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        “My wand is bigger than yours!”

      

        

      
        A TRIPLE MAGICAL THREAT!

      

      

      

      
        
        The Fairchild triplets Olivia, Esme and Agatha have earned a scholarship to the MAGNIFICO FINISHING SCHOOL FOR MAGICAL ARTS, but these witches keep havin’ glitches!

      

        

      
        Hidden from street view yet occupying several acres of prime real estate in the heart of Manhattan, a powerful centuries old spell keeps the towering silver spires and majestic structure from being viewed by “ORDS” aka “Ordinarius “ -the non-magical population.

      

        

      
        Determined to win high honors, they have a history of mixing up spells with sometimes hilarious and sometimes dangerous results!

      

        

      
        On their best behavior, and with their mutually shared and adored BFF Audra, and her brother Melvin, they plan to please Uncle Rufus, their doting Guardian, and achieve the kind of excellence in the Magic Arts that would have made their parents proud!

      

        

      
        Friendly feuding and frolicking abound in this tale of magical mischief!
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        “Non Lusum A Pythonissam”

      

        

      
        Translated in the modern tongue, the official Magnifico Finishing School For The Magical Arts slogan is probably one of the most useful pieces of information ever written…

      

        

      
        “Never Taunt A Witch!”
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          BOOBY MAGIC
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      The three Fairchild Witch triplets, Olivia, Esme and Agatha were huddled together in Aggie’s room, sitting on her giant four poster bed and all staring at the crystal orb commanding their rapt attention.

      “I SWORE I would never do this again,” Esme said in a slightly peeved tone, “You remember what happened LAST time, don’t you?”

      “HUSH!” Olivia commanded, staring at the prismatic light dancing in the center of the crystal that appeared to be growing larger, “Aggie was in charge last time! This time I am! No mess ups, I promise!”

      “Not to mention that Morphic Corporeal Magic is the hardest discipline in Spell Casting,” Aggie reminded her mildly, refusing to take offense, “With the possible exception of Global Volcanic Eruptions and Pandemics! I just let the prism get too big before I started casting! And we got you back to normal in no time!’

      “ANY TIME when you are sitting there with two boobs so HUGE you’d need a wheelbarrow to carry them in is too much time entirely!” Esme fussed.

      “Well, now we know better,” Olivia said in a soothing voice, “And so we will DO better.”

      “Who wants to go first?”

      Esme sighed, ”I will! But I’m NOT going for the full Dolly Parton or even Porn Star-I just want a D cup. Nice and round if you please, like hot air balloons!”

      “You got it!” Olivia told her. Whipping out her wand she spoke a short incantation as she pointed the tip toward the prism captured in the crystal.

      Esme gave a startled sound as the front of her tank top seemed to fill out instantaneously.

      “OH, I FLOVE THEM!” she shrieked, grabbing a newly enhanced breast in each hand, “But do you think they’re too much?”

      “ You mean will they attract attention? The WRONG kind, from the opposite sex?…Oh Gee I HOPE so!” Olivia said, giggling, “I mean isn’t that the POINT?”

      “Okay now me, ME!” Aggie said.

      Olivia’s lovely face took on a look of rapt attention as she again focused on the revolving prism captured within the crystal orb.

      “LOVELY PRISM ARTISROUCHE

      GRANT MY SISTER HER FLESHLY WISH”

      Aggie gasped involuntarily as her breasts exploded into DD cups and the bra she was wearing ripped asunder in the middle. When the material in the blouse she was wearing made a stretching sound she quickly flung it off over her head and gazed down stupefied at her new bosoms.

      Olivia was horrified, and waited for Aggie, who was frozen motionless staring at her new acquisitions with eyes like saucers, to start screaming.

      Instead she began giggling, covering her breasts with her arms as she went off into gales of laughter.

      “OH MY GOD LOOK AT THESE!” she said,” WOW! JUST WHAT I WANTED ! I always wondered what it would be like to have hooters like these! Thanks Sissy, I FLOVE them!”

      Olivia looked over at Esme , who also had a look of surprise on her face.

      “Is THAT what you really wanted?” she questioned Agatha, “I mean they are VERY noticeable! If Witchcraft doesn’t work out for you, you can always try to break into the adult entertainment industry! But…are you sure you didn’t want them a teensy bit, er, less outstanding?”

      “No they are perfect!” Aggie said, jumping up, “Only none of my bras will fit, and I’ll be reduced to wearing only my stretchiest sweaters in the meantime. What do you think the boys will do? Do you think Harlon Piercewick will notice ?”

      Olivia found herself a bit envious. Before all the breast augmentation spell casting she had had at least a double cup size on her sisters.

      Now she looked, well, certainly not flat chested by any means, but smaller than the other two. Nevertheless she resisted a temptation to move her own tatas up another cup size.

      Out of all three triplets, she was the most patient, composed and sensible one. Magic was glorious (and she was good at it), but could also be seductive and addictive, and SOMEONE had to keep her wits about her!

      “Well, they certainly make a statement. I almost want to get you nipple tassels for Christmas so that you can practice that stripper twirling thing!”

      All three of them erupted in laughter envisioning Aggie giving a show with her new hooters . Agatha was a performance person, loved to show off her magic and perform in plays at school, she certainly had the personality for it.

      “OH, damn and shazam, we’ll be late for class!” Esme said, glancing over at the clock, “ Grab your short capes ladies! And Aggie, you can wear my cape from last year , I think it’s the only one that will cover your new assets, you don’t want to cause a horny schoolboy stampede do you?”

      Even though Melvin, Audra’s little brother was 18 months younger, he was in ADVANCED SPELLWEAVING PLACEMENT(ASP for short ), and so, his short cape sported a special embroidered ASP insignia with a snake.

      He shared two of the same classes with his sister and the Fairchild twins. And there was a brand new teacher for the COMMUTATIONEM CLASS, a VERY tall Sorcerer that had recently arrived on campus by the name of Dr. Tantalus Banks.

      Most of the girls in the class had developed an instant crush on him during orientation. He looked to be in his mid-thirties. Just old enough to have the older man allure, and in fact a lot of them referred to him as “tantalizing Tantalus”, a name that quickly caught on due to his broodingly dark looks.

      He dressed in black leather most of the time, with silver studded boots, straight dark razor cut hair, and curiously almond shaped green eyes that seemed to flash to a golden color when he became annoyed in class. All in all, his appearance was that of a heavy metal Rock God. Even the boy students thought he was cool.

      The students soon learned that if they did not immediately cease talking by the time the school bell announcing the start of class ended, raindrops would begin to descend upon them even though they were inside the classroom. It would be a slight, faltering patter of rain at first, but after a minute or two would open up to a deluge if they didn’t immediately pipe down.

      Olivia thought Dr. Banks very clever, because it only took a few drops before the entire class had been shushed, largely through peer pressure from students that didn’t care to get soaked, which was most of them.

      The Barlow brothers wouldn’t have minded of course, they were natural pranksters and thought most out of the ordinary things immensely entertaining.

      “Attention class, I am Dr. Tantalus Banks, and I will be your instructor for Commutationem Class. I expect perfect conduct from each and every one of you AND your complete attention as there will be periodic pop quizzes administered here, by ME, to test your grasp of the arcane and powerful knowledge that will be imparted to you here. Now, do any of you happen to know the essence of what we will be studying here?”

      It was no surprise to Audra or the Fairchild triplets when Melvin’s hand shot up. He was a whiz at Latin and could actually converse in it.

      “Commutationem is the term for ‘exchange’ in Latin,” he said when Dr. T nodded at him, “And it is a magic of unknown origin.”

      “Correct,” Dr. T said as he paced slowly at the front of the classroom, “Or more accurately, of origins so ancient that the threads of its beginnings cannot be traced. It is, however, regarded as a very useful Magic under certain circumstances…

      …And what circumstances might those be? Does anyone in this class know?”

      Aggie, Olivia and Esme, and a nice but shy student by the unfortunate name of Dicky Peters all raised their hands, but the Professor nodded behind them at Audra.

      “Only under EXTREME circumstances,” she began . But Dr, T cut her off by saying “Correct!” and pointing to Olivia, who still had her hand held halfway up.

      “Define “extreme”, would you Olivia,” he said. Olivia was amazed that he seemed to know her name already. She had no idea that their names were floating above their heads in glowing cursive letters and could only be seen by the teacher due to a spell he’d cast upon the classroom.

      “Well, EXTREME meaning that it is a kind of magic that is not included in Freespell Magic, which is what Witches rely on most of the time. Commutationem Magic requires that some kind of exchange take place. In the common vernacular it is sometimes referred to as ‘Barter Magic’.”

      “YES! And this is very important to remember. Although Commutationem Magic is virtually immune to warding or being blocked, it is not free, it will extract something from the Witch that uses it. Sometimes something as little as an eyelash or an inch of height-”

      There was a rustling in the classroom as several of the shorter boys, including Dicky Peters, squirmed at the idea of losing any of their vertical growth.

      “Sometimes it will grant the Caster its power, and then sicken them, or in extreme cases, even take a Witch’s life.

      It is tricky and unpredictable. Some call it “the magic of last resort”, but I can teach you how to use it with caution if you should ever find yourself in a situation where normal magic is unavailable or ineffective…”

      “We have always been warned not to enter the Conundrum Caverns,” a young witch who wore her hair in two short braids that seemed to point in opposite directions murmured. As the Professor shot a look of slight disapproval in her direction her hand shot up, “Sorry Professor! I didn’t mean to speak out of turn, but even though the caves are right behind the Whispering Falls, we swim in the pools below the falls when it’s warm enough, we were told not to go behind the falls into the caverns because magic doesn’t work there. Is that what you mean?”

      “Yes, that would be one example Tracina, though I must remind you to refrain from speaking out of turn.

      And there are many others. But through your studies in this class I can acquaint you with certain Spells that will minimize your sacrifice if you should be in a situation where you absolutely MUST use a “barter” spell. Just remember the creed that is associated with the Commutationem spell serves as a warning not to take advantage of its powers too lightly…

      ‘TO WHOM MUCH IS GIVEN, MUCH IS REQUIRED.’

      Now, while I have your attention I would like to introduce to you my Teaching Assistant for this class. His name is Lapis Hart, and he is himself a graduate of the MAGNIFICO FINISHING SCHOOL for Magical Arts. He comes highly recommended, and I expect that you will grant him the respect he deserves.”

      “Where did HE come from?” Aggie murmured to Esme as a lanky yet handsome youth with long sun streaked chestnut brown hair over his collar appeared to step out from behind Professor Tantalus Banks and stand before them, looking around at the large classroom full of students and nodding . The Fairchild triplets were immediately struck by the fact that, though he appeared to be only a few years older than the students, he had a large lock of pure white hair in the front that gave him an unusual appearance.

      “He’s HOT,” Aggie whispered to Esme. They weren’t the only ones whispering after the Teaching Assistant made his appearance and as the whispers quickly grew in such volume, Dr. T rapped on his podium to restore order to the class.

      The ancient looking leather bound textbooks were passed off by the Assistant Teacher from the wheeled cart and handed one at a time to the student at the end of each row to be passed on. The Assistant seemed pleasant enough, very friendly, though somewhat shy…

      …ALTHOUGH, Olivia thought to herself, if SHE had to be Dr. T’s assistant she would probably be afraid to utter a peep herself. She already felt sorry for him since Dr. Tantalus Banks had a forceful personality and seemed rather a bully.

      “Well, THAT was certainly intense,” Agatha remarked as the sisters left the classroom to breathe the less stuffy air of the high arched hallways, “That Teacher’s Assistant to Dr. T seems very nice. And very adorable. I wonder how old he could be-he doesn’t look very old!”

      “I have no idea but look at all the boys staring at your latest acquisitions,” Esme said as they passed male students walking in the opposite direction that seemed to be swivel-necking to take a second look at Aggie as she walked by, “I swear, it’s got to be an instinctual thing. How Neanderthal!”

      “Well, I expect it has everything to do with mating in the caveman era,” Olivia said matter-of-factly, “I mean I guess big boobs and curvaceous hips meant women were good breeders!”

      “And as far as the males went I suppose it was muscles and giant cocks,” Esme said, “Well, that makes sense. I think I’m a little jealous, I think I wish I’d gone just a bit bigger with mine. How long until we can redo the spell Olivia? I know there’s a waiting period or something!’

      Olivia giggled.

      “Just a 30 day one. Otherwise it can go haywire my greedy darling, and we don’t want THAT again!
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      The Spell Casting Innovations Awards were the most sought after in the Witching World, and the Magical equivalent of the Nobel Prize. Although many considered it a glorified Magical Science Fair, it had existed for over 300 years and had been the catalyst for numerous “original” Spells that had been included not only in the Witches Hall of Fame, but also included in the Lexicon Majora of Advanced Spell-weaving.

      There was no greater prestige than winning it, and even though it was open worldwide to students in any recognized and accredited School of Magic, the finals were always held at Magnifico, and only the winners of the school wide competitions from the seven top schools of Magical Arts were included.

      The witch winning top honors from their own school, then went on to compete for the top prize.

      In the past, every one of the seven had won the SCIA award at least twice, but the fiercest competition always boiled down to the Canterbury Institute and Magnifico.

      There had been triumphs and a few bloopers,( one year the West wing had caught fire from a “flaming orbs” incantation), as most of the Finalists were understandably nervous. It came down to seven of them, only seven out of the hundreds of applicants, who would be required to perform their spell in front of not only a large audience from around the globe but also a panel of judges that included former Winners of the competition as well as the Headmaster of Magnifico, Mandrake Magnifico himself.

      This year’s favorite for the school wide competition at Magnifico, the first step to qualifying for the Grand Competition, was rumored to be Nestoria Fulton.

      Nestoria, or Nessie as she was fondly called, was a talented and very popular student, traced her linage back to the inventor of the steam engine, and had a reputation as a fierce competitor.

      She definitely had a gift, but Olivia was determined to claim the prize for herself. She had been practicing with a smorgasbord of different varieties of magic, keeping in mind that the Judges for SCIA would be judging not only on the effectiveness of the Spell but also its potential benefit to mankind.

      So far, she was obsessed with three different possibilities, the Aquanubes Incantation she had been working on was very different than the one Dr. Tantalus used to shush the class, much more powerful, and complex. It allowed the Witch performing it to harness one or more clouds, infuse them with water droplets to the point of ripeness, and then send them to appear over any area in the world where the population was suffering from draught.

      Well, THAT would certainly prove beneficial, but she needed more time to perfect it. Practicing locally she had already inadvertently rained out the big game of “Headers”, which was the Witch version of Soccer as it had been played originally, i.e., as a war game using the heads of their most recently vanquished enemies for balls. She had ruined it by going up on Hobnail hill and selecting and filling the largest cloud on the horizon with rain.

      She’d meant to have it dump its moisture over the Violet Forest, but because she’d overshot filling it with rain it had unfortunately open up right over the Headers Game Field, and the resulting deluge had ended the game prematurely.

      She was also working on a Mending Spell, an elegant one that might be used in Children’s Hospitals for the chronically ill. It was a beautiful kind of Spell, and had the aroma of forget-me-nots, and was much more powerful for healing if it was recited in whispers.

      The drawback was that it wasn’t powerful enough to be used effectively on anyone that weighed over 80 pounds, which limited its used to children under the age of 12 and possibly some of the bulimic teenage witches that she knew at school.

      There were others she had toyed with, and she knew that Esme was working on one that used the human body’s own magnetic field to ward off disease, but with the start of the new and exciting school year at Magnifico, they hadn’t had time to confer. The entire experience and the thrill of being accepted by the premier training school for witches had ushered in a whirlwind of new people and places.

      As far as Aggie was concerned, she hadn’t expressed much interest. Olivia was secretly convinced Aggie’s sole ambition in life was to make the centerfold in the only Artsy Gentleman’s Magazine that had remained popular, ‘Nymphbook Monthly’, which accounted for her sudden obsession with having breast augmentation. Agatha had always been a performance person and loved to draw attention to herself.

      Olivia sighed. She loved her sister but Agatha had been in more scrapes than she could count over the years, and as the firstborn (by two minutes over Esme and five minutes over Aggie) she felt a keen sense of responsibility to keep her from committing any serious infractions of Magnifico’s Rules and Standards, which were posted in the student activities center.

      It was a lot of work to keep Aggie out of trouble, she was that impulsive. And Olivia had certainly earned some time off to perfect her own spells. Sigh. Being the oldest sure was a trial at times.

      There was a knock on the door and as she called out “Come in,” she was glad to see Melvin’s handsome , cheerful face and blonde shaggy hair appear around the corner of the partially open door.

      “Is everyone decent?” he asked with a mischievous grin.

      “Yes,” she told him, smiling back.

      “DAMN!” he said in a mock disappointed tone. It was a routine he had with the Fairchild Triplets, and one that never failed to elicit a few chuckles. Audra’s little brother was younger than they were, but he was a head taller and in advanced placement so they considered him pretty much an equal.

      “Where are the others?” he asked, looking around. Because the Fairchild’s had requested a room together they had been given the roughly octagonal shaped room at the end of the third floor. It was the only room large enough to contain all three of their beds and dressers, trunks and had a large walk in closet for all their clothing, both witches robes and ORD attire.

      “Oh, they went to the Pentagram Patisserie to pig out on cream horns. I have too much homework and I’m also working on my entry for the SCIA,” she said then turned to him excitedly, “Were you going to enter this year? You’re finally old enough to submit something, and they’ve upped both the cash prize for the winner plus thrown in a $1000 gift card for Amakazam!...Which is so fabulous! I personally would love to go on a shopping spree!”

      Amakazam was the biggest shopping site on the Worldwide Witches Web frequency, which only required a spell and pass code to access from a regular ORD computer. It’s security was impenetrable to ORDs because the firewall immediately detected the users credentials from their fingertip temperature. Since every witches temperature varied just slightly from any other it provided a unique biometric signature.

      “I’m glad to catch you alone actually Olivia,” Melvin went on, smiling shyly and looking around for somewhere to sit. Other than the triangular desk which was fashioned like a partners desk with its matching chairs over near the floor to ceiling windows on the opposite side of the room there was no place to sit other than the beds.

      To his relief, Olivia patted the space beside her on her ornate four poster.

      “I do want to enter the SCIA this year, and I have some ideas, but I wanted to check with you and see if you wanted to be partners in developing some new Spells and Incantations. I mean I’ve noticed how you seem to know all the right answers in class, especially Remnick’s Cauldron Concoctions class, and I thought we might make a good team. What do you say? Good idea or bad idea?”

      Olivia was startled. In a million years, she’d never imagined that Melvin St. Paul would propose such a thing.

      “Oh, Melvin I never even thought about working with anyone else, except maybe Esme. What were you thinking about, what kind of magic were you interested in innovating in? NO! Wait! Don’t even tell me anything, I need to think about if I want to partner up first before you reveal a thing-that way, I can’t be influenced if I decide to go solo, right?”

      “That makes sense,” Melvin answered, but he was no longer paying much attention to the conversation. He had always thought that of the Fairchild Triplets, Olivia was by far the most beautiful. She shared the wide, slightly almond shaped eyes, long lashes, straight nose, and full lips of her sister, but her coloring was entirely her own.

      Her long waist length chestnut brown hair was beautiful. Melvin yearned to reach out and run his fingers through it.

      She was shaped like a violin, with breasts that were full yet pert, a heart shaped bottom and long legs. He had seen her in shorts and also once in a bathing suit when they’d all gone swimming at Whispering Falls.

      He thought about her a lot at night. Thinking about her last thing before he fell asleep always gave him good dreams.

      He knew that she only thought of him as her best friend’s little brother, and it galled him. He was mature enough to realize that a difference of two years wouldn’t make a spit’s worth of difference if they were all already adults, and only seemed to matter NOW because they were so young.

      He wouldn’t for the world have embarrassed himself OR her by confessing his feeling for her, but he did have a hidden agenda in asking if she wanted to be partners for the SCIA. If she agreed, then he would get to see a lot more of her.

      That alone would be worth sharing the Grand Prize.

      “Well, consider it and let me know,” he said, trying to conceal his disappointment that she hadn’t immediately agreed, though still hopeful.

      “But of course my offer is time limited because it isn’t that many months until the schoolwide competition, and then we’ll be having the Grand Competition two months after that.

      ….that $1000 gift card would make a jolly Christmas present I bet, even if we split it!”

      Nestoria Fulton waited until after her classmates had exited, gathering her books as slowly as she dared.

      Dr. Tantalus was a creature of habit with a military, no nonsense bearing and an iron fist when class was in session, but he also had a pronounced flair for the dramatic. At the end of every class he was the only one of their Professors that would abruptly disappear in a swirl of glittery violet mist, leaving his Teaching Assistant Lapis Hart, or “Lap” as he was beginning to be known as, to clean up any papers or debris left behind by the previous class.

      He was so used to his routine as he swept the flooring that he didn’t even glance up until she was standing before him.

      “Oh! Hullo!” he said, standing upright as soon as he noticed her and smiling what Nestoria had termed in her own mind as a “downright sexy smile” that showed his twin dimples off to advantage and caused her young heart to flutter a bit within the confines of her ribcage.

      “I wondered if I might ask your opinion on something, a very important matter that is upcoming, and might affect my scholastic future…I mean, we were assured that the Teaching Assistants were our first line if we were in need of Counseling of any kind, isn’t that correct?”

      “Of course!” Lap assured her, “I am at your service, but don’t you have a class now?”

      “No, I have a study period because I decided to drop Introduction to Incandescence for Emotional Intelligence in Spellcasting,” she told him, “Honestly the Incandescence Class I could probably teach myself. I won an award for it in Elementary School and there really isn’t a lot to it, if you asked my opinion. Anyway, I wanted to find someone to confide in that is absolutely trustworthy , and so of course that wouldn’t be a student, as fond as I am of my friends. Do you have time to hear about my concept for the SCIA Competition?”

      “I would be honored,” he assured her. He looked muscular and dignified in his Teaching Assistant jacket with the short cape attached to the shoulders and continuing around the back. His pristine white shirt and trousers were perfectly tailored also.

      And that face…he was not only handsome but had an adorable quality when he smiled. Unfortunately, as Dr. T’s Teaching Assistant he didn’t get a chance to smile very often.

      He gestured to an empty table in the front of the classroom and she took a seat catty-cornered from him and pulled out a small notebook.

      “ I feel that I might have discovered a new way of cleaning up Casting Pollution,” she said shyly, amazed to be in proximity to her latest teacher crush, “It’s gotten to be a problem in some areas of the world, where long term cast-off from magical spells cast even centuries ago never dissipate but linger in the atmosphere and interfere with the transmission and effectiveness of newer spells, like so much litter.”

      “Go on,” he encouraged.

      “Previous wisdom had taught us that such magic, unless specifically attached to a person, place or thing would rise up into the atmosphere and evaporate, but especially in the case of certain hexes, vexes, jinxes and sorceries we have found that not to be the case. Some rise and disappear, but some remain.”

      “Impressive!” Lap told her, brushing his hair away from his handsome brow and nodding, “I’ve had the privilege of researching what some call the ‘Relictum Magicae’ the lingering magical energy from a previously cast spell, and theories as to how the energy can be recycled or stored for future use rather than simply decaying into the earth or rising and dispensing in the atmosphere.”

      “Exactly!” Nestoria agreed excitedly, “There are many angles involved with this issue, and many different ways to approach it, but I believe…I believe that I have come upon a way to recycle it. And it’s something I came upon by accident, really. Something so simple that it has been overlooked by many of the best minds in Witchdom.”

      The Teaching Assistant leaned more closely toward her, so closely that she caught a waft of his cologne, recognizing it as a trendy fragrance worn by many wealthier Wizards called, ‘Magic Noir’.

      She failed to notice the gleam that suddenly appeared in his eye.

      “And what was this “too simple to be noticed” feature?” he asked in a sultry voice, “You have my undivided attention, Ms. Fulton.”

      Nestoria blushed and bit on her lip. Something about his tone was having a pleasant, relaxing effect on her. His voice seemed to draw her toward him, and for a minute she found she couldn’t answer. But she shook back her shoulders and regained her composure in an instant.

      “Well, I really cannot reveal THAT, sir, even to a staff member. Part of the allure of the SCIA Awards is that the various magical innovations are original, or an original way of using a Magic already in use! I know you will understand when I tell you that my project must remain top secret until the actual competition! But going back to what I originally came to you for-do you think I am on the right track? DO you think my solution to Magical Pollution has a chance of capturing the judges attention?”

      Lapis pulled back from her reluctantly, with the same smile still plastered on his almost too handsome face.

      “I would say you have an EXCELLENT chance at capturing top prize!” he said winking , “ You’ve certainly done your homework, and if, as you say, you are onto a solution for an existing problem, I don’t think it would be an exaggeration to say that the impact of having cleaner, clearer atmospheres to execute magic in would be of incalculable benefit to all practitioners of Magic everywhere!”

      Again Nestoria blushed, this time with pleasure.

      “Oh, thank you SO much!” she gushed happily, “I am so excited you think so! I could tell that you had a brilliant mind for Spells and were an Adroit Caster, and your opinion matters more than you could ever know!”

      “Well,” Lapis answered, standing up, “I am honored that you chose to confide in me. I am new here, and it means a great deal. If you ever want to start trials on your Magical Innovation, I know the perfect spot. In the meantime, keep up the great work!”
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          THE BIOSOPHY BALL
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      Clayton Chancer had an unusual affliction for a Witch and everyone was aware of it. It was the Magical equivalent of a strange voice syndrome.

      Clayton was Polyphonic. Every time he opened his mouth it sounded like at least two people were speaking. It even freaked out Magicals because it was such an unusual attribute.

      The Fairchild triplets were comfortable with his unusual voice box which sounded like a tenor and a bass singer performing a duet, and occasionally like a trio. Esme had confessed that she thought him very attractive and built very nicely. He was also co-captain of the Magnifico Header’s team.

      Esme was shyer about such things than her sisters but did have an occasional dream of making out with him. She was fairly sure he would appreciate her newest assets. At least she hoped so.

      Magnifico had a modern policy when it came to school functions, and the Biosophy Ball was no exception. This year, as every year, just as many boys would be asked to attend the ball by girls as girls were by the boys. Esme was on the verge of asking Clay to attend with her, though she was hoping he would show some initiative by asking her first.

      She didn’t think she could take it if he declined or had already made arrangements.

      Nevertheless, as the gossip swelled and more and more couples had committed to attending, she felt as though it was now or never. Still, she had to rub the little golden Calming Charm she wore about her neck a few times to gather up the gumption.

      “Hi Clayton,” she said, surprised to run into him just as they both arrived at the door to the Sphericity Class that an older professor , Carlton Cattywampus, taught.

      Professor Cattywampus was rumored to be not only a Witch but a Lion Shifter as well. He commanded much respect from students as he did resemble a lion with his abundant brown and gray streaked curly mane of hair and beard. He was also powerfully built, and attractive for an older Magical.

      “Hi,” she said again, struggling to regain her composure.

      “Hello, Esme Fairchild,” he said, and with his polyphonic voice it sounded as if he were singing her name, “How’ s tricks?”

      “Going well, thank you!” Esme replied with a slight blush beginning to bloom on her cheeks. She rarely had the chance to get that close to him, and she was overwhelmed to find that he was much more handsome close up.

      “I was wondering,” she started off, only to be jostled by someone arriving at the door to the classroom in such a rush that her elbow jerked as they ran into her and almost caused her to drop her armful of books.

      “I MADE it!” Aggie exclaimed in a merry and triumphant voice, “Oh hello, Clayton. Would you care to go with me to the Biosophy Ball? I hear that it’s quite the event!”

      Clayton looked surprised but with his eyes fixated on Agatha’s remarkable breasts he quickly answered, “YES! Yes I would love to go with you Agatha…I was actually wondering which of you gorgeous Fairchild girls to ask anyway, since we’re all friends!”

      As Clayton and Aggie exchanged pleased smiles, Esme ducked between them, rushing to take her seat in the classroom before the tears filling her eyes and threatening to spill could do so. She felt simultaneously stunned, shocked and betrayed…

      And by her own triplet.

      It would later be noted that the precarious invitation to the ball did not last very long and both Esme and Aggie would go on to find and fight over other boys as the years rolled by.

      It was another one of those sister things that while being a minor annoyance for each was more of a way for the sisters to compete in a that was completely natural and healthy. Lucky for them, their familial bonds always held strong. Girls will be girls, after all.
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          A WANDING WE WILL GO
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      The next morning, so early that not even Olivia, the early riser of the triplet’s alarm cuckoo had gone off, the entire school awoke to the sounding of the Emergency Bells. As the student body stumbled out into the corridor (most still in their nightclothes and robes) they were greeted by a thick haze and the unmistakable aroma of …popcorn.

      The hallway about four doors up from the Fairchild’s octagonal corner room seemed to be occluded by something large and white that was so big as to be rarely recognizable as a favorite snack.

      The Head of Security for Magnifico, Erasmus Graves, was fit to be tied, and stood in the hallway yelling at students to evacuate, just adding more to the confusing scene.

      They barely had time to view the cause of the emergency before teachers and teaching assistants appeared, barking orders for them to proceed single file through the downstairs exit to the Back Gardens. Those arriving at the end of the evacuation seemed to be laughing and munching on something white.

      Later, as the news caught up with most of them, it was revealed that Josh Winthrop, of the Western Winthrop Witch Family, had been perfecting his secret project that he intended to submit to the SCIA competition in his room that he had tentatively titled, ”FEED THE WORLD PROJECT”.

      Large scale experiments were strictly forbidden to be performed in the confines of their dormitory rooms but coming from such an illustrious and wealthy family Josh generally considered himself above all the rules. He had been implicated in a few questionable incidents since the school year had started.

      The school provided hangar like buildings on the back acres that were to be reserved specifically for the larger scale projects destined to be entered in the competition. Josh had clearly broken protocol, violating student safety codes and endangering himself and other students. Everyone was placing bets as to whether he would be expelled, or if his father would bail him out of trouble by dedicating a new wing at Magnifico.

      Nevertheless, everyone who got a taste of the huge kernels that were popped to perfection and the size of bushel baskets all agreed. Despite its ungainly size, it was REALLY good popcorn!

      There were only two ways for students at the school to acquire a wand if they didn’t already own one or have a hand-me-down wand already.

      One was to apply for a temporary wand from the school’s Wandary, which had to be renewed every 30 days like a library book. The wands available for hardship cases were not known to be of the best quality and had a tendency to backfire and fizzle in the middle of a spell. Even though they could usually be revived with a few hard shakes, they were simply not considered reliable.

      The other option for students seeking a high quality custom wand was to accompany the Headmaster and Headmistress to the Violet Forest on Wednesdays at dawn for a Wanding.

      Only highly skilled witches were able to fashion wands, and they were required to follow a prescribed set of rules in order to create them. Wanding could only be done on Wednesdays, and only the wood of certain nut bearing trees could be used. The wood to fashion the wand had to be struck with a single blow of an axe sharpened on an enchanted curry stone.

      As long as the procedures were followed, a first class wand could be procured.

      The Fairchild triplets were elated that their Uncle Rufus had prepaid for each of them to have a new wand, since they’d been using the same wands since elementary school. Not only were they noticeably smaller than the 10 or 12 inches used by their classmates at Magnifico, but they looked stubby, worn, and had hand-me-down practically written all over them.

      They would always keep them though, as they had been gifted by the girls’ parents and so, had special, sentimental value.

      Thaddeus and Marina Fairchild had been killed in a freak parasailing accident on a second honeymoon that they had spent over a decade planning. Never before had two people deserved such a vacation to celebrate their years together.

      It involved parasailing near a cliff in the Seychelles islands, a place they’d always wanted to go. In the ORD world, the triplets’ parents, well-regarded witches themselves that preferred to reside among the Ordinary population, had determined to raise their daughters to accept the different abilities and merits of people from diverse backgrounds.

      In their short lifetimes, Olivia, Agatha and Esme had been to Japan, the Congo, Mexico, Alaska and the Netherlands. Their parents firmly believed that experience was the best teacher.

      After the exhausting years of focusing on the needs of their three smart and inquisitive girls, they had finally sailed off one day on a luxury ship for a month long cruise to several popular vacation spots. What had happened the day of their deaths, had been an unexpected tragedy.

      Their father and mother had been parasailing in tandem when a rogue wind caught them up, tearing the ropes that anchored them to the craft they had chartered.

      Their father was swept toward shore and impaled on a tree growing near the cliffs. Their mother was blown directly by the rogue updraft into the sharp rocks at the cliff edge and was thought to have broken her neck.

      If one of them had survived, they had been such powerful Magicals that the survivor might have been able to save the other, but they had traveled just as Ordinary people, and so when confronted with catastrophe, had died like any human would have.

      Left orphaned and in a state of shock and disbelief, their father’s favorite Uncle Rufus, when contacted as next of kin, immediately stepped up and adopted all of them, bringing them back to his home in one of the toniest gated residential areas of New Jersey. He was frequently away on business trips since he divided his time between businesses in Chicago and New York.

      Uncle Rufus had been considered the proverbial black sheep of the Fairchild Coven, since he had a passion for darker magic than the traditional magic practiced by the family. Their father explained to them that he loved his Uncle but had specifically asked him not to share his Dark Spells and Sorceries with the triplets, and Uncle Rufus had kept to his word.

      He was beyond delighted when the sisters had scored a scholarship to the very school for witches he would have cut financial corners to pay for. He himself was a graduate of Eastwaithe in New England and had sponsored his nephew Thaddeus so that he could attend there also.

      But Magnifico was a more prestigious school by far, considered the best in the Northern hemisphere, and its graduates frequently went on to do great things in the Magiverse.

      Some were heads of state, others became billionaire businessmen, and still others were diplomats or congressmen, trying to make a difference in the world. It was odd that ORDS were often protected by the witching world without having a clue that their natural disasters, pandemics and politics were tampered with by witches determined to mitigate the damage.

      The Dark witches had a different agenda, of course, and so the war between the Casters attempting to preserve ORDS and their way of life, and the Dark Witches that wanted to either punish or enslave them waged on through the centuries.

      “I can’t believe it!” an obviously upset Esme confided to Olivia as soon as her classes were over, “I was about to ask Clay to the Biosophy Ball and suddenly there was Aggie, shoving me aside and asking him first. He could hardly take his eyes off her boobs to say yes. What is WRONG with boys anyway?”

      “They are wired differently,” Oliver told her calmly, “Isn’t it obvious? If they weren’t, they couldn’t go to war or hunt or kill people or have the instinct to provide what at least some of them have,” she continued thoughtfully, “On the downside, it does make them seem shallow, doesn’t it? I never get distracted by bulging muscles or a cute butt like some girls do. How is a guy’s hairy butt cute anyway? That’s how waste is eliminated, between those cheeks,” she made a moue of disgust.

      “Olivia!” Esme groaned.

      “Well, that’s kind of gross if you think about it!” her sister insisted.

      “Do you think the problem is my boobs though, sister?” Esme asked sadly, glancing down at the front of her shirt with the gold and royal purple school crest on it. Underneath was a scroll with the school slogan on it, ‘NON LUSUM A PYTHONISSAM’.

      Translated from the Lain it said, “Never taunt a Witch”. A lot of students took it to generally mean “Don’t Mess with a Witch”, but since swearing was frowned upon as a sign of lack of good manners this was rarely vocalized.

      “Well, it’s done now, and you will just have to forgive her,” Olivia continued, “you know how impulsive she is, and I am sure if she’d had an inkling you were going to invite him she never would have done it herself. I think you know that, deep down Esme. There are plenty of guys you can ask, and it’s not considered such a shame to attend the dance stag or with a girlfriend, you know? I know a few girls that are planning to attend without coupling up!”

      Esme felt herself calming down. Olivia had a way about her that always put things in perspective. Must be an oldest sibling thing, Esme figured. And she was right too, it wasn’t too late. Esme had plenty of options to consider.

      “You are right. We can always just attend with Audra and Melvin,” Esme said in a hopeful tone, “And Melvin is cute and kind of fun. But I still would love to have a date. It is my first big school dance at Magnifico, after all.”

      “Don’t give up hope, silly,” Olivia told her, reaching over and jabbing her playfully with her elbow, “I bet one of these Magnifico witch studs will ask you soon, just wait and see!”

      “Are you ready for tomorrow?” Olivia asked Esme and she nodded eagerly. Tomorrow was Wednesday and the Fairchild triplets had a date to accompany
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