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The Witch’s Wand


After getting lost and seriously injured in the wilderness, Mike is saved by Juniper, a stunning but strange girl living alone in the woods. He thinks she might be crazy when she starts talking about things like magick and invisible barriers, and though he doubts her at first, he’s forced to believe her when the forest won’t let him leave.

To get him past the barrier, Juniper needs to brew a potion, and to brew the potion, she needs a key ingredient that can only be harvested from his balls. Luckily for him, she’s perfectly willing to extract it using every tool at her disposal, including the big one between her thighs.

While it’s almost inevitable that he begins to fall for her, there’s a reason she lives in exile—a reason that might make getting home safely impossible.

The Witch’s Wand is a futanari on male erotic romance with sweet fluff and a lot of explicit sex.


Chapter One


The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes was the afternoon sun spilling in from a nearby window. It was warm and golden and bright, and I squinted against the beam of light hitting me squarely in the face.

The second thing I saw was a pretty girl holding a very long, very sharp-looking knife.

She sat about six inches away from me at the foot of the bed, and she kept her thin arms wrapped around her shins with the blade clenched tightly in her fist.

My muscles instinctively tensed, and it was only when I tried to back away from her that I realized my limbs were tied to the posts of the bed I was lying on. More panic filled me, and though I struggled desperately against the scratchy ropes looped around my wrists and ankles, they didn’t give a single inch.

Left with no other option, I redirected my glare back towards the girl, hoping that it would be enough to intimidate her into not doing whatever she had planned.

“I am not going to hurt you,” she said, her voice soft but her gaze intense. Long, straight black hair framed her dark, almond-shaped eyes, and she’d pursed her plump lips into such a fierce frown that I immediately distrusted her words. She didn't look a day over twenty, but that didn't mean she wasn't perfectly capable of stabbing me in the gut.

With more bravery than I felt, I sneered. “Yeah? Then why do you have a knife?”

“In case you try to hurt me.”

I could only blink back at her because, well, fair enough. From what I could tell based on the small, one-roomed shack we were in she lived alone, and while I was a bit on the scrawnier side, I was still a man. She had every reason to be wary of me given the circumstances.

How I’d ended up tied to her bed in the first place was a curiosity in itself, though.

As much as I hated to admit it, I ultimately only had myself to blame for being in my current situation. After a night of heavy drinking with the locals, I’d stupidly allowed myself to be dared into exploring the Crescent Woods in order to prove that they weren’t cursed.

It was a common myth that came up among the townies every now and then. The forest was apparently haunted by the ghosts of the witches who’d been burned at the stake during the Washington witch hunts over four hundred years ago, and two or three men each year supposedly went missing in them.

They were typically either outsiders who hadn't known any better, or overly cocky idiots determined to prove everyone else wrong. They’d go into the forest armed with nothing besides a camera and their wits to gather evidence, only to never be seen again.

Unfortunately, I was both. As a relatively new resident, I'd figured the whole thing was just a local superstition; a folktale to tell the kids so that they wouldn't stray too far from home. The Blair Witch Project had whipped people into a similar frenzy when it had first come out, and no sane person would actually believe in something like cursed woods.

It was hard not to regret my decision as I lie helpless and at the mercy of a complete stranger, but she didn’t look much like the vengeful spirit of a witch to me.

In fact, with her smooth olive skin, thick dark eyebrows, and sharp, prominent cheekbones, she looked like she might belong to one of the nearby Native American tribes. She was beautiful too, and would probably be even more so if she wasn't currently glaring at me with a giant knife in her hands.

She hadn’t moved since I’d woken up and didn’t seem to have any malevolent intentions towards me, so I forced myself to calm down. It wasn’t like freaking out on her would get me very far. Since I still had most of my clothes on, I figured it probably wasn’t a weird sex cult thing either.

“Where am I?” I asked as evenly as I could manage. It seemed to work as her expression noticeably softened, though she still kept the knife pointed directly at my most vulnerable spot.

“My home. What are you doing in my woods? How did you get past my barrier?” she asked. She looked more curious than upset, and as I didn't have anything to hide, I answered her as truthfully as I could.

“I didn’t see any barriers,” I started, not quite sure what type of ‘barrier’ she was referring to, “but I was hiking, I got lost, and then⁠—”

Right. I’d slipped on some wet rocks while following a stream and knocked myself out. Extremely embarrassing, and more than that, extremely dangerous.

I was lucky to be alive.

Strangely enough, I didn’t feel any pain at all even though I clearly remembered an explosion of pain in the back of my head before passing out. I should’ve still been in absolute agony, but since I felt completely fine, I began to wonder if I had imagined the whole thing.

“How long was I out for, exactly?” I asked, hoping that I hadn’t been asleep for twenty years and was about to find out that flying cars were now a thing.

The girl lifted a shoulder. “I do not know. I found you this morning and used most of my remaining magick to heal you. The wound on your head was very bad, and I did not want you to die.”

I stared blankly at the mention of magick. Great, I was being Misery’d by one of those delusional, new age witches that seemed to populate the entire Northwest. Next, she’d tell me she used crystals and sage to align my chakras or whatever the fuck it was they believed in.

She appeared to be a lot less on edge now that we’d spoken though, so I swallowed back my exasperation to give her my most winning smile. While I wasn’t exactly handsome and my short brown hair and brown eyes were unremarkable at best, I could be charming enough when I really wanted to be.

“Oh, well, thanks. Can you untie me now? I think my arms are asleep.”

“Maybe. Will you attack me if I do?” she asked, tilting her head and scrutinizing me more closely.

“That would be pretty stupid of me since you're holding a knife to my balls,” I pointed out.

Apparently agreeing with my statement, she nodded her head and crept forward with an aching slowness to undo the complicated knots on my ankles first. Once those were free, she crawled over me to untie my wrists.

Her hair formed a curtain around my head as she worked at the knots, and the new position also pushed her round, very respectfully sized breasts directly into my face. I risked glancing down at her body to take in the long legs poking out of her short leather skirt, and not for the first time I lamented the fact that the hottest girls always seemed to be the craziest too.

She smelled like spring flowers and freshly cut grass, and beneath that there was a faint scent of sweat. If she noticed that I was taking deeper breaths than was strictly necessary, she didn't say anything.

I waited for her to retreat to the foot of the bed before I slowly pushed myself up, being as careful as I could to not make any sudden movements lest I end up with a knife shoved in my peehole.

“Thanks,” I said again.

I shook out my arms to regain a bit of circulation. From my new vantage point, I took the chance to get a better look at her home.

We were in a single room that looked pretty barebones, and it was only around the size of my living room back in town. Thick wooden logs made up the walls of the house, and a small stone hearth built into the far wall appeared to serve as her cooking area.

Glass containers full of ground herbs and oddly colored liquids cluttered a shelf that took up most of the wall next to us. In the space between the shelf and the hearth sat a short wooden table with various tools cluttering its surface.

“Nice place,” I said.

A small smile slipped onto her lips for the very first time. “Thank you. I built it myself.”

“Really?” I asked. I looked around at it all again with new appreciation. It seemed impossible that a girl her size could build a house all on her own, but with no evidence to the contrary, I had to believe her. “That’s…really impressive.”

“You would be surprised by what you can accomplish when you only have yourself to rely on,” she shrugged.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so I didn’t. Though I was curious as to why someone so young would choose to live in the woods all on her own, I could see through the open window that it was quickly approaching late afternoon. I didn't believe that the woods were cursed, but there were plenty of other things to be worried about in a forest at night.

Thankfully, my essentials remained safely in my pockets, and a quick scan of her tiny home revealed my backpack lying on the floor next to the bed. I picked it up and shrugged it onto my shoulders, and then I awkwardly stood in the middle of the room while the girl continued to watch me with the knife still in her hand.

“Well, thanks again for everything. I’ll just get out of your way,” I said, backing towards the room’s only exit. I turned away once I was out of easy striking distance, but I only got as far as cracking it open before she pushed it closed again with her palm.

A terrified shiver went down my spine. I hadn’t even heard her move.

The door didn’t budge when I tried to forcefully wrench it open, and worse, it didn't look like she struggled at all to hold it shut. Despite being a few inches shorter and probably a good forty pounds lighter, she was much, much stronger than I was.

She stared up at me from beneath her brow. “You cannot leave.”

“You’re going to keep me here?” I asked, my hackles rising as my eyes fell to the knife still in her hand. Noticing where I was looking, she quickly slipped the blade back into the sheath hanging at her hip.

Her eyes widened, and she shook her head. “No, I am saying you will not be able to. The barrier will turn you away before you get too close, and it is strange that you were able to get inside of it to begin with. Perhaps it happened because you were concussed? It only repels creatures with a higher level of thinking,” she said, her gaze becoming thoughtful.

My eyebrows rose. Yup, she was definitely insane.

“I'll take my chances. Please let me go,” I said.

She frowned, but did as I asked. The moment she moved away, I threw the door open and stalked out onto her small front porch.

I stopped short as I took in her surprisingly well put together homestead. To the left of her house was a large fenced in paddock that contained a handful of goats lazily grazing on the grass. A wooden barn double the size of her house sat in the corner, which I assumed was used to protect her animals from the elements.

On the opposite side she’d planted a vibrant vegetable garden. It contained rows of leafy greens, tomatoes, wheat, and a few other plants that I couldn’t identify. A sturdy wooden fence surrounded it, presumably to keep the goats from nibbling at her crops.

As hard as it was to believe that a single girl could build and manage so many things on her own, I couldn’t see any evidence at all of anyone else living on the property.

“You should also know that the woods are enchanted to keep men confused,” she said while stepping out onto the porch beside me, “so if you could make it past my barrier, you would only become lost. It would be safer for you to stay until I can lead you out of them.”

This time, I couldn’t hold back my scoff at the mention of ‘enchanted woods.’ I didn’t know why she was so intent on making me stay, but it was obvious to me now that she’d say absolutely anything to stop me from leaving.

“I really need to get home before nightfall,” I said, shaking my head. “Which direction should I go to get out of the forest the fastest?”

Though her lips twisted, displeased with my decision, she pointed towards a well-worn path leading into the trees. “North, but you will not be able to get very far.”

“I’ll take my chances. Thanks for all your help. Really.” With a final wave I set off towards the edge of her property at a quick clip, doing what I could not to break out into a sprint in my eagerness to get away.

I didn’t look back until I reached the edge of her property, and when I did, I was surprised to see her watching me from the porch with her hands clasped patiently in front of her. I found it really unnerving, so I hurried to continue into the dense brush before she tried to tell me that Bigfoot was also haunting the woods.

The further I got from the strange girl and her homestead, the more relaxed I felt. The entire interaction had been incredibly bizarre, and I lamented the fact that my phone had suddenly stopped working when I’d entered the forest because I would've loved to get her on video.

No one would believe that I'd met a stunning but weird reclusive hippie when I got back to town, and they certainly wouldn't believe that she was a witch. Hell, I didn’t believe it.

After twenty or so minutes of occasionally pushing through thick bushes and ducking under low-hanging branches, I finally saw a pinhole of light peeking through an opening in the trees. It looked promising, and I excitedly picked up my pace, relieved that I’d been closer to getting out of the forest than I’d expected.

I stepped out of the trees, happy that my ordeal was finally over, only to see the same exact girl standing in the same exact place she’d been when I’d left. She lifted a hand and waved at me with a small, awkward smile on her face, and I could only gape back at her in return.

It didn’t make any sense at all. I’d made sure to walk in a straight line, but when I turned around, I was looking at the same worn path I’d left through.

As insane as the idea was and as much as I didn’t want to believe it, I was forced to consider that she’d been telling the truth. She was a witch, there was a barrier, and even more terrifying, the woods may have actually been cursed.

I stalked back up to her house, still trying to wrap my head around the possibility that all of this ‘magick’ stuff could possibly be real. “Okay, let's say that I believe you about the barrier and the woods. Can you take it down and lead me home? Like, right now?” I asked.

The girl slowly shook her head, frowning apologetically. “I do not have enough magick to lower the barrier right now.”

“Well, how do you get more magick?”

“I will need time to build it up. I exhausted most of what I had carrying you here and healing your wound,” she explained.

“And how long will that take?” I asked impatiently, already feeling dread begin to creep in.

She cocked her head and her eyes rolled upwards as though she were doing some kind of arithmetic in her mind. “Perhaps…three months?”

My jaw dropped. Three months? Forget my job. I’d lose my apartment and probably everything I owned if I was gone for that long. They'd declare me dead.

“Isn't there a faster way to get your…magick?”

The girl hesitated. “Yes, but...”

“But what?” I urged desperately.

Her face became pinched, and she kept glancing at me and then away again as though she was nervous about something. “I would need the sterile seed of man to make a potion.”

“Okay, great. So how do we get that?” I asked. She now completely avoided my gaze, staring down at her black fingernails as if they were the most interesting thing in the world. “Well?”

She looked back up at me with guarded dark eyes and sighed. “It would require the use of a man as a sacrifice.”

My blood ran cold. “You would need to murder someone? Have you done it before?”

“No!” she blurted out. “The High Priestess banished me from the coven because I could not. I was too weak.”

I relaxed, but only by the slightest amount. While I was glad to know that she personally wasn’t going to murder me, I now understood why so many men went missing in the woods and why she'd been so against me going back out in them alone.

As it turned out, I’d been right all along. The woods weren’t cursed.

They were just a murderous coven’s hunting grounds.

She watched me cautiously, her body tense like she expected me to yell or maybe even attack her, but I didn’t know why. Even if I’d wanted to hurt her, I couldn’t. I needed her if I wanted to leave the forest alive.

“Not wanting to slaughter a person doesn't make you weak,” I finally said.

“It does when it means that I am not contributing to my people. Being banished here is a more than fair punishment for my selfishness.”

While I felt that there were many, many things wrong with her statement, I didn’t particularly care to explain to her why her entire premise was fucked up. I was much more concerned with figuring out how to get around the whole male sacrifice issue, because I couldn’t exactly make it home if she had to kill me to do it.

“What is this sterile seed, anyway?” I asked to change the subject away from murder.

“I have never seen it myself, but it is a clear fluid found in the bulbourethral glands beneath the testicles,” she explained.

I grimaced at the visual of her slicing my balls open, but then a thought occurred to me. A clear, sterile fluid found near the testicles?

“Are you talking about precum?” I asked.

The girl furrowed her brow. “I do not know that word.”

“It doesn’t matter. Point is, I think I might know of a way to get you some sterile seed without you having to cut my nuts off. Wait here.” I stepped around the corner of her house for some privacy. After removing my backpack, I unbuckled my pants and slid them down to my knees.

I wrapped my hand around the base of my cock and tried to will myself hard. If I was right, then I’d be able to make it home in time to keep my job. If I was wrong, well, then I was just a pervert standing in a field with his dick out.

“What are you going to do?” the girl asked from about a foot behind me.

I jumped a mile in the air and whirled around with my cock still in hand. Her whole silently creeping up on me thing was getting really old.

“You might not want to see this,” I said.

“No, I would like to observe.” At my incredulous stare, she smiled in a way that I assumed was meant to be reassuring. “Do not be concerned. I will not become aroused by a man's body.”

“That’s always nice to hear,” I said. Still, if she didn’t have a problem with watching me jerk off in front of her, then neither did I. After spitting in my hand for a bit of moisture, I began to stroke myself to life.

Her face screwed up with what looked like disgust. “You are circumcised. How barbaric.”

“Yeah, well, I didn't choose it,” I mumbled through heavy breaths, “and your commentary really isn't helping.”

She pouted cutely, but thankfully quieted down and just stepped closer to watch. She kneeled for a better look, getting close enough that I could feel her warm breath on the head of my dick. It unintentionally made me harder, especially since I could greedily stare down at the cleavage made by her nicely sized handfuls.

It was such an odd experience to jerk off in front of a girl and have her be completely unaffected by it. At best she looked a little curious, though she mostly just appeared to be impatient and bored. I wasn’t much of an exhibitionist either, so my own enjoyment of the situation was pretty limited.

“Nothing is happening,” she complained after a few minutes without any action.

“It's not exactly easy to get hard with nothing to look at. Maybe if you showed me your breasts?” I asked, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth.

I half expected her to get angry with me—to pull out her knife and slice my balls off in sheer indignation—but with no hesitation whatsoever, she leaned back to untie the front of her brown leather top. She spread it open and adorably quirked her head at me as if to say ‘how's this?’, and I groaned at the sight.

Though they were average sized, I'd never seen a more perfect set of tits in my life. They were perky and round and tan, with dark nipples that were just beginning to harden in the cooling evening air. They rose and fell with her breath, hypnotizing me until I almost forgot why I was jerking myself off in the first place.

“Oh, your penis did get bigger. Fascinating,” she said while leaning closer. She alternated her gaze between my cock and my face, watching me work with an unsettling intensity.

I was too busy ogling her breasts to notice her hand moving until she’d swiped a finger across the slick head of my dick. A gasp left her after she stuck it into her mouth, and she looked up at me with a wide, excited smile.

“I believe this is it! Please hold,” she said, jumping up and running back into her house. She returned a minute later with two small glass containers; one that was tall and slender, and another short and wide.

“What's that for?”

“This is an oil for lubrication. I thought it may help since your penis has been mutilated,” she explained, holding up the skinnier bottle. Without asking for my permission, she uncorked it and poured some of it onto my dick while I continued to stroke myself.

It almost immediately felt a hundred times better. The consistency was a lot like baby oil, making my stroking smoother and much more enjoyable.

She set the oil aside and knelt back down in front of me to hold the second empty container beneath my tip. The way she watched me was honestly beginning to make me feel a bit like livestock, but somehow I was into it. My dick had her clear and undivided attention now, though that was mostly because she was so focused on catching the clear fluid seeping from my slit.

In the end, I could only jerk myself off while a pretty girl watched for so long. I felt a familiar pleasant tingling in the head of my cock, and my breaths grew harsh and deep.

“You should probably move away. I'm about to come,” I warned. She tilted her head as though confused by the word, so I chose another. “Ejaculate.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed, grimacing. She very quickly moved her face away after that, and instead cupped a hand in front of the tip to inadvertently give me a target to aim for.

I groaned softly when she looked up at me with large, expectant eyes. Combined with her gently parted lips and her breasts rising and falling with each breath, it was a wonder that I’d hung on as long as I had.

My body seized violently, and I groaned as I erupted. Thick, heavy spurts splashed against her palm, forcefully enough that I thought I could hear it. I struggled to stand as my knees shook and weakened beneath me, so much so that I had to rest a hand on her shoulder to keep myself upright.

She didn’t seem to notice at all though, far too focused on the puddle of pearly white pooling in her hand. Through half-lidded eyes I watched as she tentatively dipped her tongue into my cum, and then she frowned before flicking it off onto the grass.

“The semen is useless.”

“Gee, thanks,” I replied, still panting as I tried to regain some semblance of normalcy.

She completely ignored me to take the little glass container of precum into her house. Curious about what she was going to do with it, I pulled my pants back up to follow her.

By the time I entered she’d somehow already started a fire, and was busy arranging ingredients on the little table next to her hearth. She moved with careful efficiency, muttering the steps of whatever she was doing out loud to herself.

I watched with interest as she ground a handful of herbs with a crude stone mortar and pestle. When she was done she dumped everything into a small cast iron cauldron, and after a minute or two, she slowly stirred in the precum she’d collected. The smoke rising off of it turned from white to pitch black, nearly choking us both with its acrid smell.

Once the smoke faded, she carefully lifted the pot off of the flame. She then poured it through some sort of funnel-shaped strainer and into a small, translucent vial.

The end result of all that work was a lot less than I’d expected. There was only a mouthful or two of liquid, and the color was an ominous-looking, inky black.

She wasted no time gulping the whole thing down. I was worried when her veins turned dark enough to show through her bronze skin, and became horrified when her eyes turned into pools of black ink.

I immediately panicked, thinking that she might have inadvertently poisoned herself and trapped me on her farm as a result. To my surprise she began to dance around excitedly, which did wonderful things to the breasts that she had yet to put back into her top. The dark lines faded as she moved around, and when she turned to look at me again her eyes had thankfully returned to normal.

“It worked! I have never felt so much magick at once before,” she said, beaming brightly at me. “This is such good news! We do not have to kill men anymore, and if I show my sisters what I have discovered, they will accept me again. I can go home.”

Her smile was infectious. None of that mattered to me in the least, but my lips curled upwards anyway. “That's great. So now that you have more…magick, can you get me home now?”

“Oh, no, my barrier is very strong. We must wait for the next half moon for it to be at its weakest in order for me to remove the wards. Around…fourteen days?”

My jaw dropped. It was much better than the three months she’d initially quoted me, but that was still a hell of a long time to be alone in the woods with a stranger.

“Fourteen days? What am I supposed to do for two weeks?” I shouted.

She shrunk away from me, her dark eyes large and apologetic. "You may stay here, I do not mind. And while you are here…perhaps you would be willing to part with a little more of your seed?" she asked hopefully.

I narrowed my eyes and I wondered if she was lying to me. It sounded an awful lot like she wanted to keep me as her personal milking cow until she had enough of my precum to satisfy herself.

But then she had saved my life when she very well could've just left me to bleed out, or worse, she could have sliced my balls open to take what she wanted while I was knocked out. She’d also been honest about the true nature of the Crescent Woods from the start, even if it made her uneasy and there was an enormous risk that I’d get angry with her because of it.

For that alone I had to give her the benefit of the doubt. Besides, I hated my stupid cable installation job, and had been thinking of finding a new one anyway. If I looked at it as taking a two-week, off-the-grid vacation, it really wasn’t all that bad of a deal. After all, there were worse things than spending a couple of weeks alone with a very pretty girl.

“Thanks for your hospitality, then. I’m Mike, by the way,” I said, holding out my hand to her.

I hadn't thought it necessary to introduce myself before, but if I was going to be stuck with her for a while, it seemed like a good idea for us to know each other's names. Considering she'd just watched me jerk off to completion, it was coming just a little bit late.

The girl blinked curiously at my hand for a long second or two, and then the light bulb finally seemed to come on. She tentatively slid her calloused palm into mine, clasping it loosely and shaking it side to side.

“I am Juniper,” she shyly replied.

I bit back a laugh at the strangeness of the action. She really was a very, very odd girl.

“I guess that's one way to shake hands. It’s nice to meet you, Juniper.”

“It is nice to meet you as well, Mike.” With her breasts still hanging out and her hand warm in mine, she gave me a shy but brilliant white smile.

An alarmingly familiar feeling stirred to life in my chest; something warm, fluttery, and didn’t bode well for our time together. We were going to be in very close quarters until she could lead me out of the forest, and the last thing I needed was to become attracted to someone who didn’t even like men.


Chapter Two


I didn’t have the words to describe how strange Juniper was.

It wasn't so much her actions that bothered me, though those were pretty odd too. I’d gotten used to the way she’d chew on the ends of her hair when she was deep in thought, or the way her arms would flap around when she became excited.

It wasn’t even the fact that she regularly debated her own thoughts out loud and in very different, creepy voices. She'd jump ten feet in the air if I interrupted during one of her self-arguments, solely because she’d completely forgotten that I was in the room.

What really puzzled me about her was that she rarely understood what I was talking about whenever I brought up basic things like telephones, or electricity. Her knowledge of the world seemed to stop somewhere around the 1700s.

As a result, she was incredibly curious about me and where I’d come from. When I described my life back in civilization she hung onto my every word, listening to me speak with a mixture of wonder and confusion.

Some things she was able to understand well enough, like the idea of cars and even airplanes to an extent. Trying to explain television or the internet to someone who had never experienced them however proved to be impossible. It made me wish more than ever that my phone still worked so that I could just show her what I meant.

The downside to talking about my home was that it made me miss it that much more, and for the first couple of days I was frustrated about being stranded in the middle of nowhere with nothing to do. Over time I was better able to deal with the withdrawal of not having constant stimulation, and found peace in giving my mind a bit of a break.

My focus noticeably improved without the pull of TV or social media, and spending most of the day walking around in the sun had given my skin a healthier glow. So while her lifestyle seemed like a hell of a lot of work, I could really see the beauty of the way that she lived.

I watched from across the small room as Juniper sat crossed-legged on the floor, her body bent over her small work table and the pink tip of her tongue poking out between her lips. She'd been hard at work on something for the past couple of days, though annoyingly, she'd only smile and call it a surprise whenever I asked her what she was doing.

Since she wasn't looking in my direction, I once again allowed myself to blatantly ogle her. Maybe it was because she lived alone, but most of her wardrobe was relatively skimpy. It was usually made up of strips of fabric that just barely covered the important bits, so there were always miles of smooth bronze skin on display. If she ever noticed my occasional leers, then she certainly didn't care.

I could clearly hear her muttering to herself, which was a vast improvement from the first few days when she’d been having full-blown conversations.

“Is there anything you can’t do?” I asked, more out of boredom than any actual interest. She hadn’t been paying much attention to me all day, which was annoying since she was sort of my only form of entertainment. “You're good at leatherworking, glassblowing, woodworking, pottery, knitting, hunting, sewing…”

“I am not very good at whistling,” she said while keeping her focus on the task in front of her. After a few seconds of silence, she glanced up at me with a small, mischievous smile. “That was a joke. I am very good at whistling.”

With her dark eyes twinkling she proceeded to show off exactly how good, pursing her lips and releasing a string of musical notes that sounded a lot like a singing robin.

I just about rolled my eyes out of my head. “Of course you are.”

Juniper smiled smugly and turned back to whatever she was working on, triumphantly clicking the last piece into place with a satisfying snap.

“It is finished!” she crowed victoriously.

She held it out to me with a proud smile, looking very pleased with herself, but I could only stare aghast at the familiar-looking contraption. Although I was pretty sure I knew exactly what it was, I had to confirm it for myself anyway.

“What is it?” I asked, standing up and walking over to get a closer look. Yup, it was definitely what I thought it was.

“It is a tool I invented that will hopefully prevent you from ejaculating too soon, and it will make harvesting your seed much easier while also reducing waste. I can also replace the collection container when it is full.” She excitedly demonstrated the feature by detaching the empty glass vial from the fastening on the end, replacing it with another one that looked very similar.

“So…it's a cock cage,” I finally said after a few seconds of silence.

Juniper blinked up at me with a confused frown. It was frustratingly adorable.

“A what?” she asked.

I ran an exasperated hand through my hair and sighed, because I truly didn’t know how to describe the concept of chastity devices. She was…innocent, for lack of a better word, and as I didn’t know much about the whole thing either, I doubted my ability to properly explain it.

My face must have shown my apprehension, because her shoulders slumped and she set the device back down on the table. “I thought it was a good idea.”

Seeing her look so dejected made me feel bad too. She had put a lot of time and effort into it, and it wasn’t like there was a lock on the device. Coupled with the fact that she didn’t seem to have a mean or cunning bone in her body, I felt confident enough that she wasn’t trying to sucker me into becoming her personal plaything or something.

“No, we can try it,” I said, unable to believe the words coming out of my own mouth. I bent down to pick it up off of the table, and then without really thinking about it, I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down along with my underwear.

I'd mostly gotten over any kind of shyness around exposing myself to her. For the past three nights she’d knelt topless in front of me, and would collect every drop of precum that slid from my tip. The moment I stopped producing any more she’d head to her workspace to work on brewing a new potion, leaving me to finish myself off on my own.

It was an odd arrangement, but I didn’t take it as rejection so much as complete indifference. Whenever I had my hand wrapped around my cock I was basically cattle, and beyond what my balls could provide for her, she truly wasn’t interested in men at all.

Squeezing myself into the device she’d created proved to be a little challenging. While I managed to get the metal ring around my balls without too much trouble, I needed her help fitting my cock into the cage. Her gentle touch on my shaft made it difficult for me to stay soft, but with the help of some mental long division, she was eventually able to click it shut.

“How does it feel?” she asked eagerly, inspecting her work from about three inches away.

“Tight.” I poked at it with a finger, and it was only then that I realized something very important. “Wait, how exactly am I supposed to masturbate with this thing on?”

Juniper's eyes went wide. “Oh. Hm.”

I rolled my own eyes. I’d learned over the past few days that while Juniper was very smart, she also had some huge blind spots. Mostly when it came to anything involving more than the very basics of sex.

Then again, she was barely nineteen years old, and had been completely on her own for the past four years. With no internet or other people to help her learn about the wonders of human fornication, she probably hadn't gotten the chance to do as much 'experimenting' as the average person.

After a few seconds of thought, her face lit up again. “If I remember correctly, the prostate is located right above the bulbourethral glands,” she said.

“Okay…” I started, not quite sure I liked where she was going.

“It is only a hypothesis, but I believe that if I apply firm pressure to the prostate, it may also squeeze those glands and help you to produce your seed. You will not need to touch your penis at all, and I could even do it for you if you would like.” She smiled brightly—like all of our problems were solved—but I blanched.

She was, in not so many words, saying that she wanted to stick her finger up my ass. I’d never done anything with my butt before, and for the first time since she’d watched me jerk off right in front of her, I felt flushed and embarrassed.

Her eager, wide-eyed gaze made it hard for me to say no. She looked so excited by her idea that backing out now would’ve been like taking a puppy behind the shed and shooting it.

“Okay,” I said reluctantly, and that was all she needed to hear.

With an even bigger smile, Juniper jumped up to retrieve a clean rag and the bottle of oil from her shelf. She then dragged me over to her bed, and all but shoved me onto my back before scrambling on top of it with me.

She opened the bottle and poured a small amount of the liquid onto her pointer finger. When it was fully coated, she rather abruptly pressed the tip against my asshole.

“Hold on a minute,” I said, reaching down to grab onto her wrist and stop her.

Juniper’s dark eyes impatiently looked up at me. “Yes?”

“Well, this is my first time doing anything like this. Just be gentle.”

“Do not worry, I have helped deliver newborn goats many times before,” she said as though that solved everything.

I didn’t have time to point out that it was definitely not the same thing as her finger quickly forced its way inside. I gasped against the intrusion, though beyond feeling a bit uncomfortable, it really didn’t hurt at all.

“Are you alright?” Juniper asked, her expression more curious than concerned.

I took a few seconds to consider her question. Physically, I felt completely fine, but mentally being in such a vulnerable position made me feel strange. I never in a million years ever thought I’d find myself on my back and being penetrated—especially not by someone I barely knew. For some reason I nodded anyway, giving her full permission to continue fingering me.

She almost immediately worked it in deeper, gently twisting the digit around as it sunk further and further into my asshole. While it was obvious enough that she didn’t know what she was doing, just feeling it moving around inside of me felt nice enough.

Right as I was finally beginning to relax, the pad of her finger scraped against something that sent a sharp jolt shooting up my spine. My eyelids fluttered and my toes curled, and against my will I squeezed down hard on her finger with a sharp hiss.

“I think that was your prostate,” she said, her expression appearing just as surprised as mine was. She rubbed the spot again—on purpose, this time—and I gasped and clenched around her finger again. “Yes, that is definitely your prostate.”

With a determined little frown Juniper viciously attacked the spot, sliding her slick finger so firmly against it that I loudly gasped. My balls involuntarily tightened to force out a small dollop of precum, and that’s when she became really excited.

“It is working!” she cheered as the first few droplets trickled into the glass container connected to my cage. It wasn’t very much, but with each thrust of her finger, more and more oozed from my slit.

Unfortunately for me, that meant she spent a lot of time trying to figure out what movements would make me leak the most. She targeted my prostate with brutal efficiency, twisting and massaging it until I was moaning and squirming beneath her.

Eventually, she placed her other hand on my pelvis to prevent me from moving around too much. Left with no other way to get away from her rough fingering, I had to find other methods to distract myself.

With not much to see on the low wooden ceiling, I shifted my focus to Juniper's breasts swaying in her top. Each time her arm moved they’d bounce a bit, which had the unintended side effect of turning me on even more. I quickly shut my eyes again to stop myself from coming too soon. It was much safer to deal with the darkness than that hypnotizing sight.

There was a deep, burning pleasure building in places that I didn’t know existed. Rather than the feelings only being concentrated around my dick, it felt like my entire body was on fire.

I’d known, intellectually, that guys could come with their asshole alone, but I never in a million years thought I’d experience it firsthand. Even more embarrassingly I began to moan, and pretty loudly at that. I was only minutes away from experiencing the best orgasm of my life without having my dick touched at all.

So that’s why I was understandably disgruntled when she abruptly removed her finger. She unhooked the little glass container from the end of the cage, and then slid off of the bed.

My eyes popped open again, and I almost frantically sat up to stare at her. “Why did you stop?”

Juniper paused on her way to her workstation, seemingly confused by the question. “No more seed is coming out, so I was going to brew a new potion.”

“Well, before you do that, can you keep going?” I asked, my cheeks growing warm. “I can’t…finish on my own.”

At first she looked surprised, her eyes widening and her lips parting. She quickly smiled soon after—a little smugly, I thought—and after setting my precum aside on her table, Juniper returned to the bed and rather unceremoniously slipped her finger back in up to the knuckle. I groaned against the suddenness of it, and especially when she rubbed me more insistently than she had before.

Her breath ghosted against my lips as she leaned closer to better examine my face. Her dark eyes darted between mine with unhidden fascination, and her expression was more like curiosity than any kind of arousal.

Her tongue darted out to lick at her lips. "You really are receiving a lot of pleasure from this, aren't you?" she asked.

I opened my mouth to respond, but to my eternal shame, I moaned instead. It made her eyes widen further with interest, and then she tentatively added a second finger to stretch me out a bit more.

The added pressure combined with her full lips being so close to mine quickly pushed me over the edge, resulting in the most intense climax of my life. My legs seized and my back arched as my first two shots splashed wetly against my lower stomach. The cage I wore made the rest of my come dribble out in a hot, steady stream, and it felt like my cock was drooling lava.

I didn't know what kinds of sounds I was making as she continued to efficiently milk me, but I was eventually left shaking and struggling to catch my breath on her mattress.

“Now are you finished?” she asked, the pads of her fingers still scraping insistently against my prostate to send powerful aftershocks throughout my body. Though she looked concerned, she obviously wasn’t worried enough to stop.

I was too out of it to speak and could only nod. When I did, she abruptly pulled her fingers out of me with an embarrassing wet squelch. She then helpfully removed the cage from my cock, and after wiping her fingers off on the rag she’d brought, she took the precum she’d collected to her workstation to brew a new potion.

It took me longer than I cared to admit to pull myself together enough to move again. My head spun for a full minute afterwards, and it took another minute after that for my heart to stop racing.

I mopped up a shocking amount of my cum with the rag she’d left behind, then walked shakily over to her worktable. As I gingerly settled on the floor next to her, I winced. There was a vague soreness in my ass, but it was nothing I couldn’t handle.

Through tired eyes, I watched Juniper work for a little while. From the way she blithely ignored me, I'd have never guessed that she’d just had two of her fingers knuckle deep inside of me.

Any interest she’d shown was now squarely focused on her next task. While completely normal for her, it still left me feeling like I was another item on her checklist to deal with. I was little more than a precum repository to her, though that didn’t upset me as much as it should’ve.

Probably because she’d just given me the best orgasm of my life.

Like usual she was muttering out loud, making verbal notes to herself as she completed each step of brewing her potion. She had almost half a dozen of them now, but besides that first day, I hadn't seen her drink any more of the strange black liquid.

“What’s the point of doing all of this if you’re not going to use your magick?” I asked. “I haven’t seen you do any spells.”

Juniper finally looked up at me, and I was embarrassed by how happy I was to have her full attention again. “I have not done any spells because spells consume a lot of magick. It is much more efficient to use magick for little things, like improving stamina and strengthening the body rather than for imposing your will onto the world.” At my confused stare, she elaborated. “It might make more sense for you to think of magick as willpower, and then spells as belief and intent. You need will to accomplish what you intend, and belief that what you intend will happen.”

I took a moment to consider what she’d just told me. I'd definitely noticed in the few days we'd known each other that she was abnormally strong for her size when she wanted to be. More than once I'd watched her very easily carry a runaway goat across her field, though when I tried to do the same, I'd barely been able to pick it up at all.

It also explained how she was able to do so much work all on her own. From the time she woke up to the time she went to bed she was moving, and outside of sleeping, eating, and the occasional dissociative state, it was rare that I ever saw her rest. She was like a hotter, less pink and furry Energizer bunny.

“I can kind of understand using willpower to make yourself stronger, but how can you impose your will onto anything else?” I asked.

Juniper quirked her head and hummed. “Everything that exists in the universe is made up of the same fundamental energy, so theoretically, you can impose your will onto anything if it is strong enough,” she explained. “That is the part the potion helps with. It raises our willpower past what a normal person could build and sustain naturally, so while we can still try to perform the spell without the boost, it will usually be weak, exhausting, or ineffective depending on the complexity of the spell.”

“Oh,” I mumbled, my head spinning. It was a lot to take in at once, and I barely understood a word of what she was saying. It all sounded very hand wavey and vague to me.

Noticing my confusion, Juniper sighed and stood to her feet. “Perhaps it would be best if I demonstrated.” She walked out of the door, and I eagerly jumped up to follow. She then led me over to a wilted wildflower growing near her well and knelt down in front of it.

“Florere,” she chanted, spreading her fingers while lifting her hand towards the sky.

Amazed, I watched as the tiny, withered flower transformed before my eyes, growing into a winding vine that climbed up the side of the stone well. New buds burst open into large orange and yellow blossoms, and the leaves turned a rich, vibrant green.

“Holy shit, you actually can do magick," I gasped.

Juniper pursed her lips. "Did you think that I was lying?"

"Not lying, exactly, but definitely overselling it." She looked even more annoyed by that, so I quickly changed the subject. "What else can be done with magick?”

“Many things,” she said. “You can freeze water, find lost items, and a few of my sisters can even fly.”

“Like with a broom?”

She gave me a really funny look. “No, why would they use a broom to fly?”

“Nevermind. Do you know the flying spell? Can I see it?” I asked eagerly, because out of all of the spells she’d mentioned that one sounded the most exciting.

“I have seen it performed and know the incantation, but I cannot do it,” she mumbled.

“Why not? You have a ton of potions now.”

“Because it takes more than just magick to do a spell like that. Spells are a way to better define your intent, and the hardest part of performing them is fully believing that you can. You need to believe it as you do that the sun is warm and that the earth is round. That takes practice, but as there are not enough potions to go around in the coven, most have not had the chance to practice anything beyond the most basic of spells. If I tried to fly right now, I would likely fall out of the sky and break my neck.”

“Oh,” I said, unable to mask my disappointment. “Well, if it just takes practice to do magick, then can you teach me to use spells?”

Juniper hesitated. “Maybe. It may be very difficult for you because you are much older. We are taught magick soon after we are born, so unlike you, we are used to feeling it and do not doubt that it exists. I am also not sure if we are supposed to teach anyone outside of the coven how to use magick,” she added.

“But you’re not in the coven anymore,” I pointed out.

“That is true. Then, you will first need to drink this. Having more magick will make it easier for you to feel it,” she said, unhooking the little vial of potion she kept on the leather string around her neck for emergencies.

I hesitated before taking it from her, not totally sure if I wanted to drink my own precum, but the prospect of getting to do spells far outweighed any reluctance I felt. I squeezed my eyes shut and threw the potion back, and only seconds after I swallowed, my blood seemed to boil.

The blood in my veins quickly turned black enough to show through my skin. It was a terrifying sight, and I was glad when after only a minute or two it gradually faded until my skin was back to normal.

“That was…weird,” I mumbled, feeling vaguely lightheaded.

“It is your body adjusting to having more magick than it is used to.” Juniper stood to her feet and brushed the dirt from her knees. “Here is a simple spell that we teach children for protection. Castellum,” she chanted, crossing her arms at her wrists and pushing them outwards.

The air in front of her crystallized into a solid, circular shape. When I pressed my fingers against the transparent construct, it felt like I was touching smooth glass.

It was quite possibly the coolest thing I’d ever seen.

“What was that thing you said?” I asked.

“The incantation? In English, I suppose that it means ‘fortress.’”

“Then couldn’t I just say it in English?”

“You could, but words have power. Latin is a more precise and structured language, so it makes your intent clearer. The clearer your intent, the more likely it is to work,” she explained.

I frowned and nodded my head. It made sense and she’d never lied to me before, so I resolved myself to give it my best shot.

“Castellum,” I said awkwardly, the new word foreign on my tongue. I crossed my wrists and pushed them outwards just like she had. When absolutely nothing happened, I frowned. “Are you sure I can use magick?”

Juniper shrugged her shoulders. “There is no reason why you cannot.”

“I guess I just suck then,” I nearly spat.

“Nonsense. No one is good at anything right away. You only need to practice and believe you can do it. That is all magick is.” When I continued to avoid her gaze, Juniper stepped closer and rested her hand on my forearm until I looked at her. “It is okay if you fail sometimes, Mike. It is okay if you fail all of the time. I will still be very proud of you for trying.”

She stared straight into my eyes as she spoke, smiling up at me with such belief and encouragement that I felt something in my chest clench again.

It startled me to realize that no one had ever told me they were proud of me before. I’d only ever been told what I couldn’t do, and even though she barely knew me, she was looking up at me with such sincerity and confidence that I fully believed her.

“Mike?” she hesitantly asked when I’d been silent for too long.

Before I myself knew what I was doing, I leaned down to gently pressed my lips against hers. They were somehow softer than they looked, and warm, too. A shiver ran down my spine at how incredible it felt, even if she wasn’t kissing me back at all.

I’d obviously misread the situation because her eyes popped wide open and she violently recoiled, stumbling backwards with her hand pressed over her mouth. Her entire face and neck flushed bright red, which was impressive considering how tan she was.

She must have noticed the hurt on my face, because she quickly recovered enough to explain. “I am sorry, I just—I have never thought of a man that way. As a potential mate, I mean. You are the first one that I have spoken to.”

“No, it's my fault. I shouldn’t have done that and made things weird,” I mumbled with remorse.

“It is okay, I am not upset. I was only…surprised.”

“Well, it looked like you hated it to me.”

Juniper opened and closed her mouth a few times before answering. “As I said, it was unexpected," she finally landed on. It wasn't exactly a glowing compliment, but she didn't appear to be completely repulsed either. For now, I was taking that as a good sign.

An awkward silence hung in the air as we stared at each other from a very respectable arms-length away. When I didn’t say anything else, she ducked her head and tucked her hair behind her still very red ear.

“You, um, keep practicing that spell. I need to…go.” With a final forced smile, she turned on her heel and nearly ran back into the house, leaving me standing like an idiot in the middle of her yard.


Chapter Three


“How far is the stream from here again?” I asked, scooping up the last of my breakfast and popping it into my mouth. We’d just finished an early meal of fresh flatbread and stew made from a rabbit Juniper had caught and cleaned the previous evening; both of which had been surprisingly tasty.

Watching her hunt had been extremely impressive. She’d run the poor creature down in seconds, snatching it out of the grass quicker than my eyes could follow. When she snapped its neck using only her thumb I’d been appropriately horrified, and from that point on I resolved to never get on her bad side.

“Not far,” she said. “I counted once, and it was only around three thousand steps.”

After doing some quick math, I blanched. “Junie, three thousand steps is at least a mile.”

She perked up and smiled a bit at the nickname, just like she always did. I’d used it offhandedly once, and after seeing how happy it made her, I started throwing it around all the time.

“As I said, not far.” Junie stood up and cleared the table of our dishes, but not before giving my cup a pointed stare. “You must finish your tea before we go.”

With a small roll of my eyes, I drained the rest of the cup as she’d demanded. It wasn't so much the taste that bothered me. The texture was gritty and the taste was grassy, but on the whole, it didn’t taste that bad. It was more the fact that at some point she’d upgraded me from livestock to a guinea pig for her to try out her various concoctions on.

While I didn’t know what was in the tea, it very noticeably increased the amount of precum that I produced. She’d also figured out that the amount of fluid I produced was directly related to how hydrated I was, which seemed really obvious after she’d said it.

On the downside, that meant she hounded me to drink more water. Every few hours she'd check my canteen to make sure that I was consuming enough liquids throughout the day. If I ever fell behind, she'd stand in front of me and pout until I drank enough to make her happy.

But the results couldn’t be denied. She already had over two dozen of the small vials of her potion, though part of that was because she’d also worked out that it was most optimal for her to harvest seed from me twice a day: once in the morning, and then again in the evening right before we turned in for the night. It gave my body just enough time to recover, which I desperately needed because she was rather ruthless when it came to milking me.

Unfortunately for my sanity, Junie was a disturbingly fast learner. As soon as she figured out which spots made me squirm the most, she could sometimes fill three of the small glass vials with my precum in a single session. After that she’d generously finish me off, though I wasn’t sure how to feel about constantly being made to come without my dick being touched at all.

The pleasure was so unlike anything I’d ever felt before that the thought of going back to masturbating alone seemed impossible. I couldn’t imagine reaching the same highs without her anymore, and it embarrassed me somewhat that I looked forward to the times when she would ask me for more of my seed.

Her occasional, pensive stares when she thought I wasn't looking were my only real concern at the moment. When that happened, I mostly just hoped she wasn't considering murdering me for the very ill-advised kiss I’d planted on her a few days prior.

I took my cup over to where she was washing the dishes in a small wooden basin, and then I grabbed a dish towel to help her dry them. She beamed her thanks up at me, which once again made my heart jump annoyingly.

“Now can we go?” I asked after I’d finished putting the last of the dishes away. The novelty of being so disconnected from the world had long worn off, and I desperately needed a change of scenery. I especially couldn’t wait to take a real bath instead of just wiping myself down with a wet rag and a bit of soap every night.

Junie giggled at my eagerness. “Yes, Mike, we can go now.”

She quickly changed into a light, flowy dress that fell to just above her knees. After strapping her knife to her hip and an enormous basket onto her back, she led me deep into the forest.

We kept up a steady chatter as I followed her down the well-worn path. Every now and then she’d point out things of interest, and would teach me which plants were useful as she picked them to use for either her potions or food.

It filled up very quickly, and the amount of weight she could carry was absolutely insane. It was jarring to watch her so easily heft a basket that I probably couldn’t pick up at all, even knowing that she was using magick to supplement her strength.

It took us over an hour to reach our destination with all of her frequent stops, but the forest finally opened up to reveal a stream of gently rushing water. Large, dark rocks stuck out of it, and it was so clear that I could see fish swimming around.

She’d already seen everything important, so I didn't feel any embarrassment at all as I stripped down in front of her. The warm afternoon sun felt great on my skin, and I excitedly splashed my way into the cool water.

What I hadn’t been expecting was for Junie to get naked too. In one smooth movement she tugged her dress over her head, carefully setting it aside on one of the rocks. When she untied her tiny loincloth, I couldn’t stop myself from staring.

I couldn’t see much since she had her back to me, but her ass was flawless: round, smooth, and as tan as the rest of her. Seeing so much of her silky, bronze skin instantly aroused me, despite being made to orgasm only a few short hours earlier.

It made me eager to see the rest of her. She wasn’t shy with her body so I’d seen her breasts plenty of times, and more than once I’d glimpsed her in just her little loincloth. The only thing I hadn't seen yet was what lay beneath it.

My eyes followed her as she waded deeper into the stream. She stopped right when the water reached her knees, and I groaned when she bent over to begin rinsing herself off.

“Junie?” I called to get her attention. Just like I’d expected she stood and turned to look at me, curiously tilting her head.

My eyes immediately darted downwards, and I wasn't at all surprised by the patch of wild, dark pubic hair covering her crotch.

What I didn’t expect was for the most impressive cock I’d ever seen to be sticking out of it. Even soft it fell nearly halfway down her thighs, the foreskin completely enveloping the head.

“What is it, Mike?” she asked.

I swallowed hard and quickly looked away. “Nothing.”

Junie frowned. “You always say nothing when you mean something. Tell me.”

“Well…you have a penis, Junie,” I said, a bit exasperated.

She looked really confused for a few seconds, but then her eyes widened with understanding. “Oh, right, the daughters of Eve do not have these.” She swung her hips a bit so that her cock smacked lightly against her thighs.

“The daughters of Eve?” I asked, my eyes still glued to the hunk of meat dangling between her legs.

“Women with only vaginas. I am a daughter of Lilith—Adam’s first wife and true equal—so I have both.” She spread her legs wider and lifted her balls so that I could see she really did have a vagina, too.

I’d never seen anything like it. The fact that an entire third gender existed was mind-boggling, and seemed like a pretty important thing to mention in the biology books.

“I thought Lilith was a demon or something?” I asked, vaguely remembering a story about her being the queen of the succubi.

Junie angrily twisted her lips. “When the sons of Adam are the ones writing your books, it is unsurprising that they would try to paint her in as negative of a light as possible. Nothing new for them, really.”

"What do you mean?"

“My people retreated from the world because the men tried to burn us. They thought us unnatural, and that we emasculated them. It is rumored some of Lilith’s more…unscrupulous daughters would steal or sleep with married women, so I imagine that played a part in our persecution too. Calling our magick ‘evil’ was only a convenient excuse.”

I truly didn’t know what to say. It sounded like something out of a fantasy novel, but there was living, breathing proof of everything she claimed standing right in front of me.

“That's horrible,” I finally landed on.

She suddenly looked really relieved, and it was only then that I realized she'd been worried about my reaction. She'd most likely been taught all her life that men were not to be trusted; that they would kill her if they learned exactly who and what she was.

Which was probably true in a lot of places, but still.

“It is horrible. I am glad you agree.” She turned away to grab the bar of soap she’d brought, and began to work her long, dark hair into a lather. The movement did amazing things for her breasts, making them bounce and jiggle around enticingly.

Despite the magnificent view, I couldn’t stop my gaze from drifting downwards. I’d known her for a full week and had seen her in various states of undress, but somehow I’d completely missed the fact that she had a cock.

It swayed gently as she bathed herself, and I didn't need a ruler to know that she would probably be much larger than I was when fully erect. Somehow, that didn’t bother me at all.

I’d thought I was being discreet with my peeking. After a few minutes though, Junie sighed and waded over to where I was still rooted to the spot.

“You may examine me, if you would like. I know what it is like to be curious about something new.”

“You don’t mind?” I asked, stunned by the offer.

“Not at all. I am not attracted to men,” she said, as if that was the only issue with me touching her dick. She took another step closer to intentionally put herself within arm’s reach, giving me a small, encouraging smile.

While I was interested in her penis, I couldn’t resist getting my hands on her chest first. It was the part of her body that had grabbed my attention from the start, and I cupped her tits almost reverently.

They were just as soft and warm as I’d imagined them to be, and very easily filled my palms. She gasped sharply when I gently pinched her dark, stiffening nipples, causing her cock to unexpectedly grow.

I jumped when her cool hands started to touch me too. She first caressed my balls, savouring the silky soft skin and letting the weight sit warm in her hand. After that she moved up to play with the rest of my penis, seemingly fascinated by my lack of foreskin.

I realized with a startling clarity that this had been her master plan all along—to offer to let me touch her so that she had free reign to do the same. Not that I minded. Though calloused her hands were unexpectedly soft, and with her squeezing it like she was, I became so hard that I ached.

Eventually I’d had my fill of her breasts, and moved down to carefully wrap a hand around her shaft. It was heavy and dense in my palm even at half mast, and was so thick that I found it difficult to enclose it with my fingers.

Out of sheer curiosity, I reached my other hand down past her balls to touch the puffy outer lips of her pussy. I slipped a tentative finger inside, and was amazed by how hot and slippery it was.

For someone who didn't like men, her body was certainly beginning to react to what I was doing.

It didn't take long for her to noticeably harden in my grip. Her penis gradually grew until the foreskin retracted enough to reveal its pinkish tip, and then it swelled further until it stood straight up in the air. There was a pleasantly satisfying heft to it that I loved, and from the way her breathing deepened, she was enjoying it too.

Heat radiated from her body in an almost tantalizing way, urging me closer until I felt her hot breath against my collarbone. I could feel her intense excitement against my stomach, warm, weighty, and pulsating.

She looked up at me with an expression that I'd never seen on her face before. Our lips were inches apart. A breath away. Close enough that we were breathing each other's air.

Last time she’d run for the hills when I kissed her, so I resolved to not do anything until she did. I didn’t have to wait very long; after a few seconds of staring into my eyes, she leaned up onto her toes to brush her lips against mine.

The moment they touched she seemed to come back to herself. Her eyes widened, and she turned a magnificent shade of red before she abruptly jerked away and turned her back on me.

“Sorry,” I quickly said.

Junie shook her head and gave me a weak smile from over her shoulder. “There is nothing to apologize for. I am the one who kissed you.”

An obvious awkwardness developed between the two of us after that. She only looked at me when she absolutely had to, and even then her eyes would dart away. I hated that she was so uncomfortable around me now, especially after we’d been getting along so well in the last few days.

After we finished bathing, we exchanged stilted small talk as we waited for our bodies to dry. The entire time she kept most of herself hidden in a half curled ball, lacking the confidence and boldness that she'd shown when we’d first arrived.

By the time we were redressing to head back home, the two of us were no longer speaking at all.
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Outside of occasionally warning me to watch my step, Junie stayed silent on the entire trek home. It was a huge departure from the upbeat prattle she’d maintained on our way to the stream, and the longer we went without speaking, the more worried I became.

I tried to convince myself that she was just tired. We'd spent hours hiking through the forest after all, and she'd been awake since early that morning.

That theory quickly died when she immediately ran off to do more chores. All of them were strenuous, and all of them were done as far away from me as possible.

She only showed her face again when the sun started getting low and it was time for dinner. After a silent meal of greens, flatbread, and the large fish that she'd snatched barehanded from the stream, we retreated to her bed for our usual harvesting session.

I took my clothes off and settled back against her pillow, clicking the cage she’d made into place with a satisfying snap. I waited a minute for her to get started, and frowned when she instead just sat uncomfortably on the other side of the mattress.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

Her face went red again. “I am just thinking.”

“About what?”

After a long moment of silence, Junie finally looked up at me with a frustrated pout. “I do not like the way that you make me feel. My chest aches, my skin is hot, and I feel as though I have bees in my stomach. It is confusing.”

My cheeks grew warm as a possible explanation for her behavior occurred to me. “Confused how?”

“If I knew that, I would not be confused,” she almost snapped.

I sat up and scooted closer to wrap an arm around her waist. She still smelled like the soap we’d used at the stream, along with the clean scent of her sweat.

When she immediately froze up, I realized that it was the first time we’d done anything that could be considered ‘intimate.’ Until now, all of our touching had been out of either curiosity or just a means to an end.

Junie’s face flushed red. “What are you doing?” she squeaked.

“You seemed like you could use a hug,” I replied with much more confidence than I felt.

She remained stiff at first, like she was still trying to figure out how she felt about being in my arms. Over the course of a few tense seconds, her shoulders slowly relaxed.

“I thought that I had grown past the need for physical contact, but I have forgotten how nice hugs could feel,” she sighed, further burrowing herself into my side. “Although, I received little physical contact even before I was banished. Most of my sisters did not like me very much. I was too different.”

I mentally bit my tongue. Junie was definitely different, but I couldn't imagine anyone disliking her for it. If anything, it made her that much more interesting.

“Well, I like you,” I said.

She pulled away to stare directly into my eyes, first with annoyed suspicion and then with genuine surprise. “You really do like me.”

“Of course I do.” I swallowed hard and tried to maintain an air of cool confidence, which was slightly difficult since I was still sitting naked on her bed with my cock stuffed in a metal cage. “Do you think it's possible that you might like me too? It would explain the confusing feelings you're having.”

Her face cycled through some very interesting expressions as she processed my words. “Yes, I think that may be what is happening,” she eventually said, her voice thoughtful. “Although I do not have a way of knowing for sure.”

It was embarrassing how happy I felt at being told that she might like me. I wasn't totally sure if she meant it the same way I did, but I’d take what I could get.

“I would like to perform a new experiment,” Junie said quietly, drawing my attention again. “I have noticed since we started that more consistent pressure and friction against your prostate seems to produce more seed.”

The abrupt change in subject threw me for a bit of a loop. One moment we'd been discussing our potential feelings, and the next she was right back to treating me like a guinea pig again.

“I guess that makes sense,” I slowly replied. “What kind of experiment did you have in mind?”

“Well, I believe that using something larger than my fingers may give better results, so perhaps I can make some sort of tool that would better stimulate you.” She paused and looked down at her lap, her cheeks turning an adorable shade of pink as she nervously wrung her hands. “To test my theory before I build something, I was thinking that I could use my penis.”

I stared blankly at her. “But then we would be having sex.”

“Yes.” Her face became fully inflamed, but she almost defiantly met my gaze.

My eyebrows rose higher. She'd been so adamant about not finding men attractive, yet now she was using a rather flimsy excuse to sleep with one. Even more interestingly, I could see a telltale lump forming in her nightdress from the corner of my eye.

“Are you sure you would be okay with that? I'm a man.”

“I am sure. It will only be a test to see if it helps you produce more seed. It—it will not mean anything more than that.” She glanced away during the last part of her statement, but her voice remained firm.

“Okay,” I finally relented.

Junie beamed and jumped up to grab the usual oil from the shelf. On her way back to the bed, she expertly coated one of her fingers to get it slick.

I was so used to the process that I barely reacted when she stuck the first finger in my ass. The second didn’t garner much of a reaction from me either, even when she began to twist them around.

Like usual, she ruthlessly attacked my most sensitive spots until my cock was drooling. She kept her other hand on my stomach to keep me from squirming around too much, but that did absolutely nothing to stop the embarrassing gasps and moans slipping from my throat.

I filled the first collection vial with precum in record time. She paused long enough to switch it out for an empty one, and then she got right back to massaging my prostate with the pads of her fingers.

She spent another ten minutes working me over, wringing every drop that she could from my body. Unfortunately, she knew exactly when to back off enough to keep me right on the edge. By the time I was filling my third vial, I was shaking and desperate for her to finish.

Right when I finally felt like I was about to come, Junie abruptly sat back and pulled her fingers away.

“Nothing else is coming out. Are you ready to start the experiment now?” she asked.

I groaned in disappointment at my ruined orgasm. If she noticed, she didn't appear to care.

“Whenever you are,” I ground out in response.

While I stared up at her, she slowly began to undress. After noticing my gaze, Junie stopped and blushed hard enough for the redness to spread along her cheeks and down her neck. “I think it would be easier if you turned over.”

Her sudden embarrassment baffled me—it wasn't as if I hadn't seen her naked before—but I rolled onto my stomach as she'd requested. I heard the rustle of fabric behind me as she stripped, followed by the wet sticky sound of her applying the oil to her cock.

She straddled the backs of my thighs to place her slick tip against my asshole. With no warning and very little gentleness, she shoved herself inside.

Because of the very thorough warm up I'd received, I only gasped when the first few inches slipped in. I felt unusually stretched open, but there wasn't any of the pain I'd expected.

Panting quickly from the new sensation, Junie held still over me. A minute or two later, she leaned forward to feed me more of her dick. Her breaths grew harsher with each inch that she sunk into my ass, until eventually I felt the soft brush of her pubic hair against my cheeks.

She flexed her cock and experimentally swirled her hips around as though trying to find out what felt best. I couldn’t do anything with her entire length inside me; all I could do was hope I could get through it.

Despite her inexperience, her body seemed to instinctively know what to do. She began a tentative rhythm of slow and shallow thrusts, gradually building up speed as she gained in confidence.

The room was quiet enough for me to hear the soft clapping sound of her hips meeting my ass. Every drag of her cock was obscene and perfect, grinding harshly against my prostate to force out both my precum and embarrassing moans from my throat.

I was about to tell her that the experiment seemed to be a success, but then she leaned down to wrap her arms around my chest. Her sweaty breasts pressed warmly against my back, and using only the strength of her hips, she began to fuck me into the mattress.

Only a week ago, the thought of anything going near my butt would have been unimaginable. Now I was pushing myself back against her as hard as I could, doing everything I could to get her as deep inside of me as possible.

I'd been edged by her fingers for so long that I was already primed and ready to come, so it didn't take much longer for my muscles to tighten and for my asshole to involuntarily clench around her. My toes and fingers curled as I fought to hold back my climax, but in truth I'd lost the battle the moment she’d entered me.

It was a full-body experience when my orgasm finally washed over me. Deep, warm pleasure blossomed in my stomach, radiating outwards until it raced along my spine. My skin felt tight and overly sensitive, and the heat of her breath against the back of my neck made me shiver.

Because I was still wearing the cage, my cum quickly overfilled the collection vial until there was a sticky mess on the blanket covering her bed.

“Fuck,” I gasped through seizing lungs, only vaguely aware of Junie's soft whimpers as she continued to grind her cock as deep into me as possible.

My orgasm must have set her off too, because she quickly followed with a loud, keening moan directly into my ear. A wet warmth filled my asshole, and the excess gushed from around the tight seal of her shaft to side down my inner thighs.

Junie collapsed on top of me, her rough panting joining mine in the silence of her tiny house. After a little while her cock softened enough to slip out of me, accompanied by a rush of her still warm cum.

“I think we ruined the batch and your blanket,” I joked, grimacing at the slimy feeling of ejaculate both on my stomach and spilling out of my asshole. She didn't respond, and concerned, I carefully slid out from under her. “Junie?”

A look at her face showed that she was completely out of it, her eyes glazed and staring at nothing with an expression akin to wonder.

My eyebrows rose with shocked understanding. “Wait, was that your first orgasm?”

“No,” she said defensively, slowly coming back to herself. After a few seconds, she uncomfortably glanced away. “Yes. I did not know anything could feel so pleasurable. I can better understand your reactions now when I make you ejaculate.”

“Oh,” I mumbled, embarrassed. It was hard to imagine someone getting to her age without touching themselves. After all, I'd been jerking myself off almost every day since I became a teenager. “Are you okay?”

Her face turned pensive, and then she frowned. “I am not sure how I am supposed to feel. I just lie with a son of Adam and I enjoyed it.” She looked distressed, and even more confused than she had before.

“Is that such a bad thing?” I asked.

“Yes, it is our greatest taboo. A son of Adam and a daughter of Lilith can never be together. In the stories I was told, horrible things befell my ancestors who lie with a man. I would be killed if I were still with the coven.”

Though I hated it, I could sort of understand her conflict. She'd been taught her entire life that men were evil and meant to be avoided, which if I was being honest, I couldn’t wholly disagree with.

“Then don't think of me as a man. How do you feel about just me as a person?”

At first, I thought she wasn't going to answer. After a while, her shoulders slumped and she sighed.

“I really like you,” Junie said, her voice resigned. She grimaced after the words left her lips, almost as though she’d eaten something foul.

It wasn’t the exuberant confession of feelings I would've preferred, but it was still hard to not smile wide at her admission.

“Then we didn't do anything wrong. I like you, and you like me. It's that simple,” I said, reaching for her hand.

Junie snatched it away. "It is not simple at all." Without another word, she pulled on her night dress, slipped out of bed, and left the house.

I almost chased after her. She looked genuinely shaken—like her entire world had been turned upside down—and I was worried that she might do something rash.

In the end I decided to give her some space, and desperately hoped that I wasn't making a huge mistake.


Chapter Four


“Castellum,” I said, focusing my intent on the area in front of me. A transparent, circular shield shimmered into existence, and I grinned at how clearly defined its shape was. It would probably crumble under the slightest amount of pressure, but still—I was doing magick.

Just like she'd said, I had only needed to practice. I'd never been particularly good at anything, so having someone celebrate even my tiniest improvements was something I hadn't realized I'd been missing in life. I felt like I could do anything as long as I was with her.

I might have been able to get further with my magick if it weren’t for the fact that the closer we got to the half moon and my departure, the more frequently Junie wanted to have sex. She'd claimed that she wanted to harvest as much of my seed as she could before I left, but that excuse wore thin when she kept forgetting to switch out the collection vials.

It had surprisingly only taken her a day to get past the fact that we'd slept together. The morning after had been predictably awkward, but by that night she was already acting like she hadn't panicked and run away as fast as she could. If I had to guess, her logic boiled down to the fact that since she couldn’t become more damned she might as well keep fucking me.

Just like everything else she tried, she quickly got better at sex. She wasn’t overly adventurous and would only fuck me from behind, but she learned how to use her hips very effectively. Every single time we slept together, she left me boneless and drooling into her mattress.

She’d started insisting that I stay in her bed, and would sometimes turn and nestle against me during the night. I’d wake to find our bodies tangled closely together, and would be able to feel both the brush of her bare skin beneath her nightgown and her warm breath on my neck.

But she became unusually withdrawn during the day, sometimes gazing off into space instead of working. It was such an abrupt change from her usually focused nature that I was really beginning to worry, and unfortunately, any attempts I made at trying to figure out what was wrong were quickly shrugged off.

She was clearly distracted and thinking very hard about something. What, I couldn't imagine.

On the day before I was set to leave, she was especially distracted and standoffish. She didn't seem to care at all that in twenty-four hours we'd never see each other again.

She'd eventually banished me from her home, telling me that I was in the way and to amuse myself outdoors, so I spent most of the afternoon commiserating with the goats and feeling sorry for myself.

“Do you think she's mad at me?” I asked Clover, the goat least likely to try and eat my hair. He bleated back at me, and I frowned. “Yeah, you're right. She's probably just sad.”

Realizing exactly what I was doing, I winced. I was so lonely without her that I was talking to a farm animal.

I only had a minor heart attack when I felt a gentle tap on my shoulder. I was mostly used to Junie's near silent approaches by now, but had been too busy wallowing in my own misery to notice her.

“Will you come up to the roof with me?” Junie asked in an unusually shy voice.

I turned to look up at her, and my eyes opened wide. She was dressed up much more than usual, wearing an ornate necklace made of jade stones and the claws of some very large animal. Long, dangly beaded earrings hung from her earlobes, and a circlet made of delicate white flowers was wrapped around her forehead.

But It was her thigh-length, flowy white dress that really drew my attention. I'd never seen her wear it before, and in the golden dusk light, it highlighted her smooth brown skin.

She began to fidget uncomfortably when I didn’t answer right away, so I quickly nodded my head. “Of course.”

With a bright smile, she pulled me to my feet and led me over to the ladder leaning against the side of her house. She had a small garden on her roof, and it was where she grew her most important plants to keep them safe from her escape artist goats or any other wandering animals.

I’d never been up there before, so when I reached the top, I stopped short at the sight that met me.

It looked like something out of a storybook. All of the flowers had been enchanted to softly glow, each of them giving off a different, vivid color. One of her thicker blankets had been laid out in the middle of the garden, and there were all kinds of tasty looking foods lined up on top of it. The centerpiece of the spread was a delicious-looking cake, the outside of it decorated with colorful berries.

As amazing as it all looked, I was still curious as to what the hell she was up to.

“It is your going away party,” she said, as if reading my mind.

I stared down at her with disbelief and fought against the burning behind my eyes. No one besides my mother had ever done so much for me before. I’d already been sad about leaving, but now I felt absolutely crushed.

My face must have shown my disappointment, because Junie seemed to curl in on herself. “Do you not like it?”

“Of course I like it, Junie. I love it, and that’s why I’m so sad. You're the sweetest person I've ever met,” I said.

Her face brightened, and she took my hand again to make me sit on the blanket with her. “Eat as much as you like. I tried to make your favorites,” she said, already making up a plate for me.

We ate our way through most of what she’d cooked, talking and laughing and enjoying each other’s company with what little time we had left. I made sure to eat as much of her food as I could, and especially the sweet, crumbly cake she'd clearly put a lot of effort into.

When our appetites were sated, we lay down on the blanket together. She loosely wrapped one arm around my stomach, and with her head resting on my shoulder, we silently stared up at the quickly darkening sky.

In many ways it felt like we were the only two people left in the world. It was quiet save for the crickets and occasional bleating of her goats, and there wasn't another soul around for miles.

“I hadn’t seen so many stars until I came here,” I said, trying and failing to identify any of the constellations I knew.

Junie frowned and turned to look at me. “There are no stars where you live? Why not?”

“They get drowned out by the lights of man. It’s called light pollution,” I explained.

“Do you really want to return to a world of no stars?” she asked, timidly biting her lip.

I could easily read between the lines of her question, but as hard as it would be to leave Junie behind, I didn’t know if I could live the rest of my life away from civilization. I really missed hot showers, and was seriously craving a cheeseburger.

Not to mention the whole lack of air conditioning thing. The weather was fine now because it was still Spring; in a month or so, the heat would become unbearable.

“I have to,” I said. “I don’t have what it takes to live in the forest.”

With a heavy sigh, Junie sat up and reached into her basket to pull out a bottle of dark red liquid. She poured some of it into my cup, and with a resolute frown she held it out to me.

“Drink,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument.

While I was suspicious about the way she was acting, I decided to trust her and sat up to take a small, cautious sip. It tasted sweet and a bit fruity, and it had a mildly herbal aftertaste when I swallowed.

“It’s good. What is it?” I asked, taking a bigger gulp.

“Thunder god vine, dandelion root, honey, some berries, and a few other things. It is so I do not become pregnant when you release inside of me. I did think hard about having your child, but I would not want her to live such a lonely life with only me to care for her.”

I nearly spit the juice all over her crisp white dress. “What?”

With a heavy sigh, Junie turned to fully face me. Her dark eyes, though nervous, were sharp and resolute.

“I have been thinking about it, over and over and over again, and I have come to the conclusion that you finding your way past my wards was meant to happen. You were sent to me for a reason, and since you may be the last person I will ever meet, I would like it very much if you would lie with me, Mike.”

Although her cheeks noticeably reddened, her gaze didn't waver one bit. Seeing how serious she was about it, there was no way that I could deny her.

But I hated the idea that she’d be alone for the rest of her life. No one deserved that, and especially not Junie. “Don’t say that. You can come with me.”

“I would not be able to live in the world of man with you, just as you cannot live here in the forest with me,” she said.

“Then I’ll come back every weekend to visit.”

Junie immediately shook her head. “You cannot. My sisters would find you long before you get close, and that is if you can correctly find your way. It is far too dangerous.”

“So that’s it? Once I leave I’ll just never see you again?” I asked heatedly.

She didn’t answer my question, and instead only pushed at the hand that was holding the cup to make me finish the drink. I frowned but did as she wanted, draining the remainder of it in one long pull. Warmth bloomed in my stomach after a minute or so, and a strange, burning itch spread down to my balls shortly after that.

“We must wait a while for it to take effect, so I will go first.” She took my empty cup and set it aside. Before I could get some clarification on what exactly she meant by ‘going first’, she leaned forward to tentatively kiss me of her own accord.

It was our first time sharing a kiss since that evening a week ago when I'd stupidly let my emotions get the better of me. Her lips were warm and pleasantly soft, and tasted sweet like the berries we'd eaten for dessert.

After a minute or so of gentle, explorative kissing, she threw a leg over my lap to straddle me. She placed her hands on my shoulders for balance, and I instinctively grabbed her slender waist. It was a much more comfortable position for the both of us, allowing her to angle her mouth to better slot against my own.

From there, the hesitance of our kissing quickly devolved into shockingly vulgar making out. The more confidence she gained, the more adventurous she became, her plump lips doing their best to devour me. They were hot and wet and wanting, and sent bolts of electricity straight down to my dick.

When I brushed my tongue against hers she nearly recoiled with surprise. Barely a minute later, she was greedily shoving her own down my throat like she'd been doing it for years.

Any illusions of control I'd had were brutally destroyed as she easily took over the kiss, but it felt so amazing that I was more than happy to let her do whatever the hell she wanted.

Our lips made a quiet smacking sound when I pulled away for some much needed air. “So, you like kissing men now?” I panted. She was becoming a terrifying kisser.

Junie cocked her head and considered my question, her lips swollen and kiss-bruised. “I do not think so, but I very much like kissing you.”

Before I could reply, she leaned back down to continue where we'd left off, her firm erection pressing insistently into my stomach as she attempted to fit herself against me. Mine was currently trapped beneath her ass, begging for more of the gentle friction of her grinding in my lap.

One of her hands came up to curl around the back of my neck. The other boldly slid down into the back of my jeans to grab my ass.

“I forgot the cage downstairs,” I said, starting to push her off so that I could retrieve it.

She dropped her weight more firmly into my lap, preventing me from moving so easily that I had to believe she was using a little magick to make herself heavier.

“I only want to be with you tonight. Is that alright?” she shyly asked.

Even if I’d wanted to, I couldn’t say no. Not when she was looking down at me with such wide, hopeful eyes.

“Of course it is. I want that too.”

Junie beamed in response, and I thought she was going to kiss me again. Instead she sat up on her knees to better get at my jeans, unbuttoning them with deft, impatient fingers. She pushed them down my legs along with my underwear, while I yanked my shirt off at the same time.

She’d obviously assumed that I would say yes to sleeping with her, because when she pulled her dress over her head, she wasn’t wearing anything at all underneath. I greedily took in her perfect curves and smooth brown skin, and couldn’t believe that I was getting to touch something so beautiful.

But seeing her hard cock in all of its thick, throbbing glory made me gulp. Suddenly, I knew exactly what she’d meant by ‘going first.’

She reached back into her basket for a very familiar bottle of oil, and then she settled herself on her knees between my legs. After coating a couple of fingers with it, she abruptly slid them both into my ass.

It was embarrassing how easily my butthole swallowed her fingers, but then she had been playing with it for the better part of two weeks. She knew exactly how I liked to be touched, and in no time at all, my dick was drooling a steady stream of precum onto my stomach just like it had been trained to do.

“Such a waste,” she said cheekily, using a finger on her free hand to scoop up some of my fluid. She licked it off with a quick swipe of her tongue. I groaned deep in my throat at the sexy sight of it.

When she thought I was ready, she began to work the oil onto her head and shaft. She'd already fucked me a dozen times in the past week, but it was the first time I’d watched her prepare herself for the task.

It throbbed almost menacingly as she lubed herself up, the wet schlicking sounds loud in the quiet of the night. I found it impossible to believe that it had ever fit inside of me.

Like I’d done all week, I started to roll onto my stomach. A strong hand on my hip stopped me.

“I want to see your face,” she said, blushing fully.

I flushed just as red as she did. It would be our first time looking at each other while having sex, and it dawned on me then that she had only ever mounted me as a way of emotionally distancing herself from the act. Now that I was leaving, perhaps it didn’t matter to her anymore.

With her teeth nervously digging into her bottom lip, Junie lifted my hips to give herself a better angle. She then pressed her slick, spongy tip against my pucker, sending sharp tingles shooting up my spine.

She applied enough pressure to pop the head inside, and I groaned at the slow slide of her cock splitting me open. We'd had sex just that morning so it wasn’t too much of a stretch, but my fingers still curled into the blanket. The new position allowed her to reach completely new areas within me; spots that were deeper, and more sensitive.

Staring into her dark, glittering eyes as she penetrated me was more intimate than anything we’d done before. Though I didn’t want to put words in her mouth and say that she loved me, her gaze betrayed that she at least held a deep affection for me.

She started her movements slowly, easing into the new position with gentler, more deliberate motions than her typical immediate forceful thrusts. The leisurely grind of her hips made my eyes roll, and I marveled at how someone who’d never had sex only a week ago could already be so fucking good at it.

It only took a couple of minutes for the pleasure to quickly get the better of her. She shifted her stance for better balance, gripping my hips in her strong hands as she considerably picked up the pace. Her breasts bounced and her chest shone with sweat, the moisture reflected by the light coming off of the glowing flowers around us.

My legs wrapped around her waist almost of their own accord. It anchored her to me, giving me the leverage I needed to push back against her, and my hard cock bounced around as her thrusts became more punishing.

Precum freely flowed from my slit, making my stomach slick and sticky with my own mess. My vision blurred and my ears began to ring, until the only thing I was fully aware of was the steady grind of her inside of me. She coaxed sounds from me that I barely recognized, my voice desperate and full of pleasure.

As if sensing that I was right on the edge of coming, Junie took hold of my shaft and squeezed it hard enough to make me wince. My orgasm receded, and I groaned my frustration.

“You cannot ejaculate yet,” she breathed, her cheeks flushed and an amused look in her eyes. “You must have sex with me first.”

She released my now softer penis with a gentle smile, and then pressed herself tightly against me. My penis got caught between us, and she pushed her hard nipples into my chest.

She kissed me hard as her hips rose and fell, the soft weight of her body trapping me helplessly beneath her. I couldn't move a single inch under her assault, and was only able to lie back and take it as she used the full length of her cock to fuck me.

The sweetness Junie had in the beginning was gone, replaced with a selfish greed that focused only on her own desire. Her high-pitched moans accompanied the steady slapping of her body against mine to make a sound that was almost like music.

I knew things were nearing their end when she squeezed me tight enough to force the air from my lungs. Moments later she buried herself as deeply into my ass as she could, and then I felt a hot, familiar wetness flood me.

Her muscles contracted and released over and over again as she whimpered through her orgasm. The sound next to my ear sent a tingling feeling all the way down from my brain to the end of my penis.

Eventually her cock slipped from my abused, messy asshole, for the moment tired and fully sated.

She fully relaxed on top of me, panting hotly into the side of my neck while I gently rubbed her back and coaxed her through her aftershocks. Her slick body rested on top of my now achingly pulsing penis, wedging it between our sweaty bodies.

Her satisfied smile curved against my skin for a little while before she placed her hands on my chest to push herself upright. Maybe it was because of her magick, or maybe it was just because she was impatient, but it took her a surprisingly short amount of time for her to catch her second wind.

“I think that it has been long enough now,” she said.

My dick swelled back to full mast, and I looked up at her with a large, wolfish grin. “Finally.”

She squeaked and giggled when I suddenly rolled us both over to lay her against the blanket. But the smile on her face soon faded, replaced instead with a worry that made her tremble slightly beneath me. Her chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, and her gaze never left mine as I knelt between her legs.

I took a moment to catalog her features: her large dark eyes, the smattering of faint brown freckles, the way her tongue slipped out to nervously lick her plump lips. I wanted to commit every part of her to memory, despite knowing there was no way I could ever forget her.

“What's wrong?” I asked when she suddenly covered her face with her hands.

She separated her fingers enough to peek out at me. “You are staring at me.”

The laugh slipped out before I could stop it. I couldn’t believe she was feeling shy about me looking at her after everything we’d done together. I pulled her hands away and forced them above her head, despite knowing she could easily break my grip if she really wanted to.

“It’s because you’re so beautiful,” I said, leaning down to trail kisses along her neck. I palmed her breasts until I felt her relax, and then without warning, I slipped a finger into her vagina.

It drew a husky, throaty moan from her lips that made my cock twitch. She was hot inside and soaking, so much so that I quickly adjusted my position to press my tip against her entrance instead.

She began to shake again with either anticipation or fear. Wanting to calm her down, I interlaced our fingers.

“Trust me,” I said.

Her eyes swimming with tears, Junie slowly nodded to give me permission to continue.

I pressed my hips forward just enough to pop the head of my cock inside of her, and groaned at the warm, wonderful softness enveloping me.

Besides a sharp intake of breath, Junie didn't make much of a sound at all. There was a look of mild discomfort on her face as she tried to adjust to being penetrated for the first time, so I did my best to hold still for her. In truth, it probably helped me out more; she was gripping me so tightly that I was already on the verge of coming.

But that didn't stop me from flexing the head of my cock inside of her. The pleasure was so intense that I nearly choked on it, and I worried that I wouldn't last if I tried to move.

After a torturous minute of deep breathing on my part, Junie began to roll her hips against me. Taking the hint for what it was, I slowly kept pushing until all of me was buried deep inside of her.

It was easily the tightest pussy I'd ever felt—not that I’d felt all that many—and I groaned as she experimentally squeezed down around me.

“Are you okay?” I ground out through clenched teeth, my eyes worriedly searching hers.

She carefully nodded her head and rubbed a hand over her lower belly. “It does not hurt so much, but it feels very strange. Like I am being stretched.”

“Now you know how I feel when you’re inside of me,” I joked.

With great effort, I slowly sawed myself in and out, trying as hard as I could not to finish too soon. But even looking at her face made it difficult, especially with the unabashed adoration I could feel in her gaze.

“You really are beautiful,” I murmured.

Junie glanced away and frowned. “Please stop saying that. I am not.”

I was so surprised that I stopped moving entirely. “No one’s ever told you how pretty you are?”

“No, because it is not true. Grandmother used to say that I was homely like my mother.”

My mouth fell open. I once again slid my gaze over her high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes, and absurdly cute freckles, and wondered how the hell anyone could ever call her homely.

She’d easily be one of the hottest girls in town if she came back home with me, and it wouldn’t be at all out of place to see her on the cover of at least a department store catalog either. The only way her being unattractive made any sense at all was if everyone else in her coven looked like supermodels.

"Then your grandma’s blind, because you’re gorgeous. Have I ever lied to you?”

“I do not know you well enough to say,” she almost grumbled.

“Just take the compliment, Juniper,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Junie sighed and rolled her eyes right back. “Thank you for the compliment, Michael. Now keep moving, it was beginning to feel very nice.”

I didn't need much encouragement to do as she demanded, and I proceeded to pump my hips at a slow and steady pace. Her syrupy cunt felt amazingly warm, making it nearly impossible for me to control my hips.

My lips latched on to her slender neck, and I lavished it with attention from my tongue. I then slowly worked my way down, dipping into the soft curve of her collarbone. She tasted delicious, her skin damp and salty with sweat, and she was so turned on that I could smell her. Her scent was musky and sharp, and easily overpowered the fragrance of the flowers surrounding us.

I loosely wrapped my hand around her hard flopping cock, feeling it expand in my hand until I could feel every individual vein. I used the pad of my thumb to rub the sensitive area beneath the head of it, and she squirmed under the assault.

I really wanted to kiss her again, so I did. Just like she’d done to me only minutes earlier, I leaned down until I could feel her breasts squish against my chest and her penis pulse warmly against my belly. She eagerly accepted it, her tongue slithering greedily into my mouth.

My hips didn’t slow for a second though, and a few especially hard thrusts forced her to abruptly break the kiss with a loud, guttural gasp. Her eyes fluttered shut and her jaw went slack, until drool began to seep from the corner of her lips.

Surprising even me, she suddenly threw her head back and wailed as she exploded into her second orgasm of the night. My dick was instantly flooded with warm, sticky moisture, while at the same time her blistering hot cum splashed against both of our stomachs.

Her hips bucked wildly as she shuddered and writhed beneath me. It only encouraged me to fuck her that much harder, and I took a vicious sort of revenge in ignoring her desperate whimpers.

She continued to struggle almost violently against me, first to try to curl in on herself and then to push me away. Her nails scratched red lines into my skin, the pain sharp enough to distract me from my orgasm and prolong her torture.

"Wait," Junie gasped, her chest heaving and hair clinging to damp skin. "Stop⁠—"

Whatever she was about to say was abruptly cut off when I grabbed her hard by the hips and slammed my cock into her as hard as I could. Her eyes rolled up into her head and her back arched off of the ground. I watched amazed as yet another rope of cum shot out to splash against her already messy breasts.

She spasmed beneath me as black, lightning-like lines appeared across her skin. It looked as though her magick was coming back to the surface, her blood boiling the more she lost control over her own mind and body.

It made her extremely hot to the touch, perhaps only a few degrees short of being dangerously so. I might have been more concerned about it if I weren't about to come too, but I could only plunge myself deeper and focus on my own selfish release.

My balls tightened, and I started to pull out until I remembered the juice she'd made me drink. She wanted me to come inside of her, and that thought alone was enough to send me careening over the edge.

Maybe it was because I’d been teased for so long, but it almost felt like her cunt sucked the cum right out of my balls. My entire body shook as my orgasm overtook me. All I could see was a flash of white followed by nothing.

I was completely blindsided by the amount of pleasure coursing through my veins, and it was only her warmth that kept me tethered.

When my vision returned, Junie was lying limp. Her stomach and chest were a mess from where she'd come all over herself, painting smeared lines of pearly white cum against her brown skin.

For a brief moment I worried that I’d actually killed her. It was only the quick rising and falling of her chest that calmed me.

“Junie?” I asked, carefully cupping her cheek to get her to look at me. She was still completely out of it, and her head lolled bonelessly on her flushed, slender neck.

It took a couple of minutes, but with a soft, tired groan, Junie opened her eyes and refocused them enough to glare at me.

“I see now why we are taught to be wary of men. I thought I was going to die,” she snapped. She looked very annoyed, her lips tight and her cheeks puffed into a pout that was much cuter than it was intimidating. “But that felt…I do not have the words to describe it.”

“Glad I could help,” I drawled with only the slightest hint of smugness. It was a huge ego boost to know that I’d fucked her into near oblivion.

Junie rolled her eyes and pushed me onto my back so that she could tuck her head beneath my chin. She hooked one of her legs around mine, and her deflated cock pressed warmly into my thigh.

Once her breath was fully under control again, she started humming a soft, vaguely haunting tune that I'd never heard before. It almost sounded like a lullaby, and after the exhausting sex we’d had, it was putting me to sleep.

“What's that you're humming?” I groggily asked. I was really enjoying the way her fingertips gently stroked my chest, the ticklish feeling sending pleasurable little shivers down my spine.

“Just a song I know.” When I grunted my displeasure at her non-answer, she sighed. “I truly do not know the name. My mother would sing it to help me sleep, but I only remember the melody.”

I imagined a much younger Junie being lulled to sleep by a woman who looked just like her and smiled. “Well, it's pretty. Where is your mother, anyway? Still with your coven?”

I felt her shake her head. “She fell ill with the white plague when I was young.”

“The white plague?” I asked, confused.

“I believe it is called ‘consumption’ in your world now? It is a vicious disease that robs the vitality of its victims before causing a painful death. Even magick has a difficult time purging it.” She sniffled quietly and buried her face deeper into my sweaty chest. “I miss her a lot. I have been so lonely since she died.”

It was the first time she'd ever admitted that she was anything less than completely content with her life, and I'd never considered that grief and loneliness might’ve been the reason why she never allowed herself to stop moving. When she finally did take a breath it was only to sleep, falling exhausted into bed at the end of the night.

I knew exactly what it was like to not want to spend too much time alone with your own thoughts and feelings, and I also unfortunately understood the appeal of mildly self-destructive distractions. She was hurting, and probably had been for a very long time.

As much as I wanted to say that she didn't need to feel lonely anymore and that I'd always be there for her, I couldn't. Not without lying, and not without hurting her more.

“I'm sorry,” I said instead, wrapping my arm tighter around her waist to offer her what little comfort I could.

Junie silently shook her head and looked up at the sky, the stars shining in her dark, glistening eyes.


Chapter Five


On my last day at her home we spent most of the morning in bed, kissing and snuggling until she had to get up to start her daily chores. We wiped each other down when she was done, we spent the rest of the afternoon studiously avoiding talking about my departure and decided to just enjoy our last few hours together.

Once it got closer to the time that I had to leave, she stuffed my backpack with extra water, food, and a goat wool blanket that had her scent all over it. It was far more than I needed considering I would only be walking for a couple of hours at most, but I really liked the idea of having something of hers to forever remember her by.

From her porch, we watched the sun sink below the trees, painting the sky a brilliant gold. As the half moon appeared and the first stars began to dot the sky, Junie grabbed my hand.

“Would you consider staying a little while longer? Perhaps until the next half moon?” she asked hopefully.

It was certainly a tempting offer. We'd only just gotten truly intimate with each other, and two more weeks wouldn't be a big deal in the grand scheme of things.

But what would stop me from putting off going home for another two weeks, and then another? I’d only fall more deeply in love with her the more time we spent together, until eventually I wouldn't want to leave at all.

“I can't. My mom's probably freaking out right now, and I have to get back to work if I haven't been fired already.” I paused for a moment, and then shrugged. “Actually, they've definitely fired me.”

Junie sighed softly but nodded, her shoulders slumping pitifully. With a reluctant frown, she reached up and tapped the middle of my forehead twice with the tip of her finger, murmuring something in Latin as she did so. There was a slight burning behind my eyes, and then suddenly everything became a whole lot brighter.

“I have cast a night-seeking spell that will allow you to see in the darkness, and a wayfinding spell to help you find your way out of the forest. The moment you leave my property I will rebuild my wards, and then you will not be able to find me again.”

Before I could reply, she reached up to her neck and removed the tiny vial of potion that she kept for emergencies. She gave it a quick kiss and slipped the leather string over my head.

“What’s this for?” I asked, examining the corked bottle.

“In case you run into trouble,” she replied, wringing her hands. She looked really worried, which made me worried too. While she'd told me that there were wolves and bears in the woods, I got the sense that it wasn't the animals she was concerned about.

“I actually have something for you too,” I said. I reached into my back pocket and handed her the wand I’d been whittling for the last week.

It was slightly crooked, and just little under a foot long in length. I’d carved it from a fallen fir branch and stained it, its color smoothly transitioning from a deep espresso to a pale, golden brown. I’d then sealed it with some of the beeswax she’d let me borrow, and polished it until it shone.

“A…stick?” Junie asked, holding it up in the quickly fading daylight.

I shrugged self-consciously. “It's supposed to be a wand. You know, to help focus your magick better. Where I come from, it's sort of a rite of passage for a witch to have one.”

Hearing that, she looked it over much more closely. I saw the exact moment when she noticed the cluster of juniper berries and leaves crudely carved into the handle because she beamed.

“What were you thinking of when you crafted it?” she asked, giving it an experimental wave. Golden sparks appeared from the tip, and her eyes lit up while mine widened. It hadn’t done anything when I’d tested it out.

“Well, you,” I said. “I was hoping it would make your magick stronger, or at least give you something to remember me by.”

Juniper smiled wider. “Just like words, objects can hold intent too. Your thoughts and feelings while making this are a part of the wand, so it will do as you wish it to.” She stepped forward and draped her arms around my shoulders. “I love it, thank you. I will try it out the first chance I get.”

She then buried her face in my neck and didn’t let me go, clinging to me so desperately that I began to second guess leaving her.

But it simply wasn’t realistic for me to stay with her forever. We lived in two completely different worlds, and neither of us could survive in the other.

When it became clear that she wasn't going to let me go first, I sighed and backed away. “I should get a move on,” I mumbled.

Without another word, she tucked her new wand behind her ear and raised both hands to the sky. I watched amazed as some of the stars shone red, and then she pointed at them and muttered the word 'Cado'. Crimson fire trailed behind each star as it fell, fizzling out as soon as it hit the ground.

It was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen.

“You should be able to leave now without being turned back by my barrier,” she said, staring at the ground. “Move as fast as you can, and do not stop for anything.”

I nodded to show that I understood, and then I grabbed her hands until she looked up at me. “Thank you, for everything. I owe you so much, Junie.”

“I owe you too,” she said. “I think that I had gone a little mad and had not realized it until you arrived.”

“A little?” I joked.

Junie scowled playfully. “Hush.” She fisted my shirt and leaned up on her toes to kiss me, pouring every ounce of passion she possessed into it until I became breathless. “Goodbye, Mike. I will never forget you.”

While I was still struggling to come back down to Earth from both her kiss and her words, she turned me around and gently pushed me towards the path leading into the woods.

I had to force myself to put one foot in front of the other. My heart screamed for me to go back to her, battling against the magical pull in my head showing me the way home.

I'd only taken ten or so steps before I heard a broken sob from behind me. The sound was like a dagger to my heart, and I turned around to see that she'd buried her face in her hands.

My eyes burned as I watched her cry, and I so desperately wanted to console her. It pained me to picture her spending the rest of her life alone, until she eventually passed away unnoticed.

With my heart in my throat, I wrenched my gaze away from her. If I didn't walk away now, I'd probably never leave.

It was right as I reached the edge of the woods that the ground in front of me exploded with a loud crack and a flash of light. I was thrown violently to the grass, landing painfully on my back, and dazed, I stared up at the sky.

I thought I heard Junie screaming my name, but it was hard to hear much of anything over the ringing in my ears.

While I was still getting my bearings, a pair of strong, familiar arms wrapped around my chest to drag me backwards. Through blurry eyes and the large cloud of dust that the explosion had kicked up, I watched three dark shapes slowly materialize.

The dust gradually cleared to reveal a rather attractive older woman with bronze skin and long, straight grey hair. Two tall women dressed similarly to Junie stood on either side of her, each carrying a menacing wooden spear.

The woman who had to be the leader held an ornately carved sceptre in one hand, while her other stayed tucked into her flowy, dark grey robes. She looked oddly familiar, though I couldn't imagine where I'd seen her before.

“We have been waiting a long time for you to lower that barrier, Juniper,” the woman said, her voice chiding.

I glanced up at Junie to see that she'd frozen, her puffy, red-rimmed eyes wide and panicked as she held me. After a second or two, she let me go and got onto her knees to bow low until her forehead touched the ground.

“I welcome you, High Priestess,” Junie said quietly.

The woman smiled magnanimously. “Raise your head, child. You have done well in keeping him alive for us.”

I stared numbly as horror and betrayal crept into my chest. After everything we’d experienced together, I couldn't believe she’d just been raising me like a pig for the slaughter.

“I…I am honored by your praise,” Junie replied. She wouldn't look at me, instead keeping her gaze focused on the grass in front of her as she slowly sat up again.

The priestess proudly nodded her head. "For your efforts, you will be allowed to regain your place among us once he is butchered.”

Bile rose in my throat as the full meaning of their conversation sunk in. I needed to run, or find a weapon, or something. I didn't think that I could fight all of them—especially since they had magick on their side—but letting them murder me without a fight was something I refused to do.

As if she knew exactly what I was thinking, Junie tightly held my forearm to keep me still. “High Priestess, please hear me. I have discovered that there is a better way to harvest the sterile seed from men. We do not have to kill them,” Junie said in an excited, hopeful rush.

The priestess smiled, her full lips wide and mockingly cruel. “Yes, I know.”

Junie's expression slowly shifted from hope into horrified shock. Her shoulders fell, and she wilted before my eyes.

“What?” she whispered with disbelief.

The woman snorted. “Do you truly believe that you are the first to discover how to milk livestock? But even as livestock, a son of Adam is too dangerous to be kept alive.”

“High Priestess—grandmother—please, I beg of you. He is not like the men from your stories. Mike has shown me nothing but kindness, and it is not fair to blame him for the sins of his father,” Junie pleaded.

My head whipped around to stare at the old woman. Grandmother? I already wasn't a huge fan of the woman considering she’d just tried to blow me up. Learning that she was the same person who’d not only banished Junie but also called her stupid and homely made me hate her that much more.

“Fair? Was it fair when they burned us? Drowned us? You would stand with the very beasts that brutalized your foremothers over your sisters? You must have lain with him, you stupid girl. I can smell him on you,” she spat, the dark eyes that looked so much like Junie's bulging angrily. “This is why they are dangerous. The weak-minded are easily seduced by their sweet words. Move aside, or I will make you.”

Junie’s jaw tightened, and her eyes became hard. “I am sorry, grandmother, but I cannot accept this. I will not give him to you.”

Rage flashed across her grandmother's face, the fine lines deepening until it became something hideous. Her lips curled into a sneer, adding to her terrifying visage.

Just as quickly though, her face smoothed into a blank expression that was somehow much more frightening. “You are no kin of mine now that you have rolled around with filth. Fulgur,” she coldly intoned, pointing her sceptre at the sky and then bringing it down in a fast, zig zagging motion.

Junie loudly gasped and rolled us both out of the way. Moments later, a bolt of lightning blackened the grass right where I'd been lying.

Like the last time I'd nearly been electrocuted, a massive cloud of dust was kicked up by the spell. We used it as cover to scramble behind the sturdy stone of the well, and then Junie began to utter a long, musical string of Latin as her hands waved and her fingers twitched in the air in a way that I'd never seen her do before.

Water burst from the well at our backs, and it rained back down around us to form a thick ice dome over our heads. The spells she’d used must have exhausted what remained of her magick, because she immediately slumped into my side.

“Very impressive magick,” her grandmother called, the sound muffled by our shelter. “I see that you have been making use of the man to practice. But hiding will not save him from me.”

As soon as she finished speaking, the witches began attacking the dome with a barrage of different spells. I didn’t know how much abuse her shield could take, but judging by the thin, web-like cracks that were already beginning to form, it wasn’t looking very good for us.

I turned to Junie with a scowl. If I was going to be captured and sacrificed by a bunch of witches, I at least wanted to die with some answers.

“Did you know they would be here?” I demanded. It was freezing in the dome, and my breath came out in harsh wisps of white fog.

Junie quickly shook her head. “No, though I suspected. I knew that the hunters had probably been tracking you since you entered the forest, but after you hit your head and slipped through my barrier, they would have been unable to follow. You left quite a trail of blood, so I had hoped that after two weeks they would have given up and presumed you dead due to your injury. I was wrong.”

“So the thing about the moon weakening your barrier was a lie?” I asked, slowly putting the pieces together.

She guiltily lowered her eyes. “It was true that the half moon would weaken my barrier, but it is also true that I could have taken it down as soon as I drank that first potion and regained enough of my magick. I am so sorry, Mike.”

As if expecting me to berate her she ducked her head, but it was impossible to be angry with her when she'd only mislead me to try to save my life. Back when we’d first met I definitely wouldn’t have believed her about her coven, and would probably be dead or worse at their hands already.

Sighing, I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her into my side. “It's okay, you just wanted to help me. I can't be mad at you for that. But now what are we going to do?” I asked, hoping that her genius mind had some sort of plan to help us survive.

“I do not know, I cannot win against my grandmother. She is too powerful, and knows too many spells. We are both dead.” She curled in on herself then, morosely wrapping her arms around her knees.

I hated seeing her look so defeated, but more than that, I still refused to go down without a fight. If I was going to be gutted like a pig, I at least wanted to take one of them with me.

“You can't give up, Junie. I’ve seen you do amazing things. Impossible things. You’re the most brilliant person that I’ve ever met.” A brief smile flashed across her face, and I quickly continued. “You don't have to win, I'll be proud of you for just trying. It beats letting them murder us, at least,” I said, pulling out very similar words to the ones she'd used to encourage me when I'd first struggled with learning magick.

She snapped her head up to stare at me with a look of shocked realization. “I do not have to win,” she softly repeated as a bit of light returned to her dark eyes.

Faster than I could react, she yanked the emergency potion she’d just given me from its string and drank it all down in one long swallow. The sclera of her eyes and the veins beneath her skin turned an inky black just like before, and like before the magick settled until she returned to her normal state.

She looked a lot better after downing the potion; stronger, and more alert. “When we stand to face her again, I will cast a thunderbolt spell. Right after I do, grab on to me and hold tight.”

Frowning, I slowly nodded my head. I didn't know what she had planned, but I trusted her. It wasn't like I had much of a choice otherwise.

With a single wave of her hand and an uttered word, Junie blasted open the dome of ice to force our attackers to back away. She then defiantly stood up to face her grandmother, her chin raised high and her eyes sharp and dark.

Her grandmother smiled. “Finally. You are making the right decision by turning him over to us. Know that he will be killed humanely, which is more than his forefathers offered to our people.”

“No. You will not harm him,” Junie said. Her voice sounded firm for the first time as she aimed her new wand directly at her grandmother, and her face was a mask of fire and determination.

I swore that she'd never looked hotter.

Her grandmother looked surprised at first, but then she slowly shook her head and chuckled. “And just what are you going to do with a twig, child?”

Instead of answering, Junie pointed the wand to the sky, swirled it around once, and then brought it down in the same zig zagging pattern that her grandmother had used only minutes before.

“Fulgur!” she screamed, pointing the tip at her grandmother's feet.

Loud, sudden thunder rumbled above us despite the lack of clouds in the sky. Barely a moment later, a bright beam of lightning much bigger than her grandmother’s shot into the ground to send both of the guards flying backwards. Her grandmother on the other hand had managed to cast a last minute shielding spell and stayed on her feet, but she appeared too shocked by the strength in Junie’s spell to move right away.

While they were distracted, I leapt forward and tightly wrapped my arms around Junie's waist just like she’d told me to. She then pointed her wand at the ground below us and took a deep, calming breath.

“Volatus!” she shouted.

We shot into the sky like a rocket. When I looked down I initially couldn't see much through the fog of dust her previous spell had created, though when the smoke cleared enough I saw the even more astonished face of her grandmother as we flew.

Shocked laughter slipped from my throat. I couldn’t believe it. We were we flying, and we were actually going to get away.

But Junie was so focused on flying straight that she didn't notice her grandmother casting a spell from the ground. She pointed her sceptre at us and screamed something, and I watched horrified as a large ball of fire hurtled directly towards us.

“Castellum!” I shouted, throwing out a free hand. While my shield was still weak and I could feel the last of my magick drain out of me, it was just strong enough to deflect it and save us from being burnt alive.

Unfortunately, the fireball's sudden appearance also broke Junie’s concentration. The spell was released, and we were sent spiraling out of control.

Once I regained my bearings, I noticed that we were barrelling towards the ground at a terrifying speed. Short of a last second miracle, we were going to die.

Noticing the same thing, Junie gasped and desperately pointed her wand at the ground. “Flurere!” she screamed.

The grass and shrubbery below grew explosively to meet us, slowing our descent and cushioning us with their thickness. We tumbled out of the shrubbery, battered by snapping branches and slicing leaves before finally coming to a painful stop. Everything hurt and I felt like I was going to vomit, but besides a few scratches and what would probably be a few large bruises, we were both going to live.

Junie and I lay together in the tall grass, gazing up at the stars in silence for a long, stunned minute.

“I flew,” she finally giggled, high on adrenaline and looking just as shocked as I felt.

I laughed along with her, still incredulous that we’d somehow survived. “I told you that you could do the impossible. You were amazing, Junie.” I then quickly sat up, because while we'd traveled pretty far and managed to put some distance between us and our pursuers, we literally weren't out of the woods yet.

“We need to move,” I said, jumping to my feet and wincing when I noticed that my ankle was sprained. I started to limp in the direction that her wayfinding spell was telling me to go, only to stop and turn around when I noticed that I wasn't being followed. “Junie?”

She sat up and wrapped her arms around her knees, her shoulders slumped and her eyes large as she looked up at me.

“My grandmother will not let me live now that I know the truth of things, and she will come after me to make sure that I do not share this information with anyone else. I will keep her focus on me and lead her away so that you can escape. I am nearly out of magick, but I am certain that I can hold her for a few minutes at least.” At my shocked frown, she smiled sadly. “Do not be sad, Mike. I have lived more in the past two weeks than I have in the last four years because of you. It is fine this way.”

I clenched my teeth hard. “No, it's not fine. There has to be something we can do.” And then a thought occurred to me. “They wouldn't leave the forest, right? As long as we can make it to the road, we'll both be safe.”

“They will not, but I cannot leave either.”

“Why not?” I asked, my frown deepening.

Junie anxiously wrung her hands. “I am afraid, Mike. I know nothing of your world, and I do not know if I can learn to survive within it. They would not accept me.” Her voice was small and brittle, matching her broken expression.

“Of course you can learn, you're brilliant. I’ll be there to teach you everything you need to know, and where I come from, witches are totally in now. No one's going to drown you or burn you at the stake, I promise.” Her expression wavered, and I decided to try a slightly different angle of attack even if I felt a bit gross about it. “You won't have to be alone anymore, Junie.”

She stared at me with dark, watery eyes, and despite her clear terror, she slowly nodded her head.

I couldn't stop the relieved smile that spread across my face in response. It made me really happy to know she'd chosen to live, even if it was in a world that she knew nearly nothing about.

She’d be leaving the house she’d built—the life she’d built—behind, and worse, the dozens of potions she’d worked so hard to make over the past couple of weeks would fall into the hands of her grandmother.

But those were all things that could be replaced in time. As long as she survived she could build a new life, and as long as she had me by her side, she could make all the potions she'd ever need.

I gently grabbed Juniper's hand to pull her to her feet, and with her home at our backs and the strange magical tug in my brain urging me North, we hiked together towards the safety of civilization.
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