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His Witches Harem



Chapter One

“Fuckin’ piece of fuckin’ shit!”

The car horn blared sharply as Carl slammed his hands against the steering wheel, then again and again, releasing a series of staccato blasts which were quickly swallowed by the deep, dark forest that surrounded him. He looked out through the windscreen, the headlights of the car unable to penetrate the thick fog that descended suddenly upon him.

 Even with the thick clouds, it was clear there was another source blocking his view; the smoke rising from the bonnet, the sort he also felt was emanating from his ears. But fortunately for him (was that that, unfortunately?), this was not a cartoon.

He hit the steering wheel once again for good measure, but despite his best efforts, this assault did not, in fact, manage to repair the engine. And with that, he was all out of ideas.

He turned off the engine and took the keys out of the ignition, then bent over and pulled the bonnet-release under the glove box by the passenger side door. He groaned as he reached down, the awkward angle putting pressure on his back. He was, he decided with some not small amount of conviction, getting too old for this shit.

He straightened up and got out of the car, making sure to slam the door behind him. If hitting the steering wheel didn’t fix it, perhaps that would.

The air was cold, and he let out an involuntary shiver, both hands in his pockets, one struggling to pull his phone out, as he walked around the car.

“Shit!” he cried as he stumbled over a rock, both hands still in his pockets, arms unable to break his fall. He tried to right himself, but only managed to stumble a little further before the fall became inevitable, only managing to twist his body so his back hit the ground with a thud, rather than his face. He lay there, groaning, the wind knocked out of him, his hands still stuck in his pockets.

After a few moments, he managed to free one hand and push himself up, as the other slipped out of his pocket, now clutching his mobile phone. He pressed the power button, and the bright screen in the pitch black nearly blinded him. He turned his head away and let his eyes recover before turning down the screen brightness and switching on the torch. The white beam fell upon the bonnet of the car, the white smoke rising from the sides mixing with the thick fog, forming a wall around the engine.

Aiming the torch at the ground, he moved around the car, making sure there were no other surprises waiting in the dark. And it was dark. He looked up at the night sky and realised he couldn’t see it.

No moon.

No stars.

No sky.

Just a thick blanket of fog lingering in the thick foliage of the ancient trees that lined whatever this dirt track was supposed to be. Was it a road? He had no idea. His GPS had said turn, so he had, and now he was here, long after the GPS signal had been lost. But, given there were no turnings or side-roads, he had kept going.

It had to end somewhere, right?

With these thoughts in his mind, he turned to the car and grabbed the bonnet, tugging at it.

“Fuck!” he cried, the heat of the metal searing his flesh. He grabbed his wrist with his good hand, his phone falling to the ground with a crack, the torch sending a beam up into the night sky as he hopped around, shaking his hand in the air as his skin continued to burn.

“Fuckin’ fuck!”

He kicked the front of the car and cursed again, his foot and hand now in pain. He stumbled around the car, leaning on it in the darkness, until he was behind it. He popped the trunk and, with one hand, rummaged through the bags.

“Perfect,” he muttered to himself as he pulled an old white t-shirt that was several sizes too small for him from one of the bags. It had been her favourite top, now it was just a rag for him to wrap around his burnt hand. He winced as he did this, hobbling back around the car, towards the faint light of the torch.

“Great,” he said, picking up the phone and inspecting the screen, which was now covered in a web of cracks, making it essentially unusable.

He reached for the bonnet again, yanking it up with the wrapped hand and quickly securing it in place on the stand. He coughed as he stepped back, smoke bellowing from deep inside the engine.

For a moment, he considered himself fortunate the car hadn’t caught on fire, then remembered his evening wasn’t over. There was still plenty of time for things to get worse. He shone his torch on the engine, the light bouncing off the thick smoke. Then, from somewhere, he heard a sound. He looked left and right, only to be met with walls of darkness, the torch unable to penetrate more than a couple of feet ahead of him, let alone into the dense forestry that surrounded him.

There could be anything in there, he thought, shivers running down his spine, anything.

He returned his attention to the engine, throwing off childish notions of monsters lurking in the woods to focus on the very real danger in front of him: the smoking contraption. He sighed. He didn’t know why he was bothering, short of the fact that looking at the engine is what you’re supposed to do when your car breaks down.

“Yep,” he said to himself, moving the beam of the torch over each piece with a careful eye, “that’s an engine.” There was nothing to his eye that was obviously wrong with it, save for the plentiful smoke coming from somewhere. But he didn’t even know what that meant. Sure, it seemed bad, but it could just be a bit of smoking oil or something, a quick fix. Or it could mean the car was about to explode.

Either way, he had no idea how to fix it.

He turned his back to the engine, half-hoping it would magically fix itself whilst he wasn’t looking. He looked at his phone and pressed the power button. The phone screen had not magically fixed itself whilst he wasn’t looking, so he figured that wasn’t a great omen for the car.

He squinted through the cracks on the screen and saw what he already knew.

No signal.

No 5G.

No battery.

He groaned and cursed himself for not changing the USB wire in the car sooner. It had been working only sporadically, only sometimes providing a fast charge (and other times taking hours), for long enough that it wasn’t a surprise when it finally went completely. And making a cross-country journey by yourself to a place you’ve never been before? Well, it was a no-brainer to get that sorted.

But truthfully, he supposed, he didn’t want to sort it, didn’t want to think about it, didn’t want to have a connection to the outside world. And now he had achieved that goal, finally cutting himself off from everyone and everything else, when he absolutely needed it the most.

Right then, in a moment of poetic justice, the torch switched off, plunging him into almost total darkness. He looked at the screen and saw it had switched off due to power-saving mode. All he had to guide him out of this mess was the faint glow of the phone screen, until that too went off.

He stuffed the slim, black brick back into his pocket, now nothing more than an expensive paperweight, and looked out in the vague direction of the road.

Road.

It was barely a path. But he had become so dependent on modern technology, on being led by information from satellites and towers onto the screens that controlled his life, that he obeyed without question. Even as his gut told him this was a bad idea, he ploughed on regardless, because that is what the screen had told him to do. Besides, it was either that or rely on his innate sense of direction to get him to where he needed to be. But he had long ago accepted that he had no innate sense of direction, or any sense of direction at all.

So now, here he was. No phone, no car, no way out.

He had well and truly stranded himself in the middle of a dark forest, with no signs of life and no clue how to get out of there. There had been nothing for miles, and that was before he had entered the forest. He would be walking all night before he even got out of there, assuming he did get out of there. With the dark and the fog and the lack of any form of light, there was no guarantee he wouldn’t wander off the beaten track and get lost in the forest, or worse.

So going back wasn’t an option.

But then, going forward didn’t seem like a much better idea either. He thought about putting on some extra layers and carrying on, but he had no idea where this path would lead, if, indeed, it led anywhere at all. For all he knew, it could run for five hundred miles through completely unpopulated forest, or end 300 yards into the fog, coming to an abrupt stop for no discernible reason.

It was clear to him then that the only sensible solution was to stay in the car, wrap up warm, and try to get some sleep. Then, when morning broke and he could see where he was going, he could decide which way to trek towards civilisation.

Just then, when he felt he was finally getting a handle on the situation, a faint light illuminated the scene. For a moment, he felt a sense of relief, as if some stranger had just so happened upon his predicament and was prepared to provide assistance. Then his heart dropped, and he turned to see what he already knew to be true.

The car was on fire.

Or, more precisely, the car engine was on fire.

Carl watched the flames rising from the depths of the engine and, despite his lack of formal mechanic training, knew it was a bad idea to get back inside.

Instead, he took a few steps back and watched the dancing flames flickering in the darkness. Their movements were almost hypnotic as they swayed, and he felt drawn to the heat and the light, and as they grew in size and intensity, he felt his desire increase. It was heat and light; it was the exact opposite of the things that made his current predicament so precarious. The light offered salvation.

But then something inside the engine popped; it was as if it had awoken him from a dream. He began to walk backwards, watching the flames continuing to rise, engulfing the entire engine, lapping at the underside of the bonnet as it extended itself fully, looking to engulf everything in the immediate vicinity. As he watched the flames engulf what was left of his life, he wondered if he could salvage anything, whether he could make it to the car, grab his bag, and get out of there before the car exploded.

Then, the car exploded.

Carl cried out as the flames shot out in every direction, claiming everything around them as its own, sucking the very oxygen out of the air in an act of manic possessiveness, a naked expression of power for power’s sake.

As the fire staked its claim, Carl was thrown backwards, the heat burning his face, the stench of burnt hair and thick black smoke choking him before he hit the ground and everything turned black.



Chapter Two

He stirred, the heat of her breath on him bringing him too as she licked his face.

Licked his face?

He felt his body freeze as he recovered his senses. He remembered where he had been. Remembered the forest and the fog and the car and the explosion. He remembered being thrown back into the perpetual blackness, his consciousness slipping out of his grasp as he fell forever into it.

But he had finally landed. He felt the cold, hard ground on his back, the groundwater soaked into his clothes. Every inch of his body hurt. He took that as a good sign. Pain meant he could feel it. And if he could feel it, he could still move. But at that immediate moment, when he needed to move most, he knew he couldn’t move a muscle. 

The licking stopped, and he heard a soft growl, which faded as whatever made the noise moved away. Then, using every ounce of strength he had, he forced himself to slightly open one eye, not daring to move any more than that. And what he saw, through the dark and the blurriness of his vision, through the pain and the headache, was the creature who had been licking his face. It was not, as he had initially dreamt, his ex-girlfriend, lovingly embracing him in their shared bed, but an equally fierce creature, one that somehow posed an even greater risk to his life.

It was a wolf.

A big wolf.

A big fucking wolf.

It was big and grey and hungry-looking and far too interested in him. The wolf sniffed at Carl’s shoe, as if trying to figure out what this unknown entity was doing so far into its territory. Then it turned and looked up at him. Carl quickly closed his eye, continuing to play dead. It was a bad idea, but with no idea what else to do, it was the best one he had. Sure, he knew as much about wolves as he did about cars, but he strongly suspected that catching the wolf’s attention with a sudden movement, particularly with his battered body prone and vulnerable, would be the absolute wrong move. It would be seconds before the wolf took him down. He would be dead before he got to his feet. Well, if he was lucky and the wolf didn’t choose to toy with him, torturing him before eventually landing the lethal bite.

Did wolves do that?

He had no idea, and no interest in finding out.

As he lay there, silent and still, the wolf howled loudly into the night sky, and what at first seemed to Carl to be an echo through the forest, the rest of the pack howled in response. The sound came from every direction, bouncing off the trees, a reflective choral of howls, their number unknowable, but certainly plentiful.

He was completely surrounded. He knew it, felt it in his bones. All around him, the bushes and branches rustled, and he knew he was only moments away from being completely surrounded, if he wasn’t already. There was only one thing to do. He didn’t know if he could, but he knew he had to.

He ran.

Without thought about the pain in his hand or his foot or his back or his head or any other part of him, he pulled himself to his feet and ran. He didn’t know where he was going or what he expected to achieve; he just knew that he had to run. So he ran, ran as fast as he could, actually amazing himself with how fast he actually managed to move. Lying on the ground, he had felt irreparably broken, yet he nevertheless had managed to haul himself up and throw his body into the darkness of the forest.

The wolf must have been just as surprised, for it had just stood there, watching as the injured meal it had found began to flee with remarkable intensity. But that still only gave Carl a couple of seconds' head start.

Every inch of his body screamed in pain as he ran through the darkness, a heavy pounding in his ears which he couldn’t tell whether it was his own heartbeat or the giant wolf bounding behind him, paws pounding on the forest floor in relentless pursuit.

The branches and vines and thorns snapped at his skin as he pushed through, as if trying to capture him, to hold him back and let nature take what it was owed, as if the whole ecosystem of this world, so foreign to him, conspired against this unwelcome interloper.

But even so, with the hostile landscape against him, and the terrain so unsteady under his unsteady feet, he still seemed to be making some progress towards salvation, and if not, making the predators work for their meal, at least.

He cursed and groaned as the branches whipped his face, hot blood mixing with sweat, running down his cheeks, stinging his bare arms as he pushed through, the sounds of the forest growing louder as the pack descended upon him from all directions. But still he kept going, deeper into the forest, for there was nothing else he could do but keep moving forward.

“Oh shit!” he cried as a wolf appeared out of the darkness directly in front and dove for him, forcing Carl to dive to one side, narrowly avoiding the creature as it propelled itself through the air.

He hit the ground and, from behind, heard the wail of two animals. He pictured the one clattering into the other, knocking them both down, and buying him a little more time. But he didn’t know for sure and wasn’t interested in checking.

He clambered back to his feet and began running, the slight respite doing more harm than good, giving his body a moment to realise how exhausted he was, how all his systems felt like they were on the brink of collapse. He felt hands burning where the thorns and debris on the forest floor had dug into the flesh, his ankle hurting more where he had tripped. But still he pushed on into the darkness, driven only by the instinctual need to survive, the sheer terror of non-existence fuelling his ailing body. And, for a brief moment, amongst the fear and the panic and the pain, the sound of the wolves seemed to become fainter, and for a brief, fleeting moment, he thought he might actually make it, he might actually survive.

And then he fell.



Chapter Three

He fell forever, his body endlessly tumbling as he continued his perpetual descent; the muddy, stony precipice down which his body had been unintentionally launched, but which he now fell down with a definite purpose. Every stone, every mound of hard earth, every fallen trunk and branch and twig and stone that lay upon the earth worked against him, battering his body as he was propelled onwards by the most universal of forces, the one that says all men must fall, paying no mind to his needs or wants or loves or desires. There was only the force and only down.

And just when he thought he would black out from the pain and the spinning and the tumbling, he hit the level bank with a bone-cracking thud and rolled to a halt.

He lay there, heart racing, eyes closed, skull pounding in his skull. He could taste iron in his mouth and felt the heat of blood as it gushed from his nose over his face.

He lay there, not daring to look at his body, already sensing his broken, battered frame was not something he should be seeing at the moment. He was sure there were parts of him that were not where they were meant to be. Not that that mattered much in the grand scheme of things. How could he look if he couldn’t open his eyes? They were too heavy, the lids sealed shut, but not as in sleep.

It was as if something had coated them, glued them together. And he knew what that something was: blood. He did not need to see the dark, crimson liquid to know it to be true, did not need to taste the iron in his mouth, nor did he need to smell it. He was bleeding heavily and his body was wrecked. He did not need his five senses to tell him what he knew to be true. He also didn’t need them to tell him that this was the end.

He lay there, hoping for a quick death, praying that the wolves, tired and doubtless hungry from the hunt, would waste no time in killing off their prey, ready to feast on his tenderised flesh. He did not care what happened to his body, as long as he was not around to witness it firsthand.

He smelled them first, the tangy odour of primal creatures, their ragged coats glazed in the adrenaline of the hunt, the dark, tangy stench of rotting flesh in the mouths of predators. As he focused on the harbingers of his doom, he heard the rustling of the bushes, from which emerged the growls and snarls of ferocious beasts, methodically surrounding him, taunting him, teasing him, seeing what he had left to give before giving in for the kill.

Then he heard it, the victory cry.

A wall of howls echoed all around him, a cacophony of wails, rising high up into the trees. Then, again, he felt the heat of the wolf’s breath on his face, the acrid stench of death in its mouth, only this time there was no curiosity, just power. He braced himself, submitting to the inevitable.

But just as quickly as the sense of peace arrived, it disappeared. He realised that he didn’t want to die, not like this. Not like anything. He wanted to live and love and frolic and fuck. He wasn’t ready to go down. He had imagined dying in so many ways, some heroic, some tragic, some fucking pathetic. But death by GPS. No fucking way.

So, with nothing left to give, he decided he would find a way. It was better to go down swinging than to submit to an easy death. So with everything he had left, he forced open his eyes, peeling them open as the dried blood split, letting the slightest bit of light in. And as he pushed himself up on one arm, he cried into the night, a release of the despair that was buried deep inside him, the raw emotion that had been gestating since that moment, and felt the transformation begin. He was no longer a man, but beast. Not of tooth and fang, but of rage, one ready to fight to the death and beyond.

He saw the wolf staring at him, the cold eyes not quite understanding what was happening. And as Carl swung for it, the wolf merely took a couple of steps back, allowing Carl’s arm to swing harmlessly through the air, watching with mild curiosity as he fell forward into nothing, until he landed on his broken arm, and released his own howls, not of victory but of pain, into the trees above.

His face hit the dirt, and he lay there, raging and howling, but utterly broken. And through his one eye, the one not buried in the dirt, he watched and waited for the inevitable. But it never came. Instead, he saw, blurry and red and broken as it was, the wolves running into the bushes, away from their victory, tails between their legs.

He rolled onto his back, laughing bitterly into the night, howling at his failed attempt to go out swinging, barely able to comprehend what had happened. Surely, surely, this broken man with his feeble attempts at self-defence had not caused an entire pack of hungry wolves to flee? Then the thought rose in his mind,

What would be so bad as to terrify the wolves?

And as he lay there, staring into the darkness, praying for the night to take him before something else did, a dark shadow fell upon him, and he knew there were greater creatures than the wolves that lurked in the forest, to be feared.



Chapter Four

The next time he awoke, he was not in the forest. Though his eyes were still closed, he did not need the sense of sight to tell him that. He could feel the warmth of the indoors, the shelter of walls and the softness of the blankets upon which he lay. The damp cold of the forest floor and of acrid wolf breath had been replaced by that of intoxicating spices in the air. His head still throbbed and his body ached, but the harsh pains which had plagued him as he lay in the forest waiting for death, were no more.

He pushed himself into a seated position, instinctively awaiting the shock of pain to flash through his arm where he had broken it in the fall, but there was nothing. It had been healed, as if it had never been broken at all. He rubbed his hand over his face, and could feel it was rough where the thorns had torn at the skin, but there was no blood and his nose, which had all but exploded as he fell to his doom, felt as it ever had. Better even. He took in a deep breath through clear sinuses and felt refreshed.

The room was lit, he could tell that even with eyes closed.

Then gradually, rubbing his eyes and opening them slowly, only the natural glue of sleep keeping them closed, he let a little of the light taper a bit at a time, lest the intense explosion of sense data cause his head to explode. As his eyes adjusted to the new surroundings, he saw where he was.

It was a cabin.

An old cabin.

Ancient, in fact.

The walls were solid wood, with thick beams holding up the ceiling, the solid, rigid type that looked like they were made from a single tree. Sturdy. On one side of the room was a fireplace, old and stone, where a pile of logs burnt enthusiastically, the flutters of burning embers dancing carelessly in the air. Images of his car flashed through his mind, the greedy, powerful flames that existed not to warm, but to consume.

Even though it was much warmer here, with the fire and the blanket, he still felt a residual coldness, the kind that burrows into your bones and nests there long after the rest of you has been restored to a comfortable state. And it was this feeling that made him want to crawl out of bed and huddle in front of the fire, blankets wrapped around him as he took in as much warmth as possible.

But he did not move, for it was then that he remembered the shadow. A shiver ran through him as he tried not to recall the beastly figure that had loomed over him, the creature so imposing and bloodthirsty, so intimidating in frame and stature, that even the most feral of wolves, the most ruthless and aggressive, retreated in fear at the very sight of this inhuman monstrosity.

“Oh, yay, you’re awake!”

Carl sat and stared, scarcely able to comprehend what he was seeing. It was not the beast that had entered the room, but a woman in her mid-thirties. And far from being an inhuman monstrosity of wrath and violence, she was shockingly beautiful.

But still, something didn’t seem quite right.

He watched from his bed as she moved through the room, effortlessly, almost as if she were floating. And as she moved towards him, he took note of her outfit, for it was certainly unconventional, to put it mildly.

From her tight purple corset pressing her large breasts together, to the purple and black robes that flowed behind her as she moved, parting to expose her pale thighs, and her knee-high boots, also purple and black, which somehow did not click on the wooden flooring. She also had long, flowing locks of bright purple, which floated around her, and on top of which sat a pointy hat with a wide brim. If he didn’t know any better, he would have said it was a witch’s hat.

In fact, her whole outfit screamed ‘witch’. But, looking at her voluptuous figure and welcoming face, she was unlike any witch he had ever seen. Not that he had ever seen a witch outside of movies.

Because witches weren’t real.

Sure, there were people who called themselves ‘white witches’ and pagans who claimed to channel the power of Mother Earth to do whatever, but they were just hippies. They couldn’t do actual magic. They were just people. But this woman…?

“Sarah is going to be so mad that you’re alive.” The woman stopped in her silent tracks, looking as horrified as Carl felt shocked. “I mean, not that you’re alive, per se, but that she lost the bet that you would be alive. She doesn’t want you dead, just… she would have preferred it if you had been.”

Carl just stared.

“Oh dear,” she said, leaning over the side of the bed, her large breasts inches from his face, “did I take away your ability to speak? I’m always doing that. I’m such a doofus.”

“Err, no,” Carl stuttered, trying not to stare directly into her bewitching cleavage, “I can speak. It’s just –”

“Oh, thank goodness,” she said, interrupting him in her relief, and gently stroking his hair. “That would have been so awkward later.”

Carl wondered why it would be awkward, but as she stroked his hair, he felt a sense of peace overcoming him, almost to the point that he was about to fall asleep once again.

 But then, the door to the room swung open with a crash.

“So, he’s alive then?”

The purple witch squeaked and removed her hand from his head as if he were on fire. She quickly spun around, her cape swaying just enough to give him a view of her juicy ass before it once again settled into place.

“Oh, umm, hi Rinka, yes, he is. Alive, that is,” said the Purple Witch, speaking even faster than she had been before. “I was just checking in on him to see if he was alive, which he is. So that’s that.”

The second woman, of similar age to Purple Witch, stood by the door, eyeing the purple witch skeptically. This woman, who Carl also decided was dressed decidedly like a witch, had a similar outfit, except that it was all black, a more traditional witch’s attire.

More or less.

As she strode into the room, he noticed she was not wearing boots, but black high heels, almost stiletto height, with stripy stockings covering her toned legs, the garters of her corset dangling down and brushing gently against the tops of her juicy thighs. Her hat was black, as was her hair, which was straight and long, flowing elegantly down her back.

“You weren’t…?”

“Oh gosh no,” said the Purple Witch, “I would never even think of doing that, err, whatever it is that you are thinking of.”

Rinka raised a single eyebrow and placed her hands on her hips. As she did so, the curve of her hip caught Carl’s eye, the soft flesh, so grabbable, so kissable, so…

“Sayaka!” screamed Rinka, “Kaori was starting without us!”

“I was not!” protested Purple Witch (aka Kaori), her expression a mixture of shock and guilt. “I was simply–”

“What’s all the racket?” bellowed a third voice, as a set of footsteps clomped towards them. “I am trying to brew–” The woman stopped mid-sentence in the doorway, eyes fixed on Carl. “Oh, so he’s awake?”

“And alive,” added Rinka.

“How interesting.”

Sayaka – also a witch – walked over to him and stood on the opposite side of the bed to Kaori, as Rinka stood and watched him and Kaori from the end of the bed.

Sayaka studied him closely, as the others did the same. He felt like a frog in a jar, a specimen caught from the river and brought home as a pet, before his captors realised they didn’t know what to do with him.

She was the same age as the others, and as she leaned in, Carl tried not to stare down her ample cleavage, pressed as it was, high in her tight red and black corset, her red locks falling over her pale shoulders and breasts. Her cape was longer than the other women’s, her hat a little stiffer. He got the impression that she was in charge of whatever was going on here.

“Yes,” she muttered to herself, poking him and pinching his flesh, as if assessing if he was ready to eat. “He’ll do quite nicely.”

“And if he doesn’t?” asked Rinka.

“Then we’ll find another use for him,” said Sayaka, “or you can just put him back where you found him.”

“I’m sorry,” said Carl, as politely as he could manage, “but I’m not sure we’ve been introduced?”

The three women laughed, a thundering cackle that seemed to roll through the air, up into the rafters, where he was sure he heard what sounded like bats shrieking as they flew away into the night.

Was it night? He had no idea. The room, he realised, had no windows and only the one door. The fireplace, a small gas lamp hanging from one of the ceiling beams, and the light from the open bedroom door were the only sources of light. For all he knew, it could be the middle of the day, and he was actually in a basement, though he doubted that very much.

“No,” said Sayaka, “I suppose we haven’t. I am Sayaka. This,” she said, indicating to the end of the bed, “is Rinka”. Carl offered a weak smile, but she made no acknowledgement of this introduction. “And this,” Sayaka continued, pointing to the other side of the bed, “is Kaori.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” said Kaori, stepping back as she took the ends of her cape in her fingers and curtseyed, giving him a perfect view of her pale thighs.

“The pleasure is all mine,” said Carl.

“I bet it is,” said Rinka, rolling her eyes. “Are we going to do this, or what?”

“Patience, patience,” said Sayaka, “there is still a ways to go before the ritual can begin.”

“What ritual?” asked Carl, suddenly alarmed.

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” said Sayaka, “you just get some rest.”

“You’ll need it,” muttered Rinka, at which Sayaka cast her a rebuking glance.

“I’m feeling fine,” he said, “better than fine in many ways. I actually feel quite…”

“Just… rest,” said Sayaka, soothingly, placing her hand on his forehead. And just like that, Carl yawned and felt the overwhelming urge to sleep.

“Maybe I am a little more tired than I thought,” he said, sleepily, the witch’s soft hand on his head soothing him as he lay back onto the bed.

“Yes,” said Sayaka, “you’ve had quite a traumatic evening.”

“Mmm,” said Carl, as his head sank back into the pillow. He felt a sense of peace run through his body and felt as if he could melt into the mattress. “Maybe just five minutes.”



Chapter Five

Carl was getting a little tired of passing out. But as he realised this, he also realised that he once again felt a lot better. Like, a lot better. His arm, which had previously retained a small ache, did not hurt at all, and his hands, which had been rough and torn as he had touched his face, were once again smooth.

What’s more, he felt energised. He felt like he could run a marathon. But he didn’t; he remained in the bed, safe under the blankets, the fire roaring comfortingly. The women – whoever they were – had gone, and he knew he should have been planning to get out of there. He didn’t know what they wanted from him, only that they wanted him to be involved in some ritual, a word that didn’t exactly bring a sense of peace to his being. Worse still, he didn’t know the full extent of their powers.

Their powers.

He laughed to himself. He must have been in worse shape than he thought. There was no such thing as witches! Certainly not witches that looked like that. Witches were old hags with saggy skin and warts and boils, staggering around unsteadily, eating children for sustenance. 

But these women were nothing like that. They were all in their mid-thirties, their bodies slim, toned, and fit. And they, despite having quite a lot of skin on display, had not a single boil on their bodies. Sure, they had a couple of lines around the eyes, but so did he. That was just a part of getting older. You can’t stay young forever.

He felt his energised body stirring as he thought of them. Even without magical powers, they had certainly cast a spell on him. He should have been thinking about escape, about getting out of the cottage and heading back into town, towards civilisation and his normal life. Back to a world where cars didn’t explode and wolves didn’t chase you through unforgiving forests, and inhuman monsters didn’t turn out to be stunning women in alluring outfits.

But instead of all of that, he thought of them. In particular, he thought of Kaori. She had been the furthest thing from a monster he could imagine, and yet, now that he thought of it, he was sure it was she who had saved him from the baying wolves. But how could that be? She was so slight, so slim and delicate, so slight of spirit and ample of breast. 

He felt himself stirring under the blanket and tried to calm himself, trying to put her body out of his mind, trying not to think of her heaving breasts in her purple corset, nor of her slim thighs and her knee-high boots, of her hand gently stroking his hair, her touch almost magical in its softness. He tried not to imagine what it would have been like if they had not been interrupted, if they had managed to have some time alone, if Kaori had managed to have him all to herself as she so clearly wanted…

There was a crash in the other room, and Carl, revitalised and alert, threw back the heavy covers and jumped out of bed, moving to investigate. The floor was hard under his bare feet as he rushed across it, and he felt as if the entire cabin shook with each thunderous footstep, and as he threw the door open with reckless abandon, he felt surprised when it was not ripped out of the doorframe.

He watched in disbelief as his eyes fell upon the scene. The room was dimly lit, an eerie green glow thrown over everything, the light emanating from the large, black cauldron which stood in the middle of the room, bubbling over a fire. He watched as Sayaka stood to one side, stirring it with a large wooden spoon, as the contents bubbled and boiled, thick clouds rising up from the surface. The scent of it was, to his surprise, not acrid and vicious, but surprisingly sweet and inviting.

“Get them!” cried Rinka, who was standing on a wooden footstool on the other side of the room, her cape in her hands, pulled up to keep it from the floor, her toned legs on full display, glowing gently green in the light of the cauldron's concoction.

“I’m trying!” Kaori shouted, as she scrambled across the floor on all fours, collecting what looked like marbles as they rolled around her in all directions. As she pursued and collected the round items, gathering them in a jar tucked under her arm, Carl caught sight of the outline of Kaori’s juicy ass sticking out the back of her cape, her asscheeks on display. “Would you calm down?”

“Would you stop spilling eyes everywhere?”

“It was an accident!” cried Kaori, scooping up a couple more and dropping them in the glass jar. “It’s not my fault the lid wasn’t on properly.”

“The lid was on fine,” said Rinka, “you just dropped it.”

Sayaka sighed and continued stirring. Carl got the sense that this wasn’t the first time something like this had happened, nor did he suspect, it would be the last. As he stood there, watching the scene as if it were a scene from a play, he felt something touch his toe, something soft and squishy. He looked down at his bare feet.

It was an eyeball.

Even though it was not in the head of whatever (or whoever) it had previously belonged to, Carl had the striking sensation that it was looking at him. Not just pointed up at him, but actively looking at him. He even would have sworn that he saw the pupil dilate as the eye sized him up, which gave him a disgusting urge to press it under his big toe until he felt it pop. But before he could give in to this disgusting sensation, a slight hand scooped it up and plopped it in the jar with the rest of them.

“Oh, hi,” said Kaori brightly, panting slightly as she stared up at him from all fours.

“Hi,” he said back, trying not to stare down her heaving cleavage.

“Oh, good,” said Sayaka, continuing to stir the contents of the cauldron, “you’re awake.”

“For the moment,” said Carl with a chuckle, which no one else returned.

“Well, I’m glad,” said Kaori, jumping to her feet in front of him, her breasts bouncing softly, as if moving independently of the rest of her body. She ran a finger across her head, pushing a long, curly strand behind her ear.

“Of course you are,” said Rinka, crossing her arms and rolling her eyes. Still standing on the stool, she looked like a model or a statue, posing for some art class. Suddenly, the idea of her standing there in nothing but her heels and hat rushed into his head, and he imagined what her naked body would look like. He wondered how the artist would capture the beauty of her curves, her breasts, her tight slit, glistening at the excitement of being on display.

“How do you feel?” asked Sayaka, ignoring the bickering witches, something, Carl once again assumed, was fairly common practice.

“I feel,” he said, pausing to reflect on his physical condition, “I feel great.”

Sayaka smiled and continued stirring the caldron.

“But I have to ask,” said Carl, trying to parse the subject as delicately as possible, “what exactly…”

“What the fuck is going on?” said Rinka, looking down at him from her heightened position.

“Something like that,” said Carl. “My arm…” He looked down at it and, for the first time, realised he was no longer wearing his clothes. Instead, he was wearing a set of brown robes. The material was coarse, but other than that, they were loose and comfortable. He had no recollection of undressing or being undressed, but given the state he was in after his experience in the forest, he couldn’t imagine his clothes being in a suitable condition to have been worn. He was also, he realised, clean. He wondered if they had used magic, or whether the three of them had carefully cleaned his battered and bruised body.

“It was just a scratch,” said Rinka, dismissively.

“It didn’t feel like a scratch last night,” he said, thinking of the searing agony when he lunged for the wolf in a desperate attempt to die with dignity.

“Men always exaggerate their pain,” said Rinka, as she stepped carefully down from the stool. “It would be sweet if it wasn’t so pathetic.”

“Kaori, be a dear and pop a couple of those into the brew?” asked Sayaka, not so subtly trying to change the topic of conversation.

“Of course,” said Kaori, popping off the jar lid and carefully digging in to pull one eyeball out, cupping it in her palm as she pulled another out, then lobbed them both into the cauldron. She squealed with delight as the brew steamed and bubbled, nearly flowing over the brim, before settling back down.

“It is time,” said Sayaka.

Carl watched as Kaori and Rinka joined Sayaka around the cauldron, then rolled up his sleeve and looked at his arm. It was definitely in one piece, of that there was no doubt. But there was just the faintest of lines along the skin, where the bone had broken the night before. If he didn’t know any better, he would have said it was from an injury many years ago.

“Let us begin,” announced Sayaka, her voice turning serious.

Carl rolled down his sleeve and watched as the three women held onto the giant spoon Sayaka had been using, and all began moving as one, stirring the concoction as they chanted.

The elixir to be brewed,

The curse of time, she will undo,

From the toes to the tooth,

Let us all regain our youth!

He watched, gobsmacked as the cauldron began shaking, the room flickering in the darkness, and the three women, removing the giant spoon and casting it aside, began to get undressed. He watched as shoes and capes and stockings were discarded, the three women helping one another get undressed, Kaori’s nimble fingers working to loosen Rinka’s corset, the latter woman sighing with relief as it loosened on her body. He watched her cast the item aside, her dark hair flowing down her pale, smooth back, thin red lines on her skin where the corset had been tightened, watching as she bent over and took off her high heels, her ass aimed in his direction, almost deliberately, he could sense. Then she straightened up and turned, showing him her slim body, her soft breasts and slim waist.

“Can you give me a hand?” asked Kaori, sticking out her leg. Rinka knelt down and ran her hands up the boot, taking the laces in her hands and undoing them, before pulling it from Kaori’s slim leg, then repeating with the other boot, as Kaori stood on one petite foot, sighing with relief as Sayaka released her from her corset. Then Sayaka stood in front of Kaori and let her undress her, as Rinka watched impassively.

Then, the three of them, completely naked, hand in hand, walked around the cauldron to the side Carl couldn’t see. He stood there and watched as Abbey ascended a set of steps that led to the lip of the cauldron, then, with just the slightest of glances and smiles at Carl, stepped off the edge and disappeared under the surface.

Carl watched, waiting for the cauldron to shake as she hit the bottom, but it never did. He waited for her to rise to the surface, but she didn’t do that either. Before he could say anything, Sayaka was standing at the lip of the cauldron and, without so much as a glance, stepped off and disappeared under the surface.

How the two of them could fit underneath the surface, he couldn’t fathom and wondered if perhaps this wasn’t actually the entrance to a larger area underneath, but with the fire burning under the pot, he couldn’t see how that would be possible. Then Sayaka was standing at the lip. She waited a moment, as if allowing Carl to gaze upon her naked body for the last time, then stepped into the cauldron and disappeared under the surface.

He stood there, wondering what to do. The three women – witches, for sure – were gone. Where and for how long, he did not know, but if ever there was a time to escape, this was it.

Escape.

Where to and for what purpose?

He had nowhere to go and nothing to return to. He didn’t know where he was, and there was no one waiting for him at his original destination. Besides, was he really trapped? Did he need to escape? They had never suggested he was their prisoner, nor had he raised the notion of leaving. He tried to rationalise that as him still recovering from his injuries, but the truth of the matter was that at no point had he ever felt the desire to leave, that the three women here were so intriguing – and beautiful – that he had no inclination to be anywhere else.

As he stood there, wondering about the women and his motivations for staying, the cauldron began to shake, the potion bubbling and steaming as never before. Indeed, the whole cabin seemed to shake, and for one terrifying moment, he felt as if the whole structure would collapse. He began to cough as the steam from the cauldron turned to smoke, filling the room and his lungs. He fell to his knees, eyes streaming as the smoke burnt them, and through watery eyes he saw the cauldron shake so violently that it tipped onto its side, spilling its hot contents across the cabin floor.

And as the vast potion spilt from the overturned container, he saw a figure flow out with it, then a second, and a third, sliding across the room in a wave of thick, viscous gloop, propelling them until they hit the wall, and lay there in a heap of limbs, as the cauldron lay on its side, spilling the last of its contents.

As he knelt there, surveying the scene, he felt the sticky liquid covering his hands and his feet, the warmth seeping into his robes and pressing against his knees. Gradually, he felt the smoke easing off, leaving the room and his lungs, and as he gasped for breath and blinked away the tears from his eyes, he could barely believe what he was seeing.



Chapter Six

“Oh my gosh,” cried Kaori, grabbing her breasts, “look how perky I am!” She let them go, and they bounced softly as she reached behind her. “And my ass! It’s like a rock!”

Carl stood and stared at the three naked women as they ran their hands over their bodies, the green goop dripping off them as they explored them as if for the first time. They were coated in goop, and the steam rose softly from their bare skin as they touched and turned and looked at one another.

“It worked,” said Rinka, examining her features in a small hand mirror she picked up from the sideboard. “It actually worked.”

“Of course it did,” said Sayaka, taking Rinka by the wrist and gently lowering the mirror from in front of her face, “it always does.” She stroked her cheek with the back of her fingers and gave her a soft kiss on the lips, a faint line of the substance trailing between their lips before snapping. “But this time, we have the final ingredient.”

She turned and looked at Carl, who swallowed hard, the lump in his throat as big as the lump beneath his robes.

“Yay,” cried Kaori, slapping her hands as she skipped across the room towards him. She stopped in front of him and fingered his robes cautiously. “Can I go first? I promise I’ll be gentle.” She looked up at him with wide, hungry eyes, her diminutive frame all the shorter without her boots, her wet purple hair, partly slicked back and partly clinging to her face.

As he looked at her eyes, he could see the lines at the corners of her eyes, already slight when he had noticed them earlier, were now completely gone. As he examined her face and her body, it became clear that whatever was in the cauldron had somehow de-aged them. No longer was Kaori a cute 30-something witch with a great body; she was a cute 20-something witch with an amazing body. Somehow, she had become even more attractive than before.

“How is that fair?” snapped Rinka.

“I found him,” snapped Kaori back, “so he’s mine!”

Carl felt a sense of panic rise up in him. He looked over at the other two women and could see they had both de-aged into their twenties as well. But even their perfect bodies could not distract from the concern he was feeling.

“I’m not sure what’s going on here,” said Carl, taking a step back towards the doorway, “but I think perhaps I should get going.”

“Oh no,” cried Kaori, grabbing onto the front of his robes, “don’t go, we need you!”

“It really is late,” he said, taking another step back, Kaori’s grip on his robes not loosening in the slightest, “thank you for all your help, and great job on the potion.”

“But it isn’t safe out there,” cried Kaori, “you should stay here with us!”

“There are wolves,” said Sayaka. “Ferocious creatures.”

“Hungry for your flesh,” added Rinka, as both of them moved towards him.

“I think I can see that, yes,” said Carl, quickly pulling away from Kaori, the robes tearing from his body as he rushed into the bedroom and slammed the door behind him.

“Wait!” cried Kaori from the other side of the door. “It’s not what you think!” She threw her small frame against the door, but it was no match for Carl’s weight against it. She hit it again and again, then paused, realising it was useless. At this, Carl pushed a chest of drawers in front of the door, barricading himself into the room.

He looked around and saw that apart from the chimney, where the fire still roared, there was no other possible form of egress, not a window nor door to be seen.

“Great,” said Carl as he surveyed his situation. As he looked down, he realised that as he had ripped himself from Kaori’s grip, his robes had not done so and now he was not only locked in a room with one exit, but completely naked. “Just great.”



Chapter Seven

“This is all your fault!”

“It is not!”

“You said you told him!”

“No, I said I was going to tell him!”

Carl stood in the middle of the room, the roaring fire warming his bare ass as he listened to Rinka and Kaori arguing on the other side of the door. He imagined Sayaka rubbing her temples, trying to keep calm.

“Well, good job on that!”

“You interrupted me! It’s not something you can just blurt out!”

“Enough!” shouted Sayaka, finally at breaking point. The two women went silent immediately, and there was an awkward pause where time seemed to stand still, and the only noise was the wind outside and the crackling of the fire.

Then there was a gentle rap at the door.

“Would you be a dear and let us in?” asked Sayaka, softly. “I think there may have been a slight miscommunication.”

“That’s ok,” said Carl, “I don’t want to be a bother. I’ll just take my clothes and be on my way. Thank you for all your help.”

“No thanks needed,” said Sayaka, as if the door through which she was talking wasn’t being held shut by a piece of heavy furniture, and that all four of them were completely naked. “But we do have a proposition for you.”

Panic shot through him at the calmness of these words. Whatever these witches wanted, it could surely be no good.

“I’m afraid I really must be going.”

“We think you’ll like it!” shouted Kaori, before releasing a sharp squeak and falling into silence, doubtless the result of a silent rebuke from Sayaka.

“I think we have quite a lot of explaining to do,” said Sayaka.

“We’re witches,” said Kaori.

“I think he figured that out, genius,” sneered Rinka.

“I meant good witches,” said Kaori, then muttered, “mostly.”

“Look,” said Rinka, “there are three of us out here who know magic and one of you in there who doesn’t. And there’s also no other way out–”

“Don’t say it like that!” chided Kaori.

“– so unless you’re planning on climbing up the chimney like reverse Santa with his ass on fire, the only way out is through us.”

“Rinka!” cried Kaori. “You’re just making things worse!”

Carl stood there, thinking. Rinka was right. There was no escape from this room other than through the door.

“We just want to talk,” said Kaori sweetly, her soft tones making his cock twitch, the confusion of the situation building in his mind and his body.

“Alright,” he said, unsure of the wiseness of his decision, “give me a second.” And with that, he walked over to the chest of drawers and began to pull it away from the door, cursing himself as he did so, knowing this would likely not end well for him, but knowing he had no other choice.



Chapter Eight

“Hi.”

He peered out from behind the partially-opened door, partly because it gave him the option to slam it shut once again and partly to hide his nakedness.

“Hi,” said Kaori softly, giving him her biggest smile, one that melted his heart and hardened his cock. None of the women seemed in the least but conscious about their naked bodies, still shiny and wet from the cauldron, the goop seeming to have mostly dripped from their bodies or been absorbed into their skin, which was now silky smooth. “So, I was supposed to ask you something earlier, but someone,” at this she nodded ever so slightly towards Rinka, “interrupted me. And then I sort of… forgot.” She gave an awkward smile as if she had forgotten to buy milk rather than whatever this was.

“We need your semen,” blurted Rinka.

Kaori’s eyes went wide, aghast at the bluntness of the statement. Her mouth hung open, showing him her soft, pink tongue as she struggled for words.

“It’s not what it sounds like,” said Kaori, curtseying apologetically.

“It’s exactly what it sounds like,” said Rinka.

“That it is,” said Sayaka, placing a soothing hand on Kaori’s shoulder. “And there’s more.”

Fear struck Carl, his body shivering, gooseflesh running over every inch of skin.

“Not like that,” scoffed Rinka. “We’re not going to cut off your balls or something. Ugh, men.” She rolled her eyes so hard Carl thought they would actually swivel in her head.

“It would be much easier to explain,” said Sayaka, calmly, “if there wasn’t a door between us.”

Carl looked at the three naked women who wanted his semen – and more! – and against his better judgment, opened the door.

“Such a gentleman,” said Kaori, skipping into the room as Carl held the door open. He watched as Rinka and Sayaka strolled in behind her, then, instinctively, closed the door.

“As you are aware,” said Sayaka, “we are witches.”

“Yes, you mentioned,” said Carl, “plus, I was starting to piece that together myself.”

Kaori giggled.

“Quite,” said Sayaka. “You may have also noticed that since we three descended into the cauldron…”

“A nice party trick,” said Carl, feeling like he suddenly had the upper hand, but didn’t know why.

“…that we have undertaken a physical transformation.”

“We’re younger!” cried Kaori, giving him a twirl, as if her perfect body hadn’t already demonstrated that perfectly.

“We have de-aged,” continued Sayaka, “physically, back to our early twenties.” Sayaka ran her hands down her body, as if to demonstrate, and Carl was polite enough to pay careful attention to her figure.

“I thought I noticed something different,” he said.

“Unfortunately, the spell is only temporary,” she continued. “By dawn, we shall revert not to our previous physical form, but to one more closely resembling our actual age.”

“So, your forties?”

“More like our four hundreds,” said Rinka.

Carl looked at the three women in front of him. He knew they were telling the truth, but it was difficult for him to comprehend such an age, especially when they looked like that. Still, he had seen them de-age before his very eyes. There was no reason for them to lie to him now.

“Well, I must say,” he said, “you look extremely good for your age.”

“For our age?” said Rinka, cocking an eyebrow.

“I mean–” stuttered Carl, feeling suddenly very exposed.

“He’s right,” said Kaori, “you don’t look a day over two hundred!”

“Hey!” cried Rinka as Kaori giggled.

“We need you,” said Sayaka, speaking firmly to quell the argument, “to help make the spell permanent. You have something we need.”

“My… semen?”

“Amongst other things, yes. You see, whilst your semen is very important to completing the ritual, it must be given freely. It is not something we can… extract ourselves.”

“We need you to cum,” said Rinka, “and want it.”

“In the cauldron?” asked Carl, uncertainly.

The three women laughed.

“Oh heavens no,” said Sayaka, “it needs to be delivered to us directly. But it will only work in a precise scenario.”

“Which is…?” said Carl, his nerves growing.

“You need to make us cum first!” blurted Kaori, whose pale cheeks immediately went bright pink as she slapped her hands over her mouth.

“Yes,” said Sayaka. “You need to fuck us, all three of us, to make us cum, to make our firm, nubile bodies quiver with ecstacy, to push us to our new physiques to their uppermost limits and make us cry out to the gods above with pleasure.”

“How does that sound?” asked Rinka, placing her hands on Kaori’s bare shoulders. “Is that something you think you can do?”

“I can certainly give it a try,” he said, trying to keep his voice level.

“You must do more than try,” said Sayaka, “you must want it, need it. Our orgasms must come from deep within you, a burning desire, not a fledgling obligation.”

Carl thought about that for a moment, making love to the three women, touching them, kissing them, fucking them, bringing them to orgasm, feeling their nails dig into his back as their pussies clamped on his cock.

“Someone seems interested,” said Susna, glancing at Carl’s rock-hard cock.

“And what if I refuse?”

“Then you leave,” said Sayaka. “We have no use for you.”

“But if you stay,” said Kaori, “you get to fuck us, forever!”

“If you want,” added Rinka, shrugging.

He looked at the three women, beautiful and naked and standing before him, desperate for him to fuck them. He thought of his life, what little there was of it, the failed relationships, the dead-end jobs, the burnt-out car smouldering in the woods. What did the rest of the world offer him that even came close to what these three stunning women were asking of him?

Not a damn thing.

“But what about you?” he asked. “What if you don’t…?”

“Honey,” interrupted Rinka, “if we didn’t want to fuck you, we would have left you to the wolves.”

“It was Providence that brought you here,” said Sayaka, “she has provided what we desire so badly.”

“I mean,” muttered Kaori, “technically, I found you, but whatever.” Oww!” Kaori flinched as Rinka’s grip on her shoulders tightened for a moment, releasing when Sayaka gave her a disapproving glare.

“So what do you decide?” asked Sayaka, as she stepped forward, the fire flickering behind her, shadows dancing all around her in a way that suggested they were not necessarily of this world. “Do you choose to stay and taste of our warm, supple flesh, or do you escape into the cold, dark world that exists outside of these walls?”

Carl looked at Sayaka and then at Kaori and Rinka.

“Well,” said Carl, “when you put it like that…”



Chapter Nine

“Me first!” cried Kaori, stepping forward, slipping from Rinka’s grip. Carl watched as she strode confidently towards him, her wet hair flat, sticking to her skin, then watched amazed as, with a simple shake of the head, her hair instantly dried, gaining its volume and curls once again.

She pressed her naked body against him, dry now, the potion fully absorbed, and he could feel the energy surging through her, the new life that had found purchase in her body. She moaned as his cock pressed between her legs, the one place not dry. He felt the heat of her pussy on him as she moved against him, her hands and breasts pressed against his chest as she looked up at him, eyes wide with anticipation. His hands went to her hips, feeling her curves and her soft skin.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she said, rocking her body softly.

“The feeling’s mutual,” he said, feeling her rubbing against his cock, her soft moans causing his cock to flinch and press harder against her. He felt her body reacting, the growing wetness between her legs, coating the top of his shaft as she slid gently along it.

“Really?”

“Really.”

He leaned in and kissed her, the pressure on his cock easing as she stood on her toes to kiss him, his cock rising against her body as she did so, as if desperate to be inside her. She moaned softly into his mouth, their lips meeting and parting, slowly at first but picking up speed, her tongue carefully probing his mouth, first touching his lips, then deeper, until their tongues met, caressing one another.

His hands slid around to her ass, grabbing her firm cheeks, lifting her closer to him. Her hands slid from his chest, and her body pressed fully against him. She slid her hands over his body and up his back, her fingers pressing into him as she held herself close. He ran one hand up her soft back into her luscious hair, holding the back of her head as they kissed, taking control of her, her body easing into him as she gave herself to him.

“Mmm,” she moaned, “this feels so good, but we need to be – ah! – we need to be in the circle.” Carl opened his eyes and saw Sayaka and Rinka moving around the bed, drawing in chalk on the floor, what looked like a pentagram. “That’s where the magic happens.”

“You’re telling me,” said Carl, gently guiding her back and lying her down on the bed. He stood a moment, watching her perfect, petite frame writhing on the bed, her body warmed and ready for what came next. He watched as she scooched up onto the bed, her hair flowing behind her as she rested her head on her pillow. She looked at him, doe-eyed, one hand gently caressing a large, soft breast, as the other slid down her body, over her dark, neatly-trimmed pubes and between her legs. She moaned as she slid a finger between her lips, stroking herself between her slightly spread legs.

“See how wet I am?” she asked, lifting her finger just above her pussy, thin strands of desire running between her fingertip and her clit. “See?”

“I see,” he said, watching her run her ringers over her lips once again, then bringing the wet fingertip to her mouth, taking it between her lips and sucking her wetness from it. She closed her eyes and sighed with delight.

“Don’t you want to see how good I taste?”

Carl crawled onto the bed and on top of Kaori. He kissed her hard, and she wrapped her legs around him, gripping him tightly as his tongue slid into her mouth, seeking out her taste. She moaned as she kissed him back, dragging her fingernails down his back, rocking underneath him as his cock rubbed against her wet pussy. Then he broke off the kiss and moved his lips down to her neck. She moaned as he kissed her, rolling her head away and exposing her long neck, giving him access to the sensitive skin. He kissed and sucked and nibbled at her flesh, moving down to her chest, kissing the tops of her breasts and then down one, cupping it in one hand and gently taking the nipple into his mouth. She moaned as he began to suck and lick at it, his tongue moving in slow circles. He felt it hardening as he licked at her, her fingernails digging harder into his back, causing him to suck harder.

“Oh yes,” she moaned,” as he sucked at her tit, “just like that.”

He rocked on top of her, feeling her wetness on his cock, his other hand cupping her other breast. He let her wet nipple fall from his mouth and moved over to the second, kissing and licking as intently as before. He felt her hand in his hair and sucked harder as she pressed his face deeper into her breast.

Then he continued to kiss down, over her flat stomach, leaving a small trail of kisses around her belly button, and down further, over her neat mound, until he was firmly between her legs. He stopped for a moment, gazing upon her tight slit, glimmering with wetness. He could smell her desire, could see how badly she wanted him, how badly she needed him. Her legs were wrapped around the top of his back now, squeezing rhythmically as she rocked her hips mere inches from where she needed them to be. He licked his lips and slowly moved in, kissing her lips softly, causing her to gasp as he kissed upwards and gently licked her clit. He moved back down and ran his tongue slowly up between her lips. The taste in her mouth had been a mere tease compared to this. He moaned into her pussy as he licked at her, savouring the taste of her as he ran his tongue over her again and again. She moaned and writhed on the bed, her hand gripping his hair as he worked between her legs, her other hand gripping her breast, pulling at her wet nipple.

From either side of the bed, he could hear the chants of Sayaka and Rinka, which quickly became muffled as Kaori’s thighs clamped to the side of his head.

Hail the goddess,

Her golden treasure,

Who feeds upon

Our carnal pleasure.

“Our carnal pleasure!” cried Kaori as she pressed his face against her pussy. He kept licking, pressing his tongue deeper between her lips, licking down over her entrance, then upwards, taking her clit in his mouth. Kaori cried out as he licked and sucked at her clit, her legs tightening against his face, as she bucked underneath him. “Hail the goddess!”

Carl didn’t know what that meant, but as far as he was concerned, Kaori was the goddess, and he wanted nothing more than to worship her body. So he continued to suck at her clit, circling it with his tongue, as his hands ran up her body, over her flat stomach and up to her breasts, cupping both of them and playing with her nipples. Kaori cried out, rocking even harder underneath him as the two women continued to chant. He could feel her body heating up, vibrating underneath him. She cried out and arched her back. He felt both hands on his head now, and it felt as if she was lifting him up, which was impossible. But then he felt it, he was rising up. Both of them were. The women continued to chant as he and Kaori rose into the air, her legs still wrapped around him, her clit still in his mouth, her body panting and twisting and reacting to him as they floated in the air.

“Just like that!” cried Kaori. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

He kept going, sucking at her as he fondled her breasts, the taste of her in his mouth, the heat of her wetness running down his chin and neck, his body weightless in the air.

“Oh goddess,” cried Kaori, wildly. “Hear my pleas, feel my pleasure – such pleasure! – oh fuck – such fucking pleasure! Let me cum and worship you – let me return thy pleasures one-thousandfold, let me bring joys to your vessel that he has never known as he has brought such pleasures upon me – oh holy goddess, let me cum – please let my flesh know the sweet release of – oh – ooh – such sweet – such sweeeet…”

She cried out as she came, her body shaking violently, her legs tightening on his face, her grip tightening on his hair, holding him as she rocked against him, spreading her wetness over his face as she came.

“Oh fuck, yes, oh fuck,” she cried, holding him between her legs, moaning as if she had never cum before. “Don’t stop!”

He kept going, his mouth and tongue working in tandem, driving her orgasm long and hard, giving everything to worshipping this goddess and her pussy, pushing her on and on until they fell back to the bed.

Oh my god!” cried Kaori, her legs and hands loosening their grip. “Oh my god!”

He lay there a moment, his face still between her legs, the magic of her pussy pulsating. He ran his tongue over her one last time, and a surge of pleasure ran through him as she cried out, as if he could feel her pleasure.

He crawled out from between her legs and up next to her, gently stroking her sensitive body as he leaned in and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth as she tasted herself on his lips, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she sought out more. Then with a gasp, she turned away and closed her eyes, exhausted.

“My turn,” said Rinka, as she crawled onto the bed. He watched as she moved with purpose towards him, grabbing his shoulder and pushing him onto his back and straddling his naked body, her hot pussy on his cock, her wetness mixing with Kaori’s on the underside of his shaft as she gently rubbed herself on top of him.

He lay there and watched her slim body moving on top of him, then ran her hands up her toned thighs, as her hands ran over her body, cupping her breasts and pulling them up before letting them fall from her grasp, letting them bounce gently for his amusement. Then she ran her hands up the sides of her neck and into her hair, running her fingers through the long, dark strands as she rocked faster on top of him.

He ran his hands up her body, over her slim waist and cupped her breasts, feeling their firmness in his palms. She moaned softly as he played with her nipples, then leaned into him, his hands still on her breasts as her lips pressed against his. She slid her tongue into his mouth, moaning softly as she tasted Kaori on his lips, rocking herself faster along his cock, her hands on the sides of his face, holding him in place as she kissed him more passionately, her hips rocking furiously against him. Then she raised herself a little and gasped. She placed one hand on his chest, holding herself up as she reached behind herself and took hold of his cock. She gripped him confidently, as if his cock had always belonged to her, and manoeuvred it against herself, rubbing the tip against her wet pussy, coating it in her wetness, before guiding him towards her entrance.

She gasped as she held him in place and pressed herself down, and he groaned as he felt the tip of his cock pressing into her warm, wet hole. He felt a shiver run through his body as she pressed down, taking more of his cock into her before rising back up, then dropping down further. She groaned as she took more of his cock, moving slowly as her tight pussy took time to adjust to his size.

He groaned as her pussy gripped him tightly as she slid further and further down, her heat coating him fully, her gasps intense as his cock stretched her out, causing his cock to twitch inside her, rubbing her G-spot, and causing her to cry out even more.

“You’re so–,” she moaned, her pussy gripping his cock tighter, “I wasn’t expecting you to be so big.”

“I wasn’t expecting you to be so tight,” he moaned, his hands moving over her body.

“Liar,” she said, something approaching a smile encroaching upon her lips. “You knew it would feel this good.” As if to demonstrate, she pressed down, crying out as she took his entire cock in her tight body, her pussy gripping him as she rolled her hips on top of him, pulling his cock around inside her as she moaned softly, fully in control. He watched her sitting on him, enjoying his cock, which was buried deep inside of her. It was as if he had always supposed to have been inside her, their bodies a perfect match.

She leaned forward and kissed him once again, slower, more deliberate, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she slowly slid her pussy up his cock, all the way to the tip, before pressing all the way back down. He moaned as he felt her taking him inside her again, the grip of her hot pussy as it enveloped him, her wetness coating him. Then she slid back up and dropped down, faster this time, repeating the motion, riding his cock as she leaned into him, her soft breasts pressed against him as she kissed him more forcefully, her breathing becoming shorter and sharper as she moved with purpose.

He ran his hands over her body and over her back, feeling her muscles tense and contract as he touched her soft skin, sliding down, his fingertips tracing the contours of her spine until they found her ass.

“That’s it,” she moaned into his mouth as he gripped her ass, “show me how you want to fuck me.”

His fingers dug into her firm cheeks as he gripped her, guiding her ass up and down his cock, moving faster until she was bouncing on top of him, using his thighs as a trampoline as she rode him.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, her wet pussy taking his cock with a wet fap, “you really want to fuck me!”

He slid his hands up her body, one into her hair and held her lips firmly to his. She kept riding his cock as he had shown her. He felt her body warming up, her soft skin beginning to moisten with sweat as she gave everything to riding his fat cock.

Without warning, he pulled her close to him, rolled her onto her back, and began fucking the life out of her.

“Oh yes,” she cried, spreading her long, toned legs in the air, “show me how you want to fuck me.”

He pushed himself onto his knees and wrapped his arms around her legs, hooking her behind her knees and holding them in place, looking down at her prone, glistening body as he fucked her. She cried out and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together as he pounded her pussy, her wetness so intense it began dripping down his balls.

She grunted with each deep thrust, taking each full penetration of his cock as he fucked her hard and fast. Her body began to shine with a faint, blue light, her skin sparking and flickering. He could feel the electricity in her body as it began to course through his, could feel her pussy throbbing on his cock as he pounded her.

“Oh fuck – just like that – don’t stop – please don’t stop – I need – oh fuck – I need you to keep fucking me – show me how – show me how badly you want my pussy – take it – take it all – it’s all for you – aah! – I’m so close – so close, I can feel it – just don’t stop fucking me, never stop fucking meeeeee!”

She cried out as she came, her perfect body alight in a flash of sparks as electrical arcs shot from her skin, he felt the power surging through her body, moving up through his cock and into his, her orgasming body rocking wildly underneath him, her back arching as she wailed and moaned as she came on his cock. He held onto her legs as he continued to fuck her, prolonging her climax as long as he could, holding back himself as he got closer to finishing inside of her, until with a final flash, she collapsed onto the bed.

He fell forward onto her, and they both rolled onto their sides. They held one another, breathing deeply, his cock still inside her, her body shivering and sparking from her magical orgasm.

Her eyes were closed and she was breathing heavily, but a wry smile played upon her lips, and when she finally opened her eyes, there was something different about her. There was a softness, almost as if her hostility had dissipated, as if they were bonded now.

“That was,” she began, breathlessly, “wow.”

She laughed softly then groaned as he eased himself out of her, and they both lay on their backs. He turned to look at her and saw Kaori had curled into her friend, gently stroking her wet body, and peppering her face and lips with soft kisses.

“And then there was one,” said Sayaka, standing simply, by the side of the bed. “If you’ve still got the strength?” She ran a finger over the tip of his dripping-wet cock, and slipped it between her lips, moaning softly as she tasted Rinka’s wetness and Carl’s pre-cum.

“I think I’ve got a bit left in the tank,” he said, leaning up on his arms.

“Good,” she said, “but let’s take it slow for a minute. We’ve still got a lot of work to do.” She pushed him back down onto the bed and crawled next to him, swinging her leg over his head and straddling his face, reverse cowgirl style. He watched as she lowered her ass to his face, her tight asshole twitching as her wet lips pressed against his mouth. She moaned with pleasure as she gently rocked on top of him, as he rhythmically sucked at her slit.

She moaned as he slid his tongue against her, circling her entrance slowly, as his hands rested on her ass and gently spread her cheeks. She lowered herself more, pressing more intensely against his face, rocking a little faster as his tongue slid up and down between her wet lips.

He could feel her wetness spreading across his face, and as he licked a little faster, she began to rub herself against him a little faster.

She let out a moan and rocked faster, leaning forward and grabbing hold of his legs. Her asscheeks spread, and he could see her asshole quivering in all its glory. She rocked back and forth on her knees, rubbing herself against his mouth as he continued to suck and lick at her pussy, forming a seal over her entrance and sucking at her as he slid his tongue deep inside of her. She cried out as his tongue penetrated her and pushed back, desperate for more. He pushed his tongue in deeper and moaned into her as he felt her wrap her lips around his cock, quickly taking him deep into her throat, her lips sliding up and down his shaft as she rode his face.

He moaned, pressing his hips up, feeling his cock hit the back of her throat, feeling her saliva dribbling over his cock and down over his balls, lubricating him as he fucked her mouth. She moaned and pressed down, her breasts pressing against his torso as she held him in the back of her throat, letting him fuck her mouth deeply as he tongued her tight slit.

She moaned, and the vibrations shuddered down his cock, almost making him unload down her throat. He tensed his body as he controlled himself, inadvertently sucking harder on her pussy, causing her to suck harder on his cock. He groaned, his balls aching for release, but pulled back. As he did so, she lifted her head, moaning loudly and gasping for breath as she rode his face.

“I want your cock,” she moaned, her hands tightly gripping his legs, “I need it.”

She pulled himself away from her face, leaving her wetness and heat on him, and positioned herself on the bed, pressing her face into the duvet as she presented her ass to him. He knelt behind her and began eating her out again, savouring her taste as he tongued her sweet entrance. Then he got to his knees and positioned himself behind her, stroking her firm ass as she wiggled it in his direction, inviting him to take her, begging him to.

“Please,” she moaned, “please.”

He placed one hand on the small of his back and, with the other, took hold of the hilt of his cock, which was dripping wet with her saliva. She moaned with pleasure as he guided it into her, sliding into her tight, slick slit with ease, her body more than ready to take his thick cock.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, gasping as she pressed her ass back and plunged herself onto his cock, “I need it all. Aaah!” She cried out as he penetrated her fully, her tight pussy gripping him. He held himself there, deep inside her, savouring her pussy, as she continued to wiggle her hips, moving him around inside of her for a moment, before she began rocking back and forth on her knees, slowly sliding herself up and down his cock.

He continued to kneel behind her, watching her lips grip his shaft as her ass pressed back down to his hips, holding there for a moment, then sliding back up. She breathed heavily as she took his entire cock into her tight hole time and again as he watched, until he couldn’t take any more.

He ran his hands over her ass and to her hips, taking control and slowly thrusting in and out of her, feeling her body shudder as he fucked her for the first time, her pussy pulsating as he pushed himself deep into her. She moaned softly as he sped up, the sound of her pleasure driving him to move faster, until soon he was fucking her as hard as she could. She gasped with pleasure every time he thrust his cock deep inside of her, their bodies making a wet fapfapfap as he pounded her ass.

“That’s it!” she cried as she threw her ass back on his throbbing cock. “Ruin my tight pussy. It’s all for you!”

He kept pounding her as she begged for more, her body shaking as she got closer and closer. He felt his body begin to vibrate, moving up through his cock until his whole body was awash in a sense of euphoria. It was as if he had left his body, the exertion fucking this bent-over witch giving way to a sense of bliss, as if he were one with nature. He felt like he was connected to everything, a harmonious whole where there was nothing but the purest pleasure. He felt the pleasure rising and rising and rising, until…

“I’m cumming!”

Carl fell back to earth, Sayaka’s tight pussy walls fluttering on his cock as she came, her breathing ragged as he pounded her reddening asscheeks, his need to cum rising even as he held back.

“Don’t stop!” she cried as he kept fucking her as she threw her ass back as hard as she could, as if she was trying to break his cock with her pussy. As if she could never get enough of his fucking her from behind.

Her moans got louder and louder and louder until the walls of the cabin began to shake and, just as he thought it was about to collapse on top of all of them, she released a final cry and went limp.

She knelt there, face down, ass moving slowly over his cock, her body glistening with sweat, her body shaking with post-orgasm aftershocks. He held himself there, catching his breath, and then slowly pulled his cock out of her. She cried as it slipped from her stretched hole, her bright pink insides glistening with her arousal.

He fell back, his back against the headboard, gasping for breath.

“Not bad,” said Rinka, as she crawled up next to him. “Three out of three. Well,” she said, taking hold of his slick cock and working it slowly, “three out of four.”

Carl moaned as Rinka slowly worked his cock.

“I think that’s pretty good,” said Kaori as she crawled up next to him, pressing her body against his and gently stroking his balls. “Not many men can handle three women at the same time.”

“Technically,” said Carl, trying to keep his cool under their touch, “it was three women in a row. Big difference.”

“So big,” said Kaori, giving his balls a playful squeeze. “Or so I’ve heard.”

Carl moaned as Rinka began pumping his cock faster.

“Now, now,” said Sayaka, as she crawled up behind Rinka and ran her hand down her arm, resting her hand on the back of Rinka’s, and slowed her pace, “no need to tease the man. After all, his work isn’t done yet.”

Rinka continued to work Carl’s cock slowly for a few moments, then let go. Carl breathed a sigh of relief, whilst enjoying the feel of Kaori’s fingers on his balls.

“So, what next?” asked Carl, looking at the three stunning women lying around him.

“Next,” said Kaori, “is me.” She threw a leg over him and straddled him. “I need to feel just how big you are.” She raised herself on her knees and reached down for his cock, positioning it so the tip was pressed against her entrance, then lowered herself down. She whined as she pressed him into her, her tight hole stretching to accommodate his girth. “So big,” she moaned, bouncing slowly up and down on him as she pressed herself deeper.

He watched as she rode him, the other two women taking their position on either side and kissing and stroking his body as Kaori picked up pace on his cock. He turned and faced Sayaka, kissing her slowly, then turned to Rinka and repeated the motion. He moaned as he ran his hands over their back as they leaned in and tongued his nipples, their hands stroking his body as Kaori rode him.

“It feels so fucking good,” she said, her ass bouncing on his thighs as she took his full length inside of her. “So fucking good.” She moaned and whined as she rode him. He watched as she ran her hands over her body, squeezing her breasts and twisting her nipples, as she panted.

He felt his cock tensing inside of her as her pants turned to breathless, high-pitched squeals.

“Ah. Ah. Ah. Oh. Yes. Ah. Ah. I. Fucking. Love. Your. Ah. Your fucking cock. In. In. Inside me!”

He let out a low groan and felt himself getting close, and knew it wouldn’t be long.

“Are you close?” whispered Sayaka, her hot breath on his earlobe.

“Are you going to cum soon?” whispered Rinka on the other side, her tongue sliding over his ear.

“I’m so close,” he moaned, as the three women stroked and kissed and licked and fucked his aching body. “So very close.”

“So close!” cried Kaori. “So very close.”

“I’m gonna –” cried Carl, barely able to hold himself back. The two women whispered in his ear as Kaori bounced on his cock, then at the last second, she jumped off, and the three of them knelt in a row on the bed.

Carl cried out as he stood up, barely able to control himself and began furiously working his cock.

“That’s it,” cried Sayaka.

“Cum for us,” begged Rinka, as the three women knelt before him, presenting their beautiful, fresh faces as a target.

“Please,” begged Kaori, in the middle of the other two, “we need your cum, so badly. Please, please, please!”

Carl cried out as he came, shooting a thick load over Kaori’s cute face, thick ropes shooting across her mouth and nose, then another, higher, into her purple hair. She cried out with surprise, her mouth still open, tongue still out, desperate for more. But he turned to Rinka as he shot another load, half in her mouth, half across her face, then swung around to Sayaka and came directly into her mouth, watching as his cum dribbled down her tongue, over her chin and dripped between her breasts. They moaned with pleasure as he continued to cum, turning from one to the other, coating their pretty faces in cum, sending long creamy streaks over their pale skin, as he continued working himself furiously until they had taken every single last drop from his balls.

“Oh my goodness,” cried Kaori, “you came so hard.”

Carl said nothing, simply falling to the bed and lying against the headboard, his hard cock still twitching, as he watched the three women, now covered in his cum, turn and kiss one another, sharing the magic of his load, letting it slip from one mouth to the other, sharing the seed of life he had bestowed upon them, the final ingredient they needed for the elixir of youth.

And as he watched them lick and swallow down his cum, making sure not a single drop was wasted, he felt his eyes getting heavy and drifted off to sleep.



Chapter Ten

When he awoke, he knew something was different. He was back in the bed, under the covers with Kaori, Rinka, and Sayaka, the three of them wrapped around him and each other, four warm naked bodies at rest.

“Good morning,” said Kaori, stroking his face softly and placing a soft kiss on his cheek. “Someone slept well.”

“I feel different,” he said, opening his eyes and seeing her beautiful face right in front of him. She smiled, showing two rows of perfectly white teeth.

“I bet you do,” she said, “it isn’t often something like that happens.”

“I guess not,” he said, smiling at the thought of his encounter with the three witches, “but there’s something else.”

“I’ll say,” said Rinka, running her hands over his body and down to his cock. “Something very different, in the best possible way.” He began to stir as she stroked his cock, teasing him erect.

“You’re ready to go already?” he asked.

“With this new body? I’m always ready.”

“That’s the key benefit of being forever in your twenties,” said Sayaka, her hands gently stroking Rinka’s body, “stamina to make up for a lack of experience.”

“But luckily for you,” said Kaori, “we’ve got the experience as well.”

“Centuries of it,” said Rinka, stroking his cock a little faster.

“And if you want to stay with us,” said Sayaka, “you can benefit from all of it.”

“That sounds amazing,” he said, feeling his heart thumping at the prospect, “but I’m not sure I’ll be able to keep up with the three of you. Especially seeing as I’m no longer in my twenties.”

“Are you sure about that?” asked Kaori. Carl looked at her, and she smiled, pulling the covers down from their bodies.

“What the…?” Carl said, looking down at his naked body. It was his body, but as it was years ago. It was him at his physical peak, better even. He’d never had abs before; he’d never been so strong, so vibrant, so powerful.

“You like it?” asked Kaori, stroking his muscular chest. “Because I like it.” She buried her face in his neck and began to kiss him softly. “I like it a lot.”

“I–” he began, lost for words. It was such a fundamental change that he didn’t know how to respond. How would he return to his old life, looking so much younger? Who would believe what had happened to him? And even if they did, what would that mean for the three witches who had made this possible? They would become the victim of a witch hunt – literally – or worse, they would become celebrities, forced to sell their anti-ageing secrets on social media and daytime talk shows from now until eternity.

“Why don’t you try it out?” said Rinka, pumping his cock faster. “You can tell us how you like it.”

“And if you don’t,” said Sayaka, “you can just let the magic fade. Youth isn’t forever, if you don’t want it to be.”

“And if I do?” he asked, testosterone pumping through his system, his desire to fuck all three of these women rising once again. “If I want to stay like this and stay with you?”

“We can make that happen,” said Kaori, rubbing her body against him. “We can make all sorts of things happen. Wonderful things.”

“You have given us the one thing we required,” said Sayaka. “We can do anything you desire.”

“Anything,” whispered Kaori into his ear, kissing him more vigorously as she wrapped her body around him.

“So what will it be?” asked Rinka as she circled the tip of his cock with her thumb.

“I think,” he said, “I’ll need a thorough test drive of my new body before I make any firm decisions.”

“I can assure you,” said Sayaka, crawling up over him, “firmness will not be a problem for you.” As he looked down at her, she took the tip of his cock in her mouth and swirled her tongue over it, as Rinka continued to pump his shaft, and Kaori began to kiss his solid chest.

“I have no doubt,” said Carl, pulling the two women closer to him as Sayaka’s lips slid further down his cock.

Enjoying the moment as he prepared to put his new body – and theirs – to the test, he knew he had already made his mind up. There really was no decision to make. He had everything he ever wanted and the body to make the most of it. He would be living his best life forever, with three stunning women who craved his touch as much as he craved theirs. He could feel it in their looks, their touch, in the reactions of their bodies.

What they had here was special. No, more than special.

Magical.
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