can do is moan, her hands gripping my arm as I play with her pussy.

All the while, my hard cock is still inside Vesper’s thighs channel, throbbing and pulsing, and Circe and Lilith are using their tongues to bring the bratty blonde to new heights.

“You know you want it,” I say. “I can sense it inside of you, Aurora.”

Aurora nods. “Yes,” she pants. “Fuck. I do.”

“Then do it. Get on your hands and knees in front of Vesper and make her eat you out from behind. I want to see see you smother her with your ass, Aurora. I want to see that little bitch’s tongue disappear inside of you. Vesper wants it, too — she craves punishment and discipline. Give it to her. Give her what she needs — and then you can eat her pussy after I filled it with my seed.”

Aurora kisses me deeply as she orgasms on the spot, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth as her entire body trembles and shakes with pleasure. She gives me one last, love-filled look as she crawls on her hands and knees — legs still quaking — and takes her place right in front of Vesper.

I grab a handful of the blonde’s short hair and gently force her to look up.

“Look what I have for you, my little brat,” I growl as Aurora kneels in front of Vesper, reaches back and spreads her pale, round ass wide.

“Oh god,” Vesper pants.

Aurora’s plump pussy is illuminated beautifully by the soft light of the fireplace, and the hundreds of candles floating all around us. Her tight asshole just begs to be worshipped.

“Eat her ass, Vesper.”

Vesper nods frantically.

“Yes, Sam, I’ll do anything you say!”

Aurora looks over shoulder at us with a wicked smile. She reaches back, grabs Vesper’s hair, her fingers touching mine, and pulls the blonde’s face right into her round ass. The moment Vesper’s hungry tongue finds its way inside of Aurora’s throbbing pussy the caretaker belts out a deep, wanton moan.

“Oh fuck, Vesper, yes, eat my pussy babe, lick my pussy, eat my fucking cunt you brat
 ! Eat my ass! Get your tongue in my asshole! Oh fuck
 !”

All the tension, the lust, the frustration and the simmering anger Aurora has felt over the years is released in an orgy of profanity. I have given the devoted woman of the house permission to release all that she’s been carrying inside of her, and Aurora shivers with pleasure with every word that leaves her lips.

Vesper’s tight cunt squeezes my cock as I fuck her hard. I pound the brat’s tight pussy from behind as Circe licks her clit, as Lilith sucks on her nipples, as Aurora smothers her face, as Zephyr and Ilyana look on jealously, momentarily ignored in this orgy — but not forgotten. The winter solstice will not pass without every single witch reaching nirvana.

“I’m going to cum!” I growl loudly as I slam into the lithe blonde hard. Her entire body shakes as I pound her right into Aurora’s ass, every thrust forcing her forwards.

The magical energy in the room is drawn to me, and I can feel my cock swell to its maximum proportions, stretching Vesper’s tight pussy to its limit. Circe worships my balls with her perfect elven tongue and the sounds of wanton enjoyment reach their crescendo. I cum.


Hard.


My balls explode with pleasure and I flood Vesper’s tight pussy with my seed. Circe latches onto my big balls, sucking and licking, not giving up for a moment until my lusty elfish whore has temporarily drained my balls completely dry. The jets of seed keep coming, until I’m certain I’ve filled the bratty blonde to the brim with my cum.

The moment I explode Vesper starts cumming as well, her pussy squeezing my cock with every quiver of pleasure, draining every last drop out of me. Her legs shake and her voice is muffled by Aurora forcing her face into her pussy from behind.

Aurora looks at me over her shoulder with those gorgeous brown eyes of hers, and she joins the party, moaning loudly as she orgasms, the visual of me blowing my load deep inside Vesper pushing her right over the edge.

I give one last thrust, slap Vesper’s ass for good measure, and then fall back on my ass as I gasp for breath. Circe’s hungry mouth instantly envelops my still-hard cock, sucking all the combined juices off and swallowing them. My little elf is possessed by lust, and when she’s sucked my cock clean she turns her attention to Vesper’s throbbing, red, raw and properly fucked pussy.

“Oh fuck,” I hear Circe whisper sultrily as Vesper’s pussy gapes wide open right in front of her, my pearlescent seed dripping out of that well-fucked hole.

My sexy elf grabs Vesper’s hips and pulls her down, forcing the brat to lower her pussy on Circe’s face. Her tongue tastes my juices, and within seconds Vesper is having another powerful orgasm.

While Vesper is being worshipped by my three favorite witches, I move over to Zephyr and Ilyana. The impatient witches kneel in front of me, their pussies so wet by what they’ve just witnessed that their inner thighs are now soaked with their juices. I grab both of their pusses, and my fingers slide in easily.

“Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten about you two.”

“You better not,” Zephyr whines. “I need your cock too, young man.”

“I can tell,” I say with a grin as I slip an extra finger inside of her. Zephyr gasps and pushes her hips back, fucking herself on my hand.

Not to be outdone, Ilyana acts just as wantonly, throwing her thick hips back at me. Both horny witches fuck themselves on my fingers hard, throwing their asses at me, and all I have to do is sit there and take in the perfect, eye-watering view.

My cock is back to full war-strength in no time. I command the two mature witches to get in a 69-position. They do is without grumbling, and moments later Ilyana has Zephyr’s quivering, dripping wet pussy hovering inches above her face.

I grab my cock and glide it right into Zephyr’s surprisingly tight snatch. The arrogant witch moans deeply, finally getting what she wanted. I slowly pull out, my cock absolutely slick with juices, and guide my cock right into Ilyana’s waiting mouth.

The silver-haired MILF sucks the juices right off my young cock. I go back and forth, going from Zephyr’s cunt to Ilyana’s mouth and back, savoring the different sensations.

I then switch the two of them around — and go from Ilyana’s pussy to Zephyr’s mouth. I grab a tight hold of Zephyr’s dark hair and make the haughty witch choke on my cock just a second longer than Ilyana did. The witch glares at me as tears fill her eyes, but when I pull back to let her breathe she sinks her nails into my thighs and pulls me back.

“You’re not going anywhere until I sucked you dry, Sam,” Zephyr protests.

“You’ll get your turn — when you learned your lesson, Zephyr,” I tease as I pull my throbbing cock away from her.

The more she tries to boss me around, the more I will let her wait. I will cum deep inside of the dark-haired power-woman before the night is over, but only when I decide the time is right.

It’s time to switch positions.

Over the next six hours, I fuck every witch in every orifice. I am insatiable, and so are the six horny witches.

At one point, we form a circle with our naked bodies, everyone on their hands and knees. Every girl eats out the one in front of her from behind. Aurora ends up in front of me, and I taste her wetness while Circe is behind me, her hands working my shaft as her mouth worships my balls from behind.

The entire house is filled with moans of pleasure and the alluring smell of sex. It’s heaven.

Before the night is over my balls are well and truly drained.

When the morning sun rises there’s not a drop of seed left inside of me, and I collapse on the carpet surrounded by a pile of naked bodies.

This is a night I’ll never
 forget.













Chapter
 16












“Y
 ou have talent, boy. I will not deny that. But you are a long way away from being a master warlock. A long
 way. You are unpolished. Rough. Aurora has taught you a sloppy technique. The child has done what she can, but now it’s time for a Great Witch
 to show you the art of magic.”

Zephyr parades in front of me as she dictates her little speech. The library is empty except for us two, as Aurora, Lilith and Circe can’t stand the pompous witch. Still, I need her training if I am to have any hope of defeating Maldor and getting revenge.

I thought I had given her some humility after she literally begged
 for my seed the night of the winter solstice, as Aurora and Lilith held her legs open and watched closely as I filled the mature witch with every inch of my cock until Zephyr thrashed in orgasm and cried tears of joy.

My optimism was ill-founded. The very next morning, Zephyr was right back to her arrogant ways. She chastised Aurora for the mess and demanded a private work-space. We agreed to make the library her domain, and Aurora graciously offered her bedroom to Zephyr.

Aurora now spends her nights in my bed, which I don’t mind one bit. Snuggling up against her soft, naked body is the best way to fall asleep.

Vesper and Ilyana were both quick to leave when they realized Zephyr was staying at Ravenhall
 .

Ilyana made me promise to visit her brewery and bar, the Haunted Hops
 , as soon as I have the time time. I agreed instantly, much to Aurora’s chagrin. She wants to keep me hidden and safe, but there’s a whole world out there for me to explore.

What better way to start exploring the magical world then bending a silver-haired fox over a barrel of stout and having my way with her?

Ilyana also promised me to tell me the secret ingredient
 that make her beers so damn addictive. I can’t wait to find out what it is.

Vesper, meanwhile, gave me a long and hot tongue-kiss that had my heart racing before she departed. She whispered in my ear that whenever I get bored of these ‘old hags’ I should give her a visit. She gave me her address: an abandoned lighthouse of the coast of Portugal she turned into her witchy home. As soon as I master the art of teleportation — one of the most difficult feats of magic there is — I will be stopping by there for sure.

“Are you even paying attention to me, Sam?” Zephyr asks.

I’m pulled back into the present, and shelve the thoughts of making love to Vesper under the Portuguese sun for now. “Yeah, sure I was.”

“Sure you were. Let’s see you handle this then,” Zephyr says as she waves her arms and shouts an incantation. Suddenly, all the books in the library fly off the shelves — and head straight towards me!

“What the fuck!” I shout as I cast a shield spell.

The first couple of books bounce off the shimmering blue shield that protects me, but there are too many. My shield cracks. I try infuse it with more magic, but the books pound at me relentlessly.

“Your shield is weak,” Zephyr shouts. “Your pronunciation is sloppy. You cannot mumble your spells, boy. You must be prepared — always! — for an attack! The forces of darkness don’t announce themselves. They strike when you least expect it.”

She stops her spell and all the books thump on the floor. I take a deep breath and my blue shield disappears.

“Was that really necessary?” I ask.

Zephyr tuts. “Have you learned nothing, Sam? Constricto
 !”

Out of nowhere four tentacles appear and attack my limbs. Before I have a chance to even think
 of a counter-spell they grab my arms and my legs, and I’m forced to my knees. I struggle and fight, but the tentacles snake their ways around my ankles and wrists and completely paralyze me.

Zephyr struts towards me, an arrogant smile on her full lips.

“If
 I were an agent of darkness, you would be dead right now, Sam.”

“Are you?” I ask. I’m honestly starting to have my doubts. Aurora trusts her, but she’s been wrong before.

“I am not.”

The dark-haired witch stands right in front of me. Her perfume fills my nose as her dark eyes look me up and down, and there’s a thoughtful smile on her lips.

“Aurora has been too soft on you, as I expected. You need to be challenged. You need to fear for your life, because that is exactly what you will do when you face Maldor and his minions.”

Zephyr runs her fingers across my cheek. Her thumb brushes my bottom lip.

“I must say, I enjoy seeing you tied up like this. The great warlock Samuel… mine to use as I please. Yes, you will
 be great one day, boy. If
 you follow my instructions and train hard. Are you ready to do what I say, boy?”

“I will do whatever it takes,” I say. “I’m ready.”

“Good. Then you can start with this
 .”

Zephyr slowly hikes her dress up. Her gorgeous ankles, her long legs, her full thighs all come into view. Finally she bunches her dress around her waist, and I am looking right at her gorgeous pussy, topped with a tuft of dark hair.

“Be a good boy and eat my pussy, Sam. I haven’t forgotten how you fucked me. I can read your thoughts — you think I’m an evil shrew. A cold-hearted bitch. I’m not. I’m merely exactly what you need right now to be a better and stronger fighter. Before you can become a true leader, you must know what it is like to follow. That is why I’m going to break you, and then build you up again. You might hate me for it, but you’re going to thank me for it later. Do you accept this?”

I nod.

“Good. Very good. Now eat my pussy, Sam.”

I nod again. The powerful witch grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls me right between her legs. My hands and legs are bound, and I can do nothing but eat Zephyr out. Her pussy tastes like honey, and I close my eyes and let myself enjoy the moment.

Usually I’m the one calling the shots and directing the action, but today the roles have been reversed. It’s a welcome change of pace, and I find myself enjoying merely having to follow commands. All I can focus on is the soaking wet cunt that’s pressed against my face, and the delicious scent that surrounds me whole.

“Excellent. You’re a great pussy-eater, Sam. I will make you the best.”

The tentacles suddenly pull me down to the floor. I’m completely immobilized as Zephyr strips naked and stands above me. The curvy witch towers over me, and all I can see from down here is her large ass and her heavy breasts.

Zephyr sits down on my face, smothering me with her big ass.

“Eat my ass, Sam,” she moans as she grabs a fistful of my hair and pushes back. My tongue darts against her holes, switching between her wet pussy and her delicious asshole.

I’m out of breath, but that doesn’t stop me. Death by pussy is not a bad way to go.

Meanwhile Zephyr pulls my hard, throbbing cock out of my pants. Her hands circle the base as I feel her warm breath on my dick.

“You have a great cock, Sam,” the powerful witch muses. She leans forwards and licks my shaft, her tongue following the veins right up to the large, purple head. “I’m going to enjoy training you. Your goal is simple. You must become strong enough to break the bonds tying you down and dominate me
 instead. I am one of the most powerful witches to walk this world, but if you are to become truly great, you must best even me
 . Do you understand?”

She lifts herself up and I gasp for air. “Yes,” I say.

“Yes, mistress
 ,” Zephyr corrects me.

“What?”

“Wrong answer,” Zephyr laughs as she sits back down, grabbing a handful of my hair and smothering me with her big ass. Her warm hot mouth envelops my cock as her hands work my shaft. My cock throbs as Zephyr sucks me and my tongue darts against her wet, tasty holes.

“I win this round, boy. You can try again tomorrow. Now cum in my mouth — I want to taste your seed!”

As my orgasm builds and builds, as my hips thrust and my cock swells, I have to say…

This doesn’t really feel like losing.













* * *




“Almost!
 You’re learning, boy, but you’re too slow!”

The tentacles reach for my ankles. I dance away while throwing fireballs at them, but the magical appendages seem immune to fire.

The antique oak-table I just burned a large hole into definitely isn’t
 .

I switch to ice-magic, and try to freeze the them. I’m too slow. Before I can finish the incantation, one of the tentacles grabs my wrists. Without the proper gesture the spell fails, and rather than freezing the tentacles it’s my own lips and tongue that freeze over.

“Oh, poor boy,” Zephyr says as she struts towards me. “You’ve got a cold mouth. Let me warm that up for you.”

The dark-haired witch turns around and hikes her dress up. I already know what’s coming as her perfectly round, thick ass comes into view and she backs into me.

“Oh, so cold. Feels nice,” Zephyr muses. “That’s right, lick my holes baby. Oh, you’re getting stronger already, but fire is not going to work. I’m using dark magic, boy. You need to master it yourself if you want to have any
 hope at besting me. Oh, right there. Very good. Mmhm.”






* * *




“How’s your training progressing?”
 Aurora asks.

We are all gathered at the dinner table, save for Zephyr. She prefers to take her meals in her room, alone.

Aurora, Circe and Lilith don’t mind that one bit.

“It’s fine,” I lie.

In truth, it’s been weeks and I’ve barely progressed. Zephyr’s magic is too strong for me. The moment when I realized how I can stop her tentacles, she switches spells and simply stuns me. When I manage to dodge that, she blots out all the lights and lets me stumble around in the darkness until she grabs my face and smothers me between her large tits.

For every attack I dodge, she throws a stronger one my way. At this rate it’s going to take me years, and as much as our training has its enjoyable parts, it’s also hard and grueling work. I spend my evenings poring over tomes and spell books, and my mornings and afternoons working through spells and incantations under Zephyr’s watchful eye.

And then it’s time for my test, and I fail miserably, and Zephyr rides my cock while gloating. With every passing day my hunger to best her grows.

“I know that tone,” Aurora says. “That tone means I’m not fine at all.
 What’s up?”

I lower my fork. Dinner is the only time of day I can rest and recover, and that I can spend with my three favorite witches. I don’t want to burden them with my struggles, but I am bashing my head against a brick wall right now.

“I’m barely making any progress. Zephyr is too damn strong.”

Circe grabs my knee and squeezes it encouragingly. “We have faith in you, Sam. We know you can do it.”

Aurora shakes her head. “This is what I feared. She’s riding you too hard. I wanted to take things slow.”

“Sam needs this,” Lilith says. “He needs the challenge.”

“I’m getting stronger, but it doesn’t feel like enough,” I say.

“He needs a break,” Aurora says. “You’ve been training non-stop for weeks. How about we visit the Haunted Hops
 next weekend?”

My ears perk up. “Really?”

I’m getting sick and tired of being cooped up in this house. To be finally able to get out and explore… that would be amazing.

“I’m surprised,” Lilith says. “I thought you were against going out?”

“I can’t keep the boy here forever, as much as I would like that,” Aurora says. “We all need to push our boundaries a bit. So, a weekend trip it is.”

Circe and Lilith are happy and start chatting about all the things they want to show me when Aurora thrusts a piece of cake into my hands.

“But we can only go if Zephyr agrees to give you a break. Go bring this up to Zephyr’s room and ask her, will you, Sam?”

A shiver runs down my spine. “Sure.”

I leave the girls to their planning and walk up the stairs to Zephyr’s room. I knock on the door.

“Enter.”

The door creaks open as I step inside. The room is dim, lit only by a few flickering candles, and the air is strong with incense.

“Close the door behind you.”

I close the door and turn to face Zephyr. She’s wearing a dark, satin robe, and her dark hair hangs loosely around her shoulders. Her demeanor is different from our training sessions. She’s relaxed.

“Ah, cake. Thank you. Tell me, how are you liking your training so far, Sam?”

“Uhm. It’s good.”

“Liar. Always speak the truth, Sam.”

“It’s hard,” I say. “And frustrating. You’re powerful. And resourceful. Every time I think I have a solution, you present me with a new problem.”

“You’re getting agitated and restless,” Zephyr says.

“Yes.”

“Then we’re on the right track. You know I’m doing this for your own good, right? I’m not some sadistic bitch who enjoys torturing you. Well, I do
 enjoy it, but I’m doing it for you,” Zephyr chuckles. “Do you enjoy our sessions? Again, be honest.”

“I do,” I admit. “Losing is frustrating, but… what comes after is not half-bad.”

“Good. A good leader also knows what it is like to follow. And you are excellent at following directions, Sam. You came here to ask me a question. It’s burning on your lips. Ask it.”

“Aurora wants to take me to the Haunted Hops
 . She said you had to agree to pause our training for a weekend. So… can I go?”

“You can do whatever you want, Sam. I’m not your boss.”

“But you are my teacher, and I value your opinion,” I say.

Zephyr stops mid-bite and looks up at me. “You mean that.”

“I do.”

A warm smile forms on Zephyr’s gorgeous face. “A break might be just what you need, Sam. Progress is never linear, and you are close to breaking through your ceiling. Perhaps Ilyana’s cream is just what you need. But, if you want a break, you’re going to have to earn it.”

Zephyr opens her dark, satin robe to reveal a full-body fishnet catsuit. My eyes grow as big as saucers as I take in the sexy beauty in front of me.

“This time there will be no tentacles, no stunning, no magic, no force. I just want you to pleasure me because you want
 to. Is that… acceptable?”

I walk towards Zephyr and grab a handful of her fishnet covered ass. I pull her close and kiss her deeply, my tongue claiming the powerful and mature witch’s mouth.

“That is more than acceptable, teacher. I want to eat that hot little pussy of yours each and every class. Now lie down and spread you legs for me, teach.”













Chapter
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“J
 ust step through the portal, honey. That’s all you have to do.”

“That’s all? Just walk into the open fire. Just like that.”

“Exactly. Come on, Ilyana’s waiting for us.”

You would think that after all that I’ve seen — witch orgies and sex-obsessed succubi — that a fire-place portal wouldn’t spook me so much.

But something deep
 inside of me is telling me not to walk into the roaring fireplace. A little thing called my survival instinct. Aurora, Circe and Lilith are all waiting patiently for me to gather my nerves and walk right in.

“Fuck it,” I say as I take a deep breath. “Let’s do this.”

I step into the fire. It’s hot. The flames singe my robes. Heat tickles my feet. For a moment a horrible feeling sinks in as I realize Lilith is playing a practical joke on me — and then it happens. I’m pulled into a swirling vortex. I’m falling. My robes billow around me as space and time bend. My skin feels like it’s being stretched too far, like butter trying to cover an immense sandwich.


POOF!


I fly headfirst into a pleasantly soft bosom. The witch shrieks and falls to the ground as I tumble down with her. I hear laughter, and when I look up I see Ilyana’s familiar white curls. She wraps her arms around me and hugs me tightly in a motherly embrace.

“I’m glad you’re happy to see me, honey, but you don’t need to knock me off my feet,” she chuckles.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “Are you alright?”

“I’m fine, I’m fine. I’m not the youngest, but I’m not a fragile old woman either, you know. First time? Through a portal, I mean.”

“Yeah, it’s… wild.”

“You’ll get the hang of it. First time is always a bit rough.”

I climb to my feet and help Ilyana up. She is all smiles, and it feels great to be welcomed like this. The mature witch has taken up all of my attention, and I haven’t had the time to take in my surroundings quite yet.

“Where are we?”

“This, my dear boy, is the Haunted Hops
 !”

Ilyana throws a dark robe across my shoulders and pulls the hood down. “Make sure your face is hidden, sweetie. No one should know you’re here. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Let me show you around.”

“Wait — shouldn’t we wait for the others? They’re coming, right?”

“They have some other business to attend to first. Don’t worry, sweetie, the coven will be here in time for dinner. Come, follow me.”

Aurora didn’t mention this, but I trust Ilyana. I follow her down the stairs and I push open the heavy oak door to the pub. The moment I step inside, I’m enveloped in a cloud of warm, spicy air. The smell of herbs and incense mingle with the heady aroma of beer, and my mouth waters.

This is my kinda place.

The lighting is dim, casting long shadows across the room. The walls are lined with shelves holding jars of mysterious liquids and old tomes. The chatter of patrons fills the air, along with the melodic sounds of a floating violin playing all by itself on a small stage in the corner.

Ilyana is waiting for me behind the bar. She’s stirring a cauldron of bubbling liquid, muttering incantations under her bath. The menu is scrawled in elegant cursive on the chalkboard behind her, listing drinks with mysterious names like ‘Eye of Newt’, ‘Mystic Haze’, ‘Chaos Cauldron’ and ‘Dark Moon Porter’.

I take my seat on a creaky wooden stool, and Ilyana turns to me with a smile. “What can I get for you, dearie?” She asks with a wink. “First time at the Hops
 ?”

I’m confused for half a second before I realize she’s pretending I’m a new customer so I don’t blow my cover. I nearly loudly pointed out she just teleported me in, and I was going to ask her if she didn’t just bump her head a bit too hard when I crashed into her.


Think, Sam, before you speak. You’re in public now. Keep a low profile.


“Yes, first time. What can you recommend?”

“That depends, what do you like, sweetie? Light and citrusy, dark and malty?”

“I want something strong.”

“Sip of the Chaos Cauldron, then? It’s my speciality.”

“Sure, sounds good.”

Ilyana gets to work, expectedly mixing ingredients and adding a pinch of this and that from the jars behind her. As she works, I take a moment to glance around and look at the other patrons.

There’s a group of young witches cackling over a smoking cauldron in the corner. An old grey-haired wizard with a long white beard nurses a mug of ale alone at the other end of the bar. A grizzled dwarf with a thick bushy beard and a boisterous laugh loudly retells a story of his exploits to his dwarven comrades as he drinks his ale.

“Here you are, good sir. One fresh Chaos Cauldron.”

I take a sip of the magic-infused beer. It’s a potent blend of flavors, with hints of cinnamon and cloves and a strong kick of alcohol — and a mysterious, delicious taste that’s oddly familiar but I can’t quite place. I feel the warmth spreading through my body, and I find myself relaxing completely.

“Ah. That’s good. That’s really good. That’s amazing
 .”

“Thank you, sweetie. You know what they say — we at the Haunted Hops
 puts the craft
 in witchcraft
 .”

“Wow,” I snort. “That’s an awful joke. I love it.”

“Thank you,” Ilyana says with a wide smile. She leans in close and drops her voice to a whisper. “So, tell me. How have you been?”

I shrug. “Zephyr has been training me.”

“Poor thing. Between you and me, I can’t stand that bitch.”

“She’s not that
 bad,” I say.

“Maybe not to you, you’re the golden boy. She thinks she’s better than me, just because she’s… well, better than me. At magic. But my potions are second to none.”

“Zephyr definitely has an… attitude,” I relent. “But I’m trying to see the good in people. She’s helping me.”


Well, in truth I spend more time with my head locked between Zephyr’s thick thighs as she admonishes me for my poor work ethic as I say ‘yes mistress’ and tongue her wet and delicious holes like a good boy… but Ilyana doesn’t want to hear about that.


“Perhaps you’re right,” Ilyana says. “If you can see the good in Zephyr, then you’re a better person than me, Sam. Oh shit — hi, welcome to the Haunted Hops
 , how I can help you?”

“No fucking
 way. You’re Sam? Samuel Stark, right? The one’s everyone been talking about?”

A young man looks right at me. He’s got messy blonde hair, a lanky frame he hasn’t properly grown into yet, and piercing blue eyes. He’s wearing dark-green robes with the logo of a university on them. He juts his chin up as he studies me intently. Despite his youth, there’s an air of confidence to him.

I pull my hood down low and avoid his gaze.

“You’ve got the wrong guy, buddy. Just trying to drink in peace over here.”

“No, I know everyone here in Wood Springs
 . And I don’t
 know you. You fit the description. And there’s a quiet power to. No, you’re him alright. Samuel Stark, I, Gideon Fireheart, challenge you to duel!”

Ilyana reaches across the counter, grabs Gideon’s ear and forcefully pulls the boy towards her with a strength I didn’t realized she possessed.

“You listen to me Gideon and you listen well,” she whispers angrily. “If you ever
 want to step foot in my bar ever
 again, you shut your loud mouth and you go sit in the corner and drink quietly while you think about what an absolute twat
 you are to try and start fights with random customers in my pub. Is that understood, Fireheart, or do I need to talk to the dean and get you expelled? What will your parents say, hm? Their proud, baby boy, flunking out of Hallow High
 ?”

Gideon turns as pale as a ghost. “I’m s-sorry,” he stammers.

“That’s what I thought. Now, you leave this man alone, understood?”

“Y-yes Ilyana!”

“Good.”

Ilyana lets go and the man slinks away, humiliated. He doesn’t dare to look at me.

“Wow,” I say. “You don’t fuck around.”

“I might look like a sweet old lady, but I also own a bar. I know how to scrap, and how to throw out troublemakers,” Ilyana says as she pours a beer.

“That’s hot,” I say.

The white-haired fox looks up in surprise. “You think so? Want me to throw you around as well, hm?”

“You can definitely try, but I won’t go down as easy as that poor chump.”

Ilyana shakes her head. “Gideon is not a bad egg. He means well, but he desperately craves desire, recognization and respect… all things his parent’s won’t give him.”

I look over my shoulder at the guy. He’s sitting alone, dejected.

“Oh. Now I feel sorry for him.”

“You don’t have to — he’s still richer than everyone in Wood Springs
 combined — but yeah, I don’t exactly envy him either.”

“I thought warlocks were rare?” I ask. “That’s what Aurora told me.”

Ilyana nods. “Sometimes I forget just how new you are to all this. You carry yourself so well it’s easy to forget just how clueless you are. Yes, warlocks are very rare — and Gideon is not
 a warlock. He knows an incantation or two, but his grasp of magic is… feeble. Like most men. You’re the exception, Sam. If you were to duel him, you’d turn him into cosmic dust. I just saved that poor boy’s life.”

“I’ll bring him his drink and make up,” I say as I grab the freshly poured beer. I wander over to Gideon and place it on his table.

“Here, it’s on me,” I say. “You alright, mate?”

“Oh. Thank you. That’s really not necessary. I apologize for the scene I caused.”

“Don’t worry about it, people confuse me all the time for this other bloke. Name’s Chris Broadsword. You were Gideon Fireheart, yeah?”

For some reason, my secret alter-ego Chris Broadsword has a British accent. A terrible
 British Accent.

“Broadsword? Never heard of them.”

“I’m from overseas. You know, the Old Continent. I’m traveling the world, seeing the sights and what not. This place is quaint. Wood Springs
 , was it? You know any good sights to see around here, perchance?”

Gideon perks up as I engage him in conversation. He buys my phony accent hook, line and sinker and he tells me all about the local hotspots, the best dive-bars, the best restaurants and the coolest parties. The more we talk, the more jealous I feel myself becoming.

There’s a whole magical world out there, filled with interesting warlocks and witches, with cozy bars and luxurious restaurants and Dionysian parties… and I want to see all of it.

With Aurora, Lilith and Circe by my side, of course.

As I take a sip of my beer, I silently vow to continue my training with renewed intensity. I need to grow stronger — I need to be the strongest warlock I can be if I want to reclaim my life, and not live in hiding for the rest of my days.

At that moment, Ilyana approaches our table. “Excuse me, Gideon, I’m going to steal your guest for a moment. Your meal is ready, sir.”

I shake Gideon’s hand. “It was a pleasure talking to you, chap. See you around!”

As Ilyana leads me away, she leans in and whispers “Chap
 ?”

“I’m trying out an accent, love
 . What do you think?”

“Awful,” Ilyana laughs. “But I like the commitment.”

The silver-haired fox leads me to the stockroom of the pub, where the barrels of ale are stacked high. It’s just the two of us back here. She left one of her employees in charge of the bar.

Ilyana closes the door behind her and turns to me with a mysterious smile on her lips.

“Remember when I told you I would reveal my secret recipe to you if you visited?” She asks as she struts towards me.

“Of course.”

“Have you figured it out yet?”

I shake my head. “No.”

“But you tasted it, right?”

“There was something in that drink, something familiar, yes, but I couldn’t quite place it.”

Ilyana is grinning from ear-to-ear. “Close your eyes, Sam.”

I lean back against a barrel and close my eyes. I hear some clothing rustling, and then Ilyana’s hand gently guides my head forwards.

“Open your mouth, baby.”

I part my lips and something delicious is thrust between them. In a reflex I suck, and something sweet and tasty is squirted into my mouth. As my tongue is coated in the sweet liquid my eyes open wide and the realization hits me like a bolt of lighting.


I’m sucking on Ilyana’s large breasts.


She’s pulled down the front of her top, and her prominent, large breasts are hanging out, her large nipples begging for attention — and my lips are tightly sealed around her right breast.

“You figured it out,” Ilyana gasps as my tongue flicks against her nipple. “My secret ingredient.”

“Your milk,” I gasp as my hands grab a tight hold of Ilyana’s curvy frame. I squeeze her big ass as I suck strongly on her breasts, switching left and right, eager to taste her milk.

“Yes,” Ilyana sights, throwing her head back in pleasure.

“All your patrons drink your milk,” I say, shocked. “And they don’t know a thing.”

“Is that bad?” Ilyana gasps, looking at me through her fluttered lashes. “Is it bad it turns me on so much?”

“It’s so bad,” I growl. “You’re a bad girl, Ilyana. I’m going to punish you.”

“Oh yes, Sam, please punish me. I’ve been so
 bad.”

I flip Ilyana over and bend her over a barrel. I rip her robe from her curvy frame, and she wiggles her plump, pale ass for me. I spank her round ass so hard I leave a bright-red hand-print right on there.

“Ah!” Ilyana yelps. “Ow!”

One hand reaches around her waist to milk her large, swollen breasts as the other one spanks her big ass. She’s so thick, so soft, so perfectly grope-able and punishable.

My pants dangle around my ankles as I grab a tight hold of her and slide my cock right into her sopping wetness. I use Ilyana’s body like a fleshlight, fucking her hard and fast, my balls slapping against her ass with every thrust as I reach around to milk her.

“You’re a naughty cow,” I groan as I fill her completely. “Naughty cows get fucked
 !”

“Ah! Ow! Ah yes, I’m a cow, Sam, I’m your cow — please use me, baby!”

I grab a final tight hold of her thick utters and squeeze hard as I come deep inside of Ilyana’s womb, my semen filling her to the brim. I slap her ass one final time, admire my handiwork, and them stumble back, bumping into a barrel as I catch my breath.

That was a hot fuck.

Ilyana’s body is flushed as she pulls her robe back on and tries to fix her riot of silver curls. Her tits are still dripping with her milk, and they form stains on her robe. The witch sees it and smiles mischievously.

“Thank you,” she says as she leans in and kisses me. “I needed that.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you.”

“Nonsense. You’ve got a gift, Sam, and I feel blessed you choose to share it with me. Now, will you keep my little secret?”

“You mean these?” I say as I grab her tits and squeeze. A few more drops come out, further staining her robe.

“Ah!” Ilyana gasps, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “Y-yes.”

“Of course. Your secret is safe with me.”

“Thank you,” Ilyana says with a coy smile. She looks down at the small stains and shrugs. “Let’s give the patrons something to gawk at, hm? Ready to get back? I think Aurora and the others should be here any minute now.”

“Yes, let’s head back.”

When we head back to the bar we find my three witches already sitting there, each of them nursing a beer.

“There you are,” Aurora says with a big grin. “We were starting to get worried.”

“Why would you be worried?” Ilyana asks as she adjusts her hair. No matter what she does, her hair is an unruly explosion of silver curls — and I grabbed it while fucking her so now it looks like a bomb exploded in there. “The boy can take care of himself.”

“Can you, now?” Lilith says.

“Pretty sure I can,” I answer.

“How are you enjoying your stay at the Haunted Hops
 so far?” Circe asks as the elf slips her arm around my waist.

“I’m having the time of my life,” I say. “I want to travel more often.”

“You know what that means?”

“More training, yes. And I’m ready for it.”

“Good,” Aurora says. “To further travel!”

We all raise our glasses and cheer.
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“Y
 ou are still weak and puny, Sam! Bow before my might
 !”

Zephyr’s voice thunders through the library. Books drop to the floor and scrolls whirl around us as we’re locked in a magical struggle. Her blood magic pushes against my nature magic, red on green, lightning bolts cracking in the air where our energy-streams meet.

I have double-downed on my efforts this last month. Every day I’m eager to get to training, ready to learn and to grow. Now that I’ve seen the smallest sliver of the magical world, I hunger for more.

I want to hike through lush elfish forests with Circe, and travel to the ancient city of Suldanis’sian
 . I want to meet more of her people, learn their language, drink their wine. Fuck their women.

I want to see the Lower Planes with Lilith. I want to see seas of lava, I want to feel the heat prickle my skin and taste the ash in my mouth.

I want to take a long roadtrip with Aurora across the country, where all we do is eat, drink, and make love.

I want to visit Vesper’s Portuguese lighthouse. I want to see Ilyana’s bar again. I want to know what kind of crazy house Zephyr lives in.

I want to see all
 of the world — and I need to be ready for everything the world holds before I can venture forth.

“You underestimate me, Zephyr,” I groan as I nearly buckle under the weight of her spell. “For the last time!”

I push back with all I’ve got. Every last ounce of my strength I pour into the eldritch spell.

Zephyr gasps — and then she’s knocked off her feet by the explosion. She thuds against a bookcase, knocking it over. It topples to the floor with a heavy bang, and the windows shake.

I fight back the urge to check on her and help her up. We are still dueling. It’s not over until one of us surrenders.

The door to the library opens as Aurora, Circe and Lilith all rush to see what that sound was. I conjure up a simple wall to hold them back. I must first defeat Zephyr.

The Great Witch groans — and utters an incantation. A protective barrier shimmers around her as she struggles to her feet.

“Very good,” she coughs. “Who taught you that spell?”

I don’t answer. Instead, I shatter her protective barrier with a single flick of my wrist. Zephyr looks up in surprise.

With another flick of my wrist chains appear out of thin air. They lock around her ankles and wrists, and she’s forced to her knees in front of me.

“Do you surrender?” I ask.

Zephyr stares at me in shock. She tries to pull free, but the chains hold.

“Adamantium. Suppresses all magic,” I say rather cockily.

“Very smart,” Zephyr grits through her teeth. “Very
 smart. And very rare. How did you get your hands on these?”

“First things first. Do you surrender?” I ask again. “Do you concede that I, Sam the Warlock, have bested the Great Witch Zephyr?”

Zephyr hesitates. For a moment her beautiful face contorts in anger, but then she relents.

“Fine. You, Sam, have defeated me. I didn’t think you would do it anytime soon, but you’ve pulled it off. Go ahead. Gloat.”

I drop to my knees and cradle Zephyr’s face in my hands.

“This victory doesn’t diminish your power, Zephyr. You are still among the greatest witches to walk this world… only I’m a bit greater
 ,” I say with a smirk. My thumb brushes against her lip. “Now, are you ready for your reward?”

The dark-haired witch blushes. “Yes,” she says.

“Louder.”

“Yes!”

I snap my fingers and the magical barrier holding my thee witches back disappear. I beckon for them to cover over, and all three can barely hide their grins.

“You won’t believe how long I’ve waited for this,” Lilith says. “To see the Great Zephyr on her knees!”

I take a step forward and pull my robe to the side. My hard cock flops out. Zephyr’s eyes are drawn to my hardness instantly, her dark eyes gleaming over with lust.

“Is this what you want, Zephyr?”

“Yes,” the witch whispers.

“Louder. I want everyone here to hear it. Do you, Zephyr, submit to me, Sam, and my three witches?”

“Yes!” Zephyr says louder. “Yes! I submit. Please… please use me. It’s what you’ve earned… and what I want.”

“Lilith,” I say.

My little demoness takes a step forward, grabs the base of my cock, and rubs the big, purple head all over Zephyr’s face. The mature witch closes her eyes and stretches out her tongue as she moans, and my pre-cum is smeared all over her face.

“Fuck yes,” Lilith moans herself. “How I’ve longed to see Sam’s big dick use you.”

“Uh huh,” Zephyr groans as she wraps her thick lips around the head of my cock.

She wants my cock bad.

She’s going to have to work for it.

Zephyr has defeated me countless times before, and after every night I licked her pussy and ate her ass until she came over and over again.

Time to see how good of a pussy-eater the arrogant witch herself is.

I pull back, and my cock leaves Zephyr’s hungry mouth with an audible plop
 .

I grab Circe and lift her robe. She’s not wearing any panties — I instituted a no-panties rule in this house, I want quick access to all my women. I grab a fistful of her tight, elfish ass and squeeze.

“Circe. You have been a great host, and Zephyr has enjoyed your daily breakfasts for many weeks now. I think it’s time she repays you, don’t you think?”

Circe nods, her fine features flushed red. “Yes, young master.”

“So please back your ass right into her face.”

“Yes, young master.”

Zephyr’s dark eyes grow wide right before her entire face disappears between the tight cheeks of Circe’s elvish butt.

“Oh, she’s good,” Circe moans. Her long flashes flutter. “Oh, get your tongue in there, yes, all the way
 in there!”

Aurora disrobes, one hand grabbing her breast as the other one plays with her pussy. “Don’t worry, you’re next,” I say.

Circe, Aurora and Lilith all rotate while I watch and stroke myself. Zephyr’s face drips with juices as the three witches wildly ride her face.

As Circe stands bent over Zephyr and her tongue tongues Circe’s thumping clit, I take my place behind my favorite elf, grab her hips, and slam my cock into her with one push. Circe yelps as I take her hard and raw, and my balls drag across Zephyr’s face, her wet tongue licking my sack.

My witches trade places, and by the end of it, Zephyr’s usually regal and stately face is literally dripping with everyone’s juices. Only when I’ve satisfied my three teachers do we move on to breeding Zephyr herself.

I lay Zephyr down on her back as Circe and Lilith both grab one of her ankles. Aurora places Zephyr’s head in her lap and strokes her dark hair as I place my cock at the arrogant witch’s entrance.

I enter her and spread her tight cunt wide open. Circe, Lilith and Aurora egg on me, shouting obscenities as I breed the powerful, mature witch. Zephyr’s eyes roll to the back of her head as she submits herself to me, body and soul. I pound her hard, taking out all the frustration of the countless months we spent training on her curvy body.

I cum with a deep and powerful roar. Zephyr’s body starts trembling fiercely as my seed fills her womb to the brim. One orgasm after another washes over her as my big balls pulse; an unending tsunami of pleasure turning the regal, Great Witch Zephyr into my drooling and cum-filled fuck-toy.

When I finally pull out her well-used cunt gapes open. I have truly claimed Zephyr now.

I rub my hand across her cheek gently, my thumb brushing against her bottom lip.

“Thank you, teacher, for all your lessons,” I say.

“You’re welcome,” Zephyr says with a throaty moan. “Oh fuck
 . The last time I was fucked like that the gods themselves walked the Earth…”
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“N
 ow that I’ve bested Zephyr, I’ve completed my training,” I say. “It’s time to take the fight to Maldor and end this once and for all.”

Our dining table is absolutely packed with food and drink for my celebratory dinner. After our incredible fuck-session Zephyr has excused herself and returned home. I’m filled to the brim with energy, and I want to go do
 something.

Lilith nods enthusiastically while Aurora shakes her head.

“It’s not that simple.”

“Why not?” Lilith asks. “Sam is ready. And Maldor has taken from us all. It’s time we told him.”

“Tell me what? Let me guess, more secrets?” I ask.

“Not secrets, but… wounds,” Aurora says. “I do not wish to dwell on the past.”

“It’s unfair not to tell him, Aurora,” Lilith insists.

“I’m inclined to agree,” Circe says.

“Fine,” Aurora. “I’m outvoted once again. You two first.”

Circe glances away. “Maldor came to my elven village over two hundred years ago as a beggar. He asked for help, and we elves are raised to help those in need. We clothed him, fed him, and slowly he won our trust. He won my
 trust. We were weary of outsiders, but he showed an interest in our ways, and I convinced my father to show him the location of our Elder Tree — a tree which directly connects an elven settlement to the gods.”

“Oh no,” I say.

“Yes. The moment he was there he planted a dagger in my father’s heart and stole the Elder Tree’s power like a leech. The shock of being severed from the gods killed most of my family instantly. I was the only one to survive because I was still young. I fled, and I’ve been fleeing since. Only since meeting Aurora and Lilith have I felt safe.”

I wrap my arm around Circe’s frail shoulders protectively. “I had no idea. I will avenge your family, I swear it.”

“That’s only the start of it,” Lilith says. “Aurora, tell him.”

Aurora takes a deep breath. Her eyes are downcast, her body tense. Usually, she’s always chipper and happy. I’ve never seen her this worried.

“Once upon a time, a long time ago… I was Maldor’s assistant,” Aurora says.

“You what
 ?”

“Yes. I understand if you hate me. I hate myself for it.”

I grab Aurora’s hand and squeeze it until she looks up at me.

“Hey. Look at me. I’ll never hate you, Aurora, but I am very confused right now. What do you mean?”

“I mean that when I was young, Maldor was an up-and-coming warlock… or so everyone thought. No one knew he was actually centuries old and had used a dozen different aliases during that time. He promised power and wealth to all who would serve him, and as a young witch who came from poverty… that sounded nice.”

“Then what happened?”

“When I saw him for who he really was, I was shocked. He killed indiscriminately. Used his powers to utterly dominate non-magicals, treated them like they were cattle. I was horrified, but I couldn’t run, or he would kill me too. And then he summoned the Mother of Demons, Morgana, himself and made a deal with her… he sold one of the other assistants to the Bitch Queen in exchange for Lilith.”

Lilith nods.

“I’m not sure what he was planning, but I knew it was deeply evil. I waited until Maldor’s guard was down, and then I freed Lilith and ran. I’ve been running ever since. We met Circe, and found safety in numbers. That’s it. That’s our story.”

“Doesn’t sound like you did anything worth hating yourself for?” I ask.

“I should have killed him in his sleep,” Aurora says, as tears well up in her eyes. “I was too young, too scared, too naive. Instead, I hid. I made myself small, I avoided his attention. He never touched me, but the other assistants weren’t so lucky. Don’t you see, Sam? I was a coward!”

“Look at me. Aurora. Look at me. You’re the most courageous person I know. You saved my life! You brought me here, all of you, and you’ve been harboring me for what, close to a year now! If you were truly a coward, you wouldn’t have done that. All of us make mistakes. You said it yourself — you were young. You weren’t ready. This monster took advantage of that. It’s not your fault. And now? Now there’s four of us. And we’ve got Vesper, Zephyr, Ilyana on our side as well. Together, we’re unstoppable!”

Aurora nods and smiles through her tears. “Yes. Maybe you’re right.”

“Of course I’m right. Come here, all of you! Group hug!”

My witches pack in tight and we wrap our arms around each other. I’m finally strong enough to switch our roles.

From now on, I’m the protector. These witches are my family, and I’ll keep them safe.

No matter what.






* * *




Under my leadership,
 Ravenhall
 changes from our cozy and quaint home into the home of operations for Sam’s Witches.


That’s how I’ve decided to call our little gang. Every group of heroes needs a name, right?

The first thing we need is intel.

Luckily, Ilyana is the Queen of Intel. As the owner of a bar, she hears just about everything
 . According to the rumors, Maldor is operating out of an abandoned prison in the Alaskan wilderness, protected by frost giants and harpies.

Circe uses her nature magic to contact the Alaskan frost elves to verify this information; they confirm that foul, dark magic has taken hold in the far north.

An assault on a place guarded by frost giants means certain death. There has to be another way to get to him.

Maldor’s closest associate is Azazel, a powerful demon-lord that’s motivated by havoc and destruction. Maldor prefers to let Azazel do his dirty work, while he stays out of harm’s way.

After long and careful deliberation, I come up with a plan.


We need to capture Azazel.


Only he has the key to teleport directly into Maldor’s Alaskan prison. When we have that, we can waltz right Maldor’s base of operations and surprise him.

To do that, we need to set a trap. There’s only thing Maldor seems to care about.


Me.


“I don’t like it. In fact, I hate it. Can I veto it? I veto it,” Aurora says.

“There’s no veto,” I say. “We’ve been discussing this for a whole week, and no one has come up with a better plan. We need to draw them out. We can only do that by using me as bait. The one question that remains is: How?”

The six witches are gathered around the large, wooden table. Every surface is covered with scrolls, notes and maps detailing various plans and plots. Everyone is silent as my eyes scan the group.

“I can try to summon Azazel personally,” Lilith suggests. “I’ll offer you as a ritual sacrifice. A demon like him won’t be able to resist such a bargain.”

“Simple and straight-forward. Too simple,” I say. “Not a bad idea, but we cannot assume our enemies are idiots. If they know something is up, we could lose our shot. Maldor will increase his guard, and that will mean a long, drawn-out war.”

I don’t a war. I want a land a killing blow.

“We could stage a duel?” Vesper suggests. “You versus me. Somewhere out in public, where people could see. I could tell a few people with loose lips about it in advance. I could draw one of Maldor’s minions out of hiding.”

“Not a bad idea, but your connection to the Circle is well-known. I’m not sure if a battle between us would be convincing,” I say. “But I like the way you’re thinking. Any other suggestions?”

“We could host a big party at the Hops
 ?” Ilyana suggests. “I can let it slip you’ll be in attendance to one or two of my guests. The news will filter down to Maldor eventually, and this way it doesn’t seem so obvious that it’s a scheme. Hopefully, he’ll just think we’ve gotten sloppy.”

“Yes, I like it.”

“I don’t,” Ilyana says, “but it’s the best idea I have. We’ll be putting innocent people in harm’s way. We have no idea how Maldor intends to strike.”

“You’re right. I hadn’t thought about the other patrons, but if the bar is filled to the brim and a fight breaks out… innocent people could get hurt. I can’t let that happen.”

“Innocent people are already getting hurt,” Circe says softly. The quiet elf doesn’t speak much, but when she does it’s always a good idea to listen. “Maldor’s lieutenants kill at will and torture for sport. Thousands have died at his hand already. You are right, Sam: The plan must look convincing. This large gathering at Ilyana’s bar is the best idea we have. All seven of us will be there — it should be enough.”

I nod. I don’t like it, but Circe’s right.

“Does everyone agree?”

“Yes,” the witches answer.

“Good. Then let’s plan this fucking party.”






* * *




The Haunted Hops
 is absolutely packed
 to the brim
 with patrons.

A large banner out front reads: “The Haunted Hops
 celebrates it’s 250 year anniversary! Free drinks until midnight!”

A stroke of genius. Ilyana confided in me the bar is not anywhere near that old, but no one cares about that. The free drinks
 is where their thought processes stop completely.

I’m gathered in the back with Aurora, Circe, Lilith, Zephyr, Vesper and Ilyana. All the witches are tense.

“Let’s go over our plan one last time,” I say.

It’s not much of a plan, but it’s all we have.

“Ilyana, who did you tell?”

“Do you remember that boy you spoke to last time, Gideon Fireheart? I pretended to be a bit drunk one night and told him that he was right and you were
 Samuel Stark, and that you were going to show up for this party. I also told him to keep his mouth shut. A boy like him, desperate for admiration? I’m positive he told everyone at his school. There’s no way he could keep a secret that big. His friends told their friends, and so on. Maldor knows: I’m certain of that. The question is: Will he act?”

“And how?” I say. “Okay, so we all leave the back room one by one. We all fan out across the room while keeping in visual contact with one another. I will come out last and make my way to the bar, where I will chat to Ilyana. Then… we wait.”

It’s not much of a plan, but it’s all we have.

“Any questions?”

Aurora flings her arms around me hugs me tightly. “I’m so worried,” she says softly. “I don’t like this at all… but I will be strong, for you.”

I kiss the red-headed witch on the lips and calm her nerves. “It will be fine, Aurora. I promise.”

“Okay,” she says. “Okay, I believe you. I can do this. Wish me luck.”

“Good luck, babe.”

I kiss the witches one by one — Circe, Lilith, Vesper and Zephyr — as they gather their courage and leave to mingle among the crowd. Lilith sticks her tongue down my throat, while Vesper quickly squeezes my bulge before heading out.

Ilyana is the last to leave. She dawdles.

“There’s not enough time for one quick fuck, hm?” She says. “You know, for good luck?”

I pull Ilyana close and rest my forehead against hers. My hands slip around her waist as our bodies press against one another.

“No, there is not. But when this is over, I promise that I will bend you over every piece of furniture in the Hops
 . I will fuck you right on the damn counter. Hell, I will kneel under that counter and eat your pussy while you’re tending to the goddamn bar itself. How does that sound?”

“Lovely,” Ilyana says as she nuzzles me. “Is that a promise?”

“That’s a promise, babe. Now come. There’s an evil wizard out there for us to slay.”






* * *




I take a deep breath,
 steady myself, and head inside. The party is in full swing. There’s live music being played on stage, there’s dwarves and elves and humans are mingling, drinking, laughing and shouting, and there are people throwing dice in one of the corners.

No one has any idea what’s about to happen.

I spot Zephyr and Vesper in the back, with Aurora, Circe and Lilith taking strategic places out in the front of the bar. It’s hard to spot them in the crowd. It was a good plan in theory, but in a bar as crowded as this? They could be wrestling an ogre in the back and I wouldn’t be able to see.

I make my way to the bar and order a drink. Ilyana whips it up for me, then leans over the counter towards me.

“It’s busier than I thought,” she admits.

“It’s fucking packed. Have you seen Gideon yet?”

“There he comes now.”

I pull down my hood as the young warlock approaches.

“Three pints please! Ah, look who it is! Chris something, wasn’t it? Broadballs?”

“Broadsword,” I correct him as I look up at him from under my hood. “Chris Broadsword. And you were Gideon Firecunt, if I remember correctly.”

“Fireheart
 . Very witty, but we both know you’re pulling my leg.”

Gideon nods at Ilyana then back at me.

“It’s okay. Your secret is safe with me.”


I sure as fuck hope not. Our whole plans hinges on you being a fucking loudmouth, Gideon.


Gideon looks over his shoulder at three witches who can’t be a day over twenty. They look at me and giggle. Oh, he told someone alright.
 “I brought some friends who are eager to meet you. How about it?”

I cast a quick glance at Ilyana and she nods ever so slightly.

“Fine,” I groan, feigning exasperation. “One drink, but you owe me, Firecunt.”

“Uhm, please, Gideon will be fine.”

“I’ll think about it.”

There’s a small space left at the end of the bar, and that’s where we end up. The three co-eds are eager to meet me, and it’s a rather strange phenomenon. They have no idea who I actually am, of course. They just know my name, and my reputation.

I used to be a nobody — now I have groupies? Somehow, that’s stranger to me than learning how to do magic.

The girls are gorgeous and they hang on my every word. Gideon tries to cut in, but they ignore him. If this was his plan to pick up chicks, it’s failing miserably.

I feel bad for the poor kid. We’re using him as a pawn to catch the most dangerous warlock alive, and the guy can’t even get laid.

I wrap one arm around Gideon and draw the girl’s attention to the sucker.

“I wouldn’t have been able to do it without this guy,” I say. “You know Gideon, right? He’s one of my closest friends and most trusted allies. Isn’t that right?”

“Uh, y-yeah,” Gideon stammers. “Totally. We’re totally best buds. A-and shit.”

“Exactly. Best buds and shit. Why don’t you tell them about that one time we rode a dragon while I go get us some more drinks, yeah?”

“What?!” The girls exclaim.

I give Gideon a subtle wink and head back towards the bar. I can’t remember ever being this suave — the old me would have an anxiety attack if three hot chicks started flirting with me all at once. With my powers, I also grew as a man. After all the orgies I’ve had with my witches, I’m not intimidated by women anymore.

Now it’s Gideon’s turn to learn that lesson — but I’m not sharing my witches with him. If he wants his own harem, the poor sap will have to earn it.

“How’s it going?” I ask Ilyana. “Any suspicious characters?”

“I run a bar — all my customers are suspicious,” Ilyana answers.

“Someone’s bound to show up.”

“What if they don’t, and I just lose a thousand gold pieces handing out free drinks like an idiot?” Ilyana says.

“I’ll pay for it all,” I ensure her.

Suddenly, the bar falls silent. I feel it too. A dark, menacing power grips my heart.

Someone answered my call.

I turn to the door. There, in the doorway, stands an imposingly large, hooded figure. The evil wafts off him. He grins and lowers his hood.

A woman screams.

The figure is a seven foot tall demon. Azazel
 . His skin is like old, worn leather and his eyes bottomless pits of hellfire.

“YOU,” he says, pointing a large, pointed figure at me.

I look over my shoulder. “Me? You’re talking to me?”

“YOU!” The demon shouts. All the glasses in the bar vibrate, and some stools fall over. “YOU’RE COMING WITH ME.”

“He’s not going anywhere!” A high-pitched voice shouts. To my horror and surprise, Gideon Fireheart steps forwards and bravely pulls out his wand. “You’ll have to go through me if you want to take my best friend!”

“Gideon!” I shout. “Stop being an idiot and move away slowly.”

“Never!” He shouts.

Fuck. The drink must have given him courage, and he’s trying to show off to the three lovely witches. He is going to die a quick and pointless death. I’m starting to regret hosting this fight in a packed bar.

The demon looks at Gideon like I would at a diseased rat. The demon shrugs. “OKAY.”

He utters a dark curse — and so do I.

My protection spell hits Gideon a microsecond before the demon would have dismembered him with his foul magic. Gideon stumbles backwards, his face as pale as a sheet. I rush forward and grab him by the throat.

“Get out of here before you die, idiot
 ,” I say. “Now!”

“O-okay!” Gideon says, nodding firmly. “Yes!”

As he runs away, tripping over his own cape as he does so, I turn to face the demon.

“Azazel, I presume?”

The demon looks me at and grins. An aura of malevolence surrounds him. The wooden floor of the bar darkens underneath his feet, the wood burning from his sheer presence.

“YOU PRESUME CORRECTLY, STARK.”

There’s are a few hushed whispers around the bar, but most people are still frozen in fear. I see my witches taking up strategic locations out of the corners of my eyes. Azazel is focused on me and me alone. I’ll try to buy them a little more time.

“Can’t a guy get a drink without demons trying to kill him?”

The demon doesn’t move a muscle. Tough crowd.

“Let me guess: Maldor sent you? You’re his pet, right? His pet demon? Tell me: does he scratch your belly? Tell you you’re a good boy? I’m curious: Has he gotten you snipped? Are your balls displayed on his mantle? You ball-less, demon motherfuck—argh
 !”

The demon roars in anger, grabs a barstool and flings it my way. I dodge it and it explodes in a cloud of splinters on the counter. The beast takes a deep breath, it’s hell-fire eyes locked on me.

“SHIELDUM
 !”

I throw up a divine shield at the very last second. The demon uses its fire-breath on me and my shield barely holds on as my hair singes and sweat trickles down my back. Flames lick the ceiling as the crowd surges towards the exit in fear.

“Now, damn it!” I yell loudly.

My witches spring into action. Aurora hits the demon with a blast of eldritch magic on its back. When it turns to face her, Circe and Lilith both combine their powers into a strong blast.

The demon now turns its massive head from left to right, smirking. Our strong attacks are barely scratching his thick hide.

Vespers, Zephyr’s and Ilyana join in, but even the combined magic of six witches are child’s play for this monstrosity.

“VERY FUNNY,” the demon snarls. “I WILL ENJOY BREAKING EACH AND EVERY ONE OF YOU.”

One demon threatened my witches before. Things didn’t work out so well for him. Time to teach this seven foot tall red monster a lesson, and send him back to the pits of Hell…


Oh, fuck, we’re trying to capture him. Almost forgot about that in my anger. Get the teleportation key to Maldor’s arctic prison, and only then murder the rapist demon. Right.


Azazel takes a swipe at Aurora. She’s too slow to dodge him, and the beast wraps his claws around her waist. She screams out in pain as he squeezes hard. My hear thuds in my chest as I race towards the beast.

All this time I’ve been worried about innocent bystanders — not for a second did I imagine one of my loves getting hurt.

“It’s me you want, asshole!” I growl as I, in an act of desperation, try to tackle the demon.

I would have better luck trying to tackle a goddamned mountain.

My shoulder smashes into him and I can hear my own bones crunching as I fall to the floor, winded.


Fuck
 . Magic might have given me superpowers, but it hasn’t given me a super physique
 .

Azazel looks over his shoulder as if a mosquito has bitten him. When he sees me on the floor, trying to catch my breath, he throws his head back and laughs.

“SILLY HUMAN. I AM STARTING TO DOUBT YOU REALLY ARE SAMUEL STARK. I WAS TOLD TO EXPECT A FIGHT, BUT YOU ARE WEAK AND PUNY. NOW, YOU DIE.”

He raises his demonic feet to stomp me to death.

“You fool,” I say. “You fell victim to one of the classic blunders.”

I don’t have time to finish my speech before getting the life stomped out of me, so I roll over and jam a syringe of poison into Azazel’s exposed ankle.

“YOU STAB ME? WHAT PUNY KNIFE IS THIS?” Azazel growls. “YOU FIGHT LIKE A WEAKLING.”

“Not quite,” I groan as I roll out of the way.

His foot comes down hard, splintering the wood where I existed only a fraction ago. I stumble back up to my feet and turn to face the demon.

“Not a stab, but a victory. Do you feel it? You’re tired, aren’t you? Groggy? That’s one year of potion brewing paying off, baby. Aurora’s a genius, and Ilyana’s a master-brewer. You are just a dumb sack of muscles wrapped in an admittedly impressive body. Won’t do you any good though. You’re going to hit the deck in three… two… one…”

I count down as the demon cocks his head and looks at me like I’ve gone insane.

“A half… almost zero… almost… no?… almost…”

“IDIOT. DEMONS ARE IMMUNE TO POISON. ONLY HATRED FLOWS THROUGH MY VEINS.”

“That’s… not true… is it?”

Ilyana shrugs.

Azazel belts out a raucous laugh. The bar is almost empty now. Most people have fled, though some people are still cowering under tables or behind the bar.

“I WILL ENJOY EATING YOUR… F-FLESH, HUMAN… I WILL B-BREAK YOUR B-B-BONES AND… AND… I DO FEEL A LITTLE… I’M… NO… I’M WOOZY!”

The demon’s eyes roll to the back of his head as he slumps to the floor with a loud crash. I rush towards him to wrestle Aurora free from his grasp.

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Aurora says as I drag her away from the snoring demon’s body.

I wrap my arms around her and hug her tightly, simultaneously checking her for any bruises or scratches.

“I’m fine, Sam, I promise,” Aurora says.

“Everyone, out!” Ilyana says to the last few remaining customers. “Party is over! The Haunted Hops
 is closed for the night! Come on, get out!”

The innocents rush out the door and Ilyana locks the door behind them. The six witches and me all convene around the passed out demon.

“The good news is: We caught the bastard,” Ilyana says. “The bad news is that half the wizarding world saw it happen, so if we want to get the drop on Maldor, we have to be quick
 .”

“I have ways of making demons talk,” Lilith says with an ominous smile. “Let’s get him tied up and I’ll have the teleportation key in no time at all…”













Chapter
 20












“W
 akey, wakey, fuckhead.”

Azazel opens his bloodshot eyes slowly. It takes the hellspawn a good thirty seconds to realize that he’s sitting on a stool with his arms tied behind his back, and his ankled tied to the stool.

The moment he realizes, he explodes in anger. Smoke comes out of his ears and nostrils as he gathers his breath to turn us all into ash.

All that comes out of his mouth is a puff of black smoke.

“Come on. We’re not that dumb
 , demon,” Lilith says. “You are bound with elven rope, and I poured elf milk down your throat. That’s what is giving you that awful stomach ache right now. Your breath doesn’t work, and your muscle are bound. You, my dear demon friend, are fucked
 .”

“I WILL CUT OUT YOUR ENTRAILS AND FEED THEM TO YOU!”

“I doubt it, friend. Instead, you will give us the passcode to enter Maldor’s lair.”

Without the proper passcode — usually a spoken sentence, or some other combinations of words and gestures — the portal to Maldor’s inner sanctum would tear us to shreds. Our cells would be spread across the entire state of Alaska.

With the actual code, it’s like walking through an open door.

Azazel looks confused for a moment, and then a wide grin spreads across his leathery face.

“IS THAT WHAT THIS IS ABOUT? AND WHY WOULD I DO THAT?”

“Because,” Lilith says as she whips out a blade, “If you don’t, I’m going to cut your fucking balls off and stuff them in your mouth, bitch.”

A shiver runs down the demon’s spine. He is still grinning like a wild dog, but there’s a tremor in his grin. The motherfucker is scared.

Good.

Lilith doesn’t fuck around, and neither do I.

“You better start talking real
 soon, Azazel. We’re all waiting. And Sam is not the patient type.”

“YOU… YOU WOULDN’T,” Azazel growls.

Lilith leans in and drags the blade across his thigh.

“Try me,” she hisses. “Oh, just try me. I’ve been waiting a long time to gut you, asshole.”

“FUCK!” Azazel shouts as he tears at his bonds. The rope doesn’t give, despite his best efforts.

“Or we could just let you go,” Circe says softly. “Without harming you.”

We all turn to look at Circe as if she’s just gone crazy.

“What will Maldor think then?” She says. “His chief lieutenant, captured by his mortal enemies and left to walk free unharmed… you know what he’ll think, won’t you, demon? He’ll think you talked. He’ll think you a traitor
 . His punishment will be much worse than anything
 we can do to you.”

“Oh, that’s evil
 ,” I say. “I like it. What’ll it be, Azazel? Either we fuck you up, or we’ll let you go and let Maldor himself fuck you up. Seems either way… you’re fucked. You might as well give us the passcode and let us take care of Maldor.”

The demon’s expression changes from anger, to shock, to finally, defeat. He sighs deeply.

“YOU DRIVE A HARD BARGAIN, HUMAN. VERY WELL…”






* * *




All seven of
 us are gathered around the fireplace in the back of the Haunted Hops
 . No one is smiling. Everyone is tense.

“This is my fight,” I say as my eyes wander across the six witches that have meant a lot to me. “And I’m not certain I will return. I cannot ask any of you to join me.”

“Nonsense,” Aurora says instantly. “We’re with you.”

“One hundred percent,” Circe says.

“Exactly,” Lilith nods.

They all take a a step towards me and hook their arms around me. As they hug me, my heart feels like it’s going to burst with happiness. I love these women, and I will protect them no matter what.

Vesper, Ilyana and Zephyr are still facing us.

“I’m going as well,” Ilyana says. “We’re you go, I go.”

“Agreed,” Vesper says. “I want to see you kick the shit out of this Maldor asshole.”

Zephyr is the only one who remains.

“How about it, Zephyr?” Aurora says. “Want to fight some evil warlocks, for old times sake?”

The mature witch smiles. “Of course. You don’t think I would miss the first proper battle of my favorite student, would you? I’m with you all the way.”

The girls all come hug me one by one, and I make sure to kiss them all and wish them luck.

Now that everyone’s on-board, it is time to face the music.

“We have no idea what we’re going to find in there,” I say as I gaze into the fire. “All we know is that this portal will take us straight into Maldor’s inner sanctum. From there on out, we’ve got to rely on our wits, and on our strength. Let’s stay together and give it all we got. For the Circle!”

“For the Circle!” The witches chant.

I step into the fire and utter the infernal passphrase.


Azazel better not have fucking lied to me…







* * *




I step
 out of the portal and into a room lit only by candles. The air is thick with the smell of burning incense. The walls are lined with old prison cells, and rusted chains hang from the ceiling. Moss grows on the damp, stone floor.

It’s absolutely freezing in here. I can see my breath and hear my teeth clatter.

My six witches follow me, one by one. We keep our backs towards each other as we listen for any sounds.

“You came to my lair willingly. I must admit, I had not foreseen this. You are… tenacious
 , boy.”

A warlock appears out of the darkness. He’s tall and slender, with a hooked nose and long, black hair. His eyes blaze with dark energy, and he carries a staff made of twisted wood. His mere presence sucks all the air out of the room, his power palpable.

“Maldor,” I say.

“You are correct, boy. I should have killed you when I had the chance, but I was too busy making sure that bitch mother of yours suffered all the way into the grave. No matter. You will join your parents soon enough. You and your little gaggle of whores. Is that… my old assistant? And some succubus whore I bought? And… Zephyr
 ? You as well? You keep interesting company, boy. Too bad I’m going to have to kill all of you. Oh well.”

“You talk too much, old man,” I say. “Eat shit!”

I summon forth a blast of magical energy aimed straight for his face. He deflects it without moving a muscle. The witches begin to chant, their voices rising in unison as they call for the elements to protect us in our battle. Flames leap forth from their fingertips, illuminating the dark corners of this prison.

Maldor sneers, raises his staff and summons a blast of icy wind what sweeps through the room and extinguishes the flames, coating the room back into darkness.

I summon the spirits of the earth to aid me. Roots burst through the concrete floor and wrap themselves around Maldor’s ankles. I don’t need a light to see him — his foul presence is enough for me to detect him.

Maldor curses and calls forth a powerful bolt of lightning that shoots through the air at me. I dodge it — but it branches off and hits Vesper. She screams as she falls.

“You’ll pay for that!” I scream.

The battles rages on. I hurt spells and curses at him, and Maldor does the same. The prison shakes with the force of our magic, the air itself crackling, the building collapsing around us and letting in the freezing cold as we duel to the death.

I finally land a good blow. Maldor staggers back as he loses his footing. I pull his staff from his grasp and splinter it across my knee. I throw it behind me and raise my fists, both my hands brimming with magic.

Aurora, Circe, Lilith, Ilyana, Zephyr and even the wounded Vesper all form a line behind me, chanting in unison, imbibing me with further power.

“Bested by a rut like you?! Never!” Maldor shouts.

“Give up while you still can,” I say. “It’s never too late to surrender.”

The look on his face is one of pure madness.

“If I die, you all die!”

He grabs a knife hidden underneath his robes. It’s blade is as black as the night, and without warning he plunges the dagger into his own chest while looking straight at me.

“I’ll see you in Hell, Sam,” he says.

He collapses to his knees — and then his entire being starts glowing. I’m blinded and turn away from him, and only then do Aurora’s panicked screams reach me.

“Come here, Sam!” She screams. “Right now!”

The witches have formed a circle, and they’re summoning a shield of energy to protect us from the coming blast. I only then realize what Maldor’s failsafe is.

His own body is a fucking bomb
 .

I run towards the Circle. I’m only half a foot away when Maldor detonates.

There’s a blinding flash of light and a searing burst of heat that incinerates everything in its path. I feel my back melting
 as I enter the protective circle. The ground shakes with a defining roar, and as I look up I see a mushroom cloud rise into the sky, billowing over us like a gigantic flower of death.

The dilapidated building is torn apart in an instant. Debris is scattered in all directions. The very earth shakes and heaves, and fissures spread like spiderwebs through the dirt.

Despite the momentous blast, the protective circle holds. The witches are pushed to their limits. Their arms buckle and their breaths falter, but they hold
 .

The dust and smoke slowly clears. The ground is blackened and scorched, and the air thick with the acrid smell of twisted metal and smoking concrete.

The witches all fall to the ground, gasping for breath as the protective circle dissipates. The heat hits me in an instant.

“Are you okay?” Aurora asks. She kneels next to me, and even though her eyebrow is bleeding and her face is scuffed, she checks on me first.

“I’m fine,” I say. “I think.”

Only then do I feel the pain. My entire back feels like it’s on fire. I don’t dare to look, but my expression says it all. Aurora gently grabs my shoulder and takes a look.

“That’s going to leave a scar,” she says. “But you’ll be fine. Nothing that healing magic can’t fix.”

“Good. Vesper, are you alright?” I ask.

She’s curled up on the floor, her hands clutched around her waist. The blonde looks up and me and smiles. “Yeah, just took a little lightning to the face… knocked the wind right out of me, but I’ll be fine…”

“Let’s get the fuck
 out of here,” Lilith suggests. “I’ll open a portal to Ravenhall
 .”

“Be careful, the magic blast might interfere,” Circe suggests.

Lilith rolls her eyes. “I know, I’m not stupid. But we have to get out of here before we all freeze to death.”

My favorite succubus gestures wildly while speaking an incantation and opens a portal back home.

Time to leave this frozen wilderness behind.












Epilogue











“W
 e did it!” Vesper says, clapping her hands together. “We actually fucking
 did it!”

I pop open a bottle of champagne and fill every glass in sight. Upbeat jazz music fills our cozy home as we celebrate a well-fought victory.

Maldor and his Alaskan hide-out have been reduced to rubble. He exploded in front of my very eyes. The motherfucker is dust now.

We didn’t survive it all unscathed, but there are no injuries that won’t heal. Vesper has got a wicked scar on her forehead from where she was struck by lightning. Aurora got banged up a bit, and her lip is swollen and her eye is bruised. Meanwhile, my entire back looks like I fell asleep on a grill. It’s going to leave some wicked scars, but Circe assures me she can heal it with her elven magic.

To be perfectly honest, I don’t give a fuck about my scars. All I care about are the women that are in the room with me. They’ve helped me go through hell; they put their very lives on the line for me, and I couldn’t be prouder of each and every one of them.

“To the Circle!” I say as I raise my glass.

“No, to Sam!” Aurora says.

“Yes, to Sam!” The witches chant in unison as they clink their glasses together.

“To my best student,” Zephyr says. “I think it’s safe to say you are on your way to becoming the most powerful warlock that ever lived, Sam. I hope my lessons have helped you control your powers.”

“They most certainly have. Thank you, Zephyr. You were a strict but fair teacher. I might have to have some more of your classes in the future.”

“I can always squeeze you in for some extra one-on-one tutoring,” the raven-headed witch says with a smirk.

“I’ll take you up on that for sure.”

Lilith and Vesper turn up the music and start dancing in the living room. I sit my ass down in my favorite recliner and watch the show. Meanwhile, Aurora and Ilyana hang out in the kitchen, drinking pale ales as they chat about old times. Circe sits on my lap and watches the two women gyrate to the beat.

“What are your plans now?” Circe asks. “I understood you want to see the world… does that mean you will you be leaving us?”

The gorgeous elf barely dares to look at me, her beautiful blue eyes cast downward. I tilt her chin up and rest my hand on her cheek.

“No matter where I go, you will always have a place in my heart, Circe. Ravenhall
 is my home now.”

I kiss Circe gently. Her tongue flicks against my bottom lip, and I pull her in for a deeper tongue-kiss.

“I want to see the world — with you by my side
 ,” I stress. “With my entire coven. I want to see the ancient elven forests you’ve told me so much about. I want to visit Tokyo and see the vampires that run the underworld. I want to visit Atlantis. I want to see a fucking dragon
 . But all of those sights would be meaningless if I couldn’t experience them with you three by my side. That’s a promise.”

Circe’s eyes well up with emotion. “It makes me very happy to hear that,” she says softly as she rests her cheek against mine.

I look up to see Vesper and Lilith in the midst of a passionate make-out session. Lilith has got the young blonde’s robe bunched around her waist as her grabby, demonic hand works its way into the horny witch’s panties. Vesper’s eyes are closed and her mouth hangs open.

Lilith catches me looking and pulls Vesper’s panties to the side, exposing the blonde’s wet pussy to me.

“For our master,” Lilith says. “You’ve earned all of this, and more. Let’s have a massive orgy to celebrate!”

My half-succubus is always horny — and so am I.

“Now that’s a great
 idea.”

Circe’s hand slides between my legs to squeeze my bulge as I watch Lilith disrobe Vesper in front of me. Aurora and Ilyana sit down on the couch to watch as Zephyr enjoys the show from across the room.

Circe pulls out my cock and slowly strokes me as I watch Lilith tease the young, blonde slut to the verge of orgasm. Her thighs drip with her juices, and her nipples are tiny diamonds as Lilith’s bright-red hands wander across her pale skin.

“On your knees.”

Vesper obediently drops to her knees and crawls towards me. The blonde nuzzles my cock and plants small kisses on the side as Lilith spanks her tight ass hard. I grab a fistful of Vesper’s short blonde hair and push my cock into her mouth.

Meanwhile, Aurora and Ilyana are playing with each other’s pussies as they watch the show, and Circe is kissing my ear.

“I love watching you fill her mouth,” Circe whispers in my ear. “I love watching you use all of us.”

Lilith drops to her knees and starts eating out Vesper from the back. Within seconds the blonde is cumming hard, and I stifle her groans with my cock.

“She’s ready for you, master,” Lilith says. “Please breed this bitch.”

At my command, Vesper lays down on the couch, naked. All other witches stand around her, holding her ankles, her wrists, squeezing her breast and feeling her wet pussy as I take my place between her legs.

I place my cock at her entrance, tease her wet pussy until she is begging for my cock, and then I fuck her hard. Zephyr presses her breasts against my back, kissing my neck, as Lilith and Circe both get on their hands and knees on the couch next to Vesper, both sluts begging to be the one to be fucked next.

We celebrate long into the night, and before Ilyana, Vesper and Zephyr return home the following afternoon every witch in the house has been filled in just about every orifice they have.






* * *




Over the next
 couple of years I grow into my role as The Great Warlock of Ravenhall
 . With Maldor defeated, the forces of evil know that there’s a new great power around, and I use my new influence to make the world a better place.

With the help of the Circle I vanquish an ancient lich that has taken over the Vatican, I stop a zombie outbreak from devastating Seoul, and I cull the vampire population of Tokyo, among other things.

After traveling the world for a couple of years we settle back down in Ravenhall
 . We re-decorate the house, and all four of us now share the same master-bedroom — a bed we often share with visiting witches, monster-girls, and other distinguished guests.

I make frequent trips to see Zephyr, who now runs an academy for gifted witches. Many promising witches dream of sharing a night with the ‘Great
 Warlock of Ravenhall
 ’, and who am I to disappoint them?

Vesper has turned an abandoned lighthouse along the Portuguese coast into a lovely, cozy home, and it’s my favorite summer destination. We drink cold margaritas, lounge in the summer sun, and make passionate love on the beach at night.

The Haunted Hops
 is as bustling as ever. It’s only a quick portal-hop away, so every weekend we travel there to see Ilyana and hang at our favorite bar. I’ve kept my word to the silver-haired witch and I’ve not revealed her ‘secret ingredient’ to the world— but I do love sampling it myself.

All in all, I couldn’t have wished for a better life than this. Aurora is so caring and nurturing, Lilith is lusty and naughty, and Circe is adorable and bashful; I couldn’t have asked for three more prefect women to spend my life with.

Being the greatest warlock that ever lived ain’t half bad.






* * *
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Thank you for reading my work. If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review.

Kind regards,

Bojan Banner.
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Harem Next Door



Josh’s comfortable life comes crumbling down when his busty professor discovers his shameful secret
 . The stud stands to lose everything if he can’t keep his urges under control.

Luckily for him, there are three beautiful women in his life
  that are
  willing to do everything it takes
  to see the man succeed.

Our hero is about to get the experience of a lifetime...
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