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After finishing his shift at the hardware store, there was only one thing on Kasey’s mind: freedom. He pedaled his beat-up Trek down Alder Street with ambitious plans for this evening, including, possibly, a microwave burrito, maybe a shower, one or two video games, and his hand on his dick if he wasn’t already asleep by eleven.

He was coasting through the usual neighborhoods. One was all Victorian-looking houses with wraparound porches and gardens.

A sudden twitch in his hand caused his fingers to clamp hard on the brake lever. He skidded fifty feet down the road with the rear tire leaving a long, snaking black mark until he came to a complete stop, his feet jumping off the pedals and planting on the asphalt.

“Uh,” Kasey said, to no one.

Then his hands let go of the handlebars. The Trek clattered sideways into the gutter, and Kasey stepped over it like it didn’t even belong to him anymore, because his body had apparently decided it wanted to be elsewhere. He wasn’t even trying to walk! His feet were just moving on their own, and his legs and body were moving to keep up with his feet.

What the hell? he thought. Seriously, what the hell?!

Across the road he went, leaving his bike behind, a passenger to his own feet propelling him along while he glanced around in confusion. He mounted the curb: no problem there. He tried with all his willpower and concentration to stop, or at the very least redirect himself, but nothing changed. He kept walking, as if his legs weren’t his own, or being remote-controlled, or some bizarre shit he couldn’t even begin to explain, with his bike shrinking in the distance.

The second thing he noticed—and, honestly, it was hard to rank against the whole loss-of-bodily-autonomy thing—was his erection. Like a fucking switch. One second, nothing. The next, a full, aching, straining-against-the-denim monster that made him gasp out loud on the street. It was throbbing so hard it was like being stabbed in the groin repeatedly. And the tent was so obscene that a woman walking a corgi across the way did a slow, appalled double-take before yanking the dog in the opposite direction. The dog yelped disagreeably.

“This isn't...I don't, uh, normally—” Kasey tried to call after her, but his legs were already carrying him up the flagstone path of the nearest house, one with black shutters and a garden bursting with exotic-looking flowers that resembled nothing like what was in his mom’s garden. His sneakers moved in that stiff, marionette shuffle, and his boner led the way like a divining rod that had found the world's largest aquifer. Up the steps he bounded, more worried every second. He reached the porch. His fist rose without permission and knocked, three neat little raps. Then his arms fell slack at his sides while his cock stood at rigid, quivering attention, as if reaching out to knock too.

Okay, he thought, heart slamming. Okay, this is a stroke. Or a dream. Or a stroke I'm having in a dream!

The front door flew inward, and Kasey’s attempts at figuring out an explanation were already failing. But initially, he wasn’t even noticed. The woman was gorgeous. Fortyish, maybe. Dark hair spilled thick and glossy over her shoulders. Her body was poured into a deep-purple wrap dress that hugged her figure beautifully, revealing smooth legs, flawless arms, and some pretty nice cleavage—which was bouncing erratically due to her movements.

“—because I raised you better than this, that's why!” she was yelling.

“You raised me to be an adult!” a second voice shot back. “And guess what! I’m the only one who’s being an adult right now, Mom!”

The younger woman followed her out. This one was Kasey's age or close enough. She had the older woman's dark hair but chopped shorter and streaked with a rebellious teal highlight, and a black tank top that said NOT YOUR TYPE in cracked white letters across her chest. She looked furious and delighted to be furious.

Kasey was just there. Watching. Like a lawn ornament.

“I’m going to Rowan's,” the younger one announced, jangling her keys. “We are going to watch a movie, I’m going to sleep over, and I will put photos of us together on Facebook, probably kissing! And you will deal with it!”

“Cynthia Marie,” the older woman's voice snapped. “Is this a boy Rowan or a girl Rowan?”

“What do you think?!”

“But I gave you a present!” The mom turned, gestured grandly, and finally looked at Kasey. “Here!”

They both looked at Kasey.

He was drooling slightly from the corner of his mouth, still in his hardware-store polo, with an erection currently trying to pop out of his pants, which he made no attempt at trying to conceal. Firstly, it was probably impossible to hide anyway. But secondly, his hands were determined to stay at his sides, each seeming to weigh a ton and be completely immovable.

There was a long, terrible silence.

“H-hi,” said Kasey. It came out cracked. “I, uh, well I was riding my bike, and then my legs were...I’m really sorry about, um, being like this...” He gestured helplessly down at himself, which drew both women's eyes to the tent, which made him want to sink through the porch and never be seen again. By anyone.

Cynthia's expression curdled into pure, radiant disgust. “This?” she said. “This is the gift? Mom. Mom. You conjured me a guy?. With a—” She flapped a hand at his crotch like she was shooing a wasp. “Oh my God, that’s disgusting.”

“He is reasonably good-looking,” Mom said defensively, folding her arms in a way that pushed her chest up to a truly distracting altitude. “Seventeen generations of my family have married men. You are not going to break tradition, sweetheart. And men are important for your gifts. We talked about this.”

“I'm gay, Mother.” Cynthia said it slow, like reading it off a card for the millionth time. “Gay. Homosexual. Queer. Lesbo. As in, I like women. As in—” she waved at Kasey again, and he flinched, “—you are being completely ridiculous, and nothing you do is going to change who I am! And I wouldn’t care if Timothée Chalamet was standing on this doorstep! Now, maybe Zendaya...”

“You’ll grow out of it,” Mom hissed.

“I won’t! And look at him! He doesn't even know where he is! I’m not going to drop my pants for some random person off the street! I don't want your gifts. I want you to leave me alone!” And she stormed off down the path, right past Kasey—who her whole body angled away from, like he radiated something toxic—and into a little red hatchback at the curb.

“Cynthia!” The mother swept after her, heels clicking, dress swirling, chest leading the charge. “Don’t you dare start that engine while I'm still—Cynthia!”

The hatchback peeled out.

Meanwhile, compelled by nothing other than whatever force was controlling his body, Kasey strolled on inside. He plopped down on the nearest furniture: a velvet couch. In a house he’d never been in before, in a situation he could not explain, with women he’d never met in his life, he watched with a kind of dazed, out-of-body fascination as his own right hand undid his fly, freed his straining cock, and began to enthusiastically jerk it.

“No, no, stop that, that's not...” he told his hand.

His hand couldn’t care less, pounding away on his meat. His hips even lifted a little to meet his fast strokes, and a groan bubbled out of him as what felt like a year’s worth of cum was aching to explode out of him. These were not normal circumstances. These were the least normal circumstances of his entire life! And...

The pressure...

He was nearly in tears.

He was so backed up. He needed the release. He’d never known this level of horny was possible! And within a minute, it no longer felt like he was a passenger to whatever the hell his body was doing; he was the one jerking off, desperately, lunging hard into every crank of his wrist and flopping back against the cushions as his entire life suddenly became devoted to stroking his dick hard and fast.

“Please,” Kasey whimpered, to the room, to God, to whomever. “Please get it over with...”

The front door slammed.

The mother came storming back in, muttering under her breath, kicking off her heels one at a time so they clattered against the baseboard. She did not so much as glance at the young man masturbating furiously on her couch. She stalked past him to a sideboard, poured herself a very tall glass of something dark red from a crystal decanter, drank half of it standing up, and only then turned around to study him.

Kasey was very red and sweating profusely, hand pumping like it never wanted to stop.

She sighed the enormous sigh of a woman whose day had gotten away from her, and sat down on the couch right next to him. “Do you know,” she said, swirling her glass, “how ungrateful children are these days? Well, excuse me, she’s not a child, she’s nineteen, but she’s my child.”

“I don’t, ma’am, my hand won’t...hnnnggg.”

“Seventeen generations. Seventeen. Every woman, going back to a village in France that doesn't even have a name anymore, has married a good, solid, virile husband and borne daughters and carried on the craft.” She took another sip. “My mother married a fisherman. My grandmother, a blacksmith. Practically a cliché, the blacksmith, but the woman knew what she wanted, and she liked big hands. And I...” She pressed a hand flat to her considerable chest. “I married an orthodontist. Do you know how humiliating it is to explain to the coven that your power source is an orthodontist named Greg? But he has a big cock. And he is good with teeth.”

Kasey made a noise. It was not a word. His hand was going faster now, and he was starting to shake.

“The point,” she continued, oblivious to Kasey’s suffering, “is that it isn’t just tradition. It's always worked. The magic is supposed to come from a woman's desire. Her wanting. For men. It's how the power flows. Attraction, appetite, the whole delicious current of it. And if a woman is a lesbian, I have no problem with it.”

“I think I'm gonna—” Kasey gasped.

“Except in this family. Cynthia cannot be a lesbian. It ruins everything. Don’t you see? If she doesn’t have her powers, then her offspring won’t have them, and the lineage is completely ruined. And yet she wants Rowan. Rowan. I just can’t believe her!”

Witches? Kasey thought.

Those weren’t supposed to exist.

If only he could’ve thought more about it, if his hand wasn’t jerking, if his eyes weren’t more focused on the lady’s cleavage than her rambling...

She looked at him then. Really looked. At his flushed, sweating, panic-stricken face. At the fact that he was gripping the edge of the couch cushion with his free hand hard enough to whiten his knuckles. At the fact that he plainly had no idea where he was or how he'd gotten there and had been narrated at for a full three minutes mid-frantic-masturbation. He bit his lip, needing to blow his load so bad.

“Oh,” she said. “I guess there’s no reason for you to be doing that now.” And she snapped her fingers.

The effect was instant. Kasey's hand went slack and still. He removed it from his cock immediately, and he sagged back into the cushions with a full-body shudder of relief, still sporting his erection—but at least not masturbating in front of a strange woman!

“I’m January,” she said.

“Oh...” he panted.

“I’m a witch.”

“Uh-huh.”

January studied him with her head tilted, like a curious animal. The way she sighed was almost affectionate. And after she took another sip of wine, she put the glass on the coffee table and scooted closer. “This is a mess,” she said. “This is not how I intended things to go. Let me apologize properly. And don’t worry. My husband, who’s away, knows that men are like batteries to me, and it’s completely fine. Just yesterday, I sucked off the bank manager. One of the tellers was cute too, but Cynthia was completely uninterested. At the very least, I’m hoping she’s pansexual, but—oh, um, no more tirades.”

And before Kasey could form a syllable, she leaned down over his lap, swept her dark hair back over one shoulder with a practiced flick, and took him into her mouth.

His brain went blindingly white. 

There was no gentle build-up, no teasing. January went to work, like a woman who had a full schedule and sucked cocks like eating snacks. Her lips sealed around him, hot and soft, and she took him deep on the very first motion, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling wetly along the underside. She hummed while her chin nearly touched his testicles, and the vibration nearly launched him off the couch.

“Oh my 
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