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My boss slammed his fist onto the table, making the pen holder tip over and roll across the table. I almost jumped out of the chair and my right hand flew to my chest. He loomed over me, his big menacing shadow falling over my desk. I slowly lifted my gaze to meet his. He had a vein in his forehead that was about to pop, but the worst part of that awful face was the bloodshot eyes.

“Are you sleeping?” he snarled.

“No, I was just thinking of something—”

“You are fired—get out of here!”

My heart sank like a tombstone, and I refused to believe it. “I am sorry—”

He turned his fat back on me, marched out of the office and slammed the door shut. I looked at my desk and all the notes scribbled down: clients I was supposed to call back. Telemarketing was the most humiliating and depressing job out there, but it was the only thing I was qualified for. I couldn’t even land a job at the newly opened Wendy’s down the street.

I wanted to cry but didn’t know what difference that would make. I wanted to sleep too but my insomnia had gotten exceptionally bad the past few weeks. I didn’t want to sit here and feel sorry for myself. My boss had caught me sleeping last week too, and he’d warned me if it will happen again, it will be goodbye.

I pushed back the chair as I rose and silently opened the door, not wanting any of my co-workers to see my walk of shame. I thought of perhaps apologizing and asking for a second chance. I wasn’t in a financial position to lose my job. I timidly made my way to his office, and he sat there massaging his temples. I didn’t think I’d ever have to do something as shameful as this. I knocked on the window, and he raised his fierce gaze at me. He rummaged in his front pocket and got out his fat wallet swelling with dollar bills. He reached for a check, scribbling down what he owed me. My face darkened and I accepted this truly was the end. He opened the door, handed me the check and then pointed at the door while stomping his foot down.

On my way out, the headache from lack of sleep hit me with full force. A couple of years ago, when I realized my life wasn’t going anywhere and I didn’t have any friends at all, I started getting these horrible gut issues. After seeing a doctor, I learned I had an autoimmune disease that makes me react to almost anything I eat. One of the symptoms that completely derailed me was insomnia. Sure, the anxiety, itching and tinnitus all sucked too, but without the brain, nothing really functioned. It didn’t help knowing stress made the symptoms worse, because so far, my entire life had been an emotional disaster.

I had grown up with a father who was an alcoholic. He barely had enough money to raise me and at the same time, from elementary school to high school, I was severely bullied and a complete outcast. The anxiety got so bad during high school, I just dropped out. My father could barely rise from the couch without staggering drunkenly down the hall, so he didn’t mind that I spent most of my time playing on the computer instead of studying.

When he died, I was evicted and ended up homeless. It was probably the darkest moment of my life, especially as I got rejected from every single low-paid job I applied for. I considered myself fortunate that I landed a job in telemarketing even if it was the most depressing and embarrassing job out there. At least, it made me feel like I had something to offer … till now.

I left the building and sauntered down the street, stuffing my hands in my pockets. I inhaled the cool air and blew out clouds of steam. It was an hour back to my apartment, but I couldn’t afford to waste money on a bus ticket. It wasn’t only my ragged clothing not warming me properly, but I’d also gotten a lot thinner lately. I had barely managed to shove that depressive loaf of bread in my mouth because of the stress, and now that I was partly unemployed didn’t make the stressful situation any better.

I also worked as a part-time employee for a little janitorial company, cleaning the nearby shopping mall. I only got a couple of shifts per month. It was alright, so long I wasn’t recognized by former students or teachers which sadly happened now and then, but right now, I didn’t really have a choice. I didn’t want to face another eviction.




I opened the door to my apartment and took off my clothes and shoes. I looked at my patched-up jacket. It made me look like a beggar, but it was the only thing I had for the moment. I hung it on the knob and glanced down at my shoes. They were wearing thin and the soles were coming off, making them flap at times. My socks were soaked since water, rain and mud seeped through them. I couldn’t stand the sight of my miserable life, but when I lifted my gaze to the mirror, I was reminded again why I was even bullied in the first place. I was below-average height with no confidence and a poor posture. I had this embarrassing eczema scar on my right cheek which made me want to hide myself at times. Now and then it itched badly, especially during moments of stress. I had a similar scar under my wrist but at least I could hide that one. My looks weren’t improving either. My hair was thinning rapidly and the bags under my eyes just grew darker. It was hard to stay motivated and find something positive when it was all steadily going downhill. The only thing in front of me which was remotely attractive was my emerald eyes. Some people have sworn to have never seen such eyes in their lives. I believed they just said that since they felt bad for me.

I slumped down on the couch and immediately reached for my phone. Living from hand to mouth, I couldn’t afford to go a day without work. I dialed the janitorial company’s number.

“Please pick up,” I muttered while rings of sweat slowly formed under my armpits.

“What’s going on Alban?” my boss Josh answered.

“Do you have any extra shifts for tomorrow and this week?” I asked, hoping for the best.

“We do in fact,” he said, sounding glad I called. “Josh slipped on the floor and broke his arm, so his shifts are yours if you want them.”

I swallowed hard since it wasn’t exactly what I’d hoped for, but sure better than getting evicted. Josh worked evening shifts, usually when the mall was filled, but right now I should be thankful to have gotten something at least.

“I’ll take them.”

“Tomorrow from 3 pm to 9 pm,” he said and typed on his computer, sending an automated confirmation text to my phone. “Did you receive the confirmation?”

“I did.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

I hung up and sighed, not knowing whether this was a relief or not. As a telemarketer at least I could hide, as a cleaner everyone out there will notice my misery, especially in the daytime.

I looked around this claustrophobic 300 square feet apartment, and then my eyes fixed on the mirror hanging on the wall. I was only twenty-three but looked somewhere in my late thirties with the bags under my eyes and the thinning hair. I had to look elsewhere; the sight of myself only made me more depressed, but where was my life going? It only got worse with no signs of improvement. It was interesting that once upon a time in my life I had hopes and dreams of becoming something: a businessman or famous statesman—just someone of importance, something that gave me meaning in life and a sense that I mattered. I started admitting to myself it was all delusional thinking. How can someone like me, who doesn’t even have a friend or gets fired from the most humiliating job, be a leader of some sort?

Tears stung my eyes, and all my hopes and dreams came crashing down. My belly suddenly rumbled, like adding insult to injury. It was the stress wreaking havoc in my gut. My stomach tightened up into a painful knot and my guts coiled tightly. I started breathing deeply. It was the only thing that helped and something my former therapist had advised me to do.

The deep breathing relieved the pain and I tried to think of positive things. Like for instance the check I received and I wasn’t unemployed.




After I’d eaten I went to my bedroom. I regarded the bed fearfully and questioned whether it would be another night where I just lay there with my eyes wide open. But first, I always wrote in my diary upon going to bed and waking up. I pulled out the chair and sat down in front of the desk. I pulled out one of the drawers and saw the box of tissue paper and lotion I’d bought years ago. My libido tanked after I got sick. I couldn’t even remember the last time I woke up with morning glory or had an erection. Maybe it wasn’t all bad, back then I also had an embarrassing porn addiction. I used to jerk off several times a day, just trying to escape reality as much as possible. Now though, I could only masturbate a couple of times a week. I had to force myself since my libido was down the toilet.

I reached for my diary and leafed through it till I got to the last page. It was another stress-relieving exercise my therapist had recommended me. Some of the pages in there were so dark, I never looked back, but I started feeling now there were darker pages ahead of me. I reached for the pen which I’d taken from my job, or former job now that I thought over it. I started writing, trying to be as mindful as possible even if the day had sucked: from insomnia to gut pain to getting fired to more anxiety. I usually ended the last sentence with I will smile, but in fact, I never did.
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I swung my feet off the bed and felt mildly better than yesterday. I had only woken up four times and must have slept through two hours in total, but my head still throbbed since it was far from optimal sleep. I reached for the diary lying by the nightstand and flipped it open to the last page, preparing myself to write down how well I slept. My eyes swept from the top page to the bottom and then fixed intently in the middle. I rubbed my eyes and flipped a page forward, but it was blank. I then flipped back again. Had my insomnia gotten so bad I didn’t even remember what I wrote yesterday? It was only a paragraph there, and it wasn’t even my writing style. It looked like Helvetica but with ink rather than a cheap pen. I leaned forward and traced my finger under the text while I read quietly for myself. “You have lived through your darkest hour.” I looked out the window, wondering if anyone had broken in, which was ridiculous to think of since it was nothing of value in this apartment. I flipped back a page and read through what I’d written the day before yesterday.

“What the …?” I felt an icy shiver run down my spine as I realized someone else had written in my diary. I reread the line, letting word for word sink into me. It was beautifully written and it warmed my heart; a warmth that had been absent for most of my life. I pulled open the drawer and gently laid the diary inside. I tried not to think more of this incident, although I knew it would be difficult.




I stuffed my hands in my pockets and made my way to the shopping mall. The mist hung over the treetops whose colorful leaves rustled and gently fell to the pavement. I took a shortcut, walking through a park that would lead me right to the entrance of the mall. Even if it was past midday, and I was on my way to another embarrassing shift, I couldn’t stop thinking about the mysterious text. Was I slowly turning deranged? It sure was a possibility because of everything I’d gone through the past years … well, or my entire life to be more precise. What if I wrote that myself to make me feel better, and I wrote it in another style so it would look more authentic? I didn’t find the idea ludicrous, sure more reasonable than someone else wrote it. Whenever there was something positive in my life, I usually kept it at bay. I for some reason didn’t want to become too hopeful, because my hopes usually ended up getting crushed one way or another.

Whenever I approached the shopping mall, my heart sank. It was the source of so much joy and laughter, something I couldn’t relate to at all. I tried to look away as the crowd of happy young adults made their way into the mall. I tried steeling myself, knowing very well I would bump into the majority of them.

I went into the garage and took a detour leading to Cleaning Masters. I drew in a deep breath and felt the usual butterflies in my tummy. I opened the door and headed down the hall, and I was greeted by other cleaners who always came from abroad. There was another reason why I only wanted night shifts: it wasn’t only that the mall was empty, but there wouldn’t be so many coworkers who would give me this funny look that I didn’t belong here. I made my way into the boss’s office.

“Alban, there you are,” Josh said, searching through a large stack of papers. “Give me a second here.”

He found the map he was looking for and rose from his seat, looking me in the eyes and not judging me at all. He sure was a more pleasant boss than the other one.

“Was it because Lenard died that you had the time to work these days?”

I stiffened. I didn’t have a clue he died and neither did I want him to know I was fired because I’d fallen asleep.

“Yeah,” I said and scratched my neck.

“Blood cloth is some scary stuff,” he said and glanced out the window. “Kind of sketchy that you can just die so suddenly.”

I nodded slowly and unsteadily, choosing my words as wisely as possible. “It sure is.” Even if they didn’t sound wise at all.

“Alright,” he said and waved his hand dismissively. “Let’s try to forget about doom and gloom and get back to business.” He pointed out where I had to clean: public and restaurant toilets, and then I had to sweep the top floor in the end. “Since you can’t sweep the floors during rush hour, there will be less work compared to your usual night shifts.”

“I see,” I said but it wasn’t that much better. At least I had the floor scrubber I could ride around on and the mall was empty.

I reached the locker room and donned the blue uniform with a sweeping logo on the right chest. I took the cleaning cart, hauling it with me to the entrance of the mall. The moment the doors slid open and I stepped on the escalator, I suddenly felt so naked. The shoppers aimed their curious eyes at my uniform and then the cleaning cart. They shook their heads and probably wondered why a guy like me had a job like this. It was because I was a total loser, that’s why.

I started with the toilet, trying to make myself shrink as happy families and laughing adults walked past me and spilled their joy and laughter, emotions I couldn’t relate to at all. I hurried around the corner and spilled some soapy water on my way. I wanted to get there as quickly as possible. I went to the toilet and immediately recognized two faces. They were both from high school, and I had a terrible crush on one of them—Clara. Among the popular girls, she’d been the kinder one. She was the girl who openly didn’t talk poorly about me or any other. It was difficult not to fall for her when she had the cutest face a girl could have. As she smiled, her dimples deepened, and her bow-shaped lips always glowed with fresh lipstick. Her dark blue eyes didn’t need any final touches since they were already perfect as they were.

I happened to meet her gaze for a brief moment, and time stood still, but it didn’t last for long. She wrinkled her nose and averted as quickly as possible like she’d witnessed something super gross. I still stood there and unrealistically waited for when she would ask me out or perhaps for my phone number.

“Wasn’t that the weirdo who went to our class?” Jenny asked, puncturing my delusional bubble.

“Who?” Clara asked.

“You know that guy without any friends and that weird name?”

“And what makes you think I’d remember that loser?”

They disappeared among the crowd of happy people, giggling. With my head bent, I went into the men’s restroom and started cleaning. On the outside, I looked calm and emotionless, but on the inside, it felt like a knife twisting my heart. I didn’t expect her to say such a thing. Maybe she had to because she didn’t want to lose popularity, but from what I remembered, she was usually the one who wouldn’t call me names and avoid me like the plague.

I also found it hard to believe that I’d just started my shift and I’d already recognized two faces. This sure wasn’t a good start. I dipped the mop into the bucket of water and tried not to think too much of it. At least inside here, I didn’t have to deal with girls and women giggling around.

After having scrubbed the porcelain bowl with my hands only protected with rubber gloves which happened to be leaking, I exited the first toilet. Someone sat his foot firm on the floor.

“Clean my shoes,” he said.

I looked at his Gucci shoes, up to his chino jeans and cashmere sweater and then the blonde hair and gaunt face. It was Chad—a guy who’d gone to my high school. His lips slowly slid up to a filthy grin, and I recognized it straight away, opening up old wounds from the time he’d poked fun at me. Judging by his clothes, he could have hardly ended up as a failure. I shrank under his grin and his shadow fell right over me. He wiggled his foot, pushing it farther toward me.

“Do your job and clean my shoes.”

“Come on, the girls are waiting,” his friend, who stood by the sink and washed his hands, told him.

Chad finally pulled his shoe away from my face and made sure to check himself out in the mirror one last time before leaving.

“Once a loser, always a loser,” he laughed on his way out.

I went into the next toilet, and of course, he had forgotten to flush.




On my way out, I tried to not think of what had just happened, although it was difficult. It felt like Clara had stabbed a knife right in my heart with her vicious insult and then a vicious bully stooped over me, pissing me in the face. It wasn’t that too, but I thought about the lie I’d been told that bullies would end up as nobodies. It clearly wasn’t true.

There were two restaurants on opposite sides, and they were both filled with people. I happened to catch the sight of Chad, his friend and three girls sitting by a table. They were all drop-dead gorgeous and leaned toward him, and planted a kiss on his cheeks. He just grinned as if he’d won the lottery. My anger was about to boil over. It wasn’t fair. He didn’t deserve that at all. He deserved pain from all the wounds and pain he’d inflicted upon me.

A waiter suddenly tripped over his shoelaces and then toppled forward like a falling tree. The tray he was holding onto came flying off his hands, and the bowl of hot soup flew right at Chad’s face and splashed all over him.

He screamed at the top of his lungs, “It burns!” He snatched a glass of water and splashed it on himself. “My skin—it burns!”

He wasn’t kidding. I could even see the burns on his face, which would definitely leave permanent damage. Now it was my turn to grin as he fled into the toilet, his arms flailing and friends running after him. A dead silence fell upon this part of the mall, but after a couple of minutes, the chatter continued and the clinking of cutlery against plates.




I sighed. After having cleaned multiple toilets and some stores, I finally got some spare time for myself. It wasn’t as bad as I’d believed it to be, sure Clara’s comment was painful and Chad poked fun at me for no reason, but now it was over, and I won’t starve or end up homeless. And besides, Chad had certainly gotten what he deserved which was the highlight of the day, but that joy didn’t last for that long.

I stood at the deserted top floor and glanced out the window, trying to peer at the street, but it was so dark, I could hardly see anything. Maybe being homeless won’t be so bad after all …. I shook my head, trying to shake those dark thoughts from my head. I reached for a local newspaper and swept my eyes across the headlines. I found the one mentioning the sudden death of Lennard, my former boss. I found it strange since, except for the stress, he seemed to be in good health. I tossed the newspaper aside. Not that I ever cared for that fat man anyway.

As I continued to look out the window, I couldn’t help but notice how lonely I was. It seemed like everyone out there had someone to speak with except for me. All those women and men talking and mingling, having something to look forward to, and here I flirted with the idea of killing myself. What makes you think I’d remember that loser, I heard her voice in the back of my mind. My eyes strayed to an apple tree and then I saw a mushy apple falling on the grass. Someone had to be that rotten apple among all the shiny ones.




I walked back home in the middle of the evening. I tried my hardest not to look at the well-lit windows, since I could only see happy couples and their nice lives.

I got back into my claustrophobic apartment and ate some stale bread with cheese and water.

The time for bed was like any other ritual. I looked forward to writing down how Chad had gotten that soup splashed over his face, but also letting out the emotions which had tormented me today. I opened the drawer and reached for the diary. Pulling out the chair, I sat down in front of my desk and flipped it open. I leafed through the diary and then thought again over the mysterious writing I’d discovered this morning. I’d accepted it was I who’d written it. I couldn’t think of any other explanation, but I was curious If I’d done something similar in the past, and leafing through the pages of the diary, it didn’t seem like it. My insomnia truly did derange me. I reached the last page and picked up the pen from the cup. I placed my finger under the line and reread the strange passage from yesterday. You aren’t going insane … just hang in there Alban. Tomorrow is your twenty-fourth birthday. The day I will bring you home.

The pen fell from my hand and clattered against the floor. I jumped out of my chair and flung the window open, letting fresh air into this dusty bedroom. My hand flew to my chest, the heartbeat steadily rising while questions flooded my already-wretched mind. I turned to the diary, a cold shiver running down my spine. Someone must be pulling a prank on me, but whom? I didn’t even know anyone, and someone breaking into this apartment would certainly do so to steal and not pull a prank on me.

As I stood there in the cool evening breeze, my heart rate steadily lowered. I bravely faced the diary again, questioning whether I should throw it away or if I was about to go insane. I went back to the chair. My knees trembled and before I even knew it, I had two soaked rings right under my armpits. I lowered myself into the seat and pulled the diary closer, rereading what I’d just read, and I hadn’t glossed over a single word.

“Twenty-fourth birthday,” I said quietly to myself. I’d completely forgotten about my birthdays. The last time I’d celebrated it was my seventeenth when my father was still in somewhat good health. After that, there was no one there to remind me that it was my birthday … till now.

I calmed down and the clock was ticking toward midnight. I still hadn’t written a word, just staring at the text and rereading it now and then. I reached for the pen which lay on the floor and kept the point hovering right over the page.

“Who are you?” I questioned and accepted the fact that somebody else had written in my diary. I wrote it down, as carefully as I’d ever written something, and then thought something was missing. Have I seen you before? I wrote down shortly after. I pushed the diary away from me, finding it pointless to put it back into the drawer.

I crawled into my bed and pulled the sheet close, tucking it under my chin. One part of me wished I hadn’t been reminded that it was my birthday tomorrow; a day I will spend all by myself. The writings of the diary were in the back of my mind but a part of me couldn’t take them seriously. I reminisced over the childhood dreams of my business ventures and my leadership. The dreams of actually becoming something instead of being this loser. This was supposed to be the year I would be a billionaire and already have a Victoria’s Secret model as a wife. Tears welled in my eyes and dribbled down my cheeks. I quickly tried to stop myself from crying when I realized there was no one there to comfort me. What was the point of crying if there was no one there for you, or what was the point of living if there was no one there next to you?

I sighed, praying I would at least get a three-hour of non-disrupted sleep.
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As I lay there, I fell into a deep slumber, and also experienced one of the most intense dreams of my life. I was in this farmhouse and everything was so blurry and colorful. Things materialized and changed shape. I saw some women running around, but it was so brief, I had no chance to see who they were.

I went up the stairs and then to my bedroom. I was in bed and felt a sharp pain in both of my testicles. I tossed and turned, but the pain got worse, shooting right through me and making me groan. I beat my fists frantically, smashing the table next to me and roared at the top of my lungs till the windows shattered.

A woman suddenly strode in, her golden blonde hair fluttering as if there were a breeze inside here. It was hard to see her looks when it looked as if I viewed everything from underwater, but it wasn’t hard to tell that she was gorgeous. I twisted and turned in the bed.

“What’s going on?” I begged to know.

She yanked the bedsheet off me and revealed the most glorious erection I’d ever had. She wrapped her hands around the bottom hilt and her face cleared up for a brief moment. It was my therapist. She was the most gorgeous and caring women I’d ever met in my wretched life.

“It’s the magic manifesting.”

“Make it stop!” I pleaded.

Within the blink of an eye, she was fully nude and kept my throbbing cock poised at the entrance to her lips. She opened, plunging the cock deep into her mouth. Three strokes with her delicious throat and an explosion flashed right in front of my eyes.




I snapped awake, my heart about to leap out of my chest. I threw the bedsheet aside, and a powerful blast from my concrete hard cock hit the ceiling. A second and third blast hit the wall, and then the rest seeped out of the slit, already forming a puddle right by my navel. My eyes widened at the cum glimmering as if diamonds were sprinkled on top, and my right wrist glowed green for a brief moment.

“What the fuck was that?” I questioned and looked around the room without a trace of anyone being there.

“It was just a wet dream,” I told myself. “Calm down now.” I swung my feet off the bed and ran into the bathroom. I stood on my toes with my cock in the sink, trying to wash off the cum. Never in my life had I released so much semen and never in my life had I experienced such a vivid dream. I felt the contact of her delicious mouth covering every inch of my shaft and then it was the orgasm. It felt so damn good. I’d believed my libido was dead but that didn’t seem to be the case now. I also checked out my wrist, wondering where the hell that green color had come from.

I sauntered back into my bedroom, stopping right on the threshold and watching the bedsheet which was covered with cum. I slowly lifted my gaze up to the ceiling which glimmered of my seeds which then dripped down to the floor. I slumped down on the edge of the bed, my eyes flicked to the diary, to the ceiling and then to the bedsheet.

“What the fuck is going on?” I said to myself. It was like a dream unlike any other. I thought over the gorgeous lady and the way she’d told me it was the magic manifesting.

I glanced out the window and the sky brightened. I rubbed my eyes and for the first time in years didn’t feel a headache or wired from lack of sleep. I blinked in disbelief as I realized I’d just slept through the night. The corner of my mouth curled up into a smile. I felt refreshed for once.

I glanced back at the diary and my eyes popped open when I reminded myself what I wrote yesterday. I jumped out of bed and yanked the chair back, falling onto the seat with a thump and grabbing the diary. I flipped it open and quickly leafed to the last page, my heart racing.

My name is Cassandra and I’ve known you since birth. I traced my finger further but that was the only thing written. I reached for my pen and a wave of questions flooded my mind as it dawned on me that something strange and magical was going on.

I scribbled down, Can I see you? And then I pulled the diary close up to my face, watching it closely. Just what I guessed, the words were slowly being written, making me gasp and drop the diary back to the table. I leaned over it and watched as the ink was being pressed from nowhere and onto the pages, word for word in a Helvetica font. When it was finished, I touched the letters just in case with my pointy finger and watched and felt the ink.

“What the fuck?” I pulled open the drawer and snatched the bag of tissue paper and wiped the ink from my finger. I then pushed the box aside and leaned over the diary, tracing my finger under the lines.

You will today at 3 pm. At the forest you were advised to walk in, not far from the lake. But I had work then … but then she started writing again. Those days are gone.

“What do you mean those days are gone?” The way she kept teasing me with these cryptic messages started getting under my skin. I waited patiently for her to write back. I even shook the diary like a madman but with no results. I knew already this was going to be the most painful wait of my life.




I glanced at the clock hanging on the wall as it was ticking toward 2 pm. It took exactly one hour to walk from here to the mall. I had to take a difficult decision since a part of me was in disbelief. What if it somehow was a ruse? How could it be a ruse when it was being written right in front of your eyes? You have dealt with years of insomnia; you might be deranged. But today I had the best sleep of my life. These thoughts bounced in my mind, not giving me a chance to rest.

I sat on my couch. Leaning forward, I propped my elbows on my knees and rubbed my face with my hands, wondering again what I should do. If I didn’t show up for work then that was the end. How could I explain to my next employer that I was fired from two different jobs almost simultaneously? They were the simplest job one could have, but then again the diary, and this lady calling herself Cassandra. I started questioning whether it was her who’d helped me out during my wet dream, or maybe I was just dreaming of my former therapist. It must have been ten years ago that I’d ever experienced anything similar, but then I started masturbating every day and there was no need to excrete semen during the night. It’s the magic manifesting …. I felt this déjà vu since those words were similar, but I couldn’t pinpoint from where.

The clock ticked on. I drew in a deep breath—I will be going to the forest instead. If it turns out to be a ruse, then I have nothing to live for anyway and might as well end my life, drowning myself in the lake.

I slung the jacket over my shoulder and got on my shoes. I pressed down the door handle and then froze at the threshold. I didn’t know why, but it felt as if I would never see this apartment again. It might be better that way. I gently closed the door and sighed in relief.




I took a turn and strode right into the forest and onto a trail. A woman jogged past me with her dog and a few elderly walked with their hands clasped behind their backs. My mind became quiet as I immersed myself in the forest. The leaves gently rustled and the birds twittered and chirped. The noises were so peaceful and thankfully eased my heart rate as I made my way to my destination. The trail branched out in two directions and I now could see the mist hovering over the lake. I looked around and to my surprise spotted a lady wearing a purple pointed hat, holding a broomstick in her right hand and wearing a purple dress. Her bright blonde hair spilled over her shoulders and cascaded down her back. She just stood there, and I supposed, gazing at the lake.

“Maybe this wasn’t a ruse after all,” I mouthed, and she turned around the exact moment I finished my sentence. My jaw dropped an inch. That face … she was the same lady I’d seen in my dream, and she looked similar to my former therapist. She winked at me and gave me a friendly smile.

“Come here, Alban,” she said, beckoning me with her finger.

I supposed I didn’t have any other choice now. I made my way toward her and started feeling a bit nervous. I hoped the rings under my armpits didn’t get too bad, but that was unlikely when I kept fidgeting on my fingers.

“Uhm,” I stammered, finding it hard to make eye contact with such a gorgeous lady. “Who are you?”

“My name is Cassandra.”

“Are you the one who wrote in my diary?”

She smiled, her dimples deepening. “Yes, it was I. Even if it was tempting before, I couldn’t restrain myself at last.”

“You look and speak exactly like my former therapist, but her name was Juliette.”

She shook her head with a smile. “That was me—I was your former therapist.”

I had never felt so bewildered before in my life. I had to take one question at a time.

“How did you even manage to write in my diary?” I stammered. The fact that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever spoken with wasn’t what made me stammer now.

“By magic. It was not an ordinary diary I gave you. I’m a sorceress—and you are a sorcerer.”

My jaw dropped even further, but now I started believing this was a ruse again, closing my jaw for now.

“Are you playing a prank on me?” If that was the case then I didn’t understand why. Although there had been so many people in my life who’d poked fun at me and the odds that this lady was another was high.

“A prank? Come on, you saw what I wrote right in front of you.”

I lowered my gaze. “It’s just that all my life has been a constant struggle that I can’t feel optimistic about anything.”

“I know where you are coming from. In fact, I know all about your life, and not just what you explained to me during our therapy. I know why you’ve always felt like an outcast, and it’s because you don’t belong in this world.”

“As if there is another world than this,” I said scornfully and found her speech ludicrous.

“Follow me and I’ll show you. I know you’ve a lot of questions and I’ll happily explain everything.”

It was hard not to follow her because of her friendliness, but unfortunately, I was clouded with low self-esteem and doubt. She waited patiently, being sympathetic and knowledgeable about my mental state. It made me trust her more and I drank in her beauty. I noticed that her breasts were straining against her purple dress and that her hips flared. Her smooth, thick lips and porcelain skin made her resemble like a woman in her late thirties. Except for her hat and dress, she didn’t strike me as a sorceress. I took the first step and started walking with her. She chose the trail that went around the lake.

“First of all, except for your dress and hat, you don’t look like a sorceress.”

“How do you know what a sorceress in our world looks like?” she asked, holding onto her broomstick.

“Uhm … I suppose they look like sorceresses I’ve seen on television.” I scratched my neck awkwardly since I knew she had a point. “I mean you are way too good-looking to be one of them.”

“Fictional tv characters?” she laughed. “Of course, I’m not one of them and neither are the sorcerers and sorceresses of our world of origin. The reason why sorcerers are depicted as not the most beautiful beings is that our magic is feared by many, so many that our way of life is constantly being threatened.” Her face darkened as she reached the end of her sentence.

I tried to steer away from those dark topics. “Why did you decide to come and get me now?”

“Twenty-four is a magical number. It’s the year the magic will manifest among males.”

“But why couldn’t I have just grown up in this … sorcerer world?”

“We call our world Sorcera Germania,” she corrected me. “And that would have been possible but risky.”

“But you talked to me before. You helped me out during my darkest hours.”

“I did,” she said. “I had to come over and look over you now and then.”

“And again why would it have been risky for me to stay there?”

“You are a powerful sorcerer, and certain powers there want you dead,” she said gravely.

I wanted to scoff at her speech because it all sounded weirder and weirder. Someone wanted me dead because I was powerful. I just wiped toilet bowls the other day and here I am some kind of sorcerer.

“There is more in you of good than you know,” she said and winked, possibly hinting she knew what I’d just thought of.

“I’m still confused about my parents,” I said. “I don’t see how that drunkard could have powerful abilities.”

“Your adoptive father?” she said and wrinkled her nose. “That’s not your father. Come on, don’t play dumb now.”

Just that one sentence and it clicked, but it should have done so the second I saw him. There was no resemblance whatsoever, and yet I’d always believed him to be my father.

“Do you know my parents?”

“I knew them very well, especially your father,” she said and sighed at the end.

“So he’s dead?”

“He got killed,” she said and slowed down her steps. We had a perfect view of the lake on our left with the clear sky in the background. She went closer to the lake and sat down on a bench, and I sat down next to her.

“Well, how?”

“He belonged to a lineage of one of the greatest sorcerers ever known. He enhanced so many females with magic, he was deemed unstoppable … “ Her voice trailed off as she turned to look at me with lust in her eyes. I stiffened, feeling a bit uncomfortable since I’d never been so close to a woman or ever gotten the slightest impression someone out there wanted me. She reached for my wrist and rubbed her thumb along my eczema scar, which started glowing.

“You have the same magic meter as your father,” she murmured to herself.

“Isn’t that eczema?” I said unsurely and tried my hardest not to purr as her soft thumb rubbed along my wrist. This was the first time in ages a woman had touched me, and the contact of skin against skin evoked something in me.

“No … you know what this is, you feel it,” she said seductively and continued stroking me. Something stiffened in my pants, something which had been dead for years suddenly was about to reawaken.

“Yes,” I said and watched it closely and realized it was far different from the scar on my face.

She let go of my wrist and I missed her heavenly touch more than anything.

“I promised your father to protect you till the age of magical manifestation and from then on teach you the fundamentals of magic.”

I watched her face closely, and even if it was hard to concentrate on her beauty, she was serious. I saw the same caring face from when she’d been my therapist, guiding me through the toughest moments of my life.

“Why haven’t you told me this before?”

“I’m sorry,” she said with intimate eye contact. “I know you’ve had it tough, but we couldn’t risk it.”

I sat here and pondered, still not discarding the possibility of it being a ruse. “You seem to have managed fine twenty-four years without me.”

“No, you are wrong,” she said. “It’s only because of your father we have lived in peace, but we need a male around to enhance us with magic, and not only that, it’s not only potent, magic seeds you have inherited, but also a farm which will eventually need your protection.”

I watched her closely. “Show me this world. I don’t want to be rude and accuse you of lying.”

She stood up and reached into her cleavage and brought out a wand.

“Sorcera Ovrera!” she shouted and pointed her wand at the lake. Blue beams shot from the tip, and a portal, shaped in a perfect circle, materialized in front of us. I dropped my jaw and fully accepted—this wasn’t a ruse. She held out her hand to me, and something so soft and warm was nothing I could decline. I clasped her hand.

“Say goodbye to Earth,” she said and led me into the portal.




I staggered and fell to the grass, touching my face and chest to make sure everything was intact. My hand then fled to my chest, and my heart thumped like never before.

“What the … hell?” I questioned and had never in my life felt a sensation like that. It was like I’d entered the deepest slumber of my life where parts of my body had just disintegrated and then reintegrated.

Cassandra helped me up to my feet, trying hard not to giggle. “I’m sorry, I should have warned you.”

“Am I alright?” I asked her, my hands roaming all over my body and especially my private part which was obviously the most important.

“You are fine,” she said and brushed some grass and dirt from my knees and hands. I finally looked around. I was in a forest and the trees grew wide apart, giving me an ample view of the sky that looked similar to Earth.

“It looks no different from Earth,” I said.

“You’ve only seen a tiny bit,” she said and then cleared her throat. “Volare!”

She dropped the broomstick, which happened to defy gravity and hover instead of dropping to the grass.

I stared, wide-eyed, at the broomstick. She tossed her hair over her shoulders.

“Am I still a liar?”

“No,” I said and shook my head and pointed with a trembling hand at the broomstick. “Are we supposed to fly on it?”

“Unless you want to walk for hours and be home by midnight,” she said and stroked the thick length of it.

I shook my head. “Not really.”

“I will jump on first.” She swung her leg over the stick and wrapped both her hands around the tip of the stick. I hoped I wouldn’t make a fool out of myself but tried to copy her move, swinging my left leg over the very end and holding onto the stick, keeping a distance from her. “Since this will be your first ride, you have to wrap your hands around my waist.”

I looked at her body and again felt a bit intimidated sitting this close to a female. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said.

For some reason, I still didn’t get myself to move closer to her. “Uhm.”

“Don’t be shy,” she said and tossed her hair over her shoulders. “I don’t bite.”

I inched myself closer to her back and wrapped my hands around her waist. “Is this alright?”

“A little bit up for the perfect grip,” she said, luring my hands closer under her chest. I swallowed hard and slowly moved them right under her breasts. It was only a thin garment separating my hands from the skin of her boobs. I’d never even touched a pair of breasts in my life, and I couldn’t stop thinking of how it would feel like, skin against skin.

“Better?”

“Yes, but I also have to warn you,” she said and tittered. “Hold on tight.”

The broomstick jolted and then surged upward.

“Holy fuck,” I said as I clasped my hands tighter around her waist. I shook my head, trying to get her lush locks away from my eyes. We flew right over the trees, rustling the leaves. I had butterflies in my stomach as we skimmed the treetops and then flew over a crystal-clear lake, glimmering like stars.

“Wow,” I said and questioned what made it glitter.

She headed right toward a valley that stretched beyond my sight. The valley floor was carpeted with forests, and the trees reminded me of great oaks. Even if we flew quickly, I heard the sound of burbling water as the river meandered through the valley brushing along mushrooms the size of boulders.

“What kind of mushrooms are those?”

“Poisonous ones,” she said, raising her voice over the whistling winds.

Shortly after leaving the valley behind, we flew over a plain with waves of grass, stirred by the gentle wind. She slowed down and pointed at a farm ahead of me and beyond that something resembling a town.

“Welcome home,” Cassandra said and beamed. She jumped off the broomstick in front of a farmhouse built with timber and a thatched roof. Behind the farmhouse were acres of pasture extending to the borders of the forest and cattle and sheep grazing aimlessly. It didn’t look that much different from a farm on earth, except we’d ridden on a broomstick.

“First impressions?” Cassandra asked and nudged me with her elbow.

“It’s so peaceful.”

“It’s yours,” she revealed.

“What?” I asked. I clearly heard what she said, but owning something had just been a concept in my mind. I couldn’t quite grasp the meaning of owning something. I’d previously only been in debt and rented various apartments.

“Like I told you earlier by the lake, you inherited it when your father died, but Salina and I have taken care of it since.”

“Who is Salina?”

“Sorry, I forgot to tell you. She’s the other sorceress who promised your father to teach you the fundamentals of magic.” She motioned me with her to the entrance of the farmhouse. She pressed open the door handle, and with her finger, beckoned me inside to a spacious foyer. I drew in a deep inhale and it smelled so fresh and clean like in the heart of a forest. “Salina!”

“Did you fetch him?” a female called out from somewhere in the farmhouse.

“He’s here.”

I heard her feet drumming down the stairs, and I was just about to untie my shoelaces when she stopped right in front of me, planting her right hand on her hip.

“Alban … I can’t believe it’s you.”

She was dressed in a similar dress as Cassandra, but her dress revealed a bit more skin and was cropped by the waist. Her purple hair reached past her knees, and I searched for the roots, wondering whether it was dyed which didn’t seem to be the case. I then met her violet eyes, seeing her grin shortly after.

“I think he likes what he sees,” Salina said.

Cassandra rolled her eyes. “He’s an adult now. You can speak directly to him.”

“Time flies,” she said and fixed her gaze on me, drinking me in. “I remember when you were born. I was the third woman to give you a kiss. It was such an event.”

“Because I was born?” I said, letting her hear the sound of my voice for the first time. To my surprise, she didn’t seem to be disgusted or shy away from my unattractiveness. She just beamed brighter, twirling her purple hair on her tiny finger.

“Exactly,” Salina said.

Cassandra patted my back. “I’ve tried to keep it brief with the info dumps,” she told her friend. “Let’s give him a birthday meal he deserves after all these years as a hidden outcast.”

“You are right,” she said and spun around, her hair whirling. “Forgive me, Alban. I’m just so excited to see you again.”

We took a turn to the left, leading into a spacious living room with a ceiling not within my reach for once.

“It’s not … claustrophobic.”

“It was exactly how your father wanted to live,” Cassandra said. “He’s the one who built it.”

The leather furniture also caught my eye, along with paintings of half-clad women holding wands in their right hands. Salina seductively swayed her hips when she made her way out to the terrace.

“It’s still warm enough to stay outside,” Salina said. “I’m cooking a stew for you.” She slid open the door for me, and as I stepped onto the terrace, I got a brighter view over the several acres of pasture. I was already in love with this place. I had previously dreamed of owning a farm, but this dream seemed to be a bit different, and it was happening. A sofa sat against the wall, and Cassandra slumped down with a sigh.

“I feel so awful every time I return to earth,” she told Salina. “Noise and pollution everywhere.”

Salina waved her hand dismissively, stirring the stew as steam rose from the kettle. “I will never set foot in a place like that.”

“Come and sit with me,” Cassandra said and inched her hips farther in and patted the cushion next to her. “Don’t be shy now.”

“Sure,” I said and sat down next to her. She raked her fingers through my hair. I had been embarrassed about my hair for a long time because of how unusually thin it was, but Cassandra seemed to be fond of it somehow.

“Are you nervous?” she asked.

“It’s just so much happening at once. It’s so much to digest.”

“I’m sorry if I’ve been a bit abrupt on your origins,” she said. “We’ll try to ease you into it slowly.”

It felt orgasmic the way her fingers combed my hair. I had accepted I came from an unusual family, but it wasn’t difficult since any other world would be better than the one I came from. But it wasn’t just that, I’d been shy around females for most of my life, and here I was dropped into a household of two stunningly gorgeous women. If Cassandra hadn’t been my former therapist, I wasn’t sure how I would have reacted to this.

“I hope you like meat,” Salina said, carrying the kettle with two oven mitts and placing it on the table. I leaned over the kettle. Tubers, mushrooms and fatty chunks of beef floated around a savory cream and were topped with parsley. I couldn’t believe it. I who’d lived out of bread and water the past year had a bowl of luxury right in front of my eyes, and I didn’t have to cook it. I, for the first time since I can remember, didn’t cook my meal.

“I haven’t seen anything as delicious as this in … well, my entire life.”

Salina laid her hand over her heart. “Once again, I nailed it.” She slumped down and passed the ladle to me.

I unsurely stabbed myself with my thumb. “Do I start?”

“Dah,” Salina jokingly said. “Who’s the birthday boy here?”

Birthday … it was a meaningless day for me, but it felt somewhat good to finally receive some attention, something that had been absent all of my life. I yielded and took the ladle, pouring my bowl full and letting the steam rise. My mouth started watering. I stirred around my bowl with a spoon and scooped up a fatty chunk of meat and carrot, and raised it to my lips, blowing to cool it down. I then brought the spoon to my mouth and the meat melted like a stick of salted butter along with the carrot. I immediately felt this relief and I already guessed it was from the savory meat and nutritious content which had been missing from my wretched diet for so long.

“I want to devour it all, but it’s so hot.”

“Let me help you with that one,” Salina said and removed the apron and reached for her wand and pointed it at the bowl. “Ice!” A blue, chilly beam shot from the tip and surrounded the bowl, evaporating into the air shortly after. I jumped at the sudden magic and Salina waggled her eyebrows. “The bowl is yours.”

I scooped up more of the delicious stew and shoveled it into my mouth. It had cooled down, and I ate till I spilled all over my clothes and table. When there was nothing left from the bowl, I felt an urge to lick it clean.

Cassandra chuckled. “There is more in the kettle. We already knew you were hungry.”

I filled a second bowl, which disappeared almost as quickly as the first. In the end, I reached for a napkin and wiped my face. I glanced down at my clothes, embarrassed, but the stew had tasted so good. I just couldn’t stop myself.

“I forgot my clothes.”

“Your father prepared for this,” Cassandra said. “You have an entire wardrobe filled with clothes.”

“Except for being a great sorcerer, how could he afford all this?” I asked suddenly from nowhere, but I should have perhaps asked that earlier.

Cassandra and Salina exchanged glances, but Salina gave her a look, giving her the honor to tell me. “Except for being a great sorcerer, he was also intelligent and very proactive.”

“If he was so great how did he die?”

“There are certain beings in our world,” Cassandra explained gravely. “That doesn’t like our magic. We call them demons and witches, and they are masters of dark magic.”

I felt a shiver down my spine. What she told me didn’t sound unfamiliar.

“And they killed him?”

She nodded with clear hints of sorrow on her face. “He was also getting old, so he wasn’t in his heydays any longer.”

“I see,” I said and lowered my gaze, but more questions clouded my mind. “How come you both live here, and why are there so many photos of women?”

“You see, in this world, we have more females than males. Way more in fact, and the males don’t always turn out to be so strong.”

“Is there a reason for this uneven ratio?” I asked.

“We females can practice certain spells which males cannot and vice versa. But the male spells are more powerful and need more magic, so for us to survive, the male needs a lot of women around him, and certain stimulation.”

“And do you also need this stimulation?” I asked.

“Yes,” she nodded gladly. “But not as often as a male, otherwise, the male magic dries out and that includes even ours.”

Something in the back of my mind recognized what she was talking about, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it yet.

“But you just used your wand, how can you still use magic if there hasn’t been a male around here since my father?”

“Those are simple spells, or we call them common spells, which don’t tap into the magic if used gently,” Cassandra explained further. “For female spells, we stand without a chance.”

“Maybe we should bring him his birthday gift,” Salina said and winked. “It will make him understand what magic enhancing acts are.” Her lips slid up to a wicked grin at the end.

“Wait here,” Cassandra said and patted my thigh. She disappeared into the living room, and while she was gone, Salina kept eyeing me with interest. She was about to say something, but Cassandra returned with a wooden box wrapped in a purple ribbon. She handed it to me—a birthday gift. Not only that, but Cassandra pressed her lips onto my left cheek, emphasizing the sound as her lips parted from my cheek. That brief little touch was enough to knock me over.

“Happy birthday,” she said and nudged Salina. “It’s from both of us.”

Salina kissed my other cheek and I was about to melt as they both left their sweet patches of skin behind.

Salina giggled. “If a kiss is enough for him to freeze, just wait till he’ll get down to the magical enhancing acts.”

Cassandra waved her hand in front of my eyes to wake me up.

“Sorry,” I said and aimed my eyes at the gift she’d just given to me.

“You don’t have to say that,” Cassandra said and softly rubbed my back. I set the box on the table and removed the ribbon from the box. I slowly opened it, reached in and wrapped my fingers around something thin and soft. I brought out a limp wand. I stared at it with a mixture of confusion and excitement.

“What is this?”

“It’s your own magical wand,” Cassandra explained. “It’ll be needed to perform certain spells.”

“But it’s … limp?” I said and watched it hanging.

“You’ll need to be enhanced with magic,” Salina gladly explained and smirked. “And after that, the wand will strengthen to its full glory.”

In the back of my mind, I somehow knew what this was. “And how do I become enhanced with magic?”

“You’ll have to perform the magical obligation,” Cassandra said in a more serious tone than Salina, but I noticed Salina’s nipples were stiffening, almost as if they were about to poke a hole through her dress.

“You are giving me all these cryptic words,” I pointed out.

“Cryptic?” Salina said, arching her eyebrow. “What are they calling the act of mutual magical pleasure in your former world?”

“I think they call it sex,” Cassandra said, and after that, my face flushed.

Salina grinned. “Yup, they are definitely calling it sex.”

“With any of you?” I stammered in disbelief.

“So long it’s a sorceress,” Cassandra said. “And every woman in this world is one.”

“I understand,” I said and lowered my gaze but at the same time, something stiffened inside my pants which it hadn’t done in a long time. “It’s just that I’ve never… “

“Performed the magical obligation?” Cassandra guessed. “We know that already.”

“How?”

“Because I’ve watched over you,” she reminded me.

I looked at Cassandra again, a mature but gorgeous woman. When she helped me through therapy, I always looked forward to speaking with her. It was impossible not to fall in love with her caring personality and beautiful looks. I also had some painful sexual dreams on the side, but I was too shy to make a move and too anxious to have a libido. Now, it appears to be that I didn’t have another choice than to sleep with her. For some reason, it made me anxious.

“Why are you looking so nervous?” Salina asked.

“I still find it all so hard to believe,” I said and it did feel a bit too good to be true.

“You still haven’t accepted your fate?” Salina questioned.

“I guess I’ve come to terms that I’m a sorcerer, but …” My voice trailed off.

“Rest a couple of nights and settle into it,” Cassandra said. “But till you’ve bedded one of us, the magic will never work and the wand will remain limp, but once you feel the sexual magic, it’ll rise, and we can start teaching you the fundamentals of magic.”

I nodded. It was already late in the evening and I started to get tired.

“Uhm,” I said, “where’s my bedroom?”

“I can show you,” Cassandra said and rose from the sofa.

I was about to reach for my bowl and take it back to the kitchen sink, but Salina stopped me. “What do you think you are doing?”

“The dishes?”

“No, you don’t do that here,” she said and stabbed herself with her thumb. “That’s my job.”

I placed it back on the table. I should have guessed, but it was because of reflexes that I reached for that bowl.

“It was delicious,” I told her.

“I know,” Salina said and then wished me, “Magic dreams.”

Cassandra guided me up the stairs and the steps didn’t even squeak. She led me down a hall to the right and then opened a door that led into a spacious bedroom with a king-sized bed. I halted by the threshold and rubbed my eyes in case I didn’t see clearly, but I did. Right in front of me was the biggest bed I’d ever seen, enough for five people at least. It had several large and puffy pillows, and a silk duvet cover.

I unsurely pointed at it. “Is that my bed?”

“Yes of course,” Cassandra said.

I slowly went to the window and placed my hands on the sill. The sky was dark blue and studded with so many precious stars they lit up the world. I laid the limp wand on the nightstand. It was such a difference between living on the verge of starvation and stress, and now being brought here to a somewhat comfortable world where I’d been liked so far.

“What are you pondering over?” Cassandra curiously asked.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and then noticed the purple silk rug on the floor. “Many things, I’ve seen you before during a dream.”

She sat down next to me. “What kind of dream?”

“It was yesterday when I slept through the night for the first in a long time,” I started with the easiest part. “But then I got the most painful …”

“Erection?”

“Uhm yes and then a wet dream.”

“That’s when the magic is finally manifesting inside of you. It happens to every sorcerer after their twenty-fourth birthday.”

“But I saw you in that dream.”

She leaned her lips close to my ear, making me shiver as I felt her sweet breath flowing down my spine. “Magic.”

“Yeah,” I mouthed.

“I know you’ve been through a lot today, but please, get some rest now and don’t feel any pressure.”

It would be hard not to. My father was some hotshot sorcerer with multiple lovers, and I was supposed to follow in his footsteps.

“Okay,” I said.

She softly rubbed my back. “Good night then.”

“Good night,” I said and looked at her while she sauntered out of my bedroom.








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  







I woke up with a thick puddle of drool next to my pillow. I just realized I’d slept through the night, and not only that but waking up with a morning glory tenting the sheet, straining hard and painfully against my underwear. I’d previously believed my erectile dysfunction had been permanent, but here it rose right in front of my eyes, more glorious than it ever had been.

I combed my fingers through my hair, finding it all hard to believe, but I noticed something strange again. My hair was thicker, way thicker than it ever had been. I swung my feet off the bed and hurried to the mirror. Right where the eczema scar had been, I touched my cheek in disbelief. It was gone, and it was just soft and clean skin there. I then stared at my thick hair and even baby hair growing by the edge of my scalp. I remembered when I’d cried for days because of my wretched autoimmune disease and painful insomnia. Here I stood and had slept through the night two days in a row and my face and hair had fully cleared up. And not only that, I had an erection—and two women who both wanted me badly.

I flung open the wardrobe doors, my eyes widened at all the garments. They all looked expensive, cashmere sweaters, cotton shirts, belts ornamented with gold and some leather boots, clothing I was completely unfamiliar with. I reached for a light blue shirt along with some elastic pants. I got dressed and stared at myself in the mirror in disbelief. I looked like a brand-new man, someone of importance.

“Do you think he’ll be ready today?” I heard Salina speak from the terrace. I whirled around toward the window and carefully made my way to the windowsill. Cassandra had a bag of wheat thrown over her back and Salina came with a bucket of fresh milk, putting it onto the terrace and wiping her brow.

Cassandra gave her a serious look, not seeming to like the question. “You know we can’t just throw him into it like that.”

“Are you trying to tell me to be responsible when we’ve been without a male for so many years?”

Cassandra rolled her eyes. “We sometimes need to think with our brains instead of our pussies. He’s the last one of his father’s lineage. You know this village will be doomed without him.”

“The quicker he gets his wand wet, the better,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

Cassandra sighed. “Salina, you must calm down. He’s been a hidden outcast till now. We must ease him into it.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Salina said and waved her hand dismissively. “Admit it, you want him equally as badly as I do.”

“Of course I do,” Cassandra said with a hand over her heart. “But we promised his father to take good care of him.”

“I believe you misunderstood what he meant by taking care of him,” Salina said with a filthy grin.

“I wished you could be a bit more serious for once,” Cassandra said and sighed.

“Just wait till he’ll see the reaction of the other sorceresses at the village.”

“And by then he will be more accustomed to our world,” Cassandra pointed out firmly.

“So what should we do now then?” Salina said and looked at her long and hard. “We can’t teach him the fundamentals of magic till he’s performed the magical obligation.”

“We’ll let him take a walk along the farm, breathe in the fresh air and perhaps leaf through some books.”

“You can be boring sometimes,” Salina said. “I just want to get his wand in my mouth more than anything.”

“You will, but you have to be patient.”

“Either way, whoever he chooses to sleep with first, the other will teach him his first magic spell.”

“That’s a deal, but try not to be so loud, he can wake up anytime soon.”

Salina glanced at my window, and I quickly ducked. “That’s the point—I’m trying to speed up the process here.” She strode off with a chuckle.

I moved away from the window, my erection even harder than when I’d woken up. It must have been a reason my father chose Cassandra. She definitely seemed to be a bit more responsible, but at the same time, a man could not resist Salina’s lust.

I had to wait a couple of minutes before descending to the living room. I didn’t want Salina or Cassandra to think I’d eavesdropped on either of them. I tucked my erection up against the belt: A move I hadn’t done in ages. I went down the stairs and made my way out to the terrace, greeted by the morning sun steadily climbing over the horizon. Its rays reached and touched Cassandra’s blonde hair, making her glow like a candle. She beamed when seeing me.

“You look like a newborn man,” she said and raked her fingers through my hair.

“I haven’t slept so deeply in years.”

She pulled me into a hug, mashing her breasts into my chest and making me feel her stiff nipples.

“I’m so glad you slept well,” she said and parted from the hug to smile at me.

“Do you usually wake up so early?” I asked.

“Early?” she questioned and wanted to laugh. “I believe it’s your brain that wants to catch up on years of lost sleep. It’s way past midday and you even went to bed early yesterday.”

“Oh,” I said and scratched my neck. It surprised me since I believed it was morning. My stomach growled and I wanted something to eat.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes.”

Cassandra opened the terrace door and called for Salina, “Salina, Alban is awake.”

Salina opened the bathroom door, clouds of steam billowing into the hall. “A minute.”

She wore a bathrobe which was hardly enough to cover her voluptuous figure, and her purple hair had dried quickly. She strode out to the terrace, emphasizing her swaying hips on the way. She had to pull me in a morning hug too, her skin heated from the recent shower.

“Look at that hair,” she said and combed her soft fingers through my hair. “What do you want to eat?”

“The stew yesterday was delicious, possibly with some bread and butter.”

“I won’t make you wait too long. Cassandra will help with the bread, that’s her specialty.”

I noticed now that this terrace wasn’t only equipped with a grill but also a stone oven. While Cassandra helped Salina with preparing the food, I went inside and swept my eyes across the bookshelves. There were so many books all bound in leather and with so many different titles. One of them caught my eye.

“Magic spells.” I brought it with me to the terrace, sat down on the sofa, opened up the first page and immersed myself in the text. It was so much to read about, so many fascinating spells: from simple ice and fire spells to resurrecting trees from the soil.

As I continued to read, the scent of freshly baked bread reached my nose. I dragged my eyes from the text and to Cassandra who brought out the newly baked bread from the oven.

“Found anything interesting?” Cassandra asked and set the basket of steaming bread on the table along with a plate of butter.

“Can you resurrect a tree from the soil?”

“Females can’t,” she said. “But males can.”

I was intrigued and flipped over to the next page. It was about a healing spell and on this page, I noticed this strange logo next to the title that looked a bit like a vulva.

“What’s this?” I asked Cassandra when she sat down next to me.

She tossed her hair over her shoulders and shot me a look with her deep blue eyes. “That’s the symbol of femininity. When you see it next to a title, it’s only females who can learn that spell.”

I eagerly continued to read, reading more than I’d probably done in my entire lifetime. “So you can heal any type of wounds … just with the help of oral sex?” I blinked at the last bit, not being so embarrassed to openly speak about sex any longer.

“Yes, except for wounds caused by dark magic,” she said.

“Do you happen to know this spell?”

“Yes,” she said with a wink. “But it’s one I haven’t done in a long while since I need to be magically enhanced.”

The next page was about male spells and how most of them were taught by different nature deities. I saw an illustration of a mountain with water gushing out the sides. I read the text next to it which was about controlling the currents and making them even fiercer.

I looked up to the bright sky and shielded my eyes from the glare of the sun. The flying broomstick and portal made my jaw drop, but this book made my head spin.

“Ooh, look at that, already checking out some spells,” Salina said and placed the steaming kettle on the table. “Any that caught your eye?”

“All of them,” I said and reluctantly pushed the book aside.

“Well the quicker your wand gets stiff, the quicker you will learn,” she said and slumped down next to me, inching her flaring hips closer and pouring me a bowl. She had dropped in more chunks of meat this time, making my mouth water.

Cassandra shot her a look. “Come on, let’s eat now.”

Salina sat down and rolled her eyes. She didn’t bother changing her robe, not that I minded.

“How come there have never been any hints of me being a sorcerer in the past?” I asked and wiped my lips. The meat and vegetables melted in my mouth to the perfect combination.

“Because you’ve been hidden first of all,” Cassandra said. “Secondly, there have been but you haven’t noticed them.”

“How could I not have noticed them?” I asked and let the spoon rest in the bowl.

“Was there perhaps someone that was unnecessarily mean to you and happened to have gotten what he deserved?”

I thought about Chad and my former boss at the telemarketer company I worked for. It startled me but found it hard to believe if it had been hints of magic that had caused the hot soup to fly to his face or the blood cloth.

“Maybe,” I said quietly.

Cassandra seductively rubbed her thumb along my wrist, perhaps a bit longer than necessary. I wondered at that moment if perhaps she also wanted me to perform the magical obligation but tried suppressing her urges.

“Don’t forget your magic meter. It will glow like emeralds when you’ve been magically enhanced.”

I thought it was funny since I’d believed it to be eczema for so long. “I saw it glow during the magical manifestation.”

“Yes, but only for a brief moment.”

“It’s supposed to glow constantly,” Salina added. “And both of your wands should remain stiff and strong.”

Cassandra let go of my hand and I tried to continue to eat. As I felt more satiated, my eyes strayed more and more to Salina. I didn’t know whether she was intentionally losing up the belt on her bathrobe or if it was too tight on her. Either way, one thing was clear, as I could easily see the areola on her breasts, she didn’t wear any bra beneath.

After I’d eaten I was unsure how to spend my time. It felt highly unusual to have any spare time which was not tormenting me.

“What are you thinking of?” Cassandra asked and dabbed her lips with a napkin.

“I don’t know what to do,” I said and shrugged helplessly. “I have never had spare time without anxiety.”

“Go for a walk,” Cassandra suggested. “We’re both prepared that it will take some time for you to adjust here.”

I enjoyed the sound of her voice greatly, and it was always comforting hearing her speak. I was yet again about to take my bowl to the sink, but Salina stopped me.

“Don’t even think about it,” she reminded me and took the bowl from my hands.

I followed Cassandra’s advice and went down to the garden and onward to the pasture without any shoes. It was the softest grass, feeling no different than the silk rug in my bedroom. I sauntered around the grazing animals with my hands clasped behind my back, letting the sunshine caress my skin. It was warmer here, even if the leaves were coloring and slowly falling. It was so peaceful. I had nothing to be stressed over, no plans or no obligations. It wasn’t only that too, but I didn’t go around being paranoid for the sleepless nights nor did I feel any symptoms from my autoimmune disease. My digestion and gut felt fine and healed.

I stopped by the forest, closing my eyes and letting the breeze sweep over the trees. It was so magical hearing the leaves rustle. I turned around to the farmhouse, and the straws on the thatched roof rustled. I couldn’t fathom it was mine. It was such a beautiful and peaceful home with a view of rolling hills and nature. Cassandra and Salina were speaking with each other. It wasn’t difficult to guess it was about me. I wondered if their arguments were normal, not that I exactly minded what they were arguing over. They were gorgeous and attractive in every single way possible. Suddenly, my cock started hardening, taking me by surprise. I turned around and clumsily tucked my erection up against the waistband. After having believed my libido was dead for all these years, it was such a relief to see it return. I sauntered around for a little bit more, watching the livestock and farmland for a moment and then returning back to the terrace.

I reached for the sorcerer book and continued reading. The magic excited me, and I started feeling an uncontrollable lust to enhance myself with magic. My wand was still limp in my bedroom and my eyes swept over a chapter about the essence of magical enhancement. It was fascinating reading about the connection from the penis to the magic meter on my right wrist to the wand. There were also illustrations about various positions on how to arouse a sorcerer even more.

Salina tapped my shoulder. I placed the bookmark between the pages and looked up at her. She’d changed into a cropped purple dress with a plunging V-neck and knee-high stockings. I drank in her beauty and she sat down next to me, not being shy about moving her hips as close to me as possible.

“Found anything interesting?”

“Kind of,” I said and swallowed hard. I started feeling a bit nervous about having that seductive woman so close to me, especially as I started understanding what she truly wanted from me.

“Can I see which chapter you are reading?”

“Sure,” I said after she picked up the book and opened it.

Her eyes widened. “Are you already planning for some fun?”

I scratched my neck. “I just happened to be on that page.”

She rolled her eyes. “But these acts involve just one man and woman. There’s some naughtier stuff on the next page.”

She lowered the book, so I could see. There were now depictions of multiple threesome acts, certain acts I didn’t even recognize from porn. She started giggling as I got more curious and my eyes flicked from illustration to illustration. My eyes then happened to stray to her and again reminded myself that those acts were truly possible with both of those sorceresses in my household.

“I haven’t seen anything like this,” I said and had to drag my eyes back to the book.

“On the next page there are acts with an additional woman,” she said with a filthy grin, flipping the page over and making my eyes widen. “The more experienced a sorcerer you become, the more important will the magical enhancing acts be.”

“And more women equal more magic?” I asked.

She patted my back. “Exactly.”

Dressed in her purple dress, Cassandra opened the terrace door. “What are you two up to?”

“Letting him know what awaits him,” Salina said with a grin.

“How was the walk?” she asked me.

“Beautiful,” I answered. “I’m in love with this place.”

“It’s hard not to be,” Cassandra said, her eyes then flicking to Salina. “Isn’t it a bit cold with that outfit during this time of the year?”

“Not with Alban next to me,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

We spoke about various topics till the sun was setting and we started thinking about something to eat.

“We’re out of meat,” Cassandra said and looked at me. “Which animal do you want to eat?”

“I thought you said we’re out of meat?”

“Yes, but we’ll just have to slaughter an animal.”

I looked over at the rich pasture, seeing cattle, calves, lamb, sheep, goats and some poultry grazing around.

“Some lamb,” I said, which was my favorite meat but also the most expensive.

Salina then prepared the grill while Cassandra slaughtered and skinned the lamb. They tossed some root vegetables onto the grill and my mouth started watering. Salina eventually tapped my shoulder as I continued to leaf through the book. She’d taken off her dress and her upper body was only clothed in an apron and a bra.

“It’s time to eat,” she said and placed the plate of a roasted lamb right on the table. She took off her apron, hanging it on a knob.

What a luxury … I didn’t know how many times I’d been repeating that by now.

“Isn’t it a bit cold?” Cassandra asked Salina, fixing her eyes on her skimpy bra.

“Not when standing in front of a hot grill,” Salina said and made sure to sit right in front of me. Beads of sweat adorned her upper body. She threw her hair over her shoulders and pushed the lamb platter to me. I dug my fork into the lamb, seeing the juice seeping out and trickling down to the golden-brown vegetables. I loaded my plate and dug in. It was so delicious and savory, I couldn’t stop eating and spilled more than what I did yesterday.

“You sure have an appetite,” Salina said.

“I have been living out of bread and water the past years,” I said and licked the lamb fat from my lips.

“I also have a certain type of appetite,” she said and gave me a not-so-cryptic wink.

At the end of the meal, it was already dark. Cassandra set some candle lights on the table and aimed her wand at them. “Fire!” and fire bolts shot from the tip of the wand.

I grinned. “Awesome.”

“Even more awesome when you can start doing that yourself,” Salina said, crossing her arms which made her cleavage deepen.

“Is it a difficult spell to learn?” I asked.

“It’s one of the simpler ones,” Cassandra said.

“I just realized something,” I said and looked at the house. “There’s no electricity here?”

“Nope,” Cassandra said. “We have magic instead.”

“What is electricity?” Salina said, frowning at the strange word.

“Kind of like lightning,” Cassandra said. “But you can do all sorts of cool stuff with it.”

“Well, there is a male spell where you can shoot lightning from your wand,” Salina told me.

“Cool,” I said. My head was swimming with all these spells and I felt a strong desire to master them all. I knew very well what I had to do before they could teach me. I was nervous because I’d never had sex before, but I knew it was inevitable.

Cassandra played with my hair. “Are you getting tired?”

“Maybe a little,” I said. I wanted to ask them if we could start this magical enhancing act, but I was too nervous at the moment.

She pressed her lips onto my right cheek. “It’s okay, you can go to bed. Salina and I will sit here a bit longer.”

“Although I won’t let you go upstairs till I have kissed you too,” Salina demanded. I turned my left cheek to her and she kissed me a bit longer than Cassandra and also rolled her tongue out. “There we go, good night,” she whispered seductively.

I went up to my bedroom and started feeling a sharp pain in my balls. I took off my clothes and when I undressed my underwear, my erection snapped back up.

I slumped down onto my bed and looked at my throbbing, red cock. I’d dreamed since I hit puberty of getting it wet, but no female had ever gotten close to me. Here I had two gorgeous sorceresses who had a strong desire to sleep with me as quickly as possible—Now what the hell was I waiting for? Sex was the key to wielding magic, yet here I delayed it when they were right at my disposal. I searched my feelings and knew somewhat what it was about. I’d never had sex before, something they both knew and frankly didn’t seem to care about, but I did. I didn’t want to embarrass myself in bed and splash after a few touches. It had been one of my biggest fears. I’m sure if I explained it to Cassandra she would understand. I’m not so sure about Salina if she wanted to be pleased or if she wanted to please me.

I lay down on the soft bed and marveled over my happy state and two days of solid sleep, but then it was the erection left, which I knew would even be more painful tomorrow than today. I had to make up my mind. If I was destined to become a sorcerer and follow in the footsteps of my father then I had to man up.

Someone knocked on my door, startling me.

“A minute,” I said and donned my boxershorts, making sure my boner was safe against the waistband. I made my way to the door and Salina stood there with a skirt and her upper body naked, her boobs hanging down in the shape of two pears, but her thick purple hair erotically covered her nipples and half of her body. My jaw dropped, but she dangled a bra in front of my eyes, waking me up.

“Cassandra is taking a hot, steamy shower downstairs, and I need some help getting my bra on, do you mind?”

I swallowed hard and felt drops of sweat running down the side of my head. “Sure, b-but I d-don’t know how.”

“You just hook’em, like this,” she said and squeezed her elbows together when demonstrating how it was done, giving me ample view of her delicious cleavage. She dropped her bra in my hands and she whirled around, making her skirt flare up, flashing her ass like the flank of a racehorse. I knew I was going to make a fool out of myself since I’d never done this before, but she’d kind of backed me into a corner. I clumsily tried to get her tits into the cups, but they kept slipping out of them.

“Perhaps you should reach in a bit closer,” she said, grinning. “It’ll be a bit hard to get my bra on without your hands on my breasts.”

I held onto her heavy breasts, absorbing the warmth of her skin, and then I reluctantly dropped them into the cups. Oh gosh, that was the softest and warmest things I’ve ever touched. I then finally got the hooks on and she whirled back to me, her boobs swinging and jiggling with her movement. She briefly glanced between my legs and saw my erection growing past the waistband with a pearly drop of precum oozing from the slit. After the touch of her breasts, I realized I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Is there something you would like to tell me?” she said and twirled her hair on her finger.

“When Cassandra is done showering,” I said and breathed in deeply. “Tell her to come to my bedroom.”
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After I told Salina what she desperately wanted to hear the past day, she scurried down the stairs and snuck right into the bathroom. I didn’t know what types of soaps they used, but it sure smelled heavenly as the sweet fragrance and steam billowed up to the second floor.

Salina stayed in the bathroom a bit longer than usual, long enough to tell Cassandra what I wanted to tell her. Salina eventually opened the door and I heard her skip happily around the living room. I felt under my soaked armpits and had to dry them before she showed up. I flung open the wardrobe doors and searched for a towel, but I couldn’t find any. I believed they’d forgotten to show me my bathroom. I carefully made my way through the hall and to the second floor. Cassandra was still in the bathroom, humming a beautiful melody which certainly didn’t help my erection, nor relieve my desire for her—I just craved her more. I swept my eyes across the doors and fixed my eyes on a white door with my name written in a Helvetica font. I opened it and stumbled into a bathroom the size of my prior apartment. The floor and walls were made out of marble. Despite it being dark outside, it was so shiny it dimly lit up the room. I fumbled around for a switch but then realized there was no electricity here. I noticed torches mounted on the walls and a spacious shower and bathtub right next to the shower. I discovered a shelf with several towels rolled up and arranged artistically. I fetched a towel and wiped my back. One swipe and the towel was thoroughly soaked. I went to the sink and splashed some cold water onto my face, and stood on my toes to splash some cold water on my cock too, but it did nothing to relieve my erection.

I brought the towel with me and knew I couldn’t hide in here for the rest of the evening. Exactly when I stepped out of the bathroom, Cassandra called for me, “Alban, are you there?”

“Uhm, yes,” I answered.

“Did you want to see me?”

“Uhm, yes,” I answered to that too, fearful of sounding a bit dumb and nervous, but my nerves were impossible to hide since I already felt beads of sweat prickling my back again.

“Ok, give me a second and I’ll be right there.”

She had the sweetest and most caring voice I’d ever heard, and the more she spoke to me, the more I craved her. I went back into my bedroom and stumbled over my own feet and staggered to the wall, a second away from falling and possibly breaking something. I have to get a grip on myself; what would my father think of me when I can’t even get from one spot to another? My mind went spinning.

I slumped down in the bed and wondered if there were any ways to prepare myself, or maybe I was overthinking it. She knew I’d never done this before and by the sound of her voice, she sure was a sympathetic woman. No wonder my father had wanted her to be the one teaching me magic.

She climbed up the stairs and my heart skipped a beat. I tried to breathe deeply to calm myself down, but it was futile.

She knocked on my door. “Can I come in?”

“Yes,” I said and thankfully didn’t stutter.

She opened the door, dressed in a purple see-through gown, her boobs hidden behind a black strapless bra and her legs somewhat hidden behind dark stockings. She’d left the wizard hat downstairs, freeing her beautiful blonde hair which spilled all over her body.

“Salina told me you were ready, is she being a bit flirty again or is it the case?”

She gave me the decision to abort if I wanted to, but I wanted to learn magic, and I had been a virgin for an embarrassingly long time by now. It was time to become a man, even better—a sorcerer.

“I’m ready.”

“I could have guessed,” she said, smiling so her dimples deepened. She reached into her cleavage and grabbed her wand, pointing toward the candles on the nightstand and lighting them on fire. “Are you nervous?”

“No … maybe a little.”

“Don’t worry,” she said and slowly made her way to the bed. “I will guide you through it.”

“Ok.”

She extended her hand to me and I watched it dumbfoundedly.

“We must undress,” she reminded me, stifling a giggle with the back of her hand.

“Right,” I said and tried my hardest not to blush. I rose and she pulled the see-through dress over her head. She tossed it over her shoulders, and I raised my hands to her back, wanting to remove her bra, and then looked at her to make sure it was alright. She nodded gleefully and yielded to my young, curious hands. I was glad Salina had recently taught me how to hook a bra, otherwise, I would have embarrassed myself again. I unhooked them and the bra fell between us and I drank in the heavenly sight of her round boobs. As soon as I got my hands on her breasts, the wrist on my right hand started glowing. The sight startled me, but she gently took my hand.

“It’s the magic brewing.”

“It feels so warm,” I said in a lowered voice.

She giggled and then whispered close to my ear, “If you only know about the warmth when you will actually enter me.” Her hands slid down to my underwear. She struggled to pull them down since my erection was throbbing against them. When she’d free my cock, her hands fled to the hilt of the shaft. “Hmm, I haven’t held a male wand in so many years.”

I shivered with pleasure as her hands slid up and down my length: teasing and seductive strokes, making my wrist glow even brighter and cock ache even harder. She swiped her tongue once on her upper lip and once on her lower, leaving a trail of sweet saliva behind. She brought her face to mine, placing the softest kiss on my lips, and not enough with that, she slipped in her tongue and intertwined it with mine. What I’d believed to be sophisticated and difficult to master, all felt so natural. While kissing passionately, we fell on top of each other on the bed and rolled toward the middle, never parting from each other. Eventually, our lips separated, only to taste each other’s necks and let our hands roam freely across our bodies.

I made my way to her lingerie underwear and slowly pulled them off her, revealing a smooth line of hair right above her pussy. I marveled at the perfect symmetric slit with a golden drop of honey dripping from her lowest hole.

“Touch it,” she whispered close to my ear, grinning. I did as she wished, fingering her puffy wings and dipping in my fingers and probing deeply into her hole; the hole which will soon be covering every inch of my cock. “Do you want to taste it?”

“I would love to,” I said, mesmerized by the moment and how she guided me through this magical enhancing act. I went down on her, parting her thick legs and buried my face between them, licking her honey and kissing her wings. It was the tastiest and most special thing I’d ever tasted. I couldn’t compare it to anything else, but all I knew at this moment was that I craved more, so I continued to graze her till her breathing deepened.

“Oh, you are going to make me flood you with magic, climb on top of me.”

I was about to ask for directions and how, but so far it hadn’t been needed. I climbed on top, rubbing my piping hot erection on her sex and then slipping it inside and then sinking deeper and deeper till I bottomed out in her pussy. It was something else than time spent alone in the bedroom. It was a euphoric warmth brewing from my penetrating cock and rippling throughout my body.

“Slow and seductive,” she said with her eyes closed. “Let the magic guide you.”

I did as she instructed and slowly penetrated her, watching my glistening wand on my way out and then watching it disappear deep inside her. It wasn’t just my wrist that was glowing, but also my testicles.

“It’s so warm,” I said in a husky voice as I continued to plow her. “I don’t know how long I can last.”

“Hmmm, go quicker. I desperately want your magic seeds inside me.”

I started pounding her harder, so her tits rolled up and down her chest. She held onto her breasts and arched her back like the crescent moon. A dark green mist swirled from both of us, and it caught me by surprise. It was warm as steam but neon green.

“It’s just magic,” she said desperately. “Don’t stop fucking me now!”

I gave it to her harder than ever and the mist swirled even thicker, erotically covering parts of her. I threw my head back and groaned, firing blast after blast of cum inside her, splashing and spilling against her walls. She squeezed me with her legs while a warm liquid splashed at my chest. The green mist covered everything, and I couldn’t see a thing. Instead, I started seeing images of a strong sorcerer, wielding a wand like no other sorcerer before him, mastering the most complex, magic spells and boldly protecting his sorceresses. I then felt the magic flow from my penis and to my right hand.

I had performed the magical obligation and been magically enhanced.
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I pried my eyes open and pushed some baby hairs from my eyes. My hand then got entangled in lush blonde hair. Cassandra was lying right in front of me with her wide bottom backed right against my crotch, and my glowing erection nestled deeply into the crack of her ass. I caressed her round and firm butt cheeks, marveling over the fact that I had finally lost my virginity and become a sorcerer.

It had been magical in every way imaginable. I couldn’t think of anything else than having her pussy fluttering around my hard cock, her flesh so close to mine and the final moment when I came deep inside her honey comb.

I drew in a deep breath and caught the scent of the musky and hot flavors from yesterday. Her sugary walls were the most heavenly flavors I’d ever tasted. I didn’t only want more, but I craved it. It was something innate and powerful with this lust, something I hadn’t felt before. I believed it had something to do with the magic I was endowed with. It was what they’d explained to me before, that my bloodline was gifted.

As I kept caressing her round butt, feeling the warm touch of skin against skin, she moved her head and slowly opened her eyes.

“Oh, Alban, are you awake?”

“Yeah,” I said in a low voice, taking my time to enjoy this beautiful morning.

“How was it?”

“I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“Neither have I. I feel stronger already and more optimistic.” She smiled softly. “You’ll become a stronger sorcerer than your father.”

I liked the fact of following his footsteps, keeping this farm safe and possibly gathering more sorceresses. I also liked the fact that this was a world free from electricity and the constant bombardment from toxic media. This was my second night, and I’d never experienced a sense of peace like this. Even during camping trips, I was somewhat connected to something. Here, on the other hand, I was by myself, and two beautiful sorceresses.

I stopped caressing her butt cheek when I noticed a strong glow coming from my wrist.

“What’s that?” I asked Cassandra as if she were my mother.

She turned around, concerned when she heard hints of distress in my voice. “What is it?”

“My wrist is glowing green, way stronger than yesterday.”

The green glow illuminated the dim darkness in this bedroom. She wrapped her fingers around my wrist and flashed a smile.

“It’s your magic meter that has been filled.” She then showed me her wrist. “And so has mine.”

“So I can start learning magic spells now?” I said with hints of excitement. It had been a lifelong dream to not only become someone, but also to have magical abilities. Every child dreams about it, but there will be a time in our lives, we all come to terms that it’s all just fiction … well, not for me.

She pushed the baby hairs from my eyes. “Have you been sleeping the past few days?”

“It feels too good to be true,” I said and probably should stop thinking that by now.

“You don’t think this is real?” she asked and placed her hand right above my heart. She leaned in close. “Don’t you feel my breath on your neck?” she whispered and then mashed her chest right against mine, making me gasp. “That’s my heart beating right beneath my boobs. Do you still think you are dreaming?” She moved and acted so seductively, my mind and heart just melted. She then went for my wand and stroked the morning glory. “It feels real to me, or what do you say?”

“It’s real,” I said and moaned shortly after she stroked me.

She parted a little but only to reposition her mouth close to mine, giving me another piece of evidence that this was real by kissing me right on my lips. She parted and a string of her saliva stretched from her lips to mine. She raked her fingers through my hair.

“You aren’t dreaming, Alban. You are a sorcerer and we need you as much as you need us.”

I licked her taste from my lips. “I have come to grips with that now.”

She kept combing my hair, making eye contact and caring for me as no other woman had. It was so different from all those repulsive and disgusted looks I’d gotten over on Earth.

“Are you ready to be taught the fundamentals of magic?”

I nodded. Even if I wanted to lie with her so close to me for the rest of my life, I knew I had responsibilities to take care of.

“I am.”

She flashed me one of her beautiful smiles. “Any questions till then? I like to lie in bed a little before jumping out.”

“Hmm, well, what happens when I’m out of magic?”

“We repeat what we did yesterday,” she said and drew a clumsy circle on my chest. “And that will be needed more and more, especially as you will master more powerful spells.”

I sure had a lot to look forward to. “And any … acts like that will replenish my magic?”

“Sort of,” she said. “But novelties will enhance you with more magic, so you’ll have to rotate from Salina and me, and possibly more if someone else wants to move in with us,” she said and finished with a little giggle at the end.

Even better than I’d previously believed. One thing I feared was that they would develop some form of jealousy. I’d never heard of a relationship like this before.

“What’s troubling you?” she asked, sensing that something was wrong within seconds of seeing my troubled face.

“And you won’t be jealous?”

“No,” she said and gave me a funny look. “What makes you say that?”

“A relationship like this isn’t the norm where I’m from.”

“But it’s here,” she said. “We depend upon you for your magic seeds and your male spells. That role cannot be swapped with anyone out there.”

I nodded and calmed myself down. I didn’t know why I still searched for cracks in this new life, maybe a part of me still believed it was too good to be true. 

“Have you checked out your wand?” she reminded me and waggled her eyebrows. I lowered my gaze, seeing the hard tip pointing right at her wet pussy lips. She started giggling. “Not that one—the one on your table.”

“Oh,” I said and had completely forgotten. I turned around for the first time since I woke up, and to my surprise, it had stiffened like a proper wand. I grabbed it in my right hand and it was hard as wood. “Nice.” I felt an energy I hadn’t felt in my entire life. “What types of spells will you two teach me first?”

“You will see outside,” she said and nodded her head at the door. “A little shower before we eat?”

“I’d love to,” I said, and I definitely couldn’t decline her offer. We swung our feet off the bed and brought our clothes with us.

Cassandra yawned and stuffed her wand in the cleft between her breasts. “We’ll take my shower … don’t bother with a towel, we can share.”

“Ok,” I said and wouldn’t mind sharing a towel with her. We made our way out of the hall and down the stairs.

“Salina?” Cassandra said.

She was outside, tanning topless in the sun. She wrapped a towel over her breasts, providing an ample view of her cleavage. She pushed up her sunglasses and rose from her chair and slid open the terrace door.

“I’m here.”

“Prepare something to eat,” Cassandra said. “We’ll just take a shower.”

She barely even glanced at Cassandra, just keeping her eyes fixed on me, winking. “And what do you want to eat?”

“Just some bread and meat,” I said.

“I’m on it,” she said and winked at me again.

“Come,” Cassandra beckoned me inside her bathroom. “Don’t be shy now.”

I was too busy looking at Salina. There was something with her purple hair and violet eyes that always caught my attention. They were just unique traits that I hadn’t seen before. Cassandra’s bathroom was almost as spacious as mine, but she had a shower with space enough for three in it.

“Do you and Salina share this bathroom?”

“Yes, but we usually shower together,” she said and reached deep into her cleavage and grabbed her magic wand. “Fire!” She lit up the torches mounted on the wall and adjusted the brightness to a lighter color.

“That’s so cool.”

“Name a fruit.”

“Uhm, pear?”

She pointed the wand at the ceiling. “Scentera Pear!” It said POOF! And then the scent of ripe pears flooded the bathroom.

“That was amazing. How many spells exist in this world?”

She wiped her forehead. “Don’t ask me that,” she said and chuckled. “So many that they will make your head spin.” She laid the wand by the sink and I laid mine next to hers along with my clothes. Cassandra and I hopped into the shower, she turned it on, letting the warm water patter down her body. I jumped a little bit to the side when the warm water hit my skin.

“What are you doing?” she questioned and looked funnily at me.

“I haven’t taken a hot shower in years,” I said and the reason for that weighed me down a little. “I was a bit too poor for that.”

“I understand, but our water and heating system don’t cost anything,” she said and immersed herself under the shower head, leaning her head back as the water streamed down her goddess-like body. “I can turn down the heat if you want.”

“It’s alright,” I said. “How does the water system work here?”

“Not at all like in your world,” she said. “The water comes from the river. The heating is done by rocks under this farm that we have to fire up with magic.”

“Sounds sophisticated,” I said and gradually immersed myself under the shower head, the water pattering on my head and then pouring down the rest of my body. Even after my first time yesterday, my cock still rose inch after inch upon seeing Cassandra. I tried not to gawk too much, but her body was hard to resist.

“Don’t be shy now,” she said and turned her back to me. “More sexual stimulation will mean more magic.”

She bent over, flashing her bottom right at me and reached for a bar of soap in a container. “What’s your favorite berry?”

“Strawberries,” I said.

She spun around and handed me a pink bar of soap. “I do you and you do me, okay?”

“I’ll try,” I said. I started at her neck and shoulders, and worked my way down the length of her body. I noticed that the bubbles were of the same colors as the soap, and they had a strong fragrance of strawberries. While I did her, she couldn’t wait and rubbed me in with her soapy hands, starting at my neck and working her way down, stroking my penis a couple of times and then continuing down my legs. I made sure I didn’t miss a single inch of skin, going under her breasts, under her arms and all along her back. Her full moon was by far my favorite part, and it was like an endless amount of flesh to knead. She then went back to cleaning my cock, giving it a few extra strokes and her lips slowly stretched into a smile.

“Just got to clean some of that cum off your dick.”

“Hmm,” I moaned as her hands slid up and down my length.

We eventually washed off the soap and hopped out of the shower. She donned her purple sorceress dress, and with the help of her wand, blow dried her hair.

“Wow,” I said and wanted to giggle badly. It seemed like there was an endless amount of spells I could learn. She then pointed the wand at me and blow dried my hair while combing it with her hand.

“It’s already growing longer and longer,” she said.

I wanted to tell her how I lost a lot of hair because of stress and my autoimmune disease, but I decided not to. It all felt just too good at the moment.

“I know,” I said.

“So, now your hair is dry,” she said happily and stuffed her wand back between the cleft of her breasts. I donned my clothes and we went out to the living room and then the terrace. Salina had already set the table. Baskets of fresh bread were lined up along with bowls of butter and plates of smoked meat. We sat down and I leaned forward to get a better view at the delicious food.

“What took you so long?” Salina asked, arching an eyebrow.

“We were just showering,” Cassandra said and kicked her feet under the table.

Salina then shot me a glance. “Just showering?”

I nodded. “Well, for this morning, yeah.”

She started grinning. “Where is your wand?”

I held up my stiff and glorious wand, and her grin stretched even wider.

“Now you’ve not only become a sorcerer, but also a man.”

“Come on,” Cassandra said and gave her a look. “We need to be serious when teaching him magic spells.”

“There’s nothing wrong with having some fun once in a while.” She pushed the basket to me. “Go on, you need to be fed properly for your first lesson.”

I loaded up my plate with three buns and buttered them thickly. I laid the smoked meat on the side and took a bite of both simultaneously. It was the fluffiest and tastiest bread I’d ever tasted, and the butter was so savory and fresh, I made sure to lick my fingers after every bite.

“What type of magic spells will you teach me first?” I asked both of them.

“It depends upon you,” Cassandra said. “But we’ll have to start with something light since it can be complicated to grasp at first.”

“There’s no need to underestimate him when he successfully did you the first night,” Salina said and leaned back comfortably while taking a bite from her bread.

Cassandra rolled her eyes again and then made sure to kick her under the table again. “You know we have to start somewhere.”

Salina became serious for once. “Arrows?”

“It’s simple enough,” Cassandra said and then turned to me. “What do you say?”

“I don’t understand?” I said and was about to take a bite of my third bun but put it back onto the plate.

“The arrow spell will shoot arrows from your wand,” Cassandra explained. “Useful to hunt down enemies when you don’t want to make noise nor be seen.”

“Can you show me?” I eagerly asked.

Salina reached for her wand. “Arrovera!” she said and an arrow fled right from her wand and hit the wall a couple of inches above my head. I almost jumped off the sofa. I turned and the flint was buried deep into the wood.

“I can shoot harder than that,” she boasted. “But it was just for demonstration purposes.”

Cassandra didn’t seem all that pleased she’d fired an arrow at such a close distance from me but guarded her tongue. “So, what do you say?”

“I would love to learn that,” I said. In fact, any of these spells looked so cool that I wanted to learn all of them.

“Cassandra and I struck a deal yesterday,” Salina said. “I will be the one teaching you your first spell.”

I knew about their deal but pretended not to. “It doesn’t matter to me. I just want to learn.”

I made both of them smile proudly.

By reflexes, I was about to reach for my plate again, but Cassandra laid her hand on mine. “Again?”

“I thought about taking the dishes …”

“You aren’t on earth any longer,” she said. “That’s our job.”

I nodded and believed this was the third time I’d done that.

“Old habits,” I said and chuckled, not trying to laugh it off but was elated for the new life here.

“I will clean the table while Salina will teach you,” she said and winked at me.

I reached for my magic wand and went down to the garden with Salina.

“Let me set up a couple of targets,” she said. She went to a wooden box, reached in with both her hands and got up a bunch of balloons.

“Balloons?” I questioned.

“Exactly.” She slipped her wand over the lip of the balloon and used the same spell as when Cassandra had blow dried her hair. “Aero!” She quickly filled the balloon with air, bloating up to the point it would burst. She then tied the lip to a cord which was attached to a rock and threw it aside. I stared at the balloon, questioning why it looked like a wolf.

“You might wonder why the balloon looks funny?”

I nodded. “I was just about to ask.”

“They are depicted as werewolves, usually referred to as the witches’ pets.”

There sure was a lot to learn about Sorcera Germania. “Are they dangerous?”

“They are.” She sighed. “The last time we dealt with them, they wounded another sorceress.”

“They won’t next time,” I said firmly.

It made her grin. “Now that’s the right mentality.” She strode toward me. “Let’s get right into your first spell,”

“I’m listening.”

She tossed her purple hair over her shoulder and said, “Every common spell has two main components. The first is the call-up word, which in this case will be arrovera.” Her eyes flicked to me and she placed her right hand on her hip. “Don’t leave me hanging here. Say it.”

“Arrovera,” I said.

She shook her head. “You must emphasize every single common spell.”

“But how can I emphasize it if I’m supposed to use this spell in order not to be heard?”

She pointed her wand to the horizon. “Arrovera!” she emphasized in a whisper, and shortly after, an arrow shot from the tip, traveling so fast it whistled in the air. “You can emphasize words without raising your voice.”

“Right …” I said and lifted my wand to the horizon. “Arrovera!”

“That was a bit more like it,” she said proudly, and I earned myself a thumbs up from my teacher.

“But I didn’t shoot an arrow.”

“Because you are missing one component and that is to connect the magic from your own body to the wand.”

“How do I do that?” I asked.

“Now that’s the fun part,” she said and filthily grinned. “You know already what you had to do in order to make your wand stiff, and you should know by now that sexual stimulation goes hand in hand with the magic we use in this world. The same way you are looking and lusting after female flesh, and the way it connects with the wand between your legs, is the same way you connect your mind to the wand you hold in your hand.”

I kind of had an inkling of what she was talking about. “I kind of understand.”

“There is no kind of with me, you either understand or you don’t.”

I lowered my gaze. “I don’t understand.”

She touched her breasts. “Do you like those?”

“Hmm, yeah,” I said and already felt something stiffening in my pants.

“What about now?” she said and lowered her bra from her upper body, flashing both of her pink nipples. My cock hardened to concrete, making her smile. “Now that’s a good student.” Her right hand fled right to my cock, but instead of finishing me right there, she tucked it against the waistband. “I will play with it too, but that will be for another time. I’m trying to teach you something essential here.”

“By showing me your boobs?”

She nodded seriously. “You just saw something you like: a nude part of a female. The arousal connects with your wand right there,” she said and reached for my cock again, giving it one, pleasurable stroke. “It then rises, hardens and with some additional stimulation bursts with magic. That’s the essence of wielding a magic wand. You must use the stored-up magic, focus intently and then make the magic burst from the wand in your right hand.”

The way she vividly used the metaphors made me understand what she meant. “I think I—”

“You either understand or you don’t,” she interrupted me. “As a male, you need to be confident. Without confidence, both your wands will end up limp, and there can’t be any magic bursting from a limp wand.”

“I do understand,” I said with my feet rooted firmly in the soil.

She stepped aside and pointed at the balloon. “Make your teacher proud then.”

I concentrated on what she’d just explained and slowly lifted the wand to the horizon. I started feeling what she’d just explained: The magic brewing inside me, connecting with the wand in my hand. I closed my eyes and then opened them. I could do this. I had sex with a woman yesterday, something which had felt far-fetched a couple of weeks ago.

“Take your time now,” Salina said and crossed her arms across her chest.

“Arrovera!” I said and stomped my foot down at the same time. I jolted and staggered back, falling with my back against the grass, and yet holding tightly onto my wand.

Salina quickly shook my shoulder. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “But what the hell was that?”

Her smile widened. “You just performed your first magic spell.”

“I did?”

She took my hand and pulled me up to my feet, embracing me in a warm hug. “You are a pretty damn quick learner.”

“But I didn’t even see the arrow,” I said.

“But you certainly must have felt it.”

To be honest, I don’t even know what I felt. It was like touching an electric fence.

“I did, but it will be useless if I fall on my back.”

“It’ll come naturally with practice.”

“Should I try again?”

“Of course, you should,” she said. “But try to put less emphasis on the spell. The more you emphasize it, the more powerful the spell.”

I tried standing a bit wider, preparing for the impact. I pointed the wand to the horizon and concentrated on the spell.

“Arrovera!” I staggered back only a little. I then saw with my own eyes the arrow shooting right from the tip of the wand. I giggled like never before.

“Well done,” Cassandra proudly said.

“Arrovera!” I said again and shot another one.

This was awesome.

Salina placed both her hands on my shoulders and brushed some of my hair aside. She pressed her lips right onto my neck.

“Now that’s a good student,” she said. “How about we move things up a bit? Try to aim for the balloon.”

I pointed the wand at the balloon, closing my left eye. “Arrovera!” The balloon burst and I turned my victorious grin to Salina who stood with her hands crossed over her chest.

“Perhaps a bit too easy for you,” she said and went to the wooden box. She filled up ten more balloons and spread them apart. She came jogging back to my side. “You have to shoot them one after another and as quickly as possible.”

“Challenge accepted,” I said and fired arrow after arrow, making the balloons burst one after another. I turned to Salina who genuinely dropped her jaw an inch and slowly clapped her hands.

“Well done,” she flattered me.

I was elated, feeling a joy I hadn’t felt before. It was something that had been missing all my life. I was a sorcerer, and I had the power to wield a magic wand.

We continued the practice for a little bit longer, and I mastered most of her challenges.




The sun was setting and my thoughts started drifting toward something to eat.

“We must have forgotten lunch,” I said.

“Lunch?” Salina questioned. “We eat when we are hungry.”

“Right,” I said. I had completely forgotten about the so-called eating schedule when having fun. We went back to the farmhouse. Cassandra was on the terrace with a pile of books on the table, leafing through them.

“I’ve never come across someone who understands the fundamentals of magic as well as Alban,” Salina said.

“You are actually serious for once,” Cassandra said and winked at her friend.

“Hard not to be,” she said and patted my back. “Especially after seeing how well he wields his wand.”

“Did you see me?” I asked Cassandra.

“From when she flashed her boobs at you till you shot down the balloons like a man,” she said and shut the book with a snap. “I knew you had it in you.”

“I will take care of the stew,” Salina offered.

Cassandra was about to stop her and rose. “After everything you’ve done today?”

“You know I don’t like to rest,” she said and placed her hand on her hip and gave her a look. “I’m sure he’d like to sit down next to you for a little too.”

“Alright then,” Cassandra said. “But tomorrow, I will make dinner.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Salina said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

“What books were you looking at?” I asked Cassandra, sitting down next to her and inching my hips closer to hers.

“I figured since you learned your first spell so quickly,” she said and reached for a book and opened it up. “I thought it might be time for you to learn how to fly on a broomstick.”

“Really?” I said, my eyes widening.

She nodded. “It might be a big jump, but you surprised me today.”

“Me too,” Salina said, carrying the kettle filled with water. She placed it over the firepit and fetched her wand. “Fire!” She shot bolts of fire at the wood under the kettle. She then reached for the chunks of chuck roast and poured it in along with the root vegetables and cream.

“How do you make it fly?” I’d loved the sensation of flying with her. I’d never even been on an airplane and had some issues with heights, and I believed she’d noticed it too.

“Magic, silly,” she said. “But it has to be taught, otherwise it can be quite dangerous.”

“Like what?”

“Like you falling from great heights at high speed,” she pointed out.

It made me reel back and reconsider learning to fly. “I’m not so sure about flying any longer.”

“I will teach you,” she reassured me. “There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“I just have a fear of heights,” I confessed.

“And it’s brave of you to admit that,” she said and eyed me with more interest.

“I guess,” I said and wanted to lower my eyes.

“Fears can be overcome. Were you perhaps fearful yesterday when you became magically enhanced?”

What had happened yesterday was a memory for life and all that overthinking had just gone up in smoke the second I entered her.

“I was, but it disappeared quickly.”

“It will be so too when you mount a broomstick,” she explained. “Since you are a sorcerer, it’ll feel as natural as mounting another woman.”

I hoped that will be the case. I’d no wish to fall down from the middle of the air.

“But can you make any broomstick fly?”

“Oh no,” she said. “The broom must be made with twigs from a rare tree called luxarbor.”

“Let’s hope they have some at the market,” Salina said and stirred the stew.

“Yes, I hope so too,” Cassandra said.

“Why don’t we all go to the market tomorrow?” Salina suggested. “Alban should see our world.”

“I would love to,” I said.

“Then it’s settled,” Cassandra said.

While Salina kept stirring the stew, I leafed through the book, immersing myself in the text. I’d never read something so deeply and with so much interest. I’d just skimmed the books at school. They were just so boring and felt so useless. I read now about how to make a turn on a broomstick, flying quicker and using magic to make it fly in the first place. I was reading so deeply that everything faded in the background. I was gone till Salina set the kettle on the table and I heard my stomach growl.

“I’ve never lost myself in a book before,” I said and felt a bit dizzy when pulling myself out from the text.

“You certainly must have known how to read, otherwise you wouldn’t have understood what I wrote to you in your diary.”

“I do, but the school books were so boring and felt so useless they were tough to read.”

“There’s a reason behind that,” Cassandra said. “You were never meant to live in that world. You belong here, Alban.” She finished her sentence with a kiss on my cheek. I poured myself a bowl of the same delicious stew as yesterday. The chunks of meat melted in my mouth along with the creamy gravy. It was fatty and salty and topped with parsley and chives. It was exactly what I needed after a day of practicing magic.

“It sure drains you of energy to practice magic,” I said and kept shoveling the stew into my mouth.

“At the beginning,” Cassandra said and blew onto her spoon before putting it into her mouth. “But when you will get more used to the common spells, it’ll feel be more natural.”

Salina wasn’t as careful as Cassandra and after a spoon in her mouth, she had to fan her face.

“It’s hot,” she said and reached for a glass of water and drank.

“Typical you,” Cassandra said and flashed her a smile. “To forget a simple little spell.”

“When I’m hungry,” Salina excused herself. “I tend to forget the most basic spells.” She snatched her wand from her cleavage and pointed it at her bowl. “Ice!” She pointed it at mine. “Do you want it to cool down?”

I nodded. It wasn’t necessary, but I still hadn’t gotten over my awe at all the magic spells.

“I like mine to cool down naturally sometimes,” Cassandra said. “More time to enjoy the dark, chilly evening.”

“I also prefer the colder months,” Salina said and swallowed another mouthful. “A time we need to huddle together for that extra warmth.”

“What else would you be thinking of?” Cassandra said, chuckling. She then fixed her eyes on me. “Any favorite seasons?”

I was just about to jab another spoon in my mouth but lowered it back to the bowl. I had never had a favorite season since I never really had anything to look forward to. Although, I disliked the warmer and sunnier months more since it just made me more jealous when seeing all those happy people passing by me.

“I’ll probably say the darker and colder seasons too.”

Salina waggled her eyebrows. “He’s one of us.”

After we’d eaten, we leaned back on the cushions and enjoyed the stars in the sky. They glittered among the moon and shone so brightly.

“Are the stars here also magical?” I might have sounded a bit stupid, but after a closer look, the way they were smeared out across the night sky—They looked like pearly cum.

“All the stars across every single world are magical,” Cassandra said.

“You might even notice some resemblance to the stars and the magic seeds coming from your wand,” Salina said and boldly winked at me.

“I did actually think of it,” I said. “But I’ve never seen stars glitter the way it does across this sky.”

“They are supposed to glitter like that in every single world out there,” Cassandra said. “It’s just that you have too much light pollution in your former world. We rely on magic here.”

I wrinkled my nose. I couldn’t think of anything positive with their inventions either. By sitting here and just winding down naturally, I felt more connected. The spacious house, surrounded by nature and two women who cared for me. It was impossible to know what love meant when you’d never been loved in your life. I just let my thoughts drift up to the sky and enjoyed the chilly air which softly blew past us.

“Do you want a blanket?” Cassandra asked me, seeing the goosebumps spreading across my arms.

“Yes, that will be comfortable,” I said.

Cassandra reached for her wand and pointed it at a blanket on the other side of the sofa.

“Movera!,” she said softly and lifted the blanket in the air and moved it toward us, spreading it evenly on top of us without moving a hand.

Salina chuckled. “I can’t wait to see your expression when you’ve learned your first male spell.”

“When will I get used to all of this?” I asked them and gaped in awe at how Cassandra had just moved that blanket.

“Over time,” Cassandra said and pulled the blanket and tucked it under her chin.

“When will we go to the market tomorrow?”

“After we’ve eaten,” Cassandra said. “I want to bring you there when there are as many sorceresses as possible. Some of them will recognize you.”

“Was my father that known?”

“Oh please,” Salina said and waved her hand.

I looked forward to tomorrow. I felt optimistic, something that had been absent all my life. I yawned and marveled over how quickly the day passed.

“Are you tired?” Cassandra asked.

“Yeah … I might go to sleep soon,” I said. I thought over what we’d done yesterday, and I wanted to do so again. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to, and I was a bit too shy to ask at the moment. Cassandra inched her hips away from me and rose from her seated position, making room for me to leave. I missed the touch of her flaring hips against me already.

“Sweet dreams,” Cassandra said and pressed her lips onto mine; a brief touch that was enough to make me faint. Salina also rose from her seated position, licking her lips and pressing them onto mine, holding the kiss a bit longer.

“Sweet dreams from me too,” Salina said.

“Thank you,” I said and stepped inside the living room and ascended the stairs leading up to the second floor. It seemed like Salina wanted to say something. She looked kind of horny at the last second there. I went into my bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed. I could still smell Cassandra’s heavenly fragrance.

“I regret I didn’t seize the opportunity, asking to sleep with him,” Salina said. Right, Salina also needed to have sex with me to replenish her magic. The window was slightly opened, so I heard their conversation.

“There will be plenty of other opportunities,” Cassandra said.

“I know,” Salina said, sighing. “Now that he’s gone … perhaps you can tell me how it was?”

“It was hard, thick and warm,” Cassandra said as if she were in love. “I want him again and that badly.”

“And the magic … did he only finish inside you or did you get something on your body?”

“First, he filled my pussy and then shot some on my chest.”

“Gosh, I’m getting turned on just by listening to this. Did you taste it too?”

“I did, it was so creamy and rich and potent.”

“I want him more than anything now … what about orally, did you suck him?”

“That I forgot,” Cassandra said, with hints of regret. “Although he went down on me.”

“My panties are getting soaked.”

“Already?” Cassandra asked in disbelief.

“Touch me,” she insisted.

I could imagine the scene in front of me as both of the women giggled.

“Do you know what, when it will be my turn, let’s have a threesome.” Salina giggled even more like a horny teen.

Cassandra said, “He just lost his virginity the other day. We can’t just throw him into a threesome.”

“Dah, of course we can,” Salina insisted.

“Please, give him some time. You know very well we can’t live without Alban.”

“If you don’t want to tonight, how about tomorrow?”

“If he wants it,” Cassandra said and opened up to the idea of a threesome. I wiped my brow as it started getting a bit hot in here.

Salina sighed. I hoped their little petty arguments like those weren’t all too common. They didn’t sound heated, but heated arguments always had a beginning. I sure was in the mood for another steamy night, but I must admit, I did feel the information overload. Judging by the way I gaped at Cassandra moving that blanket with the help of her wand, I definitely hadn’t adjusted to life here.

I pulled the shirt over my head and laid my stiff wand on the nightstand and watched it closely. It was something very powerful with that wand, and it gave me a sense of comfort. Without a wand, I would be a nobody. It was the item that would keep me and my women safe. I found it funny that I just thought about them as my women, but that’s what it felt like.

I snuck into bed and pulled the sheet close up to my chin, looking forward to the upcoming day.
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“Hold on,” Cassandra said, standing next to me and attaching the wand sheath to my pants. “There we go, try it out.”

I stood in front of the mirror and had just eaten leftovers from yesterday’s delicious stew. We were about to leave, but Cassandra had forgotten a final touch on me. I slid the wand into the leather sheath and admired how epic I looked. Salina was right behind me and pushed my hair behind my ears.

“Gosh, your hair is growing long.”

“I know,” I said. It wasn’t just that, but I looked slightly taller, or maybe it was my posture which had become straighter the last couple of days. “Don’t you also have sheaths?” I wondered if every other sorceress just used their breasts to keep their wands safe, but that couldn’t be possible for them all.

“We have,” Cassandra said and pointed at hers hanging on her dress.

“But we prefer to spice things up a bit,” Salina said and stashed her wand into her cleavage. “It can be seen as an overly confident gesture for some of the other sorceresses, but I couldn’t care any less.”

“I like your attitude,” I said and her confidence turned me on.

“Have you gotten the silver?” Cassandra asked Salina.

Salina patted the pouch, the coins clinking. “Enough for a broomstick and perhaps a couple of other ingredients.”

They reached for their broomsticks and simultaneously said, “Volera!” And let them fall from their grips, but they didn’t drop, just hovered. Cassandra swung her leg over the stick and wrapped her hands around the end of the shaft. She winked and motioned me to sit behind her.

“Is it a long flight?” I asked and swung my feet over the stick.

“It will be longer if you keep such a distance from me,” she said and reminded me to sit closer. I inched myself closer to her back and wrapped my hands around her waist. She reached for her hair and slung it in front of her breasts instead. “Can you see better?”

I didn’t mind having her hair in front of me. It wasn’t only shiny and lush but smelled like roses.

“Yes.”

“It will only be a couple of minutes,” she said. “You can even see it from the air.”

The broomstick jolted upward and I felt a tingling sensation in my chest as we flew over the treetops and started gaining altitude. Salina was right next to me, her purple hair fluttering in the wind and hands wrapped hard around the broomstick. I held onto Cassandra and watched where she was pointing.

“That’s the market,” Salina said.

It was situated on a plain after the forest. I saw tents, stands, cobbled streets and a bunch of sorceresses. It bustled with life. A river split the market in two and bridges arched over the bubbling water. Cassandra tilted her broomstick down and was about to land by the entrance.

I swung my feet off the broomstick and landed right on the cobbled street with tufts of grass growing between the cobbles. I saw plenty of other women, some younger and some else a bit older, but very few of them were smiling.

“I don’t know why,” I said. “But do they always look this depressed?”

Cassandra slowly shook her head. “No, they don’t. Something must have happened.”

“On top of that be prepared to be recognized,” Salina warned me as we started up toward the streets.   

It was difficult not to bump into other women. They had such a wide variety of hair colors and robes and dresses. Many of them wore wizard hats and had wand sheets attached to their robes. They also had bags slung over their shoulders, probably filled with goods.

“Cassandra, Salina?” someone already recognized them, and we halted in the middle of the street. “Long time no see!”

The woman, or I supposed sorceress, embraced them in a three-way hug. She parted from the hug, looking excited to see her fellow friends. Her angel blonde hair reached her shoulders and she had thick red lips that were dying to be kissed. She was a bit taller than I, but I found her incredibly attractive. I didn’t know what they did to their faces here, whether they applied makeup or if they had some other tricks up their sleeves, but they all looked polished to me, with clean and healthy skin.

“I know, we should definitely get together more often,” Salina said.

“A bit hard now though … Alban turned twenty-four the other day,” Cassandra said and motioned me to her. I stood a bit awkwardly in the background. Even in the presence of Cassandra and Salina, I was still shy around women.

“Come on now,” Cassandra reminded me again, taking my hand and presenting me to her friend.

Her green glittering eyes turned round as saucers while she drank in the sight of me.

“Alban?” she said in disbelief, studying me some more. “The son of one of the greatest sorcerers—what an honor to meet you!”

She extended her hand to me, catching me a bit off guard, but I then reached out to shake her hand and enjoyed every second our skin was touching.

“Nice to meet you too,” I said, hoping not to sound too awkward.

Her eyes strayed down, searching for something. “Has your wand … gotten stiff yet?”

“Yeah,” I said and scratched my neck with my left hand since she didn’t want to let go of my right.

“That was quick,” she said and struggled not to giggle. “So when will my lovely two friends teach you your first spell?”

Salina crossed her hands across her chest. “I already taught him Aroverra. Believe it or not, he learned it within a day.”

I couldn’t possibly believe her eyes would widen even more, but they did and her refusal to let go of my hands seemed to have grown stronger, although I didn’t mind.

“I’ve never heard of a sorcerer who learned his first spell within a day.”

“Why don’t we all get something to drink,” Cassandra said. I also noticed how we blocked the street while horses and carriages tried to get past us. “We sure have a lot to catch up with.”

“Oh, I forgot,” she said and looked me in the eyes. “My name is Wendy.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said and she finally let go of my hand. I was about to say my name but reminded myself she already knew it. I rarely had to present myself in the past since no one even bothered. I’d never been put into a situation where someone knew my name beforehand, but it felt good to be honest. I felt a bit taller than usual.

Wendy meandered her way through the busy street. The other sorceresses were carrying a diverse set of items, from owls to bottles of potions. She led us under this welcoming arch with symbols of glasses filled with various kinds of colored liquids. Right by the entrance, I noticed two distressed women with bags under their eyes and slightly frizzy hair.

“I never thought he would get kidnapped.”

“But we don’t know that yet. He might as well have disappeared.”

I raised my eyebrow, the street noises muffled their conversation, but I noticed Cassandra was also listening, and her expression didn’t comfort me at all. We chose a table and settled down. Salina nudged Wendy with her shoulder.

“We want some attention too,” she said with a flirtish grin.

Wendy kept eyeing me with interest, not paying attention to her friends. “I’m sorry, I’m just excited to finally see him. I was a little girl when your father died. And I remember the day you were born too as if it were yesterday.”

“Oh ok,” I said and didn’t know what to reply with.

“Did you magically enhance both of them?” she asked, her grin plastered on her face.

“Uhm, I—”

“Only I have slept with him,” Cassandra said, rescuing me from an impendent embarrassing moment. “Since it was I who made his wand stiff.”

“My turn will come very soon,” Salina said, grinning in my direction.

“You should have just had a threesome,” Wendy said eagerly, struggling to keep her voice low.

“We thought about that but didn’t want to rush things,” Cassandra said and crossed her arms across her chest.

“I’m sure Alban will,” she said and lightly kicked me under the table.

I started to have an inkling why my father had favored Cassandra if every woman here was so flirty and horny. The waitress came over with a quill and paper in her hand.

“Blue tea,” Cassandra said.

“The same,” Salina said.

“Sweetened tree water,” Wendy said.

The waitress then looked at me, and yet again, Cassandra came to my rescue. “Do you want to know what they serve here?”

Judging by the diverse drinks they were ordering, I believed we would sit here for a while if she would explain it all to me.

“Just recommend me something,” I said.

“Blue tea for him too,” Cassandra told her.

The waitress wrote it down and then fixed her eyes on me.

“A male sorcerer who doesn’t know what’s on the menu?” she questioned and exchanged questionable looks with the three women and then her gaze lingered on me. She finally gasped. “You look like—“

“Tone it down, sweetheart,” Salina interrupted and lowered her voice to a whisper. “We don’t want every single sorceress out there to know Alban has returned.”

“Oh gosh,” she said and covered her mouth with her hand. “How time flies.” She strode off back into the bar and came back out with a tray with steaming cups on top. She placed my cup in front of me first, which was a size larger compared to the rest of the cups.

“For you,” she said with a gentle smile and then served the rest of the women.

“Thank you,” I said and leaned over the cup with this icy blue liquid. I fanned away the steam with my right hand, looking intimidated at this exotic drink. I waited for her to go and then asked Cassandra, “What is this exactly?”

“It changes temperature for every sip you take. It heals you,” Cassandra explained and sipped gladly. “It’s the combination of hot and cold.”

“Cool,” I said, trusting her words and lifting the cup to my lips. I took a few sips which were scalding hot. I set it down on the table and then lifted it to my lips again. It was icy cold and I felt suddenly elated as if butterflies were in my chest. “It’s delicious too.” The taste was slightly sweet and sour, reminding me of candy.

“How are things going by the farm?” Wendy asked, wrapping both her hands around the cup and sipping carefully. “Any news, gossip?”

“A bit boring till Cassandra fetched Alban,” Salina answered. “Now it’s getting a bit more exciting.”

“Boring might not always be so bad when foreign powers are trying to disturb our peace.”

Cassandra and Salina leaned slightly over the table.

“What do you mean?” Cassandra asked.

“Well, a male disappeared the other day … one that happened to look a lot like Alban.”

If it hadn’t been for this magical drink in front of me, I was certain I would have felt a shiver down my spine.

“A disappearance?” Cassandra said, her face darkening. “I haven’t heard about that in years.”

Wendy crossed her arms across her chest and leaned forward too. “There are all kinds of rumors floating about. Some say a witch has returned, some others say some jealous women wanted to rape him, but nobody truly knows.”

“I remember Alban’s father warning us that a witch would return when Alban would reach twenty-four,” Cassandra said.

Cassandra had explained to me briefly before about witches and demons and how they used dark magic, but I still didn’t know what they wanted from me.

“What do these witches want?” I asked.

“They usually have one aim and that is to get rid of the males and weaken us females and eventually destroy our way of living. But they value stronger males more than weaker males.”

“Why?” I asked, not so sure if I wanted to know.

“To make a potion out of you, so they can drink your strength.”

Of course, there had to be a catch in this nearly perfect world. It wasn’t all sex and magic and living self-sufficient.

“How do you defeat a witch?” I asked.

Cassandra smiled briefly at my question as if it made her proud. “With male spells.”

“It doesn’t make me comfortable if there is a witch on the loose,” Salina pointed out.

“It’s just a rumor for now,” Wendy said and leaned back in her chair. “Relax, I haven’t seen you in a while.” Although she gave me the most attention.

Cassandra took a sip of her blue tea and relaxed her shoulders. “And how are things going in your household?”

“It’s the same as usual, but with a lot of gossip,” she said and found a subject she enjoyed rather than doom and gloom.

Salina leaned forward again. “Bring it, that’s my biggest weakness.”

They talked about girly stuff, which was boring enough to put me to sleep. Although the occasional magic spell and dirty moment caught my interest again. I stretched my arms and then turned to the bar. The waitress quickly looked away, blushing. It made me raise my eyebrow. Had she stood there and watched me all along? I knew it was going to take a while to get used to all of this attention.

“I told you that you were popular here,” Salina said and nudged me with her shoulder.

“What?” Wendy asked.

“The waitress has an eye on Alban.”

“Dah,” Wendy said. “Every sorceress out here has one.” They all exchanged grins and Wendy then asked, “So why have you brought him to the market, to show him our world and way of living?”

“No,” Cassandra said. “We’ll get him his first broomstick.”

“That’s amazing that you have decided to fly,” Wendy said. “I just thought about a thing, I’m not so sure whether there are any broomsticks available.”

“What do you mean?” Cassandra asked and her eyebrow shot up her forehead.

“They were sold out a few days ago. Vera told me it will take at least a month to grow more.”

“And what about finding more in the Glimmering Forest?” Cassandra asked.

“They haven’t dared to go back there after the rumor.”

Cassandra started drumming her fingers on the mug. “Are you sure there is nothing left?”

“Not a hundred percent sure, but it could be a good idea to check as soon as possible.”

Cassandra gulped the remaining blue tea in one draught. “You are right.”

Salina looked a bit disappointed, and it seemed like she wanted to continue to delve into gossip. “Gossiping for another day,” she told Wendy.

“Of course. Later on, perhaps we could take a field trip together … all four of us,” she said and fixed her eyes on me.

Cassandra smiled but something told me she wasn’t all that pleased. “One day we certainly will.”

“Alban sure will need some of that magic replenished from all that teaching,” Salina said with a filthy chuckle.

We rose from our seats, and Cassandra laid some silver coins on the table. We moved back to the streets.

Wendy sighed. “I think I have to go back home now.”

Salina embraced her so intimately, their tits mashed together and were on the point of spilling out of their bras. I didn’t know if I should be looking or not, but it wasn’t fair when it felt as if every single woman out here had a thing for me. She parted from the hug and then went for Cassandra, and they hugged just as intimately. I started feeling warm rings of sweat forming under my armpits as it started getting quite hot here. She then glanced at me, perhaps making sure I was looking. She let go of Cassandra and then opened up her arms to me.

“I know we just met,” Wendy said. “But a woman likes to cuddle and hug.”

She was impossible to resist and I opened up my arms to her, absorbing the warmth of all three of them in a single embrace. She lingered in my arms far longer than the other two hugs and left a sloppy kiss on the cheek.

“I will definitely see you again.” She took a few steps backward while waving at me, bumping into another lady on her way.

“Doesn’t she live with a male?” I asked Cassandra as we started up toward the street, passing many stands and sorceresses. It was when she’d asked about a field trip that made me question whether she lived with someone or not.

“She does, but he’s weak,” Cassandra explained. “Everyone here is weak compared to you.”

We made our way through the busy street. A woman, dressed in a beige pencil dress, looked curiously at me. She had the perfect hourglass figure, and I wondered if it was some magic behind those curves. I boldly met her gaze and noticed the black in the center of the yellow eyes was vertical.

“Hello there, handsome,” she said in a low, young voice.

“Hello,” I said.

“You don’t happen to be Alban?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

“Maybe,” I stammered.

“Excuse us, Carina,” Cassandra said and took my hand. “But we’re a bit busy.”

Carina looked annoyed at first but then blew me a kiss. When she turned, I noticed this long wagging tail right above her butt.

“What is she?” I asked.

“A sorceress of course, but also an animagus. She can turn herself into an animal.”

My eyes widened, mesmerized by her tail and curves. While I was still gazing at her, I was about to bump into another woman holding onto her children. Her eyes widened and then she stepped aside.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized.

She blushed and held a hand over her busty chest, her eyes twinkling. “I’m alright.”

I tried my hardest to follow Cassandra and Salina, but all around me were gorgeous women. Their conversations suddenly stopped and when I passed by them, I felt their eyes on my back.

“Hang in there,” Cassandra said and smiled as she also noticed I was bringing a lot of attention. “The shop is right there.” She nodded her head at a dusty tent with a sign depicting a broomstick. I could hardly spot any broomsticks though, but the dusty shop sure needed a good sweeping. Sitting on a stump in the corner of the tent, a young woman sat and leafed through a book. Her long brown hair curtained her face and shyly hid her eyes from my view. Cassandra knocked on the counter.

“Good day, Vera,” Cassandra said with a friendly smile.

The woman named Vera placed a piece of paper on the page and slowly pushed her hair behind her ears. She revealed her cute freckles peppering her cheeks and her hazel eyes.

“Hi, Cassandra,” she said with a cute voice and rose from the stump. Unlike the other sorceresses, she was moderately dressed in a long-sleeved purple dress and long black stockings, sitting a bit lose on her and some spots were also patched up. “How can I help you?”

“We are looking for a broomstick, if you have any?” Cassandra asked. It was difficult to take my eyes off the young lady, but when I looked away for a second, I spotted sticks but without the broom.

“Unfortunately I only have sticks. We are out of brooms.”

“And it isn’t possible to gather more from your luxarbor?”

She shook her head. “It’s going to take at least a month to grow more.”

“Does your father or perhaps your neighbors have any plans to go to the Glimmering Forest?” Cassandra asked.

She slowly shook her head. “I’m sorry, not after what happened a couple of days ago.”

Cassandra sighed and exchanged glances with Salina who didn’t look so optimistic either.

“Can’t we try getting these twigs ourselves?” I asked Cassandra and for some reason, I also wanted to impress the young lady.

She thought long and hard. “Maybe …”

The young lady then lifted her gaze and looked questionably at me, but unlike the other women, she shyly averted her gaze.

“Well, we can’t just stand here for the rest of the day,” Salina said and drummed her fingers on the counter.

“I know,” Cassandra said and still pondered deeply over her next decision. She looked hard at Salina. “I’m not venturing out there without you being magically enhanced.”

“It’s about time,” Salina said with a grin. “I told you we shouldn’t have waited when we had the chance yesterday.”

Since Vera didn’t want to look at me, I watched a couple of women taking off on their broomsticks. Their flight was mesmerizing and I also felt a strong urge to fly up in the sky.

“We should go back and make some plans,” Cassandra suggested. I knew very well what they were talking about. Salina and I needed to get down in a steamy act. Having all these gorgeous sorceresses around me, I felt a stronger libido. Although I felt something entirely different toward Vera. She struck me as someone poor and shy, and I could relate to her. But I wasn’t sure, she might like to dress that way but it seemed unlikely.

“We’ll be back,” Cassandra told Vera with a friendly nod.

“Safe travels,” she said and lowered her gaze shortly after and slumped back down onto the stump.

Cassandra motioned me over to the broomstick. I inched myself closer to her back and wrapped my hands around her waist.

“Hold on tight,” she warned me before taking off. I cast a last glance at Vera who just kept leafing through her dusty book.




We flew back to the farm and landed by the gravel road at the entrance.

“You had a thing for Vera,” Salina said and pushed her hair behind her ears, making sure I saw her grin.

“Who?” I asked.

“Don’t play dumb now,” she teased me some more. “The young lady who sells and crafts broomsticks.”

I did my best, trying to hide my true feelings, but I blushed. “But she didn’t say much.”

“It’s because she’s shy, perhaps the shyest sorceress out there,” she said. “But I can tell, she’s definitely into you.”

I wasn’t so sure about that, not compared to the other sorceresses who kept throwing glances at me.

“I guess the broomstick has to wait for now,” Cassandra said with a sigh. Rain pattered lightly around us as gray clouds sheathed the sky. We whisked ourselves into the farmhouse and I felt my stomach rumble.

“I will start with the dinner,” Salina said and patted my back. “I won’t have you waiting long.”

What a luxury having these sorceresses run the household for me. “Thanks.”

“You are welcome,” Salina said with a wink. “It’s a woman’s duty. Now tell me, what do you want to eat?”

“Hmm,” I said, thinking. Just as it was a luxury to have someone cook the food for me, it was even a bigger luxury to be able to choose a dish like that. “Surprise me.”

Salina flashed me a smile. “My favorite.”

I went into the living room. The past few days I’d mostly been on the terrace. It was so beautiful that I didn’t feel any desire to sit inside.

“Do you want to see some photos of your father in the meanwhile?” Cassandra suggested.

“I’d love to see photos of my father.”

We both slumped onto the leather couch in the living room. I watched the painting of my father above the fireplace.

“We’ll soon have to replace it with you,” Cassandra suggested.

“I’d like to look at it for a bit longer,” I said. I felt a deep serenity while studying him. He wore a knitted sweater along with dark blue pants. He held onto his wand in his right hand while his hair fluttered in the breeze, his gaze fearless. There was a time when I loathed my own existence and wished I’d never been alive since I was too big of a coward to take my own life, but that had changed, and I thanked him for the life he’d given me.

“Do you want to see him in motion?” Cassandra asked.

Her proposal puzzled me. “What do you mean?”

She reached between the cleft of her breasts and fished up her wand.

“Motionera!” she said and pointed the wand at the painting. The wall shook and suddenly he waved his hand to me, making my eyes widen to saucers.

“Wow,” I murmured and watched as the painting came alive. He made his way toward an ax and a stump, and placed some wood on top. He swung the ax over his shoulder and swung it back down onto the wood, splitting it in two. He kept chopping wood, piling them up into heaps next to him and carrying it back to the fireplace.

“What a relaxing life,” I murmured in awe.

“That’s how we are all supposed to live,” Cassandra said and rose to her feet. She went to the bookshelf and pulled out an album. She placed it on top of my lap and then pointed her wand at the cover. “Motionera!” The album rattled on my lap.

“What did you do?”

“Open and see for yourself.”

I did what she told me, flipping it open and seeing multiple photos in motion. I leaned back on the leather couch and leafed through the album. The pictures were moving. They reminded me of those digital photo frames, which were cool at first but usually gave me eye strain. The photos I had in front of me were as real as they could get, and I didn’t feel any eye strain at all.

“Found anything interesting?” Cassandra asked and leaned over my shoulder.

“My father, I wished I could have met him.”

“He sacrificed himself for us. He was a strong sorcerer, one of the strongest seen in thousands of years.”

“How did he know he was going to die if he had time to hide me?”

“He was wounded by dark magic,” she explained wistfully. “Right after he’d defeated the witch twins, he only had a couple of more minutes left of his life, giving us instructions on what to do with you.”

“He must have been a wise and heroic man.”

“He was,” Cassandra said, tears welling in her eyes.

“What about my mother, how did she die?” I asked. I had never bothered before about my past, although I’d accepted what I was now—a sorcerer belonging to a powerful bloodline. I couldn’t help but to think over my family tree.

“Unfortunately she died in childbirth,” Cassandra explained. “When a female gives birth to a powerful male, she will always die.”

“Why?”

“You have to ask nature which made us that way. The wise men say it’s because a male is powerful and it’s important that someone must be sacrificed, but don’t mourn too much for the woman; it’s a great honor to give birth to a male, something every sorceress desires.”

I leafed to the next page when my mother was pregnant with my father. She looked incredibly strong and optimistic, even if she knew her time would soon come to an end. A part of me wished to see her, but I was glad there were at least people who cared and had cared for me, hiding me in another world in case I would have been kidnapped. She waved at me and smiled. I couldn’t help but to wave back, wondering if she’d notice me.

“Why were there so many women who were looking at me at the market?” I asked Cassandra. She’d partly explained to me earlier, but it felt odd in every single way.

“First of all, males are rare, secondly, strong males are even rarer and almost non-existent,” Cassandra explained further. “With your potent, magic seeds, you can enhance sorceresses with powerful magic, making the spells more potent, and this is something every single woman out there desires.”

In other words, every single sorceress out there wanted to sleep with me. It was mind-boggling.

“It’s a lot to digest.”

“Keep in mind,” she reminded me and patted the sheathed wand which was attached to my pants. “It’s equally as important for you to be stimulated too, otherwise your wand will turn limp.”

“I know,” I said.

Cassandra laid her hand on my shoulder, making me stiffen by her touch. “Tomorrow, would you be ready to go on your first adventure?”

“To find the magical twigs?” I asked. It excited me, and not only that but it was a golden opportunity to impress Vera.

She nodded. “Yes.”

“I am,” I said firmly.

“We’ll have to venture deep into the forest, and those places can sometimes be hostile,” Cassandra said. I had an inkling she wanted to say something explicitly, but found it hard to do so. “And Salina and I don’t want to go there without both of us being magically enhanced.”

“Okay,” I said and felt my heart rate rise along with my cock. “That shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Are you sure?” Cassandra kindly asked.

I nodded. I’d missed holding onto her flesh greatly and Salina was a horny ticking time bomb who was constantly teasing me. Cassandra pressed her lips onto my right cheek, making me stiffen even more.

“Come, she should be ready with dinner by now.”

I laid the album aside and sauntered out to the terrace. The rain was still pattering outside, the field of wheat wet and glimmering. Salina had rolled out the awning. On the table was a plate with fried turnovers and a plate of honey-glazed vegetables topped with salt. I took a seat and my mouth started watering immediately.

“What’s inside the turnover?”

“Some are with meat and some are with cheese,” Salina said. She took off her oven mitts and sat down with us, passing me the ladle. “What were you up to?”

I had barely eaten for the entire day, so I greedily filled my plate and said, “Seeing some photos of my father.”

“Ah, the album,” Salina said. “I look at them from time to time …. So have you decided what we’ll do tomorrow?”

“We’ll go to the Glimmering Forest and find a luxarbor,” Cassandra said.

“After Alban has magically enhanced us,” Salina said and waggled her eyebrows.

“We’ll deal with that after we’ve eaten,” Cassandra revealed, making Salina’s lips slide up into a grin.

I tried not to focus too much on how we would spend the coming evening. The food was too delicious anyway. I took a crunchy bite from the fried turnover, only to reach ground meat seasoned perfectly with some delicious fat. I then went for a spoonful of roasted vegetables which had the perfect amount of honey and salt. It was an absolute delicacy and I ate till it was barely room for anything else.

“This was delicious,” I said with a hand over my swollen belly.

“The desert will wait for you upstairs,” Salina said with a wink.

I smiled a bit awkwardly, but in reality, I couldn’t wait. “I’ll just go up and rest for a little.”

“We’ll come after we’ve taken the dishes,” Cassandra told me.

I went back into the living room, my cock throbbing against my pants. I’d so many things to look forward to, soon a threesome and tomorrow an adventure. I went up the stairs and into my bedroom. I planted my hands on the window sill and gazed out at the farm. Salina and Cassandra were discussing who took which part.

“I want him and that badly,” Salina said and I heard the clinking of plates as I assumed she was taking the dishes.

“I hope you just leave something to me,” Cassandra said.

“He’s already buried his wand into your pussy,” Salina confronted her.

“I know,” she said. “I don’t want to sound selfish, but if you can just leave something for me.”

“Of course, I can,” Salina said. “I’m certain he also wants to taste you again.”

They both giggled.

“You better hurry with the dishes,” Cassandra said eagerly.  

They went on a bit back and forth. I found it hard to believe they were arguing over me. I reached for the wand and noticed it was a bit limper than the day after Cassandra took my virginity. It sure was going to take a lot of magical enhancing acts to keep it stiff—something I didn’t mind at all.

I started undressing, but didn’t get far till Cassandra called from downstairs, “Alban, are you ready?”

“I am,” I cried back. Both of them came striding up and then entered my bedroom. They wore purple see-through nightgowns. Salina grinned wolfishly and her eyes prowled all over me.

“If you only knew how many years I’ve been waiting to become magically enhanced and perform the female spells.”

I drank in the sight of both of them, and I wanted to tear off both of their robes. Salina seductively crawled up to the bed, eyeing the rising tent in the middle of my boxers. She tugged at the fabric and said in a husky voice, “This right here must come off you.”

I tugged at her gown. “So must this.”

We exchanged grins. “Take it off me.”

While I pulled the gown over her head, Cassandra came crawling up on the other side of my bed, helping me pull down my boxers, making my cock snap back up so hard it slapped against my tummy. It was already throbbing hard and aching to be sucked. 

Salina eyed it with surprise. “I wanted to unveil it.”

“It’s enough Alban for both of us,” Cassandra said. My eyes flicked to her billowing cleavage where she mostly kept her wand. I went for her nightgown too, helping her to pull it over her head. Once it was off her, I revealed her boobs topped with the pinkest and sweetest nipples.

“Go on, taste them,” Cassandra said as I got a nipple in my mouth and sucked on her sweet tit. While my tongue grazed her round soft skin, something wet and lush enveloped the head of my cock. I came off her sweet boob and glanced down at Salina who sucked and licked my cock, gagging as she tried sticking it deeper down her throat. I went back to Cassandra’s wonderful breasts. My lips started trailing further down her toned waist and I was about to reach her mound. I watched her wide thighs and round butt, getting horny for more, but the pleasure from Salina’s sucking started to derail me, bringing me to the point of climax. She noticed this when the magical, green mist started swirling around us. She came off with a loud pop.

“A bit too quick there, sorry,” she said with a giggle.

Cassandra rolled her eyes. “Grind him, it shouldn’t be too stimulating.”

“Sit on my face in the meanwhile,” I said as I laid myself flat on my back, dying to lick her.

“I was about to suggest that,” Cassandra said and lowered her pussy right onto my face. I found another delicious treat to lick. She must have been wet for hours since the honey was spilled all over her inner thighs. I did my best to clean her with my eager tongue, but more trickled out from her inner walls. At the same time, I felt the second pussy of my life clamping down on my throbbing cock. I was overwhelmed by all these physical touches and yet again felt the magic brewing slowly. Salina kept grinding me eagerly, making it yet again hard for me to last as the slightest touch pushed me closer to the edge. Both of the women just giggled at the naughty moment while I tried to restrain myself to last longer.

“Hmm,” Salina moaned and waved her hand over the mist. “Look at that magic.”

“I’m feeling it too,” Cassandra said. “It will feel good to be able to use magic properly … ah, again.”

My fingers sank into Cassandra’s ass, giving her the hint it wasn’t much left of me.

“I’m about to cum,” I said, hoping her wide cheeks didn’t muffle my voice. She moved her ass off my face, a string of her lovely juices stretching from my lips to her pussy.

“Let’s line up,” Cassandra told Salina, who reluctantly dismounted. My soaked and rock-hard dick slipped from her pussy, and she joined Salina by the end of the bed, sitting down on all four and pushing her ass at me. I went for Cassandra’s slit first, thrusting my cock deep into her. Five strokes and I was about to blast. I pulled out and then entered Salina and only managed four, my teeth sinking deeply into my lips. I dipped into Cassandra’s hole and the green mist thickened to the point I could barely see the sorceresses any longer. I pulled out and it started getting too painful. I set both my hands on Salina’s ass and thrust her till my pearly cum splashed all over her walls. I pulled out and shot the bedroom wall, my seeds splashing all over us. I then briskly stuffed it inside Cassandra’s slit and spilled the remaining seeds deeply into her womb. I moaned while my wrist turned so hot it felt as if it were on fire.

“It’s burning,” I said.

“It’s just the feeling,” Cassandra said and turned around to me. “Your magic can never be a danger to you.”

She was right. The fire slowly faded and I looked at the magic bar on my wrist which had been fully replenished and also the wand at the nightstand which had stiffened to its full glory. I fell between both of them and longed for sleep more than anything.

“Are you alright?” Cassandra asked me and ruffled my hair.

“Yeah, it’s getting cooler now,” I said and enjoyed the aftermath of a powerful climax.

Salina purred next to me and raised her right fist to the ceiling. “Magic … long time no see.” She turned to me and kissed my cheek. “You wield both wands equally as well.”

I found it hard to believe since I hadn’t done that much. “I guess.”

She punched my shoulder, brimming with life. “Where is the confidence?”

“I do,” I said firmly.

She snuggled up to me, her right boob spilling over my chest. “That’s better.”

Cassandra’s wrist was also glowing and she couldn’t help but smile. “Let’s rest now. We’ll need that for tomorrow.”

I sank my head onto the pillow, both the women cuddled up against me, mashing their bodies against both my sides. I draped my hand over both of their shoulders as their breaths simultaneously flowed down my belly and to my seeping cock.
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I woke up sandwiched between Salina and Cassandra, and yet again my morning wood throbbed harder than ever. I raised myself in bed and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I felt the urge to live. I had no desire to just lie here in bed for an entire morning. I thought over yesterday, and not even in my wildest imagination had I expected a threesome.

I rubbed my eyes again in case I was still dreaming. Cassandra and Salina still lay naked between me, their nude bodies as real as these walls and the wand and the farmhouse.

They woke up shortly after, kissing me and curiously reaching for my cock. They giggled when their hands bumped into each other.

“I really don’t want to rise,” Salina said.

“There will be a night today too,” Cassandra said.

“And tomorrow, and the day after tomorrow and the day after that,” Salina said and chuckled, stroking my morning wood. Cassandra was the first who rose followed by Salina and I. Salina made some sexual jokes with Cassandra on our way back down to the living room.

“Any preparations?” I asked them.

“We can eat first,” Cassandra said. “We don’t know how long we’ll be there.”

Salina heated the leftovers with her wand and staggered back at the force of the spell.

“Wow,” she said, astonished. “I can’t wait to tap into the female spells.”

“When needed,” Cassandra corrected her. “It’s never good to waste magic.”

“I know, but I’m just excited,” Salina said and sat down, aiming her eyes at me and waggling her eyebrows. “How was yesterday?”

“I wish it will be repeated,” I said.

“We sure have some fun times ahead of us,” Salina said and passed me the plate of turnovers.

I glanced at Cassandra who smiled, but behind that smile, I saw hints of worry. “So long foreign powers won’t interfere with our life.”

“With Alban on our side, we have nothing to worry about,” Salina said. “You saw what his wand was capable of yesterday.”

I rolled my eyes at her lewd jokes and started eating another rich and savory meal. The turnover with cheese was the most delicious thing I’d eaten so far.

After our meal, we rose and went to the garden. Cassandra shielded her eyes from the strong glare of the sun. The gray clouds from yesterday dispersed and what was left was a clear sky.

“At the least the weather is promising,” Cassandra said and pointed her wand at the broomstick which stood against the wall. “Movera!” And she lifted it up and pulled it toward her, catching it in her left hand.

Salina had been in the bathroom and came striding out in her sorceress dress. Both the women had left their hats behind for now. They slung a back scabbard over their backs, which I assumed were for the broomsticks.

“Don’t forget the baskets,” Salina said and tossed one to Cassandra who slipped the handle over the stick. They made the broomsticks fly and swung their legs over them. Cassandra patted the spot behind her and I smiled as I prepared myself for another flight.

“How long till we’re there?” I asked her.

“About an hour,” Cassandra told me. “We’ll be going farther westward till we’ve reached the Glimmering Forest.”

“It’s very glittery and pearly … a bit like your seeds,” Salina said, surging up and skimming the treetops.

I wrapped my hands around Cassandra and held onto her tightly. She surged up and followed Salina, as they took me through their beautiful world. We flew over an endless green sea of trees and pasture. What I believed to be bulls roamed around, grazing. Birds spread their wings and soared up to the sky when we flew too close to the trees. There was an endless amount of wildlife and nature to gaze at, and it looked a bit similar to Earth. Except that I was flying on a broomstick.

We passed over a misty lake and after that, a thin mist shrouded the horizon. Beneath the mist stood trees and glittered.

“Should we get something to drink?” Salina asked in the air.

Cassandra nodded. “Let’s descend.”

The ladies slowed down and descended to the treetops and onto the forest floor. I jumped down onto my feet and not far away from me was a mushroom the size of a boulder, emitting this red, hazy mist. It was red and dotted with white dots. I was about to check it out, but Cassandra warned me.

“Whatever you do, stay away from those mushrooms.”

“What do they do?”

“They make you dream,” Cassandra said.

“And the dreams might not always be pleasant,” Salina added.

“Must be difficult to walk around here,” I said and studied it further. The trees grew wide apart, but not comparable to any other forest I’d seen before. The thick leaves weighed the branches down, bending like arcs, and the leaves glittered like blinking stars. I watched them in awe and questioned so many things. “Why do they glitter?”

“Why do we speak or have arms and legs?” Cassandra said. “It’s just how we were made.”

“Only that I’ve never seen glittering trees, nor giant mushrooms for that matter.”

She slid her broomstick into her scabbard, reached for the basket and motioned us ahead. “There’s a lot to see here which does not exist in your old world.”

I had no doubts about that as she led me through the forest. It didn’t take long till I noticed another strange sight. We came across this ravine and the stream kept flowing up the hill, and not only that but it was this unexplainable force pulling us up, almost like gravity. “Why does it feel as if someone is pushing me upward?”

“Maybe because I’m,” Salina said and flirtishly pushed me ahead.

“She’s just joking, certain parts of this forest have unexplainable magic,” Cassandra said. “It’s a reason why this is one of the rare parts where you can luxarbor and its magical twigs.”

We stopped by the stream, sat down on our knees and drank for a moment.

“It’s so fresh,” Salina said and spilled some on her chest and dress.

“Especially after a long walk,” I agreed and tried not to peek too much at her soaked clothes. I’d already seen her naked, but after a certain time, I grew equally as hungry to see her flesh again.

“Have you been here before?” I asked them.

“We have, but it was a long time ago,” Cassandra explained. “We are usually advised to stay away from these parts. They can be a bit too mysterious, and no one wants to bump into a witch.”

“We still don’t know whether a witch is there or not,” Salina reminded her.

“You are forgetting his father’s predictions.”

“Let’s just get the twigs and then leave,” Salina suggested.

“I had no plans to stay in the first place,” Cassandra said and aimed her lovely eyes at me.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to leave as quickly as possible. I hadn’t even been here for an hour and I was already deeply fascinated by this forest.

We rose from our seated positions and followed the ravine. We had to dodge the mushroom mist now and then. The trees just continued to glitter to the point I had to narrow my eyes.

“Are these the luxarbor trees?” I asked.

“Closely related,” Cassandra said. “We need to climb up a hill till we reach a clearing surrounded by glittering trees. You’ll see it soon.”

I started seeing the hill as we made our way to the side of the ravine. It ascended several feet, surrounded by walls of glittering trees, but even from here did I see a thick, slightly barren tree soaring up in the middle with thick branches whose leaves and twigs floated.

“Let’s climb up to get a better look,” Cassandra said eagerly. We quickly climbed up the hill till we reached even ground and had the luxarbor tree towering right in front of us. I watched it in awe. It was as if balloons were attached to the twigs, making them float. It was also a perfect wall of trees surrounding the luxarbor as if guarding it. Nature sure was fascinating sometimes.

“What a tree,” I said and studied the thick roots branching out across this little clearing.

“It’s one of the rarest trees in our world,” Cassandra explained. “It can grow to several thousand years old.”

Goosebumps prickled my skin and I said, “I just hope the twigs grow back out if we take some.”

“Oh, they do,” Salina said. “It’s a part of its magic.”

A giant shadow loomed over us, and I sensed danger breathing down my neck. Salina flew forward and crashed into the tree wall, covered in a sticky web. I whirled around, facing a spider the size of a bull. Cassandra’s hand flew toward her wand, but it was too late. The spider shot its sticky spider-web at her, making her fly to the tree right next to Salina. It then aimed its ruby-red eyes at me, regarding me coldly. I snatched my wand and pointed it right at it while stepping backward, but the spider slowly followed me with its creepy eight legs and kept eyeing me hungrily as if I were about to become its next meal.

“Shoot it in the eye!” Cassandra shouted and tried to untangle herself from the sticky mess.

I swallowed hard, and knowing that I hated spiders, I moved surprisingly steadily.

“Arrovera!” I shouted and shot one right at its red-glowing eye. The spider released this terrifying shriek and reared up on its back legs, making me gaze up at its dizzying height. Holy shit it’s huge. The legs came crashing down and it bolted toward me. I flung myself onto the ground, and it ran right over me. I quickly climbed back up to my feet and whirled around. It climbed up the tree faster than I could blink. I pointed the wand at it, but it would be impossible to strike it when it was running around like that. It came to a halt, narrowing its one healthy eye at me while blood dribbled out from the other. It shot a sticky web at me, and I flung myself to the right and rolled on the ground. The web hit my right leg and it was impossible to move while the web stuck to the ground. The spider noticed this and quickly ran down and toward me. I desperately kicked my shoe off and I threw myself to the right, almost hitting the tree wall. I quickly got up to my feet and my eyes flicked everywhere till I spotted the spider, currently stuck in its own web.

“Arrovera!”

I fired the arrow right at the abdomen. It reared its legs again, so briskly it pulled itself free from the spider web, running amok again. This was going to be more difficult than I thought. I caught my breath and was even more lost on what to do next.

“Alban!” Cassandra cried. “Shoot its eye when it tries to shoot you.”

“Okay!” I shouted back and kept my eyes fixed on the spider running around till it slowed down and aimed its eyes at me. I got my third chance now and didn’t waste a second. I pointed my wand at its eye.

“Arrovera!” I shouted and struck it right at the other. It shrieked even louder than before and squirmed on the ground.

“Did I kill it?” I said, my heart still thumping rapidly.

“No, but you’ve temporarily blinded it, come help us please!” Cassandra shouted. I hurried toward them, glancing over my shoulder and making sure the beast wouldn’t try to surprise attack me. I looked at the web and scratched my neck.

“How am I supposed to get you out of there?”

“Get one of the twigs and try to spin it around—whatever you do—do not let the web get near you.”

I’ve understood that so far. I ripped off the nearest twig and twirled it around the web till she could move her arms and legs again. I glanced over my shoulder, the spider still squirming with blood pouring from its eyes. I held out my hand to Cassandra and pulled her free.

She shuddered. “Come on, let’s get Salina out of there.”

She grabbed the closest twig, breaking it off the branch and twirling it around the spiderweb. I noticed now she’d gotten hit straight in the face, and the web had sort of glued her mouth together.

“Ugh,” she shuddered when she could finally open her mouth. “I fucking hate spiders.”

We grabbed her arms and pulled her out simultaneously.

“Come on,” Cassandra said. “Let’s kill that wicked thing for good.”

They both reached for their wands and approached the writhing spider.

“Fire!” Cassandra shouted and sent out thick bolts of fire. I flinched at the powerful bolts, hitting the spider several times till it burned like a pyre.

“Ice!” Salina shouted and formed a ring of ice around the spider, which I assumed was so the forest wouldn’t burn down. We approached it slowly, as it burned to its death. It was hard to process the thought we’d almost been killed by a giant spider. Even a spider the size of an orange would make me panic. I didn’t know where this bravery had come from, or if it was something powerful resting within me which had just been awakened.

I touched the ring of ice as it slowly melted. The spider was already a burnt corpse just lying there, being reduced to embers and ash.

“Now comes the question I didn’t have time to ask earlier: who let that spider into these parts of the forest?” Cassandra asked.

“It might have been a rare case,” Salina said and dusted off her shoulders.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Those spiders aren’t native to this part of the world,” Cassandra said. “Most likely someone brought it here.”

“Why exactly here?”

“Someone might have known we were on our way.”

Salina raised her eyebrow and seemed skeptical. “Who knows, at least we got out.”

It wasn’t something I wanted to think about at the moment. I went back to the entrance and retrieved the baskets, tossing one to Salina who caught it perfectly. I stood in front of the thick trunk of the luxarbor and gazed up at the fluttering twigs.

“Should we get the twigs?” Cassandra asked, brushing off the concerns for now.

“I’d love to,” I answered.

She retrieved her broomstick from the back scabbard. I sat behind her and we flew up to the twigs. “Try to rip one off the branch.”

I tore it off and then noticed it was light as a balloon but weighed like a regular twig. “Cool.”

“Let’s get what we’ll need and head back to Vera before she closes.”

We flew around the tree and kept breaking off the twigs and piling them into the basket till it was full. “Will this be enough?” I asked Cassandra.

“Oh yes, Salina is also gathering some.”

“Enough for you to impress Vera,” Salina flirted with me.

So that’s what it was about, not that I minded or could hide that I was interested in that young woman.

“To kill that spider will be enough to impress Vera,” Cassandra said.

“I didn’t really kill it though.”

Cassandra turned around and gave me a look. “If you hadn’t been with us, we would have ended up as spider feed.”

I found it hard to argue with that one since it was true, and it was also something that disturbed me.

“Be careful so you don’t fall off the broomstick now,” Cassandra had to remind me.

I made sure to wrap my hands around her waist. “I never believed I’d the courage to fight a giant spider.”

“There’s a good reason you’ve been hidden for so many years,” she said. “You’re stronger than what you think you are.”

I nodded. “I guess so.”

“I can’t wait to get back so we can teach you some more,” Salina said. “I’m excited to see how well you wield the wand even further ahead of your journey.”

“He’s already got a tight grip around it,” Cassandra said.

“I know,” Salina said. “It can only grow stiffer and tougher from this point.”

I wasn’t so sure what they were talking about now but it didn’t matter. Cassandra told me to hold on tight as we surged up and away from this forest.




We flew slower, so we didn’t drop the baskets. After about an hour of skimming the treetops and flying over rolling hills, with the sun about to disappear under the horizon, a plain extended as far as the eye could see. We saw some other sorceresses flying, glancing at us and probably wondering where we’d been.

“Did the rumor scare them all?”

“Kidnappings aren’t pleasant,” Cassandra said.

We jumped onto the cobbled street which was lit by torches. The streets weren’t as busy as in the morning; most of the women were packing their bags and closing their shops for the day.

“Let’s hurry before she leaves,” Cassandra said.

“She’s usually just there reading anyway,” Salina said. “I don’t think she’ll be going anywhere.”

We arrived at the dusty tent and Salina was right. She sat on the stump with a candlelight next to her, looking prettier than ever while she flipped through the pages. Cassandra knocked on the table, and Vera placed a finger on the text and glanced at us. She then placed a paper in between the pages and rose to her feet, her brown hair cascading down her waist.

“We have some work for you,” Cassandra said while Salina and I placed the baskets on the counter.

“Is that …?” she asked and fixed her eyes on the baskets.

“It is,” Salina said with her right hand on her hip.

“Where did you find that?”

“In the Glimmering Forest.”

“I can’t believe you went there,” she said, lowering her voice to a whisper.

“Not alone, but with his help,” Salina said and nudged me with her shoulder.

“I see,” she said and shyly looked at me and looked away. “Do you want me to make one now?”

“If you have time,” Cassandra said.

She nodded. “I’m just glad I’ve some work. It’s been going poorly the last couple of days.”

“We’ll pay you with a basket of magical twigs, is that alright?” Cassandra asked, making her eyes widen again.

“That’s a lot,” she said and I believed her eyes turned from hazel to gold within a second. “I will have it finished within ten minutes.”

“Take your time,” Cassandra said. “We aren’t in a rush.”

She snatched the baskets and pushed some things aside on her working desk. She rolled out a mat and then reached for the stick. Cassandra and Salina were slowly walking in the other direction. I caught up with them.

“I want to talk to her, but I’m not sure how.”

“What do you mean?” Salina asked. “You’ve already magically enhanced both of us and fought a spider and a little girl like her is supposed to be intimidating?”

“A bit,” I said and tugged at my collar. For some reason, it felt like the prospect of making a move on her was more intimidating than facing a giant spider, which didn’t make much sense.

“I’m certain she will appreciate some help,” Cassandra said and offered me one of her gentle smiles.

“Do you think so?” I asked.

“One hundred percent sure,” Cassandra said.

I halted in the middle of the street. I couldn’t lie, I felt more nervous than ever, but I had to take actions.

“I’ll see if she needs some help.”

Cassandra winked at me. “We’ll be down by the fountain, probably chatting to Wendy if we find her.”

I nodded and went back up to the dusty purple tent. I wasn’t sure what I was doing. I reached the counter and she was in the process of spinning a thread around the twigs and the stick.

“Uhm,” I said and cleared my throat. “Do you need any help?”

She froze and glanced at me for a brief second. “Uhm, I’m almost done.”

It was kind of a blow, but I decided not to give up.

“Do you want someone to talk with?” I asked, thinking perhaps it could be a bit lonely working here all day.

“Sure,” she said and pulled another stump next to her. I carefully made my way to it, hoping not to be too intrusive.

“I’m sorry, they are a bit dirty,” she said and tried brushing away the dust and wood chips from the surface.

“I barely even noticed it,” I said and sat down anyway. “I’m used to sitting in dirty places.”

She moved the candle slightly away from her, perhaps trying to hide the fact she was blushing. “How … you have inherited one of the wealthiest farms.”

Interesting, so she did know who I was. “I haven’t always lived on that farm,” I explained. “My father hid me in another world.”

“It’s not common to hear about other worlds,” she said, her voice still low and shy. “It’s a spell only dedicated sorceresses are capable of performing.”

“Cassandra sure is one,” I said and thanked my father again for letting her teach me magic and sorcery.

She kept spinning the thread around the broom and I watched her. I tried figuring out what to say next before it turned too awkward.

“How was it?” she then asked.

“How was what?” I asked and hoped not to have been rude for not understanding what she was talking about.

“Your world,” she said, lifting her gaze to meet mine.

“Oh,” I said and scratched my neck. “Horrible in so many ways. I was dirt poor and dealing with a disease that was about to derail me. I never really fit in anywhere. Whatever I did, it was all wrong.”

She looked at me, puzzled. “I’m sorry about that.”

“It’s nothing to be sorry about. The little time spent here sure has made up for it,” I said. “I couldn’t think of any other world I’d like to be in.”

“I find it strange since you are one of the wealthiest of us,” she said. “I wouldn’t expect you to want to sit on such a dirty stump.”

I wanted to chuckle but had no wish to offend her. “The place I lived in isn’t even comparable to this tent. It’s luxurious in fact.”

“I wonder why your father put you there if it was so horrible.”

“I’ve been asking myself the same,” I said. “But by making me a nobody, no one would even look at me, so that might be the reason.”

“Smart guy,” she said and tied the thread into a knot.

“You are skilled,” I told her.

“Thank you, but this is one of the easiest things in the world.”

“I’ve been sitting here and talking about myself, why don’t you tell me a bit about yourself?”

“I have nothing interesting to tell,” she said and lowered her gaze.

“Nonsense,” I told her. “I told you about me, it will only be fair if you tell me about you.”

“As you wish,” she said and a faint smile appeared on her face. “I’m twenty years old and quite poor. My father only lives with one sorceress which is unusual, but he’s blind in his left eye which has made him a bit handicapped. My two sisters usually take care of the farm and I work here.” She ended it with a shrug. “A story of my life … as a nobody.”

“I’ve also been a nobody,” I said and felt even more attracted to her now than earlier. “I know how it feels.”

“But you never were a nobody to begin with,” she said and stuck the broom to the stick, making sure it sat properly before handing it to me. “There’s nothing special about me.”

“That certainly is special,” I complimented her.

“Thank you—”

“Vera!” I heard someone angrily shout. The call made Vera flinch, dropping the broomstick to the ground. She quickly picked it up and pushed it into my hands. An old man in a ragged cloak stepped forth with his hands crossed over his chest. He had a patch over his left eye and similar hair as Vera, but bushier. As soon as he noticed me, the toothpick in his mouth fell to the ground.

“I’m sorry, dad,” Vera said and quickly jumped up to her feet and packed up her stuff.

“You are late,” he said and toned down his anger while looking at me fearfully with his one eye. “Who are you?”

“My name is Alban,” I answered. I didn’t like the way he’d suddenly stepped in and raised his voice.

He just nodded impassively. “Hurry now,” he told Vera. “Dinner is ready and we’re all waiting for you.”

“I’ll come.”

He fixed his eye on me before walking quietly away. I couldn’t say he left the same good first impression as Vera had left on me.

“Do you need help cleaning this up?”

“No thank you,” she said, smiling.

I rose and stood there awkwardly. I didn’t want to leave, especially after that intimate conversation. I thought about asking her out, but I had no idea if that was even a thing here. It seemed enough to be a man and every single woman competed for a spot in your bed to be magically enhanced.

“Uhm, do you perhaps want to see each other again? The sorceresses are teaching me magic. Perhaps you could join our private lectures.”

She stiffened with the book in her hand. “Uhm, yes … I mean, if you want me there.”

“I would love to have you there.”

We stood there in silence, and I then just realized I’d forgotten time. “Tomorrow I will be busy with the broomstick, but if you have time the day after tomorrow?”

“I hope,” she said. “I will have to ask my sister to take care of the shop, but we can meet here in the morning regardless.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

The smile lit up her face, glowing almost, and she waved at me. “Goodbye for now.”

“Goodbye,” I told her and reluctantly turned my back on her and started down toward the street. By the fountain, Salina and Cassandra were chatting with Wendy who waved as soon as she saw me.

“Look who’s coming there,” she said and nodded her head in my direction.

Cassandra and Salina turned to me and both smiled at my broomstick.

“Looks fresh,” Salina said. “In fact, it looks specially made to someone special.”

I thought she was exaggerating. “She hardly even concentrated when we spoke with each other.”

“Oh, so you have already planned another date?” Salina persisted, wanting to indulge in gossip.

“Yes, I asked her over the day after tomorrow, but she could only come if her sister could work in the shop.”

“Should be enough time to teach you how to fly by then,” Cassandra said.

“My friends told me you heroically saved them from a magnus tarantula,” Wendy said, fixing her eyes on me. “I thought that was quite brave of you.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I hope I’ll never see such a big spider again.”

“You’ll be there to defend us,” Wendy said surely.

“How about we wrap this up and go home?” Cassandra suggested. It sure had been a long and unexpected day. The sun was gone and only the flickering torches lit up the street along with the stars in the sky.

“I’m also tired,” I said but excited at the same time. I looked forward to so many things, both learning to fly and hopefully, my date with Vera.

“The ladies will take care of you when you come home,” Wendy said with a grin. She embraced Cassandra and Salina, and then gave me a little fake shy face. I opened my arms to her. There would never be too little female flesh, but she made sure to mash her body against mine and being shy was the farthest thing from her mind. It wasn’t till Cassandra tapped her shoulder that she parted from the hug.

Wendy pressed her thick and delicious lips right to my forehead. “We’ll see each other soon. I’m sure of it.”

“Yeah,” I said and shivered with pleasure at being close to so many females.

Cassandra patted the spot behind her. “I fly slowly since I know you have a broomstick to hold onto.”

I got behind her, inched myself closer to her back and nestled my left hand right under her boobs. Cassandra kissed her hand and blew it to Wendy.

Wendy blew three kisses at us in return. “Fly safe now.”

“Sleep well,” Salina told her, and we took off back to our farm.
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I woke up by myself for now and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. The broomstick stood against the wall and next to it was a chair with my clothes on the seat. I swung my feet off the bed and got dressed.

I reached for the broomstick and ran my thumb along the surface. It was hard to believe I could fly with this thing, even harder to believe a pretty young woman made it for me. I made my way to the window and reached for my stiff wand and sheathed it. As I stood there by the window sill, I gazed out at the sunny morning. A perfect day to learn another skill.

I made my way down the stairs, hearing Cassandra blow drying her hair inside the bathroom and seeing Salina outside the terrace, sunbathing topless.

“Do you always rise so early?” I asked her as I stepped out to the terrace.

She pushed her sunglasses up her nose and questioned, “Early? It’s you who sleep so deeply.”

“I guess you are right.” I wondered how much the clock was but reminded myself there were no clocks here. It was the perfect stress-free life that had healed me from that nasty autoimmune disease that had plagued me for so many years.

“Need something to eat before your flying lecture?” she asked.

“That would be nice,” I said and slumped down on the sofa.

She rose from her sunchair, her boobs jiggling. She strode toward the stone oven, swaying her hips on her way. I stared at her nude and voluptuous body. She yanked the towel away from the dough and pointed her wand at the oven.

“Fire!” It never got old seeing those bursts of fire or any other magic spell. “Cured meat, butter and fresh bread, how does that sound?”

It made my mouth water. “Delicious.”

“Are you sure?” she asked with a hand on her naked hip. “I can make something extra if you wish.”

I considered just a fresh loaf of bread a luxury, and on top of that, a naked woman cooked for me. “It’s not needed.”

Cassandra stepped out and set her wizard hat on top of her head. She halted when she noticed Salina standing there nude, but Salina kissed her cheeks wishing her, “Good morning.”

“So you’ve decided to cook naked now?”

“I was just sunbathing and then Alban woke up,” she said, reaching for her bra and hooking the hooks by herself. I should have known she could take care of her clothing by herself and didn’t need my help. Not that I’d minded getting near her beautiful breasts anyway. “You know I hate tan lines.”

Cassandra slumped down on the sofa on the opposite side of the table.

“Good morning,” she wished me and laid a book in front of me. “Some homework before we start later.”

“Good morning,” I said and excitedly reached for the book and flipped it open. It was an introductory text about the origins of broomsticks. How the allegedly first sorceresses discovered the luxarbor and attached twigs to a stick, and made it fly. It was then briefly about the sticks themselves and how the magic would flow to them.

“Interesting,” I said and continued to trace my index finger under the text. When I’d already read a couple of pages, Salina placed the basket of bread and trays with smoked meat and butter on the table. I laid the book aside.

“Practice will always triumph theory,” Cassandra said and reached for some bread. I reached for a bun too, warm and crisp in my hand. After I had sliced it in two, the steam swirled up. I smeared butter on it which melted instantly. I ate greedily and didn’t mind the crumbs I spilled all over myself.

“So, you were a bit too tired yesterday to share some gossip,” Salina said, dabbing her lips with a napkin and placing both elbows on the table, leaning forward. “Except for your date tomorrow, what more did you speak about?”

“We spoke about our pasts. It turns out we have a lot in common.”

“You should definitely ask her to join our household,” Salina suggested, her smile deepening. “The more females you have, the stronger the magic.”

I found the idea incredibly tempting to have multiple women living in this household. Cassandra tapped her broomstick. “You probably want some means to impress her first,” she said and winked.

“His name alone is already enough to impress someone,” Salina said and took the dishes for us.

So far it seemed like Salina was right. I looked at the broomstick and dreamed about flying.

“Are you ready?” Cassandra asked and kept tapping her finger on her broomstick.

“I am,” I said. “Let me get the broomstick.”

“Ok, I will be waiting,” she said and strode down the little staircase leading down to the garden and onward to the pasture and field of wheat.

I hurried up the stairs as quickly as possible and into my room, snatching the broomstick and descending the stairs quickly. I almost bumped into Salina, balancing the plates in her hands.

“Easy there,” she said and chuckled at my excitement.

“Sorry,” I apologized and headed out, meeting Cassandra. “How do I fly?”

“One thing at a time,” she said and swung her leg over the stick. “Volare!” she exclaimed and the stick hovered up between her legs. I was familiar with that spell and I tried it myself.

“Volare!” It didn’t do shit. It was like any other broomstick except the broom was so light that it slowly fell back onto the soil.  

Cassandra’s lips slid up into a smile. “You have to go through a few more things the first time you’ll be flying. First, you must claim it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Only you can fly on your own broomstick. You can’t use anyone else’s, by connecting with it, you must use your magic wand.” She swung her feet off the broomstick and gently laid it back down on the grass. She reached for her wand. “Repeat after me and point the wand firmly at the stick, Meus!”

I aimed my wand right over the broomstick. “Meus!” I staggered back but managed to keep my balance. My entire right hand shuddered and the stick rattled. It wasn’t only that but the magic meter on my right wrist started glowing like never before.

“Hold it,” Cassandra said.

It wasn’t as easy as she made it out to be. My entire right hand trembled. “It’s difficult.”

“Keep pointing at the broomstick till it lets go,” Cassandra said.

I groaned as it started feeling a bit painful, but finally, it just let go and my hand slumped back and the stick stopped rattling.

“What the hell was that?” I asked, sheathing my wand and touching all over my right hand.

“You have claimed the broomstick and transferred magic from yourself to the stick. You should now be able to make it fly.”

I picked up the broomstick between my legs, my right wrist glowing ever so slightly.

“Volare!” I said firmly and suddenly it hovered up, lifting my feet an inch from the ground. “Wow.”

“Now before you do anything, listen carefully,” Cassandra said. “The broomstick is very sensitive. Just a slight touch can make it take off. When you point it in any direction, it will fly there. When leaning forward, you will increase the speed. Leaning backward, and you will slow down.”

“What should I do first?” I asked, and the temptation to just take off to the skies had never been greater. I was about to have a giggle fit as I hovered around.

“Start gently and just hover over the ground like this,” Cassandra said and had her hands wrapped around the stick, leaning slowly forward, so she skimmed the grass and caused her hair to slightly flutter. I followed her lead, leaning forward and flew forward with the stick.

“Careful now,” Cassandra reminded me as I caught up with her. “Once your stick gets excited, it’s near impossible to calm it down.”

I leaned slightly back and almost came to a halt. It felt as if I were about to fall down to the ground.

“It’s sensitive.”

“I told you,” she said and flew around me. “Try some more, gently fly wherever you feel like.”

That’s what I did, leaning forward and then back, slowing and speeding, feeling the gentle breeze rippling through my hair. I felt a tingling sensation in my chest and gazed enviously at a flock of birds flying toward the rising sun.

“Are you feeling warmed up now?” she asked, pushing her blonde hair behind her ears.

“I do,” I said and couldn’t wait for the next step.

“Now, let’s try to make it up in the air, but you have to be just as careful. The higher the speed and altitude, the more sensitive it will become.”

I nodded and tried my best to focus. She demonstrated, lifting the stick and leaning slightly forward. She flew smoothly up in the air a couple of feet, looking down at me. I breathed deeply and pointed it up and leaned forward. It suddenly jolted upward and caught me by surprise.

“Fuck,” I cursed and tried to hold on. It spun around and kept surging upward. “How do I make it stop!” I shouted and panicked.

“Hold on!” Cassandra shouted while I just flew higher and quicker. I felt dizzy as I kept whirling around. I shouted as I lost my grip and fell like a stone back to the ground. I landed on my feet, hearing something snap as I rolled on the grass. A sharp stabbing pain shot from my legs and through my body. As the world stopped spinning, and I regained my vision, my legs were twisted and broken—The first time in my life I’d ever broken something. The pain was even worse than I’d imagined as I lay there squirming.

The ground shuddered as Cassandra’s running footsteps thundered toward me.

“Oh gosh,” I heard her say. The ground shuddered some more, and I guessed it was Salina who appeared behind me. “Salina, take off his clothes immediately. I must heal him.”

“I’m on it,” Salina said and started tearing off my clothes. I cried painfully. She must have discovered another wound on my ribs. “Broken ribs too,” Salina said, biting her lips nervously.

“Don’t worry, I’ll use everything I got.”

The pain increased to the point I was about to faint. I barely even heard what they were talking about any longer. She pulled my pants down to my ankles.

“Help me with my dress,” Cassandra said. Salina quickly got behind her back and pulled it over her head and then her hands fled to her bra, unhooking them so her soft breasts bounced freely. I wanted to question what healing my legs had to do with getting her topless, but despite the broken legs and possibly ribs, I got excited by seeing her—the woman who cared so much for me. I was about to squirm again, closing my eyes and wondering if I would end up handicapped for the rest of my life. Cassandra then did something which took me by surprise. She reached for my limp cock and started jerking it as quickly as she could, her boobs jiggling and all the while giving me the most intimate and caring eye contact.

I stopped squirming for a brief moment, as I felt her love and affection. Despite all the pain, she succeeded in bringing my cock to full mast, towering over both of our faces. I was riddled by her actions, and she then stuffed it into her mouth, rolling the head around her cheeks, and never letting go of the eye contact. I moaned as inch after inch disappeared down her throat, massaging me with her throat muscles. She gagged a little and kept bobbing her head, stroking my thighs and other parts of my body while her head kept working on my cock.

“Ah,” I moaned for the first time since I noticed my legs were broken. A pink, thick mist swirled around us, thickening as the desire intensified. The pain reached its turning point, and all I felt now was love and pleasure from her intimacy.

“Oh, hmm,” I moaned and enjoyed the sensation as she flicked her tongue over the head of my cock and plunged it back to the depths of her throat. I didn’t feel any pain any longer, just one of the greatest enjoyment ever as she gave me the most heavenly blowjob, passionately and topless. The pink mist became so hazy, I could barely see her. I threw my head back and groaned, firing right into her mouth and my cum splashed against her inner cheeks and tongue.

Salina waved away the mist and felt my legs. “As good as new,” she said and wiped the sweat from her forehead.  

My seeping cock swayed and slumped onto my thigh. Cassandra had gotten a good blast on her face, the pearly droplets had sprayed over her nose, cheeks and chest.

“Do you have a napkin?” she asked Salina, who handed one to her.

Salina giggled. “You probably need three.”

“He’s quite healthy, strong and magical,” she said and wiped it from her face.

“That could have been fatal,” Salina said, worried. “There are no spells to resurrect the dead as far as I know.” She patted Cassandra on the shoulder. “Good job.”

She just smiled and hooked her bra back on.

“What was that? The healing spell?” I asked her. It all happened so quickly, as If I had been at the bottom of hell and then ascended to the gates of heaven. I could have sworn my ribs and legs were broken but now they were as good as new.

“It was,” Cassandra said. “One of the most powerful females spells out there.”

“That was magical,” I said and chuckled.

“Welcome to our world and your true home,” she said. “But Salina is right, there are no spells to resurrect the dead—please be careful.”

“I didn’t know what I was doing,” I said, trying to defend myself.

“You lost grip and panicked, leaning way too much forward while pointing the stick upward.”

“Right,” I said and found it difficult to remember, especially after such a heavenly blow job.

She patted my legs. “Up on your feet now. I will try to always stay close to you.”

I rose, shaking my legs and brushing off the dirt. I reached for my broomstick. I was glad the date was due tomorrow, so Vera wouldn’t have witnessed that painful fall.

“Volera!” The stick hovered and I wrapped my hands around the upper shaft.

“Follow me now,” Cassandra said, flying smoothly over the grass, speeding up and then slowing down. “Are you ready to make it up to the air again?”

I nodded. I wasn’t only ready but I craved it. “I am.”

“I will fly next to you to begin with,” she instructed.

“That’s ok,” I said. I drew in a deep breath and made sure not to commit the same mistake twice. I leaned forward ever so slightly, tilted the broomstick and flew up. Cassandra was right by my side, watching every movement.

“Try not to gaze out too much,” she said. “Focus on flying.”

“Yes,” I said and brought my focus back to the practice, not flying higher but keeping the same distance from here to the ground. I was at the same level as the treetops and slowly made my way there, skimming the canopy and making the leaves rustle and birds spread their wings.

“Am I doing well?” I asked her. It felt as if I’d gotten a grip on it, but I didn’t want to become overly confident and land with a smack against the ground again.

“Better than my first time,” she said.

“Tell me about it,” I said and felt comfortable enough to have a conversation while flying.

“Well,” she said and a weak blush crept up on her cheeks. “It’s enough to say that the healing spell was required three times that day.”

“But you are a woman?” I pointed out.

“Yes, what makes you think a woman can’t give another woman oral pleasure?”

“Sorry, I was thinking a bit too quickly there.” I made a sharp turn, taking Cassandra by surprise. “Can we follow the river?”

“Sure,” she said. “It leads up to a hill. We can take a rest there before making our way back.”

I leaned forward and flew a bit quicker. She wasn’t kidding that the stick was sensitive. It felt like by the slightest touch and it got all excited. We flew over the farm and farmhouse, and Salina stood and waved from the terrace. I held onto the upper shaft with my left hand, balancing, while I waved back with my right hand. I adjusted my weight right so it didn’t spin around madly.

“You are definitely a quick learner,” Cassandra flattered me.

“I realized what I did wrong,” I said and stayed focused.

We followed the bubbling river and up the rising hill. It came crashing down, pounding onto the rocks and spraying up at us. Cassandra flew a bit higher, her sorceress dress already soaked, so I could see through the fabric. I then felt the stick wobble a bit. Instead of panicking, I calmed myself down before I would plunge down the rocky river and break another leg. I flew steadily with Cassandra and hopefully, at the end of the lecture, I could boast that only the healing spell had been used once.

We reached the top of the hill and a slab of rock was right next to the cliff. I got the broomstick in my left hand and gazed out to the farm and then to the horizon.

“Any suggestions for improvements?” I asked her as we sat down on the slab of rock and rested.

“None at all,” she said. “I was prepared for another fall. Sometimes you have to hit the ground a couple of times till you can walk upright.”

“Yes,” I said. I kept the broomstick in my left hand, rubbing my thumb along the surface. It was difficult to fathom that I’d flown up here with just the help of this. It wasn’t long ago when I’d flown for the first time, and here I’d mastered it myself.

“Now what are you thinking of?” Cassandra asked curiously, sliding her hips closer to mine till they briefly touched. It was nice to have her close to me since it was windy and a bit chillier up here.

“Just flying and life here,” I said. “I’m so grateful for everything.”

“I understand where you’re coming from,” she said. “No one deserves to be an outcast.”

“And neither does Vera,” I said. It just rolled out of my tongue.

“So that’s who you’ve been thinking of today,” she said and nudged me with her shoulder.

“A bit hard not to,” I said. “But I’ve been concentrating too.”

“I know,” she said. “I’ve seen you.”

“It’s still hard for me to believe I asked her out.”

“Why?” she asked, listening with genuine interest.

“Girls have been intimidating me since I can remember. I’ve never even spoken to one and I just asked her out.”

“It’s even more intimidating to be a girl, keep that in mind.”

“Hard to believe.”

“How come?” she asked and found something funny with my answer.

“The ones I’ve been familiar with have always been super confident.”

She nodded. “Hmm, yes, you are speaking of those from your former world. Here, on the other hand, it’s a competition to get a male. The women here will be chasing you in other words.”

“I’ve noticed that.”

We sat and enjoyed the view for a bit longer till it started blowing. It just made her come closer to me and I felt the skin of her right boob under the fabric, her nipple stiff either from the chill or something else.

I reached for my wand and pointed it toward the horizon. “Arrovera!” The arrow flew from the tip of the wand, disappearing somewhere in the forest.

“So now that you’ve learned to fly,” Cassandra said. “Are you ready to learn some more spells?”

“I am,” I said excitingly. “But, I would also like to see Vera.”

“If you get along well together,” Cassandra said. “You should ask her to move in.”

“Will that be okay for you?”

She looked at me funnily. “Don’t forget, it’s your farm.”

“Right,” I said quietly for myself. It was easy to forget that I actually owned something.

We rose as it started getting windier and flew back down to the farm. Cassandra sat her legs down on the grass and I did shortly after.

“I will have to go milk the cows,” she said, placing the broomstick against the wall and grabbing a milk can.

Salina placed her hand on my shoulder, making me jump. “Didn’t mean to scare you,” she said, giggling. She had a laundry basket full of wet clothes and bedsheets. “I just want to tell you that was one amazing flight.”

“I hope you don’t mean the fall,” I joked.

“Not at all, but Cassandra performing the healing spell was just as amazing.”

“I know,” I said and couldn’t get the scene out of my head when her thick lips were wrapped around my cock.

“I will start with the dinner after I’m finished with the laundry,” she said, whistling a melody.

I spent the rest of my evening, leafing through the sorcerer books and checking out all the spells. I was mostly curious about the male spells and found the chapter about them. I’d read briefly about them before, how they were taught by nature deities, but I wanted to learn more. It was exactly how Cassandra had explained, from manipulating the weather to inflicting great damage, to making trees and plants grow in front of my eyes. The book also mentioned that they are also called the spells of power in some dialects. I felt the urge to learn them all, especially after I’d mastered the common spells.

I had gone through the entire book when the sun disappeared under the horizon, the fractured light gleaming from behind the tree. I could have never recalled being so lost in a book before. Everything I was taught in school was flat-out boring, and then it was the depressive room I was forced to sit in, along with a bunch of bullies. Being taught outside in the fresh air along with two gorgeous women, with actual skills that were intriguing, was something different.

“Do you mind if I smell milk or do you want me to take a shower?” Cassandra asked me. It wasn’t just droplets of milk sprayed over her cleavage and face, but also sweat. She didn’t wear her wizard dress, but something resembling a sports bra along with some tight yoga pants. She looked hotter than ever, and I didn’t mind.

“Not at all,” I said.

She slumped down next to me, wiping her brow. “Found anything interesting?”

“Plenty,” I said. “It’s so much it makes my head spin.”

“We’ll take a day at a time,” she said. “We are here to teach you till you will be strong enough to protect us.”

I nodded. They were two lovely women I would love to protect.

Salina placed the pot roast on the table and also a bowl of mashed sweet potatoes and gravy. She passed me the wooden ladle and pulled the apron over her head. She wore similar tight yoga pants as Cassandra, hugging her legs perfectly. As I loaded my plate with delicious food, Salina set her elbows on the table, giving me an obvious view of her cleavage.

“Any plans for tomorrow?” Salina asked.

“Not really,” I said and stuck my fork into the meat, seeing the juices seep out and onto the plate. “I just hope her sister will agree to work for her.”

“I’m sure she will,” Salina said and grabbed the ladle. “It will be an honor for her to see her little sister go out with such a man like you.”

“Let’s say Vera’s sister is a sweetheart,” Cassandra said, equally as interested in my date. “You should still have some plans.”

I chewed the chunk of meat till the juice dribbled down my chin. She had a point, and it made me a bit nervous again.

“Any suggestions?”

“A walk,” Salina added quickly. “Just take a walk with her during the morning and let the conversation flow.”

“That sure sounds simple,” I said.

“No one likes complicated things,” Salina said. “And she’s been lonely for a while. I’m certain she will appreciate any form of small talk.”

“She certainly will be impressed when seeing your broomstick,” Cassandra said. “Even I am still impressed.”

“You are both excellent teachers,” I told them. I didn’t know where I’d have been without them. They both cared for me deeply and I felt the same love and affection for both of them.




After we’d eaten, I went straight to bed. Cassandra hugged me good night, pushing her round and soft breasts right at my chest.

“When you meet her tomorrow, fly safely.”

“I will.”

Salina also gave me a warm hug, not being shy to squeeze me in her arms.

“Good night,” she said. “I’m looking forward to seeing Vera tomorrow.”

“So am I,” I said and went up to my bedroom. I laid my wand on the nightstand and took off my clothes. I crawled up to my soft, king-sized bed and let my head fall back on the pillow.
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I almost slipped on the grass glimmering with fresh dew. I held onto my broomstick with my left hand and checked that the wand was sheathed with my right hand. I then made sure to look at myself in the reflection of the window, even if I’d spent the entire morning making sure I looked alright. It hadn’t crossed my mind that my hair might end up messy by the winds on my way there, but I had so many thoughts in my mind, it was difficult to think straight.

“Volare!” The stick hovered and I quickly swung my leg over the broomstick and gently tilted it upward, flying away from the farm. I was excited but tried not to overthink it. Even if Salina and Cassandra had both tried telling me that it was an honor for someone like Vera to see me, I tried not to be overly confident. It wasn’t my personality either, despite my bloodline.

I reached the market and landed on the slippery cobbled street. The street wasn’t so busy, but shop owners were already awake, a couple of males but mostly women. They were making sure the signs were correct and their commodities were in stock. I started up the street, passing by a couple of sorceresses with their children who halted and glanced at me. As soon as I glanced back, a blush spread like a wildfire across their cheeks. It felt empowering. I hoped I wouldn’t bump into Wendy, not that I didn’t find her attractive, but I wanted to get to Vera and hopefully bring her on a date.

She stood by her tent, with another woman by her side. I sighed in relief, and I hoped her sister had been kind to let Vera take a day off. She waved her little hand at me, smiling submissively.

“Good morning,” she said, looking surprisingly bright to be awake this early.

“Good morning.”

“This is my sister, Luna.”

She looked similar but a bit taller. She also wore this patched-up dress like Vera, but her hair was equally as long and glittery. She looked at me first with great curiosity, but then her eyes widened slowly.

“You look familiar …”

I scratched my neck. “I don’t think I’ve seen you before.”

“Alban?” she asked, lowering her voice in case someone around us might hear.

I nodded slowly. “That’s my name.”

“Get out of here,” she said and smiled brightly at her little sister. “I heard what my father told my mother, but I couldn’t believe it.” Vera just smiled and a scarlet blush crept slowly up her cheeks. “I’ll take care of the shop today, don’t worry, sis.”

My eyes flicked to both of them. “So you are free to go?” I asked Vera.

“Yes,” she said happily. “Let me just get my stuff.” She scuttered into the shop and snatched her broomstick and wand.

“Let us know if you will stay over,” Luna said and grinned.

“Yes,” Vera said, lowering her head a little. “Are you sure you won’t need any help?”

Luna piled a dozen sticks onto the table and placed the basket next to them. “Not at all. I’ll work extra for you today.”

“You are the sweetest,” Vera said and then turned to me, fidgeting her fingers.

“I was thinking we could go for a short walk before going back to the farm,” I said.

“That sounds nice,” she said. We walked a little bit away from the streets and market. “Oh, you also have the broomstick with you.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked her.

“I assume you have to be taught.”

I dusted off my shoulders. “It took a couple of hours, no big deal.”

“That’s quick,” she said. “And how was it? I hope you haven’t had any accidents yet.”

“I had one which ended up with broken feet and ribs.”

She walked slower and her hand went to her mouth. “I’m so sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” I asked. I could tell she was also excited, speaking a bit quicker than last time. “It was my own fault.”

“I just thought maybe it was something wrong with the broomstick.”

“It’s perfect,” I told her.

She stopped and funnily looked at my legs. “But your legs aren’t broken now,” she pointed out.

“Cassandra performed the healing spell,” I said.

“I’m jealous,” she admitted. “Not in a bad way, but I’ve always wanted to master that spell too.”

“I’m sure both of my women are willing to teach you,” I said.

She gasped. “Do you think so?”

“I am,” I told her. Even if I hadn’t been here for that long, I still knew them fairly well. To have them teach her a spell would excite both of them.

“Wow,” she said, her eyes glittering. “I don’t know any female spells. I’ve never really been magically enhanced before.”

“To be magically enhanced is the best thing in the world,” I said. “Magical in every way possible.”

“Yeah,” she said and kept glancing in my direction. She kept a little distance, but I had a feeling she wanted to come closer. “So, do you have any plans?”

“Just learning some spells for now. Cassandra and Salina are excellent teachers.”

“They seem to care a lot about you. They are some of the best sorceresses in this world.”

“I have no doubts about that,” I said. “What kind of common spells do you know?”

“Only simple ones, I can cool down a hot soup and summon an owl.”

“Summon an owl, that sounds cool,” I said.

“Yeah, but it’s a very basic spell.”

“And what do you do with owls?”

“We use them to communicate and send letters to each other,” she said.

And I thought a second ago I knew everything about this world. “I would love to see that.”

“Oh, look, there is one!” She pointed at a gray owl flapping its wings. The owl clenched a letter with its claws, hooting.

Rather owls than noisy cars. “That’s awesome.”

“There are other methods too,” she said.

“Like what?”

“Telepathy.”

“Even cooler,” I said. We’d reached the border of a forest and the road branched out in three directions. “If we follow the roads, where do they lead to?”

“If we follow the left one it will lead to our neighborhood. The one in the middle continues to a valley and the one to the right will lead to another town.”

“It’s a lot to see.”

“I know, my mother used to say to be everywhere is to be nowhere. She doesn’t like to travel.”

“If I had the choice, I would rather just take care of a farm for the rest of my life.”

“Me too,” Vera said. “But seeing some places now and then wouldn’t hurt.”

I rubbed her back and her smile was so infectious, infecting me with love and warmth.

“The two ladies have probably woken up by now. Should we fly?”

She nodded eagerly and pushed her hair behind her ears. “I’m curious to see this legendary farmhouse.”

“But you have to fly slowly,” I said and winked. “I’m still a novice.”

We said the spell simultaneously and then exchanged smiles, swinging our feet over the broomsticks. We flew up into the air and glided back toward my farmhouse. So far, it had gone better than I expected, and it made me optimistic about the time we had ahead of us.

“Wow, it’s huge,” she said, her brown hair fluttering behind her.

“I know,” I said. I had nothing to be ashamed of, and there were so many ways I could impress her.

“Is it just you three living there?”

“For the moment,” I said, hoping she would catch my hint. “There’s room for plenty of more.”

She lowered her gaze a little and then we landed on the wet grass. The sun rose steadily over the treetops and the grass glittered and the field of wheat glowed.

“What do you want to do first?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said, clasping her hands behind her back and looking demurely at the ground.

I realized I had to take the initiative.

“I’m sure Salina wants to teach both of us some common spells simultaneously,” I said. “Warming you up for the healing spell.” I winked at her.

“What common spells do you know?”

“I only know arrovera,” I said and for some reason it weighed me down.

“It will be fun to be taught side by side.”

I agreed. It was what I’d dreamed of before when being in school, having a group project with a girl, cooperating and getting along well. Only that it never happened.

Salina suddenly slid the terrace door open. She stood there with a towel wrapped around her body, just above her nipples. Her purple hair already blow dried hung down to the mound of her ass.

“Welcome,” she told Vera. She went down to the grass and embraced her warmly. “Every special guest deserves a hug.”

“Thank you,” Vera said, flashing a bright smile.

“So, what are your plans?”

“We just spoke about learning some spells together,” I said.

Salina’s eyes lit up. “Give me a second, I will just get my appropriate clothes on.”

A second took a couple of minutes, but she returned outside with a sorceress hat and her traditional purple dress, and of course, her wand protruded out from her cleavage. 

“So,” she said, smirking as she guided us farther out to the pasture, not far from the grazing sheep and cattle. “Any spells both of you want to learn?”

Vera and I exchanged glances. “Do you know movera?” I asked Vera who shook her head shortly after.

“That’s a simple one that will sure warm both of you up,” Salina said and turned back to the farmhouse, picking up a couple of boxes and tossing them onto the grass. “Watch … Movera!” Her right hand shook and the little box rattled. She then lifted her wand and the box followed up in the air. She spun around and the box spun with her. Finally, she set it back down on the grass.

“It’s easier than what it looks like,” she said and stepped aside and welcomed us to have a try.

We exchanged glances.

“You go first,” Vera said and fidgeted with her fingers.

“Alright then,” I said. I pointed my wand at the box. “Movera!” I said and emphasized the spell. The box only rattled, but when I moved my wand it refused to follow.

“It’s not enough to emphasize the spell,” Salina lectured me. “You have to use your magic too, extending your hand and flexing your muscles as you concentrate on the spell.”

“Alright, let me try again,” I said and pointed my wand at the box. “Movera!” I focused and concentrated intently on the box. I felt my right hand weighing down a little, and I slowly raised the box in the air. A smile unfolded on my lips as when I moved my hand side to side, I moved the box with me. “Wow, I feel the weight of it.” I placed it down on the grass, and Vera applauded.

I bowed down. “Thank you,” I said and we both chuckled.

“The applause was well deserved,” Vera said.

“Indeed,” Salina said and motioned Vera ahead. “Now it’s your turn to shine … and perhaps outperform the guy.” She waggled her eyebrows.

“We’ll see,” Vera said and pointed her wand at the box. “Movera!” she said, emphasizing it stronger than I. The box suddenly jumped and got pushed back several feet, rolling onto the grass till it fell still. “Whoops.”

Salina let out a light chuckle. “Don’t worry about it.”

“But what did I do?”

“You emphasized a bit too much,” she said. “The part of pushing and pulling also involves movera, but at first you have to lift it.”

“Ok, I’ll go for a second attempt,” Vera said and pointed her wand at the box, trying again. “Movera!” This time she didn’t emphasize it that much and when she lifted her wand, the box lifted too. A smile stretched across her face. She pointed the wand around, moving the box with her movements.

“Well done,” Salina said proudly.

Vera excitedly opened up her arms for a victorious hug, and I faced her, hugging her tightly.

As we continued with our lessons, Salina taught us further, how to pull and push objects with the same spell, and the essence of focus and concentration. She taught us several other common spells, from fire to cooling.

“Now you don’t have to ask me or Cassandra when you need light in the bathroom,” Salina said, making a little sad face as I’d just shot several bolts of fire at a chandelier.

“I will ask you to come up anyways,” I said, grinning with her and feeling elated for the productive day. I wasn’t the only one who’d rejoiced at this practice, Vera had a hard time lowering her wand as she kept scenting the air and moving the boxes wherever she felt for.

In the final part of the lecture, Salina taught us how to guide the arrows from arrovera, by using the movements of the wand shortly after performing the spell. She blew up a bunch of balloons and hung them in a Z-pattern. I mastered it on the first go.

“Arrovera!” And then wagged my wand side to side, the balloons popping. Vera and Salina applauded, and after Vera tried three times, it was my turn to applaud.

When the sun sank below the trees, we decided to call it a day. Salina went back inside to finish the laundry. Vera and I decided to sit outside for a bit longer, enjoying the sky as the stars slowly appeared, blinking one after another.

“So much magic,” Vera said and looked at her wand. “I’ve never had the time to go through all this.”

I felt a bit bad for her that she’d worked in that shop for so long without much free time. “You don’t deserve to spend the rest of your life at that shop.”

She shrugged. “Only till yesterday, it didn’t seem there was any other way out. Weren’t you in a similar position?”

I nodded slowly for myself. “I was in fact, but it’s so easy to forget now that everything is well, sort of.”

“What do you mean, sort of?”

“I don’t know, it all feels too good to be true sometimes.”

We watched around the surrounding forest and the hills behind us. “It’s peaceful for now,” she said as a light breeze stirred her brown hair.

“Yeah,” I said. Even if the day wasn’t over, I marveled over the fact this was my first date and one that had ended up well instead of embarrassing. I glanced at her and caught her looking at me. She tittered and looked away.

“You are good-looking,” she admitted.

“I find you beautiful too,” I said, and our shared past just strengthened the bond. “What’s on your mind,” I asked her and stroked her back, “any dreams when you were younger?”

“Yes, many,” she said, looking up to the sky. “Learning a female spell was one of them.”

“That can easily be fulfilled,” I told her. “As I told you earlier, Cassandra and Salina will gladly teach you.”

“Are you sure?”

“I am a hundred percent sure,” I said. “They were the ones who encouraged me to speak with you.”

“You didn’t dare to by yourself?” she ironically teased me.

“I can’t lie, it was intimidating at first,” I admitted. “But … I’m thankful I did.”

“Since I’m the guest here, do you mind asking them for me?”

“Is it the healing spell you want to learn?”

“Uhm, yes—”

“Alban, vera!” Cassandra called for us, standing by the terrace wearing a greasy apron and waving at us with a ladle. “The dinner is ready.”

I rose to my feet and extended my hand to her, pulling her up. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll ask her.”

We went up to the terrace and sat down on the sofa. “What’s for dinner?” I asked Cassandra.

“It’s a pot roast like yesterday,” she said and placed it in the middle of the table, steam rising. The crusty meat was topped with parsley, chives and flanked with root vegetables and gleaming mushrooms.

“That’s a big chunk of meat,” Vera mouthed, her mouth salivating.

“It’s delicious,” I said, my mouth salivating too.

“Doesn’t it feel good to take a break from cooking?” Cassandra asked Salina who looked bored.

She shook her head. “Cooking is fun, just sitting here and waiting can get dull sometimes.”

Cassandra tossed in some sticks of butter, melting quickly. She took off her apron and sat down next to Salina this time. The roast was already sliced up and I passed the fork to Vera.

“Guests first,” I told her.

“We rarely eat meat at home,” she said and looked at the dish as if it were a pot of gold.

“What do you usually eat then?”

“Porridge and lots of dairy and dried fruits,” she said and filled her plate. It wasn’t that much different compared to what I’d been subsisting on earlier.

We filled out plates too and ate. Vera sure had the biggest appetite of us all, but as she started feeling satiated, she started glancing at me more and more. I could tell she wanted to ask something.

“Is it the healing spell?”

“Maybe,” she said, blushing a little.

“Vera wanted to learn her first female spell,” I told Cassandra and Salina. “Would any of you mind helping her out?”

Cassandra and Salina exchanged smiles. “Of course, we can teach her,” Salina said. “But she will have to practice on both genders to fully learn the spell.”

“And also, you must be magically enhanced first … if you are ready for it,” Cassandra said. She was kind-hearted and treated Vera no differently, not wanting to rush any of us into the acts.

She blushed a little, which hid her freckles for a brief second. “I have always wanted to. I had a lifelong fear of never being magically enhanced.”

“Alban’s bed is big enough for all four of us,” Salina said. She was even more excited now compared to in the morning.

Cassandra gave her a look and reminded her, “It’s her choice.”

“I’m just trying to encourage her to become a better sorceress,” Salina defended herself.

Vera pondered over it, her glance shifting from between my legs to Salina and Cassandra. “I don’t want to spend another day dreaming of having great magical abilities.”

Cassandra smiled proudly. “You take actions and that’s a sign of a powerful sorceress.”

Salina turned so jittery; she couldn’t hold in her grin. “We’re going to have so much fun this evening.”

And I knew I was going to too.

Salina cleared the table, and we retreated into the living room. Vera’s eyes widened at the couch and basically every single piece of furniture inside the farmhouse.

“It’s so nice and shiny.”

“I had to narrow my eyes when I first got here too,” I said and guided her to the couch, slumping down with her right next to me. “I wasn’t used to this luxury at all.”

“Oh, I was about to forget. I have to write a letter to my family, telling them I will sleep over.”

“I will get some quill and ink for you,” Cassandra said and pulled open a drawer and picked up a letter, a quill and a bottle of ink.

“Thank you,” Vera said cutely as Cassandra placed it on the table. She dipped the quill into the bottle and started writing. She had one of the most beautiful handwriting I’d ever seen, and I was deeply mesmerized by it as the letters kept flowing, filling the page with the most symmetric and artful typography.

“Where did you learn to write like that?” I asked, struggling to read even a single sentence, let alone a letter.

“There were days in the shop I got bored, so I either spent my time writing or reading.”

“You are smart,” I complimented her. I should have probably done something similar in my spare time, although I blamed the autoimmune disease and depression on that one.

“You too …. Oh, do you want to see when I summon an owl?”

“Of course,” I said. Now it was her turn to almost bump into Salina, balancing the dishes in her hands.

“Easy there,” she said, her hips so wide she bumped into us anyway.

“Sorry,” Vera said with her hands over her mouth.

“It’s okay sweetheart, I’ve also been young.”

We got out to the terrace, and she pointed the wand to the horizon. “Noctua!” A gray beacon emitted from her wand which then flashed up to the sky. “Now, wait a few minutes,” she said and wrapped a ribbon around the letter. “Till the nearest owl sees it.”

Shortly after an owl hooted and the chunky-looking gray bird came flying at us from the forest. As it got closer, its shadow fell over us, covering the moon in the sky. My eyes widened as I hadn’t expected it to be that huge.

“That’s a big owl,” I said in awe.

It opened its claws and she shoved the letter under them, clenching them and crumpling the paper a little.

“That’s unavoidable,” she said. “That’s why we always leave a couple of blank spaces above.” She then waved her hand, pointing toward the market. The owl nodded and flapped its massive wings, slowly ascending and disappearing into the night sky.

“The only spell I can impress you with,” she said, chuckling.

“After this evening, there certainly will be more,” I said, patting her back.

She fidgeted her fingers. “So … what do we do now?”

“I can show you my bedroom. You wanted to get magically enhanced, right?”

She nodded eagerly. We held each other’s hands and hurried up the stairs.

“Let us know when you are finished!” Cassandra called from downstairs.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said and now it was my turn to blush. “The first door ahead is my bathroom. Or maybe ours if you will move in here.”

“Can I see it?”

“Sure,” I said. My cock started rising and before going inside I had to tuck it against the waistband to stop the blood flow. I opened the door and welcomed her inside. I fumbled stupidly along the wall. It was so easy to forget electricity didn’t exist in this world.

“I guess there is something more I can impress you with,” she said, smiling and pointing the wand at the torches. “Fire!” The burst of fire sprouted from the tip of her wand, spreading to the torches mounted on the bathroom walls. The orange glow just made it more erotic, not helping the blood flow I was trying to suppress.

I chuckled. “It’s not like I already forgot what Salina taught us, but I still haven’t fully adjusted to this world.”

“I don’t judge you,” she said, her eyes flicking from floor to ceiling, and mirror to shower. “Wow, what a spacious bathroom, and the marble is gorgeous.”

“It’s funny since I had the same reaction as you when I first stepped in here.”

She went to the mirror and her smile suddenly faded.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I stepped behind her.

“I don’t know, every time I see myself in the mirror, it feels like I’m not beautiful enough.”

I was hit with one of the strongest déjà vu I’d ever had. “Are you kidding me? Your freckles are super cute, and your eyes are like rare gems. They change color from hazel to gold.”

“Do you think so?” she asked, raising her gaze to meet mine. “No one has ever said that my freckles are pretty.”

“They are,” I said and boldly placed my hands on her hips, giving her the attention she deserved. “There is something very attractive about you. I felt it the second I saw you.”

She twirled her hair on her finger. “I felt the same about you, but that is something every single woman feels.”

“Actions speak louder than words. And that’s why I asked you out and no one else.”

“I know.”

“Let me take you to the bedroom, I will show you how attractive you are.”

She smiled brightly. “Do you think it will hurt?”

“Maybe at first,” I said, not quite sure how it would feel for a female. Cassandra and Salina seemed to have the time of their lives, but they were experienced women. We held hands and I led her into my bedroom, and her eyes widened when seeing the bed.

“I’ve never seen such a big bed,” she said in awe. “It can certainly fit all four of us.”

“Neither had I when I first discovered it.” I laid my wand on the nightstand like usual and took off my clothes. I suddenly stood there with only my underwear left, looking more like a tent than anything.

“Can I touch it?” she shyly asked, but couldn’t contain her excitement.

“Of course,” I said and let her inexperienced fingers touch my shaft, making her giggle.

“I never expected it to be hard like this, but it feels quite nice.”

I looked at her modest dress. I was dying to know what was hiding there under, the young flesh which no one had gotten their hands on.

“It’s not fair that I stand her naked,” I said but enjoyed every second of having her fingers crawl up and down my shaft.

“Sorry,” she excused herself. She pulled the dress over her head, but her boobs caught the edge of the fabric, resisting as she tried pulling it free. “So embarrassing, some help please?”

I helped her pull it free, and her boobs fell and jiggled till they found equilibrium. My eyes widened. Her dress sure had hidden them well. They were round and perky, and she also had hidden her wand between them, but the bra was still in the way.

“I assume you want to see more, right?”

“Yeah, of course.”

She unhooked her bra, dropping right onto my stiff tent. She picked it up with the tips of her fingers and tossed it over her shoulder with a giggle. They were the pinkest and sharpest nipples I’d seen so far, and her areola has the same color as a ripe strawberry. My erection just got harder as I enjoyed the sight of her young, perky boobs.

“Can you remove the wand for me?”

I reached into her delicious cleavage and got a hold of the wand. I laid it next to mine and eyed her lips, hungry to kiss and taste her, but she hesitated first.

“What?” I asked her.

“Nothing, I’m just a bit nervous.”

“I will guide you through it.”

“Okay, go on.”

Our mouths met, and we sealed them tightly. She was almost as inexperienced as I, just making it feel so much more special as we explored each other’s mouths. We parted for a breath, a string of our saliva stretching from both of our lips. My eyes strayed farther down and I saw at least three trickles of honey dribbling down the insides of her thighs.

“Do you want to go further?”

“I really want you inside of me,” she whispered.

We rolled onto the bed, my erect cock wagging side to side as it wanted to enter her slit so badly. I gently parted her legs. Her pussy was puffy, leaking with her heavenly fluids. I kept my cock poised at the lips and then rubbed it against her tiny wings.

“That feels good,” she said, giggling.

It was difficult to see her opening. I rubbed the head lower and found a tiny little hole. Even if she was soaked, I struggled to push the head inside her pussy.

“This might take a few seconds,” I said and perhaps wished Cassandra or Salina could be here to guide us.

She was already gasping for air even if a tenth of my cock hadn’t successfully penetrated her. I slid in a bit deeper and deeper, her walls fluttering and continued to pump out more honey, welcoming my cock with more lube. I was midway through and she winced.

“Are you alright?”

She bit her lips and nodded. “A bit deeper.”

I did as she wished and I finally felt her walls relaxing and she moaned. I pulled out, watching my cock glisten with her virgin fluids and then plunged back in. The green magical mist started manifesting already, swirling in front of us.

“Oh,” she moaned. “It’s so magical.”

It sure was, and I kept pounding her till her soft boobs rolled up and down her chest. I started grunting for every pound as the mist thickened. It was difficult to last longer than a few seconds when she was so strangling tight. She arched her back like the crescent moon, making me reach the depths of her pussy, spilling all my precum before I flooded her with fresh, magical cum. It was difficult to see anything, but as I held her there pinned to the bed, it seemed she was squirming. I pulled out my cock and to my surprise kept firing cum which reached both of her tits and splashed all over her. I tried waving away the mist, so I could get a better view of her wonderful body. She was still squirming and gasping for air.

Now I questioned what was going on. “Are you alright?”

“It’s the magic,” she said, panting. “It’s so strong.” Her right wrist suddenly glowed similar to mine and she released a powerful moan before slumping completely back to the bed. “Oh, I feel it. I feel so strong.”

I must have done the job right. I went into the closet and reached for a towel, wiping off my pearly cum from her body. She looked up to the ceiling, her eyes swimming with love. She reached for her wand and studied it intently along with her right wrist.

“I can learn female spells now,” she said joyfully. “I never thought I would see this day.” She laid her stick next to mine and attacked me in a hug, squeezing me tightly. I hugged her back, enjoying the contact of her nude body against mine. “It’s an honor you enhanced me with magic.”

I stroked her back till I reached the curve of her ass. “You are more than welcome.”

“It was a bit painful at first, but once you got through, it was all pleasure.”

“You sound excited.”

“Of course I am,” she said, parting from the hug to show me her bright smile. “It felt amazing … a real manly wand inside of me instead of my dirty fingers.”

We slumped back down to bed. She snuggled up with me, lying her head on my shoulder and her arm over my chest.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” she asked me.

I looked into her hazel eyes, shifting color to gold. I felt numb, and it was hard to think after such a powerful orgasm. “Forgetting what?”

“The healing spell,” she said quietly.

“Oh.” I had to laugh for some reason. I just felt so elated for the moment. I combed my fingers through her hair. “Are you ready?”

She nodded eagerly.

I swung my feet off the bed and stepped out to the hallway till I reached the stairs. “Cassandra, Salina?”

“Yeah?” Salina answered first with clear hints of excitement in her voice.

“We are ready. You can come up.”

“A second,” Salina said and I heard how she jumped off the couch.

I went back into the bedroom and lay down in the middle. I was curious to see them teach a female spell live. Salina and Cassandra entered the bedroom shortly after, wearing a silky see-through nightgown with nothing beneath. I assumed they wanted to get straight to business.

“How was your first time?” Salina asked Vera and crawled up to bed.

“I haven’t felt so good in my entire life,” she said.

“Just wait till we’ll teach you the healing spell,” she said.

Cassandra also crawled up to the bed, delivering a kiss on my and Vera’s cheeks. She looked at her glowing wrist. “Yeah, you are definitely ready, so which spell did you desire to learn now again?”

“The healing spell,” she said eagerly.

“I suggest you start on me,” Salina said. “Alban will need some visualization to get hard again.”

I definitely would like to see all those three in action, especially if it would lead up to a blowjob by Vera.

“Ok,” Vera said. “How do I start then?”

They regrouped, so Salina lay in the middle. She parted her legs, so both Cassandra and Vera sat squeezed between them.

“When you perform the healing spell,” Cassandra said. “You must act quickly. The more pain and the bigger the wound, the more difficult it would be to flip the pain to pleasure and then to completely healed.”

Vera nodded, listening intently. “So, let’s say Salina gets wounded and she lays there squirming in pain. You must quickly reach the most sensitive and pleasurable part of a woman.”

“Can I?” Vera asked while holding onto the lower part of her gown.

“I’m waiting for you,” Salina said.

“You don’t ask for permission when someone is wounded,” Cassandra reminded her. “You have to act quickly.”

“Sorry,” Vera said and rolled up her gown till she reached her peach, her eyes widening at Salina’s delicious pussy. “You are already wet,” she noticed with a giggle.

“This house isn’t soundproof,” she said and winked at me and Vera.

“Ok, listen well now,” Cassandra said and lowered her head till her tongue reached Salina’s precious fruit. “You must give her the most powerful oral pleasure you can give her, without pleasure, there is no way for this spell to work.”

“I have never pleasured a woman before,” Vera said shyly.

“We are here to teach you,” Cassandra said and patted her back. “Now, Salina’s hips are wide enough for both of us, don’t be shy.” Cassandra motioned her closer. “So, during the act, you must always rub the pearl on top and at the same time lick her, like this.” She demonstrated, licking Salina passionately while continuously rubbing her clit on top.

“Oh,” Salina said and giggled. “You are such a dirty licker.”

I could confirm her skills when she brought me to the gates of heaven the other day. Her tongue was magical and pleasured me equally as well as a pussy.

Vera looked a bit intimidated. “I don’t think I can do it that well.”

“We don’t expect you to at first attempt,” Cassandra comforted her. “I have also been a novice.”

“Ok, I will give it a try,” she said, setting her thumb on Salina’s clit and pressing her tongue on her pussy.

“That felt good,” Salina said with her eyes closed.

Vera glanced up, a bit insecure about whether she’d pushed the right buttons or not. “Was it alright?”

“It felt equally as good, perhaps even better when your lips hit brushed over mine.”

“I might have gotten a competitor,” Cassandra said, wagging her eyebrows.

“But according to what I’ve read, there should be a pink mist of healing,” Vera said.

“Yes,” Cassandra said. “You will have to combine the licking, with passionate licking and put all your focus on the aspect of healing. I know it might sound confusing at first, but you have to give it your all, all the effort to give her the best oral you could possibly give her, and as you keep seeing the buildup of the mist, you have to keep on going and connect with your magic.”

“That was a bit more complicated than I thought,” Vera said, going back to looking intimidated.

“The first part was just a warmup,” Cassandra said. “This will be a bit more intense.”

“Any tips?”

“A secret is to give her as much eye contact as possible. Think of sacrificing your moment just for her. Watch.” Cassandra went in for round two, and this time licked her passionately and seductively. She kept rubbing her clit with her right thumb and then changed back with her left. She parted her pussy lips with her two fingers and reached deeper into her walls, rubbing her sensitive parts.

“Oh my,” Salina said and started squirming uncontrollably. I started seeing the first hints of pink mist concentrating over them. Cassandra then stopped and parted from Salina’s pussy while a string of her honey stretched from her lips to her clit.

Salina sighed in pleasure. “What a tease,” she said.

Cassandra licked her lips. “So, it’s your turn now.” She made room for Vera who fidgeted her fingers.

“I’m not so sure if I’ll get anywhere near the pink mist.”

Cassandra held up her hand, pausing the lecture for a moment. “There can’t be any room for doubt. You have to pleasure her as passionately as possible. When you give it all you got, you will succeed. You cannot lick the same way as I, but you can pleasure her as well as you can. That’s what matters.”

Vera nodded silently for herself and absorbed Cassandra’s wisdom. She started slowly at first, getting to know her buttons and in what order to push them. She then learned quickly, licking her as passionately as possible. Salina started squirming, propping up her head with her right hand while arching her back, her boobs and erect nipples pointing right at the ceiling. Vera then went all in, fingering her while kissing and licking her clit, changing position, so her finger rubbed her pink pearl and tongue snaked into the depths of her pussy. The first hints of the purple mist started swirling up like smoke from newly kindled flames. She didn’t stop but continued the oral stimulation till it thickened and thickened. Salina then gasped, her entire body tremoring as she squirted over Vera’s face.

“Oh,” Salina moaned and slumped back, shivering with pleasure.

There certainly was more to Vera than what we knew. Cassandra helped wipe Vera’s soaked face with the same towel I’d used to wipe the cum from her. When she removed the towel, I saw her victorious grin.

“Did I do it?”

Cassandra clapped her hands and pressed her lips onto her right cheek. “If she would have been covered in wounds and had multiple broken bones, she would have looked healthier than ever by now.”

Vera clapped her hands excitingly. “I felt the magic radiating from myself to her, and I sensed every single sensation of her pleasure.”

“You’ve successfully learned your first female spell,” Cassandra congratulated her.

I sat there again with a throbbing, hot boner. I didn’t expect to recover this quickly, but their lesbian, or healing action was the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed.

“You are amazing,” I told her.

“Thank you,” Vera said and attacked me with a hug.

“Well done my student,” Cassandra said and proudly patted her shoulder. “So, let’s move on to the guy.”

Vera looked in my direction, giggling at my erection. “Will it be difficult to pleasure him like that? I’m not sure if I can fit it in my mouth.”

“Of course, you can,” Cassandra said, patting the spot next to Salina, and her eyes flicked to mine. “It’s your turn now.” Leaving a wink at the end. I gladly reclined down onto my back next to Salina’s warm flesh. Cassandra went between my legs but then decided to take off her gown.

“It’s getting hot in here and a guy will be more stimulated by nude visuals,” Cassandra said.

“I’m already nude,” Vera said, shaking her body so her boobs jiggled.

“Right, so the same thing goes here for Alban. You’ll have to pleasure him as well as possible, turning the pain into pleasure. Submissive eye contact is essential. And since you have little time to lose, you should constantly jerk him with your hand.”

“Even if he’s hard like that?” Vera asked.

“He will hardly be hard with broken bones and wounds,” Cassandra pointed out. “But when you jerk him, always spit in your hand.” Cassandra spat in her left hand and stroked my cock with her clammy and soft hand. “Watch closely.” She opened her mouth and rubbed the head of my cock against the insides of her cheeks all the while flicking her tongue in a clockwise motion around the tip. Her eyes were always on mine and her right hand kept stroking the outer part of my thigh.

“Gosh,” I moaned.

She came off with a pop when the pink mist appeared. “I wished I could have demonstrated a bit longer, but he’s already so hard so it won’t be long till he reaches the peak.

Cassandra made room for Vera. She looked filthily at her left hand and spat at it, jerking the cock which was already glistening from Cassandra’s fluids. She then pointed the slit to the entrance of her lips and opened up her mouth as wide as possible. She tried flicking her tongue over the purple head, sucking the tip.

“Don’t forget the eye contact now,” Cassandra reminded her.

Vera then looked submissively at me while she continued to suck and pleasure the head. She came off, looking a bit disappointed. “I can’t get it farther down.”

“Let me show you,” Cassandra said, sitting next to my right leg, bending over so her boobs brushed against my thighs. “Relax your throat and stretch your mouth open.” She demonstrated and pushed my cock deeper down her throat. Vera gaped at her while her lips touched my root and she twisted her head and then came back up for a breath. “When you keep him down there, that’s when you can pleasure him the most since every inch of his wand is covered.”

“That looked so cool,” she said.

“It’s fully possible for you too,” Cassandra said and made room for her.

“Ok,” Vera said, relaxing her throat and opening her mouth wide. She managed better now, pushing it down her throat which was even tighter than Cassandra’s. It was only a couple of inches left, sealing the gap from her lips to my roots.

“Go up and down now, while maintaining eye contact,” Cassandra guided her. Vera was an excellent listener and kept blowing me till the pink mist swirled around us. “Ok, quicker and more passionate.”

I felt the sensation of ascending and being cleansed. It wasn’t as powerful as when I was wounded, and the relief of not being in pain, but it was pleasurable nevertheless and also the joy of seeing Vera succeeding. My back turned rigid and I filled her mouth with my cum, splashing against her inner cheeks. I had a couple of more blasts left and hit her right on the nose which then splashed over her and Cassandra’s bodies. Cassandra wiped the second dose of cum from Vera’s face.

“Good girl,” she said and patted her shoulder proudly.

“But the pink mist wasn’t so strong,” she pointed out.

“He was hard already and not wounded. You have all the right reasons to be proud of yourself.”

“Will it be more difficult when he’s wounded?”

Cassandra shook her head. “You just have to put in a little bit more effort, that’s all.”

As I lay there, I motioned Vera to me. “That was amazing.”

“Did I please you?” she asked and cuddled up on my left side.

“I will leave my powerful cum shot as my answer.”

She looked at her wrist. “Cool, I got a little bit less magic now.”

I draped my hand over her shoulder, pulling her nude body closer to mine. “We’ll just refill it when it’s needed.”

Salina cuddled up on my other side. I’d never seen her so tired before, her purple hair spilled over her voluptuous body.

“And if his cum shot isn’t enough,” Cassandra said and snuck into bed next to Vera. “You put Salina to sleep, which I haven’t succeeded with in a long time.”

“I’m looking forward to my time here,” she said with her hands close to her heart. “It’s like a new chapter in my life—the happy one.”

I didn’t know why as I lay there after the most exciting night of my life, but I felt danger breathing down my neck and an urge to become a better sorcerer.

A life like this was just too good to have it ripped away from me.
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“Werewolf!” Cassandra shouted, waking me up. I heard a loud howl shortly after. I quickly rose from my reclined position and placed my hands on the window sill. My eyes widened at the huge beast but then narrowed as I watched it run toward our livestock.

“Get dressed and wake up Salina and Vera!” Cassandra shouted and slipped on her gown and ran down the stairs.

I quickly shook Salina and Vera simultaneously. “Get dressed,” I told both of them. “A werewolf is outside.”

Vera’s eyes widened in fear. Salina patted her shoulder.

“Just stay behind in case any of us gets wounded,” she said.

I quickly pulled on my pants and ran down the stairs. As soon as I ran out to the pasture, the sheep bleated and panicked. The werewolf pulled a sheep apart with just the help of its two arms. It stood on its hind legs, towering eight feet above us.

“What the hell does it want?” I asked, unsheathing my wand and not showing any fear while facing the beast.

“It wanted to lure us out here,” Cassandra said and spat. “And it succeeded since otherwise, it would have slaughtered our entire herd. Fire!” She cast the fire spell, shooting a beam of fire at the werewolf’s back. The werewolf howled and tossed the bloody sheep aside. It then rolled around on the field of wheat, trying to put out the flames.

“Put out any flames,” she said urgently.

“Ice!” I cast the ice spell and used Salina’s technique to spread the spell over the flames, quenching them before they would spread.

The werewolf whirled around, blood dripping from its fangs and claws. It fixed its red, wicked eyes on Cassandra and bolted at her.

“Scutum!” she cast a spell I hadn’t heard before, but a blue-like shield appeared right in front of her, and the werewolf ran and came crashing against it, howling some more.

I quickly ran to the side. “Arrovera!” I emphasized harder than ever, sending the arrow right at its chest, so it penetrated right through the skin. The werewolf howled even louder. I raised an eyebrow wondering if it had been defeated. Salina’s steps thundered across the ground, and she had the wand firm in her grip.

“Where is Vera?” I asked, fearful that she would be exposed to that blood-thirsty beast.

“Inside, don’t worry,” she said briskly. “She was about to cry, but we have other things to worry about.”

I glanced behind my shoulder and noticed her standing in the living room with tear tracks down her cheeks.

“Is it dead?” I asked Cassandra who still stood on guard, her chest thumping visibly. It writhed and squirmed, but then slumped down.

“If that’s the only one,” she said carefully.

“What do you—” My question got interrupted by three howls. The werewolves came bolting out from the forest.

“Arrovera!” I shouted simultaneously with Salina, striking two of them in the middle of the chest. Cassandra was a second too late. The werewolf launched itself right at her with its teeth aimed right at her side abdomen. She got thrown back but didn’t lose grip on her wand.

“Fire!” she shouted and sent a thick bolt of fire, making the werewolf fly back, so it rolled against the grass. Cassandra slumped back and groaned in pain. Blood streamed and branched out from her side abdomen. We ran at her and my heart pounded for her.

“Quickly, let’s take her to Vera and finish those blood-thirsty beasts for good.”

I grabbed her arms and Salina took her legs, lifting her. We hurried up to the terrace.

“Open!” I shouted to Vera, who now had even fresher tear tracks on her cheeks. We quickly lay her down on the floor. Salina planted her lips right on Vera’s cheeks.

“Don’t forget what we taught you. She needs to be healed.”

She nodded briskly, but it seemed as if she were on the point of a nervous breakdown. We ran back down, and this werewolf rolled onto the grass and tried to put out the flames and perhaps wanted to cause an inferno.

“Ice!” we shouted simultaneously, making sure to quench the flames. They sizzled when being met with the ice spell.

Salina motioned me over, her gaze fiercer than ever. “Let’s kill that beast.”

The werewolf turned around and tried to foolishly attack us. We raised our wands to it and cast the spell simultaneously.

“Arrovera!” we shouted, emphasizing it as hard as we could. Both of our arrows pierced through the chest. It didn’t even howl, just slumping back with a loud thump. I even felt the shudder on the ground from here.

We breathed hard, waiting. I wanted to ask but remembered what happened last time. We exchanged glances.

“There aren’t anymore,” she said.

“Are you sure?”

“They should have attacked us by now,” she said and I believed her when she stuffed the wand into her cleavage. I sheathed mine and ran up to the terrace right at the moment when Cassandra squirted over Vera. We stepped in and waved the pink mist away from her. Cassandra gasped in pleasure and her wound had been fully healed.

Salina patted Vera’s shoulder and kissed her cheek. “Good job, darling.”

“Thank you,” she said, sniffling.

As Cassandra breathed, fully healed from that terrible attack, I watched her in awe. It was more to that woman than a heart of gold. She had a strength and dedication I had never seen before in a female. We helped her up to her feet and guided her to the couch, slumping down. I went to the terrace, looking out a last time before closing the door. I sat down next to Vera, draping my arm around her shoulder.

“Are you alright?” I asked her.

“A bit scared to tell the truth.”

I fully understood her. Those beasts weren’t pleasant, especially how they tore the sheep right open with their bare hands and took a bloody bite straight out of Cassandra.

“We killed them,” I said. “It’s nothing to worry over for now.”

“But they might show up again,” she said, shuddering. “What if they kill you?”

I had no idea if they would show up again. Usually, when you retaliated against an attack, intruders think twice about returning.

I lifted my gaze to Salina. “Will they return?”

“Probably not in the near future,” she answered. “But whoever sent them here is still alive.”

I felt a shiver down my spine and had an inkling of what she was talking about—a witch. “The time I wasn’t here … did you ever suffer a werewolf attack?”

Both Cassandra and Salina shook their heads.

“The last time was when your father was alive,” Cassandra said.

It dawned on me why they’d attacked us now, and I wouldn’t be surprised if the spider was also deployed at luxarbor in order to trap us. It made me a bit more fearful knowing this cunning witch was a bit more sophisticated than a wild beast, but not fearful enough. I swore to myself to protect this way of life at all costs.

I looked at Cassandra’s side abdomen, right there where she’d suffered a great wound. Her skin was bloody but fully healed. I combed my fingers through Vera’s hair.

I told her, “You healed her well.”

“Thank you. They taught me well.”

“We can count on you,” Cassandra said. “I’m more than glad you will be the third woman in this household.”

“I’m just not sure about the dangers lurking around here,” she said, sighing. And neither was I.

I sighed. I glanced behind my back and it was pitch dark outside. “Should we try to get back to sleep?”

We all nodded, exhausted from the disrupted sleep and the sudden attack. We got up to our feet and up the stairs and into my bedroom. Cassandra went to the bathroom first to wash off the blood.

We lay down and slipped under the bed sheet. Vera lay close to my side and draped her hand over my chest.




We woke up a couple of hours later when the morning sunlight streamed into the room. Vera was in a slightly better mood especially so when Cassandra had a gift for her. She poked Vera’s back and Vera whirled around. A dress lay in Cassandra’s hands.

“Since you’ve decided to stay with us,” she said. “We made you a dress.”

Her eyes lit up and she picked up the dress from her hands, the garment cascading down. It was a beautiful purple short-sleeved dress with a plunging neckline and skirt colored with bright stars.

“A clothing without patches,” she said as if it were a pot of gold.

“Try it out,” Cassandra said.

Vera didn’t run up to the bedroom. She was so excited she undressed in the living room. I kept my eyes off her when she got naked, but it was impossible when she had donned the sorceress dress. It showed so much more skin and especially her cleavage. She looked at herself in the mirror and spun around.

“This dress looks amazing,” she said as if what happened yesterday didn’t matter.

“It suits you perfectly,” Cassandra said, glad she liked it.

I wondered if it was intentional that dresses were supposed to be as sexy as possible. I knew lust and sex were important to enhance us with magic, and without some nudity, it was hard to get the libido higher. 

“How do you think I look?” Vera asked me, twirling her hair on her finger.

“You look amazing, but you did that prior too.”

“But that dress was so filthy and patchy,” she said, spinning in front of the mirror again.

“I was talking about you and not your dress.”

She put her arms around my neck and gave me a hug. “You are the best.”

I had to kiss her when her lips were so close to mine.

“You are the cutest,” I said after parting from her young lips.

We headed out to the terrace as the sun was slowly rising. I wrinkled my nose at the stench of dead werewolves.

Cassandra laid her hand on my shoulder. “Will you help me burn the bodies?”

“Sure,” I said and motioned Vera with me.

“I won’t help with that part,” she said, shaking her head.

“You can help me with breakfast,” Salina suggested.

“Now that I would love to,” she said as she received an apron from Salina.

We got out to the pasture, littered with four dead werewolves. We used the movera spell and piled the bodies onto a heap in the middle and then cast a fire spell, so they started burning like a pyre.

“I believe it’s time for you to learn your first male spell,” Cassandra said while the flames flickered in front of us.

“How come?” I asked. It was of course something I wanted badly, but she’d been the woman who wanted to slow things down and not rush things.

“There is obviously someone out there who wants to get you,” she said and wrinkled her nose. “To be empowered is important when facing witches and dark magic.”

I remembered reading how male spells were taught by a nature deity.

“Now where and how?” I asked.

“Your father left a map in one of the treasure chests,” she explained. “It leads to a nature deity. He talked about the importance of her being the one who taught you the first male spell.”

That my father had thought so well into the future made me even more excited to learn the spell.

“We should go after we’ve eaten,” I said.

Her lips slid up to a smile. “Yes,” she said. We watched as the flames were reduced to embers. It felt like an accomplishment that we’d warded off an attack.

We turned and joined Vera and Salina for breakfast which was the usual fresh bread, smoked meat and butter. It was delicious and satiating, and I kept sinking my teeth into loaf of bread after loaf of bread. The salted butter went so well with the meat on top.

“An owl,” Vera said suddenly. It descended from the sky, closing in on us as it flapped its massive wings. It held onto a letter, and I could only guess it was for Vera. She stood up, the crumbs tumbling from her dress. She dried her hands on a napkin. The owl opened its claws and the letter fell into Vera’s hands. She sat down and opened the letter.

“It’s from my mom,” she said, her heart sinking. “She wants me to come back.”

Salina frowned. “Is it jealousy?”

“I suppose,” she said, her face darkening.

“Your father didn’t seem to mind when I met him briefly,” I said.

“My parents don’t always agree on things, and my father is a bit weak at the moment.”

“Does your mother know who Alban is?” Cassandra questioned.

“My father must have told her,” Vera said with a shrug. I didn’t like seeing her upset. I had no idea how it worked in this world, but usually, women over eighteen should make their own decisions.

“We can fly over there and I can have a chat with them,” Salina said. She sounded provoked, and I didn’t blame her. I also hated jealousy.

Vera beamed. “I truly appreciate it.”

Salina reached out and clasped her hand. “If you want to stay with us—you will stay with us.”

A blush spread on Vera’s cheeks. “Of course, I want to stay here.”

“If you do that,” Cassandra said. “Alban and I thought of seeking out a nature deity in order for him to be taught his first male spell.”

“Interesting,” Salina said and looked eagerly at me.

“Do you know what spell it is?” Vera asked.

I shook my head and Cassandra did too. “All I know is that his father wanted to go to a specific nature deity.”

While Salina and Vera took the dishes, Cassandra and I went inside. She pulled open a drawer and brought out a dusty chest, blowing the dust off and then rubbed her hand along the surface.

“It’s more than a map. It’s also a personal letter.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about this earlier?” 

“He wanted you to read it when the time was right,” she said and turned the chest to me. “He was very specific when it came to certain things.”

I turned the key and slowly opened the chest. There was a map at the bottom folded four times and a letter with a photo of my father on top. I picked up the photo first. He stood there outside the farm, sharply dressed and with his back straight. His wand was sheathed and his gaze fierce. It was impossible not to smile when holding on to this. I looked him in the eyes, and unlike all those times I had looked bewildered up to my adoptive father, I could finally recognize myself. My eyes welled and a tear trickled down my cheek.

Cassandra dried my tears. “Prepare yourself for more tears when reading the letter.”

I laid the letter down and then reached for the letter, tracing my finger under the text as I read softly for myself.

“Alban, my son, I write this letter for you while you lie right next to me. Your mother passed away a year ago when giving birth to you. Where we live has become more turbulent, and I will hide you in another world. It will be rough and painful since it’s a world you don’t belong to, but hopefully, it will toughen you up for your arrival on your twenty-fourth birthday. You have met Cassandra and Salina by now, two very responsible sorceresses and I will trust them to teach you magic and introduce you to your birthplace. Under this letter is a map to Thorina, the nature deity of lightning. It’s of vital importance that it will be the first male spell you will be taught since it’s the most effective against dark magic and witches. I wished I would get to meet you as a grown-up and see how well you’ve fared in your life, but not every wish in life can be fulfilled. Stay strong Alban. Kindest regards, your father.”

Tears stung my eyes as I reached the last sentence. Cassandra took another napkin and dabbed my eyes.

“I understand it’s emotional.”

I tried my hardest to suppress my tears. “Where did he write this?”

“Right where you sit, and you were lying right in the space between us.”

I pictured the scene. I, barely one year old, sat next to my father while he wrote to my future self. It felt so personal, it hit home.

I brought up the map which I could barely read.

“Uhm,” I said, a bit embarrassed. “Can you read this?”

“Let me see,” she said and reached for it. She nodded slowly for herself. “Yes, hard to believe a nature deity doesn’t live that far from us.”

“How long will it take us to get there?” I asked.

“Hardly more than a day on foot if our path remains undisturbed.”




Later that day, we met outside the farmhouse to say goodbye. Vera was next to Cassandra, both of them mounted on their broomsticks.

“Good luck,” I wished both of them and hoped it wouldn’t lead to any serious quarrels. I’d grown up without a family but knew very well that such disputes rarely ended up well.

“Thank you,” Vera said, looking optimistic with Salina on her side. “Although I still believe it would have been better for you to come with us.”

She’d suggested that earlier, but Cassandra had insisted on our journey to Thorina.

“I will probably meet her another day.”

“When I’ve calmed her down,” Salina said firmly.

“Good luck to you too,” Vera wished me. “I want to see some lightning when you get back.”

“I’ll show it to you, especially if you’ll be there to replenish the magic.”

“Without doubt,” she said and stifled a giggle with her hand. We waved at them as they flew toward the market.

I strapped the pouch around my waist. We’d stuffed it with smoked fat, meat and some bread, enough to sustain us for two days.

“Are you sure we shouldn’t take the broomstick as far as we can?”

“It won’t be necessary since it isn’t far,” she said and locked the gates of the farmhouse and I helped her herd the animals into the barn. “To walk is therapeutic.”

I smiled, so that’s how she preserved her gorgeous looks. “You are right.”

“Let’s go,” she said and motioned me with her. As we descended down and farther toward a forest, we caught up with a stream that continued to snake farther into the forest. The stream crashed against rocks, making the water splash up to the trees. I kicked on some pine cones and crouched under some branches. I inhaled the pure scent of a pine forest, reminding me of Earth.

“Where are all the big mushrooms?” I asked.

“Is this a bit too tame for you?” she asked, glancing at me with a teasing grin.

“Not really,” I answered. “I just wondered if they were as prevalent as the other direction.”

“They don’t grow everywhere,” she explained. “But soon we’ll reach the crossed valleys where you’ll see more of nature’s wonder.”

“Crossed valleys?”

“You will understand when you see it.”

We took a break and carefully approached the stream bank. We cupped our hands and drank the fresh water. She spilled quite a bit on her chest, soaking through her clothes till I could see more of her skin. I spilled too. It was impossible not to when we drank straight from our hands.

“The sun will dry our clothes,” she said as it dribbled down her lips and chin. “There’s no point in drinking gently.”

I followed her advice and drank till I spilled an equal amount on myself. I felt that she glanced at me more and more, making me suspect that she wanted my clothes to be equally as soaked. 

We rose from the bank and continued along the stream which merged with another and formed a powerful river. The trees grew further apart as we entered a U-shaped valley.

“We flew over here when you first brought me there,” I said and recognized the steep mountainsides.

“Yes indeed. You must have gotten too much of my hair in your eyes if you didn’t recognize the cross.”

“Possibly,” I said. Her hair sure was bright and shiny, and it was hard to see anywhere when it kept fluttering in front of my face. We continued along the steep path. I couldn’t hear any winds or birds, only the river which continued to run on. The ground sloped downward, making us slip now and then.

“Be careful,” she said, wiping the spray of river water from her face. “It’s a bit slippery here.”

She slowed down her pace as we descended the slope. The mountainsides just soared higher, and gazing at them made me dizzy.

“You should see the cross now,” she said and nodded ahead. She was right. There was another valley going through this one, making it look like a cross. It was also another river streaming from that direction. When we got closer, the river from two different directions came crashing down into the middle, causing the spray to almost reach the height of the trees.

“It’s beautiful isn’t it?” she said, glancing at me.

“Yes … it’s gorgeous.” Especially so with the rainbow arching over the spray. The two rivers merged into one great current, and she motioned me to follow her down the valley where the main river bubbled on.

We reached craggier hills where the river snaked uphill.

“How?” I asked.

“Magic,” she said, smiling. “There are many unexplained wonders in this world. Some scribes have tried to decipher the meanings and come up with theories about why certain things are how they are. I don’t like to overthink stuff.”

“Me neither, some things are better left unsaid.” It was a motto I’d been carrying on for a while, but it wasn’t only regarding curiosity about the world we lived in, but also that I never dared to ask someone out.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked, deciding to take a little break by a boulder and enjoy the open view of craggy hills rolling to the horizon.

“What I said earlier about something is better left unsaid. It made me think how I avoided asking girls out even if I wanted to.”

“But that’s not true,” Cassandra pointed out. “You asked Vera.”

“Yes … I did, but I didn’t always have the courage,” I said and wasn’t quite sure about her answer.

“It’s just what your father wrote to you,” she said. “You weren’t meant to live in that world. You can’t force a puzzle piece onto a spot where it won’t fit. You just end up ruining yourself.”

“If I only knew that beforehand.”

“I apologize on behalf of your father, but there was a reason you had to be hidden.”

“The dark magic and witches who are after me?” I guessed.

She nodded. “You’ve seen it yourself. We haven’t had a werewolf attack since your father lived there.”

I nodded for myself. We opened our pouches and took a break, eating. She told me it wasn’t that far away; we will be there by dusk.

“Will we sleep there too?”

“I will … you will pass out though.”

“Why exactly?”

“The teaching of a male spell is a bit different than any other,” she said and I saw a subtle grin spread across her lips, only giving me the slightest hint of what was waiting for me.

We brushed our lips and continued up the hills and upward the river. We followed a trail leading up to a mountain, and as we continued to ascend, I saw several snow-capped peaks. They took my breath away, especially as the sky and scenery darkened in the background, making the peaks glow.

“They are gorgeous,” I said, gazing at them.

“Yes,” Cassandra said but looked more skyward instead. She suddenly halted as clouds concentrated above us and thunder rolled and then cracked suddenly. “She knows we are here.”

“Is thunder her way of welcoming us?” I asked carefully, waiting if lightning would strike.

“Yes,” she said. “If we weren’t welcome, she would have sent down bolts of lightning to strike us. Nature deities don’t want blood with weak magic nor dark magic near their hideouts.”

We continued along the trail till we reached a cliff. I stepped to the very edge and looked down for a brief moment and then reeled back. It must have been several thousand feet to the bottom. I sat down on my haunches and wiped the sweat from my brow. It certainly was cooler up here, but the ascent had taken the breath away from me. I slowly dragged my gaze back up again, and right in front of us soared a bigger mountain whose peak was hidden above the clouds.

Cassandra stood there patiently, looking up to the peak. She had impressive stamina, not looking tired at all. I wondered if she’d led us to a dead end.

“Where do we go from here?” I asked her.

“We’ll wait for the deity,” she said.

A staircase flashed into existence, materializing in front of my eyes. It seemed to be made out of some blue, or golden glass. I tried tapping it with my foot, intimidated by the mystery and suddenness of its magical appearance.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” I mouthed and gazed up the flight of stairs which rose past the clouds and I guessed up to the peak.

“The deity wants to see you first,” Cassandra said and beckoned me up with her pointy finger. “I will be right behind you.”

“It’s safe, right?”

Cassandra just smiled. “She’s powerful. If she’d have wanted to kill us, she’d have done so a long time ago.”

I nodded and boldly stepped onto the staircase. I wished it was some railing to rest my hands on. I wasn’t the biggest fan of heights and especially when it was at least thousands of feet below me.

We passed the clouds and reached the peak which was round as the full moon. I looked around me. The clouds surrounding this peak made it look like a floating island on a sea of clouds. In the middle was a podium leading up to an altar with text carved onto the stone.

“You must recite the text in order to summon the deity.”

I slowly approached it, walked up the podium and was awestruck by this epic place.

“And then what?” I asked.

“After you’ve recited the spell, you will be brought to her. I’ll be waiting for you here when you wake up tomorrow.”

“What will happen?” I asked while goosebumps prickled my skin.

“You are smart enough to figure that one out by yourself,” she said and winked. “The teaching of one of the most powerful male spells out there … involves some very powerful actions.”

I could only guess what she meant by that. “Good night,” I told her. “I will see you tomorrow.”

“Good night,” she said and even if it was dark, I still saw the half grin on her face, but she tried hard to remain serious.

I traced my eyes on the letters and read them out loud with difficulty. “Vocare fulgur deus.” A bolt of lightning flashed down and struck me. It happened so quickly I didn’t have time to scream or question. I saw only bright stars for a short moment and felt a sensation as if I were ascending higher in the air.

I quickly rubbed my eyes as the strong flash abated and to my relief I was alive. I looked around me and found myself at a similar mountaintop but without the altar, and Cassandra was nowhere near to be seen. I was about to take a step but staggered forward. I noticed the peak was sheathed with soft clouds which felt like the softest mattress.  

“Where am I?”

“At Thorina’s peak,” a heavenly voice said behind me. I stiffened, it wasn’t just the pure sound of her voice, but also the way it reached my spine and cascaded down and concentrated by my penis.

“Do you like the sound of my voice?” she asked and tittered. Her second sentence had the same effect as the first, flowing down my spine and reaching the head of my cock which started hardening all of the sudden. “Turn around … there is no magic without visualization.”

I slowly turned around and my jaw dropped. She stood there a head taller than me with long thick, Scandinavian blonde hair, which reached down to her ankles and hid her slightly flaring hips. She wore a seductive, blue and white see-through nightgown. I traced my eyes farther up to her high cheekbones, porcelain skin and bow-shaped lips.

“Alban?” she asked again and smiled to see me.

“Yes,” I said. She must have been the most gorgeous and magical woman I’d ever seen. No doubt about that since she was a nature deity. I couldn’t help but to think of every single guy who bullied me, from Chad to the rest of his drunken friends. They would never be able to have a woman of such beauty in front of them in their lives. Yet here she was, not only speaking to me but sounding like she craved me.

“I am Thorina, the nature deity of Lightning.”

I nodded and watched as her hair kept fluttering softly despite it being no breeze present.

“I am Alban,” I said dumbfoundedly, even if she knew my name.

“I know,” she said, taking a step closer to me. “You don’t have to introduce yourself.”

She reached for my hand and lifted it to her bow-shaped and purple lips. She gave it a kiss, leaving a purple mark of her lips right on the surface of my hand behind. My eyes flicked from the mark and up to her lips, wondering whether she wore any lipstick even if I saw none.

“It’s an honor to meet such a powerful sorcerer like you. It will be an even greater honor if I can teach you the lightning spell.”

“That’s why I came here,” I said and marveled at the damp patch of her lips on my hand.

She took another step closer to me and the tent just grew bigger as my eyes were almost at the same level as her breasts. She held onto my hand and rubbed her soft thumb along my wrist.

“You have been magically enhanced, but yet no male spells, is that so?” Her warm breath winnowed to the depths of my soul, enchanting me as no other woman had.

“That’s correct,” I said and felt two drops of sweat trickling down the side of my head as it started getting hot.

“It turns me on even more,” she said. “I’m here to serve a powerful male, teaching him the essence of male magic.”

“How does this teaching work?” I mouthed as her lips got dangerously close to my neck, breathing down my spine. She let go of my hand and stroked my back, her two hands roaming freely around my body.

“It’s a magical experience that I will take care of. All you have to do is to relax,” she said and planted a soft kiss on my neck and when parting, brushed her lips from my neck and to my chest. She seductively went down on her knees. She didn’t have to toss her hair over her shoulders. It magically fluttered behind her, providing me ample view for her teardrops. “This clothing is in the way. You must grant me access to your magical wand.”

“Oh,” I said and fumbled around on my wand sheath.

She tried to hide her giggles behind her hand. “Wrong wand,” she said, tugging at my pants.

“Oh sorry,” I said as it started getting overwhelmingly hot. “You can take it off.”

I didn’t believe I could do it myself, my fingers were too jittery and clammy at the moment.

“You must promise me to relax when I take care of you,” she said and unbuckled the belt and pulled it out from the loops. “And you must be present at the moment when I will teach you this.”

“I will try,” I said as she got perilously close to my wand. She pulled down the boxers and my cock snapped up and wagged up and down. She seized it with her left hand and stroked it passionately and stuffed it in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head in a clockwise motion and poking the cock at the entrance of her throat. While she kept stroking me, she slid the gown off her shoulders and suddenly her upper body was completely nude, healthy and beige skin with two beautiful breasts. I leaned back as she continued to take me deeper down her deity throat. She came off with a pop and smeared the sweet color of her lips all over my cock.

“Lie down … and don’t panic, that was just some foreplay. You will finish harder than ever.”

I reclined with my back against the cloud while she waited for me on her knees. She then swung her legs over me, and I saw several trickles of her nectar running down the insides of her thighs. A thick glob of nectar dribbled down from her bald sexy slit and onto my cock. I inhaled deeply and it was the sexiest scent I’d ever inhaled. She slid my throbbing cock along her pussy, guiding it along her slit before her nectar covered my tip in a sopping sheen. Her goddess-like body towered over me with my cock poised at her magical entrance. She gazed down at me, looking hornier than ever.

“Here it comes.”

I grabbed her legs and braced myself as she slowly guided my cock inch after inch into her warm hole. I threw my head back when she bottomed out without a trace of pain. I caressed her legs and was mesmerized by her fertile pussy which had covered every single inch of my cock. She planted her lovely hands right on my chest, clawing me ever so slightly. She rocked back and forth and started stimulating me even further.

“Oh,” I moaned. Her hair fluttered behind her like a flag, giving me an ample view of her nude and pure body. I watched her perfect tear-drops bounce up and down on her chest. I grabbed her ass instead, guiding her rocking motion as a deep blue mist started swirling around us. It was different from the other magical mists. This one curtained around us, giving us extra privacy and intimacy as she continued.

She smiled seductively and rocked me harder and quicker. My fingers kept sinking into her delicious ass. Lightning flashed behind her, and she leaned down to my neck, whispering, “I fire lightning when I get excited …. I hope it’s ok.”

“Hmm, I don’t mind,” I said and found it oddly erotic as she continued to fuck me. She moved her hands farther up my chest, whipping her hair side to side which continued to flow beautifully behind her. I moved my hands farther up her back, sliding up and down her beige skin, absorbing more of her warmth. I shivered with pleasure.

she leaned back down again, whispering in a husky voice, “Are you about to cum?”

“Yeah,” I whispered and loved it whenever she whispered so close to my ear, just adding another layer of intimate pleasure that was about to tip me over the edge.

“Your magical cum will be the final touch of the lesson,” she said and pressed her lips on my neck, swirling her tongue on my skin while continuing to rock her hips, so her pussy kept stroking my cock. “You will have to say Fulmen after I repeat it three times.”

“I will,” I said and gasped as she moved away from my neck. I reached back to her ass, squeezing her soft cheeks. I then helped her fucking me quicker. My heart rate went through the roof and it wasn’t much left of me now.

“Are you about to cum now?” she asked, her voice hornier and more desperate.

“A little bit more,” I said, as she gave me the most intimate eye contact, making me drown in her deep blue colors. I groaned as the first spurts of cum fired deep inside her. At the same time, several bolts of lightning came flashing down, followed by loud cracks of thunder. I closed my eyes, and as I fired my cum into the depths of her pussy, in my mind I didn’t see the pearly white seeds; I saw forks of lightning, flashing from the tip of my cock in one image and then the next the tip of my wand. The images kept altering, yet I still had Thorina’s body pressed over me with her lips close to my ear.

“Fulmen! Fulmen! Fulmen!”

“Fulmen!” I emphasized and sent a lightning bolt down from the sky, striking me so I passed out with that gorgeous deity right on top of me.
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I slowly opened my eyes and rubbed them. I felt a breeze fluttering my hair and shirt. I looked at my own body in surprise. The last I remember I was naked and getting fucked by the lightning deity, yet here I lay, fully clothed and clouded with questions.

“Are you waking up now?” Cassandra asked me while stroking my forehead.

I noticed now that I was lying on a cloud, and so was Cassandra. We were at the peak by the altar, but Thorina was nowhere to be seen.

“Is Thorina here?”

She shook her head. “She left after she taught you the spell.”

“I wish I could have said goodbye and thank her,” I said and sighed. I wished I could also see her again. She was a beauty like no other.

“That’s how nature deities are,” she explained. “Very mysterious, but yet passionate about their abilities and teaching.”

“No doubt about that,” I said and was thankful I vividly remembered the lesson.

“She left a souvenir,” she said and took my hand and gave it a lift. The mark of her purple lips was still there.

I smiled. “Hopefully it won’t be washed off too soon.”

“I can’t guarantee that.”

“Where did these clouds come from?” I said. “They are as soft as a bed.”

“A little gift from Thorina. Even if mysterious, she still thinks of us, not wanting us to sleep on the hard surface.”

“I see,” I said. “How long have I been sleeping?”

“Just a night,” she said. “I held onto you during the sleep.”

I swung my legs off the clouds and rubbed my eyes with the heel of my hand.

“The way she taught me …. She sure knows how to push my buttons right.”

“Of course they do. They know magic well. It has to be a powerful lesson for it to be taught.”

I reached for my wand and jumped up to my feet. I looked around me and pointed the wand at nowhere.

“Fulmen!” I emphasized and sent a lightning bolt out from the wand. I slowly turned to Cassandra who smiled and I believed I saw her nipples stiffening under her sorceress gown. I turned back to the horizon and stuck my wand out. “Fulmen!” This time, I sent forks of lightning flashing and sparking. The sounds and feelings were empowering.

“My first male spell,” I mouthed and held onto my wand harder than ever.

Cassandra laid both hands on my shoulders, kissing my neck. “And not your last.”

I nodded. “You are right.”

“Should we get back to the farmhouse? Next time some werewolves try to get at us, I would love to watch you strike them with lightning.”

“It will be my pleasure.”

“And us three women will be there for you the following night, replenishing your magic,” she said and planted her lips right at my neck, making me shiver with pleasure.

We started down the stairs, descending till we reached the lower peak. I turned around and watched as the stairs dematerialized and then evaporated into thin air.

“Are you sure there are no ways to say goodbye to her?”

“You can try if you have any innovative ways to use your newly learned spell.”

I stood and pondered a little till an idea struck me. I pointed the wand up to the sky. “Fulmen!” And formed the lightning into the letters, thank you.

Cassandra giggled. “That sure was creative. Let’s see if she answers.

And she did, the lightning flashing in front of us. You are welcome with a heart at the end. That was all I needed.

We returned back to the farmhouse.




When we ascended the valley, it was already dark. Cassandra used a light spell and guided us through the forest.

“I don’t know why,” she said with hints of uncertainty. “I have this bad feeling that something has happened.”

When we’d sat down to eat earlier, I’d felt something similar. “What exactly?”

“Hard to know precisely,” she said and jumped over the roots of a tree, making her way quickly through the forest.

I started getting a bit paranoid, thinking about Vera. Especially in case the talk with their parents had failed, but a part of me believed it was wishful thinking since I sensed something worse had happened.

We passed through the forest and Cassandra narrowed her eyes at the farm.

“I see Salina,” she said with clear hints of alarm in her voice. She ran toward her and I followed her. I stepped right onto the planks of the gate which lay spilled over the entrance. We ran around the farmhouse till we reached the garden. Salina lay there, squirming in pain. My hand fled to my mouth when I saw her dark green face and eyes round of horror.

“A witch has been here,” Cassandra said, making shivers run down my spine. “I must make her a potion and that quickly—tend to her.”

“What about the healing spell?” I briskly asked her while she ran into the house.

“That’s only for wounds and injuries. That is something else.”

I didn’t want to bother her any longer if it was urgent. I sat down on my haunches and reached for her hand.

“Salina?” I asked and tried shaking her to life.

“Ugh,” she groaned and coughed into her elbow. “I’m sorry.”

“What happened?”

“A witch attacked us. She was after Vera.”

“Where is she?” I asked.

“She kidnapped her. Trust me, I tried my hardest.”

My heart sank upon hearing those words. I sat on my haunches and kept holding Salina’s hands till Cassandra came running out with a glass filled with a red liquid.

“Help me lift her back up,” Cassandra said.

I slipped my hands under her back and lifted her to a seated position. Cassandra poured the liquid down her throat and Salina chugged it down. She belched a red cloud and then wiped her lips, her colors returning to her face, washing away the green nauseous look. She gasped for a breath and then looked around her.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, shame weighing her down.

“Sorry for what?” Cassandra asked.

“That I didn’t defend Vera.”

Cassandra’s face darkened. “Was it a witch?”

“It was,” she said and kept her eyes on the grass.

Cassandra lifted her chin. “It doesn’t suit you when you look like that,” she insisted.

“I know, but I’m embarrassed.”

“I don’t expect you to defend yourself and a novice against a witch—We’ll get back at her, come on, rise now.”

Cassandra extended her hand to her and Salina accepted it, rising to her feet. My heart and mind were racing.

“Why would a witch kidnap her?” I asked.

“To lure you in,” Cassandra said.

“She won’t hurt her?” I asked desperately.

“It’s a bit hard to know now,” Cassandra said. “But I believe her primary aim is to get you there.”

“Well then,” I said, clenching my fists in anger. “She sure will succeed with that, but I will do anything I can to get back at her.”

I felt more than anger. The stress started eating me as I couldn’t stop thinking about what she would do to her. My stomach started rumbling and I also felt something coil up. I hadn’t felt that since I was back on Earth. These were symptoms of my autoimmune disease.

“We have to go, and that as quickly as possible,” I said.

“If the witch wants to lure Alban in,” Salina said. “Is it a good idea to act so rashly?”

“The witch doesn’t know that he’s already been magically enhanced and learned his first male spell,” Cassandra pointed out. “Let’s get our broomsticks and go.”

“I forgot after being poisoned,” she said, looking at me with her eyes widened. “Congratulations on your first male spell.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“I must get our gear,” she said, disappearing into the farmhouse. She came back and tossed us our back scabbards for the broomsticks. She then had three pouches with her, but I refused.

“I won’t eat till I’ve seen her again,” I said.

“Neither will I,” Salina said.

“Maybe she’ll be hungry,” she said and strapped the pouch around her waist. I didn’t have any appetite when feeling this stress. I thought about an uncomfortable question that I hoped they had an answer to.

“How will we find her?” I asked.

“Easy,” Cassandra said and showed me Vera’s old dress she was holding onto. She tossed it onto the grass and pointed her wand at the garment. “Duxit Odorem!”

Suddenly, a pink mist billowed over the dress and then snaked into the forest.

We mounted the broomsticks and said the flying spells.

“Onward to the swamp then,” Cassandra said, narrowing her eyes at the dark night and letting the pink mist guide our way.




We skimmed over the treetops, making the leaves rustle and waking up the sleeping birds. We followed the pink mist, which snaked over the canopy. It made me emotional when looking at it. It was her beautiful and innocent scent we were following.

Apart from Vera’s scent, it was pitch dark. Eventually, Cassandra had to light her wand up in order to see better. I got a better view of the forest beneath us. I saw bats and other creatures running around, looking like goblins, but I couldn’t stop thinking of her being alone and cold in the grips of a nasty witch.

I started getting impatient the longer we flew, every second felt like an eternity. It was difficult to fly quickly in this darkness too, especially as a thick fog hung over the trees, but thankfully, it didn’t dilute Vera’s scent. I held onto my broomstick tightly, questioning how many hours had passed.

Cassandra slowed down, as the mist suddenly plunged down. “We aren’t far now.”

We followed her as she disappeared down the canopy to a forest unlike no other. The dark green trees had several branches intertwined with each other and even grew into other trees as if they were holding hands. Most of them were bare without a single leaf, looking more like bony skeletons than healthy trees. I couldn’t blame them for their unhealthy looks when the water below us was dark green.

“We have to fly slowly and cautiously,” she said. “The scent is getting stronger.”

“This place gives me the creeps,” Salina said as we ducked under another large spider web. I’d lost count of how many eyes I’d seen hiding in the dark. They all looked like predators, either large snakes or spiders lurking up in the trees. A large green bubble rose from the swamp, popping and releasing a dark green cloud.

“Fly aside,” Cassandra warned us, guiding us away from the haze. “That’s poisonous to inhale.”

“He-he,” someone laughed. “It seems like I’ll be receiving some guests.”

“Don’t answer her,” Cassandra whispered and narrowed her eyes.

I wasn’t about to anyway. That was one of the nastiest laughter I’d ever heard.

“He-he,” she laughed again. “What a fun little surprise they made it this far.”

“There she is,” Cassandra warned. The witch flew in circles above a little clearing, wearing a pitch-black dress with a nasty crooked nose, which just got bigger as we closed in on her. Vera was stuck in a barrier, ramming her fists against the walls.

“Help!” she cried with tear tracks on her cheeks.

I leaned forward and flew as quickly as I could toward Vera. The witch wickedly laughed as she continued to fly in circles.

“Alban, wait!” Cassandra cried, but I came crashing into another barrier, flipping backward and landing with my back against the dark green grass. I picked myself up and my anger was about to boil over. Cassandra and Salina landed next to me, making sure I was alright.

“I’m fine,” I spat and sheathed my broomstick in my back scabbard and pointed the wand at the witch.

“Go ahead,” she laughed. “Use the pathetic spells you’ve learned so far.”

“Don’t,” Cassandra said sternly. “It’s a mirror, anything used on it will be reflected.”

“Don’t listen to that hag,” the witch laughed and flew closer to me. Her nose was awful, but what was even more awful was her teeth, all crooked and brown, some were even missing. She had a wart growing on her cheek, looking like a mini mushroom. “Go ahead, show me some spells, Alban, he-he.”

Cassandra pointed her wand at the barrier. “Vitrum Demoli!” she shouted and a sharp spear fled to the barrier, crashing against it. The cracks spread across the blockade and then it shattered and evaporated. The witch gnashed her teeth and brought out her wand.

“Iniuira!” the witch cast a spell I didn’t have a clue what it was, but the deep red flash shot from the tip aimed directly at the women

“Scutum!” Salina and Cassandra parried simultaneously. A shield formed in front of them, making the witch’s spell bounce away.

I seized the opportunity, wanting to kill that witch so badly. I pointed my wand at her.

“Fulmen!” I emphasized and shot out a thick bolt of lightning. The witch’s eyes widened and I struck her so hard she fell off her broomstick and rolled onto the grass. I approached her with my wand still aimed at her. Smoke sizzled from her burnt hair, making me wrinkle my nose. Cassandra and Salina were equally as frozen as I was.

“Is she dead?” I asked them.

Cassandra was just about to open her mouth but then quickly pointed the wand at her, but it was too late. The witch had just pretended to be dead; she still held onto her wand.

“Obice!” She cast a spell, covering both Cassandra and Salina simultaneously. The barrier formed around them, trapping them. They rammed their fists onto the barrier, but it was to no avail. She quickly moved the barrier closer to Vera, and I pointed my wand back to the witch.

“Alban, don’t!” Cassandra shouted, the barrier muffling her voice. “Use Vitrum Demoli!”

I hadn’t even noticed till now, but the witch had made another barrier. I focused as well as I could, even though I felt pressured standing here by myself against a witch. “Vitrum Demoli!” But nothing happened.

The witch slowly turned to me as she mounted her broomstick. Her hair was scorched along with some of her garments, although hard to see since they were black to begin with.

“I probably shouldn’t have underestimated you … already learned your first male spell.”

“Vitrum Demoli!” I tried again, my arm shuddering but no spell.

She grinned. “Or maybe not.” She winked at the tree behind me, and suddenly I felt the ground quake and two branches seizing me, lifting me from the ground.

“What the hell?” I asked and tried to wriggle myself free. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the branches waving.

The witch laughed wickedly, slapping her thighs.

“Your blood and strength will be mine,” she rejoiced. She pointed her wand at a cauldron and used movera to move into the middle. She then used a fire spell, so the dark green liquid started bubbling. I retched when I inhaled the nasty stench. “No reason to feel ill he-he, I will dump you in here, melting your precious strength and blood, and drink it greedily.” Her lips slid up to a wicked grin as she grabbed the ladle and stirred around.

I found it impossible to make eye contact with either of the women. All I could do was wriggle, but the tree held me without being able to move an inch.

“Alban,” a voice called for me. “Alban!”

I looked around, bewildered for a second till I realized it came from the inside of my head.

“Focus now.”

“Dad?” I questioned. The voice sounded oddly familiar as if I hadn’t heard it in many years.

“My son, focus, believe in yourself.”

The voice evaporated into thin air, leaving me there puzzled for a moment till his words sank in. I moved my arms as fiercely as I could. The twigs and branches started trembling, and it felt like my blood was boiling with magic. I believed in myself and that I had the power to break myself free from the grip. I let out a violent cry as I punched my arms free to the side, breaking the branches in two, and making the tree cry in pain. It dropped me down to the ground. The witch’s laughter died as she froze with the ladle in her hand. I reached for my wand, narrowing my gaze at the barrier.

“Vitrum Demoli!” The spear shot from the tip of the wand, breaking the barrier into a thousand shards. The witch reached for her wand and pointed it at me with a trembling hand, but I was quicker.

“Fulmen!” I roared at the top of my lungs, shooting forks of lightning, and held it there, continuing to strike her.

She squirmed and cried. “It burns, it burns!”

I continued, moving closer to her while lightning flashed from my wand, reducing her to ash and bones. I let go and felt drained, panting for air. I aimed my eyes at my three women, trapped behind the barrier. I raised my wand before I would pass out.

“Vitrum Demoli!” I said and broke their barrier simultaneously, freeing them all. They inhaled a breath of relief and hurried toward me.

“Are you alright?” Cassandra and Salina asked, embracing me at the same time.

“Yes,” I said, holding onto them for a moment and then making room for Vera. She wrapped her hands around me, pulling me into a tight hug. I tried parting, wondering whether she was grieving or not. “She didn’t hurt you?”

“No,” she said, sniffling. “I was afraid at first, but then got even more scared when you got caught.”

We parted from the hug, but I held her hands while tears dribbled down her puffy cheeks.

“She was disgusting,” she said. “She made me smell her breath, keeping me trapped in that cage while laughing.”

I shuddered. I believed seeing the witch from a distance was disgusting, I couldn’t imagine having her close up to my face.  

“It was horrible,” she said, tears kept streaming down her face. “Salina had just talked my mother into staying with you. I was so excited and couldn’t wait to tell you, and then she comes from nowhere and—”

“So, so,” I said and stroked her back. “I killed her.”

“I know,” she said and smiled briefly. “And you will keep us safe.”

“I will,” I said.

We gathered around the corpse and bones. Cassandra cast a fire spell at the remaining bones and clothes of the witch. We watched till the fire was reduced to embers and ash.

“Let’s leave,” I said and even if the witch had died, I still felt a shiver down my spine. “It doesn’t matter whether the witch is dead or not, this place still gives me the creeps.”

Salina nodded with me, shuddering. “No wonder every nasty being comes here.”

“The outside world is too bright,” Cassandra said, unsheathing her broomstick. “But I agree—I also want to leave this place as soon as possible.”

I didn’t think of how close that was, and I neither wanted to think of the boiling cauldron. I unsheathed my broomstick, and Vera poked my back.

“I want to fly with you,” Vera said.

I patted the spot behind me. She gladly swung her feet over the broomstick and pulled herself closer to me. We took off, flying over the swamp, under cobwebs and thick branches.

“You are full of surprises,” Salina said, flying next to me. “Learning spells on the spot.”

“It was something that got a hold of me,” I said, flying through a hollow, ducking slightly. “I heard a voice.”

“Was it familiar?” Cassandra asked, flying above us and trying to keep track of the direction.

“It was,” I said carefully. I thought over how he’d said, my son, but it bewildered me how he’d just reached me out of the blue, or if it even was my father. “Not that I’d heard it before, but … hard to explain.”

“It could have been your father,” Cassandra said.

I felt another shiver down my spine, not because of this creepy forest we were thankfully leaving, but if he’d spoken to me.

“How can that even be?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” she said. “But if a voice spoke to you during the last moment, it must have been his spirit calling to you.”

It boggled my mind, but warmed my heart at the same time; someone was looking over me. I sighed in relief.

“There won’t be any … more witches?” I asked.

“Not for now,” Cassandra said. “The most important part is that we burned her remains. A witch must always be burned to ash.”

“How come?”

“You saw it yourself after the first lightning bolt. Not even that killed her.”

“They are cunning,” Salina added. “She knew you were in love with Vera and went for an easier prey to get you.”

Vera held onto me harder. The trees started growing apart as we left the swamp behind. “And what about the werewolves?”

“I’m almost certain she had a finger in it,” Salina said. “But we can relax now, hopefully, get some sleep when we get back.”

I agreed and I was also exhausted.




We flew a bit higher as the mist dispersed; green hills rolled all the way to the horizon, covered in dew. The clouds pulled apart from the skyline, like a curtain, revealing the morning sun which was steadily rising.

We arrived back at the farmhouse in the morning, right at the entrance where the gate had been destroyed. We hadn’t spoken so much during the last hour; we were all equally tired.

“I guess we’ll have to clean up the mess tomorrow,” Cassandra said, nodding her head at the planks lying spilled over the grass.

Salina waved her hand dismissively. “I don’t even want to think about that now.”

Vera lay her head against my shoulder. I believed she wanted to snuggle, but I then realized she’d fallen asleep.

“Vera?” I asked, trying to shake her lightly.

“She beat me to it,” Salina said, winking.

“Uhm, can I get some help carrying her up to my bedroom?”

Cassandra laid her hand on my shoulder. “Be a man now,” she said and giggled. She opened the door for me and beckoned me inside.

I hoped I wouldn’t make a fool out of myself. I wasn’t known to be the strongest. I wrapped my hands around her waist and hoisted her onto my shoulder. I was baffled by how easy it was. It certainly couldn’t be her weighing little since she had a voluptuous figure. I carried her into the farmhouse and up the stairs.

“Sleep well you two,” I told them.

“You too,” they wished me.

I laid her down in my bed and tried covering the windows with the blinds. I lay down next to her and fell asleep.
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I hammered the last nail and tossed the hammer aside. “Finally.”

“So now we just put it back into the hinges,” Cassandra said and sat down on her haunches, preparing to lift the gate.

“I can lift it myself,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked. I gave her a look and she met my eyes. I might have looked weary and fatigued from hammering an entire day, but I was far from exhausted. She lowered her gaze and yielded. “Right then, show me your strength.”

She guided me as I lifted the gate and finally set it down. I wiped my brow. My right hand was hot and throbbing after having helped her out with the gates for the last few hours of the day.

I’d woken up midday and decided to give Cassandra a helping hand with the gate. Now though after back breaking-effort, I was getting hungry.

“Does magic make you stronger somehow?”

Cassandra tried opening and closing the gate, but then stopped to look at me. “What do you mean?”

“Yesterday when I lifted Vera to my bedroom, she felt as light as a feather.”

“Magic won’t make your muscles stronger,” she said. “You’ve always been strong, but your potential has just been hidden.”

It sort of made sense as I shifted my gaze to the sunset. I had so many questions yesterday, or it always seemed like I had questions since coming here.

“If it actually was my father speaking to me, why doesn’t he speak to me now?”

Cassandra looked long and hard at me, and her lovely eyes were easy to drown in. “It’s a mystery I don’t know, but what I certainly know is that you both act and behave like him. He would have been proud of you.”

She made me smile. The steam rose from the terrace and the scent of a delicious stew spread among the farm. Salina and Vera were currently cooking for us.

“Cassandra, Alban!” Salina shouted.

“Come, let’s get something to eat,” Cassandra said and motioned me over. “It’s been a long time since I have gone longer than an entire day without food.”

Not for me. I was used to going days without something to chew on, although not voluntarily. I had vowed to myself not to eat till Vera was safe, and it warmed my heart seeing her lovely freckles and dressed in the dress Cassandra and Salina had given to her. She eagerly patted the spot next to her, and I sat down.

“You are sweaty,” she pointed out with a smile.

I combed my fingers through her hair. “So are you.”

“You become hot when standing in front of a fire for an hour,” she said.

“Did you finish the gate?” Salina asked us, taking off her apron.

“Just when you called for us,” Cassandra said and took a seat next to Salina.

“Telepathy,” she said. She set the large pot on the table and laid the wooden ladle into the stew. My eyes widened at the size of the pot.

“It’s enormous,” I said, gaping.

“We have to catch up from a day of not eating,” Salina said and patted her belly. “We slaughtered an entire lamb just for this stew.”

I exchanged glances with Vera.

“You go first,” I told her.

“Ok,” she said. “I just hope you’ll like it.”

“It already makes my mouth water.”

She filled her bowl, and I caught the sight of tiny mushrooms, and lots of tubers and fatty chunks of meat. She also snatched a chunk of butter from the plate and tossed it into the bowl. It melted into a nice thick, golden cream. She was well-raised and waited for the rest of us before she tasted it.

“This is delicious,” I said after I’d slipped the spoon full of stew into my mouth. That I’d gone a day without eating reminded me of my starvation days. The only difference now was that it wasn’t a dry piece of bread waiting for me, but a luxurious meal.

I wasn’t the only one who was famished. We filled our bowls numerous times, till the entire table was spilled with stew. We didn’t speak so much but shoveled it into our mouths, and the only sounds were the cutlery clinking against the bowls.

When all of us could barely even lift our spoons, it was only a trickle left. I couldn’t believe we’d finished an entire lamb plus who knows how many vegetables had been tossed into that beast.

“It feels like I don’t want to eat anything ever again,” Salina said with her hands on her belly.

“You stole the words from my tongue,” Cassandra said.

“Was it tough repairing the gate?” Salina asked, her glance shifting from me to Cassandra.

“Not really,” Cassandra said.

Salina’s hand touched Cassandra’s chest and shoulders. “You aren’t even sweaty.”

“Because Alban insisted on doing most of the work,” Cassandra said, exchanging smiles with me.

“But you helped too,” I told Cassandra.

“I did what you allowed me to do,” she said, smiling.

“Maybe,” I said and smiled back. I didn’t think it was fair to always let her do the work. I glanced at Vera who sat there quietly. “How did you talk Vera’s mother into agreeing to move in with us?” I asked Salina.

“Oh please.” She grinned. “I know how to talk with people.”

“She has some negotiating skills,” Cassandra confirmed. “I’ll give her that.”

I didn’t doubt either of them. Salina was a good talker.

“Don’t you miss your home?” I asked Vera.

“Not at all,” she said and leaned her head on my shoulder. “This feels like home, especially with you on my side.”

I didn’t find her answer surprising, especially if she came from a poor upbringing. I didn’t miss my prior home either. I would think about it now and then, but as the days moved on, it happened less and less. Vera got a hold of my right hand, checking out my wrist.

“It was so cool when you shot lightning out of your wand,” Vera said, peeking up at me for a brief moment.

“I know,” I said. The sensation was equally as cool and powerful.

“How did you learn that spell?”

I scratched my neck. “Well, it was a trip to Thorina, the deity of lightning.”

She rolled her eyes. “I know that, but how did she teach you?”

Her eyes were twinkling and it looked as if she were suppressing an impending grin. When I couldn’t answer her straight away, Salina kicked my foot under the table.

“It’s getting boring here,” Salina said. “Some action please.”

I sure didn’t want to disappoint my horny audience. “We undressed and one thing led to another.”

“That’s the vaguest action I’d ever heard,” Salina said, crossing her arms across her chest, clearly disappointed.

“She was gorgeous first of all, and she took care of the teaching, so to speak.”

“Was she on top of you, or did she suck you?” Salina helped me and kicked me again.

“She sucked me first and then climbed on top. She also admitted when she got excited, she would send numerous bolts of lightning, which she did to the point it blinded me,” I said and hoped my answer would satisfy them.

“Cool,” Vera said, her eyes widening. “So she wasn’t wet at all, or was it just lightning?”

“Both, she certainly was wet and slow in her movements. Right when I came, I didn’t see any cum, it just felt as if lightning fired from my erection.”

“It resembles your wand,” Cassandra said. She’d been silent while Salina and Vera tried to encourage me to speak, not that she wasn’t interested since she’d clearly listened. “She showed you the images of lightning shooting out of your wand while repeating the spell. That’s the essence of most male spells.”

“I see,” I said and remembered the strange moment now. It had all happened so fast that it was hard to forget. “And these male spells can fight any witches or demons?”

“Most of them,” Cassandra said. “But we shouldn’t worry about that for now. We have a farm to take care of.”

“And most importantly ourselves,” Salina added.

“You are right,” Cassandra said with a smile. “And you two probably want to learn some spells, which we’ll have plenty of time for.”

Vera and I exchanged glances. “Of course.”

It was a beautiful crimson sky which we all enjoyed while sitting there. We spoke about various topics and the conversation joyfully continued.

I looked at my wand which had turned limper, especially after I’d struck that witch with lightning. My wrist wasn’t glowing as powerfully as it should have.

“I’m not sure how I’ll sleep tonight after having woken up a couple of hours ago,” I said.

“We can use the evening to magically enhance ourselves,” Salina suggested with a grin. I sure saw that one coming.

“Won’t that be super powerful?” Vera asked.

“You are right,” Cassandra said. “The more women involved in the act, the stronger the magic.”

We’d kind of ended up in bed together before but that was more of a lesson. An authentic foursome was something far-fetched in my mind, but certainly something I desired and without a doubt something I couldn’t decline.

Vera nudged me with her shoulder. “Aren’t you getting tired?”

It was easy to know what she was fishing after. The crimson sky was being reduced to a dark blue with every single star glittering and twinkling. It sure was a beautiful evening, and even better after such a long and stressful day. It was a moment I never wanted to end, unlike my past where every single moment was something I desperately wanted to finish. I looked forward to this night, and every single other night, sleeping with these three gorgeous sorceresses, enjoying the sensation of skin against skin, and not only that, but the excitement of discovering new magic spells. Vera slipped her hands under my pants, making a little fake shy face.

“Whoops,” she said, her fingers reaching my shaft, hardening within seconds. She couldn’t restrain herself and neither could I. I went under her dress and snaked my hand up to her young, perky boobs, almost cutting my finger on her stiff nipples.

“Whoops,” I said and we both shared a grin that warmed us greatly.

“You aren’t going to start without us, young lady,” Salina said and pulled her dress over her head.

Cassandra gave her a naughty look, but as a sorceress with her own needs, she also pulled her dress over her head, her blonde, shiny hair cascading over her mature body. “The dishes can wait for tomorrow—Let’s all get up to Alban’s bedroom.”

Even if my entire prior life sucked to the point I thought about suicide, how it led up to this—the wait was well worth it.
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