
  
    [image: In The Care Of Magic]
  


  
    
      IN THE CARE OF MAGIC

      A QUEER COZY MONSTER EROTICA

      
        Supernaturals of Balkwill

        Book 1

      

    

    
      
        ROBIN JO MARGARET

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        In the Care of Magic by Robin Jo Margaret

        Copyright © 2023

      

        

      
        All rights reserved.

        No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without written permission of the author. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

      

        

      
        This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        This book may not be used to train AI programs. The author does not support AI. AI has not been used in the creation of this book. The author supports human creators, including but not limited to, writers, artists, and voice narrators.

      

        

      
        Second edition (September 2025)

      

        

      
        Paperback ISBN: 9798859998036

      

        

      
        Contact: authorrobinjomargaret@gmail.com

      

        

      
        Story editing by Jude Lee Baet

        Cover art by @thesmuttyrogue (on twitter)

        Jillian and Lyle art at the end of Chapter Five by @1mpyeu (on instagram)

        Character art in the bonus content by @littledoepeach (on instagram)

        Cover design and Interior Formatting by Robin Jo Margaret

        Chapter art and house plans by Robin Jo Margaret

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Content Notes

      

    

    
      
        1. a much needed vacation

      

      
        2. the book

      

      
        3. the first night

      

      
        4. sweet tooth

      

      
        5. the toy

      

      
        6. friends

      

      
        7. gardening

      

      
        8. domestic

      

      
        9. play time

      

      
        10. day off

      

      
        11. connection

      

      
        epilogue

      

    

    
      
        It’s not Over

      

      
        Bonus Content

      

      
        Leave a Review

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Books By Robin

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      The setting of this story is an old fantasy world (not medieval), of which rules I obviously completely made up. You will see the demon use neopronouns because, in this world, they are common.

      If you’re not familiar with the use of xe/xem/xyr/xyrs/xemself I recommend looking up sentences examples and/or videos to familiarize yourself with its use and pronunciation before reading this novella, as to make your reading experience easier.

      

      While the relationship between Jillian and Lyle is somewhat romantic and domestic in nature (and they do end up “together”), it is still not a romantic relationship, but a queerplatonic (and sexual) one. I hope you’ll enjoy the depiction of this nonconforming relationship type.
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      Triggers and possibly upsetting topics: description of food, blood, blood magic, talk about discrimination against supernatural creatures, slight dub-con.

      

      Sex related content: sex work, non consensual biting, masturbation, thigh riding, oral sex, magic sex toy, light bondage, pussyjob, cockwarming, fingering, teasing, orgasm denial, public sexual acts, sex without protection (but they’re not human so in this case it’s still safe—please don’t take them as an example).

      

      If you think I’ve missed anything, please feel free to contact me and I will add it as soon as possible. Thank you!
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      Jillian almost screamed in frustration as the bell rang against the opening door of the Flowery Enchantments. Head snapping to the entrance, she mustered her best polite and sweet expression as the old lady came in.

      “Hello Mrs. Gibson,” Jillian greeted her carefully, straightening her back to look more composed. “I was going to bring the powder to you later today, there was no need for you to come personally.”

      The woman waved her skinny hand in dismissal, as she often did. “Nonsense. I’m an old lady, if I don’t keep active now, I’ll perish sooner than expected.”

      Callused fingers tightened around the edge of the counter as Jillian repressed a groan. She was not in the mood to deal with her dramatics at the moment.

      “Don’t be like that, you’re still plenty young,” she replied, making her tone as sweet as possible.

      Icy blue eyes glared at Jillian with distaste, a small grimace on the old lady’s wrinkled face. “We both know that’s not true, so don’t even try.”

      Jillian attempted an innocent smile in reply, but all she actually wanted to do was groan. When she first came to this town, people were strangely curious to have a witch as a visitor, instead of being suspicious or scared. Many of them asked questions about her powers, about the things she could create. And as she fed their curiosity, the idea of opening a magic shop in town had come up in conversation.

      “Imagine the things we would all be able to do with your help!”

      Funny enough, it had been Mrs. Gibson to “casually” mention it first, and the rest of the town soon agreed, suggesting that Jillian plant roots there. Back then, the witch was flustered and happy that so many people took interest in who she was, so she didn’t think twice before finding a place for herself and opening her shop. Now, after years of activity, Jillian had come to regret coming to the town in the first place.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t like helping people. She loved the ability to prepare spells and potions to make human’s lives easier, but the townspeople had begun to see her only as a magic supplier and nothing else.

      She was the only witch in both her town and region, so she was plenty busy. Farmers wanted potions for their crops to grow faster, or to keep animals and insects away. Tailors asked for special dyes to make their clothes shine or last longer. Tavern owners asked for calming incenses to make sure their customers fought less. Mothers asked for cosmetics with attraction properties to help their daughters find partners. Bad people asked for spells to curse the people they wanted to sabotage. The list went on, and on, and on. There were so many different requests that Jillian lost count. She was busy all night preparing potions, powders, and spells for all the villagers, and then she was busy all day delivering the orders or welcoming people into her shop. The townspeople obviously paid well for her services, but it didn’t make the workload any less stressful.

      “You already have my order ready, don’t you, dear?”

      Mrs. Gibson’s voice shook Jillian from her thoughts. Again, she felt the urge to sigh, this time for the use of the pet-name. Despite the fact that she had been Jillian’s very first customer and a regular at her shop, the old lady still didn’t seem to remember her name. Jillian had tried to bait her into saying it more than once, to see if it was just a suspicion or if it was actually true, and unfortunately for her the woman had always found a way not to say it. Jillian, however, wasn’t sure if it truly confirmed her theory, or if it just showed Mrs. Gibson’s stubbornness and uncooperativeness.

      But Mrs. Gibson wasn’t the only one who supposedly didn’t know her name. All the townspeople came to Jillian for her services and her services only, and they never bothered to get to know her. They always went on and on about their lives, complaining about their problems as they asked her for a solution, without ever asking Jillian anything about herself. After all, they were never having actual conversations: it was always one-sided. If the people were asked to mention any fact about Jillian, she was sure they’d only remember that she was a witch. Between her and the people who lived around her, there was no familiarity, no closeness.

      It pained her more than she would have liked to admit, especially because she actually liked her life there. Balkwill was a relatively peaceful town and the scenery of all the rustic two-story houses in between nature was truly beautiful. Despite the distance between Jillian and the villagers, she still felt an odd familiarity with them, since she had come to know everything about their lives. And even though the work was demanding, she loved being useful to other people, and seeing them happy because of the work she did.

      “Of course, I’ll get it for you.”

      Jillian rummaged through the mess of baskets under her counter, pushing gems and bottles aside to find the woman’s powder. She held back another sigh, realizing that that’s all she’d been able to do for a while. The immense workload, the stress, the loneliness, as well as the boredom of always doing the same thing, had left her with the bad habit of repeatedly sighing over the day. While she picked up the bottle with Mrs. Gibson’s name on it, Jillian wondered if the constant sighing could be a bad sign regarding her health.

      “Here it is.” She handled the bottle to the woman, a polite smile tugging at her round cheeks.

      The plants, gems, candles and books scattered around the shop were looking at her, judging and mocking her choices. She never actually had time to organize the space, so any time she took something out or acquired a new object, it always ended up in an indefinite place, over piles and piles of things. The fact that she had barely enough space to squeeze her generous hips through the aisles and furniture didn’t help with the chaos.

      “Thank you, dear,” Mrs. Gibson said automatically, no actual sign of gratitude in her voice. She left the coins on the counter and quickly put the powder in her purse. “I will be coming back in two days for the next one.”

      Jillian held her breath in anticipation as the old lady turned around to leave, but she had to resist another groan when she looked back.

      “Oh, I almost forgot! Mr. Fitch said the rats have grown a tolerance to your poison, and now it does nothing to keep them away. I told him to do something about it instead of complaining, but from what I hear, he keeps bashing your services at the pub every night,” Mrs. Gibson explained, shrugging. “That old man is too lazy for his own good, I always say that. I hope it doesn’t cause trouble for your business, dear.”

      While one could have thought Mrs. Gibson was concerned, her tone was not caring or sympathetic at all. And from the glint in the old lady’s eyes, Jillian could perfectly imagine what events the woman would have liked to see unfold.

      Jillian’s heart dropped. If her poison was not working anymore, she could come up with another one. It would probably take some time to experiment and find one efficient enough on Mr. Fitch’s newly immune rats, but she could do it. She didn’t like the idea of spending more time and energy on this, but she especially didn’t like that Mr. Fitch was trying to hurt her business.

      Jillian’s stress level was so high, that this newly acquired information was enough for her eyes to burn with unshed tears. Going on like this was no good for her health—physical and mental. She would snap sooner or later, whether it was crying her eyes out for days or worse, hurting someone.

      “Actually, I might be taking a break soon,” Jillian said. She had lied without thinking but as it slipped out of her mouth, a break actually sounded very tempting.

      “A break?” Mrs. Gibson’s expression twisted with shock. “You can’t take a break! The town depends on you.”

      And maybe the town should start depending on itself like every other city does, she bitterly thought. None of you even care about all the things I do for you.

      Jillian straightened her back and took a deep, slow breath, in a way that wouldn’t be too obvious to the old woman—lest she realized she was getting irritated because of her and made an even bigger scene.

      “I received a letter this morning informing me of a family problem,” the witch easily lied, wearing a sad expression. “I didn’t want to put the business on hold, but I fear I’ll have to take care of my family for a while.”

      The old woman frowned. “A family problem?”

      Jillian nodded. It was clear Mrs. Gibson was surprised that she had a family. To be completely honest, Jillian didn’t—not anymore, at least—but no one in the town knew her enough to see through her lie, so for once she could use it to her advantage.

      “It’s really urgent,” Jillian added. “If I don’t help my family now, I might not be able to see them again.”

      The old lady looked away for a while, her lips pressed thinly in a subtle grimace. She looked torn between expressing her disapproval and showing understanding. After a few moments, she sighed.

      “I guess you have no choice, then,” she bitterly said.

      Jillian’s frustration grew. The townspeople were already ungrateful towards her, always treating her like a machine, but being upset that she had to go away? And for serious reasons? It was a lie, yes, but Mrs. Gibson didn’t know that, so her reluctance was really getting on Jillian’s nerves.

      Despite everything, Jillian still tried to smile politely, not wanting to anger her customer even more. “I will make sure to prepare extra potions for everyone, so you have a reserve during my absence. They will be ready by tomorrow.”

      She could easily spend the rest of the day and night working like a mule if it meant that afterwards, she could stop working altogether.

      The lady nodded, disappointment clear on her face. “I will let the town know, then.”

      Jillian had no doubt about that. The woman had a passion for gossip.

      The two of them said goodbye and as soon as her customer walked out, Jillian rushed to turn the sign on her shop’s door from ‘open’ to ‘closed’, slumping against the door in defeat.

      Miserable and tired, she dragged her feet around the shop and collected some ingredients, then made her way to the back to prepare extra potions and powders for the townspeople, hoping it would placate their anger a little. She wasn’t going to leave for good—she did like her job and the town, after all—but her life had gotten out of hand and she needed to find peace again. So if Jillian could make sure that the townspeople wouldn’t suddenly turn on her for leaving so abruptly, maybe when she eventually returned, she could continue her work like nothing had happened.

      She did not sleep that night and spent all her time working instead. By morning, her whole body was heavy, back aching and fingers feeling like they were about to fall off. Jillian groaned at the absurdity of it; she was only in her mid-thirties, yet her body felt like an old lady’s.

      With one last strained effort, she packed all the magic objects into her baskets and went into town. She left all the orders and more in front of each house, each of them with a small note explaining the situation and apologizing about her absence.

      She met some early workers around the city, asking if the rumors of her leaving were true, so Jillian had to waste time explaining herself over and over again. Everyone reacted the same way Mrs. Gibson had, and Jillian became so upset, she worried she might snap her baskets with the increasing force of her grip.

      Once she finally managed to escape the villagers and finish her deliveries, she wrote a big sign on her shop’s door announcing her temporary absence. Then, packing her things and locking the door, Jillian left town without looking back.
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