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Chapter 1






Where the hell is this place?


I’m driving through the back roads of Newport County looking for an address that I’m starting to think doesn’t exist. I’ve been driving around for an hour and at this point, I’m completely lost. It’s late in the afternoon in the middle of October and the leaves have turned and are falling from the trees, covering the heavily pitted asphalt road in shades of gold and orange.

Most of the numbers on the decrepit signs look like they’ve been worn off for years and each house I come across is more run down than the last. I’ve heard stories of guys going out on calls and never coming back and as I look around, I realize I like my job, but maybe not that much. When I get to the end of the paved street, I turn down a dirt road and drive slowly through the heavily pitted surface as my work van rattles and shakes and a few parts fall to the floor behind me.

Finally, after about ten minutes of creeping along, I spot a house at the end of the street. As I get closer, I notice that unlike the other homes in the area, this one looks immaculate. If this was closer to town, it would be worth a fortune and I’m surprised that someone who lives in this area can afford to keep it up.

‘Fifty-three. This is it.’ I mumble to myself as I pull into the circular drive and turn off the old van. I flip through the work order before hopping out and grabbing my tools. The yard is filled with ancient hardwood trees and even though it’s immaculate, the landscaping looks old-fashioned, with boxwoods carefully arranged in a circle around the perimeter and some flowers I don’t recognize blooming in the boxes attached to the windows.

I walk towards the heavy door and look for a doorbell, but give up and just use the gargoyle shaped knocker positioned in the center. The dull thuds as it makes contact ring out through the quiet grove and I hear movement inside. I look at my watch, realizing that I’m running late and hope that whoever is shuffling around inside will hurry the hell up. It’s Friday and my last appointment of the day is across town and I’m ready to get my weekend started.

When the door creaks open, I’m shocked to see a gorgeous woman with brunette hair and an intoxicating smile staring back at me.

‘Hi, uh, is this fifty-three Salem Road?’ The words fall out of my mouth and I realize that I’m staring at her like an idiot. She’s wearing a fitted black dress that scoops down low enough in the front that I can see the perfect curve of her round breasts. Her thin waist flares into full hips and before I can get to her legs, I force my gaze back to her face.

‘Yes.’ Her dark eyes narrow with suspicion as she crosses her arms protectively in front of her chest, but when she glances down and sees my tools, she immediately relaxes. ‘You’re here to fix the washing machine?’

‘Yeah.’ I glance down at the work order. ‘You’re Betty?’

‘That’s me.’ A nervous laugh escapes her throat and she motions for me to enter. ‘Please, come in.’

I follow her through the narrow hallway and can’t help glancing into the surrounding rooms. They’re packed to the gills with antiques and heavy furniture and it all seems too old-fashioned for a woman like her. My eyes stay laser focused on her incredible ass and when she turns to speak to me, I feel myself flush, worried that I’ve been caught.

‘In there.’ Her voice is soft and a strange lilt weaves between her words. ‘We’ve been having problems for about a month and then last week it just, uh, gave up the ghost.’ She throws up her hands in exasperation and I write down what she says.

‘Ok, sure. Anything else? Error messages, weird sounds, anything that might help me figure out what the problem is?’ I lean against the doorframe, trying to sound casual, but my heart is racing and everything about her is making it hard to keep it together.

‘No, I don’t think so.’ She says as she shakes her head and I walk into the tiny laundry room. ‘Want something to drink?’

‘Water would be great, thanks.’ I take one last glance at her perfect body before returning my attention to the task at hand. When I finally get a chance to look at the washer, I wonder if this is some sort of joke. It’s at least fifty years old and I’ve never seen anything like it. I squat down and open the back panel and smile; no electronics or microcontrollers, just a motor that turns the agitator and washes the clothes.

‘Here’s your water.’ Betty returns and hands me a glass. I take a sip and realize that it’s the most delicious water I’ve ever tasted. After I drain the glass completely, I place it carefully on the table before unscrewing the mount and pulling out the old motor. Betty stands in the doorway and watches me work, but I get the feeling that her interest has nothing to do with the washing machine.

‘How long have you had this thing?’ I ask as I turn the old motor over in my hands and blow off some dust and cobwebs, then take a closer look at the manufacturer. ‘They don’t make appliances like this anymore.’

‘It’s been in the family for a while.’ She leans against the doorframe and smiles. ‘It’s always worked well, so why buy a new one?’

‘Yeah, I guess.’ I take off my hat and scratch my head as she stares at me expectantly. ‘It looks like this is in pretty bad shape. I don’t think it’s possible to buy a new one but I can take it back to the workshop and see if Tom can fix it.’

‘How bad is it?’ She looks crestfallen and if I hadn’t seen the rest of the house, I would assume that they’re having some kind of money issues.

‘I mean, for something this old, it’s in pretty good shape, but…’ I turn the small motor around and take a closer look. ‘There’s some rust and I’ll need to give it a thorough cleaning. My boss should have a better idea about what needs to be done. The good news is that these old motors last forever so unless it’s something catastrophic, we should be able to help you out.’

‘That would be wonderful.’ She smiles and I feel an odd warmth surge through me. It’s an intensely strange sensation and I shrug it off.

‘You have an incredible house here. The rest of the neighborhood looks like it’s seen better days, though.’

‘Yes. When my family built this house, there were no neighbors, but as you can see, that’s changed.’ Her voice is soft and breathy and almost ethereal, tinged with an accent I don’t recognize. I can’t figure out how old she is, but she’s probably one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen.

‘How long have you been here, if you don’t mind me asking.’ I usually don’t chat this much with clients but the way she’s staring at me makes me want to know everything about her, to kiss those full lips and bury my face between her large breasts.

‘A long time.’ She says as she winks. ‘I can give you a tour of the house if you like. We have some very interesting…curiosities.’ The way she says that makes me swallow nervously and as she turns to leave the small room, I place the old motor on the washer and follow her into the house. The weather has finally cleared and sunlight streams in through the windows.

I’ve been in a lot of old houses and they usually smell musty and damp, but a spicy scent pervades the bright space and I wonder if she’s cooking. We walk down the narrow, heavily carpeted hallway and the old wooden floor creaks grumpily beneath my feet.

‘Do you live here alone?’ I ask and she stops and shakes her head.

‘No, I have a few…roommates.’ She stops in front of an old painting and I stare, realizing that the subject looks just like Betty. She’s wearing an old-fashioned, high-necked dress and her hands rest demurely in her lap. Her dark eyes pierce through me as I stare at her and after a few seconds, I’m forced to look away.

‘Is this your grandmother?’ I ask. Betty shrugs and smiles.

‘Something like that.’ Suddenly I hear a crash from another room, followed by a barrage of swearing.

‘Ava?’ Betty calls out and the woman answers.

‘Is everything alright?’ I ask Betty and she places her hand on my shoulder, causing a chill to rush through me.

‘We have a guest, Ava.’ I hear more banging and swearing and motion towards the kitchen.

‘Does she need some help?’ I ask, hoping it’s nothing serious.

‘Ava, do you need help?’ Betty shouts out and it takes a few beats for the other woman to answer.

‘No. Thank you.’ The voice replies and I return my attention to my companion.

‘So, let’s continue.’ Betty gives me another million watt smile and as I follow her through the rest of the house, she points out various knick knacks and oddities and when I look at my watch, I can’t believe that two hours have passed.

‘Shit.’ I swear and immediately apologize. ‘I have another appointment across town.’

‘That’s too bad. Ava is cooking dinner and we would love for you to stay.’ As she says that, her hand caresses my cheek and I feel a strange warmth radiate from her fingers. Everything inside of me wants to stay and I feel drawn to her in every way.

‘I want to, but I…uh…’ I suddenly lose my train of thought and look into the laundry room and see the motor and remember that I need to leave. ‘Yeah, I have to go.’

Her face falls and I can tell she’s disappointed, but whatever Ava is cooking is definitely not worth my job and I grab the motor and my toolbag and rush towards the door.

‘I’ll be in touch with the estimate, ok?’ I stutter as I step outside and a cool breeze washes over me, immediately clearing my head.

‘Of course. What was your name?’ She shouts out as she stands in the doorway and I slide into the front seat of my van.

‘Owen.’ I close the door behind me and wave as I drive off.



Chapter 2





‘What do you mean, you’ve forgotten? It’s only been a few hours.’ I’m back at the shop and my boss is grilling me about why I was late for my afternoon call.

‘I remember going into that house and that’s it until I got back in the van.’ The washing machine motor is positioned on the workbench between us and Tom is not happy.

‘You’ve never been late for a call before, Owen. I almost had to drive out to Marblehead myself.’ I can tell he’s calming down and when he shifts his attention to the ancient motor, I breathe a sigh of relief. ‘This thing is incredible. I haven’t seen anything like it in years.’

He starts talking about the good old days again and I tune out. For Tom, working in appliance repair is a lifestyle, but for me, it’s an easy job that gives me the weekends off.

‘Yeah- they just don’t make them like they used to.’ Tom turns around and starts taking the motor apart and I try to remember what happened when I was inside that house. Memories of a woman are scattered around the corner of my mind but the specifics of my time there have evaporated.

I try to let it go and move on. There are a few things I need to take care of around the shop, but when it’s time for me to kick off for the day, I wave goodbye to Tom and get in my truck. I hate the thought of heading back to an empty house so I park outside my building and decide to walk over to the local watering hole a few blocks away.

‘Owen!’ I hear a high-pitched voice behind me and turn around to see Mrs. Kinkle, my downstairs neighbor waving at me. My building has four units and we all know each other fairly well. The main problem is that they know what I do for a living and any time they have an issue with their refrigerator or dryer, they hunt me down like I’m the only person on Earth who knows how to fix it.

‘Hi Mrs. Kinkle.’ She’s a sweet old lady and she let it slip yesterday that her garbage disposal was acting up. I told her that I’d help her out this weekend, but was hoping it wouldn’t be this soon. ‘Do you want me to take a look at your garbage disposal?’ This is the last thing I want to do on a Friday night, but as much as I want to, I can’t say no. I grab my toolbag and exhale as I see an evening of unpaid work stretching out in front of me.

‘Thank you, Owen. I wasn’t sure if you remembered.’ She opens the door wider and the stench from five cats hits me in the face as I walk inside.

‘No problem, it’s probably a quick fix.’ That’s a lie, but I don’t want to make her feel bad. She’s on a fixed income and it could be months before the super shows up. Her apartment is rent controlled and the new management wants her out of the building. ‘Your kitchen’s over here, right?’

‘Yes. Would you like something to drink?’ Her question shakes something loose in my memory and I remember a beautiful dark-haired woman standing over me, holding a glass of water. I feel disoriented for a few seconds, but shake it off and get to work.

‘Uh, yeah, sure.’ She grabs a glass from the cabinet and fills it up as I get down on my knees and open the cabinet door. It’s an absolute mess and I can see black mold covering the rotten wood. ‘You’ve got a leak here, Mrs. Kinkle.’

‘Oh dear.’ She says as she sets the glass next to the sink. ‘Is there anything you can do? I’ve been complaining to management, but they won’t send anyone over.’

‘I’m not really a plumber, but I’ll take a look.’ I swear under my breath as I move the decades old cleaning products out of my way and twist the latch holding the garbage disposal in place. I swear again as clumps of rotten food come spilling out and cover my hands. ‘Do you have a towel I can use to clean this up?’

She rushes towards the back of the apartment and one of the cats hisses at me as I sit there, covered in filth. I’ve always liked cats and can’t understand why this one seems to have a bone to pick with me.

‘Good kitty.’ Another one appears and has the same reaction and by the time Mrs. Kinkle comes back, I’m surrounded. ‘I don’t think your cats like me.’ I laugh as I take the towel from her and lay it on the old linoleum, then stand to wash my hands.

‘That’s odd, they’re normally very friendly.’ A look of concern crosses her face and she whispers something to one cat. I stare at her for a few seconds and shake my head, wondering if she’s finally gone batshit crazy.

The disposal is fine, just clogged up and when I pull out a huge piece of plastic, I hold it up for Mrs. Kinkle to see. ‘This is your problem. Don’t put anything that’s not organic down the disposal, ok?’

‘Oh, I see. It must have fallen in when I was washing the produce.’ She tries to explain and I fit the unit back into place, then test it before thoroughly washing my hands. It’s getting dark outside and I’m exhausted.

‘That should fix the leak as well.’ I say as I put my tools back into my bag and finish the glass of water.

‘Thank you so much, Owen.’ She pauses and stares at me for a moment. ‘Tell me, have you had any strange encounters recently? Memory loss, uh, unusual thoughts, that sort of thing.’

I immediately think about my earlier lapse, but shake my head.

‘No, I don’t think so.’ I reply and she grabs my hand and looks at my palm. I’m ready to go and don’t feel like dealing with the ramblings of some crazy old cat lady right now, but give her a few more minutes.

‘That’s interesting.’ She murmurs as she traces one of the lines on my palm and looks into my eyes. A memory of a colonial house passes through my mind and I shake my head. ‘It looks as though you’ve been claimed.’

‘What?’ I pull my hand away and a chill runs through my body as I head towards the door. ‘I gotta go. Let me know if you need anything else and have a good night.’ I wave as I shut the door behind me, my heart racing as I run upstairs to my shitty apartment.



Chapter 3





‘I know you don’t like working on the weekends, but this lady has been calling all night wanting her washer repaired today. I told her I would do it, but she insisted I send you.’ I’m still half asleep and definitely hungover and Tom’s voice is the last thing I want to hear right now.

‘The motor is shot, I can’t install it until you’ve fixed it, Tom.’ I say, my head still foggy from being awakened so abruptly.

‘I stayed late and got it done last night. You can swing by the shop and pick it up.’ He pauses and I know he’s about to sweeten the deal. ‘I’ll pay time and a half.’


Those are the magic words.


‘Ok, ok. I’ll be there in an hour.’ I hang up and groan loudly. A buddy of mine came over last night and we had a few too many beers and played video games until four am. I look at the clock and realize that it’s only nine and wish that Tom had given me a few more hours, but time and a half is what I need right now. I pull my aching body into the shower and put in the bare minimum to get myself presentable. After a cup of coffee, I feel human again and head downstairs.

It’s a cloudy day and I stare at the approaching storm as I get into my old truck and turn the ignition.

‘Come on baby, you can do it.’ I coax and she roars to life. By the time I get to the shop, it’s been almost forty-five minutes and I grab the motor and head out, leaving the work van there. I have everything I need in my tool bag and hopefully this will take less than an hour. The house is easier to find this time and as I pull into the driveway, the door automatically opens and I see a stunning redhead standing in the doorway.

She’s tall and lean and has full lips and a cute upturned nose. Her smile is as incredible as her body and her long legs lead up to a pair of extremely short cutoffs. I wonder for a few beats if this is Betty’s daughter, but as I get closer, I know exactly who she is.

‘Rose?’ I ask, surprising myself.

‘Good morning, Owen.’ Her voice is silky and soft and she leans forward to kiss my cheek. The smell of freshly cut flowers surrounds her and I suddenly see myself pulling her loose-fitting shirt over her head and sucking on her small nipples.

‘Uh…’ I say, feeling intensely disoriented as the memories of my last visit come rushing back. ‘Where’s Betty?’

‘Upstairs. Come with me.’ I walk behind her and the door closes itself and I suddenly feel sealed off from the rest of the world. We pass the laundry room and I notice the machine is running and I shake my head, wondering what the hell is going on. The house looks different and I’m unsure if it’s changed or if my memory is failing me.

When Rose takes the motor from me and places it on a nearby table, I set my bag on the floor and look around. We’re no longer in a colonial-style house in the suburbs of Salem; this looks like a medieval hut straight out of a fairy tale complete with packed dirt floors and rough cut wooden slats for walls.

‘Where am I?’ I ask and Rose comes closer, brushing her lips against mine.

‘You’re home, Owen.’ Her green eyes are sparkling and I can feel myself giving in, desperately wanting whatever she offers. My thoughts are scattered but she consumes my attention completely as my hand drifts down her body and into the soft, hot skin between her legs.

‘Rose.’ A familiar voice asks and a pair of hands jerk Rose away from me and my mind back to the present. ‘I told you to wait.’

‘Betty?’ I ask as I shake my head and force myself to focus my attention on her. ‘What the hell is going on here?’

‘Come with me, Owen.’ She grabs my arm and drags me through the house. We’re back in the familiar colonial home I remember from my first visit and I wonder if I was imagining the other place. Betty sits me down in a wing chair that faces the garden and crosses her arms as she bites her bottom lip, chewing it as she thinks. She’s still dressed in all black, but today it’s a blouse that’s unbuttoned low enough to showcase her excessive cleavage and a slim black skirt.

‘Can you tell me what’s happening? I mean, I came to repair your washing machine and now I’m having hallucinations and Rose....’ I think about the kiss and can feel my face getting red. ‘I mean, I don’t mind that part, but I deserve to know what’s going on.’

‘I’m sorry about that. Rose can be a bit… overenthusiastic when she meets people.’ Betty’s explanation is really missing the mark, but I wait for her to continue and she pulls the chair across from me closer and takes my hand in hers. ‘Owen, how open-minded are you?’ As she says that, she leans over and squeezes her large breasts together and my mouth suddenly feels dry.

‘I’m pretty chill, I guess.’ I say as I swallow and I wish I had some water. Almost as soon as the thought enters my head, Rose appears, holding a glass.

‘You wanted water?’

‘What?’ I ask. Betty leans back in her chair, clearly frustrated with the younger woman as she hands me the glass and I take a drink. The water is as delicious as it was yesterday and I drain it almost instantly.

‘Please leave us alone, Rose.’ A pout forms on Rose’s moist, pink lips and she stomps off, leaving Betty and I alone again. ‘I need to tell you something, Owen and understand that right now you can leave and forget that this ever happened.’

‘Ok…’ My mind is racing and I can feel my heart pounding like a tribal drumbeat in my chest. Her dark eyes bore into me and I desperately want to hear whatever she needs to tell me.

‘We’re a coven of witches.’ Her words are like silk and I have flashbacks of things that never happened, almost as though she’s forcing memories into my mind. I see her, naked and primal, dancing around a fire before men drag her away and throw her into a dark room. I see her, sick and frightened as she swings in a hammock in a ship’s hold. I see her kissing another woman before spreading her thighs apart and running her tongue through her slit. It’s like I’m there, I can smell the salt in the air and hear their moans of pleasure as I reach out, but the scene fades away.

‘Whoa. What?’ I shake my head and put down the glass, worried that the thin material is going to splinter in my grasp.



‘We’ve decided that we want you to join the coven as our

 

verndari


 
.’



I don’t know what to say. I mean, I rolled out of bed this morning and assumed that it would be another day. I’d probably run some errands, maybe hang out with some buddies, go grocery shopping, you know, shit like that. Now some crazy woman is asking me to join her coven as a…a, uh…

‘A what?’ I’ve never heard that word before.



‘A

 

verndari


 
.’ She shifts in her seat as she crosses her legs and tries a different approach. ‘Do you know what a familiar is?’



‘That’s for vampires, right? They go do shit for their masters?’ I’ve read enough manga to know about the basics of the occult, but I’m not sure if I want to be someone’s slave.



‘Yes, but you would be

 

our


 
master. We would belong to you and in return, you give us protection from the outside world.’



‘I’m not sure that I’m in the position to protect anyone, I mean, I can barely take care of myself.’ I let out a nervous laugh as she grasps my hand and slides it into her shirt, positioning it over her breast. Her heart is pounding and I can feel myself responding, but I try to think about anything else other than fucking her like an animal on the floor of this primly decorated sitting room.

‘Tell me, Owen.’ Her voice is soft and smooth as she pulls my hand away from her chest and traces the lines on my palm with her perfectly manicured fingernail, her dark eyes boring into me. ‘Have you managed to avoid death when those around you haven’t been so…fortunate?’

I think about my time in the Army, on patrol, the bullets that never quite hit me, whizzing by as my brothers were falling around me. I wince at the memory and she squeezes my hand.

‘When I first saw you, I knew you were the person we had been waiting for.’ Her words are whispered and I can’t help but wonder if what she’s saying is true, but my mind pushes back, reminding me that this is only something that happens in shitty pulp novels.

‘Aren’t witches, like, evil?’ As I say that, a smile curls her red lips and a laugh escapes her throat.

‘Do you think the universe is as simple as good and evil? That things are innately one way or the other?’ Her eyes widen and I can feel her heart racing.

‘No, but…’ I trail off and let her continue.

‘Do you think that the men who killed my family and took me into slavery were evil?’ My mind flashes to a cold winter night and men covered in furs slaughtering everyone who moves. The floor is covered in blood and I see them drag Betty by the hair towards a boat that’s waiting on the shoreline.

‘I thought they were as well. I hated them and cursed them but they accepted me into their clan when they discovered my abilities and I became one of the most valued members of their community. I realized that this was simply how they were and that they were no different from my clan, who committed the same atrocities.’

‘We’re no different from anyone else, Owen.’ She continues as I glance at Rose, who’s staring at me from a seat in the corner of the room. ‘We simply have a deeper connection to the forces of nature than those around us.’ I pull my hand from her grasp and she brushes her fingers across my cheek. ‘We believe that you do as well.’

She pauses and gives me a moment to consider what she said. My heart is racing and my mind is attempting to reconcile what she’s told me with the two extremely sexy women staring at me. If they’re really witches, why do they lead such normal lives?

‘Rose and I have given you gifts that you willingly accepted. If you accept one from Ava as well, you will belong to us. Do you understand?’ Her words are soft and inviting and I briefly wonder if she’s cast some sort of spell on me. The thought makes me laugh and she looks confused.

‘What, uh, what gifts?’ My mouth is so dry and I would kill for another glass of water. Almost out of thin air, another woman appears and extends a glass of water. She’s as mesmerizing as Rose and Betty, with long blonde hair that cascades over her shoulders and a thin white dress that barely covers her voluptuous body. A spicy scent exudes from her skin and I realize that she’s the one Betty was kissing in my vision.

‘The water. You accepted a glass from me yesterday, then one from Rose a few minutes ago. If you take this from Ava, you will be ours, bound to us forever.’ I want her so badly and at this point, I would agree to almost anything, but my brain wins and I run my hand through my hair as I take a deep breath.

‘So, I would belong to you just for a glass of water? That seems crazy.’ This entire situation is nuts and Ava stares at me with open desire, licking her lips as she traces her finger enticingly across the top of her dress.

‘Yes. It can be the simplest of gifts. It’s merely the act of accepting something that belongs to us that binds us to you.’ Betty says and I stare at the glass of water, suddenly feeling desperately thirsty.

‘What else would I, uh, need to do- besides protect you?’ I see Rose out of the corner of my eye. She lays down on a nearby sofa and stares at me as her loose-fitting shirt falls off of her shoulder and threatens to expose her completely.

‘You need to fuck us, Owen.’ Rose says seductively and I swallow, suddenly parched as I actually consider what they’re saying.

‘We want to care for you, and in return you give us what we need.’ Ava says and I lift my hand. Their eyes are locked on me and I brush my finger against the smooth surface of the glass and I realize that I have nothing to lose. My life is empty and no one would miss me if I never returned home. A wave of sadness pulses through me at the thought and I realize that it’s time to take control of my life.

I reach out and take the glass from Ava.

‘What do you mean?’ Tom’s voice is incredulous as I try to calm him down.

‘I need some time off, Tom. You know, for mental reasons.’ I’m back in my apartment, grabbing my things and want to get him off the line. It’s a shitty job, but at the moment I can’t remember exactly why I’m leaving it, I just know that I need to.

‘You’re really putting me in a bind here.’ He says and I feel bad, but I need to go. I look around at the garbage in my apartment and decide to just throw a few things into a duffel bag and leave the rest.


The landlord can deal with it.


‘I’m sorry, but I have an incredible opportunity that’s just come up and I need to take it..’ I hang up and gather the rest of my things, then close the door behind me and lock it. I head down the rickety stairs and knock loudly on Mrs. Kinkle’s door.

‘Coming.’ She shouts and I hear her shuffling closer. When the door creaks open, she gives me a warm smile. ‘Owen, dear. How are you?’ Her familiar greeting makes me feel bad about shoving off, but I’m not that far away and if she needs anything, she can call.

‘Good, Mrs. Kinkle. Could you do me a favor?’

‘Sure, anything.’ One of the cats hisses at me and she shushes it before a frown creases her wrinkled lips. ‘Something is different about you, Owen. Come in for a minute.’ I shrug and follow her inside, the smell of dirty cat litter hitting me like a sledgehammer.

‘Would you like a glass of water?’ I decline, even though I’m thirsty.

‘No thanks. Look, I’m moving out. Could you give the super my keys when he comes by to clean out my apartment?’ I hold out the keychain and she takes it from me.

‘That’s terrible to hear. Where are you going, if I may ask?’ She says and another one of the cats jumps onto the back of the sofa and eyes me suspiciously. I think about her question for a few seconds and realize that I have no idea.

‘I…I don’t know.’ She narrows her eyes and takes a step back.

‘Be careful, Owen. I’m afraid that you’re getting involved in things that you don’t understand, things that will destroy you.’ Her eyes darken and I feel a shockwave rush through me. I turn to leave and say goodbye as I reach for the door handle.



Chapter 4





I know where I’m going even though I do not know what my destination is. I can feel it calling to me, pulling me closer as my truck rumbles past the dilapidated houses and turns into the pitted dirt road. Suddenly, the clouds disappear and the sky clears, beams of sunlight shining through the green leafy branches of the trees.

Warmth pulsates through me and as I pull into the circular driveway, I feel like I’m home. Ava is waiting for me at the door, the strap of her dress falling over her shoulder as she beckons me inside.

‘What took you so long, Owen?’ She shouts out and I retrieve my duffel back and slam the heavy door behind me.

‘Sorry, I had a few things to take care of.’ She grabs my hand and pulls me through the entrance and I suddenly remember why I’m here. Her fingers are wrapped tightly around my wrist and she leads me through the long hallway and towards the back of the house. We’re inside the medieval structure again and she throws my bag in the corner, then stands on her toes and gives me a kiss.

‘Good to see you too.’ I feel flushed and excited and she presses her body against mine and I can feel her heart racing as her hand drifts down my chest.

‘It’s been a long time.’ She says as she traces a pattern over my pectoral muscle and sighs before biting her lip and staring at me. ‘Too long.’

‘Too long since what?’ I swallow and if I wasn’t such a total dumbass, I would know exactly what she was talking about. Her lips meet mine again and she pushes me against the wooden wall, pressing her large breasts against me as her fingers unbutton my jeans.

‘Ava!’ I hear Betty’s voice ringing out behind us and we’re back in the colonial house. My head is swimming as Ava takes a step away and I try to calm myself down. ‘You know we have to complete the ritual first. Have you prepared?’ Ava shakes her head and gives me one last kiss before rushing off.

‘Ritual?’ I ask. I’m as hard as a steel rod right now, but I don’t like the sound of that.



‘Yes.’ Betty comes closer, sliding her finger down the side of my face as she smiles. ‘It simply binds you to us and makes you our

 

verndari


 
.’ Her voice is smooth and soft and I wrap my hands around her small waist, pulling her closer to me, feeling a connection I’ve never experienced before. When we kiss, it’s like we’ve known each other since the beginning of time. Her heart is racing and I want to be with her more than anything.




I want her to be mine.


She takes a step back and clears her throat and I wonder if she’s as affected as I am. ‘Are you certain that you want this, Owen? Once the ritual is completed, it cannot be undone and the four of us will remain bound forever.’

‘Ok, what do I do?’

‘You’ll need to repeat the words, then seal the promise with a kiss. After that, we belong to you and we’ll accept your power once the incantations are completed.’ Her dark eyes bore into my soul and I realize I would do anything for her. I still have a million questions, but when Ava and Rose enter the room, I realize that I’ve lost my chance to ask them.

Betty lights a fire in the center of the room and begins to chant. Darkness descends on us and a chill pulses through my body. Rose and Ava surround her and as Betty begins the incantation, they close their eyes and join in. Each word is unfamiliar but I feel an intense surge of static electricity building up around me as they chant and the volume of their voices increases with each word.

The fire dies and we’re plunged into darkness. I feel a surge rush through me and the fire burns slowly as the women reappear.



‘Repeat what I say.’ Betty murmurs and I nod. ‘

 

Ég lofa


 
…’





‘

 

Ég lofa


 
…’ I repeat and the words feel strange in my mouth.





‘

 

Að vernda þig


 
…’





‘

 

Að vernda þig


 
…’





‘

 

Um eilífð


 
.’





‘

 

Um eilífð


 
.’



The lights flash again and the darkness surrounds us again, but calmness fills me as a pair of lips find mine, then another and by the time I receive the third kiss, my mind clears and I know what I need to do. I feel connected to them in a way that I’ve never known and as the fire flares back, I see them holding hands and staring at me.

‘Very good, Owen.’ Betty murmurs as she licks her lips and gazes at me lustily. ‘We’ll finish the ritual tomorrow.’

With a snap of Betty’s fingers, the room gives way to the colonial house and the late afternoon sun shines brightly through the windows. The women are smiling and Rose whispers something to Betty as they stare at me like I’m the main course at an all you can eat buffet and they haven’t eaten anything for years.

‘There’s more?’ I ask hesitantly and Betty nods.

‘Yes, but I need time to prepare. In the meantime, Rose wants to ask you a favor.’ Betty walks out of the room and Rose beams as she grabs my hand, pulling me upstairs and I wonder if I’m finally going to get to fuck her.



Chapter 5





‘You want to do what?’ Rose leads me to her room and rifles through her closet. When Betty told me that I would be servicing them, I thought it would mean tons of hot sex, not going out on dates.

But if that’s what Rose wants, I’m willing to give it to her.

‘I want you to take me out. I’ve been stuck here for years and I want to see how the world’s changed. We can go for a drive, then have dinner.’ She grabs a dress from the closet and holds it up to her as she turns to face me. ‘What do you think about this?’

‘It looks nice, I guess.’ The dress looks like something from 1950, but as the robe slides away from her body, I’m not really paying attention to it. She’s tight and lean and her small waist flares into slender hips and her long legs are perfectly shaped. I only get the shortest glance at her tits, but I want to touch her so badly that it’s killing me.

‘Turn around.’ Rose orders as she mimes a circle. I hear the sounds of fabric rustling and cross my arms as I wait. ‘Ok, zip me up.’ I pull the zipper, closing the soft fabric and she turns to face me. ‘What do you think?’

She looks absolutely stunning and I stare at her for a few beats before she moves to the vanity and puts on her makeup. Her auburn hair is pulled up and I lean over, kissing the pale skin of her neck as she laughs and leans closer. She turns to face me again and I can’t believe that a woman like this actually wants to go out on a date with me, but I try to push the doubts out of my mind and offer her my arm.

‘Ready?’ I ask as she loops her arm through mine and we turn to leave. Betty’s waiting for us at the bottom of the stairs and Rose waves to her and pulls me towards the door.

‘Hold on a sec.’ Betty says as she holds up her finger and walks to a cabinet at the end of the hallway. She reaches inside and pulls out a thick stack of cash and hands it to me. ‘This should cover your expenses.’

‘What?’ I look at the bills in my hand and realize that it’s thousands of dollars. ‘This is a lot, I mean…’

‘Look, Owen. We don’t get out very often and I want Rose to have a good time.’ Betty stands on her toes and kisses my cheek. ‘You can also take the Roadster.’ She dangles a set of keys in front of me and I grab them as Rose claps her hands together and drags me outside.

There’s a garage at the far end of the property and I swing open the creaky wooden doors. Inside is a car covered with a cloth and what looks like twenty years of dust covering it. When I pull back the sheet, I can’t believe what I’m seeing.

‘What do you think?’ Rose asks as she gives me a bright smile. It’s a 1960 Porsche Roadster in almost perfect condition and as I run my finger along the silver paint, I realize that it hasn’t been restored. She opens the door and slides into the passenger seat before slamming the door and we take off.

‘So what do you want to do?’ I ask, curious why they don’t leave their house. We’re flying down the highway and I glance over at her and she gives me a radiant smile.

‘I want you to take me out on a date.’ She replies and I can’t believe that I’ve been bound to a trio of ancient witches only to take one of them to dinner and a movie.

‘Yeah, but do you want to go to get some drinks or dinner or what?’ I’ve always been terrible at dates, which is probably why I never made it very far with women. Rose slides closer to me and I feel her hand on my thigh as we cruise along the coastal highway.

‘I’ll leave it up to you.’ She bites her lip as her hand creeps closer to my crotch and I can feel myself getting hard. It’s been a while since I’ve been with a woman, let alone someone as hot as Rose and my body is responding to her touch.

‘We could go to, uh, Lobster Mac’s.’ I stutter as she leans closer and lightly kisses my neck. Her breath is hot against my skin and I feel her fingers fumbling with the buttons on my jeans as I lean back into the leather bucket seat.

‘Whatever you want, Owen.’ She murmurs and the wind whips through my hair as she slides down the zipper of my jeans and reaches inside. ‘Betty told me not to do this, but I can’t help it.’ She murmurs. Like approximately every guy on the face of the Earth, I’ve fantasized about this happening, but I never imagined it would happen in a car like this or with a woman as hot as Rose.

Her hands are all over me and I’m so hard that it’s tough to concentrate on driving and I imagine what her lips are going to feel like as her hand snakes inside and as she wraps her hand around my cock, I shift in my seat. She smiles at me again and leans over, taking my dick into her hot mouth.

As her lips wrap around me, I slow down and tangle my hand in her hair. Her tongue wraps around the tip and it’s hard to concentrate on what I’m doing, but I manage to keep control of the car even though her mouth feels like a fucking vacuum cleaner. As I enter her throat, I feel myself giving in and relaxing into her as she works me with her hands and mouth and I erupt like a volcano into her throat.

My body convulses as a shockwave rushes through me and it’s an effort to keep the car moving, but as she sits up, licking her lips like a well-fed cat, I can’t believe that just happened. I tuck myself back into my pants and she leans over to bite my earlobe as I wrap my arm around her and pull her close. A few minutes later we pull into the parking lot and I get out and open the door for her.

The restaurant is packed and the hostess greets us, showing us to a table on the pier. Rose looks out over the water and pulls her sweater tightly around her body as she stares at the view. The restaurant is perched on the side of a cliff and gulls fly by, squawking as they search for abandoned food.

‘So when was the last time you left the house?’ I’m still curious about why they don’t leave, but I don’t get an answer before the waitress brings us our drinks and Rose takes a sip of her Martini and sighs.

‘This is terrible, but I don’t care.’ Her smile is brilliant and as the wind blows through her auburn hair, I can’t believe that I’m out on a date with a woman like this. ‘You know, Betty has been making me the same Martini every day for fifty years and it’s superior in every way, but this one tastes a million times better.’

I want to know what the deal is with them, but each time I try to get more information, she deflects, clearly unwilling or unable to discuss it. The waitress brings out our lobster and I tie my plastic bib around my neck and Rose bursts into a fit of laughter.

‘What? I don’t want to get lobster juice all over my clothes.’ I say defensively

‘Ok, you’re right.’ Rose says as she ties hers around her neck and shrugs. ‘Now we look ridiculous together.’

‘How long have you known Ava and Betty.’ I try again, hoping she’ll tell me more about their situation.

‘A long time.’ She pauses and takes a bite of lobster and moans with pleasure. ‘But they had been together for years before taking me in.’ Again, she’s being vague.

‘Look, Rose, I understand if you don’t feel comfortable telling me everything, but it would be nice to know the basics.’ She stares at me with those big green eyes and looks down as she shakes her head.

‘I know, it’s just…’ She trails off and I realize that I should just let it go. ‘I’ve gotten so used to not sharing anything about my past that it’s difficult to open up.’

‘I get it.’ I say as I crack open the shell and a stream of liquid shoots across the table and onto her bib. ‘Sorry, but aren’t you glad you put it on now?’ She starts laughing and it’s so loud that the other tables are staring at us. I join in and as I take another look at her, I hope she’s finally letting down her guard.



Chapter 6





‘Good morning!’ It’s my first day waking up in the old house and I could definitely use a few more hours of sleep, but standing at the end of my bed is a bright eyed Ava. ‘I need your help, Owen.’

‘Ok…sure.’ I mumble sleepily as she sits beside me on the mattress and runs her fingers through my hair as she leans down to kiss me. Her lips are cool and soft and she trails her hand down my chest then wraps her fingers around my morning wood, giving me a few strokes before licking her lips and backing away. Her face is flushed and she smiles shyly as she clears her throat, her pupils dilated as she stands and tucks a few strands of hair behind her ear.

‘See you downstairs.’ She turns and walks towards the door and I sit up, suddenly feeling completely awake. I get dressed and head downstairs, the smell of freshly baked bread weaving its way around me as I stumble into the kitchen.

‘What’s that smell?’

‘It’s the bread my mother used to make.’ She reaches into the oven and pulls out a pan. ‘Would you like some?’

‘Yeah, that sounds great. Where’s the coffee?’ I ask and she motions towards a percolator in the corner. It’s the best coffee I’ve ever had and I give myself another few minutes to wake up as I slowly sip. ‘Where’s everyone else?’

‘Probably still asleep. I’m always the first one up and about.’ Her blonde hair is pulled into a messy bun and there’s a splotch of flour on the tip of her nose. I reach out to brush it off and she smiles. ‘Thank you. I get into such a frenzy that I forget to make sure I’m presentable.’ I can’t stop staring at her perfectly round ass as she leans over and pulls a pan out from beneath the oven, chattering away about something before placing it on the counter.

‘They should be up soon, but in the meantime, can you help me roll out this dough? I’m making cinnamon rolls.’

‘Yeah, no problem.’ I say as I put down my mug and walk towards the cabinet. She hands me a rolling pin and I stare at it blankly. ‘I’ve, uh, never used one of these before.’

‘It’s simple.’ She says as she dumps some flour from a tin onto the counter. I watch her spread it out, then dump some dough on top. She hits the soft mound a few times and presses it against the wooden board with her hands. ‘Ok. So you need to hold it like this.’ She forms my fingers around the handles, then pushes me forward so the pin is on top of the dough. ‘Then you press down and roll back and forth. Like this.’

She moves to the other side of the counter and holds her hands over mine, then pushes as the rolling pin flattens the dough. When she leans over, I get an eyeful of her large tits and when she notices me staring, she clears her throat.

‘It should be about half an inch thick and try to keep it square. I’ll trim off the excess, but we don’t want to waste anything.’ She instructs before standing back and observing my first few tentative passes. ‘Very nice.’ She murmurs as she leaves to grab a large mixing bowl.

‘What are you doing?’ I ask as she retrieves some ingredients from the cabinet.



‘I’m going to make icing. It’s not traditional, but I think it makes the pastries taste so much sweeter.’ She gives me a smile and a wink and pours a cup of milk into a mixing bowl. ‘My

 

muti


 
loved to bake. Every morning she would knead the dough and portion it out for different purposes. One loaf of bread and a few sweets for us.’



Ava’s eyes soften and as she pours the sugar into the bowl, she grabs a wooden spoon and slowly mixes it together.

‘Is she still alive?’ I ask and Ava chuckles.

‘She’s been dead for a long time, but whenever I make her recipes, I feel like part of her is coming back to life.’ She trails off and stares at the dough I’m working on. ‘This looks good. A few more passes and it should be ready for the cinnamon.’ Ava produces a bowl with melted butter and pours a cup of cinnamon and sugar into it.

‘Spread this out over the dough. Make sure you use it all.’ I grab the wooden spoon from her hand and pour the mixture onto the rectangle of dough as she watches, resting her hand on my lower back. ‘Nice job.’ I can feel her breath waft across my skin and it pimples as she brushes against me. She takes a step away from me and continues working on the icing, stirring it as she watches me finish.

‘Now start at the corners and roll it into a tube.’ She positions herself behind me, pressing her body into mine as she gently pinches the corners of the dough and begins to roll it up. I take over and she returns to the bowl of icing. Mixing it as she stares at me.

When I’ve finished, she nods approvingly and hands me a knife. ‘Now you need to cut it. Two inches thick, then place it in the pan. Then we bake for thirty minutes.’ I do as I’m told and when the buns are in the pan, she shoves it into the oven and sets a timer. She pulls off her dusty apron and tosses it over a chair and maneuvers herself onto the counter next to me.

‘You’re such a good helper, Owen.’ The icing in the bowl is thick and creamy and I watch as she dips her finger into it and coats her finger. When she wraps her full lips around it and sucks, a rash of chills overwhelms me and I want to try some too. ‘Do you like icing?’

‘Yeah.’ I swallow as she coats her finger again and holds it out, offering me a taste. She looks so gorgeous, with the strap of her dress falling down and the swell of her breast peeking out. I open my mouth and wrap my lips around her finger, licking off the sweet icing. ‘It’s delicious.’

‘I’m glad you like it.’ Her voice is low and husky and her blue eyes lock with mine as she puts down the bowl and pulls me towards her. ‘Rose told me about yesterday.’ Her lips meet mine and she wraps her legs around my body pulling me closer as her hot breath dances across my skin. ‘Betty told us to hold off, but I don’t know if I can.’ She bites her lip and smiles at me as my hand slides between her legs and I realize that she’s not wearing panties.

‘Oops.’ She murmurs innocently as her lips meet mine. ‘I guess I forgot something.’

My fingers weave through her soft flesh and she spreads her thighs as the skin becomes wet and I feel an overwhelming need to fuck her.

‘Mmmmm.’ A breathy moan escapes her throat and I push my index finger inside of her as my thumb brushes over her clit. She’s hot and wet and as she loosens the straps of her dress, pushing the material aside as she exposes her gorgeous breasts. They’re round and full and tipped with thick, rosy nipples that are just begging to be sucked.

I lean down and take one into my mouth, biting it softly before beginning to suckle. Ava pulls me closer, running her hand through my hair as her gasps fill the room and I realize that I want to taste her. My lips find hers again and I press my tongue into her sweet mouth as my fingers work inside of her, pressing against the soft spot at the top of her slick hole.

I gently push her onto her back, into the flour and scraps of dough and pull up her skirt. Her pussy is tight and pink, the slickness seeping out over her smooth lips as she spreads her thighs further apart and I dip my finger into the icing and smear it onto the pink skin. She gasps and I smile at her, then lean down and begin to lick it off.

She writhes beneath me, her body jerking with each pass of my tongue across her clit. Her moans fill the large room and I’m fairly certain that if Betty and Rose aren’t already awake, they will be soon. I curl my finger, coaxing an orgasm out of her as I lavish attention on the small bundle of nerves at the top of her slit. Her hands tangle in my hair as she pulls me closer and her short, insistent breaths tell she’s on the verge of coming.

After a few more passes of my tongue, she releases a stream of slick liquid onto my hand and her body shakes as she grabs her breasts and pinches her hard nipples. I take a step back and stare at my handiwork and realize that Betty is standing three feet away, her eyes locked firmly on me.



Chapter 7





‘Don’t mind me, I’m just here to get some coffee.’ Betty says. Ava sits upright as closes her legs and clears her throat before daintily jumping off the counter, adjusting her dress and grabbing a kitchen towel. I’m still rock hard, but realize that what I want is going to have to wait.

‘I’m glad you’re here. Is Rose awake yet?’ Ava asks. Her cheeks are still flushed and she’s trying to hide the satisfied grin that’s pulling at her full lips.

‘Not yet.’ Betty’s wearing a black silk robe that’s loosely tied in the front and I can see the curve of her large breasts as she moves. ‘Rose!’ She yells as she pours a cup of coffee.

‘What?’ I hear Rose’s voice call out from upstairs as Ava cleans off the mess we made on the counter.

‘We need you to come downstairs, honey.’ Betty takes a sip of coffee and watches as Ava finishes cleaning up the mess we made. Rose stomps down the stairs and gives me a peck on the cheek as she pours herself some coffee and positions herself next to Betty, leaning her head on the other woman’s shoulder as she stares at me.

‘What’s up?’ She yawns sleepily as she stares at the three of us blankly, then rests her gaze on Ava. ‘Wait, did you fuck him? Betty told us not to.’

‘Just a taste. What?’ Ava says, smiling slyly as she defends herself and throws the used towels into a nearby bin. ‘Besides, you gave him a blowjob yesterday.’ I can’t believe they’re having this argument and try to extricate myself from their conversation as gracefully as possible.

‘Ok, fine.’ Betty huffs and I wonder if she’s upset about what happened or the fact that she didn’t get me first. Hopefully they’re finally going to explain what’s going on and why they’ve been acting so cagey. ‘Owen, we need to talk about what’s going to happen now.’

‘Sure.’ I cross my arms and stare at Betty as her dark eyes shift to Ava.

‘The reason I’ve told Ava and Rose to hold off is because the power exchange can be intense and I’ve been working on a spell to ease the transition.’ Rose steps away from Betty and moves towards Ava, sliding her hand into her dress and pinching the other woman’s nipple as Ava lets out a giggle. It’s sexy and distracting and I have to work extra hard to keep my attention focused on Betty.

‘Come with me.’ Betty grabs my hand and I take one last look at Ava and Rose before following her down the hall and through a door I’ve never noticed before. We enter a dark room and I wonder what the hell is going on. Betty snaps her fingers and a low light permeates the room as hundreds of candles light simultaneously.

‘What the hell is this place?’ The room looks almost as large as the first floor of the house and I can only assume that it exists in the same way as the medieval hut. One of the walls is covered in shelves that are lined with potions and on the other walls, I see various torture devices. My eyes rest on a whip and I start to get concerned.


Maybe I’m not into this after all.


‘It’s my…workshop.’ Betty says with a wicked smile and I look back towards the door and realize that it’s gone. My heart starts to race as she motions towards the large bed against the far wall. ‘Would you lay down for me Owen?’ She comes closer and brushes her lips against mine and I suddenly relax and do as I’m told.

The bed is covered in a black satin sheet and I prop my head against the pillows as she grabs a few vials of liquid from the shelves and begins mixing. She hums a familiar tune and I find my mind drifting off as the melody invades my mind and pushes my thoughts in directions that I feel incapable of stopping. After a few minutes, she returns to me and hands me a vial.

‘Drink this.’ She says and I take it from her hand, looking at her as I take a sip of the bitter liquid.

‘What is it?’ I ask as she places the empty vial on a table beside the bed.

‘Sssh.’ Her manicured fingernail traces the contour of my lips and a chill races through me as I feel something happening. ‘You’ll be fine. Just relax.’ As she says that, her finger loops in my pants and she releases the top button, then slides the zipper down, keeping her eyes locked on mine as her fingers wrap around my stiff cock.

I feel like this has happened a thousand times before and it will happen a thousand times again, but the thought leaves my mind almost as soon as it arrives and all that exists in this universe are her and me and her hand softly stroking me as she bites her lip.

‘Things may get a bit…weird, so I’ll need to bind you with these.’ Out of nowhere she produces a leather cuff that’s attached to the bed. I nod and she pulls off my pants, then my shirt and attaches the padded restraints to my ankles and wrists. ‘Are you alright?’ She purrs and I nod, somehow completely ok with what’s happening to me.

She stands and walks around the bed, sliding her fingernail up my thigh and towards my dick. I’m already stiff and she smiles as she watches it harden, clearly pleased with what she sees. She leans over and takes me into her mouth and my eyes roll back in my head as her tongue does things I didn’t think were possible and a loud moan escapes my throat.

‘Calm down, Owen. I want to make this last.’ Her words are soft and as she unties her black silk robe, pulling it away from her full breasts, I lick my lips. ‘Do you like what you see?’ She asks and I want to reach out to touch her, but my hands are secured and I imagine what her soft, pale skin would feel like as she takes me into her mouth again and her stiff nipple brushes against my thigh.

‘You’re so hard. Do you want to fuck me?’ She asks as she massages my balls and I nod, wanting it more than anything I’ve ever wanted in my life. Her dark eyes glance over me as she licks her lips and she takes off her robe, flinging it over a nearby chair as she mounts me, leaning down to kiss me as she slides herself onto my cock. Her slim waist flares into full hips and I want to guide her but the restraints prevent me from touching her. I feel my mind slipping as her lips move and she rests her hands on my chest and stares into my eyes, holding them as her body writhes on top of me.

The sensation is overwhelming and I pull on the restraints as she moves faster, controlling my pleasure and smiling as she sees me struggle to hold off. I feel connected to her completely and each twist of her hips takes me closer to the edge. She cups her full breasts in her hands as she pinches and pulls her stiff nipples, her dark eyes caressing me as she moves.

‘It’s ok, Owen. You can let go wherever you want.’ A moan escapes her throat and I feel a jolt of electricity rush through me as I tug on the restraints around my wrists, somehow ripping them free and sliding my hands around her waist as I guide her. Her eyes widen and she smiles, leaning over to kiss me as I rip my ankles free and push her onto her back.

‘Very good.’ She murmurs as I thrust, each stroke somehow better than the last as she wraps her long legs around me and mirrors my movements with her own. Her skin is impossibly soft and I take one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking as she moans beneath me. She whispers a few words into my ear as her body convulses and I can’t hold off, filling her with my cum as I release inside of her.

We’re both panting and she leans over me, stroking my cheek as she leans down to kiss me, then helps remove the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles.

‘I’ll clean you off.’ She pulls me towards an elegant bathroom, then twists the handle of the shower, releasing a strong spray of steaming water. It feels good against my sensitive skin and she grabs a bar of soap and washes me. I feel different. It’s not the normal post sex lethargy, my body has changed and I can’t explain the sensations that pulsate through me as her hands caress me.



‘You’re getting stronger.’ She says in response to my thoughts and I flex my muscles, wondering if that’s true. She slides the sponge down my arm and smiles as she sees me trying to figure out what’s happening. ‘It’s not just your body, Owen. The changes will take time, but I can already tell that you’ll be the best

 

verndari


 
that we’ve ever had.’



Her body is ripe and round and I want to fuck her again. I lean down to kiss her, but this time she pulls away, shaking her head in response to my advances as she soaps her hands and cleans my cock, causing it to stiffen again with her attention.

‘Not now. You need to service Rose and Ava first.’ Her lips brush against mine as she gives me one more tug. ‘Then we’ll go again.’



Chapter 8





‘Is he ready now?’ Rose asks and Betty nods, a satisfied expression coloring her features. What just happened was beyond anything I expected and my body feels powerful and alive.

‘He’s all yours.’ Betty winks, slinking away from us and up the stairs. ‘Don’t forget that he needs to share his seed- with both of you.’

‘Are you up to it?’ Ava asks as she runs her finger down my chest. I realize that I’m more than ready to finish what I began earlier as she grabs my hand and drags me up to her room. She pushes me onto the bed and Rose shuts the door behind us as Ava begins pulling at my clothes. Her hot lips meet mine and Rose watches intently.

My body is responding to her touch and her fingers feel like they’re charged as she slides them down my chest and her hand grasps my cock. Rose slips her nightgown over her head and I finally get a look at her body. She’s tight and thin and her breasts are firm and small, the complete opposite of Ava’s voluptuous curves.

Ava places her finger under my chin and directs my attention back to her as she slides herself onto me. She’s tight and wet and as she rides me, Rose pulls off the other woman’s dress and leans down to suck one of her thick nipples. It’s intoxicating to watch and I wrap my hands around Ava’s thin waist as she rocks slowly on top of me. Rose’s hand slides to Ava’s slit and her finger finds the other woman’s clit and a moan escapes her throat as her body shakes.

Rose moves to the bed beside me and leans over, her lips meeting mine as my hand slides across her tight body and between her legs. She’s soaking wet and I wonder how long it’s been since she fucked a man.

‘It’s so much nicer with Owen here, don’t you think?’ She bites her lip as her body shakes again and her slow rocking has me so wound up that I need to get her off of me. I push her onto her knees, enjoying how her tight ass looks as her back arches and she grabs the sheets in front of her, grasping them as she cries out. Rose joins me behind her and slides her fingers through the other woman's slick slit, then brings her fingers to her tongue and smiles.

I push inside of Ava, wrapping my hands around her hips as I thrust, softly at first and as her cries grow louder, I move faster. Her tight pussy feels incredible and I’m having a hard time holding off as Rose rests her hand on my lower back and whispers into my ear.

‘You need to come inside of her.’ The feeling of her lips brushing against my earlobe and her breath dancing across my neck is too much and I let go, erupting inside of Ava as my body relaxes and I pull out. My cum drips down the inside of her thighs and she rolls onto her back, licking her lips contentedly as Rose’s hand drifts down to my wet cock and she begins to stroke me softly.

‘It’s my turn now.’ Rose whispers and I fall back onto my heels as she leans over and takes me into her mouth, licking off my cum and Ava’s juices as I slowly come back to life. I tangle my hands in her hair as Ava watches, then moves towards Rose, sliding her fingers through her slit and bringing them to her lips for a taste.

‘I think she’s ready. Are you?’ Ava asks and I’m having a difficult time concentrating on what she says as Rose’s lips and tongue work me and I don’t think I’ve ever been so hard. I trace the contour of Rose’s back with my hand as she brings her lips to mine and I can taste Ava’s juices and it spurs me on.

I force her to her knees and push myself into her, taking a few strokes to bury myself inside. She’s so tight that I feel as though I’m being pulled into her slit, but I take a deep breath and start slowly. Ava positions herself in front of the other woman, spreading her thighs as Rose licks her pussy, cleaning the thick globs of cum that have leaked out and I have to force myself to look away.

Each thrust is intensely satisfying and I take a minute to consider the fact that this is the third time today that I’ve fucked a woman who is absolutely out of my league. Rose’s tight ass slaps against my hips and I return my gaze to Ava, who’s pinching and pulling her hard nipples, her back arched against the pillows as Rose continues to eat her out.

It’s too much and I feel myself release inside of Rose and I gasp as an intense energy fills my body and I collapse onto the mattress as Rose and Ava curl up next to me and I fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.



Chapter 9





I wake suddenly and realize that I’m alone. A clap of thunder echoes outside and I try to ignore it and roll to my side. The sound repeats, only this time louder and I sit up and hear someone frantically knocking on my door. I get up and open it and Betty rushes into my arms.

‘Owen, we need your help.’ Her voice is hushed and absolute terror colors her beautiful features.

‘What’s happening?’ I ask, my heart racing as she entwines her fingers with mine and stares into my eyes. Another crack of thunder is accompanied by a fierce bolt of lightning that looks as though it’s struck directly outside of the house. I want to look outside, but return my attention to Betty.

‘We’ve been found.’ I brush her hair away from her forehead and lean down to kiss the top of her dark head.

‘What do you mean?’ I ask, ready to do whatever she tells me. I feel a fierce need to protect her, all of them, and even though I don’t fully understand what’s happening, I’m absolutely willing to sacrifice myself to do it.



‘Since the death of our last

 

verndari


 
, we’ve been in hiding, restricting the use of our magic so we couldn’t be found. Your arrival must have alerted our rivals to our location.’ I see a tear slide down her cheek and don’t know what to say.



‘What can I do?’ I ask as I peer through the lace curtains and see a ring of fire on the lawn. A series of chants fill the charged air and I feel like I need to do something to stop this.

‘You’re not ready yet and I don’t want anything bad to happen to you.’ She wraps her arms around me and pulls me close and I’m suddenly terrified. ‘There’s so much you need to be taught, but there’s no time.’

I pull myself away from her grasp, walking down the stairs and towards the front door. Rose and Ava are waiting and I see Betty grab their hands as they begin to chant. Somehow I know the words and understand completely that it’s a protection spell. After a few minutes, I feel a surge of power rip through me and I open the door, motioning for them to wait as I step outside to figure out what’s happening.

When I see who it is, I break into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

‘Mrs Kinkle?’ I can’t believe that my elderly, former downstairs neighbor is standing in a ring of fire on the front lawn. Her eyes open and she transforms into a beautiful younger woman with a mane of flaming red hair and bright blue eyes. I can feel her words invading my thoughts and I try to push her away.




I warned you, Owen


 
. Her words fill my mind and I remember the last time I saw her and what she told me.



‘Warned me about what?’ I ask and realize that Betty is standing beside me. The wind begins to blow and Ava and Rose join us. I can feel their power coalesce around me as their chants grow louder and an unknown power surges through me. They’re all united within me and I can hear their thoughts as I approach Mrs Kinkle.

‘What are you?’ I ask as her body begins to levitate and her full dress floats around her. Her fiery hair frames her face and I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone as terrifyingly beautiful.

‘You are commiserating with forces you don’t understand.’ Her voice is deep and raspy and her eyes begin to glow as her beauty fades and a dark creature with tentacles and fiery eyes takes her place. I’m suddenly knocked back and stumble onto my knees as an overwhelming weight crushes me. The creature invades my thoughts and I resist even though I feel like my body and mind will rip apart at any second.




Fight back, Owen. We need you.


 
I hear Ava’s voice in my mind, urging me onward and I try to hold onto it, to use her strength to help me fight off the power that’s threatening to overwhelm every cell in my body. An intense pain shoots through me as the woman levitates further off the ground and directs a beam of light towards Betty.



When she falls, I attempt to move to help her, but my legs refuse to cooperate and I become overwhelmed with the thoughts of the creature in front of me as Ava and Rose sprint towards their fallen friend, helping her stand as they continue to chant the incantation that gives me strength. A hot wind whips around us and the fire grows stronger as it approaches the house.

‘Absorb her.’ From a distance, I can hear Betty’s voice and even though I’m fighting the onslaught, I realize that I’m going about this the wrong way. Instead of fighting her, I should take her power, use it against her and as soon as I realize this, I feel her weakening.

The woman descends and a tremor of pain twists her features as I hear her cry out. She stops her assault on Betty and turns her attention to me fully. Her power consumes me and I scream as I refocus my efforts against her.

‘You will pay for this.’ She hisses as I fall to my knees and feel myself consuming her completely. Her shrieks fill the air around us and before I black out completely, I see her disappear into a pile of cats and the cool night returns as though nothing happened.



Chapter 10





My eyes flutter open and every part of my body is in excruciating pain. I’m on the bed in Betty’s workshop and Ava is leaning over me. When she sees that I’m up, she calls out to the other women.

‘He’s awake.’

If I hadn’t been there, I wouldn’t believe what happened, but even now the entire thing seems like a dream. The memories are fading fast and I wonder if they’ve put a spell on me to help me forget.

‘How are you feeling?’ Betty sits beside me on the bed and holds a vial to my lips. ‘Drink this.’ She orders and I part my lips and take a sip of the bitter liquid.

‘Oh God, that’s awful.’ I cough and the women burst into laughter.

‘We were so worried.’ Rose is chewing on her fingernail and her big green eyes are fixed on me. I groan as I try to move and Betty pushes me back against the pillows.

‘You’ll be fine, but it’s going to take a while for the potion to kick in.’

‘What is it?’ I ask as I finish the contents of the vial.

‘Ibuprofen.’ Betty cracks a smile and I burst into laughter, stopping as I feel my ribs ache. I have so many questions and I don’t know where to begin.

‘Who was that?’ I ask.

‘A demon who’s been stalking us for years.’ Ava says as she looks at Betty. ‘She hasn’t been destroyed, but it will take years for her to build up enough power to confront us again. By then, you’ll be far stronger than her.’

‘Wait a minute, a demon? I thought you said…’ I remember our earlier conversation about good and evil and cock my eyebrow as she shrugs.

‘Well, mostly. It’s complicated and we can get into it later. Right now you need to rest and get your strength back.’ Her voice is calm and as she takes the empty vial away from me, I can’t imagine what could possibly happen next.
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Harem Air





https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DHR4DJLC






Aviation is my life. I learned to fly before I learned to drive and it felt like I never really had a choice. When my dad got sick and I returned to my hometown to take care of him, I figured that my chance at escape was over and I would end up old and bitter and alone in the frozen north.





All of that changed when my new mechanic, Hannah, walked into the picture. She's smart, gorgeous and is making me excited to fly again. Of course, our arrangement might fall apart now that an old flame, Meg, has moved back to town. I don't know what she's looking for, but everything about her is exciting and I'm ready to go wherever she takes me.





Everything seems to be working out until a hot airplane broker comes into my life and makes me an offer that's going to be really hard to refuse. Should I take her up on it, or will what I've found be enough to keep me happy?
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The Roadie





https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DJB561BS






I thought my life as a road manager for some of the world's hottest bands was behind me. That all changed when my wife left me, taking everything with her and leaving me flat broke. My agent brought me an offer I couldn't refuse and now I'm back on the road, managing a concert tour with the wildest women I've ever met.





Serena, the gorgeous blonde, is smart and moody and desperately wants to move on from her life as a celebrity. Zoe, a siren at heart, is the wild child and takes what she wants, even if she's not sure what that is. Kat is sweet but damaged and desperately needs someone to protect her.





The more I learn about them, the more I realize how much they need me and I'll do everything I can to turn their lives around.
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