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Chapter One


“Cage or collar? What’s it
going to be?”

Malaes curled his lip back in disgust.
I didn’t give in. You always had to be firm with a slave. This was
his punishment and he needed to take it.

“Collar,” he finally
decided.

I was surprised, but that was his
choice. He stood still while I reached up and circled the leather
collar around his neck. It was dyed bright red and contrasted
nicely with his pale skin and shiny, black hair.

The moment after I fixed the buckle in
place, the change took place. He shrank down into a large tomcat,
the collar shrinking with him. He angrily shook his head and
twitched his tail. A moment later he dashed out of my
den.

I much prefer it when Malaes wore his
cock cage. He stayed in human form and I could admire his naked
body, but on the other hand he was a distraction that
way.

I went looking for a different
distraction. It was a wonderfully sunny and breezy autumn morning.
I could smell the change of the seasons on the air when I left my
family’s ancient home and headed toward the disgustingly boring
suburban housing development on the other side of the
orchard.

My family had lived on this land for
generations. I had been gone many years when my mother fell ill and
was forced to sell some of the land to survive. When I returned
half our land was occupied by interlopers. I blamed myself but
instead of taking petty revenge, I looked to my grandmother for
advice and decided to use them to my advantage. 

A modern witch had to embrace modern
solutions. 

As a modern witch I immediately
regretted my choice of dress. It was traditional black with plenty
of lace, but I should have worn tights or stockings instead of bare
legs. No matter. My jacket was wool and warm, even if it left my
legs bare. I eschewed the non-traditional pointed conical hat and
wore a much more stylish beret. If witches actually rode brooms for
transportation I would have embraced the switchover to vacuum
cleaners. Much more efficient.

My first stop was at the Drysdale’s
house. I needed supplies for the potions I would be brewing.
Officially and legally I was a licensed therapist who dabbled in
natural medicines and herbs to alleviate the problems of modern
life. It was a convincing lie my neighbors were happy to believe.
Besides, the basic upper middle-class white women, married and
divorced and otherwise, were always looking for some alternative to
make their empty lives fuller.

I was just providing a service they
needed.

The Drysdale’s house was on the edge
of the development. It was just another ticky-tack house of tan
siding and white trim. There were three designs of houses in Apple
Meadows. This was doubled to six when the builders realized they
could simply flop the blueprints over and have a mirror image of
the three houses. The owners could choose between tan or beige or
sandstone siding with white or antique white trim.

It was truly horrible.

I emerged from my orchard and walked
through the Drysdale’s backyard. Both Mrs. and Mr. Drysdale were
gone to work for the day. Or perhaps Ellen Drysdale was shopping. I
had never met the two. I had only ever spoken to their son who
still lived at home and was a college dropout.

He was, however, doing well
financially with his marijuana resale business. It was an illegal
business, I had warned him, but like so many young men he wasn’t
worried about the future. He bought his supplies across the border
in Massachusetts and sold to college and high school students who
either couldn’t buy on their own or were too lazy to make the hour
drive.

He also sold the devil’s lettuce to at
least one neighbor, a witch who lived in the farmhouse on the other
side of the orchard.

I didn’t
need the weed, but I did
enjoy it. I also did occasionally need it for some of my potions.
“Nick?” I called as I opened the back door. I had punched in the
security code he had given me. That was a foolish choice of his,
but twenty-one year old boys weren’t known for their
wisdom. 

The pungent smell of burning weed
filled the air. I knew he was downstairs in the basement tending to
his handful of plants he was growing. He had no talent for
agriculture. Nicholas Drysdale had two talents: selling pot to kids
and fucking middle-aged witches.

I tried not to think about the fact
that I was close in age to Nick’s parents. I especially tried not
to think about it when I was in bed with him.

There was no reply and I closed the
door behind me. Walking through the kitchen I headed to the
basement door and opened it. The smell of weed hit me in the face
like an elemental force. If his parents didn’t know he was getting
high during the day, fucking into the afternoon, and selling at
night they were idiots.

“Nick?” I called again as
I headed down the stairs. I grimaced as I looked at the recently
redecorated living room on the edge of the kitchen. Shiplap? Really
Mrs. Drysdale? Will you follow every trend?

“Down here,” he called up
to me. 

I walked confidently down the stairs,
even in my high-heeled boots because they had a practical heel, and
into the warmth of his hideaway. A third of the basement was for
the boiler and storage. The second third was nominally his bedroom
which contained a bed and a dresser and a ridiculous video game
setup. The last third was devoted to an indoor growing operation
that somehow never seemed to generate money for my dear
Nicholas.

“I have a need,” I said to
him.

Nicholas was slightly overweight and
had shaggy hair. His youthful muscles were still holding on, but he
wasn’t getting enough exercise in his new lifestyle. He had a
handsome face and was growing a beard that was still charming
because it was short. He wore a t-shirt with a ridiculous design
for some obscure band and jeans. Inside of those jeans was a cock
that had pleased me to no end.

But I wasn’t going to let him know
that.

“A need for me?” he asked
crudely. He set down the pipe he had been smoking and looked over
his plants. I could have given him both practical advice and
unnatural assistance in making his plants grow. I did
neither.

“A need for your product,”
I told him. 

“How much?”

I told him and he was disappointed at
the amount. “So little?”

“My needs are
limited.”

“How are you going to
pay?” he asked as he produced a small baggie from a locked box
under his bed.

“How
would you like your payment?” I asked, sitting down on the edge of
his mattress. It smelled of weed and his
sweat. It wasn’t a bad combination. I crossed my legs and let my
dress slid up my thigh exposing much more skin than was
acceptable.

I wasn’t an acceptable woman. I was a
witch.

“Cash would be nice,” he
said, staring at my leg.

I shifted on his bed. My dress wasn’t
low cut, but I do have impressive tits thanks to both genetics and
a little unnatural help because I was vainer than I liked to admit.
Just the shift was enough to draw his eyes up to my chest. “I’m a
little short of cash right now,” I lied. “But I can offer you a
blowjob or an enthusiastic fuck.”

I blinked innocently at him. I had
happened upon Nicholas’s little operation because the smell wafted
over to my house and, like I’ve already said, I have needs both
physical and material and magical.

“Does it make you
uncomfortable having sex for weed?” he asked me. “Doesn’t that make
you a prostitute?”

“No, it doesn’t make me
uncomfortable,” I told him. “Sex work is an honorable career. What
would be wrong with it?”

“Uh…” If he was trying to
shame me, it wasn’t going to work. “But if you don’t like it I can
offer you fifteen dollars for that small baggie,” I said indicating
the marijuana in his hand. It was half the usual payment. Thirty
dollars for a fuck with a beautiful woman—I’m not modest or
delusional—was a good deal. What Nicholas didn’t know was that I
wanted to fuck him for reasons that he couldn’t possibly imagine.
“Nothing I guess,” he finally decided.

“So how would you like
your payment?” I asked him as I rose up from my seat on his bed,
took the baggie out of his hand and slipped it into my purse where
it would be safe, and pressed up close to him. “Hmm?” I could feel
his cock through his jeans. He was hard. That was no surprise. To
push things alone, I kissed him on the lips.

“Oh fuck,” he
moaned.

Young men are so easy.

“A fuck it is then,” I
decided for him as if there had been any doubt to what was going to
happen.

Stepping back from him I
took off my jacket and placed it on one of the chairs that filled
the small room. After that I untied my dress at the waist. I love
wrap dresses because they are easy to get in and out of. Letting it
slip from my shoulders and onto the floor I
stood boldly in front of him.

Young men
are so easy especially when presented with a woman in elaborate
lingerie. And I wasn’t wearing lingerie that was all that
elaborate. Push up bra. High-waisted panties. Both black lace. That
was it. But that was all it took.

“Fuuckk,” he breathed as
he sat back onto his bed. 

“We already established
that,” I said, enjoying his stare. I understand that many women
don’t like to be leered at by men, but I wanted Nicholas to leer at
me. I took power from his gaze. But, that being said, if he had
done the same thing to me on the street, I would have put a curse
on him. Something
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