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Chapter 1


The Cairbrannog

Rushing through the forest, I darted in and out between the trees. The wind blew through my gray fur, and the small woodland creatures skittered away, frightened by the tremors my paws created. I was a blend of a lion, a bear, and a wolf with deadly claws and razor-sharp teeth in my massive maw. This was my Okatku form, courtesy of Alpha.

It’s been a little over two weeks since I found Mother Dearest, impregnated Halo, conquered the New Moon Coven, and rescued Alpha before knocking her up, too. My new magical reserves had finally settled, and I had twice as much power as I used to. However, I couldn’t access all of it and wasn’t sure why. On the bright side, it made my forms a little larger and stronger than they used to be.

Mother wanted me to test all my forms out at once today and ensure I’d fully stabilized after the transition. Normally, Mother wouldn’t take on a responsibility like this, but she’d become somewhat of a mentor for me. She taught me how to meditate and focus on my well of power while accurately judging its condition. Thanks to her lifetime of magical study and experience, she helped me understand that, for a time, my forms would be unstable after bringing more covens under my control. It was one of many consequences of growing my power.

I couldn’t rush the takeover of one big coven after the next because of the influx of magic in my body. Every witch that came under my authority would increase the well of magic I could draw from. It took time for the connections between all the new members and me to settle completely into place and grow the magical well. As it grew, it needed time to fortify the newly expanded foundations. Pushing too far too fast could break or crack those foundations, potentially leaving me magically crippled.

The more witches and power I–um–acquired, I guess, the longer it would take for the magic to stabilize. At the same time, the stronger I got, the lower a percentage increase each witch would provide, making it take less time to settle in the future–depending on the size of the coven, that is.

Mother’s experience and knowledge were why she was leading this exercise, instead of Alpha, who normally oversaw my training. She believed I was ready to use my magic safely again more than a week ago, but with no urgent needs, I held off a bit longer–better safe than sorry and all that.

Since I had to wait, I hadn’t bothered asking what Illumina or Novella knew about their new forms yet because I didn’t want to get too excited about them. Instead, I focused on my other priorities. However, after we verified I was good to go, I was finally going to get to try out the Moon Witch’s bestowed form for the first time.

Mother needed to watch my magic for any signs of instability as we went through every form I possessed before I got to test it out. Last night, when I asked her if we could also try Novella’s form, she replied, “Tomorrow, let’s focus on only one new form. We don’t want to overdo it and push you too far after taking a couple of weeks off.”

While everyone was excited about the new form, not all of the girls could be there to see it. Alpha was busy setting up the welcome ceremony for Novella and Mother at the penthouse. Novella had insisted that she stay and assist, despite it partially being a formal celebration for her promotion to the inner circle. The rest of the girls drew straws to see who could come, leaving Cherry and Halo as the unlucky ones to help the other two ladies with preparations. Rose, Arachna, and Illumina joined us and prepared the area with wards that would block anyone from seeing or hearing what was happening on the ground or up to fifty feet above the treeline.

My Okatku form was nine feet tall and fifteen feet long while on all fours, making it harder to navigate the terrain without knocking down the smaller trees left and right.

“Change!” Mother Dearest shouted.

Without hesitation, I jumped into a small clearing before I used the Angelic Blessing on my enchanted ring to give me additional explosive power and to defy gravity, gliding higher into the air. My ring could transform with me, so at the moment, it was a bracelet worn just above my paw. I summoned a token from my transdimensional storage into my mouth and swapped from the Okatku to the Bat King—it’s the one I got from Cherry’s vampiric affinity.

My shaggy fur shortened and turned dark brown while my front paws extended, the bones spreading out as a leathery membrane connected my arms to my torso, creating my wings. While my lower jaw split in half, all my claws pulled back in except for two that elongated. My ears protruded even further, and I let out a quick chirp, letting the sonar provide me with greater detail of my surroundings and inform me of all the nearby lifeforms and objects.

With a flap of my wings, I took off and soared through the air, only ten feet above the trees. After circling back around in a wide arc, I heard Mother shouting again, “Change!”

Swapping out of my eight-foot-tall monstrous bat form, I took on the appearance of the Spider Goliath, courtesy of Arachna.

Still using my Angelic Blessing, I continued gliding through the air as the bones in my arms and legs split into two sets, my four limbs becoming eight with deadly sharp tarsi. Simultaneously, my skin transformed into a chitin exoskeleton. Two eyes became eight, and my abdomen grew enormous while two vicious fangs grew from my chelicerae.

I spat magical globs of web that turned into large sticky nets between the treetops to catch me as I slowly fell. The way my web worked always seemed strange since I knew the mouth was not where the web was supposed to come from, but it was another one of those things I shrugged off and chalked up to magic being magic. Thinking too hard about how some of it worked could drive people mad. I learned through experience it was easier to just go with the flow.

Scurrying along the net, I spat out a line of webbing to another tree and gripped it with my front tarsi, letting my large body swing to the ground. Despite my size, I continued scuttling along as fast as I could, easily darting through the trees and brush with the added agility the form provided.

Mother’s voice reached me again. “Change!”

Listening to her call, I did as she instructed and summoned another token into my mouth, transitioning from the nightmarish visage into the form I acquired from Rose. It was called Plant or Vine Emperor, or something like that, but I ignored the formal name and referred to it as the Jolly Green Swamp Thing because of the similarities in its appearance.

My body returned to a humanoid configuration while my exoskeleton became a thick, rock-hard epidermis. I turned green all over as my muscles swelled, and a toga of foliage grew out of my body while making a leafy imperial crown atop my head. Standing sixteen feet tall, this body wasn’t built for speed but to stand its ground and take on many enemies at once.

“Now!” Mother shouted. Suddenly, Rose, Arachna, and Illumina joined Mother as they came out from behind trees with spells at the ready. It wasn’t a genuine attack, but if things were looking stable enough, Mother had planned for the girls to stress test me as well. Quickly, I transitioned from using my Angelic Blessing on my ring to using both the Bestial and Arachnid Blessings together.

The girls added this newer perk to my ring before I raided the New Moon Coven’s mansion. It would allow me to use multiple blessings together, though they’d be slightly weaker than using only one at a time. The Bestial Blessing caused my muscles to bulge, and my skin hardened even more thanks to the chitinous protection of the Arachnid Blessing.

Four magical bursts of energy collided with my skin, feeling like nothing but minor flicks of a finger. I quickly called upon my magic, wrapping vines around each of them to bind them in place. Rose used her unique powers to resist, barely keeping herself free from the entanglement. Mother shouted, “Change!”

Suddenly, my muscles and height shrunk, but only a little as I took on the shape of the thirteen-foot-tall Celestial Guardian, a heavenly form I gained from Halo.

Gleaming decorative metal plating replaced my thick green skin, climbing my legs before covering my entire body. My two green eyes came together as one long, golden eye in the center of my helmet-like head, allowing me to focus on everything within one hundred and eighty degrees in front of me. Simultaneously, two large metallic wings extended from my back.

I opted not to use the sword or shield this body provided, leaving them unsummoned. My vines that had already wrapped up the three other ladies remained, but the ones that hadn’t snagged Rose fell away. Darting forward, I stopped only a few feet before her, and my golden eye glowed brightly as my angelic voice boomed out of my chest, even though I wasn’t trying to shout. “Tell me your sins!”

“Jesus freakin’ Christ…” Rose whimpered as she squirmed in place while her flowers slightly wilted, doing all she could to resist my magical demand. “I… I… I… Sometimes I put on my gothiest goth clothes and intertwine my vines so they’re like spider legs and pretend to be Arachna!”

“You what?!” Arachna shouted, eight eyes wide.

Rose laughed nervously. “Uh—maybe…” she drawled. Then she kicked the dirt at her feet. “I just think you’re really cute. I’m sorry.”

I chuckled as I released my magic and shifted back into my human form, dressing myself from my transdimensional storage to maintain my modesty.

Rose was a Flower Witch who, surprise surprise, had flowers blooming in her dark green viney hair. Her black eyes were a smidge bigger than normal, but she was gorgeous. Her short, hourglass-shaped body was accentuated by her black corset that drew attention to her mid-sized breasts, slim waist, and wide hips. The miniskirt she paired it with attracted the eyes to her wonderfully thick thighs and bare feet. Her light green skin made her the most unique and exotic-looking woman in my harem—er—inner circle.

Rose was a sweet girl most of the time, but she was full of contradictions and difficult to read. While being honest and shameless, she was also mischievous and ruthless. One minute she would say something intelligent and articulate and the next someone might mention a horse-drawn carriage and she’d think you were talking about a picture of a carriage that a horse drew. That was a real thing that recently happened, by the way. This is why I found it so odd that I gained the ability to think quicker than ever before when Rose joined the inner circle.

Rose quickly used her ability to control plants to remove my vines from the others now that I was no longer exerting control over them from my previous transformation. As she did, Arachna blushed. “Pfft. Sure… I’m sooo cool,” she said sarcastically, lifting two thumbs to point at herself. “That’s me, the Spider Witch who’s too cool for school…”

Arachna was an Arachnid Witch, or Spider Witch, as she preferred to be called. I had her to thank for my naturally enhanced agility. She was shy and self-conscious—often using sarcasm as a defense mechanism. Even though she was awkward in most social situations, when she was alone with me, she was anything but. Other than being a lot of fun to hang out with, she was also my kinkiest girl.

She was the classic goth chick who wore black t-shirts or crop tops with black denim short shorts. She had shoulder-length raven hair, eight black eyes, and piercings in her ears, nose, lips, and even a couple in more intimate locations.

The Spider Witch’s body was the opposite of her botanical counterpart. Her frame was lithe, but she certainly wasn’t lacking in sex appeal. She had smaller, perky breasts and a tight little bottom. Arachna completed the look with fishnet stockings and armbands, and a pair of low-top black chucks.

My goth lover’s arachnid affinity provided me with the gift of greater natural agility, and it was only because of her I could morph into the form of the Spider Goliath. On top of that, she handled the addition of the Arachnid Blessing on my ring, which hardened my skin so much that I could tank a shotgun blast to the head—which I knew through personal experience.

I shrugged. “I think you’re pretty cool.”

The goth’s pale face turned red and her legs chittered anxiously. “You really think so?” After only a few moments of being free of vines, Arachna found herself bound again as Rose pulled her through the air and wrapped her in a hug.

“You’re so freakin’ awesome! I’m jealous of your spider legs. If I had them, I’d totally use them like that Doctor Squid guy in the movies and carry myself around with them everywhere!” She proved the point by twisting four sets of vines behind her and having them haul the two of them around.

Arachna laughed. “Okay! Okay! Put me down!”

Illumina and Mother Dearest soon joined us. Mother laughed. “Rose, darling, put her down, please. It is amusing, but we have other, more important things to do before the celebrations.”

Mother Dearest was a close ally, and today she was slated to become our newest official member. She was the oldest witch I’d ever met, and the hottest milf the world had ever known. She was kind and patient. We shared a longer history than I’d realized, but it wouldn’t be as long as the future we hoped to spend together.

Part of that future was learning more about what she knew of my mother and father. Even though I had been resting my magic and not using my forms, that didn’t mean we weren’t busy looking for leads on Demonique, watching for threats like the Cali coven, and looking for other artifacts of power. Since my past felt like nothing more than a personal curiosity, I hadn’t pushed for answers yet. The past was the past, after all, and right now I was busy trying to secure my future. The little boy who stayed up every night wondering why he didn’t have a mommy or daddy was long gone. All that was left of him was the promise that my children would never experience that fate. That being said, I planned to sate that curiosity when a good opportunity arose.

Mother’s situation was unique. She declined the offer to be an official member of the inner circle. I disagreed with that decision but respected her wishes. It surprised us all until she explained she wanted to live on her farm for two reasons. The first was that she was used to living alone and enjoyed her solitude most of the time.

The second was because she could easily use the location as a type of doctor’s office for new moms when we started allowing outer circle members to get pregnant—or as my ladies like to call it, ‘breeding time’. That was still a conflicting topic in my heart, so I tried not to think about it. Anyway, by letting her host those appointments on her farm, it saved us from having the inner circle’s HQ flooded with outer circle members all the time once I’d knocked them up.

Despite being barren, Mother used her magic as a Fertility Witch to help Halo become pregnant with twins. At the same time, Halo was a surrogate mother for Mother Dearest, meaning that once Halo birthed the twins, one would be Halo and my child, and the other would be Mother and my child. Thus, the two would share in being the mother of my first children. Since we never specified otherwise during negotiations, the twins were both going to be daughters.

Mother’s affinity and our unique deal to raise the baby together allowed her certain freedoms that no other member of the outer circle would have. Primarily, it meant she had a permanent room at the penthouse whenever she came over. In addition, just like the other inner circle members, she had access to me. However, she didn’t have the same authority or magic power boost that the rest of the inner circle enjoyed.

Illumina tossed her white hair behind her shoulder and stuck her nose in the air as she huffed. “I’m surrounded by children. How did my life come to this?”

Mother snorted. “Because you challenged the Coven King and lost.”

“I could have won if I wanted to!”

“Is that so?” I asked playfully. “So what you’re saying is that you wanted me to win so I’d conquer you and make you my loyal devotee?”

A blush crept up the pale flesh of her neck and she clenched her fists and glanced away from me, suddenly finding the twigs and dead leaves on the forest floor very interesting. “N—no! That’s not it at all. I—I was just doing what was best for my coven.”

I shrugged, turning around slowly. “I guess if you don’t want to be mine then…”

She grabbed my arm, and I let her spin me to face her again. Her eyes were wide, and she looked genuinely angry. “Hold on! It’s too late for regrets now—I’m yours and that’s that… Woe is me. You hold my contract whether I like it or not, and the nature of our bargain means you’d be depriving yourself if you didn’t take advantage of your power over me as often as you could.”

I grinned. Ever since she’d submitted to me after joining the coven, I didn’t take her pompous attitude seriously. She used it as a front to hide her genuine emotions and seemed to have a thing about wanting to feel forced to serve me, even if I always gave her a choice when asking her to do things for me. “I don’t have to do anything, and neither do you. However, I need to test your form today. So, if you want, you could start by telling me everything you know about it.”

Her breathing quickened slightly. “Of course. If I am being coerced…” then quietly she whispered. “Anything for my handsome king.”

I pretended not to hear to save her the embarrassment. Illumina was a Moon Witch who tried to kill me twice before I made her mine. She was the first to experience what Novella and I called the reverse Greater Familiar contract.

She had long, white hair and purple lips. The Moon Witch’s eyes were unique, with white sclera, lavender irises, and moons for pupils. She wore a long white robe with gold trim with a generous helping of cleavage. Her narrow waist and wide hips led to soft thighs and a pristine mound that I’d seen and kissed several times before.

So far, the boon I gained from Illumina joining the Inner Circle didn’t seem that special, though I could see it proving useful in certain situations. It was the opposite of the night vision that I gained from Cherry; extremely bright lights didn’t bother me anymore. In fact, I could look at the sun and wouldn’t even feel a strain on my peepers. Unfortunately, we hadn’t found a chance to test the new form I got from her. So that was still a mystery I was looking forward to solving.

I patted the snowy-haired witch atop her head and she blushed even deeper. “Good girl.”

She stiffened, a slow whine escaped her mouth, and she spun away, crossing her arms.

“Before you get into that, I should inspect you, Logan,” Mother said.

Memories of the cabin in the mystical realm where I defeated the Black Emperor Snake came back to me. Alpha, Halo, Cherry, and Squeaks scanned me and determined that something about me seemed different. However, when they focused, the bright light encompassing my entire body turned out to be the magic in my blood as it ran through my veins. They assumed it was like that so I was ready to transform at a moment’s notice, though Alpha didn’t seem satisfied with that answer.

“Sure, go right ahead.” I stepped away from the ladies and held my arms in a t-pose. Mother’s eyes glowed with a purple light, and soon I saw the other ladies curiously scanning me as well, their eyes also lighting up. Arachna and Rose immediately looked away and began rubbing their eyes.

“Jesus Christ! He's too bright!” Rose shouted.

“I know! It’s like being on a stage and looking into the spotlight!” Arachna added.

Mother squinted her eyes so much they looked like they were closed. Then she summoned a token to her hand and it flashed with a white light. The purple glow in her eyes lightened, becoming nearly white to match Illumina’s. The Moon Witch could only stare at me with her jaw dropped, and once Mother could fully open her eyes to inspect me, hers did the same.

I was having déjà vu and felt like I was back in the cabin. “Okay, is anyone going to tell me what’s going on?”

“Darling—the magic… it’s not only coursing through your veins but your entire body,” Mother said breathily.

“Well, my blood flows throughout my entire body, so that makes sense to me,” I shrugged.

“No, it’s not magic flowing within your body alone. It’s more like your entire body has become a magical core.”

Now both Rose and Arachna’s jaws dropped.

Rose threw a fist in the air. “I KNEW IT! I told you all he was the Coven King! Who else would have a freakin’ magical core that filled their entire body?!”

“Illumina shook her head and scoffed. “As if I’d ever doubt the King who enslaved me to be his bed-slut.”

“That’s a really gross mischaracterization of what happened,” I muttered defensively.

I didn’t want to be late for the celebration, so I had to get us back on track. “I’m excited to explore what this means later, but I still need to test Illumina’s form, and we’re running out of time.”

Mother smiled brightly, the glow fading from her eyes, replaced by a passionate hunger. Recently she’d asked if we could celebrate together alone after the welcoming party and, being the kind-hearted gentleman I am, I accepted. “You’re right. Illumina, please explain what you know about your form to us, my dear?”

[image: image-placeholder]

Illumina took a step forward and straightened out her robe—which was completely unnecessary since it looked flawless already. “Very well. Unfortunately, I do not know much. My research yielded nothing conclusive, only saying that the creature was called the Cairbrannog. It was a vicious monster who was responsible for the death of countless ordained paladins on a quest to find the Holy Grail many centuries ago. It is even said to have fought off the great King Arthur and his faithful knights of the Round Table who sought to destroy it. Sadly, in the end, they sacrificed a rare holy magical artifact to kill it from afar. It was very dangerous, and could, of course, shoot searing pillars of light from its eyes. From what I could gather, it has the potential to be one of your most powerful, illusive, and deadliest forms yet, but it is so single-mindedly vicious that it has little other utility.”

“Interesting,” I hoarsely grunted.

Now I couldn’t shake the excitement as I bounced on the balls of my feet, ready for anything that might happen next.

Illumina stepped closer, summoning a large sack from her transdimensional storage space. “Here, my King. I’ve prepared several Spell Tokens for you.”

I took the bag and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you. I really appreciate you having so many ready for me.”

Her face turned practically into a strawberry as she backed away with hearts joining the moons in her eyes. “It’s nothing. As your fuckslave, I must seek your power and pleasure at my own cost. It is written in our contract.”

“It’s definitely not,” I muttered.

She averted her eyes, blushing, and pressed her fingertips together shyly. “It’s in the spirit of the contract…”

Taking a few steps back, I took a token from the bag and examined it. I’m not too proud to admit that my eyes bulged as the magic relayed her price…that I’d have to harshly command her to pleasure me orally in front of others while in a public setting—though with no deadline for completion. Gulping, I did my best to resist paying that debt before I even used the token. Then, without waiting any longer, I unleashed its magic.

Unexpected pain shot through my entire being. Something is wrong. It isn’t supposed to hurt like this! The pain was so unexpected that I lost the focus required to store my clothing in my transdimensional storage.

My thoughts raced as I feared for what was happening to me. I heard the ladies all shout with worry, but the pain was so great that I couldn’t tell what they said. I felt my muscles changing and condensing as my body contorted and remolded itself. My jaw extended and my front four teeth elongated into incisors that I knew could chew through steel. As my front hands turned into paws, my nails grew longer and thicker, reaching a sharpness that could cut through glass. My ears extended and my senses grew more intense.

Finally, it was over. I could feel the sheer amount of raw power my body contained. It was explosive and highly durable, and my muscles felt like they were about to erupt with energy as if I could run, jump, and dodge for days. My eyes remained closed as I took it all in and processed what the form was capable of.

Something obscured my vision. It was suddenly still so dark after I opened my eyes. I pushed forward until I met the daylight once again. Then, my jaw dropped as all four women gasped with hands over their hearts. Do I really look that frightening? I wondered.

All four women let out a collective “Awww!”

“Holy shit! He’s so freakin’ adorable! Look at his tiny purple glowing eyes!”

“Wow… do you see the itsy-bitsy glowing crescent moon on his forehead? It’s soooo Cutesy-McTootsy!” Arachna gushed.

“That is, without a doubt, the most lovable Greater Familiar I’ve ever seen in all my years,” Mother cooed. “And a common symbol of fertility, too.”

Then I noticed I wasn’t looking down on them, but up at them, and I felt a small cottontail wiggling behind me as I twitched my nose. I looked at Illumina. Squeaker-Squeak?

She tried to hide her excitement, but she ran to me and picked me up in her arms, holding me against her breasts. “Oh, my King! Nothing is wrong. Who would have thought that the fabled Cairbrannog was a moon rabbit? They are powerful beings that aren’t meant to exist in this world. No one knows what they are really like, but they are depicted as peaceful and caring.”

I scrunched my little bunny brows and frowned. Or well, I frowned as much as I could, being a freaking rabbit. Admittedly, it was pretty nice to be cuddled against her pillow bosom. Regardless of that inescapable truth, I hopped down so I could test this form out.

“Wait! Master! I want to hold you too! If that’s okay with you, I mean,” Arachna said.

I squeaked back at her as I went from standing still to a full sprint in a heartbeat.

“He said, sure, but not now,” Illumina said.

I’ll be completely honest. I had never gone from extremely excited to utterly disappointed so fast after taking on a new form.

But then, I felt the personality clawing at my consciousness. My body started thrashing about as we fought for dominance. I heard Mother shouting at someone to stay back, but I couldn’t tell who. The creature writhed and thrashed against me, pushing forth its desire to kill, maim, and torture its victims.

For a moment, I shared in its lust for blood and violence until I pushed back at it as hard as I could. Still, my tiny nose twitched. I could literally smell the blood pumping through the witches' hearts behind me. I wanted to taste it, to feast on it–NO! What I wanted was this little shit to fuck off and leave me alone!

My muscles tensed as the spirit totem tried to control my body and make me turn to rush the ladies while I held it back. The sound of rapid thumping filled the air around me as my feet ran in place, and my little cottontail flailed about. No matter how strong, vile, or evil this personality was with its disregard for all other living creatures, I refused to back down.

This was by far the most bloodthirsty and wicked personality I’d ever encountered. Not only did it not care about the women with me, but it wanted to feast on their flesh and use their bones for toothpicks. I squealed and hissed, telling this disgusting bastard to get the hell out of my head, but it refused.

I could feel the raw power of the Cairbrannog, so I sprinted into the forest to gain some distance from the ladies, moving faster than I could in any other shifted form. The Cairbrannog screeched in my mind, charged up my eye beams, and blasted them into a tree. It fucking deleted a twelve-inch diameter hole from the tree’s trunk, causing it to fall. Darting toward it, I leaped in the air, catching myself on the side of it before launching to another tree.

Suddenly, the urgency to remind myself of my identity overwhelmed me. I couldn’t allow the beast to make me forget who I was, as its insatiable thirst for blood consumed me. I am Logan Morrison, the last descendant of Morgan le Fay, and the Coven King! I will NOT lose this battle of wills! Like a small white cannonball, I streaked through the skies, pinballing myself around the forest, causing trees to topple and splinter shards to fly with each pounce.

I wasn’t sure why I felt the need to claim my place as the descendant of the famous witch, but when I did, I noticed an immediate change in the spirit’s personality. It froze as if a long-forgotten memory shook loose. Then, as I continued running, it examined me closer.

It shocked me when it reluctantly pulled its mind away from me before vanishing completely, ceasing its attempts to control me once and for all. I was so surprised that I stopped dead in my tracks. I’d been going so fast, I was easily a couple of miles away from the girls, but I wasn’t winded. The connection between the Cairbronnog and Morgan le Fay would have to remain a mystery for now because I needed to finish seeing what this bad boy could do.

With another burst of speed, I took off back the way I came. Damn, this form really is powerful. Illumina was right, it’s definitely near the top of the list. I don’t think anyone could catch me while using this one unless I wanted them to.

My thoughts came to a close as I made it back and landed on the ground next to all the ladies, leaving a small crater in my wake and sending dirt and debris flying. Then I released the magic and allowed my body to take on its normal form once again. Again, I summoned clothing from my storage, only a little early this time since I was growing into it instead of shrinking to fit. I picked up my other set that still lay on the ground, quickly storing it to be washed later.

I smiled, feeling rather thrilled with its capabilities and how sneaky I could be with it. “Holy shit, I was skeptical at first, and that was one bloodthirsty personality, but man, that form is awesome!” I said with a clap of my hands and a fist pump. However, when I looked up, the ladies were pouting.

“It is impressive, and I’m glad you’re alright, darling, but you didn’t even let us pet you!” Mother said, her arms crossed.

“Yeah! That’s freakin’ bull! I’m gonna add bunny snuggles to my token costs!” Rose declared with one finger in the air.

The disappointment was also written all over Arachna’s face. “Y—yeah! Me too. We are really glad you’re alright though. You scared us with that outburst.”

Illumina couldn’t hold back a grin, and I could guess why. She was no doubt thinking about how others’ tokens would result in me needing to use one of hers, ultimately netting her with more opportunities to have me boss her around.

I furrowed my brow, wondering if she had just created a dangerous loophole. Then I shook my head clear of the thoughts. We were out of time. “We need to get ready to head back before we’re late for the celebrations. As for bunny snuggles, we’ll see. Maybe I’ll just buy you all a bunny later.”

The girls met that suggestion with a chorus of boos.


Chapter 2


A Delayed Welcome

We made it home in time for the celebrations for Novella and Mother Dearest. The actual ritual for Mother to join was over in a flash. Literally, I went to grab a drink and came back to see they’d already done it. I was used to witches not making a big deal out of the actual rituals themselves, though. After most of them spent their whole lives around magic, certain aspects that still amazed me felt like busy work to them.

Nearly all thirty-seven witches in the Rising Star Coven packed the penthouse rooftop. Technically, we treated both the New Moon Coven and the Rising Star Coven as one in terms of our goals, since both fell under my leadership now. However, for some ceremonies, certain rituals, and operations, we kept them separate for now.

I spent the last few hours on the roof mingling and chatting as everyone congratulated Novella and Mother. Even though the celebration wasn’t meant for anyone else, everyone still congratulated Halo and Alpha on their pregnancies. A few even shared the sentiment with me as well, which I appreciated.

Walking over to the drink table, I grabbed a ladle to refill my glass of punch. I heard two of the outer members nearby chatting. I didn’t know them by name, but the topic caught my interest, so I listened to their hushed conversation with my enhanced senses as I pretended to scan the food table for something to munch on, occasionally grabbing a cracker or small pastry to set on my plate.

The blonde was mid-sentence when I focused on what she was saying and quickly understood that they must be members of Cherry’s recruitment team. “…believe that witch! I can understand being worried and not wanting to bring her small coven into the fold yet. I mean, we approached them out of nowhere—at least from their perspective—but she had the nerve to ask us about temporary familiar contracts.”

The brunette gasped. “No! They know who our Greater Familiar is, right? How could they possibly think we’d be willing to lend him to them?”

Scoffing, the blonde said, “Exactly! I’m afraid to tell Cherry about it. I know she always threatens that she’s gonna choke them, but with the arrogance of this witch, she might actually do it this time.”

“I love Cherry so much! She’s the best,” the brunette added while laughing.

Then the blonde looked off into the distance with an expression of longing and sighed. “If only I could pull off that wink of hers, then maybe I’d have a shot with Logan, too.”

The brunette promptly agreed, nodding her head with passionate conviction. “Me too—wait, shut up, there he is!”

I had been avoiding looking directly at them since I started paying attention, but now I couldn’t help but turn my gaze toward them. As I got a better look at the blonde, I noticed the various bells attached to her belt and understood she was a Bell Witch. I’d never seen one use magic, but the distinct sounds of each bell they used cast different unique spells. I couldn’t see her friend well enough past her to tell what kind of witch she was.

The blonde gave me an open-mouth smile as she made her best attempt at a wink. Her left eye barely closed, but her right eye fluttered as she clearly struggled to keep it open.

It was by far the worst attempted wink I’d ever seen. The whole thing was slow and awkward, making me want to cringe. Instead, I smiled wide while chuckling and shaking my head.

The two started giggling, and I heard the brunette say, “You nailed that wink! Did you see him? He totally checked you out!”

She had definitely mistaken my recognition of the blonde’s affinity for interest. Before they could strike up a conversation with me, Cherry appeared with her hand grazing my shoulder. “Hey, baby! I was just thinking to myself, I need something tasty to put in my mouth. Who’d have thought that I’d find such a handsome snack at the food table?” Cherry asked with a saucy wink.

I grinned and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. “Isn’t that kind of the point of the food table?”

She tongued her fang as her crimson eyes softly glowed.

Wanting to address my most recent curiosity before I forgot, I asked, “I was wondering, what’s a temporary familiar contract? I’ve never heard of something like that before, and I’m not sure what the practical applications of it are.”

Cherry’s eyes got even brighter, but instead of desire, it was anger. However, she continued smiling at me as she spoke through clenched teeth. “It’s meant for allied covens to assist each other in self-defense. Instead, it’s always used so that covens can swap-fuck mating familiars. Where did you hear about those?”

Suddenly, it made sense now what Rose was demanding when we’d first encountered her coven and she wanted to ‘borrow’ me for a week. I frowned, casually pointing at the two witches without thinking. “I overheard them saying something about another witch asking—”

Without warning, Cherry turned away angrily and stormed off with fists clenched. She headed straight toward the other two witches, whose faces had gone pale when they noticed my vampiric lover heading their way. The brunette whispered to the Bell Witch, “Oh no, you shouldn’t have winked!”

The other whimpered, “I messed up so bad. I regret everything…”

Meanwhile, Cherry shouted, “Is Cherry Cola gonna have to choke a witch!”

The two girls clearly hadn’t paid attention to my conversation with Cherry. I thought about shouting to the girls that Cherry wasn’t upset about the awkward wink but figured they’d find out in a few seconds, anyway. Since the party was dying down, I decided it was best to avoid that conversation and snuck downstairs. I needed a little time to myself before the private celebration began—alone time wasn’t something I got very much of these days.

[image: image-placeholder]

I was standing close to the open stairwell next to the ritual circle, inspecting some grimoires from the shelf without opening them, when I heard the door to the rooftop open. Rose came skipping down the stairs, followed by Arachna, who looked very relieved. “Finally! The boring stuff is over, and we can have some freakin’ fun!” Rose shouted.

“I’m just happy to get away from the crowd. That was too many people for me,” Arachna grumbled.

Rose spotted me and squealed, “EEEE! There you are, Logy-poo!” She didn’t bother coming down the rest of the way, instead opting to jump over the rail and use her vines to launch herself at me. “Come to Mama!”

My eyes widened as I quickly adjusted my position and held out my arms to catch her. She collided with my chest and wrapped her legs around my waist while hugging me, forcing me to stumble backward before barely catching myself. “Holy shit, Rose.” I laughed. “You act like you haven’t seen me for days.”

“It felt like days! Like freakin’ months, even!”

“Seriously?!” Arachna asked. “You couldn’t even wait to get down the stairs? It’s been like, maybe ten minutes tops since he came down here.”

“Jesus Christ! Ten minutes is, I don’t know, ten freakin’ years to a flower—maybe,” Rose protested.

Arachna joined us, her four spider legs chittering nervously as she blushed. “I’d—um—I’d like a hug too if that’s okay. You don’t have to, though, if you don’t want to.”

“Are you kidding?” I asked before sparing an arm to pull Arachna in on my side. She wrapped both her arms and her spider legs around Rose and me.

Arachna and Rose finally let me go as the sound of two more people coming down the stairs caught our attention. Rose summoned her huge water bottle and started chugging the contents, her flowers blooming a little more in response. Glancing up I saw Halo and Illumina. Halo was in the middle of a sentence when I heard her say, “…and then you top it all off with whipped cream and strawberries!”

Illumina sighed, but maintained a perfect posture as she walked. “I don’t want to hear any more of your pancake recipes. Where is…” She spotted me when she reached the bottom. “My King!” Eagerly, she jogged to my side, only to stop and regain her regal demeanor. “Ahem. Hello, my King. Is there anything you require of me?”

My brows scrunched together in exaggerated thought, and I pursed my lips while scratching my chin, pretending to think hard about the question. “Hmm. Yes, as a matter of fact, there is. I think I could use a hug—if you want to give me one.”

She scowled, despite the blush creeping up her neck, and huffed. “Fine. I can’t believe I have to do such awful things. You’re lucky I’m required to be intimate with you.”

“I can’t say I recall requiring anything like that,” I said.

Arachna and Rose stepped aside, and Illumina wrapped her arms tightly around me, nuzzling her head lovingly into my chest. “I’m certain you’ve given me that order before.”

“I definitely have not.”

“Agree to disagree.”

Halo wasn’t far behind the snow-haired witch, who still clung to me as if I had given her life meaning and purpose. My pigtailed blonde happily chirped, “Goodness, baby! You disappeared. I was looking for you everywhere!” She beamed at me with joyful blue eyes, and I lifted an arm to let her join in the embrace. “It’s a hug party! I love hugs!”

Halo Kitty was the absolute sweetest and kindest woman I ever met. The love she had for her friends was just as deep as her love for all things breakfast—especially pancakes. I adored her wholesome style of speaking, but that was only part of what made her unique.

She was wearing her short black top, displaying her smooth stomach and round breasts, and allowed her white angelic wings to extend freely. Like always, she had on a miniskirt that exposed her smooth thighs, knee-high socks, and sneakers. She wasn’t showing a baby bump from her pregnancy yet, but with how fit she was, I didn’t think it would take as long as it did for some women—especially since she was carrying twins.

The boon of luck I’d gained from Halo had come in handy more times than I could count. Not only that, but I felt it growing stronger alongside us. I wondered what kind of impact it might have on my life down the road. The only downside was that luck wasn’t something I could rely on with any level of consistency.

Alpha and Novella were halfway down the stairs when Alpha’s ears twitched, and she said, “It’s been two days and neither of us has won yet. We can’t keep playing forever.”

Novella sighed, adjusting her glasses with one hand while carrying her tablet in the other. “I suppose you’re right. Perhaps we call it a draw on bowling and find something else. We’re too evenly matched.”

At this point, it seemed like a perfect parade as the women continued to come down the stairs in staggered pairs, almost as if it was intentionally timed. I pushed the thought away before I had an existential crisis and refocused on their conversation.

“We could move on to Street Fighter II. Cherry would want in on it, but there’s no way to have a draw in a fighting game, right?” Alpha asked.

Alpha was a Beast Witch, and the natural enhancement I received from her made me stronger and faster. Two furry red ears sat atop her long red mane. She had yellow eyes that held a natural intensity, and her body was muscular, toned, and very feminine. She wore black hot pants that emphasized her toned thighs and a forest green sports bra that showed off her chiseled abs and the curves of her delicious breasts. Literally delicious, actually, given the milky spell she sometimes cast for me, much to a certain turtle’s chagrin.

Her name suited her dominant nature. She was strong, determined, fierce, and took no shit from anyone—except for me. She recently submitted to me in every way. It started in the diner when she explained that she was proud to be the one who helped me rise to power, and finished in the Harem Mobile when she begged for my cum. We were both still growing accustomed to the new dynamic of our relationship, but neither of us was unhappy about it.

“I don’t know. It’s not that I’m opposed to playing against Cherry, but I’d rather settle this between the two of us, so we may need a different idea,” Novella said.

That was my bookish, administrative, and sexually demanding blonde, Novella. True to form, she maintained a professional posture while wearing a woman’s sports coat, button-up blouse, and tight skirt that stopped about mid-thigh with high-heels and stockings. Her green eyes had a competitive fire in them behind the black-rimmed glasses she always wore, and her hair was in the high and tight ponytail I was accustomed to seeing on her.

Novella’s style was best described as a sexy executive assistant. The outfit did a wonderful job of showing off her sensual curves and leaving me wanting more. I was looking forward to learning what kind of boon I was going to gain from her, and I was itching to find out what a Grimoire Witch’s form was like.

Halo and Illumina stepped aside, or rather I pried Illumina off of me and then she scowled as she moved to make room for the newcomers. “Novella! Congratulations again!” I called out to her with my arms wide open. She quickly dismissed her tablet into her transdimensional storage space and her heels clacked across the hardwood floor while she hurried over to me and accepted my hug. “There’s no need to congratulate me, Mr. Morrison. You already have–several rough and wonderful times,” she said with a giggle.

Alpha stood back with her arms crossed, but I waved her over. She rolled her eyes and smiled before joining the hug. I gently stroked her tail, and she shuddered against me.

“Illumina’s form turned out to be amazing. I’ll have to show you all later. But do you know what I can’t wait for? To try out your form,” I said to Novella.

She frowned up at me, lifting a hand to fix her glasses before wrapping it back around me. “I can’t wait to hear about it, but I’m sorry. Despite all my other talents, I’m unable to provide you with a form.”

That surprised me. “Why not?”

“Because several of the more common types of witches like Broom Witches, Potion Witches, Candle Witches, or others like myself who are Grimoire Witches have no forms for a Greater Familiar,” she explained.

“That’s not true,” Alpha interjected, her tail still wagging from my previous attention. “Well, it is true for Greater Familiars who are bestial, but not Human Greater Familiars. There are historical records of one powerful enough to use a form from a Potion Witch, so who knows? If my good boy wants to try, I say we let him try.”

I was nearly bouncing on my toes like a kid who was just told they get to ride the bumper cars at the carnival while holding them both in my arms. “I can’t wait to try!”

Novella’s brows rose in surprise. “I can’t believe it. If it’s possible then we must find out!” Then the blonde smiled and kissed me before she took a step back. “If we’re going to do this, then we’re going to do it right. Rather than me trying to cast the spell on you, I’ll make you some tokens. That way you have full control over the process. It’ll be better if we wait until tomorrow. I promise that I’ll have some ready by then.”

Frowning, I nodded. “That’s a good point.”

Then, last but not least, Mother Dearest and Cherry Cola made it to the bottom of the stairs. Cherry said, “Exactly, and then when you think he’s going as hard as he can,” she leaned in and whispered something into Mother’s ear so quietly that, even with my enhanced senses, I couldn’t hear.

Mother tilted her head, a curious expression on her face. “You’re sure that will work? It sounds like body shaming.”

Cherry nodded enthusiastically. “It will definitely work. You have the Cherry Cola guarantee,” she said with a wink. “You remember the spell to broadcast?”

Cherry Cola was the first witch I met and made love to—if you could call that wild night of passionate sex ‘making love’. She was my adorable and chaotic Vampire Witch with a deep-seated love of puns, and me. Despite her often lewd behavior and flirty disposition, Cherry was one of the most determined and clever women I knew.

Her crimson eyes and large fangs were the telltale signs of her vampiric affinity. She had on her crop top hoodie that hid her well-proportioned chest and nipple studs but showed off her toned stomach. Her short shorts hugged her defined hips and her boots kept her ‘little piggies safe and warm’.

She was a major cutie with a French Bob and a winking problem. Sometimes the timing of her winks was so bad that more than once I considered starting a winking anonymous support group. However, regardless of good or bad, they gave her a unique, quirky charm.

Mother nodded. “Yes, dear, I remember it. You’re sure they’ll want to see me?”

“Oh fuck yeah, they will! You’re smoking hot!” Cherry said as she slapped Mother on the ass while winking at me. “Sorry, ladies, but our man has some Mother-fucking sex to get on with!”

Cherry’s awful pun was met with a chorus of groans, though I chuckled a little at the indignant look on her face in response.

“What do you say, Mother? Are you ready for me to congratulate you properly?”

Her piercing blue eyes blazed with passion. “There’s only one way to find out…”

I grinned and couldn’t help but think that Rose was right. Finally! The boring stuff is over and we can have some freakin’ fun!


Chapter 3


Mother’s Experiment

I led Mother to her room, and she locked the door behind her. She turned to face me, a blush creeping up her neck. Her steps slowed as she approached.

She wore a skin-tight navy blue dress that showed off a generous amount of her exceptionally large chest. Her waist was slim and her hips jutted out so much that she had the most exaggerated hourglass figure I’d ever seen. It must be her affinity. What would her form be for me?

My eyes drifted down to her wonderfully thick thighs and legs that seemed to go on for days. If I were to guess, I’d put Mother’s age in her mid-thirties, supermodel forty at the latest. In reality, and mind-bogglingly, I knew she was closer to one hundred by now.

Normally, she was confident and not afraid to be assertive while maintaining a respectful tone. She also usually spoke her mind freely and without issue. However, despite her mature appearance, she acted like a nervous schoolgirl at the moment.

“I—I have a confession to make,” she said, her blush intensifying.

I tilted my head. “What’s that?”

She looked away from me. “Well, I’m sure you’ve guessed by now that witches can use—um—toys and other means to pleasure themselves without losing our purity or power.”

Laughing, I said, “You think I’d be upset if you played with some toys before?”

Mother shook her head. “No, that’s not it.” She bit her lip. “With my affinity, I learned I was barren at a very young age. As a personal choice, I decided not to indulge in anything sexual with anyone or on myself.” She looked down as she said it. “Even though I’ve been there for countless witches as they got pregnant, I didn’t want to know the pleasure when I knew it ultimately wouldn’t give me what I wanted.”

My eyes widened. “So you haven’t even experimented or touched yourself down there—sexually, I mean.”

She nodded, her face only growing more red. “But you’ve given me everything I wanted and then some. I’m finally ready to know what I’ve been missing all my life and if it’s as good as your girls make it seem.”

I thought about it for a moment, and despite Mother being involved in two different orgies with us, not once could I recall her or anyone else touching her pussy. I smiled warmly at her. “You’re one of my girls now too, even if you’re not officially a part of the inner circle. So I’ll give you the Logan Morrison guarantee that you’ll have the best night of your life.”

She giggled demurely. “The best night of my life, you say? If it’s guaranteed, then I’m going to hold you to that, Darling.”

I put my hands on her hips and trailed kisses up her jaw before licking her earlobe and making her shudder. Then I whispered, “You’d better cast that spell before you forget. Wouldn’t want the others to miss the show, would you?”

“You heard that, huh?” she asked through a soft moan as my hands drifted up and down her sides. “Alright,” she said as her hands glowed purple. “Rocsier te grest anek end serstu streoom te filmooterial taar kery telviosie. There, we are live. Cherry made a new spell just in case we wanted it not only recorded but live streamed right away in case she isn’t available.”

I grinned, letting her go and stepping behind her. This was Mother’s first time, so I wasn’t rushing things. I planted tender kisses on each side of her neck while I slowly unzipped her dress and pulled it off her shoulders. Then I came back in front of her, while she pulled it down the rest of the way and let it fall to the ground.

Mother’s tits defied gravity more than the Angelic Blessing on my ring. They were huge, perfectly round, and so perky that they could hold their own motivational seminar—I know they definitely inspired me to take action. My eyes went south, noting the thin landing strip of pubic hair that nestled just above her dripping slit. Surely she couldn’t be just a witch, not with the body of a Fertility Goddess.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” she asked as she fiddled with the hem of my shirt.

Shaking my head, I said, “Not yet.” Then I pressed my lips to hers. She slipped her hand under my shirt, running her fingers along my abs, while I let one hand caress her breasts and toy with her nipples as my other hand drifted lower. With every tantalizing inch closer that my fingers came to her pussy, her breaths grew heavier.

Then, as I grazed my finger slowly up and down on either side of her lower lips, she trembled and grabbed my biceps with both hands. “Logan, I—oh sweet heavens above and hells below…”

“Do you want me to stop?”

She shook her head so frantically that her hair swatted me in the face, but her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip. “No! Please don’t stop! I—I—Oh. My. Goddess! Ah!”

Her words trailed off when my finger gradually parted her lips and then grazed her firm little nub. I wrapped one hand around her back and pulled her in closer, kissing her passionately as I put more pressure and began patiently circling her clit.

Where I was patient, her body was not, because she cried out as she went weak at the knees, forcing me to hold on to her more tightly so she didn’t fall as she experienced her first orgasm. “I—I’m—Oh Goddess, yes! Ah! Logaaahh!”

As the first, and surprisingly intense, short orgasm passed, she collapsed against me, and I carried her to the bed, laying her down on the edge. Her legs hung off the bed with her high heels still on while she ran her hands up and down her body and smiled the biggest toothy smile I’d ever seen on her. She began laughing. “How?”

“It wasn’t that hard. Unlike something else,” I quipped.

She laughed again. “No, I mean, how have I lived without that? None of the other witches I’ve seen made it look as enjoyable as this. None until your women, that is. Already I can see why.”

“That’s nothing,” I said with a smirk as I dropped to my knees and threw my shirt off and onto the floor. Spreading her thighs, I wasted no time before leaning in and gently kissing her pearl. Tremors shot through her body as I began licking her wet pussy with my warm tongue.

Mother grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pulled as she wrapped those thick thighs around my head. “Holy shit! Holy shit! Holy shit! Ah! Ah! Ah! Oh wow!”

It took less than a minute before I started flicking her bean with the tip of my tongue and making her cry out in orgasmic bliss again. “Goddess! Ah! Logan, Darling! Ffffucking hell! AH!”

Her thighs were squeezing me so tight that for a moment I thought I saw my life flash before my eyes. I continued licking, kissing, and sucking on her as she rode out an orgasm. It seemed to last for almost two minutes, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

My penis was like a wacky waving inflatable arm-flailing tube man as it begged to come out and play. I stood, and muttered, “Fuck it” as I dismissed the rest of my clothes.

Mother giggled seeing my impatience and spoke as she tried to catch her breath. “I want to suck your fucking cock so bad, Darling.”

I shook my head. “I’ll let you clean it up and prepare for round two. But I made myself a promise after I saw you naked for the first time, and I’m a man who keeps my promises.”

“What was—oh!” she shouted as I flipped her over and lifted her hips until she was on her hands and knees. Her body trembled as I pressed my tip against her tight opening. “By the goddess, this is happening, isn’t it?”

“You’re damn right it is. I’m on a mission to boldly go where no man has gone before… and then cum in it,” I said, suddenly remembering why I shouldn’t attempt dirty talk.

She chuckled, and to my delight, she said, “Engage.”

With a broad smile, I slipped my tip into her hot, dripping, tight honeypot. She gasped. “W—Fffuck! It’s so big!” I said nothing as I let it settle before lightly thrusting, letting her gradually adjust to my size. “Wha—wait, there’s—Mmmore?!”

My grin came unbidden as I continued to gradually work myself deeper until my sword was completely sheathed inside her. “By the seven hells! That…Ah! That has to be all of it, right?”

After a few moments, she seemed ready to go as she started slowly rocking her body back and forth, lightly fucking herself with my cock. I drew back and began giving her long, slow strokes. “Mmm—your cock feels so good! Please, Darling, I need—Ah! More!” Belatedly, in an awkward yet still arousing moan, she added, “Chubby Cock!”

I nearly lost my rhythm with laughter as the realization of what Cherry whispered to her earlier came to light. Regardless, her wish was my command. While her head was buried in the mattress, I rubbed the two large plump cheeks in front of me. I grabbed her wide hips and picked up my pace. The knowledge that I was the first and only man that has ever or will ever fuck her was turning me on more than I expected.

I admired the jiggle of her ass every time our bodies clapped as I fucked her. “Yes! Yes! AH! This is—Mmm—so much better than I—AAh! Ever imagined!”

Then, almost out of nowhere, her sinfully tight, silky walls tightened, clamping down hard as she reached her third peak of the night. “I—I’m gonna fffucking—AH! CUM!” The sensations were overwhelming but combined with her moans, the sight of her thick glorious curves, and the dimples on her back right above her ass, it was all too much. My balls tightened and my muscles tensed as I prepared to release my load.

“NYAHH! I—Fuck! Darling! Yes! Ah! Heavens, help me! Your cock is amazing! AHH!”

I grunted, and my cock pumped wave after wave of my hot seed into her womb. My body spasmed as hers convulsed, and I didn’t stop for almost a minute. Cum continued erupting from my length, overflowing her pussy and dripping onto the bedspread below. I made a mental note not to collapse onto that huge wet spot when we were done.

We both sat there for a few minutes panting, trying to recover from the intense orgasms. Finally, I pulled out of her, and she wasted no time turning around and taking my dick into her mouth. She moaned as she sucked it clean.

“So how was it?” I asked.

She grinned mischievously. “You guaranteed the best night of my life. So far, it has been, but we might need to do it a few more times just to be sure.”

“I think I can manage that. But if you want it harder, just say you want it harder. You don't need special advice from Cherry,” I teased.

Mother blushed and cupped my balls in her hands, gently massaging them as she shrugged. “She’s not wrong. Now, come lay down, Darling. I want to try something I saw a witch do once–as a reward for how well you’ve taken care of me so far. My pussy needs a few more minutes before I’m ready for round two.”

Curiosity piqued. I hopped in the bed and laid on my back. “Sure, sounds fun. I’ll let you know if you’re going to cross any lines.”

Mother crawled up between my legs and smiled as she took my cock into her mouth. She moaned around my girth, her greedy blue eyes staring up at me. “Mmmm.” She pulled off my length as it started going back to full mast. “I never thought a dick could taste this good. I think I could spend the afternoon between your legs, sucking, licking, kissing, and worshiping your beautiful cock. Mmmm!”

She took me back inside her warm, wet mouth, bobbing rapidly until my erection throbbed. Then she released me and sat up on her knees. “It’s time for my experiment, Darling. Are you ready?”

“Judging by how hard my dick is, I’d have to go with… yes… Yes, I am.”

She giggled as she summoned a small bottle of lube from her transdimensional storage and coated my manhood liberally with it, using her hands to spread it out. The introduction of the foreign slippery substance left me very curious about just what she had planned.

Mother crawled up my body until her breasts hung above my face. She lowered them, smothering me. “Okay, Darling, use them however you want while I do this…”

Her thighs suddenly locked together with my thick inches forced tightly between them and her lower lips on top of my shaft. Her legs were smooth, and the tight muscles below her padded flesh created a generous amount of pressure. I took her nipple into my mouth and groaned as Mother rolled her hips and fucked me with her thighs.

Her clit was just barely unable to participate in the fun with her current position, so I slipped one hand between her legs, gathering a bit of her juice before pressing my hand against her pearl. I let her control the pace and use my hand to pleasure herself. Mother moaned with every thrust of her hips. “Mmmm—Goddess, Logan. I’m trying to reward you, but you’re fingers—ahhhh—feel too good. I don’t want—nggh—to stop!”

“Thendonshtop,” I said with a boob in my mouth.

Rather than stopping, she chose to go the route with more obvious benefits—she increased her speed. Her thighs slapped into my pelvis over and over again as she instinctively tightened them.

After a few minutes of this, I used my free hand to grope one breast and shifted my mouth to the other, sucking her nipple between my lips and nibbling on it. She was going to cum before me at this rate, so I began pounding my hips into her and felt the effects immediately. “Holy shit, Darling, your fingers are magical! Ahh! Fuck my thighs! MMM! Fuck them hard and fast! I want us to cum together and I’m—Ohhhnngg—so close!”

She held herself mostly still, only rotating her hips along with my fingers as I briskly circled her clit while thrusting my cock between her legs like a woodpecker who chugged three red bulls. Within seconds, I knew I was getting close, the thickening of my erection only making her flesh feel even better. Her begging was all it took to turn our orgasms into a photo finish. “Please! Please, Darling! AH! Yes! Just like that! Just like that! MMM—I’m about to—Nyah! Cum! AH!”

I forced my cock as far as it could go, pressing my balls tight against her legs as Mother lowered her hips and pushed mine back down onto the bed. Mother cried out as she arched her back, practically suffocating me with her tits and reaching behind her with one hand to stroke the top of my girth as best she could while we both accepted the joy of release.

Mother moaned with elation. “MMM—Yes! Darling! It’s so—Yaahh! Good! Ahhh! Yes! Yes! Ahhh! I’m cumming! Keep cumming for me, Darling! Nyahh!”

I did just that, as every flick of her wrist sent another shock of pleasure through my body. Each one came with another spurt of my hot seed that coated her plump ass and thighs. Neither of us stopped until we were both trembling from the sensitivity.
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Eventually, Mother fell to her side, her head on my chest, and auburn hair tickling my chin. We took a few moments to catch our breath. “I think your experiment was a success,” I said.

She giggled. “I believe it was.”

We shared a minute of comfortable silence before Mother spoke up again. “I can’t believe I’m here, lying in your arms, a baby on the way, and experiencing the joy of having a family.”

“Is that really so hard to believe?”

“Yes, it is. I spent a literal lifetime alone, Darling. You, of all people, know exactly how I felt… and how I feel now.” She lifted her head and pressed her lips to mine. We shared a passionate kiss that sent a warmth deep into my heart–among other places.

Mother was right. I knew exactly how she felt. I also recognized how normal loneliness was when it was all someone ever knew. She and I were kindred spirits in that way, and it gave us a unique bond that none of my other ladies truly understood.

Eventually, she broke the kiss. “I owe you so much.”

I shook my head, my chin rubbing against the top of hers. “No, you don’t owe me anything. We’re a family now.”

“At the very least, I should finally tell you about your mom.”

There was no denying that I wanted to know, but now didn’t really seem like the right time. “Are you sure you want to talk about that now?”

Her hair brushed my chest as she nodded against me. “Yes, I am. To be honest, I’ve been putting it off for too long.”

“Alright, it’s your time with me, so we’ll spend it however you want. I’m ready for it,” I said, caressing her back with my fingertips.

Mother slowly rubbed my thigh with her knee, letting her foot trail up and down my shin. “Your mom’s name was Eleanor Morgana. She was an extremely powerful witch, but also very unlucky.”

“Unlucky? How so?”

“She was born with a Glitter Affinity.”

Unable to help myself, I burst out laughing. “Are you serious? Glitter? What the hell kind of affinity is that?”

Mother let out a small chuckle as well. “It certainly had limited uses, that’s for sure.”

“At the very least, I bet as a Glitter Witch that her life never had a dull moment.”

Mother giggled. “That was horrible. Anyway, your mom and I both lived in New York. She was down on her luck and in between covens. She wanted to run off to the Midwest and start a new life.”

“She sounds like she was a good person,” I noted as I kissed the top of her head.

“Oh, absolutely not. No offense, but she had no money, Spell Tokens, or friends because she was an extremely toxic bitch.”

“No offense taken, but I gotta say, I didn’t see that one coming.”

“I didn’t see you cumming all over my ass either, so I think we’re even,” she quipped.

I laughed. “That’s fair.”

Her finger began tracing along the valleys of my abs. “Your mom was treated like shit by the Big Apple Super Coven when they negotiated a contract. She agreed to give birth to a baby for them in exchange for the money she needed to start a new life. As soon as she signed the contract, they let her leave and gave her the money as an advance. They said they would retrieve the baby once it was born.

“However, being the psycho bitch that your mom was, no offense, she spotted a weakness in the contract and decided that she wanted to screw them over. You see, the ancient language of the contract had gender-neutral pronouns. This meant that it only stipulated that she birth a child for them so they could capitalize on the Le Fay bloodline, but not what sex the child should be.”

“So she decided to have a boy?” I guessed.

“You nailed it. She recruited me to help her. I was firmly against her idea since I was sure it would get me in trouble as well. She was stubborn, and I reluctantly agreed. Fortunately, I had plausible deniability and almost no one takes action against a Fertility Witch. Your father was nothing remarkable. He was a random Mating Familiar provided by the Big Apple Coven.”

“Whatever happened to him?” I asked.

“Keep listening, Darling. You’ll find out soon enough.”

That sounded ominous, but I did as she asked. “Okay.”

“The Big Apple Coven checked on the pregnancy sooner than she expected them to. She hadn’t skipped town yet, and they learned the child was a boy. Well, you know how witches are about having boys.”

“Yeah, you don’t have to explain that one to me.”

Mother’s foot found its way down to mine, and she gently ran her toes up and down my leg. “They freaked out and brought your father before her and killed him. Apparently, they thought this would upset her. The crazy bitch laughed at them, so they threw her down and one of them was about to kill your mom when their leader stopped her. Their contract forbade them from killing her for a certain amount of time.

“Instead, they had a powerful Hex Witch from another coven perform a ritual that placed a curse on your mom’s health. Over time, it would slowly deteriorate until she eventually died. The Big Apple Coven leader decided that if they couldn’t use the bloodline of Morgan Le Fay, then no one could. The curse was supposed to kill her before you were born.”

“Wow, that’s some brutal shit. They literally gave her an irrevocable death sentence and plenty of time to think about her end,” I muttered.

“I agree,” Mother said, her lips finding my chest as she planted random kisses on it before continuing. “They let her go since she was doomed in their eyes, and she came to me for help. I joined her, and we bought the farm–the same one you found me at. Even though she drove me mad every day with her insufferable attitude, I tried to reach out to any contacts I had in the area, but no one knew of any witches strong enough to remove the curse.

“Over the months, your mother’s health continued to fail her until the end came. She was eight months pregnant when she collapsed in the living room. I performed an emergency C-section and got you out before it was too late. After that, I buried her in the woods and raised you until you just started walking and talking. However, it became apparent that living with me was too dangerous for you since people were sniffing around and asking too many questions.”

“Wait, you raised me for years?” I asked incredulously.

“You could say that I was kind of like your mother for a few years, yes,” she said as if we were having brunch and casually talking about our favorite type of tea.

The sudden realization hit me like a tomato to the face. “I just took my pseudo-mom’s virginity and then thigh fucked the shit out of her? Locking that epiphany in my trauma vault… aaaaand done.”

Mother laughed, lifting her head and kissing my cheek. “Relax, we have no legal relation whatsoever, and I never once thought of you as my son.”

“That raises new conflicted emotions, but since we just fucked, I’d say I’m leaning towards appreciating that more than being upset by it.” Honestly, even though she didn’t think of me as a son, knowing that she only gave me up for my safety made me feel better about it.

“I spent the rest of your life keeping an eye on you from afar. I intervened in several situations where you should have died or been arrested, but only enough to give you the edge you needed to survive.

“Your life was hard, and I wish I could have made it easier, but it was making you so much stronger. I didn’t want to take that away from you, not when I knew you’d need it one day. My desires for you only blossomed once you became a man, and that is when I developed my plan for a child. I never planned or expected to be with you sexually since I’m barren. Instead, I only planned to use you as the surrogate father. Although, I can’t say I’m disappointed in how things turned out.

“Once you were strong enough, I stopped warding you. Alpha found you immediately, and Cherry made her move two days later.” When she finished the tale, her lips met mine, and she kissed me tenderly as her hand began stroking my cock back to life.

The knowledge satisfied a deep curiosity, but I didn’t feel any sadness over the loss of my parents. Those tears came and went years ago. It was slightly disappointing to learn my mom was a psycho bitch who birthed me out of spite, but in the end, I was happy with how my life had turned out, so there were no complaints here.

Mother climbed up, straddling my lap as she lifted herself and slid me inside of her womanhood again as she giggled. “Mmm—don’t worry, Darling. Ahh. Your pseudo-mom will make it up to you… at least two mmm–more times.”

“Look, I’m quite literally all in for most of that, but let’s maybe not stoke that particular fire?”


Chapter 4






Toil and Trouble Part One

Mother needed a nap to recover after we shared a few more orgasms, and then she planned on heading back to her farm to check on her crops and Lesser Familiar—a black cat named Moccasin. So I left her room so she could rest, stepping out into the two-story living room. Soon, Mother’s room would move to the new bottom floor. We decided that since she wouldn’t always be here, one of the future inner circle members would take the room closer to mine.

Recently, we purchased the floor below ours. All it took was offering everyone over the market value, a few charm spells, and a little help from our accountant Barry Johnson’s good friend–a shady lawyer named Jeff Janson.

The renovations to make it a part of our home were underway. Unfortunately, the work wouldn’t get done as quickly as the girls built the log cabin in the mystical realm. There simply wasn’t as much ambient magic to utilize here. Instead, witches were taking rotations to complete different parts of the renovations.

When they finished everything, we would have eight more bedrooms, another large full bath, two offices, and a studio for Cherry TV. I didn’t know why we needed a studio, but the girls wanted it. I was more excited about adding foosball, air hockey, and pool tables, as well as dartboards.

The sound of cheering met my ears, but it wasn’t for me. The girls surrounded a limbo bar with the stereo on. Arachna was lying flat, nearly on her back, with her spider legs extending past her head and feet keeping her off the ground. The bar was barely a foot high as she slipped beneath it.

Arachna lifted herself back to her two human feet and blushed profusely, having trouble meeting the other girl’s eyes. Alpha put up a hand to offer a high five, and the goth gave it a small smack.

“Damn, babe! That was awesome!” Cherry said while slapping Arachna on the ass.

“Great job, Spidey. That was impressive!” Alpha said.

“Jeepers, Arachna! I could never go down that far!” Halo added.

“Liar, I saw you go down further than that on Logan the other day,” Cherry quipped with a wink as she nudged Halo’s side with her elbow.

“She hasn’t won yet! Look!” Novella shouted, pointing at the limbo bar.

Rose was using her vines to inch slowly along on her back, just like Arachna had. She lifted her chin, barely keeping her head off the ground, and when she was almost to the finish line, her breasts caught the bar, knocking it off.

Everyone shouted in surprise and cheered for the Spider Witch as she won.

Rose grabbed a boob in each hand as she let herself fall on her back, retracting her vines. “Jesus freakin’ Christ! I would have had that if not for my huge, perfect, flawless, and irresistible tits!”

“They aren’t that perfect…” Illumina muttered.

Rose sat up like a vampire from its coffin and raised a brow. She summoned her large water bottle and squirted some in her mouth before dismissing it. “So…You admit they’re pretty perfect.”

I watched the interaction with interest as a blush crept up Illumina’s neck while she put her hands on her hips. Then she puffed out her chest. “Only because I must! As our king’s bound slave, I have to view you all as if you were nearly as impeccable as I am.”

“I don’t care what anyone else thinks of mine. My cinnamon roll loves my boobs, and that’s all that matters,” Cherry said with conviction.

“HEAR, HEAR!” Arachna shouted with spirited zeal and a fist in the air.

It was on that note that I finally announced my presence as I approached. “Honestly, I love all your boobs. It’s like walking into a donut shop. I see nothing but delectable, soft, round curves I’d love to grab and put in my mouth.”

Cherry, Rose, Halo, and Arachna said, “Awww!” while Alpha wiped a single happy tear from her eye as her tail wagged furiously.

Novella asked, “What about the girl behind the counter? Wouldn’t you just stare at her breasts if you visited a donut shop?”

Rose’s brows lifted, and she cupped her hands over her heart as she looked at the other girls. “Do you think I should try to find Logan a witch who works in a donut shop?!”

This line of questioning needed to end before it progressed any further. I pointed sternly at Rose. “No! Besides, that just feels… I don’t know, unoriginal, like I’ve seen it before.”

“Gee, baby, are you sure? You saw a lot of packages before, and you still want to deliver those again. I’m sure every day felt pretty unoriginal, but you clearly enjoyed it,” Halo reasoned.

Sighing, I said, “Listen, I don’t want to deliver packages again… Okay, maybe I do a little, but that’s only because it was a good way to zone out and destress for a bit and ignore my other problems.”

Cherry crossed her arms and stood in a seductive pose with her hip jutted out as she licked her lips and tongued a fang. “You can deliver that enormous package to me anytime, Sweet P,” Cherry said with a wink. “I’ll gladly help you destress.”

Ignoring the flirting, I asked, “Sweet Pea?”

She shrugged. “The P is short for penis. Not that there’s anything short about your—”

“We get it, Cherry. Logan has a massive dick,” Alpha said with an eye roll. “Other than talking about Logan’s beautiful cock, are there any other plans tonight?”

“Cheating, thieving, interrupting witch,” Cherry angrily muttered under her breath.

At the same time, Illumina mumbled something about, “Great, now I can’t stop thinking about it…”

Novella frowned and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose with a finger. “It’s true, I would love to discuss his majestic snake rocket more, but sadly I can’t. I have some Spell Tokens to make.” Then she smiled. “However, I think you all should keep celebrating.”

I stepped up, taking Novella by the hand. “It’s your celebration. Don’t you think that you should be involved?”

She pulled my head down and pressed her lips to mine, giving me a short but passionate kiss. “I told you already, Mr. Morrison. You’ve helped me celebrate several times, but if you feel this strongly about it, you can celebrate with me again several more times later. Anyway, I’m too eager to see you take on whatever my form is, and I promised I would have tokens for you by tomorrow morning.” Then she let me go and turned to the other ladies. “Tonight, you should all go have fun, perhaps show Mr. Morrison what the witching nightlife is like?”

Alpha grinned, her tail wagging happily. “That sounds like a lot of fun, but I promised Akimbo that we’d spend some time together tonight.”

A mental shout came from somewhere near the open door of her bedroom. “That’s right perv! Mistress Alpha is with me tonight! No debauchery shall take place on my watch!”

Peering at the mezzanine, I saw the little box turtle sitting behind the metal bars of the railing. Once he saw me looking, he stuck out his tongue at me and blew a raspberry before turning around and walking away.

Alpha frowned up at him, then looked at me. “He really doesn’t like you.”

With a dismissive wave of my hand, I said, “He’ll come around eventually.”

Alpha looked doubtful, but nodded.

“Toil and Trouble?” Cherry asked Halo with a wink.

Halo covered a giggle and her wings fluttered excitedly before she nodded. “Toil and Trouble.”

Rose threw two fists in the air, still sitting on the floor. “TOIL AND FREAKIN’ TROUBLE WITCHES!”

Arachna’s legs chittered nervously as she crossed and rubbed her arms. “I’ll sit this one out. I don’t really want to be around that many people. Plus, the new episode of Spell Bound is on tonight, and I don’t want to miss it.”

I cocked my head and looked at my pretty, petite Spider Witch. “What’s Spell Bound?”

She blushed furiously, but Alpha answered with a smirk. “It’s a witchy soap opera. It’s about a witch who falls in love with their coven’s mating familiar and tries to hide her feelings from the others so she doesn’t get caught. However, it turns out that two other witches are also in love with him and they secretly try to sabotage one another.”

“It’s romantic and sweet!” Arachna shouted defensively.

I pulled her into a hug. “There’s nothing wrong with liking ‘romantic and sweet’,” I said before I whispered in her ear as I ran a finger down the side of her neck. “Especially when we follow it up with rough and spicy.”

She shuddered against me, and her legs started fidgeting with excitement before I let her go.

“What about you, Illumina?” I asked, since she had seemed to keep her distance during the entire conversation. She was still having trouble adapting to being around the other girls. In her coven, and I suspect throughout her entire life, she was never very close with others. I didn’t know if it was a wall she put up or if her typically arrogant demeanor prevented her from having many friends. Regardless, I hoped that in time she’d loosen up around everyone and let herself have a good time.

“Unfortunately, I have to return to the New Moon Coven mansion and begin preparations for the first joint meeting.” Then, Illumina’s breaths came faster. The red flush crawled up her chest, neck, cheeks, and ears while the glow of the moons in her eyes gradually increased their brightness as she said, “Unless you plan to make me come along to pleasure you in public as everyone watches me, your dirty, pathetic, witch slave, on my knees, worshiping my King’s divine cock until you baptize me with a shower of your delicious seed as I finger myself to completion for your pleasure. Which, of course, I would agree to, since fulfilling your every sexual desire is the solemn duty and an essential requisite of our bond.”

My eyes bulged, but I tried not to let it show just how incredibly hot that sounded. “First, that would draw too much attention. Second, that is absolutely not ‘an essential requisite of our bond’.”

Illumina crossed her arms and pouted, puffing out her cheeks. “Are you sure? I’m fairly certain that it is.”

“It’s not,” Alpha said plainly before pointing at Cherry, Halo, Rose, and me. “You four go, have fun, and stay safe.”

After passing out hugs, kisses, and a belly rub, we left in the Harem Mobile for the mall. Along the way, Rose, Cherry, and Halo took turns explaining to me what Toil and Trouble was and why they were so excited about going. It was a witches-only night club that you couldn’t access except by portaling there via Hot Topic. At first, I was concerned about how I’d get away with being there until they told me that witches always brought their Mating Familiars with them. Apparently, if they didn’t, it would be ‘one big taco party’, and I already knew that my girls didn’t want to eat that kind of taco unless they were doing it for my viewing pleasure.

Speaking of my viewing pleasure, the girls dressed to impress. When we left the house, the girls cast illusion spells so they wouldn’t draw too much attention with their outfits. However, now that we were in a safe space, they dropped the illusions.

Halo was wearing an edgy, black, leather, strapless corset-style dress that accentuated the curves of her entire body. It had an intricate lace-up design running from her chest to her toned stomach that showed the skin beneath and practically begged me to untie it. The cups of the dress provided support for her ample bust, making it difficult to avert my gaze. And the short flirty a-line skirt barely did anything to conceal the firm cheeks of her ass, often showing a hint of cheek with every step she took with her high-heel shoes.

Rose was wearing a rich purple and black plaid, sleeveless mini dress with a layered skirt that complimented her light green skin and vines. It had two thick straps with delicate purple lace trim and a higher neckline. It barely showed off any of the goods, which was a change of pace from what I was used to with Rose and only made me want to see what was beneath even more. The front had a prominent black satin ribbon laced down from the chest to the waist where it was tightly tied, helping to show off her hourglass figure. Black lace lined each layer of her skirt, highlighting the ruffles, while purple lace extended beyond the black along the bottom hem, giving the dress a frilly, feminine quality. However, her feet were just as bare as always.

Cherry’s dress differed from the others. It left her body both revealed and concealed at the same time. The bodice was a dark gray, almost black bralette with a sweetheart neckline and cups that pressed her breasts together nicely and left her midriff exposed. The cris-cross black straps of the harness were clearly bondage-inspired. Not that I’ve looked up more pictures of Shibari since we played ‘Mommy Says’ a few weeks ago or anything… Okay, so maybe I did—a little.

Her skirt had two long, see-through, dark gray panels, one on the front and another on the back. They extended to the floor, creating two slits that ran up the front of each leg, showing off the black straps of the Shibari-inspired harness and the pale flesh of her thighs beneath. With the high-heeled black boots she wore, her short legs looked so long that they seemed to go for days. And if not for her dark gray thong, you could have easily seen her shaved honeypot just as clearly as you could her firm rump through the sheer fabric that was doing a poor job of concealing it.

We stepped up to the counter, and Cherry whispered the password. As soon as the darkness vanished, revealing the magical side of the store, Squeaks greeted us at the counter. “Hey, Cherbear! Rosey, Halo…” She paused in her excited greeting to inspect me in my clubbing garb. It was nothing special, just a tucked-in button-up black shirt with the top half unbuttoned and a pair of trousers. The girls insisted I wear it, and if it made them happy, then I figured, why not?

“Hi there, Squeaks!” Halo chirped.

“What’s up, Squeaksters!” Rose added.

Squeaks seemed to ignore them as she bit her black lower lip and her eyes glimmered with a green light. “And, of course, hello to you too, Handsome.”

I smiled and gave her a friendly wave, trying not to flirt when I was already going out to party with three drop-dead gorgeous chicks. “Hey Squeaks, it’s good to see you too.”

“Ahem!” Cherry cleared her throat loudly. “What’s a gal gotta do to get some customer service in this place?”

Squeaks kept her eyes fixed on me as her thin mouse tail flicked behind her. “Oh, I’d be happy to service you.”

Cherry reached over and snapped her fingers in front of Squeaks’s face three times, but didn’t appear to actually be angry. “Hello! Earth to Squeaks! I’m over here!”

Finally, Squeaks turned her attention back to Cherry, albeit reluctantly. “I take it you need a portal to the club? I don’t see why you’d dress up like that for any other reason.”

Halo nodded excitedly, her wings flapping and pigtails flailing. “Yes! I can’t wait! Tonight’s going to be better than flapjacks and bacon… No, wait. It’ll be better than chicken and waffles!”

“Oh, my! I can’t say I blame you for being so excited. I haven’t been dancing in—who knows how long?” Then she looked hungrily at me again before turning to my ladies. “What do you gals say I go with you? Cali just got here a couple of minutes ago, and my shift is ending.”

Cherry tapped her lips in thought and then looked at me.

I shrugged. “I don’t mind.”

Cherry grinned. “You heard the boss. Looks like you’d better get dressed.”

Squeaks’ eyes widened slightly at that, but then she beamed at me before rushing to the back room. As she left, Cali came out. She was tall and lithe with short, messy brown hair and two deer antlers atop her head. Not surprisingly, she also dressed a bit more on the goth/emo side.

Her expression screamed that she was already bored out of her mind. “Sup,” she said.

I gave her a tight smile and a nod. The girls were chatting away about how much fun this was going to be. Fortunately, it didn’t take long for Squeaks to rejoin us, and when she did, I couldn’t help but gawk.

Squeaks styled her short black hair in curls, and her mouse ears poked out of them adorably. She had on black eyeliner to go with her black lipstick, which made her green eyes glow without magic. She wore a strapless short, black, form-fitting dress that appeared to be made of leather, or at the very least something similar. It had a high hem with black lace that hid the petite mounds of her chest, though the cup design did a wonderful job of drawing the eyes to them. While she was bigger in the chest than Arachna, she wasn’t anywhere close to the size of my other ladies.

Thin, black ribbons tied down her sides, exposing the ivory skin beneath, and tied into bows at her hips. Squeaks barely had an hourglass shape, but the way the skirt cinched at her waist amplified it. The skirt flared out, the additional fabric making ruffles with more black lace along the hem.

Black straps that definitely led to a hidden garter belt trailed down her thighs and attached to black stockings, and high-heeled boots with shiny silver buckles. I knew she was hot, but damn.

I’d never seen my girls or Squeaks dressed up like this. I gulped and thought to myself, Tonight is going to be ‘hard’…
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Squeaks opened the portal, and the five of us stepped through. We were immediately met by flashing lights, smoke machines, and heavy bass as the music played so loud that we could barely hear one another without raising our voices. We entered near the bar and stopped as two witches approached us.

Judging by the way her skin color seemed to have a rainbow shimmer to it, the first one was a Potion Witch, and the other had the strange symbols and runes that came from Hex Witches. The two ladies smiled excitedly and carried glasses with them from the bar. The Potion Witch said, “Hey girls! Welcome to the party!”

The Hex Witch ignored my girls and full-on eye fucked me. “Look at this new toy! I want to play with him!”

The Potion Witch joined her friend in checking me out and didn’t respond before moving in and attempting to kiss me. I took a step back but said nothing since I didn’t want to draw any more attention to us if I could help it.

“What the fuck are you doing?!” Cherry shouted at her and tried to move forward.

Halo quickly held her back. “Jeepers, I know it’s a bunch of fiddlesticks, but we aren’t here to fight.”

“If that witch doesn’t back off our man, then she’s gonna know the wrath of Cherry Cola!”

Rose stood with her arms crossed and had already wrapped a vine around the witch’s waist and lifted her, setting her a few feet away from me.

Squeaks interjected, stepping between the arguing women. “C’mon now, ladies, no need to fight. We’re all friends here. Sorry, we’re not looking to share. We’re pretty happy about what we’ve got.”

My girls and I knew Squeaks wasn’t implying that she was one of my women and that it was easier to include herself since she came in with us rather than waste time with a full explanation, so no one was upset about her word choice.

The Hex Witch scowled. “We’re only talking about a one-night contract. We’ll even let you take ours.” She pointed to a man by the bar. Admittedly, he seemed like a handsome guy, though I knew he had nothing on me—not after becoming a Greater Familiar, anyway. “We can swap back in the morning.”

“Dodge rammit! No means no!” Halo said, her feathers ruffling.

“What’s so special about your Mating Familiar that you refuse to share?”

“Give him to us for one night, and we’ll train him properly for you since you can’t seem to leash your pet,” the Potion Witch said.

“Jesus Christ! You bitches are about to get vine slapped so hard that your coven leader will feel it!” Rose threatened with fists clenched.

I’d had enough of this. I didn’t come here to argue over witches wanting to ‘borrow’ me for a night. Stepping behind Halo, I put a hand on Cherry’s and Rose’s shoulder. “Come on, girls. It’s like Squeaks said, we didn’t come here to fight. Let’s go dance and have some fun.”

The four gorgeous witches looked at me and smiled. “Alright, baby. Let’s do this,” Cherry said.

As we walked away, I barely picked up the witches behind us saying, “Something is off about that dude,” and “Yeah. No Mating Familiar should ever talk to his mistresses like—” But then the music drowned out their voices.

I saw more Mating Familiars, though they were clearly a minority. More witches tried to hit on me or offer the ladies temporary contracts to ‘play with me’ for a night, but they were all refused. Eventually, we squeezed through the crowd and carved out a small space for ourselves on the dance floor.

The music was fast and loud, and I could feel the bass in my bones…. though that’s not what I focused on. I barely had room to move as my gals ground their bodies against each side of me as they danced to the beat.

Squeaks stepped in front of me and put a hand on my chest as she swayed her hips to the music. Her mouse ears twitched as the strobe lights flashed and a rainbow of colors whipped across the dance floor from the spotlights above. However, thanks to my two vision gifts from Cherry and Illumina, neither the bright lights nor the dark bothered me.

She grabbed my belt with her other hand, pulled her body closer to me, rubbing herself up and down my thigh as she mouthed, “I want you so fucking bad.”

I’d never seen her this forward, and judging by her flushed cheeks and the way her tail wrapped around me every chance it got as she all but tried to get off on my thigh, I could tell she was getting worked up. However, I smirked and leaned down, giving her a soft kiss on the earlobe before whispering loud enough so she could hear. “Once you join us and are part of the inner circle, you’ll have all of me…”

I backed up to see her biting her lower lip with a huge grin before the girls rotated and she took one of my sides while Rose took the space in front of me. With her feet bare, her head only came up to my chest. She grinned at me while crooking a finger at Cherry. Cherry stopped dancing and gave the Flower Witch her ear. Rose whispered something to her. Cherry’s eyes flashed red, and she smiled from ear to ear with fangs on full display.

The next thing I knew, Squeaks was on my left, Cherry was on my right, and Halo was behind Rose, all three creating a dancing dome in front of me, obscuring the actions of the woman in the middle of our circle from prying eyes. Before I could protest, Rose’s hand slipped into my pants, somehow having undone my zipper without me even noticing.

“What the fuck are you—” I tried until Rose covered my mouth with a finger.

Thanks to my enhanced senses, I could still hear her despite the music. “Shh. Don’t worry, Daddy. No one will catch us. This will be our little secret.” Then she pulled my cock out of my pants. “You like it when your good girl plays with your dick, don’t you, Daddy?”

Squeaks gasped, and I looked over, seeing her wide green eyes. She gulped. “I only saw it on Cherry’s phone that one time. It… It’s so fucking huge.”

I was a little paranoid and couldn’t fully enjoy the confidence booster since my cock was out with sexy witches dancing practically on top of us. That was until Rose spit on her hand and began pumping my shaft. As she did, she made sure I saw her other hand slip down beneath her skirt. She moaned as she rubbed her pearl while stroking my shaft with a firm grip. “Mmm. Damn, Logy-poo. Ah! Your cock is so enormous in my little hand. I’m so freakin’ wet for you right now, Daddy!”

Squeaks, Cherry, and Halo all continued dancing around us, blocking the view of any who weren’t paying close attention. All four girls were horny after grinding on me, and to be honest, I was just as worked up as they were. Rose stroked me fast as she worked herself into a frenzy. “Oh, shit, Daddy! I’m—Ah! I’m not gonna last—Mmm—much—NYAH! I’m freakin’ cumming for you Daddy! AHH!”

She squeezed down on my shaft as her body spasmed with pleasure before letting go of it and using her vines to raise herself enough to kiss me passionately. “I freakin’ love your cock so much, Daddy.” Then she lowered herself and swapped places with Cherry.

Cherry wasted no time taking over and stroking my shaft. “Hey there, my big, thick fucking tootsie pop. I wonder how many licks it’ll take to get to the good stuff?” She followed it up with a spicy wink before squatting down and gripping my thighs for balance. Her crimson eyes glowed as she counted every time she licked my frenulum, making me shudder. “One, two, three, four, GLK!”

Midway through her count, she surprised me by plunging my dick into her throat so fast that it was like a goddamn magic trick—Now You See It, Now You Don’t. I almost laughed at the thought of a witch doing Vegas-style magic when they have access to real magic. However, my mind was too busy focusing on the raven-haired sex goddess with her nose pressed against my pelvis. “Fuck. She just gulped that monster down like it was a glass of water in a dry desert. I bet you liked that, didn’t you, Handsome?” Squeaks asked.

She patted Rose’s leg. I assumed it was a signal because Rose sent a vine beneath Cherry, and I watched it slide under the front of her thong before she let out a loud moan against my shaft. “MMMMPH!”

Cherry had given me more blowjobs than I could count, yet her warm mouth still felt incredible every time. Her raven French bob flailed back and forth with the furious movement of her head. Rose cooed in Cherry’s ear. “Daddy wants to see you cum for him. Be a good girl like me and cum while you suck his meaty cock.” Rose’s vine was working overtime on Cherry’s pearl, and after some time had passed, Rose let out a little gasp and looked up at me. “Look at that, Daddy! She’s so close for you!”

To emphasize her point, Cherry picked up her pace, her moaning only getting louder and vibrating against my length. “HMmmMM!”

“Here it comes! Do it, Cherry! Cum, cum with that giant dick down your throat!” Rose demanded.

“Holy shit, that’s so fucking hot. I need to rethink my life choices,” Squeaks muttered.

“HMMFKBBYCMPHU!” Cherry screamed. Or, well, she tried to scream, but it came out really weird since my balls pressed tightly against her chin with my length buried inside her.

Squeaks was right, it was hot. However, now I needed to cum, and if my guess was correct, it would be in Halo’s mouth. That wasn’t exactly something I was opposed to. Sure enough, the girls rotated one more time, and Halo stepped up to me. The combination of her sexy little black dress and the innocent appearance of her pigtails and plastic cat ears made for one hell of a combination.

It turned out I was both right and wrong. Halo grabbed the back of my neck with both hands and leaped up, wrapping her legs around my waist. I grabbed her ass to hold her up on instinct, and her lips locked on mine, preventing any potential argument I may have had regarding our current situation. A hand gripped my shaft, guiding it to Halo’s entrance while she pushed her hips down. It happened so fast that anyone looking would assume that she merely jumped on me to make out as we danced provocatively. They’d never know that her skirt was hiding actual penetration.

Halo moaned into my mouth. “Mmm. Gosh, do it, baby. I want you to fuck me right here on the dance floor in front of all these witches, while none of them even realize what we’re doing.”

It was rare that Halo ever said a swear word, but when she did, it drove me wild and she probably knew it. The way her delicate walls hugged me was too good, and I knew I wouldn’t last for long—not after Rose and Cherry’s sinful acts. Squeaks continued rubbing her body against mine, still dancing as I started bouncing Halo to the fast beat of the music. “Fuck yes. I want to see you cum inside of her, Handsome. I’ve never watched anybody have sex before. This is making me so fucking wet.”

The girls had no issue with other women talking dirty while I fucked them. They were used to it after several live broadcasts of Cherry TV, and even though Squeaks wasn’t technically a member of our coven, she was close enough that none of us minded her knowing everything that was going on. I wondered if tonight would be a tipping point for her and if she’d finally choose to join us.

“What a dirty little angelic slut,” Cherry purred. “You want him to cum in you so bad, don’t you? Greedy little whore, already pregnant with two of his babies, and you need more.”

“You want it too, don’t you, Daddy? I bet you want to pump even more seed into her pregnant belly while all these witches watch. I’ve been a good girl, and all I want now is to see you fill her little pussy. Cum for me, Daddy? Please? Cum for your pretty flower?” Rose begged.

I continued pounding Halo’s pussy to the beat of the music as we both held one hand in the air so it still looked more like we were only doing some dirty dancing. “Fffrick, baby, I’m so close! Mmmm—Right there! Right there! Ahhhh! Yes! MMM—don’t stop, I’m about to—Nnngg—cum!” Halo cried into my ear.

As her walls tightened and my body tensed while preparing to unleash my load, I heard Squeaks’s voice from the side, and I looked into her green eyes that burned with desire as she cooed, “Do it, Handsome. Let her have that huge load of hot stuff. I want to see your sperm dripping down her legs. Do it, cum inside her, Handsome. Cum for us!”

That was it. I was done for. We were past the point of no return. Halo’s pussy milked me, and I exploded into her right there in the middle of the dance floor with witches crowded all around us. The whole time I did my damndest to keep up my dancing facade. Halo’s back arched as she failed to hold back her screams. “I’m cumming, baby! NYAH! YES! FFUCK! AH! Mmm!”

It was too loud and someone was going to notice, so I pulled her in close and kissed her passionately. As I did, a pair of hands pulled my cock out of her before a slick wet mouth engulfed it, sucking it clean before tucking it away in my pants.

“Jesus Christ, that was so freakin’ spicy,” Rose said while I lowered Halo’s feet to the floor.

We decided it was time to leave before anyone who might have caught on could call us out to management. The girls liked this place, and I hoped we wouldn’t get ourselves banned from it anytime soon. Just as we were walking away, I glanced back, seeing a redhead shout to her friend, “They were totally fucking just now!”

Her friend replied, “No way! No one would actually fuck on the dance floor.”

The first girl looked skeptical, but she reluctantly agreed. “I guess you’re right. Still, what a lucky girl. He’s so hot.”

“Hell yeah, he is! We should ask about a temporary contract!”

I picked up my pace, rushing the girls along faster toward the exit. It looked like Halo and I had gotten away with it.


Chapter 5






Toil and Trouble Part 2

We almost reached the exit and were about to teleport home when a witch blocked our path. She had skin so pale it was almost white and wore an obvious black wig atop her head. Her eyes were also black as night and she did not have quite the flawless beauty that my witches, or most witches for that matter, had. “The owners of the establishment request your presence.”

I held up a hand, not liking the vibes this chick was giving me. “No thanks. We’ll be going.”

She frowned. “I insist you come with me.”

Yup. She said it. It was a classic line you saw in movies or shows, and when you heard it, you knew some kind of shit was about to go down. However, before I could throw her out of the way, Cherry squeezed my hand. “I’d like to find out who the owners are. It’s a pretty guarded secret, after all.” Then she hit me with one of her trademark winks, and I couldn’t tell if it meant she had a plan, or if she just messed up the timing again.

I sighed. “Alright, but before we go, I’m going on record saying that this isn’t going to end well.”

Cherry shrugged. “It’ll be fine. If I’m wrong, I’ll let you finally take me out on a proper date.”

“And if you’re right?” I asked.

“If I’m right, then I’ll still let you take me out for some food or a fun activity, but it won’t be a date.”

“Pretty sure it’s basically the same thing.”

“Nah, it’s not even close to the same thing. The two are very different.”

As we walked, I looked at the others for support. All three other girls simultaneously said, “Very different,” before they broke out into a giggle fit.

By the time the conversation ended, we’d reached the door to the VIP room. The odd woman, or witch or whatever she was, opened it up and let us inside.
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Plush, comfortable couches and armchairs with naked witches lounging about, lined the walls of the VIP room. The back wall had a full bar and a nude blonde witch’s breasts jiggled as she shook up a mixed drink. Ambient lighting created a relaxed atmosphere, and several lavish decorations and paintings adorned the walls and tables. The music was at a lower volume than the club below, matching the relaxed vibes the opulent room and its occupants were giving.

My eyes widened, and my brows shot up when I noticed the prominent figures in the room. Two women who looked like they were twins. No wait, they had to be more than twins. They didn’t just look almost alike, but exactly the same in every way. They were smoking hot, just as good-looking as all my girls. Both were sitting in comfortable armchairs with one leg propped up facing the other as lesser witches, who were also naked and scattered throughout the room, took turns on their knees pleasuring the two blonde beauties.

“Goodness…” Halo breathed.

Cherry’s brows rose as she took on a look of sudden realization. “Double Double Toil and Trouble. Ha! I get it. Nice.” She clicked her tongue twice and gave the two ladies a pair of finger guns.

“Damn, and here I thought the debauchery was just our thing. I guess not,” I said.

They ignored my comment and introduced themselves.

“I’m Tess,” the one on the right said.

“And I’m Tessa,” said the one on the left.

“You’re not twins, are you?” I asked.

This caught their attention, and they both looked at me with a quirked brow. “No, we’re not,” Tess said. “She is a magical copy of me—a specialized simulacrum.”

“Just how exact of a copy is she?”

Tess reached down, grabbed the woman’s head that was between her legs, and pulled her face deeper into her crotch. “Mmm—an exact copy in every way, except she can only use a little magic. You have a good intuition for a pet.”

Tessa spoke up, also pulling the witch servicing her deeper between her thighs. “Mmm—quite a handsome pet as well.”

I frowned, tilting my head and crossing my arms. “Why would you make a copy of yourself if there are only minor advantages in terms of magical capabilities?”

Both ladies grinned wickedly. “Honestly? Because I’m the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” Tess said.

“So I like to fuck myself from time to time,” Tessa added with a casual bounce of one shoulder.

This only made my frown deepen. I suppose that it’s not incestuous—barely. Could it be considered another form of masturbation?

Tess turned her attention to Cherry. “You there, Miss Finger Guns. What is your relationship with this pet?”

Rose took a swig of her big water bottle and put it back in her storage. I noticed she was keeping her eyes on our surroundings, paying close attention to every detail.

Halo’s wings folded tightly against her back, and her finger twitched as if she were ready to cast a spell at any moment.

Squeaks looked around nervously but appeared ready to act. The way she behaved made it obvious she hadn’t been in a situation like this for a while. It wasn’t a surprise since Hot Topic was a neutral location, as were its employees.

Cherry put her hands on her hips. “That’s Cherry Cola to you, and this is my Mating Familiar.” She hooked a thumb in my direction.

Tess and Tessa furrowed their brows and shook their heads simultaneously. Tess said, “Don’t lie to us. Magical power ripples off of him in waves. He possesses a strength that no Mating Familiar could have.”

Tessa tapped her lips in thought. “You know—Ah! Ffuck! Mmm! Yes!”

“Yes, yes, yes! AH! Fuck!” Tess shouted at the same time.

Just as she was about to speak, both of them began spasming with an orgasm that seemed to be out of nowhere. It startled me, since they’d barely even let out a moan before it happened. These women—or woman—are so weird. Hot, but weird. Weirdly hot? Whatever. They confuse my dick, and I don’t like it.

As they came down from their bliss-filled moans, they patted the women servicing them on the head before they simultaneously said, “Good girls.” They pushed them away, leaving their gaping pussies leaking their girl cum onto the chairs.

“As we were saying,” Tess continued, “We’ve heard rumors of a Wisconsin Coven with a human Greater Familiar.”

“Where exactly are you from?” Tessa asked.

Halo took a step forward. “I’m sorry, but that’s not information we can share with you.”

Rose stepped up next to her. “Yeah! It’s top freakin’ secret! It’s a need to no bases kind of thing, which means we need to say no because we’re in one of our enemy’s bases!”

Tess and Tessa wrinkled their brows. “I—that’s not what that means. Regardless, as far as we’re concerned, that’s a confession. No coven is afraid to mention their home state,” Tessa said.

Tess added, “Surely you understand why this news is concerning, yes?”

Rose rolled her eyes in an over-dramatic fashion. “You think it has something to do with that silly Coven King prophets-see, don’t you? What silly little things you must be to believe in those fairy tales. Am I right, girls?” She chuckled nervously.

Neither Tess nor Tessa were amused. Tess looked at Tessa. “Did she just say, ‘prophets-see’?”

Tessa shook her head. “It’s probably just a strange pronunciation.”

Then they snapped their fingers and two different lesser witches made their way over, crouching between each of their legs and burying their faces into their pussies. Tess ran her fingers through the redhead’s hair in front of her. “MMm—You have quite the talented tongue.” She returned her attention to Rose. “Yes. The Coven King Prophecy. Obviously, whether or not it’s true, it isn’t a risk worth taking.”

“Mmm—yes, not worth it at all,” Tessa agreed. “We do apologize for this, but before you leave, we’ll need to execute your pet. Once it’s done, you can have a pick of any breed of non-human Greater Familiar you want. We have the power to grant it to you.”

My muscles tensed and all my girls’ and Squeaks’s mouths hung agape. If they thought that I, or my gals, would let them kill me, they were sorely mistaken.

Before we could respond, Tess continued. “I represent the Devil’s Coast Coven—the California super coven. We have over five hundred members and are the largest coven in the United States, save for the Big Apple Coven in New York.”

Fucking great. They’ve known who I was this whole time, and they’ve been fucking with us. Probably stalling for some reason. This is just what we needed. This woman belonged to the same coven who tried to assassinate me once already. I knew this wasn’t a good idea. My internal grumbling was interrupted by an angry Angelic Witch.

Halo’s eyes burned with golden rage. “You can eat my shorts, you cattywampus butt nuggets!”

Cherry bared her fangs. “I’ll drain your libido dry if you try to lay a finger on our man.”

“Jesus Christ, these witches be crazy,” Rose said, her vines extending menacingly.

“Great. Fucking psycho coastal bitches,” Squeaks muttered.

“Why don’t you go fuck yourself—literally, I guess. Girls, I think we’re done here. Let’s go.” I turned and started walking back the way we came and the girls joined me. All the naked witches that we had passed on our way in stood, blocking our path. There were at least fifteen of them in the room, but it was nothing we couldn’t handle. “Girls, try not to hurt anyone if we can help it. Halo, make sure the four behind us do nothing stupid, please.”

“You got it, baby,” Halo said.

I swapped my ring over to my Angelic Blessing to increase my speed a little more, opting not to use any of my forms in this smaller room. If I did that, someone was going to get hurt badly. However, since most spells witches have hit me with didn’t really hurt or do damage, I wasn’t worried—especially now that I was even stronger.

Hands both in front of and behind me glowed with different colors as spells started flying. It was quickly apparent to me that the spells being thrown at my girls were weaker than the ones coming at me. Clearly, they were trying to incapacitate the girls rather than kill them. “Watch my back!”

Darting forward, I moved faster than I ever had before in my human form. I did my best to focus on which spells were about to be cast and which were still charging up. My quick thinking told me that if I didn’t want to hurt anyone, the best course of action I had was to intimidate.

Not all of the fifteen witches could fire off spells at the same time because of how clumped up they were to block the door, which made things even easier for me. The witch straight ahead of me snarled as she threw a ball of lightning at me, but I batted it away. It burst against the far wall, causing magical wards to flare brightly as they protected the walls, leaving no trace of its collision outside of a small blackened burn mark.

The witch’s eyes widened, but I ignored her as I quickly dashed to the right. The next witch turned her aim at me, throwing off my ability to bat it away. She wore a wicked grin as she released the ball of ice right at my chest. It shattered on impact, sending ice shards flying back at the witches in front of me. They screamed as small icy cuts formed on their naked skin while I felt nothing more than a light punch against my sternum.

Quickly shuffling farther to the right, I slapped another spell right as it was being cast, sending it flying to the ceiling and sending a rain of sparks down over the group. The enemy witches started spreading out more, some of them sending spells back and forth with my girls, trying to focus on defense and stall tactics, while the rest were all concentrated heavily on me, clearly having the intent to kill.

Realizing that the girls didn’t actually need my protection in this fight, I chose a different tactic. I stopped, ripping my shirt off with one hand and throwing it to the ground. Rather than appear like the terrifying and merciless beast like I did as the Gargantuan Bat King at the New Moon Coven mansion, I decided to show them how useless all of their attacks were. They were about to see just how confident I was in my strength.

I put on my most charming smile I could and held my arms out as if I wished to embrace them all. Letting out a hearty laugh, I walked toward them while their spells crashed pointlessly into my chest. Honestly, they did sting, but it was nothing I couldn’t shake off. “Is that all you got?! Is that all you got?! How disappointing.”

One by one, I looked into each of their eyes, watching the fear and shock overwhelm their anger. I stepped right in front of a witch with curly orange hair. She froze, but the rest cast more spells with frantic desperation. Gently, I ran the back of my hand down her cheek. She shuddered with terror and arousal as a veritable rainbow of colors streaked through the air, accomplishing nothing. Finally, I turned my back on the group, seeing my ladies smiling at me as I walked back toward Tess and Tessa.

The two identical women no longer sat casually relaxed in their chairs. Instead, they trembled, their muscles tense and breathing heavy. The witches that had been servicing them quivered in fear on their knees, while Tess and Tessa looked at me in absolute disbelief.

I turned off the charming facade and offered them a serious expression. “I’m not trying to hurt anyone,” I said calmly as spells continued exploding against my back, my girls letting it happen since they understood what I was doing. “But I think you can see how pointless this is, right?”

Tess and Tessa both raised a hand, and the fifteen witches finally stopped. The sound of exhausted panting filled the room.

Cherry strutted next to me and pulled my arm over her shoulder, pressing herself against me. Halo, Rose, and even Squeaks followed suit, doing the same. Cherry smirked. “Listen up thing one and thing two. You’re gonna let us all go, or Logan here is going to morph into a building-sized monstrosity and turn this fucking club to rubble.” She punctuated her statement with an awkwardly timed wink.

“You can’t handle a handsome man like this,” Squeaks said.

“Gosh, you do not know how much of a mistake it is to tick him off,” Halo added.

Rose bent over, holding her stomach as her vines pointed at them, and she laughed. “Look at their freakin’ faces! They look like they just saw a unicorn!”

I frowned at Rose. “Wait, are unicorns real? No one ever answered—”

Tess interrupted me. “Fine!”

My existing frown’s meaning shifted as I directed it back at her. “I’m only going to say this once. We don’t want any trouble. My family and I just want to live in peace. This is your last chance. Your people sent the assassins after me first… in my hot tub, no less. That was strike one. Tonight—this was strike two. One more misstep, and I promise that I’ll come for your entire coven.”

Tessa scowled at me and waved a dismissive hand. “Just fucking go.”

I was confident that I’d proved my point. So, without another word, we left. As I was walking out the door, Tess muttered, “Looks like we’ve got a few phone calls to make.”

I summoned a fresh shirt from my transdimensional storage space, and we stepped through the portal back into Hot Topic. Cherry quickly pulled Rose and Halo aside for a small huddle while Squeaks’s soft hand gripped my wrist. I turned toward her and looked down at the small, attractive goth girl. “I’m sorry, Squeaks. I didn’t mean to get you caught up in all that.”

She giggled demurely into her hand. “Caught up in all what? The invigorating good time on the dance floor that I’m bound to dream about for the next week, or getting the chance to see just how… Powerful you are?”

My mouth flapped open and closed like a dying fish on the shore. I thought for sure that she’d be pissed after being attacked just for being our friend. Instead, she seemed thrilled to have been involved.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, and for a moment, I thought I was going to have to stop her from kissing me. Not that I didn’t want it, but she wasn’t officially part of my coven, so it wouldn’t have been right. However, as she pulled me down, I noticed her mouth going toward my ear, rather than my lips, so I let her. “You’ve given me a lot to think about, Logan,” she whispered, pressing her soft lips against my cheek before letting me go.

I smiled down at her. “Don’t think too long,” I said playfully.

She trailed a finger down my chest while chewing her bottom lip and glancing at my waist. “Oh, I’ll be thinking about it long and hard, I can promise you that.”

Rose and Halo joined us with smiles on their faces. “We’re going to head home on the brooms. Just don’t be gone too long, okay? We’ve got something special planned for you tonight, baby,” Halo said before kissing me.

Rose furrowed her brows and tilted her head. “I don’t know what she’s talking about. We’re just going to take turns banging you all night. I mean, your cock makes my flussy feel freakin’ special all the time, but I don’t think that’s the same thing.”

I snickered as I leaned down, meeting her halfway as she came up on her tiptoes to kiss me. “I’ll see you at home.”

Cherry smirked and shot me a wink, still looking incredible in her outfit. “It’s time to take me out, but it’s not a date.”

Taking her hand in mine, we left Hot Topic through the back doors since the mall was technically closed this late. “What do you mean, it’s not a date? That went terribly!”

She wagged a finger at me. “Nuh-uh. You said it wasn’t going to end well. From where I’m standing, it looks like it ended pretty damn well to me. Or are you telling me that a kiss on the cheek by a pretty little Mouse Witch isn’t a happy ending?”

I bobbed my head left and right as I considered it and then let out an exaggeratedly playful sigh. “I guess you’re right. Where are we off to, Milady?”


Chapter 6


Not A Date With Cherry

Cherry directed me to take her to an arcade that was owned and operated by one of our members. However, it wasn’t just any arcade, but a retro arcade. Cherry changed into more comfortable clothes, and I drove us there. It normally closed around this time, but the Vampire Witch worked it out with our member to keep it open late for us.

Stepping inside felt like we were walking into a time capsule. Talk about a walk down memory lane. It was almost like we were transported back to the golden age of gaming. Neon lights of all colors reminded me of the barrage of spells that crashed into me earlier. They didn’t hurt me, since it felt like being punched repeatedly by a group of angry kids, but I was hit by so many that they did leave me feeling sore. However, I didn’t let it bother me since the girls planned to take good care of me when we got home later.

A smile grew on my face as I looked up at one wall and saw blue and yellow neon lights shaped like a PAC-MAN chasing four ghosts with big eyes. Along each wall there were rows of arcade cabinets containing classic games from the ’70s, ’80s, and ‘90s, all playing their various soundtracks.

On the wall above the games, I saw several chalkboards. Each one had a chart on it that was broken up into rows and columns. On the far left were pictures of the games with a space for someone’s initials and, next to that, the new high score written in chalk. This way everyone could see who had which games’ top spots without even having to check the game itself.

Off in one corner stood a row of pinball machines. Over in another, there was a classic wooden box TV with a regular Nintendo, orange light guns, and the original Duck Hunt going on the screen. On top of it were all kinds of old memories made manifest. There were cassette tapes with bands like ACDC and Guns N’ Roses, VHS movies like E.T., a stack of Atari games, and even a Walkman.

This place really was like walking into the past and seeing everything I ever wanted as a kid, but could never have. However, that wasn’t what brought the widest smile to my face that night—that honor belonged to Cherry Cola. Looking at her made my heart swell.

She was wearing a pair of tight jeans with holes in the knees and a tight black t-shirt with an MTV logo that showed off a couple of inches of her midriff. Cherry’s mouth hung open with an enormous smile, fangs out, and eyes wide with unbridled excitement. She squealed with both hands cupping her cheeks while running in place. “EEEEE! Logan, baby! This is the greatest place on earth!”

Never had I seen Cherry this happy, and in that moment, all I wanted to do was make it last. Knowing that wasn’t possible, I quickly summoned my phone and snapped a picture of her with the flash off before storing it away again. She turned, not noticing the snapshot, and leaped on me, throwing her arms around my neck and smashing her lips against mine. Even though the kiss lasted for nearly a minute, it felt like it wasn’t long enough.
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Cherry let go and started practically running over to the counter. A witch I was sure I hadn’t met before waited for us. She wasn’t at the celebration earlier. I thought all our members attended, but I was clearly wrong. That still didn’t explain it since I had to kiss every woman who joined us to finish the ceremony, and she was definitely someone I would have recognized—especially with how unique she appeared.

She had blue hair in a very short pixie cut, with blue eyes. Her irises looked almost like they had thin black outlines that separated them into rings that grew smaller until they reached her black pupils. Light blue lines trailed below her right eye and down her jaw.

The lines never crossed over one another and ended in dots like circuits on a motherboard. It was like she had metallic technological tattoos. They grew more prominent down her neck and into the collar of her T-shirt. Her tight shirt had a picture of Q*Bert on it and showed off the small mounds of her petite breasts. I noted she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, which was obvious since her nipples pressed hard against the fabric.

I followed Cherry to the counter and got there in time to catch their greetings.

“Hello, Cherry. Welcome to the Fresco City Retro Arcade. I am thrilled to have you here,” the woman said. Her voice seemed off a little. Almost like an artificial intelligence, but more fluid, as if she were an AI that recently became sentient. Her movements were the same way—slightly robotic, yet still graceful.

“Hey babe! I’m thrilled to be here. This is the fella I was telling you about when we talked the other day,” Cherry said as she patted me on the chest. “Logan, this is Pixelle, Pixelle, Logan.”

“Nice to meet you Pixelle,” I said, holding out my hand.

She smiled as she inspected me. While she did, various rings that made up her blue irises seemed to spin one way or the other, reminding me of a camera focusing its lens. “The pleasure is mine, Logan,” she said, accepting my hand and shaking.

I tilted my head toward Cherry. “Cherry, you said this place was owned by one of ours. I’m pretty sure I’d remember meeting someone like Pixelle before.”

Pixelle chimed in with a playful tone before Cherry could. “Are you saying that I am unforgettable?”

Cherry blew a raspberry at her. “Sppt! Look at you! How could anyone forget meeting a Techno Witch before? It’s not like you’re a dime a dozen. You haven’t met her yet, baby. She still needs to finish the ritual. Pixelle here has been busy wrapping a few things up the last few days since we recruited her.”

Pixelle concentrated on me again. “We could finish it now?” She looked back at Cherry. “If that is what you would like.”

Cherry seemed to mull it over for a few seconds before deciding. “Sure, why not? All that’s left is the kiss, anyway.”

Pixelle grinned as her cheeks reddened. She leaned over the counter toward me, and I met her in the middle. When her lips met mine, there was a small spark that zapped my lower lip, but it felt good rather than painful. To my surprise, she parted her lips and slipped her tongue into my mouth. I only gave a small amount of tongue in return. After all, this was Cherry’s night out.

I pulled away, ending the kiss only seconds after it began. She tried to follow me forward for a moment, her eyes still closed. It took her a moment before she opened them slowly. “Wow, Cherry, you were not kidding.”

Cherry stood there with her arms crossed, a smug grin on her face. “I know, right? Now, if you too are done smooching, I want to play some games.”

Pixelle grinned impishly as she reached for a small bucket nearby. “Hmmm? I may need additional smooches for data purposes. I can analyze them thoroughly to ensure the ritual has been successful.”

Cherry narrowed her eyes at Pixelle. “You and I both know the ritual went off without a hitch, you greedy witch bitch.”

I playfully nudged Cherry with my elbow. “If it’s not a date, I don’t see any problem with providing additional data points for further analysis—for science.”

“In Cherry’s earlier text messages when she was requesting my services, she did stress to me that this was not a date,” Pixelle added with an impish grin.

My raven-haired lover looked from one of us to the other and back, her eyes so narrow I wondered how she could see out of them. I waved my hand in front of her face to find out if she even could. She answered by swatting my hand. “It’s not a date! But it’s close!” She leaned in, one hand on her hip, the other pointing from me to Pixelle and back. “This is a conspiracy. You’re trying to set me up so you can call this a date, even though you lost the bet.”

Pixelle’s grin widened. “If this is not a date, then surely it would be fine if I ask Logan to accompany me on a date—so long as we do not perform any sexual activities together.”

Cherry threw up her hands. “Fine! It’s a date! Logan and I are here at the arcade, and it’s a date.”

“Knew it,” I muttered.

Silence fell over us for a few seconds before we all erupted into laughter. As the silence slowly died down, Pixelle slid the bucket across the counter to us. “Here you are. That should be plenty of game tokens, but should you require more, please do not hesitate to ask. I will be here casually inspecting Cherry TV, which I now have full access to as an official outer circle member of the Rising Star Coven. Enjoy your date.”
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Cherry and I left the counter and Pixelle behind. Briefly, I wondered what kind of form I could get from a Techno Witch, but quickly discarded that thought. I already gained two new forms recently, and I was also testing the second tomorrow. On top of that, tonight was Cherry’s late night out, and she’d finally admitted that it was a date—for now, anyway.

“Let’s do Outrun!” Cherry shouted and took off running. “I get the red car!”

Across from the pinball machines, there was a large set of four race cars, or well, the arcade version of a race car that only had the back of the car with a bucket seat, steering wheel, gas, brake, clutch, and stick. Each car had its own color, and since Cherry was in the red car at the end, I took the yellow one next to her. The games were all linked, allowing us to race against each other.

I sat in the bucket seat, adjusting as best as I could while having to spread my knees apart a little to fit better, but overall, it wasn’t too bad. “Are you sure you wanna take me on in this? We aren’t playing Street Fighter this time.”

Cherry put her token in the machine, and she tossed her hair and shot me a wink as she faced me. “Oh, baby, if you only knew how talented I am.”

Chuckling as I put my token in as well, I said, “I’ve got a pretty good idea.”

She selected her car and the track. I noted she kept her car as an automatic. I smirked as she glanced my way and saw me selecting a manual. Cherry gulped. “You know how to drive a stick?”

I revved my car’s engine as the countdown began. “Oh, babe, if you only knew how talented I am,” I said with a playful wink of my own as the countdown hit one.

Growing up alone, learning to drive wasn’t easy for me because I had no family or parents to teach me. When I was fifteen, I skipped meals and did any odd job I could to scrape up the cash so I could buy an old beater. I taught myself how to drive in a parking lot. The car was a manual, so that’s what I had to learn. The old car lasted me for two years before it was nothing more than scrap, not worth repairing, but by then I’d easily gotten my money’s worth out of it.

The timer hit zero and I let out the clutch as I punched the gas. It wasn’t as smooth as I’d hoped, so Cherry got an initial lead on me. “Hey, lover! I thought you were talented. Or is that only your dick that’s so talented? And your fingers too, I guess… Oh, and your tongue… Shit! You know what I mean!”

As we reached the first turn, Cherry got an answer to her question as I pressed down on the clutch, downshifted, and drifted around the inside of the curve, coming up beside her. Popping the clutch, I gunned it as the turn ended and took the lead.

Cherry’s car, on the other hand, could not automatically shift to the right gear as fast, and therefore she lost more of her speed and momentum than she had hoped.

“Are you cheating?! Because if you’re cheating then I won’t—wait, alright, I will still suck your cock in the morning, but I won’t do that extra little thing you like!” Cherry shouted as she looked at my tail lights. Belatedly, she added. “Okay, so I’ll still do that thing you like, but I’ll only do it once—twice tops!”

I laughed as I skidded around another turn, my lead only gaining. “Not this time! This is years of experience and a couple of instances of escaping the police!”

After three laps that were uneventful, I ended up winning with a thirty-second lead. Cherry crossed her arms and pouted, looking away from me in her seat. I walked over to her, putting my arms around her. “C’mon, cutie. You picked the only game I can beat you in, and only because it had a steering wheel. You’re probably going to kick my butt the rest of the night.”

She turned her head to look at me, her lips and cheeks still puffed out. “You think so?”

I kissed her pouting lips. “I do think so.”

She smiled. “Good, because I’ve got the next game already picked out!”

This time, we didn’t run across the arcade, but walked slowly instead. She took my hand in hers and we interlaced our fingers. Cherry spoke softly, as if she was afraid of the words she was about to say. “Baby? I’ve been reflecting a lot about what we talked about when we were making love.”

Scrunching my brows, I tried to consider what she was referring to. After all, we talked about a lot of things when we had sex. But which subject would have her reacting like this? Then, it hit me. “Oh, about your parents?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I was considering going to visit on my mom’s birthday. I’m still not completely sure if I’m ready yet, but I’m close.”

“What do your parents think happened to you? Have you talked to them since you became a witch?”

Cherry grimaced. “I haven’t been home even once since. My mom still calls me sometimes. I’ve still never lied to her. I just deflect her questions that hit too close, and I don’t correct her on some of her assumptions.”

I squeezed her hand gently. “What does she assume your life is like now? If you don’t mind me asking, that is.”

She chuckled. “You’re the love of my life. We’re gonna be together forever, baby. You can always ask me anything or ask me to do anything. I’ll always be honest with you and do anything you want me to.”

Grinning, I said, “Me too. As long as you never ask to peg me.”

Cherry burst out laughing. “You don’t have to worry about that, my scrumptious cinnamon roll. That’s not really my cup of tea. As for your question about my mom, she thinks that I’m still a writer.”

My brows shot up. “You were a writer? What did you write?!”

She gave me a shy smile. Cherry was rarely shy about anything, so my interest was piqued even further. “I used to write erotic novels. I had to study a lot of things I’d never done before, but I’m still putting all that knowledge to good use. So at least all my effort wasn’t a waste.”

“That explains so much,” I muttered. “And yeah, you definitely put it to good use. Also, technically you still kind of have a career in erotica with Cherry TV.”

She nodded and her smile grew wider. “That’s a good point. I’m just doing the erotic stuff myself now instead of writing it.” She frowned. “I should probably keep that part to myself if we go see my family.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, that would be for the best.”
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We reached the next game Cherry chose for us—Area 51. Rather than a competitive game, this one was a co-op that required the use of light guns. After we put in our tokens, Cherry took the orange handgun, and I took the blue.

The game started, and we both worked together to shoot every alien that popped up on the screen before they could shoot us. Every blast of our fake guns blew the aliens apart in a burst of virtual blood and bones. Chery cried out in glee. “That’s right, you filthy alien scum! FEEL THE WRATH OF CHERRY COLA! MUAHAHA!”

After we passed a couple more levels, I asked, “Why don’t witches use guns? It’s been on my mind a lot lately, ever since, you know, Illumina shot me in the head. We have this incredible power of our transdimensional storage space, yet the main thing we use it for is quickly undressing for sex.”

Cherry giggled. “That’s true. As for why witches don’t use guns? How effective was it on you?”

I shot down two more aliens. “Huh, that’s a good point. They don’t make magical guns or enchanted ones that do more damage? Not to mention, I doubt the average witch is as durable as I am.”

Cherry aimed away from the screen to reload before shooting another enemy between the eyes. “Enchanted guns are a big taboo. Witches don’t need them since our spells hit harder than an enchanted bullet can. Plus, if we made them and mundanes found out about us and got their hands on them, then we’d be more vulnerable. Then when you factor in that there are barrier spells that can block even the enhanced guns there doesn’t seem to be much point in it.”

The round ended, and we stood up straight, stretching with a grimace. “It makes a lot of sense when you put it like that. Arachna told me about the holy knights, but she said there’s no proof that they’re still around. Are those the mundane people you’re talking about?”

Cherry considered for a moment, before nodding. “Yeah. Them and other rogue monster hunters. Just because we haven’t seen them in a long time doesn’t mean they don’t exist. It’s better if we don’t take the risk and accidentally give people like that better weapons to kill us with.”

“Oh, well. I was really hoping there was a badass fifty-cal Smitty & Weston hand cannon in my future. I guess not all dreams come true.”

“We could still get you one. It would just be useless in a fight,” Cherry said with a shrug.

I shook my head. “No, it wouldn’t be the same.”

“I wonder…” Cherry said, her eyes narrowing playfully.

“You wonder wha—”

“How fast you are on the draw!” Cherry shouted as she raised her orange light gun at me and pulled the trigger. “Bang!”

I dropped my gun, and put my hand to my chest, pretending I saw blood, “You… got me,” I said dramatically before I fell to the ground, with my arms and legs outstretched and my head turned to the side with my tongue sticking out.

Cherry put her light gun away and made a show of putting her hands over her mouth as she gasped. “Oh no! Never fear my love! I know a doctor! Or, she’s kind of like a doctor! I’ll save you!”

She darted down, straddling my abs and making me grunt. I tried not to laugh, but the smile crept up the corners of my open mouth, anyway. “I have the best cure for a gunshot to the chest! CPR!” She put both hands over my chest before pressing down five times. She straightened my head, leaned down, and brought her lips to mine.

I wrapped my arms around her as we made out on the floor of the arcade. After a few moments, she broke the kiss and sat up quickly. “I did it! I saved you!”

I playfully swooned with the back of my hand on my forehead. “My hero!”

Cherry giggled. “Like I said earlier, I’m very talented!”

Without warning, I grabbed her, rolling us over and putting her below me. “You were also the one who shot me in the first place. Now you must prepare yourself for ticklish retribution!”

“Logan, no!” she shouted as she burst into uncontrollable laughter when my fingers reached her sides. “I won’t do it again! I won’t do it again! I’ll let you beat me in Street Fighter!”

I paused my attack and asked, “Wait, really?”

She laughed. “Hell no! I’ll never let you win! Muahahaha!”

Resuming my assault, I shouted. “We’ll see about that!”

She thrashed about for several moments as I relentlessly tickled her. “Okay! Okay! You win! You win! Stop!”

I halted my silly attack. She panted, still smiling up at me with her hair in a mess, some of it covering part of her face.

Smiling broadly, I brushed the hair back with my fingers and looked deep into her glowing crimson eyes. “I love you, Cherry Cola.”

“And I love you too, Logan Morrison.”

I kissed her again, putting all the warmth I felt for her in my heart into it.

“So, is it still a date?”

Cherry stuck her tongue out at me and winked. “Nah. It wasn’t even a date to begin with. I only said that to get you right where I wanted you—alone and on top of me.”


Chapter 7


Breakfast in Bed

I awoke the next morning in my bed amidst a tangle of bodies. When Cherry and I came home, Rose and Halo were waiting for us. Just like Rose promised, the three ladies took turns ‘banging’ me all night.

With a bit of effort, I squirmed my way out of the bed without waking them. After we finished last night, the girls cleaned us all up with spells, so I didn’t bother heading straight for the shower. Instead, I made my way to the kitchen. As I stepped out of my room en route to the stairs, I looked down from the mezzanine and saw Alpha doing push-ups on the hardwood floor as she watched The Witching Hour on the projector screen across the living room.

Unable to help myself, I admired her toned body and firm ass as I walked down the open stairwell while listening to the end of the broadcast.

Sarah: All in all it’s been a calm few weeks.

Mary: If only the same could be said for the monster folk.

Sarah: There has been a slight uptick in violence among their kind. Winifred, you have a little more information on that right?

Winifred: I do, and things may not be what they seem. I spoke to a werewolf by the name of Beverly California. According to him, it’s not a monster-on-monster crime. Instead, he said there must be a rogue monster hunter on the loose.

Mary: Does he have any proof of his claim? If there’s any truth to it that would be disturbing news, indeed.

Winifred: When I pressed him for proof he said, ‘It’s a feeling in my gut. I haven’t survived this long by ignoring them.’ That was a direct quote. He then explained that he would soon be leaving the city entirely.

Mary: It sounds like we can chalk that rumor up to one paranoid werewolf.

Winifred: It wouldn’t be the first one. Only last year when a similar string of monster murders happened we heard the same false claims. How long until they learn that it’s not okay to cry wolf?

Sarah: Hehe. Good one Winifred, and you’re not wrong. However, that’s all the time we have for now ladies. Make sure you keep those cauldrons bubbling because coming up next is Wickedly Delicious where they’ll bring you the latest and best mystical meals. We’re the Sanderson sisters and this has been the Witching Hour. Thanks for joining us. Until next time, stay charming, Fresco City!

I continued to indulge in the sight of my furry-eared lover as I walked through the open dining room and into the kitchen. Alpha flipped over to her back and started doing crunches. She saw me looking and smirked. Unashamed, I shrugged and started gathering up my supplies to make breakfast.

Normally, Halo would be on breakfast duty. However, when I saw her lying in bed, she didn’t look so good. Even though she didn’t drink any alcohol, she appeared hung over, and if I had to guess, it was probably a combination of exhaustion and morning sickness.

After getting one big bowl, as well as four smaller ones, and all my ingredients ready, I began adding them to the biggest mixing bowl. That’s when Alpha finally stood up and came to the kitchen peninsula, taking a seat at one of the short back stools. I leaned forward to kiss her, and she met me halfway.

“Good morning,” I said, smiling at her.

“It is now. How’s my good boy?” Alpha asked as she sat her empty coffee mug down.

I walked over to the cupboard and grabbed a glass before filling it with ice water from the filtered dispenser on the fridge and placing it in front of her. “I’m doing fantastic this morning. It looks like we’re the only ones awake so far. Anything important on the news?”

“Thanks,” she said as she accepted the glass of water and took a swig. “No. Nothing too exciting.” She blew out a relieved breath. “Still nothing on the tournament—thank god.”

I mixed the flour, baking powder, sugar, and salt in the big bowl. “You sound happy about that,” I noted.

“Because I am. Ugh, can you believe how humiliating it would be if someone had footage of me looking like a damsel in distress? Falling from the sky to be held in a princess carry?”

“I guess I can understand that,” is what I said aloud, but in my head I was thinking, Damn! It would be so awesome if everyone could see me looking like a fucking absolute badass barbarian while riding a T-rex!

The memory brought a smile to my face. A question I’d been meaning to ask came back to me, and I figured now was as good a time as any to ask it. “Hey, why don’t we ever watch mundane news?”

Alpha frowned. “Why would we bother? There’s never anything relevant to us on there.”

“Are you sure? I feel like there has to be some relevance.”

Alpha grabbed the remote from the counter and changed the input on the projector, then flipped the channel to Fresco City local news. “Watch, you’ll see,” she challenged.

The news crew was off sight, broadcasting from another location. A brunette with short hair held a microphone as she stood inside of a Pump N’ Go with an amused skeptical smile. There were two clerks managing the registers in the background. One looked like your average guy with short blond hair, but the other guy was huge. He looked like a towering ball of muscles and even I had to admit he was a handsome man. It was hard to believe a guy like that worked at a gas station.

Broadcaster 1: What’s occurred here today at the Wapa Lake Pump N’ Go is described as nothing short of a miracle. Earlier today a man named Jeremiah Johnson, who we confirmed has been blind for the last ten years, regained his lost sight when kissing the urinal of the men’s restroom of this very Pump N’ Go. Patrons say they can only describe the restroom as a small slice of Heaven on Earth. The manager, Justin Goodman, was kind enough to clear the room for us so we here at channel four news could show you the Holy Restroom live. Keep in mind, this will be our first look, and I can’t say I have high hopes for what we’ll find.

The camera followed her as she walked toward the short corridor that led to the restroom. The cameraman stopped, taking a side shot while the reporter looked in first to make sure the room was still empty. She opened the door and froze, standing still in the doorway.

A golden light shone from inside, and her hair blew in a gentle breeze. The mic fell from her hand, thumping on the ground at her feet before she dropped to her knees. Tears streamed down her face, and the sound of thousands of angelic voices sang in a strange, yet beautiful language.

The cameraman seemed afraid to step any closer and look inside. The live feed started shaking as it lowered closer to the reporter.

Cameraman: Tina?! Tina, are you alright?!

Tina: It… It’s so beautiful. I can feel God’s love.

The camera angle finally changed as the cameraman shifted his position to look inside. The screen turned white, and the camera clattered to the ground. After the camera settled into place, it faced the doorway with horizontal view, and there was a man’s legs behind Tina as she extended a hand, staring past the screen as if trying to touch said love with reverence.

All of the sudden the scene changed. The classic news desk with the large channel four logo on the wall behind it showed up on the screen. The sight was familiar, but it felt like I hadn’t seen it in years. A man sat at the desk with his too-perfect hair and teeth.

Broadcaster 2: It appears that we’re having technical difficulties. We’ll get back to Tina who’s on site as soon as we can. For now, let’s head over to Tom with sports.

Alpha turned off the projector. Her ears flattened, and her tail drooped as she looked at me with obvious confusion. “What the fuck was that?”

I shook my head and shrugged. Rather than respond, I considered whether Alpha was right about avoiding mundane news or not.

She interrupted my thoughts by changing the subject. “How was the club? Did anything interesting happen?”

After I made a little well inside the dry ingredients, I poured the milk and egg into it before I started beating it all together with a whisk. “You could say that,” I muttered as thoughts of fucking Halo on the dance floor were the first things to fill my mind. However, I knew that wasn’t the important bit. “We ran into the owners of the nightclub. Tess and Tessa. One is a magical copy of the first. It’s really weird. I think if we let Akimbo meet Tess, he’ll realize that I’m not that bad.”

“What did they want?”

“You want the long or the short answer?” I asked as I split up the batter equally between the three smaller bowls while leaving some in the largest.

“Give me the long answer.”

I shrugged. “They wanted me dead.”

“That’s the long answer? Then what’s the short?”

Grinning, I said, “They failed.”

She rolled her eyes with a smile, but it quickly faded. “Do we know anything about them?”

I nodded while I cut thin banana slices, letting them fall into the first smaller bowl of batter. “We sure do. You remember those valley girls I said tried to kill me a few weeks ago? It’s their coven. Turns out, Tess is a representative for the Devil’s Coast Coven, the California super coven. They have over five hundred members.”

Alpha took another gulp of water. “That’s mildly alarming.”

I frowned, having finished with the banana and now putting a handful of blueberries into the second small bowl, before doing the same with chocolate chips in the third and stirring the three bowls. “Why is that alarming? They’re all the way across the country from us.”

She shook her head. “I have no doubt they will come for you. They are a massive coven with plenty of resources, and if they suspect that you are the Inevitable Coven King, they won’t let it go. They’ll want you dead as soon as possible. Hell, they tried to kill you twice already.”

With the batter all prepped, I turned on the griddle that was built into the middle of our stove top and sprayed it down with cooking spray. “Why are witches so afraid of me? I don’t think I’m such a bad guy.”

“You’re not bad at all, you’re Mommy’s good boy, my bestest-estest boy ever!” she teased before giving a real answer. “But witches like being in charge of themselves. No one likes the idea of a strong outsider dominating them right away—unless you’re Arachna… Rose… Or Cherry… Or, well, you get what I’m saying.”

I smirked as I finished putting another ladle full of batter on the griddle before adding a few strips of bacon in an open space and retrieving a few plates. “They learned last night that even fifteen witches at once throwing spells at me wouldn’t do a damn thing, and that was without my forms.”

Alpha stood up, walked around the counter, and lifted my shirt. “Not a single bruise?” she asked in awe.

Shaking my head as I flipped the pancakes, I said, “Nope. Though, I was a little sore. It felt like a bunch of five-year-olds kept kicking me over and over on the playground. It didn’t do damage, but it sure as hell wasn’t comfortable.”

She smiled and shook her head before running her fingers through my hair. “Fuck. You’re so strong.”

My phantom limb tail wagged again at her praise. There was no way I was ever telling her about that thing. It never affected me unless she was this close and doing exactly what she was doing now. I was grateful that something like this didn’t happen for all my forms, otherwise I’d have at least eight phantom limbs causing me distractions. “So, what do you think I should expect?”

“Hmm… Probably assassins, but from what I know of that coven, they are famous for having a code of honor. They won’t go for any of us but you—unless we try to kill them first, that is.”

I nodded as I began plating the pancakes on three separate plates before flipping the bacon. “Yeah, I noticed that last night. At first, I was concerned, but when spells started flying, it was obvious they were only sending the kill shots my way.”

“Exactly. You have nothing to worry about when it comes to us.”

I finished cooking the bacon and shut off the burner. Alpha turned around to grab her water, but before she could, I wrapped my arms around her from behind and pulled her against me. Her tail swayed as it pressed into my crotch and abs. I reached down and gently rubbed the firm muscles of her stomach. In response, her tail increased its pace. “Speaking of us,” I said, as she tilted her head so I could plant small kisses up the side of her neck. “How’s our little one doing?”

“Mmm—our baby is fantastic, but if you keep this up, I’m gonna make you carry me to my room and lock the door. Though… I’m guessing after all the work you just put into breakfast that you’re gonna want to eat first.”

I considered telling her I’d be happy to feast on her breasts, but opted not to. After all, she was right, I did cook breakfast for the girls, and it would be a shame to let it go to waste. So, I spun her around and kissed her before letting her go. I opened the can of whipped cream and covered the smallest stack of pancakes liberally with it before handing it to Alpha.

She beamed at me. “I love you so much. Do you know that?”

I kissed her forehead, watching her ears perk up at my touch. “I love you too.”
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Armed with a large tray full of pancakes, plates, silverware, and all the toppings the three girls could want on said cakes, I opened the door to my room… to find the bed nearly empty. Rose and Halo must have gone to their own rooms after I left. However, there was one lady left in the bed.

Cherry lay completely naked, sprawled out on the mattress with her arms and legs spread wide and one of my shirts covering her face. She was clearly still out cold and mumbled in her sleep, “Wait… Logan, baby… You want to stick it where? Oh… Okay. Anything for—ahhh.”

She was having a sex dream about me? I couldn’t believe it. As I balanced the large tray of breakfast on the nightstand, an idea popped into my head. I am going to give Cherry some much-deserved payback.

Tearing off my shirt, I left my shorts on and crawled into the bed between her legs. I did my best not to shake the bed as I lowered myself down on my elbows and leaned in. I started with soft kisses along her folds, before parting them with two fingers and continuing to smooch her sensitive areas.

She let out a long moan as her dreams seemed to change. “Ahhhh… Yes, Logan, baby. I—mmm—you want me to—ohhh yes… I’ll pull her horns just like you told me to.”

Was she dreaming about me wanting to watch Demonique go down on her? Well, if she was, then she wasn’t wrong because that was something I hoped to see one day. Ignoring it for now, I slid two fingers in and out of her tight opening as it clamped down and tried to keep them inside. Meanwhile, my tongue gently flicked up and down across her pearl.

It didn’t take long before her body squirmed, and her horny mumbles became clearer. I watched as her breathing depended, her breasts heaving up and down. Her head started shifting under my shirt. “Ahh! Fffuck—Mm… what? Ohhh—what’s going—ahhh—AHH!”

Cherry’s head lifted as her legs closed, her thighs wrapping tightly around my head. She gripped the sheets with one hand and pulled the shirt off of her face with the other. Her mouth hung open, red eyes glowing and fangs hanging out. “Loga—AHHH! I’m fffucking cumm—NYAHH—Ah!”

She trembled as her muscles contracted, and her hands shot down, grabbing fistfuls of my hair. Her back arched while I kept sucking and licking on her clit. “Ahh, God yes! AHH! Baby! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! AHHH!”

I continued throughout her entire orgasm, and once she finished, I made sure she knew we weren’t done yet. Dismissing my shorts, my erection shot up, and I lifted her legs, putting her ankles on my shoulders. “Yes, baby! Give it to me. I need that chubby cock inside of my tight little pussy so bad!”

Knowing I had her warmed up, I didn’t delay any further and pushed my tip inside. Her velvety walls were soaking wet and kept a firm grasp on my shaft as I continued to sheathe my sword. Then I proceeded to make long strokes, nearly pulling out of her before thrusting back in.

Reaching around her legs and bending her further in half, I took her nipple studs between my fingers. Then I twisted and tugged on them, making Cherry’s moans louder. “O…Oh! Fffuck I love it when you go this deeeeep! AGGHH! FUCK, yes, baby!”

I slightly repositioned my knees so I could get a better angle, and I picked up my pace, but only a little. If she wanted it faster, she knew how to get it. She reached down with one hand and began rubbing her clit as my cock repeatedly pierced her honeypot. “Nngh! Fuck! Baby, please! Mmm—harder! Harder, Sweet P! AHH!”

Swapping my ring’s blessing over to just the Angelic Blessing gave me a new level of explosive speed. I used that speed to pound her pussy so fast and hard that the bed was shaking, despite it being magically fixed in one position. With every thrust, our bodies clapped as if they wanted to give us a standing ovation for the current performance.

I watched as Cherry’s flawlessly proportioned breasts flew toward her face and came back down, over and over again. She nearly screamed with ecstasy as her walls began gripping me again. “Mmmhh—Haaah! Fuck! Nyah! Yes, yes, yes, yes, YES! I’m—so—Ahhhh—Close!”

I dug deep, as I came closer to the edge of blissful oblivion while repeatedly slamming my dick into her like a cannonball hitting a particularly stubborn piñata. Cherry’s hands fell to her sides as her body went limp. Her tongue lolled out of her open-mouth smile, and her crimson eyes crossed as her moans became incoherent. “AH! LogaH! MMmmHmm! Mah! Puss—OH! CUM! NYAHH!”

My cock thickened inside of her as her body trembled from her orgasm. I tried hard to hold back, not wanting to give in yet because it felt so good that I never wanted it to end. But alas, like all good things, a session of taking Cherry to pound town must end sometime. When Cherry regained her senses, her pleas sent me over the edge. “Cum for me, baby! Cum inside my little pussy! Please! I need it all! AHH, YES! Just like that, baby. Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Keep cumming!”

As I began erupting inside of her, Halo came storming into the room stomping her feet. It caught me off guard and instinctively I pulled back, my cock popping out of Cherry. However, Cherry was a seasoned pro and her hand darted down, stroking my slick shaft and sending the rest of my load all over her face, tits, and stomach as Halo angrily shouted, “Why are you two fucking with the door open!”
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I kneeled there, panting over Cherry’s cum covered body. She knew how much it turned me on to see it, so she liked to wait a while before cleaning up. “Halo, I’m sorry. I forgot to close the door when I came in looking for you girls.”

“Well, gosh darn it! You should have!” She puffed out her cheeks with her fist clenched at her sides and stomped her foot again.

Cherry ran a finger up her flat stomach, scooping a glob of my cum and putting it in her mouth as she eyed the blonde. “It’s nothing you don’t hear all the time, babe. Relax.”

“Relax?!” Halo stormed up to the bed, swiped her hand across Cherry’s breasts, and collected more of my seed before licking it off her hand. “How about that for, relax?”

Cherry scowled as she continued cleaning her face, one finger at a time. “Calm down and eat some pancakes. Logan made them for us for breakfast. He just got distracted by my delicious flavor before he could come get you.”

Halo’s head shot toward the nightstand, noticing the breakfast for the first time. Her body stiffened, and her head slowly turned to face me. Her lip quivered. “Logan… Is it true? Did you make those pancakes… for meee?”

I nodded. “For all of you, actually. There’s more downstairs too. You looked pretty tired this morning, so I thought I’d help out.”

Instantly, tears started streaming down my blonde lover’s face and she let out a long sad wail. “Logaaahhhhn! I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to yell at you! Those pancakes are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life!” She walked over, grabbed a plate, put her pancakes on it, and topped them with syrup.

Then she climbed on the bed and sat next to us cross-legged. Still crying at a near-obnoxious volume, she cut up and began eating her pancakes. With her mouth full, and a waterfall of tears falling from her eyes, she said, “They’re so scrumptious! Thank you so much, baby!”

Not knowing what the hell was going on, I dressed myself using my transdimensional storage and moved over next to her, putting an arm around her. She laid her head on my shoulder. “No problem.” I looked at Cherry and nodded at Halo, the question written all over my face as I hoped she knew what this was all about.

Cherry shrugged. “Witches’ pregnancies can be a roller coaster. Things that affect normal women are amplified and don’t always happen at the same point in the pregnancy. You can ask Mother when she comes back, but it might have to do with the magic we need to get pregnant.”

Halo sniffled as her tears subsided before she smiled. “Goodness gracious, I don’t know what came over me. These are amazing pancakes, baby. Thank you so much!”

I smiled, glad Halo was back to normal before Cherry and I grabbed our own plates and joined her for breakfast.


Chapter 8


House Call

“Hey, Mother. I know you just got home to your place last night and all, but I’m afraid I need you to swing by and check in on Halo for me,” I said into the phone as I looked out of the window at the cityscape below. Our building was among the tallest in this part of downtown Fresco City. The sun was still making its way to the highest part of the sky, creating shadows that stretched across the buildings.

The rest of the girls sat in the center of our large two-story living room on the comfy couches and armchairs surrounding the glass coffee table, except for Novella, whom I hadn’t seen this morning.

Mother’s reply came swiftly. “It’s not a problem at all, Darling. I planned on returning early to introduce Moccasin to everyone before the monthly meeting tonight anyway.”

“Oh? That’s great! I can’t wait to meet the little guy—or girl.”

Mother chuckled. “It’s a boy. The vast majority of familiars are males. Most witches don’t want female familiars. I’m surprised no one ever told you.”

Tilting my head, I said, “Huh? Come to think of it, I didn’t see any female familiars at Hot Topic. The only female familiar I’ve seen was the Succubus from the Salem Coven. The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. I wonder why that is?”

“No one knows. It’s like how all humans who can wield magic on their own are women. That understanding is still debated amongst the witches who study history, but I’ve never seen a need to bother worrying over something that I can’t change. Anyway, I’ll only be a few minutes, Darling. I’ve got some spare Broom Tokens and I’ll use one to get me there quicker than normal. See you soon.”

“See you soon, Mother. And thank you. It means a lot.”

“Think nothing of it, Darling.” Click.

Mother hung up, and I turned from the window, finding myself facing one of the new shelves near the ritual circle. I eyed its contents. We installed it specifically to hold the enchanted scales and the figurines we used to ensure our deals are fair—or we used to, anyway.

The way they worked was simple. Each figurine contained a small piece of our souls, causing them to reflect who we truly were. We started calling them Soul Mimics recently—a fitting name. Whichever witch asked me to complete a mission or challenging task would place their Soul Mimic on one tray, and I would place mine on the other, and we would negotiate my price. They could offer me anything, from money and enchantments to date nights and sexual favors. The scales wouldn’t balance unless, in my heart, I believed the deal was fair.

We rarely used it anymore since the Spell Tokens were far more efficient, but we kept it prepared just in case. Part of that preparation ensured that every member of the inner circle had a Soul Mimic to represent them. While originally that meant only the four of us, Alpha, Cherry, Halo, and myself, now it also included Rose, Illumina, Arachna, and Novella. I almost laughed when I noticed someone rearranged them so I stood in the middle of the group and slightly out in front.

I took the opportunity to inspect each one, and I couldn’t help but think about my journey, my ladies, and how I got to where I am now. Picking up my Soul Mimic, I noticed an immediate change from the last time I paid it any mind.

It consistently evolved since Halo created it. Originally, the miniature copy of me looked exactly like I did before I became a Greater Familiar. I was a little thinner, but still in good shape. My hands were clenched into fists, and my jaw was set as I looked off into the distance with an expression that could only be described as determined, but extremely lonely.

I had come from nothing—an orphan spending too much time avoiding authorities as I grew up on the streets. I tried to make something of myself by paying my way through college while working full time. Despite all my efforts to ensure my physical and financial freedom, I still woke up in chains one morning—even then, I didn’t give up.

It took some effort, all of my wits, and a bit of luck, but in the end, I negotiated with my sexy captors to become their Greater Familiar. The deal turned out to be heavy in my favor. However, after spending more time, both in and out of bed, with Alpha, Halo, and Cherry, I found that our partnership was more intimate than any of us realized.

Over time, through our adventures together, I fell in love with these women, and they fell in love with me. That love shattered the deep loneliness I’d known my whole life, giving me a new purpose. The figure reflected that change inside of me when any trace of the loneliness had vanished.

A couple of weeks ago, I looked at my Soul Mimic again and realized it had changed drastically. It was even more muscular. My arms were crossed, and I had a big toothy, almost wicked smile as I stared off at something on the horizon—kind of like the superhero pose I’d seen in movies. The only part about it that had given me pause was that the smile seemed a little too ominous for my liking. Perhaps it’s the part of me that craves the power? I might need to rein that in before it becomes a problem.

However, looking at it now, I noticed it had altered itself again. Only this time, it wasn’t a big difference, but it seemed significant enough to take note of. A crown sat atop my Soul Mimic’s head—not a fancy one, but a crown nonetheless. I couldn’t tell if this had something to do with the whole Coven King prophecy that turned out to be true, or if it was because of how my women made me feel.

I put the figurine down and another detail about the group caught my eye. All the ladies’ mimics on either side of me focused their gazes on mine. Those poses seem a little too deliberate, I thought to myself. As an experiment, I swapped Rose's Soul Mimic, which was on my left, with Novella’s from my right, so they were looking away from me.

“Goodness, baby! What are you still doing over there?” Halo asked.

I glanced back at the girls. “I was thinking about some stuff.”

Right as I was about to walk away, I inspected the Soul Mimics one last time, and my jaw dropped. Rose’s and Novella’s mimics were in the same position I left them, but their heads faced mine again. I cocked my head in confusion, trying to figure out what this could mean. However, before I could dive deeper into the implications, the doorbell rang.

“I got it!” I called out to the girls as I walked to the front door, curious about why Mother didn’t come in from the rooftop. I was almost there when Alpha caught up with a jog and passed me.

She reached for the handle. “No, it’s okay. This should be for me.”

When she opened the door, I found my jaw on the floor for the second time in so many seconds. What the hell is going on this morning? I wondered. Waiting on the other side of the door was a golden retriever holding a pizza box. “Alpha?”

Alpha didn’t answer me, instead speaking to the dog as she took the pizza box from his maw. “Hey, this is cold!” she complained.

Bark! Bark!

“What do you mean, what was I expecting? I don’t like cold pizza.”

Bark, bark! Bark!

Alpha frowned. “That’s a fair point. I guess it would have been in a fridge since the shops are closed.” She narrowed her eyes. “You’re sure that no one’s even touched it?”

Bark… Bark, bark!

“Oh, yeah, that makes sense. We order one too many some nights too.”

Bark! Bark!

“Yeah, yeah! A deal’s a deal.” She said as the dog lay down and rolled over. Alpha gave him a belly rub. “There ya go, but I’m not calling you a good boy. Not because you aren’t, but because that title belongs only to my Logan.”

The dog barked one last time as he stood and ran to the elevator, putting a paw on the down arrow button.

“You’re welcome. See ya later, bud!” Alpha said as she closed the door and turned around to face me with her newly acquired, early morning pizza in hand.

“Did you just have a dog steal a pizza from someone’s fridge for you?” I asked incredulously.

Alpha blushed. “Maybe…” She sat the pizza on the table, opening the box to inspect it. Sure enough, there was a whole, untouched pineapple and pepperoni pizza inside. It seemed the pup was telling the truth too, because it looked like it hadn’t been in the refrigerator more than overnight.

She placed her hand over the pizza and said, “Hermte dith zuist richs!” As her spell took hold, the cheese re-melted, and the pie looked like it had recently come out of the oven.

“That wasn’t the usual spell you use to heat things up,” I pointed out.

She shook her head as she carried the box across the hardwood floor back to the couches. “Nope. That one can make things too hot and I have to let it cool off. This one requires a little more power but makes it the perfect temperature. I don’t want to wait. Halo, can you purify this for me? Better safe than sorry.”

“Sure,” Halo replied in her normal chipper tone. She put her hand on the box, and her wings spread out wide on her back as her eyes glowed with a golden light. Only a moment later, that same majestic glow resonated between the pizza and the box. “There you go! All set.”

“Thanks, you’re a lifesaver.” Alpha didn’t wait any longer before taking her seat on the couch with the box on her lap. She summoned a jar of pickles from her transdimensional storage space. The redhead casually pulled pickles from the jar and put them on her pizza before she started chowing down.

First, Halo was going on a wild emotional roller coaster, and now Alpha was using her magic to find specific food. This has to be part of what Cherry was talking about with witch pregnancies. Honestly, who would put pickles on pizza? It seemed my life was going to be crazier than I could have ever imagined. However, if I thought these were going to be the biggest problems I dealt with today, I was sadly mistaken.
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Other than Alpha who still seemed determined to finish the entire pizza in one sitting, Cherry sat cross-legged in the armchair flipping through a book called ‘Now That’s Punny’, while Arachna sat in the other one across from her with her knees pulled up to her chest shopping for new collars online. Rose slowly sipped water from the straw of a Big Gulp mug on the opposite side of the couch from Alpha with her back against the armrest as she looked at tank tops on her phone with ‘Daddy’s Girl’ printed across the chest. Meanwhile, Halo was lying on her side on the other couch next to me with her head in my lap flipping through a cooking magazine with new pancake recipes as we sat across from Alpha and Rose.

While the girls were chatting, I heard a set of footsteps coming down the stairs from the roof. I noticed Mother was finally here with Moccasin sitting on her shoulder. I tapped Halo on the shoulder, and she sat up so I could stand to greet the Fertility Witch.

I met Mother at the bottom of the stairs with open arms. “Welcome back and thank you for coming.”

Accepting my embrace, Mother said, “It’s my pleasure, Darling.” She let me go and we walked over to the lounging area together. “So, what’s going on with our lovely little Halo Kitty?”

“We went to the club last night and danced for a while. Before we left, we had a violent run-in with some witches. No one got hurt and came home right after. However, this morning she began acting… strange,” I said as I gently caressed Halo’s head.

She quirked a brow at me, but before she could ask, the pigtailed blonde in question let out another loud, sad wail. “Logan thinks I’m strange!”

Moccasin leaped from Mother’s shoulder, curling up on the couch as Mother sat next to Halo and pulled her upright into a hug, stroking her back. “Shh… Shh… It’s alright, Darling. Logan doesn’t think you’re strange. He understands that pregnancy can be taxing on any woman, let alone a witch. Don’t you, Logan?”

Taking Mother’s cue, I put my arm around Halo’s waist and squeezed. “I don’t think you’re strange at all, babe.”

Halo sniffled, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “R—really?”

“Of course. You’re incredible, and I love you very much,” I said.

Mother let her go, and Halo climbed on my lap, sitting sideways facing Mother and resting her head against my chest. The Fertility Witch’s hands glowed purple as she held them against Halo’s stomach for about thirty seconds. “While I question the wisdom of taking her to a nightclub, she and our babies are as healthy as can be.”

I pulled Halo a little tighter against my chest, and she let out a contented sigh. “She didn’t drink or do any kinds of drugs—and she wanted to go.”

“Yes, that’s all well and good, and it’s not particularly dangerous, with that in mind. However, it’s best to keep a hormonal pregnant witch away from temptation.

Halo suddenly started intensely sobbing again out of nowhere. “Mother, did you know Logan made me pancakes this morning?”

Mother smiled warmly at the pregnant blonde. “I did not know that. Were they good?”

Halo’s pigtails swayed as she nodded. “They were the most beautiful pancakes in the whole wide world! I love him soooo much!”

Unable to help myself, I laughed and kissed her on the top of the head. I was so focused on how adorable she was that I didn’t even notice how upset the other girls were getting.

My head shot up at the sound of Rose’s voice. “Jesus freakin’ Christ! Is anyone going to say anything?!” She stood there glaring at Halo with her fists clenched and vines quivering.

I frowned, my brows furrowing in confusion. The next thing I knew, Cherry stood, stomped her foot, and pointed at the Angelic Witch in my arms. Snarling, she said, “This is bullshit! Halo is fine. She’s just love-farming!”

Alpha chuckled, but I caught a hint of worry in her yellow eyes, as if she was afraid she might turn into a blubbering mess in front of everyone during her pregnancy too. “You should relax, Cherry. It’s not like you weren’t getting plenty of Logan’s attention already this morning.”

“That’s not the point!” Cherry’s brows shot up, and I could swear I saw a dangerous light bulb turn on in her mind. “Mother Dearest! As a member of the inner circle, I’m using my authority to command that you make me pregnant too! I’ve still got some of Logan’s seed in my belly from earlier, and if you act now, it’ll knock me right up!”

Arachna put her book down on the coffee table, looking amused. “Why are you in a rush to get pregnant? I thought you wanted to wait a bit.”

“Because! If I get knocked up,” Cherry paused and blushed, suddenly struggling to meet the others’ gazes. “Then Logan will spoil me rotten, too…”

I put up a hand, signaling for a stop to the spiraling chaos. “Whoa! Cherry, don’t you think that’s over the top?”

In response, Cherry pouted and lightly stomped her foot. “Hmph!”

Rose’s flowers wilted slightly as she angrily pouted, crossing her arms beneath her ample chest. “This is so unfair! I’m not in any rush to have a baby. What does that mean for me?! Are all of you going to get pregnant and steal all of Logan’s attention? Is everyone else going to get pampered and adored by Daddy while I’m left all alone and forgotten like lint that falls into the trap on the dryer when you try to remove the lint screen?”

That seemed like an oddly specific simile. I made a quick mental note to get Novella to help with checking to see if that’s why our dryer had been struggling so much lately. “No! That won’t happen. You’ll all still get plenty of my attention. However, I admit that I feel a little overwhelmed being responsible for the happiness and sexual gratification of so many lustful witches.” I quickly added, “Not that I’m complaining! You have my word that I’ll do my best not to let any of you down.”

Things seemed like they were finally about to calm down when the door to Novella’s room burst open.

Novella leaped from her room, looking completely disheveled and holding a sack. Her normally high and tight pony was in shambles, stray hairs hanging everywhere, and her glasses were crooked. Her blouse was partially untucked, and the buttons were uneven. “What did I miss?”

Gently sliding Halo off of my lap, I walked over, excitement about her form rekindling inside of me. “It’s nothing. Everything is fine. Some stuff happened at the nightclub last night, but we can fill you in on that later. How goes the Spell Token process?”

Novella smiled. “I’ve finished them all.”

“That’s good, but save it for tonight. It’ll be more fun to do the big reveal in front of everyone,” Alpha said as she joined us standing next to the Grimoire Witch’s bedroom door.

Novella nodded, storing the tokens away in her transdimensional storage before looking around the room nervously. She looked from Alpha to me and back at a rapid pace. “There’s something else that I must show you both before tonight. Come with me.”

My redheaded lover and I looked at each other and nodded to Novella. She practically dragged us into her room before closing and locking the door. As she walked away from us toward the middle of the room, I could tell she was unbuttoning her blouse based on her movements. “Last night, I took a break from working on the Spell Tokens to test a curiosity of mine.”

“Okay…” I drawled.

She dropped her shirt to the floor, exposing her slender back—her skin bare of any spell tattoos. Then she leaned forward, dropping her skirt to the floor below, revealing only a thong and her wonderful round cheeks. “As you know, I am a Grimoire Witch, and I can copy spells and rituals on my body to use them instantly, rather than take the time to cast them. While my affinity can’t perform the rituals in the same way it casts the spells, it can prepare the ritual circle instantly. It saves time and ensures it’s done perfectly.”

“Of course,” Alpha said. “I’m not sure I understand where you’re going with this, or why you’re naked.”

Novella picked up her grimoire and faced us. Unable to help myself, my eyes fell right on her perfectly proportioned breasts. I recovered quickly, but not quickly enough to avoid the smirk she gave me. Her smile grew even wider. “You’re about to find out. You see, before I spent the time and effort required to add Mr. Morrison’s new reverse Greater Familiar contract to my grimoire, I wanted to test the normal Greater Familiar ritual to see how much space it took up on my skin.”

“Why would you add the reverse contract to your grimoire?” I asked curiously.

“So that I could help you set it up at a moment’s notice, should you require it.”

“I see… Go on.”

“Of course. Well, as I was saying, I wanted to test the contract. Now, allow me to show you what happens when I do—”

Just like the last time I saw her use the unique power of her affinity, her green eyes rolled into the back of her head and the book floated out of her hands, resting on an invisible pedestal before her. She chanted, “Len mij te proom vam teze agines.”

As soon as she finished, copies of the black letters and symbols of the ancient language began flying out of the book and encircling her body before landing on her flesh one at a time. They formed a decorative tattoo around her chest, back, and abdomen. The glow faded, and the letters settled into place.

Alpha frowned. “That doesn’t—” She stopped herself mid-sentence as our eyes bulged. In an instant, her body answered every question I had regarding the Soul Mimics’ odd behavior on the shelf earlier.


Chapter 9


Declarations of Royalty

That afternoon we arrived with several of our outer circle members at the campgrounds we rented. The witches took their time thoroughly warding the area to protect us and maintain our privacy. With the preparations complete, I set up the tent manually because sometimes it felt good doing something the old-fashioned way.

Later that evening, as darkness was approaching, every single member of the Rising Star Coven and the New Moon Coven arrived in ones and twos and the occasional group. Overall we had nearly one hundred and fifty witches gathered together. They all built small fires and sat in groups amidst the large clearing in the woods where we’d erected a small stage.

We were finally bringing the covens closer together, and thus, decided to start the meeting off by rearranging some of the seating. Alpha stood tall upon the stage with Illumina standing proudly at her side while myself and Novella both stood back and to the side for now. “Members of the Rising Star and New Moon Covens, welcome to the first gathering of our sisterhood!”

There were a few small cheers and claps, but most looked on with curiosity. Only the inner circles of both the New Moon and Rising Star Covens were aware that I was in charge now. Since none of the outer circle members of the New Moon Coven were present when I dominated their inner circle’s mansion, we kept them in the dark to avoid panic. The only thing we told either coven’s outer circle members so far was that we became close allies.

“We’re going to kick things off today by changing things up. You all must start forming closer ties to one another. So, I need members of The Rising Star Coven to split up and find spaces among the groups of the New Moon Coven. The faster this is done, the faster I can explain why.”

Murmurs spread throughout the crowd as witches did as they were told and all joined the various groups, making sure that at least one Rising Star member was in each. Our two inner circles were already sitting together in two large groups, having been made aware of this move beforehand.

Within a couple of minutes, everyone was settled again. This time, Illumina spoke up. “I’m sure you’re all wondering why we are encouraging you all to form closer ties.”

Nods of agreement and hushed muttering came in response.

“The answer is simple. It is because we are all now ruled by a single leader. We were going to take more time to allow you all to come together more naturally, however, recent events involving the Devil’s Coast, the Californian Super Coven have forced us to expedite our plans. Alpha, please explain the rest to them.”

Alpha nodded, her tail taut with focus. “First of all, none of you should have anything to fear with the California coven. They are only after one person, and,” she laughed. “They aren’t going to succeed.”

The crowd’s initially tense response to hearing any mention of the super coven began to fade seeing Alpha’s confidence and learning that they would apparently be safe.

She extended her hand towards me, and I stepped forward. As the two ladies stepped to the side, I took my place between them. “Illumina and I know exactly who, and what Logan is—as a matter of fact, I’m sure that you all do by now, even if some of you are still trying to deny it. History is being made, and I for one, will NOT fight it.” Then she gave me a sultry grin. “Not when submitting to it feels so damn good.”

Despite the heavy topic, that comment got a few chuckles from the crowd and admittedly, my cheeks got a little warm.

Alpha continued. “My sister Illumina and I have already acknowledged him as the Inevitable Coven King!”

The declaration had been officially made, and even though Alpha was clearly right, and most in the crowd knew it, you could tell that many either didn’t want to believe it was true or couldn’t quite accept it yet.

Several people shouted questions like, “How do you know?” or “What proof do you have?” and “Why should we believe you?”

Illumina held up two fingers. “There are two reasons why I know. The first, is that I have seen his power with my own eyes, and watched as my King slays the hearts and bends the wills of every witch he meets.”

“And the second!” Alpha shouted as she pointed to Novella who had already taken her place beside the Beast Witch. “Is this!”

Novella dropped the robe she’d been wearing, exposing her naked body as she began her spell. Just like she had in her room, she chanted the magical words and the ancient letters and symbols that made up the Greater Familiar Contract flew from the page and began covering her body. She dismissed her grimoire and held her hands out to her sides so all could see the black letters.

Someone from the crowd shouted, “That’s just the Greater Familiar Contract! What does that prove?”

As if in answer to her question, we all watched as the same thing I witnessed in her bedroom earlier that day, happened again. The crowd gasped as black letters and symbols slowly changed, becoming almost fluid in nature as they altered their form. Several of the black tattoos had turned red and glowed brightly. The words of the contract changed all on their own to the same wording I’d used to so thoroughly bind Illumina and the New Moon Coven.

“How is this possible?!” the same witch shouted again.

Alpha smirked. “How? Who knows? Perhaps it was changed by the gods? Maybe. No matter how, or what greater power may have changed it, it reflects the current contract that we are ALL under! And I do mean all. Even the Rising Star Coven members, who were under our own unique contract with Logan, have changed.”

“Look inside of you, inspect your connections. You feel it. I for one am honored to be the contractually bound fuck doll of the one and only Coven King!” Illumina shouted with pride.

One girl in the crowd said, “I can feel it!” Then she tilted her head in confusion. “But… I don’t think it requires us to be his fuck doll.”

I chimed in for the first time. “Yeah, it definitely does not require that.”

Several others expressed their agreement with her assessment.

Illumina’s cheeks reddened as she looked down and kicked her toe against the stage. “I honor the contract’s deeper intent,” Illumina muttered, though the magical spell that was amplifying her voice made it loud enough for everyone to still hear what she said, and surprisingly a few murmured their agreement.

“Fuck doll or not,” Alpha continued, “Logan can no longer be controlled. He can no longer be compelled. Instead, he can compel any witches in either coven if he wants to. Logan, please demonstrate.”

I took a step forward and looked over the crowd. We only realized the changes in our contract this morning and barely had time to explore them all before we had to leave. However, I used to be on the opposite end of the compulsions, and I was able to resist them. That experience made it easy for me to utilize them. “I have absolutely no plans to use compulsion on any of you unless I’m left with no other choice. That being said, I’d like two volunteers, one from the Rising Star Coven and one from the New Moon Coven.”

One girl’s hand shot up as she shouted, “Your smile is the only compulsion I need, hot stuff!” Several witches giggled.

If she were trying to get a grin out of me, she succeeded. However, I was looking for witches who doubted me. I pointed to Ikneada, aka Chef Witchardee. “You.” Then I pointed at a member of the New Moon Coven that I didn’t recognize. She had short brown hair and appeared to be a Wand Witch. A deep frown adorned her face, and her brows were furrowed. “And you. What I want you to do is simple. Do everything you can to resist my next three commands.”

They both nodded in response.

I crooked my finger. “Both of you, come here now,” I commanded and pointed to a spot on the ground in front of the stage.

The witches both grimaced as they tried to resist, and even though they started slowly, within seconds they were both hurrying to reach the spot I pointed to as quickly as they could.

“You there, what’s your name?” I asked, pointing at the Wand Witch.

“My name’s Saltis.”

“Thank you. Now, both of you spin three times.”

This time their resistance lasted an even shorter amount of time, quickly spinning in a full circle three times, just as I commanded. “Now, so everyone can see the full extent of this, I’m going to command you to do something that you most likely won’t want to do. Is that alright with the both of you?”

Saltis and Ikneada looked at one another, genuine concern in their eyes. “You’re not gonna make us fool around with one another or anything are you?” The Chef Witch asked.

I shook my head. “Absolutely not. Full disclosure though, you’ll probably be a little embarrassed.”

They looked at each other again, and then nodded. “Okay, I’ll do this for the coven. It’s best if we all truly understand the power we could be subjected to,” the Wand Witch said.

I smiled. “Very well. Ikneada, tell me something you don’t want me to know about yourself.”

Her eyes went wide and she slapped her hands over her mouth. Then she gritted her teeth as her fists clenched. No matter what she did, the words still came out. “I have the most hours in the whole coven logged on Cherry TV! Honestly, I think I’ve seen every video at least twice and caught nearly every livestream!” Her face turned as red as a tomato. “I can’t believe I said that!”

Witches throughout the crowd snickered, and some looked genuinely impressed.

“Saltis, now you. Tell me something that you don’t want me to know about yourself.”

Her reaction was identical to Ikneada’s. She took on a look of utter shock. “My—my—my—my friends always praise me for how good my homemade pie is, but it’s store bought!”

Several gasps came from the crowd, but Ikneada looked like she was staring into the soul of a kindred spirit.

“Thank you both for your assistance. I’ll make sure you both get a reward for volunteering.”

Rose shouted, “Logan gives the best freakin’ rewards!”

The two ladies nodded in thanks before Ikneada put her arm over Saltis’ shoulder. “I feel your pain sister,” she said solemnly. “C’mon, let’s go sit down. I’ll tell you how you can recover from this. I promise it’ll all be alright with the right homemade soup recipe.”

I took a step back. “Alpha, go ahead.”

“As you can see, Logan’s ability to use compulsion is absolute. However, I believe him when he says he won’t use it unless there are no other options. Furthermore, as of this morning, he can now force a transformation with a Spell Token without being required to pay the cost associated with it. It is completely up to him to decide if he wants to pay the cost or not.”

I chimed in. “I will do my absolute best to still pay costs associated with the tokens created by my inner circle members. However, that will depend on my availability—I am only one man after all.”

A tear-filled shout came from a sobbing Halo as the witches around her all rubbed her back around her wings to comfort her. “Jeepers! I love him sooooo much!”

Illumina lifted her chin higher. “Logan, is without a doubt, in an absolute position of superiority over all of us. He is no longer a Greater Familiar, but the one true Coven King!”

Her statement was met with more cheers than I expected. The unexpected showing of so much support made me feel validated.

Alpha’s ears twitched. “If I recognized that Logan would become the Coven King before I met him, I have no doubt that I would have decided he was too much of a liability and killed him rather than offer him a deal to become our Greater Familiar. But today, I am one of many women who are hopelessly in love with our King, and I don’t regret it one bit.”

She raised her hand and pointed from left to right. “Our operations will continue as they always have, though you should expect more combined missions and to work more closely with one another as we all now share a singular leader. If anyone here wishes to rebel or defy him, it’s the same as betraying myself, Illumina, and our entire coven.”

The crowd began to chat amongst themselves, but it was hard to tell if the consensus was good or bad. They quickly quieted when Alpha started up again. “That being said, do any of you wish to be free of your coven and the power we offer you? This is your one and only chance to sever your contract freely, with no harm, punishment, nor ill will of any kind—so long as Logan approves.”

I nodded. “I approve wholeheartedly. I don’t want anyone here to think they are being forced to stay with us. We only want you here, if you want to be here.”

Witches turned their heads, looking around curiously at one another. No one spoke up, and no one stood to leave. Not a single witch was taking us up on the offer. I couldn’t help the smile that grew on my face.

Alpha beamed. “As a reward for your loyalty, we have a special treat for you tonight. Logan is going to attempt something that hasn’t been done since the days of Merlin, the last rumored supreme Coven King. He will force a Greater Familiar form from a Grimoire Witch!”

The crowd gasped their loudest yet, and many made exclamations of disbelief.

Alpha, Illumina, and Novella backed up and gave me space in the center of the stage. Novella looked more excited than I’d ever seen her before, save for just before I took her virginity anyway.

I summoned a token from the sack Novella gave me. I picked one that had a very specific price that she’d thoroughly enjoy. For a moment, I just stared at it, letting it sink in that this was a historical event.

For showmanship and sentimentality on my part, I held up the Spell Token for all to see before bringing it to my lips, kissing it, and releasing the magic inside.

The magic was hesitant, but only for a moment until I pushed with more power, forcing it to take hold. I immediately realized that this transformation was different from the others. It didn’t hurt, which was good, but somehow I understood that I shouldn’t store my clothes.

My body grew to a little over seven feet tall, and my muscles swelled to proportions similar to the toned guys I saw in those World’s Strongest Man competitions. My shirt flowed over my skin like water as it completely changed into a long wooden staff. The pants I was wearing transformed into a scholarly robe. However, the top half of the robe hung down past the rope that cinched the waist closed, leaving my upper body exposed. My shoes and socks transformed into open-toed Greek sandals.

Meanwhile, I grew a long, white, full beard and my hair grew out to my shoulders as it also turned white. With the transformation nearly complete, ancient writing began covering my body as tattoos of various spells inked into existence.

The crowd was full of witches oooh-ing, awww-ing, and gasping before they erupted into thunderous applause and whistles.

I felt the consciousness, but it didn’t try to take over. Rather than being forced to wrestle with it, it spoke to me. This wasn’t the first time the personalities had spoken to me. Previously the spirit of the Celestial Guardian profusely apologized to me before disappearing. What was more shocking, was that this personality knew my name.

“Hello, Logan Morrison,” the spirit totem said in my mind.

The crowd was cheering like madwomen, and I smiled at them as I had a mental conversation. Fortunately, because they were mainly thoughts, the conversation was happening much faster than should have been possible. “Who are you? How do you know my name?”

“Questions, questions. So many questions. Seeking answers to questions nearly consumed my entire existence.”

“Seems like a good time for you to change course and give some answers, doesn’t it?”

The voice laughed. “I suppose that sounds logical enough, young man. It’s been a long time since anyone asked me my name, but I digress. My name is Theonitis, but you may call me, and this form, the Philosopher. I was once a Greater Familiar like you, from what you’d refer to as ancient Greece. Don’t bother searching for me in the histories because you will not find me. The witches who opposed my mistress ensured that no one would ever learn I existed.”

“Okay, well, it’s nice to meet you, Philosopher, but how do you know who I am?”

“First, tell me what you know of the prophecy of the Coven King?”

I gave him a mental shrug and remained diligent for any tricks. “That a human Greater Familiar will end up ruling their coven. That seems to be pretty much all anyone knows.”

“That is close. However, it seems that many of the details have been lost over time. The ancient world was not as divided as many believe. While the population was much smaller, and less land was inhabited, magical portals provided means of transportation to the most powerful. Back then, witches saw the value of birthing males. For it was those bloodlines who could become Human Greater Familiars which were far superior to any others.”

“I understand that, but how did people like me become so rare?” I asked. This was a unique opportunity, so I figured I would learn all I could before trying to banish him. Of course, I had no way of verifying if he was telling the truth or not, but so far I had no reason not to believe him.

He laughed. “Patience, young man. You will understand soon. The island which you now call Rapa Nui, or Easter Island, was once called Eile fan Freedken in the ancient tongue. This means Isle of Breeding. It was ruled by a small, but powerful coven whose name was lost to time. Yapta The Seer and Iga The Fertile were led by Kotcha The Teacher. Witches from throughout the world would come by portal to breed and birth sons who would live and be raised on the island where they were trained to become Greater Familiars.

“This was until Yapta had a vision of the future. She said that one day, a boy would grow up with no one, raising himself in poverty, would break free from the shackles that bind him, and rise to become the Inevitable Coven King. No witch would be able to stop him, and many would willingly join his cause. For he shall rule all covens, restoring true peace to the magical world.”

I froze for a moment, the crowd in front of me still cheering, no one but me aware of the conversation of thoughts within my head. “I don’t seek power, and I’m not trying to take over any covens. That’s not what I want.”

“It is your destiny, Logan. When you took this form, I saw it in your mind. In fact, I saw your whole life. You are the Inevitable Coven King of which she spoke so long ago. However, I have not answered your question yet.”

“Okay… go on.” This was a lot to take in, hearing the prophecy in its entirety like this. It really did leave no doubt.

“When word began to spread, the Greater Familiars of the island began carving statues, all trying to depict what they believed the future Coven King, the one who would free them all, might look like. Nearly a thousand statues stood, all enchanted by magic to preserve them with the aid of witches who came to breed. None of the witches took it seriously, you see. They believed it to be a tale told to the men to keep their spirits raised.”

“Wait, are you trying to tell me that all of those statues are supposed to be me? How is that even possible?”

“The enchantments don’t last forever, Logan. After a few thousand years any enchantment is bound to expire if it is not renewed. This would lead anyone to believe they weren’t as old as they truly were.”

“Okay, I guess that makes sense. It’s still really awkward, but go on with your story, we don’t have much time,” I said.

“Very well, young man, and you are correct. I’d hate to keep all these ladies waiting for too long. Word reached the Egyptian Super Coven at the time, and their leader Cleamatta refused to take any risks. She sent hundreds of witches to slaughter every living person on the island and cast their bodies into the ocean. After that, they killed every human Greater Familiar they came in contact with and began spreading the word to only birth daughters.

“Though, their warnings were not heeded by all, and in time many still willingly birthed sons. This was until the days of Merlin. He was the first Greater Familiar to rise and take over not just one, but at least four large covens at the time. It was then that witches took the threat seriously. After Merlin’s death, every major coven began to purge men they found who had the blood of witches in their veins.

“Some witches who loved their sons warded them from the magic and sent them away. One witch who protected her son was Morgan Le Fay. She was the strongest witch this world has ever known. Yet, even her line eventually refused to birth sons as well. All of them except for your mother.

“Any other human Greater Familiar in history could only hope to grasp a quarter of your true potential. They could not use Spell Tokens as you do, even if their raw magical strength and potential could have been great enough to defeat the fenrir and drake as you did. You, Logan, are one of the last few men left on this world with a witch’s bloodline.”

“How do you know all of this? If you were from ancient Greece then you’d be dead before Morgan Le Fay was even born,” I protested.

He chuckled. “Listen, young man. One day when you are done with this plane, you will understand. Until then there are too many secrets which I cannot share because they would be harmful to you.”

“Why tell me all of this?”

“What was it I saw you say in a recent memory of yours, ‘us familiars gotta stick together’?” He chuckled. “Unfortunately, our time is up. Use this power that I have left behind wisely. Whether you want to or not, you will rule the magical world of witches one day, and your trials are only beginning. Thank you, Logan Reginald Morrison, for indulging an old man and allowing me to share my knowledge with someone of this world one last time.”

And, just like that, he was gone, and the son of a bitch used my middle name, too. That fucker, I grumbled internally. The entire conversation of thoughts took seconds, yet it felt like I’d been smiling and waving at a cheering crowd for minutes. I let the information fall to the back of my mind, knowing that I needed time to digest everything he said, and focused on the new form my body was in.

The power coursing through my body was astonishing. With the personality—no, with Theonitis gone and no more distractions I could sense the enormous amount of magic this form possessed. It’s not that it was stronger than my other forms. Rather than the magic being channeled into mass to make me larger, it was more versatile in other ways.

The still very naked and very attractive Novella rushed to my side. She ogled my new form, and I wasn’t sure what she wanted more, to take me to her bed or find out what I could do with it—probably both. “What do you think you can do with it, Mr. Morrison?”

I looked down at my hands. The power crackled through my body, waiting to be unleashed. “I think…” My eyes met hers. “I think I can use magic.”


Chapter 10


A New World Record?

The crowd cheered excitedly at my revelation. Novella’s ponytail flailed in the air as she clapped her hands and bounced in place, her breasts jiggling merrily. “That’s absolutely incredible!”

I held up a hand. “There’s more to it. Give me a moment.” Closing my eyes, I searched for the details of the form’s power. It was, by far, the most complicated power set I had. Opening my eyes, I said, “This form is called The Philosopher and has specific spell mechanics. I can cast any spells written on my body instantly, just like you do. However, I can’t pull them from a grimoire.”

Her bouncing ceased, which I was slightly grateful for since I needed to focus. Her gleeful expression didn’t vanish, though her scholarly curiosity joined it. “Alright, I’ll withhold my questions for now. Tell me everything!”

I nodded. “Okay. It comes with a set of default spells which, as you can see, cover my entire body. Anyone in our inner circle should be able to swap out spells for me because my deeper connection with all of you allows me to share your affinity. Those spells will remain linked to the form and become part of the new template until we change it.

“Every spell has a cooldown. Depending on how strong the spell is, that could be seconds, hours, or days. I can put more power into basic spells to amplify their effectiveness, but that would increase the cooldown. When I use a spell, it’ll vanish from my skin and then return when the timer hits zero.”

The crowd continued gleefully chattering as they listened to my explanations and discussed them with one another.

Novella’s eyes widened. “That’s… wow—just wow! What about if you swap to another form and back? Will that reset all your spells?”

I laughed. “No, it definitely won’t. I can tell that much already. However, with my magical reserves, I don’t think that will be a problem. It seems like the sheer power of my magic will already decrease most cooldowns, and the stronger I become, the shorter they’ll get.”

Novella adjusted her glasses as she shook her head in disbelief. “You’re like the ultimate Grimoire Witch. You can use spells from any affinity, instantly casting them, and you don’t have to replace them manually because you simply wait for them to return on their own. I want to see it!”

“That’s what she said,” I quipped.

However, no one heard my joke because the entire crowd started frantically shouting their agreement. Cries of, “Cast a spell!” and “Blow something up!” and “I don’t know why we’re shouting because I totally zoned out admiring those huge freakin’ pecs!” reached my ears.

Alpha stepped forward, looking me up and down with a smirk before asking the crowd, “Would you like to see a demonstration?!”

Illumina joined Alpha as the audience shouted and clapped. “Mallison, come onto the stage!”

Looking out over the crowd, I watched as Mallison approached. I had heard her name before, back when she assisted Alpha on her mission at the warehouse when we were searching for Mother Dearest, but I had never seen her in person.

When she arrived on the stage, I got a good look at her. Mallison was a small woman—maybe four feet nine inches at most. Even Rose was taller than her. She had long blue hair that hung down to her ass and vibrant blue eyes. Her facial features reflected her obvious half-Asian heritage, but I couldn’t tell a thing about her body type since her robe was too baggy. The robe was black with blue highlights, and there was a spot on the chest that looked as if a patch used to be sewn there, but got cut off later.

Seeing it reminded me of how I always found it curious that the bigger covens seemed to have a dress code. The New Moon Coven, Salem Coven, and all four other large covens that showed up at Sinner’s field had their uniformed robes with unique colors and symbols. However, all the smaller covens never seemed to care about what their members wore.

She showed little to no emotion as she stood, waiting for direction. Illumina said, “You will summon some beasts for our king to fight. The stage is big, but not that big, so be mindful of the creatures’ sizes. Remember, this is only a demonstration.”

“I understand,” Mallison said with the slightest dip of her head. She stared at me for a moment before gulping and averting her gaze.

Alpha, Novella, and Illumina left the stage, and I prepared myself. Mallison remained at the far edge of the stage and held up her palm. It had a summoning circle tattooed on it. The circle glowed with a royal blue light, and in an extremely quiet and calm voice, she said, “Soprempen sis danker fa.”

Six blue circles formed on the ground between us, and a Dark Fey shot out of each one. They looked identical to the ones I’d destroyed with my Okatku form in the forest when the girls were warding the Lunar Amulet. They had beady black eyes and resembled large, evil, vicious fairies. The creatures were around a foot tall with deep gray, almost black skin, bat-like wings, tiny sharp teeth, and even sharper claws on their little hands and feet.

I was fairly confident they couldn’t pierce my skin anymore, but I wasn’t in a hurry to find out and aimed to make quick work out of these little bastards. Instinctively, I understood I didn’t need to shout the words to cast my spells, but it seemed like it would look more impressive if I did. Pointing to the first one on the far left, I shouted, “Chettain hem!” Chains shot from the air all around the fey, binding it. I squeezed my hand into a fist and the chains tightened, crushing the creature to death in an instant and causing it to burst into a puff of blue smoke. It was dead before it even started toward me.

Holding up my palm toward the next in line, I called out, “Fuirbal!” I hadn’t chosen to enhance the spell, curious about what its base power would be like. The fireball shot out of my hand and crashed against it. The small monster instantly burst into smoke without an opportunity to even scream in pain. Better yet, the chains were already off cooldown and the fireball would be ready in only another second or two.

The other four were streaking toward me, already having closed half the distance. I could have easily killed them before they reached me, but decided not to since the crowd wanted a show. So, I called out again, “Teleperen!” My body blinked out of existence with a burst of white illumination, and I had to reorient myself quickly as I instantaneously appeared behind the monsters in another flash of light.

“Gimvangensmistraf!” I shouted, pointing at the third in line. A transparent silver cage appeared around it, locking it in place. That cage would last until I dismissed it, so I ignored that one for now while casting yet another spell, “Ijscharf!” A shard of ice flew from my palm, spearing completely through the fourth fey and sending it back to wherever the summons came from.

I held both hands in the air as the final two spun around, darting toward me again. “Levitionatie!” My body lifted off the ground. Admittedly, it was completely unnecessary in this situation, but hopefully, it looked as cool as I thought it would. Both the fireball and ice shard were off cooldown so I tried something new. I held up my hand and the staff, one aimed at each of them. “Fuirbal end Ijscharf!”

The instincts inside of me were right on the money again, because a fireball shot from my right hand at one, while an even bigger ice shard than the last time simultaneously shot out at the staff, killing them both at the same time. So that’s what the staff is for. I was so focused on the spells that I forgot all about it. It used less magic and shortened the cooldown even more, too! I almost laughed at the thought, but I had one fey left to deal with.

As I tried to decide how to finish the final fey in the cage, I realized there was another part of that spell. Reaching back, I put the staff against my back at an angle—it stayed there, despite no straps to hold it in place.

I focused on my magical enclosure and pointed four fingers from each hand toward one another, then slid them together, rapidly interlocking my fingers. Spikes formed inside the cage on all sides before piercing through the monster’s body in several places and ending its time in our world.

Lowering myself to the ground, I looked back over my shoulder at Mallison and gave her a thumbs up. “Thanks for your help, Mal.”

She wiped a bit of drool from her chin and nodded, her face still looking completely calm despite the slight reddening of her cheeks. “Yes,” she said in a low volume before turning and walking away. Her voice was so soft that if I didn’t have enhanced senses, I never would have caught it.

I ignored the awkwardness of that response and looked out across the crowd. They were completely silent with their jaws on the ground. Then, without warning, they erupted into cheers, clapping, and laughter.

It felt like it went on for ages before the crowd became more subdued. I could tell they were finally grasping the sheer force of my true power and gaining a genuine understanding of who and what I was.

When it was quiet enough, I called out to them again as I allowed the new form to fade away, transforming back into my normal self. In the same way, my clothing also changed back with me. “I’d like to thank you all for your discretion. I don’t want word of who I am or what I can do to spread far and wide. There are already enough eyes on us, and leaks would mean even more trouble.”

Illumina and Alpha returned to the stage. Illumina said, “You’ll all notice that one inner circle member is joining each group of you now. Prepare your ritual knives because you will join into a contract with them. This contract will prevent all of you from intentionally leaking what you know about our king. However, you will be able to speak openly about it with your fellow coven sisters.”

It was just as Illumina said. Fourteen members of the New Moon Coven stood and split up, one in each group. As soon as they were in position, Alpha took the lead.

“Everyone cut both of your palms and then hold hands in your circles.” The witches all did as directed, and Alpha continued. “Repeat after me!” Alpha shouted. “Ij meree taar koupen te coksen kining eh segheit vam ayederne tat dot nit kneten et.”

“Ij meree taar koupen te coksen kining eh segheit vam ayederne tat dot nit kneten et,” the crowd repeated.

I stepped down from the stage, walking over to Cherry. As far as I knew, this was the end. Alpha and Illumina would give the closing statements, and then I could relax and spend time with my ladies. Man, I was looking forward to that. Oh, how wrong I proved to be.
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Illumina stood tall with her back straight as she addressed the audience. “Alpha and I have agreed that a final act of submission is required per the contract!”

Alpha rolled her eyes and quickly clarified, “It’s not per the contract, but we agreed that this is required.”

Illumina scowled at her, but continued. “Every single woman here who is not a member of Logan’s inner circle must participate in an orgy! Each group must assist in providing pleasure that will bring our King to climax so he can baptize you with his divine seed! Keep in mind that it will please our king greatly to see you helping your sisters to cum when you are unable to pleasure him directly, or when it is not your turn to experience the glory that is our king’s cock.”

My jaw dropped, and I turned to Cherry. “Is this necessary? It seems a little too far, doesn’t it?”

Cherry furrowed her brows, crossed her arms, and growled under her breath as she kicked the dirt. She begrudgingly said, “Urg… Yes. It’s logical—once they taste your cock, their loyalty will be unquestionable. That’s how it’s been for each of us, and that’s how it’ll be for them, too.”

“Look, I’m not an expert on this, but I’m pretty sure that kind of hentai logic doesn’t work in real life.” She just ignored me.

A familiar struggle warred inside of me as I considered the idea that one day I would have more children than I could help raise. A part of me felt like doing that would be wrong. How could I justify having children that I know I won’t have time for? At the same time, I understood that, no matter what, they would have loving mothers. I needed to resolve this conflict eventually, but for now, I threw it on the back burner since no one was getting pregnant today. So, I took a deep breath, figuring that if this was the worst thing I had to deal with tonight, then I had nothing to complain about.

The covens were split up into fourteen groups of roughly ten each. My inner circle spread out and started advising various groups about things I liked, while Mother stayed close by, presumably in case I eventually needed a little help should I ‘run out of steam’, so to speak. Every single witch in sight was hurriedly undressing, or storing their clothes in their transdimensional storage—all except for the one who caught my eye. At least I knew which group I would hit up first.

Stepping up to the first group of furiously blushing witches, I realized I didn’t recognize any of them except for Ikneada. The rest of them were naked, exposing bodies of all types around me. Some had hourglass shapes and others were lithe. A couple were tall, and a few were short. No matter what, they were all stunningly beautiful, and my member fervently agreed as he begged me to let him out to play.

“I know they said you all have to do this, but I need to make sure you all understand that you have a choice. I won’t punish you if you decide you don’t want to take part in this.”

They met my words with giggles as four women surrounded me and began pulling my clothes off. Ikneada stared at me with a deep, burning hunger in her blue eyes. “Listen here, pretty boy. You’ve caused me more grief than anyone ever has. So today, you’re gonna give me the proper payment I deserve.”

Ikneada’s chef hat instantly set her apart from everyone else. “If that’s the case, why are you the only one still dressed?” I asked.

“Because I’m gonna enjoy it a hell of a lot more if I see you drooling over me while you watch me take my clothes off for you.” She gradually pulled each arm out of the sleeves of her white robe as other witches’ hands roamed up and down my chest, back, and sides.

The ladies surrounding me pulled down my pants and boxers, letting my penis catapult out of my clothes. Every witch with line of sight gasped as they saw it in person for the first time. “Fuck… that’s definitely not like any sausage I’ve seen in the kitchen before,” Ikneada said breathily as she let the top of her robe fall around her cinched waist.

Soft moans sounded all around me, and in my peripheral, I saw the women in the other groups already pairing up. Women were fingering each other, sucking on one another’s nipples, making out, and burying their heads into one another’s crotches.

Ikneada wasn’t wrong, though. Despite the debauchery all around us, she was setting herself apart from everyone else and had my full attention. Well, mostly because I couldn’t resist looking down to see a sexy redhead with freckles taking my cock into her mouth.

My eyes returned to the raven-haired beauty only a second later as she tossed her chef’s hat onto the ground, revealing her short black hair. “I can’t help but wonder if you want me as bad as I’ve wanted you, pretty boy.”

I was too busy eye-fucking her to respond. Her body wasn’t as shapely as others, but it was perfectly proportioned. The Chef Witch’s titties looked like they wanted to have a staring contest with me and, to be honest, I didn’t know who would win that battle.

The redhead on my dick was clearly inexperienced but enthusiastic. She moaned loudly as she pleasured herself while bobbing on my shaft. Two blondes were kissing each side of my neck, and two more ladies were rubbing their bodies and tongues up and down my back. Two more were crouched next to the redhead, rubbing their pussies against my shins as they kissed and licked my thighs. Other than Ikneada, the few ladies who couldn’t please me directly were making a show of going down on one another.

“What do you think of my breasts, pretty boy? Do you like my perky titties?” Ikneada asked as she pinched and pulled at her pink, puffy nipples.

I intelligently replied, “Uh-huh.”

She chuckled as she untied the rope at her waist and let her robe fall from her defined hips, giving me a great view of her thinner thighs that still looked so good that I wanted them wrapped around my head.

She stepped closer to me in nothing but her black panties. Once she was only a foot away, her orange eyes blazed with what seemed to be an actual small fire in her irises. She grinned mischievously. “Do you prefer your kisses rare, medium, or well-done?”

“I have no clue what the fuck that means, but if I can kiss you, then I’m in,” I said.

She laughed while the redhead removed herself from my cock and let a sexy, thick blonde take her place. “I want you to fuck my mouth, Coven King!” she shouted below me before she parted her lips wide.

Shrugging, I pushed my dick inside her. I started slowly, but apparently, Ikneada had another idea. She pressed her pelvis against the back of the woman’s head and began thrusting her hips forward as she pulled my head down into a kiss.

Our lips parted and our tongues grazed one another’s as we savored the moment. The woman moaned even louder because the sexy redhead started fingering her while Ikneada continued using her hips to make the blonde repeatedly throat my thick inches. The redhead excitedly said, “Do you like it when I strum her pussy for you, Coven King? I’m going to make her cum while your cock is in her mouth!”

Ikneada and I continued making out until the other women experienced my girth in their mouth. “Fuck, pretty boy. I bet you taste even better than my signature dish.”

“Why don’t you find out?”

“You don’t tell me what to do, pretty boy,” she teased. “You’re just lucky that I want to,” she said as she slowly dropped to her knees. She fixed her greedy eyes on mine as she ran her tongue slowly up my shaft before parting her lips and taking me in. Ikneada’s moans joined the chorus around me as her cheeks hollowed and she did her best to inhale me. “MMmmm!”

I ran my fingers through her hair while she fondled my balls and slipped her hand into her panties. Two brunettes came up on either side of her, each one massaging her breasts and playing with her nipples. She tried to moan as she bobbed up and down my length, but half of it only came out as lewd noises. “Glk! Ah—Glk!—Mmm—GLK! Ohhh!” She popped me out of her mouth and stroked me with long, smooth motions. “Fucking hell! It really does taste good. Please, pretty boy, I don’t think we can wait any longer. You’d better fuck us all now or I’ll have to get out my frying pan.”

I laughed and realized Illumina was beside me, apparently taking it upon herself to facilitate the logistics now. “All of you line up along the log you were sitting on and bend over, hands on the wood, and no, I don’t mean our King’s. Ikneada, you take the center spot.”

The girls all giggled and quickly did as they were told. Within seconds, I had ten glorious asses lined up in front of me and only one still wearing panties. It was the most glorious buffet I had ever seen.

Then I pressed my tip against the puffy lower lips of, well, whoever’s jiggly ass this was and pushed forward, sinking my cock into her depths. She cried out, “Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Coven King! Make me yours forever!”

I did just that, not hesitating to hammer her entrance for all I was worth. There was no way I was going to stop until she had her climax. The thought filled me with slight worry as the gravity of the situation hit me.

Tonight, I was going to take the virginity of over one hundred and thirty women. On top of that, I never wanted to let a woman’s first time end without an orgasm. I almost shed a tear for the sacrifice my little guy was making tonight and hoped he wouldn’t decide to turn in his resignation on me when we finished.

Fortunately, the first woman lost herself in the bliss and gave in quickly. “Oh god! Ahh!—I’m cumming! AH!” I stayed inside of her long enough for her to ride it out, then I moved on to the next. Illumina directed that girl to finger the one on the other end, and she hurried to obey.

Meanwhile, I was already thrusting into the next woman. Her ass was firm and muscular, so I wasn’t surprised at how tightly her walls were clamping down on me. The added pressure felt wonderful, but in the end, it did her in before I was even close. “Oh, by the lords above! Fffuuuuuucking Ahhhhh!”

She also moved down the line to finger another woman. I continued this trend until I reached Ikneada, whose ass I slapped, before skipping her for now. “Ooohh yes! Wait, what the hell are you doing? It’s my turn, and you owe me big time!”

My response was to give her another smack, eliciting a new moan. Then I proceeded to fuck the next five women to their orgasms before returning to Ikneada, who still had her panties on. She was right. I owed her for a bit of grief, and I’d pay her back in full before I was done.

“You girls, all who felt the glory of our king’s majestic member inside of you, crowd around Ikneada, and get on your knees,” Illumina declared to the rest of the group.

They complied as I dropped to my knees behind the raven-haired witch. “I bet this doesn’t taste like it came from a can,” I said as I pulled her panties down and pressed my tongue against her dripping slit.

“Dear sweet mother of all things holy! That—Ah! Feels so fffffucking—Mmm—good!” she shouted as my tongue gradually swirled her button. I massaged her firm cheeks, giving them the occasional slap as I brought her to her first orgasm. She released a burst of girl-cum all over my chin. “Ahhhhh! Fffuck—I’m cumming, pretty boy! Nggh–yaahhh!”

I stood, and Illumina was there with a towel, wiping off my mouth for me. “Oh, thanks,” I said.

“It is part of the requirements, as I am one of your pathetic sex dolls. So think nothing of it, my King,” she grumbled.

“No really, you didn’t have to do that, but I appreciate it,” I said as I lined myself up with Ikneada’s folds.

Illumina blushed. “I do only what my merciless king requires.”

“Alright ladies, I can confirm that Chef Witchardee is a delicious and nutritious part of any diet. You, sexy redhead with the cute freckles, why don’t you slide under her and have a taste for yourself?”

“Yes, Coven King!” she shouted as she kneeled lower between Ikneada’s legs and tilted her head back to lick the Chef Witch’s pearl.

At the same time, I slid into her tight, drenched pussy, gripping her hips as firmly as I could. She came instantly. “Ffffuck! I’m cumming! Ahhh! Hhhow did you—Ohhh god!”

I let her ride it out, feeling far more thrilled about that than I probably should have, considering I didn’t do anything yet. Once she settled down, I started ravishing her. Taking long, smooth strokes as her velvety walls worked me closer to the edge. “Mmm—Fuck me, pretty boy! Ahh! Knead my ass like dough—Ngghh—and tenderize this pussy like you mean it! Ahhh! Yeah! Just like that! Just… like… that… Fuck yes! Ahhh!”

I could only assume that meant she wanted it harder, so I slapped her on the ass and started pounding her pussy like it owed me money. I kept up my relentless pace as I felt myself getting closer. Then her body began shaking while her muscles tightened around me as her pussy tried to milk my length. “OH, god, pretty boy! I’m—AHHH! Again! MMM—It’s so—Yeaaahhhh! Gooooood! Ahhhhhh!”

Illumina saw my body tensing up. She’d made me cum plenty enough to realize I was about to blow. “Quickly! Prepare to be baptized by your king!”

The freckled, redheaded witch quickly slid out from beneath Ikneada and all the gorgeous witches in front of me clumped up as tightly as they could while the Chef Witch pulled herself off of me and turned, getting on her knees as well. They all moaned and fingered one another, sticking their tongues out and looking at me with desperate need while Illumina quickly grabbed my now free cock and jerked me vigorously.

Several of them begged. “Please, King Logan! Cover us with your holy sperm!”

“Coven King! Please! We need to feel your warmth showering over us!”

“Fuck! Please! Please! Please! Cum on our eager faces!”

Reaching the point of no return, I let go, losing myself in the sweet, rapturous climax. Every expert twist and pump of Illumina’s wrist fired off another blast of my cum. She started with Ikneada, sending two splatters against her face, then started moving from left to right, making sure that everyone got covered with my hot seed. All the ladies cooed, and several shouted things like, “Thank you, your Highness!” and “Your cum tastes so good!” and “Your divine seed cleansed my soul!”

“While that’s really hot, I’m pretty sure that’s not true,” I replied to the last witch.

Ikneada chuckled as she dragged globs into her mouth. “Okay, you made up for the trouble you caused me. But you’re still lucky that you’re a pretty boy,” she teased.

I playfully slapped her cheek with my cock, making her giggle. Then, as I was about to hit her with a snappy retort, she pulled my cock into her mouth, staring at me with a smile as she cleaned me off. I groaned and noticed Cherry had her phone out, apparently looking to document the entire night for Cherry TV.
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Things went pretty much the same with every group after the first. If I didn’t have someone in mind, then Illumina or Alpha would pick out a girl for me to be ‘rewarded’ with my extra attention before each ‘baptism’.

Things got weird a time or two. There was one witch who seemed to think it was a good idea to suck on my big toe. It did nothing for me, but she seemed happy–so, what the hell, right? Live and let live. Eventually, it hit a point where Mother needed to use some of her magic to make the ladies even more sensitive just to speed things up.

After the first five groups I was afraid I might start cumming up chalk dust, and Mother had to use her magic on me to refill my tank, so to speak. In the end, I was only a man and even I was limited to how much sperm I could naturally create. Still, she didn’t need to assist with shortening my refractory period until the last three groups. Some men might view that as a failure. However, I say taking over one hundred beautiful witches’ virginity without stopping counts as a win in my book.

I sat next to Cherry while Alpha and Illumina prepared to speak again. “So, that just happened.”

“Fuck, baby. I knew that chubby cock could put in work, but goddamn,” Cherry said with a wink. “They’re all yours now. How does that make you feel?”

Turning around, I saw several witches still eyeing me with desire, giving me small waves, and giggling together like school girls while they talked about how incredible it felt to have me inside of them. I turned back to Cherry. “Honestly, I can’t believe my power. It makes me feel like a God. But, I have a question for you, love. Do you know why Alpha and Illumina arranged this?”

Cherry scooted closer to me and put her hand around my back, and I put my arm over her shoulder. “Simple, my sweet cinnamon roll. It’s like I said, these witches are yours now. I don’t mean that figuratively. I’m talking literally. They belong to you—body and soul. Now that they’ve had a taste of that glorious man meat of yours, their loyalty is rock solid. I’m sure any doubts they might have had about your status as the Coven King are gone. The rest of the girls and I figured it’s a minor annoyance that we have to make this concession and share you, but we all agreed—it’s a necessary one.”

Hmm, it’s not that annoying… I thought.

“Great job ladies!” Alpha said. “We have a few announcements before you’re all free for the night. We are officially banning the use of Mating Familiars—neither of our covens has one, and never will. However, you are all being granted lifetime access to Cherry TV, and magical duplicates of Logan’s cock that will thrust in sync with the videos and live streams are in the works!”

The crowd gasped and clapped excitedly, clearly pleased with the changes.

“Now, the final announcements of the evening!” Illumina shouted. “The New Moon Coven will no longer be requiring a uniform robe rule. My King likes it better when you can all be yourself.”

All members of the New Moon Coven in the crowd clapped and whistled.

“And in regards to orgies like this one, well, look forward to the monthly coven meetings, because our King will be fucking us all during every one!”

The witches in the audience went absolutely insane. They leaped from the logs, jumping up and down, hugging one another, and crying tears of joy as they shouted with unbridled happiness.

“This is the best coven in the world!”

“Our Coven King is the greatest leader ever!”

“Dodge rammit, I love Logan more than pancakes!”

“Jesus Christ! When did everyone get so much freakin’ cum on their face? This is the last time I watch Sabrina the Teenage Witch on my phone during meetings!”


Chapter 11


A Tasty Salad

After the meeting was officially over, the girls and I headed back home rather than spend the night at the campgrounds. I fell asleep early—for obvious reasons. Look, this isn’t something I ever thought I’d have to say in my lifetime, but taking over one hundred and thirty women’s virginity in one night takes a toll on the body. Fortunately, even though I was still a bit sore, I felt much better in the morning.

The clock on my phone told me I was awake much earlier than was my norm, which made sense. However, some of the girls were usually up by now. “Looks like they’re sleeping in,” I observed aloud for no one’s benefit but my own.

I looked down next to my feet at the end of my bed where Illumina had apparently decided to curl up and spend the night. It seemed like an odd choice, but I wasn’t one to judge. Carefully, I crawled out from under the covers and did my best not to wake the sleeping beauty. Exiting my room, I lifted an arm to do a smell test. I smelled like a fresh spring day—clearly, Illumina had used her higher-tier cleansing spell on me overnight.

That was a pleasant surprise because I didn’t really feel like showering this morning. Typically, that ended with someone joining me and having naughty fun, which I always appreciated, but today I could tell that my little buddy was hoping to recover just a little longer.

Thrilled about this development, I walked quietly past Alpha and Halo’s rooms on my way to the open stairwell. Stepping downstairs, I went through the dining area and into the open kitchen for some coffee.

I plugged a single cup cartridge into the machine, placed my mug in position, and pressed the start button. The sound of the water boiling began, and I walked toward the refrigerator. That’s when I heard a shout from behind. “Come to Mama!” Turning, I saw Rose mid-flight, her vines propelling her straight toward me through the air. It caught me off guard, and my instincts took over.

Without thinking, I dodged out of the way with lightning-fast speed and Rose flew past me. “EEEEEEEEEK!” Bang! Her vines shot forward, barely slowing her down before she crashed into the fridge, leaving a Rose-sized dent in the door.

I rushed over, taking her hand to help her up. “Holy shit, I’m sorry, Rose! You caught me by surprise. Are you alright?”

She stood and shook herself off, summoned her big water bottle, and sipped for a long moment before returning it. The flowers in her hair gained a little extra vibrancy. Vines extended from her back and latched onto the dented surface of the refrigerator door as Rose’s hands glowed green. “Jesus Christ, I hate when that happens! Yup, I’m A-OK!” she said, smiling and giving me two thumbs up. “You don’t need to be sorry! It was my fault.” The vines pulled, and the dent was gone, leaving the door looking as good as new.

My concern quickly transitioned into confusion. “Wait, you’ve crashed into the fridge before?”

She sighed. “Yeah… among other things. I don’t want to talk about it, okay? It’s something I’m not proud of. Suffice it to say that sometimes a girl’s gotta fly without her broom, ya know?”

I didn’t know. But, deciding this was one of those ‘pick your battles’ moments, I let it go. “Right…” I drawled. Then gave her a quick once over. Nearly all of Rose’s busty petite body was on display since she was wearing only a tiny two-piece bikini. It barely covered her erect nipples, showing off the rounded curves of her perfectly proportioned breasts that looked huge on her small frame. The bottoms were just as tiny. It looked like a paper-thin thong that barely covered her slit. The straps rose higher, drawing the eye to the flare of her waist, down to her wonderfully thick thighs, and as always, bare feet.

There was a stirring in my pants, but I ignored it as I met her slightly too-big black eyes. “So, why were you ‘flying’ at me this morning?”

She smiled up at me, twisting a vine around one finger. “It’s not often I get you all to myself. I just got really freakin’ excited.”

“And the bikini?” I pressed.

“I rely on photosynthesis a lot. So I make sure to start my day sunbathing as soon as the sun rises.”

“What about rainy days?”

“I have ultra-purple lights in my room. They aren’t as good as the sun, but they work in a pinch.”

I cocked my head. “Don’t you mean ultraviolet lights?”

She shook her head with a frown. “No. Mine are freakin’ purple when I turn them on, but I knew a witch named Violet–she was an ultra-bitch, so maybe there’s a connection?”

Unable to help myself, I laughed.

Rose beamed at me. “I don’t know what’s funny, but I like it when you smile at me!” Then her eyes widened. “Jesus freakin’ Christ, that reminds me, now’s my chance!”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, my laughter quickly subsided as Rose summoned clothing from her transdimensional storage space. She was suddenly wearing a tight, light brown, form-fitting polo shirt with darker brown stripes down the sides and the buttons undone. Her bikini bottoms were replaced with matching, light brown short shorts and a black belt that cinched at her waist. Her polo had a golden badge sewn on it with the letters FPD. “What do the letters stand for?”

“Freakin’ Package Delivery!” She said with a smile so bright it out-shined the sun.

I took a step back, my brows furrowing. “Uh—what the fuck is going on?”

She clenched her fists and held them excitedly in front of her chest as she bent forward slightly. “A few weeks ago, I stole a ton of freakin’ packages from porches for you!”

My mouth flapped open and closed several times as I tried to figure out how to respond to whatever the hell this was. “I—What? Why?!”

Rose swatted away my questions with a hand as she covered a giggle with the other. “Jesus Christ, Logan! Don’t act like you don’t know! Cherry told me all about it!”

My nose and brows scrunched so hard with confusion that I could barely see. “Cherry told you? What did Cherry tell you?”

Rose sighed with adoration. “You’re so freakin’ modest. It’s just one of the things I love about you, Logy-poo. I knew you were a package delivery guy before you became a Greater Familiar. Cherry used to tell me stories about how amazing you were! Like how you were the most efficient package delivery guy in the tri-state area, how you were featured on the news, and how before you joined the coven, Morgan Freeman was all set to narrate a documentary all about you!”

I opened my mouth and then closed it. I blinked several times. “Literally none of that is true. I can’t believe you—wait, forget that, I can believe it, but you have to return those packages,” I said as I walked over and picked up my mug before returning to her.

“Abso-freakin’-lutely! During our date!” She said as she jutted out her hip, placing one hand on it while bending forward slightly to allow me a better look at her cleavage. At the same time, she shot me with a finger gun while closing one eye in an attempted wink.

For a few moments, I stood there, sipping my coffee and waiting for Rose to elaborate further. She didn’t, nor did she move. Instead, she simply stood still, frozen in the cute pose with her right eye still closed—mostly. Rather than break the stalemate, I took another sip of my coffee, curious about how long she’d commit to the pose.

After another thirty more seconds, she finally let it go and pouted, sticking out her lower lip. “Why aren’t you more excited about this?”

Looking down at my mug, I didn’t answer right away and instead gave it some real thought. “That’s a good question. This may seem pretty silly, but now that I look back on it, the job was kind of therapeutic. When I was ahead of schedule, I could just zone out to enjoy myself driving around. It always had a calming effect on me.”

She threw a fist into the air triumphantly. “That’s the spirit! Let’s go!” She summoned a matching outfit and handed it to me before taking my hand and dragging me out the front door.

I sent the clothes into my transdimensional storage, then quickly swapped them with my current outfit, dressing myself instantly. It was much tighter than my old uniform, showing off my bulging muscles through the thin fabric. Even the shorts were tighter, and a little shorter than I’d prefer. However, if things got too exciting, my muscles wouldn’t be the only obvious thing bulging in these clothes. At least it came with a ball cap. My old job wanted me to pay for one—stingy bastards.

We stepped into the elevator, and I pressed the button for the parking garage. “We’ll need to stop for breakfast. I’m hungry.”

Her eyes lit up with her own hunger as she checked me out. “Of course—you can eat my ass.”

“Thanks, but no thanks. I’ll grab a sausage egg and cheese.”

She stomped her foot and puffed out her cheeks. “Jesus Christ, Daddy! Why won’t you eat my ass? It’s so unfair! I’m a good girl for you! I don’t even use my butt for anything, not even the obvious stuff! I’m a freakin’ magical plant girl.”

“I just—” I tried to interject, but she didn’t let me.

“I’m green, and arguably the least human of all the witches in the coven. Plus, my butt is super freakin’ sensitive because it’s barely ever been touched.” As she was speaking, the elevator stopped, and the door opened. A couple was standing there, but Rose kept going. “So that’s why I want your tongue in my ass, Daddy! It would feel soooo good!”

The couple, who had been taking a step forward, took a step back. The man smiled awkwardly but politely, “I—um—I think we’ll take the next one…”

As the door slowly closed, the man muttered, “See, I told you some women call their man Daddy. It’s not just a porn thing.”

The brunette woman rolled her eyes and turned to the man as she said, “Well, my butt is sensitive, too. Maybe if you would—”

Thankfully, the door closed, cutting us off from the rest of that uncomfortable conversation. I sighed, returning to the topic at hand—or ass, I guess. “Do you even know what it tastes like?”

She tilted her head and tapped her chin with a finger. “I mean, it probably tastes like plant matter, I guess. Lettuce, maybe?”

“That gives new meaning to ‘tossing salad’,” I quipped.

Her eyes widened, and she grabbed my biceps. “Does that mean you’ll do it?!”

Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath before letting it out. “We’ll see how the morning goes.”
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After grabbing a quick bite from a fast-food joint, we started our journey. I drove the Harem Mobile from stop to stop as Rose rushed out to return each package she stole. So far, it was uneventful and felt a lot like my days at Spartan. That was until an old lady shot out of their door with a fist in the air. “HEY YOU! Get back here!”

“You’re welcome!” Rose shouted as she hurried back to the Harem Mobile.

The old lady turned and shouted into her open door. “Jerry! Jerry! Call the cops! The girl who stole our stuff came back!”

“Did she steal another one?!” a man’s voice shouted from inside.

“Dammit, Jerry, no! She returned the one she stole!”

Rose hopped back in the van and we took off. “On to the next!” she shouted, pointing forward with her entire arm.

I shook my head and kept going. A few stops later, a man opened his door while Rose set the box down. His eyes narrowed. “You’re the one who stole my delivery!”

Rose nervously chuckled. “I—uh—I don’t know what you’re talking about! Here’s your package! Have a great day!”

The man lunged for her. “Come back here, you little—!”

Before I could even get out of the van, Rose's hands glowed green and the shrubs in front of his house turned into carnivorous plant monsters that tried snapping at his flesh. He shouted in fear as he ran back inside his home and slammed the door. “What the hell are you?!”

Rose cackled maniacally as she buckled up her seat belt. “Muahahaha! I showed him!” Then she released her spell, and the plants turned back into normal shrubs.

I threw the car in drive and took off. “Rose, you just used magic in front of that guy. Won’t that get us in trouble?”

“No one else was around,” she protested. “If he tries to tell anyone, they’ll think he was freakin’ crazy or on drugs or something. It would be different if a lot of people were around.” She aimed a thumb at her chest. “My motto is no witnesses, no problems.”

“That’s only mildly disturbing,” I remarked before pulling up in front of the next house. “You know what? How about I take this one? You’ve been working hard and could use a break.”

Rose gushed, cupping her cheeks and batting her lashes. “Awww, Logy-poo! Thank you!”

What I didn’t tell her was that I thought too many people recognized her as the thief. I figured maybe we needed to take some heat off of us or at least not stir up any more trouble while we made the last few deliveries. Rose handed me the package, and I climbed out of the van.

I instantly recognized the house. I delivered here the same day I met Cherry. As I walked to the door, that same older, balding gentleman stepped out of his front door with a frown. “I don’t recall ordering any packages.” He adjusted his glasses, which, I was pleased to see, appeared to be new. “Wait, I recognize you.”

“Good to see you again, sir. I see you picked up some new glasses. They look good on you,” I said with a genuine smile.

“Oh! Mr. Morse, right? I see you don’t work for Spartan anymore. What does FPD stand for? I’ve never heard of them.”

I handed him the package, and he inspected it, ignoring the fact that he still didn’t know my last name. Honestly, it was better that he didn’t, anyway. I thought fast, using the sharper mind I gained from the beautiful green-skinned witch who waited for me in the van. “Found Package Delivery. It’s a new company. When people find lost packages, we deliver them,” I lied.

The man’s eyes went wide, and he smiled. “I see! This is the new book I ordered weeks ago. I thought it got stolen. Well, thank you very much, young man!”

“It’s my pleasure. You have a great day now!” I said with a wave.

“You too, Mr. Morse! And thank you again!”

I walked back to the Harem Mobile. As I did, memories came rushing back to me, and I thought about how my life was forever changed.

The last time I was here, I was genuinely upset and grumpy that the old man’s polite nature had slightly delayed me. On top of it all was the crushing loneliness that I had grown so accustomed to and the knowledge that I was struggling to get by all by myself. That day had been defined by frustration, an empty stomach, and empty pockets. That was, of course, before that night was defined by filling Cherry’s empty pussy in the living room, the bedroom, and the shower. I never would have thought that in doing so, I unknowingly opened my heart to eventually be filled by her love.

It was one thing to know how bad things had been for me before I met the girls, and it was another to experience the difference. Spending time in my old shoes again and recalling my thoughts and emotions of my last day as a delivery man drove home how much better things were now. It was only possible because of the amazing women in my life.

Climbing into the vehicle, I wondered if Rose would ever appreciate just how much this date meant to me. If there were any lingering, hidden doubts about my initial choice to become a Greater Familiar, they were definitely gone now.

I buckled my seatbelt, looked through the window to the front door, and waved one last time to the old man, who waved back before going inside. Rose was beaming at me. “Holy freakin’ shit! You really are amazing at this! I’m gonna call Morgan Freeman and tell him the documentary is back on!”

Rolling my eyes playfully, I took her hand in mine, lifted it to my lips, and kissed the back of it. “Thank you, Rose.”

She blushed and wrapped a vine around her finger. “You’re welcome! Mr. Freeman will be just as excited as I am. I’m sure of it!”

I shook my head and laughed. It’s just better to let some things go, Logan. Rather than talk about a non-existent documentary, I changed the subject. “You know a lot about my past, even if some of it isn’t true, but I don’t know virtually anything about yours.”

She shrugged as I put the van in drive and pulled away.

“There’s not a whole lot to tell. My mom is a Flower Witch too, and my dad was a Mating Familiar, but he got traded away to another coven when I was little. I saw all the mundane kids growing up with moms and dads, and it made me really sad that I didn’t have a father figure in my life. A lot of witches think it’s silly to bother with having a man in their daughter’s life, since men don’t know anything about being a witch, but not me. I always wanted one. That’s why I call you Daddy.”

Switching on the signal, I turned the wheel and took the next right. “That is both really sweet and extremely unsettling all at the same time. That kind of implies that you view me as a father figure. You don’t think it’s a little weird?”

I stopped at the next apartment. Rose didn’t bother going out or handing me the small package. Instead, she rolled down the window and chucked it into the yard. I was pretty sure I heard glass breaking and considered saying something, but she rolled up the window like nothing ever happened and continued our conversation.

“Nah! Don’t read too much into it. This is totally freakin’ different. I look up to you. You’re strong, wise, and capable. You always seem to have the answer to every problem, and you’re not afraid to take charge. Honestly, if I had a dad, I’d want him to be you.”

“That’s not making things any better. It sounded a lot like it’s not different at all,” I noted.

Rose looked down with a blush on her cheeks. She nervously chewed on her lower lip and tapped her index fingers together. Then she lifted her head just enough to look me in the eyes. “Daddy?” She asked demurely.

“Yeah?” I asked, feeling overwhelmed by how goddamn adorable she looked.

“Can you please eat my booty out?”
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I pulled the van over to the side of the street we were on and took a minute to think about it. Rose put a lot of effort into this misguided yet special date, and I wanted to show her how much I appreciated it. Plus, her physiology wasn’t like the other girls. I’ll play it by ear, I thought to myself before getting out of my seat and closing the curtains. At the very least, she deserved a good ol’ fashioned dicking.

Rose’s vines shook as she clapped her hands excitedly. The way she bounced in her chair did glorious things for her chest, and it took me a moment to refocus. “Are you going to do it, Daddy?”

“We’ll see. For now, I’m going to pollinate that pussy and plant kisses all over you,” I said, grinning.

“Ooohh Jesus freakin’ Christ, Daddy… now you’re speaking my language!” she said breathily. Rose was out of her seatbelt and on me in a flash. The Harem Mobile was a sprinter van, so there was enough room to stand in the back, even if I had to bend my knees a little. She grabbed my neck and leaped, wrapping her legs around my waist as she pressed her lips to mine. Our tongues invaded one another’s personal space as we shared a kiss more passionate than any the two of us had shared before.

“I want your dick so bad, Daddy. Mmm—my flussy is so freakin’ wet right now!” she said as I pulled up on the hem of her polo. She let go of my neck and held herself up with the strength of her legs alone as she raised her hands in the air so I could take her top the rest of the way off. I realized she still wore the tiny bikini beneath it, so I pulled the string loose and took it off, too.

The feeling of her hard nipples pressed into my chest through the fabric of my shirt as we resumed our make-out session. Rose quickly rectified the lack of skin contact because she helped me out of my t-shirt, knocking my hat onto the floor in the process. “Mmm! Please, Daddy, hurry! Ahh! I freakin’ need your massive apple-headed beef basher in my pink hot pocket poon tunnel!”

“I—um—yeah, okay.” Those were certainly the oddest euphemisms I’d ever heard, but her tone was still a major turn-on. I slid my fingers inside her waistband and ripped her shorts, belt, and bikini bottom off of her, tearing the fabric in two. Then I stored my shorts and boxers away, leaving me instantly naked.

I squeezed her plump ass cheeks while she reached a hand between her legs gripping my shaft. Lining it up with her crease, she lowered herself, parting her folds with my tip, and burying me in her tight channel. “Ahhhh! Yes, Daddy! Oooh—Mmmm! Just like that! Ah! Deeper! Deeper! Ye-Ahh!”

Once I fully sheathed inside of Rose, her hands squeezed my shoulders, and she threw her head back.

I took this opportunity to admire her beauty. Long, vine-like hair fell toward the floor, and her medium-sized breasts looked large for her small body. Her dark green nipples stood out against the light green skin of her shapely mounds. I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and took one of those hard little nipples into my mouth.

She panted and cried out for more, “Mmm! You know—Ahh—just what I like, Daddy! Mmm! Give me more! Fuck me harder, Daddy! Harder! Nyaahhh! Yes!” She bounced faster as I drilled into her at the same time. Wet slaps filled the van each time our bodies came together. Swapping to the other nipple, I sucked, nibbled, and pulled on it, eliciting additional squeals of pleasure.

Rose leaned back, putting her hands atop the back of both front seats, and used vines to help hold herself up. Then she lifted her legs, placing her ankles against my shoulders. I swapped my grip from her waist to her thighs and thrust faster. Juices leaked from her honey pot as it pulsed around my throbbing member.

“Ffffuck, DADDY! Ahhhhh! I’m about to—MMM—I’m gonna—fffuuckkking—Uhhh—Uhhh—Nyaahh! CUM! AH!”

My heart was racing, and my body was still sore, but I wouldn’t let that deter me. I picked up the pace, fucking her harder than I fucked Illumina with the reverse Greater Familiar contract. My girth began to rage inside of her, demanding release. “Aaaahhh! I’m cumming, Daddy! NYAHH! Oohhhh—Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck YES! Aaaah! Cum for me, Daddy! Cum in my pussy! Please! Please! I need—Ahhh! Yes! Just like that Daddy! Keep cumming! Fill your good girl! AAaaahh!”

I did exactly what she wanted, hitting the point of no return, and rocketing my cum straight into her womb. Her body trembled as every push of my hips sent more of my seed into her. She laughed with pure joy. “Yes! Fffuck! I’m so freakin’ full! Thank you, Daddy!”

“Don’t thank me yet. I’m not done with you, but you’re gonna have to clean yourself up before we move on,” I said, pulling out of her and watching our combined juices seep out and drench the carpet below.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!” Rose said excitedly. She cast a spell, instantly cleaning my cum off of her and the floor. Her vines pushed her upright to her knees. I groaned as she used her mouth to clean me up. Then I picked her up under her arms, turned around, and sat her on the bucket seat behind me. She pulled the lever letting the seat recline all the way. “Fuck fuck fuck! Is this what I think it is?!” she asked.

Instead of replying, I got on my knees and pulled her ass to the edge of the seat and she spread her legs wide. The chair didn’t fully recline, and her chin pressed against her chest, but she didn’t seem to mind since it helped her see what was happening. I stared up at her as I spread her cheeks and her eyes widened.

“Is this really happening? Is this—” she paused as I stuck out my tongue, and leaned toward her pussy. She squirmed and whined. “No, no, no no! You can’t freakin’ tease me like—” She paused again, seeing me going lower. “JESUS FREAKIN’ CHRIST THIS IS HAPPENING! THIS… IS… HAPPENING!”

I almost laughed at her exhilarated panic, but I managed to hold it back. Leaning just a little closer, I watched as her chest heaved up and down—she was almost hyperventilating. Then I gave one small, tentative lick to her back door. Her back arched a little and her jaw dropped. “Oooh! Mother freakin’ strudel puffs!”

It was surprisingly fresh. I dove in for another lick, and this time I let my tongue linger a little longer, and she moaned even louder. I decided to go for it. Gradually, my tongue slid into her rosebud. This gave me a better idea of what it tasted like. Her asshole did indeed taste like salad. It was like I was licking fresh lettuce with carrots and other veggies thrown in. Maybe I’ll try it with some balsamic vinaigrette next time? Should I ask her if she has some now? Nah, I don’t want to spoil her big moment.

Rose lost control of herself as my slick tongue slid in and out of her untamed hole. She wasn’t kidding. Her ass was beyond sensitive. She arched her back as her eyes rolled into her head and she screamed, “Fffffuckkkk! DADDY! I’M GOING TO—FFFUCKKK! NYAHHH! MMMM—OOOH GAWD!”

Damn, I didn’t want to admit it, but it was so hot that I didn’t want to stop—so I kept going. Honestly, I felt a little ashamed that I was enjoying it so much. I wasn’t sure if I felt that way because of how much I liked it, or because of how long I’d made her wait for it—probably both.

She continued to writhe and scream as my tongue explored her forbidden tunnel. Then, when I stuck one finger into her pussy, her body began convulsing as she lost it again. Her words became nearly incoherent around her cries of ecstasy. “Daaahh–deee! Ahh! So–Oohh! Jesus! Nghh—Good! Ahhh! Your—Mmm–tongue! I’m–Ahh! Cum–Mmming DADDY! Ahh!”

Her pussy ruptured like a damn, and her girl cum poured out, running down onto my tongue and into my mouth. I didn’t let up and kept tonguing her rear passage until about a minute later when her body finally relaxed and she collapsed into the chair, her head hanging off to one side as her chest heaved with every breath. “Oh, my—oh my freakin’ god, Daddy! That was—phew!”

I laughed, climbing into the seat next to her. She pressed a button on the armrest and the overhead monitors started playing back a video of what we just did. A small icon on the bottom right said, ‘Uploading to Cherry TV’. Rose summoned her water bottle and took several long sips before dismissing it. Then she said, “I hope you don’t mind that I took the liberty of recording this sacred first time. I’ll truly cherish this moment for the rest of my life.”

I chuckled. “Nah, that’s fine. I definitely want this one in the old spank bank.”

Rose gasped. “Jesus Christ! The idea of you masturbating on your own when you have a freakin’ coven of over one hundred witches who all want your cock is grotesquely offensive!”

Holding up my hands in surrender, I said, “Whoa! It was only a joke. I don’t even think about masturbating now that I have all of you. But, I’m sorry. I should have considered how a joke like that might make you all feel. I won’t do it again.”

She narrowed her eyes and put a finger to her lips. “Well! I might have a way for you to earn my forgiveness…”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine, one more time, but then it’s your turn to use your mouth—just not on my butt hole.”


Chapter 12


A Baby is Born! Kind of…

Rose and I both used our tongues to great effect. She erupted in my mouth one more time, and I filled her throat before that. After we finished up, we both put our FPD shirts back on to commemorate the occasion. I even threw the hat on again because it was actually a pretty comfy fit. We both put on different shorts since mine were too tight and hers were, well, ripped in half.

We reached the elevator door and barely caught it before it closed. Stepping inside, Rose pressed the button for the penthouse. The elevator stopped at the ground floor and dinged. The door opened, and we saw the same couple from earlier, only this time, they joined us inside.

It was times like these that used to make me internally panic. I used to forget that the girls’ affinities were hidden from mundane people by default. Because of that, seeing regular folk casually talking to someone like Rose took a little time to get used to.

After we’d gone up two or three floors, the brunette woman leaned over and started chatting with Rose. She was quiet, but it was an elevator so we could all hear it. However, I tried to respect her privacy by at least trying not to watch them talk. “I want to thank you, young lady. I don’t think you realize this, but you saved our marriage.”

Rose gasped. “Jesus Christ! How did I do that?!”

The lady beamed at her. “After my husband and I heard you calling that man you’re with ‘Daddy’ and wanting… well, you know.”

“Ohhh!” Rose exclaimed, maintaining a normal volume despite the lady’s obvious attempt at a private conversation. “You’re the couple we saw earlier. What happened? You look so much freakin’ happier now.”

The mature woman glanced back at me and her husband before she turned back to Rose like a schoolgirl with a secret. “Mhm! That’s us, and let’s just say that Daddy made me scream,” she said as she broke out into a girlish giggle.

“No freakin’ way! My daddy licked my booty hole too!” Rose said, holding up a hand for a high-five.

The lady gave it a small slap. “It felt so amazing!” she gushed.

Giving my attention to the husband, I noticed he had a wide smile and bright red cheeks. I nodded at him with respect. “Nice, dude,” I said, holding up a fist. He gave me an awkward fist bump just before the elevator dinged and stopped again.

The woman hugged Rose and gave her a friendly peck on the cheek. “There’s no way I could ever repay you, but know that you have my eternal gratitude.” The woman slipped Rose a business card and wiped a tear from her eye.

A moment later, the elevator door closed. I put my arm around Rose’s shoulder and pulled her in close. She sighed contentedly. “I couldn’t tell you this in the Coven Mobile since—”

I coughed out the word, “Harem Mobile!”

She giggled. “Okay, I couldn’t tell you this in the Harem Mobile—”

“That’s better,” I interjected.

She pursed her lips and playfully glared at me.

I cleared my throat, suppressing a laugh. “Sorry. Please continue.”

“I couldn’t tell you because I was recording for Cherry TV. My real name is Rosalynd Guthrey. If you freakin’ tell anyone, I won’t make out with Cherry around your dick while you cum for a month… okay, maybe three weeks—or two. Fine! I’ll still do it, but I’ll be annoyed. You drive a hard bargain.”

Leaning down, I kissed her. “Don’t worry Rosalynd. Your secret is safe with me.”

The elevator opened to the penthouse floor, and we walked into the hall. “Who would have thought that you wanting me to eat your ass would have saved that couple’s marriage?”

“You know what they say… Nothing beats the power of—”

“True love?” I guessed.

She shook her head. “Nope. Nothing beats the freakin’ power of a quality booty licking.”

Rose and I stepped into the penthouse, and I was a little surprised to be greeted by Moccasin.

Meow!

My brows shot up. I could understand him perfectly, though I didn’t understand why. “Uhh–Hello to you too, Moccasin. Is Mother here? I thought she left after the meeting?”

Meow, meeeoow.

“Ah, I see. Well, the more the merrier. We’re happy to have you.”

“Hold on a freakin’ second!” Rose grabbed my arm and narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “Can you really understand what he’s saying? Or are you just making it up?”

I shrugged. “Yeah. He said that Mother let him stay here for a few days so he could get to know the other Lesser Familiars better. I don’t know why or how I can understand him, but it’s no different from when I talk to Akimbo. Well, except that Moccasin is much better company.”

“I heard that! It’s not my fault you lack any semblance of sophistication!” Akimbo shouted in my mind.

Ignoring him, I refocused on Rose. She was staring at me in awe. “Wow… You’re so freakin’ cool.”

Booping her on the nose, I said, “Not as cool as you, babe.”

She nodded solemnly. “Yeah, that’s true.”

“Hey!” I said with a chuckle. “I’ll get you back for that.”

She grinned as vines shot out of her back and grabbed the edge of the lower dining room ceiling below the mezzanine. “Not today, you won’t! Muahahaha!” she shouted with an evil cackle before launching herself through the air. She sent a vine out to the upper railing to slow her momentum, but she missed.

Arachna screamed in shock as Rose flew right at her. “AAAHH!”

Fortunately, her dexterous spider legs moved fast enough to pull her off the couch and out of the way. Rose flew over the first couch and the coffee table, right past the Spider Witch, and into the far couch on the other side of the living room. She crashed into the cushions so hard that the wooden frame snapped.

I watched Halo hop over the back of the half-circle couch where she had been watching TV with Logan Jr. peeking out of her cleavage. “Goodness gracious, Rose! You’re going to really hurt yourself if you keep that up!” She casually laid a golden glowing hand on Rose, who was already standing back up. Halo’s healing touch removed any small aches and pains Rose might have had from her flight into the plush cushions.

Meanwhile, Arachna was casting a spell to repair the couch when she shouted, “Alpha!”

Rose tried to quiet the Spider Witch. “Shhh. No, wait!”

Arachna ignored her. “Rose broke the couch again!” The way she shouted it made it seem like this happened a lot, and I wondered how on earth I could miss something like this. Then again, I spent quite a bit of my downtime in any one of the girls’ bedrooms these days. I guess it made sense.

Alpha’s voice came from somewhere upstairs. “Dammit, Rose! How many times do I have to tell you?! No vine-launching yourself through the house! At least not until Mother helps you practice more!”

Within seconds, Alpha was down the stairs. She stopped to pick up Akimbo and set him on her shoulder.

“Logy-poo! You’re in charge. Tell Alpha I can do what I want!” she shouted, quickly sipping on her water before it disappeared again.

Damn, how much water does that bottle hold? I shook away the odd thoughts about a potentially never-ending water source to address the issue. Walking closer to the group, I said, “I think Alpha’s right. You could have hit Arachna that time. You wouldn’t want to hurt someone by accident, would you?” I asked, gently caressing the large flower petal atop her head.

Rose held up a finger and looked like she wanted to protest or make a rude remark like she used to do to Alpha. In the end, she let her hand and shoulders fall. “No…” she said dejectedly. Then Rose turned to Arachna, digging her big toe into the hardwood floor while clasping her hands behind her back and looking at the ground. “I’m sorry, Spidey.”

“It’s alright, Rose. But, don’t do it again, okay? You scared me so much I think I peed a little…”

Rose sniffled. “Okay, I won’t. I would ask if you wanted a hug, but you just said you peed your shorts. So I’ll wait until later when you’re cleaned up.”

Arachna’s face, neck, and ears all turned scarlet. “I—I—” Her legs started chittering anxiously. She looked around at each of us. “I didn’t pee! It’s just a figure of speech!”

“It’s alright. We don’t judge here,” Alpha said. Her tail swayed as she walked next to the goth girl and put a friendly hand on her shoulder.

Akimbo narrowed his eyes as he looked at me. “Mistress Alpha doesn’t speak for all of us. I am judging you, Logan. I’m judging the fuck out of you, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”

I pointed in his direction. “Keep it up, and I’ll spend an hour every day for the next week suckling titty milk.”

Alpha’s eyes widened, and she pulled Arachna into a tight hug. “I don’t know how to not judge you more than I already am, but if I could, then I’d not judge you so fucking hard right now,” Alpha muttered.

“Uhh—thanks?” Arachna said, accepting the embrace.

“That’s not what I—” I began before cutting myself off. Alpha still wasn’t used to me talking to Akimbo and must have assumed I meant that comment for her. However, the hug was calming my arachnid lover down, so I let it go. It’s not like a few extra hours of alone time with Alpha was a bad thing.

Akimbo started tapping Alpha on the shoulder. “Mistress, he was talking—”

He didn’t get to finish correcting her because a shout came from the second floor, interrupting him. “AAAAAHHHHH! THIS IS IT! THE WAIT IS OVER!” Cherry shouted.
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Looking up, I watched as Cherry ran out of her bedroom carrying her black egg. Her feet thumped rapidly with every step as she rushed to the ritual circle. “Everyone! Get over here! Little Logan is hatching!”

“Jesus Christ, Cherry! That’s so exciting!” Rose shouted as she started sending out her vines to throw herself through the air again, but then glanced at me and retracted them. Then the Flower Witch let out a nervous chuckle as she began walking calmly like the rest of us.

As we moved to join her, I took stock of everyone in the room. Cherry sat her egg upright on the hardwood floor, and I asked Alpha, “I know Mother went home, but where’s Illumina? She was here this morning.”

“She had to go to the New Moon mansion about an hour before you got back. She wanted to do more packing and meet with some of the New Moon inner circle to check on the progress of the Salem Mansion. As you know, we’ve been taking additional precautions like you asked. The grounds are receiving several upgrades and additional layers of wards to enhance the security,” Alpha explained.

“Ah, I see.”

I wasn’t as excited about this particular Lesser Familiar hatching as I was when Logan Jr. hatched. The thing is, I’ve never really liked snakes. When I was a kid, I watched the Indianapolis James movie, and at one point he found himself in a pit of snakes. Ever since then, they always gave me the creeps—especially after I had to rip myself out of the one that swallowed me whole. However, I didn’t want to dampen Cherry’s excitement, so I never told her about my dislike for the reptiles. Instead, I gave her a beaming smile and two thumbs up while the egg lightly shook.

Alpha set Akimbo on the floor and he walked closer, getting a better look at the egg. Logan Jr. climbed out of Halo’s cleavage and squeaked enthusiastically. “Golly!” Halo giggled. “You’re so excited. Go ahead!”

Logan Jr. scurried up next to Akimbo as Moccasin joined them. “I guess I should get a front-row seat as well since I’m a familiar too,” I said.

Alpha crossed her arms and shook her head. “No, you’re not. Not anymore, at least.”

I frowned. “What do you mean? I know I’m the Coven King, but I’m still a Greater Familiar, right?”

Novella pushed the glasses up the bridge of her nose with a finger as she summoned her tablet and moved closer to us. “Actually, Mr. Morrison, Alpha is correct.” She swiped the tablet and opened the gallery to images of her naked body. While I loved her body, that wasn’t what she wanted to show me—at least not right now. “Look.” She pointed at the red letters and symbols. “At first we thought it was the same reverse Greater Familiar contract that you and I created, and it is nearly identical. However,” she zoomed in and pointed at a specific section of ancient script.

“It’s gone…” I said breathlessly.

“Exactly,” Alpha said as her ears folded down, and she ran a hand through her long red hair. “It no longer mentions any aspect of a Greater Familiar, or any familiar, for that matter.”

I looked from one of them to the other and back. “What does that mean?”

“We don’t know, unfortunately,” Novella said, vanishing her tablet.

“All we know is that you’re technically not a Greater Familiar anymore, but your powers aren’t affected,” Alpha added.

“Our assumption is that it’s a necessary part of your ascension to Coven King,” Novella said.

“Wait, if I’m not a Greater Familiar anymore, does that mean people can magically locate me again like you girls did?” I didn’t ask out of fear. It would make recruitment a hell of a lot easier if the smaller covens, rogues, and solo witches came to us, rather than us go looking for them.

They both giggled, seeing the excited look in my eyes and knowing me well enough to have figured out what I was thinking. Novella kissed me on the cheek. “No, they still can’t find you. First, that spell only works on Greater Familiars and potentials, and you’re not one anymore. Second, you’re still under contract with not one, but two covens. So, even if it did still work on you—”

“Which it won’t,” Alpha interjected.

“The contracts hide you from it,” Novella finished.

I nodded, only minimally disappointed. “We’ll figure it all out later. Right now, this isn’t my moment.” Then, I sat down near the other familiars, anyway. It wasn’t like I wanted to be included with the familiars because I still identified as one or anything—alright, so maybe it was but only a little, mostly. “If I’m the King and want to sit in the front with the other familiars, then I’m going to sit in the front, dammit!” I said with mock sternness in a haughty tone.

The girls snickered at my snippy antics. “Jeepers, Milord! We didn’t mean to offend!” Halo teased.

“Yeah! Please, forgive us, Your Majesty! Would you like a soft pillow for your royal bum?” Arachna added playfully.

Before our jokes could go any further, Cherry started squealing like a teapot reaching a boil as cracks formed in the egg. “EeeeeeeeeEEEEEEE! LOOK!” She pointed at one of the many cracks before the top of the egg popped off, and a black snake emerged. It seemed way too big for the size of the shell it came out of—looking easily every bit of three feet long and a couple of inches in diameter.

Cherry drew her ritual dagger, cut her finger, and then cut a small slice into Little Logan, making him hiss in pain. He didn’t have time to slither away before she grabbed hold of him and pressed her bloody finger to his body, forming the Lesser Familiar bond. She held out her arm, and he crawled up it to drape around her neck. I had to admit; she looked really hot with him draped over her shoulders. “Aww! Little Logan, you’re so damn cute! We’re going to be best friends!”

Cherry carried him to me while shooting me a wink. “Little Logan, say hello to your daddy!”

The snake hissed at me. “What’ssss a daddy?”

“Logan’s a daddy,” Cherry said.

Rose sighed dreamily. “You got that right, sister.”

I pet Little Logan on the head. “Just go with it,” I whispered to him.

“Huh? What was that, baby?” Cherry asked me.

“Nothing. Just a familiar thing,” I said.

Little Logan was confused, but he gave me a small nod.

Cherry spent a few more minutes loving on her new Lesser Familiar, and Little Logan flicked his tongue across her cheek, making Cherry giggle adorably. Eventually, he slithered back down her arm and headed toward the other familiars. Halo gasped. “No! He’s going to eat Logan Jr.!”

“Serves you right, thief!” Cherry shouted.

I figured that Logan Jr. was smart enough to run if he were in trouble, but he stood his ground and offered a cheerful greeting. I still didn’t know why I could understand all the Lesser Familiars perfectly now and could only assume it had something to do with my transition from Greater Familiar to Coven King.

Unable to help myself, I listened in as all the Lesser Familiars started chatting with one another.

“Welcome to the family, Little Logan! I’m Logan Jr.! Wowsers, you sure are big!” Logan Jr. squeaked.

“It’sss niccce to meet you, Logan Jr. I’m ssso happy to be here. It’s exccciting! There’sss ssso much to sssee and learn,” Little Logan hissed.

My witches could only get a strong general feeling about what their Lesser Familiars were saying unless they used a Beast Token. Alpha’s Beast Affinity made it easier for her to communicate with animals without a spell. However, I suspected even she needed the spell to understand the other familiars at the same level she could her own. Thus, as this conversation went on, the girls ignored it, chatting amongst themselves.

“I’d be happy to help teach you when I’m here as long as you play with me! It’s been so long since I had friends to play with!” Moccasin meowed happily as he rolled onto his back and playfully batted his paws toward Little Logan.

“That sssounds fun! Let’sss do it!” Little Logan hissed while nodding.

“Hold on one moment! My name is Bartholomew Augustus Veridias III, but you may call me Akimbo since that is the name my mistress prefers. However! You will learn your place in this household, young man. As the eldest, I make the rules. You WILL respect me,” Akimbo croaked in a pompous tone while trying to lift his chin high enough to look down on the much bigger familiar.

“Ugh, Akimbo! Don’t mind him, Little Logan. He’s just really old and grumpy,” Logan Jr. squeaked with a frustration that seemed to be common for him.

“I bet he just needs a friend!” Moccasin said, pouncing over and playfully batting the turtle’s shell. “Are you grumpy because you’re slow? If it will help, you can ride on my back!” Moccasin meowed enthusiastically.

“Would you stop—wait, ride your back?” Akimbo asked.

I smiled at the familiars and their interesting personalities. It was strange how much like kids they were, especially compared to Akimbo. I stopped listening in on their chat when a sigh from Rose caught my attention. “I wish I had a Lesser Familiar.” Cherry continued to ignore the conversations around her as she fawned over Little Logan.

“I was so close to getting one last month. It was a moment of weakness, and the guinea pig was so cute! But it isn’t the kind of familiar I want,” Arachna said.

Internally, I was pleased to hear she didn’t get that rude little guinea pig. The memory was still crystal clear in my mind of the day he hatched. He came out of the egg, looked at me like I was his lesser, and turned his back on me like an arrogant little bastard. It’s not like I’m holding a grudge or anything–alright, maybe it’s a small grudge, but ultimately, I’d like to know why.

Taking in a deep breath, I let it out slowly. I already had one mean Lesser Familiar in my life. I didn’t need a second. However, I was curious. “What do you mean, it isn’t the kind of familiar you want?” I asked the Spider Witch.

“Lesser Familiars have different talents and ways they can help their witch. Guinea pigs are more like little scouts, and I don’t need that kind of help. I’m not really sure what kind of familiar I want yet, but I can tell when one isn’t right for me,” Arachna explained.

Nodding, I said, “That makes sense. You know, I’ve been wondering where all the eggs come from. I mean, Cherry’s snake egg made sense, but what about things like piglets?”

Halo’s pigtails flailed as her gaze shot toward me. “Gosh, I can’t believe I forgot to tell you! Usually, familiar eggs are discovered while adventuring in fey realms, like the mystic realm where we found Cherry’s snake egg. The piglet familiar you saw would have been found in the belly of a pregnant boar monster.”

“Okay, a snake makes sense, but boars? Pigs? Basically, any mammal except like two?” I asked, slightly incredulous.

“I’m sure you remember that when we found Little Logan’s egg, it was the only familiar egg out of the whole bunch. For example, in mammals or marsupials, a fetus grows in the womb, and typically, it will cradle the egg. Normally the baby is born with the egg in its clutches, but if it’s not, then it comes out before or after,” Halo said helpfully.

I was temporarily distracted as Moccasin ran past us with Akimbo on his back. Akimbo shouted, “Help me!”

Hot on their tail was Logan Jr. riding Little Logan. He pointed his tiny finger straight ahead with a war cry. “Come back here, old man!”

The girls snickered at the sight, and I wondered what the other Lesser Familiars planned to do when they caught up to him. I figured that whatever it was, he probably deserved it. I let it go and refocused on the conversation. “What happens to an egg if it hatches without a witch around?” I asked.

Alpha shook her head. “That’s not possible.”

“Why not?”

“Because a witch with intent to raise it must possess it in order for it to hatch.”

“What about that guinea pig from Hot Topic? I watched it hatch and saw other eggs that recently hatched there as well.”

“Hot Topic is a special case,” Novella said, scooting closer to me, putting her shoulder against mine. “The witches at Hot Topic will focus their intent on hatching and raising one egg at a time. However, they don’t form the bond once it hatches, instead letting the witch who purchases the familiar complete the bond. The only downside to this is that it will take longer for their bond to grow to full strength, whereas hatching it yourself like Cherry and Halo did will make the bond full strength from day one.”

“Okay, that makes sense, but why did Cherry’s egg take longer than Halo’s to hatch?”

“Goodness, baby. That question sure is swell. It’s simple really. Cherry’s egg wasn’t laid naturally since it was harvested from a body. So it needed more time before it could sense a bond.”

“Thanks for the lesson, ladies,” I said as I stood, letting out a grunt as I did. My body still felt sore and tired. It seemed like all the activity of the night before, as well as going out earlier, was catching up to me. I twisted my torso left and right before trying to stretch my arms. “Wow, I haven’t been this stiff in a while.”

“The latest upload to Cherry TV says otherwise!” Cherry quipped as she followed the familiars around while they played together.

“It’s because you’re still getting freakin’ stronger!” Rose said as she brushed her vine-hair over her shoulder. “Your power is bottlenecked.”

Alpha saw the question on my face before I even asked it. “Mother, Illumina, and I discussed this, and we planned on bringing it up to you tomorrow. Right now, you have incredible bursts of power that rival the strongest witches on the planet, but you tire easily because you can’t access the entire well of magic inside you. It might be best to think of it like a water tank.

“Normally the faucet is closed, so magic from your well fills the tank up over time. Once it’s full, you can turn the faucet high and let huge amounts of magic flow all at once, as you did in your gargantuan form, or you can use smaller amounts that will drain you slower. However, when you use large bursts of power, your tank runs low faster.”

“Alright, I follow you, but how do I make the tank bigger? It seems silly to have all this magic and not be able to use it all.”

Alpha nodded. “The size of the tank is determined by how big your inner circle is. If we add more members, you can use more of your magic without exhausting yourself.”

Frowning, I said, “But I remember Cherry saying something about covens spreading their Greater Familiar too thin?”

“Like we said, you’re not a Greater Familiar anymore. No Greater Familiar has as much magic inside of them as you do now.”

I cocked my head. “If that’s the case, then why wouldn’t we increase the inner circle so big that I can use all the magic available to me?”

Novella chimed in with a finger raised. “Excellent question, but do you know what can happen if your magical well runs dry?”

I shook my head and crossed my arms. “No. I know I was at risk of being magically crippled if I used too much while my well is expanding, but not what happens if I use it all up.”

“Worst case is death. Best case, you get lucky and suffer only minor injuries while taking a month or more to recover. Your body has so much magic in it that it’s essentially become a part of you. If you use it all up, you could be left either injured or permanently stunt your ability to grow in power. It’s hard to tell which.”

“Ahh, so no rushing to grow the Harem. Got it,” I joked.

Alpha rolled her eyes playfully and quipped, “Looks like we’ll need to get you a speech therapist. You still seem to be having trouble with the word ‘coven’.”

“Thanks,” I chuckled, kissing her on the cheek. “Well, got any idea who we should add next?” I asked.

Alpha’s tail wagged happily as she said, “We’ll hold auditions and interviews to determine it, but for now, let’s grab some lunch. I’m starving.”

“Jesus Christ! I heard that, sister! Logy-poo? Do you want some salad…”


Chapter 13


Meeting the Colas

A few days had passed since we celebrated the hatching of Little Logan. Two days ago, I had a chance to finally fill in the girls on everything Theonitis told me about the Inevitable Coven King prophecy. I even explained the truth of the Rapa Nui statues. Of course, this led me to make a joke about knowing where I could go if I ever wanted some head. My attempt at humor was met by horrific gasps, shaking fists, and threats of chastity–which were all promptly revoked.

Somehow, that transitioned into a game of musical cock. That’s where the girls walk around me in a circle until the music stops and they rush to see who gets to take me into their mouth first. Once one girl finished me, they would jump out of the circle and finger themselves for my viewing pleasure. This proceeded until each of my women had a belly full of my seed and a messy face. Apparently, this was their way of punishing me and teaching me why I should never make a joke like that again. Honestly, I don't think I’ll ever get used to the strange porn logic my women used.

Mother Dearest picked up Moccasin yesterday when she checked on Halo and Alpha, and then we were back to business as usual. Rose and Arachna were currently leading separate teams, one looking for more clues of where Demonique was or what she was planning, and the other was searching for any signs of the Cali super coven or other potential threats. Alpha and Novella were planning the auditions for two new inner circle members.

Illumina was moving in the last of her things today, which included some new magical artifacts that used to belong to the New Moon Coven. I hadn’t seen her for a few days. She was busy completing the integration of the New Moon Coven with the Rising Star Coven.

I met her on the roof near the broom pad. She landed with a frown. “My King? What are you doing here?”

“I live here, believe it or not,” I said with a smile, pulling my hands out of my pockets as I approached her.

“Obviously, but I mean here, on the roof, waiting for me?” She cast a quick spell, instantly straightening her hair, and she began hurriedly smoothing out her white robes as pink colored her cheeks.

“I missed you. Cherry told me you were on the way, so I figured I’d be here to greet you when you got in,” I said, taking her by the hands.

She scoffed and looked away, red creeping up her neck. “Ridiculous. Foolish. There’s no need for that. I—you—you’re not obligated to wait for me,” she said as her responses grew more flustered while she tried slipping her hands free from my grip.

In response, I pulled her in closer, wrapping my arms around her and kissing her on the cheek. Her entire body tensed, and I squeezed her tighter, my hand tenderly rubbing her back. “My King! I—” she paused for a moment, and then slowly, her body relaxed and she laid her head against my chest, accepting my embrace and returning it. “You’re such a silly man. I can’t believe I let myself be bound to you—forcing me to let you hold me like this. It’s wrong,” she said, but with far less heat than she started with.

“If you want, I can let go,” I said quietly. “You know that I’d never really force you to do anything you don’t—”

“Shut up,” she huffed as she tightened her grip, practically crushing me with her hug. “I have accepted my fate as your lowly slave. So…don’t leave…”

I smiled warmly and kissed the top of her head. “I won’t.”

We stayed there for a few minutes like that, enjoying the warmth and comfort of one another’s bodies. I could feel her heart pounding faster in her chest and a feeling of affection for her overwhelmed me.

“There you are! I was wondering what was taking you so long, baby!” Cherry shouted from the top of the stairs.

Illumina shot back out of my arms, her face resembling a fire truck as she wiped the look of surprise from her face and took on her usual pompous posture with her nose in the air. “That’s enough for now. Even as your eternal fuck doll, I can’t be expected to hold you all day. We have things to do.”

I chuckled, leaned in, and planted a small kiss on her lips. She closed her eyes and her lips followed mine as I pulled away while she let out a needy sigh. “Sounds fair to me. Let’s head downstairs and you can show us the artifacts you brought.” Turning away from her, I beamed at Cherry and shot her a wink as I walked to the stairs.

“Wa—wait! You can’t just barely kiss me like that and walk away!” Illumina shouted, running to catch up.

“Oh? I thought I was the King and could do whatever I wanted?” I asked playfully, not looking back.

“Well, you—I mean—It’s just—yes. Yes, you can, my King,” she finally relented.

I stopped as we reached Cherry, turned around, and pulled Illumina against me again, kissing her passionately for nearly two minutes before pulling away and leaving her breathless. “Better?”

She grinned like a fool, slightly swaying on her feet as she stared at me dreamily. “Better…” she agreed before coming to her senses. She cleared her throat. “Ahem. Let’s go, shall we, my King?”

Cherry smirked, nudging Illumina with her elbow. “You got it bad, babe. Don’t worry, I know how you feel.” Then she tossed the white-haired Moon Witch a decidedly pointless wink before we left the roof.
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The three of us left the roof and stood in front of the dining table, where Illumina placed several minor magical artifacts. “What about that one?” I asked, pointing to an object that reminded me of a Rubik's Cube. The difference was that this one was gold with reddish-brown inlaid designs, making it appear like a grotesque piece of art.

“It is best if we leave that one alone,” Illumina said.

“Why? Is it like a secret gateway to hell or something? If you solve the puzzle, is a demon going to jump out at you?”

She chuckled. “What?! No! Who in their right mind would make a gateway to any version of Hell? That’s absolutely insane. It’s a prank box. Whenever you think you’re about to solve it, the box will magically change if you blink. It’s impossible and will frustrate you to no end.”

I recoiled from the box. “Who would want something like that?”

She shrugged. “It could be fun.”

Cherry pursed her lips. “Not sure how that’s supposed to be fun. What about that thing?” Cherry asked, pointing to a small plain silver ball with wings.

Illumina held it up and the two silver wings flapped wildly.

“What is that for? Is it like a kid’s toy or for a game?“ Cherry asked.

“No, this is a messaging ball. You put a slip of paper in it with your message and send it to a friend. It’s like ancient texting—more of a rare magical collector’s item than anything else now, I suppose,” Illumina explained.

“This stuff is all junk,” Cherry grumbled.

“Wait,” I said, reaching toward an old solid black oil lamp that looked like it could use a polish. “That looks like a—”

“A genie’s lamp?” Illumina finished. “It’s not, but don’t touch it. It’s not worth it.”

“Why?”

“It’s filthy. That’s soot from an enchanted oil lamp. It’s a pain in the ass to get off your skin, even when using magical cleaning spells.”

Cherry frowned. “Yeah, I don’t understand why anyone bothers keeping them around anymore. It took me weeks to get it off my finger after I touched one at Hot Topic once.”

“What’s so special about it?” I asked.

“Once you light it, it won’t go out until you put it out. It’s a never ending flame to provide light. Obviously it’s not nearly as valuable now as it was before electricity,” Illumina explained.

I sighed. “Good point. Alright, that one has to be a good one, right?” This time, I reached out to grab an amulet. I almost touched it before I felt an ominous feeling of foreboding.

Illumina’s hand shot out and grabbed my wrist, pulling it back. “My King! NO! Don’t touch that!”

I allowed her to pull my hand away, and I shuddered. “What the hell is that thing?!”

Cherry echoed my question. “Yeah! What the hell?! That thing’s giving me the creeps just by looking at it!”

“That is an extremely powerful artifact, but it’s pure evil. A Death Witch created it a thousand years ago. It is said that she killed over a thousand magical creatures and witches, capturing the energy released upon their death to fill it with power. No one has wielded its power and remained sane.”

“Then why the fuck do we have it?!”

“To keep it safe and out of the hands of evildoers, obviously,” Illumina said.

“Fuck that. Are any of the artifacts useful? Or are the only ones with any real power linked to some terrible shit that we want absolutely nothing to do with?”

The Moon Witch pushed a lock of her snowy hair behind her ear. “I think you’ll like this one.” She held up an ancient cell phone. It was one of the earliest models with a large brick-like design.

“What the hell am I supposed to do with that?!” Cherry scoffed.

However, I didn’t share her indignation because where you’d expect to find a brand name, it said, ‘Tele-Port’, which made me curious. “Can that do what I think it can?”

Illumina grinned. “Yes, it can teleport two people to a place that is extremely familiar to at least one of them, as long as you have enough magic for it to draw from. It can’t make calls anymore, though. No network compatibility and all that.”

“Hang on a second. When I first met Arachna, she used a spell to turn into a puff of black smoke and teleport away. If the girls can do that, why would we need this?”

Illumina shook her head. “No. Teleportation is spatial magic, which most witches don’t have easy access to, and it’s always accompanied by a flash of white light. If she turned into black smoke, it was a simple illusion or camouflaging spell that tricks people into thinking they teleported away. However, witches will sometimes try to trick their opponents by covering up the flash with an illusion, or creating a flash before simply hiding themselves with an illusion, so you must stay on your toes. That being said, she was a rogue witch at the time, so I highly doubt she had Spatial Tokens to spare.”

“She got me there,” I said as I stored the old brick phone in my transdimensional storage. But before I played with my new toy, I needed to be sure we were done here. “Alright, are there any other artifacts here worth going over?”

“Nothing that you would care for or find useful, my King,” Illumina said.

I kissed her on the cheek. “Good, then get with Novella and Alpha, and have them help you secure these things. As far as that amulet is concerned, if they know how to destroy it, or if there’s a forgotten mystic realm we can toss it in, let’s do that. Honestly, I’m even okay with sending it through a portal into space if they think it’ll float far enough away that it will never be our problem again.” I shrugged.

Cherry nodded passionately while pointing at me. “Yes! This! Every story that involves dangerous magical artifacts goes the same way. People always say, ‘Let’s lock them up, so no one gets their hands on them. They’re too dangerous!’ Not once do they think, ‘Maybe we should destroy this thing’.”

“Exactly!” I said, throwing both hands in the air. “Then what happens? Either the bad guys get their hands on it, or their mundane or idiot friend stumbles across it, and boom! The whole damn world’s about to end! All because they’re naïve enough to think that they should ‘keep it safe’. Fuck that. If the shit’s that dangerous, then we’re getting rid of it permanently!”

“Of course, my King. We’ll find a way to dispose of it safely,” Illumina said as she gathered all the remaining objects, storing them away.

I considered how to try out the new brick phone, and a thought popped into my head. “Cherry, come with me, I’ve got an idea I want to talk to you about.”

“Oh? This sounds like it could be fun,” Cherry said with a wink.

After leaving the dining room, I led Cherry back up to the roof. Since no one was up there, it was a good place to go for some privacy. We could have gone to my room, but that would have set the wrong tone. I took her hands in mine and took a moment to admire her.

The sunlight gave her black hair a bit of shine, and her naturally rosy cheeks lifted as she smiled wide with her fangs sticking out. For a few glorious seconds, I became lost in her crimson eyes, and my heart did a happy little flip. She let out a small laugh. “What is it, baby? You’re staring.”

I shook my head to break the spell her beauty put me under. “Nothing. I was just thinking about how you mentioned visiting your mom on her birthday. Now that we have this artifact, we can go anytime we want, and I figured that we have a little downtime today...” I let the question hang.

She looked down and lightly kicked the roof with the toe of her boot a few times. “Actually, her birthday was yesterday, but with everything going on, I couldn’t justify doing more than giving her a quick phone call.”

Letting go of one of her hands, I lifted her chin so she could meet my eyes. “What do you say we go now? With the artifact, it’ll take no time at all. We can pop in, pay them a short visit, and then pop right back out.”

Cherry’s face scrunched up into a combination of confusion, contemplation, and a pout all at once. A breeze came through, blowing loose hairs across her face. “I don’t know, baby. That’s opening a whole can of worms. If you do this for me, then you’re going to have to do it for everyone.”

I smiled, brushing the hair from her face and tucking it behind her ear before cupping her cheek. “I already plan to do it for everyone. But your family is unique. They aren’t part of this world, so it’s a bit more delicate.”

She pressed into my hand, and the corners of her mouth rose slightly as she closed her eyes. “That’s true…” The Vampire Witch was quiet for about thirty seconds before she grabbed my wrist, turned her head, and kissed my hand. Then she looked up at me, her smile widening. “Okay, baby. Let’s do it.”

The two of us changed our clothes into more mundane outfits. Cherry wore a plain black T-shirt and jeans that still showed off her curves nicely. Meanwhile, I swapped into a casual button-down shirt and loose jeans with my sleeves rolled up. Surprisingly, she swapped to a regular pair of tennis shoes. “Is that how you used to look?” I asked with genuine curiosity.

Cherry snapped her fingers, causing her red eyes to turn brown while her fangs disappeared. The utter perfection all witches had was gone, and she had a few minor blemishes. Regardless of those imperfections, she still looked stunning.

She nervously chewed on her lower lip. “Yes, this is what I looked like before becoming a witch—before the magic made me the perfect version of myself.” She glanced at the ground and then back up at me. “Do you—uh—still think you would have come home with me that night if this is what you saw?”

I leaned in and kissed her with a smile on my face. “There’s barely a difference between the two. Besides, your looks were only part of why I went home with you. You were so much fun, and your personality was adorable. I wanted to both fuck your brains out and find out more about you.”

She pushed her body and lips against mine. “Mission accomplished, Chubby Cock.”

Grinning, I summoned the Tele-Port back to my hand. “Alright, now let’s figure out how to use this thing.”

“It’s not too hard…” she said with a wink while playfully grinding herself against the bulge in my pants.

I rolled my eyes dramatically.

She giggled. “Usually, we both need to be touching it.”

“We are talking about the magical artifact, right?”

She put a hand to her chest in mock offense. “Of course we are. What are you implying, baby?” She laughed and put her hand on the phone so we could hold it together. “Now all we need to do is focus on where we want to go. I’ll have to do that part since you aren’t familiar with my family’s house.”

“Okay, where do they live?”

“Just outside of the city, in the suburbs. You clear your mind, and I’ll focus on a safe place to teleport to.”

I did as she suggested and cleared my mind as best I could, but nothing happened. Cherry and I both frowned. “What the hell? Why isn’t it working?” she asked.

Glancing at the old cell phone, I had an idea. “Let’s try again. Ready?”

“Ready,” she repeated.

I pressed the red button labeled ‘Snd’, and a bright flash of white engulfed us.
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Suddenly, we weren’t on the roof of our penthouse anymore. Looking around, I noticed we were in a backyard, surrounded by a privacy fence and standing at the back of a small shed. We peeked out from behind it. There was a tree with an old tire swing and a small garden.

“Is that it?” I asked Cherry as I glanced at the two-story yellow home. It had a small brick patio just outside the sliding glass door at the rear of the home. The patio was exactly what you’d expect, with a table, chairs, an umbrella, and a large gas grill. Fortunately, no one was outside witnessing our arrival.

“Yeah…” Cherry said nervously. “Listen, baby, I’m not sure if this is such a good idea. I’m thinking that maybe we call this a great first step and head back home.”

I put a hand on her shoulder. “The Cherry I know doesn’t back down from a challenge. You’re a badass witch who’s fought off other witches, and you’re one of the leaders of the strongest coven in Fresco City. You’ve got this, babe.”

She took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right. I’m fucking amazing. We’ve got this.”

“You’re damn right we do,” I said, giving her a small slap on the ass. “Lead the way.”

With a quick peck on my cheek, she led us to the gate. We walked around to the front of the house. “My dad’s car is gone. He must be at work,” Cherry said with a slight quiver to her voice. Her breathing was heavy, and her hand trembled as she held the tip of her finger against the doorbell. She paused, gathering her courage. I gave her a reassuring smile, and she nodded before pressing the button.

The doorbell chimed an eight-note tune, and a woman’s voice called out. “Diana! Get the door, sweetie!”

Thirty seconds later, the door opened and a slightly shorter, younger, more petite version of Cherry opened it. It took effort for me not to look too surprised by this development. Cherry never mentioned that she had a sister, and I couldn’t help but compare them to one another.

Diana’s short black hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She had brown eyes and the same naturally rosy cheeks. She was wearing a form-fitting red shirt and short shorts. Her breasts appeared smaller than Cherry’s, but she seemed a bit more athletic, if skinnier.

Diana’s eyes widened. “Cher!? Is that really you?”

“Hey, sis, long time no see.”

Diana stepped back, and Cherry followed her inside, opening her arms and embracing the younger version of herself. “I missed you, babe,” Cherry said.

“Yeah, missed you too,” Diana said. Then she glanced at me and did a double take. Her eyes widened, and her nostrils flared as she stared at me.

Cherry broke the hug when the same voice that shouted earlier grew louder as a mature version of Cherry came around the corner. “Diana, who’s at the door, sweetie—Cheryl!? Oh, Cheryl! My baby! You’re home!” The raven-haired mature beauty said excitedly as she rushed forward with eyes wide and arms outstretched. Cherry’s mother also looked nearly identical to her. If I didn’t know it was Cherry’s mom, I would have mistaken her for an older sister.

My Vampire Witch’s eyes instantly teared up at the sight of her mother and she embraced her. The two hugged tightly, both crying as they held one another. I wasn’t aware of how long it had been since Cherry had last seen her family, but judging by their reactions, it had definitely been a while. The entire time, Diana was still staring at me with a strange intensity.

Eventually, the two ended the hug and wiped their eyes. “Diana, sweetie, go set the table for lunch, please.”

Diana didn't reply.

Mrs. Coleman turned to Diana and tapped her on the shoulder, “Earth to Diana! The table—lunch?” she said playfully.

“Yeah… Okay,” she grunted while never taking her eyes off of me. Then she slowly walked backwards, pausing before hesitantly side stepping into the kitchen.

I had no clue what the hell was up with her, but she looked pissed. Does she think I’m the reason Cherry hasn’t come home in so long? I mean, I could see someone coming to that conclusion. I knew plenty of guys who were way too controlling with their partners. If that was the case, I was sure Cherry would clear it up. That trail of thought drifted into the back of my mind as Cherry’s mother finally noticed me.

“My goodness, dear. Who is this handsome young man with you?”

“Logan, this is my mom,” Cherry said before holding her arms outstretched toward me as if she were a game show model showing off the grand prize. “And, Mom, this is Logan, my fiancée.”

My brows shot up in surprise at that sudden declaration, but I smoothly transitioned it into a look of excitement as I held out my hand. Now that I heard her say it, I really shouldn’t have been surprised at all. I mean, we were already linked by a lifelong commitment. Ultimately, I decided it wasn’t out of line and let it go. “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Coleman.”

She swatted my hand away as she opened her arms wide. “Get that silly hand out of here! You’re gonna be family!” She wrapped me up in a tight hug. “Please, Mrs. Coleman was my mother-in-law. Call me Sharon, or Mom.”

For the sake of avoiding potential awkward situations in the future, I opted to go with Sharon. “Sure thing, Sharon.”

I had been intimate with Cherry so many times that my dick had developed a Pavlovian response whenever her body pressed against mine—almost instantly becoming hard. Cherry’s mother was so much like her that I had to take drastic measures to avoid causing an incident. In the end, it was thanks to horrifying memories of ramming my shield into a giant Cyclops’ nut sack during the Greater Familiar tournament that helped me successfully avoid an embarrassing situation while reciprocating the embrace.

Sharon took on a conspiratorial expression, and she leaned toward Cherry, putting the back of her hand next to her mouth as if she were telling a secret. “I like him. You found yourself a good one.”

Cherry rolled her eyes playfully, but her cheeks reddened with slight embarrassment. “I know, Mom!”

Sharon laughed as she turned back the way she came, looking at us over her shoulder. “Come on, you two, we were just about to have lunch. You’ll join us, won’t you?”

“We’d love to,” I said with a genuine smile.

Moments later, we were all in the dining room sitting around the table. Sharon placed a large plate of turkey wraps on the table and a large bowl of salad. Cherry and I sat next to each other and thanked her as we filled our plates. Meanwhile, Sharon sat across from Cherry and Diana sat across from me, playing one of the newer handheld gaming devices while chewing bubble gum. Still, her intense gaze focused on me, despite the sounds coming from the game as her fingers danced across the buttons.

The sound of digital ringing caught my attention, and I noticed a cell phone lying on the table with the speakerphone turned on. After three rings, a man answered. “Hey there, honey! I can’t talk long. I’m walking to a meeting right now. What’s up?”

“Hey, tootsie pop!” Sharon said, and I instantly realized where Cherry got her nicknames from. I also understood the logic Cherry used when making them, and my mind made the connection immediately. Honestly, I wasn’t surprised.

“I’m calling because I wanted to let you know that your baby girl is here!” Sharon said with pure joy in her voice.

“My little Cherry’s home?!” That’s where she got the nickname, huh? The thought made me smile. “Put her on!”

“I’m already on, Papa!” Cherry said. “You’re on speakerphone.”

“Oh, sweetheart, I’ve missed you so much.”

“I missed you too, Papa,” Cherry said as more tears started leaking from her eyes.

“I wish you coulda made it for ya ma’s birthday, but I’m still so glad that you came to visit her today. You know you’re gonna have to come back sometime when I’m not at work, right?!” He said in a playfully stern tone, though you could hear the hope in it as well.

“Of course, Papa.” Cherry sniffled.

“She’s not the only one who came to visit!” Sharon exclaimed.

“Really? Who?” He asked with genuine curiosity.

“As it turns out, our little Cheryl is engaged!”

Diana’s eyes went even wider, which I didn’t think was possible. Still, she said nothing. That’s when I realized she hadn’t heard the news when Cherry announced it to her mom in the foyer. She popped another bubble while glaring at me with a fire in her eyes.

“She’s what?!” Cherry’s dad said.

“Yup!” Sharon replied.

“That’s a surprise!”

“You’re telling me, sir,” I said jokingly. “Imagine how surprised I was. She basically kidnapped me, locked me up, and threatened to throw away the key if I didn’t agree to spend my life with her.”

Cherry’s eyes turned into saucers. “Logan!”

However, her dad guffawed, and her mother covered her mouth as she let out a musical laugh. I joined them, and after a few moments, the laughter died down. “I can’t say that I regret it one bit,” I said.

“I understand how ya feel. Her mother stole my heart the same way. Cherry! I like this guy, but listen, I gotta go,” Cherry’s dad said.

“Okay, Papa, I love you,” Cherry said.

“I love you too. And, Cherry?”

“Yes, Papa?”

“Even if you’re getting married, I want you to know that no matter what happens in your life, you’ll always be my little girl. Kiss your mother for me.”

Tears practically gushed from Cherry’s eyes like a waterfall, and I remembered what she said to me back in the forest of the mystic realm about her not being their little girl anymore. I scooted my chair closer to hers and put my arm over her shoulder. She leaned her head on me and said, “I will, Papa.” Then the call ended.

We gave Cherry a few minutes to collect herself, as we all ate quietly. Well, everyone except for Diana. I didn’t get what that chick’s problem with me was. Things were going great with Cherry’s parents, so why did her sister seem to hate me so much? I decided to try to bridge whatever this gap between us was.

“So, Diana, do you work or go to school?”

She popped another bubble, her fingers still flying across the buttons of her game. “University.”

I nodded. “Fresco City? Or are you home on break?”

“Fresco.”

Okay… This isn’t going as well as I’d hoped, I thought. “Oh, yeah? I used to go there.”

Her eyes flashed, but she said nothing.

After taking a swig of lemonade, I asked, “What are you studying?”

“History.”

Maybe, if I get her on a subject she’s passionate about, she’ll give me more than one-word answers. “Is any particular part of history your favorite?”

“Medieval times.”

That earned me two words instead of one. That was progress, at least. “What about medieval times makes them your favorite?”

“The innovative torture methods fascinate me.”

I blinked, pursed my lips, and nodded. “Cool. Cool cool cool.”

She blew another bubble until it popped.

I refocused on the other two ladies at the table as Cherry and her mom continued their conversation. Even without seeing her, I could still feel Diana’s eyes boring holes into the side of my head. Cherry discreetly summoned a diamond ring from her transdimensional storage space while pretending to pull something from her pocket.

We had a rather large stash of stolen jewelry that the girls used for certain rituals that require gemstones, or to sell for quick cash if we needed it. Cherry kept most of it in her storage, which proved to be convenient at times like this.

“We got you a birthday present,” Cherry said to her mother.

“Aww, you didn’t have to do that! Getting to see you is all I could ask for and more!” Sharon said.

Cherry took her mother by the hand and slipped the ring on her finger. The large diamond gleamed in the light. “We wanted to, mom. Do you like it?”

Sharon’s eyes grew wide, and her jaw dropped. “Oh my goodness, sweetie! This is so beautiful! Those smutty books of yours must be selling really well, huh? I might need to come out of retirement and start writing a few of my own!”

“Moooom!” Cherry whined, her ears turning red. “I don’t wanna talk about my work with you! It’s embarrassing!”

As I watched the two, I couldn’t help but think about how I had nothing like this in my life before. Is this how things will turn out for me? Will I sit down at a table with my sons and daughters and playfully tease them about their career choices as we share a meal? Or will I have so many kids that I can’t remember all their names?

Eventually, it was time for us to leave. We stood outside the front door as everyone said their goodbyes. Cherry and her mom finished their goodbye hug, and we made up an excuse about leaving our car at a shop nearby to get cleaned and detailed. The entire way down the sidewalk, I could feel Diana’s glare burning a hole through my skull.

Once we reached an alley and made sure no one was around, we used the artifact to teleport back to the rooftop patio. Cherry was grinning from ear to ear. “Thank you so much, baby! You have no idea how much I love you!”

“Pretty sure I do,” I said with a grin as I gripped her hips and pulled her closer. “I just wish your sister didn’t hate me so much. I don’t understand why she wouldn’t stop glaring at me. It felt like she wanted to rip me apart.”

Cherry’s head fell into my chest as she started laughing. “More like rip your clothes apart! She doesn’t hate you!”

“What?!” I asked incredulously.

“She likes you a lot. That wasn’t a glare, it was a horny stare.”

My jaw dropped in disbelief. “No way!”

Cherry nodded vigorously. “Oh, yeah, one hundred percent. She wanted you so fucking bad, baby.”

Everything I thought I knew about Diana changed in an instant. I couldn’t help it. I burst into laughter. “Well, too bad for her. I’m already with you!”

Cherry’s eyes narrowed seductively, and she ran her finger down my chest, her tone going sultry. “I think it’d be okay if we play with her now and then. Would that turn you on, baby?”

My laughter suddenly stopped mid-sentence. “Could you believe—wait… You’re not joking, are you?”

She nodded as she tongued a fang. Her fingers deftly unbuttoned my pants, and her hand slipped inside, gripping my shaft. “Not even a little.”

I frowned, by brows knitting together. “But I thought the two of you were blood related. Aren’t you? You look nearly identical. Honestly, if you’re Cherry Cola, then she’s Diet Cola.”

Cherry leaned in close and nibbled on my earlobe, ready to break the fourth wall. She whispered, “For the purposes of this future series subplot seeing the light of day, let’s say we definitely aren’t blood-related. In fact, we aren’t legally related in any way, so all bets are off.”

I gulped. “Noted.”


Chapter 14


Auditions

While the girls were finalizing the preparations for the inner circle auditions, we received another written demand from the Devil’s Coast Coven in California. It was another demand that Alpha and my girls hand me over for execution. Cherry politely summarized our response by writing over the letter with a bold black marker. Her message plainly said, “Kindly go fuck yourselves.” Alpha made a deal with the bird that brought it to us to deliver our response as quickly as it could.

It took another day to complete the list for auditions to join my inner circle, and it turned out to be a rather extensive list. Not only did it include all fifty current inner circle members of the New Moon Coven, but also twenty outer circle members. As for the Rising Star Coven, we had about fifteen witches approved to audition. This put our total at eighty-five witches.

We were calling them auditions, but they were more like interviews. Occasionally, we would also ask for a demonstration of their affinity’s power. I was disappointed that Pixelle wasn’t on the list, but she had only been a member for a few days and hadn’t had the chance to prove herself to any of us yet, so I didn’t argue with her exclusion.

We rented an auditorium for the event, and my inner circle and I sat at a long judges’ table in front of the stage. In order from left to right were Arachna, Cherry, Halo, Alpha, me, Illumina, Novella, and Rose. We didn’t want any additional pressure on our members, so we opted not to use a spotlight. Instead, we turned on all the lights in the auditorium so they could see us just as well as we could see them.

Novella prepared us with a list of suggested questions to ask each candidate in case we couldn’t think of any off the top of our heads, as well as a list of each name in order of auditions. Next to each name were two scales ranging from one to ten. The first scale is how well we liked them and if we thought they would fit our little family. The second was how useful we thought their affinity might be for me. Their combined score would help us determine who to choose, but wouldn’t be the deciding factor.

Mother led the next witch to the stage. She was a cute, tall, slim brunette. I remembered her from the orgy because she was one of the few women I didn’t have to bend my knees with to fuck her from behind. Admittedly, it was a shallow reason to remember her, but that was a long night, so I didn’t hold it against myself. “It’s Tikki, right?” I asked.

“Ahh! He knows my name?!” she gushed, fanning her face with both hands.

Alpha sighed. “No. Her name is Techama.”

I hissed in a breath through my teeth. “I was way off. I should probably check the list from now on.”

Rose took a long sip from her giant water bottle on the table. “Jesus freakin’ Christ! I’m not sure what’s worse, how badly you butchered her name, or that she didn’t even realize you butchered it.”

“NEXT!” Cherry shouted.

“Already?” I asked.

“Cheese n’ rice, baby, look at her,” Halo said, pointing at the witch with her pen.

Mother had to drag the girl off stage. Techama didn’t seem to care because she kept smiling at me like a star-struck fan. “Oh my god, I love you so much, Logan! Sign my boobs!” She screamed, pulling her top down just enough to let one lovely tit fall out.

“Damn, that’s what, the fifth one today?” Arachna asked.

Novella held up her clipboard. “Actually, that makes the tenth. At this rate, out of all eighty candidates, we might manage to interview a total of… forty-two of them.”

“N–no,” Arachna said with a slight blush. “I meant the fifth one today to pull out her boob. Why just the one? Why not both? I don't get it. It seems really weird.”

I felt bad for the girl since she wasn’t getting a chance to interview. “Ya know, I could at least sign it for her,” I said as I started scooting my chair out. Illumina and Alpha each put a hand on my back, pushing my chair back in.

“My King, the last time you did that it took us five minutes to pry the witch off of you,” Illumina said.

“She had a really powerful grip.” Alpha ran her fingers through my hair. “I know you’re trying to make them feel better about losing their chance to audition, but do they look sad to you?”

I sighed. “I guess not. You both make good points. Fine, absolutely no more boob signing today, even if they are in tears as they leave the stage,” I said with a firm nod.

“Golly, baby!” Halo said cheerfully. Then, all of a sudden, she burst into tears. “I’m so proud of you! You’re sooo amazing!”

Cherry tucked a hand beneath her wing and rubbed her back. “It’s alright, babe. Get it all out.”

“Should I wait to bring out the next one, Darling?” Mother asked.

Halo waved a hand, answering despite being a blubbering mess. “No! Keep going. It’s okaaaayyy!”

I nodded in confirmation, and Mother brought out the next candidate. Ikneada came out wearing her usual chef’s garb. Normally it was a very conservative outfit, but this time the top of her chef’s coat was unbuttoned to show off her ample cleavage. “Hey there, pretty boy. I missed you,” she said.

“I’m glad to see you too, Ikneada. We’re going to ask you some questions and maybe have you demonstrate some of your magic. Alright?” I asked, as I looked down at my list of questions.

“Sounds good to me, but—uh—is Halo going to be alright?”

“She’ll be fine. Don’t worry about her. It’s pregnancy stuff,” Alpha said.

Ikneada nodded.

“As a Chef Witch, what could you bring to the table?” Cherry asked with a wink.

Ikneada chuckled. “That’s a good one Cherry. Other than delicious food? Well, as a Culinary Witch—”

Rose threw up a hand. “Wait a freakin’ second! You’re a Culinary Witch? I thought you were a Kitchen Witch?”

“I thought you were a Chef Witch,” Illumina added.

“Neither of those are necessarily wrong. But the proper name is Culinary Witch. It encompasses the kitchen, cooking, and chef.”

“Let’s get back on track,” Novella said, making a note on her tablet. “As a Culinary Witch, what can your affinity do for Mr. Morrison?”

“That’s a good question. I’ve never heard of a Greater Familiar using a Culinary Witches affinity before. I suspect it would have something to do with fire, and being able to roast things, but your guess is as good as mine,” Ikneada answered.

I started reading a random question from the list. “Do you… prefer breakfast or dinner more?”

“Oh, that’s easy, I love making a high-quality dinner—”

“GET OUT!” Halo shirked with pure rage as she shot to her feet. Her wings stretched out wide. “HOW DARE YOU! GET HER THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!”

Everyone’s eyes went wide as Alpha and Cherry had to grab Halo and hold her back from rushing onto the stage. Ikneada panicked. “I didn’t mean anything by—”

Mother began hustling the Culinary Witch backstage. “Don’t worry, dear. It’s not your fault, but we should get you out of here sooner rather than later.”

I stood and pulled Halo around Alpha and into my lap. She rested her head against my chest, and I gently ran my fingers through her hair. “Shh. It’s okay… Everything is going to be okay. She didn’t mean it.”

Halo’s only response was to sob into my shirt.

“Fucking love farmer,” Cherry grumbled under her breath.

Murmurs of agreement came from the other ladies at the table, and I shook my head. “Bring out the next one, please,” I said.

Another woman soon stepped out onto the stage. She wore a crisp button-down blouse tucked into a pair of trousers with comfy shoes. She had a pleasant smile, and when she opened her mouth, I recognized her from the extreme nerdiness of her voice. “Hello, everyone. I am quite pleased to be here today.”

“Calcula, right?” Arachna asked nervously.

“Yes. I can confirm that is me,” said the brunette.

Arachna’s legs fidgeted nervously, but I was proud of her for taking the initiative despite how uncomfortable I knew it made her feel. “It—um—it says here that you’re a Math Witch?”

“That is correct.”

“What can you do?”

“I am so happy that you asked.” She summoned a whiteboard from her transdimensional storage and a dry-erase marker. “My affinity allows me to solve any math equation with ease. Would you like to test me?” she asked hopefully.

“Jesus Christ, no! Tests are so boring!” Rose shouted.

Calcula’s expression dropped. “I apologize.”

“What do you think your affinity could do for our king?” Illumina asked.

Calcula’s already disappointed expression fell even further. “I suppose it might make him turn into a genius with the greatest mind the world has ever known. He could cure cancer, or solve world hunger?”

Honestly, that impressed me, but Cherry blew a raspberry. “Spppt! We could do that now with our magic if we wanted to.”

I frowned. “Why don’t we do that if we can?”“Sinner’s Field,” Alpha said simply. I nodded, conceding the point. Sinner’s Field was the location where holy knights killed hundreds of witches. Their crime? Healing people. Regardless, this girl seemed like an underdog, and I found myself rooting for her internally. So, I tried a different angle. “Do you have any hobbies?”

She perked up at that and raised one finger in the air. “Oh! Why yes, I do. I have the most incredible stamp collection you have ever seen! Would you like me to show you?!”

Okay, I wasn’t rooting for her anymore. She seemed so nice, but I didn’t feel a connection between us. Regardless, I didn’t want to see her leave here so disheartened. “I don’t have time right now, but you can show me when it’s your turn during the next monthly meeting. How’s that sound?”

Her eyes lit up, but she seemed conflicted. “I—I like how that sounds, but I do not want to give up my turn.”

I waved her concern away. “We can do both at the same time.”

“Okay!” she said, clasping her hands and nodding frantically. “I would love that!”

“Great. I’m looking forward to it. Mother, are you ready to bring in the next candidate?”

“Actually, can we take a quick break first?” Alpha asked. I turned my head to look at her as a soft, cute snore rose from Halo. A wolf came into the auditorium carrying a plastic bag in its maw. It trotted up behind Alpha and she took the bag. “It’s fresh?” she double-checked.

The wolf nodded.

“Good.” Alpha summoned a piece of raw steak from her transdimensional storage space and handed it to the wolf before patting him on the head. The wolf took its prize and ran off. Alpha pulled a round aluminum tin from the bag. She pried the thin cardboard top off, revealing freshly cooked spaghetti and meatballs.

“That looks g—” I paused. Alpha wasn’t paying attention to me as she summoned a can of whipped cream from her storage and coated the top of the warm pasta and meat sauce with a small mountain of the sweet dairy product. Then she dismissed it and a bottle of chocolate syrup appeared next. She covered the whipped topping with the syrup and dismissed that next.

“Ooooohhh YES!” Alpha growled like a hungry beast as she pulled a plastic fork from the bag and dug in.

“Yeah…” I drawled, stupefied. “Let’s take a break.”
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After the break, we resumed the auditions. Unfortunately, none of them were a good fit. Every one of them was gorgeous, and a few had interesting abilities, but while I looked forward to spending some time with them during each monthly meeting, I didn’t feel any sparks of connection.

Mother wore a look of concern, seeing our lack of enthusiasm. “Should I bring out the last audition now… or?”

I rolled my neck, trying to loosen it up a bit. Then I waved for her to continue. “Yeah, let’s get this over with. Send her out.”

“Alright, I’ll go get her, Darling. Give me a moment.”

“Jesus Christ… talk about a freakin’ waste of a day,” Rose complained.

“I know, right? I could have spent half the day under the judge’s table and had so much more fun,” Cherry said as she leaned forward and winked at me.

“Let’s not count out this last witch just yet,” Novella said as she tapped on her tablet. “This one is going to be good! I think she’s the one.”

“Ugh! You said that about that redhead earlier. The one with freckles. She turned out to be another drooling mess. My King deserves someone who can stay calm and collected. Anyone can be a dedicated cock sleeve, but only those worthy of his affection can be inner circle members,” Illumina added while rubbing her temples.

My mind wandered as I recalled how enthusiastic that drooling mess was during the monthly meeting. I couldn’t help the grin that crept up on my face. “I still think she could be an excellent addition if we gave her time to get it out of her system.”

Alpha rolled her eyes, but her tail wagged. “You would say that. You’re not thinking with the right head, are you?”

“What? How dare you?” I asked with mock incredulity.

Cherry giggled. “Yup. That’s his horny grin. He’s definitely thinking with his dick right now. Then again, now that I think about it…”

After Cherry said nothing for a few moments, Arachna tilted her head. “Now that you think about what?”

“I thought that was obvious? Logan’s dick.”

Arachna sighed dreamily. “Yeah, you’re totally right.”

“Gosh, don’t get me thinking about it now. We need to finish the meeting first. It’s not fair to the last witch if we’re all thinking more about Logan’s big, hard, majestic, wonderful cock… Fiddlesticks! It’s too late!” Halo said, snapping her pencil. Her lip quivered. “I didn’t mean to break it.”

“Shh. It’s fine, babe. We got more,” Cherry said, summoning another pencil from her storage and replacing Halo’s broken one.

Halo beamed at her, a tear rolling down her cheek. “I love you so much, Cherry! You’re my best friend in the whole world!” Then she started crying again. “I’m so sorry I stole your familiar name! But at the same time, I’m not at all sorry for it, and I don’t know if I’m sorry about that or not!”

“I don’t know if I should be angry or thankful right now,” Cherry muttered.

Glancing down at the last name on the list, my brows rose as hope returned. The clacking of Mother’s heels on the stage drew my attention, and I looked up to see her leading Mallison out onto the stage. Just like during the demonstration, the half-Asian Summoner Witch looked calm, cool, and collected.

Her long, dark blue hair draped down to her butt, and her blue eyes focused solely on me. After experiencing a similar stare from Diet Cola, I realized it for what it was.

I couldn’t recall seeing her during the orgy, but that was no surprise. There were a few times where things became nothing more than a horny blur of debauchery where one woman would steal my lips until only asses faced me. Plus, she wasn’t the only witch with long blue hair in the coven. Honestly, I’m not proud of it, but I could identify more of the witches by the sight of their asses than I could by their faces.

Her bulky robe garment made it impossible to tell anything about her body except that she was maybe four feet nine inches tall with high heels. Offering her a bright, welcoming smile, I said, “Mallison! It’s good to see you. How have you been?”

“Good,” she whispered, not allowing her emotions to show.

Arachna’s nervous chitters caught my ear before she asked, “Um—I’m sorry, what did you say?”

“Good,” Mallison repeated, only a little louder.

“She said that she’s good,” Mother clarified.

“Oh…” Arachna said, seemingly unsure of what to say next. “That’s good—I guess.”

“Mallison, on several occasions you’ve turned down our offer for funding to provide you with a new robe, or other clothing,” Novella said in a matter-of-fact tone. “I’m curious as to why?”

For her part, the Summoner Witch didn’t bat an eye at the question. She took her eyes off me for the first time and addressed the Grimoire Witch directly at a barely audible volume. “This robe belonged to my mother. I wear it to remember her.” Once she finished speaking, her eyes darted back to me.

“I see. I can respect that,” Novella said.

I recalled learning the word malison at a game night a few years back. Though it seemed like useless knowledge to me at the time, now it felt oddly convenient. Thanks to that and learning the truth behind Mallison’s robes, I believed that I understood the reason for her nickname. “You chose Mallison as your witch name. It doesn’t really fit what you’d expect for a Summoner Witch since malison with one l means curse. Was that also in honor of your mother?”

She barely nodded, and a bit of drool slid down her chin. Mallison wiped it away quickly with her sleeve. “Yes, sir. She was a Hex Witch.”

I nodded with a grin. “That’s clever. I like it.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, giving me a deep bow.

Illumina cleared her throat. “You showed a great deal of competency with your summoning during the demonstration.”

“I appreciate that,” the blue-haired witch said with a small bow.

“What do you think would be the strongest summon you could call forth?”

“A minor drake, but it would exhaust me—not smart.” The response was, like all the others, terse, and the way she stared so intensely at me while barely looking at the others who addressed her made things awkward. Fortunately, she had helped us on a few missions in the past and the girls were all used to her unique behavior, so it didn’t really bother any of us.

“Why do you want to join the inner circle?” Alpha asked abruptly.

“I would do anything to please and serve our Coven King. He is precious to me,” she replied with no hesitation.

Alpha nodded solemnly. “Alright, then. You can go. We’ll let you know soon.”

Mallison bowed respectfully to us and turned to leave.

“Wait!” Cherry shouted.

Mallison turned, still looking just as collected and emotionless as ever, without even a hint of worry on her face. Honestly, I wasn’t sure who would win in a game of poker—Mallison, or Alpha. All I knew was that I didn’t want to play against either of them.

“Yes?” Mallison asked.

“Do you mind taking off your robe? I want to see what you’re working with, babe,” Cherry said casually, as if she were asking if a friend wanted a piece of gum.

Without delay, Mallison pulled the knot of her robe loose and dropped it off her shoulders, exposing her completely nude body beneath. Her body was INSANE… The girls and I all gasped, and every one of our jaws needed to be scraped off the desk. Even Mother’s eyes bulged, and she stumbled before barely catching her balance.

Mallison’s flawlessly rounded mid-sized tits looked massive on her small frame, and her little pink nipples stood tall and proud. My eyes drifted downward, past her smooth stomach to her slim waist and extremely wide hips. She did a slow turn, pushing her long hair to her front while showing us her back. As expected, her perky ass looked big on her petite body. Her plump and juicy booty made my mouth water, and I realized Mallison wasn’t the only one staring and drooling anymore.

I let out a soft gasp the moment her ass faced me. “Ninth group, third from the left–loved it when I pulled her hair.”

“What was that?” Alpha asked without looking away from the beauty on the stage.

Mallison finished her turn, tossing her blue hair back over her shoulders. “Nothing,” I muttered before I shot to my feet with a standing ovation. “You’re hired!”

Mallison’s expression didn’t change, but thanks to my enhanced senses, I noticed her breathing quicken.

The other witches surrounding me all murmured their agreement.

“She’s perfect for us. She’ll easily disappear into the background when we don’t need her, and she’ll be perfectly fine with it,” Alpha said with her arms crossed as a small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“I agree. She will step up when needed and has a useful affinity that could make for a powerful form,” Novella added.

“Yes,” Illumina echoed. “She is a perfect fit for our king. The woman is like a perfected living sex doll. She will have no problems making him cum often enough to meet the required weekly quota as set forth by our king.”

“W—wait, we have to make Logan cum a minimum number of times each week? But—but—what’s the count? How many? I’ve only made him cum four times so far. It hasn’t been our night yet. Am I in trouble?!” Arachna panicked.

I shook my head. “No!” I called out. “There is absolutely no requirement to make me cum even one time each week.”

Halo scratched her chin in thought. “Golly, I thought it was six?”

Cherry blew a raspberry. “Sppt. Six? Amateur stuff. My personal best is twenty-eight, and he gave me thirty-two.”

“That was a wonderful week,” I muttered, wiping away a small tear at the memory. “But there’s still no requirement to sleep with me. Mallison, Mother will explain what the next steps are for you. We’ll get you integrated and properly welcomed to the inner circle within the next few days.”

Her eyes flashed with a blue light and for the first time, I saw the tiniest hint of a smile before she wiped it away with the drool that had fallen down her chin and onto her perky breasts as she stared at me. She nodded, picked up her robe, and walked backstage.

“That’s one! Who’s number two?” I asked, looking left and right. My gaze was met with nothing but frowns and grimaces.

“The most promising so far was Ikneada,” Arachna said.

“And she got screamed off the stage by Halo,” Cherry added.

Halo frowned deeply and crossed her arms. “Sheesh, I feel terrible about that. I’m going to send her a box of apology chocolates.” Belatedly, she grumpily added, “But it’s still poppycock that she likes dinner more than breakfast.”

Novella straightened her glasses. “I love Ikneada, but I don’t know how anything related to a culinary affinity could make a powerful combat form for Mr. Morrison.”

Illumina sat up straighter and smoothed out her robe. “She’s right. Combat applications are more important than anything else right now—except for their capability to pleasure my King sexually. Speaking of which, did we decide on the redhead with freckles already?”

Rose slammed her big water bottle onto the desk. “We did! Jesus Christ, Illumina! You’re the one who said, ‘My King deserves someone who can stay calm and collected. Anyone can be a dedicated cock sleeve, but only those worthy of his affection can be inner circle members’,” Rose said in her best impression of the Moon Witch.

“I’m pretty sure you’re making that up,” Illumina muttered.

“You totally said that!” Arachna argued.

“We’ll simply have to agree to disagree,” Illumina declared.

I barely heard what the girls were saying. I was so excited about Mallison joining the inner circle that my mind was swirling with all the possibilities of her flexible… Affinity—yeah, that’s it, the possibilities of her flexible affinity.

However, just like my ladies, I was stuck on who would be the second new member. No one was a good enough fit. I dragged my hands down my face and let out a breath. “Girls, I don’t feel confident to make this call on my own. None of the other girls stand out strongly enough to me.”

Suddenly, I heard my own voice coming from the phone next to me as if I were talking to a cute puppy saying, “Who’s my good girl? Who’s my good girl? That’s right! You are! You–” Alpha scrambled to pick up her phone, fumbling it once before snatching it up and quickly setting it to vibrate. Her embarrassment soon shifted into a toothy smile. “Everyone can stop debating.”

“Why?” I asked, leaning down to steal a glance at the screen.

“The next member of our inner circle just finished her shift at Hot Topic…”


Chapter 15


A Cute Little Mousey Witch

The girls and I were en route to meet with Squeaks for an additional impromptu ‘audition’. However, it was more accurate to say it was going to be an offer rather than an interview. Squeaks told me recently that she had some thinking to do, and I hoped those thoughts were leading her down a path that ended with joining us.

Alpha was behind the wheel of the Harem Mobile as we cruised down the city streets.

“Where are we meeting her?” I asked from the shotgun seat.

“We’re meeting her at That Awesome Mexican Joint,” Alpha said.

“Which Mexican joint?”

“No, that’s what it’s called.”

“The place is called That Awesome Mexican Joint?”

“Yup.”

“Hang on a second… So, you’re telling me that Fresco City has a restaurant called This Hole In The Wall That Serves Great Breakfast Food, and another called That Awesome Mexican Joint?”

“Yup. There’s also That One Hot Dog House With the Wiener Dog Mascot. That last one is a buffet. I’m pretty sure the same family owns That Hole in the Wall that Serves Great Breakfast Food.”

“Who would make up names like that for a restaurant?” Novella complained.

“I know, right? It sounds like something an author would come up with when they felt too lazy to be creative,” I said.

All the girls murmured their agreement.

We pulled into the parking lot, and I spotted Squeaks coming from around the corner of the building. I suspected she made a discreet broom landing in the back alley. Hopping out of the van, I jogged over to greet her.

Novella shouted, “I’ll inform them our party has arrived.” When I reached her, I opened my arms wide, and she stepped into my embrace. “It’s good to see you again, Squeaks!”

“Damn, look at me, I’m getting the red carpet treatment,” she laughed. “It’s good to see you too, Handsome.”

Rose cackled like a bond villain from somewhere behind me, and I could picture her tented fingers in my head. “That’s right, Logy-poo! Butter her up reeeal nice. She’s right where we want her! Muahahahha!”

Squeaks and I ended the embrace, and she looked up at me, confused. “What is she talking about?”

I smiled and shook my head. “Who knows? C’mon, let’s head inside. It’s on us tonight.”

“On you, huh? I like the sound of that,” Squeaks said with a mischievous grin.
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Everyone offered Squeaks a warm greeting and more hugs were shared. We caught up to Novella inside and, being the professional she was, already had the staff preparing a room for us. It turned out to be a rather fancy Mexican restaurant. After a brief wait, the hostess led us to a separate dining space in the back, which was normally reserved for parties.

Decorative paper banners hung above, fluttering in the breeze of the air conditioning. Sombreros, handcrafted pottery, and murals showing mariachi bands and famous Mexican landscapes decorated the adobe brick walls.

We sat at a large round table in the room's corner and quickly ordered off the menu. The waitress dropped off a large basket of tortilla chips, nacho cheese sauce, and salsa in the middle of the table for everyone to share.

“It’s wonderful to see you as always, Squeaks. Have you ever been here before?” Novella asked while she removed her sports coat and draped it over the back of her chair.

“I haven’t! But I hear their cheddar is to die for!” the Mouse Witch said.

“Squeaks, babe, how have you been? I haven’t seen you since the club,” Cherry said before sipping from her glass.

Squeaks’s long, thin tail seemed to have a mind of its own. It snuck around to the front of her chair and wrapped itself around my calf. “I’ve been pretty good. That was one hell of a night, wasn’t it?”

I saw her do it to Alpha when they hugged, so I knew it was just a friendly gesture of affection and nothing sexual. With that in mind, I let it be. Reaching a hand to the middle of the table, I snagged a couple of nachos out of the basket and dipped them in the cheese. I didn’t realize my fork was in the way and my elbow caught it as I rushed the cheesy chip to my mouth before it dripped onto the table. The fork flew toward me, falling from the table and bouncing off my lap before it landed on the floor.

I couldn’t shout the obscenity I wanted to, since my mouth was full of chips and cheese. Illumina immediately pushed her chair back. “As your bound slave, I will retrieve your fork, my King. It is just one of the many duties my position requires of me.”

Unable to tell her any different at the moment, I shook my head and sighed before letting it go. Squeaks quirked a brow. The rest of the girls had grown so used to Illumina that they didn’t even think twice about it as they all continued catching up with our friend. I shrugged.

Novella said, “Well, she’s certainly all over it, isn’t she?”

“Gosh,” Halo sighed dreamily, resting her chin in her hand with her elbow propped up on the table. “That was an amazing night.”

Novella’s words must have been a prophecy because suddenly, a hand began fishing my flaccid cock out of my pants. I flinched, feeling flabbergasted and wondering how she unzipped my pants without me even realizing it. I stole a downward glance as I Leaned back in my chair and spread my legs wide.

Two lavender eyes glowed brightly up at me as Illumina opened her mouth wide, and leaned in, taking my length into her mouth. Her pale cheeks hollowed as she pulled back slowly until she nestled my tip between her lips before repeating the process several more times.

She stroked my base with one hand, and her free hand snaked through the opening of her robes and between her legs. My enhanced senses picked up her soft moans as she pleasured herself while sucking on my dick. “Mmmm—MMmm!”

Three of Rose’s flower buds in her hair bloomed as she gulped down her glass of water. “Next time we go to the freakin’ club, it’ll be my turn to bang Logan on the dance floor!”

Alpha spat out her drink. “You did what?!”

Novella giggled. “You didn’t know? I thought they shared the story with everyone.”

“Relax, babe. Rose did a little tugging, I did a little sucking, and our girl Halo here did a little fucking. We were sneaky about it and no one even knew,” Cherry said while waving off Alpha’s concern as if it were an unpleasant stench.

“It’s not that. If I knew that’s what was going to happen, I would have come with you,” Alpha said while drying off the table with her napkins.

The whole time they were talking, I split my focus between their conversation and the lewd moans coming from below the table. My girth had gone fully erect, and Illumina had wasted no time hilting me in her throat. “Fuuuuck,” I groaned.

Arachna tilted her head. “What’s wrong?”

Novella’s tablet was in her hand in an instant, ready to take notes. “Whatever the problem is, I’ve already prepared several solutions. I’m ready when you are, Mr. Morrison.”

Thinking quickly on my feet, or in my seat, I guess, I said, “Nothing, I just forgot to order a quesadilla.”

Novella frowned and dismissed her tablet. “Well, I suppose it was too much to ask for a bit of action tonight. Today’s been so boring.”

“Action… Yeah… I’m sure there will be plenty of that later,” I said. Then muttered, “Or now.”

Arachna chuckled. “I didn’t realize you liked quesadillas that much. Just tell the waitress when she comes back with our food. There’s no reason to be so upset about it.”

I nodded and gripped the edge of the table tightly mid-sentence. “Yup. You’re abs—oohh—lutely right. I’ll do that.”

Arachna’s words must have summoned the waitress because she showed up seconds later with a large tray full of food and started passing out our meals. I quickly forgot all about my Spider Witch’s advice when Illumina’s tongue began swirling around the head of my cock while she applied as much suction as she could.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” The waitress asked with a charming smile.

I accidentally shouted when Illumina began rapidly flicking her tongue up and down on my frenulum. “Goddamn!”

The waitress jumped in surprise. “Ah!”

“Sorry, what I meant was, a goddamn quesadilla, please!” I said with an awkward attempt at excitement.

The lady put a hand on her chest and laughed. “My word! You scared me for a moment there, hun. Sure thing, I’ll have that out for you in a couple of minutes. Anything else?”

“I need an entire pitcher of your finest water, please,” Rose said.

“I could also use a refill, please,” Novella added.

“Sure thing.” The waitress looked around expectantly, but when no one else said anything, she turned and left.

Alpha frowned at me. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

I gave her a thumbs up. “Yeah, I’m good.”

“Okay, if you’re sure.”

“Mhm. I’m sure.”

Illumina’s moans grew a little louder, and if not for the mariachi music playing over the speakers, I was sure the others would have heard already. Her needy eyes begged for more attention while she licked up one side of my length and down the other. She followed that up by planting tender kisses all over my thick inches as she worshiped my cock.

She whispered, knowing that I would hear her while her hand made long twisting strokes. “Please, my King—Ahhhh—I need your cum. Ohhhh! Mmmm! Fill your slave’s mouth with your warm seed. It is the only sustenance I need. Mmmfffuck! Use my mouth as you wish. I am yours, and—mmmm—yours alone!”

I listened as I chewed the first bite from my taco and let out an unintentional moan with my mouth full. “OHhhmshooofuckingood!”

“Jesus Christ! I should have ordered the freakin’ tacos!” Rose said as she cut a piece of her enchilada.

“No kidding. It must be amazing,” Arachna said.

Unsure of what else to do, I nodded and cleared my throat. “Ahem. It is definitely amazing.” Meanwhile, Illumina doubled her efforts on both herself and me. I could tell she was close, and so was I. She bobbed rapidly up and down the top half of my manhood while she vigorously stroked the bottom half with a firm grip. “Hmmmmm! Hmmmm! Hmmm! MMMMMMMMM!”

Illumina spasmed and shook below the table as she came hard. Despite this, she never ceased her attention for even a second. A rush of ecstasy rolled through my body as the first hot burst of my seed filled Illumina’s mouth. She clearly struggled with the ridiculous amount of cum she quickly gulped down.

Squeaks sat down her fork after finishing another bite of her cheddar cheese roll-ups. Her face hardened, and she seemed to shore up her resolve. “Speaking of the club. Since that night, I’ve been thinking a lot about things. I’m thinking about quitting Hot Topic and letting Cali take over. The way I see it, I figured it’s about time I settled down and joined a coven.”

My head fell back, and I almost dropped the taco I was holding as pulse after pulse of bliss traveled in waves through my body, causing more of my cum to flood the Moon Witch under the table. “That’s ffffucking incredible!” I cried out as I opened my eyes and looked at the surrounding women. They stared in utter confusion. I belatedly added. “News. That’s fucking incredible news, Squeaks!”

Illumina kissed the tip of my cock one last time before tucking it away in my pants. She waited under the table a little longer, not coming back out right away.

“Damn, Handsome, I didn’t think you’d be that excited,” Squeaks said, her cheeks turning red.

“I mean… I am really excited. Not just because you’re finally looking for a coven, but if you had been through what we were today…”

Alpha was grinning ear to ear, her tail wagged furiously behind her. She nudged Squeaks in the side with her elbow. “Finally ready to join the winning team, huh Squeaks?”

“Eeep!” Squeaks squeaked, rubbing her side and glaring playfully at my wolf-eared lover. “I think so, Alphie. I’ve still got your teddy bear. I’ll be sure he joins with me.” She stuck out her tongue playfully.

Alpha’s cheeks blazed as red as her tail. “You’re not supposed to tell anyone about Mr. Booboobear!” she hissed in a whisper.

Halo ignored the exchange and ran a curious finger in circles around the edge of her glass. “Golly, Squeaks, what changed?”

“Everything’s changed. Look around us. The witching world will never be the same thanks to this handsome fella over here,” Squeaks said while pointing a thumb at me.

Cherry’s brows furrowed, and she rested her chin on her hands as she leaned on the table. “Not that I’m complaining because you know we love you, babe, but you had to know what Logan was, just like we did, and you didn’t join us. So, why now?”

Squeaks nodded. “That’s a fair question, Cherbear. Most of you already know why I never joined Alpha. It’s the same reason I didn’t join sooner. I was scared that with Alpha in charge, it would change the dynamics of our friendship, and I didn’t want to lose what we had. She’s been my best friend all my life. But now Logan is in charge, so my worries aren’t relevant anymore.” She reached over and took Alpha’s hand, squeezing it gently while offering the Beast Witch a wide, genuine smile. “Our dreams of being in a coven together can finally come true.”

Alpha nodded with a toothy smile. “Not only will it finally come true, but we came here tonight with an offer for you.”

Squeaks tilted her head, and her mouse ears twitched. “An offer? What are you talking about?”

Novella turned her tablet around to show Squeaks the screen. “We want you to join the inner circle. As you can see here, I’ve listed the full range of benefits this position provides.”

Squeaks’s eyes turned into saucers. “What?!”

I put a hand on her shoulder and gave her my most winning smile. “Exactly what she said. We interviewed eighty people today and only found one person to fill out our inner circle when we were looking for two. You’re basically already part of the family, so we hoped that you’d fill that spot.”

She looked around the table from one supportive face to another. Red crept up her neck. Squeaks looked down for a long moment before her eyes met mine. “I—I can’t accept, I’m sorry.”

Alpha’s brows and ears shot up, and she blinked rapidly. “Why not?!”

The Mouse Witch shook her head. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m extremely grateful you’d offer me the spot, but I just can’t. I haven’t paid my dues as a normal member, and I’m supposed to come in and join the inner circle?”

“Squeaks, our coven is young in the perception of most of our members. You’re only joining a month or two after everyone else—except for Halo and Cherry,” Alpha pointed out. “Also, everyone knows you and trusts you because of your reputation at Hot Topic.”

Cherry’s brows arched, and she covered her mouth as a small gasp escaped her lips. “Are you really turning down the chance to have Logan fill your taco with his salsa almost any time you want?”

Squeaks looked up at me, and then down at the table as shadows covered her eyes. She nodded slowly and spoke softly. “I’m afraid I am, Cherbear. It’s the right thing to do.”

Cherry’s face was a mask of solemnity as she gave the Mouse Witch a nod of respect, and spoke with the fervor of a zealot as she said, “You’re a stronger woman than I am, Squeaksters. I don’t think I could live without my Cinnamon Roll’s wiggling pleasure-pumping wonder rocket filling me as often as possible.”

I had no idea how to respond to that, but I needed to get this conversation back on track. “That’s—uh—very sweet? I think… But Squeaks is right,” I reluctantly agreed. “She’s bringing up the same point you all made when you decided not to invite Pixelle to the auditions. Remember, she just joined us as well and even has a unique affinity that has the potential to be great for me, too.”

“Shoot, why do you have to be so gosh darn smart, baby?” Halo asked.

“If Chubby Cock says this is how it is, then this is how it is. I’ll be sure to keep your seat nice and warm for you, babe,” Cherry said with a wink and the click of a finger gun.

One of Rose’s vines snatched a piece of enchilada and tossed it in her mouth. She swallowed and pointed at Squeaks with her fork. “Okay, so I’m not trying to put my freakin’ big toe in Squeaks’s cheese roll-ups, but isn’t she just an average run-of-the-mill Vermin Witch? It’s not a particularly powerful affinity. Bringing her into the inner circle has limited benefits.”

Squeaks raised a finger. “While I agree that my affinity isn’t the rarest, I prefer the term Cute Little Mousey Witch. Vermin sounds so… eww.”

“Her affinity might be common, but Squeaks is anything but run-of-the-mill. She’s an extremely talented witch who knows how to make the most out of her affinity. She can control hordes of vermin and communicate with them without expending magic. Not only that, but she can bite through just about anything, even steel. Those skills alone make her extremely useful on missions,” Alpha explained.

“Alpha isn’t wrong,” Novella said, as she cleaned her glasses with a cloth before putting them back on. “The thing that separates a good witch from a great witch is their efficiency and talent in making the most of their affinity.”

“You girls know I’ve always liked Squeaks, and Alpha is ready to vouch for her. That’s pretty much all I need to know. She would be an amazing addition to our family. However, I won’t force her to do anything she doesn’t want to, and I actually think she’s making a smart move by joining as a normal member first, at least for a little while. It’s important for morale that people don’t talk about how she sidestepped auditions without being in the coven first,” I said.

Arachna fidgeted in her seat and her spider legs tapped the ground behind her nervously. “Couldn’t you fix morale by, I don’t know, fucking the witches who are upset by it?”

Rose shot to her feet and shook an angry fist above her head as her vines thrashed behind her. “I’m freakin’ outraged! How dare you let her cut in line!” she unconvincingly shouted.

Arachna put a cautioning hand on her shoulder. “Too soon. He didn’t even agree to it yet,” she whispered.

Rose chuckled nervously. “Kidding! Just kidding! Unless…”

I shook my head. “Absolutely, not. That’s not a precedent I’m going to set.”

Cherry smirked and absentmindedly tapped her fork against her plate. “I have a fun idea that would help all the ladies here get to know each other better.” She winked. “A witch’s duel tournament.”

“Ugh, I’ve had enough tournaments for a while,” I complained.

“Then it’s a good thing that you don’t have to take part in this one. Only us girls will compete, and you can be the referee who makes sure we follow the rules.”

I looked around the table for the girls’ reactions. They all seemed to be excited over the idea, so I shrugged. “Sure, that sounds like fun.”

Cherry pounded twice on the table. “Hey, Illumina! You finished blowing him a while ago. You staying under there all night, or what?”

Squeaks spat out her drink, “She did what?!”My eyes widened, and Illumina slowly crawled out from under the table and sat in her chair. She placed my lost fork next to my plate and smoothed out her dress. Her cheeks were flushed, but she pretended like nothing happened. “Ahem. I’ve already cleaned it for you, my King. Your fork, that is.”

“You’ve got a little something…” Novella said to Illumina as she pointed at her chin with a knowing smile.

The white-haired witch stared into my eyes as she swiped the cum off her chin with a finger and sucked it clean. As I looked around for reactions, none of the witches, except for Squeaks, looked surprised by this recent development. “Wow, and here I thought we were being sneaky,” I muttered as I scooped up some rice.

“Jeepers, baby, we’ve blown you enough that we recognize when you’re making your ‘I’m getting a really great blowjob’ face. We figured we would let you have your fun,” Halo said, bouncing one shoulder.

Again, my other lovers nodded their agreement.

I looked at Cherry, who I knew would have the most knowledge on the subject. “I make a specific face when you girls blow me?”

Cherry nodded and finished chewing her food. “Mhm. You’ve also got a certain face for when you’re getting a great handy, when you’re doing us vaginally, and one for when you’re pounding on the back door.”

“I see… If you ladies don’t mind, I’m going to take a few minutes to digest this new information.”


Chapter 16


The Witches’ Duels

All the ladies were too excited to get to the battle, so we ate the rest of our dinner as quickly as we could. We considered the location of the duels, and after only a little debate, Alpha suggested a nearby abandoned W-Mart. No one ever visited there anymore, and the asphalt was already cracked to hell, so it wouldn’t matter what kind of damage they did to the area—it was perfect.

Night had fallen over the city, and we drove the Harem Mobile to the abandoned lot. The girls spread out, casting illusion wards that would hide what was happening from any mundane people who might notice from a distance while Halo created the Regeneration Circle. Luckily, some of the old light posts still had working bulbs, giving her plenty of illumination to see as she worked.

With the site prepared, everyone gathered around. “Here’s how it’ll go down,” Alpha said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Halo created the Regeneration Circle to keep us safe and avoid any serious injuries. We’re using affinity spells only. Silent casts are allowed. The duels will take place in the circle. You win by either knocking your opponent out of the circle or scoring ten hits. If anyone steps out of the circle for any reason, they lose.”

The girls all nodded and stated their agreement.

“Silent casts?” I asked.

Novella removed her sports coat and dismissed it to her transdimensional storage. “Those are the spells you’ve seen us cast without using the ancient language. Spells related to our affinities are much easier to do this with. However, like all spells, they’ll be slightly weaker if we don’t speak the spell aloud.”

“Why keep it silent—Ohhh.” I stopped myself in the middle of my question when I recalled why Alpha made Cherry help me learn and memorize many of the common spell names. “I get it. By shouting the spell, you’re announcing what you’re doing and giving them a split second to react before you cast it. Silent is weaker, but has a higher chance of success.”

Novella smiled at me. “Exactly, Mr. Morrison. You’ve earned a gold star,” she teased.

Arachna raised her hand as she looked around nervously. “Um—how are we determining who’s in each match?”

I shrugged. “Since I’m the judge, I should pair you up randomly.”

Alpha gave me a quick nod. “That’s fair.”

“Let’s go with…” I tapped my lip in thought. “Halo versus Rose to kick things off.”

“This is going to be good!” Cherry said excitedly.

“Who do you think will win?” Arachna asked Illumina.

Illumina’s nose lifted higher in the air than I’d ever seen. “It doesn’t matter because I’m going to win the whole thing.”

“We’ll see about that, babe,” Cherry said with a smirk.

Meanwhile, Rose and Halo were squaring up inside the circle. They both stood about halfway between the center and the edge of the fifty-foot diameter circle.

I stepped up to the makeshift battle arena and called out, “Are you ready?”

“You’re going down Wingy McWing face!” Rose shouted as her vines shuddered in anticipation.

“Eat my shorts, you nincompoop!” Halo’s wings flexed behind her and she took a ready stance.

When I considered the two women, I tried to play the match out in my head and decide who I thought would win. Rose’s vines offered her excellent utility, making good restraints and offensive weapons. However, Halo was a defensive and support specialist, at least from what I’d seen so far. Then again, I’ve never seen my gals go all out. The more I thought about it, the more excited I was.

I raised my hand in the air and held it for a few moments just to build up the tension before dropping it and shouting, “Begin!”

Rose’s hands glowed green as a ten-foot-tall wall of brambles grew out of the ground between them, splitting the circle in half. Halo’s hands glowed with a golden light as she considered her plan of attack.

Vibrant flowers of all types grew on Halo’s side of the circle. They bloomed all at once and yellow pollen burst into the air. Halo began swaying on her feet and her eyelids drooped. It looked like she was being put to sleep. She shook her head and spread her arms out wide, sending a wave of golden light through the circle. The pollen changed color, turning from a yellowish color to pure white. Rather than look tired, Halo took in a deep breath and seemed invigorated. “Nice try!” she shouted.

Halo lifted her hands and blasted the brambles with a golden energy ball. Some brambles burned away, but more grew to replace them.

“I’m just getting started!” Rose shouted back as she lifted her hands, palms facing the sky. Tall grass grew all around Halo. I tilted my head, curious to see where she was going with this. Grass didn’t exactly seem dangerous. Then again, neither did flowers.

Halo took a step back, preparing a larger ball of energy for the brambles before a giant carnivorous plant that reminded me of a Venus flytrap sprung up out of the ground right in front of her. She quickly darted out of range and dismissed the ball of energy, summoning a golden glowing sword and shield that was similar to my Celestial Guardian forms. Another giant fly trap burst out of the ground in front of her and she had to block and jump back again as it attempted to snap down on her.

“The end is near! How’s it feel to know you’re only seconds away from losing?!” Rose taunted.

I realized Rose was using the grass to figure out where Halo was on the other side of her bramble barrier, and I could tell that the Angelic Witch knew it too. Halo let out a growl of frustration, and her wings spread wide as a white light enveloped them. Then my jaw dropped as Halo did something I’d never seen her do before. She jumped, and with two flaps of her wings, she was airborne.

The wings were so small that I didn’t think it was possible for her to fly with them, yet here she was, proving me wrong. She launched herself over the bramble wall, and Rose’s eyes widened. “Jesus freakin’ Christ! Since when can you fly?” Rose sent vines flying at Halo from all directions. Halo’s sword swiped them apart effortlessly as she flew straight toward the Flower Witch.

Halo let out a battle cry as she landed only feet from Rose. “RRRAAAAA!” Her golden sword flashed out as she cut the vines that Rose sent her way and blocked others with her shield. Slowly, but steadily, Halo forced Rose back, executing flawless swordsmanship that I didn’t know she possessed.

Eventually, I saw it. The back of Rose’s foot lay just beyond the circle. “STOP! Ring out! Victory to Halo!”

The rest of the ladies applauded and cheered as both Halo and Rose released their magic. They hugged one another tightly. “Holy shit, Halo! You were incredible! Could you always fly?”

Halo shook her head. “Shucks, Rose, you were amazing too! The flying is new. I thought I could do it now that Logan made us so much stronger, but I wasn’t sure! It still takes a lot out of me, though, so I don’t think I’ll use it that often.”

We gave the girls a few minutes to talk and repair the ground a bit before I called up the next contestants. I grinned as I recalled the earlier bit of trash talk and decided that the involved parties would make a good match. “Next up, Cherry versus Illumina!”

“Oh, babe, you have no idea what you’re up against,” Cherry said as she and Illumina took the same starting positions as the previous contestants.

“You are about to learn why I was the leader of one of Fresco City’s largest covens, and why my King chose to make me his most prized enslaved fuck doll,” Illumina said in her most haughty tone.

Cherry blew a raspberry. “Sppt! I was Logan’s favorite fuck doll long before he even knew you existed.”

I had a feeling that they’d keep going forever if I didn’t get this rolling. “Begin!” I shouted.

Cherry dropped into a crouch and bared her fangs. Her nails extended into claws as all ten of her fingers glowed with a red light. Simultaneously, Illumina maintained her tall and proud posture as her fingers also lit up.

Twenty beams of light crashed into each other in the middle of the circle, ten red and ten white. The two were pushing forward with all their mystical might, almost like a magical test of strength.

Illumina made it look effortless, while Cherry seemed to struggle. Gradually, the white beams began gaining ground and pushing closer toward the Vampire witch. Cherry was forced to take her first step back. It continued like this for nearly a minute, and I thought Cherry was done for.

Suddenly, Illumina’s strength began to waiver, and Cherry grinned. The white-haired beauty looked confused as the flow of power quickly changed. Now it was Cherry who made it look easy, while Illumina seemed to grow more and more tired by the second.

The Moon Witch’s proud posture was gone and sweat dripped from her brow. She was on the back foot and fighting for all she was worth. Despite that, she was being forced backward. She grunted with effort, but it seemed to be no good.

That’s when I noticed a very subtle red line connecting Cherry’s foot to Illumina’s. She was leaching Illumina’s power. If not for my enhanced senses, I never would have even noticed it. Clever girl, I thought to myself. When it came to raw strength, it was clear that Illumina had Cherry beat, but Cherry was more resourceful.

Illumina was only a step or two away from being pushed out, and Cherry was in the center of the circle. Then, things changed as Illumina spun to the left as she cut off her flow of power. Cherry’s beams shot out past the Moon Witch and she stumbled forward, losing her concentration, causing the subtle power drain spell to fall apart at her feet—literally.

Illumina’s hands flashed as she shouted, “Blk sicht!” The bright light flared for three seconds and all the other spectating witches had to look away. Thanks to Illumina’s boon, I could see just fine, the bright lights not affecting me at all.

When the light dimmed, Illumina bent over, panting as she wiped the sweat from her eyes, blinking and looking for her blinded victim. However, Cherry was nowhere to be seen. The Moon witch took one more small step back. Another normal step would have put her out of the arena.

I had been watching the whole time. I saw when Illumina closed her eyes, not because of the brightness, but because of the sting from sweat that dripped down from her brow. Cherry transformed into a bat during the spell, and closed her eyes. She used her echolocation to find Illumina without suffering from the blinding effect of the spell.

Now, the Vampire witch was gliding straight down from above the Moon Witch. “Where are you? Hiding with an illusion?”

Cherry turned into a red mist before returning to her human form as she landed at Illumina’s back. Her clawed fingers dug into the pale flesh of her opponent as she shouted, “Submit!”

“STOP!” I shouted.

Cherry grinned.

“Ring out! Illumina wins!”

Cherry’s smile fell, and she looked down. Half of her back foot extended past the edge of the circle. “What?! That’s bullshit! Who moved the circle! Was it you?!” she shouted at Illumina.

“No one moved the circle! You just didn’t watch your feet when you landed,’ Alpha said.

Cherry retracted her claws and crossed her arms. Illumina turned to face her. “Well done, Cherry. I am the obvious victor,” she said with her chin lifted.

Cherry’s claws shot out, and her eyes glowed.

The Moon Witch glanced at me, seeing my slight frown, before returning her attention to the Vampire Witch and coughed. “However, my victory is only due to a technicality. While I may be the one moving on, I concede that you bested me.” She said with another quick glance to catch my approving nod.

Cherry’s frown lessened. “Yeah?” she asked hesitantly.

“Yes. Well done, Cherry Cola. You are a fierce competitor,” she replied with a little too much zeal while awkwardly patting Cherry on the back.

The two shook hands, and the rest of us clapped and whistled. So far, the matches turned out to be far more exciting than I thought they would be . It felt good not to be the one in the middle of the fight this time.
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We took another quick break so Halo could heal and fully restore the girls’ vision. I considered my remaining options. For a couple of days after I first met Arachna, I’d wondered how things would have been different had she found me before Alpha. Well, putting the two against one another wouldn’t give me an answer to that, but it would be entertaining.

“Next up! Alpha versus Arachna!” I shouted.

Arachna’s legs were fidgeting rapidly. “Why do I have to go against Alpha first?” she muttered.

Alpha’s grin turned predatory, and she cracked her knuckles on her way to the starting position. “You’d better not hold back on me, Spidey.”

“I—I won’t.”

The two took their positions and awaited my signal.

“Begin!” I called out.

Alpha immediately let out a howl as her body transformed. Off in the distance, several more howls became the signal that Arachna was on the clock. If Alpha’s backup arrived, there was no way Arachna could pull off the win, and she knew it.

Arachna’s hands turned as black as the night as she shot a black blob of power at the Beast Witch. Alpha dodged easily as her transformation finished. I’ve seen Alpha turn into various animals before, but this time it was different.

Rather than turn completely into a bear or a wolf like she normally did, she only transitioned part of the way. She grew an extra foot taller, and her hands and feet turned into paws with sharp claws. Red fur sprouted up to her elbows and knees as her muscles swelled. Her fierce yellow eyes glowed and she let out a growl while she rushed Arachna.

The Spider Witch’s four arachnid legs launched her into the air. Her body stiffened as she flipped upside down and opened her mouth wider than should be possible before spitting a glob of web onto Alpha’s head and continuing her flip to land on her feet. Or that’s what she intended to do, anyway. Alpha’s reaction speed was beyond what Arachna had expected. Stopping short of the webbing, Alpha’s clawed hand shot up, grabbing the Spider Witch’s dangling hair before spinning and throwing her toward the edge of the circle.

Arachna rolled and skidded across the broken asphalt, her body stopping just shy of the edge. She groaned in pain from all the scrapes and cuts the rough toss gave her as she got onto her hands and knees. Alpha taunted her from the center of the circle, but her voice had a gravely sound to it that wasn’t normal for her. “Is that really all you’ve got?! I said not to hold back on me. How did you ever think you could start your own coven if you were really this weak?!”

Arachna’s head whipped around and her eight eyes tried to burn Alpha alive. Her body shook and her legs trembled, but this time, it wasn’t because of nerves or anxiety. The Spider Witch hissed as a black cloud formed around her and spread out throughout the entire circle. Shrieks of rage sounded from everywhere all at once. Joining it came the sound of yelps in the distance, followed by a whispering skitter that continuously grew louder. The ominous low rhythmic hum sent chills down my spine.

The smoke dissipated, and at least twenty-five Arachnas stood around the circle snarling. They all spoke at the same time. “You want all I’ve got?! You’re going to get it!” As she finished her declaration, the creeping chorus came into sight. Hundreds of thousands, maybe even millions, of spiders from all over the city of various sizes came into sight. The swarm was all around us as they converged on the circle.

Alpha’s eyes went wide, and she started rushing from one illusion to the next, looking for the real Arachna to finish the fight before it was too late. Alpha kept swiping her claws through one fake Arachna after another as they began singing. “The itsy bitsy spider crawled up the water spout. Down came the rain and washed the spider out. Out came the sun and dried up all the rain and the itsy bitsy spider bitch slapped the mutt again! Hahaha!”

It was the creepiest version of itsy bitsy spider I’d ever heard, and I was sure I’d have nightmares from it later. Alpha roared, “Fight me!”

A net of webbing came out of nowhere, wrapping Alpha up from behind. She stretched and tried to break out but another hit her almost immediately after, followed by two more. Arachna stood up from where she was lying on the ground, magical camouflage fading from her as the false Spider Witches and their continued laughter faded away. “Take out the trash…” Arachna said, crossing her arms with a smirk.

Fuck… I had never seen her look that confident before. It was sexy as hell. More importantly, her performance was powerful and beyond impressive.

The massive crowd of spiders swarmed Alpha, the collective working together to drag her out of the circle as she tried to cut herself free. She roared and struggled, but before she could escape, she was already out of the circle.

“Stop! Arachna wins!” I declared.

“Thanks, guys!” The Spider Witch called out with a friendly wave. The horrifying mass of spiders scuttled away, back to wherever they came from.

Alpha stood, pulling the last of the webbing off as she released her transformation and walked to the center of the circle. Arachna’s confident pose vanished as she saw the stern-faced woman approaching her. The Spider Witch’s legs wriggled nervously, and she squirmed in place. “A—Alpha… I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean the things I said. I was just so angry.”

Alpha stepped up to her and wrapped her up in a hug, and Arachna’s body became rigid. “No, I’m sorry, Spidey. I wanted to push you to give me your all, but that’s no excuse.”

Arachna’s head rested on her shoulder and she hugged the Beast Witch back. “No, Alpha. I’m glad you pushed me. I didn’t know I could do all of that. I mean, I thought I could, but I didn’t believe I was strong enough. You helped me find my fire again. Thank you.” Then, she whispered, “I know you were holding back, why?”

Alpha smiled, breaking the hug, but glanced down at her muscular stomach before meeting the Spider Witch’s eyes. Arachnna’s face shifted to one of realization, and she nodded with an understanding smile.

The rest of the girls let out a collective, “Awww!”

I gave them a beaming grin as I started the applause.

After allowing several minutes for the girls to all talk about the last fight, it was time for me to announce the final duel of the first round. “Last, but certainly not least, is Novella versus Squeaks!”

Novella summoned her grimoire as she stepped into the dueling circle. “This should certainly be a lot of fun. I’ve only gone up against one or two Verm—ahem. I mean, Cute Little Mousey Witches before. None of them were as talented as Alpha says you are.”

“You’ll be the first Grimoire Witch I’ve ever dueled. This will certainly be an interesting fight,” Squeaks said cheerily as she reached her starting spot.

“Would you like to see something neat, then?” Novella asked as she cast a minor spell to fix her glasses in place on her face.

“Sure! I’ll show you something exciting too,” Squeaks agreed.

“We’re ready when you are, Mr. Morrison!”

“Alright… Begin!” I shouted, signaling the start of the match.

Novella’s grimoire flew into the air beside her and a soft green glow formed around it. Squeaks sent a black orb of power rocketing across the space between them. It crashed into the green glow around the book and splattered like a liquid before engulfing the entire magical orb.

The blonde furrowed her brow in concentration. “Well, shit. Looks like I’ll have a few less tools to work with.”

Squeaks shrugged playfully. “It seemed like a good idea not to let the Grimoire Witch use her grimoire.”

“Fair enough, however, what you don’t know is…” She unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse and rolled up her sleeves, exposing the ancient writing on her skin. “I am a grimoire.” Her eyes glowed green and three magical emerald arrows shot straight toward the Mouse Witch.

Squeaks showed an outstanding amount of flexibility and acrobatics as she leaped into the air, doing an aerial cartwheel, narrowly dodging the three projectiles. She landed on her feet and darted straight toward the grimoire witch, trying to close the distance.

Novella fired off another volley of spells. Five ice shards shot out in rapid succession. Squeaks dodged the first, dove over the second, corkscrewing parallel to the ground in the air to slip past the third. It appeared that she was going to land on her head. But at the last second, she planted one hand on the ground, digging in with her fingers and letting her momentum carry her legs into the air until she was upside down and perpendicular to the broken asphalt. A burst of black magic blasted from her palm, sending her into the air again as her legs continued the flip. She flew over the fourth shard that crashed into the ground below her, arching her back as if she were doing a mid-air kip-up as the final shard flew just below her head, freezing a lock of her short black hair.

Landing on her feet, the Mouse Witch sprinted again. She was almost to the Grimoire Witch when Novella cast another instant spell that turned the ground below Squeaks into ice. The Mouse Witch struggled to keep her balance as her momentum kept her en route to her target.

Novella shot out another magical arrow, and Squeaks had nowhere to go to dodge but down. She tried to duck, but lost her footing, slipping onto her butt. A grin grew on the blonde’s face as she threw another spell at her opponent. Truly, the speed at which she could cast was insane.

I glanced at the portions of her arms that were exposed and saw a noticeable lack of ancient letters. I wondered how many spells she had left hidden away on her body. A massive ball that looked like pure light flew through the air toward Squeaks. The entire circle lit up half as bright as it did when Illumina used her blinding spell.

The small moon was aimed straight at the Mouse Witch’s chest, and she was almost to the end of the sheet of ice. Her already slightly larger eyes grew wider. The spell reached Squeaks and her entire body exploded. Everyone but Alpha screamed in horror as her body blew into small chunks. That was until we realized the hundreds of pieces of her body had actually transformed into mice that landed on the ground beyond the slippery surface.

Novella’s jaw dropped as the hoard of mice came back together and reformed into Squeaks’s body just in time for her to ram her shoulder into the Grimoire Witch’s gut like a football player, wrapping her arms around the other woman’s thighs. Squeaks lifted Novella into the air, and drove her back until they reached the edge of the circle where Squeaks let go, sending Novella flying to her back outside of the duel ring.

Squeaks turned and threw her hands in the air. “I did it!”

All of us were silent except for Alpha, who clapped along with her best friend. I blinked. Then I shook my head, trying to come to my senses. “Ring out! The winner is Squeaks!”


Chapter 17


It’s a Trap!

Novella replaced the spells she used while swapping a few others out. Squeaks watched the process in awe as the words lifted from the pages and converted into magical tattoos on the Grimoire Witch’s skin. “Wow, that’s so cool to watch,” Squeaks said.

“Not as cool as you bursting into hundreds of mice. Do you have any idea how badly you scared me? For a moment I thought I’d somehow killed you with that spell—which shouldn’t have been possible in a Regeneration Circle,” Novella said with a relieved smile.

Squeaks chuckled nervously. “Yeah, sorry about that. It’s new. I only told Alpha about it.”

Alpha strutted up to the two of them with a broad grin. “It was even more impressive to see in person. I’ve been meaning to ask, how are you strong enough to do that, being a solo witch? I know you’re good, and you’ve always had potent magic, but that seemed like a bit much, even for you.”

Squeaks frowned and put her hands on her hips. “I wondered that same thing. Now that you mention it, I’ve been slowly growing more powerful for a while now. In fact…” she tapped her lip with a finger in thought. Then her eyes lit up as she let out a small gasp. Her ears twitched and her mouse tail whipped the air behind her. “I’ve been growing stronger ever since you contracted Logan. But how is that possible? I’m not in your coven, and I’ve definitely not grown as strong as any of you have.”

Alpha’s brows furrowed deeply, and she crossed her arms. She looked at the broken ground beneath her for a moment before her yellow eyes shot up to meet the Mouse Witch’s. “Holy shit, it worked.”

“What worked?” Squeaks asked, the confusion written all over her face.

“When we were kids! Our blood pact to be sisters forever. I thought something happened with our magic back then, but I didn’t know it really worked. Now that I focus internally, I can feel it. It’s not as strong as a link between coven sisters, but it’s been there all along.” Alpha’s smile would have lit up the dark night around us if the old parking lamps weren’t already doing it for us.

Rose walked over to join them as she greedily sipped on her seemingly bottomless water bottle. The flowers in her hair had withered slightly after her fight, but now they were blooming vibrantly again. She dismissed her water bottle and in a chipper voice said, “I don’t really care what you’re talking about, but that was some really awesome and also really freaky shit you did, Squeaks!”

Surprised by this sudden and odd compliment, Squeaks said, “O—oh, thanks, Rose,” before turning her attention back to Alpha. “That’s pretty amazing, and it explains so much. I guess it won’t really matter soon anyway, since I’ll be forming a proper coven connection with you.”

“That’s true,” Alpha admitted.

I draped my arms over Cherry and Arachna’s shoulders. Cherry was pouting on one side while Arachna snuggled contentedly against the other. Novella was helping Halo replenish and repair the Regeneration Circle.

“I can’t believe you didn’t cheat for me,” Cherry muttered.

“The last time I checked, you hate when people cheat,” I pointed out with a chuckle.

“Only when they cheat against me,” she said with a stomp of her foot.

I leaned over and kissed her forehead. “You were incredible out there.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever…” she grumbled, but still she cuddled up closer to me.

Then I leaned to the other side and kissed Arachna’s forehead as well. “And so were you. Both of you blew me away with your tactics and power.”

Her whole body shivered and her spider legs clung to me even tighter. “Th—thank you. That means a lot.”

“What’s that?” Novella asked from the circle. She was pointing into the sky while adjusting her glasses.

“Golly, Novella, I don’t know,” Halo said.

I looked up at the sky to see what the fuss was about. Suddenly, I had a terrible feeling in my gut. “Everyone into the Regeneration Circle now! Halo, prepare to put up the strongest barrier you can! Everyone else, group up and be ready!”

“What’s going on?!” Squeaks shouted as she and the others darted into position.

Alpha looked up, her vision almost as enhanced as mine. Whatever it was, it was still too far away to see clearly, but Alpha shared my opinion. “FUCK! We’re under attack!”

“Novella! Send out the emergency call for help! We’ll need everyone!” I shouted.

“Are you certain that’s necessary, Mr. Morrison?” Even though she asked, she already had her tablet in hand while she fulfilled my request.

I clenched my fists and gritted my teeth. “Yes.”

It was impossible to tell what the threat was yet, but the sheer amount of magical power beginning to surround us told me that whoever this was, they weren’t playing around, and I’d rather be safe than sorry. It was far easier to apologize for a false alarm than it was to replace a lost life, after all.

With that in mind, I prepared a defensive strategy. Thankfully, we had the Regeneration Circle already up, and Halo was ready to cast her shield on my mark. I summoned an Angelic Token from my transdimensional storage and activated the magic inside, triggering my transformation into the Celestial Guardian.

All three of my ring’s blessings were already active, boosting my strength, speed, and toughness, as well as granting me the ability to glide through the air. I stored my clothing in my transdimensional storage space as my body grew to thirteen feet tall and decorative metal replaced my flesh. Gleaming steel wings expanded from my back, and my skull turned into a shining helm. My eyes became a single, long, golden visor that allowed me flawless focus on everything within one hundred and eighty degrees. My large shield appeared in my left hand but opted not to summon my sword to my right.

As the object grew closer, I could finally see what it was. “Halo, shields, now!” I shouted. Halo held up her golden replica of my much larger shield, and the two of us pumped magic into them. Two golden beams of light shot into the sky, connecting hundreds of feet above us and creating a massive magical barrier.

In the sky above, I examined the threat. The shadowy ball of volatile mixed magics fell like a meteor before crashing against our combined shield in the sky. It exploded with a blinding flash of light that lit up the entirety of Fresco City. Every color in the rainbow burst outward in a dazzling display of magical pyrotechnics. A shock wave of magic burst out from the epicenter, creating a kaleidoscope effect across the sky that I was sure could be seen for miles.

Cracks splintered out from our magical shield at the impact site as I prayed that whatever spell they used was hidden from mundane people. Halo and I both gritted our teeth and pushed harder against the eruption of magic, doing all we could to keep the shield in one piece. Seconds after impact, the deafening boom reached our ears like a crack of lightning, followed by a roaring thunder that rolled across the land.

The explosion slowly dissipated, but we held onto the shield for another ten seconds, just to be safe. Or, we tried to anyway. The shield started gradually falling apart as pieces trickled down one at a time like broken glass. However, rather than crashing to the ground, the pieces turned to dust as they fell, leaving golden streaks in the sky.

Our entire group let out a collective breath we didn’t know we’d been holding, but the trouble was only beginning. Witches flew in on all sides, dismissing their brooms and landing on their feet with spells at the ready. “Halo, don’t run yourself dry, but you and I are on defense. The rest of you, try not to kill them, but don’t hold back!” I gave the girls their roles and tried something I never had before—I summoned a second shield.

It worked like a charm, and now I was holding two identical steel shields. The upper portion of the shields were wider at the top, with a large golden diamond in the center. It tapered off at the bottom, where each side ended in two narrow spikes.

With one glance, I knew exactly who we were up against. Demonique was leading the charge with all of her inner circle members as well as members from all four other covens that took part in the Greater Familiar tournament. The Salem Coven was in black robes, the Night Grove Coven in blue robes, the Fae Woods Coven in green robes, the Radiant Heart Coven in gray robes, and the Circle of the Trinity were in purple robes.

I hated the idea of hurting witches if I didn’t have to, and there were too many for me to handle on my own without doing just that. On the bright side, my girls gave zero fucks in that regard and would gladly ‘choke a witch’ if they needed to. So I maintained my defensive mindset as I dashed through the air from one side of our group to the next to cover my ladies’ flanks.

Dropping in, I blocked a barrage of spells coming from the Radiant Heart Coven as Cherry shot out ten red beams of energy that collided with witches’ chests and began draining their magical energy. “Come get some, witches!” she shouted in challenge.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t stick around to see how that would turn out because Rose had twenty witches from the Fae Woods Coven focusing on her. I landed on her right and covered her and she cackled while lifting her hands, palm up, from low to high. “Muahahaha! You messed with the wrong freakin’ witches this time!” Flowers popped up out of the ground all around them while vines shot out, colliding with hands and throwing the enemy witches’ aim off. Pollen puffed out into the air and within a few seconds, the entire group fell to the ground fast asleep. “Hahaha! Look at them sleeping on the job!” The Flower Witch shouted before moving on to another group.

“Ha! Good one!” Cherry called out.

I ignored the two as I bolted over to cover Alpha and Novella. Alpha howled and for the second time tonight, I heard the distant howls confirm they were on their way again. A group of witches formed a small ritual circle and seemed to be preparing a large attack. “Cover me!” Novella said, and I extended my wide reach, using one shield to defend Novella and the other to cover Alpha as she began her transformation.

Novella’s grimoire glowed green as it floated next to her and ten distinct lines of text rose from its pages, attached to her skin, and instantly shot back off her body in the form of fireballs and ice shards. They slammed into the small group, disrupting their ritual while Alpha finished her hybrid form transformation and sprinted toward the closest group of Fae Woods witches. She flung spell after spell at them in streaks of yellow light while she closed the distance.

We were holding our own for now, but I spotted more witches still joining the fight. Over a hundred witches already surrounded us, and I had a feeling there would be a hundred more showing up sooner rather than later.

Where’s Demonique? If I can reach her, I’m sure she’ll call off the fight. The idea was moot because Demonique was suspiciously no longer present. Why? What could be her motivation for leaving? Is she running scared early? Or maybe hiding because she knows that I’d be looking for her?

I scanned the crowd of witches more thoroughly, looking for any sign of her. There was every chance that she didn’t flee, but instead was planning to do something even more sneaky and nefarious. Still, there was no sign of her. If she didn’t show up soon, I could only think of one other reason she might be skulking about in the shadows.

“Novella! How’s that backup coming?!” I asked as I flew over my girls’ heads to cover Arachna and Squeaks at the same time.

“At least a few more minutes until the first group arrives, Mr. Morrison!” she replied.

“I don’t think we need to worry about formalities at the moment!” I shouted back. “Squeaks, Arachna, call in the calvary!”

“On it!” Squeaks said before she made several chirping sounds while Arachna let out a hissing screech. The ominous rhythmic hum of whispering skitters returned, but this time, the collective pitter-patters of scurrying rodents joined it. Simultaneously, the sound of menacing growls caught my ear, and I knew Alpha’s friends had joined the battle.

The outer layer of witches screamed in horror, and explosions of spells shot away from us. I was torn between feeling bad for our small helpers, and happy about part of the rodent issues in the city being solved. I glanced to my left and saw Halo diligently covering Illumina’s right. The Moon Witch alternated hands, sending small, white, crackling balls of magic into the growing crowd of witches.

Things continued like this for a time, as I effortlessly blocked and deflected countless spells, but the sign of fatigue was showing as beads of sweat formed on the girls’ brows, and their breathing grew heavier. Where’s that backup?! I growled internally.

A cry of pain came from behind me, and I turned to see Halo grimacing as she grabbed her shoulder. She quickly stuck her arm back out, her golden shield returning just in time to block another spell. A fire lit in my chest, and I wondered if I made a mistake in holding back so much. I summoned a Moon Token to my hand and prepared myself to activate its magic while I leaped across the distance to cover Halo and make sure she was okay.

Just as I was about to activate the token and go on the offensive, shouts of retreat came from the enemy witches. If I could have changed my expression in this form, then confusion would have been written all over my face. Launching myself into the air, I looked out across the horde of bodies that surrounded us as they began their retreat. Dozens of New Moon and Rising Star members had joined in with the spiders, mice, and wolves. Now that they had arrived, the other covens recognized the slim chance they had was gone.

Witches were hurrying to pick up their downed comrades as portals opened and brooms started lifting off. “Arachna! Capture one!” I shouted down in my booming voice.

Rather than reply, she shot a glob of her webbing at a witch. It expanded into a net and wrapped around her before she could climb onto her broom. The wood from the broomstick clattered against the asphalt as she screamed for help from her sisters of the Night Grove Coven.

Unfortunately for her, I wouldn’t let them succeed if they tried. I dove, watching my girls deflect random spells from fleeing witches, and I slammed into the already cracked ground, forming a small crater that sent dust and stone flying into the surrounding air. The witch on the ground shrieked in fear and cried out to her friends. “AHH! Don’t leave me!”

I felt bad for the girl, despite her being one of the enemies who just attacked us. Her supposed ‘sisters’ didn’t even try to free her before I blocked their way. They probably could have succeeded if they even tried. Our members converged on us, taking the place our foes used to stand.

I released my form, shifting back into a human. I summoned a pair of gym shorts and sneakers but left my chest bare. The cool night air felt too good against my skin to cover it up. It had nothing to do with wanting to show off in front of all these beautiful women—maybe. Stepping out of the crater, I walked toward the young girl. She was sobbing in the webbing. I picked up her broom and tossed it to Alpha, who caught it deftly in one hand.

“Thank you all for coming as quickly as you could. If you hadn’t made it here when you did, I would have been forced to hurt those witches. You all know how much I don’t want to do that,” I said to the crowd.

Several witches demurely said, “Yes, Coven King!” and “Of course, anything for you, Coven King!” One even shouted, “Show us your dick!” That one drew several laughs, even one from me.

I shook my head. “You know where to go to see that. For now, I want extra patrols across the city tonight. Work in pairs. Illumina and Alpha will keep track of those who volunteer, and we’ll find some way to reward you for the overtime. Everyone else needs to return to their duties or get some rest.”

“Alright! We need twenty volunteers!” Alpha shouted as she and Illumina walked toward the crowd.

The rest of the girls cast spells to clean themselves off and joined me next to the captive witch. I kneeled next to the sobbing woman who was still tangled up in Arachna’s web and said, “I’ve got a few things to take care of, but after that, you and I need to have a little chat.”


Chapter 18


Let’s Talk

The interrogation was going to have to wait because I wanted to check on my girls first. I started with Halo since I’d seen her take a pretty rough hit. Taking her hand in mine, I pulled her closer and put one hand on her belly. “Are you alright?”

She smiled up at me and nodded. Her wings fluttered happily at my touch. “I am. The hit to my shoulder hurt a lot, but the Regeneration Circle healed it for me fast. It feels right as rain now. I noticed how quickly you came to help. I really appreciated it.”

I pulled her in close and wrapped her up in my arms. “Find Mother. I’m sure she showed up here somewhere with the others, and if she didn’t, give her a ring and have her meet you at the penthouse when everything is said and done tonight. I want her to check on you and our babies.”

“But–”

“No buts. Things got hairy tonight, and I need to make sure that you and the babies are fine. Do it for me?” I asked, giving her my best version of a cute puppy dog face.

She sighed, her beaming smile returning. “Golly gee, baby,” she said, pinching my cheek. “When you look that adorable, how can I possibly turn you down?”

Chuckling, I leaned in and kissed her. We broke the kiss, and she went to find Mother Dearest. As soon as she turned around, I gave her a small slap on the ass, making her yelp.

“Ahh! Hey!” she said with a laugh as she walked away.

Arachna and Cherry were the next closest to me. I grabbed them both at the same time and hugged them tightly to my chest. “You’re both alright?”

Cherry ran her hand up and down my chest suggestively. “I’m more than alright now, baby.”

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“Yeah, yeah. I got hit by a couple of spells, but those witches were weak. The Regeneration Circle handled them–easy peasy.”

“And you, Arachna?”

My Spider Witch nodded with her head against my chest. “I’m fine, Master.”

“Hey now, don’t get started with that master stuff. The night isn’t over yet, and I’ve still got things to do,” I said.

She looked up at me with eight needy eyes. “I’m sorry… Master. It’s just all this adrenaline rushing through me.”

I leaned down and kissed her, but pulled away long before she was ready for me to stop. “When I get home, I’ll take good care of you, alright?”

She bit her lip and nodded demurely.

“Wow, what a needy witch. You want me to help with her later?” Cherry asked with a wink.

“I might take you up on that, but for now, I need to check on the other girls.” I kissed Cherry and moved on.

I stepped over to Novella and Rose, who were still guarding the prisoner. Novella darted forward and pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me so passionately that for a second I thought I was going to lift my ankle. She pulled back a few inches, letting her hands roam down my sides. “I’m happy to say I have no injuries to report, Mr. Morrison. There were a few minor cuts and bruises, but the circle fixed them quickly.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

She leaned in closer and breathed into my ear before nibbling my earlobe. “This needy girl can wait until tomorrow, just so long as you promise me some alone time.”

I kissed her cheek. “I think that can be arranged.”

She grinned at me and took a step back. As soon as she was out of the way, Rose’s body shot past her in the air before the Flower Witch latched onto me with her legs wrapped around my waist. She planted exaggerated kisses all over my face as she updated me. “Muah! Muah! Muah! I’m good, Daddy! Muah! Muah! Except for my–Muah! Muah! Needy flussy! Muah! Muuuuuuuuahh!” She finished with one big kiss on the lips.

After prying her off of me, I patted her on the head. “I need you to be my good girl. I’m still busy, but when I’m done, I’ll take care of all of you. And if you’re really good, I’ll do that thing you like.”

Rose’s eyes went wide, and she nodded rapidly. “Of course! Anything you need!”

I almost laughed at how ready she was to be helpful all of a sudden. “Start thanking the witches who are still lingering, and see if Alpha and Illumina need any help to pick out volunteers.”

She gave me a crisp salute. “Aye aye, captain!” Then she jogged off, getting to work.

“Alright. Let’s get this little songbird out of that cage, but keep her hands and feet bound,” I said with a grin. “I’m going to check on the others before we get this party started.
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Much to my relief, Mother was there and confirmed that everything was fine with Halo, Alpha, and the babies. It took a few minutes before Alpha and Illumina finished up with the other coven members, but once they did, everyone who wasn’t in my inner circle left—except for Squeaks and the prisoner. After double-checking that both of my remaining lovers were good to go, I crouched down next to the young woman we captured.

The girl was curled up into the fetal position as best she could with her hands tied behind her back and her ankles bound while tears still streaked down her face. I grabbed her by the shoulders and helped her sit up.

“Please, please, please, don’t hurt me… I just want to go home,” she whimpered, refusing to meet my eyes.

I sat down next to her and gently patted her back. She flinched and stiffened at my initial touch, but then slowly relaxed. “Hey there, no one is going to hurt you, okay? We just want to talk.” Looking up at Cherry, I said, “Cut her bonds.”

“Sure, baby,” Cherry agreed as she used a blade of crimson magic to cut the webbing from the girl’s hands and feet.

The girl rubbed her wrists and furrowed her brows and sniffled as she looked at me. “Aren’t you afraid I will attack you?”

I gave her a warm smile and shook my head. “No. And at the risk of sounding arrogant, you couldn’t even if you wanted to.” I summoned a tissue from my transdimensional storage and handed it to her. I’d been keeping a steady supply of them ever since Halo’s hormones started going crazy on her.

She accepted the tissue and blew her nose. “You’re right. That does make you sound arrogant.”

I chuckled, and she giggled. “Yeah, it does. How old are you?”

She stole a nervous glance up at me before taking a deep interest in her fingers again. “I just turned eighteen recently.”

My eyes bulged. “You’re only eighteen and they brought you here to fight us? That’s insane!”

“That’s the witching world. Once you’re eighteen, then you’re an adult and expected to participate no matter the danger,” Alpha said.

“How long have you been active in the witch community?” I asked the girl.

“Since I was born. I was raised as a witch from childhood, but I’ve never even fought against other witches before! I begged them not to make me come here. I thought they were my friends, but… when I got hit with the net, they didn’t even try to free me. They just left!” the girl said, her voice cracking.

I gave her shoulder a friendly squeeze. “I don’t think you deserved to be involved in all this. What’s your name?”

The girl was still trembling in fear, though it seemed like she was opening up a little more. “My name’s Daisy.”

“Huh, that sounds like a name I’d expect to hear from a Flower Witch, like Rose over there.” I pointed at the aforementioned Flower Witch.

Daisy’s eyes widened as she looked at Rose, who didn’t respond while seemingly lost in thought. “Shoot! I meant Pastel! My name is Pastel!”

“It’s alright, Pastel,” Novella said as she fixed her blouse and rolled her sleeves back down. “Everyone slips up and tells part of their real name to someone at least once in their life. Your secret is safe with us.”

“Goodness, Pastel? Are you a Paint Witch?” Halo asked.

Pastel nodded as she brushed an orange lock of her short hair out of her face. “I am. It’s not great for combat, though.”

“Maybe not for combat, but I can already think of several other practical uses,” I said, removing my hand from her shoulder and resting it on my knee. “That’s a pretty cool affinity.”

The girl nodded, a small smile playing at the corner of her lips. “Thanks. Everyone told me it was useless.”

“No affinity is useless. It’s all about how you use it that matters the most,” Squeaks said with a hint of pride.

That finally brought a genuine smile to the girl’s face, and she nodded in agreement.

Good, we had her cozying up to us. Now it was time to push a little. “Pastel, I’m going to need you to tell us some useful information about why you attacked us tonight.”

She tensed up again; her look returning to one of a trapped animal looking for a way out. “I—I can’t… If I tell you, then my coven will come after me. They’ll punish me.”

“I won’t let them hurt you,” I said.

Halo chimed in, “Yeah! You can stay with us! Logan is the Coven King—he can overwrite any previous contracts if you agree to join our coven.”

Novella gave the girl a firm nod. “I can confirm this is likely true and provide evidence to back up why I believe it to be so if you’d like.”

Illumina stepped forward with her nose high in the air. “It is not even a question. My King’s power will easily override it. It’s why witches fear the Coven King prophecy so much. All we need to do is induct her into the coven here and now.”

I stood and offered Pastel my hand and a genuine smile. “How about it?”

She looked around from one girl to the next, all of them showing support—except for Rose, who was casually sipping on her water bottle. Pastel reached out, then hesitated for a moment before taking my hand and letting me help her up.

“Come on!” Squeaks chirped, offering her hand to the Paint Witch as well. “I was joining them soon, anyway. We’ll do it together!”

“Yeah, okay. We’ll join together,” Pastel agreed.

“Wow, you just let those little piggies out to play all the time?” Cherry asked with a playful, fang-filled smirk.

Pastel looked down past her blue Night Grove Coven robes at her bare feet and her cheeks pinkened with embarrassment. “I like the way the ground feels against my feet.”

Arachna snickered. “Careful, Logan has a thing for feet.”

Squeaks giggled. “You told me about that before.”

“I do not have a—” I tried but Alpha cut me off.

“He’s got a major foot fetish. If you’re not careful, he’ll be all over them,” she said with a shit-eating grin.

“Jeepers, if only you knew how bad he’s probably got it for cute little feet like yours?” Halo teased.

The Paint Witch’s ears burned red. “O—oh, really?”

I threw my head back and palmed my face. “Can we get the induction done already?” I asked impatiently.

“Oh damn, he totally can’t wait to get you in the coven and snuggle up to those tootsies, huh?” Arachna joked.

The ceremony to add new solo or rogue members was quick and painless. At least it was when they weren’t trying to convince people of my non-existent foot fetish. “Alright, look, it’s not my fault that I think some feet are cute, but I hardly think that constitutes a fetish,” I complained. Then I shooed them all away with my hands. “Just go get it over with.”

It didn’t take more than a few minutes for the girls to work together and complete their part of the ritual. They made the circle, said the ancient words, and magically bound Pastel and Squeaks to our coven with bloody palms.

Cherry led the witches over to me for the final part of the ritual, and I couldn’t help but notice that Squeaks had gained a few inches in height. I dramatically rolled my eyes when I realized she had replaced her shoes with revealing high heels that showed off her petite feet.

Pastel’s face was so red that it looked like it might explode. I wasn’t sure if it was just my imagination, or if she was also trying to emphasize her bare feet as she walked. Are all these jokes about fetishes corrupting my brain? I threw those thoughts somewhere deep inside, locked them up, and threw away the key.

Holding out a hand to the orange-haired witch, I said, “It’s okay, there’s no need to be nervous, it’s just a kiss.”

“And Logan is fantastic at it,” Cherry added with a wink.

“It’s just—I’ve never—It’s my first kiss…” Pastel wrung her hands as she looked up at me while chewing her lower lip. She was a gorgeous woman with a naturally pouty face, which made me want to kiss her more.

It was times like this that I wondered if I was wrong for feeling a thrill by being a woman’s first kiss. Okay, Akimbo might make some valid points about me. Definitely never telling him that, though. Fuck it, who cares what anyone else thinks? This is my life now, and I’m going to enjoy it.

Cupping her cheek, I leaned in, feeling the familiar tingle of arousal spreading through my body as the anxious witch closed her brown eyes and lifted her pouty lips in anticipation of her first kiss. I pressed my mouth to hers and did my best to make sure she enjoyed it.

Her hands shot up, cupping both of my cheeks, and her kiss, though inexperienced, grew hungrier. The girls giggled at first until Pastel wrapped her arms around my neck and jumped, wrapping her legs around my waist as she kissed me as if her life depended on it.

After about thirty seconds of this, I had to get the girls to help pry her off of me before I lost control of myself. The night wasn’t over, and I had a feeling it wouldn’t be anytime soon, either. Once she was back on her feet, the orange-haired witch let out a small gasp. “I—I’m so sorry! I don’t know what came over me,” she said as she frantically fanned her red face with both hands.

Cherry threw her arm around the girl and winked at her. “Don’t worry, babe. It happens to the best of us when we get near Logan.”

Novella tapped away on her tablet, probably preparing things for the newest member if I had to guess. “Yes, don’t worry about it. Logan will take care of you properly during the next monthly meeting.”

Pastel’s brows furrowed. “Huh?”

I waved a hand. “Let’s not worry about that right now.”

Squeaks grinned up at me with a fire burning in her green eyes. “I’ve been waiting to do this for a long time, Handsome.”

“Me too.” I grinned, picking her up by the waist.

“EEEEP!” she squeaked before giggling, grabbing my shoulders, and wrapping her legs around my midsection.

My heart did a little flip before it tried to pound its way out of my chest. “You know I want so much more than this from you, don’t you?” I asked quietly.

She gave me a small nod and licked her lips. “You and me both, Handsome.” Her breathing quickened the longer I held her there. The passion in her eyes couldn’t hide the vulnerability in her expression as she realized that there was no going back now.

I became lost in the beauty of the goth’s eyes. I quickly became aware of the soft breaths against my skin as our mouths slowly came together. Everything else blurred around us as my focus fell only on her, and her tail wrapped around my chest.

Then it happened. The soft warmth of her lips met mine. The scent of her perfume filled my nose, and a rush of joy filled me. Our mouths parted at the same time as our tongues became acquainted with one another. Squeaks ground herself against me and my penis threatened to burst from my pants like a zombie’s hand exploding up from the soil.

Suddenly, Squeaks broke the kiss and leaned her forehead against mine as she panted. “Not yet…” she whispered.

I kissed her again, and she kissed me back for a few more seconds before ending it again and giggling. “Alpha told me about the monthly meetings, but I’m going to wait until I earn my spot in the inner circle. I want my first time to be special.”

Nodding against her, I reluctantly agreed. “Alright, I can respect that. You’d better work your ass off and earn it quick though,” I joked.

“I will. Don’t you worry about me, handsome.” Her eyes narrowed. “When I want something, I don’t fuck around.”

“Alright,” Alpha said before poking Squeaks in the side.

“EEEEEP!” Squeaks shouted.

“That’s enough for now,” Alpha finished with a grin.

Squeaks’s eyes remained narrowed, but for a different reason as she hopped off me and glared at her best friend. “For now…” she agreed in a playfully menacing tone.

I chuckled at their back and forth before I noticed Pastel staring down at my bulging crotch. She gulped, and I snapped my fingers and pointed two of them at my face. “Eyes up here!” I teased.

She looked up and her blush deepened as she shrunk in on herself.

I clapped my hands twice to get everyone’s attention. “Alright, we need to get back to business.”

“Agreed,” Alpha said, stepping beside me with her arms crossed.

“Yes, come, girl, tell us what you know. My King has already been more than patient with you,” Illumina said.

Pastel flinched at the harsh tone. “I—I’m sorry!”

I gave Illumina a disappointed shake of my head and she pouted while I put a comforting hand on the Paint Witch’s shoulder. “It’s alright, but they’re right, it’s time.”

She hesitantly nodded. “It’s just that I feel bad about being a traitor.”

“No. You’re not a traitor. It’s like you said, they didn’t even try to free you, they just left. They betrayed you first and gave you up without a fight—they didn’t care about you. Your new sisters and I won’t ever do something like that,” I promised.

Her eyes left the ground, and her gaze met mine with a look of disbelief. “You really mean that, don’t you?”

“Golly! Of course he does! Logan is the best!” Halo cheered.

“It’s totally true. Logan doesn’t quit. He doesn’t give up on his people, not even when they give up on themselves,” Arachna added with hearts in all eight eyes as she affectionately stared at me. “He’s amazing.”

The girl nodded, finding her resolve. “Alright. I’ll tell you everything I know.”

“I think we already know the answer to this, but who planned this shit show?” Cherry asked.

“Demonique. It was all her. She fed us bad information about Logan. She said he was weaker than he seemed, he was only powerful the last time we met because of the Lunar Amulet and other exploits. She said that your—” she paused to correct herself. “Our inner circle was a joke with all common affinities, and none of you had any power.”

I tilted my head and scrunched up my nose like someone just farted. “Why would she say all that? She knows that none of it is even remotely true.”

“You’re right, that doesn’t make any sense at all. I’ve known Demonique for a long time now, and it’s not like her to spread that much misinformation. Not that she doesn’t lie, half the things coming out of her mouth are lies, but not when she’s talking about a threat she hopes to destroy,” Illumina said with a confused shake of her head.

No one else had an answer for this either. Bouncing my shoulders, I said, “Well, we got lucky this time. We held our own so well because we already had the Regeneration Circle established.”

“That’s not true at all, my King! I’m not contracted to listen to bullshit like that, even if I am magically bound and contractually obligated to be your willing sex slave and servant that you can order to pleasure you on her knees anywhere or anytime!” Illumina declared. “Like, here and now?” she asked belatedly, with a look of hope in her lavender eyes.

“Wait, you’re his what?!” Pastel asked.

Alpha ignored Pastel and continued on with the discussion. Her yellow eyes focused on me. “She makes a good point… Not about the other thing, but about you being wrong. You could have taken them all down without our help. If anything, all we did was get in the way and keep you from going all out.”

I shook my head, choosing to follow Alpha’s lead here and ignore most of what Illumina said. “I’m glad you were all here. You know I hate being the one to hurt witches—and besides, it’s good that you got to show them you’re not pushovers either.”

Cherry stepped closer to me, running a finger down my chest with a wink. “So what’s next, baby?”

“What’s next is you all head home while Novella and Rose get the new girl settled in,” I said.

“Huh? What’s going on?” Rose asked from behind as she finally joined us. “I don’t know what’s happening. I was too distracted staring at your hunky back muscles.” Rose shrugged innocently. “Is she supposed to be untied now?”

Novella facepalmed. “Yes, Rose, she is. She’s a member of our coven now.”

“Oh! That’s freakin’ great!”

Not thrown off at all by the brief tangent, Cherry glared up at me. “What about you?!”

“I’ve got a phone,” I said to her with a grin and a wink. “I’ll be fine.” Then I leaned in and gave her a quick kiss.

Arachna’s legs chittered anxiously. “We need to know why before we agree to just leave you here alone?”

“I’m testing a theory,” I said.

Alpha narrowed her eyes. “What theory?”

Illumina scowled up at me. “What are you talking about?”

I held up my hands for patience. “You all trust me, right?”

One by one, they all hesitantly nodded while fidgeting in place.

“Fine, we’ll go, but you’d better be home soon—or else,” Alpha said.

“Or else what?” Illumina asked incredulously. “We all know that we wouldn’t withhold any part of ourselves from him or do anything that would intentionally bring him less happiness!”

Alpha snarled and growled, “I don’t know, but I’ll think of something!”

The rest uttered similar empty threats before lining up for hugs and kisses before taking off on their brooms.

Watching them go, I lamented the fact that I still couldn’t fly on brooms. I waited about five minutes to make sure they were all gone, then shouted into the night. “You can come out now…”

A red portal opened, and a familiar short, curvy, horned woman stepped out. “Well, well, well! It looks like I’ve finally got you all to myself.”


Chapter 19


Villains Love to Monologue

Demonique strolled casually in a slow circle around me. Her predatory smile showed off her sharp teeth, and her black pupils with red vertical slit irises shone with excited anticipation. Her smooth, black, curved horns gleamed in the old parking lot lighting as she eyed me up and down like a piece of meat. It took an effort of will to keep my eyes from drifting to the ample cleavage, her tight black, red-trimmed robe exposed.

However, there were two noticeable differences in her current appearance from what I was used to. She wasn’t wearing her high heels, instead opting to go barefoot. I wanted to roll my eyes, realizing that she had really been paying attention to everything we said as she listened in. The second difference was that her hair was noticeably shorter. It used to be down to the middle of her back, but now it was only chin-length.

I pointed at her head. “You cut your hair.”

She stopped in her tracks and gently pulled on a lock of her hair. The Infernal Witch looked pleased. “Oh, you noticed? I was hoping you would like it. I mean, I did it purely for myself and not because I saw how much you wanted to kiss that little mousey girl.”

“Uh-huh… sure, I believe you,” I said sarcastically as I folded my arms over my chest.

“Good!” She smiled brightly. “Because that would be rather embarrassing for me if you didn’t,” she added, muttering under her breath.

I closed my eyes slowly and let out a breath before opening them. “Are you going to tell me what this is all about? Maybe explain why you lied to all those witches and lured them here to get their asses kicked?”

She frowned and held out a foot, wiggling her toes. “You’re sure you haven’t noticed anything else different about me?” she asked.

This time, I did roll my eyes and let out a sigh. “Yes, I see your cute little feet. Now tell me.” Wait… did I really just say ‘cute little feet’? Fucking hell, I need to put an end to this joke of theirs. Shrugging off the internal struggle, I focused on the enemy in front of me.

Demonique beamed at the compliment, cupping her cheeks and tilting her head. “I’m so glad you noticed! You’re so sweet, my Sinful Silly Pants!”

I grimaced. “Don’t call me that. Just fucking tell me why you did all this or I’m gone.” Yeah… Her game seemed pretty obvious to me now, but I wanted to hear her say it.

“Why did I do all this? Fine, I’ll tell you, my Pookie Pie Punisher.”

I shook my head.

“No, not that one either?” She frowned. “Okay, well, anyway… Ahem!” She cleared her throat and her smug smile returned. “I knew what you were from the beginning. You have me to thank for your entire rise to power. I know what you’re thinking.” She straightened her posture and puffed out her chest, making a comical attempt at looking like a muscular man while doing her best impression of me. “No, Demonique, that can’t be! How is this possible, Demonique?! Demonique, you are so utterly beautiful, smart, and amazing—I should have known all along!”

“That’s not exactly what I’m thinking.”

She waved a dismissive hand. “I know you better than you know yourself, my Desire Duckie. No? Not that either, huh? I’ll get there, eventually. You see,” she began pacing again, putting her hands behind her back and sticking out her chest a little further. “I dedicated witches to search constantly for humans with Greater Familiar potential. Who would have thought one would actually show up, let alone be in my city? I found you even before the Rising Star girls found you. I recognized what you were immediately!”

She’d walked so far around me I had to turn ninety degrees to keep her in sight. I considered pointing out why I thought that was a load of bullshit, but she had a thing for monologuing, so I figured I’d let her tell me everything.

She frowned, taking on a dramatically pained expression. “Alas, I already had a Greater Familiar, so I couldn’t be the one to claim you. If I could have, I would have nurtured you and trained you better for your destiny.” She exhaled deeply. “So, I had to allow Alpha to claim you.”

I did my best to hide my smirk at the pile of turds she was trying to sell. She would have been ruthless in her attempts to subjugate me. While my bluff worked with Alpha, Demonique wouldn’t have hesitated to kill me if I refused her deal.

However, it seemed to be in my best interest to play along. I had a feeling that I knew where she was going with all this. If I was right, then bringing her and the Salem Coven under my control was going to be so much easier. “You really knew, huh?”

She smirked triumphantly, thinking she had me right where she wanted me. “Yes, of course. I am the one and only Demonique, after all. When the Lunar Amulet was stolen, I knew it was likely Alpha and you behind the whole thing. I admit that it surprised me, but I couldn’t expose myself and show all my cards, could I? So, I allowed tensions to boil over with Illumina—OUCH! Fucking shit!” She shouted in pain as she stood on one foot, lifting the other and rubbing the bottom. “Fucking sharp rocks…” she grumbled.

“You could just wear shoes,” I pointed out.

“No! I’m fine!” She put her foot down, stepping on another sharp rock. “Motherfuck—errrmm!” she grunted, but quickly smiled while her left eye twitched. “I mean—I’m totally fine.” Then she continued her slow walk. However, this time, she was much more careful about where she stepped.

I shook my head. None of this made any sense to me. She was obviously attempting to appeal to my desires, or at least what she thought were my desires. The only explanation was that she was lying out of her ass and doing a poor job at it. However, if I wanted to convince her I was buying it, then agreeing without questions would be too suspicious. “Hang on, how does any of this prove you’re responsible for my rise as a Coven King?”

Her smug, sharp grin returned. “I’m glad you asked, my Hunky Muffin Master.”

“Huh, that one’s not half bad,” I commented.

“Is that the one I should settle on?” she asked hopefully.

“Absolutely not.”

“Oh… okay. Fine, then let me tell you why all of this proves that I led you to become the Coven King.” She stopped in place and held up a hand with one finger raised. “First! I could have easily killed you when I learned of you before you had any power. I chose not to, already knowing what you would become.”

I bounced my head from side to side. “Okay, I’ll give you that one.”

She held up a second finger. “Second! I allowed you to take the Lunar Amulet and get away with it!”

That was nearly the opposite of what she just said, but I nodded, choosing not to call her out on it and let her still think she had me duped.

Her third finger shot into the air. “Third! I allowed my own Greater Familiar to die in battle with you.”

My eyes narrowed. She hadn’t allowed shit in that fight. I remember the look on her face when I was lying there half-dead. She was more than ready to finish the job if she wasn’t under magical contract.

Her fourth finger rose into the air, joining the other three. “I’m the one who tipped off the California super coven and the other local covens to your presence.”

I blinked. “Why in the hell would I be grateful to you for that?”

She threw her hands in the air and let them slowly drift downward in wide arcs. “Because! My Puffy Poochers… Blah!” She stuck out her tongue as if she just tasted something bitter. “No, you don’t have to say it, not even I like that one.” She shook her head to clear it of the terrible pet name. “Where was I?”

“You were about to tell me why I should be grateful—”

“Right, right… Okay. Ahem!” She straightened her back and smiled smugly, almost like an actor ready to begin their scene. “You should be grateful to me because it’s too late for them. You’re already the Coven King. This world is yours—they just don’t know it yet. The more witches notice your true nature, the more will end up submitting to you. It is the destiny of the Coven King.”

I squinted at her suspiciously. “And what exactly is it you want for all of your help so far?”

She finally approached me. With every step, her short leg slipped out of her robe, exposing the pale skin beneath. Without her heels, she was only tall enough for her horns to reach my chin. She trailed one sharp nail along my forearm. “I want what you gave Illumina—a destiny at your side. In the future, other covens—bigger covens—will join you and you will be forced to turn their leaders away because your inner circle will already be too big. I want in before that happens. I want to be a part of your inner circle. Tonight, I arranged for the regional covens to be softened up by you. Now, they are ripe for the picking, and I have all their secrets. They’ll worship you on their knees, or their backs.” She licked her lips seductively.

This is exactly where I thought this conversation was headed. I smirked down at her. “Does that include you? On your knees?”

She blushed and chuckled nervously. “I—well, I mean I could. But I’m a freak—into freaky stuff. I’m not sure if you’re ready for all of that yet.”

Memories of Arachna came to mind, and I felt my pants tighten. “I can get down with some pretty freaky stuff, but I suppose that’s not what’s important right now. What about the Devil’s Coast Coven? What happened with those Californians?”

“They’re waiting for you to be alone,” she said as she walked two fingers up my biceps. “They’re trying to leave your witches out of it, but they’ll make their foolish attempt, eventually. Expect them to always be watching until then. I have no doubt that my Lovey Bear Licker will utterly embarrass them when it happens. Then they’ll head back west and bring back their inner circle to deal with it. When they do, that is when you’ll take control of California.”

“First, that was probably the worst name yet. Second, you’re crazy. Your entire plan is bizarre. Every regional coven is going to go into hiding. They know I’m coming for them now. And the Cali coven should realize that the only reason I’ll ever be somewhere alone is if I want them to come for me.”

“I’ll make a bet with you. I will tell you the hideouts of all four regional covens for free. I bet that you’ll dominate them all within the next week. If you do, then you need to thank me by doing the right thing and putting me in your inner circle.”

“If this was your plan all along, then why bring them here to fight us in the first place?”

She pressed her body against mine, her blush deepening. “Do you remember that enormous ball of magic? That took nearly all their members contributing to make. I knew it couldn’t hurt you, but it left many of them exhausted, and the rest used all they had left against you and your inner circle. They are weak as they recover.” She bit her lower lip with a small smile as she slid her hands up around my neck.

I eyed her skeptically with a quirked brow, keeping my arms crossed as she tried to hang onto and seduce me.

“They’ll be cautious and try not to pick a fight with you if they can help it.” She let out a wicked laugh. “That’s why I’m telling you where to find them—so you can bring the fight to them.”

I pursed my lips. “There’s one big problem with that. I don’t want to fight them.”

“Mmm. No, you don’t—but you want to dominate them,” she cooed as she pressed her body tighter against mine. “It’s in your nature.” Reaching back, I pulled her hands free of my neck and took a step back. She pouted and crossed her arms. “You have an artifact called the Tele-Port, right?”

“So what?”

“Let me see it.”

I considered it for a few moments. I believed she wanted to join my inner circle, but her claims that she was responsible for me becoming Coven King were definitely false. However, if she could hand me five large covens on a platter, including her own, then that was a damn fine deal indeed.

I retrieved the Tele-Port from my transdimensional storage space and handed it over to her. Maybe it was a stupid idea, but I wanted to see what she was going to do with it. She’d be pretty crazy to try anything treacherous with it at this point.

Demonique’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as she began chanting, “Troverdraf mijy kennidge fan teze loplaations.” Red smoke drifted out of her ears and flowed into the artifact. Her eyes settled back into place and she grinned as she handed me the old brick cell phone back.

“Did you just?”

“I did. Numbers one, two, three, and four will take you where you need to go for each coven. They are in the perfect order for you as well. You’ll arrive right inside each of their bases, past their defenses.”

I blinked. “Thanks, I guess.”

The Infernal Witch smirked. “What are you waiting for? I’m already packed and waiting for my invitation to be yours. Get to work.”

Originally, I had every intention of going home to the girls right away. But how could I when I still felt so powerful? So instead, I took the time to question Demonique about the other covens and what I should expect when I showed up. Honestly, it didn’t help that Demonique was fawning over me, either. I set a goal for myself a while ago that I’d make her serve us for all the pain and trouble she caused me and my girls, but deep down, I knew that once we formed the connection, I wouldn’t want to make her feel any pain.

The bonds I formed didn’t create feelings of love—they didn’t even make you like someone more, either. However, they did still have an emotional effect. When I formed a bond with a witch, or with several through a coven leader, the connection would dull negative emotions. Essentially, reasons I may not have liked them don’t seem as important anymore. The same went for the witches I bonded with and how they viewed me. They wouldn’t suddenly love or even like me because we shared a magical connection—they just wouldn’t hate me anymore.

“Alright then, I’ll be off,” I said with a wave.

“Spanky Pudding Prince, wait!” Demonique called out.

I grimaced, shaking my head. “Please, no.”

“Okay, okay, I get it. You don’t like that one either, but when you’re done, how will I contact you? Like I said, I’m ready to make our deal.”

Frowning, I said, “Wait here for me. I’ll come back when I’m done, and we’ll set up your contract.”

I didn’t wait for a response. She’d either be here or she wouldn’t. I summoned a fresh shirt from my transdimensional storage before pressing one on the phone and disappearing in a flash of light.


Chapter 20


What’s Yours is Mine

I reappeared inside an opulent mansion with three familiar linked golden rings inlaid into the marble floor of the foyer—the same rings on the breast of every purple robe of the Circle of the Trinity Coven. There was a large chandelier in the middle of the space, and rich polished mahogany wood recessed panels with gold-leaf inlays decorated the walls. A gasp sounded to my right, and I turned, seeing a pretty purple-robed brunette.

She had long, naturally curly hair and bird wings on her back. Her eyes were yellow with black pupils, like a hawk. I had seen several Avian Witches, and, just like a certain Vermin Witch, they preferred to be called by the type of bird they most closely resembled—meaning this was a Hawk Witch.

I snatched the young brunette witch by the arm, and her eyes practically bulged out of her skull. “Ohhh fiddle fuck! It—it—it’s you!”

My smile went wide, and I did my best to look like a feral beast and speak in a lower, more gravelly voice. “That’s right… It’s me. But you and I, we’re friends, right? And friends don’t hurt friends—unless they have to. So, how about you show me where your leader is?”

“But I—”

Putting a finger to my lip, I shushed her. “Shhh. Shh. Shh. No buts, I’m just here to talk. You do want to be my friend, don’t you?”

She nodded slowly, her bottom lip quivering. “Y—yes. We’re friends, Mr. Coven King, sir.”

I gave her a beaming smile that was a little too wide and squeezed her arm just a hair tighter. “Naw, c’mon now. Call me Logan. Friends don’t need such formalities.” Honestly, I felt bad scaring the shit out of her like this, but if it could get me what I wanted with less fighting and avoid me having to hurt any of these ladies, then I could live with myself.

Her eyes glistened as her body trembled. “Y—yes L—Logan. Tilla is in a meeting.” She froze for a second when my smile twitched. Then frantically tried to recover. “B—b—but I’m sure she’d still love to see you!” she said, attempting to smile and nodding her head vigorously.

My smile broadened even more. “Perfect. Well, Let’s go, friend. Oh, and make sure you take a less traveled route if there is one. I’d hate for there to be any misunderstandings when your fellow sisters see me.”

“O—of course! Uh—Logan. This way!” she said as we left the large grand foyer.

She led me down narrow corridors lit by enchanted lanterns. Several artistic renditions of rituals and portraits of former coven leaders from throughout the coven’s storied history adorned the mahogany walls. I didn’t give a shit about any of it. All I cared about was subjugating this coven under my rule so that I would be more powerful to protect my family. Just because I didn’t want to hurt witches didn’t mean that I wouldn’t if they forced me to.

After about a minute of walking through the mansion, we reached a large double door. The woman with me knocked, and another woman shouted from inside. “I told you, we are not to be disturbed!”

The woman in my grasp flinched, and her feathers ruffled at the words.

“Is she always this much of a bitch?” I asked casually.

“You have no idea…” she replied before she slapped a hand over her mouth.

“Don’t worry. Things are about to change. She won’t be speaking to you like that anymore after tonight.”

For the first time, the nervous girl gave me a genuine smile, albeit a nervous one. She opened the door and peeked inside. “Tilla, I’m so sorry to interrupt, but I’m afraid this can’t wait. It’s a bit of an emergency.”

“Emergency? What is she talking about, Tilla?” came another woman’s voice.

The girl opened the door, and I walked in with her. Four women sat around a fancy table in lush armchairs with glasses of brown liquid. They all gasped and shot to their feet.

The large meeting room looked similar in decor to the rest of the opulent mansion. An ornamental chandelier hung from the high decorative plaster ceiling. Several padded chairs lined one wall as if that were where servants would sit while attending to their mistress’ needs. Just like in the halls, sconces with magical flames and various paintings covered the ornate mahogany wall panels. Off to one side of the room, there was a lavish ritual circle inlaid into the marble floor and a luxurious fireplace that wasn’t currently in use.

“Lock the door behind us and have a seat. You need to stay here for a bit. I can’t have my new friend running out to spread the good news of my arrival just yet.”

She gulped but did as she was told and locked the door before rushing over to a chair next to the wall of the large conference room.

Talk about hitting the jackpot. Standing in front of me were all four coven leaders I was looking for. Tilla, from the Circle of the Trinity Coven, was, like the others, wearing tight-fitting robes that showed off her body in the best ways. Her short blonde hair framed her face, and her eyes blazed with a literal fire as if her pupils were made of flame. It’s no wonder she’s such a hothead, I thought.

Another blonde stood to her right, but she had long, straight hair. The gray-robed leader of the Radiant Heart Coven stared at me with hearts in her eyes, literally. I imagined that if I ever took on her affinity form, I’d end up short and pudgy with white wings and a diaper. The prospect of flying around and shooting people with heart-tipped arrows to watch them find artificial love wasn’t exactly appealing to me.

Next around the table was the Night Grove Coven leader in her blue robes. She had shoulder-length white hair and an icy glare—not literal ice. She just didn’t seem happy to see me interrupting their meeting. I instantly wondered how old she was, because she looked to be maybe in her mid-forties—visibly older than Mother Dearest.

She reminded me of an incredibly hot mature woman I met on campus years ago who turned out to be a grandma. She was visiting her granddaughter who lived in the dorms. It was shocking to learn she had grandkids while still looking so damn good, but there were a few signs of age that made it believable. Long story short, the chick was a GILF.

The last of the four was a dark green-haired woman with black eyes, sharp teeth, and reptilian scales for eyebrows, along with a few that lined her jaw. A small part of me wanted to be grossed out by them, but they made her green eyes with black-slitted pupils stand out. The leader of the Fae Woods Coven definitely pulled off the look.

“Surprise, ladies!” I said with arms stretched wide.

All four of the witches’ hands glowed different colors as they readied their spells. I dropped the smile as my arms fell to my sides. “I’m sure you’re all aware by now that Demonique set you up, right?”

“Damnit, Jezine! I told you we couldn’t trust her,” said the Fae Woods leader to the older GILF.

I pointed at her. “And you were correct. To be clear, she wasn’t working with me the whole time, but she offered you all up on a silver platter to me tonight.”

“That bitch!” shouted the leader of the Night Grove Coven I now knew as Jezine.

“That bitch indeed,” I agreed. “Now, let me start by saying that it wouldn’t be wise to teleport away and go into hiding. You know I’ll find you eventually, and while you’re gone, I’ll destroy all of your bases. That would be a pain in the ass, and I don’t think any of us want to deal with that.”

They grumbled a bit at this news, but by the looks on their faces, I could tell that they agreed. “I’m going to tell you how this is gonna go down, and you’re going to do one of two things. A, you’ll do the sensible thing and willingly follow my instructions, or B, you’ll do something stupid while you and your entire coven are exhausted, and you’ll make me do violent things to you. Between you and me,” I frowned and wore a serious expression. I didn’t want them to think this part was a joke or me just being cocky. “I really don’t want to hurt any of you. You saw that tonight already. However, I will if you make me. So, is everyone ready to listen?”

“You, a fucking glorified pet, are standing in front of four of the most powerful witches in the region and think you’re able to boss us around?” Tilla asked with a scowl.

I sighed, shaking my head in disappointment. “Yeah… you’re about to do something stupid, aren’t you? Only the stupid ones call me a pet and mean it as an insult. Look, if you put a little affection behind it then I’ll tolerate it and let it slide. I don’t kink shame.”

“AAARRGG!” Tilla shouted in rage as her hand glowed brighter before she shot a massive stream of flames from both hands.

Her magical fire engulfed my whole body, and I screamed. “AAAAAHH!”

She kept the inferno coming as she cackled maniacally. “Hahahaha! You see, ladies! Look at the foolish pet burn! Hahahaha!”

“Aahhh shit! Are you serious?! Those were my favorite shorts!” I shouted angrily.

The fire suddenly stopped and smoke drifted up from around my body. I waved my hand in front of my face to clear the smoke with a small cough and stepped away from the blackened marble. “I knew you were going to do something stupid, but why did you go that far?”

Tilla was still standing there, arms outstretched toward me, with a look of confused horror on her face. “H—how?”

“What do you mean, ‘how?’ you know how,” I said incredulously. Then I noticed all three of the other witches were blushing profusely while looking down at my waist. Groaning internally, I summoned some flip-flops, a new T-shirt, and the last pair of shorts I had in my inventory. I really hated these specific shorts, but my body temperature was so high now that I couldn’t stand the thought of wearing pants.

Snapping my fingers a few times before pointing at my face, I said, “Ladies, eyes up here.”

They quickly clamped their mouths shut and met my gaze.

“Dammit, you know how hard it is to find that one pair of shorts that you feel like you could just live the rest of your life in?” I asked, the frustration clear in my tone.

“Yeah, except for me, it’s leggings. If they got destroyed, I don’t know if I’d ever be able to replace them. My life would never be the same,” said the Hawk Witch behind me sympathetically.

Turning, I pointed and nodded rapidly. “Yes! That’s exactly what I’m talking about.” Then I returned my attention to the coven leaders. “Now I have to wear this pair since it’s the only one I’ve got. I fucking hate this pair. For some unholy reason, the fabric likes to ride up into my crack randomly and give me a wedgie. That shit is so annoying.”

“I know what you mean. My spare robe does the same thing,” Jezine said.

“Don’t you both wear underwear? That would solve the problem, wouldn’t it?” asked the Reptilian Witch of the Fae Woods Coven helpfully.

The white-haired GILF shook her head. “No, it feels so freeing going commando.”

I nodded in agreement. “Mhm. Too true. Plus, my girls strip my clothes off so much that the boxers just get in the way sometimes. I’ll still wear them if I’m in jeans or something but—”

“Are you just here to talk about your swinging balls? Because if that’s all you need, then I’ll ask you to get the fuck out of my home!” Tilla interrupted, finally coming to her senses.

“That depends. Are you all ready to do what I say? Or are you going to melt my favorite flip-flops next and make me hurt you?” I asked while crossing my arms and glaring at her.

All four women looked at one another before they all grumbled. “Fine!”

Good, at least the rest of them were smart. Not smart enough to know they shouldn’t have listened to Demonique, but smart enough not to fuck with me anymore. “Wonderful. I really appreciate this,” I said with a genuine smile. “Now, you four are going to perform a binding ritual with me. It’s like the Greater Familiar contract, but not. Once that’s done, you ladies and your entire covens will be under the leadership of me and my inner circle. Tomorrow, someone will explain all the logistical details. Sound good?” I asked, giving them two thumbs up.

“Fuck no, it doesn’t sound good!” Tilla shouted.

I sighed. “You’re already on my shit list. Don’t dig your hole any deeper.” Then, without another word, I summoned a Grimoire Token into my fist and activated the magic.

The witches took two steps back, their hands lighting up with spells at the ready again as my body transformed into the form of the Philosopher. My muscles bulged more as my clothing became a pair of robes, the top half hanging down past the belt cinched at my waist. The T-shirt on my torso shifted like flowing water down my arm before becoming a staff, and my shoes turned into open-toe leather sandals.

I was hearing gasps so often lately that I thought I might stop enjoying the sound. The spells died out in their hands as they looked at me with fear and awe. “Come on. I haven’t got all night.” I said as I put my staff on my back and walked over to the ornate ritual circle.

There was more than one reason I chose this form. First, I knew it would be shocking and intimidating for them to see a form like this. Second, we renamed the reverse Greater Familiar contract after it perfected itself on Novella’s body. Now we called it the Coven King Contract, and Novella helped me add it to the base template of magical spells on my Philosopher form. I had to remove a couple of spells that had no practical combat application, but it was perfect for moments like this.

The witches followed me, more out of curiosity and fear than anything else. I reached the ritual circle and held out my hand. I didn’t need to say the words to use the spells. That was part of the perks of the grimoire form’s magic. The Coven King Contract spun around my body and expanded in the air as the text left my skin. Once every letter, symbol, and rune was in place, it lowered itself to the ground, perfectly preparing the ritual.

“Ladies, if you would, please stand at a point in the star.”

It started with the Fae Woods witch. “You can all feel it, can’t you? He’s the real deal,” she said as she walked towards one point.

The other witches were inspecting the ritual circle. “But this can’t… No, surely it won’t work like this,” said the Radiant Heart Coven leader.

“What about our Greater Familiars? This can’t go through if we already have them, right?” Tilla asked, hopefully.

“Poor, Teddy,” Jezine lamented over her former Mongolian death worm.

The reptilian Fae Woods Coven leader put a consoling hand on Jezine’s shoulder. “I know how you feel. R.I.P. Drake. You were the best werewolf a coven could ask for.”

It was their own fault that they lost their Greater Familiars in the first place. They made the mistake of trying to use them to kill me in the Greater Familiar Tournament. I ignored their reminiscing and addressed the question at hand. “You’ll notice there is no mention of familiars in this contract. You will keep your Greater Familiars, but they will also be more loyal to me than they are to you.”

“Fucking hell,” Tilla said, her shoulders slumped. “Yeah, I can see it now. For fuck’s sake. I’m going to slap that horned woman the next time I see her.”

I shook my head. “No, you won’t. You’ll be sisters the next time you see her. But give her disapproving glares all you want. You’ll see, when you join my coven, we take care of one another.” I glanced around at all of them. “Say the same words you would if you were doing a normal Greater Familiar contract ritual together.”

The Night Grove coven leader let out a deep sigh. “If you can’t beat ‘em—join ‘em.” Then she too took her place at another point.

Ritual daggers appeared in each of their hands, and they reluctantly sliced their palms—except for Tilla, who looked around at her allies with disgust. However, in the end, she too cut her palm.

The four coven leaders chanted as one. “Ij telecal te proom fan ouns affeit.” They all moved in toward me. I summoned my own ritual dagger and showed them firsthand how hard it was to cut a small slice into my palm. They gulped. If they had any thoughts of trying to kill me with their knives in a vain attempt at trickery, then they knew that wasn’t an option anymore.

We smeared our bloody palms together and held them up in a grotesque group high-five as they changed the next line. “Bloed bidt uns unot te inde fan liven. Ij meree taar te con. Ij wull eernor et rof soffer ouns proom.” Once they finished, I pulled my hand away and gave each of them a chaste kiss on the lips, causing them all to blush furiously. Then they said in unison, “Ij arjin ferond.”

“You can feel it, can’t you?” I asked them.

Each of them put a hand to their stomach where their magical cores were. Even the girl who witnessed it all from the chair along the wall joined in. They all nodded slowly. “That’s right. You’re all mine now.” I pointed to the Hawk Witch against the wall. “You there? What’s your name?”

She pointed to herself. “Me? My name is Redtali.”

Good, she doesn’t sound afraid of me anymore. No doubt the contract took care of that, I thought as I examined her. “Redtali, you are now the official leader and representative of the Circle of the Trinity Coven.”

“Excuse me!” Tilla shouted indignantly with her fists clenched at her side.

I had only meant to make the declaration tonight, and then ask the girls how we would need to go about making that change official. However, after I made the declaration, I could feel the shift in our connections. The bond with the coven leader was always the strongest, and through them, I bonded all of their members. My primary connection to the Circle of the Trinity had changed. Instead of Tilla sharing the stronger bond with me, it was Redtali.

Every witch in the room stared at me with dumbfounded expressions on their faces. “Tilla, you’re going to have to learn some anger management and humility before I trust you to lead any of my witches. For now, you’re going to do everything that Redtali says,” I commanded. “Redtali, don’t use your power over her for revenge. Instead, I expect you to help rehabilitate her.”

The Hawk Witch smiled brightly at me. “Friends don’t let friends down, Logan.”

“Why you, little?!” Tilla hissed through clenched teeth.

“Tilla! Stop that. You will show our Coven King the respect he deserves. In fact, you will show all of your sisters the respect they deserve. That is an order,” Redtali said as if she were scolding a child.

Tilla, unable to do anything because of the compulsion of the magic, obeyed. She smiled, though it resembled a grimace, and her left eye twitched. Then she bowed low to me. “I am sorry for my behavior, Coven King.” She was trying to fight it, but it was no use.

I grinned and gave Redtali a thumbs-up. “I’m counting on you.”

She beamed at me.

The other leaders were speechless as they watched everything as it unfolded.

Positioning myself so I could address them all, I said, “I’ll have someone reach out to you all in the morning for planning. Until then, relax. Your fight is over. I promise that you’ll not regret your decision tonight. I’ll be on my way now. Good night, ladies.” Before they could respond, I summoned the Tele-Port into my hand, focused on the abandoned lot of the W-Mart, and pressed the send button.

I instantly appeared back in front of Demonique. She jumped in surprise. “Ahh! Son of a bitch! Logan? Don’t do that. You scared the shit out of me. I wasn’t expecting you for a while, and definitely not looking like a… like a…” She bit her lip as a blush crept up her neck. “Like a sexy old Greek bastard.”

Bouncing my shoulders, I said, “It’s done. Now, let’s get this over with. I don’t have all night.”

“What do you mean, it’s done?” she asked with her head cutely cocked to the side.

“All four are now under my control. You’re next. I’ll keep my word, and we’ll add to the contract that you’ll be a member of my inner circle.” I let out a deep sigh. “When I get home, I’ll have a lot of explaining to do.”

Demonique blinked for several seconds. Her showmanship and confidence were gone. “I—okay.” She composed herself, adapting quickly after the slight delay in internal processing. “Okay! Let’s do this!”

“Wait, let me call for Delilah so I can send her back to Hell,” Demonique said as she pulled out her phone.

I put my hand over the phone and shook my head. “That’s unnecessary. You won’t lose your Greater Familiar. However, she’ll be loyal to me.”

The Infernal Witch’s jaw dropped. “Are you fucking serious?”

“Yup. What was the deal with her anyway? The girls told me that she would have needed a special deal to accept your contract. She didn’t seem like she wanted to fight at the tournament,” I asked.

“It’s true, she didn’t want to fight, but she agreed to be my pet. My pets will do what they’re told. As for her deal… I’ll let you ask her about it sometime. It’s personal.”

I grunted in understanding before I performed the spell a second time, and Demonique completed the ritual. After all of her talk and attempted pet names, I was slightly surprised that she barely kissed me on the lips with a small nervous peck before fanning her face and saying, “Wow! That was so intense, wasn’t it?!”

I could only assume she was talking about how fast I subdued the other four covens. “Alright, so now that it’s finished and you belong to me, I’m calling you out on your bullshit. You didn’t know who I was, and you’re not responsible for my rise as a Coven King.”

She gasped, putting a hand to her chest in an overly dramatic display of offense. “What?!” she drawled incredulously.

I crossed my arms. “It’s pretty obvious. You contradicted yourself when talking about the Lunar Amulet. I could go on and explain the rest, but do I really need to? You took your last shot tonight and knew your back was against the wall. So, you came prepared with a backup plan to secure a better spot, since you knew how this was going to end.”

She coughed, unnecessarily adjusting her robes before casually inspecting her nails. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I never said I was responsible for your rise to power. Clearly, you misunderstood me.”

“Is that so?” I asked with a smirk.

The Infernal Witch puffed an irritated breath through her lips. “Pfft. Yes, it is. Obviously, I was saying that I recognized your rise was inevitable, and if I had recognized you sooner, then that’s what I would have done. I’d never dream of trying to trick you. You’re far too clever for something like that to work.” Then she smiled brightly at me again as she tried to change the subject. “You’re going to take me home, right? I’ll have my own room like Illumina?”

I rolled my eyes, but couldn’t help but grin at how ridiculously hard she backtracked when I called her out. “Yeah. You will, but there’s one more thing. As far as Delilah is concerned, she’s my pet now, not yours. I want her protecting the Salem members for now, and you’ll show her respect as if she was one of our members.”

Her mouth flapped open and closed a couple of times as she blinked. Then she put her theatrical smile back on. “Oh, of course! I didn’t dream of treating her any different.”

“Uh-huh,” I said with obvious disbelief. “Let’s go,” I grabbed her arm and focused on the broom pad before activating the Tele-port one more time.

Overall, I had only been away from the girls for about an hour. Letting go of Demonique’s arm, I reached behind me, pulling on the back of my shorts to adjust the fabric with a frown. Then I noticed Alpha was waiting for me on the roof, having successfully guessed that I’d return to the penthouse via the broom pad since I was using the artifact. She eyed Demonique next to me. “Logan,” she drawled. “What happened?”

I rubbed the back of my neck sheepishly and grinned. “I think I may have gone a bit overboard…”


Chapter 21


Explanations and Introductions

Bringing Demonique downstairs to the main floor of the penthouse went pretty much as I expected it to. The girls shouted over one another as they tried to ask what was going on and why that ‘dirty witch’ was here with me. However, once I explained the deal we made, everyone calmed down.

The entire inner circle, except for Illumina, sat with me in the lounging area in the middle of the living room. Alpha leaned forward across from me on the other couch with her elbows on her knees. “You’re telling us you took over not one, but all five of the other large regional covens?”

I was leaning back on the couch with Halo snuggled up against me on my right, and Arachna on my left. Nodding at Alpha, I said, “Pretty much, yeah. I planned to go for one after the other, but their leaders happened to be all in one place having a meeting. It feels like Halo’s luck, as well as all the other perks you girls gave me, are getting stronger.”

Halo beamed at me, her wings fluttering happily and batting against the couch. “Mhm! They sure are! The stronger you get, the stronger we get, and that means the gifts you gained from us will be stronger, too.”

My brows rose. “Glad to know it’s not all in my head.”

“Logy-poo is the best!” Rose shouted, fist pumping the air.

“Speaking of which, I still don’t know what gift I gained from you, Novella,” I said.

The Grimoire Witch was sitting next to Alpha on the other couch. “That is an excellent question. I believe that you’ll be able to read faster and retain the information better. However, you’ll have to verify that.”

I cocked my head and took my arm from around Halo’s shoulder to summon a book from my transdimensional storage. Halo whimpered until I kissed her on the forehead. Flipping it open to a random page, I started reading.

It took me about fifteen seconds to read both pages, making me guess I was reading close to two thousand words per minute. Not only that, but I completely understood and remembered it. I dismissed the book to my storage and wrapped my arm around Halo again. “Wow, yeah. That’s it. Maybe I’ll finally start reading all the reports you send me,” I teased.

“You’d better,” Novella said with mock anger. “I work hard on those.”

“I know what I want to work on that’s hard,” Cherry quipped as she winked at me while tonguing a fang.

I shot her a wink right back.

Arachna’s body was practically shivering against me. Her pale cheeks turned red. “I—um—second that motion.”

“Before we get into all that, maybe we should talk about the elephant in the room?” Alpha asked with a quizzical brow raised.

All eyes fell on Demonique. She was sitting in the armchair to my left with her legs crossed. She turned to look behind her and saw nothing there before furrowing her brows. “That’s rude. I know I’m not your favorite person, but you don’t have to throw insults.”

“That wasn’t—” Alpha started.

“I’m just kidding! I know what you mean,” Demonique said with a wave of her hand while laughing.

Alpha shook her head. “Goddess, give me strength.”

Illumina came walking down the stairs, followed by a familiar blue-haired woman in a baggy robe. Illumina stopped on the second floor and pointed at the bathroom door, saying something too quiet for me to hear as she pointed at the doorway. Mallison nodded, going inside, and closing the door behind her.

The proud Moon Witch continued down the stairs and walked to the group as if she were a queen. She was completely unsurprised to see the horned woman sitting next to us. “Ah, I see. Finally, you have learned your place, Demonique.”

Demonique stood, her horns barely reaching the top of the Moon Witch’s nose. She folded her arms beneath her ample chest and smirked. “Illumina. I see that you’ve been acclimating well to the life of a pet.”

I prepared to interject, but Illumina beat me to it. “Excuse me?! I am no pet! None of us are. However, I wonder how you’ll acclimate to being Logan’s new toy. I’m confident you will make a wonderful sex slave for my King.”

Demonique spluttered. “Wait—I—what?! I’m not his sex slave!”

Illumina smirked. “You should have read the contract. It’s well defined.”

“No, it’s not!” I shouted.

She quickly glanced at me and huffed. “It is if you read between the lines…” she grumbled.

The Infernal Witch’s sharp smile grew wide. “You like playing with his thing, don’t you!” she accused.

“Fuck, who doesn’t?!” Cherry shouted.

“Amen, Sister!” Rose cheered.

“Hear, hear!” Arachna added.

“A truer statement has never been said,” Illumina chimed in.

“You’re damn right,” Alpha commented.

Rather than comment, Halo slipped her hand into my shorts and wrapped her fingers around my length. She bit her lip and smiled as she looked up at me while she gently pumped the base. If anyone noticed, they said nothing and seemed to have their eyes fixed on the two ladies facing off.

Illumina smiled smugly at the shorter woman. “If you don’t want his dick, then that means there’s more for the rest of us, even if some of us are forced to like it…”

Demonique narrowed her eyes and put her hands on her hips. “I’ll have you know I love dick. Sex is a passion of mine, and I’m looking forward to having lots of it with my Pepper Cow!”

“Not that name either!” I called out.

“Really?” Illumina drawled with a quirked brow. “You’re passionate about sex?”

“Yes! You don’t know about me, baby. I’m a straight-up freak!” Demonique said with a snap of her fingers.

“Interesting… What kinda stuff are you into?” Cherry asked with genuine curiosity.

“You know, a dick in the mouth?” She waved a dismissive hand. “It’s good and fun, but not my favorite thing. Anal? Pfft! Who doesn’t like anal? But as for me,” she let out an arrogant chuckle. “I’m into that really freaky shit. You know?”

Cherry frowned and shook her head. “Like, bondage? Pet play?”

“No, I want that crazy freak shit! Like, full-on penis into the vagina! That hardcore shit. I’m talking about me, laying on my back while he puts it inside of me and I lay there while he bangs my brains out!”

“So… missionary pillow princess?” Alpha asked.

Demonique pointed at her excitedly. “Yes! That freaky shit—hardcore pillow princess! That’s what I’m talking about. I just love the idea of a hard cock pounding my insides. You know, and sometimes I’ll be super naughty and like, reach down between and gently squeeze the balls.”

“Oh? And what do balls feel like when you do that?” Cherry asked, her eyes narrowing with suspicion.

“Uh—you know. Like two… bags of… sand.” As she explained all of this, she used her hands in animated ways as if it would help convince others of the authenticity of her words.

Halo pulled my cock toward my stomach, letting half of it slip out past my boxers while she continued teasingly pumping the base. “Golly, baby. You’re getting so hard for me,” Halo cooed.

Demonique turned around curiously. She saw the top half of my cock sticking out, and her eyes bulged out of her skull. “Oh, my fucking Goddess! Why is it so fat?!”

“Hey, that’s uncalled for,” I grumbled.

“Look, I’m just saying that cock is so fat that it must give you back pain from carrying it around everywhere. Seriously, it’s chunkier than a bowl of oatmeal with rocks.”

“That seems like a bit much, doesn’t it?”

“It’s morbidly obese,” she said, focusing on every syllable. “That dick needs a gym membership. Can’t you make it any smaller?”

Before I could voice another protest, a movement behind the Infernal Witch caught my attention. Mallison reached the bottom of the stairs wearing nothing but a towel, her damp blue hair draped down her back. Arachna turned, nibbling on my earlobe before whispering, “Master, I want to taste your cock so bad.”

Halo and Arachna each used one hand to pull down my shorts. I lifted my hips to help them get them off while Halo paused, gripping my shaft firmly at the base. Out of nowhere, I felt the gift of Halo’s luck flow through my body, and the impossible happened.

As the following events unfolded, everything seemed to happen in slow motion, and I swear I heard the instrumental song Chariots Of Fire playing. Demonique gasped as she saw the full size of my manhood unleashed and took a step back. She bumped into Illumina, who was caught off guard by the sudden motion and stumbled. As she put a foot back to catch herself, it landed directly in the path of Mallison’s ankle.

The Summoner Witch’s blue eyes widened as she tripped. Her arms left her towel as she stuck them out while trying to catch her balance, but one misstep led to a second as she came right at Arachna and me. The Spider Witch extended a leg to catch her but failed. Instead, the long limb snagged her towel, pulling it right off the witch’s insane body and sending her into a nude spin.

It was just as magnificent as I remembered it. Her large breasts soared through the air as her slim waist twisted. Her perfectly proportioned ass came into view for a split second before they were gone from my sight again. She screamed as her hair whipped behind her body, the spin not reducing her forward momentum but redirecting her right at me. Halo barely had time to remove her hand from my erection as Mallison finished the rotation and faced me again.

The song hit its crescendo, joining the blue-haired witch’s surprised shout. “AAAHHHH—GLK!” she landed mouth-first on my cock. Not only that, but it buried itself all the way into her throat. Everyone went silent as she stared up at me with her lips kissing my pelvis. For a few moments, nothing happened—everyone just stared.

Then, her eyes curved, and she moaned against my length as she started bobbing up and down with me still deep inside. “Mmmmm!”

My eyes just started admiring the slopes of her chest before they rolled back in my head. “Is—is this alright?” I managed.

Illumina was the first to recover. “I—yes. Yes, my King, it is fine. She already told me she wanted to please you in every way tonight. It was meant to be a surprise for you, but—” She shook her head in disbelief.

“Wow… Pre-consent. That’s convenient.”

“What the fuck just happened?” Alpha asked no one in particular.

“She’s not dead?!” Demonique asked with genuine surprise. “I thought it was going to stab right through her head!”

This elicited a round of laughter.

“Goodness, no!” Novella said with a chuckle. “It doesn’t work like that.” She stood and held out a hand to the Infernal Witch. “Come with me. I’ll help you through the first part of your orientation.”

Demonique took her hand, looking slightly relieved. “Oh, sure. I didn’t realize it would be so formal.”

“Of course. You see, there is one final act of submission that every witch must go through in our coven, and as a member of the inner circle, you are privileged to complete that requirement here in the privacy of your new home,” the Grimoire Witch said as she led Demonique next to Mallison.

“While they take care of that, how about we give our man something else to watch?” Alpha sagely suggested.

“Do I have to?” Illumina asked me through gritted teeth but with a look of hope in her lavender eyes.

“I’d enjoy it, but only do it if you want to,” I said.

“Fine!” she shouted before stomping the few steps over to Alpha. “Can’t believe I’m bound to such a perverted king who forces me to do such deplorable things,” she grumbled.

“Anything for Daddy! Cherry, can I borrow your tongue?”

“Sure thing, babe. I know how much Chubby Cock loves to see us feast on each other’s pussies. Isn’t that right, baby?” Cherry cooed as if the statement was the embodiment of romance.

Just like that, Alpha’s toned body and subtle curves were all laid out for me to see. Rose followed suit, dismissing her clothing as well. The sexy little green pinup model used her vines to twist and tease her own nipples as she bent and spread her knees and lifted her feet onto the couch.

Cherry winked at me over her shoulder as she dismissed her clothing too, the glass of the coffee table distorting my view of her tight ass. As if she read my mind, she reached back and touched it before dismissing it into her transdimensional storage space. She knew me too well.

Alpha didn’t sit. Instead, she lifted one foot up onto the couch and stood at an angle as Illumina dropped her robe and knees to the ground. The two positioned themselves perfectly so I could see the redhead’s wagging tail and dripping pussy while Illumina’s mouth ravaged it.

I groaned while Arachna and Halo pulled my shirt off over my head before they planted kisses up and down my face, neck, and shoulders while they dismissed their clothing. My hands drifted down their smooth backs below their wings and legs before cupping their firm asses.

Demonique’s face matched her red irises as she looked around at all the naked debauchery. “This—uh—this is the final act of submission, huh?”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I said before Halo’s lips locked on mine for a quick but passionate kiss.

Alpha called out from the other couch. “Just remember little demon slut, everyone else in the coven who joined before tonight has already done it, so you’re the odd one out.”

“I mean—I definitely want to but…uhh…it’s just… Well, never mind,” Demonique shyly muttered, pressing her fingertips together.

Meanwhile, Mallison was finally struggling to breathe and came off my cock with a huge gasp before panting. Her hand quickly replaced her mouth, twisting as she stroked my cock. “How am I doing, sir?” she asked in a volume so low I almost couldn’t hear it above the moans. Her face and neck were red, but I couldn’t tell if it was because of embarrassment or just how breathless she was.

“Uh-huh,” I replied intelligently as I nodded with a stupid grin.

A small smile tugged at the corner of her normally emotionless face.

“What’s the matter, little Infernal Witch?” Novella asked teasingly as she ran a finger down Demonique’s horn. “Don’t you want to see what Mr. Morrison’s majestic cock tastes like? Don’t you wish to bask in the feeling of his blessing covering your body?”

Demonique gulped. “Well, I—”

Her breathing deepened as Novella stepped behind her and slid her hands forward on the petite woman’s waist before slowly tugging at the belt knot. “Surely you wish to know what it’s like for yourself? To see why we all worship at the altar of his divine dick?”

“I—I—” Demonique rubbed her thighs together, her hands cupping her cheeks as if she were trying to hide the blush. “Yesss!”

“Good girl,” Novella cooed before snapping her fingers and sending everything except for her black-rimmed glasses and her high heels into her storage. She pulled the knot of Demonique’s robe loose before pulling it off of her shoulders. The Infernal Witch let it fall to the ground.

Demonique’s body was everything I thought it would be. Her breasts looked massive on her small body, and her hips flared like Mallison’s. In fact, now that I saw them near one another, I could tell they were both around the same height if you didn’t count the horns. The biggest difference between their ivory-skinned bodies was that Demonique’s was a thicker version of the half-Asian blue-haired beauty who was currently hollowing her cheeks on my length.

“Be a good little demon slut and get on your knees for our king,” Novella purred.

“Okay…” Demonique replied as she slowly lowered herself to the ground.

Looking behind the two on their knees before me, I watched as Rose began shouting, “Daddy! Mmmm—Daddy, look! Ahh—I’m—mmmm—about to—unnggg—cum! Ah! Ahhh! Nyahh!” Her fingers gripped Cherry’s French bob tight and pulled her mouth tighter against her pussy as her body spasmed with bliss.

“She’s—Ohhh yeah! Not—Mmm—the only one! Mommy is about to—Ahh! Cum for her good boy! OH Yes! Ahh! Fffffuck!” Alpha shouted while grinding her slit against Illumina’s mouth. Her abs flexed, her knee buckled, and she almost fell, but her grip on the Moon Witch’s hair saved the day.

I looked down at Mallison, who was still diligently working on my length. She trailed loving kisses up and down my rock-hard girth as drool hung from her chin. “I love the way your huge cock tastes in my mouth, sir. I need more, please.” The intense adoration in her eyes told me she spoke the truth.

Arachna got up on her knees beside me, rubbing her small breasts and nipple rings against the side of my head while Halo did the same on the other side. I reached forward and cupped Mallison’s cheek with my hand. Her eyes glistened, and she nuzzled her cheek into my touch. It was a much stronger reaction than I’d expected from the typically emotionless woman.

“If you want to please him, then it’s time to share. Grind your pussy on his leg while this demonic horny slut sees what a cock is really like,” Novella instructed.

“Is this what you want, sir?” Mallison asked in her quiet voice.

I nodded. “Yeah, but don’t you worry because I’m not finished with you yet.”

“Yes, sir.” Mallison beamed at me, and my jaw dropped. She was already a gorgeous woman, but when she actually smiled, it was like the clouds parted on a rainy day to let the sun shine through. It was damn near breathtaking.

She slid over, and I quickly felt the wetness of her slit against my leg as she ground it against my skin. Her hands held tight to my calf and her back arched while her eyes looked at the ceiling above. Her perfectly round breasts stuck out further as she moaned.

Demonique cautiously crawled between my legs, as if it was a trap and my penis was the bait. She stared at my length as she gingerly gripped my base with all ten fingertips. Her impressive chest heaved while she leaned in at an agonizingly slow pace. Her black lips were only inches away as her black eyes crossed.

They uncrossed as she stared at me. Never had I seen such vulnerability on her stunning, demonic face. Demonique’s eyes never left mine as she stuck out her tongue and gave my frenulum a tentative lick. My penis bounced with joy from the sudden attention, and she flinched. Then she licked it again. “Oooohhh ffffuuuuck,” she whined. “It tastes so good, but it’s so fucking fat that it can’t be healthy for my diet…”

I was about to tell her how rude that was, but her lips joined her tongue as she alternated between kisses and licks. While I let her get acquainted, I watched the other girls switching positions. Alpha’s tail wagged as she grinned at me. “Do you want to watch mommy eat this fucking pussy for you? Would that make my good boy happy?”

“Her tongue could never be as good as yours, my King, but I will gladly let her bring me to climax for your pleasure. Such is my curse,” Illumina said.

Cherry took Rose’s spot on the couch. “Oh, fuck yes, baby. I want this dirty little Flower Witch to suck on my clit and make me cream all over her face while I watch that evil slut on her knees where she belongs sucking your cock.”

“I’m gonna make her cum so freakin’ hard for you, Daddy! She’s going to scream and beg all for you!” Rose said before her vines snaked up Cherry’s body and started tugging on her nipple studs. Another set swirled together and thickened before pushing into my raven-haired lover’s pussy. Then Rose leaned in and planted warm, wet kisses on her clit.

Cherry cried out in immediate bliss. “Fffuck, baby! Mmmm—I’m imagining it’s your big—ohhh—chubby cock inside me right ffffucking now! God! Ahh! I need you so bad, baby!”

That made my dick throb so hard that the muscles contracted and unexpectedly jerked and slapped Demonique in the face on its way back down. “Hey!” she said to my penis. “I’m trying my best. There’s no need to be so fucking rude.”

“Does the infernal whore need some help learning how to properly suck Mr. Morrison’s cock?” Novella asked as she dropped to her knees beside Demonique.

Demonique furrowed her brows at the blonde but nodded. She whispered in the blonde’s ear, but I picked up what she was saying thanks to my enhanced senses. “Don’t tell, Logan, but this is the first time I’ve even touched a penis.”

I almost laughed because of how obvious that already was. Instead, I opted to spare her any embarrassment and kept quiet. Besides, I was too turned on by the educational session that was only just beginning and didn’t want to ruin it.

“Your secret is safe with me,” she assured her. “First, you want to use both your hands and your mouth. Let’s start with the hands. You need to make sure his majestic penis is properly lubricated. Mallison did a great job of that for you, but it’s starting to dry, so go ahead and spit on it,” Novella explained.

“Spit on it? Are you sure?”

“Very sure. Now be a good girl and spit on that fat fucking cock,” she said while giving me a quick wink. Demonique let a little spit fall from her mouth to my tip. Novella shook her head. “Tsk tsk. No. That just won’t do. Do it like this.” The blonde spat a large amount of saliva onto my shaft, and Demonique did the same. “Good, now get a good grip on it and start stroking your hands up and down. Start a little loose while you spread it all out, then tighten it… good girl! Now twist your wrists in opposite directions while you go up and down some more.”

I groaned in pleasure as she proved to be a fast learner. Demonique giggled. “He likes it! Holy shit! I’m jerking a penis!” she said excitedly. “What about my mouth? I don’t know how much of that fucking monster will fit inside.”

“Eventually, you’ll fit the entire thing down your throat, but one step at a time. Not everyone can be a natural like Mallison over there. For now, focus on the head. Wrap your lips around it, creating a tight seal with those luscious black lips of yours, and suck on it like it’s a popsicle melting in your mouth. You’re doing so well. Be creative with your tongue. Swirl it around the head, lick the spot on the bottom just below the tip, and bob your head up and down.”

Her innocently wicked eyes stared up at me, seeking my approval, and when I let out a loud moan, she giggled with her mouth full. “Hehehe—Mmmm.”

Her giggles turned into a moan when Novella slid a hand between her thighs and began circling her pearl with her fingers. The blonde kissed Demonique on the cheek. “See, Mr. Morrison likes it. Good girls that do what our King likes get rewarded.”

“HHHMMmmm!” Demonique cried out her agreement as she continued sucking on the head of my dick while stroking the rest of my shaft.

Halo and Arachna started fingering themselves while they continued to rub their bodies against me while kissing any part of me they could. Cherry was letting out incoherent cries of bliss and Illumina was repeatedly moaning, “My King! Myyy kinnng! Ahh!”

Demonique popped off of my cock. “Should I go deeper?”

Novella bit her earlobe. “Do you have a gag reflex?”

The Infernal Witch shook her head. “No.”

“Do you think that a dirty little demonic slut like you deserves to be punished by our king for all the trouble you caused him?”

The horned witch’s lips jutted out into a pout, and she nodded. “Y—yes.”

“That’s a good answer. I remember Mr. Morrison telling me how you said something about him thinking of what he could use those lovely horns of yours for.”

Demonique gulped. “I mean, I don’t exactly recall what I said at the time.”

“Open wide, and let Mr. Morrison punish that mouth of yours properly for all the times you used it to insult him,” Novella said, as she gripped the back of Demonique’s short black hair and pushed her head down to my dick.

The Infernal Witch did as she was told and opened wide. I grinned as I grabbed hold of both her shiny, curved horns. Her eyes were almost as wide as her mouth as I pulled her head down and thrust into her tight throat. I held her until she tapped my leg, then let her up for air. “Holy shit! I can’t believe it fits!”

“That’s not the last time you’ll say that,” Novella quipped. This time, try to breathe through your nose when you can. That was only the trial. Now your punishment begins.”

I gave her the most predatory grin I could as I pulled her back in and buried my girth down her throat again. This time I pushed and pulled on her horns, using her head like a sex toy.

Cherry cried out, her back arched, but her crimson-glowing eyes remained fixed on me. Her mouth hung open, with her fangs sticking out. “Fffucking! Ahhh! I’m cumming for you cinnamon roll! Ahhh!”

I felt my cock pulse in excitement as Cherry came, and I doubled my pace on Demonique’s face, slamming her mouth down to my pelvis over and over again. Novella cooed into her ear as she began rubbing the Infernal Witch’s pussy again. “There you go. That’s a good girl. You’re taking your punishment so well! I’ll make you cum while he uses your face like a slutty little fuck toy.”

Demonique tried to moan in pleasure, but my cock was jackhammering her mouth so hard that nothing but lewd noises came out. “Glk! Glk! Glk!”

Mallison started begging me as she continued to use my leg to pleasure herself. “Please, sir! I—I need you inside of me! You’re everything to me! I can’t go another day without your cum filling me up!”

Demonique’s eyes crossed as her body spasmed while I used her face. She finally got a moan out when I pulled her off of my dick. “Ahhh! Holy Goddess Ohhh! Nnnggg—fffffuuuuckk! My sweeeet—Ahh! Pickle pie!”

“Definitely fucking not,” I said quickly before beckoning Mallison with a finger. “Climb up here and ride my fucking dick. Demonique is going to get her last punishment. She’s going to watch as I cum inside every one of you, except for her. She’ll have to wait and show that she deserves that privilege.”

“Whhaaaa? AHHHH!” Demonique tried to fuss about it, but Novella was making her cum too hard to complain.

“Yes, sir!” Mallison said louder than I’d ever heard her before. She wasted no time ignoring the horned witch and straddling my lap. Then she paused, looking down and away. “I apologize for accidentally sucking your cock without your permission.”

I pulled her head down into a kiss. “You always have permission to suck my cock. That was the greatest accident of my week.”

She grinned. “May I intentionally put your penis inside of me, sir?”

“Yes. Yes, you most certainly may. As for the rest of you, here’s what I want. Arachna, you stay where you are. I want you four to lie on the floor where I can see you in sixty-nine positions. Swap partners this time. You took turns before. Now I want to see how well you work together. Try to make each other cum at the same time. Novella, I want you lying down with your head next to me. Demonique, you snuggle up between her legs and use your tongue to thank Novella for the work she did with her wonderful fingers. If you’re a good girl, then Halo will use her fingers or tongue to reward you for it. Just keep your ass high enough in the air so she has access past the arm of the couch.”

“Jesus Christ, Daddy! You’re a freakin’ logistical genius!”

The women got into position while I ran my hand along the smooth curves of Mallison’s body. I cupped her large breast and massaged it before pinching and pulling her nipple. She lifted her hips, guiding the tip of my manhood to her sopping-wet entrance. She was so wet that as she settled onto me, her pussy made a loud, lewd squelch. “It’s so thick! So deep! Unnggg—nyah!”

Her body was so small that I could make out the protruding outline of my girth inside of her. She reached down, examining it, before rubbing her hand up and down it. The pressure changed everywhere her hand was, and I groaned.

Arachna pulled my free hand between her legs, my fingers brushing against her pierced labia. “Please, Master. Finger my slutty little spider pussy while you fuck her. Please! I’ll be so fucking good for you, Master. I promise!”

I, Logan Morrison, am a good man with a good heart who cherishes those close to him. It is my solemn duty to bring them joy and make them feel loved and valued. So, when a woman I love begs me to finger their slutty little spider pussy, then by the gods above and below, I will finger the fuck out of that slutty little spider pussy.

I hooked two fingers inside of her honeypot and thrust them in and out, eliciting glorious sounds of ecstasy from my sexy goth girl. “Ffffffffuck! Massssster! Ahhh! Your fingers feel so—Nnnggghh—good! Ahhh!”

My other hand cupped Novella’s cheek as she looked up at me with adoring eyes while Halo quietly whispered tips for the best way to eat pussy. Judging by the sweet sounds the Infernal Witch was eliciting from my blonde lover, she was doing a wonderful job. “Mmmm—Mr. Mmmorrison, please! Ahh! Fffuck! Yes! Yes! I—nnnngghhh—need something to suck on! Mmm! Please!”

Truly, more elegant words had never been spoken. I slipped my thumb into her mouth at the same time Mallison lifted again and slipped back down on my shaft. Novella sucked on my thumb while Mallison’s huge breasts bounced with every slap of her ass against my thighs.

After the insane blowjobs, and the slick velvety walls of my blue-haired beauty’s pussy clinging to my dick as it stroked me, I knew I wouldn’t last long.

All four women on the floor were shaking and shouting muffled screams into one another’s cores as they drenched each other’s faces with their girl cum.

“Mmmmaaaassssttteerrr! NYAaaah! You’re making me cum too sooooon! Ohh, fuck! Aaaahhh!” Arachna screamed as her breasts trembled against my face while she made a mess of my hand.

“Please, sir! Please, may I cum—Mmmm! Nnnngh—I—Aahh! Want you to cum with me! I need all your—Oooh yes! Yes! Yes!” Mallison begged while she forced her small body down harder and faster. She pressed one hand against the bulge in her pelvis, adding even more pressure to her already insanely tight pussy walls that were gripping me like a vice.

“Doit!” Novella screamed around my thumb. “Fuhing-cu-inher!”

I would have laughed if my cock wasn’t already completing the final preparations for launch. Mallison leaned forward, putting her hands on my chest and stared deep into my eyes. “Sir! I need it! Ahhh! I’m cuumm—Mmm—Ahhh! Cum—ohhh—in my womb! Please, sir! I want it! Nyaahhh! I need it! I— AAAAHHH!”

This was it, the point of no return. Every time she plowed my cock into her pussy, another massive spurt of my hot seed filled her womb. Her body was so tiny that it was leaking out almost instantly.

Mallison’s head fell against my chest as she panted—sending puffs of warm air across my skin. Cherry and Rose stood on either side of us, caressing our bodies wherever possible. Alpha and Illumina grabbed Dominique's hands and helped her lie on the floor with her head next to the edge of the couch between my legs. Halo took her place between Demonique’s thighs again and redoubled her tongue’s efforts.

I wasn’t sure what they were doing as they pulled Mallison by the hips until her feet touched the ground at the edge of the couch. “It’s time for you to be baptized by our king’s seed,” Illumina said as I leaned forward, finally catching onto what was happening.

Looking down, I watched as my cum continued to leak out of the petite woman’s pussy, our juices falling onto Demonique’s face and into her mouth. The Infernal Witch moaned in orgasmic bliss as she came all over Halo’s tongue. “Yes! Yes! It’s so—Ahhh! Warm! Ooohh! It tastes so ffffucking— Ngggghhh—good! I—I—I—I’m cumming! Aaaaahhh!”

The sight of Demonique’s face coated with a massive amount of both my and Mallison’s cum ensured that my erection remained firm and true. “Alright ladies. Next, the rest of you line up with your asses in the air. Mallison, you and Demonique will go ahead of me, one using your fingers, the other using your mouth. You’ll get the rest of the girls ready for me.” I cracked my neck. “I’m going to sleep well tonight.”


Chapter 22


Thank You for Your Attention

The first time I took over a coven with over one hundred witches was the New Moon Coven. It had taken two weeks for every connection to shore up and for my magical well to grow and have time for its foundations to solidify. This time, it was a bit different. The Circle of the Trinity, Fae Woods, Night Grove, and Radiant Heart Coven had roughly two hundred members combined. Then, when adding on the Salem Coven, that put an additional one hundred plus—meaning I added over three hundred new witches to our coven in a single day.

This put us at roughly four hundred and fifty witches, which technically made us just shy of a super coven, and the third largest coven in the nation behind the Devil’s Coast Coven with over five hundred witches in California and the Big Apple Coven with over six hundred witches in New York.

If I tried to take over a super coven instead of the New Moon coven first, then I may have crippled myself, or at least my potential. However, now I had enough witches under my control that I could manage it–as long as my foundations were good to go, that is. In fact, I was powerful enough that I could take over bigger covens than New Moon and Salem had been while requiring less recovery time since they wouldn’t add as much power, percentage-wise, as they used to. Regardless, I had to lie low and let the massive gains settle into place before I entertained any thoughts of further growth.

So that’s just what we did. Since I more than doubled my power this time, it took a lot longer for the well to firm up. It took six weeks before I was feeling ready to go. Of course, after that, I spent another week just to be safe before I tested out Demonique’s form. It turned out to be quite the handful to tame and control, so I decided not to try out Mallison’s yet. There was no sense in rushing it.

One morning, I decided to make waffles for breakfast again since I was awake before Halo. When she came down stairs and caught me in the act she cried tears of joy before bull rushing me and pinning me against the counter. My pigtailed blonde then proceeded to drop to her knees, pull out my cock and gulp it down in one go, all while still happily crying her eyes out.

It was beyond strange, but she was so enthusiastic about it that I worried I was developing a new kink. I remember thinking how fucking hot it was as I finished in her mouth and all over her face. That was until I smelled something burning. I was so worried about the waffles that I didn’t realize my shirt had caught fire as it rested against the hot waffle iron for too long. That was the moment I learned what my second new boon was.

Thanks to Demonique being a part of the inner circle, I was completely resistant to fire and heat. I’m sure some might wonder about that, considering I tanked an infernal blast from a Fire Witch when taking over the regional covens.

The truth is, that shit stung like crazy, and it was only thanks to the fact that the fire was a magical flame, rather than actual fire, that I survived and kept my hair. If someone had been smart enough to bring out a flame thrower against me, that would have done more damage. I would have still survived thanks to my body’s natural healing and resistance, but it would have sucked something awful. Fortunately, that didn’t matter anymore because I was immune to all fire—magical and mundane.

Mallison’s gift, like her personality, was a tough nut to crack. Our best guess was that it made my use of magic more efficient. However, it wasn’t until I felt safe to have Mother inspect me while I tested all my forms again that we learned that was the case. Her boon allowed my transformations to drain less of my power, and when I was in the form of the Philosopher, it let me cast spells more often and reduced the cooldowns. Every aspect of my magic felt smoother somehow, and my transformations were quicker. It was almost like they were clunky before, and I never knew until now.

My blue-haired beauty didn’t talk much. I knew she would blend into the background easily, but I hadn’t realized just how much. She was so quiet that it was easy to forget she was there. Anytime I asked her questions, it was just like the interview. She showed little to no emotion. I think I gained more knowledge about her because of her blushes than I did her words. It was clear that she adored me. However, I couldn’t get her to talk much except during sex.

That, in itself, was an extraordinary topic. She and I never had to schedule or plan a time to have sex. It always just happened. And by that, I mean my dick started getting hard every time I felt Halo’s gift of luck swell inside me. Whether it was through a trip, walking around the corner and bumping into each other, or any other number of crazy and impossible events, my dick found itself in her mouth, pussy, or ass at the most unexpected moments.

The last time it happened, I walked into the front door and saw the door to the refrigerator left open. I had grumbled about food going bad as I hurried over to close the door. At some point, my zipper had fallen and when my hand reached the door and Halo’s luck swelled inside me, my cock instantly got hard and burst from my pants. At the same time, I was turning to look in the fridge and investigate why it was open or if anything had gone bad and needed to be thrown out. I hadn’t seen Mallison’s small body bent over in front of it. Her robe was pulled up, exposing her ass, and my cock slid into her tight center.

When she looked over her shoulder at me, I finally saw that she had been trying to use the bottom fabric of her robe to get a better grip to open a jar. Clearly, she was having trouble. Being a true gentleman, I helped her open the jar—right after I fucked her as her head lay on the shelf next to the milk.

During my time off, I didn’t slouch around and fuck all day every day, though; I did a lot of that—except with Demonique. She kept saying, “You’re not ready for this pussy! I’m way too much of a freak for you. I’d ruin you for everyone else, so I’m going to let you enjoy them longer before you’re spoiled rotten by my gooey insides.” However, I could tell she just wasn’t ready to go all the way yet, though she had grown fond of me using her horns for other things.

When I wasn’t spending time with my ladies, I was studying. Thanks to Novella’s gift, I learned the entire ancient language in a few days. I didn’t need to speak it, but it allowed me to read various tomes and grimoires that held vital information. If I wasn’t studying to learn more, I was spending time with Mother Dearest.

Her only request for me to pick her brain about things and act as my mentor was a roll in the sheets—something I was already more than happy to give the incredibly hot MILF.

On one such occasion, I spoke with her and dove deeper into her knowledge of all things magic after diving deeper into her… Well. You know. I wanted to learn more, or at least theorize about why my body was far less affected by magic that wasn’t my own, or from members of my coven. Ultimately, it all boiled down to the magical core.

She had said, “Magical cores are naturally resistant to all outside magic unless there is already a connection of either blood or contract that binds them. As you know, Darling, a witch’s core is near our stomachs. It’s just below the sternum. The bigger the core, the stronger the witch. You, however, have practically become a magical core. Suffice it to say that while your body isn’t made of magic, it’s connected to every part of you. So your entire body would be resistant to magic. You’re not invincible, but you are going to be insanely hard to kill.”

Her theory made sense to me. I was also pretty confident that magic affected aging as well, but I saved that topic for another day. It led to many possibilities that I wasn’t ready to think about yet.

During my recovery time, the inner circle worked hard with the leaders of the other four covens to bring every new member in line and ensure they knew what happened. Other than that, Alpha and Novella worked together to prepare for our next coven meeting, which was today.

Speaking of my blonde and redhead lovers, the two of them still failed to determine a winner for their ongoing competition. Against all odds, they seemed to tie in every game they’d tried so far. At this point, I wasn’t sure if I should be impressed, or concerned by it. Regardless, the two remained determined to find a victor, refusing to let it end in a draw.

I wondered if I’d be able to see Squeaks out in the crowd. She was absent from my life ever since our first kiss when she joined us, but the girls kept me updated on her progress. She had been hard at work, taking on every mission or job she could and knocking them out of the park. The Mouse Witch was definitely setting herself apart from the rest, and I was confident that when the time came, no one would be even a little surprised by her joining the inner circle.

During planning, I expressed my disbelief that I could both complete the meeting and make over four hundred witches cum in a single day, and the ladies reluctantly agreed with me. Instead, I would have a couple of days to make it happen. Honestly, the plan still seemed like it wouldn’t work in the long term.

If the spirit of Theonitis was telling the truth about the prophecy of the Inevitable Coven King, then one day every witch on earth would be a member of my coven. That was millions of witches, and I was only one man, after all. Not to mention that the vast majority of our coven was all virgins. That was a lot of pressure to perform when I wanted to make sure they all thoroughly enjoyed it. In time, I might need to require Mother to join the inner circle because I had a feeling that her form might make the impossible possible.

We picked a new venue that could accommodate a crowd this large. Rather than meet in the campgrounds, we opted to go to Sinner’s Field. That location would work for the foreseeable future since it had the potential to seat thousands if the construction was finished. In fact, I had Novella put together a small administrative team to help her handle her workload, and one of their first tasks was to find out how we could purchase the stadium and complete it, all while finding a legal way to explain why it’s still not in use.

I had more plans for the day than just the huge coven meeting. However, I kept those close to my chest for now. My ladies would find out at the same time everyone else did. It wasn’t because I felt like I couldn’t tell them or anything, but they had enough on their minds with orchestrating such a huge gathering already. There wasn’t a need to add additional stress on top of that.

I groaned as Illumina swallowed the last of my cum. “Fuck, you’re amazing at that.”

She stood and slapped my chest with a blush and a scowl before using a spell to clean off her face and mouth. “I would never do it if you didn’t make me all the time.”

Laughing, I grabbed her hips and pulled her against me. “As I recall, you came in here all on your own. I’d be happy to return the favor if you want.”

The white-haired witch frowned, but the red in her cheeks grew brighter. “You’re a fool. A handsome, wonderful fool.” She mashed her lips against mine and we shared a heated kiss. Eventually, she broke it off. “I didn’t want you to be stressed out in front of all those women today. I’ll be fine until this evening. It is as my King demands.”

“It’s totally not how I demand, but alright. Hey, before we head out, I want to ask you something.”

Her scowl faded to curiosity. “What is it, my King? I will do anything for you, you know this.”

Smiling, I kissed her again. “I know. I want you to let me take you out on a date sometime.”

Her eyes went wide, and she gulped, placing her hand on my chest. “Like, a proper date? To a restaurant in a public place?”

I shrugged. “To wherever you’d want to go.”

Illumina’s lavender eyes looked down and away from me and she nibbled on a finger as she thought. After a few moments, she looked up at me, her expression vulnerable. “I’ll say yes on one condition.”

Cocking my head, I asked, “What’s that?”

She looked down and then back up at me. “Finally, pay the token debt you owe me?”

Frowning, I furrowed my brow. “Which token?”

Her scowl returned, and she slapped me on the chest again. “You know which token!” she lowered the volume of her voice as if someone might hear, despite us being alone in the bathroom. “The one where you, you know, force me in public?”

My brows shot up and my mouth made an ‘O’. “That token…” I considered it for a few seconds. “If you pick a place where we won’t get in trouble for it, then sure. I can agree with that.”

She beamed at me and we kissed before she pulled back sharply and regained her composure. “If that is all you require of me, my King, then I’ll be off.”

I watched her go as she sashayed her hips for me while she walked out the door. Then I summoned clothes from my transdimensional storage, checked my hair in the mirror, and laughed when I thought about whether they would eventually try to make me wear a fucking crown for these events.
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My inner circle and I stood in the short grass at the center of Sinner’s Field. We warded the area surrounding the stadium for privacy and repaired the field to pristine condition. Every coven sat together on the South side of the stadium. Above us, floating in the air, was a magical jumbotron, giving all the witches a close-up view of the core inner circle. Magical amplification boosted the sound of our voices throughout the stadium, while magical clones walked up and down the aisles with drinks and snacks on hawking trays.

I held both arms out wide and smiled at everyone in attendance. “Welcome to the monthly coven meeting!”

More than half of the audience clapped and everyone who was at the last monthly meeting screamed and cheered. Shouts of, “I fucking love you, Coven King!” and “I’ll do anything for you, Coven King!” and even a few “Give me that divine massive cock, Coven King!” came from the crowd. Many of the newer witches looked on with confusion and a few with scowls.

Once the crowd died down, Alpha stepped forward next to me with her hands clasped behind her back and her ears standing tall. “We appreciate you all being here today. First, I’m going to start off by reiterating that we are all lying low for a while. The Cali super coven has been trying to harass us, and we’re still hoping that they won’t force our king to dominate them. We’ll continue to keep you up to date on the developments and how you might help going forward. Second, we have a lot of new sisters who joined us recently. So far, we’ve heard nothing but positive feedback from their leaders regarding policy changes. I think it’s safe to say that you’re all enjoying the lack of uniform requirements?”

Several people cheered and there was light clapping all over, but Alpha put up a hand to quiet them down. “However, we’ve heard some feedback that some of you don’t understand why you should respect our king.”

Nearly hundreds of gasps came from the crowd.

Alpha continued. “No, we won’t punish any of you for that opinion. Most of you are new and have only seen some of what he can do. Others haven’t seen what he’s capable of and probably don’t believe the stories. So, we’ll start today by letting you all see our king’s two newest forms. After that, we’ll cover a few changes in our structure going forward, and then we’ll have a couple of surprises for everyone. Logan, they are all yours.”

I grinned at the phrasing choice. Without a word, I summoned a Moon Token to my hand and began the transformation. I quickly dismissed my clothing to my transdimensional storage as my body shrunk. White fur sprouted all over me and my ears shifted, growing atop my head. My hands became tiny paws while my eyes turned red. Within a few seconds, I stood on all fours in the small, adorable rabbit form of the Cairbrannog.

The crowd let out a collective sigh of adoration. “Awww!”

“Jesus Christ, he’s so freakin’ cuuuuute!” Rose gushed with her hands cupping her cheeks while she bent over at the waist. Then I took off in a full sprint around the field. Chunks of grass and dirt flew into the air behind me as I circled the field three times in a matter of seconds.

As I was circling the field, the girls used their magic to summon a three inch thick solid steel bar that rose up out of the ground. A few feet behind it they created a four inch thick concrete wall. I came off the wall and sprinted toward them before jumping. In one smooth motion my jaws opened wider than should be possible for my small frame, and I snapped the steel bar in half. Without losing momentum, I crashed into the wall, bursting through it and sending shards of stone, dust, and debris everywhere.

After circling back around one last time and leaping through the air, I skidded to a stop back where I started, leaving a trail of torn-up ground in my wake. I shook the dust from my tiny body before I released the magic and regrew to my normal height while replacing my clothes.

“Cute, right? How about something with a little more power?” I threw my arms in the air, hoping to generate more excitement. “Are you ready?!”

The crowd clapped and cheered, many rising to their feet. Some were clearly impressed, but still looked on skeptically. I summoned an Infernal Token to my hand. To avoid the possibility of struggling with a deadly personality again, I dominated this form while testing it with Mother. I checked to my left and right to ensure the girls had moved far enough away. Receiving nods of confirmation, I activated the token’s magic to trigger my transformation.

I learned the hard way to store my clothing instantly when activating it because my entire body burst into flames. While I maintained a humanoid form, my body grew and my muscles expanded until I was twenty feet tall. My eyes turned into a black charcoal and large jagged horns extended from my head. The flames that curled off of my body obscured the features of my face.

Witches started casting cooling spells and conjuring ice, doing anything they could to combat the rising heat as they broke out into a sweat. Holding both arms straight up with my palms facing the sky, I shot two streams of infernal flame into the air and laughed in my deep, booming, gravelly voice as I took on the form of the Ifrit.

This form took more magic than the others, but I had plenty of power to use it for a while if I needed to. Regardless, I planned on restricting how often I used it purely because of how destructive it was to my surroundings.

Letting the magic go, I transformed back into my normal body and timed my clothing summons just right to maintain my modesty. Unlike before, this time, the entire crowd erupted into cheers. I smiled and waved as I waited for their cheers to die down.

I held up my hand, asking for silence. Once they calmed down, I extended the same offer that we had the last time we had a coven meeting. However, this one only extended to the new members. “This is the one and only time that you’ll be given this offer, so listen up. Any members of the Salem, Night Grove, Circle of the Trinity, Fae Woods, Radiant Heart Covens, this is your one chance to leave. If you choose to take it, I will sever our connection and you can go freely with no worry or fear of reprisal. There won’t be any hard feelings.”

To my surprise, one person stood and walked down to the edge of the stands—Tilla. She called out to me. “Do you mean it?”

With every ounce of seriousness I could muster, I replied, “I do. You’ve seen how powerful my command is. All it takes is a few words from me and you’re free to go. Is that what you want?”

Everyone’s eyes were on the short-haired blonde. She stared at me for several seconds before finally shaking her head. “No. No, that’s not what I want. I just had to be sure you weren’t trying to blow smoke up my ass.”

I smiled. “That’s not really one of my kinks.”

She blushed as the crowd giggled as she returned to her seat.

Silently, I was happy that she didn’t go. I would have been sad to see any of the witches leave. However, at least I would have understood if that’s what she had chosen after I stripped her of her position. “Alpha, the floor is yours.”

Taking a step back, I allowed my red-headed, natural-born leader to take center stage. “We’re going to cover a few structural changes now. From here on out, we are all the Rising Star Coven. Novella, please explain to them what exactly that means.”

Novella, dressed to impress as the professional she was, joined Alpha on the stage. She adjusted her glasses and glanced down at her tablet. “Of course. It’s as Alpha said, we are no longer several covens under one banner, instead, we are one large coven now. Please hold your questions for the moment.

“If you were in the inner circles of those covens, we are renaming your positions to be called the middle circle. This does not mean that your position is any less important. It is simply a way for us to distinguish the difference between Mr. Morrison’s direct inner circle and the other inner circles. Each former coven leader will still be responsible for the middle circle members below them.

“From now on, the former covens will be known as factions of the Rising Star Coven. Your coven names will serve as the name for each faction. All the nitty-gritty details have already been sent to the various coven leaders. They will go over it with you more in-depth.

“We are entering a new era, ladies. We are all here for one another. Every witch here is your sister now. That’s all I have for the boring stuff, so I’ll pass you all over to Illumina.”

The crowd murmured to one another, no doubt sharing all kinds of questions.

Illumina offered a proud nod to the blonde administrator. “I am bringing you some good news and some bad news. The bad news is that our king will not be making love to all of you tonight.”

The crowd cried out in anger as fists flew in the air. Before anyone could start throwing trash on the field, I shouted, “Quiet!” The crowd went silent.

“Ahem,” Illumina continued. “Now for the good news. You should have all just received an itinerary for the next two days in your emails. Our Coven King will make a trip to each faction's mansion and fuck each and every one of you before baptizing you with his holy seed!”

The angry faces were gone in an instant, replaced by joy and jubilation. Honestly, I never thought that less than five hundred witches could be so loud. Their cheers seemed endless, and a few were crying tears of joy, so Illumina didn’t bother introducing Cherry and Rose. Rose sipped from her water bottle and Cherry tongued a fang as they waited patiently for the crowd to go silent again.

Once they did, Cherry said, “Good evening, ladies!” She winked, and I heard several women cheering in admiration. “I’d like to direct all your attention to the screen above. Right about now, you should see a large QR code. Pull out your phone and scan it. This code is going to give you lifetime access to Cherry TV!”

The crowd went wild again, but before they could go too crazy, Rose shouted, “Wait! That’s not all!”

Everyone quickly hushed.

“Jesus Christ, you are all so loud,” Rose said, twisting her pinky in her ear while dismissing her water bottle. “AHEM! As I was saying! That’s not all! On your way out of the stadium today, we’ll be passing out life-sized Logan body pillows and the Cherry TV dildos! Every dildo is a perfect replica of Logan’s enormous cock! Trust me, I’ve tested these myself. They feel, smell, and taste exactly like our Coven King’s glorious dick! Not only that, but it syncs with his thrusts in live streams and VODs, so you can be virtually fucked by him any time you want!”

Women were screaming as phones were out, scanning the code from the big screen. As they settled down, Cherry had one last announcement. “In a few days, we’ll announce another special feature live on Cherry TV. Check your notifications because we’ll send out a reminder before the live stream begins. Trust me, you will not want to miss it. And finally, every month, we’ll select twenty lucky ladies to appear on Cherry TV! During those guest spots, you’re guaranteed to feel Logan’s chubby cock filling you up in any hole you want!”

The women were screaming and crying while reaching their hands out, wishing they could touch me like I was a rock star. But the sun was going down over the city, and darkness would be upon us soon, and I had one last important topic to bring to our covens tonight. I held up a hand and everyone stopped screaming, though the sobs of joy continued. “Since this meeting is about over, I want to thank everyone for coming! I’m going to head out. If you need me, I’ll be walking down a few dark alleys.”

Alpha hurried next to me. “Can you clarify that for everyone? That sounds pretty fucking ominous.”

I nodded and addressed the crowd. “The Devil’s Coast Coven won’t make a move on me unless I’m alone.”

“Good!” Arachna shouted, her emotions overcoming her nerves. She blushed and fidgeted. “Just—stay with us all the time.”

I shook my head. “No, eventually they’ll change their minds. Rather than let them surprise me, I want them to attack on my terms. When they do, I’ll make sure they regret it.” A few minutes later, the meeting came to a close, and I hugged and kissed all my ladies before summoning the Tele-Port to my hand.


Chapter 23


A Walk in the Dark

As the sun set over the edge of the world, I walked down the streets of Fresco City alone. It was rare that I ever had a moment alone, let alone several of them at once. My mind drifted as I thought back to how I got where I was.

I spent my entire life alone, growing up as an orphan. The day had come when I thought I was finally making something of myself after spending a lifetime on the streets, barely avoiding police and prison. Every day was hard, but that hard work was leading me somewhere better.

Then it was all taken from me after one night of incredible sex with Cherry Cola. When I woke up tied to that bed, I had two choices. One, I could lie down and accept a life of being pampered as a slave and a pet while fucking gorgeous witches as they used me any way they saw fit. Or I could risk it all and accept the possibility of my death to fight for a better deal.

From where I stood now, it was obvious to me that I made the right call. As the girls and I grew closer together, I found something that I’d never had before—a family. It was because of my love for them I realized I wasn’t scared of when I might have children anymore, and now I had three on the way.

Despite my attempts to live peacefully with my new family, witches wouldn’t stop fucking with me and forcing me to grow stronger and take over their covens. All of my immense power stemmed purely from the need to protect the people I love. Talk about the ultimate Stockholm Syndrome. I chuckled at the thought.

Here I was with another coven trying to come for me. I didn’t know what they were planning, but I hoped they weren’t about to earn their third strike. I made it pretty clear to Tess and Tessa that all my family and I wanted was to be left alone and to live in peace. It looked like that wouldn’t happen anytime soon, though.

However, to be honest, even though I didn’t seek the power, a part of me was addicted to it. I enjoyed the combat I found myself in and the rush that came with it. That part of me hoped the Cali coven was going to try something stupid.
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The night was feeling like a bust after another half hour had passed. I put my phone back into my storage after sending the group chat a quick text to let them know nothing happened yet as I turned down another alley—my fifteenth one this evening.

Raindrops began falling from the sky in a light drizzle. It was a reprieve from the heat of the day that still lingered. The pale, weak glow of the streetlights shone into the narrow passage, while the cracked asphalt seemed to absorb what little light there was.

Bags and cans of trash silhouetted along the walls, the occasional rat disturbing their contents before scurrying away. I scrunched my nose from the stench of garbage that lingered in the air as the sound of cars passing in the distance occasionally broke the silence.

When I made it about halfway down, I stopped, feeling the magic growing thick in the air. A moment later, portals opened up around me—one in front, behind, and another on the fire escape overhead. Sixteen beautiful witches wearing pink Cali robes rushed out of the portals. Four summons and a greater familiar joined them.

A quick glance behind me to my left made me immediately revert my gaze. I already knew what my top priority was. The creature was a massive serpent, its scaly skin reflecting what little light there was with a metallic sheen as the rain fell upon it. However, it wasn’t just any snake, but a basilisk with the potential to paralyze or kill me with a single gaze. Even though my body is highly resistant to magic, I didn’t feel like testing that theory against it.

Behind and to my right was a giant scorpion with large, powerful pincers and a bulbous, venomous stinger at the end of its tail. Its chitinous exoskeleton was a deep brown with a subtle gleam. The monster’s black eyes held a glimmer of cold, calculating intelligence as it shuffled on its eight legs.

In front of me on my left was a mismatched blend of various animals mashed together in one disgusting form. The Chimera was a fire-breathing lion with a goat’s head protruding from its back along with a pair of dragon wings. Fortunately, the furry monstrosity’s tail lacked the snake head that was occasionally said to be present. The goat head let out a rather human scream.

I frowned and checked the monster in front of me to my right. The face of a creepy man with a much too wide smile stared back at me. The head was on a lion’s body with a dragon’s tail. A creepy laugh came from the head, and it was the most strange and awkward laugh I’d ever heard.

Straight ahead of me was a nine-foot-tall Minotaur. His body looked like something straight out of the world’s strongest man competition. He wore a large animal skin loincloth and had a hairy chest. The large snout on his horned bovine head had a bullring, and a large cow tail flicking behind him. In his right hand was a massive war axe.

I shook my head in disappointment, though my heart pounded as adrenaline pumped through my veins. Putting up my hands, not in a sign of surrender, but one of asking for patience, I said, “I warned you that coming after me or my family again would be strike three. Before you attack, you need to think about this very hard. I knew you were looking for me, and I came out here on my own just to draw you out. If I’m that confident, how sure are you that this is going to go your way? This is your last chance. My family and I just want to live our lives peacefully. But I will protect them. Don’t make me hurt you.”

Several of the Cali witches frowned, clearly confused. I must not have been what they were expecting. I stood there as the rain intensified from a sprinkle to a shower. One of the four standing above me on the fire escape shouted, “Liar! You totally want to kill the witches who refuse to follow you. The rest you take as sex slaves or use for your own amusement!”

The voice was familiar, and I knew who it was before I even looked up–Tess, from the night club. “Who told you that?! Your first group of assassins? Did they tell you that before or after I let them live? Or did you come to that conclusion on your own when I left your night club peacefully and didn’t enslave you when I easily could have?” I asked with a quirked brow.

She sneered down at me, obviously peeved that basic logic contradicted what she believed. “Attack!”

I was moving before she even finished the word. Lunging to my left, I grabbed a half-full trash can with one hand and pivoted to my left. It took effort, but I forced myself to only see the basilisk’s head in my peripheral vision so I wouldn’t look into its eyes. Darting forward, it hissed and struck out at me, but I shifted the metal trash can into its path, forcing its head inside. Once it was in, I crushed the can’s opening around its neck, blinding it in the process.

The scuttling sound of the giant scorpion was right behind me. As the scorpion’s huge pincers came at me in a lightning-fast attempt to slice me in two from behind, I spun—it was just in time too because I kept my strong two-handed grip on the basilisk, putting its neck in the path of danger. The pincers clamped down, easily sheering the serpent’s neck from its body and turning the summoned beast into a cloud of smoke.

I did a one-eighty and ran toward the wall as the massive arachnid moved in for what it thought was the kill. With a jump and three quick steps, I ran up the wall before leaping off into a backflip—my ring’s blessings allowing me to glide through the air with ease. Its stinger slammed into the brick wall below me, sending shards of stone everywhere as it tried to piece my flesh and fill me with its deadly venom.

The bulbous end of its tail tried to pass me as it drew it back while I was mid-flip, but I grabbed it and took it to the ground with me. Meanwhile, the manticore and chimera were nearly upon me and I spotted the witch to the left of the Minotaur kissing it on the cheek, causing its entire body to erupt into flames. Despite my circumstances, I actually smirked. If only they knew how useless fire was against me now.

Landing on my feet in the middle of the alley, tail in hand, I spun in circles. If not for the segmented chitinous exoskeleton, I may have lost my grip because of the rainfall. There was barely enough room to spin the scorpion as if I were using it for a hammer throw before launching it straight at the Minotaur.

The toss made the manticore and chimera leap back, barely dodging the flying monster. The Minotaur simply raised its giant flaming war axe and swung, bisecting the scorpion and turning it into nothing more than a memory and a bit of smoke.

Without delay, the hybrid monstrosity and the creepy human-headed lion rushed me. These two were the least of my concerns. The chimera spit a burst of fire at me, and I didn’t bother dodging. It crashed into my chest and neck, turning my shirt into charred tatters. As the flames dissipated and I saw clearly again, both of them were mid-leap with their mouths open wide as they prepared to bite down on my head and throat.

My hands shot forward, grabbing them both by the throat as the Minotaur finally stomped toward me. I stared into his black eyes with a grin before I pulled my arms apart and slammed them back together, crushing the two creatures’ skulls. Their bodies dissipated like the other summoned beasts, and I found myself only a few feet away from the huge flaming bovine bastard.

We stood face to face. Steam rose as the raindrops landed on his burning body. The witch that gave him the Greater Familiar buff must have been a Fire Witch like Tilla. “What do you say, big fella? Are you ready to die for them? Or are you going to walk away?”

He responded in a deep, gravelly voice. “Orders are orders. You know the compulsions. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t let you live. Either way, I’m more than happy to put a calf like you down.”

I smirked up at him. “Actually, I don’t know that feeling anymore. You see, I’m the one who does the compelling these days.”

The Minotaur raised his war axe, and I waited. Maybe it was because I was so used to being bulletproof and nearly untouchable, but I didn’t plan on dodging his swing. I wanted to send a message to these witches so they would know just how badly they were messing up by attacking me a third time. I swapped my ring’s blessing and only used the Arachnid Blessing to maximize my skin’s toughness.

As he brought it crashing down toward my head, I raised my left hand into the air to block as if I were some overpowered anime character. The burning blade slammed into my palm with enough force to obliterate a boulder and sent a shockwave through my entire body. Fuck, that guy hits hard! I thought as I gritted my teeth.

Gasps sounded all around, and the Minotaur’s eyes practically bulged out of his skull. I swapped my ring back to all three blessings to increase my strength and speed again just before my right hand shot out at the Minotaur’s chest. My fist punched straight through the Greater Familiar’s ribs. I grabbed his big heart and ripped it from his chest. He stared at me, his war axe clattering to the ground below as the flames all over his body went out.

I dropped his heart on the ground as he fell to his knees. “I’d feel bad about doing that, but you were kind of an asshole,” I said before stomping on the heart and then kicking him in the chest and sending him to his back as the light in his eyes faded.

My left arm had taken such a hard hit that my muscles had temporarily locked in place, so it remained in the air for a moment longer. A single drop of blood fell alongside the raindrops, and I forced my arm down to inspect my palm. There was a small gash that was already healing. Apparently, this small sign of weakness was all the witches needed to bolster their confidence.

“He bleeds!” a witch cried out.

Tess shouted more orders. “Close in on him! Restrict his movements, and use the Kris!”

I didn’t know what the Kris was, but they seemed confident that they could hurt me with it. Whether it could or not, I decided it was best if I didn’t find out. However, I still wanted to avoid hurting them if it was possible. With this in mind, I summoned a Moon Token and immediately triggered the magic.

My body shrunk, and I dismissed what was left of my clothes. Thankfully, the pain that originally accompanied this transformation was gone. It turns out that my body just needed time to get used to condensing rather than expanding like I normally did with most forms. Fur sprouted, my ears grew long and floppy, and whiskers grew on my cheeks as I took the form of the Cairbrannog. Meanwhile, the four witches above cast spells to pin me down. Vines and roots grew from the ground, chains shot down from above, and a large cage appeared.

None of them succeeded, as my small elusive form easily darted out of the way and squeezed through the bars before they could contain me. The twelve witches on the ground with me began closing in on both sides. In a matter of seconds, they were swarming around me in a desperate bid to either grab hold of me or catch me with one restraining spell or another. I ping-ponged myself off their chests, forcing them back and away from me—all the while I kept my eye out for whatever this Kris was.

Then I finally spotted it. A redheaded witch held a large, menacing dagger at the edge of the mob in the direction I was headed. It had a strange, wavy, asymmetrical black blade with a small, curved handle made of bone. There was no way that the dagger wasn’t cursed. I could feel the corrupted magic that permeated the air around it. Still, I was two hops away from freedom, so I went for it.

I slammed into another witch’s gut, knocking the wind out of her. Unfortunately, she wasn’t as strong as the others and fell too quickly, causing me to lose some of my momentum. Sensing the shift of her body, I pushed off and corkscrewed in the air in an attempt to dodge.

She slashed the blade at me so close that it shaved off one of my whiskers. However, as I thought I was getting away unscathed, the blade connected with my left leg just above my front paw, severing it from my body. I squealed in pain. As I landed on the ground I acted on pure instinct and finally went full speed.

I moved like lightning as I jumped onto the wall and twisted my body until I aimed at the witch’s throat. I flew through the air like a small white ball of furious lightning. My mouth opened wider than should be possible, and I clamped down, burying my razor-sharp incisors into her throat. My momentum forced her backward, away from the other witches as I tore a huge chunk of her throat out—sending a spray of blood into the air. The Kris clattered on the ground beside her.

Spitting out the chunk of flesh, my mind caught up to what my body had just done. My tiny eyes widened, and, ignoring the pain, I thought fast, summoning a Celestial Token between my teeth. Ignoring the cost, I activated it, and my body grew to the thirteen-foot tall decorative plated form of the Celestial Guardian.

I created a transparent dome shield around the witch and me. Then I healed my wrist just enough to stop the profuse bleeding from where my left hand used to be. Spells clashed into my shield as witches shouted at me, but I ignored them. They pushed me too far and somehow had a weapon that could do actual damage to me.

Why couldn’t they just leave me and my family alone? Why are they pushing so hard that they’d force me to hurt one of them this badly? No. I won’t give up on her. I have the goddamn power of the Celestial Guardian in me, and I’m stronger than I ever was before. I can save her. I will save her.

The thoughts raced through my head in an instant as I dropped to my knees, examining the witch below me. A few locks of her soaking wet red hair lay across her face. Her eyes were wide with fear and desperation, and her face had gone pale as she clung to the fatal wound in her neck. Her breathing was labored and raspy, a gurgling sound as the air tried to pass through her ruined throat. Blood forced its way between her fingers as it pooled and mixed with the rainwater on the wet asphalt.

“I’m not abandoning you. I’ll save you, I promise. Just, please, trust me and move your hands,” I said as gently as I could with my deeper, soothing celestial voice.

Her mouth opened and closed as if she was trying to say something. I ignored it and pulled her trembling hands away one at a time. She was too weak to resist or replace them as the blood poured faster. Her body was rigid and tense as she fought for her life, though I could already tell that she was weakening as her attempts to breathe grew heavier.

Placing my hand over the wound, I activated my divine magic and pumped as much healing power into her as I could. Despite my best efforts, this form didn’t specialize in healing and I couldn’t heal at the same level my beautiful Angelic Witch could. However, it was enough.

Even with my magical efficiency gift from Mallison, it still took a fairly sizable chunk of my reserves, but I’d done it. I could feel it as her body rejected the extra magic, as there was nothing left to heal.

She closed her eyes and started coughing. So I quickly turned her on her side. It didn’t take long for her to cough up all the blood that had filled her lungs. Eventually, she rolled onto her back and stared at me in awe.

“You’re going to be fine,” I said as I reached over and touched the Kris. I almost shuddered at how disgusting the cursed magic was before placing it into my transdimensional storage. “I’m sorry for almost killing you. I never wanted it to go this far.”

She nodded meekly, eyes wide and bulging. “Th—thank you?”

I was about to respond when I finally noticed the other witches stopped firing spells at my shield. Instead, they had taken several steps back. Their earlier confusion had returned with a vengeance. “You were holding back against us,” the redhead said.

It wasn’t a question, but I nodded anyway. “Yes, I was. I could have killed you all in seconds if I wanted to.”

Her eyes briefly widened at the realization, but she nodded.

“I wish it didn’t have to be like this, but tell your coven I’m coming for them. Three times I’ve warned them, and three times you’ve attacked me anyway. If I can help it, there won’t be a fourth,” I explained calmly before standing. “Now go, your sisters are waiting for you.”

The woman stood, her wet robe clinging to her body. “Thank you again,” she said before I dropped my shield and she walked away. A few of the witches wrapped her up in a hug and made sure she was alright, but the look of confusion and fear never left their faces. Most didn’t take their eyes off me as Tess summoned a portal and they began rushing through, dragging the corpse of their Greater Familiar behind them.

Before she left, Tess stared at me, confusion and anger warring in her eyes. I held my position, standing tall. Finally, she sneered before turning around, walking through the portal, and leaving.


Chapter 24


A Little Help Please?

I used the Tele-Port to return home to the rooftop. Enough time had passed, and I was sure the girls were already there waiting for me. Releasing my Celestial Guardian form, I summoned some shorts from my storage and headed down the stairs.

My excitement for a fight hadn’t included nearly killing a witch, and it put a bit of a damper on my mood… However, not too much of one since I saved her in the end. It was more that I was worried about how far they might push me and what else they might force me to do to them before I found a way to take over their coven. That was the goal now. Just like each time before this, the only way I could satisfy my goal of not being forced to hurt or kill them was to take them over and make them mine.

I nearly laughed at the irony of it all. If only the coven leaders could leave well enough alone, the prophecy would never come true, and they wouldn’t lose their power. Yet, they were all so worried about the Inevitable Coven King that they were forcing me to fulfill it one coven at a time—or four at a time, in some cases.

As I reached the bottom of the stairs onto the main floor of the penthouse, Rose was the first to spot me. “Logy-poo, your back!” Her vines shot out as if she were about to launch herself through the air at me, but then she thought better of it. Instead, she slapped her bare feet across the hardwood floor as she ran to me. Just as she was about to jump into my arms, she froze, catching sight of my wrist. “Jesus Christ! Where’d your freakin’ hand go?!”

My other girls, who were strolling over more casually, suddenly picked up their pace, rushing toward me with wide-eyed confusion. Even Mallison was showing emotion from the unexpected question. Alpha screamed from the mezzanine, “His what?!” She skipped the stairs, opting to jump over the railing and land with a crouch next to me. “What is she talking about?”

The women swarmed me on all sides as questions flew at me one after another.

“Cheese n’ rice, baby! How did this happen?!” Halo cried out.

“What? Did she say his hand was gone?” Novella asked frantically.

“Oh, god! It is gone!” Cherry said in realization before she scowled. “Tell me who hurt my chubby cock and I’ll choke the fucking witch!”

“Please, my King! How is that even possible?!” Illumina shouted in disbelief.

I put my good hand and wrist in the air. “C’mon, quiet down! I can’t answer questions with you all yelling over each other! Everyone, please, take a seat around the table and I’ll explain!”

They did as I said, all of them finding a chair at the large dining table. “Halo, can you sit with me and maybe give me a hand with this?” I asked with a playful smile as I held up my stump. No one laughed at my joke, not even Cherry. “Okay, okay. Tough crowd,” I said as I took a seat with Halo to my left. She laid her hand on mine and started restoring my hand bit by bit.

“First of all,” I frowned at Alpha. “Please, don’t jump from the second floor again. You’re carrying our child. I know you and the baby can handle it. It just makes me uncomfortable. I’d hate to see anything happen.”

She dropped her head in shame and her ears flattened as she placed a hand on her tight abs where her baby bump was already showing. “I’m sorry. I was too caught up in my concern for you, and I didn’t think about it. If it puts your mind at ease, I’ll have Mother come by tomorrow and check on the baby.”

I nodded. “It would. Thank you.”

“Good, great. The mushy stuff is out of the way. How the fuck did they hurt you?” Demonique asked. It was the first time I’d ever seen genuine concern for my well-being on her face.

“My King, tell us who did this and we will hunt them down and put an end to their miserable existence,” Illumina added.

Arachna’s spider legs curled around her, hugging her thin frame. “Are you okay?” she asked in a shaky voice, her eyes glistening on the verge of tears.

I held up my only hand for silence. “No one is going to hurt the witch that did this to me. I already saved her life once, and I don’t want to do it again.”

“Are you freakin’ kidding me?!” Rose shouted with indignation as she threw both hands into the air, several vines joining them.

“No offense, baby, but why the fuck would you do something like that?” Cherry asked in disbelief.

“Yes, I also wish to know why,” Mallison said, her face returning to its normally cool, emotionless visage.

“I believe that if we allow Mr. Morrison a chance to speak, he will answer all our questions,” Novella said, while pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose. She looked at me as she summoned her tablet to take notes. “Please, Mr. Morrison, continue.”

Halo lightly sobbed as she kept working on my new hand. “Oh, goodness, my poor baby,” she muttered.

I looked each of them in the eye to ensure they were finally done interrupting, then nodded. “Alright, here’s how it went down…”
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We sat together while my hand was restored, and I filled them in on the story from start to finish. During the story, I asked Novella to send a witch to the alley and look for my paw or hand. Honestly, I didn’t see what happened to it, and I was curious to know if it kept its rabbit form or if it dissipated into the air.

However, that wasn’t my current concern at the moment. Halo finished restoring my hand, but it wasn’t the same as it used to be. Where it was severed from my wrist, there was a noticeable scar, and the veins glowed gold beneath the skin. Otherwise, it seemed perfectly normal.

I held up the hand in question, slowly turning it while closing and opening my fist. “Halo, do you know why it looks like this?”

She shook her head, her pigtails slapping my shoulder as she clung to me. “Jeepers, love, I have no idea.”

Glancing around the table, I looked to see if anyone else was volunteering any clues. They all shook their heads in the negative. I shrugged. “Okay. Doesn’t seem like anything to worry about. It seems to work fine.”

“Can you show us the dagger?” Mallison asked in her typical quiet voice.

I nodded. “Yes. They called it Kris.” Summoning it from my storage, I placed it on the table.

Immediately, every one of my ladies cringed away from it, though I noticed that the vile aura surrounding it had significantly decreased. It definitely didn’t have the same level of power as it did earlier. “By the goddess, that’s absolutely horrifying,” Novella said.

“Ewww! It’s so freakin’ gross! Who would make something like that?!” Rose shouted as she waved her hands and grimaced.

The corners of Mallison’s mouth barely curved into the smallest frown. “I know this blade.”

“You do?” I asked with furrowed brows. “What can you tell me about it?”

“It is cursed. It requires a sacrifice. When someone dies by that blade, it uses their soul to power its dark magic. Rumors say it makes the next strike strong enough to kill nearly anything.”

That was the most I’d ever heard Mallison say at one time. Progress, I thought silently to myself. “Makes sense. It’s far weaker now than it was when it so easily cut through my wrist.”

Putting one finger on the hilt, I stored it away again, and the women let out a collective sigh of relief. I ran a hand through my hair and did the same. “Phew. Well, I’m glad to know it’s a unique blade. I’m sure it’s not the only cursed blade out there that can hurt me, but I feel better knowing that this one is out of their hands.”

“Well, Logan, what do we do now?” Alpha asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

“First, we find a way to destroy that thing like we did the amulet. If we haven’t destroyed the amulet yet then add it to the list. Second, they’ve made it clear that leaving us alone isn’t an option. So, we take the fight to them. Let’s get people looking for leads on where they’re located and who their leader is. This isn’t going to be like anything we’ve dealt with before. They are a long-established super coven and we are just shy of being a new super coven ourselves. We’ve got a lot of logistics to consider in our plan of attack. Tonight, we rest up, because tomorrow, we plan for war.”

Silence fell over the table at my declaration. They all knew this was the right answer, even if none of us wanted it. Eventually, Halo looked at me with a hopeful smile and asked, “Are you sure we couldn’t move to that beach bungalow where we can wear bikinis and spoil you rotten every day?”

I smiled, kissing her on the forehead. “Not yet, but one day, definitely.”

Her smile fell a little, but she nodded.

Gently, I took my arm back from her and stood. “Ladies, tonight I’ll be in my room, and if she wants to, I’d like Demonique to join me there.”

The rest of my women grumbled at the request, but they understood and already expected this, so no one fussed too loud.

Demonique’s cheeks flushed, and she smiled with far too much confidence before trying to use the same line she did before to deflect. “I don’t know. I’m not sure if you can handle a freak like me. I’m waaaay too kinky for you, snuggle bucket.”

I grimaced slightly at the name.

“No? Okay, I’ll try again later.”

Cherry chimed in, “I think it’s Demonique who can’t handle Logan’s enormous cock. It’s okay to be scared. If you don’t want to spend the night with him, then I’ll gladly take your spot,” she said with a playful challenge.

Demonique stood up, folding her arms beneath her impressive chest. “You think I can’t handle it? I’ll show you! I’ll fuck him so good that he’ll be ruined for the rest of you. He’ll be so addicted to my pussy that he’ll forget you even exist.” She stormed off with her nose in the air, heading up the stairs. “Logan, I’ll be in your room waiting to show you how freaky I am! Your dick, my vagina—hardcore!” she shouted as she reached the mezzanine.

Chuckling, I kissed the other girls good night and made my way toward the stairwell before Illumina caught me by the arm. “Yeah, you need something?” I asked curiously.

The Moon Witch scowled and almost sneered at me. “I only wanted to tell you that—” She paused as her bottom lip quivered. She blushed despite the visible signs of anger on her face. “I’m very happy that you’re alright. You stupid, wonderful, stupidly wonderful brute.” Then she kissed me hard on the lips and cast her spell to clean me up before walking downstairs to her recently finished new room.

Moments later, I opened the door to my room while feeling and smelling much better than I had an hour ago. Demonique stood next to a shelf where I kept a few mementos. She was looking at the Vic and Emmy Funyo Pops from the Zombie Bride movie. After closing and locking the door, I casually strolled up behind her, placing my hands on her shoulders.

She turned around, putting one hand on my waist. She’d grown much more comfortable lately with small signs of affection like this. “You like this movie or something?”

I nodded. “Yeah, but that’s not why I have them.”

She frowned. “Then why do you have them?”

“I bought those while Halo and I were on our first date. We were talking about those right before we shared our first proper kiss.”

The Infernal Witch drew her head back a little and scrunched her nose. “Didn’t you kiss during the ritual?”

My fingers slowly trailed up and down her back. “Mhm. We did, but that was an obligated kiss, not a kiss you’d share with a lover.”

She blushed and pointed to a small arcade token. “What’s that?”

“A token from the arcade that Cherry and I went to together. She’ll tell you it wasn’t a date, but between you and me…” I leaned in closer and spoke in a conspiratorial tone, “It totally was a date.”

Her mouth split into a sharp-toothed grin. “Okay, how about this?” she asked, pointing to a rubbing of an old witch’s gravestone.

“I had to go back for that one. It’s from the cemetery where Arachna and I had our first date.”

“Damn, are all of these from first dates? This one can’t be right?” she asked, pointing at the brown hat with the FPD logo. It was sitting on a small, unopened package.

I laughed. “Yup. Even those two. Rose made me an entire uniform to go with that hat. The package is one she forgot about and we didn’t get to return it. I might get around to dropping it off eventually,” I said with a shrug.

Demonique turned so she was completely facing me. Her nails lightly dug into my sides and her knees were pressed together while she looked up at me with vulnerability in her black and red eyes. “Logan… Do you think one day, maybe you’ll want a memento for me on that shelf?”

Nodding, I gave her a warm, genuine smile. “Yeah, I think I will.”

She chuckled nervously. “If you don’t count the ritual, or your morbidly obese cock, then… We still haven’t had our first kiss either.”

I considered saying something in my dick’s defense but decided not to risk ruining the moment. “You’re right,” I said, leaning in. My heart pounded in my chest as the anticipation made my stomach flutter.

She slid her hands up my chest before wrapping them behind my neck while she kept stealing glances at my lips. I looked deep into her eyes, examining the white sclera, black pupils, and red-slitted irises. When you put them together with her sharp pointed teeth, black curved horns, and black lips, it painted a menacing picture. However, what I saw was anything but menacing.

I was gazing at a vulnerable, innocent woman who had been viewed a certain way her entire life. The more I got to know her, the more I realized that wasn’t who she was, though her pride wouldn’t let her admit it easily. The Infernal Witch rose on her tiptoes, but it still wasn’t high enough. I came the rest of the way. As our lips touched, I felt a surge of warmth flow through my body. Her soft tongue instinctively prodded at my mouth, seeking an opening. I obliged.

Our mouths met in a long, passionate kiss that left Demonique breathless. “W–wow,” she said as she tried to catch her breath.

Grinning, I said, “That’s not the only first I hope to share with you tonight.”

Her expression turned a little sad. “Logan, I–I’m not a freak–”

“Shhh,” I said, pressing a finger to her lips before winking at her. “You’re a total freak, right? That freaky penis-in-vagina pillow princess shit, right?”

She blushed, a shy smile returning to her face. “Yeah, that’s right. I’m so freaky that my pussy is going to ruin you.”

I tugged on the knot of her black robe. “You know you don’t have to wear this anymore.”

She shrugged, her fingers lightly dragging down my chest. “I’ve never really had my own style. All of this is so new.”

Pulling the belt completely loose, I said, “It’s fun to try new things.”

Red crawled up her neck. “I’m ready to try something new with you, chunky bear… Never mind, that name sucks too.”

Leaning in, I kissed her while pushing the robe from her shoulders. She let it fall to the floor. Between kisses, I said, “You’ll find one, eventually.” I picked her up and carried her to the bed before laying her naked body down. My eyes took a journey across the ivory flesh of her incredible body. Shiny black curved horns led to short raven hair. She smiled demurely as she bit the tip of her finger with her ankles crossed and her knees pressed together as they bent near her large, perky chest. Her other hand rubbed the areolas of her hard pink nipples.

My eyes followed the underside of her thick thighs down to her flared hips and plump ass. She was the definition of short, thick, and curvy in all the best ways.

I dismissed my shorts, my little soldier standing at full attention. As I crawled onto the bed, she instinctively spread her legs for me. “Holy shit, this is really happening, isn’t it?”

Chuckling, I said, “You’d be surprised at how often I hear that.” I scooted closer to her until my balls pressed against her opening while I let my full length lay atop her body. She rose on her elbows and looked down, her jaw dropping and eyes wide. It’s been in my mouth, but seeing it like that? How is that fat dick going to fit inside of me? It reaches my belly button! You need to get that thing on Weight Watchers if you expect me to take it.”

Over the month I’d grown used to her fat shaming my cock, so I withheld further comments. “It’ll fit. We’ll go nice and slow.”

“The other girls told me that using a healing spell once it’s in helps.”

“I’ve seen them do it. If you think you need to, then feel free. I want you to enjoy this just as much, if not more, than I do,” I said as I worked her folds open with my tip. “Are you ready?”

She bit her lip and nodded.

With a bit of effort, I pushed the head inside. It helped that she was leaking juices all over my bed before I even started. She gasped. “Goddess! Oh, fuck! It’s so big! Is—is it in?”

“Only the tip,” I said with a smile.

“What?! Just the–” Her words cut off when I slipped in another inch. “Mmm–Okay, I’m ready for more.”

With a nod, I gradually pushed deeper into her depths, taking my time to let her adjust. All my practice taking virginities was paying off because I worked my way in without Demonique experiencing even the slightest discomfort.

As I paused again, giving her time to adjust with my cock firmly hilted inside of her, she said, “I’m going to throw some at you, and you tell me how you feel about them, okay? Good.” She didn’t wait for my confirmation before rattling off a string of new pet names she came up with. “Lusty Lickums? Beastly Bubba? Tempting Teddy? Pleasure Poppet? Mr. Lovey? Floppy Bottom Buffer? No? None of them? GGGrr… Oh! I know! Father?”

“Wait, what? No way—unless we’re doing a religious role play and you’re the nun, then I’m down.”

She tapped her lips in thought. “What about Papa?”

“Absolutely not. That’s kind of what I’m hoping my kids will want to call me. Why are you so hung up on figuring this out right now?” I looked down at my cock buried inside of her. “This doesn’t exactly seem like the best time, does it?”

Her cheeks and lips puffed out in an adorable pout as she crossed her arms. “The others told me you like it when they call you stuff in bed. I don’t want you to think I’m boring,” she admitted, looking away.

I cupped her chin and pulled her head to face me. “Trust me, you’re not boring. Let’s forget about all that for now and just enjoy this together.” I kissed her while I started making long, slow strokes in her silky tunnel.

“Mmmm—Okay, you’re—Ahhh—the boss.”

I froze mid-stroke. “That’ll work.”

“What?”

“Boss.”

“Boss? Yeah… Boss. I like it.”

“Me too,” I replied before getting back to the task at hand. Leaning over her I kept going slow and steady before trailing kisses up the side of her neck and nibbling on her ear.

She moaned softly into my ear, “Yyyyeahh, Boss. Just like that. Mmmm—fffuck. That feels so fffucking good. Ahhh! Don’t stop! Ohhh, goddess, please don’t—Nnngghh—stop! Make love to me—Mmmm!”

Lucky for her, that’s exactly what I was doing, and I had no intention of stopping. Her large breasts pressed tightly against my chest as she wrapped her legs and arms around me, burying her face in my neck as I made love to her. “Yes! Yes! Ohhhh—Unnngg—Ahhh! Your—Mmmm—extraordinarily portly cock feels so—Nyaahh! Good, Boss!”

After only a few minutes, I felt her walls closing in on me, and I’m thrilled to say that my penis was not claustrophobic. She started grinding her hips into my thrusts. The motions of her hips were so smooth I wondered if she was a belly dancer in her free time. Demonique’s muscles tensed and her legs pulled me in deeper as she reached her peak. Her squeal of bliss chased away any other thoughts I had. “Ohhh, god, Boss! I—Ahhh! I’m about to—Nyeeeeeeee—I’m cummmmming! Ahhhhh! More! More! Yeahhhhh!”

I kept going until her body relaxed, and she successfully rode out her orgasm. She panted, trying to catch her breath. “Goddess, Boss. That was so amazing. Was it good for you, too?”

I grinned at her. “I didn’t finish yet. You and I are only getting started tonight. Get on your hands and knees and face away from me.”

Her eyes widened, but then she smiled a big, sharp, toothy smile. “Yes, Boss. Whatever you want. Just don’t put it in my butt.”

“Funny, I have the same rule,” I muttered as I pulled out and let her turn over.

“What was that?”

“Nothing, don’t worry about it.”

She finished getting into position and looked at me over her shoulder while wiggling her hips. “Like what you see?”

I eyed her puffy pink lips as her juices leaked out. I prepared the most dignified response I could, “Mmmmm—yup.”

The infernal witch licked her lips. “Can you try… spanking me?”

My answer was to slap her tantalizingly well-rounded derrière and marvel at its plush, jiggly nature before giving it a pleased nod.

She threw her head back and cried out, “Ohhhh! Yes! Please, Boss, put it back in and do that more!”

If the lady wanted it, then I’d provide it. I plunged back inside of her—sheathing my sword in a single, powerful push.

“NYAAhhh! Boss! Ffffuck! Yes! Harder! Faster! Slap my ass! Ahhh!”

Her begging sent a surge of need through my body. This time, I didn’t make love to her—I fucked her hard and fast, just like she asked. My girth repeatedly slammed into her, sending the loud sound of lewd slapping throughout the room. The heat of her sopping wet pussy and her slick insides hugging my cock provided continuous waves of pleasure. “Booossss! Unnnggg—Ahhh! Yes! Mmmmm! Harder! Harder! Harder! Ahhhh!”

I reached forward, grabbed her horns in my hands, and pulled, forcing her back to arch while I hammered her pussy from behind. She let out a lewd shriek. “YYeeeesss! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Boss—Nyahhh—please! Mmmm—Don’t stop! Never! Stop! AHH!”

Stopping was the last thing on my mind. Sweat dripped down my back and brow as I gritted my teeth, growling—never easing up for even a second. The bedpost rapidly thudded against the wall as my end came near. “Please, Boss! Unngg—Please! I want to—Mmmm—feel your hot cum in—Mmmm—my—Ahhh! Tiny pussy!”

My body tensed, my toes curled, my eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I let out a mighty roar as my cock throbbed against the increasing pressure of her core. The first spurt of my cum shot out, painting her insides white and triggering her climax. “Nyahhh! I’m—fffuck! Ohh, goddess, yes! Ahhh! More! Cum in me more! Mmmm—I—Ahhh—want it all! Oohhh, that’s it, Boss! Keep—nyaaahh—cumming! Fill my—Unngg—fffucking womb! AHHHHH!”

Our bodies convulsed together for what seemed like an eternity as I kept sending more and more of my seed into her with every thrust. A puddle had already formed on the bed and soon it became overwhelming for her. I released her horns, and she fell forward onto her face, causing my cock to slip out. I wasn’t completely spent yet and quickly planted my hotdog between her buns, using the lubrication of her juices as I squeezed her cheeks together and continued thrusting. Three more large spurts shot out, coating her back and thick ass in my cum.

Panting, I collapsed on the bed next to her. Her head already lay facing me and she weakly scooted closer, laying her head on my shoulder. “Hey, Boss… I think I need a few minutes and a quick clean-up before we go again.”

“Yeah, how about we sneak down to the kitchen and grab a quick bite to eat and come back?” I asked as I ran my fingers through her hair.

“Okay, we’ll eat down there, then I’ll eat your cock while you eat my pussy, ‘cause I’m freaky like that.”

“For the record, it’s called ‘sucking cock’. What you said is kinda terrifying…”


Epilogue


New Enemies and New Features

New York City, New York.

Chilla the Ice Witch was the leader of the Devil’s Coast super coven. She tried not once, but three times, to kill that vile Coven King. Sure, she received the messages he kept sending through her members, but why would she ever believe such nonsense? Especially when it came from a disgusting man.

All men were the same. They sought power above all else. The only viable place for a man was on his knees. The universe clearly understood this since men couldn’t wield magic like women could. Sure, most magical creatures and beasts were men, but obviously, that was because they were made to serve their true masters as familiars.

Yes, this man was a liar, a scoundrel, and a fool—a lucky fool, but a fool nonetheless. Chilla wept for those forced to follow his commands. Okay, so she didn’t actually cry, but a small part of her felt a little sorry for them. After all, if they weren’t so weak, they wouldn’t have ended up forced to serve their lesser in the first place. She couldn’t imagine being in their position. Besides, she had proof of his horrifying enslavement.

One of her spies found them training in the woods. They had fairly powerful wards in place, but they managed to capture two small pieces of audio on a recording crystal. She held it in her hand, ready to show this proof to her East Coast counterpart.

Chilla stood atop the Spartan Tower in New York City, her light blue hair blowing in the wind with her hands clasped behind her back as she looked out across the glittering sea of lights. She reflected on how tiny the cars and people seemed as they roamed the streets below. “Finally, you kept me waiting long enough,” she said without turning around.

“You’re the one who called me for this supposed emergency meeting. I expect a little more humility when you’ve come seeking my help,” said Fantasia, the Fairy Witch and leader of the Big Apple super coven. She stopped short of the Ice Witch and brushed a lock of pink hair out of her face as her four translucent wings folded tightly against her back.

“I’m not here seeking your help. I’m here because we have a mutual problem,” Chilla said coldly as she turned around. Her pink, fashionable robe hugged the supple curves of her body as the hem fluttered in the breeze.

Fantasia quirked a brow and smoothed out her elaborate gown. “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Chilla scoffed. “Please, don’t act as if you don’t know! I’m referring to the Coven King in Wisconsin.”

Now it was Fantasia’s turn to scoff. “It’s just another rumor. I hear the same nonsense from witches overseas. Besides, I thought you sent your assassins to squash whoever that nonsense was about weeks ago?”

Chilla’s eyes narrowed. “Well informed, aren’t we?”

“About the few who can actually pose a threat? Yes, very.”

The blue-haired witch’s brows rose. “Careful, Fantasia. That was very close to a compliment. However, you’re not the only one who’s well-informed.”

Fantasia squinted suspiciously at the Ice Witch. “Is that so?”

Chilla smirked. “It is. I’ve been trying to clean up your mess.”

“What mess?” the Fairy Witch asked incredulously.

The Ice Witch put her hand on her jutted-out hip and inspected her nails. “A little over two decades ago, when you were just a little girl, the Le Fay descendant got the better of your mother by conceiving a boy instead of a girl. All of my information points to her escaping to—you guessed it, Wisconsin. Now, more than twenty years later, a Coven King pops up out of nowhere. That Mess.”

Fantasia gritted her teeth. “That was my mother’s mess, not mine!”

“She’s not the leader of the Big Apple coven anymore—you are. You’re responsible for fixing her mistakes.”

Anger flashed through Fantasia’s deep blue eyes, and she clenched her fists. “What do you know about him?”

“His name is Logan, and he’s taken over six notable covens and several smaller covens. By our estimate, he’s nearly got his own super coven called the Rising Star Coven.

“The Rising Star? Is that how he views himself? That’s rather pretentious of him. But a super coven? Are you sure?”

“We estimate that nearly four hundred and fifty witches are under his control already. Spells don’t seem to harm him, and he’s beaten my best assassins and killed our Greater Familiar with ease. The worst part is, he enslaves witches to be his…” Chilla scrunched her nose as if she just smelled an awful fart. “Sex slaves. He’s turned their covens into his own twisted cult.”

Fantasia furrowed her brows. “What proof of this do you have?”

“Watch.” Chilla held out a crystal. It displayed the footage of the supposed Coven King with a smile so charming that both women blushed. His arms were outstretched as fifteen witches shot spells of all kinds at him—dealing no damage to the man. The footage changed, showing the same horrifying man as he easily dispatched four summoned beasts before ripping the heart out of the Minotaur after easily blocking his blade with his palm. The footage stopped after that. “Later in that fight, we managed to take one of his hands, but he still won and left with the only weapon we had that could harm him.”

Worry creased Fantasia’s brow as she idly scratched her chin with one arm crossed over her breasts. “What about proof of your final claims?”

Chilla shook her head with an obvious look of disappointment on her face. “It’s much more difficult to get recordings through their wards, however, twice now we have captured audio from one of the former coven leaders. Listen to this. The first recording our spy got from a distance as they were supposedly training in the woods. The second was from their most recent coven meeting with all their new members in attendance. We did also catch some snippets about something called Cherry TV, but we have no clue what that could possibly be.”

Chilla held out a second crystal and the scratchy, slightly distorted sound of a woman’s voice came through. “As your fuckslave, I must seek your power and pleasure at my own cost. It is written in our contract.” There was a brief pause before the second recording played. This sounded like it was coming from a distance through an amplifier. “You should have all just received an itinerary for the next two days in your emails. Our Coven King will make a trip to each faction’s mansion and fuck each and every one of you before baptizing you with his holy seed!”

Fantasia gasped. “By the goddess! He has turned their covens into twisted cults for his own depraved sexual desires! This is why men should never have power! They’re all perverts!”

“Yes! Exactly!” Chilla agreed. “This is the reason I have come to you. If we don’t work together to eliminate this man, then he will turn us into nothing more than his playthings as well.”

Fantasia growled under her breath. “I hate to admit it, but you’re right. When it’s over, we’ll split their members up between us evenly. They’ll not be capable of being on their own anymore, not after something this traumatic.”

“I agree. On this matter, we are partners,” Chilla said, holding out a hand.

Fantasia took Chilla’s hand in hers and shook. “Partners.”
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Fresco City, Wisconsin.

The new bottom floor was finally finished. A few of the amenities hadn’t come in yet, like the air hockey or pool tables, but the rest of it was ready to go. I opened the door to the new studio for Cherry TV. It was surprising that they had gone all out on it. They still planned to have magic handle the best camera angles for the action, but they had one professional studio camera installed for announcements.

The room had one massive bed in the middle with several anchor points to attach cuffs or ropes. The bed was so large that my entire inner circle could lie on it with me, and we’d have plenty of room to stretch out. Other parts of the studio looked more like a straight-up sex dungeon. There were swings, an X-shaped cross designed to restrain, a spanking bench, a wooden set of medieval stocks, and a goddamn cage. What the hell are we supposed to do with a cage?

Along one wall there were all kinds of accessories from restraints like cuffs, rope, chains and shackles, to impact play tools like floggers, paddles, whips, and canes, as well as sensory play items like blindfolds, feathers, candles for wax and nipple clamps. On the back wall that wouldn’t show up in the shots, I noticed a first aid kit on the wall. However, when I opened it up, it was full of Angelic Tokens.

Also on the wall behind the professional camera was a large projector screen. It had text on it, and I wondered if the girls were going to use it like a teleprompter. That gave me a good laugh. Then I realized the text was actually the live chat from the Cherry TV app.

I made my way over to Arachna, who was standing next to the far wall, fidgeting nervously. “Hey, so, I’ve got a feeling that you had a lot of input on the contents of this studio.”

Her face turned red, and she smiled shyly. Her spider legs lifted her off the ground, and she kissed me with a giggle. “I may have been involved with the brainstorming, Master.”

Rolling my eyes playfully, I grinned at my petite goth. “I see Cherry is setting up the dildos. Honestly, that’s still really weird to me. They really look and feel exactly like my penis. She even added realistic balls to them.”

“Those are great! You can buy this lube that’s like fake cum. There’s a spot on the back where you can inject it and fill up the balls. Then, when you cum, the dildo will cum too!” Arachna said with way more enthusiasm than I thought was necessary for this subject. “What’s even more fun is that Cherry and Novella added a new section to the app that lets members of the coven post selfies of them using the toys for you. Get out your phone, I’ll show you!”

“Wait, she did what?” I asked, pulling out my phone and opening the app.

“See that header there that says, ‘Logan’s Eyes Only’?”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered as I clicked on it. Down the left side were the letters of the alphabet and currently showing on the screen were the latest ten pictures to be uploaded. I immediately recognized the first one. It was that cute redhead with freckles, Twinkle. She was holding the dildo next to her face and giving a thumbs-up to the camera.

“No one can see those pictures but the inner circle and you. We only need them to help us decide on inner circle candidates for auditions. And you’re the only one with the ability to add a like to the picture,” Arachna said helpfully.

My brows rose at that, and I looked below her picture and sure enough, there were little thumbs up and thumbs down icons. I tapped the like button. Movement on the chat screen caught my attention.

Twinkle: OMFG! The Coven King just liked my pic!

Redtali: Really? I wonder if he’ll like mine?!

More and more messages with similar congratulations came through, and I shook my head with a chuckle. “This is insane. Now I feel like I need to go through and like at least one picture of every girl.”

“You would do something like that,” Arachna said. “I’m going to go see if Cherry needs any help setting up. Everyone else will be here soon!” She quickly scuttled off on her arachnid legs.

Out of curiosity, I clicked the S. A list of every witch in the coven whose name started with S came up on the screen. My heart began racing in my chest as I scrolled to the bottom and selected Squeaks. She had a single photo uploaded. It showed just her upper body. She was dressed in a sexy black nightie that showed off her cleavage. In one hand she held a small sign that said, “Not yet, Handsome…” Her other hand had a finger up as if she were wagging it.

I grinned and tapped the like button. Damn, she got me good. There was one more name I wanted to check on before the show got started. I tapped on the P and scrolled down to Pixelle. She had two images uploaded. The first was from the neck up as her futuristic eyes looked into the camera. The dildo poked into the frame from the right and she had her tongue sticking out suggestively toward it.

Yeah, I had to see the second one after that one. The second was just as big of a tease as the first. It had the same angle but was slightly farther away, showing just above her nipples and up. The trace lines ran down her body, some leading directly to where I knew her nipples were just out of sight. Her mouth was open and her tongue was sticking out. She had one hand wrapped around the shaft of the fake penis. Desperation and hunger filled her eyes as the dildo shot out a single burst of fake cum. It was mid-flight, heading straight for her mouth.

All these fake dicks looking exactly like mine made these pictures so much more personal, not to mention they were taking them just for me. I threw a like on her first picture and forced myself not to like the second—and then I liked the second anyway before backing out of that section in the app. If I didn’t, I’d be there all night eyeing the beauties on my phone and tapping like buttons.

Cherry was talking to the camera now as she thanked everyone for showing up. At the same time, the rest of the inner circle was entering the room. Every one of them wore nothing but their birthday suit. I admired each one as they walked up to give me a quick kiss before taking their spots on the bed.

Alpha led the way with her toned, muscular body that was still every bit as feminine as the rest of them. I caressed her baby bump as we kissed. She patted me on the head. ”That’s mommy’s good boy.”

Illumina was right behind her with her perfect curves. She kissed me with her lavender lips and cupped her cheek. “Handsome bastard,” she grumbled under her breath as she walked away.

Novella followed, her hair still in her high, tight ponytail as she wore the black-rimmed glasses I loved so much. After our kiss, she whispered in my ear, “You’re going to love this, Mr. Morrison.

Halo stepped up, and instead of kissing her lips first, I kneeled and kissed her belly, which was showing a bit more than Alphas, no doubt because she was carrying twins. Then I kissed her. “Gosh, baby, I love you so much,” she cooed as tears formed in her eyes. She hurried off, trying to keep her emotions in check.

Next in line was… a wolf holding a Chinese takeout bag? “What the..?” I said

Alpha waved her hand to get my attention from the bed and pointed to a small table near the door as she mouthed, “Give him some belly rubs for me? Then just put it on the table over there!”

Chuckling, I shook my head, accepted the bag, and gave the wolf some belly rubs. After about thirty seconds, he got up and ran out the door. I wondered how the hell he got in and how he was getting out, but I figured Alpha had that covered.

Mallison came forward, quickly wiping away the drool that accumulated as she stared at me petting the wolf. She shared a shorter, yet somehow needier kiss with me than the others before calmly walking away as if nothing happened.

“Oh yeah! Come to Mama!” Rose shouted as she leaped and wrapped her arms and legs around me. She kissed me hard on the mouth before grinding her hips against my already hard bulge. I broke the kiss because I didn’t want her to get too distracted and mess up Cherry’s broadcast. “Fffuck, Daddy. I got two of the new dildos just for me so you can fill all my holes at the same time!”

My cock tried to break out of my pants like a jack-in-the-box that just downed five energy drinks. I fought off the powerful urge to take her right then and there before she slid down my body with a giggle and ran toward the bed.

Arachna was naked now as well. I eyed her pale skin and small breasts like she was the perfect snack. She blushed furiously as her spider legs lifted her and she wrapped her arms around my neck. We shared a long kiss before she whispered in my ear, “I want you to fuck me using every single naughty toy in this room, Master.”

“You’re all making this really hard for me, you know that?”

She covered a giggle with her hand as she looked at my waist. “I can see that. It’s almost time, Master.” She scuttled to the bed while wringing her hands nervously.

I joined them seconds later as Cherry began revealing the new feature.

“Here it is, Rising Stars!” Cherry said enthusiastically while holding up her phone. “The surprise feature that we’ve been telling you about is finally ready to go! You all know that your dildos sync with Logan’s thrusts so that you can be fucked by him while you’re watching, whether it’s live or the video you’ve selected. But! They are also equipped with the ability to two-way sync with Logan!”

The chat went crazy with comments.

“Does that mean what I think it means?”

“OMFG what?!”

“Is this really happening?!”

Chery continued. “That’s right, babes! Logan can see who’s actively using the dildos at any time, and should he choose to—with the press of a button—he’ll feel everything you do to your dildo as if you were right there playing with his cock in person!”

My jaw dropped. I knew they were working on a new feature, but this was not what I expected at all. “How is that even possible?”

Cherry wiggled her fingers at me. “Magic!”

I rolled my eyes, but grinned.

“How does it work?” I pulled out my phone again and opened the app.

“Let me finish the explanation, baby, then I’ll help show you.” Cherry turned back to the camera. “Logan has the option of selecting just one of you, or multiple girls at once. There’s also the option to turn your cameras on and video chat with our wonderful leader while you pleasure him from afar. Don’t worry gals, any time you’re using the dildo, your two-way sync is on and available in case he wants you to pleasure him.”

Cherry ignored the chat and dismissed her clothing. I took the cue and did the same. Instantly, I saw the chat going crazy with praise and lustful comments. Cherry pointed at my phone. “See this section here that’s labeled sync? That’s what you want.” She opened the section and then tapped on C and scrolled down to her name before pressing, ‘Sync Now’.

My eyes widened because she was holding the balls of the dildo and it really felt like she was cupping my nuts. She winked at me and dropped to her knees. First, she wrapped her lips around my cock and took me down to the base, making me groan from the wonderful familiar feeling of her insides. She pulled off of me and then stuck the perfect replica of my penis into her mouth, smoothly deep-throating it. I flinched. “Oh… fffuck. I feel—everything. The warmth, the wet slickness, everything. It’s incredible.”

She pulled it out and stood up. “Alright, Rising Stars! Who’s ready to see Logan experience multiple women at once?! First, He’ll see what it’s like when his entire inner circle fucks him at the same time. Then we’ll select a few of you lucky ladies from the stream to show him your best moves. Okay, Chubby Cock, you might want to sit on the bed for this.”

I took Cherry’s advice and climbed onto the enormous bed, but stayed in a sitting position. Under the sync tab, I saw an option labeled ‘Multi-Sync’. I assumed that’s what I would press next. Cherry started her explanation as I pressed the button.

“Okay, baby, to sync with more than one of us, you’ll want to go to each of our names and click ‘Sync’—Logan? Logan, baby?! Are you—Oh shit…”

Apparently, I fucked up. The button I pressed instantly synced up with every single dildo that was currently in use. This meant that at that moment, I felt every single action from nearly all four hundred and fifty women at the same time. Dozens of hands stroked up and down my shaft while hundreds of mouths, pussies, and even a few assholes were pleasuring me simultaneously.

My eyes rolled back in my head and drool poured from my mouth as I fell back onto the bed. The world went dark as an unimaginable pleasure consumed every inch of me. Suddenly, I was frolicking through a sunny field of flowers with all the women I loved at my side. We laughed with tears of joy falling down our cheeks.

Then I was riding on the back of a unicorn through a mystical forest. We stopped at the most beautiful waterfall I’d ever seen. Fireflies lit up the night as the moonlight reflected off the rippling surface of the water.

The world faded to pure white, and I soared through the clouds with my arms outstretched. I shouted with glee, “Wooooohoooo!” Ahead of me, the clouds parted, and I saw an old man in a long white robe. His long white hair and beard hung down past his chest. An old, yet still beautiful woman stood behind him. “God? Goddess?” I asked. They said nothing, but she smiled at me, covering a giggle. The man offered a toothy grin while giving me two thumbs up.

They disappeared behind the clouds as I began falling through the sky. The world grew closer until I saw all of Fresco City below me. Seconds later, I fell through the penthouse roof and back into my body.

I gasped for air as my eyes shot open. All my ladies were crowded around me with cum all over them. I blinked several times and noticed that a large splatter of white was on the ceiling and still dripping down. “Holy shit… I—I think I hit the wrong button.”


Links to Follow


For more Harem Lit and Monster Girl content check out the following:

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit
https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitaudiobooks

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitbooks/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/monstergirllovers

https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem

https://www.facebook.com/groups/MonsterGirlFiction/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052

https://www.facebook.com/groups/404822691240858

https://www.facebook.com/RoyalGuard2020

https://www.royalguardpublishing.com

Virgil's Patreon:

https://www.patreon.com/virgilknightley
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