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Prologue


Elaine - Three Months Before the Pancake Cook-Off

Elaine thrust her blade into the chest of the practice dummy, right where the heart would be, as a buzzing came from her pocket. Sheathing her sword, she pulled out her cell phone and checked her latest texts. The short-haired brunette groaned at what she saw.

Subsidiary Branch 15: Elaine, your presence is requested. The Texas Council wishes to meet with you as soon as possible.

Requested? More like required. What could they possibly want now? she asked herself before exiting the training room of her apartment. Donning her light brown leather western duster jacket and matching cowgirl hat, she went to her car. As always, she had to remove her belt and place her sword in the passenger seat since it was too difficult to drive with it on.

Some things would be so much easier if we still used horses, she thought with a sigh of longing to no one but herself. I envy the knights of old. The world was so much simpler for them. Train, mount your horse, and slay the monsters. Nowadays, most of these so-called ‘evil monsters’ aren’t even our enemies anymore.

Unfortunately, there was nothing to be done about it. This was the life of a modern Holy Knight after all. Elaine knew their opportunities to rid the world of evil had been on a steady decline ever since the great Trevon Beaumont sacrificed himself hundreds of years ago to rid the world of that vile vampire Dracula. The monsters hadn’t organized in any meaningful way since, and slowly, they changed. The vast majority of them didn’t want to harm anyone and were just trying to live a normal life.

Most of her brothers and sisters of the Holy Knights still slayed any monsters or witches they found, but not her. She didn’t see the need to kill an innocent person or creature. It didn’t protect anyone, and it didn’t spread God’s love.

They probably want to know why I haven’t slain anything in a while, she thought as she put the car in drive. As if they don’t already know the answer.

Ten minutes later, Elaine arrived at the Holy Church of the Divine Council of Texas. Or, as the mundanes knew it, the Duval County Courthouse. It was an old three-story, symmetrical, red brick building with decorative stonework above the entrance. The brunette walked in the front door and looked around. The entryway was nothing special. It had flat gray carpeting and dark stained wood desks for receptionists.

An old, gray-haired custodian was vacuuming the floor of the mostly empty building. He gave her a pointed look and a nod before turning the vacuum off and walking down a side hall. She followed him until they reached an unmarked wooden door. He unlocked it and they stepped down a long, narrow flight of stairs into the dry cellar. They continued until they reached a plain concrete wall, and the old man pushed one of the bricks as if it were a button.

The sound of stone grinding against stone echoed through the room and soon, the brick door receded before splitting open at the center, leading to an all-white elevator. She stepped inside and nodded at the old man who nodded back before the doors closed, and she was left alone. Removing the cross from her neck, she placed it against the wall where the buttons would normally be and the elevator dinged. She felt the familiar tingle in her stomach as the metal box rapidly descended while she put the cross around her neck once more.

It didn’t take long before the elevator slowed, stopped, and dinged again. The doors slid open, and she exited into a large, opulent chamber that was illuminated with a warm, resplendent light that seemed filled with God’s love–even the empty stone bleachers on either side of the vast chamber emanated with a soft golden glow, and she began her long walk across the shining marble floor, the clicking heels of her boots echoing throughout the silent chamber. Despite being underground, light still shone through the stained glass windows that lined the walls, each one depicting a heroic deed from one of the famous Holy Knights of old.

Eventually, she came to a halt, standing before the dais. Four gold-leafed high-back chairs sat upon it, with a single golden throne in the middle. The throne, by tradition, was left empty since it belonged to their Lord God. Four members of the council filled the others. Each person was adorned with lavish white robes that matched their hair. As was customary, Elaine took a knee, bowed her head, and hoped this wouldn’t take long.

“Rise, Elaine. There is no need for such formalities,” said Hilga, the wizened priestess. Even if she claimed there was no need for formalities, the smug grin on Jedediah’s face at such a display of respect said otherwise. Not everyone on the council had a heart as kind as hers.

“Such is a matter that we shall agree to disagree on, Priestess Hilga,” Jedediah predictably said.

Hilga seemed to be holding back an eye roll as her lips drew to a thin line. “Yes, well, that’s unimportant at the moment.”

“Quite so,” said a deeper male voice from the other side of the throne. James was, perhaps, the most impartial, fairest, and youngest member of the council, being only in his late fifties. He knew better than any of the others how different the world was now. “I’m sure you can guess, at least partially, why you’ve been summoned here today?” he asked with a gentle smile.

“I suspect it has to do with how few witches I’ve slain recently?” Elaine asked.

“Lately? Your last kill was over a year ago, and before that, it was six months. Your talent and skills may be nearly unmatched among your peers, but that can only maintain your position for so long,” Jedediah said with a scowl.

Elaine frowned deeply, doing her best not to lose control of her emotions. Jedediah was not in agreement with her position on what she deemed to be innocent monsterfolk—or witches. He believed they all should be hunted down and erased from the face of the Earth completely. Before the Holy Knight could respond, Hilga interjected, “I assure you that your position is quite secure, despite what some on this council may suggest.”

James nodded a calm agreement. “I assume you have an explanation for the lack of progress on your part, yes?” James said. It was more of a statement than a question. “It does trouble us to know that your potential for smiting evil is going untapped.”

Nodding, she said, “Yes, Councilman, I understand. As you are all aware, I should hope, I have sworn to never slay without justification. As a Witch Hunter my primary targets are witches, and I only slay a monster if I come across them and they are a threat to innocent people. In my area of jurisdiction, the covens are all very small, having an average size of ten members or less. Other than using magic in their private lives, they keep to themselves and live relatively peacefully. Not to mention, in some cases they help protect the communities they live in without exposing their true nature, and without leading people away from God’s light. Therefore, they are not worth pursuing. Our numbers aren’t what they used to be, and if we start attacking innocent witches the word will spread and they’ll either go deeper into hiding, or they’ll band together against us, creating a sort of self-fulfilling prophecy about their threat to the world.”

“Surely you’re not afraid of a few measly witches banding together? Aren’t you supposed to be a trained expert at killing them?” Jedediah prodded.

“With all due respect, Councilman, do not question my skills. I could easily slay a coven of ten, or even twenty, witches banded together. But thirty witches with three Greater Familiars? If I succeeded at all, it wouldn’t be without grievous wounds,” Elaine replied, clasping her hands behind her back to prevent displaying clenched fists.

Thankfully, before the old bastard could make a snarky remark, James stepped in with a smile that said she told him exactly what he wanted to hear. “If that’s the case, then I see little reason for you to remain in Texas.”

Jedediah smiled broadly at this news.

“What do you mean?” Hilga asked, leaning forward in her seat and looking at her fellow council member. However, the way she asked, it sounded like she already knew and was putting on a show.

“I’m sure you’ve heard the rumors from Wisconsin, right?” James asked.

Hilga’s brows rose a bit too high in recognition. “Ahh, yes. The rumors of the Coven King. It is a most serious situation.”

Jedediah opened his mouth to speak but promptly closed it, his lips drawing to a thin line at Hilga’s mention of the Coven King. Judging by his reaction, whatever political schemes he may have been preparing were clearly not as important as this topic. “If this is true, it’s a disaster.”

“I propose we send you north for a time. Currently, there are no Holy Knights in Wisconsin, only the Wisconsin council and scouts. You should go there and investigate,” James said with a look of genuine concern.

“If you find out the rumors are true, you should slay him,” Hilga added solemnly.

Elaine frowned. “I’ve heard passing mentions of a Coven King, but I don’t understand why I would need to kill him. Is a man leading a coven really something that warrants death without at least assessing his character first?”

James turned to the fourth member of the council, the oldest member, Paul. His head drooped against his chest as he sat completely still, his long white hair and beard hiding his expression. Elaine couldn’t tell if he was dead, praying, or just asleep.

“Paul… Paul!” James reached over and tapped the man’s shoulder. A snore sounded from the old man and everyone let out a collective breath they didn’t know they were holding. James shook him harder. “Paul, wake up!”

The elderly man startled awake, smacking his lips while looking around and examining his surroundings. “Hmmmm? Yes? Is it time for lunch?”

James shook his head. “It’ll be lunchtime soon. You need to read the scroll. You’re the only one of us capable of translating it in the ancient holy dialect.”

Paul put his hand to his ear and leaned closer. “Huuuh?”

“The scroll! In your pocket! Read it!” James said, being loud enough to ensure he wouldn’t need to repeat himself again.

“Goodness, young man. You don’t need to shout,” he said while fishing the scroll from his pocket. He pulled out a pair of glasses and put them on before holding up the ancient scroll and unrolling it. After muttering to himself for a few moments as he looked it over, he said, “Okay. According to this ancient prophecy, the Coven King will one day take over every witch in the world. All of their power will merge under one mighty ruler. As he grows in power, he will avenge the witches who were harmed… dominating with his magnificent… rooster? And then something about a Cherry…TV. It’s quite hard to discern the final passages since the lettering has faded over time.”

Elaine’s eyes went wide and her jaw dropped. Did he have some form of deadly chicken familiar? What could a cherry and a television have to do with him? There were so many questions that needed answers. “I—I can see how that could be dangerous. However, that still doesn’t explain why he must die.”

Jedediah snarled at her. “Foolish child, isn’t it obvious? Once he’s gathered the witches under his rule, he will seek vengeance for all the witches we’ve harmed. If we allow him to succeed in his conquest over the covens, then we won’t be able to withstand his might in our current state. The church and all of its most devout followers would be forced into hiding as sin ruled the world!”

James sighed. “While the insults aren’t necessary, he’s right. However, this is also an opportunity, child. The Coven King will have hundreds, if not thousands, of witches under his control. If not now, then soon. They will come to rely on him, and when you cut off the head of the snake, they will be in disarray. Hunting them down will be easy. We will have the chance to purge the world of more evil than our order has for over two centuries.”

Elaine gulped. “I understand.”

Hilga stood, along with the rest of the council—except Paul, who was snoring again. “Elaine Gentry, Witch Hunter, Holy Knight of the Divine Council of Texas, we hereby charge you with the task of investigating and slaying the Coven King in Wisconsin. Do you accept this task?”

The Holy Knight wasn’t afraid, but she also wasn’t stupid. The implications were enormous, and the Coven King’s power would be just as great. “If the rumors are true, how do you expect me to slay such a creature?”

James smiled as he stepped behind the throne and picked up an ornate, long, rectangular wooden box. He opened the lid, displaying a rather plain-looking sword. The leather hilt was worn from use, yet the blade was still flawless and sharp as ever. Next to it was a simple leather sheath. Any Holy Knight in the order would recognize that blade, and Elaine was certainly no exception. “You’ll kill him the same way the Holy Knights slayed Merlin, the last Coven King—with Excalibur,” James said as he held out the box, waiting for me to take the sword.

Reaching forward, Elaine took the sword by the hilt and immediately felt its power coursing through her veins. It was intoxicating, and she looked upon it with awe. “I accept this charge. I swear on my oath as a Holy Knight, that should this rumor prove true, and the Coven King’s death prove justified, then it will be done, or I will die in the pursuit of that goal.”


Chapter 1


Pancake

Cook-Off

Three months passed since I lost my hand and Halo helped me grow a new one. Because of the golden veins that came with it, I always heard the same—

“I need that Midas touch on my pussy, Coven King!” came a shout from the crowd, followed by a sea of giggles.

Yeah, that one. It became a common joke. I smiled and waved as Alpha shushed everyone. Alpha was my furry-eared, tail-wagging Beast Witch who had a Mommy kink, and her stern, take no shit attitude made her the perfect one to lead the monthly coven meetings for me. She was five months pregnant now, but because of her muscular stomach, she wasn’t showing as much as most women do at this point in the pregnancy. However, that didn’t mean that it wasn’t very noticeable, even if you could still somewhat make out her abs just above the baby bump.

“Last warning! The next witch who wants to shout something at our King while we go over important information that you need to know won’t be getting your monthly dose of King cock in the next couple of weeks. And yes, we’ll know who you are, so don’t try anything stupid,” Alpha said with a scowl.

The crowd gasped before going dead silent.

Two months ago, we completed our purchase of Sinner’s Field and it took another month to finish the construction. We also finished adding permanent wards to secure the stadium and surrounding area. All around the field, decorations and paintings adorned the concrete barriers, and they planted flowers around the edges. Someone even started adding portraits of me on the seats. When I asked why, they politely explained that it was because every witch wanted to sit on my face.

Many of the witches who were working on it added their own rooms within the old stadium. At least fifty witches were using it like some kind of witch hippie commune with others coming and going. They often spent their free time roaming the stadium or singing and dancing naked.

I may or may not have visited one night when they had a bonfire going to see what the fuss was all about. And on said visit, which potentially occurred, it is highly plausible that my appearance turned the song and dance into an orgy. However, I cannot confirm or deny if such an event took place. If Cherry claims to have proof that it did, don’t listen to her.

Shaking my head, I refocused on Alpha as I waited for my cue. After covering everything that would be in the meeting at home, standing and listening to it all over again was boring. I no longer had the same rush I used to when standing in front of a crowd of over five hundred witches.

That’s right, our recruiting pulled in another fifty to sixty members over the last few months, putting us just over the requirements to be a super coven. Unfortunately, we still didn’t have the information network that the Devil’s Coast Coven and the Big Apple Coven had. However, we were working on it. It made our preparations to go after the Devil’s Coast Coven more difficult, but there was still progress.

“That’s right, ladies! We have finally fixed the sync issues, and two-way sync is a go! We appreciate your patience as we took time to ensure we thoroughly corrected the issue. Still, I’m sure you all agree that it’s much better that we were patient rather than risk seeing our King almost die from too many pussies overwhelming him at once,” Alpha said.

Hundreds of solemn nods and mutters of agreement came in return.

“I’ll pass you over to Illumina for the last general announcement.”

The white-haired arrogant witch stepped forward, her face now displayed on the jumbotron above us. Illumina was my prideful Moon Witch with a slave kink who wouldn’t openly display her true feelings for me, often hiding her emotions behind feigned anger. “Today, we start a new program. Currently, every witch’s name is in the drawing to be chosen at random for the twenty monthly guest spots on Cherry TV. Going forward, in addition to your first entry, rewards for exceptional work, putting in extra shifts on tasks or security, as well as contributing additional Spell Tokens during your monthly tithe will all earn you additional tickets that will increase your odds of being one of the twenty lucky ladies. We will also select two runners-up who will get to have an exclusive video two-way sync with our king and one of his inner circle members!”

The crowd erupted into deafening cheers.

“Many of you may ask yourself, ‘Why do I have to share him with an inner circle member during a video sync session?’ The answer is simple. Since you are not there to make use of our king’s divine seed, one of the inner circle members will ensure it fills at least one of her holes so it does not go to waste,” Illumina explained.

A sea of nods, each one showing fervent agreement, came in response.

“Now! Who’s ready to witness as our king takes on his newest form and makes history yet again?!”

Everyone shouted, whistled, and clapped with unbridled excitement.

“Then watch, as our glorious ruler takes on a form that, to the best of our knowledge, no one has ever seen before—the form from a Summoner Witch!”

The thunderous applause and cheers only grew louder when I finally took center stage in the middle of the field. This form was one of the most fun forms I had so far, and it wasn’t that hard to dominate when I first explored it. Calling one of Mallison’s Summoner Tokens to my hand, I raised it to my lips, and for theatric’s sake, I kissed it while activating the magic.

I dismissed my clothing to my transdimensional storage space as my body grew and expanded. As it did, I controlled my transformation, guiding it to be what I wanted. Fur exploded from my thick skin as I took on the form of the Okatku—the ten-foot tall, sixteen-foot long mix of a bear, a wolf, and a lion. I let out a deafening roar.

The crowd looked on, heads cocked in confusion as they offered a small, quiet golf clap.

Opening my maw, I let out a low, growling chuckle before two giant bat wings grew from my back, and my head transformed into that of an actual lion. At the same time, my furry tail became a massive serpent.

The crowd gasped with delight as they realized I had tricked them.

My bat wings turned into the gleaming metal wings of my Celestial Guardian form while my head turned into the green, leaf-crowned Jolly Green Swamp Thing. Vines shot out of my sides, writhing like tentacles, and I stood on my hind legs as my arms burst into the flames of the Ifrit. Then I transformed my entire body into a seventeen-foot tall ice drake.

I breathed out a blast of cool air across the crowd before shrinking down to the size of my Cairbrannog form and sprouting two dark fey wings from my back. Flapping my small wings, I flew around over the crowd, swooping low so witches could hold up a hand to let their fingers caress my soft fur on my way past them. Returning to the center of the field, I let the form go as my ring’s Angelic Blessing allowed me to drift to the ground below as I donned my clothing once more and landed on my own two feet.

With two hands held in the air, I let the crowd shower me in applause. Not that I really wanted or needed the praise, even if it was good for the ol’ self-esteem, but they were excited about witnessing history, and I didn’t think it was right to ignore their joy. I never asked to be their king, but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t do my best to do right by them in return for their devotion.

Waving my palms in a downward motion, I signaled for the crowd to quiet down. They quickly complied, eager to hear what I had to say next. “I know what you all must be thinking, and the answer is no. This form does not render my others useless. Sure, as a chimera with Mallison’s summoning powers, I’m able to not only use any part of my forms but also any aspect from any creature she can summon as well, but that comes with a cost. As far as my other forms are concerned, when I adapt parts of them, or even the whole thing using this form, not all magical abilities from the form are available. Furthermore, it diminishes the strength of the available ones.

“While I can push them to reach the same strength, it has a much higher cost to do so. On the other hand, using any of the creatures that Mallison can summon, their powers are just at their full strength. Again, there is also a downside that their magical powers aren’t nearly as strong as those which my primary forms possess. The beauty of this form is its extreme versatility. Having that level of flexibility can mean the difference between life and death.”

“Show us your freakin’ dick!” came a shout, but not from the crowd, who promptly began giggling and offering various forms of agreement. Rose is my green-skinned Flower Witch with the body of a pin-up model and the brains of… the brains of… well, I guess the brains of both a rocket scientist and a Dodo Bird. Honestly, it was a bit of a coin flip sometimes. Either way, no one could deny that she was a feisty sweetheart and a lot of fun.

I turned to see it was Rose with her hands cupped around her mouth, ready to shout at me again before Cherry pulled her hair vines. Instead, she instinctively and lewdly shouted, “Ahhh! Yes, Daddy!” Her eyes went wide and her cheeks burned as she quickly covered her mouth with both hands.

Cherry snickered. “That’s what you get for interrupting my Cinnamon Roll while he’s talking.” Then, for some reason I couldn’t comprehend, she winked at her. Cherry Cola was my Vampire Witch and a chaotic cutie who couldn’t seem to get the timing of her winks consistently right.

Rose gasped, still covering her mouth as she spoke. “Logy-poo was talking?! Jesus Christ! I’m sorry! I wasn’t paying attention. I was too busy daydreaming about him licking my booty hole.”

I smiled at her. “Totally understandable. I was daydreaming about it earlier today too. Granted, I was eating a salad at the time.”

The crowd let out a collective, “Awwww!” as if I just said the most romantic thing they’d ever heard.

I learned a while ago not to question the strange logic of witchy women. From my experience, being able to go with the flow and ride the weird waves was essential to thriving in this mystical world. One might argue with my methods, but my results speak for themselves.

Novella stepped up next to me, taking center stage and getting things back on track. She was my administrative blonde Grimoire Witch, and the only witch I’d ever seen that needed glasses. Her affinity often left most of her skin covered in magical tattoos, adding an edge to her professional look. “Alright, ladies! We’re going to take a brief intermission, and when we come back, we’ll have a special competition for your entertainment.” She put the back of her hand up to her mouth as if she were announcing a conspiratorial secret to the crowd. “Between you and me, no matter how the competition goes, I’m sure we’ll all be winners.”

[image: image-placeholder]

After fifteen minutes, the witches took their seats while the doppelganger stage crew finished setting up two separate cooking stations. Halo previously sent a large box of apology chocolates to Ikneada. Fortunately, the Culinary Witch didn’t take offense when the maple-flavored chocolates were all missing upon delivery, since the note included an additional apology for the Angel Witch’s inability to prevent her cravings for anything syrup-flavored because she is pregnant. It also helped that she was given one extra ticket for this month’s drawing for Cherry TV. In addition to that, Halo offered to have a friendly pancake cook-off at today’s monthly meeting.

Halo really was the sweetest girl in my entire inner circle—at least when her extreme mood swings weren’t affecting her. Now that she was five months pregnant with twins, her baby bump was the opposite of Alpha’s. My beautiful, pigtailed blonde’s stomach was twice the size of Alpha’s belly, even though their pregnancies were only two weeks apart.

“Ladies and King! The pancake cook-off is about to begin! It will be Halo Kitty versus Ikneada! The rules are simple. Both witches will have fifteen minutes to make their best pancakes. Because of her pregnancy, our Coven King will help Halo, but only by bringing the ingredients or culinary supplies that she requests. In the end, all of you in the audience will be the judge and decide who’s won!”

It was with a cheering audience that I joined my very round-bellied Halo. She held both hands against her stomach and chewed on her bottom lip, her white angelic wings fluttering excitedly as I grew closer. As I reached her, I pressed my lips to hers and my hand also pressed against her belly, feeling the babies kick. We kept the kiss brief.

“Gosh, baby. They’re going nuts today. They’re pounding my tum-tum almost as much as my heart does when I look at you,” Halo said.

I booped her on the nose with a finger while she adjusted her black cat ear headband. “You’re too cute for your own good. Are you ready to make some pancakes!?”

She nodded, her pigtails bouncing. “Mhm! Gee willikers, love! I’m gonna make the best gosh darn pancakes you’ve ever seen!”

Ikneada remained silent. I guessed either she was fearful of how Halo might react to any playful banter, or she was just really focused.

“Good luck, Ikneada!” I shouted at her.

“Thank you, Pretty Boy. I’ll need it going against an incredible breakfast fan like Halo,” Ikneada replied as she took her starting position next to the griddle.

“Aww! Thank you!” Halo shouted, fanning her face with two hands as her eyes glistened. “Jeepers, Halo! Keep it together! Keep it together! I’ve got a competition to win!” she said, while trying her best to keep her emotions under control.

“Contestants, are you ready?” Novella asked.

Nods came from both ladies, and I threw one in as well—just in case.

“Begin!” Novella shouted, and the competition was on.

Halo started by listing off all the ingredients she needed as she waddled over to collect bowls, whisks, and a large wooden spoon. I quickly gathered everything she requested from the impromptu pantry that was set up with two of everything the girls might need, as well as some from the refrigerator. From there, my job was simple, pass Halo whatever she asked for and be ready to collect anything else she thought she might need.

Glancing over, I saw Ikneada rushing around, sweat already beading on her forehead while she began measuring her various ingredients and putting them in bowls. It wasn’t long before both women had a large batch of batter mixed and separated into several bowls, no doubt so they could make several kinds of pancakes.

Ikneada was the first to ladle batter onto her large griddle, but Halo was close on her heels. Fortunately, while the event was timed, it wasn’t a race. As always, before cooking her prepared batter, Halo hugged each bowl, kissing it, and adding her love to the mix. She claimed this was her secret ingredient—a fresh helping of love in every bite.

Within minutes, I had a row of dishes set out and both ladies were plating several types of pancakes. Halo topped some with syrup, others with powdered sugar, and some stacks even had cinnamon and sugar on top. The timer was at one minute when Halo gasped. “Oh no! The whipped cream! Where’s the whipped cream?!”

My eyes went wide as horror set in at the realization that I had somehow forgotten the whipped cream. Swapping to only my ring’s Angelic Blessing so I could maximize the additional speed it provided, I dashed to the fridge and back, holding a can of the delicious whipped topping. Halo beamed at me as she grabbed it and added it to several stacks.

Just as the last spurt of cream left the can, Novella threw a hand in the air. “Time’s up!”

Halo and Ikneada both sat everything down that was in their hands and put their hands up to show they were no longer working on their dishes.

Novella’s hands glowed as she chanted a very plot convenient spell she found in the Universal Grimoire. “Kopyer teze end mak monsples.” Suddenly, the long empty row of tables in front of the crowd was filled with plates containing conveniently sized sample bites of each pancake with blue toothpicks in some, and green in others. Magical doppelgangers approached the tables and collected the samples onto large trays before spreading out and offering a plate to every witch in the crowd.

This gave both contestants time to relax, as Novella explained. “The blue toothpicks are Halo’s pancakes, and the green ones are Ikneada’s. We’ll give you a few minutes to decide who’s pancakes are the best using this applause meter!”

As she finished, the jumbotron’s view changed to one of a semi-circle gauge with a range of one to one hundred. The odd part was that the numbers didn’t cover the full one hundred and eighty degrees. Instead, the number one hundred was at the top, a ninety-degree angle from the zero. On top of that, a picture of an arrow that acted as the needle. It was currently lifeless and bent in a flaccid state resting limply to the side on zero.


Chapter 1.5


The Reward

With samples consumed, and the crowd given a chance to savor the delectable flavors, it was time to decide a winner. Novella tightened her high ponytail and straightened her glasses before addressing everyone again. “Alright, ladies! We have given you all ample time to sample the pancakes.” She stood between Ikneada and Halo and put one hand over the Culinary Witch’s head. “Cheer if you liked Chef Witchardee’s the most!”

The crowd roared to life with a standing ovation. In response, the arrow on the meter gradually came to life, rising like a zombie from the grave until it stood fully erect at one hundred. This, of course, only made the audience even more excited, eliciting more cheers until the animated arrow throbbed and the tip erupted with white cream that splattered the display before dripping down, causing the entire jumbotron to turn white.

When the audience settled down, the screen reset, showing the arrow was limp once more. Novella giggled. “Wow! A full load. That’s going to be hard to beat.”

The crowd giggled.

Then the Grimoire Witch held her hand over Halo’s head as she stood, nervously wringing her hands and suddenly worried about her chances. Novella called out. “Let’s hear it if you liked Halo’s more!”

Again, the witches in the stands burst into loud cheers and clapping. For the second time, the animated arrow went fully erect, throbbed, and then white cream burst from the tip and covered the entire screen. When they quieted down, Arachna said, “In hindsight, using lewd animation like that to determine a winner was probably a bad idea. I’m pretty sure they totally forgot about the pancakes and just wanted to see it get hard.”

“I know, right? But it seemed like a good idea at the time,” Demonique replied.

I couldn’t help but look back, dismayed by how anyone thought that could have gone any differently.

Novella ignored the comment as she continued. “Incredible! Two full loads! Ladies, we have a draw! Both women will have to share the reward!”

Illumina stepped in front of me, grabbing my crotch through my pants, massaging it, and causing an instant reaction. My penis grew just as hard as the arrow had only moments ago. “Disgusting. Forcing me to grope you in front of everyone like this. It’s so wrong—Mmmm,” she said as a moan slipped out, interrupting her and causing her pale skin to turn crimson.

I kissed her forehead. “Whatever you need to tell yourself, cutie.”

She gasped with a horrified look on her face as the red crept up to her ears and she let out another soft moan.

Before I knew it, Novella pulled me to the center of the stage while carrying a bottle of maple syrup. In an instant, she had my pants undone, dropping them to my ankles and freeing my member as she coated it with the syrup. “Halo, Ikneada, I present you with your reward! Enjoy your cock-meat pancake with maple syrup!”

The crowd cheered while both ladies’ eyes grew wide with excitement. Their tops and the Culinary Witch’s chef’s hat suddenly vanished as they freed their round mounds of joy. Soon, their shorts followed, leaving them in nothing but lacy panties—Ikneada’s were pink, while Halo’s were black. The pigtailed blonde’s perky breasts were larger than they used to be, already growing because of the pregnancy. Ikneada helped Halo to her knees before joining her.

“Golly, baby!” Halo said as she took a long lick up one side of my shaft. “I couldn’t have asked for a better prize!”

“You know I love nothing more than tasting this delicious cock of yours, Pretty Boy,” Ikneada said, before sending her tongue up the other side of my shaft as well.

Out of nowhere, Halo aggressively snatched the maple syrup from Novella and unscrewed the cap. She then proceeded to fill her mouth with the syrup while Ikneada trailed tender kisses up and down my sticky length. My Angelic Witch then lowered herself slightly before spitting the sugary substance out all over my balls, then quickly took one into her mouth and suckled with muffled moans.

The sudden aggressive maneuver caught me off guard as she acted like my testicles were the sweetest new treat from the candy factory. Because of it, I almost didn’t notice my cock bounce. As it did, it bopped the short-haired brunette on the nose, leaving a maple-flavored mushroom stamp, and she let out a small shout of surprise.

“Ah!” Then she giggled, leaving it on her nose for now and wrapping her lips around my shaft. Her blue eyes gleamed with excitement as she stared up at me while joyfully bobbing her head.

With both girl’s mouths full, Novella took it upon herself to add sensual commentary while she pulled my shirt off over my head and began running her hands up and down my body from behind. “Mmmm. Look at those dirty little pancake sluts, on their knees and desperately working to earn every last drop of your delectable creamy topping.”

I rested my hands atop the girl’s heads as Halo pulled her mouth free from my balls. “Ikneada sample of that amazing cock too,” Halo said with a giggle.

“Hell yeah! That was a good one!” Cherry shouted from behind us.

Chef Witchardee popped me out of her mouth with a smile. “Personally, I thought she was taking the low-hanging fruit. Speaking of low-hanging fruit…” she said before bending down and popping my other ball into her mouth that was neglected until now.

“Hot damn! Those two are on fire with the puns today!” Cherry called out again.

Meanwhile, I was too busy gasping to reply. Halo leaned in, mouth open wide until she reached the base where she closed her lips tightly around my girth. Hollowing her cheeks, she stared at me with needy eyes, while slowly backing off until I popped free from her mouth completely. She dumped more syrup on my dick, ignoring the fact that some of it was dripping onto Ikneada’s hair and face. Then Halo repeated the action several times before keeping me inside and stroking me with her mouth while her tongue danced along the underside of my shaft.

“Dirty girls,” Novella said as she unbuttoned her top, freeing her tattooed breasts before pulling my head down into a passionate kiss. She rubbed her body against the side of mine as she continued. “Fuck, Mr. Morrsion. Look how easily she takes your massive, majestic cock down her tiny throat. Do you see the way it makes her neck bulge as your girth spreads her insides? It’s so fucking hot.” As if to prove her point, her hand slipped into the waistband of her skirt and she began moaning while kissing my bicep.

At the same time, both Ikneada and Halo joined her. They reached for one another’s pussies, knowing how much I like it when my ladies play nice. All three women circled their clits with their fingers while Halo and Ikneada both ran their mouths up the side of my manhood in unison. Their free hands wrapped behind my waist, each grabbing one of my ass cheeks to keep their balance as their bodies quivered with their growing anticipation.

I looked up from their hard work to see much of the crowd was already hard at work masturbating to the show we were putting on. Some had even pulled out their magical dildos that were a replica of my penis and were sucking as they fingered themselves or fucking themselves with it. A sea of shameless moans filled the stadium as several shouts of encouragement and desire came from random witches as they watched.

“The Coven King’s cock is so majestic! I can’t wait until it’s my turn to feel it throbbing inside of my tight pussy!”

“Ahhh! Coven King! I want to watch you coat them with your divine seed! Wooo!”

“You’re—Mmmm! The most incredible man ever! I want your cum inside of me!”

“MMm—Jesus Christ! Ahh! I want your tongue in my booty hole, Daddy!”

Silently, I noted that one of those was impossible, and another was clearly Rose.

Try as I might, I was quickly losing the battle as women started cumming all around me. Letting go of Ikneada’s head, I reached around the blonde at my side and pulled her in close. Novella spasmed violently against me as she reached her peak. “Mr. Morrison! I—Ahhh! Ffffuck yes! Mmm—I’m cum—Mmmm—ing for you! Nyahhhh!”

Meanwhile, Ikneada was basting my cock with her spit before gulping me down like Thanksgiving turkey with practiced ease while Halo’s moans hit a crescendo. Her piercing blue eyes stared up at me as her mouth hung open, and she briefly lost her momentum, pausing in her act of pleasuring Ikneada, who instead ground her hips into my blonde’s hand. “Gosh, baby! The syrup, it’s too—Ahhh! Much! I can’t—Ohhh Goddess! Hold back any—Mmmmm-more! Yes! Yes! Yes! Ahhhhh!” she screamed, her orgasm sending tremors through her body as she dug her nails into the flesh of my rump.

The short-haired brunette bobbing on my cock sent herself over the edge while still diligently performing her sacred task of taste-testing the cockmeat in her mouth. She tried to scream something, though it was impossible to tell what it was since her throat was busy jerking me off at the moment. “MMMPHHERRRUUMMMAHHHPH!”

It was so hot and I knew I was almost there. Novella slipped free from my grasp as the muscles in my body tensed. The pressure built inside of me, and my snake rocket’s blast-off was imminent. Seconds later, Novella was back at my side, cooing in my ear. “Fuck, Mr. Morrison, you’re about to cum for them, aren’t you? You’re going to give them the reward they’ve been working oh so hard for. Do it, cum. Cum for them and for all your dirty, slutty little witches who are watching and exploding for you right now as they finger their tiny pussies while they watch.”

Ikneada pulled off my slick shaft, leaving a huge mess of spit all over it, several strands hanging from her lips and my tip. Spittle hung from her mouth, coating her breasts that shook as she and Halo worked together to stroke my shaft with firm grips and high speeds. “C’mon, Pretty Boy. Cum for us. Give us that sweet treat we crave so much!”

“Please, baby! Please! We need it! I want your cum so fucking bad!” Halo begged. She knew it was a turn-on to hear her normally innocent voice start cursing.

My cock thickened, and I was about to explode when both ladies pulled their heads back, pressing the sides of their faces together while Novella held a plate with a stack of plain pancakes out just below their chins. My eyes went wide as my seed burst from my body. Rope after rope of my cum landed on their faces while also draping across the pancakes in a rather decorative fashion. As the explosion turned into more of a dribble, they moved the stack closer, taking their time to milk every drop onto it.

Novella handed them both forks while Halo added the last bit of maple syrup on top, and they each held the plate with one hand as they stared up at me with sticky faces from both syrup and cum. I watched in awe while they started cutting and taking bites of the semen-syrup-covered pancakes while moaning with each bite.

Novella lazily ran her grip up and down my manhood. The combination of the sight and her touch caused it to stay firm and at the ready. “Mmmm—Mr. Morrison. You know, there are two of them, right? They should have two rewards. There’s still one more plain stack of pancakes just waiting for its creamy topping. Shouldn’t you accommodate them?”

Speechless, I gulped and nodded while staring down at the women who devoured the pancakes as cascades of orgasmic moans echoed from the stands.


Chapter 2


Weekly Inner Circle Meeting

On the way home, we swung by Witchy D’s to pick up lunch. We wanted to eat at the restaurant, but we also wanted to finish up our weekly inner circle meeting sooner rather than later. There were too many eyes on us to speak openly there, and we didn’t want our enemies to learn our plans. So we took the food home and sat around the large dining table to eat and discuss the current agenda.

Novella sipped from her straw with one hand while holding her tablet in the other. She sat her drink down and tapped a few buttons. “Your sex schedule this weekend is clear. You are free to fuck as you please. However, the rest of the week is as follows, Monday is the New Moon, Tuesday Salem, Wednesday Night Grove, Thursday Fae Woods, Friday Radiant Heart, and next Saturday the Circle of the Trinity. Sunday is the rest of the Rising Star Coven, which we have begun referring to as the Independent Faction. And, it goes without saying that we in your inner circle will ride that majestic cock every chance we get.” As always, while she explained all of this she remained completely professional and serious.

“Can we spread the factions out over the next two weeks this time? They’ve been working hard this month, and I’d like to give each of them a little extra time if I can,” I said before biting a small collection of fries in half.

“Of course we can. They won’t enjoy hearing that they have to wait a little longer for their turn, however, I’m confident learning it’s because you want to give them more time will placate them.” She swiped and tapped away some more. “Aannnd done. Reminders will pop up on your phone the day before and the day of each faction’s designated fuck day,” she replied with a broad smile.

I turned my head toward a couple of mental voices that caught my attention and noticed Little Logan slithering past the table with Logan Jr. sitting atop his head. Little Logan hissed, “Do you want to sssee what Akimbo’sss up to?”

“Nah,” Logan Jr. squeaked. “He’s always a grumpy gus. It’s too bad Moccasin isn’t here. We need more friends to hang out with. Wanna play checkers instead?”

“Oooooh yesss. I love checkersss!”

The two familiars continued chatting on their way up the stairs, and I returned my gaze to the ladies. “What other business do we have on the agenda?”

Novella pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose as she examined her notes. “Topics for today are research goals, leads on our enemies, Mr. Morrison’s desire to ride a broom, Mr. Morrison’s rabbit's foot, faction Greater Familiars, and foreign rumors.”

Before the meeting could progress, three pigeons flew through the open window in the living room. They worked together to carry a bag. Flying over the table, they sat it down in front of Alpha before strutting towards her while bobbing their heads. The Beast Witch held out a fist. “Is it still hot and fresh?”

The lead pigeon let out a long coo followed by two shorter ones.

Alpha nodded. “Good. Here’s your payment.” She opened her palm and the three pigeons made quick work of the small fruits, nuts, and seeds before flapping their wings and soaring back out of the penthouse.

The rest of us watched in silent fascination as all of this took place. Meanwhile, Alpha continued like nothing happened. She opened the container of macaroni and cheese before summoning a jar of pickles and forking some into it. Then she pulled a bag of chocolate candies from her storage and dropped them in as well before mixing it all up with her fork. Pausing with the fork lifted halfway to her mouth, she noticed everyone staring at her. “What?! It’s pregnancy cravings,” she said defensively before placing the strange combination of foods in her mouth.

“Goodness gracious! Tell me about it!” Halo said with an exaggerated sigh. “I know the feeling. Sometimes, I crave pancakes without syrup!” she exclaimed wide-eyed as if she expected gasps to sound all around her at the news.

“Noooo way! Plain pancakes?!” Arachna said sarcastically.

Halo didn’t catch on because she pointed her fork at her excitedly. “YES! Exactly! It’s utter malarkey! Sometimes, I even want plain ones with whipped cream instead of maple syrup! Can you believe those fiddlesticks?!”

“Jesus Christ! That’s sooo crazy!” Rose said with feigned seriousness before she and Arachna snickered.

Arachna was my petite goth Spider Witch with piercings all over her body. She was comfortable being herself in front of the rest of the inner circle, but she was still very shy around strangers. She and Rose were fortunate that Halo didn’t catch onto their light-hearted teasing this time. There was no way of knowing how the hormonal mood swings of the Angelic Witch would react if she had. She had been known to be downright dangerous at times and messing with her was like playing with fire. Eventually, someone was going to get burned.

“Tell me about the research we’re doing,” I said, hoping to get the meeting back on track before any outbursts of metaphorical or literal flame could occur.

Novella straightened her glasses. “I’m currently looking into ways to improve your Philosopher form. It’s my goal to find the best combination of spells for your basic layout. As far as you riding a broom, I’m afraid I’ve got nothing. My only guess is that it may be possible if we added a Broom Witch to the inner circle. However, I’m not sure if that would be the wisest use of one of the spots.”

I nodded, doing my best not to let my disappointment show while looking around for any other research topics. It’s not that I needed to ride a broom. Many of my forms could fly, after all. But it looked like so much fun! Would it really be so bad to add Broomhilda to the inner circle? Sure a broom flight power would be redundant but I can see how it could be useful. Plus, she’s super cute. Then again, maybe I’m looking at it the wrong way. Maybe I should find a way for me to fly, then just tuck a broom between my legs and–My thoughts were interrupted by my white-haired witch.

Illumina sat up straighter, delicately placing her fork in its proper place next to her plate at the table. Even though it was fast food, she plated it as if it were a traditional meal. “I researched the Cairbrannog like you asked. It took time, but I finally learned the truth behind the beast. It turns out that it was Morgan Le Fay’s Lesser Familiar. She further empowered it, but the sheer base strength it held was a small reflection of her true power. The best I could determine, she charged it with protecting something in the cave before Arthur led his men to kill it. Presumably, they extracted or destroyed whatever it was the familiar was protecting.”

“That matches my theory. Seriously, how powerful was she if that was her Lesser Familiar? That’s insane,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief, many others doing the same. Internally, I couldn’t help but ask myself, How powerful will I become? I suppose the answer is as powerful as my enemies force me to become.

Demonique wore a wicked sharp-toothed grin, and I figured she was having similar thoughts. “True. But I’m more curious about events happening now. For example, the rumors of another Coven King across the pond. If they exist, how does their power compare to yours, or what yours could be?”

Beneath the rough exterior of my shiny-horned Infernal Witch was a softy who wore the mask of a villain because that’s how people viewed her throughout her life. It was hard to blame people for their assumptions when she looked so naturally demonic with her black pupils and red vertical slit irises. Not to mention, she enjoyed putting on the act of a bad guy.

Unfortunately for her, that only made things harder for her these days. After all the trouble she caused us, it was taking longer for her to adjust to being part of the group. Even after months, she hadn’t quite found her place among the other girls, and they weren’t making it very easy on her.

Illumina scoffed. “Oh, please. There is only one Inevitable Coven King, and he’s sitting right here at our table. Foolish girl. It’s not the place of a silly little sex toy to question the validity of our king.”

Demonique rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “I wasn’t questioning the boss. I’m just not ignoring a potential threat.”

“Is that so? It must be like how you’re not ignoring the fact that you’re struggling to fit in?” Illumina prodded with a quirked brow and a smirk. “You should just give up and accept that you’re nothing more than a contractually obligated fucktoy who's required to serve our depraved King and meet his every whim and desire. Even if those desires include forcing you to sexually pleasure him in the middle of a busy four-way intersection in downtown as everyone watches you being degraded and used as nothing more than his eternal sex slave who definitely does not want to be dominated in such a manner,” she said with eagerness and hope while looking my way out of the corner of her eye.

The Infernal Witch’s sneer slowly shifted to a confused frown. “That–That seems very specific.”

Illumina blushed. “Yes, it’s specific. My King has very specific needs that he may or may not have included in our contract but certainly implied regardless.”

I pointed at her while shaking my head. “Nope. There’s nothing like that at all in our contract.”

The white-haired beauty didn’t take her eyes off of the Infernal Witch. “Anyway… that doesn’t excuse the fact that you need to find your own style and stop copying mine. We both can’t wear our old robes. It makes your character less unique!”

To say I had no idea how she connected her previous statement to her new topic was an understatement. However, no one else seemed to find it odd, so I ignored the strange transition as well.

Demonique gasped. “I’m very unique, thank you very much! I have horns! I’m a freak in bed!”

The Moon Witch laughed softly. “Of course, you are, pillow princess.”

I held up a hand to stop the two ladies, and again, brought the meeting back on track. Or so I thought. “Whether there’s another Coven King in Europe or not, that’s currently irrelevant. If they exist and become a problem, or an actual threat to us, then we’ll deal with it. For all we know, it’s just a Coven of Witches who are all in love with their Mating Familiar or something, and it’s not a big deal but people are blowing it out of proportion.”

Cherry started running her foot up and down against my leg under the table. “There is something that’s a disproportionately big deal that I want to blow,” she said with a spicy wink.

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t hold back the smile her playfulness brought to my lips. “Not right now. We need to handle business first.”

“I’m just saying. Your chubby cock is my business, and I know exactly how to handle it,” she quipped while making a lewd gesture with her hand as if she were rolling invisible dice.

Ignoring the inappropriate gesture, I scanned the table for anyone who had something important to say that didn’t involve my penis. While the first thing I noticed wasn’t about my penis, it wasn’t far off. In fact, it was a scene I’d grown rather accustomed to seeing over the last few months.

Novella was facing Mallison with a napkin in hand. She started wiping off the beautiful woman’s chin, startling her. Only now did I realize Mallison had been staring again. This is something that turned out to be rather common when it came to the Summoner Witch. It seemed strange at first, but I got used to it.

“C’mon sweetie, we talked about this. Three seconds max, then you look at something else for at least two seconds. You’ll stop making a mess like this so long as you control yourself and how often you stare at him.”

Mallison blushed and nodded. “Yes. Three seconds, then look away from him for two. I understand.”

My eyes quickly left that scene as Alpha spoke up, and much to my delight, it was about business and not me. “We’re working on a few leads. We still have no solid proof of where the Devil’s Coast Coven or the Big Apple Coven are located, but we’re getting close. Recently, my team learned that they’ve been handing out a few artifact weapons with the potential to hurt you to any groups that seem prepared to take action and prevent your rule. There are some rumors about a gathering of independent small covens coming together to bring you down, but I don’t have full details on it just yet.”

I nodded. This was serious news, indeed. Ever since I lost a hand, we’d kept our eyes peeled for any weapons that had the potential to harm me just as easily. We needed to find and confiscate these dangerous relics as soon as possible. It only took one small mistake or surprise attack and I could potentially be killed in an instant. “Great work so far, Alpha. Keep it up. Once you get solid intel, we’ll act on it right away.”

“Will do, lover,” she replied, her tail wagging from my praise.

“Still no word on your rabbit's foot or hand. There were a couple of homeless people in the alley, and one of them didn’t seem like they were all there anymore, if you know what I mean. Neither claimed to see any animal or people's body parts. Sorry,” Arachna offered with a shrug after bringing up another listed topic.

I sighed. It wasn’t that I was only curious about what would happen to my body part after it was severed from the rest of me, but it did create the real possibility that someone might be able to use that piece of me to track my movements or find new ways to hurt me. “Well, maybe it just dissipated into magic then. Tell whoever was still asking around in their spare time to move on. Honestly, I’m surprised they were still bothering with it after all these months. You’d think that if an animal didn’t get it by now it would have started to decay anyway. Since we didn’t find it the night it happened, I wasn’t expecting to find it at all. Regardless, make sure those members are aware of how much I appreciate their efforts.”

The Spider Witch nodded. “I’ll do that, baby. I’ll also send you a list because I’m sure if you liked and commented on their photos on the Cherry TV app, it would mean a lot to them.” Then she took another bite of her burger.

“I might just do that,” I said before remembering that I wanted another update about my favorite ‘Cute Little Mousey Witch’. “Hey, how’s Squeaks’s progress been lately?”

Alpha’s furry red ears perked up. “She’s still kicking ass. As soon as we’re ready to expand the inner circle again, she’ll be a shoo-in for sure. She has a solid reputation with the other witches, and many already agree that she deserves it.”

I smiled broadly at the good news. “That’s fantastic. On a completely unrelated note, when do you think we might be looking to expand it again?”

Alpha grinned mischievously. “I could see us being ready to expand any week now. Who knows, you might need that extra available power in the tank when we finally go up against the super covens.”

Novella finished chewing and swallowed. “Rose, some lady caught me in the elevator earlier and noticed I was coming up here. She said she lives in the building, and you should call her sometime.”

Rose frowned as she sipped from her large water bottle, the flower petals in her hair blooming and growing more vibrant as she did. “Huh? What lady are you talking about? Lots of ladies give me business cards.”

Several frowns, including my own, greeted this revelation.

“Why would—you know what, never mind. Apparently, you saved her marriage?” Novella said, the statement sounding more like a question.

“Jesus Christ! You’re going to have to be more specific than that. There were at least two women at the mall yesterday who came up to me and told me I saved their marriage. I have no idea how I did it, but I did. They both gave me business cards, too.”

“I–I’m not sure how to take that news. Anyway, she said that you would know. She also said, if you need a reminder, that she’s so happy that both your daddies enjoy tossing salad,” Novella explained.

“Logy-poo, why do you throw salads?”

I sighed. “I don’t throw salads. She means using my mouth on, you know, that place you like me to lick?”

Rose’s brows shot up in realization. “Oh! I see! That lady.” Rose held up a fist next to her face with a look of unbridled conviction. “She’s living proof of the freakin’ miracles that booty hole licking creates.” Then, her passion suddenly died off. “Meh, I’ll call her eventually.” Then she returned to sipping away at her water.

I grinned at the memory of the first day I caved and finally went downtown on her rosebud. It was a wonderful date, even if it didn’t seem like it would have been. It isn’t every day that your girlfriend wants to take you out to deliver packages, after all. Letting the memories fall into the background of my mind, I moved on to the next topic at hand. “What about the other faction’s Greater Familiars? Has there been any progress? And is Delilah still busy helping the Salem faction settle into their new homes? I’d still like to meet her.”

“I bet you would, baby. Who wouldn’t want to meet a literal sex demon? She can succ-u, bus I bet I still do it better,” Cherry quipped with another wink.

Closing my eyes, I simply shook my head at the terrible pun as all the other ladies groaned as if physically struck by how bad it was.

“Okay, okay!” Cherry said with her hands up in a sign of surrender. “I admit, I was stretching a bit too far for that one, but you gotta give me points for creativity.”

More groans sounded, but at the same time, there were reluctant nods of agreement all around.

Showing why she was still my right hand, Alpha was the one to speak up with a productive response to my questions. “Since they aren’t their own covens anymore, they have the rest of us to rely on and help protect them. Because of this, they aren’t rushing things. Instead, they’re taking their time to find the best Greater Familiars they can that will have good synergy with the rest of our factions. It was actually Arachna’s idea for them to wait.”

As all eyes fell on the Spider Witch her legs chittered nervously, and she blushed. “It’s not like I was smart or anything. I just suggested to them that since we aren’t trying to counter each other’s Greater Familiars anymore, we should be trying to get new ones that help cover each of the other’s weaknesses so they can work as a team if we need them to.”

I gawked at her. “Not smart? That’s brilliant. I don’t think any of us even considered that before. I know I haven’t. For something that awesome, I owe you a reward. Whatever you want, name it, and I’ll make it happen.”

The rest of the ladies gasped. They knew it was rare that I offered such an open-ended reward like that, and this was the second time that the Spider Witch got her hands on one. The last time she used one resulted in me getting more than just my hands all over her. She used to be my kinkiest girl, but now that title was up in the air thanks to a certain Moon Witch who was too proud to admit certain desires she had.

Several of the girls muttered things about a lucky spider, but Rose simply smiled at her before leaning in and whispering something so low that not even my enhanced senses could hear. Arachna’s eight eyes went wide, and her jaw dropped. Then she nodded frantically at the Flower Witch, and I could only imagine what they were talking about. My imagination, however, didn’t get a chance to take off as Demonique jumped in to answer my other question.

“Delilah finished helping the others move in and get settled, but she’s taking some time off to work on a few personal projects at the moment. However, if you require her for anything, she’ll hurry over as quickly as she can. She has expressed her excitement multiple times about being…” she trailed off before clearing her throat, looking slightly unsure of how she felt about her next words. “about being ‘your Greater Familiar’–with an emphasis on ‘your’.”

I shook my head, trying not to grin or openly acknowledge my curiosities about succubi in general. “No, there’s no rush. However, we might have her help with that independent group of covens who are gathering to oppose me when we learn more about them. Fuck, I hate the way that sounds. It makes me sound like a despot.”

“You’re not a despot,” Mallsion said in her usual quiet tone. To be honest, I had forgotten she was there. One of the reasons we picked her was because of how easily she fell into the background, but it still threw me off sometimes.

“Jiminy Cricket, baby! She’s right. You’re like, the opposite of a despot. Is there a word for the opposite of a tyrant?” Halo asked as she adjusted her black cat ear headband and pulled her pigtails tighter.

“Like Merciful Dictator?” Demonique asked.

“No, definitely not that. Anything with the word dictator sounds awful,” I said with a grimace.

“This isn’t complicated. He is our Benevolent King,” Illumina said.

“Our Warm-Hearted Ruler!” Rose added.

“Our Chivalrous Leader!” Arachna chimed in.

“A true man of the witches!” Alpha agreed proudly.

“One cock to rule them all!” Cherry shouted with a fist high in the air.

“One cock to rule them all!” The rest of the women said together, echoing Cherry’s dogmatic cry.

“Alright! Got it!” I said quickly, really hoping this didn’t become a thing as I waved a hand to quiet them down. Then I looked straight at Alpha. “I expected that from some of the others, but you?”

She shrugged as she stabbed more of her mac n’ cheese with her fork. “I’m not the leader anymore, so I get to be part of the fun stuff now.”

I bounced my head left and right as I considered it. “Yeah, that’s fair. Anyway, Demonique, I’ll keep you posted so you can let her know. Does anyone else have anything important to talk about?”

Several hands shot up.

“That doesn’t have to do with my penis?” I asked.

Several hands went down.

Cherry’s foot slid up between my legs and pressed against my crotch. “I’m helping Diana move into her new dorm room this week. It’s the same one you used to stay in before you dropped out and started taking night classes. I was thinking that maybe you’d want to come and welcome her to her new place?”

My brows furrowed. “Wait, how do you know which dorm was mine? You didn’t even know I existed until, like, six or seven months after I dropped out and got my apartment.”

She giggled. “Come on, my adorable Cinnamon Roll. I know literally everything about you, baby.” Cherry followed that up with a wink that I could only perceive as contextually creepy.

Regardless, it made my lips curl up at the sides. “Sure. I’ll gladly help welcome your not-sister into my old dorm. Anything else that’s a top priority?” Scanning the table, no one said anything. “Okay, then,” I said, clapping my hands together. “We’ll probably need more spell tokens soon from some of you, right?” I asked, glancing at Novella.

She swiped and tapped at her tablet screen again. “Yes. Your current count for special Spell Tokens infused with deals is looking fantastic right now. However, we need more regular tokens from Alpha, Illumina, Halo, Arachna, and Mallison.”

“Sounds good. I’d like you five to focus on that today unless you have other things you plan to work on?”

They shook their heads, confirming that they did not have anything else going on today that took precedence. Alpha said, “We can take care of that today. It’s not a problem. It’ll be better this way since it will allow most of us to take the weekend off. Everyone needs to rest up and enjoy themselves because next week is going to be busy.”

“Great point. If there’s nothing else, I think we’re finally done here.”

“Wait! I have one more topic for you, Logy-poo. Other than my flussy that desperately requires your attention as soon as possible, I was hoping you’d go to Hot Topic with me and buy me a Lesser Familiar.”

“Yeah, I don’t see why we can’t do that today. What do you say we go give that flussy the attention it deserves and then hit the road? The rest of you girls are welcome to come with us if you want,” I offered.

“To take care of her flussy, or to get the familiar?” Demonique inquired.

I bounced my shoulders. “Both?”


Chapter 3


Shopping at a Familiar Store

A few hours and a few well-taken-care-of ladies later, Rose, Demonique, Novella, Cherry, and I took the Harem Mobile to the mall where we were meeting up with Squeaks. Since she worked at Hot Topic for so long and still had connections, she could still get a great employee discount.

The mall was full of activity as hundreds of people walked through the various stores in search of their next purchase. We carved a path through a small crowd standing around waiting for the latest phone to release and finally entered the Hot Topic to see that Squeaks was already there talking to Cali at the counter. Once we reached her, she whispered the password to her friend and the store instantly changed around us, revealing the true magical store beneath its mundane cover.

Shelves that were once full of inappropriate T-shirts and goth clothing of all kinds were now adorned with grimoires, wands, candles, and cages of Lesser Familiars among other things. “Hey, Squeaks!” I said, excited to see her for the first time in a few weeks.

She turned from the counter and lunged at me, hugging me tightly and nuzzling my chest. “Hey there, Handsome! I missed you.”

Cherry coughed loudly. “What about the rest of us? What are we, chopped liver?”

Squeaks let me go, blushing but not ashamed before hugging Cherry too. “Hey, Cherbear! Don’t worry, I missed you too.”

They shared a brief embrace while the rest of the girls waved, offering polite smiles. Demonique’s tried to look polite, but her sharp teeth gave it a naturally wicked and almost cocky appearance. Squeaks’s smile faltered as she saw it, but quickly recovered. Unfortunately, that didn’t prevent the Infernal Witch from noticing, her lips curling down into a look of sadness. However, she too quickly changed it, her grin intentionally wicked this time.

No one seemed to acknowledge the brief unspoken interaction, so I let it go for now. Meanwhile, Novella pushed the glasses up the bridge of her nose. “Squeaks, it’s a pleasure as always. Excellent work coordinating the security detail for the new Salem faction residence. Oh, and your expense reports are expertly done. It makes my life so much easier when the details and requirements are so thoroughly explained.”

“Well, thank you very much. I take pride in my ability to pay attention to detail. It’s nice to know that my efforts aren’t going unnoticed,” the Mouse Witch said.

“What’s an ex-pence report? Is that like, a report about all your ex-pennies?” Rose asked, her eyes going wide. “Wait a minute! Do people date pennies? It’s weird enough to think about someone dating a single penny, let alone so many that they have to fill out a report about how many exes they have.”

“What the hell?” Demonique muttered.

Novella pinched the bridge of her nose. “No, Rose, it’s not… People don’t date pennies. We’re talking about one of the forms you fill out before you spend coven money.”

Rose gasped. “We have to fill out forms before we do that?!”

Novella’s jaw dropped. “Dammit all! You mean you’ve never filled out an expense report? The finances are all wrong! No, no no! This can’t be happening!” she rushed to summon her tablet and began frantically working on something.

Rose giggled. “I don’t even spend money. Logy-poo buys me everything I need. And when he doesn’t, I just steal what I need.”

Novella froze, then dismissed her tablet. She took in several deep breaths to calm herself. “Oh, thank the Goddess.”

Now Cherry’s eyes went wide with realization. “So that’s where all my panties went!”

Rose frowned. “Huh? I never stole your panties.”

Cherry tilted her head in confusion. “If you didn’t, then where did they go?”

Demonique held up a finger. “Do you even have any left? Logan rips them off us a lot. I had to buy more.”

I sighed. “Damn, that’s a good point. It’s a bad habit I developed recently. I really need to quit doing that.”

Rose, Demonique, Cherry, and Novella all gasped loudly. A single tear fell down the Flower Witch’s cheek. “Please, don’t say things like that. I—I can’t bear to think of a world where you’re not so hungry for my flussy that you don’t rip my panties off like a crazed animal!”

“Exactly! I demand an apology at once, Mr. Morrison! And I’m increasing the amount of available panty funds in the budget,” Novella said.

Holding up my hands in surrender, I said, “Okay! Okay! I’ll keep doing it. I didn’t realize you all liked it so much. How about we get to the reason why we came here?”

Squeaks giggled at my expense and nodded, though she did look a little jealous of the other girls. She’d been holding firm on her decision not to participate in the sexual aspect of the monthly meetings, still wanting her first time to be special and private. It was part of why she had been working so hard to show she deserved the spot in the inner circle that we wanted to give her. “Sounds good to me. Come with me. Cali already filled me in on everything that came in stock.”

As we walked, I brought up a question that had been nagging me for a while now. “So, I’ve noticed that most witches don’t really use their lesser familiars for much of anything these days, even though some have pretty great talents.”

“That’s true,” Squeaks admitted. “Nowadays most things we need are readily available to us. Witches all over the world grow the different herbs or other ingredients most witches need for their potions, and modern conveniences all around have eliminated much of the necessity for many Lesser Familiars.”

“Like horses, now that cars exist?”

“Exactly. As technology and modern mundane advancements continue, there’s a smaller need for Lesser Familiars. So they are mainly used as really smart pets. Like dogs to men, a Lesser Familiar is still a witch’s best friend.”

“That makes sense. I can feel how much more powerful the girl’s familiars are now, but they never put them to use, or involve them in any fights.”

“Witches have come a long way, especially your inner circle,” Squeaks explained. “Most witches don’t feel the need to risk their little friends. As you’ve seen, witches try not to kill other witches. However, if a familiar gets involved, all bets are off for them. Could you imagine Logan Jr. in a fight? He could take a hit or two for sure, even if he doesn’t look like it, but is it worth the risk?”

I shook my head. “No, I don’t think it is.” By that point we reached the main stretch of cages, all housing Lesser Familiars, many of them already hatched.

“How ‘bout it, Rose? Do you know what kind you were looking for?” Squeaks asked with her hands on her hips and a beaming smile.

“Huh? Were we talking about something? I was distracted by Logy-poo’s ass in those jeans,” Rose said innocently.

“I understand completely,” Squeaks said. “I asked if you know what you want.”

Rose’s vines shot up along with her hands excitedly. “Hell yes, I do! I want a freakin’ cute little piggy! I’ve already got the perfect name picked out and everything!”

Squeaks’s smile faltered slightly. “Well, they have one adorable teacup piglet right now, but it’s a girl. It’s the only one I’ve seen here in a while. Usually, Hot Topic ends up having to send them off into the wild on their own or put them in mundane shelters to find homes with normal folks where they’ll never reach their potential since most witches don’t want female familiars.”

“I recall Mother telling me that the vast majority of all familiars are males, even though no one knows why that is, but no one ever explained why most witches don’t prefer female familiars,” I said.

“You know, that’s a good question and not one that people have really bothered asking before. If I had to guess, it’s because we’re surrounded by women all the time and they want a change of pace. When it comes down to it it’s all about personal preference. For all we know, most witches don’t care, and they pick males because that’s what the majority of their options are.” Squeaks said with a shrug.

“I don’t care what gender it is. I want a freakin’ cute little piglet!” Rose shouted excitedly. “Where is she?!”

“Right this way,” the Mouse Witch said as she led us to a particularly small cage on a shelf with a tiny, recently hatched egg. Standing inside was the smallest piglet I’d ever seen. It was so tiny that the little gal would easily fit in the palm of Rose’s hand.

“JE—SUS—CHRIST! She’s sooooo cuuute!” Rose gushed with her hands cupping her cheeks and her head tilted.

“Holy shit. That has got to be the most adorable little strip of bacon I’ve ever seen!” Cherry cooed.

The piglet’s eyes went wide at Cherry’s words and it let out a tiny squeal before rushing back and trying to crawl into its broken egg, its tiny little piglet butt still sticking out of the shell as it quivered in fear.

“Oh, goodness! Don’t worry little gal. I don’t care how scrumptious you look. No one will turn you into bacon on my watch!” Rose heroically declared.

Slowly, the piglet backed out of the shell and glanced skeptically at Rose before giving a small nod. Squeaks grabbed the cage and carried it to the counter, the rest of us following behind. Novella paid Cali the buyout price of only two Spell Tokens of any kind. “Wow, that’s cheap. They really don’t sell many female Lesser Familiars, do they?”

“Nope,” Squeaks agreed.

Rose performed the Lesser Familiar bonding ritual right there in the store before pulling a small tiara from her transdimensional storage space. “I’ve got just the accessory for you! I dub thee, Aphrodite Pigglesworth! Others may address you as Princess Pigglesworth!” The small tiara shrank the closer it got to the little piglet until it was a perfect fit and rested atop her head. Then she lifted Princess Pigglesworth and sat the piglet on the largest flower blooming on her own head. The familiar got comfortable, its tiny head barely peeking over the petals.

Cherry stretched her arms over her head and shot me a wink. “I don’t know about you gals, but I’m feeling a bit hungry for more than just Logan’s chubby cock. What do you say we hit up the food court while we’re here?”
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The six of us made our way to the food court where we split up to snag foods that would satiate our varied cravings. I grabbed some teriyaki chicken and rice, Novella got a large juicy burger, Cherry bought a rather massive slice of pizza, Demonique ordered spicy chicken nuggets, Squeaks went with some extra cheesy macaroni and cheese, and Rose opted to buy a salad with a side of fruit. Together, we found a table near the edge of the seating area and filled our bellies.

Cherry finished chewing a bite of her crust which was all that was left of her pizza, opting not to simply throw it away; she wasn’t a heathen. “Listen up, babes. I was thinking, Illumina had a point. Our little demon chick here needs a new look. No one in the Salem faction still wears their old robes except you, Demonique. How come?”

The Infernal Witch crossed her arms. “How come what?”

“How come you’re still wearing that old rag while everyone else moved on already? You miss it or something?”

“I’ve been rather curious about that as well,” Novella said before taking a sip of her lemonade.

Demonique’s posture was getting more defensive. She looked at me, and I could see in her eyes that she wasn’t sure if she was being teased or if they were genuinely curious about her choices. I gave her a reassuring smile and a nod, encouraging her to go ahead before I scooped another spoonful of rice into my mouth.

Demonique hesitated and Squeaks reached over, laying a hand on her shoulder. “It’s okay. They aren't teasing you.” Thanks to her many years in customer service, the Mouse Witch had become great at reading people.

The horned-witch sneered on instinct and Squeaks frowned. Then, reluctantly, Demonique answered. “I—I don’t know what I’d wear, okay! Is that what you wanted to hear?! I have no style of my own!” she admitted in an overly defensive tone.

Cherry winked at her. “That’s an easy fix.”

I stayed quiet, watching the girls talk. It took them time to come around to the idea of the Infernal Witch being in our family as opposed to being an enemy that was being ‘punished’. Seeing them extending an olive branch like this brought a smile to my face.

“And we’re in the perfect place to fix it,” Novella added after wiping off her mouth with a napkin.

“To fix what?” Rose asked as she fed Princess Pigglesworth another grape.

“We’re talking about helping Demonique find some new clothes,” Squeaks said.

Demonique squinted her eyes suspiciously as she sipped on her straw. “Why would you help me? We aren’t friends.”

Cherry blew a raspberry. “Sppt! Of course, we’re not. We’re family now. It’s about time you started to realize that.”

“We—we’re family?” Demonique asked softly.

“DUH!” Rose shouted. “Jesus Christ! How did you not figure that out yet?!”

This put Demonique right back on the defensive, once again she adopted her usual villainous sneer. “You think I’d ever want to be part of your—” she froze, looking at me and seeing the disappointment on my face as she realized what she was about to say. Then she puffed out her cheeks into an adorable pout. “Fine. We’re family. And you’re lucky to have me.”

“I think we’re just about finished up here. What do you say, babes? Should we go check out some clothes? I know I need to buy more panties while we’re here,” Cherry said, sending a wink my way.

“I think that sounds like a great idea. Why don’t you girls go ahead? I want to check out a manly store that women don’t like while you’re busy. One with lots of tools and stuff,” I grunted in my manliest voice while playfully puffing out my chest. “Besides, I think I’ll want to be surprised by what you all come up with, and that won’t happen if I see what you pick out.”

Squeaks grinned at me. “Oh, don’t you worry about that, Handsome. I’ve got something really special saved up for when I finally get my time to shine.”

I cocked a brow and smirked. “I bet you do. I know I can’t wait to find out.”

“Aaannnnd that’s enough flirting in front of the baby! Princess Pigglesworth is not amused!” Rose declared as he stood.

“I don’t know what she’s talking about. I thought it was cute,” the piglet said in her tiny, adorable piglet voice in my head.

Dammit, I couldn’t help myself. I let out a little, “Awww!”

Rose misunderstood my words. “Don’t worry, Logy-poo. I’ll make sure there’s plenty of flirting when we get home and Princess Pigglesworth is in her royal chambers. Come on, ladies! Those panties aren’t going to try themselves on!” Rose shouted, drawing many confused stares from all over the food court.

I chuckled and kissed each of them before they left. As the ladies bounded off in the direction of several different women’s clothing stores, I decided to wander off toward the hardware store in the mall, hoping to find the materials to make myself a new lock-picking set. However, just when I turned in the direction to go there I collided with someone.

They stumbled back, dropping a bag they were carrying along with some pamphlets with things to do around the city from a nearby information kiosk. I held out my hands, apologizing profusely before kneeling to help gather the fallen pamphlets. “Oh, gosh, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to run into you like that. I should have been watching where I was going.”

The woman, I now noticed as I looked up while she quickly stuffed a lacy garment back in her bag, was blushing furiously—no doubt because of the sensitive piece of lingerie that was unceremoniously exposed and strung out on the floor for all to see before she put it away. She was beautiful, with a short brunette pixie cut and muscles that matched Alpha’s. However, unlike Alpha, this woman was dressed more conservatively than my lover did–except for the several buttons of her blouse that were undone, showing off a generous amount of cleavage. Her beauty didn’t phase me, considering I was having sex with hundreds of equally gorgeous women these days.

So I didn’t miss a beat as we both stood, and I handed her back her papers. “Again, I am so sorry about that.”

She brushed a lock of her short hair behind her ear. “Goodness, please, it’s not a problem. Honestly, It’s my fault, I was too busy looking at these to watch where I was going,” she said, holding up the pamphlets with a sheepish grin.

“Yeah, I noticed those were all information brochures. Are you new in the city? Ah, wait, where are my manners? I’m Logan,” I said while holding out my hand.

She tucked the papers into her shopping bag and took my hand to shake. “Elaine, and yes, I’m new around here. I’m from Texas.”

“Wow, that’s a long way from home. Up here for business or pleasure?” I asked with a casual and friendly tone. I had no interest in picking up mundane women. Hell, I had more women than any man could ask for already. That didn’t mean I couldn’t have a polite conversation with a stranger, though.

She seemed to have other thoughts in mind as she eyed me up and down like a piece of meat. “Business, but I’m hoping to mix a little pleasure in with it.”

The pre-coven me would have been more than thrilled to hear such an obvious proposition. Instead, I didn’t change my demeanor or the friendly tone I used. “Well, with a woman as lovely as you, I’m sure you’ll have no problem with finding someone around here who would be happy to help accommodate you. Do you need any help finding anything before I go?”

She frowned slightly, clearly taking the polite rejection for what it was, but she proved she wasn’t one to give up so easily. “Are you sure I need to look elsewhere? I did just run into this very tall, strong, and handsome man, after all. You’re all alone here and so am I. We could maybe go find someplace quiet and get to know one another a little better.” She chewed her lower lip and if I weren’t already so well taken care of by so many incredible women, I wouldn’t have been able to resist her.

Unfortunately for her, I was far from alone. I smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry, Elaine. I’m actually here with my girlfriends and they’re off looking at some clothes together. You’re a beautiful woman, but I’m afraid I have to decline. I am very flattered though. But, before I go, there’s a map of the mall right over there, and as far as great sights to see, the museum has some really incredible pieces on display that you’re sure to enjoy. I’ve got to check out the hardware store. I truly hope you enjoy your stay and find someone to keep you company while you’re in town.”

I didn’t enjoy having to reject women so blatantly like that, but sometimes they either didn’t or refused to take the early hints. It wasn’t like I fucked hundreds of women for no reason. Sure, it was a win-win scenario, but still, I was a faithful man. With a respectful nod, I started to walk away.

Elaine looked confused as she watched me go, and I couldn’t help but chuckle in my head. They always had that look when they caught on to the pluralization of the word girlfriend. I didn’t look back as I walked away, feeling bad for her and for having to reject her, but also feeling flattered. It didn’t matter how many gorgeous women I had in my life, another one coming onto me always raised my self-esteem a bit. Then again, that tingling sensation wasn’t butterflies in my stomach, but more so in my sternum—right where she bumped into me.


Interlude 1


Elaine

Elaine Gentry, of the dwindling Order of the Holy Knights, was on a mission. It was possibly the most important mission in the history of her order. The Divine Council of Texas tasked her with tracking down the supposed Coven King and slaying him. However, she had her personal vows to account for. If he wasn’t a wicked man and didn’t deserve to die, then she wouldn’t kill him.

She wore a casual white blouse and white trousers. It was tradition for Holy Knights to wear all white, but she only donned it when she wasn’t hunting witches or fighting monsters. Most of the order preferred to wear white all the time. However, she knew that was a bad idea when hunting at night. What better way to make one’s self into a beacon in the darkness that screams, ‘Hey there! I’m a holy warrior trying to sneak up on you.’ No, she’d wear her normal leathers for that.

Elaine shook her head in disappointment as she walked out of the mall. She fixed several buttons on her shirt to cover her modesty again as she walked through the parking lot where she got in her car. It was a white sedan—a rental. She started up the engine and turned off the radio. It was almost time for her next check-in, but she had nothing substantial to report. What was she going to say? Yes, hello, I’m here. I’ve got nothing? No, that was unacceptable. She was being too hard on herself again since her plan failed. No one held Elaine to a higher standard than she did.

Elaine held up her newest trinket, a rabbit’s foot that she attached to a key chain. It would be her lucky rabbit’s foot now. Indeed, it gave her the first big break she had so far.

She found that learning who the supposed Coven King was and where to find him proved much harder than expected. His coven had exceptional wards. Through her hard work and due diligence over the last two and a half months, she got some solid intelligence to act on. Somewhere in Fresco City, the Coven King fought a group of witches in an alley. The rumor was that he was in a rabbit transformation and lost a hand. Apparently, they had been searching for it but never found it.

How odd. If he was actually taking on sixteen witches at once, why would he turn into a rabbit? Then again, that’s a lot of witches. A small rabbit would probably have a better means to escape. He can’t be that strong if he was running from them. I could take down that many witches alone, she thought.

It didn’t take her long to realize that she wouldn’t find him through conventional means. She eventually found security footage that was highly degraded in one alley. Searching the cameras near it provided proof she had the right one. The first man to turn into that alley was unidentifiable on the cameras. Either someone used a spell to keep his identity a secret or something about him naturally blocked mundane camera footage. It wasn’t uncommon for people with powerful enough magic.

On the bright side, she got a clear view of two homeless people who entered the alley after the visual distortions ended. It took over a month to track them down. One turned out to be mentally unstable. She aided him as best she could and spotted the rabbit’s foot in his meager belongings. Fortunately, he let her have it.

Her findings blew her mind. For starters, she expected it to be shriveled up and decomposed after two months had passed since the witches cut it free from the body. Instead, it was in perfect condition. The small ankle even scabbed over and seemed to be slowly healing. In addition, when she scanned it, her power meter almost broke. The council was very pleased with that find.

The best part was that with a piece of him, she could track him no matter where he went. That’s how Elaine made her first contact today. Unfortunately, that meeting didn’t go the way she planned. It took a week before he was alone in public, and she didn’t hesitate. With strategic timing, she created the perfect random encounter.

Her plan had been simple. Seduce him, lead him somewhere private with her, then capture and interrogate him. If he deserved to die, she’d kill him. If not, she’d let him go free. It should have been easy.

Okay, sure, Elaine had never been with a man in ‘that way’ before—not that she knew what ‘that way’ was, and she wasn’t the most practiced in the arts of seduction, but she was no fool. It was clear as day that men found her attractive. She lost count of how many lustful eyes fell on her each day. Even the witches she was on good terms with told her she was as pretty as any witch.

Some Holy Knights would take that as an insult, but not Elaine. A witch’s magic made her flawless and the best physical version of herself she could be. It was high praise, indeed. Still, the alleged Coven King didn’t take the bait. He proved immune to her charms, no matter how blatantly she offered herself up to him for, well, whatever it was heathens wanted to do with a woman in private.

Her phone rang, and she checked the caller ID. It was Hilga, her primary contact for this mission. “Hello, Hilga,” Elaine said, trying not to sound disheartened.

Hilga chuckled good-naturedly. “I see you’re being too hard on yourself again, aren’t you, dear?”

Elaine frowned. “I finally made contact today. However, it didn’t go according to plan.”

Hilga sighed audibly. “Nothing ever does. Tell me what happened.”

“I planned to seduce him and lure him to a private location I prepared in the mall, but he didn’t go for it.”

“Hmm. You showed off the goods, right?”

“Of course, I went four buttons deep just to be safe.”

“Good, good. You made eye contact and thought about your favorite food so you’d have a hungry look in your eyes, right?”

“Absolutely. I even complimented him on his appearance.”

“What does he look like?”

“He’s actually really handsome. Tall, fit, strong, every bit the man I would go for if not for my purity and devotion to the Holy Order.”

“Mmmph. He sounds like some grade-A choice meat,” Hilga said in a playful tone.

“Hilga! That’s so naughty!” Elain said with a barking laugh.

Hilga laughed as well. “Do you think he’s gay?”

“No. His attraction to the witches with him was obvious, and he called them his girlfriends.”

“What kind of man did he seem to be?”

“Honestly, he was extremely polite and super apologetic. I could tell that he was attracted to me, but he did a great job keeping his eyes on mine, only glancing at my chest one time. All the other men who look at me have lust in their hearts and check me out much more actively than that. I still don’t understand why he resisted, though. Anyway, he let me down so gently that even if I were trying to seduce him for real, I wouldn’t have been upset at all. My instincts tell me he’s got a kind heart.”

“Hmm. He’s got willpower, that’s for sure. Did you get any confirmation that he is a Coven King?”

Elaine shook her head even though her companion couldn’t see it. “No, ma’am. Though he’s got some kind of sway over the witches, for sure. They were exceedingly happy together. However, now that I can track him, I’ll sneak through some of their wards and get a closer look.”

“Alright, before I let you go, did you find anything else noteworthy?”

“That’s a good question. When I bumped into him, he had something large in his pocket. At first, I thought it was a weapon, but then I caught the outline, and it seemed like an oversized plantain.”

Hilga coughed, sounding roughly like she was choking on something. “Are you sure it was a plantain, dear, and not something else?” The way the old woman asked, Elaine thought it sounded like Hilga was hoping Elaine would know the answer already. The Holy Knight wondered if this detail had been more important than she initially realized. “Yes. It was huge and shaped exactly like a remarkably large plantain. Perhaps it was an artifact of some kind? Then again, he is in great shape, so he may keep a healthy snack with him. Whatever it is, you have my word. I’ll find out.”

Hilga cleared her throat. “By God, that’s impressive,” she muttered before correcting herself. “I mean you, your devotion to your work is impressive.”

“Thank you, Hilga. That’s high praise coming from you,” Elaine happily declared.

Hilga sighed, and Elaine couldn’t help but feel like the old Councilwoman was trying to decide whether or not she should say something.

“What is it? If you have vital information, I should know about it.”

“Sweetie, that object sounds a lot like it’s his—you know what, never mind. Good luck with that, dear. I’m confident you’ll find out. Best if I don’t put any assumptions in your head. For now, keep doing what you’re doing. We’re proud of you.”

A sense of pride filled Elaine’s chest, and she puffed it out, even though no one was watching. “I won’t let you down, ma’am.”

Without another word, Hilga ended the call. Elaine put her phone in her pocket and considered her first meeting with Logan—if that was his real name. He appeared to be like any other man she’d met before, except for how fast he made her heart beat when she looked at him, how genuinely kind he was, and how concerned he was for protecting her feelings while rejecting her to be faithful to his multiple women.

Darn, she really needed to learn more about the relations between men and women. It was never a priority in her life before. Then again, she never felt that fluttering in her stomach, or that heat between her legs when she looked at someone until she met Logan.

Every time she looked at him she was tempted to… dare she say it? Dare she even think it? Who was she kidding, she was already thinking about it. But could she really entertain the thought of… holding his hand?! “Oh my!” she said, covering her mouth with a hand as a furious blush blossomed on her cheeks. The thought was so scandalous!

Using her phone, she brought up the Woogle search page. Her fingers typed the question, “What do men and women do together when they are alone?” Her thumb was right there. All she had to do was tap the button, and she’d have the answers she’d kept from herself all her life. Just a little closer and she’d do it. She’d press the button. Sweat beaded on her forehead and her hands shook. No! She couldn’t do it! How much of her purity would she lose if she indulged in even a hint of impropriety? Elaine didn’t want to find out.

Instead, she closed her phone and considered the prophecy. Hmm… I’ve still got no leads on the massive rooster, but Cherry is the name of one of the witches in his coven. That could explain part of it and might be confirmation that he is the Coven King. Regardless, I need more proof. Maybe this Cherry will make an announcement on TV at some point? If she did, then I’d know for sure. Okay, whenever I’m resting I’ll monitor The Witching Hour. When I’m not resting, I’ll find a way to break through their wards. One way or another, I’ll not stop until I find the answer I’m looking for, and either walk away knowing my order is safe, or making sure he’s dead.


Chapter 4


Dinner Under the Moon

It was late afternoon when I sat with Mother, Halo, and Alpha in Mother’s bedroom on the bottom floor of the penthouse. Mother Dearest was our Fertility Witch and the Mother of one of my three unborn children, which Halo was carrying as a surrogate. Mother lived on her farm, but still had her own room at the penthouse that she could use whenever she wanted. She was here tonight to check on my pregnant ladies and see how they were doing.

Alpha was lying next to Halo on Mother’s bed. Mother kneeled between them while I sat by Halo’s side, calmly running my fingers through her pigtail.

Mother’s hand cast a purple glow over Alpha’s belly as she laid back on the bed, holding Halo’s hand. “Everything looks wonderful. The baby is very healthy. You’re doing an incredible job, Alpha. Keep it up.”

Alpha’s tail thumped against the mattress beside her and her ears perked up. “Thanks. It’s kicking so hard already. I can’t imagine it won’t have my bestial affinities.”

“You’re pregnant with the Coven King’s baby, dear. Who knows what’s possible?”

Alpha nodded. “Exactly.”

The short back-and-forth struck me as odd. But then again, not all witches shared the affinity of their mothers, and perhaps one of my forms might somehow play a role in determining our baby’s affinity. Honestly, it was like Mother said, ‘Who knew what was possible?’

The redhead turned her attention to Halo, who was drying her tears with a tissue. “Your baby is going to be a gosh darn Olympian. The greatest athlete the world has ever seen!” she said, trying not to cry again and failing miserably.

“Shhh. Don’t you worry, sweetheart. Our babies will be just as amazing. Just you wait and see. Now, let’s take a look, shall we?” Again, her hand illuminated Halos’ much larger pregnant stomach with purple light. She smiled warmly as she turned to me. “Would you like to get a first glimpse of our children?” she asked Halo and me.

“YEEESSSS!” Halo cried with even more tears and excitement.

“I—” I tried to say, but I could only gulp. Then I nodded. It was one thing to know I was a father, and even to feel the kicking, but to see my kids for the first time… I was speechless.

Mother waved her other hand in the air, making complex patterns and symbols with her fingers. A purple light trailed them like little shooting stars as she worked. Then an illusionary screen appeared, and everything was black. She moved her other hand around, pressing it to Halo’s flesh until finally, two small figures appeared on the screen. It was like an ultrasound picture like those I’d seen on TV before, only clearer.

The grayish, white, shapes of two babies appeared before us. Mother made one more symbol and a sound joined the image. Thump thump. Thump thump. Thump thump. Thump thump. Two heartbeats sounded, one thump right after the other. The babies wiggled around but looked like they were hugging one another, holding each other for comfort.

Halo let out a long, joyful wail. “AAAAhhhh! They’re so beeeaaauuuutiful!” Tears streamed down her face.

My chest tightened as I returned my eyes to the sight of our babies—my daughters. When did I start breathing so fast? When did my heartbeat start pounding so hard in my chest that I could hear it right alongside theirs? When… When did my cheeks get so wet?

Alpha and Mother were crying as well. Ever since I met the girls, I’d had some of the happiest moments of my life. Today topped them all. Sharing this moment with the women I loved meant more to me than anything else in the world. I silently renewed my vow to gain as much power as I had to so that they would be safe—so that the precious lives that my women carried inside them would be safe.

After a few moments, Mother ended the spell, and there was silence. Okay, silence except for the still sobbing Angelic Witch. Mother smiled softly as she wiped away her tears. “The babies are doing amazing, and so are you, Halo. However, I was hoping that your mood swings would decline by now, though it seems they are only getting worse. The fact that you threw up is also slightly concerning since it should be nearly impossible for you to get sick since you’re an Angelic Witch with celestial magic.”

I frowned. “Is there anything we need to do?”

Halo’s sobs were finally getting under control, and she sniffled. “Goodness, I’ll do anything to make sure our babies are safe.”

Alpha squeezed her hand. “I know the feeling.”

Mother nodded. “I recommend you stay home for a while and keep out of the action.”

Halo quickly agreed. “Of course, I can do that!” she said, sounding more chipper now.

“I’d also recommend that you abstain from having rough sex for a week or two, just to see if things get a bit more stable.”

Suddenly Halo snarled. “YOU TAKE THAT BACK!” she shouted before letting go of Alpha and lunging with both hands right toward Mother’s throat. The Fertility Witch quickly backed up and Alpha moved in, barely catching Halo’s arms before wrapping her up in a hug and lying on the bed. Halo struggled in the stronger woman’s grasp. “Let me go! Let me go! She deserves this! How dare she say something so awful!”

“Shhhh. Shhhh. Shhhh,” Alpha soothed her as she clung to her friend. “She didn’t mean it. It’s okay.”

Within seconds, the anger dissipated to loud sobs once more. Mother and I quietly slipped off the bed and tip-toed out of the room. We closed the door behind us and Mother wiped a little sweat from her brow. “Holy shit, that was intense.”

I nodded quickly. “Yeah, it’s getting rough sometimes. I’ll make sure we go easy for a couple of weeks, no matter how much she begs. She’ll be taken care of in the end.”

Mother let out a sigh of relief. “That’s good. Let me know how it goes, Darling. If you need to give it to someone rough afterward to fulfill more primal desires, you know where to find me,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Until then, I need to harvest and replant again, so I’ll be heading out.”

“Thanks for coming, Mother,” I said, wrapping her up in a hug. She returned the embrace, and we shared a brief but passionate kiss before she started walking to the stairs.

I wasn’t alone for long because as she walked away, Illumina was passing her on the stairs and coming straight for me. Her pale skin was already flushed pink before she reached me. “My King, may I have a moment, please?”

“Sure, what’s up?” I said, taking her by the hand.

She looked away from me; the red creeping up her ears. “Stupid man, how dare you assume to take such an affectionate grasp of my hand like that.”

“My apologies,” I said with a smirk as I tried to pull my hand away.

She followed it, not letting go, and pulled herself against me before wrapping her arms around me. I returned the embrace. She scoffed. “I tell you how foul of a man you are and then you force me to hug you so tightly. Absolutely deplorable.”

“You know I’m not making you do anything,” I whispered in her ear. “What did you need? You know if you want a hug you don’t even need to ask.”

She shuddered against me. “I—I know,” she said softly. “I arranged something for us tonight. I was thinking that if you didn’t make plans already, then you may enjoy some company from your contractually obligated slut for a few hours?”

“Like a date?” I asked.

“No! How dare you presume something like that.” She squeezed me tighter. “It’s dinner, with romantic lighting, and perhaps many other witches around who have agreed to treat us like strangers for the night.”

That sounded oddly specific, and if anything, she had me curious. “Sure. It’s a date then.”

She growled into my ear. “Fine! But only because you are my king and you demand I go on a date with you. Otherwise, I would never agree.”

I almost pointed out that it was she who asked me on this date, but I figured it was better to let her have this one. When you have as many women in your life as I do, you learn quickly that it is important to pick your battles wisely.
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An hour later, after following Illumina’s instructions, we were out at Sinner’s Field. Ten-foot high poles had been placed all over the field and a string of large bulbed lights were hanging between them, lighting up the entire area. Tables and chairs were laid out as if it were one large outdoor restaurant. She wrinkled her brow angrily as she hooked her arm in mine while we walked out of the entrance toward a podium with a witch waiting for us. She wasn’t the only one either.

Everywhere I looked, witches sat eating, chatting, and generally having a good time. Four of them were dressed in tuxedos on a stage near the edge of the center field playing in a string quartet. I noticed several other witches dressed as high-class waitresses with white button-up shirts, black pants, and a black apron serving drinks and trays of food.

Sure enough, just like Illumina said, there were many people around who were doing their best to act like we were strangers. The hostess Twinkle, who I recognized immediately, wore a beaming smile. She was the cute redhead who caught my attention during the first monthly coven meeting, where I made love to my entire outer circle for the first time.

“Good evening, you must be,” she paused, checking her list. Then read, albeit awkwardly, as she stumbled through Illumina’s unnecessarily long description of us. “The Coven King and his faithful, contractually obligated cum slut who desperately needs his cock but only because she’s forced to and would otherwise never in a million years agree to a date like this.” She looked up at us with a hopeful smile.

“YES!” Illumina said with far too much enthusiasm before clearing her throat. “Ahem. I’m sorry, I mean, yes. That is us. I am forced to be here against my will by this wretched yet incredibly muscular, handsome, and breathtaking man.”

“Hey now, you know I’m not forcing—” I tried to say, but to my surprise, Twinkle cut me off, ignoring me and only responding to Illumina.

“Lovely! Right this way please,” she said, grabbing two menus and walking away. Illumina dragged me along by the arm and I followed her to a table that was on a slightly raised platform in the center of the field. It made our location obvious and provided a perfect line of sight for everyone there to see what happened at our table.

We sat down across from one another at the small table, and Twinkle placed our menus down in front of us. “Please, take some time to look over the menu. Your waitress will be here shortly,” she said before walking away.

I opened my mouth to speak, but Illumina held up a finger for me to wait. To my surprise, Cherry walked up next to us. She wore a beret and shot me a wink before turning away and looking at nothing.

Suddenly, Arachna scurried up in front of her on her spider legs. Her hands shook and her cheeks burned red as she held a clapper board out in front of her and shouted in a shaky voice, “Cherry TV Live broadcast and recording, take one!” Then she snapped the clapper board and scuttled off muttering, “That was so totally unnecessary. She owes me big time for this.”

I frowned before Cherry started speaking. “Welcome everyone, to the live broadcast of A Date with a Living Fuckdoll. This film is completely unscripted, and being recorded in front of a live audience. I hope you enjoy!” Then she gave the air an exaggerated wink and walked away.

Tilting my head in confusion, I looked at Illumina. “What the fuck is going on?”

She sighed and leaned in closer. “I wanted a date with you, and there are very specific things I want to happen on this date. Things that mundane people or others outside of our coven shouldn’t witness. It’s difficult getting this many witches of ours anywhere near you without them trying to fight for your attention, so compromises had to be made. Please ignore all of that, and let’s have a wonderful time together. You’re the one who made me come here anyway, so it’s the least you can do.”

Unable to help myself, I chuckled and shook my head. “Okay, fine. It’s just you and I on a date. It doesn’t matter if a third of the coven is here and the rest are watching live somewhere else. You’re my only focus tonight.”

She smiled despite herself as her cheeks flushed. “Thank you, my King.”

It wasn’t long before a waitress showed up. It turned out to be Bella, the blonde Bell Witch. Honestly, I wasn’t even surprised when I first learned her name. “I hope you're having a good time tonight. What can I get for you?” Bella asked.

I handed her my menu and smiled. “I'll have some water and tell Ikneada to surprise me.”

“How did you know—You know what, of course, not a problem, sir. I'll have that right out for you. How about you, ma'am? What can I get for you?” she asked, giving Illumina her full attention.

“If my King requires surprises, then I shall also be surprised,” Illumina said as she also handed Bella her menu.

I started thinking about the comments that Illumina had made to Demonique the day before, and I couldn’t help but ask, “Why is it you still choose to wear your old white robes? Is it sentimental reasons or something else?”

Her cheeks turned scarlet, and she looked away from me, struggling to meet my eyes. “That's actually quite personal. However, since my King demands my total honesty and for me to bare all my secrets to him, as I am obligated by our magically binding contract, then I will.”

“Hey now, you know I don't require you to do anything that you don't want to.”

She continued as if I had said nothing at all. “I have always loved wedding dresses. It's been a dream of mine since I was a little girl to one day stand at the altar and commit myself to the love of my life. However, there has never been a man strong enough to take from me what he wants and to make me give him what he desires until now.”

I blinked. That was absolutely not what I was expecting to hear. “Illumina, are you saying that you want to get married? You know, we're already in a lifelong binding contract. It's almost like we're married already.”

The Moon Witch quickly became flustered, stammering over her words. “That’s not—I’m not—You don’t—gah, blasted man! That’s the most wretched thing anyone’s ever said to me in my life.” Her red face and the hearts in her eyes didn’t match her angry tone.

Bella returned with our water and sat it down. “I’ll have your food out short—”

“Go! Away!” Illumina shouted, embarrassed to be caught in such a state.

Bella nodded furiously with a glint of fear in her eyes, before she scurried off. Meanwhile, I took Illumina’s hand in mine, and she let me. “We don’t have to do this,” I whispered.

The white-haired witch furrowed her brows angrily while puffing out her cheeks in a pout. “This is what I’m talking about. You’re always so damn sweet and kind. How could I admit to wanting to marry a man who won’t give me what I truly desire? Even if I love him with all my heart and soul?”

Frowning, I stared deep into her lavender eyes and said, “You know I’ll give you anything you want. All you have to do is tell me exactly what it is you want.” What she wanted was no secret to me. However, until she finally gave in and admitted it openly, she would not get it.

She set her jaw, and a look of determination settled over her face. Then she leaned forward in her chair. “I want you to treat me like your filthy, slutty, dirty, little slave. I want you to boss me around right here, right now, in front of everyone. Just in case I'm not being clear enough, I want to tell you no repeatedly, and I want you to force me to please you sexually anyway. I want to deny that I'm enjoying this, and I want to be angry about how fucking wet it makes me. Then, I want you to ignore my insults, my begging for you to stop, and my physical attempts to push you away. I want you to use me and make me be your literal fucktoy in front of our entire coven. I want all of them to know that I am yours, and yours alone. And, whether or not our contracts states it, I want you to acknowledge my desire to be enslaved as your slutty little free-use plaything. I'm Illumina, saying this under my own free will in front of all the witches present as well as the hundreds watching live. The only time I want you to stop is if I use my safeword, which is platypus or if my mouth is full, I'm gagged, or otherwise unable to speak and my body goes limp.”

Illumina spoke with such passion, and such conviction while making what she wanted so blatantly obvious in front of hundreds of witches that I couldn’t deny her—nor could anyone have even the slightest argument that giving her what she wanted would be wrong.

I stared at her with more solemnity than I had anyone else in my entire life. “Is this what you really want? To be actually bound contractually to me according to those specific terms?”

Without the slightest hint of hesitation she said, “Yes! Absolutely yes! I love you, my King. This is what I want.”

I nodded and said, “Fuck it, why not? I agree to your desires, and I declare them binding between us until you decide otherwise. I also acknowledge your safeword and safe action as clear signs to stop. However, I will never allow magical compulsion of any kind to guide your actions, nor affect your choices, especially when it comes to this contract. I give you, Illumina, full authority to end this agreement at any time without repercussions or punishment of any kind.”

Just like it did when I declared Redtali the new leader of the Circle of the Trinity Faction, the magical contract settled into place between us. Gasps sounded all around as every witch recognized the mystical alterations of Illumina and my connection. This was a benefit that came from being the Coven King. I wasn't required to perform a ritual to adjust, or sever, the links of anyone in my coven.

The Moon Witch beamed with pure joy. Her smile was so bright I might have been blinded by it if not for her gift that allowed me to look into the greatest of illuminations and go unphased. “Thank you, my King.”

Then I stood up and flipped the table between us over. Our water flew off the small stage, crashing into Twinkle, who just so happened to be nearby for no reason at all–except maybe for fan service, I suppose, as her white shirt was soaked, revealing the tantalizing image beneath. I'll give you a hint. It didn’t include a bra.

The cute freckled redhead shouted in feigned surprise. How she somehow obviously seemed to know this was coming was beyond me. “Ahhh!” Twinkle stared up at me while licking her lips suggestively. “Ohhh, nooo! I'm soaking wet! Now I have to take off all my clothes to dry them as soon as possible so they don't get ruined!” The words that came from her mouth didn't sound very convincing, nor did it seem like she really cared about how wet her clothing was. In fact, by the way she was rubbing her thighs together, I was pretty sure that particular issue was only getting worse for her.

Despite the sight, I ignored the busty beauty because I had eyes only for one woman this evening, who had waited a long time to open up and give clear and obvious consent. Illumina’s breaths grew heavy, and she stared up at me with more hunger in her eyes than I’d ever seen before. “What does my King require of me?” she asked, breathlessly.

“You know damn well what I want. I want you on your knees where you belong, worshiping me the way you know you want to.” I said sternly. “And I want it right now, in front of everyone.” If this was what she wanted, then this is what she’d get. I’d be lying if I didn’t say it turned me on a hell of a lot more than I thought it would.

“No! I can’t do that! It’s shameful! I’m too proper, too proud! How dare you make such a demand!” she shouted, a deep, angry scowl on her face. She seemed so serious that I almost faltered. But her eyes still held that same deep hunger and passion, reminding me that this was what she needed from me.

Grabbing her by the hair, I pulled her down onto her knees in front of me. “We both know what you want. Now do it. Take it out.”

Every witch around us was staring now, all of them grabbing at their clothes, their thighs squirming together in desperation. Illumina stared up at me defiantly, yet her hands still ran up my bulge before unzipping my pants. “This is wrong!” she declared, holding her head up proudly, still acting arrogant and angry. Yet, the red on her cheeks, the way her chest heaved, and the widening of her eyes with excitement told another story.

She pulled my rock-hard cock out and left it there untouched as she glared up at me. “There, it’s out. I’m done now. You can’t make me do anymore.”

Grabbing her robes, I tore them open, revealing a lacy black bra that was too small for her. She pretended to fight me on it but actually helped pull her arms out of the garment. Stepping closer, I pressed the tip of my cock against her lips. “Fine! I’ll do it, but not here in front of everyone! You can’t expect me to be seen this way! It’s too lewd, too inappropriate!” she said while guiding my hand to her head.

I took the hint and grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back. She moaned loudly, opening her mouth wide, and I slipped myself inside. “MMMmmmm!” She cried out excitedly while still glaring angrily up at me.

“There we go. Just like that. It’s everything you ever wanted, isn’t it? Tell me, tell me how bad you’ve wanted this.”

She slipped me from her mouth and spat on my cock as if she were disgusted by it before stroking me with her hand as she spoke. “I—Fine! I’ll say what you want to hear since I have no other choice! I’ve wanted you to make me your slutty little witch toy and abuse me in front of everyone since I first laid eyes on you. I’ve wanted you to use this horrifyingly majestic cock to fuck my tight throat and show everyone that I’m your dirty little slave. Is that what you wanted to hear?!” she shouted before I shoved my dick back down her throat.

Illumina moaned again, even louder at the rough treatment as I pushed her head down repeatedly while thrusting deep inside of her. “Mmmmmmmpphh!” She cupped my balls as I let her up for air, and she began making love to my cock, her brows still knitted together as she reached between her legs and began fingering herself. “Mmm—I—I’m your slutty little slave. Ahhh! You can Ohhhh—fffuck—use me however you want. Anything—Unnggg—fffor my—Nyaahh! King!”

I took a moment to look around and every witch in sight had hands tucked between legs. Some even had their replica dildos out, letting the live sync match my thrusts into their own throats, living vicariously through my white-haired lover. I wouldn’t last long with this scenario playing out, and by the sound of it, neither would Illumina. She had barely started touching herself when she started spasming with her first orgasm. “Ffffuck! I–I want to tell you! Ahhh!” she shouted before burying my dick back down her throat and screaming around my length as I face fucked her. “MMMMpphhhNnnngggPppllllaaaaaahhh!”

I tried to contemplate the depth and meaning behind her words, except I didn't have a fucking clue what it was she was trying to say. “That's… a lot of words.” I grunted thoughtfully in reply.

The sight was too much, and I felt myself thickening. She felt it too because she continued trembling while pulling herself off of my dick and stroking me as fast as she could with a firm grip, sending pulses of pleasure through my body. “No! Ahhh! Goddess! No! Not on my face! Not in front of every—MMmmmm—one! Don’t! Not like—OOhhhh fuck!”

I couldn’t help it. It was too much. My body tensed up, and I went rigid as the first explosion of cum left me. It shot over her head and caught a nearby witch, landing in her hair, before Illumina redirected her aim. The next burst splashed onto her face as she covered herself with my cum, still trying to scowl through her blissful, ongoing orgasm. “AAAHHH! No! I said! Not on my—MMMmmm—fffface! OOhhh! Nnnngghhh! YES! Oh, Goddess yes! Ahhhh!”

Soon she was covered with my seed and took me into her mouth again. I was still hard and not ready to stop yet. Pulling myself out of her, I reached down and quickly flipped the table again. Then I grabbed her by the arm, and she stood, her robe falling to the floor. Lifting her by the waist, I laid her down on the table and ripped both her panties and bra off. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?!” she shouted at me while spreading her legs wide.

“Exactly what you want me to,” I growled back at her before thrusting into her, hilting myself in one go. Her velvety smooth insides were so wet that it made a squelching sound as I entered her. I lifted both of her legs and rested her ankles on my shoulders while she leaned forward and grabbed my hands.

“Not like this! I don’t want them all to see Mmmm—me like this! Ohhh! Ffffuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! Harder! Stop! Ahhh! No! Please! Keep going! Ffffuck! My King! Ahhh!” she was losing herself, still trying her best to play the part she desired, but the feeling of my cock thrusting deep into her pussy was clearly too much for her.

Moans sounded all around us as witches gave up on their acting of being random strangers at a restaurant and fucked themselves as they watched. Nearly all of them had synced up with my thrusts on Illumina, and I realized I was fucking all of them at the same time. So I went harder and faster, activating the Angelic Blessing alone on my ring for added explosiveness and speed. Cries sounded out as women orgasmed repeatedly.

*“Coven King! Ohhh! FFFuuuuucck! Yes! Yes! Don’t stop! AHHHH!”

“Please! Please! More! Oooohhh! Nyyyaahhh!”

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck! That’s it! Right there! Ooohhh! Unnggghh—Yeaahhhh!”

They weren’t the only ones either. Illumina’s body went rigid. The supple curves of her breasts were bouncing and jiggling with every slam of my pelvis against her body. She screamed with bliss. “I’m your fucktoy! Ahhh! I’m your little slutty slave! Ohhh! Goddess! Yess! Abuse my fffffucking—Unnnggh—pussy in front of everyone! Let them see—ahhh! How hard you make me cuumm!”

I lost myself in the shouts of joy, the feeling of her flesh against mine, and the begging and pleading all around me. My member continued to pound into her as she grabbed her breasts and pinched her nipples while her body was rocked by an intense orgasm. “Ahhh! Please! Cum! Cum inside me! Oohh! Show them all—Ahhhh yes! That I’m good for nothing else—Mmmm! Other than being your—Nnnggghyyyaah! Cum slut!”

That was all I could take, and I did just what she wanted. I filled her up. Each pistoning of my shaft sent another burst of my seed deep into her womb. Halfway through, I slipped on some of our juices and my cock pulled out of her dripping pussy. I pushed her thighs together and continued ramming my cock between them, letting the underside rub against her clit as I came all over her chest and stomach. “Yes, my King! Yes! Baptize me in your holy seed! Ahhh! Show them all what a—ahhhh! Little sex slave is good for! MMMmmm!”

Finally, I finished and had nothing left in the tank. Illumina lay there on the table wearing the biggest smile I’d ever seen on her face before. The two small moons that acted as her irises glowed brightly. I thought she was about to say her safe word, but she didn’t. Instead, she simply got up, picked up her chair, and sat it at the table before taking her seat, leaving my cum all over her body. “Thank you, my King. Thank you for showing me my place and teaching me where I belong—on my knees for you, no matter who’s watching.” She paused for a moment before leaning in and whispering softly in my ear. “Eliza Burns. Don’t tell anyone and don’t use it. But, I wanted you to know, that’s my name.”

I smiled at her warmly as she leaned back in her seat. “Thank you for your trust. Both with that information and with how you wanted me to treat you.”

It seemed this fetish date night of hers wasn’t over just yet. As I looked out around the crowd, the other witches were quickly trying to clean the fake cum that covered them off with spells and dress again while taking their seats and trying to resume their roles as if nothing happened. I chuckled and took my seat across from Illumina. She held up a finger, realizing it was the one she just scooped up some of my cum with, and sucked it clean before holding it up again to get Bella’s attention. “Excuse me, my King and I will need more water while we wait for our meal.”


Chapter 5


Diet Cola

The next day, Cherry and I hopped in the Harem Mobile to meet up with Diet Cola and help her move into her dorm room. Cherry was rocking a pair of denim shorts that were so short it was a miracle her cheeks weren’t hanging out. Rather than her normal midriff revealing tops, she wore a tight black T-shirt with a bat on the bust. As soon as we got in the Sprinter Van, Cherry’s phone buzzed. I fired up the engine and put it in drive, taking us out of the garage. “That was Diana. She says she’s already at her dorm. Huh. That’s weird. Mom texted me twenty minutes ago that she only just finished packing. There’s no way she’d already have all her stuff there.”

“Hmm. Maybe she wanted to get one trip done as soon as possible? I say we meet her there like she wants, and then she can ride back and forth with us in the Harem Mobile,” I suggested as I switched on the left turn signal.

She tapped a new message on her phone. “You’re probably right. But I think you meant to say she’d ride back and forth with us in the Cherry Bomb?”

“You heard what I said,” I teased.

She giggled. “By the way, I didn’t tell her you were coming. I figured it would be a nice surprise.” She tacked on a wink that felt like foreshadowing.

“I’m not interrupting some sisterly bonding time, am I?”

“Nah. I’m sure nothing would make her happier than to see my Chubby Cock today,” Cherry said casually.

“Cherry, love, I don’t think that came out how you hoped it would,” I said cautiously while stopping at a red light.

“You heard what I said,” she teased with a wink that left me scared certain subreddits would read too much into this joke. She tongued a fang and eyed me like a piece of choice steak. “How long do you think it’ll take to get there?”

I checked the clock on the dash as if that had the answer. “Probably five, ten minutes? Somewhere in there. Why?”

She unbuckled her seatbelt and dropped to her knees next to my chair before running her hand up and down my crotch while licking her lips as her crimson eyes glowed. “Yeah, that’s plenty of time.”

I gulped, swallowing my saliva as I pressed down on the gas pedal when the light turned green, doing my best to remain focused on the road.

Then, roughly seven minutes and thirty-two seconds later, Cherry gulped, swallowing my cum as I lost all focus on my surroundings. Fortunately, we were already in the parking lot before I gave in to the demands of her talented mouth. She returned to her seat and grinned at me, wiping the corners of her mouth with a finger before shooting me a wink.

Cherry hopped out of the Harem Mobile without another word. I was so lost in the moment that I opened my door, completely forgetting that my dick was still out. A gasp from a random college girl, who appeared to be on her way out of the dorms, caught my attention and I instantly realized my mistake. Quickly, I tucked my dick back in my pants while muttering apologies. Meanwhile, Cherry snickered at my expense.

The cute blonde blushed a deep crimson while gripping her skirt tightly in both hands. “No problem… Umm. My name’s Brittany, by the way,” she said.

“Hi Brittany, I’m Tom. That’s my girlfriend,” I said, only partially lying while trying to nip this in the bud ASAP.

“Oh, okay. I’m staying in the dorms here. Are you new on campus?” she asked hopefully.

“Probably not. We’re here visiting her sister. Have a nice day, and uh… thanks for not calling the cops.” I said before walking away at a brisk pace.

“See ya!” she called out a little too eagerly.

I took Cherry by the hand, ignoring her laughter as I led her to her pseudo-sister’s dorm. A blast of nostalgia hit me as I walked through the halls. A few familiar faces I recognized offered polite greetings. The hall was white, and the doors were stained wood with a grainy pattern. Every new resident had already installed a whiteboard on the outside of their door. Markers hung from a string so friends could leave messages. Seeing that tradition was still going strong brought a small smile to my lips. It didn’t take long before we were at her door, which was already open. I stood behind Cherry as she knocked on the metal door frame.

Diana was in the middle of unpacking a box. Her side of the room looked mostly decorated already, which didn’t make sense since she supposedly only just finished packing it all back at her house thirty minutes ago. The walls in my old room were also white, just like I remembered them. On either side of the door were two built-in cubbies with individual mirrors and a few drawers. On Diana’s side, there were a few posters of rock bands, and some drawers still open where she had been putting clothing away. The other half of the room was mostly empty like someone dropped off a few bags on the bed and then left.

She didn’t look up from the box as she searched for something. Diet Cola wore yoga pants that showed off every curve of her round behind and slender thighs. A white tank top with spaghetti straps covered her slim torso, letting hints of her crimson bra peek out. Her shoulder-length raven hair was done up in pigtail buns. “I already told you I’m not joining your fucking book club! I warned your ass once, and now I’m going to fucking stab you!” she shouted before standing up straight and turning around, a ten-inch kitchen knife in hand and murder in her eyes.

Speaking of her eyes, they caught me by surprise. I could have sworn they were brown the last time we met. Now they were a pale turquoise. Could they be contacts? I wondered. Her fiery stare landed on Cherry first since she was the prominent figure in the doorway and had her hands in the air while posing with one leg bent as if she was the surprise that just popped out of a giant birthday cake. “Oh!” Diana said with recognition as a wide smile sprouted on her face. “Hey, sis! I didn’t realize you were here already. Come in!” She waved her knife hand, signaling for Cherry to join her.

Cherry grinned. “Sure thing, babe. But, let’s put the knife down first?” she asked playfully. “Why do you even have a knife that big at college anyway?”

Diana looked at the knife and bounced her shoulders as she blew a raspberry, something I noted Cherry did often. She waved off the question with the knife. “Sppt. It—uh—must have fallen in the box by mistake. It’s those damn book club enthusiasts. They hound you worse than a salesman. I mean, I wouldn’t really stab someone. People who stab other people are fucking crazy! Am I right?!” she asked, her eyes darting left and right while laughing nervously. She dropped the knife in the box, and Cherry rushed to her. The two sisters embraced one another in a heartwarming display of familial love and affection.

I chuckled at what must have been a jest. Yeah, definitely a joke… right? “I don’t know. I’ve stabbed a couple of people in my life. It was self-defense, but I’m pretty sure I’m not crazy,” I said, unsure of what else to say and hoping that joining in on her dark humor might help us bond a little.

Diana’s eyes turned to saucers as she finally noticed me, and red crept up her neck and she gasped, covering her mouth with both hands. “H—hi, Logan,” she said demurely.

Cherry put her hand on her sister’s shoulder. “That’s right, sis. I figured since you were settling into Logan’s old dorm room, I’d bring him along. I had a feeling you’d want to see him.” She winked.

Diana’s head jerked toward Cherry, finally breaking her stare away from me. “Oh… This was—um—Logan’s dorm? I had no idea,” she replied anxiously, shifting from foot to foot.

Something seemed off about her, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was. After a few moments of uncomfortable silence, Diana asked, “Does anyone want a drink? I loaded up the mini-fridge as soon as I got here. The sodas should be cold now.” She hurried over to it and bent over at an abnormal angle than one would typically use to get into the fridge as she opened the door–conveniently giving me a wonderful view of her ass.

Cherry gasped, running across the small room to her sister and grabbing her wrist. Diana froze, looking up at Cherry while still reaching for a drink. Only then did I peel my eyes away from Diana’s heart-shaped booty to see what Cherry was so excited about. My Vampiric Witch ran her fingertips across the back of her sister’s hand where a familiar tattoo, pun intended, adorned her skin. “Diana…” Cherry breathed. “That’s a Lesser Familiar tattoo. The ones you get when you send your Lesser Familiar out on a task.”

My mouth also fell open at the revelation.

Diana stood slowly, her free hand covering her mouth in shock as she abandoned the sodas. “How do you know about that?” The mini-fridge closed by itself now that nothing was holding it open.

Cherry loosened her grip on her affinity and let her eyes glow as her fangs appeared. “Because I’m a witch too!”

Diana’s jaw went slack and her brows shot up. “When!? How!?”

Cherry tapped her chin in thought. “Let’s see. A vampire attacked me, and I almost died. It was… Hmm—how long ago was it when I stopped coming home before I showed up with Logan?”

“That long?! Holy fuck, Cherry!”

I shut the door behind me as I realized what was happening. “I’ll be over here,” The two girls continued ignoring me while I let them have their moment. Taking a seat, I settled on the edge of Diana’s bed. My foot bumped into a box, and I glanced down.

Wait, is that a framed picture of… me? What the fuck? I thought as I spotted the portrait. I could only see a portion of it, but I swear it was a picture I posted in my swim trunks at the pool a couple of years ago. At that moment, Diana started explaining her story, and my mind shifted gears again, putting that discovery on the back burner for now.

Her eyes glowed, and her body and clothes turned a similar blue-green color as she became somewhat transparent. I looked on with a shocked expression as she became what I could only describe as a fucking ghost. “I’m a Ghost Witch,” she said, immediately confirming my guess. “I guess it’s one of the rarest types of witches.” She shrugged. “Do you remember that car accident I was in last year?”

Cherry clasped her hands over her mouth, covering a silent scream, and her eyes glistened with tears. Her voice shook. “No… you didn’t? Right?”

Diana nodded. “Yeah, I died in the accident. It was so weird.”

Cherry wrapped her in a hug as tears fell. “I can’t believe you died!” she wailed.

Since her sister was standing right in front of us and very much alive, I thought Cherry may have been overreacting a little. However, I never had siblings, so I couldn’t tell how accurate my assumption was. Judging by Diana’s response, I was pretty confident I was right.

“I mean, it’s cool, sis,” she said as she patted Cherry on the back and playfully, but lovingly rolled her eyes. “I’m alive, and I was only dead for like a minute–not even long enough for brain damage. So I’m still perfectly right in the head.” I silently questioned the validity of that statement but continued to listen to her story.

“My body was beneath me, and I felt a powerful urge to leave it behind and soar into the sky. But, I was like, fuck that. I pulled all the shrapnel from my body, then hopped my fine ass back inside.” I silently confirmed the validity of her claim of having a fine ass, and again, continued listening to her story.

“The next thing I knew, I woke up in the hospital without a scratch on me. My body looked like this,” she said, motioning to her ghostly form, “but no one seemed to notice or care. That was until I went to Hot Topic with a friend. That’s where I met that really nice chick that used to work there. I think her name was Squeak or something like that. She explained what had happened to me and suggested a few books for me to read. She even helped me get set up with a familiar before she left a few months back.”

Cherry wiped the tears from her eyes, her mood improving quickly. “You know Squeaks? She’s the best! She’s doing great, by the way, in case you were wondering,” Cherry chirped.

Diana smiled. “Yeah? I’m glad to hear it. When I asked around, people said she left to join that Coven King guy. Dude must be something special if she left that cushy setup to be in his coven.”

Cherry grinned mischievously at her. “Oh, he sure is something, alright.”

Diana’s face traveled far and wide on a distant journey. First, she frowned. Then she tilted her head and furrowed her brows deeper. She narrowed her eyes and scrunched up her nose. After that, she looked at me before realization washed over her. Finally, her brows shot up, and her jaw slammed into the floor below. “Hang the fuck on a second. Is he…?”

Cherry nodded enthusiastically with a manic giggle. “You’re damn right he is! He’s the motherfucking Coven King. Literally times two.” She paused and looked up while tilting her head. “Or would it be times three?”

Diana blinked.

“As in, he’s fucked multiple mothers and a woman named Mother—not to mention Alpha, who’s both a mother and has a mommy kink,” Cherry hurriedly clarified.

The Ghost Witch nodded. “Yup. I got that.”

Cherry took her sister by the hands and they jumped up and down with joy as the shock of it all wore off. “I can’t believe I get to share my witchdom with my sister!”

I raised a finger and coughed politely to get her attention. “Should we invite her to our coven?”

Diana shook her head in disbelief as she stopped jumping and stared at me. “I can’t believe that he’s the Coven King,” she whispered to herself, my question not registering in her brain.

“Fuck yes, we should! This is my baby sister, and we get to be in a coven together!” Cherry clapped happily. “Oh, oh, oh! Did you pick a witch’s name yet?”

Diana shook her head again, but this time to clear it before returning her attention to Cherry. “Right, yeah. I did. It’s Spooks,” she said.

“Huh, and here I’ve been referring to you as Diet Cola in my head,” I said.

She licked her lips, and her eyes flashed with desire. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want, big boy. I’m Diet Cola from now on.”

Cherry smiled at me like a Cheshire cat. “Listen, baby, I’m not saying she should join the inner circle ‘cause she’s got lots to learn, but can we please give her a room in the penthouse?! There’s no need for her to worry about this stupid college life anymore. She can drop it like you did and study magic full-time while living with us! Please, please, please!” Cherry pleaded with her hands clasped together and her bottom lip stuck out in an exaggerated pout.

My lips curled into a broad smile. “That depends on whether she wants to join at all. I’m not forcing anyone to—”

“Fuck yes! Absolutely. I would do anything for you, Logan Morrison. Anything. If you want my body, it’s yours. If you want someone stabbed, just say the word, and I’ll fucking stab the shit out of them for you,” Diet said, interrupting me. Her breathing grew heavy and fast, and her eyes blazed with insanity and devotion.

Yup, I thought to myself. This is what she’s been hiding. Despite this, I felt something inside of me—something I’d never quite felt before. There was a hint of fear, with a dash of extreme arousal, topped with an intelligent rationale that screamed we should pay for her therapy instead of letting her join our coven. All of a sudden, I wasn’t so sure I wanted her to join.

Maybe it was her experience of being temporarily dead, or maybe she’d always been this way. I didn’t know, but I finally recognized what seemed off about her. Diet Cola was insane.

She’s fucking crazy. Sure, she seems mostly normal when talking with Cherry, and she hides it well, but anytime I’m involved or she’s staring at me, she gets that intense look that says she wants to fuck me, and if anyone fucks with me, she’ll rip their intestines out with a spoon.

Diet immediately confirmed those thoughts. She clutched the bottom hem of her tank top tightly with a sweet smile that didn’t match the murderous look in her eyes as she rubbed her thighs together. Despite her tone being mostly adorably sweet, it had a dark undertone that sent a shiver of dread down my spine. “If anyone so much as fucks with you, I’ll rip their intestines out with a goddamn spoon and eat that shit like spaghetti. I’ll make them watch while they slowly bleed out.”

I’ll be damned if I didn’t call that one down to a T. Well, except for the whole eating their human organs part. Thank the gods that Cherry spoke up since I had no clue how to respond to that. “Hey sis, that’s a bit much. Don’t you think?”

Diet’s eyes met the Vampiric Witch’s and her expression softened while she smiled slightly. “Yeah. You’re right. There’s no way I could eat that much. The heart would be more doable. I’ll just need to learn a spell that will keep them alive long enough to watch.” She hid her affinity, looking more normal again as she rubbed her chin in thought. No doubt considering what type of spell she needed to learn to accomplish that.

“That’s not what I… You know what, babe, never mind.” Cherry kissed Diet on the cheek. “I’m sure they’ll have it coming.”

I frowned deeply. Alright. I was wrong. Cherry won’t be any help here. “Diet, how can I be sure that you won’t hurt anyone in our coven?”

Her eyes widened and she gasped. “I would never! Hurting them would hurt you, and I could never hurt you. Never ever!”

Diet’s response gave me hope, and my frown flipped upside down when a burst of inspiration hit me. If my members are safe, there’s nothing to worry about. If we bring her into the coven, I can stop her from killing other people with the compulsions. Yeah, this can work.

With a nod to myself, I made up my mind. If she joined, it would not only be good for our coven since we’d gain such a rare affinity, but it would be better for the world as a whole. Who knows how many lives we would save—which is all I cared about, obviously. It had nothing at all to do with how hot she was, or the idea Cherry planted in my head a while back about nailing her and Cherry at the same time. Fuck. Okay. So maybe it had a little to do with that, but only like a smidgen or a skosh, or maybe more. Hell, I don’t know, it’s hard to say. Just get off my back about it, okay?! Ahem. Where was I? Oh right, before we brought her in, I had to know where this obsession for me came from. “While I am extremely grateful for that kind of–uh…” I paused, searching for the right word before snapping my fingers and pointing at her. “Devotion. Yeah, that’s the right word. I’m grateful for your devotion, but it feels like it came out of nowhere, doesn’t it?”

Diet suddenly found a particular spot on the floor very interesting. She blushed, clasping her hands behind her back and scuffing the carpet with one foot, occasionally stealing glances at me. “I—I have something to confess.”

Cherry moved beside her sister, putting her arm over her shoulder, and squeezing gently. “It’s okay, babe. You can tell us. Did you stab someone already?”

Diet frowned. “What? No.” Then she paused and held up a finger in thought. “Okay, that’s not true. But I swear they deserved it. And they didn’t die—I don’t think. I mean, the one definitely died. The others…” She shrugged noncommittally. “Regardless, that’s not what I wanted to say.” The Ghost Witch took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I met Logan long before you did, Cherry. I didn’t realize he was the Coven King, but I knew him.”

“When did we meet?” I asked, leaning forward with interest at this latest development. Honestly, there were already so many big revelations that I wasn’t even surprised by this one.

She nodded. “Yeah. Back when I was a freshman, someone bumped into me on my way to class. All my papers flew everywhere when I dropped my books. They ignored my apology and called me a jerk. It was already a stressful day, and I was on the verge of pulling out my… hair. Yeah, let's go with that. You were there in a flash, helping me pick up everything. You even chased one page that the wind sent across the parking lot for me. Without saying a word, you smiled at me before waving and jogging off. I asked someone if they knew who you were and they told me your name.” She cupped her cheeks in her hands with a goofy grin on her face. “You became my hero! I added you as a friend on Facebook that same day. My heart’s always pounded so hard when I see you, and it’s like there’s an endless supply of butterflies in my stomach.”

“You might want to have a doctor check that out. It could be a number of anxiety-related illnesses, disorders, or phobias,” I pointed out.

She shook her head with an unnerving amount of conviction. Her hands balled into fists, and she chewed her lip so hard that it bled. “No. I’ve always known deep down in my soul that one day I would be yours forever.”

I considered her story, trying hard not to show fear. That’s what you did with wild creatures, right? Show no fear so they don’t eat you alive immediately? “Yeah, I remember that. I regretted not finding out who you were because you were super cute, but I was late for class, so I had to run.” Pulling out my phone, I opened my Facebook app for the first time in ages. “Huh, there you are.”

Usually, I didn’t really check comments on my posts. I mainly posted random shit when I was bored. As I scrolled through the posts, there she was—on every single post. She didn’t drop likes on some of them or even a lot of them. She liked all of them. The picture I posted in my swim trunks, the same one I was sure she had in a box by my feet, had a GIF of a girl fanning her face as she profusely sweats, and her comment below it said, “I literally can’t stop staring. Are you going to make me wait until the wedding day to see what’s beneath? Or do I need to kidnap you and make you mine sooner?”

Okay, so not only is she crazy enough to stab people, but she’s also been obsessed with me for a long time. I’m more confident now that her moving into my old dorm wasn’t a coincidence. I slowly shook my head as I continued scrolling. “Wow, by the looks of it I was always destined to be kidnapped by one of the Cola girls,” I said, only partially joking.

Cherry’s outburst prevented any replies. She ran in place and shook her fists while squealing. “Eeeeee! This is so lucky! Not only is my sister a witch, like me, but she is also hopelessly in love with the same man! And now, we’re about to share the most precious bond that two sisters who, for the sake of this book and Amazon’s TOS, are not blood or legally related in any way, even if all indicators and our word choices seem to point to us being related, can share! (Also, if it matters, let’s say we weren’t raised together either!)”

Diet and Cherry hugged one another tightly. Diet beamed. “I have no fucking clue what you’re talking about with that last thing, but I’m in!”

Cherry performed the ritual for her sister to join our coven. Diet placed her hand on her stomach near her magical core and frowned. “Is that it? It doesn’t seem like the magical connection is complete.”

“Nope! We saved the best part for last,” Cherry said as she kissed her sister’s cheek before walking toward me. “Now you get undressed.”

I was pretty sure she was talking to both of us. I’ll be honest, those words sent a mixture of emotions rushing through me alongside the blood that quickly made its way someplace much lower. My heart pounded in my chest from anticipation and fear. Sweat trickled down the middle of my back. One phrase popped into my mind—a single piece of eternal wisdom I lived my life by, or at least I did until I became a Greater Familiar. You don’t stick your dick in crazy. I gulped, realizing I was about to shatter that rule, especially when I noticed Diet's toothy grin as her eyes grew wider than what should be possible.

“Whoever, or whatever, is looking out for me from up above or down below, give me a sign. Is this a blessing, or a curse?” I muttered under my breath while making several holy and unholy signs across my chest.

Cherry came over and ran her fingers through my hair before turning to look at her sister, finally seeing her sister's reaction. Diet’s eyes turned a solid pale turquoise as they glowed brighter than I’d seen so far. Her chest heaved up and down as if she were hyperventilating. The Ghost Witch’s body was stiff, her muscles tense as she clenched and unclenched her fists repeatedly as if she were trying to get a physical grip on her emotions. “Did you say get naked? Does the last part of the ritual involve… losing my virginity?” she asked in a shaky voice. All the while, that toothy grin never left her face. Even though she was staring at me, we all understood she was talking to Cherry.

Meanwhile, I was having third thoughts about this. Yes, I mean third thoughts. The second thoughts left too quickly, unable to handle the strain of my erection. Part of my body started quivering, and it confused me at first. Surely, I’m not that scared, right? I asked myself internally. Then I realized the part that was quivering was my dick, which seemed just as aroused and terrified as the rest of me. Okay, that makes sense.

Cherry nodded and shot her sister a wink. “Hell yeah. But don’t you worry, because big sis will be here to help you through it.” The Vampire Witch cooed before pausing and examining the Ghost Witch closer. “Are you okay, babe? You’re looking kinda…”

My eyes widened and locked on Cherry. In my head I was screaming, Don’t say crazy! Don’t say crazy! Crazy people go fucking crazy when you call them crazy! But when she opened her mouth next, I realized I was panicking over nothing. “Pent up,” she finished, grinning impishly.

“Oh, thank God. For a moment there I thought you were going to say crazy,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief that only lasted for a second.

Cherry turned to face me, blinking. “Chubby Cock, I love you, but I don’t think it was a good idea to say something like that.”

My heart stopped as I realized my epic blunder. Why did this witch have me so flustered right now? Maybe I’m overwhelmed with how many shocking revelations there have been on what was supposed to be a relaxing day helping my girlfriend’s sister move. Simultaneously, Cherry and I turned very slowly to look at Diet.

The Ghost Witch’s left eye twitched. “I’m going to ignore that because it’s like I said, Logan can call me anything he wants,” she said through her smiling clenched teeth as another large kitchen knife appeared in her hand out of thin air. I couldn’t help but note the contradiction between words and actions.

Cherry put up her hands to stop Diet before she did anything. “C’mon sis, we both know he didn’t mean it like that. He’s not like that asshole Ricky kid back in high school, right?”

I furrowed my brow as a memory suddenly returned to me. It was a news broadcast I saw about four years ago when I started my freshman year on campus. Some high school kid went missing. Police found his body in the woods. He was torn apart so badly that they chalked it up to a wild animal attack. “Wait, are you talking about that kid, Ricky Johnson? The one that went missing and died to wild animals?”

Out of nowhere, Diet started giggling and cupping her cheeks in her hands like a shy schoolgirl as she twisted her hips left and right. “Mmmaybe!” she said coyly as if I asked if she was born that adorable or worked hard to achieve such a level of cuteness. “I’m so flattered that you remember my first time…”

“Your first time?” I asked. “I thought you said you were a—” I stopped myself. Cherry and I looked into each other’s eyes as a wave of understanding washed over us.

Then Cherry shrugged. “Meh, he was a total dick. If it wasn’t her, it would have been someone else who did it.”


Chapter 6






Diet Cola Part Two

Diet ignored our short back and forth as she licked the knife in a dangerously lewd manner before sticking the blade between her slender cleavage. The Ghost Witch sliced her tank top and bra in half down the middle before slipping the garments off and letting them fall to the floor, leaving her pale flesh bare.

“Fuuuck…” I groaned as Cherry started pulling off her clothes as well. “Thank whatever mystical power I can’t comprehend that the two of you are not sisters despite everything pointing to that being the case.”

The girls giggled.

I sat there, mouth agape, staring at the slim nude upper body of the psychotic witch as she came closer, clearly struggling not to rush at me with the knife. My gaze traveled up her flat stomach to her perky breasts. They might have been a little smaller than Cherry’s, but damn, they were perfect for her. I tried and failed not to stare at her little pink nipples, hoping in the back of my mind that I wasn’t drooling. With a quick check and a sharp intake of breath, I prevented that near disaster. Except for the different hairstyles, eye colors, and lack of fangs, Cherry and Diet could have been twins.

The way Diet Cola stared at me, it was impossible to tell if she wanted to kill me, fuck me, or both. If both, then what order would she… The strange, macabre thought vanished as quickly as it arrived, which made sense since it showed up at the same time she did.

Diet straddled my lap and cupped my cheeks in both hands, letting the metal blade of the knife rest against my face. Cherry stood behind her, watching us as she twisted and pulled at her nipple studs. “Once you kiss him, you’ll officially be in our coven. After that, you and I are gonna rock his fucking world, sister style.”

My hands gripped Diet’s waist, and her entire body shuddered. The Ghost Witch continued staring at me as she leaned in to complete the contract. My breaths started coming as rapidly as hers were as they puffed against my skin. My heart raced, but a part of me still thought this was an enormous mistake until my dick reminded me she was hot, and we could restrain her violent tendencies with compulsions if we had to. Thus, my brain caught up with my penis, and the three of us dove in for a kiss.

Our lips met for the first time. Hers were soft and cold. In fact, her whole body was colder than normal. Our tongues found one another and mingled violently as if battling for supremacy. I noticed the connection settle into place and instantly flare, burning just as bright as my inner circle members, even though she wasn’t a part of it yet. The sensation only caused her actions to be even more vigorous.

Cherry knelt on the bed beside me, running her hands up and down my body. “See, baby, I told you she wanted you as bad as I do every day. I bet that just like me, she’ll be a huge slut for you, especially once she experiences that magnificent cock inside her.”

Cherry knew how much I loved her dirty talk, and it seemed to inspire Diet Cola to try her hand at her own unique brand of sex talk. “Are you hard to cut?” she asked between kisses.

I frowned against her mouth. The connection meant that she couldn’t actually hurt me, at least not in any significant or intentional way. So I wasn’t afraid of the question, even if it was disconcerting. “I mean, yeah, I’m extremely hard to cut. Why?”

She answered by pulling her knife hand away from my face, and in one lightning-fast motion sliced it down my chest, cutting my shirt from collar to hem, then using her other hand to rip it off my body. There was a small sting trailing down my body, and I let go of her waist to help her remove my ruined shirt. “I liked that shirt,” I grumbled.

She giggled sweetly as she ended the kiss, putting her hands on my thighs and her feet on the floor. To my surprise, I felt a wetness trickling down my body. When I looked, I noticed her slash had actually cut me. It barely broke the skin, but still, that took incredible strength to pull off. “I want to taste your fucking blood before I taste the rest of you,” she said as she started kissing down my neck before letting her tongue glide down my body, licking the wound that was already closing up on its own and cleaning up my blood with her tongue.

“That’s a little fucked up,” I said while leaning back on my hands. However, the way my dick throbbed from her words left me questioning myself. Am I really this attracted to insane girls? Is it the violence that turns me on? Or, deep down, am I just as mentally broken as she is? Also, how come she’s into blood play and my Vampire Witch isn’t? Regardless, I think I unlocked a new kink. I mean, it could be worse. At least I’m not trying to suck toes.

My full attention returned to Diet Cola as Cherry joined her on her knees. Diet ran her hands up and down my thighs while Cherry unbuttoned my jeans. “Ffffuck me,” Diet purred. “I can’t wait to see it, Big Guy. I’ve got so many photoshopped pictures of you naked, and I had to guess what was beneath.”

“Hang on a second—” I said, putting a finger up. I didn’t get to finish my question because Cherry freed my dick from my pants and the wide-eyed, jaw-dropping look on Diet Cola’s face shut me right up.

Cherry pumped the base. “That’s right, sis. Look at the glory of this dick. I bet you never saw one this nice before.”

She shook her head, still looking on, awestruck in disbelief. Extending her fingers, she gently slid them down my frenulum. “It’s perfect. Exactly the right size, and shape. It will fit inside me so well that he could wear me like a glove. I bet I can even take it all in my throat on the first try.”

I frowned slightly. “You’re sure it’s not too big?”

She smiled, the hunger raging in her eyes. “Nope. It’s just right.”

“I mean, you’re pretty small. I could see you struggling at least a little to fit it all inside you. Right?”

She shook her head. “Nuh-uh. My affinity makes my body more flexible than most. I’ll show you just how perfect it is for me. It’s not even remotely too big.”

“Okay,” I muttered, with only a hint of disappointment. “You might as well get started since it’s,” I made finger quotes. “‘Not too big’,” I grumbled playfully.

She grinned mischievously up at me. “Oh? Was I supposed to lie?” She kissed the tip of my cock and shuddered again. “Wow! It’s soooo fucking massive. It’ll never fit inside lil ol’ me!” she said unconvincingly.

I shook my head and let out a teasing sigh. “No. It’s too late for that now. Just do what you want with it.” I reached my hand down and caressed her cheek. She nuzzled it against my hand while bringing her knife hand closer. I let go of her cheek and grabbed the blade with my fingers. She reluctantly let me take it away from her. “Except for using this anywhere near my dick. That’s a no-no.” I stored her knife in my transdimensional storage as she pouted.

Her pout didn’t last long though, because soon she gave proof to her claims as her lips wrapped around the head of my cock. Pale turquoise eyes gleamed as she lowered her head at an excruciatingly slow pace until her chilly lips pressed against my pelvis. She held me there for ten seconds, letting the cool wetness of her insides settle into my flesh before pulling back and then going down again, both just as agonizingly slow as the first time. “Holy shit, baby. Look at her go. She’s almost as good as I am, isn’t she? I’m so proud! My kind of but not actually baby sister, sucking on our man’s dick like a pro right from the start!”

Cherry used that opportunity to pull my pants down, leaving them around my ankles. I thrust up into Diet Cola’s mouth to lift my ass and help Cherry get them off. This was the first time I’d ever had a cold mouth on my dick, and the sensation was wild. She popped me out of her mouth and Cherry took her spot, replacing the cold wetness with warmth. My eyes bulged at the immediate difference.

Diet Cola ran her sharp nails up and down my legs before cupping my balls and fondling them. “MMmm—fuck yeah! Your cock tastes so good, Big Guy. I can sense your blood in me, and I want to taste your fucking seed. I want to feel it mingling with your blood inside of me as they bond with my life force. Mmm—I’ve been yours ever since I first saw you, and now you’re mine.”

I grunted as Cherry started swirling her tongue around the tip of my cock. “You didn’t even know me back then. Hell, I barely know anything about you now.”

Damn, I was so turned on by everything, and I could tell I was already getting close. Cherry knew all the right buttons to press to bring me to the edge. Diet massaged my balls like a seasoned pro while she groped my abs with her other hand. “We’ve got forever for you to get to know me. I’m sure you’ll love me as deeply as I’ve loved you all this time. You’re my obsession, my devotion, my dark temptation, and my unholy desire. You’ll see, I’ll be your sinful delight, your sweet torment, your heavenly sin, and your fetish.”

“How does one become a fetish?” I managed as Cherry slipped me out of her mouth and stroked my length with gusto.

Diet’s eyes turned to saucers and her smile grew too wide. Her free hand drifted down my thigh, stopping above my knee. Suddenly, another fucking knife appeared in her hand and she pressed hard against my flesh. She barely cut me again as I grabbed the knife and took it from her. The psychotic woman giggled cutely, and her expression became so innocent that I almost didn’t believe she sliced me open again. She leaned down, sensually kissing and licking the blood before the wound healed, leaving bloody lip stains on my legs.

“Just like this, Big Guy,” she said before letting her affinity show again while taking me in her mouth once more. Her body turned translucent as she took on her spectral hue. The cool temperature intensified, removing the warmth Cherry had left behind. I watched my dick travel in and out of her throat with awestruck wonder.

Cherry looked on with shock on her face as well. “Goddamn! Why didn’t I think to suggest that?! It’s so hot! Look, baby! You can see it protruding, and see it inside of her at the same time!”

The Ghost Witch’s cheeks hollowed hard, and the suction was continuous. It was like she didn’t need to breathe at all while she fucked her face with my cock. Cherry crawled onto the edge of the bed next to me and assaulted my neck with kisses, as she watched her not-sister work. “That’s so fucking sexy, baby. I want to watch you blow your load inside of her. Let’s watch together while your cum is forced down her throat and into her stomach. C’mon, baby. Do it. Cum in her. Fill her slutty ghost whore mouth with that delicious white stuff.”

That’s exactly what I did. Cherry and I gasped as my cock firmed in Diet Cola’s throat. Diet’s eyes lit with excitement as she felt the first eruption of my seed exploding into her mouth. We saw every spurt as my body spasmed and shook from the pleasure of her slippery insides. It was both sexy as hell and fascinating to see it dripping down into her stomach where it floated there. “Wow. That—that was so fucking cool. Pun intended,” I said.

Diet pulled herself off of me before lifting her bare foot and putting it against my chest. My cock twitched from the unexpected move. Cherry let me go, and I allowed the Ghost Witch to push me onto my back. After what she did for me only seconds before, it was the least I could do. She noticed the timing of my penis’s recent twitch and ran her toes up and down my shaft as she stood on the floor at the edge of the bed. “You’re a foot guy, huh? I watched you for years and never would have guessed it.”

“He’s totally into feet,” Cherry said with a giggle as she made her way on her knees behind my head.

“I don’t have a foot—ohhh fuuuuck…” my groan of pleasure interrupted my protest.

Diet had pushed her foot against the underside of my cock as she reverted to her normal human form, standing on one leg. My dick pressed against my abs as she ran the smooth ball of her foot up and down my length that was still slick from her and Cherry’s saliva. It hardened under her tender administrations. “Mhmm. Sure you don’t. Like how you don’t want to see this pussy that’s desperate for your enormous cock,” she cooed with a wink before removing her foot.

The Ghost Witch turned around and did a straight leg bend, peeling her yoga pants off while giving me an incredible view of the curves of her bottom. My eyes trailed downward, stopping on her pink, puffy lips, which were already dripping down her legs, the juices following her pants to the floor. “Like what you see?” she asked in a husky tone while giving her heart-shaped butt a wiggle.

“Hot damn, sis. I wish my ass was that nice,” Cherry said as she sat back on her ankles, the scent of her wet pussy making its way to my nose and causing my mouth to water.

“Hmm?” Diet said as she straightened out and looked at me over her shoulder while chewing her lip and tapping her chin with a finger. “Should I go reverse cowgirl and let him see this flawless booty bounce? No. You have to look at him, at least for your first time,” she said to herself.

I tilted my head in confusion and meant to ask her what that was about, but before I could open my mouth, she was already leaping on top of me. Her eyes flashed again, and her expression became a mask of desperation. “Your blood and semen are already blending inside of me. I need more! More! Fucking watch! Watch as you take my virginity and penetrate me with your perfectly sized cock that was made for my pussy!”

An even stronger desire to do exactly what she wanted overtook the need to protest those words. Her body turned translucent again, and she raised herself on her knees as she straddled me. Cherry reached forward and took my hand in hers while speaking like we were sharing the most romantic moment ever. “You’re about to take her virginity, baby. We get to watch it happen together. Oh my, Goddess. Look at how well your tip fits between her folds. That’s right, sis, take a deep breath, then go slowly. Do you know a basic healing spell?”

Diet nodded as she did what her not-sister told her. Again, I watched through the Ghost Witch’s body, seeing my dick penetrate her womanhood. The hymen stretched and broke before healing instantly, thanks to her spell. I could only stare, trying not to blow my load too soon from the cool velvety tunnel that fit me like a goddamn glove. “How does that feel, Big Boy? Do you like—Mmm—how my devoted little spectral pussy feels—ahhh—wrapped around your cock?”

I elegantly replied, “Nggh—ya-huh,” with a rapid nod. She changed back into her human form while Cherry cast a spell to close all the curtains. It was a bit late to make sure no one looked in, but better late than never, I suppose.

She ground her hips against me, before gradually lifting herself and dropping, experimenting with the sensations and pace. “I still can’t believe I’m finally with you. I—Mmmm—fuck yes! I’ve wanted you for—nnngggh—so ffffuucking long, Big Boy. Oooohhh!” With every slow bounce, the lights flickered off in the room. When they went off, her body became see-through again until they came right back on.

The room got a lot darker when Cherry crawled over my head and slid her pussy against my lips. I dug in deep with my tongue, not waiting for it as I grabbed her thighs with both hands. “Yes, baby! Ahhh! You eat Mmmm—my pussy so damn good! Ohhh! Ye—yes!”

I could barely make out the flickering lights past Cherry’s tight ass as Diet picked up her pace, casting the room into and out of the darkness like we were using a strobe light. The stereo came on by itself, changing the radio from station to station at random with every plunge my cock took into the cold depths of Diet’s center. “OOhhhh! Goddess! Nnngggh—Logan! I—I—Ahhh! I’m going to—Nyahhh! I’m going to—MMm—Yes!”

“Cum?” I asked, the word muffled by Cherry’s puffy mound while she clawed my chest with her fingernails as I sucked on her clit.

“Nnnngggh—nooo! I’m going to—Ahhhh! Stab so many fucking people for you! AAAAhhhh!” she screamed as she had her first orgasm. A random burst of heat shot through her body as she spasmed, instantly warming her pussy up more and increasing my pleasure.

Bucking upward, I met her downward motion with my thrusts, slamming my dick as deep as I could into her. Meanwhile, my Vampire Witch squealed in pleasure as my tongue danced across her pearl. “Take my—Haaaaahhh! Hand!” Since I didn’t feel her grab mine, I assumed she was talking to her sister. “I—Mmm—goddess! I want us all to cum—Ohhh my—Ahh! Together next!”

Just like that, we were all in a race to reach the finish line because Cherry was close. However, I wouldn’t cheat and go easier on her. Instead, I redoubled my efforts, feeling myself getting closer in the process.

Wet squelches and slapping sounds filled the small dorm room, and between the moans, I could hear people walking by the dorm room door asking questions like, “Who’s watching porn this early?” and “This early? I’m more concerned about why it’s so fucking loud.” As well as, “Are you sure someone’s not being murdered?”

“Please! Ahh! Please, baby! I’m so—Mmmmfffucking close! Cum for me, baby! Nyahh! Cum deep in my sister, who’s somehow not actually my sister! Fill up her slutty little Amazon TOS-approved ghost womb! Ahhh!”

“Yes! Nggh! I’m about to—MMMM—cum again! Ahhh and then—Nnggh fucking stab someone for you!”

“NoShtabbngwifoutmypewmishon!” I shouted at her while frantically attacking Cherry’s slit with my mouth.

The room was like a horror movie with screams, the radio swapping to an old song on a scratchy station, and the lights going insane. Cherry’s thighs tightened against my head and my muscles tensed in response while Diet’s pussy rapidly squeezed and massaged my length. All three of us were reaching our crescendo as the music changed to a symphony that was doing the same.

The climactic ending of the music accompanied us as we reached our peaks together. Cherry’s thighs shook like a miniature earthquake as she blasted my face with her girl cum. “Fu—fu—ffffuuuucccckkk, baaaaby! Ahhhh! It’s so—Nyaaahhh!”

Diet collapsed against my chest as her body tensed and spasmed. With her unable to move, I kept thrusting into her from below as she writhed atop me. “I—Ahhhhh! Need! Nnngghhh! Oooohh! Goddess above! Ah, ah, ah, AHHHH!” She tried to bite me but failed since she was too busy screaming.

Her womanhood was milking me for all it was worth, and I couldn’t have held out any longer, even if I wanted to. I released my load deep inside of her womb. My feet still sat on the floor, my ass having never left the edge of the bed. Diet whimpered happily as she pulled her lips up to mine, replacing Cherry’s lower ones that just freed me from their sexy oppression. The Ghost Witch didn’t give a damn that my mouth was still covered in her sister's cum. “Your cum, it’s so goddamn warm inside me,” she said, with tears of joy pooling in her eyes.

When she pulled forward, it caused my cock to slip out of her. Our juices slid down my pelvis and dripped down my balls before falling to the floor—wait, not the floor. I let out a small groan as I tried to lift my head and look past the Ghost Witch as if I’d be able to see the mess that was surely now coating my pants that the girls left down at my ankles.

While I couldn’t see my pants, I could see the door as it stood open. A scarlet-faced Brittany was standing there holding suitcases. Yes, the same Brittany we met when we got out of the Harem Mobile. She gulped. “My older sister is a security guard at the mall. She said she had caught two people having sex before, and it was super hot. I didn’t believe her… I thought it would be weird. But, oh. My. God. I am so turned on right now.”

“Mmmmyup. That’s our queue to leave. Brittany, do you mind giving us a minute?” I asked.

“Are you sure? I mean, I don’t mind helping…” she said hopefully.

“Don’t make me fucking stab the shit out of you, Brittany!” Diet shouted, scowling at her.

I’m still not sure why I did it, but I bopped her lightly on the nose and pointed my finger at her. “I said, no stabbing people without permission,” I commanded in a stern tone.

Despite my corrective action, Brittany must have taken the threat seriously because she closed the door behind her as she stepped outside and shouted, “Just—uhh—tell me when I can come in!”

I shook my head, knowing the poor girl was probably about to stand at that door for a long time. “Okay, I’ve decided. Yes, Diet can have a room at the penthouse. However, she’ll mainly stay on the farm with Mother, who can teach her better than any of us can, especially when dealing with such a rare affinity. Once she’s ready to learn more and Mother approves, then she can spend her time in the penthouse learning from the rest of you girls.”

Diet Cola jutted her lip out into a confused pout, but her eyes still said she was going to murder someone soon. “Mom is a witch, too?” she asked Cherry.

Cherry shook her head. “No, this is a different mom. You’ll like her. She’s awesome. Plus, the farm is only like, five minutes away via broom.”

The Ghost Witch frowned and looked away. “I don’t have a broom because I couldn’t afford one. I don’t know how to make the token things. Squeaks gave me the basic books I needed. She said those were free for all new witches.”

“Don’t sweat it, sis. I’ve got my old broom in my storage. Did you have some spare clothes and stuff in yours?” My Vampire Witch asked.

“Umm, yeah,” she paused, rubbing the back of her neck sheepishly. “But I’ve mainly got knives in it right now. Like, a shit ton of fantastic knives I stole from stores.”

“Actually, I’m not surprised by that,” I said as I summoned the Tele-port and a fresh set of clothing to my body while dismissing my dirty pants. Wrapping my arm around Diet Cola’s waist, I stood, holding her tight.

“Ahhh!” she screamed as the white light flashed around us and suddenly we were standing in the back of the Harem Mobile. I forgot to duck a little, so I bumped my head.

“You get dressed. I’ll be right back,” I said and pressed the send button again. Seconds later, I returned to the Harem Mobile with Cherry in my arms, kissing me passionately. “It’s time we head home. Diet, we’ll send someone to collect your things later tonight. For now, tell your mom that you changed your mind and took up an apprenticeship on a farm.” I climbed into the driver’s seat and buckled up before glancing back at her over my shoulder. “Oh, and I know I said it twice, but I feel like I need to say it again. No stabbing anyone without my permission. I’m trying really hard not to use the compulsions on anyone, but I will if you make me.”

“Awe! C’mon! Let me stab the shit out of, like, one more person for you!” Diet said in protest.

“I said no!” I put the van in reverse before slamming the brakes, my head shot around to face her again. “Hang on a minute, what do you mean one more?!”


Chapter 7


Start Spreading the News!

Cherry and I drove Diet Cola out to Mother’s farm where we dropped her off, introduced her, and explained the situation to Mother. While the Fertility Witch didn’t know of any texts specific to a Ghost Witch, she had plenty of experience helping new witches get accustomed to their magic. Diet seemed like a natural, but there was only so much she could teach herself from a few basic books.

Before we left, Diet Cola swore she’d be ready to come to the penthouse full-time soon. Well, that’s not exactly how she put it. What she really said was, “I promise I’ll work hard so we can be together constantly, and I’ll text you before I stab anyone.”

“Now that I think about it, your sister didn’t say she would text me for permission. It sounded a lot like she was casually going to let me know someone was about to get stabbed. It’s like she’s looking for any excuse to knife someone,” I said to Cherry as we opened the front door of the penthouse.

Cherry sighed happily. “Yeah. She’s so thoughtful, isn’t she?”

I stopped dead in my tracks, turning around to face my Vampiric Witch with a questioning brow. “Thoughtful?”

“Yup, thoughtful. How many other people have you met who will kill someone just because they disrespected you? You know me, baby, I’d choke a witch for you any day, but outright murder them because they didn’t beg for your cock the first chance they got as they should? No way.” Cherry paused, her brow furrowing. “Holy shit. When I say it out loud like that, I can see what you mean. Remind me to get Halo to check her out sometime.”

Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her close for a hug, and she nuzzled her cheek against my chest. “I’ll ask Novella to add that to our to-do list.”

“Thank you so much for today, baby. You have no idea how much it meant to me. And just so you know, I plan to milk that joke for the rest of the series,” she said, squeezing me tighter.

“No problem, love,” I replied, kissing her on top of her head. “But what joke are you talking about?”

She let go of our embrace. “Oh, look at that. The Witching Hour is coming on soon. Let’s go watch.”

I frowned in confusion from the sudden change of topic, but something told me I should let it go for my own good. With that in mind, I closed the door and followed Cherry to sit with the girls in the living room. Walking up behind the large semi-circle couch, I spotted Novella, Demonique, and Alpha sitting together. Alpha scooted over and Cherry sat next to her on the outside, leaving a gap for me between the Infernal and Beast Witch.

Taking the offered seat, I jumped over the back of the couch, plopping down roughly between the two before putting my arms over their shoulders. I kissed Alpha on the cheek and turned to kiss Demonique as well, but hesitated. Her normal robe was missing. Instead, she wore a sports jacket, a matching pinstripe pencil skirt, a button-up blouse, and—black-rimmed glasses. She had her short black hair done up in a high ponytail. At some point, while I was gone, Demonique became a shorter, thicker, demonic version of my Grimoire Witch. “Demonique, why do you look like Novella?”

“I think she looks fantastic,” Novella said.

“What do you mean, Boss? This old thing? This is how I always dress,” Demonique lied as she adjusted her glasses before leaning in closer and squinting at me. “That is you, right, Boss?”

I chuckled and kissed her on the cheek. “Yes, it’s me.”

She smiled warmly at my touch. “How do I look?”

“The glasses are doing it for me. Just don’t forget, I want you to be comfortable with whatever you wear. Don’t worry about my opinion. Focus on what you like.” I kissed her forehead and turned my attention to the projector screen. “Did they advertise any big stories tonight?”

Alpha grinned at me, and her furry ears twitched while her tail thumped against the back of the couch. “We’re glad you asked because, as it turns out, they do.”

Novella leaned forward in her seat. “As a matter of fact, they will run this special during the next three broadcasts, in case anyone missed it.”

I cocked my head. “Yeah? It must be massive. What’s it about?” I asked, playing along with their game.

“It’s about you! Stop acting like you don’t know,” Demonique said as she jokingly elbowed me in the ribs.

I let out a fake groan of pain. “Oooww! How could you?! That was my favorite rib, and now it’s broken.”

Alpha scoffed. “If you were that fragile, you’d never would’ve made it this far. Now quit whining and be Mommy’s good boy. I want to snuggle with you.”

“That’s pretty presumptuous,” I teased.

She tried to hide her smile as she punched me in the ribs on my other side. I laughed and pulled her closer as we waited for The Witching Hour to start. Alpha laid her head on my shoulder, and I rested mine against hers. Demonique pushed herself against my other side and nuzzled into my chest with her cheek. I needed to keep track of where her head was because I didn’t want to poke myself in the face with her horns.
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Ten minutes later, the show ran its generic, ‘90s style intro and was soon greeted by the sight of the Sanderson sisters in their comfortable studio setup. It was the same as always, three armchairs surrounding a coffee table with cauldrons, grimoires, vials of potions, and candles everywhere. I zoned out, checking my phone as they did their introductions, and started paying attention again once they finally got rolling.

Sarah: We have an incredible and frankly mind-blowing show for you tonight.

Mary: That’s right, Sarah. The rumors have been spreading for months now, but we’ve finally received confirmation!

Winifred: Tonight, we are here to announce that a new Coven King has arrived!

Sarah: Exactly, folks. The Coven King is real, but is he the monster we were all taught to fear growing up? We have nothing but the facts, and by the end of this broadcast, you’ll have them too. Not only that, but we’ll be airing this broadcast once a day over the next three days to make sure everyone gets this vital news.

Winifred: I was shocked when I learned the truth. What about you, Mary?

Mary: Oh, of course I was. All our lives we were told of the horrors a Coven King would bring, but we’re thrilled to tell you that’s simply not true.

Sarah: Quick FYI, for the rest of this special broadcast, we’re going to refer to the Coven King by his real name, Logan, for simplicity’s sake. You’ll be surprised to learn that Logan grew up as a mundane human!

Winifred: Logan is the son of the late Eleanor Morgana, a former Big Apple Coven rogue Glitter Witch who died during childbearing. His wet nurse was none other than the famous Mother Dearest. I bet you’re asking yourself, why would Mother Dearest bother assisting a rogue Glitter Witch, of all people? The answer will blow your socks off, so make sure you’re sitting down for this one. Sarah?

Sarah: Elanor Morgana was the last descendant of the Morgan Le Fay bloodline, or so we thought. As it turns out, her son, the new Coven King, is the last. If you somehow forgot, or are new to the witch's life, allow us to explain. Morgan Le Fay was, hands down, the most powerful witch in the world's history. To this day, there hasn’t been a magical being, except the late Dracula at her peak, who could remotely compare to the power she wielded.

Mary: No matter how many times I hear that, it still blows my mind. Anyway, back to Logan. After his birth, Mother Dearest sent him to an orphanage. Though many speculate how his potential remained hidden for so long, the truth is no one knows. It’s highly plausible that his inherent powers protected him from detection until he was ready. Unfortunately, there’s only been a handful of Coven King’s throughout history, and such a thing has not been documented.

They continued for another twenty minutes, talking about my life growing up as an orphan. To my surprise, I learned a few things about myself that I never knew. Apparently, I hadn’t been heartlessly kicked out of my first orphanage. It shut down. I was too young to understand back then. From there, the system failed me every step of the way.

Eventually, they moved past my childhood and got to my teenage years, mentioning all of my not-so-legal deeds. I was grateful they didn’t portray me as a villain. They understood why I did what I did. Again, they shocked me by revealing that Ol’ Sneaky Pete, or Peter Johnson, was responsible for at least three of my run-ins with the police. In two of those three, I was nearly caught and in the third, I would’ve died if not for a miracle.

Only, I recognized it was no miracle, but Mother’s intervention. I was thankful they didn’t mention that Mother protected me for so long. A lot of witches would seek to punish her for that. Since she lived by herself, she was more vulnerable than the rest of our coven.

It turns out Ol’ Sneaky Pete was found dead a few months back in an alley. Someone brutally stabbed him to death with a particularly sharp kitchen knife. I was starting to think I might need to have a talk with a certain murder enthusiast.

The three women continued discussing my life up to now before getting into extreme details about my physical appearance. They didn’t skimp out on a single detail, from the size of my shoe to the diameter of my nipple. There was only one region I was thankful they hadn’t touched yet.

Unfortunately for me, it didn’t take them long to stop edging the audience. When they reached the most sensitive part of my body, they were thorough, being sure to cover every part of it with their smooth journalism. Honestly, with how enthusiastic and meticulous these ladies were, I should’ve realized how quickly it would come.

Winifred: Some of you witches out there might not be saying it out loud, but it’s obvious that you’re just as curious as we were.

Mary: Mhm. Too true. I asked myself if Logan was using the Coven King title to compensate for… shortcomings.

Sarah reached behind her chair, lifting a rectangular box and setting it in her lap before unlatching the lid.

Sarah: Admittedly, that’s what I thought too until I saw this.

She opened the box, and to my horror, pulled out the same dildo our coven distributed.

Sarah: This is a magically certified, life-size replica of the Coven King’s penis. You can see, as I hold it up to my forearm for comparison, that—

Mary: Goddess above… It’s thicker than a cauldron.

Winifred: Holy fucking shit! You said it was big, not that it was the size of a goddessdamned Kraken tentacle!

Sarah: You’re not wrong, Mary. It truly is a majestic sight to behold. It’s like looking at the Northern Lights—mesmerizing.

Mary: Ahem. We were just about to tell our viewers how they can get in touch with the Rising Star Coven should they wish to join. We’ve only covered some parts of the unique benefits package they offer their members—

Winifred: Shut up and tell me who our contact with them is so I can get some of that package!

I palmed my face and muted the projector as Winifred pointed directly at the dildo with lustful eyes. “Wow, girls, was this really necessary? That was way more than I expected them to share. And how the hell did they get the exact diameter of my back door?! I’m pretty damn sure that wasn’t relevant information.”

At some point, Rose had shown up, and I didn’t even realize it. I only recognized she was there now because I turned around at the sound of her suddenly whistling behind me. She had her hands in the pockets of her skirt, looking up at the far-away ceiling as she casually turned to leave.

“Rose?” I drawled.

She turned, doing her best to act confused and curious about why I called for her. “Hmm? Oh! Hi Logy-poo! I didn’t see you there!” She thrust her hips forward with her hands still in her skirt pockets and beamed at me. “Did you see?! Look! My skirt has pockets! Freakin’ pockets, Logy-poo! Can you believe it?!”

Suddenly, before my question could gain traction, all the girls in the living room had left their seats and swarmed Rose. As I watched them, I couldn’t help but be thankful the special wasn’t mentioning them, or any details about my forms. That would have only aided our enemies in gaining the upper hand with preparations to counter me at every turn.

“That’s incredible! Where did you get a skirt like that? I must know. Do they have pencil skirts with pockets too?” Novella asked.

“Damn, babe! If I knew there were skirts with pockets, I’d wear them all the time! Do you understand how much easier that would make life?! Plus, if I wore skirts, Logan would gain easier access all the time!” Cherry gushed.

“I know, right?! They’re the freakin’ best!”

“Whatever store that’s from, do they sell dresses with pockets?” Alpha asked.

Novella tilted her head. “Why does that matter? You don’t wear dresses.”

Alpha blushed. “It’s this stupid baby. Something about it is making me want to wear one. Why would I wear it unless it has some practical use?”

Demonique nodded, pushing the bridge of her glasses up her nose while squinting and struggling to see through them. She was clearly responding to Alpha, but staring at Cherry. “Ohh! I see. If the dress had pockets, then it would have a practical purpose.”

I stood, coming around to join them at the back of the couch. “Hang on a second. You all have transdimensional storage. Why do you need pockets at all?”

“What the hell, Boss! Don’t fucking ruin this for us! They have pockets!” Demonique said with a scowl as she pointed at who I assume she thought was Rose but was actually Alpha.

Damn, how thick are those glasses? I asked internally as I put my hands up in surrender. “Okay! Okay! Geez. I’m sorry to have offended the almighty skirt pocket. Back to my question. Was this really necessary?”

Novella nodded, adjusting her glasses. “Absolutely. It was time for Alpha and I to lift the gag order.”

“We talked about it in the meeting a couple of weeks ago, but I didn’t expect it so soon. It still feels a little risky to spread the news,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck.

Alpha pushed my hand away and ran her fingers through my hair, scratching my scalp. “The news is already spreading. We need to control the narrative. Witches need to learn the truth. Your rise is good for them.”

“It’s always good for me when Logan rises,” Cherry said with a wink.

I smirked at her but responded to Alpha. “If we want to control the narrative, why not absorb the Sanderson sisters and their contacts into the coven?”

Demonique held up a finger and put her hand on her hip as she jutted it out while looking at Novella instead of me. Wow, she really needs to take those off. “Listen, Boss. If it were that simple, don’t you think I would have made them join the Salem Coven years ago? Of course, I would. People only listen to them and trust their information because they aren’t affiliated with a coven.”

I nodded. “Like Hot Topic? If a coven controlled it witches wouldn’t shop there because it would empower their enemy. Plus, they wouldn’t be able to trust the information they sell.”

“Exactly,” she said as she tried to kiss Novella, who stopped her with two hands on her shoulders, spinning her to face me. Demonique didn’t miss a beat and went up on her tiptoes. I met her halfway and gave her a quick peck on the lips. She frowned, having only gotten a small kiss, but continued. “Once you control a majority of the country’s covens, then we can let the Sanderson sisters join. By then, there won’t be any witches or covens left strong enough to oppose you.”

“Makes sense,” I said as I sat on the back of the couch and crossed my arms. “I’m still confused. How did you ladies convince them to paint such an incredibly positive image of me when most witches seem to hate me on sight?”

This time, it was Novella and Alpha who found other random items in the room fascinating at the same time. I waved my hand toward myself and said, “C’mon. Spill it.”

Alpha let out a long sigh and blushed, and her ears flattened. “We may, or may not have, but most definitely promised them one week of temporary access to Cherry TV, along with one magical dildo each.”

My brows furrowed, and I scrunched my nose. “That’s not too bad. I don’t see why you were worried about telling me that.”

Her face burned brighter, blending with her red hair. “That’s not all.”

Novella coughed and clasped her hands in front of her waist. “We possibly also agreed to give them one free two-way sync session with you while on a live call during that free week.”

I opened and closed my mouth. How was I supposed to respond to that? “What I hear you saying is you offered for me to video chat with each of them while they fuck themselves with the dildo so they give me good press?”

They nodded. “Yes... Yes, we did,” Alpha said.

After taking a few moments to consider it, I nodded solemnly. “As the Coven King, there are certain duties I must attend to, and part of duty is sacrifice. If this is what must be done, then so be it. I vow to give them a virtual dicking so good that they’ll never wish to speak ill of me or my ladies. For the coven!” I declared, holding a determined fist in the air.

“For the coven!” Rose echoed with her dainty fist joining mine. She was the only one. The rest of the ladies rolled their eyes at my antics. Rose beamed at me. “I don’t know why we’re cheering because I was totally freakin’ zoned out staring at your dick, but this is fun!”

“My dick?” I asked, looking down and seeing that it was, in fact, not out of my pants. I turned around to the still-muted TV. Sure enough, the dildo was on the show. They used various strings, rulers, and other implements to measure every aspect of it, all while showing those numbers on a conveniently overlaid chart in one corner of the screen. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

A shout came from the stairwell leading down to the bottom floor. “Hey! We need some help with the phones! We’re getting a lot of calls from witches interested in joining.” Arachna’s legs were chittering wildly with anxiety and her hair was a mess. “We can’t keep up!”

The ladies looked at one another and nodded before they all walked off toward the stairs. “Next time, we’re assigning the phones to one of the middle circles,” Alpha said in resignation.

“Should I help?” I asked.

Novella paused and came back to me, a manilla folder appearing in her hand. “No. We can handle this. You should study everything we found on that group of independent covens. We believe we came up with enough solid intel to act.”


Chapter 8


The Road Trip

Nearly a week passed after The Witching Hour special on me aired, and the time was right to make our move on the independent coven rebellion. The trip to Michigan took hours, but we were on the final stretch now. I climbed back into the driver’s seat after a quick bathroom break. Illumina, the last to return from the restroom, opened the driver’s side door, demanding I let her drive while I took a break. Seeing no reason to argue, I stood up, albeit hunched over since the front of the van had far less standing room. Just as I was about to go, I noticed Demonique unbuckling to follow. I paused, standing between the two front seats of the Harem Mobile while facing the back as I convinced Demonique to stay put and keep Illumina company.

In hindsight, I should have been more cautious. The Moon Witch wasn’t used to driving. She slammed her foot down on the gas, causing the tires to squeal before we took off like a rocket. Her unexpected acceleration sent me tumbling toward the back of the van and the first row of bucket seats where Mallison happened to be sitting.

In a panic, she tried to put her arms out to catch me as I fell while spreading her legs, hoping to avoid me landing on her knees. Instead, my face planted right between her robe and thighs. My mouth opened as I shouted before her womanhood silenced it. The next thing I knew, I had a mouth full of mound muffin, and her hands held me in place. The Summoner Witch’s back arched and my tongue danced across her clit.

That’s how the Harem Mobile started smelling like sex, forcing us to stop again only a couple of hours later to air it out and clean things up with a spell or two. Since we stopped, everyone grabbed some snacks. Technically, I ate a couple of hours prior, but my stomach was still empty since that kind of eating wasn’t exactly filling.

Taking my chips and hot dog, I moved to the passenger seat up front when I returned. I popped a chip into my mouth as the rest of the ladies joined me inside. Mallison hopped in the driver’s seat and put her big gulp in the cup holder while storing a twinkie in her transdimensional storage. Meanwhile, Demonique, Illumina, and Arachna climbed in the back.

Arachna got in the third row of rear seats so she could stretch out her spider legs. “I don’t understand how you eat those things. They burn your tongue so bad.” She delicately picked off a small piece of her large donut and placed it in her mouth.

Demonique turned around in her seat, sitting on her knees, and pulled another spicy Flamin’ Hot chip from her bag. She stared the Spider Witch in the eyes while she slowly crunched it in half, making Arachna roll her eyes. Demonique chewed it up before answering. “You need to be tough like me to handle chips this powerful!” The petite woman made a show of trying to flex her arm that completely lacked toned muscles.

The two promptly broke out into a giggle fit. Demonique was in a completely different outfit than the business attire she was in last night. Today she was mirroring Arachna with full goth attire. Honestly, she looked hot as hell with her demonic appearance dressed in black and wearing fishnet stockings.

The Infernal Witch bumped her chest against the back of the seat before turning around. She grabbed her tits and groaned in pain. “Damn, how do you live like this? These things hurt.”

“What did you do?” I asked, still turned sideways in my seat.

Arachna giggled. “She got nipple piercings. They look incredible.”

“But they feel terrible,” Demonique grumbled.

“Did you heal them?” I asked, confused.

“Yes. But they keep moving around and sometimes pull on my poor nipples,” she complained.

Arachna let out a happy sigh. “Pulling on them is the best part.”

“Speak for yourself!” Demonique said.

“Demonique, all you’re doing is copying everyone else’s style, not making your own,” Illumina accused her with a groan.

“Hey! Who said I’m copying anything? This is all me. I can’t help it that Arachna happened to wear the same thing I did today,” Demonique said with a huff while crossing her arms and puffing out her cheeks.

Illumina quirked a brow. “Mhmm. Sure. And the business attire last night?”

“I am a woman of many tastes and styles. Something that you would never understand since all you ever wear is that same white robe.”

Illumina narrowed her eyes and took an angry bite of her Cow Tales. It was a long, rope-like, chewy caramel candy filled with cream.

“Alright, let’s go over these mission details one more time,” I called back, using this as the perfect time to end their dispute and ensure we were on the same page, killing two birds with one spell and all that.

“Sounds good to me! I could totally go for some squash the rebels talk right about now,” Arachna said before sipping from her straw.

“I thought I said we shouldn’t call them rebels? I don’t really like how that makes me sound like an evil emperor who deserves to be overthrown,” I said before taking the last bite of my hot dog.

“Sir, with all due respect, they oppose your rule for no other reason than you are who you are. They are rebels whether or not you like the way it sounds,” Mallison said without looking away from the road as she drove.

“That’s fair,” I agreed with a sigh. “Anyway, the rumor is that the Devil’s Coast Coven gave them an artifact they could use that has the potential to harm me. Supposedly, it’s an ancient holy sword filled with divine power and a legendary holy warrior once wielded it. The entire group is meeting at the convention center of the Michig Inn. Yes, I realize it’s called the Michig Inn, and the hotel is in Michigan. I’m sorry girls, I didn’t pick it. We secured a room just before it was completely booked, so there should be a pretty sizable group, confirming our suspicions.”

Arachna’s legs fidgeted slightly as she ripped off another small piece of her pastry. “What are the chances they expect us to show up?”

“No clue. None of our information points to them being aware, but I wouldn’t put it past them to suspect and have higher security. It’s plausible they caught wind of us asking around and prepared something special. We’ll need to keep on our toes.”

“We’re almost there, sir,” Mallison said.

“You heard the lady. Remember, treat me like your pet when anyone is around. I’m nothing more than a Mating Familiar while we’re here until it’s time to strike,” I said.

Illumina gasped in feigned horror. “I don’t like it, but I’ll do it.” She started fanning her face, her Cow Tales candy flailing. “I’ll be punished so much for treating you poorly. I can’t imagine the devastating things you’ll make me do to you while you humiliate me as a punishment for my deeds!”

“Do a good job and I’ll punish you so hard,” I said, not really knowing how to respond now that she was technically my contracted sex slave. Damn, that’s still so weird to think about, but as long as she’s happy. It’s not like she can’t break that contract anytime she wants. I shrugged off the thought.

“I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time! For tonight, you call me boss!” Demonique declared with a smug grin before she stuck her chest out further. Her bra must have snagged her nipple rings again because she shouted in pain and grabbed her breasts. “Ouch!”

Arachna rolled all eight eyes again. “If they hurt that much, then take them out!”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. They feel great,” Demonique lied.
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Ten minutes later, we stopped in the parking lot of the hotel and grouped up in the back of the Harem Mobile. Illumina passed out generic black robes with blue highlights to everyone except for Mallison. We copied hers since she refused to wear anything else.

The hotel was nothing too special. I looked up at the illuminated sign. The back was blue and shaped like the state while the letters were in yellow. It had plain gray, smooth stucco walls. Windows to all the rooms lined the outside, and it had a sliding glass door beneath the carport.

We walked as a group, with me behind the ladies. Before I came in, I activated my Angelic Blessing on my ring so I’d lose some of my bulk as my muscles compacted and my strength became more explosive. It was easier to pass as a Mating Familiar if I looked less like a walking tank.

The lobby was cozy, with a few fake potted plants on either side of the entryway, as well as a group of comfy armchairs across from the check-in counter. The carpet was red with a gold criss-cross pattern that made it look like there were hundreds of red squares on the floor. Lamps sat on every side table. However, they weren’t the primary source of light. That task belonged to the white globes hanging from the high ceiling which illuminated the space.

Demonique checked us in at the front desk, and the four of us walked to the large convention center. There was a paper sign on the door leading in that said, ‘Rebels Against Tyranny reading club’. I shook my head. “Subtle,” I quipped. The hall wasn’t decorated, but round tables were everywhere and there was a large line of food tables along the wall near the entrance.

Hotel employees were still working on setting up the stage, and a few witches worked with a nerdy-looking fellow on the sound system. I knew they didn’t need it, but it made sense to help keep their cover to let the hotel employees set it up for them. “Listen here, Pet!” Demonique demanded. “We’ll be sitting over there.” She pointed to a table not far away. “Make us all a few snack plates with samples of everything. Then we’ll tell you what we want.”

Arachna’s legs chittered against the carpet. “Yes… Uh—filthy pet. Do as we say, or—uh—I’ll kick your ass… Pet.”

I nodded, doing everything I could not to laugh at her failed attempt at being dominant. She even mouthed the word, “Sorry,” before she walked away.

Playing the part of the dutiful Mating Familiar, I grabbed two plates and started putting a small amount of each food on them. It wasn’t long before a witch I didn’t recognize approached me.

She had black hair, a sharp nose and chin, and cat ears atop her head. Only then did I notice her black cat tail waving lazily behind her. “You there! This food is not for pathetic little runts like you,” she said as she raised her chin so high that she was facing the ceiling just to look down her nose at me. “Not that you’re actually all that small, but you know what I mean.” A blush crept up her cheeks as she eyed me.

I bowed deeply to her. “Forgive me. This food is for my mistresses. They’ve instructed me to make them sample plates so they can decide what they’d like to have.”

She quirked a questioning brow. “Who are your mistresses?”

Pointing to their table, I said, “Over there. Forgive me if I made a mistake. I’m new to my role.”

“Hmph! Very well, since you’re so obedient and know your place, I shall forgive you. You will refer to me as Madam Kitty. I have questions for you before I speak with your mistresses about a temporary familiar contract. You will answer them honestly. Do not fear, I will not punish you for your answers.” She tossed her hair over her shoulder and stuck out her chest, crossing her arms and taking on a more seductive pose.

“Yes, Madam Kitty. I understand, and I will answer to the best of my ability,” I said, giving another deep bow.

She smirked. “Have you heard of this Coven King?”

I nodded. “Yes, Madam Kitty. My mistresses have been keeping me well informed.”

“What do you think about him?”

I made a show of considering the question before giving a small nod to myself as if I just made up my mind. “I have heard nothing that shows he’s an evil man with ill intentions, nor that he’s actively trying to take over covens. From what I can tell, every coven he’s taken over was a coven that tried to kill him, or threatened his family, as he apparently refers to them. It’s plausible he would leave all the other covens alone if others left him alone in return.”

She frowned deeply, but I continued. “However, he’s nothing more than a man, albeit a powerful one, who needs to learn his place, as the rest of us men have. If only he understood how lucky he was, as I do, to be chosen by such powerful, intelligent, and remarkable women, then he’d be living a carefree life serving his mistresses as all men should.” I went a little overkill with my lies to appease her, but I could tell that my initial assessment didn’t go unnoticed. Regardless, it did the trick.

Madam Kitty grinned. “Very well. It is good that you recognize he is no savior.”

I nodded solemnly. “Of course, Madam Kitty. I have no need of a savior. I have a wonderful life, and I couldn’t be happier.” It gave me a sense of joy and pride that I could say that with complete honesty.

She licked her lips, eyeing me like a cat would a fresh piece of fish. “Last question, Pretty Puppy. What do you think of all this?!” she asked as she lifted her hand above her head before lowering it down past her waist as she swayed her hips seductively like she was the grand prize of a game show.

Donning my most charming smile, I took her in from top to bottom, giving her a slow, studying elevator stare. She was lithe and petite with the right amount of curves in all the right places. Her cat ears and tail reminded me of e-girls who pretended to be women like her. Using my most sensual voice, I said, “I think that any man would be blessed to worship at the temple of your body, Madam Kitty.”

She closed her eyes and her entire body trembled from my words before purring as she said, “That’s the puuurrrfect answer. I’ll speak with your mistresses. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you kiss my feet as you beg for my affection.”

“Absolutely, Madam Kitty. However, as I said, I’m new to my role. My mistresses haven’t had me for long. I fear they may not wish to bless me with this opportunity to experience you in all your glory.”

Her eyes flashed with lust, and she ran one clawed finger down my jawline. “We will see. I can be very puurrrsuasive.”

As she sauntered away, I couldn’t stop myself from admiring her swaying–uh–tail, yeah. Swaying tail. She caught me staring over her shoulder and winked at me with her feline eye. I smirked and went back to filling the sample plates, only to be interrupted two more times with similar questions. I gave them all the same responses I gave Madam Kitty. Eventually, I had the plates filled and made a show of apologizing to my ‘mistresses’ for how long it took me to complete my simple task before taking my seat next to them.

“I haven’t learned anything, but I’m not in a good position to ask. What about you gals?” I asked quietly.

They shook their heads. “Nothing that we didn’t already know. The only new information we picked up is that they are extremely confident the weapon will be capable of killing you,” Arachna said with flushed cheeks while she struggled to keep her four spider legs in check.

“My—ahem. Pet,” Illumina corrected herself. “The actual meeting won’t start for a few hours. What do you want us to do?”

Mallison made a slurping sound, and I saw her trying to suck up the drool that spilled down her chin because she stared at me for too long again.

Demonique placed her hand atop mine to get my attention while Illumina passed a napkin to Mallison. “Since we have time, do you think we could go to the room for a while? I was hoping you’d want to–maybe spend some time with me?” Her cheeks burned as she chewed her bottom lip with her sharp teeth.

I smiled and nodded. “Sure. That sounds good. The rest of you, see if you can mingle and find out more while we’re gone.”

“So fucking lucky. I knew I should have asked first,” Arachna grumbled.


Chapter 9






Hey There Delilah Part One

Demonique and I left the convention hall, much to the lustful dismay of many witches who looked on with longing at me and jealousy at my Infernal Witch. Despite my attempts at conversation and questions, Demonique was quiet on the trip up the elevator, barely saying a word until she slipped the key card into our door, unlocking it. I followed her inside, making sure it was locked behind us.

The room was exactly what we expected. It had two queen-sized beds, a small area with two armchairs, a table, a lamp on the nightstand, and bland decor. The only thing it had going for it was the built-in jacuzzi tub and the glass wall that let you see into the shower. I noted that. Might need to swap my room at home and install something like that. Keep a curtain so they have privacy if they want. Who am I kidding? They’d all vote to tear down the oppressive curtain. I couldn’t overrule them either. The last time I tried overruling their decision to remove all locks from bedroom doors, they protested in the living room with picket signs for days chanting about how the doors were ‘being oppressed’ and ‘locking them was like putting them in cages’. They even threatened to tear every door from its hinges so it could ‘truly be free’. I shook my head with a chuckle at the memory.

Removing the robe, I tossed it on the dresser, and Demonique did the same. I tilted my head with a questioning smile. “What did you have in mind? You’ve been awfully quiet.”

She shuffled her feet and wrung her hands together nervously. “Well, I assumed now would be a good time for you to meet Delilah. She’s finished what she was working on and has been dying to meet you.” She looked at the ground, suddenly unable to meet my gaze. “I—um—I also wanted to confess something.”

My brows furrowed even deeper as I took a seat on the edge of the bed. “Confess what?” Admittedly, I was far more curious and concerned than I let on.

“I’ve been keeping Delilah away from you on purpose,” she confessed with a wince.

“Why would you do that?”

“She’s like me, with demonic eyes and horns. She’s a succubus, literally made for sex and pleasure.”

It wasn’t hard to see where this was going. I stood and wrapped her up in my arms. “You were afraid that I’d like her more than you?”

She nodded against my chest, her horns barely missing my chin.

I chuckled. “That’s not going to happen. I love you, not her. Even if I fell in love with her, she could still never replace you.”

“She’s got everything I do and more,” the Infernal Witch explained with a sniffle.

“Hey now, that’s not true.”

She hugged me tighter, years of practice helping her fight the urge to shed tears. “Yes, it is.”

“No, it isn’t.”

“Prove it.”

Running my fingers through her hair, I slid my hand up and down one of her horns. “First, you have much bigger horns; they’re the shiniest ones I’ve ever seen. Second, you’re one of the most powerful witches in the world. Plus, you might not realize it, but your body is incredible. If you had red skin, I’d easily confuse you with a succubus. One day, you’ll look in the mirror and see what I see.”

She nuzzled my chest with her cheek. “You mean it?”

“I do,” I said as I kissed the top of her head, making sure not to poke my eye out on her sharp horn. “I recognize you’re still searching for what makes you special among the girls, but you should know that I already think you’re unique. It doesn’t matter what clothes you wear. And hey, if it’ll help, I’ll even let you wear a strap-on and dominate Delilah’s back door while I’m face fucking her sometime—if she’s down for it, that is.”

Demonique looked up at me, her sharp-toothed smile returning. “You’d really let me do that?”

“Sure, I love you.” Then I booped her on the nose with a finger. “As long as that thing doesn’t come anywhere near my asshole. On second thought, I’m making a new rule. No dildos within three feet of me. Unless it’s entering an unoccupied hole of a woman I’m in the process of banging. Write that down.”

Demonique quickly let go of me, her phone appearing in her hand instantly as she tapped on the screen. “Sent. Novella will add it to the next monthly meeting. I’ll get Delilah now.”

I nodded in approval. “Alright, how do we bring her here? Do you need to borrow the Tele-port?”

“No.” She walked into the bathroom and began drawing a summoning circle on the tile floor. “She’s a demon, so I can summon her anywhere. I figured she would be great to have on hand tonight in case we get into trouble.”

After a couple of minutes, she finished the circle. Demonique raised both hands into the air and the symbols glowed an ominous crimson. She chanted, “Delilah, koem taar mij yij saantreky beetf!” A cone of hellfire burst from the circle in a flash before disappearing, leaving a cloud of smoke behind that was too thick to see through.

I crossed my arms, turning to Demonique. “Did you just say, ‘Delilah, come to me you sexy bitch’ in the ancient tongue?”

She shrugged. “That’s how it goes. I didn’t create the spell.”

The smoke began to fade, and I could make out the figure of a woman as she coughed, waving one hand in front of her face while stepping out of the dark cloud. When she started speaking, I got a good look at her. Thankfully, her unconventional and dark empowerment spell that was used on her during the Greater Familiar tournament wasn’t permanent. She looked just like she did the first time I saw her, except for her clothing.

At roughly five feet, the succubus stood a little taller than Demonique and had light red skin. Her pink hair was pulled back in a ponytail, bringing attention to her long, pointy elf-like ears and two cute little red horns that poked out of her forehead. They split her bangs, only extending a few inches above her head. An apron barely covered her mid-sized breasts on her petite frame.

Various colors of paint covered the formerly white apron, and paint brushes stuck out of the front pockets. By the looks of it, that apron was the only thing she wore. Her two adorable, little bat-like wings flapped rapidly to help the smoke blow away faster and a dull arrowhead tail flicked with minor irritation.

“Damn, I’ll never get used to that. You were supposed to text me before summoning, remember? I was in the middle of—oh!” Delilah was mid-sentence when she let out a small shout of surprise as she noticed me. “Logan! I didn’t see you there. Wow! We finally get to meet. I’m surprised you waited so long. Normally my new masters are in a hurry to get me alone, if you know what I mean.” She winked with a cheesy smile while nudging me with an elbow a few times.

I looked into her eyes, slightly surprised by such friendly, casual behavior. They had white sclera, and large orange pupils that gradually grew more yellow at the center. Extending my hand, I said, “It’s nice to meet you too. I’m glad it’s under better circumstances than last time.”

She took my hand with an amused smirk before giving Demonique the stink eye. “Yeah, much better. I wasn’t told I’d have to fight when I agreed to this deal, let alone to fight a Coven King. I could have died and ended up back in the pit. That would have sucked so much.” Apparently, the concept of death didn’t bother her. It was more like a huge inconvenience than anything worth being afraid of.

“Let’s head back to the other room. We should talk.” I turned and left the restroom before sitting in an armchair.

“What’s up, Stud? Did you need a hand with something? Or were you looking to cuck the pillow princess over here as a punishment? I mean, I’m down to clown. Any kinky shit you want, I got you. I’ve seen it all and probably done it all.” She stopped and crossed her arms over her chest, tapping her chin as she considered something. “I wonder if you’ll make it to my wall of weird or not. I guess we’ll find out!” The succubus clapped her hands, rubbing them together excitedly before reaching to untie her apron.

I put up a hand to stop her. “Let’s wait a minute for that. I want to ask about a couple of things, including this wall of weird, but maybe we should save that for another time.”

“I could show it to you now? It’s got some crazy shit on it you wouldn’t believe.”

Suddenly, I realized I didn’t want to see this wall, at least not anytime soon. Shaking my head, I extended my palms forward, waving them frantically. “No! No. That’s alright. If a succubus is saying it’s crazy, then it might put me off sex for a month.”

Demonique gasped in horror before glaring at the succubus with rage burning in her eyes. “If you so much as mention that damn wall again, I’ll—I’ll—I’ll only let you buy black, gray, and white paints!”

Delilah put her hands up in the air, surrendering. “Whoa! Whoa! Hey now! Let’s not go saying things we’ll regret. You don’t want to see the wall, we don’t have to. I mean, what wall? There is no wall—never was one.” She slowly lowered her hands, as if she were trying to calm a wild animal. “See, it’s all good. Let’s all just calm down.”

The succubus’s words seemed to do the trick, and the rage dissipated. “Good. I can accept that,” Demonique said.

“Now that we resolved that issue, I want to ask about your Greater Familiar deal. Demonique made it sound personal,” I said, noticing the Infernal Witch blush and look away nervously at my words.

Delilah narrowed her eyes at Demonique but spoke to me. “Is that so? How about you and I make a deal? I’ll tell you about my original agreement if you tell me why you didn’t want to see me until now.”

“Didn’t want to see you?” My eyes fell on the Infernal Witch. I quirked a questioning brow. I knew she was keeping her away on purpose, but had she been outright lying to me in the process?

As if reading my thoughts, Demonique turned to me quickly, holding her hands out in front of her. “Hang on! It’s not what you think. I never lied. You said you wanted her protecting the Salem members. Then later you said I could bring her by whenever I wanted. There was no rush.”

“That’s true, but I assumed she was busy at the time. Regardless, I’ll have to keep in mind to be more specific with you about some things. Won’t I, my little Infernal Witch?” I said as I crooked a finger for her to come to me.

She slowly stepped forward. “Yes, Boss,” she said demurely.

I puckered my lips and pointed at them. She leaned in and kissed me before taking a seat on my lap. “I understand why you did it. And now you know that you have nothing to worry about. You’re my horny witch, and I love you.”

She blushed brightly. “I told you not to call me that.” She tried to hide the smile that crept up her face but failed.

Delilah’s eyes gleamed with recognition. “Ohh! I get it. You thought I was going to steal him from you because we both have demonic features and horns?” She laughed and waved a hand at the witch. “No way! It’s not that he isn’t handsome as fuck, and believe me when I say I’d be more than happy to have a go at him any time he wants—hell, I’d have a go at any of you anytime he wants me to. You’re all sexy, but he’s my master now, which extends to you as a co-master. I literally couldn’t steal him from you. Speaking of stealing, if you were worried about me stealing his life force, it can’t happen. The Greater Familiar contract prevents me from hurting him, remember? Plus, you witches lust after him so fucking hard that I’m full twenty-four-seven anyway.”

“All good things to know,” I said with a nod of approval. “Well, you know why I didn’t summon you here yet, so tell me about your deal.”

She shrugged. “It’s nothing special, really. I like to fuck, and I like to paint. Only one of those things is easy to do in the pit. Honestly, try painting a beautiful day at the beach by the ocean when the only colors you can get are red, purple, and black.”

My brows rose in surprise. “You paint? Are you any good? If you are, I might hang some of it up around the penthouse. I’ve been considering a few changes to the decor.”

Her eyes lit up, glowing as if a fire was really burning inside them. “Yes! Here, check this one out. You’ll love it!” she snapped her fingers and a four-foot, by two-and-a-half-foot painting appeared. It was a beautiful rolling grassland like you’d find in Scotland with bright blue skies and scattered white clouds.

It was a sight to behold. Or, it was, until I noticed the shape of the largest grassy hill. It distinctly had two balls, a shaft, and a head. Yup. That’s definitely a dick, I thought. At least it was subtle and well-hidden. “It’s beautiful, even if it has its own unique elements.”

“You really like it?”

“Oh yeah, got any more?”

“I have so many more! EEEEE!” she squealed excitedly as she summoned three more paintings. The one on the far left was a breathtaking sunset full of vibrant colors. The silhouette of a man and a woman standing side by side beneath a leafless tree was the focal point. They were facing each other, holding hands. If not for the glaring silhouette of an erect penis pointing at her, it would have been an incredible piece that anyone would be lucky to own.

The one in the middle was an abstract watercolor piece. It was almost like a rainbow of color spilled on the page and blended in areas—only something about the design felt intentional. The unique patterns and unexpected turns captivated me with each blend. My mouth hung open in awe… Then it promptly shut as I realized the entire thing was one large multi-colored penis. It was a masterfully crafted penis, but still a penis.

The last one was a traditional bowl of fruit, though expertly done. Nothing seemed off about it at all. Except for the phallic-shaped banana. Wait, nope. Not even a banana. It’s literally just a yellow dick tossed into the mix. And now that I see it, those oranges aren’t even oranges. They’re testicles. Demonique seemed to have the same thoughts as me.

Demonique frowned. “I know I haven’t bothered looking at your art before. It is incredible stuff, but I have to ask. Is there a dick in every one of those paintings?”

Delilah nodded proudly. “Sure is!”

I chuckled. “It’s like I’m reading Where’s Waldo’s Cock. I’d say that I’d love some in the penthouse, but I’m not sure the girls would approve.” Yes, I was using the girls as a scapegoat on this one. It’s not that her work wasn’t incredible, but I didn’t really want to look at what I assumed were dicks inspired by other men all over my home. Unfortunately, my plan backfired.

“I’ll talk to the other ladies about it. If we can get you to do some modeled after Logan’s magnificent manhood, then we’d love it!” Demonique said, clapping her hands together excitedly.

Closing my eyes, I lowered my head in resignation. Logan, buddy, you really stepped in it this time, didn’t you? I grumbled internally.

“You’re not tired are you, Boss Man? I was hoping you and I could spend some time, you know, doing that freaky stuff.” Demonique waggled her brows playfully. That idea perked me right up in more ways than one.

Delilah pulled the string of her apron and threw it off of herself before it disappeared with a small puff of smoke, exposing her flawless round breasts, dark red nipples, and perfectly smooth mound. She ran her hands up and down her naked body seductively. “Oh, hell yeah! It’s been so long since I got off!” She cried with a moan of anticipation.

Demonique frowned, and I assumed she was about to deny the succubus, but I cut her off before she could begin. “You don’t have one of the dildos or access to Cherry TV?”

The sexy succubus cutely tilted her head. “No. What’s Cherry TV?”

I turned to Demonique. “Why doesn’t she have access too?”

She shrugged as if it were obvious. “We didn’t offer it to the Greater Familiars.”

“She’s clearly not like the other Greater Familiars. She’s a woman and a literal sex demon.” I gave Delilah my attention again. “As far as I’m concerned, you’re on the same level as any of my other witches. You deserve all the same treatment, including being fucked by me. After the mission, I’ll have someone help you get set up with your own dildo and access to the app. You’ll love it. Not saying that to be vain, it’s just that the app is all about sex and you seem to really love sex, which makes sense.”

She squealed with excitement again as she bent her elbows and shook her fists by her chest, causing her titties to jiggle, and bring a wide grin to my face. “EEEEE! Fuck yes! I get to bang an actual Coven King! This is the best day of my life!”


Chapter 10






Hey There Delilah Part Two

“Hang on a second!” Demonique shot off my lap, scurrying backward toward the bed. “You mean you’re going to fuck her now? Like, right here? Right now?”

I shrugged and stood up, sending my shirt into my transdimensional storage. “Why not?”

“What about me?” Demonique asked shyly.

I stepped closer and cupped her cheek. “You’re not getting left out. I’m nailing you both, love.”

“Yaaaaaay!” Delilah shouted as she flapped her wings and flew over our heads. She stopped to hover above the bed. It was strange seeing her fly with wings that small. I imagined she didn’t actually need them. “How do you want to do me?” She asked, before firing off several positions, many of which I didn’t even know. “Missionary? Doggy? Spooning? Sixty-nine? Jellybean jiggle? Penguin Waddle? Lazy Lion? Pretzel Twist? Pillow fort?”

“Pillow fort?” I interrupted with a frown. “What position is that?”

“That’s one of my favorites. We build a pillow fort and do the nasty inside. Should I get some extra blankets from room service?!” she asked hopefully.

“No,” I replied with a laugh.

Demonique gulped and chuckled nervously. “Yeah, Boss. Take your pick. I love to get freaky.”

“Really?!” Delilah asked with a mischievous drawl as she tented her fingers. “Because I have some really freaky positions.”

I coughed, knowing that Demonique wasn’t ready for whatever positions a succubus considered freaky. “Nah, that’s alright. I’ve got something in mind, but we’ll work up to it.”

“Okay! How about a little warm-up first?” The succubus asked with a giggle as she flew over, landing on her knees in front of me. She ran her hands up my thighs and undid my belt.

I saw no reason to refuse, so I nodded, pulled Demonique closer, and kissed her. “Do you want to help her out down there?”

“Obviously. You know me, Boss Man. I love it when you make me choke on that gigantic cock.” The infernal witch dropped to her knees and peeled the tight black shirt off over her head. “Fucking ouch!” she shouted as she shifted her nipple rings again.

Delilah looked at her with concern. “Are you okay?”

“Y—yes! I just have really sensitive nipples. Don’t judge me!” Demonique said defensively as she rubbed her boobs through her bra.

“No judgment here. I’ve known plenty of folks who are into the whole pleasure mixed with pain thing.” The succubus continued unzipping my pants and pulling them down.

I’d never pierced my nipples before, but I knew they shouldn’t hurt this much, especially after being healed with magic. I was aware of her sensitive nipples, however I didn’t know they were quite this bad.

One would think she’d remove them already if they caused that much discomfort, but if Demonique was anything, it was stubborn. With that in mind, I thought I’d give her an out. “Hey, love, do you think you could take out the nipple rings for me? I enjoy suckling on yours just the way they are.”

She offered me a grateful smile as she nodded. Then she spent the next few seconds fussing, complaining, and grunting in pain as she took them off. Once they were out, she cast another healing spell and let out a deep, moaning sigh of relief. “Anything for you, Boss.”

Delilah was eyeing the Infernal Witch while she pulled my boxers down, freeing my cock that shot up so fast it slapped her on the side of the face. She went wide-eyed with her mouth open in shock as she turned toward my impressive member. She laughed. “Hey! Don’t you know it’s rude to cock slap a woman without her permission?” she teased while grabbing my shaft at the base and slapping herself several more times in the face with it while giggling.

Demonique was finally in position next to her and Delilah slapped Demonique with my cock a few times as well, making her back up in surprise. “That’s for keeping me away from this god-tier hunk of man meat for so long. Honestly, I don’t believe I’ve ever seen a meatsicle that looked this tasty. I can’t wait to put it in my mouth.”

“Then what are you—oohhhh gods below fffffuuuuuck,” I groaned in delight as she interrupted by taking me smoothly between her lips like the seasoned pro she was.

“Mmmmmhmhmhm!” She let out a long, giggling moan as she greased my shaft with her unbelievably slick saliva. Her aroused moans continued as her tail wrapped around her body and began rubbing her clit. Her other hand snaked its way into my witch’s shorts, expertly slipping in where her demonic fingers circled my lover’s pearl, making her join the chorus of pleasure.

Demonique wasn’t wrong when she said the succubus was literally made for sex. With her free hand, Delilah grabbed mine and put it on her horn. I took the hint and held on, guiding her up and down just the way I liked. Each time she had my length in the tight confines of her warm throat, she somehow tightened her grip on my shaft more.

“Nnngghhh! I wanna taste your—Nyahh! Balls, Boss! Ahhh!” Demonique lowered herself down further, taking an odd angle so she could suckle on my balls without stabbing us with her horns. My Infernal Witch eventually pulled her head back from my sack. “Ahhh! Wow, look at her—mmm—go. I don’t think she—Ohhh, goddess, Boss! She—mmmm—she’s nnn—not stopped to breathe even once. She’s like a slut machine. Gaaahh, Boss! I want your cum so fffffucking bad! Mmmm—make her share it with me, please?!”

She wasn’t wrong. Delilah’s head was bobbing up and down at an unnatural pace for anyone deep-throating a cock the size mine was. Her cheeks hollowed out, her suction never-ending. My eyes nearly crossed, but I held strong, preventing it from happening. She took me out of her mouth, stroking me with long twisting pumps. Demonique didn’t hesitate to join, both of them staring up at me with desperate need blazing in their eyes. “C’mon, Stud! Ahhh! Gimme that fucking load! Ohhh yes! Ahh! Paint us with your hot jizz! We’re your pathetic little sex sluts. Destined to spend our lives begging for your cum! NNnnnggghh! Ahhhh! We want to feel your cream all over our faces!”

Demonique’s breath hitched and she spasmed as the beginnings of her first orgasm slammed into her. “Ahhhhh! Yes! Yes! Mmm—Nggghhaaa! What she said! Cum for us! Please! Cum for us!”

“Do it, Stud! We want to bathe in your—Oooohhh shhhiiiiitt! AHHH!” Delilah screamed as she was hitting her first peak as well.

“My what?!” I grunted.

“Ahhhhhh! No! I don’t—fuuuck ahhhh! I don’t mean that! Your cum! We want to bathe in your fuuucking cummmm! Nyahhh! Yaaaaay! Haha! Ahhh! Keep going! More! More! Mmmm! Just like that, Stud!” she corrected herself with a moaning laugh, letting out a cheer as I erupted. White stuff burst from my tip, showering her. She was thoroughly coated before she aimed me at Demonique as they both stroked faster, sticking their tongues out and begging for more.

Delilah stared up at me, a wide grin on her face as she rubbed her nipples with my cum. Demonique got ready to cast her spell to clean them up, but I stopped her with a hand. “No, not yet. We aren’t done, and I want to admire Delilah’s masterful artwork all over you for a while longer. Besides, I’ve got a great idea.”

“What’s that, Boss?” Demonique cooed as she scooped my seed from her eye and licked her finger clean before going for more.

“I’m sure you carry your dildo and at least one spare new one like the other girls in the inner circle, right?” I asked as I stroked their horns.

“Yeah, but—”

“No buts. Get them out and start live streaming this to Cherry TV, then pull up the live stream on your phone so it’s ready to sync,” I said.

She nodded, summoning her phone while dismissing her shorts, leaving her nude except for the fishnet arm and leg stockings. Once Demonique finished casting the spell to stream and had the app ready for sync, she put the phone down on the dresser.

As she did all this, Delilah climbed to her feet and leaned against the bed, sticking her butt out toward me. Her girl cum dripped down her legs as she swayed her ass and tail in unison while looking at me over her shoulder. “I want you to spank me, Stud. Spank me so fucking hard!”

I grinned, drawing my hand back and slapping her plump, perfectly round butt. It jiggled with glee as she shouted and moaned. “Ooohh! YES! Harder! Please! Harder!” Smack! “Ffffuck! Yes! You’re such a fucking stud!”

Demonique hurried back over, apparently worried the succubus was getting one up on her. She dropped the dildos on the bed and stuck her ass out as well. “Me too! You know I’m a crazy bitch like that!

I frowned. Demonique had never shown a desire to be spanked before. I was pretty sure I knew how this was going to go, but she had her juicy ass out and wanted it to be slapped. With a shrug, I gave it a small spank.

She cried out. “OWW! Holy fuck! That hurt! Uh—I mean. Ohhh! Yeahh! Just like that! Harder!”

My brows furrowed. I enjoyed spanking, but she didn’t have the highest pain tolerance. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure, Boss! I love doing it like a nasty slut! Please, Boss! Don’t make me—Ouch! Son of a bitch! Fucking hells below! I—uhh—ahhh yes! I—” She audibly gulped. “Love it… Harder? Please?”

Her fake cries of pleasure turned into a question by the end, and I shook my head. “Yeeahhh, no. It’s okay, lover. You proved how nasty and slutty you are.”

“Oh thank the goddess,” she sighed. “Fuck! I—damn right I am, Boss!”

“Mmm,” Delilah said as she bit her lower lip. “I’m ready for so much more, Stud.”

I grinned. “Good. Because I’ve got something special planned for the two of you. Delilah, you’re on your back. Demonique, you’re on top of her, mouths to pussies, and start licking, ladies.”

“Fucking finally! I’ve been wanting to savor that infernal pussy for months now! Can you believe she’s never let me? Not even once?” Delilah asked, her voice dripping with incredulity.

“You’re lucky! If the Boss didn’t want to watch you sample me, then you’d never get to! This pussy belongs to him,” Demonique said as she settled above the succubus and leaned her head down to try demonic pussy for the first time. She took a tentative lick and her brows shot up. “What the fuck!? Hey! How come you taste like spicy hot wings?!”

Delilah laughed as she sensually rubbed the Infernal Witch’s cheeks above her. “Because I’m a succubus. Our juices taste like whatever food you’re craving. Isn’t sex magic awesome?”

Demonique did her best to reply with a mouth full of delicious succubus pussy. “Fukhyahidis—Ahhh!”

Her muffled words were cut off as Delilah pulled her ass down and buried her long, forked tongue inside the witch’s velvety depths. Both of them began moaning and writhing as I prepared the rest. First, I walked over to Demonique’s head and summoned a bottle of lube from my storage. I coated the succubus’s rose bud with it before lubing up the magical copy of my dick. Without fanfare, I slid it deep inside her dark tunnel. She cried out, temporarily stealing her tongue back. “Sh—shiiit! Oh ffuck yeah! Is that the dildo or your cock?! Because Ahhhhh!”

“Yes,” I said simply.

Demonique paused her licking, only to lick her lips nervously. “O—oh. Is that what you had in mind?”

I ran my fingers through her hair. “Not for you. I was going to use the other one somewhere else on you since you’ve never wanted—”

“Do it to me too!” she blurted out. Her own eyes showed just as much surprise as mine by her words. “Yeah. I mean, I’m a freak like that, Boss. I want it deep in that itty bitty butt hole of mine. Just, uh—cram it in there. I’m so nasty and dirty, and such a naughty slut for you.”

“You’re sure? Like, absolutely certain you want to do this?”

She nodded with a look of determination. “I am. I mean, I do this all the time. Who doesn’t? Anal is nothing.” She waved my concern away like an annoying fly.

I sighed and shrugged. “Alright, if you say so.”

Walking to the other side of the bed, I did the same thing for Demonique. Only, this time I slowly worked her back door open to help prepare her at least a little. Delilah watched, giggling like a madwoman into the witch’s core as she continued pleasuring her.

Demonique moaned. “Ffffuck, Boss. It’s so big, so full!”

“That’s only my finger,” I said with a chuckle.

“You’re what?!” she shouted, looking over her shoulder.

“This is the dildo.” I slipped the well-lubricated magical sex toy into her dark star. Her eyes crossed, and her head fell against the succubus’s crotch. She let out a long, low, satisfied moan. “Ooooooooooohhhhhhh heaven’s above, and hells below! Fuuuuuuck meeeee!”

A cheerful smile tugged at the corners of my lips. I snagged her phone from the dresser, pressed the start sync button, and tossed it on the bed where I could see the screen. As I did, I walked back around to check on Demonique. She had already gotten back to work on the succubus’s succulent center. Try to say that five times fast.

This was the hardest part of my plan. In hindsight, I should have put Demonique on the bottom. But, with a little ingenuity and a can-do attitude, I was sure we could make it work.

I pulled the girls closer to that side of the bed so I could remain standing and let the succubus’s legs hang off the edge. Then I leaned my hips in at just the right angle while readjusting the tilt of the Infernal Witch’s head. I pressed my tip against the demonic womanhood before me and parted her folds. “Please! Please! Please! Ahhh! I need that Nnnnnggghhh—Gigantic Bitch Breaker in mmmm—my fucking Cock Gobbler so bad! Ahhhhh! Unholy Mother of all that is dark in this world! Nyaaahh!”

Despite her odd choice of proper nouns, I did, in fact, hilt myself inside of her. I just hoped that the awkward position Demonique had to keep her head in wouldn’t leave her sore when we were done. We had healing spells, so I was sure it was worth it. As soon as I was deep in her sinful depths, the sync function kicked in, registering a matching level of penetration.

I pulled back, watching the magical version of my penis follow with perfect timing and precision. It was always fun to see these things in action, though this was the first time I saw it up close as I fucked someone. With a single thrust, I penetrated three holes at once in two women–or more, depending on how many were using their toys. Both women cried out at the same time.

“Nyahhh! I—I think I’m in love with your dick! Nnnggghh! I want to buy it chocolates and flowers for Valentine’s Day! Ahhhh! And walk with it cock in hand—Mmmmm—ohhhh! On the beach! Ahhhhh!” Delilah shouted as my length glided back and forth inside her. “Then–ahhh I want to–mmm–take it on a date to the nyaahhnngg–movies!”

Unsure of what to say to that, I grunted and kept going. She might have been a demon, but her pussy must have been made in heaven because it felt divine. Especially when she clenched her muscles and squeezed my shaft even harder.

I didn’t stop and only picked up my pace, all the while being cautious of Demonique’s horns. She frequently tilted her head to the side, giving her neck a break and using her fingers on the succubus, all while moaning and crying out in pure pleasure as I fucked her ass with the magical cock. “Harder! Harder! For real this time! Oh Yes! Ahhhh! Right there, Boss! Right fucking there! Nngaahh!”

It didn’t take much longer for the triple-team action to send Delilah over the edge. “I—I’m—You’re gonna make me—ah! Aaahhh! AAAAHHH!” Her legs locked into place as her body went rigid. The sheer volume of her girl cum was mind-boggling as it burst out past my cock, spraying all over my balls as well as Demonique’s face. “I’m cummminnnggg! AHhhhh! Nyyyyaaahhh!”

It wasn’t going to take Demonique or me long to catch up to her. Pulling my cock free from the succubus, the dildo remained. It stopped with the tip still inside. Then it dove back in, sending her into a second orgasm as I pushed my cock down Demonique’s throat, letting her cleanse it of all the incredible juices. “Aaaaahhhhgain!? Mmm! H—How?! Unnngghh—Nyahhhh!” Delilah shouted as she sprayed more cum everywhere.

Once my manhood was thoroughly cleaned and worshiped by Demonique, I removed it from her mouth, only to slide it back into the succubus’s pussy once more. “Ffffuuuck! Mmm—Are you trying to fuck me to—Ahhh! Death?!” she whined, sounding more like she hoped that was the case.

Fortunately for her, no. That wasn’t my goal. I simply wanted to prepare it for her. I pulled out, my dick again drenched in her juices, and crawled onto the bed behind Demonique, no longer needing to stand at an odd angle to avoid horns. The magical dildos stayed put, the tips remaining inside the two women as they did before.

“Oh, hell yeah! I want to taste myself on your delicious cock!” Delilah opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out. I pushed my dick into her throat and she moaned against my shaft as Demonique cried out while the magical cock thrust into both their asses at the same time. “MmmmMMmmm!”

After removing my length from the succubus’s mouth, I pressed the head against Demonique’s dripping slit, smoothly parting her folds with it. Before I penetrated her, I summoned my phone to my hand, opening the Cherry TV app. I searched for my Infernal Witch and selected both toys that were linked to her account and activated my own sync.

I dismissed my phone and slowly burrowed inside her. My infernal witch watched over her shoulder, staring at me with desperation, begging without words to send her beyond the sexual pleasure she’d known up to this point. That shouldn’t be too hard with my dick in her ass and pussy at the same time, I mused.

Demonique’s breath hitched as she let out quivering, broken moans of pure bliss. “Oh—o-o-ohhhh! B-by the—ha-ha-goddess!” As soon as I was fully inside her tight, smooth walls, her eyes crossed and her tongue lolled out of her mouth as she wore a goofy grin. When I began thrusting, she let out soft, short, joyful laughs as she moaned. Occasionally, a high-pitched gleeful sound escaped her. “He—Mmmm—aha—ha—Eeeaaamm—Ahhhh!”

The sound was strange, sure; but it was also incredibly hot. “I think I fucked her silly,” I said. Then again, I was wearing a smile that was probably just as goofy as hers since I could feel two assholes and a pussy gripping my girth all at the same time. It was so warm, soft, and wet. The pressure on my cock doubled, and the varied textures all combined into a single new sensation.

I took it slow because Delilah sucked my balls into her mouth. Not one, but both at once. Her forked tongue danced across them as she sucked while nodding up and down to keep in position while my cock made smooth, slow strokes into the witch’s core.

After a few minutes, Delilah pulled away from my thoroughly lathered balls. “I want you to fill up her womb, and make her explode! Let it all drip onto my slutty, cum covered demonic face! Turn me into nothing more than your sexual work of art! Leave me painted with the filth of our lovemaking and send me out into the halls so everyone can see what kind of dirty little whore of a succubus I am! That’s it! You’re right there! I can see it! Do it! Give it to her, Stud! Cum! Cum for me! Please! Please! Yes! Yes! AAhhahahaha! There it is! That’s it! Keep going! Keep cumming for me, Stud! Mmmmm!”

Her sexy monologuing was more than enough to send us both over the edge. Demonique’s pussy grabbed hold of me as tight as it could, while both women’s asses clamped down hard. I could barely thrust forward anymore, but I persisted. Each forceful push inside released more of my white passionate love into the Infernal Witch’s honey pot. “EEeehhhhhhahaha!” Demonique happily declared as she came. “Mmmm—aaahhh! Nyyyaaahhh—hahaha!”

Meanwhile, Delilah was laughing like a giddy schoolgirl as our combined cum forced its way out past my girth and covered her face and tongue in even more love juice. “Hehehe! Yes! That’s it! That’s it! Ahhhh!” She held her mouth open and tongue out. I only knew because I checked the phone, showing the live feed of all the best angles, often showing more than one at a time. “Ahhhhhhhh! Hahaha! I fucking love this so much!”

Eventually, I reached my limit. I pulled out and deactivated the sync features. Now that the sync was turned off, the magical dicks exited the women’s back doors. The one in Delilah’s rear fell to the floor with a thud, while the one in Demonique’s fell straight down, slapping the succubus on the forehead before it rolled on the mattress. To my surprise, a white substance looking exactly like cum poured from the witch’s ass, falling onto the succubus as well. She lifted her chin, okay with letting that fall on her neck.

Demonique collapsed onto the succubus, her head turned sideways as she used the other woman’s mound as a pillow. I crawled around to get a better look at her. She was still cross-eyed, her tongue hanging out and drool plastering the side of her face that lay against the demon’s slit. Her eyes slowly uncrossed, and she giggled softly. When she spoke, her words came out slurred like she was drunk. “Hehe… I lufyu. You know shwat? You’re sha-bess shing that ever happen me.”

I couldn’t help it, I barked out a laugh before clicking the end stream button on her phone. That would cancel the spell by cutting off its connection to the app. “Hey there, Delilah,” I said. “What do you say we help her get a shower?”

“That depends, Master,” Delilah said.

“First off, where did this master name come from all of a sudden? Second, depends on what?”

“It depends on whether or not I get shower sex.” She giggled. “As for the title, well, you were already my master. But now that you fucked me better than anyone has, I’ve decided that I’m yours forever. Don’t argue. I can see by the look on your face you want to, but it’s too late. It’s already done. I’m yours, Stud, and I’ll call you master whenever I want… Master.”

I sighed, but that didn’t make the toothy grin on my face go away. “Fair enough. Let’s get her an actual shower before we clean you up, too.”

“Alright, but after this mission, I want another one of your semen showers for added motivation while I paint a piece dedicated to that incredible cock of yours. I swear, Stud, it’ll be my greatest artistic achievement.”

Picking up the Infernal Witch in a princess carry, I carried her to the bathroom. Her eyes were closed, but her goofy smile remained. She weakly put a hand on my chest, speaking as if she was on her deathbed. “Boss… Boss, did you see? I… I got double penetrated. It was great. Did I do good, Boss? Am I–I–Mmmm–” her words cut off with a moan as her body shuddered with an extremely late orgasmic aftershock.

I chuckled, leaning in and kissing the only clean spot left on her forehead, and lovingly said, “You took it like a champ. You’re a total freak, into that freaky shit.”

Her smile grew wider, and she nodded, still trembling in my arms. “My–my name is Christina Landry. Just don’t… don’t…” Again she couldn't finish her sentence but this time because she fell asleep.


Chapter 11


Not So Fast

After giving Delilah a little more attention in the shower, we cleaned up Demonique’s limp body. It took us the remaining two hours before the meeting started for the Infernal Witch to recover from the extreme mental shock that came with enduring so much pleasure at once. She was a sexual lightweight, and it was both adorable and refreshing. After all, when you have as many women to please as I did, the harder they were to please, the more difficult my life was.

Could I train my sexual skills? Maybe if I was even better at sex than I am now, then I could get through more women faster each month and possibly have time to read. I let out a sigh of resignation at the thought. A man can dream.

We put our clothes back on and covered them with the basic robes before hurrying back to the convention hall. Delilah snuck out of the hotel, taking the keys to the Harem Mobile and driving it to a designated meeting spot miles away. The girls would have an easier time escaping with illusion spells and brooms while I used the Tele-port.

Again, I walked behind Demonique, taking my place as her ‘dutiful Mating Familiar’. Despite the seriousness of our mission, I couldn’t help but smirk at how bowlegged the horned witch walked. Well, walking was a generous term in these circumstances. It was more of a waddle than normal walking. She treated the walk like a badge of honor as she held her chin high, smirking and basking in the jealous stares of onlookers.

Witches filled the room and the food tables were gone. A quick count put the total number of witches at around three hundred. Everything was set up on the stage now, including a tall, slim item covered with a black cloth as if it were the next item going up for an auction. I considered acting now, but until we got eyes on the target, I didn’t want to risk blowing our cover. Not to mention, we still didn’t have a direct lead on which coven was leading this collection of independent witches.

Reaching the table, we joined Arachna, Illumina, and Mallison. I sat down and noticed Mallison staring at me while mouthing words. I thought she was trying to tell me something before she looked away. However, when she looked back, her mouth still moving, I realized she wasn’t telling me anything. She was counting.

“One… Two… Three…” She turned her head. “One… two…” She looked at me again. This process continued on repeat, and I found myself at a loss for words. I supposed she took Novella’s suggestions seriously, doing her best not to stare at me too long and become a drooling mess.

Instead of giving any more thought to that, I turned to the other ladies, whispering to hide our conversation with the sound of chatter around us. “Did you gals learn anything new?”

Arachna glanced around nervously. “Not really. I—umm—I don’t really do well around this many strangers. I’m sorry.” She hung her head in shame.

“It’s alright. You’re not here for information gathering anyway. We both know where you’ll shine,” I said with a warm smile.

The corners of her lips curled up at that, and she gave me a nod.

Illumina cleared her throat to get my attention. “The coven presenting is called the Silver Star Sisters. They are a group of fifteen witches. Supposedly, they are the ones leading this rebellion. I don’t know who their leader is, but I assume we’ll find out once they begin. It only makes sense for her to run the meeting.”

At that moment, the lights dimmed, and a spotlight shone on a long-haired blonde who stood on the stage. Everyone quieted down, and the woman in a silver robe spoke. “Welcome, fellow witches, to the rebellion. I would like to introduce you to our leader, and the witch who has been entrusted with this incredible artifact that will end the threat of the vile Coven King, Madam Kitty!” She stepped to the side and held out her arms as several cheers sounded throughout the crowd.

The sexy catgirl stepped into the spotlight with a broad smile and a wave. She held up a hand, and the few cheers quieted down. “Yes, welcome, welcome! Thank you all for coming. As many of you know, I have been on a mission to end the threat of this Coven King ever since the rumors of his existence started. I’m here to tell you all tonight that we finally have the right tool to make that happen!” She held both hands high in the air and basked in the cheers her declaration received.

Reluctantly, we clapped along with everyone else to maintain our cover. The Feline Witch continued her words ending with applause. “We’ve all learned the tales of Merlin, and how he nearly conquered the witching world before he was stopped! The horrors he inflicted upon our kind were beyond understanding. Nearly an entire generation of witches became nothing more than pets! I don’t understand why the larger covens aren’t acting, or why they haven’t handled this threat while fools keep falling under his control, but not us! Not our alliance! Together, we will end his tyrannical rule before it’s too late!”

Every witch was on their feet now, screaming in agreement and clapping. We joined them. I didn’t know what kind of bullshit their parents taught them, or what exactly Merlin supposedly did, but they obviously had no clue what the truth about me was. Before I jumped the gun and started our plan early, I was surprised by another witch who shouted a question. The top of the short brunette’s head was barely visible past the standing witches.

She had to repeat herself a few times before the audience settled down, and Madam Kitty heard. “What about The Witching Hour?! I said… What about the special The Witching Hour did on the Coven King?”

Suddenly, everyone stared back up at Madam Kitty expectantly.

“Isn’t that obvious? He’s gotten to them already. They’re being forced to spew lies from compulsion,” she said without hesitation.

“That can’t be true. My sources close to them say that they’re still independent. No one holds dominion over them. They reported what they believed to be true and had several sources backing them up. I’m wondering if this is the right course of action,” the witch said.

“Sister, I understand that you’re scared. We all are, but there’s no need to question our path now. If they truly are independent, their sources must have been corrupted. The Coven King probably bribed them with something mind-blowingly powerful.”

Demonique let out a happy sigh. “Mind-blowingly powerful, indeed.”

I ignored her, focusing on Madam Kitty and waiting for the right time to strike. “If that’s the case, then he’s an even bigger threat than we realized! We need to act now!” she shouted to the rest of the crowd, hyping them up.

The hesitation was gone in an instant, and again, every witch cheered. All except for the one who protested and her two companions. They turned and left the hall. I wished I knew who they were because they could have had valuable information.

The spotlight followed Madam Kitty as she hurried over to the stand and placed her hand on the black cloth. “Witches! Sisters! I present to you the legendary, holy sword that will end the threat of the Coven King’s oppression… Caliburn!” She pulled the cover from the blade, revealing a blue and gold decorative sheath next to a matching hilt and a long, thin, shiny blade. In the middle of the holy blade, there was an obvious crack where the once-perfect relic had been snapped in half and repaired.

I waited only a few seconds as she basked in the applause of the witches and stepped away from the sword before I gave my girls the signal. I leaped through the air, gliding over the crowd like a rocket and landing beside the sword. Madam Kitty’s eyes widened as she saw me snatch the sword from the stand.

Then she grinned mischievously. “I should have known it was you. But I’m glad you came.”

“If you knew it was me, why wouldn’t you—” The freshly adorned smirk on my face crumbled as the sword in my hand did the same. It turned into dust before my very eyes, and my mouth gaped. Looking at the crowd, I realized most of them weren’t surprised. Instead, many had spells at the ready, aiming at me while the rest surrounded my ladies.

Well, Logan, you did see this as a possibility. Time for plan B, I thought. Other than the sword crumbling in my hands, I wasn’t surprised, either. “I see. So that’s how it is?” I feigned a sigh. The crowd instantly unleashed a coordinated attack, sending wave after wave of spells and hexes at me. I stood there, taking it with a smirk as my fake robe was slowly torn to shreds. She thought she had me right where she wanted me, not seeing my amusement at the sheer amount of spells that were flashing brightly as they exploded against my skin.

“Haha! You walked right into my—Gah! What the actual fuck?! Hey! What are you doing?! Put me down, you brute!”

Gasps sounded from witches in the crowd. I wasn’t ready to listen to another one of the whole ‘you walked right into my trap’ spiel again. Lunging out of the barrage of spells and summoning new pants, I covered my modesty since my old ones had just been destroyed by a large fireball. I tossed the Feline Witch over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes and took off in a sprint around the outside of the circle, batting away spells that threatened to miss me and hit the woman on my shoulder.

The girls were well aware of the backup plan, and Arachna was already implementing it. She let out a horrifying shriek that made all the witches near them freeze in place while her hands glowed a menacing red. Meanwhile, a wall of fire encircled the girls, obscuring everyone’s view as a flash of light went off in the center.

Lights flashed as spells started crashing into the wall of fire, but none could penetrate it. Each one exploded against it or was swallowed up by the flames, only making them grow stronger. As this was happening, blue circles formed all around the outside of the large group of witches, at least fifty of them. Three Dark Fey flew out of each circle, instantly swarming and harassing the outside of the circle, but not actually harming anyone.

A mass of spiders flooded the conference room from beneath the doors that led into the hotel. They joined the fight as they sought to crawl into the clothes of every witch in the room. Witches screamed in horror, forgoing their spells to slap at their robes and clothes, trying and failing to fight off the many arachnids that crawled across their flesh. It was pure and utter chaos.

Finally, the fire died down, revealing nothing but ten Arachnas standing in a circle. The girls were gone, and the spells passed right through the Illusionary Arachnas. They laughed maniacally with their spider legs extended in the air while their many eyes glowed a solid red. Then they spoke in unison with a menacing, terrifying tone. “Muahahahaha! ‘Will you come into my parlor?’ said a spider to a fly. ‘Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy. The way into my parlor is up a winding stair, and I have many pretty things to show you when you are there. Muahahahaha!”

As all of this was happening, I darted around the outside of the madness to a door that was already opening for me. Spells continued crashing into me uselessly from a few witches who saw the illusory spiders for what they were while I kept the angry witch I was kidnapping safe. Illumina was the one holding the door for me, and together we sprinted to a side door exit of the hotel, bursting through it and into the night air. “I’ll meet you at the rendezvous point, my King!” Illumina shouted as she summoned her broom and flew off into the air where the others were waiting for her.

The plan had been simple. If we got into a jam, Demonique would use her firewall to block spells and sight while Arachna cast her illusions. The spiders weren’t even real, but the witches couldn’t tell the difference, at least not right away. Illumina cast a basic flash spell so it looked as if they teleported out, then followed it with another illusion spell to make them and their brooms invisible. Mallison then summoned the Dark Fey to harass, but not hurt, the witches to draw attention and add to the chaos. Then they flew a few feet over the heads of the witches while invisible before slipping out of the door.

Their distractions were more than enough to create a minute or two of insanity, allowing me to get away with my prisoner. At the very least, we’d leave with some kind of information.

I was a few hundred yards from the hotel where I ducked into an alley before the witches caught on to the truth of the illusions and finally streamed out of the hotel to search for me and rescue their leader. Madam Kitty pounded her fists against my back repeatedly after seeing that none of her spells worked and she wasn’t physically strong enough to cut through my Arachnid Blessing with her ritual dagger. “Put me down! You’ll never force me to join your filthy slave ring! I’m a free witch, dammit! Your tyranny will end!”

There wouldn’t be much time to get answers without taking her with me, but kidnapping her for real would only prove her right, so that wasn’t an option. I sat her down gently and caught her hand as she tried to slap me across the face. “Easy there, Madam Kitty. We’ve been polite to one another so far, at least when you’re not busy slandering me, that is.” I said with a smile.

She blushed, but her scowl remained. “It’s not slander! You’re doing exactly what I told them you would. You’re taking me and you’re going to force me to become your slave! I’d rather die!” She spat in my face.

I wiped it off and sighed. “No, that’s not what I’m doing. I brought you here for some answers about this sword you have. You see, I’m not a fan of having people try to kill me for no reason.”

She spluttered. “No—No reason?! That’s a joke, right? You’ve already enslaved hundreds of witches! You’re a monster!”

I shook my head, my smile turning sad. “No. I haven’t. There isn’t a single witch in my coven who doesn’t want to be there. The covens I took over were all trying to kill me. Hell, that was the only reason I went for them. They refused to stop. After I took them over and gave them a chance to get to know us, they were all allowed to leave with no fear of punishment or retaliation. They stayed.”

“No—no, that can’t be…” her words trailed off as she looked into my eyes and saw the honesty in them. She firmed her resolve. “Absolute lies!”

The sound of the searching witches was growing closer, and I shrugged. “You and I both know I’m not lying. All I’ve asked for was that my family be left alone, yet regardless of my efforts, witches keep coming for me and forcing me to take over their covens since it’s the only way to make them stop without killing them.” I let go of her arm and took a step back. “I could easily take you with me, kidnap you, torture you, leave you with no choice other than to join me and tell me all you know about your weapon.” With each word, the fear in her eyes grew more intense. “However, that’s not me. That’s not what I’m about. If you give me the weapon, I’ll leave you alone and you’ll never have to worry about seeing me again—unless you still want that date.” I winked.

She blushed. “I—I—you pervert! I want nothing from you!”

I smirked. “Your other option is that you’ll keep trying to kill me, fail like the rest did, and then I’ll take over your coven like the others. I’m fine either way. Regardless of what you choose, I’ll protect myself, and my family,” I said as I backed even farther away from her.

At that moment, witches blocked both sides of the alley with glowing hands. Others stepped up to the edge of the rooftops on either side of us. “You’ve got nowhere to run. Surrender, and maybe we’ll spare the lives of all the witches you’ve corrupted after you’re gone.”

Nodding with a sad expression, I thoroughly examined my surroundings so I could teleport back here later. “I see. I’ll give you time to reconsider my offer. But if I don’t hear from you soon, then I’ll come back for you.” I ignored her threats and summoned the Tele-port to my hand.

She looked at the artifact and clenched her fists while snarling at me. The last thing she said before I pressed the send button and teleported away was, “You can’t escape forever!”


Interlude 2


Elaine

Elaine covered her white blouse with her silver breastplate and sheathed her sword at her side. Then she put on her cowgirl hat before slipping into her brown leather western duster jacket to hide her white outfit. She kept her distance as she followed the Coven King’s van.

She already received some confirmation of his status from an informant. They told her about The Witching Hour’s plans to air a special with more information about him. Supposedly, it would be three hours long. The Holy Knight programmed her TV to record it just in case she was out when it aired tomorrow.

Elaine tried to get a full run-down on what they were going to talk about, but her contact only verified the Coven King’s name was Logan, and let it slip that the Sanderson Sisters planned to give every detail about Logan’s huge cock during the special. She found it curious that her informant was so giddy about that. However, she couldn’t blame her since she too had been searching for answers about the mysterious rooster.

Honestly, it still made no sense that a chicken could have anything to do with the Coven King prophecy. Fortunately, those answers would arrive in only a few days. For now, she needed to focus because she had some wards to bypass and a secret meeting to spy on.

The van stopped out by the old Giamatti Stadium that someone bought and repaired, but supposedly still couldn’t get a team into, despite interest from multiple parties. Elaine looked through her binoculars, spotting Logan and the white-haired witch who wore white robes exiting the van and entering the building. She parked far away, not getting close enough to trigger the wards.

If she was right, she held the key to those wards in her pocket. Elaine pulled out her magic wand. No, it wasn’t the same magic wand witches used. Instead, it was a wand with a series of lights on it that could detect magical fluctuations. Why they didn’t give it a more accurate name never made sense to Elaine. She held it out in front of her as she stepped closer to the arena, and pulled the rabbit’s foot from her pocket, clasping it in her other hand.

Her theory was that the foot had such a strong magical aura still surrounding it, that she could get past his security simply by carrying it and allowing it to mask her presence. Sure enough, the meter rose higher the closer she came to the stadium. Turning her body sideways, she held the foot as far away from the stadium as she could while easing the wand closer. The lights got brighter until they held steady.

There it is. That’s the first line of wards. Elaine edged her foot forward an inch, and the meter climbed with activity. She immediately pulled it back, and the meter dropped. Okay, I didn’t trigger it. Now, let’s see if I’m right.

Bringing the rabbit’s foot closer to her chest, she moved forward again. This time the wand held steady, the lights unmoving. Sure enough, there was no magical reaction to her presence as long as she kept his rabbit’s foot on her. A warm fuzzy feeling spread throughout her chest.

This is technically his hand, isn’t it? So does that mean if I’m holding it, that he and I are… holding hands? She gasped at the random intrusion of such a debaucherous thought.

Only then did she realize that she’d just covered her mouth with the hand holding his rabbit's foot. It was touching her lips. Did that mean she just kissed his hand? Did she just inadvertently give him her first kiss? Is that even how it worked? She blushed a deep crimson and let out a small squeal while shaking her head.

She paused. Hang on a minute. Why does that thought excite me? Did I already lose my purity? Is my mind straying down a sinful path? Elaine firmed her resolve and shook her head again, this time to clear it of the silly thoughts. What was wrong with her? Why was she acting so immature?

No. No, surely not, she decided. That was not her first kiss, and she has not lost her purity. Elaine Gentry, Holy Knight, Witch Hunter, the greatest of them all, was not a child with a crush. If that’s what this was—she never had one before, so she could only guess.

Getting a grip on her emotions and locking them down tight, the Holy Knight slid the rabbit’s foot into her pocket and hurried toward the stadium. She couldn’t be too relaxed. Just because she could slip past their wards didn’t mean she was invisible to any potential lookouts. Though she wasn’t too worried about physical lookouts. A witch’s greatest weakness was relying too much on their magic.

Elaine successfully infiltrated the stadium and took the stairs up a few levels until she was sure no one was near, and she’d have a great vantage point. She just hoped that she could hear the meeting well enough. Of course, she brought a device to help with that. However, she heard breathtakingly beautiful music from a string quartet playing. It would make listening difficult, to say the least.

Crawling on her hands and knees, she got into position behind the concrete divider that separated this level of the stadium from the one below it. She peeked over the barrier, looking left and right. As expected, the upper level was completely empty. In fact, there were no witches or their familiars anywhere in the stands. What she did see, however, confused her.

Down on the field, there were poles connected with strings of clear light bulbs lending elegant, soft lighting to the area. Tables were scattered all over the center of the field with fancy tablecloths, and… food? Yes, there was food at every table. Witches were dressed in delicate dresses and others walked around acting like servers with button-up shirts, black pants, and black aprons. The four playing the string quartet wore tuxedos.

Why does it look like a five-star restaurant? This doesn’t make sense. Then, her thoughts shifted as a sudden movement in the center of the field caught her attention. She was far away. Elaine had a perfect side-view of Logan and the white-haired witch, who always seemed to scowl. How could a woman live with constant anger like that? She didn’t know. Regardless, that wasn’t important.

Elaine continued her observation, watching the two of them sit at a smaller table for two on a raised platform where everyone could see. Elaine already noticed every witch was stealing glances at the Coven King, but now all eyes were on him as he flipped the table, sending water flying at the hostess.

The Holy Knight blushed, knowing the two dark circles she could easily see through the white shirt were nipples. However, it wasn’t something she hadn’t seen before. She was a woman, after all, so keeping her composure and focus was easy.

However, she couldn’t help but wonder why the hostess had intentionally shuffled two steps to the left at the last second to put herself in the water’s path. Odd. It was almost like she wanted him to see her breasts through her wet shirt. Why would anyone do such an improper thing? It didn’t matter. She wasn’t here to learn why a witch would do something so strange. She was here to learn more about Logan.

Elaine had to admire Logan’s resolve. He barely even looked at the attractive woman’s exposed chest, instead focusing on the white-haired witch. The Holy Knight pulled out her spyglass. It had less amplification than her binoculars but was easier to hold with one hand while she kept her other on her sword, just in case. She rested it on the barrier to help keep it steady so she could get a closer look.

Contrary to what she was assuming, Logan didn’t look angry. He was smirking with an excited look in his eyes as the two continued their conversation. She couldn’t hear what he was saying over the sound of the band, and with her angle, she knew trying to use her listening device would be pointless with all that music.

The witch who came with him looked extremely angry. Elaine was a pro at reading body language thanks to her years of experience hunting witches. Being able to see the small signs that they weren’t being honest with her or the twitch of a finger that was preparing to cast a spell, were things she learned over countless battles and encounters throughout her lifetime.

Understanding these things helped her to notice that, despite the deep scowl on the witch’s face, she wasn’t angry at all. In fact, the way her chest heaved with deep breaths, the way she rubbed her inner thighs, and that hungry look in her eye suggested she was feeling deep lust. Sure, Elaine was no expert in what such lustful reactions felt like, or what they led to, but she knew it meant attraction. She liked how forceful Logan was with his actions and words, and he knew she liked it.

The Holy Knight let out a soft sigh of relief as she pulled her eye from the lens. She was glad that Logan wasn’t about to hurt her. He didn’t seem like the type from her observations, so she would have been greatly disappointed— What is he doing?! she asked herself. Better keep watching before I make any judgments. There’s too much that doesn’t make sense to me about what’s going on here.

Logan pulled her to her knees by her hair. Was she wrong about him? Is he forcing her to take part in some strange ritual against her will? No. Elaine noticed the way her mouth opened as he pulled her closer and, for just the briefest of moments, the scowl was gone, replaced by a look of pure joy and… pleasure? Yes, that’s pleasure. It was the same face Elaine made when she slipped into a nice, warm bath at the end of a long day of training. That look of relief when you finally got to feel something good that you’ve wanted all day long. But why? Again, that question plagued her.

This meeting was doing nothing but creating more and more questions rather than giving her any answers. Even worse still, those butterflies she felt in her stomach were getting stronger. She’d have to fight through and ignore them. Gritting her teeth, she continued to watch.

The witches surrounding them were all tugging at their dresses and some began pulling them up, exposing their forbidden places. Many were already touching themselves there. She knew witches were impure, but she still felt bad for them to give in to such temptations. The Holy Knight wished she understood why they did it, but learning why would only lead to her losing her purity.

That’s when she saw the white-haired witch running her hands up Logan’s thighs as she undid his belt. The large plantain in his pants seemed even bigger now. It almost looked as if it were begging to get out and unleash its wrath upon the world. But could she watch this? If his pants were removed, she would be forced to finally see what lay beneath.

She had no choice. Elaine knew this. She gave Hilga her word that she’d find out what this was. It obviously wasn’t a plantain, as she first suspected. Those didn’t move on their own. It has to be an artifact of some—The Holy Knight gasped. That was no artifact.

Is that his… his… penis? I’ve heard rumors, and I know the name, but never seen… Her thoughts were lost as she watched him disrobe her and then she pulled his hand back to her hair while he pressed the tip of his penis against her lips.

With every passing moment, Elaine felt her purity and innocence slipping away. She struggled to keep her hand from shaking as she tried to fight it. The Holy Knight did everything she could to pull her gaze away from what was happening. Witches everywhere had a penis that looked just like Logan’s in their hands, guiding it to their own mouths, vaginas, and even their… their… their anuses. It was like she was watching a train wreck of depravity and sin, and it ensnared her.

That burning feeling in her core intensified as she looked on, seeing the witch take him into her mouth over and over. When did Elaine’s mouth start watering so much? Why did she feel this overwhelming desire to—to touch his penis and taste it? Whatever spell she was under, it was too strong to resist. She tried to fight it, but it was no use.

Feelings and desires she’d never felt before flooded her entire being. The music stopped, and she could hear the moans and cries of bliss throughout the stadium. It sounded almost just like when the pastor gave a thrilling sermon and the masses cried out with heavenly joy and praise to her god. Only these were more intense, more genuine, and more passionate.

What was he doing? The woman started shouting and shuddering, her expression almost pained, though she was obviously enjoying it. The witch screamed so loud that Elaine could hear it clearly. “AAAHHH! No! I said! Not on my—MMMmmm—fffface! OOhhh! Nnnngghhh! YES! Oh, Goddess yes! Ahhhh!” Again, even though she said no, as something strange and white burst from his penis, it thrilled her. It covered her face and chest.

Logan turned the table upright and put the witch atop it before ripping her underwear off. Elaine desperately wished she was the one being thrown on the table. No, no, I can’t! What is happening? What’s wrong? She forced her eyes away for only a moment to check her magical meter. There was no increased activity near her. Could the wards have some lustful effect on her body? Was his rabbit’s foot not protecting her as much as she hoped? Why were her own pants unbuttoned and her zipper down?

Again, there were more and more questions without answers. Unable to resist, her eye returned to the spyglass, her other eye squinting shut. She watched as he pushed his large penis inside of the witch’s vagina. Elaine assumed it was large, despite having no reference to compare. All she could do was trust the judgement of the witches who were shouting things like, “It’s so fucking huge” and “It’s so deep.” Even though she could grasp the concept, she didn’t truly understand how something being ‘deep’ felt since she’d had nothing inside of her forbidden place before.

Before she knew it, her free hand had drifted to that very place. It clumsily explored between the folds, feeling around for whatever that was that felt so good. She’d noticed the feeling when she bathed, but being the dutiful Holy Knight she was, committed to her purity, had easily avoided it.

Her chest plate was supposed to keep her safe from mental spells like this, but whatever this magic was, now her chest plate only felt like it was a troublesome item that stopped her from feeling her sensitive nipples. Her fingers felt the wetness of her entry, unintentionally gathering some up as she pulled her hand back to search and find that spot. The sensitive little nub that felt so—“Nyahh!” she cried out, dropping the spyglass by her knees as she clamped her hand over her mouth.

Elaine realized how foolish that was, knowing no one would hear her cries of ecstasy over the lewd noise coming from below. Quickly, she picked it back up and looked through it again as she continued inexpertly massaging her naughty bits. It’s so wrong! I—I’m going to be impure! Can I even remain a Holy Knight after this? I—I—Ohhh, God! Why does this feel so good?! Thoughts raced through her mind as she watched Logan pounding his body against the witch’s as she moaned and begged him to both stop and go even harder. The contradictions of the witch’s words mirrored the conflicting emotions of Elaine’s mind, body, and soul.

“Ooohhhh, God! Forgive me! Please! I—Mmmmm—I can’t Ahhh—stop! It’s so—Nnnnggghh—good!” Elaine begged her lord and savior for forgiveness, as she dove deeper into sin. The floodgates were open now—literally, if she went by how soaked her pants were.

The moaning below was growing louder alongside her own. She felt a great pressure quickly building deep inside her body. It felt like she was going to explode in the best way. The feeling was even more confusing. It was as if her entire body would burst apart, scattering her pieces and sending her soul to the pits of hell where a sinner like her belonged. This was it. This was how her life would end.

The worst part was that she didn’t want to stop. She couldn’t stop. She whimpered, “Mmmm—Please… forgive me. Uhhnng! Take mercy on my—ahhhh—soul! I—I—oh, God, something is happening! Ahhh! Something is happen—Nyaaahhh!” Her body went rigid as her muscles tensed. Elaine’s eyes rolled back in her head as fear, desire, and unimaginable pleasure consumed her very being. She spasmed uncontrollably, each shake and shudder of her body causing her fingers to rub that sensitive pearl more, keeping her first orgasm going. Some kind of fluid burst out of her vagina, drowning her white panties and her pants.

She continued watching as every witch below seemed to feel the same thing she did. In that moment, nothing else mattered except for Logan’s muscular body, his enormous penis, and the joy he brought to everyone around him, including Elaine herself. Tears poured down her cheeks. They were tears of relief that she was alive, tears of guilt that she had sinned and lost her purity, and tears of joy from feeling something so inconceivably wonderful.

Once the moment passed, she felt clarity return to her. She recognized that whatever had just happened. Whatever it was she did to herself broke the spell. But she wanted more. No, she needed more. Elaine shook her head, trying to clear the horrible thoughts from her mind. No, she had to flee. She’d already lost something precious tonight. She couldn’t lose more of herself.

She glanced down at her pants that were as stained as her soul as she zipped and buttoned them, lamenting that she’d have to burn them and her panties now. They were her favorite and most comfortable pair of underwear. However, it was the least she could do as penance. A sinner like her didn’t deserve cotton soft panties in the first place.

Collecting her things, she rushed away back into the stadium. Rational thoughts returned to her while she fought off her guilt. She wasn’t the first Holy Knight to lose their purity. God forgave the many others who lost theirs before her. Surely he would forgive her too, right? Yes, he was a loving and forgiving God. She would be fine. She just had to avoid ever seeing Logan’s penis again. As long as she never saw it again, she’d be fine.

If I see him about to take it out, or someone working his belt, I’ll look away. It’s as simple as that. Because if I see it even one more time, I fear I won’t be able to control myself ever again, and I’ll lose myself to the impure thoughts forever. It’s time to head back to base and analyze this logically. I’m not walking away empty-handed tonight. I learned what the thing in his pants was, after all. That’s one less question. An unintentional moan slipped from her mouth at the thought. She clamped a hand over her lips and ran faster.

I’ll fast and pray for forgiveness tonight, then I can watch The Witching Hour’s special tomorrow. Then, I’ll not only know so much more about my target, but I’ll also finally know what the prophecy meant about his huge rooster. Once I have that information, I can set up a second encounter with him in a place where he definitely won’t have his penis exposed. It’ll work out in the end. See, Elaine, it’s not all bad. You can do this!


Chapter 12


It’s Good to be Home

Delilah met us at the rendezvous point with the Harem Mobile, and we loaded up to make the trip back together. I considered taking turns teleporting everyone home, but that would leave one person with the van, and I didn’t think it was fair to make any one person drive home alone. It was an uneventful trip, especially since I fell asleep in the back and the girls decided not to wake me.

I woke up to the morning light coming through the window as we dropped Delilah off at the Salem Faction mansion. After only twenty more minutes, we parked in the parking garage of the penthouse. I called for a meeting with the members of the Inner Circle who weren’t busy. I didn’t see a need to pull anyone away from their duties for a simple debrief.

Illumina, Demonique, Arachna, Mallison, Novella, Alpha, and I all sat around the dining room table discussing everything that happened, each of us adding details from our perspectives that someone else missed.

Alpha nodded, her ears flattening as she crossed her arms and pursed her lips. “Not exactly a surprising outcome. We saw it as a strong possibility. It’s not like we can trust far away informants not to sell information about our inquiries.”

Novella’s glasses slid down the bridge of her nose as she looked at the notes she added to her tablet. She promptly corrected the position of her spectacles. “As expected, Mr. Morrison, you handled the trap with ease. It’s rather unfortunate this Madam Kitty didn’t tell you anything useful. However, now that we have names, it’ll be much easier to get information. It’s only a matter of time before we’ll be ready to spring a trap of our own.”

Alpha placed her hand over mine and smiled. “I’m pleased you didn’t have to hurt any of them. I know how much you hate doing that.”

I smiled and gave her a nod. “True. It was also nice to show them a small portion of my power. It should have been obvious that I could have hurt them and chose not to. Hopefully, that’ll help dispel some of the lies. Also, one group left early because they disagreed with killing me after seeing The Witching Hour special. They might bring more of the independent covens to our side.”

“Do you know who they were?” Alpha asked.

I shook my head. “No. I’m afraid not. I only noticed they were a trio and their leader had short brown hair. It’s not much to go on, sorry.”

Arachna raised her hand as if she were a student waiting to be called on by the teacher, but didn’t wait to speak once she had our attention. “I didn’t get the best look at them, but I think that might have been Wanda and her two friends. She’s a Wand Witch with short brown hair. She totally matches your description.”

“I’ll try to contact them as soon as possible. They may have all the information we need,” Novella said, her fingers dancing across her tablet.

“Great work,” I said to Arachna, giving her a thumbs up.

She blushed, her legs chittering excitedly. “Thanks.”

“So, what’s next, Mr. Morrison?” Novella asked, looking up from her device and fixing her glasses again. “We still need that sword.”

My lips drew to a thin line, and I took a deep breath as I considered the question. “I prefer they give it to me willingly. I think, for now, we keep searching for the Silver Star Sister’s base. Once we find it, we’ll go from there. I’m pretty sure I planted the seed of doubt in Madam Kitty’s head before I left. If I was the monster she thought I was, then she knows I’d never have left her there or given her time to create a new plan. Not when she’d already witnessed how useless their spells were against me. A peaceful resolution isn’t out of the question just yet.”

“That’s one reason we love you so much, my King,” Illumina said with an adulatory smile.

Demonique let out a deep sigh of admiration. “Yeah. No matter how many times we tried to kill you, you still spared us and made us yours forever.”

The rest of the girls wore sour looks on their faces at the memory of how close the two witches came to ending my life, but it wasn’t long before their expressions also shifted to joy—no doubt realizing once more that all of that was in the past and we were a family now. Well, all of them did except for Mallison. She forgot to look away again and was drooling on the table as she stared at me while leaning on her elbows and cupping her cheeks.

It used to be disturbing when this happened, but not anymore. Now I found it endearing. Some things I love about these women are so strange, I mentally noted.

“I’ll never regret that decision. I love you both just as much as I do the rest of our family,” I said, sensing the warmth of their affection in my heart.

Sure, every witch I’ve added to my Inner Circle so far has been gorgeous, and yes, I’ve wanted to fuck them all, but that didn’t matter to me. Having more beautiful women to sleep with wasn’t a priority, it was a bonus.

Family and love are what matters the most to me. These women surrounding me were the reason I worked so hard to get stronger. They were the family I never had before, and I never wanted to let them go. My top priorities were protecting them and keeping myself alive.

Maybe I’m going too easy on the witches like Madam Kitty. I had a couple hundred witches who wanted me dead right there. I could have made them think they had no choice but to join me and agree to the ritual. Any threat they posed would have been gone, and I could have made them give me the sword. Am I really doing the right thing by offering them so many chances? Do I really care if they think I’m a monster as long as my family is safe? Could I live with myself if my choice to be lenient causes one of my women, or children, to get hurt or worse? At the same time, could I live with myself if I forced witches into my coven, essentially against their will when there were other options?

I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t notice when my fists clenched and my jaw tightened. Two arms and four spider legs wrapped around me from behind as Arachna rested her chin on my shoulder and kissed my cheek—the tension instantly leaving my body.

She whispered softly in my ear. “I can tell what you’re thinking. I read your body as well as you read mine, Master. You did the right thing. The person we fell in love with isn’t someone who forces women to do things they don’t want to. We fell in love with a good man who does his best to do the right thing while trusting us to care for ourselves as he should. We love you. I love you. Don’t doubt yourself.”

Reaching back, I ran my fingers through her hair and turned my head to kiss her before resting my forehead against the top of her head, being mindful of her eyes. “Thank you.”

After a moment, she grinned and said, “I know the perfect way you can repay me.”

I waggled my brows at her. “Is that so?” My lips pressed against hers, offering her a sensual kiss with plenty of tongue. “What do you have in mind?”

“Oh, I’ve got something really special in mind. Something that will leave all of us ladies satisfied, Master.”

“Yeah? Let’s do it.”
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Five minutes later, we were in a massive snuggle pile on the couch. I was in the Cairbrannog form, allowing each of them some bunny snuggle time as The Witching Hour replayed its special about me. This was certainly not what I had in mind when I preemptively agreed with her proposal before I understood the details, but I can’t say that I hated it. Regardless, lesson learned.

Arachna held me in her hands, rubbing her nose against mine as she gave me Eskimo kisses. “Oooohhh! You’re soooooo fucking cute!” She had to hide her affinity so her spider legs didn’t keep excitedly fidgeting and hitting the girls on either side of her.

Mallison smiled warmly as she petted my back. “This was a wonderful idea. I can touch him without losing control of myself. It’s nice.”

Illumina sat on the other side of the Spider Witch and scratched my bunny belly. “Yes. My King, you’re so adorable. Not to mention you’re the softest thing ever.”

Demonique changed her clothes after getting home. She wore a white robe, identical to Illumina’s, and used an illusion spell to give herself long, straight, white hair. She was also acting arrogant, like the Moon Witch normally did. While Demonique didn’t mimic Illumina’s accent, she did speak in a nearly identical manner. I honestly couldn’t tell if she was trying to make fun of Illumina, or if she was the next on the Infernal Witch’s list of styles to test.

One would think that she wouldn’t bother with the Moon Witch’s style since she used to wear a robe all the time herself. But it was Demonique, so it was anyone’s guess.

The Infernal Witch raised her chin high. “Hmph. Yes. He’s quite soft, but not as soft as my enchanted spider silk bed sheets. You should place him in my lap since he deserves only the best.”

“This is ridiculous! You should stop that, and take off that robe while you’re at it! How many times do I need to tell you? You need to stop trying to be everyone else and be yourself!” Illumina shouted.

“Tsk. Tsk. No. You see, as our king’s contractually obligated, slutty, bobbing headed, throatpie fuck slave, I only disrobe at his command. I will not tolerate such a demand from the likes of you,” Demonique said with a sneer, all while maintaining perfect posture. “However, you can tell me how the fuck you sit like this for so long without your back hurting. Do you use a brace or a spell? Should I get one?”

“No, you shouldn’t get one! You should—grrr,” Illumina let out a frustrated growl before focusing on my soft fur and letting it calm her. “You know what? I’m not talking about this with you today. This type of petty behavior is beneath me.”

“That’s enough arguing out of you two. This is supposed to be relaxing, not frustrating. If you keep it up, neither of you will pet Logan anymore today,” Alpha said with a scowl from her place on the couch.

I nodded my little head and squeaked in agreement. The girls didn’t pay attention, and I noticed that the longer this lasted, the more they acted as if I were nothing more than the cute rabbit they were petting. It was rare that I got to watch the girls hang out with one another without at least one of them making things all about me. Recognizing this rare opportunity for what it was, I stopped trying to interact with them and allowed myself to enjoy this.

Arachna passed me to Novella, who grabbed my front paws and lifted me into a standing position. I allowed her to move me however she wanted. She bounced my paws to the left and right, making me dance as she sang a song I was sure she made up as she went.

I’m a cute bunny, look at me.

I like to run and jump off the side of trees.

Even though I’m not that tall,

I’ll fly through the air like a cannonball.

So if you see me coming get out of the way,

or I’ll crash into your head and make you pay.

Then she made me clap my paws and pretended I was cheering. “Yaaaaay! Look at you go! Such wonderful dance moves! Who’s a handsome little bunny? That’s right, you are! You are!”

Mallison asked Arachna, “Hey, did you get that new collar and leash you were looking at?”

Arachna pulled out her phone and tapped the screen a few times. “I bought that one, and this one too! Aren’t the spikes totally awesome?!”

“They are! The purple set will go great with that new lingerie you bought last week.”

“I know! I totally picked that set to go together. It’s going to be so cute.”

Demonique rubbed her chin as she studied Alpha. “Say, how do you get so muscular?” She pulled the robe up on her arm and flexed. Nothing changed.

“Other than my affinity, you mean?” Alpha asked as she did another bicep curl with her dumbbell. “I work out every morning and whenever I get the chance throughout the day.”

Demonique frowned. “Doesn’t that make you sore?”

“You know what they say, no pain, no gain. If you want a body like this, you need to put in the work.”

The Infernal Witch shook her head. “Pain? No, thank you.” She paused, considering something. Then she grinned. “Then again, if I want a body like yours, I could also ask Logan to knock me up.”

“I guess that’s one way to look at it.” They both laughed.

Illumina touched Novella’s glasses with a curious expression. “Have you ever tried to heal your eyes? Or considered contacts?”

“Goodness, yes. As a child, my mother tried everything to get my eyes healed. Unfortunately, much like Mother Dearest, this is how I was born. Magic healing restores your body to a prior state, and when that state is flawed, it can’t change it. As for contacts, I tried them once.” She grimaced. “They aren’t for me. I prefer my glasses. What about you? Have you ever considered dying your hair? Don’t get me wrong, the white is lovely, but a lavender that matches your eyes and lips would look incredible.”

I continued to enjoy their stroking and casual conversation for a while. In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so relaxed. It wasn’t long before Arachna, Illumina, Demonique, and Mallison passed out on the couch. It wasn’t a surprise since they stayed up all night taking turns driving.

I wasn’t restricted to using my forms for shorter durations like I used to be. Now that my witches and I were stronger, their tokens and my body held more magic. Not to mention the drain on my magical well was more efficient thanks to the boon I gained when Mallison joined the Inner Circle. If I wasn’t using any additional spells, I could stay in my form for up to two hours or more, depending on the form.

I hopped over on Novella’s lap and twitched my nose at Alpha. The two ladies smiled excitedly as they had their turn. They worked together as they stroked my soft fur, making me purr contentedly. Don’t judge me, it’s like getting a full body massage. It’s outstanding.

After a while, I let out a small squeak to get their attention.

Alpha’s hand glowed as she cast the silent spell to communicate with animals. “What is it? What does Mommy’s Good Boy need?” she said in a saccharine-sweet tone while scratching under my chin.

I let out two small squeaks.

Alpha’s tail slapped happily against the couch as she relayed my words to Novella. “He says he’s going to the Pump N’ Go for snacks. Do you want anything?” She looked down at me. “I want some snack cakes. You know, the chocolate ones with the cream inside?”

I tilted my head and squeaked. “There are a lot of different kinds. Did you want the log ones, the cupcakes, or the cookies with the filling?”

“Yes,” she said with a smirk. “But get me some ketchup packets, too.”

Rolling my little eyes, I honked twice, my rabbit way of laughing.

“Oooh, I’d love an apple fritter donut if they have any. If not, get me a Long John,” Novella said.

“Good idea. On top of the snack cakes, get me a dozen donuts. It doesn’t matter what kind. If they have any jars of gravy, snag them too,” Alpha added.

Honestly, I didn’t want to know what she planned to do with all that. Some things were better left unsaid. I hopped on the floor and returned to my human form, waiting a little longer than necessary to clothe myself from my transdimensional storage just to tease them.

“That’s so mean, Mr. Morrison!” Novella pouted, crossing her arms and jutting out her bottom lip.

Before I could reply, Cherry called out from the kitchen. I didn’t notice when she came in, but she clearly saw my transformation. “Awww, shit! Did I miss bunny snuggles?! You know how much I love petting my adorably furry little chubby cock!”

I winced. “Maybe use a different pet name for me when you’re talking about my Cairbrannog form?”

She gasped. “Oh, no! You know I didn’t mean it like that, baby! I’ll be more careful from now on. Why don’t you let me make it up to you by getting on my knees and worshiping that thick, enormous, legendary purple-headed yogurt slinger you got dangling between your muscular thighs!”

Walking over to her, I couldn’t help but grin at her exaggerations. “When I get back. You want anything from the Pump N’ Go?” I kissed her on the cheek.

She turned her head at the last second to steal my kiss onto her lips and pressed her body against me. My hands instinctively found her waist and pulled her even tighter as we made out for nearly a minute. “You’re the only snack I need. I missed you, baby. It was only a day, but it felt like you were gone for so long,” she whined into my lips.

“I missed you too. Thanks for taking care of things here. You were checking on your sister, right? How’s she doing?”

“Mother says she’s doing great, and I can confirm that she’s learning fast. It won’t be long before she’ll be here all the time with us. I can’t wait!”

“Me either. I love seeing you this happy. I’m gonna get going though, okay? The sooner I go, the sooner I’ll get back so you can make it up to me, like you said.” I grinned.

She licked her lips and grabbed my crotch, squeezing it. “Don’t make me wait too long, baby. It’s been so long since I had you in my mouth that I think I might have forgotten what you taste like.” She giggled and winked at me.

“You quite literally sucked my cock like, almost right before I left. It’s been barely twenty-four hours,” I pointed out.

“Exactly! That’s way too long!” She tongued her fang. “Kinda like your—”

“Yup. I got it,” I said, cutting her off while I still had the willpower to walk away. “I’ll be back soon.”

“You better be,” she said with an ominous wink. “Otherwise, I might need to kidnap you again.”

“You promise?”

“Cross my heart and grind your thigh.”

“I’m pretty sure that’s not how it goes.”

“That’s ‘cause mine’s better.”

“You can say that again.”

“That’s ‘cause mine’s better,” she said with another wink. “Now get going before you get me going.”


Chapter 13


Another Chance Encounter?

Stepping into the Pump N’ Go, I waved to the cashier. He offered a friendly wave back as he continued ringing up his current customer. The store was fairly busy. Several people wandered about shopping before getting in line. There was only one register open right now. Either the second teller was on break, or they were short-staffed today.

I passed by the coffee aisle before turning to reach the snacks. After collecting one box of each type of chocolate snack cake, I boxed up over a dozen donuts, snagging a few extra for myself, and then topped off my stack of unhealthy foods with some roller grill items. I also made sure not to forget the ketchup packets or overpriced small jar of gravy.

As I stood in the back of the line waiting my turn, a woman dressed in a white tank top and white jean shorts came up behind me carrying a cup of coffee and some nachos with cheese sauce. Her muscular physique and short brunette pixie cut were very familiar.

Since the line was long and my turn wasn’t coming soon, I decided I’d pass the time with a little conversation. “Excuse me, ma’am? Have we met before? It’s Elaine, right?” I awkwardly looked at my full hands, seeing no way to hold the stack of food with just one so I could offer my hand to shake.

She blushed a deep crimson, noticing my attempts at a proper greeting. Elaine grabbed my pinky with her finger and shook it with a chuckle, making me laugh as well. “I’m surprised you remembered. It’s Logan, isn’t it?”

The way she asked told me she hadn’t forgotten. “It is. Still here on that business trip, huh? Did you find the pleasure you were looking for too?”

Her red cheeks burned so bright that her ears turned red, and she looked away. “Wh—why—why would you ask that?” She fanned her face with her free hand.

I wasn’t sure why she was so embarrassed by the innocent question. Did she think I changed my mind and was offering to go out with her? “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. I wasn’t trying to imply—”

Elaine cleared her throat. “No, that’s alright. I—umm—I found it—even if I tried hard not to.” Her breathing quickened, and a look of guilt and desire clouded her expression. “I—I found it several times.”

It was such an odd response that I wasn’t sure how to reply. I took the safe route and offered a friendly smile while keeping things positive. “That’s great! I think. It sounds like you had a great time or several of them. Sounds like you might have found a lucky man. I could recommend some excellent ideas for date nights if you need them.”

Her brows climbed up her forehead and her mouth flapped open and closed. It took her a moment to collect herself while she rubbed her thighs together and stumbled over her words. “Well, I—What I mean is—I just—Yes. Yes, I plan to see him again. But not because I want to!” she corrected herself quickly. “He—He’s corrupting me. He makes me feel and do things I shouldn’t. It’s an unexpected problem that’s getting in the way of my work.”

I frowned. What does she mean by that? Could it be? “Do you need help?” I glanced around to see if any men were nearby monitoring her. “If you need a hand, just say the word.”

Elaine’s breath caught in her throat, and she swallowed. “Do I… need a hand? As in, with my… problem?” She looked around nervously, which made me assume my suspicions were correct. I didn’t know this woman, but if she had problems with a man harassing her, I’d be more than happy to help.

I nodded. “Yeah, with your problem.”

Her breathing grew heavy, and she squirmed where she stood, rubbing her thighs together. “Y—you shouldn’t be trying to tempt me. I shouldn’t let you. It’s wrong, even though I want it, it’s so wrong.”

We took another step closer to the front of the line, and only one customer separated me from the cashier. “Listen, it’s perfectly natural to feel scared. Everyone does when something like this happens. Just know that I’ll help if you need me.”

She gulped as beads of sweat formed on her brow, one sliding down the left side of her face. “I—um—okay. I’ll keep that in mind.”

I placed my pile of junk food on the counter, and the clerk started ringing them up. “Make sure he understands that no means no. Don’t let him talk you into doing anything you don’t want.”

She chewed on her bottom lip anxiously. “What if… what if I want him to, even though it goes against everything I believe, and I know it’s wrong?”

Shrugging, I handed the cashier my card. “At the end of the day, you have to figure out what makes you happy and go for it. Speaking from experience, sometimes the things we believed our whole life turn out to be nothing more than strings that held us back from finding our true happiness.” The clerk handed me my card, and I took it and tucked it into my wallet while he placed my things in a bag.

“A lesson I learned is that life is never what we think it is. We live our lives going to the same job we have for years, wearing the same uniforms, and then going home and doing the same things we always have. Well, if you do what you’ve always done, you’ll have what you’ve always had. If you found something that brings you true happiness, then I say it’s time to consider why you assume it’s wrong and weigh your options. The choice is yours, Elaine.” I turned to the cashier. “Can I borrow a pen and a scrap of paper?”

“Sure, bud,” the guy said, handing them to me.

“You’ve given me a lot to consider,” she said as she placed her purchases on the counter. Elaine’s inner conflict was written all over her face.

I wrote my name and phone number before holding it out to her. “I don’t normally do things like this, but if you decide you need help with this problem of yours, then I’d be happy to help. All you need to do is call me, and I’ll teach that guy that no means no.”

She blinked, then shook her head, reaching out and taking my number. “No—that’s not…” she shook her head as if remembering something. “What if I wanted to go to dinner with you before you—uh—helped me with my problem?” she asked hopefully.

“I couldn’t go on a date with you, I’m sorry,” I said as she paid the man at the register.

She frowned. “You’d help with my…” She looked around as if to make sure no one was listening. “Problem? But you wouldn’t go to dinner with me? Am I not pretty enough for you? You’d give me a hand and then run?”

Now I frowned, unsure of why she was so offended by my refusal. Honestly, I was struggling to understand the connection between having dinner and beating up an asshole for someone. “Look, you’re extremely pretty. You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen. I’m sure that we could have a lot of fun together. But it’s one thing to help a lady resolve an issue, especially one like yours. It’s another to go on a date with them. I don’t see how the two are related, and I’m not sure my girls would appreciate it if I went out with another woman. Honestly, I couldn’t imagine being unfaithful to them.”

“I—unfaithful…” she said, the word trailing off as she stepped away from the counter with a far-off look in her eye. “I understand,” she said. “Faith is important. Thank you, Logan. I’ll consider this,” she said, pocketing the scrap paper with my phone number. “Can I?” she asked, but didn’t wait for a response as she used her free hand to grab the back of my neck before going up on her tip-toes to kiss me on the cheek. Her cheeks, which had previously returned to their normal tanned color, blazed red one more time, and she rushed out of the store.

I stood there for a moment, touching my cheek where she kissed me. I felt that tingling sensation again, like the first time she bumped into me at the mall. Not only that, but, as she got closer to me, I sensed a familiar aura. It was like a part of me that was missing for a long time suddenly reunited with me. Or it did until she walked away.

What does this mean? Why am I feeling that strange connection to her? She couldn’t be another lost Le Fay ancestor who wasn’t aware of her bloodline, could she? I shook my head to clear my thoughts. There was no need to worry about questions I couldn’t answer. I’d need to ask the girls about her when I got home.

She’s not a normal woman, that’s for sure. Also, now that I think about it, I’m not sure we were talking about the same problem. If that’s the case, then I have no clue what she was trying to say. I shrugged, throwing those thoughts on the back burner for now while I pushed the door open and made my way home.
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Stepping back into the penthouse, I shut the door behind me and summoned the bags from my transdimensional storage. Novella and Alpha carefully left the couch, leaving the sleeping ladies behind. Cherry was nowhere to be seen. “Hey, you two. Where’s Cherry?”

Novella shrugged. “She said something about forgetting she promised Diet she’d bring her another grimoire she found that might be useful to her.”

Alpha smirked. “She asked me to tell you that, ‘she’ll gobble down that fat fucking one-eyed schlongzilla giggle stick later like a juicy Thanksgiving turkey, and you’d better have it warmed up and ready to go for her’.”

“Okay…” I intelligently replied as I discreetly adjusted my pants. I couldn’t think of a better time to change the subject. “So you both remember that girl I said I met at the mall, right?”

Alpha’s ears perked up. “Yeah. The one who tried to hit on you but you shot down?”

Novella giggled. “You might need to be more specific.”

I clicked my tongue and winked at my redheaded lover as I shot her with a finger gun. “Got it in one. She was at the Pump N’ Go, dressed in all white again. Anyway, she mentioned having a problem. It sounded like some guy was trying to pressure her to have sex, but she couldn’t tell if she wanted to do it or not. Either way, he sounded like an asshole. I offered to help her with him, and she asked me on a date again. Obviously, I let her down again, but the whole encounter felt odd. Not only that, but I felt a tingling sensation when she touched me at the mall and the Pump N’ Go. Both times, it was right where we made contact. On top of it all, when she got close to me, I felt a familiar aura, almost like she was a piece of me I’d been missing. Not emotionally, but magically. Does any of that make sense?”

Alpha and Novella shared a pointed look with one another. It seemed like they had an entire telepathic conversation in a matter of seconds. I stopped separating the snacks and leaned on the table with both palms. “What is it?” I asked.

Novella took in a deep breath and let out a heavy sigh. “The magical connection part doesn’t make sense. However, it’s probably nothing, but there’s been a rumor for a long time about a lingering sect of witch-hunting knights who wore white cloaks and dressed in all white. Some holy order or some such nonsense.”

“They’re like the boogeyman of the witching world. Occasionally, a witch would go missing and they’d always attribute it to them. Most people generally agreed it was a legitimate runaway or their coven punishing them for getting out of line or breaking too many rules. The odds of Holy Knights showing up are slim. Ever since they killed Dracula centuries ago, their order died off. Without coordinated monster attacks on cities, there was no genuine need for them anymore,” Alpha explained.

My eyes bulged. “Hang on a second. Dracula was real?”

The girls chuckled, and Novella said, “Yes. She was.”

“She was the one who rallied the monsters. Without her, there was no reason for organized resistance anymore. Most Holy Knights became rogue hunters and died off slowly, their children choosing not to take up the profession,” Alpha said as she pulled out a chocolate cream-filled cookie and opened a ketchup packet.

It took me a minute to wrap my head around those revelations, and something in my gut said this boogeyman of theirs might be real. “Let’s keep an eye out. You never know what might happen. People thought I didn’t exist either, right?”

The girls nodded solemnly. “Excellent point, Mr. Morrison. I’ll make a note to have our patrols be on the lookout for them,” Novella said before eyeing Alpha’s several boxes of snack cakes. “Are you going to eat all of that?”

Alpha chewed her ketchup-covered cookie. She swallowed and said, “You don’t want any of this.”

Novella quirked a brow. “Is that so? It sounds like a challenge.”

Alpha narrowed her eyes. “Well, I was talking about my ketchup cookie, but if you want a challenge, you’ve got one, sister.”

I watched the two as they eyed the other from top to bottom, sizing each other up. “Oh, great. Here we go again.”

They looked at me, then at each other, then at me again, then back to each other one more time, and then nodded, having come to a decision. Alpha pointed at me. “Mommy needs your help. Be a good boy for me and head to my room, please? We need you to be the judge.”

I gulped, looking from one woman to another, unsure if this was good for me, or bad. However, during my time with these witches, I learned risks were meant to be taken. With that in mind, I nodded and went upstairs to Alpha’s room, forgetting all about my food.


Chapter 13.5


The Competition

A few minutes later I was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting patiently for the ladies to arrive. Akimbo appeared to be sleeping in his terrarium, which I was thankful for so I wouldn’t have to hear him shouting at me again. Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long.

Alpha stepped into the room first. Her long red hair hung loosely down her back and she wore a sheer green babydoll two-piece lingerie set. The green lace showed only a hint of her perky nipples through the fabric while the babydoll front hung over her pregnant stomach and barely hid her panties. She was barefoot and her tail wagged excitedly behind her while her ears flattened and a blush crept up her neck as she looked my way.

My cock was already stiff from looking at my Beast Witch when Novella came in. Her hair was still in her usual tight, high ponytail, and her black-rimmed glasses hung halfway down the bridge of her nose as she eyed me hungrily. She wore a barely there, hot pink, see-through, strapless bra and a thong that scarcely covered her naughtiest bits. The straps came up high on the sides of her hips and she had matching hot pink strappy high heels that both showed off her cute feet and gave her legs a longer appearance. Black tattoos in the ancient language covered her entire body, giving an edge to her appearance.

Alpha stood in a sensual but relaxed pose with a predatory smile. Meanwhile, Novella stood beside her with one hand on her hip as she jutted it out and bent a knee while smirking at me. Seeing them side by side sent my libido into overdrive.

My cock wrestled with the zipper of my jeans like it was an overweight circus performer trying to fight its way out of a clown car. I successfully fought off the urge to drool, but I couldn’t do anything about my heart pounding so hard that they could probably hear it from where they stood.

Novella said, “I’ll prepare the live broadcast so everyone will see my victory.”

Alpha smirked. “Don’t count your chickens before they hatch, cutie.” Then she turned her attention back to me. “If it’s okay with you, we’d like to have full control of you for the duration of our little competition. Is it alright if we boss you around a bit, lover?” Alpha asked demurely. It was moments like this that I noted just how much she’d changed since we met. She never would have asked for my permission before making a demand in the past.

Hell, I had control so often nowadays that it felt wonderful to give it up sometimes. It helped keep things spicy. I knew I could take over at any point, and they wouldn’t be upset. However, that wouldn’t help them resolve their competition. So this time, I was determined not to interfere, ready to play the part of the dutiful ‘good boy’.

That’s why I nodded like a fully automatic PEZ dispenser, not because I was really excited by the prospect of being used like their sex toy. I mean it this time. Seriously, stop looking at me like that. Okay, fine. I admit it. I’m a little excited by the prospect. Happy now? Good, let’s move on.

She grinned mischievously. “That’s Mommy’s good boy. It seems you still know how to behave every once in a while,” she teased. “You’re going to sit there and do as you’re told while we use you as we see fit.”

To my surprise, Novella was also in a dominant mood tonight, something I’d never witnessed from her before. My only guess was that her competitive nature brought it out of her. “She’s exactly right, Mr. Plaything. That’s your name for this competition, so get used to it.”

“Here’s how this is going to work. It’s my turn to go first.” Alpha held up her hand, and a stopwatch appeared in it. “We’re going to take turns giving you a handjob while you sit there, being the good boy you are. No touching, because if you do, you might influence the outcome. We’ll time how long it takes both of us to make you cum. Whoever is the slowest loses.”

“The way we see it, it’s virtually impossible for us to draw this time. Well, except for drawing the delicious cum from your girthy dick, that is,” Novella added with a giggle as she took the stopwatch from her competitor and stepped to the side.

Alpha’s yellow eyes held a competitive fire in them and her smile was more predatory than I’d seen in a while. Her tail wagged furiously as she stepped up before me.

Placing her hands on my thighs, she used me to help lower herself to her knees. Her breasts were already larger than normal and strained against her top. The furry red ears atop her head twitched with excitement. “Clock doesn’t start until we touch his cock,” she said to Novella without taking her eyes off me. “Now, make those clothes disappear for Mommy.”

My muscles were tense, and my length was already throbbing with anticipation. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever been this amped up to get jerked off before. Without another thought, I dismissed all my clothes to my transdimensional storage space and leaned back on my hands.

Alpha bit her lip and grinned as she eyed my manhood. “Mmmm. That’s my good boy. You listen so well.” She summoned a vibrator from her storage and waved it in the air.

Novella quirked an eyebrow. “Changing the rules, are we? I thought we agreed to use nothing on him but our bodies?”

Alpha smirked up at her. “I’m not using it on him.” Then she reached down, slipping her hand into her panties and tucking the vibrator away in her naughtiest of places. She bit her lip and the soft sound of buzzing came from between her legs as a moan left her mouth. “Mmmm. I know how mmmm—much you—Ooohhhh—love hearing me moan. Nnnggh.”

Alpha’s sharp nails trailed forward and back across my thighs, slowly teasing me as they came closer and closer to my member before backing away. Each time they nearly reached me, my dick bounced, making me long for her to do more. “Ooooh, look at you, so eager, so needy. Mmmm—do you want Mommy to touch it? Ahhhh! Do you need Mommy to touch it?”

I nodded, trying not to look as desperate for it as she was making me feel.

She smirked and pulled her hands away. Reaching up, she teased the strap of her top. “What if I showed you my tits? I know you want to suck on them and drink your fill. Too bad you’ll have to wait.” She hooked the strap with her finger and pushed it off her shoulder with a smirk. Then did the same to the other before slowly pushing the top down until it fell, her pregnant belly keeping the garment from falling to the floor. I didn’t care because her engorged breasts and perky nipples were in a staring contest with me. “Mmmm—is that better? Now you’ll be able to see my huge breasts jiggle as I stroke that thick cock of yours.”

Alpha scooted a little closer and put her hand over her throat. It glowed red, and she said, “Intoename floeidof.” Then she held her head over my cock, cupping her hands beneath my balls, and let a substantial amount of thick, sticky saliva cover my member. “Here we go. Just relax, and don’t try to make it last. Let your body do what it wants as Mommy strokes this big, beautiful cock of yours.”

Novella started the timer exactly when Alpha’s hands gripped my girth. She twisted her grips in opposite directions as she stroked up and down my length at a steady pace. I let out a long, low involuntary groan and did my best to do exactly what she said, relaxing and letting the intense pleasure of her strong grasp flow through me. Her moans slowly intensified, almost in sync with the thickening of my cock. “Ahhh, yes! Oohh—fuck! You make Mmmm—Mommy so fucking wet! I can fffffeel you getting so—Oooh hard for me! You’re close! Mmmm! You’re so close!”

I couldn’t argue with her on that point. She was giving me her best efforts, and it was paying off. The pressure was building quickly inside of me, and I fought the urge to force it away and last like I normally did. Instead, I let every pump of her fists bring me closer to the inevitable conclusion.

“That’s it! That’s it! Mmm—You’re right there! Do it! Ahh! Cum for Mommy! Cum all over Mommy’s Unnngghh—huge tits! Cover them in your hot white love! You can do it! You can do it! Nyahh! Yes! There it is!”

My cum exploded like a geyser, completely covering her huge, round, jiggling breasts. “That’s my good boy! Mmm—my bestest boy! Keep going! Don’t stop! Keep cumming for Mommy! Ahhhh! Let it all out for me. Mmmm!”

She kept stroking me, slowing her pace until she squeezed up my length over and over, working every last drop I had. Then she snapped her fingers with a giggle, instantly cleaning herself, much to my dismay. “Awww, don’t look so sad. I can’t look like this and give my competitor an advantage, can I?”

I nodded solemnly. Accepting this answer for what it was.

Then she pulled out a Fertility Token and said, “Verniew dith cik end spemra.” The token turned into a purple mist that flowed around my penis before dissipating. I knew that spell. It was one of Mother’s spells that renewed my sexual stamina, removed any overstimulation, and eliminated the refractory period. On top of that, it thoroughly cleaned me up. Essentially, making my dick as good as new, as if I hadn’t just been jerked off to completion at all.

“Very impressive time. I’ll have my work cut out for me,” Novella said. “Four minutes and twenty-two seconds on the nose.”

Alpha smirked, her tail wagging furiously as she turned off the vibrator. “Good luck beating that. I’m pretty sure I’ve got this one in the bag.”

Novella winked at her as she tightened her ponytail. “Don’t underestimate me.” The beautiful blonde walked toward me in her high heels before doing a straight leg bend, putting her cleavage right at eye level with me. “Eyes up here, Mr. Plaything.”

I looked up just in time for her to lean down and kiss me passionately before whispering in my ear. “Don’t resist. Relax. Let your body do what comes naturally, because I’m about to rock your fucking world.”

Gulping, I said. “Yes, ma’am.”

She squatted, spreading her knees wide, causing her labia to spread with them. The fabric of her thong slipped between her lower lips, still blocking her opening from view. My cock throbbed at the sight. She grinned mischievously. “If toys are allowed…” she let the words trail off as she summoned her dildo version of my cock. This time, it had a weighted base attached to it.

Alpha gasped. “And I thought I was playing dirty.”

Novella giggled. “It’s not playing dirty if it doesn’t break the rules.” She lifted herself and sat the dildo on the ground below her, the stand keeping it upright. Then she pulled her thong to the side. “Watch, Mr. Plaything. Watch as I lower myself onto your enormous dick and pleasure myself with it.”

My cock flailed as I watched her do just that. The tip parted her lips and spread her wide, slipping inside like an old friend. “Ooohhh ffffuck, I love the way your dick feels inside me! It’s so—oohhh huge!” She settled into place before unceremoniously dismissing her pink top as a look of unfettered desire overtook her. After casting the same spell on her throat that Alpha did, the blonde spat on my length with a “Hawk tuah!” before grabbing it and stroking it with gusto. The moment her fingers touched my girth, Alpha started the stopwatch.

Novella fucked the dildo as hard as she could, her breasts bouncing with every downward thrust. Meanwhile, her hands violated my length, arms pumping with fast and furious motions. “Oooohhh! Goddess, yes! I know you wish it was your—Mmmmm real cock inside me! Nnnggg! Ahhh! If you do as you’re—Nyahhh! Told, and cum when I—Mmmm tell you to, then I’ll ride that fat cock of yours—Gahhh! All night long!”

I knew she would do that regardless of whether I ‘did as I was told’ or not, but it still made for a spicy role-play. I didn’t mind, especially when her smooth hands were sending pulse after pulse of bliss through my entire body. She moaned and screamed from the pleasure of riding the magical cock as she continued her vigorous pace on my manhood.

“Fair warning, coming up on three minutes,” Alpha said with a bit of smugness.

I didn’t pay attention. My sole focus was on the sexy blonde bringing me closer to my release. Her ponytail flailed recklessly while she pleasured herself and me. “I’m going to count you down and when I’m done, you will come for me, Mr. Plaything. Not a moment before, or after. Do you understand?”

I grunted something that resembled confirmation and ignored that asking me not to cum sooner could cost her the competition. All I knew was at this rate, it would already be a photo finish.

“Nyaaah! Ten! Mmmm—Fffuck Mr. Plaything, you’re already so hard! Nggghhh—nine! That’s it, you feel the pressure building. Ahhh! Eight! Yes! Yes! Goddess, your dick is incredible, Mr. Plaything.” Something about her counting drove me insane, making me want to blow my load even more. With one hand, she cupped my balls, massaging them while the other started stroking even faster, focusing on the upper half of my length.

“Seven! Six! Ahhhh! I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum all over your—Mmmm—massive shaft! Five! Unnggggh! Oh my—Gahhhh! Four! Ahhh!” Her body spasmed and shook as she came, her girl cum spilling down the length of the magical copy of my dick. It almost made me blow right then. Despite her demands, I wouldn’t have stopped it from happening if it did. I wanted it too badly.

“Three! Ooohhh! Mmmm!” She gripped the base of my cock with one hand as tight as she could and then focused on stroking my tip as fast as possible. The effect was immediate. The pressure in my dick doubled as my cock felt harder than ever and the feeling of pure ecstasy rippled through me as her hand went into overdrive on my most sensitive area.

“When I get to—Nnngghh the end, I want you to—ahhhh—cum all over my fucking face! Mmmm—Cover this filthy slut in your—Ahhhh hot cum! Two! You’re right there! Ahhh! This is it! Mmmm! Ready?! Ready?! Do it! Cum for me, Mr. Plaything! Cum for me now!” She released her grip on my base and let it slide up to join her other hand as she gave me her all. Sweat beaded down her forehead from the exertion, but it proved worth it because I fucking came harder than I had in a long time.

She stopped riding the dildo and aimed my dick at her face, but not before the first large spurt flew all the way over her head and across the room. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Keep going! Keep cumming! Cover my fucking face! Nyaaah! Spray that hot seed all over my professionally custom-designed scratch-resistant polycarbonate lens glasses! Aaahhh!”

Being the kind and considerate man I am, I obliged her request as rope after rope of my thick, warm stuff splattered all over her glasses and face. She stuck out her tongue, catching what she could in her mouth. Novella even brought her face right below my length as she fought to drain me of everything as it covered her. By the time I was finished, you could barely make out any of her features. Globs of my seed dangled from her chin and jawline, some falling onto her breasts.

Unlike Alpha, Novella didn’t clean herself up. Instead, she pushed part of the mess into her mouth. Then she dismissed her thong to her storage and used a scoop of my cream as lubrication on her clit, slowly rubbing herself with it. She moaned loudly, seemingly forgetting all about the competition. “I need the real thing inside me! I fucking need it now!”

I chuckled. “Don’t you want to know your time?”

The blonde removed her glasses, licking the lenses clean. “Mmmm—I do, but your cum taste so—Mmmm—good I can’t help myself.”

I looked up at Alpha, who was slack-jawed. “What?”

She looked up at me and grinned. “Four minutes, and twenty-two seconds exactly. It’s another fucking draw.”

My brows rose before my eyes rolled back in my head as Novella took me in her mouth, her face still a mess. I barely said, “Wha—what do you do now?”

Alpha licked her lips. “Next time we’ll have to make it a blowjob race. For now, I’m way too fucking wet to care.” She threw the stopwatch on the floor. “Mommy needs her good boy’s big dick inside of her right now.”

She pushed me back on the bed, and Novella released my member. The blonde stood, scraping more of my seed onto her lips before grabbing Alpha by the hips and kissing her passionately. My redhead’s tongue greedily accepted the Grimoire Witchs’ as they put on a show for me, causing my length to rise from the dead once more. Alpha started licking Novella’s face clean, moaning the whole time.

As soon as she finished, she dismissed her lingerie, giving me a glorious view of her toned, pregnant body while she straddled me. “Mommy gets this dick first. You take the face. Then we’ll swap until we’re both satisfied,” she said to Novella before blushing and smiling warmly at me. “If that’s okay with you, love?”

I smiled, giving her two thumbs up, and smartly said, “MmmmHm!”

When Novella mounted my face, I heard the groggy voice of Akimbo, Alpha’s box turtle familiar, in my head. “What—what’s going on here? Why is there something white dripping down the outside of the glass of my terrarium? Hold on, is Mistress Alpha… Oh for fuck's sake! Really? You fucking depraved pervert! Why? Why on my glass! Thank the goddess, my mistress installed a doggy door for me. I’m leaving. Your disgusting mess had better be cleaned up before I get back!”


Chapter 14


Zipping Downward Is Wholesome

I gently scratched both ladies’ backs as they lay on their sides, their heads resting on my chest. They caressed my abs with their fingertips, each taking one side. Alpha’s furry ears twitched, tickling my chin when my fingers got too close to the base of her tail. Sweat covered our bodies as we finished catching our breath.

Novella casually cast a spell to clean us up before she kissed me on the cheek. “I adore you so much, Mr. Morrison, and I want to stay and cuddle for hours. Unfortunately, I’m already going to be late for a meeting with the faction leaders.”

“I understand,” I said before kissing her lips. “Will they be upset that you were late?”

She grinned. “Nope. I suspect they’ll be just as late as me since I’m sure they were watching the live broadcast.”

Chuckling, I said, “Fair enough.” I slapped her bare ass before grabbing it and kissing her one more time with even more ferocity.

She pressed her breasts more firmly against me before pushing herself away with a giggle. “If you don’t stop that then this meeting will never happen.”

After briefly debating the importance of the meeting, I reluctantly agreed. “You’re right. We have too much going on to play hooky now. Go on, before you and those sexy prescription lenses get me all riled up again.” I grinned.

Novella gave me one last quick peck on the lips before getting up and instantly dressing herself back in her professional garb. “I love you. I’ll see you later this evening.”

“I love you too,” I called after her as she fixed her hair while strutting out the door. “Looks like it’s just you and me for a while.” I kissed my Beast Witch on the top of the head, causing her flattened ears to shoot up and lightly slap my cheek. At the same time, I pressed my now recently freed hand against her pregnant belly, trying to see if the baby kicked.

Her tail started thumping like crazy against the bed. “Mmm. I know you don’t mean to, but if you keep feeling around like that for the baby, you’re going to make me ride you again.”

I responded by rubbing her belly more sensually. “Would that be such a bad thing?” I whispered in her ear.

She lifted her head to look up at me and squinted her eyes. “No, but I had another idea. I was thinking we could go on that zipline date we’ve been putting off. If we wait any longer, I’ll be too pregnant to do it. As long as we can get out there fast enough, then we have time.”

My brows rose. “Yeah? I’m down. I’ve wanted to go there ever since you mentioned it. In fact…” I removed my hand from her stomach and summoned the Tele-port from my storage. “I may have made it a point to go there when we were nearby on our drive to Michigan. I also might have found a suitable spot to memorize just in case we found the time. Call me crazy, but with how busy our life has been, I had a feeling we wouldn’t be able to go unless a moment like this popped up.”

Alpha’s eyes lit up, and she pushed me off the bed. “Whhoooaaa!” I hadn’t been expecting it, and I fell to the floor in a heap before standing as her laughter filled the room.

The Beast Witch’s face was red as she covered her mouth, failing to stifle the joyful sounds coming from it. “I’m sorry! I couldn’t help it!” She held up a hand as I took a step toward her. “Nope! You can’t retaliate. I’m delicate and pregnant.”

I did my best to fight it, but a wide, toothy smile grew on my face anyway, and I laughed, pointing at her. “You’re lucky, punk. You might get away with it now, but I’ll get my revenge after you pop that pup out of your belly.”

Her mouth made an O shape as she laughed even harder. “It’s punk now, huh?”

“Well, Mommies don’t push their good boys off of beds,” I said with a wink as I summoned an outfit, dressing instantly. Holding out a hand, I offered to help her out of bed.

She took it, and her outfit appeared in an instant as she stood. “I mean, I had to maintain the cosmic feng shui. I did just jerk you off, then ride your dick, and then your face. That’s a lot of nice things. If I didn’t push you off the bed, the entire universe would have been out of balance. So I had to do it. For the good of the world.”

“Is that right? For the good of the world?” I pulled her in close, being mindful of her pregnant stomach, and pressed my lips to hers.

“Mhmmmm, definitely,” she cooed between kisses.

Without offering her any warning, I activated the Tele-port as I focused on the alley behind the sports shop near the mountains. In a flash of light, we disappeared from Alpha’s room, appearing right where I imagined.

Suddenly, warm sunlight shone on our skin and the sound of a vermin scuttling off into the woods on the other side of the back alley. The spot I picked was right behind the back entrance to the sporting goods store. Beyond that was the forest that led to the mountains.

An unfamiliar voice caught my attention, and I opened my eyes to orient myself, finally breaking our kiss. “Whoooaaa, duuuude. You both like, totally just went like, pop. One second, I was out here all alone, and now. Broooo, that’s so crazy. How did you do that?”

I eyed the guy. He leaned against the wall next to the old rusty door with a lit joint in his hand. His eyes were bloodshot and the stench of weed filled the air. “What the hell are you talking about, man?” I said with a chuckle, noticing his employee shirt. “We’ve been here making out ever since you showed up for a break and started puffing on that joint. What the hell did they lace it with, bro? You might need a new supplier.”

His brows shot up, and he examined the cigarette in his hand. He lifted it closer to his eyes as if it would suddenly speak to him and give him the answers. “Or do I need to buy more from the same place?” He laughed. “Holy shit, that’s so crazy!”

Now that we successfully convinced the stoner that he hadn’t seen two people suddenly appear from nothing, it was time to make our escape. “You do you, bro. Later!” I called out, taking a giggling Alpha by the hand and walking away.

“Sh-yeah! Later!” the man called out after us.

“Why didn’t you pick a spot in the woods?” Alpha asked, her tail swaying joyfully as we reached the end of the gravel alley. It led out to an old, cracked asphalt road. On our left, the old road transitioned into a dirt road that led to several cabins in the forest. The town we were in sat in a valley, with trees in all directions, climbing and topping the surrounding mountain range.

Looking out across the street, I saw the place we were searching for. “That’s a valid question. I was in a hurry, and it seemed like a good place at the time. Not to mention that the door was so rusty, I was sure no one used it anymore. Guess I was wrong.” I shrugged and pointed. “That’s the place. I figured we wouldn’t have time to hike up the mountain, but they have ski lifts that can take us to the start of the zipline course.”

My lover squeezed my hand affectionately. “That’s perfect. Let’s go!”

The two of us went inside and paid the man at the front desk, who handed us each a sturdy harness. I helped Alpha put hers on and adjust the straps. She was right about the way the harness hugged her body. If her stomach was any bigger, then the middle strap would have hugged her pregnant stomach. As it was, we could barely adjust the strap, so it was just above her belly and below her chest. It would still put a little pressure on her, but Mother’s magical protection was more than enough to keep the baby safe.

Alpha had to hide her affinity so she could put the helmet on. I strapped one to my head as well, despite knowing I didn’t need it. They had their safety requirements, and it wasn’t worth arguing about and ruining our good time. Two ropes with scaffolding hooks attached to a snap hook, and the snap hook connected to the back of the harness.

Those ropes hung loosely behind our backs as we walked hand in hand, waiting for the next ski lift to come around. Once it did, we let it scoop us up and then we dropped the bar to secure us in place.

“It’s so beautiful out here. We rarely get to see stuff like this when we spend all our time in the city,” Alpha said as the lift took us higher.

“I don’t know. I think the view is gorgeous no matter where I go,” I said with my eyes fixed on her, ignoring the treetops below us.

She punched me on the shoulder but blushed. “That was corny as hell.”

“But you liked it.”

“I did. That’s why I punched you.”

“How does that make any sense?”

“I don’t have to make sense. I’m pregnant,” she quipped.

“Fair enough,” I said, and we both laughed. We continued our playful banter until we reached the top. From there, we walked along a small paved trail. Spotting a public lookout tower up ahead, I tugged on her arm. She caught on, and we turned toward it.

“Everything is so calm out here,” Alpha said as she stopped to pick up a worm.

I frowned. “What’s that for?”

“Currency.”

I nodded slowly. “I’m gonna chalk that one up to the whole pregnancy thing,” I teased.

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Works for me.”

We reached the tower and started climbing the steps to the top. It was comfortable silence most of the way. Alpha and I hit the point in our relationship where we didn’t need to share words to enjoy one another’s company a long time ago. To us, it was more fascinating to listen to the lack of noise.

Only one couple passed us on their way down, and we shared polite waves and nods. When we made it to the top, we were alone again. Some trees were losing their color with fall approaching, lending patches of red or yellow throughout the green tapestry. As I scanned the horizon, there was nothing but blue skies, sunshine, and nature. Occasionally, I’d spot a lake or a clearing. To the east, there was a river. The small town was south of us, the people looking like little more than ants next to toy-sized buildings.

Alpha stood with her hands on the guardrail, staring out across the ocean of forest green as she ignored the lock of red hair the breeze blew into her face. “One day, this will be our lives.”

“You want to move to the forest?” I asked, too engrossed in the beautiful sight to catch the real meaning behind her words.

“No.” She shook her head slightly. “I mean, the feeling. It’s so peaceful. There’s no one trying to kill us and nothing to fear.”

I rested my hand on hers. “I never took you for the fearful type. Honestly, I’ve only seen you scared once, maybe twice, tops.”

She laughed. “I’m afraid more often than you think. I’m just fantastic at hiding it. When I was little, my mom said, ‘Fear is a reaction, nothing more. It’s temporary. Showing fear allows it to take root. It will rule your life if you let it. Don’t let it, pup. Never let it.’ I took those words to heart when I set out on my own. I hope I’ve lived up to her expectations.”

Alpha rarely mentioned her mother, and I never pried. Something about the way she spoke said she wanted me to ask this time, so I did. “I’m sure you’ve exceeded them. You never really talk about her. Where’s your mom now?”

Her expression grew solemn and her tail ceased its gentle wave. “She’s in Canada, leading a coven of around one hundred witches last I checked. As for why I don’t talk about her much? Well, she was a big fan of tough love. She thought that being hard on me would make me tougher and more likely to succeed. As soon as I turned eighteen, she sent me off on my own and told me not to call her until I was running a coven the same size.”

My brows furrowed. “Then why didn’t you call her after we took over the New Moon Coven?”

She shook her head. “They were never part of my coven. The Rising Stars were only around thirty members at that time. Then I passed control over to you. I’ll never lead a coven of one hundred members. So I haven’t called her.”

“That’s silly. You’re the right hand to the Coven King himself. You help run a super coven. It might not be the same, but that has to count for something.”

She chuckled. “Wow, aren’t you the humble one?”

I winced. “Yup, that didn’t come out the way I meant it.”

Alpha shook her head, turning from the railing to face me as she leaned on her elbow. “No, it came out exactly how you meant it. I was only teasing. Don’t get me wrong, I have no regrets. I didn’t lie when I said I was proud to be responsible for your rise.” She cupped my cheek. “You are the Inevitable Coven King. That means I don’t need to call my mother. One day, she’ll be a part of our coven too.”

That statement raised so many questions, but now didn’t seem like the time to bring any of them up. Better to cross that bridge when we got to it. Apparently, Alpha knew exactly what I was thinking already.

She laughed, wrapping her arms around my neck. “Yes, love. That means one day you’ll fuck my mom. She’ll be a mid-tier member by then, and she’ll have to take orders from me.”

I quirked a questioning brow and rested my hands on her hips. “You’re going to be there when I—you know, your mom?”

She shook her head, trying not to laugh. “Hell no. I’m leaving while you have your way with her. I’ll come back after.”

“You’re so mean,” I teased before kissing her.

Three birds flew onto the flat wooden railing, barely making it and looking exhausted. They interrupted our kiss as they dropped a sandwich baggie with a PB&J in it. Alpha grinned, taking the bag from them before summoning the large worm she picked up earlier from her transdimensional storage. “Look, bud. I made the deal with you, not the others. Here’s your payment. I suggest you share with your friends who helped you. If you don’t, they might not be friends for long.”

The bird chirped twice.

“Good man—er bird. I knew I could count on you,” she said as she handed the worm to the one in the middle. It squirmed, but the bird held on tight as the three flew off together.

Seeing the worm was still alive shocked me. “Alpha, since when can we put living things into our storage?” She shrugged, opening the bag. “As long as it doesn’t have a soul, you can store it. That’s the rules. No one’s been able to figure out why, as far as I can tell.”

I shook my head, and considered that I already connected our personal storage to our soul, so what she said made sense. Instead of trying to find answers to questions no one’s figured out yet, I forced my mind back on the present. “Peanut butter and jelly?”

She narrowed her eyes as she took the sandwich from the bag and took a bite. Mid-chew, she replied, “Don’t judge me. It’s slim pickings out here. I’m pregnant.”

Chuckling, I said, “I’m not judging you for your food choice, but I am judging you for talking with your mouth full.”

She took my hand, and we started back toward the stairs. “You’re not allowed. I’m playing the pregnant card on that one too.”

“How often are you gonna play that card?”

She took another bite, again talking with her mouth full and this time very much on purpose. “As often as I want!”

We laughed, and she covered her mouth, trying not to spit out her food.

Roughly ten minutes later, we made it to the first platform. There was an employee waiting for us who helped connect our lines to the zip line trollies. There were two lines, side by side, so we could go together. As soon as we were all set, they gave us the thumbs up. “Are you ready to do this?” I asked.

“Am I ready? I was—Hey!”

I cut her off by sticking out my tongue at her while stepping off the platform and letting gravity take me down the line. I slowly spun in a circle and saw her right behind me. Her smile was wide, and the wind tossed her hair and the fur of her tail. She screamed with glee as we flew down the first stretch of the mountain. “YEEEAAAAHHH! This is amazing!”

We came to a stop at the end of the first platform and repeated the process four more times as we zipped over the trees. Despite the undeniable majesty of the view, my eyes kept going back to her. This was the first time I saw Alpha look so free and happy. On the last line, I summoned my phone and snapped a picture of her. I never wanted to forget that look, and at that moment, I silently vowed to create many more moments like it in the future.

We finished the course on a small platform where we turned in our harnesses. Then we took a walk into the woods to find a safe place where no one would see us use the Tele-port. As we walked in the shade of the dense canopy, I summoned my phone, showing Alpha the picture I took of her. I set it as my phone’s background.

She smiled, sniffling, as a tear ran down her cheek before she slapped me on the shoulder. “Why would you do that? You’re making me cry,” she said, trying to fight back her tears.

I stopped walking, and she stopped with me. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t help myself. You looked so amazing. I had to. Besides, can’t I blame your tears on the pregnancy?” I teased.

“That’s not how it works. Only I get to blame shit on the pregnancy.”

“Seriously though, it’s my new favorite picture.”

She took my hands in hers as her eyes welled up with more unshed tears. “Maybe one day we’ll show it to our son when we tell him about the time his mom and dad went on a zipline tour.”

My smile grew wider. “Yeah, that sounds—wait, what did you say?!” Mid-sentence I realized what she said and my eyes bulged while my jaw fell to the ground. “Did you say…” I swallowed. “Did you just say our son?!”

The dam she constructed failed and tears soaked her cheeks as she rapidly nodded. “Yes! I wanted to wait and surprise you when he was born, but I couldn’t wait any longer.”

“You… you asked Mother to make sure we had a son?”

She nodded again.

My heart skipped a beat, and I picked her up by the armpits and spun her in a circle. “I’m going to have a son!” I shouted at the top of my lungs.

She screamed and laughed. “Ahhhh! Hahaha!” I tried to lower her to the ground, but Alpha wrapped her legs around my waist and slammed her lips against mine.

When the kiss ended, I pressed my forehead to hers. “We’re going to have a son.”

“We’re going to have a son,” Alpha echoed.

“I love you, Alice Farrow.”

“And I love you, Logan Morrison.”


Chapter 15


Wakey Wakey Logan, Baby!

Alpha and I teleported back to her room, her legs still wrapped around me as our joy turned to lust and our lust led us back into her bed where we spent the next hour passionately celebrating together. While the trip and vigorous love-making session only took a few hours, it felt like much longer. The two of us snuggled in her bed until we fell asleep, enjoying a late afternoon nap.

That was until her door burst open, startling us to wakefulness. “Logan, baby! Wake up! This is urgent!” Cherry shouted, waving a large envelope in her hand.

“Wakey wakey, Logy-poo! I missed you!” Rose shouted in a sing-song voice behind her waving another, equally large envelope in the air.

Alpha and I both shot out of bed, dressing ourselves instantly. “What?! What’s happening?! Is everyone alright? Are we under attack?” I shouted, scanning the room for threats that weren’t there. My vigilance paid off when Rose darted past Cherry, launching herself through the air into my arms.

I caught her, and she started planting kisses all over my face with exaggerated kissy noises. “Muah! Muah! You’re under—muah! Muah! Attack! Muah! Muah! Muah! A freakin’ kissing attack! Muah! Muah! Muuuuuuaaahh!” She finished her violently cute ambush with a long kiss on the lips.

“What?! No! That’s not it! I’ve got a letter for you, baby! It just came in!” Cherry shouted, waving the large envelope at me with a sense of urgency.

“Ooooh! Read mine first, Logy-poo! Here! Here! Here!” Rose said excitedly, shoving her large envelope in my face.

I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was getting mixed signals here. Cherry sounded like something was wrong, but Rose was very much the opposite. Regardless, whatever Cherry had for me would not be easily dealt with unless I convinced Rose to give me some space. So I took her card in hand first.

She let me go and clasped her hands behind her back while demurely twisting her hips left and right as she giggled. Her vines tried to reach out to me, but she appeared to be holding them back. I ripped open the top of the sealed envelope. “Okay, okay, I’ll read yours first.”

I pulled out the card, which had generic balloons on the front and a clearly customized message printed on it.

Dear Logy-poo,

See! I totally didn’t freakin’ forget your most special day!

Happy Birth-hanukk-eas-house-warm-retiremen-chrstma-anniversary!

Jesus Christ! You didn’t think I’d forget your special day, did you?!

Never!

Not in a million billion gazillion catrillion quantillion gobbeltytillion or even like decade years would I forget!

Enjoy the gift inside because it’s the best freakin’ gift you’ll ever get!

I wuv you!

Rose

I cleared my throat, internally noting that not a single one of those occasions was today, and I was pretty sure she made up more than a few of those numbers. I was also sure that Rose only thought she had forgotten a special occasion because of Cherry’s obviously important letter. “How thoughtful?”

“You think so?!” Rose asked hopefully.

“Sure. Why not?” In hindsight, I should have fully expected what was in the card, but alas, I did not. One of these days, I’m going to stop being surprised by this, but today is apparently not that day, I lamented internally. Despite this, I couldn’t help but smile at the picture of a blooming rose, its petals right below a close-up of a certain Flower Witch’s own rosebud.

She held her hands clasped together against her cheek as she tilted her head with a beaming smile. “Do you like it, Logy-poo?”

Holding back a chuckle, I asked, “Does it always have to be the asshole?”

Rose gasped, her vines wilting. “Jesus Christ! What do you mean?”

“Don’t get me wrong, I love it, but maybe spice things up a little?”

Alpha examined the picture. “You could take one that’s not zoomed in so much. Maybe show more of—uh—everything?”

“But… My booty hole is the greatest thing I have to give you,” Rose whimpered.

This time I did chuckle, and pulled her into a hug. “No, you did great.”

“Cherry, what do you got for me?” I asked, while Rose sighed contentedly against my chest.

“A letter just came in for you. It’s from both the Devil’s Coast and Big Apple Covens,” she explained with a worried look on her face.

My brows furrowed as my lips drew to a thin line. Not only was this concerning, but also educational. How long has Rose carried a card with a picture of her asshole just in case she forgot a special occasion? I pushed the thought away and refocused on what was important. “Call a meeting with the Inner Circle and ask Novella to scan that for anything dangerous before I open it. They’ve tried to kill me too many times not to be cautious.”

“I’m on it, Cinnamon Roll!” Cherry shouted. She set her jaw, furrowed her brow, and gave me a firm nod before running back out the door and shouting as loud as she could. “INNER CIRCLE MEETING! GET YOUR ASS OUT HERE OR CHERRY COLA’S GONNA HAVE TO CHOKE A WITCH!”
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Twenty minutes later, the entire Inner Circle and guests sat around the dining room table. Mother was here checking on Halo, and Diet Cola was with her, so I let them join in on the meeting. Novella finished inspecting the letter, and the green glow in her eyes dimmed as she shook her head. “By the Goddess, that’s a nasty one,” she muttered.

“That was a fascinating magical trap detection spell,” Mother noted. “Where did you learn it?”

“The Universal Grimoire. When I finish with it, you’re welcome to come by and study it if you’d like,” Novella said.

“I might do that,” Mother replied.

“What’s a nasty one?” Arachna asked, bringing the meeting back on topic as her legs chittering anxiously.

“Jeepers! Did they really trap the letter?” Halo asked, her hands instinctively covering her large pregnant belly.

“They did, indeed,” Novella said solemnly. “It’s an instant teleportation trap. The first person to open the envelope will be teleported to a predetermined destination. This type of enchantment can only work once, as far as I know. They either intended to trap you when you opened it or to ensnare one of us, likely to use as a hostage while they demand you kill yourself.”

I frowned and crossed my arms. “You mean there is no letter?”

“I didn’t say that. Surely, if they intended to capture any of us, they would have sent a letter to go with it with instructions for you of some kind.”

“Do you have any idea how we can disenchant it?”

She shook her head. “No, not without destroying the letter altogether. I’m sorry, Mr. Morrison.”

I waved away her comment. “Don’t be. Does anyone else know how we can remove the enchantment, or open the envelope safely?”

The table was silent as the ladies considered the question. To my surprise, the first person to speak up was Mallison. “I can open it,” she said simply.

“Can you do it without being teleported?” It seemed silly to ask, but I didn’t know if Mallison was the type for self-sacrifice, and I didn’t want to risk making any assumptions.

She nodded.

“Okay, give her the envelope.”

Mallison stood and accepted the letter before walking it over to the ritual circle. She sat it down and backed far away from it. Holding up one hand, a blue light formed around her hand as she said, “Soprempen oen brudeal maap.”

A blue translucent circle with ancient script formed on the floor next to the letter, and a small black and white capuchin monkey climbed out of it. Once it was completely out, the circle disappeared. The monkey looked around before its eyes settled on its master. Mallison pointed at the letter. “Open it.”

The monkey looked at the letter, then back at Mallison before shaking its head no.

Her hand glowed. “Open it, or I blow you up.”

The monkey furrowed its brows and flipped her off before picking up the letter and ripping the envelope open. It screamed as a white light flashed. The monkey and the envelope disappeared, leaving the parchment to fall to the floor.

Mallison walked back to the circle to pick up the letter.

“Wait!” I called out. “Let Novella check that too, just in case the envelope was hiding some other enchantment on the paper.”

She nodded and walked back to her seat.

As Novella passed her, she said, “That was a good idea.”

While my blonde general spell specialist was looking for any more surprises, I asked what I was sure was on everyone’s mind. “Mallison, did that monkey just give you the finger?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir. That’s what it does.”

“Wait, you’re saying that’s its main purpose?”

She nodded again. “Yes, Sir. It’s a very rude monkey.”

“Did you have any other summons who could have opened it?”

She nodded again, but this time, she had to wipe a little drool away from her chin since she still hadn’t broken her eye contact with me. “Yes, Sir.”

I grinned. “You summoned him so that when he falls into their trap he’ll basically tell them all to fuck off, didn’t you?”

In a rare display of emotion, the corner of Mallison’s lips curled up into a slight smile. “Yes, Sir.”

As I laughed, she fought to look away while more drool slid down her chin.

Novella returned, taking her seat and passing me the letter. “It’s clean.”

Holding it in my hand, I couldn’t help but feel nostalgic. I smiled warmly as I recollected how we overcame our previous trials together. “Man, this feels like old times, doesn’t it? Getting a letter from two coven leaders that want to kill you? It brings back memories.”

Illumina and Demonique both blushed and looked away, suddenly finding literally anything else in the room more interesting at that moment.

Alpha frowned from my right and kicked me in the shin.

It didn’t hurt, but I furrowed my brow at her. “Hey, what was that for?”

“I don’t share the same warm fuzzy feelings about death threats that you do, obviously,” she said with her eyes narrowed.

“You’re waking up and choosing violence a lot lately,” I noted.

“I’m pregnant. Deal with it,” she teased.

I nodded. “Fair enough.”

Halo started crying, her wings wrapping around her as if she were hugging herself. “Such bull-shrimp! You didn’t have to watch you almost die.”

“Yeah!” Cherry chimed in. “I still wish I could have choked those witches after they did that to you.” She turned to the two witches in question and quickly added, “No offense.”

Illumina and Demonique shyly nodded. “None taken,” Demonique said.

For the first time during the meeting, Diet Cola ceased her never ending staring at me to narrow her eyes at Illumina. “I want to stab you now.”

Illumina blinked.

“If you stab either of them, it’ll make me really sad. I love them both very much now. It’s water under the bridge,” I said to the psychotic Ghost Witch.

Diet Cola never took her eyes off of Illumina as I spoke, but at least they stopped glowing. Well, normal for her anyway. “I don’t want to stab you anymore,” she said in a chipper tone. With that matter settled, she returned her unblinking stare to me.

“Girls, it’s probably best if we try to avoid bringing up the times any of us tried to hurt, kidnap, steal, threaten, choke, or otherwise murder one another,” I said.

“You forgot to mention destroying mansions too,” Rose added helpfully.

I nodded. “Yeah, or that. It’s all in the past, and I think it’s safe to say we’ve all moved on, right?”

Murmurs of agreement came from everyone at the table.

“Good,” I said, inspecting the letter. They wrote it in a very organized manner, reminiscent of a legal document. “They might be a lot of things, but disorganized doesn’t seem to be one of them.” Holding up the letter, I read it aloud to everyone.

Formal Declaration of Criminal Prosecution of The Rising Star Coven.

Plaintiff: Devils Coast Coven & Big Apple Coven

Defendant: The Rising Star Coven

To whom it may concern,

If Logan aka The Coven King opened the letter, proceed to Section A.

If an Inner Circle member opened the letter, proceed to Section B.

In the unlikely event that you avoided our trap altogether, then you may skip Sections A & B.

Section A

Witches, congratulations, you’re now free from Logan’s oppression because he will not make it home. Enjoy your lives peacefully as long as you do not seek vengeance.

Section B

Logan, we have your witch in our custody, and there’s only one way to get us to return her. You must comply with the punishments listed in Section C-4 or C-5.

Section C

Charges and Sentencing

C-1 Witch Crimes

Witches, you are hereby charged with the following crimes:

Treason against Witchkind

Supporting and enabling the Coven King.

C-2 Witch Sentencing

Imprisonment

Death (Necessity will be determined based on stipulations listed in Section D.)

Note: Should we find proof of compulsion, which we strongly believe we will, then you will be freed once the Coven King has been dealt with. Take heart. We won’t let him hurt you anymore.

C-3 Coven King Crimes

Logan, you are hereby charged with the following crimes:

Committing a Greater Familiar coup d'état.

Criminal takeover of multiple covens.

Tyrannical compulsion of witches.

Kidnapping witches.

Enslavement of witches.

Enslavement of witches for sexual purposes.

Failure to comply with reasonable demands for your execution.

C-4 Coven King Sentencing

Death

Note: Since you have shown restraint in the past, we do not wish to go this far. However, we must draw our line in the sand. We prefer to honor the lives you spared with the opportunity for yours to be spared in return. Therefore, you are being given another option should you wish to avoid death. See Section C-5 if you wish to consider this option.

C-5 Additional Option to Avoid Death

If you wish to avoid the Death Penalty, then you must do the following:

Sever all Coven King Contracts and return to being mortal, or show proof that you have accepted a new Greater Familiar contract that allows you no freedoms or independent decisions beyond your most basic necessities for survival. Proof of either must be provided within thirty days or this offer will be rescinded. For information on how to show proof, see Section D-1.

Section D

General Information

We already have the locations of two of your bases, and it won’t be long before we find the rest. We will begin detaining the witches at these locations in thirty days if Logan does not comply.

Should you attempt any action that we deem hostile, we will consider this a refusal to comply and will proceed with detainment efforts immediately. For every witch of ours you attempt to kill, we will kill one of yours in response, whether you succeeded or not.

D-1 Submission of Proof

Should Logan wish to accept his alternative punishment and provide proof, simply take the teleporter to Toil and Trouble. Someone will be there to provide further instruction.

Signed: Chilla of the Devil’s Coast Coven & Fantasia of the Big Apple Coven.

I set the letter on the table with a frown once I finished it. “I feel like I’m being subpoenaed to court for sentencing without a trial. The whole letter is written like someone watched a lawyer movie once and said, ‘Yeah, I can do that’.”

Novella grimaced. “They didn’t number the charges or provide corresponding proof of their claims, they failed to italicize properly, and the worst part is,” her tone shifted from disgust to anguish. “they used Vivaldi font! It’s supposed to be a legal document. For the love of all things professional, why not use Arial, Century, Verdana, or even Times New Roman?! This is blasphemous!”

“Jesus Christ! Are you freakin’ kidding me?!” Rose shouted, her vines twitching menacingly. “That’s not the worst part. The worst part is that the whole thing is an enormous pile of fertilizer. And by fertilizer, I mean shit! The whole thing is shit!” She pounded her fist on the table in protest.

Illumina’s eyes blazed with a fury I’d never seen in them before as she stood and slammed both palms on the table hard enough I feared she might break it. “How dare they! What right do they have to call my contractual obligation to be your nasty, abused, fuckslut a crime?!”

Halo’s mood swing came to a halt, and she tilted her head, blinking. “Illumina, sweetie. I don’t think that sounds the way you think it does.”

“You know, I’m with the angel on this one. You might want to add something to it, like ‘my willing contractual obligation I asked for to be Logan’s nasty, abused, fuckslut’, or something like that,” Cherry said.

Mother nodded in agreement. “Yes, Darling. They’re right. Honestly, saying literally anything else that doesn’t make it sound like Logan is forcing you to do things with him sexually would be better.”

Illumina crossed her arms and puffed out her cheeks in an angry pout. “But that takes all the fun out of it,” she whined.

Before anyone could respond to that, all hell broke loose. Diet Cola smiled at me with the sweetest smile I’d ever seen—or it would have been if not for the twitching in her left eye. The lights began flickering on and off rapidly in timing with her body that kept transitioning between its transparent, glowing pale turquoise and her normal appearance. “We should go kill them for him. They’ll never be able to stop us. One by one as they sleep, a little stabby, stab, stab, and it’ll all be over. Yeah. Yeah, I like that idea. Let’s do it,” she muttered to herself. Then she stood, attempting to excuse herself politely as a large knife formed in her hand. Logan, baby, my obsession. I’m going to step outside for some fresh air, okay?”

It became painfully obvious to everyone that she didn’t realize she was talking to herself out loud. I had to think fast if I wanted to avoid using compulsion on her. I also needed to remember to check with Halo about the Ghost Witch’s mental condition and if there’s anything she can do to help with it. “Hey, you know what, Diet cutie? Why don’t you come sit with me instead? That sounds like a good idea, right? Way better than—um—going out for air, right?”

Her eyes lit up and her face continuously alternated between a frown and a smile as the conflict warred within her. I was about to give up hope and force her to stay, but the lights suddenly returned to normal. Her body remained translucent, and she ran right through Demonique and the table before becoming solid again as she leaped onto my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck, nuzzling my chest with her cheek, before inhaling deeply and letting out a contented sigh.

Meanwhile, Demonique was hugging herself and rubbing her arms to warm up. “Holy shit, that was so freaky.”

With the crisis averted, I focused on getting the meeting back on track. “Alright! Let’s focus and figure out what we’re doing about it. Obviously, we won’t give in to their demands. That being said, I think we should double down on our efforts to find the super covens’ main base locations.

“If I may?” Mother asked, and I nodded for her to continue. “We could use an Astral Witch to scry on their leaders. It could give us the hints we need to find them.”

Alpha’s ears twitched. “They should be powerful enough to feel that, right? Wouldn’t that tip them off and give them plenty of time to relocate to a safe house?”

“Yes, dear. I suppose you’re right. Damn, that would have made this much easier.”

We sat in thought for a few moments before an idea struck me. I continued to rub Diet Cola’s back as I relayed it to everyone. “They fucked up. This is our chance to go on the offensive.”

“What do you mean?” Arachna asked.

“Simple. We’ll set a trap for them. What are the two most obvious locations they would know about?”

Demonique perked up, and I could practically see her scheming mind putting it all together. “The New Moon Faction Mansion and my former Salem Mansion! You want to fake an escalation of our preparations so they’ll attack!”

“Bingo!” I said with a look of pride. “Those are where we’ll teleport our strongest forces, but I don’t want to leave the other places unguarded in case we’re wrong. Here’s the plan. In the next seventy-two hours, we’ll feign activity in each of the faction bases one by one. We’re going to split up. Alpha, normally I’d have you on the front lines where I know you want to be, but I can’t risk that with your pregnancy. Since I know I can’t stop you from being out there, you’ll be at the new Salem Faction base. Demonique, rather than have you with your old faction, they most likely believe you still own your old mansion. So you’ll be organizing the Independent Faction there. Illumina, you’re at New Moon, Arachna’s with Night Grove, Mallison will be with Fae Woods, Rose with Radiant Heart, and Novella, I’ll need you at the Circle of the Trinity.”

“What about the rest of us? Aren’t we going to see any action?” Cherry asked with a wink.

“Hopefully not. Halo will be here at the penthouse, for obvious reasons. They clearly know where we live since they knew where to send the letter. She’s going to need people here to protect her. That’s where Mother, Cherry, and Diet Cola come in. I’ll be on call here with the Tele-port so I can jump to any location that needs backup in a flash.” I winked, feeling pretty proud of that one.

Cherry chuckled, but the other reactions weren’t so positive. The other ladies groaned. “Gosh, baby. Is this really the time for terrible puns?”

I grinned. “I thought it was pretty good.”

Arachna’s legs fidgeted. “I don’t know how I feel about you jumping around alone, not because I’m worried about your safety. You’re totally a badass, and I trust you, but what if two locations need help at once?”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I said, waving the concern away.

“Ugh, don’t leave us on a freakin’ cliffhanger!” Rose shouted before taking a long sip of her water bottle, causing the flowers on her head to bloom and their colors to grow more vibrant.

I gave her a wide, toothy smile. “I’ll have the newest member of our Inner Circle with me.”


Chapter 16


It’s been Too Long

I asked Alpha to make the call and stress the importance of needing our newest recruit to the Inner Circle to get here as soon as possible. After that, she and the other ladies left on brooms to prepare the factions. Mother was helping Halo settle in her room comfortably since the twins were more active today than normal while Cherry gave Diet Cola some simple offensive and defense spells to practice in the office downstairs. They weren’t much, but they’d come in handy if they attacked her.

Cherry and I snuggled on the couch as we waited. Fortunately, we didn’t have to wait long. The door to the roof burst open and Squeaks practically flew down the stairs. Her green eyes were wide as she slid across the hardwood floor before stopping in front of us.

She bent over, one hand on her knee, the other holding up a finger for patience as she gasped for air. After a few minutes, she stood up and wiped the sweat from her brow. Having only barely recovered enough to speak, she did so with heaving breaths. “Alpha called—said it was an emergency. She said it was life or death. Tell me how I can help.”

I frowned, suddenly realizing that asking her best friend to call her with the news was probably a mistake.

Cherry, on the other hand, burst into laughter, bending over and grabbing her stomach.

Squeaks’s brow furrowed. “Was this just some stupid prank?”

I shook my head, waving my hands frantically in front of me. “No! No, it’s not a prank at all.”

Cherry wiped a tear from her eye as her laughter subsided. “That’s not completely true. We aren’t pranking you, but Alpha did.”

Squeaks’s frown deepened and she put her hands on her hips. “I’m going to kick that woman’s ass. After she has the baby, of course.”

“She was supposed to tell you to hurry over because we’re promoting you,” I said, feeling a little bad for the Mouse Witch. I barely ever got to see her anymore since she kept herself so busy trying to prove that she deserved a spot in the Inner Circle, and this isn’t how I planned on her finding out.

Squeaks didn’t seem to notice what I said as she continued to grumble. “Just you wait, you furry-eared fuzz butt. I’ll show—” Her words cut off abruptly, and she looked up at me. “What? What did you just say? I don’t think I heard you right because it sounded a lot like you said I was being promoted.”

I chuckled. “I did. You’d think with those adorable big ears of yours, you’d hear me just fine. I’ve promoted you to the Inner Circle. You’ve done more than enough to prove yourself to everyone. Honestly, it’s overdue. Cherry will perform the ceremony for you, and then we can celebrate.”

Her eyes turned to saucers as she looked from me to Cherry, then back to me, then down at herself. She had sweat on every visible surface of her body that wasn’t covered by her plain black T-shirt and jeans. “Not like this!” Before I could ask what she meant, she turned and sprinted up the stairs to the restroom and slammed the door.

How was I supposed to respond to that? I stood slack-jawed, blinking. Cherry and I turned to look at one another at the same time, her expression matching mine, before we turned back to the bathroom door at the top of the stairs. “Is she going to be okay?” I asked.

“I think so. After the prank Alpha pulled, you kinda dropped a bombshell on the poor girl,” Cherry said.

“Ah shit, you’re right. Circumstances being what they are, we can’t plan a big celebration yet. That’s my bad.”

“Nah, she’ll be fine. Squeaks will be fine. Besides, I bet you’re about to give her a long, thick celebration that will be more than big enough,” Cherry said, shooting me a wink.

I grinned and looked back up at the bathroom door as it opened. Instead of Squeaks, I saw a Squeaks-sized cloud of black smoke coming down the stairs. It stopped right in front of me, and the smoke popped like a bubble. As the illusion disappeared, my eyes bulged out of my skull.

Squeaks curled her short black hair, and her large mouse ears stuck out of it. She wore black mascara around her piercing green eyes and black lipstick on her plump, kissable lips. My eyes slowly drifted down to a tight black choker on the middle of her throat, and her white, short-sleeved, button-up blouse. A red and black checkered tie hung loosely beneath her collar. She tucked her shirt into her black and red checkered miniskirt that ended just shy of halfway down her thigh.

The ivory flesh of her thighs wasn’t exposed for long because a pair of white, thigh-high socks ended a few inches above her knees. She seemed taller than usual because she wore black kawaii slip-on shoes with a red bow on the toe.

The Mouse Witch stood in a demure pose, blushing with her hands clasped behind her back, long tail swaying, and one knee bent slightly as she chewed on her bottom lip. “I’m ready, Handsome.”

I gulped and tried to speak, but no words came out. My throat was dry all of a sudden.

Cherry snickered. “I think you broke him, babe. Come on Squeaks. Let’s get the ceremony out of the way while he reboots his brain.”

Squeaks turned and followed Cherry over the dozen or so feet to the ritual circle. “Works for me, Cherbear.”

Cherry was about to start the ritual but paused, putting her hands on her hips and tonguing her fang as she thought. She tilted her head and closed her eyes.

“What is it? Is something wrong?” Squeaks asked.

Cherry shook her head, her raven hair flying this way and that as she did. “No.” She opened her eyes and grinned. “Looks like you don’t need a ceremony. Take a peek inside and see for yourself.”

“Huh?” I asked.

Squeaks didn’t bother asking because she did what Cherry suggested. Seeing her do it, I did the same. As I stopped and examined the connection, it was plain as day. Cherry was right. As my eyes opened, a chuckle escaped me. “I should have considered it sooner. I’ve been able to swap people’s roles in the coven with only a few words for a while now. We haven’t added anyone to the Inner Circle since then, so I didn’t even think to try it. Welcome to the family Squeaks.”

The Mouse Witch dismissed her ritual knife and grinned. “A promotion with no blood? Count me in. I guess that means it’s—uh—time?” Her cheeks flushed again, but she licked her lips. She didn’t wait for me to answer. Instead, she turned around and sashayed to the stairs.

Her long tail lifted the bottom hem of her skirt just enough to show a hint of cheek before her tail dropped the fabric and swayed with her hips. “Follow me, Handsome. I’ve got plans for you.” Then she started down the steps to the bottom floor.

“I’ll follow you down and split off to help my sister with her spells,” Cherry said.

I started walking toward the stairs. “Sounds good to me.”

“Do me a favor, baby.”

“What’s that?”

Cherry slapped my ass. “Give her that from me for making you wait so long.”
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By the time I made it to the bottom floor, Squeaks stood in the opened doorway to the Cherry TV studio, beckoning me with a come hither gesture. She giggled before letting the door close as she walked in. The Mouse Witch had quite the lead on me, but it wouldn’t take that long to cross the large recreational room and sitting area.

As I entered the studio, the red light of the main camera clicked on, telling me that Squeaks had started a live stream. One of the camera’s special features was an enchantment that activated the Cherry TV recording spell, which would automatically adjust the camera angles and views shown on the live feed and recordings. She left the large projector screen that normally showed the active chat off. It seemed Squeaks was more than happy to share her first time with everyone, but she still wanted it to feel private.

The Mouse Witch had clearly been preparing for this night for some time because the entire studio layout was different. I didn’t know what spell she used to make it happen so fast, but it was impressive. The gigantic bed and sex dungeon toys were gone, replaced by a full classroom setting, desks, a whiteboard, and a world map. The large teacher’s desk was perpendicular to the camera, and Squeaks took a seat in the front row.

I smirked and considered my inventory before I used my transdimensional storage to swap my outfit with a long-sleeved button-up, a tie, and a pair of slacks with nice shoes. To top it all off, I even summoned my clear lens, non-prescription, blue light-blocking glasses. It had been so long since I used them for college that I almost forgot I had them in my storage.

She beckoned me again, and I happily played along since this was her special night, after all. When I came near, she pointed to the teacher’s desk. Proving I was smart enough to be the teacher by taking the hint, I sat on the edge of the desk.

“A goth schoolgirl, huh?” I asked with a grin as I crossed my arms over my chest. My heart started beating faster as I watched her tail slowly glide up and down, in and out of her skirt, teasing me the whole time.

She covered her mouth as she giggled. “Of course, Handsome. The way I see it, this is my first time, and an experienced man like you must have so much to teach lil ol’ me.”

Crossing my arms over my chest, I said, “I don’t know about that. Something tells me that a naughty girl like you came to class prepared.”

Squeaks quirked a brow. “Well…” A lollipop sucker appeared in her hand, already unwrapped. She stuck her tongue out and drew lazy circles on the sweet treat before wrapping her lips around the middle of the round candy ball. The petite goth kissed it before pulling it away from her lips. “I confess, I practiced some things at home, Handsome, but I’ve still got so much to learn.”

I swallowed my spit and licked my lips, praying my voice didn’t crack under the pressure of her teasing. “Like, what?”

“Like…” she drawled. “What an oral exam given by the teacher feels like, or what it’s like when my handsome teacher drills me over and over in a one-on-one study session.”

My breaths came heavier as my desire for her grew. I had waited so long for this moment, and her constant teasing was driving me insane. However, I wasn’t a weak man, and I could control myself and make sure I fulfilled this kinky role-play fantasy of hers—I hoped. I walked toward her and stood in front of her desk. “I don’t see those being a problem.”

Squeaks rested her elbow on the desk and cutely tilted her head. She tapped her lips with her sucker in thought while her other hand reached forward and grabbed my manhood through my pants. “Hmmmm…” she said in exaggerated thought. “I don’t know, Handsome. This subject is really hard.” Her green eyes stared deep into mine and she stuck her tongue out while pushing the sucker deep into the back of her throat and revealing that she had no gag reflex before pulling it back out and tossing the candy over her shoulder, careless of where it landed. “Can you help me take it all in?”

The Mouse Witch grinned mischievously as she unzipped my pants and pulled my fully erect dick free from its oppressive prison. She stroked me with her smooth, delicate hand before leaning forward in her chair, taking the tip into her mouth, and moaning loudly. “Mmmmm! Goddessdamn, I love the way you taste, Handsome.”

Her cheeks hollowed as she pumped and sucked my cock. I groaned and caressed her large ear between my finger and thumb. She shuddered and moaned even louder, bobbing her head faster than before. After a minute or two, she pulled away and stared up at me. “How about it, Handsome? Do you think you can help me snap this choker?”

The question turned out to be rhetorical because she turned around, laying her back on the table and putting her feet in her chair, letting her head hang off the edge of the desk. “Don’t make me wait!” she said, sticking her tongue out. Ahhhhh—GLK!”

I promptly did as she requested and slid my shaft into her mouth, quickly hitting the back of her throat. It was looking to be a really tight fit, and I was genuinely worried about hurting her. So when she wrapped her lips around my length, I only pushed so far each time. She noticed and patted my thigh. Understanding the intent, I pulled myself from her mouth. “Handsome, I said, help me snap this fucking choker. Don’t make me ask again.”

She opened her mouth again, and again, I pushed my tip right to that point in her throat, where it seemed impossible for me to go further without hurting her. Squeaks wasn’t having any of it. Reaching back with both hands, she grabbed the back of my thighs and pulled. Suddenly, I heard it. SNAP! I felt her throat give way in a rush as the choker fell to the floor and my balls slapped against her forehead.

Squeaks cried out, the sound horribly muffled and vibrating my length. My mouth hung open in a silent scream of bliss as I looked down to see the obvious protruding outline of my dick going all the way to her chest. I must have held myself there for a while because she tapped on my leg again. I pulled out completely in response.

Squeaks gasped for air. “That’s it, Handsome. Now fuck my slutty schoolgirl throat until you cum in me!” Her tail wrapped around her leg and slipped beneath her skirt again, and I could tell by the motion that she was rubbing her clit with it. She moaned as she caught her breath. “Ahhhh, yeah! Mmmm—Don’t go easy! I—Nnnggghh—want it hard and fast! Hurry, Hands—GLK!”

I jammed my cock down her throat again, feeling like an animal had been unleashed inside me. Her tail flicked rapidly against her pearl as I jackhammered her throat. This went on for a few minutes as I occasionally paused, letting her breathe before resuming, until I felt myself hardening even more inside the restrictive confines of her insides. Her body began to spasm with her climax and she tried to cry out around my length, but it came out as nothing more than a chorus of lewd sounds. “GLK—GLK—GLK—GLK—GLK!”

The pressure in my body reached a tipping point, and I exploded deep inside her throat. I was mid-climax when she started signaling for air again, and I slid out of her. As I did, she acted like a seasoned pro, stroking my saliva-covered girth as more of my cum spilled all over her face, neck, and blouse. “Nyahhh!” she cried while trying to catch her breath.

My spent cock lay on her face as she slowly stroked the base, looking up at me with one eye since my dick was blocking the other’s view. She grinned, rubbing her throat with her other hand. Her mascara was a mess, and her spit was everywhere. “Holy shit, Handsome. You really let me have it,” she said in a hoarse and gravelly voice before casting a minor heal spell on herself and giggling. “I’m such a mess.”

“Are you ready for that exam, then?” I asked with a smirk.

She nodded, her lips slipping back and forth across my frenulum as she did, making me shudder. “I sure am.”

Squeaks laughed as I stepped to the side of her desk and picked her up by the hips, carrying her over to the larger teacher’s desk and laying her down on it longways. She lifted her hips as I pushed her skirt up. Before I did anything else, I reached up, pulling her tie loose and tossing it to the side. Then I slid a hand between the buttons of her shirt and ripped it open, leaving the fabric hanging on either side of her but revealing her red lacy bra and flat stomach. “Oooh, Goddess yes!” Squeaks shouted.

I pulled her red lacy panties down past her thigh-high socks. She sat up on the edge of the desk and dismissed her skirt altogether so she could watch me work. Her hands were in my hair, guiding me hungrily to her glistening, shaved mound. “I’ve waited too long for this. You can tease me next ti—IIIIMME! AHHH! Fuck! Your tongue feels so—Oooooh! Shit!

Squeaks’s thighs instantly clamped onto my head and her back arched. Her tail wrapped around my throat, but barely squeezed. My lips puckered around her sensitive nub as I sucked and licked it with all the skill I could muster. “Nyaahhh! How are you—Ahhh! So—Nnngghh! Holy shit! I’m gonna cum alread—Aaaahhh! Haaaaaandssssooomee! Nyaaaaahhh!”

Her hands pulled my hair, and her tail squeezed my throat tight enough that a normal man would be begging for his life. Clearly, I was no normal man. Therefore, I was only mildly concerned about whether I’d survive throughout the rest of her orgasm or not.

Thankfully, by the grace of whatever power looked out for me, I pulled through. Not only that, but she lasted just long enough for my refractory period to pass, and I was already hard again.

I climbed to my feet, and she slammed her lips against mine. I hadn’t been expecting it and found myself thanking the gods a second time in quick succession when I realized she was mindful enough to use a spell to clean her face at some point. Between kisses, I said, “If you’re looking for some extra—”

“Screw the sexy innuendo! I’m not going to survive another minute without that behemoth-sized dick in my tiny little mouse pussy!” she shouted, interrupting my cliche line and locking her lips with mine again. Squeaks hooked my thighs with her ankles and grabbed my shoulders tight. She lifted herself, and I felt her tail wrap around the base of my shaft.

Wiggling her hips, she positioned my tip against her incredibly small honey pot. Without fanfare or celebration, she pulled with her legs and impaled herself completely on my dick, casting a healing spell on herself at the same time. She bit down on my shoulder and screamed as pain and pleasure shot through her entire body until the spell kicked in, leaving only the pleasure behind. “GAAAHHHHH—Mmmmm!”

Her velvety walls were so tight I was afraid her first downward thrust was going to crush the life out of my cock. It was almost as if her pussy had challenged me, daring my length to remain hard enough to stand firm in the face of dripping vaginal adversity. I’m proud to say that my penis didn’t give up the fight, and, in fact, even more blood flowed into it, forcing her little mouse pussy to spread even wider to accommodate me.

The Mouse Witch panted as she released her bite. “Ffffffffuck, Handsome! I knew it would be big, but oh, my goddess. I—I’ve never felt so full before. It’s like I could split in half at any minute, and I’d die happy.”

I laughed. “I was going to suggest we take it slow, but you didn’t really give me a chance.”

She laughed too, but her laughter turned into a moan as she ground her hips against me. “Hehehe—mmmm. I was falling for you a long time ago, but now I’m falling for your dick—literally.”

Hell, I would have laughed at her pun, but as she said it, her tail wrapped around my thigh and she lifted herself before falling, sliding me back into her deepest depths. “Ooohh yeah, Handsome! Mmmm! I wanna spend—Mmmm! The rest of my life riding you! Ahhhh!”

My hands gripped her plump little ass and together we set a fast pace. She was so tight that I refused to let my dick slide too far out of her. I couldn’t shake the irrational fear that I wouldn’t be able to stuff it back in if it popped out. Spotting a front clasp on her bra, I spared a hand to unclasp it and free her perky petite breasts to bounce with the rest of her.

She arched her back, and I bent my head down, taking her puffy pink nipple into my mouth to suck and nibble on it as we fucked. “AAAhhh! Harder! Harder! Please! Nnnngg! Please, Handsome!”

I’ll be honest with you, I wasn’t sure if she meant the nibbling on her nipple or the current level of vaginal penetration. I opted to go with the safe bet and let her nipple fall from my mouth. Readjusting my grip and shifting it to her hips, I began lifting her before thrusting upward as hard as I could while pulling her back down. “Yes! FUCK! Just like that, Handsome! Just—Like—That! Nyaahh!”

I repeated this action as fast as I could, using the ‘Cute Little Mousey Witch’ like a cute little mousey fucktoy. She started letting out loud, high-pitched, repetitive moans in time with the fast-paced, lewd slapping sounds our bodies made as they came together. “Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Ahhhhhh! I’m cuuuuuuuummmmmiinng!”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her body started trembling. Seconds later, her pussy somehow clamped down even harder on my length and my body responded with an unexpected explosion of pleasure. I pulled her against me, pressing my lips to hers as we both spasmed uncontrollably with orgasmic bliss. Each involuntary jerk of our muscles sent another jolt of pleasure through my body, which, in turn, sent another shot of my sticky white seed into her womb.

Our climaxes seemed to go on for minutes before our bodies calmed down. Her pussy relented its death grip, and my cock fell limply out of her. The loud sound of a splatter accompanied the action as an obscene amount of our cum finally escaped her overstuffed body. She clung to me like her life depended on it and started peppering my cheek with kisses while I panted to catch my breath. “I’ve waited so long for this day to come,” she said, then she belatedly added, “No pun intended.”

I laughed, smooching her cheek as sweat dripped down my forehead and back. “Me too. You’ve been almost like one of my girls for so long, but I couldn’t touch you like this. It drove me mad sometimes.”

She pulled her head back so she could look me in the eye. “Lucky you. You can have me any time you want now.” Squeaks rested her cheek on my shoulder, and I spun us around and sat on the desk to give my legs a quick break.

She let out a small sigh. “I’m sorry I made you wait so long.”

“That reminds me.”

“Reminds you of—EEEEK! Hey! What was that for?!” she asked with a laugh.

“Cherry asked me to give that to you for her,” I explained with a chuckle.

“Looks like I’ve got two of them that need a little payback now,” she joked. “What do you say we chug a few sports drinks, turn these cameras off, and find an actual bed for rounds two through seven?”

“Someone’s ambitious for their first time,” I teased.

She giggled. “Oh, Handsome. If only you knew how much and how often a mouse girl can fuck. Well, don’t worry. Your Cute Little Mousey Witch will teach you all you need to know.”


Chapter 17


The Operation Begins

It turned out that Squeaks’s ambitions weren’t all talk. In fact, we made love at least four more times that night before she was spent, each time just as mind-blowingly good as the last. I slept like a baby when we were done. When morning came, the two of us weren’t far behind it since she wanted a quickie before she’d let me out of bed. Being the charitable soul I am, I was happy to make another deposit in her sperm bank.

While I was busy playing with my ‘new squeaky toy’ last night, her words, not mine, my other ladies were busy organizing our coven factions. We weren’t planning on escalating activity at every location all at once, instead opting to do it one by one, except for the last two—the New Moon Faction base and the Independent Faction base.

The goal was to make this look as real as possible, so we treated the escalations as if they were genuine. Every member knew our preparations were bait, but that didn’t mean they weren’t taking it seriously. Everyone understood our enemies might attack any location at any moment. I was proud to see my ladies didn’t report a single witch was taking this lightly.

Once we finished breakfast, it was time to get the party started. We turned part of the recreational room on the bottom floor of the penthouse into a war room of sorts. We set up seven monitors, each one showing a top-down view of our bases. The spell that gave us the live feed was based on Cherry TV’s similarly protected live broadcast spell. We delicately prepared it so that if anyone attempted to tamper with the magic or try to ‘tap into the magical feed’, so to speak, it would automatically end. Should that happen, I would put the location on high alert.

I used the air hockey pool table hybrid as a desk. Honestly, the thing was such a disappointment. When the girls told me we were getting a pool table and an air hockey table, this thing wasn’t what I had in mind. Trying to combine the two into a single, interchangeable game table was a terrible idea. Neither game functioned as intended.

It was so disappointing that I’d almost give my left nut for proper pool and air-hockey tables. Huh, if I gave up my left one, couldn’t Halo heal me and grow it back like my hand? I looked down at my new hand with golden veins. They were strange at first, and I still didn’t understand if they meant anything. If she grew back my testicles, would they be golden? Would everyone call me King Logan, the man with the golden balls? I chuckled at the ridiculous thoughts and sighed at the disappointment of a gaming table again before refocusing.

So far, the plan was excruciatingly boring from my end. My biggest concern at the moment was fighting off these random bouts of boredom and keeping my head in the game. Cherry suggested letting one of them suck my dick to help me keep my eyes on the prize, however, I explained that in that scenario, I’d be looking at the wrong prize. So, as tempting as it sounded, it was a bad idea. Especially if I needed to act mid-blowjob. I was all for being called the man with golden balls, but the man with blue balls? No, thank you.

With today being the first day, we were escalating activity at three of our locations. Each one would begin the escalations in waves, and continue them throughout the day. The Circle of the Trinity was first, the Radiant Heart second, and the Fae Woods would begin last.

Squeaks stayed close by to avoid any delays in case we needed to teleport. Cherry and Diet Cola helped by taking turns bringing us down food while Mother, Cherry, and Halo helped speed up the Ghost Witch’s magical education upstairs. I looked on intently as the last group of day one, the Fae Woods Faction, began escalating their activity. Witches exited the forest mansion and spread out, refortifying the magical wards as an eighteen-wheeler backed a fifty-three-foot trailer up to the main gate.

More witches exited the large attached garage on ATVs with trailers hitched behind them. Some loaded the supplies to the trailers, the drivers would haul them back to the garage, and others would unload. They continued this process until they emptied the trailer and the truck departed.

When the gates were shut and locked up tight, witches were brought to the front yard and lined up as if they were in a military formation while going through drills designed to let them cast quickly while avoiding those in front of them. Witches with more durable affinities were in the front, less durable but with higher damage behind them, glass cannons in the back, and support mixed throughout, depending on where they could best help.

Behind the mansion, we built two obstacle courses with random summons. The witches worked in teams of four to navigate the challenges and defeat the monsters. Everything about their activities screamed we were preparing ourselves for an all-out war, and we weren’t fucking around.

The day came and went. As expected, there was no attack on any of those three locations. Cherry, Diet Cola, and Mother took rotations overnight to keep watch on the monitors with instructions to wake me immediately if something were to go wrong. I slept in one of the still unoccupied bedrooms downstairs so they could reach me faster if there was an emergency. I let the girls rotate snuggling with me around their evening watch, but I still declined anything sexual for the same reasons I did throughout the day.

Day two began much like day one had. The major difference, much to the girl’s dismay, was the absence of sex this time. I kept it all business. Too much could go wrong at any moment to be caught with my pants down.

Despite missing my other girls, I told them to stay put until at least twenty-four hours after our trap ended. Just because the super covens didn’t strike yet, didn’t mean they weren’t coming soon. The second day continued, and the views on the monitors started blending together. The only differences were the locations. All the personnel movement was pretty much the same.

There were some change-ups in the obstacle courses, depending on which of my girls established it. For example, Mallison’s had fantastical summoned monsters of all kinds while Alpha’s had mainly wolves, bears, and other wild animals. The participants killed Mallison’s summons, and she would simply summon new ones. Where Alpha’s participants had to hold back and only stun or incapacitate the live animals. Plus, Alpha had to reward them with thick, juicy cuts of meat for their efforts.

Still, it was another day that played out exactly as expected. Arachna saw no hostility anywhere near the Night Grove Faction base, and Alpha didn’t hear so much as a whisper from her bird scouts of movement outside their wards. Thus, the day passed uneventfully, yet again.

The night and morning were identical to the one before it. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone this long without sex, and it would have been driving me mad by now if today wasn’t the day we expected to see our trap work. I became more convinced than ever that they had no clue where our other bases were and only knew about these two because of the high level of notoriety that the former Salem and New Moon Covens had in Wisconsin.

With that in mind, it was easy to keep my lust at bay while remaining focused on the task at hand. Demonique was leading the Independent Faction through their drills at her old mansion when I thought I spotted movement off to the side of the property. The Tele-port was in my hand in an instant, and then I put it right back in storage when it turned out to be a wolf. That didn’t mean it was nothing, since for all we knew, they were using animals to scout for them like we often did. However, after several hours passed, and there was no more activity, we decided it was probably a regular wolf lingering on the edge of the woods near the property line.

Eventually, I gave the go-ahead for Illumina to start, and like every other base, supplies were being offloaded and witches were training. The hours continued to pass until night fell upon them and every faction base went quiet. Still, there was nothing.

Clenching my fist, I pounded it lightly on the table, letting some of my frustration out. “Where are they?!” I asked anyone and no one.

Halo waddled over to my side, her wings fluttering behind her. She rested her head against my chest as she stood sideways so her large pregnant belly didn’t stop her from hugging me as tightly as she wanted. “Goodness, baby. Don’t be upset. I’m sure they’ll come.”

Accepting her embrace, I kissed the top of her head. “I know. I just didn’t think it would take them so long to act. The letter made it sound like they were ready to strike at any moment.”

Squeaks called out from the armchair she was lying in. Her feet dangled over the armrest while her head lay against the other one as she played with her phone. “I doubt they have large enough forces that close. How would they hide hundreds of witches from us so close to our bases? Surely, we’d have spotted them if they did that. Most likely they have scouts reporting back, and then they’ll need some time to prepare for their strike.”

“Flapjacks and sporks, Squeaks! I bet you’re right! If we don’t see them show up tonight, then they’re most definitely going to pop up tomorrow. That’s why you’re keeping everyone on alert and on-site for an extra day, right?!” Halo asked in her chipper tone as she smiled up at me.

I met her blue eyes and couldn’t help but return her infectious smile with one of my own. “Yeah. You’re probably—”

“AAAAAAHHHHHHH!”

The sound of glass shattering upstairs, followed by feminine screams, interrupted me. Without a moment’s hesitation, I let go of Halo and sprinted to the stairs, leaping and skipping several steps at a time until I reached the main floor of the penthouse. Mother was right behind me, having just come from the restroom.

Across the living room, one of the large windows that looked out over the city was shattered. Glass littered the floor around the overturned couch that sat only a few feet away from it. I rushed to the window and saw nothing. There was no sign of anyone, above, below, or down. The ground was the same as always, tiny people and cars traveling the busy streets, no sign of commotion in sight.

Mother called out from behind me. “Logan! They’re gone!”

“Who?” I asked, trying to hide the tinge of desperation in my voice and afraid of the answer.

She held up two phones. “Cherry and Diet Cola. They were both sitting here chatting when I went to the restroom.”

“Let’s be sure they took them both. Diet! Cherry!” I waited, but no one replied. I tried again, hoping beyond hope they were still here and trying to play some terrible prank on me. Maybe by shouting their real names, they’d be upset I used them and come running out of whatever hiding spot I wished they were in. “Diana! Cheryl!”

It was useless. When Squeaks finished helping Halo up the stairs and all five Lesser Familiars in the living room looking at me, I knew I couldn’t lie to myself any longer. The enemy took them both. I set my jaw and clenched my fists. “Alright, I need ideas. How do we find them without letting on that we know where they are? They have Cherry and Diet Cola. I won’t let them get away with this.”

Mother frowned and shook her head. “I—I don’t know, Darling. It’s the same problem we have trying to find their bases. I could use the Astral Tokens but they’ll know and have time to move them before you make it.”

Little Logan hissed. None of the girls realized he was speaking, so they didn’t pay attention. In fact, the Lesser Familiars chatted amongst themselves so often these days that the girls didn’t pay attention to what their own familiar was saying unless it addressed them directly first. I, however, always listened because I understood every word.

It still didn’t make sense that I could communicate so easily with all of my girls’ Lesser Familiars, and I chalked it up to it being one of the many powers I gained when I officially became the Coven King. It wasn’t strange when I thought about it. All the Lesser Familiars could communicate freely and understand one another, and I used to be a familiar as well.

Little Logan hissed again. “I’m Mommy Cherry’sss Lessser Familiar, Dad. I can alwaysssss feel what direction she’sss in! Let me help!” As much as I tried to break Little Logan’s habit of calling me dad, Cherry constantly reinforced the behavior, still insisting that he was our baby. At some point, I got used to it and let her have it. Some battles weren’t worth fighting.

Logan Jr. squeaked. “Yeah! I’ll help too!”

Princess, Moccasin, and even Akimbo nodded.

Akimbo said, “You may be a disgusting pervert, but you’ve always taken care of my mistress and her friends. So I will lend you my aid in this endeavor. Together, we will get them back!”

That was my ticket to finding the girls and their kidnappers. Unlike the former Salem Coven, the super covens didn't have Cherry and Diet locked away in a demiplane. That kind of magic required the type of strong enchantments you’d only find in a home base, and they didn't have one anywhere near Fresco City. That's what prevented Akimbo from being able to locate Alpha when she was taken months ago. We had eyes and ears all over the city, and if they were using anything that strong, we'd know about it.

Nodding to the Familiars, I said, “I’m taking the Harem Mobile and bringing them home tonight. I want everyone at the faction bases to stay put. This could be a diversion. Put them on high alert. Squeaks, you and Mother are staying here to protect Halo. After you patch up the wards and cover this window, head downstairs and stick together while you keep an eye on things until I get back. I can’t risk losing any more of you tonight.”

Halo, Squeaks, and Mother all looked at me with worried expressions as they clearly mistook my nod to the familiars as a nod to myself. My Angelic Witch shook her head. “Fiddlesticks! You can’t go alone. It’s exactly what they want you to do.”

Squeaks nodded her agreement. “Halo’s right. You’ve got to take me with you. If you’re alone, they’ll stall you long enough to take them somewhere else before you have time to find out where they are.”

Mother rested her hand on my shoulder. “Please, Darling. Think this through.”

“No. This isn’t up for debate. Besides, who said I’m going alone?” I grinned.

All three of them frowned and tilted their heads simultaneously as if they rehearsed it. “Who’s left?” Halo asked.

“Everyone’s already in position, aren’t they?” Mother added.

“I don’t understand,” Squeaks concluded.

I pointed at the group of Lesser Familiars, who stood as tall and proud as their little bodies could with chins held high in a straight line. “I’ll have all the backup I need.”
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Before we left, I had to take a few minutes to help the familiars into their tactical gear. Look, I get it. You’re asking yourself why Lesser Familiars have tactical gear. The answer is not nearly as ridiculous as it sounds.

One of Cherry's favorite games she created to play with the Lesser Familiars was Capture The Flag. My Vampiric Witch has always been a huge fan of spec ops-style operations. Therefore, it was no surprise when she incorporated real gear into their playtime. Cherry loved to get in her rat form and run around with them, but when the teams were uneven, she would use an earpiece and act like she was HQ.

I stood before them and eyed our preparations. Logan Jr., Halo’s albino rat, Akimbo, Alpha’s box turtle, Little Logan, Cherry’s black snake, Moccasin, Mother’s black cat, and Aphrodite aka Princess, Rose’s teacup piglet had matching, specially designed, camouflage vests, and customized helmets. Every helmet came with tiny speakers and microphones, an enchanted flashlight they could turn on and off with a thought, and customized tactical goggles.

Their goggles had the option for night vision, infrared, and zoom. Cherry uniquely designed Moccasin’s vest so Akimbo could climb onto his back with ease. Once up there, the turtle could lower his stomach, attaching the velcro from the front of his vest to its companion velcro on the cat’s back. This allowed Moccasin to make more daring movements while carrying the turtle, lowering the risk of Akimbo falling off.

“I got to say, you five look badass,” I said with a nod to the group of Lesser Familiars. “Is everyone ready to go?”

Akimbo’s goggles sat up on his helmet. Like the flashlight, it only took a thought for him to raise or lower them over his eyes. A pair of tiny aviator sunglasses currently adorned his little reptilian face. “I, Bartholomew Augustus Veridias III, was born ready.”

Princess curtsied, or whatever the piglet equivalent was. “I’m so ready, Daddy! My Rosy-poo is going to be so proud of me!” Somewhere along the way, the tiny teacup pig picked up Rose’s habit of calling me Daddy. Admittedly, it was awkward at first since Rose used it mainly when we were having sex or fooling around. However, the tiny pig’s use was purely innocent, which actually made it super cute and endearing instead of inappropriate.

Moccasin spun in a circle and froze. “You know me! I’m always ready! Let’s do this!” He meowed enthusiastically before lowering the front half of his body with his butt in the air and tail swaying as if he were ready to pounce.

Logan Jr.’s ears twitched and his teeth chattered as he squeaked. “Golly! I’m in it to win it!”

Little Logan was the second youngest of the Lesser Familiars, but easily the biggest, having been born already a few feet long. I sometimes wondered how he would feel if he learned I was the one that killed his mother. It seemed best for everyone involved if we kept that little secret buried in the past where it belonged. He nodded his serpent head and hissed. “I’m ready, too, Dad. It’sss the familiarsss versusss the world! We’ll get Mommy Cherry back together!”

“You’re damn right we will,” I said as I pressed the button on the side of the pet stroller and unfolded it. After helping them all climb inside, I kissed my girls, zipped the top, and left the penthouse.


Chapter 18


Lesser Familiars, Assemble!

After entering the parking garage and reaching the Harem Mobile, I disconnected the pet carrier from the stroller and lifted it into the van. I unzipped it and opened the front half while securing it into the passenger seat with the seatbelt. Then I folded up the stroller and tucked it away behind the front seats on the floor.

I soon joined them, taking the driver’s seat before firing up the engine. Pulling us out of the garage, I stopped before entering the street. Looking left and right, I checked the traffic. “Which way?”

Little Logan closed his eyes and lifted his head before turning it to the left. “That way!”

With the streets relatively empty, I punched the gas and turned left. Night had already fallen over the city, but the lights of countless businesses, apartments, streetlights, and cars lit up the urban environment. I wanted so badly to put the pedal to the metal. However, if I did that, I’d risk catching the attention of the police.

Without one of my girls, I’d have to talk my way out of trouble or be forced to assault a police officer, neither of which I wanted to do when I was already on a timer. Who knew when they might move Cherry and Diet? It was smarter to take things slower, doing nothing reckless that could give us away and ultimately slow us down.

“Right!” Little Logan shout hissed. “We’re still a waysss away from her, but getting closer.”

“Whhhhooooaaaaa!” Princess cried out with a loud squeal.

“Don’t worry! I’ve got you!” Moccasin said.

The unexpected callout caused me to turn a little sharper than I’d have preferred. The tires squealed, but we made it. It was a good thing I buckled up the pet carrier, or it would have been on the floor right about now.

“Sorry!” I said to the familiars. Just because their carrier was buckled in didn’t mean they were.

“It’s okay, Daddy! Big brother Moccasin caught me! Thanks, Moccasin!” Princess replied.

“Don’t mention it. That’s what family’s for. I’ve always got your back,” Moccasin meowed with a chipper tone.

As the minutes passed, we left the nicer part of the city, soon finding ourselves near the old manufacturing district. There was far less light in this area since many of the old factories shut down. Most of them were waiting for buyers while they fell into disrepair. These places were only valuable for the land they occupied, and whoever purchased them would likely demolish most of them to make room for something new. However, things had gotten so bad out here that the city was talking about buying it all up and building a new stadium, giving up on resolving the bureaucratic mess we created to ensure Giamatti Field remained empty.

“That one! That one right over there!” hissed Little Logan excitedly.

“Wait! Stop! Stop the van!” Princess oinked in a panic.

I slammed on the brakes, hoping the squeal of the tires didn’t draw any attention. After checking my rearview camera and making sure we were clear, I backed into a nearby alley. It may have seemed silly to bother checking since this area looked like a dead zone or like something you’d see in a zombie apocalypse movie, but it was better safe than sorry. “What is it, Princess? Why did you want us to stop so abruptly?”

“I smelled the magic. Lots of it. Mommy Rose told me that’s what intrusion wards smell like. If we went any farther, they would have noticed you for sure.” She sweetly explained.

Akimbo’s eyes glowed red for a few seconds as he seemed to look through the buildings. “She is correct. The wards form a large dome over the entire building. It’s a perfect half-sphere with the factory at its center.” His eyes dimmed, and he blinked them several times while shaking his head.

I looked at the small turtle, temporarily stunned. “I didn’t know you could see magic. Hell, I didn’t even know you could use magic.”

Akimbo’s voice in my head was practically oozing with smugness. “There is much you don’t know about what we are capable of, Pervert.”

“Jiminy Christmas, don’t let that old fart fool you. We only had basic talents until you grew the coven so big. The more powerful you made our mistresses, the more powerful we became. We all have a special power now. For example, I can use magic to make my mouth stronger and chew through almost anything!” Logan Jr. said excitedly.

“I can tassste enchantments and instantly know what they do,” Little Logan added.

“And I have minor control over the plant life near me. Mommy Rose said I didn’t get it from her like I thought. She thinks it’s because most pigs help find magical plants, and this power was probably meant to help me harvest them. However, I can use it for all kinds of stuff to keep me safe, but we have to practice using them longer. Right now, the best we can do is a few seconds at most.”

“Not all of us got a new power,” Moccasin said dejectedly, his usual high energetic appearance drooped as he let out a deep sigh. “Mother isn’t part of the Inner Circle, so she hasn’t gained as much power as the rest of your mistresses have.”

“Don’t worry, little buddy. I’m pretty sure if we take over one of these super covens, then I’ll need her to join the Inner Circle, whether she likes it or not. Then you will gain a new power of your own,” I explained, hoping to cheer him up so his disappointment over the current topic wouldn’t affect his performance on the mission.

“Why would you need her specifically?” Moccasin meowed with a curious tilt of his head.

“Because he’s a filthy degenerate and a pervert,” Akimbo stated plainly.

“Daddy, what’s a pervert?” Princess oinked innocently.

“It’s nothing. Ignore Akimbo when he says that. Let’s refocus on the mission. The girls need us,” I said, cleanly dodging that bullet.

A chorus of, “Right!” came back and suddenly they were all business again.

“How do you plan on getting in there? Stealth won’t work for you,” Princess pointed out, helping me bring us back on topic.

I considered the wards again. Princess was right. They’d spot me and have plenty of time to run or teleport away with my women. While my girls could find a suitable way to bypass wards with a little time, I wasn’t. Sure, I’d read a lot about them, but only one of my forms could cast spells, and those had to be set in advance. I smiled, reaching over and scratching under her chin, avoiding the strap of her tiny tactical helmet. “Good job, tiny.”

“JC! Don’t call me tiny!” Despite her objection, she oinked and giggled merrily. Rose had strictly forbidden her little ‘Princess’ from using ‘inappropriate words and phrases’, which, apparently, included both Jesus Christ and freakin’. Therefore, Princess said ‘JC’ instead, rather than using the many alternatives offered by Logan Jr. that he learned from his mistress.

Then I frowned. “We need to find a way past them. Currently, I don’t have any spells on my Philosopher form that could do the trick. In fact, I’m pretty sure that no single spell we’re aware of could break a super coven’s wards. They have to be advanced. Groups like that pass down and improve on all kinds of magic over the years.”

“Listen up, Pervert,” Akimbo said. “Just because you can’t go any further without being detected, doesn’t mean that we can’t either. The magic of a Lesser Familiar is subtle. It’s not enough to set them off.”

Logan Jr. squeaked, “Golly, won’t they notice our movements?”

I grinned at him. “Sure they will, but they’ll dismiss your presence immediately. How many rats, cats, and other animals do you think are out here? I’m sure it’s countless. You’ll blend into the crowd, so to speak.”

“It’s good that your sick mind thinks of more than depraved sexual debauchery. Perhaps you’re more than just a lewd-minded simpleton. However, I’ll refrain from making any hasty decision on the matter,” Akimbo said with a haughty tone.

My brows furrowed at the almost compliment. “Uhh—thanks. I guess.” Putting that matter aside for now, I asked Little Logan, “Are you talking about the old Snuggle Butt Bears factory?”

“Yesss, that’s the one,” he hissed in reply.

I nodded and quickly came up with a plan. “Alright, here’s what we’re going to do.” Pulling out my phone, I opened a drawing app and sketched a quick map of the building’s exterior. “Princess, you’ll set up a watch on the east side of the building. It’s the closest.”

She oinked an affirmative.

“Logan Jr., you’ll be on the west side lookout. Moccasin, you’re going to drop Akimbo off on the north side before heading around to the back of the building to meet up with Little Logan. The loading bay is back there, and that’s where you’ll probably have your best shot at infiltrating the factory.”

“Gosh, aren’t you going in?” Logan Jr. squeaked, his whiskers twitching in confusion.

“Not right away,” I explained. “I’m counting on you guys—”

“And gal!” Princess interjected.

I smiled. “And gal,” I conceded, “to free the girls and give me the opening I need.” I held up a hand to forestall questions before I finished my explanation. “While the four of you keep a lookout, Little Logan will infiltrate the building and go to Cherry. I need to know where they are, how they’re being held, and what kind of state they’re in before I decide our next course of action. Any questions?”

Five small heads shook as I started planning my entrance strategy. “Good. One last question, is the roof of the taller building to the north clear of the wards?” I asked as I pointed straight ahead of us out of the dark alley.

Akimbo’s eyes glowed, and he nodded. “I can confirm the magical warding does not extend that far.”

“Alright, appendages in,” I said, extending my hand, palm facing down, into the carrier. One by one, they each put their tiny foot, paw, hand, or tail on mine before I counted, “One! Two! Three!”

“Go Team Familiar!” we all shouted as one.
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Roughly seven minutes after I let them out of the Harem Mobile, I stood on the rooftop of an abandoned industrial building a few hundred yards away from the old Snuggle Butt Bears factory. It still boggled my mind that someone thought a line of specialty stuffed bears with large, shapely rear ends would make a nice child’s toy. Everyone agreed that the place was bound to fail before it even opened its doors.

A few flickering security lights lit the exterior of the building, and dim lighting illuminated the few small, dirty windows on the upper sides of the structure. Half the letters from the broken three-dimensional sign with the business name and an image of a bear with a particularly plump booty were missing. “Coms check. North? Over.”

“This is Akimbo. I am in position. There is no activity to report. Over,” he said.

The entire time the turtle was croaking his response, Moccasin’s meows were in the background. “Say it! Say team Shellclaw! C’mon Akimbo! Say it!”

“East. Check-in, over,” I said into the earpiece.

“This is Princess, checking in. I’m on top of a stack of tires. No activity to report. Over,” the piglet replied.

“West, report. Over.”

“Logan Jr. reporting in. I can confirm there’s nothing going on over here either. Over.”

“South? How are we looking? Over.”

Several panting meows came across the radio. “This is Moccasin of team Shellclaw reporting in. I just got in position after dropping off Akimbo. Hang on.” He went silent for a moment before the radio crackled to life again. “All clear. Over.”

“Good. Little Logan, it’s showtime. You’ve been practicing, right? Over.”

Somehow Little Logan’s initial words translated as white noise in my head. “Kshh. Yeah, I’ve been practicing a lot. I can do thisss. Checking the door now. Over. Kshh.”

I couldn’t prevent the intimate meeting my palm shared with my face as I heard the snake mirror his mistress’s bad radio habits. “You know the kshh sounds aren’t necessary, right? The radios do that on their own. Over.”

“Kshh. Negative. Mommy Cherry sssaid that’s the most important part. Everyone else is doing it wrong. Also, magical lock protection confirmed. Picking now. Over. Kshh.”

I shook my head as I waited for the results. Teaching Little Logan to pick locks a couple of months back was a challenge, since he didn’t have any hands. Instead, I made him hold one tool with his tongue and the other with his mouth. It wasn’t easy for him, but he was determined to learn, and it had been a quality bonding experience for us. He couldn’t do it as fast as I could, but the fact he could do it at all was more than impressive.

He confirmed his success roughly a minute after his last message. “Kshh. I have successfully opened the door, and I’m heading to Mommy Cherry now. Over. Kshh.”

“Leave your mic open until you find them and report their location and position. Over.”

“Kshh. Underssstood,” Little Logan said as he stealthily slithered through the building.

It took him some time to reach his goal, but I knew he was there when I heard my raven-haired lover’s sassy shit talk coming through his microphone. “Oh, babe, you know you fucked up so bad, right?”

A voice I recognized all too well came across the microphone next as the voices slowly grew louder. It was Tess, or possibly Tessa. There was no way to tell the two apart. “The only one who fucked up was you. You’ll be lucky if you’re not killed for your role in bringing the Coven King to power. I don’t care how nice you claim his cock is. No man should ever be in charge. They are all pathetic, weak creatures who only seek to serve their own self-interests.”

Cherry ignored her threats. “Hey, Sis. How long do you think until Logan gets here and beats these witches’ asses for taking us?”

Diet replied in a sweet and chipper voice, as if she were simply waiting for me to show up so we could go out for a pleasant lunch together. “My money’s on any minute now! I can’t wait to see him again. I’m going to stab so many of these dirty witches for him!”

Tess laughed. “We’ll know if they tamper with our wards, and he’s not getting close enough to free you. If we spot any sign of a witch or your precious Coven King, we’ll have you transferred to a new location. He’ll never find you. He claims he loves you, right? Well, if he’s telling the truth, he’ll trade himself and his position to save you. If he’s lying, then he won’t and you’ll learn the hard way that he was just using you all along. Hahaha—Ow! What the?”

Her malicious laughs ended abruptly as the sound of her body hitting the floor came across the mic. “I got her, Dad! She’s down. Moving in to free Mommy Cherry and Aunty Diet now! Over. Kshh.”

“Little Logan! You were supposed to report in before you took action! You didn’t kill her, did you? Over!” I called out, trying to hide my fear that he may have ruined the mission.

“Kshh. It’sss okay. I only used enough venom to knock her out. They are in a room alone, and there’s no other witch nearby. The cuffsss are enchanted against magical release, just like the door. Picking now. Over. Kshh,” the snake replied.

As he reported back, Cherry’s voice shout-whispered in the background. “My baby! Look at you! You’re such a little ass kicker! You make Mommy so proud! I could feel you getting closer. Is your Dad out there?”

Around a minute later, Little Logan radioed in again. “Kshh. Little Logan reporting in. They are free. How do you want us to proceed? Over. Kshh.”

While I wanted to chastise him for not following orders, his initiative and judgment on the situation seemed sound. So rather than correct him, I congratulated him. “Good job, bud. On your way in, did you see where the witches were?”

“Kshh. Spread out. Most were near the center chatting together. There’s a lot. Too many to count quickly. Mommy said she thinksss it’s close to one hundred and consists of both super covens Inner Circles. Over. Kshh.”

“Good. I’m coming in. Tell the girls to stay there until I make my entry, then lead them out while I create a distraction. Over.”

“Kshh. Understood. Over. Kshh.”

I stretched my neck to the left and right before shaking out my limbs to loosen up. There wasn’t really a need for it anymore, but the stress of Cherry and Diet’s kidnapping had my muscles feeling tense. However, now that I knew they was safe and free from their bindings, a lot of my stress faded away as anticipation replaced it.

Activating the magic, my body instantly transformed while I dismissed my clothing and earpiece into my transdimensional storage space. My bones effortlessly split and grew as brown fur sprouted over my body. Crouching low, I jumped, launching myself straight into the air and cracking the concrete rooftop beneath my feet. Spreading my massive bat wings, I flew into the night sky, well above where the top of the magical dome of wards should be. Angling myself nearly straight down, I picked up speed, rushing toward the concrete rooftop below with one thought in mind. This is going to be fun.


Chapter 19


Fancy Meeting You Here

In less than two seconds, after breaching the wards, I flipped my body in the air and tucked my wings against my sides. My clawed feet burst through the metal rooftop of the old toy factory while I let out a monstrous shriek. The magical echolocation instantly sent feedback, telling me exactly how many witches were in the large space and where they were located. Thankfully, none were below me.

I crashed into the concrete floor, sending stones and debris everywhere. While the information about their locations was still fresh in my mind, I swapped to my Jolly Green Swamp Thing form. My body lost its quadrupedal shape as it became more muscular, humanoid, and green. A leafy toga covered my modesty while I summoned vines to wrap up as many of the witches as possible. Unfortunately, there were more witches than vines I could conjure. Regardless, the closest thirty or so witches were instantly bound from foot to shoulder, gagged, and pulled tightly against the floor.

As the dust settled, I checked my surroundings. The building was enormous, the size of at least four football fields. The hole I tore through the metal ceiling was roughly fifty feet above me. Old assembly lines sat in disuse, creating a maze for the average person to walk through. One large section of the warehouse contained shelving that extended up to the roof, while another section was arranged as a three-story office area for administrative and sales purposes. There was nothing but unused space above the offices. Farther back, along one wall, was a row of dock doors for shipping and receiving.

Here and there along the lines, old machines, and long-forgotten moth-eaten bears, sat untouched and covered in dust. Some bears were stuffed, and some were nothing more than empty fabric that didn’t make it far through the assembly process. Witches coughed and struggled pointlessly against their bindings. Judging by the number of women still standing, I guessed Cherry was probably right. Ever since I took over the New Moon Coven, I had an inaccurate view of how big Inner Circles typically were. I later learned that Illumina and Demonique had promoted far more than was normal in their attempts to one up each other. It wasn’t a bad thing for most covens, however; it made the position feel less prestigious, or so I’m told.

Still, super covens required more than the average. I couldn’t expand my coven’s Inner Circle too big for multiple reasons. One of which was risking having every ounce of my magical well available to me all at once. While it sounded like it should be a good thing, it wasn’t. My body wasn’t exactly made of flesh and bone anymore. Instead, my flesh and bone were mostly made up of magic. So if I screwed up and used all the magic I had at my disposal in one go… Well, I’m sure you get the picture.

This is only one of the many things that set my coven apart from the others. Because of having a smaller Inner Circle, I had to be creative with structuring. No other coven had a Middle Circle.

As Novella explained it to me, super covens usually broke their members into teams of ten. A member of the Inner Circle leads each team. So with at least five hundred members in each, the Devil’s Coast Coven and the Big Apple Coven had at least fifty witches in their Inner Circle.

And, surrounding me, were roughly one hundred powerful witches. The power I sensed from each individual was more than enough proof they weren’t Outer Circle Members. Indeed, if this wasn’t all of them from both covens, then it was close.

In the second it took me to analyze the situation and view the interior, I already summoned the next token to my hand and activated it. My arms and legs split in two, and my abdomen grew to a massive proportion as I became the Spider Goliath. Spells flew at me from all directions as the remaining seventy witches attacked me and attempted to free their sisters at the same time.

I spat a massive ball of web that expanded outward, becoming an even bigger net of webbing at a group of ten. They tried to destroy it but failed. The web latched onto them, its momentum toppling them to the ground where they lay in a heap.

Leaping in the air, I ran along a series of conveyors. The metal creaked beneath the weight of my bulk, some lines breaking altogether and falling, forcing witches to scatter below. As I did this, I shot ball after ball of my web at the women, each one pinning them in place. Not all of them hit their mark, but enough did.

This was the best tactic I had if I wanted to avoid having to physically harm them too much. But if it failed, I was prepared to do what I had to. All around me, feminine screams for help sounded from the witches who fought against the restraints, but there was no help coming.

In the worst tactical move they could make, the remaining witches grouped up, sending a barrage of spells my way, many of them aiming for my eyes and head. I nimbly skittered and dodged as I rushed them, spitting more web balls from my mouth like a machine gun. One after another, they fell until there was none left standing.

I shifted back into my human form and summoned my clothing. As I did, my Vampire Witch and Ghost Witch came out from the administrative area. They dragged an unconscious and handcuffed Tess and Tessa behind them.

It was hard to ignore the trail of blood that followed. Before I was able to comment on it, Cherry and Diet dropped the witches, letting their heads bounce off of the concrete as they ran to me. “Chubby Cock!” Cherry shouted with arms wide.

I accepted their embrace and kisses. Releasing them, I said, “I’m glad you’re both alright, but these restraints won’t hold forever, so I need to get this done,” I explained.

Diet clapped excitedly as she bounced up and down. “Does that mean I get to stab them now?!”

It sounded as if one hundred women gasped at the same time throughout the factory. I nearly told her no right away, but there was an opportunity here. So instead, I said, “Maybe. We’ll see how things go.”

She practically squealed as she gave me a beaming smile.

“Cherry, can you wake up Tess and amplify our conversation? I don’t want to shout. She’s the one on the left. I can tell because she has way more magic than the other.”

“Sure thing, baby. I sent Little Logan and the others back to the van. I figured you wouldn’t mind if they waited near it while we finished up here,” she explained as she walked back over to the sleeping witches. Cherry put a glowing red hand on the blonde bombshell’s head.

Within seconds, her eyes fluttered open. It didn’t take long before comprehension set in while fear and pain overtook her normally confident expression. “Wha—what’s going on?! How did you?” she asked Cherry before her eyes landed on me. Her mouth fell open in shock.

Meanwhile, I was looking at the knife wounds on her legs. Turning my attention to Diet one more time, I noticed she was also staring at the injuries. However, her eyes and smile were too wide. It was also rather telling that she was holding a large knife in her hand and licking the blade seductively. I sighed. “Diet Cola? I thought I told you no stabbing without permission?”

Her expression never changed. “Oh! It’s okay! I didn’t stab her. I sliced her tendons so she couldn’t run if she woke up.” She explained this in the same sweet tone with a dark edge that she normally used.

“That’s not—you know what? We’ll talk about it later. I’m not mad this time because we don’t know how many of them will be alive when we’re finished anyway.” This was mostly a bluff. I had no intention of killing any of them, at least not unless they made me. However, they didn’t need to know that.

“Logan, hear me out—” she tried to say, her voice echoing across the empty facility.

Walking back and forth with my arms crossed, I kicked a piece of rubble before taking a seat on a conveyor, shaking my head with obvious disappointment and cutting her off. “Alright, Tess. Here we are, yet again. I warned you, over, and over, and over, but you…” I paused, holding up a finger and wagging it. “No... All of you and your leaders wouldn’t stop. You could have easily given up, but no, you refused. I gave you so many chances to see things my way. We could have lived peacefully. Everyone would have been happy. I’ve learned the hard way that isn’t going to be possible, is it, Tess?”

“That—that’s not true. We can still work something out…” She tried to offer a warm smile, though her quivering lip told the truth about her emotions.

Dragging a hand down my face, I let out a deep sigh of resignation. “No. No, I don’t think we can, Tess. You all forced me into this position.” I stood, summoning a token to my hand and eyeing it with regret. While I heavily implied that I was about to kill them, I made sure to never actually say it.

Magic is a tricky thing. I couldn’t give them an ultimatum between accepting my contract or dying. The magic would reject the contract if I blatantly tried to force them into it. However, if they willingly agreed to join me because they assumed I would kill them if they didn’t, it worked fine.

She shook her head frantically, and beads of sweat formed on her brow. Tess squirmed, trying to come closer to me. A flurry of terrified whimpers echoed from the restrained witches. I hated the sound, but it was a sign I had them right where I wanted them. Tess somehow made it in front of me, arching her back on her side as she did her best to meet my eyes. “Please, please, please! You don’t have to do this!”

I looked deep into her eyes. “Why shouldn’t I? What do I stand to gain from holding back now after both of your covens made their position crystal clear?”

Tess’s piercing blue eyes searched the empty air next to me for an answer. Her mouth flapped open and closed, but nothing came out. Her sizable chest heaved up and down as she nearly hyperventilated.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” I said before lifting the token and staring at it reluctantly, as if I was about to transform again.

“We’ll submit to you!” Tess abruptly shouted.

I paused, lowering the token slightly and looking at her curiously. “What did you say?”

“We’ll join you. All of us. We can’t speak for the rest of our covens, but we’ll… we’ll submit to you. Please, accept us. We’ll even swear to never intentionally betray you!” Tess begged as tears ran down her face.

“Cherry, can you and your sister double-check that everyone can speak? The web and vines gagged a few of them.”

Cherry nodded. “Of course, baby. We’ll get right on it. Besides, there’s only one thing they should be gagging on that leaves sticky white stuff, and it sure as hell ain’t web.” She threw me a spicy wink before the two of them spread out, helping a few witches who were unlucky enough to get a mouthful of web. Eventually, they returned. “All done. Their mouths are all ready for you, baby.” She winked again.

Looking out across the old, broken-down factory at the sobbing, subdued witches, I asked, “Does she speak for all of you?”

As far as I could tell, they all replied with yes or other words of agreement.

Cherry took over. “If any of you witches try to fake it or say nothing, we’ll know. You don’t want to see what happens if you try that. So repeat after me. I willingly cut my ties with my former coven, and I pledge myself to the Coven King and his coven, The Rising Star.”

Everyone repeated Cherry’s words in unison. “I willingly cut my ties with my former coven, and I pledge myself to the Coven King and his coven, The Rising Star.”

“I will not intentionally betray Logan, or attempt to intentionally cause him harm in any way,” Cherry Continued.

“I will not intentionally betray Logan, or attempt to intentionally cause him harm in any way,” everyone repeated.

“And I will happily worship his majestic cock every chance I get while begging for more.”

“Nope!” I called out, waving my hands. “Ignore that last one. The first two are plenty.”

Cherry smirked at me and bounced her shoulders. “It was worth a shot.”

I ignored her and focused on the oaths the women just gave me. “I accept you into my coven, and I agree to the terms of our contract.”

“That—that worked? No ceremony? No blood? Even Tessa is…” Tess said to herself with a gasp as she looked down at her stomach as if she could see the connection change.

She wasn’t the only one. All one hundred of my new members eyed their bodies with wonder, their former tears nothing more than leftover streaks down their cheeks. Amazed mutters resounded around us. Some looked ashamed of themselves for choosing their own lives over their sisters back home.

“Cherry, heal Tess and Tessa. Diet, un-cuff them and then free the others. Everyone else, once you’re free, help release the others and then come closer and we’ll talk about what’s going to happen next,” I said.

It took a little time, but eventually, everyone was back on their feet and forming a crowd in front of me. I opened my mouth to speak, but someone I didn’t expect to see anywhere near here beat me to it.

“I wanted to believe you weren’t evil!” came the woman’s shout.

I turned to see Elaine stepping out of the shadows. She wore a brown leather western duster jacket and matching cowgirl hat. The coat covered most of her white outfit while the silver breastplate with a decorative holy cross covered her chest. My brows shot up. “Elaine?!”

“You know, I tried to give you the benefit of the doubt. I really did. You seemed like such a kind-hearted man who genuinely cared about people. I argued on your behalf with the council. They said the prophecy meant you’d seek revenge and wipe out our order. How could someone like you do a thing like that? I convinced myself that their interpretation was wrong and that the Coven King would be good for the witches of the world and our order,” she said as she slowly stepped closer before finally stopping thirty feet away.

I held out a hand, making a stopping gesture to the witches behind me. They were prepared to act after seeing the witch version of the boogy man standing in front of them. “What do you mean, your order? What order? And why would I want revenge against them? I’m confused.” That was only half-true. Going by the basic description, she was definitely a Holy Knight. However, that didn’t mean I really knew anything about them.

She sneered and gritted her teeth. “Your serpent’s tongue won’t work on me anymore. I indulged it before, and you cost me my purity.”

I blinked. “Seriously, Elaine, what are you talking about? How did I cost you your purity? Also, what exactly do you mean by purity?” I asked, this time genuinely confused.

Her eyes blazed with righteous fury, but her cheeks turned pink, and her breathing deepened. “Stop playing dumb! You know what you did to me! I tried to fight it, but I couldn’t. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t detect the magic you used that made me… made me…” Elaine’s breathing quickened, and she rubbed her thighs together. “Made me want you so bad!” she finished, the anger in her tone slipping away slightly as her voice cracked.

Cherry coughed before smiling awkwardly and waving. “Ahem. Hey there. Elaine, right? Anyway, sorry. I don’t mean to interrupt, but that’s no spell, babe.”

The Holy Knight’s brows furrowed, and her gaze locked onto Cherry. “What do you mean, it’s not a spell? I saw the hundreds of women seeking sexual release as they watched him with his white-haired slave. Even I was unable to resist the draw of his magic. How is that not a spell?” As she realized what she just admitted, she covered her mouth with a gasp.

Cherry grinned at her, catching on to what she meant. “Don’t worry, babe, you’re not the first to flick the bean to my man here. You won’t be the last either, but like I said, it’s not magic. You were just really horny. Kinda like you are right now.” She shot Elaine a wink.

Elaine recoiled from the suggestive one-eyed blink. “No! That’s not true! It can’t be. No one ever made me feel that lustful before.” She returned her heated stare to me. “To think, I would have continued to fall for your trickery if not for your words. You couldn’t imagine being unfaithful. You reminded me I was being unfaithful to my order. It was thanks to you I had the strength to resist your lies and follow you here tonight. Sure enough, my faith in the order was rewarded when you showed me your true colors tonight.”

Taking in everything she said, I tried to piece it all together. I crossed my arms over my chest and rubbed my eyes. “So what I hear you saying is, you’re a Holy Knight sent here by your Holy Order to determine if their interpretation of the Coven King prophecy is true, and whether or not I’m a good or bad guy?”

She nodded.

Feeling good about my interpretation so far, I continued. “I’m assuming it’s because you needed to decide if you were going to get in line and be the next person who tried to kill me just for living my life and trying to protect my family. Then, somewhere along the way, as you investigated me, you found out I’m a good guy, and, at the risk of sounding arrogant, I turned you on more than anyone ever has.”

She nodded again, albeit this time, it was reluctant.

“Okay. Then, when you were spying on Illumina and my date, I turned you on so much that you masturbated for what I’m assuming was the first time because you said you lost your purity because of me?” I asked, again looking at her for confirmation.

Her sneer had become a deep frown at this point and she gave a shy, barely perceptible nod.

“Which means when you talked to me in the Pump N’ Go, you weren’t talking about some guy trying to force himself on you, were you?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “Not at all. Why would you think that?” Her eyes widened in realization, and I took that for another confirmation that I was correct.

“You were really saying that you were struggling to try not to masturbate when you look at me because you think it’s wrong.” My face lit up with recognition while hers turned into a strawberry. “Oooohh! That’s why you were so flustered when I offered to lend you a hand. You thought the hand was for something more intimate. Wow, that whole encounter makes so much more sense now.” I shook my head and chuckled at myself. “Can’t believe I misread that so badly.”

Elaine’s embarrassment seemed as if it would overwhelm her at any second.

I held up a hand, asking for patience. “You’re way off about what happened here tonight. If you give me a chance, I’ll explain everything. There’s no reason for any violence between us, or your order and my coven.”

The Holy Knight didn’t seem to hear what I said. Red crept up her neck and face, and she clenched her only visible fist so tight that it bled. “Lies! All Lies! I never would have given up my purity unless a trickster like you coerced me. I can’t trust anything you say! Tonight will be your last night alive, Coven King! I’ll never let you threaten our order or my purity ever again!” She shouted as she tried to replace her desire with righteous rage.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I groaned. “Just once I’d like someone to want to kill me over something that’s true instead of lying to both me and themselves. Honestly, this shit is getting old. Girls, stop her, but try not to hurt her if you can help it,” I said with a disappointed finger pointed in Elaine’s direction.

As the hundred witches behind me started shifting into position, Elaine pulled a strange ball from her pocket. She pressed a button and threw it in the air over our heads. “Shields!” was the only thing I could shout before it exploded.

Instead of a burst of fire and metallic debris that I expected, a strange shockwave that reminded me of the time I fought the observer, passed through the factory. The witches fell to the ground, clutching just above their stomachs and groaning in pain. I realized it was an explosion of anti-magic, but not quite the same as the observer’s or as powerful. Not only did it cut off the use of spells, but it also incapacitated the witches.

When I turned back to Elaine, she was rushing toward me with a sword in hand. I could sense the divinity flowing off of it and on instinct, I tried to activate the magic in the Grimoire Token I was holding, but it didn’t work. Without thinking, I stored it away. I figured if she had a Holy Blade, maybe I should get one of my own, but when I tried to summon an Angelic Token in my hand, I got an Infernal Token instead.

“What the hell?!” I blurted out as I dove to the left, avoiding an overhead swing meant to cleave me in two. She knew what she was doing with the blade, but it seemed this sword was much bigger than she was used to. Internally, I was grateful for that because my enchanted ring wasn’t working either, leaving me with nothing but my natural speed.

“Elaine, would you calm down so we can talk this out?!” I shouted, hoping to buy a little time. There was no way I could use the Infernal Token in here. It could kill everyone.

“I told you! There’s nothing to talk about! You die tonight!” Even though she refused to talk things over, it gave me the precious second I needed to leap back and try to summon a new token. I tried for a Celestial Token again, but this time I got another Grimoire Token. Normally that would also be great, but with how screwy the magic was acting, I didn’t think it was worth the risk.

I jumped over a low slash aimed at my ankles and kicked her in the chest plate, sending her tumbling backward. “Seriously, Elaine! You’re dealing with a lot of new and conflicting emotions. I really don’t think you’re in the right mindset to decide whether someone should live or die, do you?” Dismissing this token, I tried a third time, only to get a Summoner Token.

That’s the best I can do, I guess, I thought as I activated its magic. Thankfully, it worked—kind of. I intended to transform into the Chimera with bat wings, a lion’s head, and dragon scale hide. What I got was something completely different. My head was that of an alligator, while I had the body of a shark, the legs of a bear, and six tentacled octopus arms.

Elaine rushed me with renewed ferocity. Any hint of desire she had for me that was causing her to hesitate was gone. I grabbed her with two of my tentacles, and she made quick work of them, her sword slicing them off in an instant. “Ahhhh! I knew you were a monster!”

Oddly, the tentacles dissipated almost immediately, and I couldn’t help the stray thought of where they went. I grabbed one of the upper conveyors and pulled, creating space by lifting me above it before I swapped out of that form, opting to only clothe myself in gym shorts since I had a feeling she would ruin whatever I wore.

Honestly, I had every intention of staying up there and trying to talk her down while I considered whether or not killing her would be necessary. No matter what I did, I knew I had to get that sword from her since it sliced through part of me like a hot knife through butter. Even though they were tentacles, they should have been tough enough to withstand any normal sword with ease.

As I was about to open my mouth, however, I heard creaking metal before the section of the conveyor I was standing on gave way roughly twenty feet away from me. It fell, landing on the ground right in front of Elaine. The rollers that were once my potential salvation suddenly became my slide of doom as my feet went out from under me and I landed on my back.

Elaine stood at the bottom of the death slide, her sword set to strike. If I could kick off at the last second… My thoughts were interrupted as she lunged forward before I was ready to act. Her sword plunged clean through my stomach as my momentum slammed into the Holy Knight, sending her to her back with me lying on top of her.

It happened so fast I didn’t even feel it. Somehow, my mouth landed on hers, our lips pressing together as her eyes turned into saucers. Instead of fighting the feeling, she closed her eyes and clumsily probed my lips with her tongue. I didn’t know why, but again, I sensed that feeling as if she was a missing piece of me.

I gave in to the kiss because it felt good and because I wanted to figure out what this sensation was. The more I focused on it, the more my hand drifted downward. It slipped into the pocket of her duster jacket while our tongues explored one another, her enthusiasm more than making up for her inexperience. My fingers wrapped around something small and furry before pulling my hand away. Whatever this was, it was what gave me that strange feeling of connection to her.

It was at that moment the pain of the holy sword sticking through me kicked in. I winced, pulling away from the kiss and falling to my side as the taste of copper filled my mouth. Elaine’s jaw hung open as she pulled the sword free, making me grunt in pain. “Ahhh! That fucking sucks!”

Her expression was one of horror, arousal, confusion, and now anger.

Despite the pain, I grinned at her. “I don’t mean the kiss. That was pretty good. I mean the stab wound.”

She stood, her face changing again as fear, shame, and indecision consumed her. As Elaine raised the sword above her head, I watched the war wage in her eyes. Now was the moment she had to decide. My life was in her hands.

“Elaine…” I tried before I coughed up blood. When I opened my mouth to speak again everything changed. BANG! The sound made my ears ring and Elaine almost dropped the sword as she grabbed her thigh. Red soaked her white pants, and she stared past me in shock.

I looked up and saw a gorgeous witch with red hair that I recognized, but couldn’t place from where. She scowled with gritted teeth, and I could tell she was trying to hold herself back from shooting again. At first, I wondered why, until I remembered I ordered them not to kill her unless they had to. I reaffirmed those orders. “Let her go, but shoot her if she tries anything.” I coughed again.

Elaine limped backward slowly, not taking her eyes off of the girl until she reached the far corner and turned to run away as best she could. The girl lowered her weapon and looked at me with a small smile.

Cherry and Diet were slowly making their way to me on their knees, the effects of the anti-magic EMP finally dissipating. The redhead reached me first, being the closest, and placed her hand on my stomach, casting a basic healing spell. While it was obvious I’d need additional help from Halo when I got home, this was enough to tide me over and keep me alive. “I think that makes us even, right?” She asked with a warm smile.

I chuckled as I realized where I knew her from. She was the girl I almost killed in the alley and then saved. “Yeah. I guess it does.”


Chapter 20


Pardon The Interruption

A gun, huh? I thought those were useless for witches.”

She laughed. “Me too. I barely finished training to become a cop when I became a witch. Guess I never lost the habit of carrying. I always thought it might come in handy someday.”

“What’s your name?”

“My name’s Keyalto. I’m a Music Witch.”

The Cola sisters reached me and interrupted our conversation, both of them peppering me with kisses. I let them have fun for a minute while I regained strength. Sadly, all good things must come to an end. “Help me stand and get me a microphone, please?” I asked.

My girls helped me to my feet and put one of my arms over each of their shoulders while Cherry cast the spell to amplify my voice. I looked out over the crowd of witches. The fear in their eyes was far greater than what I saw minutes earlier before they submitted to me. It was a deeply ingrained fright rooted in cold, hard facts.

The event at Sinner’s Field long ago was only one tragic example of many throughout history. Each of them involved Knights of the Holy Order unceremoniously murdering witches with relative ease. Indeed, with the help of whatever anti-magical EMP device that ball was, she could have easily walked through the temporarily crippled witches and killed them all. It was safe to say that if there was ever something a witch should fear more than an evil Coven King, it was the return of the Holy Knights in force.

“It looks like things have changed. Ladies, I’m reverting your contracts and letting you all go.”

“What?!” Tess and Tessa shouted at the same time, their exclamation joined by several others asking the same question, along with some asking, “Why?!”. Many of them were grateful or relieved, though still afraid of our shared enemy.

I held up a hand for silence and continued. “Once I do, you’ll all become members of your former covens again. Go back to your leaders and tell them what happened here tonight. Tell them about the Holy Knights, and how they are not only still around, but they are coming for us. We’re all vulnerable—even me. We’ll be stronger together than we will be apart. Please tell your leaders that I’m open to speaking with them at any time. I hereby release you from all obligations and contracts between myself and The Rising Star Coven.”

For the second time tonight, nearly one hundred witches looked at their magical cores with shock. Their expressions made it obvious that they were sensing the connection and its change. Most looked at me with awe as realization washed over them as if they saw me for the first time.

Tess and Tessa nodded dumbly. “We’ll do that, Logan. Th-thank you for letting us go.” It was almost like the entire group rehearsed it when they turned and walked to the back of the warehouse. They activated a few hidden runes on a doorway and a blue portal replaced it. Tess stood on one side and Tessa on the other.

Cherry, Diet, and I watched them go. Tess was the last one by the portal. It was almost like déjà vu as I remembered the last time we were in this position. Other than the factory, the major difference was the look on her face. Instead of looking confused and angry, like she was in the alley months ago, Tess had a scared and disappointed expression on her face. It was progress.

After she left, I turned to speak to Cherry, but the words caught in my throat when I noticed Keyalto didn’t leave. Instead, she was standing right next to my Vampire Witch. With so many women walking away, I assumed she had gotten lost in the crowd. “Keyalto? Why are you still here?”

She smiled, her silver pupils practically shining in the dim light. “Because I’m still a member of the Rising Star Coven.”

My brows rose. “Damn. Did I forget to release you? That’s my bad. Let me—”

She shook her head, her short red locks bouncing as she stopped me. “No, you tried. I didn’t consent to leaving you to rejoin the Devil’s Coast Coven. Without my consent, the command wouldn’t go through.”

“Makes sense to me,” Cherry said with an awkwardly timed wink at our newest member. “I totally get it, babe.”

I nodded. “I see. Well, I won’t force you to do anything you don’t want to, so welcome aboard.”

She beamed at me before her smile faltered. “I—uh—what happens now?”

“Normally, we would have someone show you to the Independent Faction house and help you get settled in with orientation, but it’s late. Not to mention, you saved my life. So tonight, you’ll come with us. You can stay in a spare room in the penthouse and we’ll get you settled in the right place tomorrow,” I explained before I shifted on my feet and groaned. The injury in my stomach flared, reminding me I wasn’t fully healed yet.

“Oh, my poor, Chubby Cock. We need to get you home, baby,” Cherry cooed before kissing me on the cheek.

“We’ll take care of you. We’ll always take care of you. Forever, and ever and ever and ever,” Diet purred in a sweet, yet creepy tone while running a hand down my chest.

“Alright, let’s go help the Lesser Familiars into the Harem Mobile, grab something to eat, and go home,” I said, stepping toward the exit as my girls helped me along.

As I walked, the furry feeling in my palm reminded me of the object I took from the Holy Knight’s pocket. I glanced past Diet’s head as I opened my fist. I nearly laughed as I stared at the tiny rabbit’s foot keychain. Somehow I understood this was how Elaine always knew where I was.

I tried to store it in my transdimensional storage, but it wouldn’t go in. Tucking that away as a problem for tomorrow, I tightened my grip so I wouldn’t drop it as we left the abandoned factory behind.
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An hour later, I found myself on the roof of the penthouse, sitting in a lawn chair and looking out over the city. Once I returned home, the girls helped me to Halo’s room, and she finished patching me up before kissing me and going back to sleep. Squeaks and Mother welcomed us home and shared introductions with our newest member. Then we ate a late dinner before the Cola sisters showed Keyalto where she’d sleep tonight. Mother and Squeaks sent messages to the rest of the Inner Circle, informing them they could return tomorrow.

While they did all that, I snuck to the roof for some quiet time to ponder what was coming next. However, I didn’t get far in my thoughts before Cherry, Diet, and Keyalto joined me. The redhead sat in another chair next to me. Diet started rubbing my shoulders, and Cherry got on her knees in front of me, running her hands up and down my thighs. “Baby, there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you.”

I cupped her cheek in my hand and rubbed it with my thumb as she nuzzled into my touch. “What’s that?”

Her hands gripped the waistband of my shorts. “Why did you let them go tonight?” She tugged, and I lifted my waist as she pulled my shorts off, freeing my large, flaccid member.

Keyalto gasped. “By the goddess. Is that real?”

Diet snickered. “Just wait until you get a taste.”

Keyalto gulped.

Cherry’s soft hand ignored my member and cupped my balls, gently fondling them. She winked at me. “I mean, you had them by the balls. They would have told you everything you needed to know to take over the rest of their covens.” Her lips were extra red tonight, and it soon became obvious why. Crimson eyes glowed as she planted kisses along my shaft, leaving lipstick stains behind. The combination of her hand and mouth gradually brought my length to life.

Meanwhile, the Ghost Witch smooched up and down the side of my neck as one of her hands left my shoulder. Seconds later, she was softly moaning and nibbling on my ear. The erotic sounds made up for the sudden end of the massage.

I ran my fingers through Cherry’s raven hair. “It’s simple, really. The Holy Knights are not only still around, but a huge threat that’s actively coming for us all. I’d be signing a death warrant for all three of our covens, and probably even myself, if I didn’t end this war.”

Cherry’s velvety smooth hand gripped the base of my half-erect member, lifting it, and dragging her tongue along the bottom, from base to tip, before ending with another kiss on the head. “I understand that much, but that doesn’t explain why you let them go.” Her lips wrapped around the head of my cock and her cheeks hollowed while her tongue swirled. The warm wet sensation quickly made my girth thicken in her mouth, finally becoming fully erect.

“Because this is an opportunity to win them over with the carrot instead of the stick,” I said.

Cherry opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out, her fangs bared for everyone to see. She slapped my cock against her tongue several times. “Mmmm. I don’t care what you call this chubby cock, baby. You’ll win them over either way once you give it to them.” She shot me a playful wink before taking me back into her mouth with a loud slurp.

The moaning Ghost Witch walked in front of me and took Keyalto by the hand, pulling her to her feet. Diet was completely naked, showing off every sensual curve of her body. I couldn’t help but focus on her plump little booty as she grabbed the Music Witch’s slender waist and pulled her close. “What are you doing?” Keyalto asked.

“Logan likes it when we play nice together.” Diet said before she leaned in and kissed along the woman’s jawline. “Don’t you want to make Logan happy?”

The redhead gulped.

I gripped Cherry’s hair and used her head to set the pace while lewd sounds escaped my Vampire Witch when her hand slipped between her legs. “She doesn’t have to do anything she doesn’t want to. Don’t pressure her.”

“I want to,” Keyalto said abruptly before taking the naked Ghost Witch in her grasp and grinding their bodies together.

Diet giggled as she pressed her lips against the Music Witch’s. Their tongues mingled, and she pulled back a little to make sure I had a good view of their fun. Then she pulled the drawstring of the redhead’s robe and pushed it off.

My eyes trailed up and down the new girl’s body at nearly the same pace Cherry was bobbing up and down on my shaft. Keyalto’s pale body was athletic, toned, and slim. She was taller than most witches, possibly taller than any of the women in my Inner Circle. She had to lean down to save Diet from standing on her tiptoes the whole time as they made out.

The Music Witch had an emerald lacy bra and panties. However, the bra didn’t remain long as Diet’s deft fingers slipped behind her back and unclipped it. It joined the floor, liberating the only parts of her body that weren’t remotely lanky or toned. No longer restrained by the tight fabric, her large breasts plopped free.

Cherry slid over, and it quickly became apparent why when Diet passed Keyalto’s hand over to Cherry and the Vampire witch pulled her down to her knees in front of me. Diet joined her while Cherry dismissed her top, exposing her pierced nipples. “Don’t you want to taste him?” Diet cooed.

Keyalto grinned. “Fuck yeah, I do.”

“Don’t you want to be covered with his cream?” Diet asked sweetly as her nails dug into my thigh.

“Hell yes, I want it bad,” Keyalto agreed, leaning in closer with her hauntingly beautiful silver eyes staring at my cock like the juiciest steak she’d ever seen.

“Don’t you want to bathe in his blood while he fucks you senseless?” Diet purred while her nails dug deeper, barely scratching my flesh open before she licked the blood from my leg.

“Fuck ye—wait, what?” Keyalto’s gaze suddenly turned to the psychotic witch as her words registered. Her jaw hung open as she found herself speechless.

Cherry impatiently grabbed her head with both hands and pivoted it, pushing it down. Before Keyalto even realized what happened, my cock was in her mouth. “Wha-tha?” she tried to ask with a mouthful of dick, but Cherry pushed her farther down, stuffing her throat too full to make more than muffled inaudible sounds.

“There you go, babe. That’s much better. Don’t forget to keep your eyes on Logan. Eye contact drives him wild,” Cherry explained before spitting on her hand and pumping my base.

Diet grabbed Keyalto’s hand again, this time pulling it to her slit. “Mmmm. Rub my pussy while I lick his blood and then his cock! Ahhh!” Diet shouted before clawing my leg again and licking up the blood once more. The Music Witch took the hint and massaged the Ghost Witch’s pearl, making her moan loudly. In a surprising turn of events, she dropped her other hand between Cherry’s legs, expertly caressing her clit.

“Oooohhh ffffuck! You really know what—Mmm—you’re doing, don’t you, new girl? Ahhh! Just like that, babe!” She praised the newcomer but focused her affections on me while she left a trail of lipstick stains up my thigh.

Keyalto stopped deep-throating me now that Cherry let go of her head. Instead, she suckled on the head of my shaft while Diet and Chery’s mouths wrapped around either side of my girth as they jacked me off with their lips. The sensations, sight, and lewd slurping sounds drove me crazy.

The redhead pulled off of my length, trying desperately to catch her breath, making her large chest heave. Diet and Cherry slid their mouths to the top, their tongues licking and kissing my tip, barely avoiding one another as they focused their attention on me. Then Cherry’s fingers darted into the green panties of the Music Witch and Diet’s stretched beneath, pushing her panties aside and slipping into her soaking wet pussy with a slosh. Keyalto cried out! “Yes! Yes! Ahhh! Please! I want to–Unngh! feel your cum-mmm all over me! Ahhh!”

I was trying hard not to burst, but after the amount of pain I suffered earlier, the positive sensations were quickly overwhelming me. There was no way I was going to last long. Judging by the sounds Kyalto made, she felt the same way I did. “Nyahhh! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I’m gonna! I’m gonna! Nnnggghh! Ahhh!” As her body erupted with bliss and spasms shook her to her core, she started begging with long whines. Each plea dropped lower in tone as they almost became needy growls. “Please! Ahhhh! I wanna call you Maestro! I wanna call you Maaeestroo! I wanna call you Maaestroooh! Mmmm! Please be my fucking Maeestroooooh! Mmm—cum all over me, Maestro! Please! Ahhh!”

Yup… there was absolutely no way I could hold back after that. With the Cola not-sister’s lips still stroking my cock, I blew my load all over the Music Witch’s face and huge tits. Cherry and Diet were in the midst of their own muffled orgasms while they continued working my thick inches over like professionals. Their voices muddled together in an incomprehensibly lewd sound. “MmphIkAhmmphithashonemeaaah”

“I don’t have a clue what the fuck you just said, but I applaud the dedication,” I grunted out as rope after rope of my seed continued coating the redhead. By the time I finished, to say she was a mess was an understatement. She could barely see out of one eye. Most of her gorgeous face was white, and white strands hung from her chin, connecting to her cream-covered chest. She laughed gleefully. “Yeaaasss! Fffuck, Maestro. I love it!”

Just then, Cherry and Diet’s heads shot up off my length, and their clothes instantly reappeared. “Logan, someone breached the wards. We got incoming!” Cherry said, getting in a ready stance.

I quickly stood and spun around as two witches landed in the middle of the roof. One had light blue hair and matching eyes. Her hot pink robe hugged her supple curves, but her expression was ice cold. The other wore a beautiful ball gown and had shoulder-length wavy pink hair. Four translucent wings sparkled as they fluttered on her back before settling down, and she seemed to try not to greet me with a smile.

I had a feeling I already knew exactly who this was. Holding a hand up to my girls, I said, “Stand down. They’re expected.”

Neither guest spoke. Instead, their eyes grew wide as their cheeks burned. They wouldn’t meet my eyes. Cherry coughed, and I looked at her to see she was pointing down. Following her finger, I suddenly knew what the problem was. My cock was still hanging out while a drop of seed dripped from the tip, falling on the ground below.

“Oh, shit. Sorry!” I said as I summoned new shorts to cover my still rock-hard erection. It wasn't like the arrival of two more breathtaking beauties would make it go down. “That’s my bad,” I said sheepishly while rubbing the back of my neck. “Girls, do you mind heading downstairs? I imagine our guests would prefer a private chat.”

Chilla and Fantasia nodded before looking away again. That was until Keyalto joined Cherry and Diet. She smiled brightly and waved to Chilla. “Hi, Chilla!”

The witch’s light blue eyes fell on her former member, and she almost choked on nothing. “Keyalto?! They said you decided not to come back but… what is… that… all… over…” Her words slowly trailed off as it clicked in her mind.

I looked at the Music Witch and noticed two things. The first was that she put her robe back on. The second was that she didn’t clean up even a drop of my cum from her face. My penis throbbed at the sight of her bold appearance. It was pretty obvious she wanted them to see her like that. Diet leaned over, taking a long lick up the side of Keyalto’s face. As she took my cum into her mouth, her body shuddered, and she moaned. “Mmmm. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

“Not yet,” Cherry said as she took both of them by the hands. “Let’s go wait in Logan’s room. Let her bask in it for a while. Then we’ll work together to clean it up while he watches.” She led the girls away as they eagerly agreed.

I couldn’t peel my eyes away from them until a cough caught my attention. Shaking my head as if I were breaking out of a daze, I turned back to our unexpected guests. I felt no small amount of pride when I realized I avoided blushing at that moment. “Sorry about that. I wasn’t expecting you so soon. They can be a bit…” I snapped my fingers a few times as I searched for the right word. “Bold and horny!” I said a little too excitedly as I pointed at them.

Fantasia finally spoke up nervously. She delicately pointed to my dick. “Is there—umm—something you can do about that before we speak?”

I grimaced and looked around. Seeing the bar, I waved for them to follow. “Yeah, I think there is.” Stepping behind the bar, I asked, “Would you like something to drink?”

They shook their heads. “We won’t be here long,” Chilla said coldly.

“We came to apologize. It seems we may have misjudged you,” Fantasia explained.

“The kind of mercy you showed our members tonight can’t be faked,” Chilla added.

“Our members all reported the same thing. They also confirmed every detail about your contract with them. Honestly, we were shocked that it didn’t include sexual slavery. I still struggle to believe it, especially after seeing—well, you know. Regardless, it was obvious none of the three with you tonight was under the effects of magical compulsion,” Fantasia said as she wrung her hands together anxiously and shuffled her feet from side to side.

“We want to be clear. We aren’t here to join you,” Chilla said as she crossed her arms over her chest.

“That’s not saying we won’t in the future,” Fantasia added with a bright smile.

Chilla scowled at her, and the pink-haired woman frowned. “We spoke about it and decided the threat of the Holy Knights is far more important. It’s nice to see that you also understand this.”

Fantasia tried to appear tougher after her fellow coven leader chided her with a look. “We are here to offer a contracted truce with terms that it will last until the Holy Knight threat is resolved.”

I nodded, grabbing a glass and filling it with water before taking a sip. “I see. I can get on board with that. However, I think we’re going to need to work more closely together if we’re going to handle this. Whatever device she used basically crippled every witch in the factory. If I weren’t there, she could have walked through the group, effortlessly killing every one of them. Enchanted items didn’t work for a time either, and even transdimensional storage wasn’t functioning properly. That was a single Holy Knight, and if not for Keyalto, we would all be dead.”

They appeared to have mixed emotions about the news. On the one hand, my death was exactly what they wanted. On the other, would they deem the death of their Inner Circle worth it? Their expressions warred before Chilla spoke. “If one of my former witches needed to save you, then what good would you be in our fight against the Holy Knights?”

Holding my glass of water, I pointed at her. “Good question. First, I was the only one who wasn’t essentially crippled by that anti-magic EMP. Second, I wasn’t prepared for the unexpected encounter. That won’t happen again. Third, there’s strength in numbers, and I believe that if I can grow stronger, then the EMP won’t have any effect on me or my storage.”

I sighed, a sudden weariness coming over me.

“What?” Fantasia asked.

Putting my glass on the bar, I leaned forward on my elbows. Even though my pose was casual, that didn’t mean I dropped my guard. It only took one cursed blade, and I could die. “I know you both might not believe this, but I never wanted power. Of course, I won’t lie and say that it doesn’t feel good to have it, but that’s not my goal. All I want is to keep my family safe, and that’s led us to where we are today.” I shrugged. “Is what it is, I guess. Anyway, I hope that answers your question.”

Chilla nodded, her stiff posture loosening slightly. “It does.”

As we stood at the bar, inspiration struck me. “Why don’t you two and your Inner Circle come to the party we’re throwing at Sinner’s Field in a couple of days? We can do the magical truce tonight, so you know there’s no chance it’s a trap.”

Fantasia couldn’t hold back her bright smile that wiped away the false, stony expression in an instant. She bounced in place and clapped her hands. “That’s a wonderful idea! It will give us all a chance to mingle and get to know each other better.”

Chilla still frowned, but her brows returned to their normal position. “However, if you turn out to be the monster we thought you were, I won’t hesitate to kill you once this truce is over.”

Without missing a beat, I nodded. “Not a problem.”

Fantasia shook her head and jutted out her lower lip in an adorable pout. “Even if we do learn you’re what we thought you were, we might not kill you because we might need you in the near future—Ow!”

Fantasia rubbed her side with a scowl at Chilla, who elbowed her. “You weren’t supposed to reveal that, girl,” she said through gritted teeth.

“Don’t elbow me. I’m not one of your lackeys,” Fantasia scolded her.

“Why exactly might you need me?” I asked with genuine curiosity.

Chilla sneered at me. “We’ll see how the party goes. If all goes well, we’ll explain. If the party goes poorly, then we’ll begin plotting your demise for once the Holy Knights have been dealt with.”

I puckered my lips and nodded. “Fair enough. Now, if you don't mind, let’s get this truce knocked out and then we’ll swap emails or something so I can send you the party details. I’d rather not keep those ladies waiting any longer than I have to or they won’t let me get any sleep tonight.”

Fantasia tilted her head. “Why wouldn’t they let you get any sleep tonight?”

I blinked.

“Ow!” Fantasia said as she glared daggers at Chilla again. “I told you not to do that!”

“I don’t want to hear about him having sex with them all night,” Chilla said with a glare just as lethal.

“You don’t want to hear about–” Fantasia started before looking at me while her cheeks turned crimson. Then she mouthed the word “Oh” and chuckled nervously. “How about that truce?”


Interlude 3


Elaine

Elaine sat in a dark alley half a mile away from the Snuggle Butt Bears factory. She barely finished cleaning and numbing the gunshot wound in her thigh before probing it with the surgical needle to find the bullet. Hospitals weren’t an option, those left a paper trail, and while her activities were righteous, they weren’t exactly legal. So, it was best for her and the Order to ensure she was never forced into a situation where too many questions would be asked.

Elaine couldn’t accept the witch named Cherry’s words. Horny? It can’t be. I’ve never been aroused a day in my life. This was Elaine’s greatest weakness.

All too often, she lied to herself like this. She had been tempted to find out what men and women did in private her entire life. So many nights, she barely managed to hold herself back from indulging in research of the flesh. Her purity was far too important to sacrifice. She knew this was true, or at least, she told herself it was, because it was the last thing her mother told her before dropping her off to begin her new life with the Holy Church of the Divine Council of Texas.

Elaine recalled that moment like it was yesterday, the memory coming more vividly than it ever had before. Her mother wept angry tears as she pulled up to the building called the Duval County Courthouse. Her mother looked her in the eyes and said, “If a man ever asks you to go somewhere more quiet, and then leads you someplace private like the back room of a Frisch’s Big Boy, don’t go. It will ruin your life.”

Elaine’s five-year-old mind struggled to understand what she meant. But she asked the only question that was on her mind. “Momma, where’s Daddy?” The night before, her mother and father had a really big fight, and little Elaine cried herself to sleep as she heard the shouting. They had been doing that a lot back then.

“Your daddy isn’t coming home.” Her mother wiped the tears from her cheeks as she hurriedly fixed her makeup with the mirror on the sun visor. “Life isn’t gonna be the same after we go in that building. You need to be prepared for that.”

“But I want Daddy to come home!” Elaine’s younger self had cried.

Her mother put down her eyeliner and leaned in, cupping Elaine’s tiny cheeks with both hands. “Jenny Montgomery, you listen here now. I let your daddy take my—purity. It ruined my life. Never let go of yours. If you do, you’ll never achieve your dreams.”

At the time, Elaine had been confused by what her mother meant. For years, everything after that had been a blur in the Holy Knight’s mind, though, this time as she recalled the old memory, more came back to her.

She’d followed her momma inside. Her mother carried that folder with a bunch of papers she picked up from the fancy office earlier that day. Elaine waited on the bench in the hall while her momma went through one of the doors. A long time passed, and Elaine was bored.

That’s when she met Mr. Gunther, the nice man in a custodian uniform who told her she was supposed to go with him. He led her down a set of stairs into a scary room. Then he showed her the magic wall and let her press the bright button.

The memory had never come back to her with such clarity before. Several things seemed off about the whole situation. However, she didn’t get a chance to consider them since her lack of focus on the task at hand proved to be a poor decision.

She accidentally struck a nerve while trying to locate the bullet, and a spike of pain beyond where she’d numbed tore her mind from her thoughts. She took a few deep breaths to collect herself before returning to the delicate procedure, the concerns of her past already forgotten.

Elaine’s mind was in a fragile state, and it wasn’t long before the anxiety and indecision overwhelmed her again. Everything was fine until she spied on Logan at the stadium. For all she knew, he was aware of her presence, and that’s how he enthralled her with his strange, undetectable magic, which was definitely, absolutely, not just her being extremely aroused. The Holy Knight’s mind raced as she remembered the last week of her life.
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How did it come to this? Elaine asked herself as her mind drifted back to that night at the stadium. Sure, she’d momentarily given in to her desires, but she wasn’t a weak-willed woman. If she were, then she’d never have made it through the countless challenges she faced to become one of the Holy Order’s most capable knights. With a bit of prayer and determination, she was sure she would have overcome it. All I needed was to never see his majestic penis again, she internally lamented.

Her confidence had soared with that knowledge. At least, it did until the moment came when The Witching Hour finally revealed the mystery of the rooster. That night, Elaine learned the word ‘cock’ was not a term exclusively used for roosters. When she saw the nude picture of Logan, his chiseled physique, and that breathtakingly beautiful long shaft in all its majesty, it was over.

Not only did she spend the next hour exploring her womanhood as she watched that portion of the segment, but she played back the recording more times than anyone in their right mind would or should have. It consumed her for the next three days as she experienced orgasm after orgasm while becoming a self-taught expert at massaging that small nub between her legs.

She masturbated so much and so often, while finally researching all there was to know about what men and women did together in private, that her fingers weren’t bringing her as much pleasure as they did at first. Elaine wanted more—no, she needed more.

However, another bout of post nut clarity finally sunk in, and she realized that what she really needed was prayer. The Holy Knight grasped at every ounce of discipline she had and spent the following three days fasting and praying non-stop. The way she saw it, she required one day of prayer to make up for each day filled with sin if she had any hope of gaining forgiveness. Even if she knew all she had to do was ask for it, that couldn’t possibly show God how sorry she was.

After so much restless prayer, Elaine needed rest and recovery. She spent the next day eating, stretching her aching back, and sleeping. When she laid down for the night, she did so with a peaceful heart, feeling freed from her impure thoughts and the shackles of her desire.

The feeling didn’t last long as she fell into a vivid, wildly realistic dream. She was in the stadium again, except, she wasn’t the spectator this time. Instead, Elaine herself had been the one on her knees in front of that massive penis. Her hands clasped in prayer, but the smirking Coven King interrupted it as he pressed the head of his member against her lips. As she screamed in surprise, he pushed it into her mouth. Try as she might, she couldn’t fight how much she wanted it or how badly she needed it.

Elaine’s body was nude—her every intimate part displayed for the onlookers as she weakly begged for him to stop while simultaneously refusing to let him with her actions. She gripped his ass tighter, pulling him in deeper into her throat as she whimpered and moaned with need, desire, and guilt. Her body moved on its own, her position changing in an instant.

Suddenly, she was sitting on the edge of the table, surrounded by witches who fucked themselves with copies of Logan’s cock as tears ran down her cheeks. They were tears of pure joy and deep shame. Elaine could still recall every detail of that realistic dream as she became lost in the memory.

Her voice quivered. “Please, no. I—I can’t. This is wrong. How will my God ever forgive me if I go this far?”

Despite her pleas, her ankles hooked around his thighs, and she grabbed him by the waist, pulling him closer. Her core was practically melting from the heat of her need as Elaine’s pussy acted like a leaky faucet. He stood over her with a smug smile on his face and genuine affection in his eyes. Logan’s tip pressed against her womanhood while he leaned in closer. Elaine felt his breath against her lips as he whispered, “I’m your god now,” while pressing himself inside of her.

That was the moment she woke up in a full sweat, screaming in bliss. “Ahhhh! Yessss! Logan! Nnnngggh! I’m yours! Put it in me, Logan! Mmmm! Never take it out! Mmmm—my heart and my body are yours! Nyahhh!” The Holy Knight’s hand shot between her soaked thighs as he rubbed her pearl to keep her already shuddering and spasming body’s orgasm going.

Her head thrashed left and right as her mind and body warred with one another. The Holy Knight heard the words that came from her mouth too late. Her hand that had been gripping the sheets clasped over it but could only muffle the lewd sounds.

At some point during her shame-filled orgasmic outburst, she fell to the floor. Elaine spent the next few minutes lying there, her body twitching. Occasionally a post-orgasmic jolt would hit her, the shock making every muscle in her body spasm violently.

Eventually, she stood, her thin, white, nighty clung to her. Looking down at her bed, she gasped. The large imprint of her body wasn’t a surprise—considering how much she was sweating. However, the massive glistening puddle between the imprint’s legs, which was still slowly soaking into the mattress, was.

Elaine had covered her eyes and barely peeked through the gaps of her fingers as she rushed to the shower, hoping to cleanse herself of the filthy sweat, bodily fluid, and sin. The water ran down her face, masking her guilty tears. She didn’t know what was happening to her. All she knew was that she had to see him again—she had to talk to him again.

As that memory ended, her mind continued its journey, recalling the events of the days that followed. Truly, his offer at the Pump N’ Go was the greatest test of her faith she’d ever known. He looked so cute and smelled amazing. Elaine almost said yes when he asked if she needed a hand. She wanted it–she wanted more than just his offered hand to help quell the burning flames of lust inside her heart. It took every ounce of her being and faith to decline.

His honeyed words about her faith holding her back from finding true happiness pulled her closer to diving head-first down that rabbit hole of lust with him. Without him, she never would have realized how unhappy her life was. The Holy Knight spent her entire life feeling guilty over rules while training, and killing, all in the name of a god she’d only felt in her heart, but never been blessed by.

She genuinely wanted to have her first date, her first kiss, and her first time with him. She remembered how he refused her. His words rushed through her like a title wave. While he refused to be unfaithful, she had given in. She had been unfaithful to her God, and her order. Still, she pocketed his phone number. Whether she meant to use it in her efforts to slay him or make love to him, she still wasn’t sure.

Elaine removed the needle, having found the bullet, and pushed the forceps into the wound. Why? Why do I still question myself? Why do I still want him after tonight? Her mind drifted back to the events of that evening as she considered what she saw.

She reached him just in time to see his massive, monstrous bat form crashing down through the roof of the old stuffed bear factory. It seemed odd that the old company’s logo had a stuffed bear’s butt sticking out and on prominent display, as it looked over its shoulders with a bright smile while bending at the waist with its paws on its knees. Not to mention said butt was far too exaggerated, round, and plump to be family-friendly.

She had ignored the lewd-looking bear and rushed into the building, watching from the shadows. She knew what she saw. Sure, he didn’t exactly say he’d kill them, but his intentions were obvious. He played them like a fiddle, his slick tongue working them over until they were practically begging to join his coven.

That was the moment she knew she had to confront and kill him. It was the only way to save herself from this strange magic, this curse, he placed on her. If he was dead, then she wouldn’t fantasize about him anymore. So why couldn’t she follow through?

Who am I kidding, I know why I couldn’t do it, she thought as she found the bullet again with her forceps. When his manly, toned, muscular, vagina-wetting human body lay firmly atop mine, I was done for. The memory of his lips pressed against hers still sent a deep yearning in her center Her heart pounded so hard she thought it might burst through her blessed breastplate.

Her desire to hug him, kiss him, and make love to him, finally made her ask the questions she willfully ignored earlier in the night.

Why were so many witches in an abandoned warehouse, to begin with? It was pretty obvious they weren’t using it as a safe house to hide. And if he was really going to kill them, why not hurt them worse? Or maybe kill one as an example? Furthermore, didn’t he look upset when he saw those twins had been harmed? If his witches were with him, why didn’t they use spells to change the traffic lights like they normally did when she saw the van rushing out of the garage? And lastly, a flipping gun!? What kind of witch carries a gun?

She gritted her teeth and felt the forceps grip the bullet. With a grunt, she pulled it out before covering the wound and taking several deep breaths. She grabbed her suture kit and finished stitching and wrapping her wound before returning to her safe house.

Elaine lay in bed with Excalibur at her side. The conflict in her mind only intensified as the evening dragged on. After an unknown amount of time, she finally succumbed to sleep.

However, this was no reprieve from the emotional and spiritual war waging inside the Holy Knight. Because that evening, she dreamed that she was riding Logan’s incredible cock while stabbing him in the heart with Excalibur.


Chapter 21


Heading Back To Michigan

Indeed, the three women kept me plenty busy all evening. The redhead not only enjoyed her first time, but her second, third, and fourth time as well. I woke up to a knock on the door and an empty bed. Novella informed me she had Keyalto taken to the Independent Faction base for orientation. The sight of her gorgeous face made me leap out of bed and wrap my arms around her. We kissed long enough to make up for the three days she had been gone.

As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I repeated the action with the rest of my ladies, who had been helping protect the faction bases over the last few days. While we ate breakfast, Cherry and I filled them in on everything that happened the last night, and I also told them about my meeting and truce with the super coven leaders.

Of course, Novella already sent messages out as she assigned a party planning team before I even finished talking. Mother was gone, having taken Moccasin and Diet with her back to the farm earlier in the morning. The meeting was about to come to a close when Novella brought up one last piece of information she’d only just received as we were about to wrap up. “Wait, no one goes anywhere, yet!” Novella shouted. “I’ve got something important.” She tapped twice on her tablet and nodded to herself. “Here.” She slid the tablet across the table to me. “The location of the Silver Star Sisters’ base. Courtesy of Wanda, the one who walked out on the meeting at the hotel in Michigan.”

“You found her? Great work!” I said, examining the map.

“Not only did I find her, but she and her two companions want to join us.”

“Even better,” I said as I read over a note posted on the image of the map. It contained details on how to find it, what it looked like, and a few of the known security measures. “It says here it’s the only house at the end of an old dirt road in the middle of the forest, basic warding, and a werebunny Greater Familiar.” My brows climbed up my forehead. “Hang on, werebunny?! Is that like a werewolf, but a rabbit version?!”

Halo was leaning back in her chair as she cut another bite of pancakes from the plate she rested on her large pregnant belly. “Golly, you’ve never heard of a werebunny before? We should get you an updated monster manual.”

I fought off the visions of sexy bunny girls that attempted to flood my mind and focused on the meeting. “Okay, so one convenient way in, basic wards meant to detect movement and a pretty easy Greater Familiar along with fifteen witches. Does anyone have an idea of how we get close without giving them too much of a heads-up? We don’t want them to have time to flee.”

Alpha gulped down the last of her orange juice. “You could hit them hard and fast. Surround it and close in quickly. Unless they have some way to teleport, they wouldn’t get past us without getting caught.”

Cherry snickered. “You should have seen how hard and fast he hit it last night,” she quipped.

“Ugh. We didn’t see it, but we totally heard it. That Keyalto has some musical screams. I couldn’t tell if she was getting banged or performing for a crowd,” Arachna said.

“It was a bit of both, actually,” Cherry said with a wink before she stuck a piece of sausage in her mouth while grinning at me.

“It was fun,” I added, smiling at the memory. “I don’t know. Surrounding them would work, but I’d like to find a method that doesn’t make them feel threatened. That could create a stand-off of sorts and they might be less likely to join us. That’s the goal. If they join, that’s one less threat to worry about. Furthermore, it would probably convince the rest of their rebellion to join soon, too.”

Rose gasped as she slammed her water bottle on the table. “I’ve got a freakin’ great idea, Logy-poo!” Her vines practically shook with anticipation.

“Yeah?” I asked, leaning forward with interest.

“Mhmm!” She nodded rapidly with a beaming smile. “You could lick my bootyhole today!”

I blinked. “While that is a swell idea, we’re talking about the mission.”

She tilted her head and tongued her straw. “What mission?”

“The one to Michigan to take over the Silver Star Sisters.”

Her eyes widened, and she mouthed the word, “Oh…”

“Any other—”

“I’ve got a freakin’ great idea, Logy-poo!” Rose shouted again with her hand in the air, waving excitedly.

“It doesn’t involve bootyhole licking, does it?” I asked with furrowed brows and a frown.

She wilted, her shoulders drooping. “Sadly, no. It does not.” Then she brightened right back up. “You and me can go in disguise! We’ll pretend to be package delivery people! I repaired my shorts ages ago, so you don’t need to worry about that, Logy-poo.”

My head bounced left and right as I considered it. “You might be onto something. I plan to teleport us to Michigan this time, so we won’t have the van. That might put a damper on that idea.”

“Jesus Christ! Obviously, we’ll freakin’ steal one! If they know what the Coven Mobile looks like it would defeat the purpose.”

“What if we combine the two? A few of us surround the property well outside of the wards, and then Rose and I move in. If they try to run, we’ll have people ready for them, and we’ll get close before they feel threatened. Thoughts?” I asked, looking around for responses.

Demonique’s appearance changed again since the last time I saw her. Today she was wearing tight hot pants, a white sports bra that showed a lot of cleavage, and fake red wolf's ears that stuck out of her hair between her horns. To top it all off, she drew lines with makeup all over her body, giving her the artistic appearance of toned muscles and an eight-pack—none of which she actually had. She lifted her arms over her head, exaggeratedly stretching with a flexing pose. “That sounds pretty good to me. Whatever we do, I know we’ll dominate these chicks.”

Alpha’s ears flattened as her face and palm said hello to one another.

“Speaking of dominate, do you want to lift some weights with me before the mission? It’s probably a good idea to get our blood pumping,” Demonique said.

I calmly took a drink of milk before answering her question with a question. “Don’t you hate working out?”

Two of the smallest dumbbells I’d ever seen appeared in her hands and she started doing curls, alternating one arm after the other. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I wouldn’t have this rocking bod if I didn’t work out all the time.”

I noticed her breasts seemed larger than normal and slightly too compact in that sports bra. At the same time, I realized there were two darker patches by her nipples. Illumina saw them at the same time. She leaned over with a mischievous grin and asked, “When did you get a Lesser Familiar?”

Demonique frowned. “I didn’t.”

“No? Then why are you leaking?

The Infernal Witch looked down at her chest and gasped, instantly dropping the small weights. Judging by how her eyes bulged, and she shouted, “Youch!” less than a second later, I assumed she dropped them on her feet.

Demonique jumped in her seat from the sudden pain, and I caught sight of a furry red tail behind her. “You’re wearing a fake tail too? How does it stay on?”

Her cheeks turned bright red, and her eyes widened. “It–uhhh–Don’t ask questions!”

The girls giggled as they shared knowing looks around the table, and Halo cast a quick healing spell on her.

She crossed her arms and glared at everyone while pouting adorably.

I sat my fork on my empty plate. “Alright, I think we’ve got our plan. Here’s how we’ll play this. I’ll teleport Cherry over first. She’ll move out to acquire a van while I bring over Arachna, Alpha, and Rose. We’ll leave in a few hours. Any questions?”

An abrupt slurping sound came from Mallison, and she wiped her mouth with the sleeve of her robe. She noticed my gaze and her blue hair flipped over her shoulder as she looked away for a few seconds before turning back to me. “No, sir,” she said in her usual soft, casual tone.

“Good. Do whatever you need to do before then. I’m going to give Halo some much-needed snuggles I owe her before we go.”

Halo’s eyes instantly glistened with tears as she stuffed more pancake in her face and spoke with a full mouth. “Golly gee, baby. You’re so good to me!” She then started profusely sobbing with her mouth wide open as bits of pancake fell back onto her plate.
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The time passed quickly, and I soon teleported the ladies to the alley near the Michig-Inn. By the time I arrived with Arachna, Cherry already parked a delivery van. She and Alpha were using spells to rebrand the Spartan labels with the fake FPD logo Rose created.

Rose came around the corner with a business card in hand. “What’s that?” I asked.

She held it up and furrowed her brow. “I don’t freakin’ know. Some lady saw me in the alley and got excited. I led her away so she wasn’t asking questions. I told her how great it feels when your tongue slips into my tight booty hole. She texted someone then said I saved her marriage and gave me her card. I seriously don’t understand why this keeps happening.”

Unsure of how to respond to that, I nodded. “Well, at least your helping people, right?”

She sighed and stored the card away. “You’re right.”

Seeing the chance to change the subject, I turned to the van, and I held my arms out wide with a smile. “Wow! I was expecting an unmarked white van or something like that. Not a real delivery van. Great job, Cherry!”

“Only the best for my Cinnamon Roll!” she said, strutting toward me. “Did I earn a kiss?”

“Absolutely.”

She grabbed my shoulders and went up on her tiptoes. I met her part of the way while grabbing her hips before kissing her passionately while the others finished their work. She bit my bottom lip and tugged on it playfully before letting it go and lowering herself back down.

Of course, this meant that the girls who redid the logo said they needed kisses as rewards too, and obviously, I couldn’t leave Rose out since she did distract and remove a potential witness. Once we finished our loving make-out sessions, we hopped in the van and started toward our destination. Roughly twenty minutes later, we stopped the van and let Alpha, Cherry, and Arachna out first.

They slinked off into the woods to get into position. Meanwhile, Rose and I changed into our brown ‘Freakin’ Package Delivery’ uniforms. Doing a little squat, I adjusted the ol’ twig and berries. “Damn, I forgot how tight these shorts are. Rose… Rooooosseee?” I waved my hand in front of her face and snapped my fingers a few times to get her attention.

Her eyes were fixed on the large bulge and protruding outline of my dick. She shook her head like she was coming out of a daze. “Huh? Were you saying something?”

I ducked my head as I came back to the front of the van and got in the driver’s seat. “Are you going to focus if I keep these shorts on?” I asked skeptically.

She chuckled nervously as she hid her affinity and pulled her long black hair into a ponytail. I rarely saw her do this anymore. She looked almost like a completely different woman, albeit one who still belonged on the cover of magazines. Rose did a double take as she saw me staring and grinned. “Are you going to freakin’ focus if I keep my affinity hidden? Hmmm?” she asked smugly.

I grinned. “I’ll manage. It’s just so crazy how different you look compared to the others when they hide their affinities.”

“Jesus Christ, have you seen Cherry’s sister? When she doesn’t hide her affinity she looks like a literal ghost. You think I’m different?”

Pursing my lips, I nodded. “That’s a good point.” I checked the time on the dash. “Think we should give them a few more minutes?”

Rose’s ponytail swayed as she shook her head. “Nah. They probably used their brooms instead of traveling on foot.”

Images of witches on brooms flying through the forest while small, furry, bipedal, teddy bear-like natives assisted them with primitive weapons as my girls fought the Holy Knights dressed in white armor flashed through my mind. I wasn’t sure why my head plugged my gals and our enemies into a mixed-up hodgepodge of scenes from an old sci-fi movie, but it made me chuckle.

Rose tilted her head cutely. “What’s so funny?”

“Uh, it’s nothing. It’s just that you don’t believe in the force, do you?”

“The what? What are you talking about?”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s just the random thoughts of a half-witted, scruffy-looking, nerf herder,” I said, completing the unnecessary easter egg.

I put the van in drive and took off down the old road silently lamenting the fact that I still couldn’t fly on a broomstick. Dust billowed into the air behind us, and I listened to the gravel crunching under the tires as trees on either side of us flew by. “According to our maps, the place we’re looking for isn’t far past the bend ahead. We should have already triggered the wards, so be on guard.”

Rose nodded solemnly and cast a subtle illusion spell, changing my hair color and a few facial features, while I deactivated all three of my ring’s blessings, allowing my muscles to shrink to their normal size. It should be enough of a difference that they shouldn’t recognize me until we got close.

After turning the bend, our destination became obvious. The gravel road ended at a gravel driveway with a large roundabout that encircled a decorative fountain. A flat clearing of freshly cut grass surrounded the small mansion for roughly one hundred yards in all directions.

The brick building had several white-bordered windows across the front, with multiple sunroofs and chimneys. It looked pretty similar to the early 1900s Edwardian architecture I saw in a history program once. It was trivial knowledge, and I only watched the show since I couldn’t find the remote and was too tired after a long day of work and studying to get up and look for it. Anyway, a wide stone path led through the flower beds to a decorative double-door entryway.

I stopped the van, and we climbed into the back. No one came out yet, so we kept up the act. Sliding open the side door, I stepped out backward and sat a clipboard on top of the large package in front of me. It was an exercise bike, one of many packages which was already in the van when Cherry stole it. It was also a convenient excuse for Rose and I to walk to the door together.

I picked up one end, and she took the other. We grunted and pretended to struggle as we carried it to the front door. Once we got there, we sat it down and stood, stretching our backs and groaning.

Picking up the clipboard, I turned and pounded on the door. Still, no one answered. I pounded again and shouted with a random accent. “Yo! Anyone in there? We need a signature for this thing!”

Still nothing.

Knocking even harder, I shouted louder. “Helloooo! This thing is heavy! Don’t make me carry it back to the van!”

After another moment of no response, I said, “Ugh, I don’t think anyone’s home.”

Rose pouted and walked up to the side of the door and pressed her finger down on the doorbell that I completely failed to notice. Rather than ring it for a second or two like any sane person, she held it down. After about forty-five seconds of constant ringing, I was ready to give up and considered breaking in when a shout came from inside.

My relief at hearing a reply was squashed instantly as a man’s voice sounded from the other side. It was gruff and raspy, as if the guy was a lifelong smoker. “Holy shit! What the hell do you want?!”

“I need a signature for this delivery!”

“No! We didn’t order nothing!”

“This damn thing is heavy! I’m not carrying it back to the van. This is two-hundred-twenty-one B Baker Street, right?”

“No! This is A. B is the garage. Take it back there!”

“No way, buddy. You want your stuff in the garage, you can take it there yourself. Besides, I still need the signature before I can leave.”

“Listen Pal!” came the man’s voice, clearly agitated.

“No!” I cut him off. “You listen! Me and my partner have had a long day, and we get paid by the package. You’re only making it longer for no reason other than you’re lazy. We’re gonna keep ringing the damn bell until you get out here and sign!” I shouted at the man with the threat of annoyance. Just because it was a man’s voice on the other side didn’t mean it was a man, and if it was, it could be another magical clone or simulacra. I needed to be sure since this was the best lead we had.

“Fine! You want me to come out, you asked for it!” the man shouted. The door made a few clicking sounds before it swung open and out stepped a very unexpected sight.

The man had an enormous pot belly and was completely naked—if you didn’t count the short white fur that covered his entire body. He had two long floppy ears, furry human hands, and long white feet. Thankfully, his fur covered any potentially inappropriate sights. The man reminded me of the Easter Bunny. If the Easter Bunny was a mob boss, that is. He pulled a chewed carrot out of his mouth like it was a cigar. “Well, where’s this stupid paper that needs signing?!”

I gaped at him. “What the fuck?!”

“Hey, pal, you’re the jackass that wanted me to open the door so bad,” he said with no small hint of annoyance.

“You’re not a sexy bunny girl!” I shouted with far too much disappointment while pointing an accusatory finger at him.

Rose and the wererabbit tilted their heads and blinked at me.

“The fuck?! What gave you any idea that I was gonna be a sexy rabbit chick? Do I sound like a chick?”

“Jesus Christ, I’m with the freakin’ chunky rabbit on this one.”

I coughed and shuffled my feet. “That’s a fair point,” I replied to the wererabbit.

The rabbit man leaned toward Rose but kept his eyes on me and said, “He’s a weird one, isn’t he?”

She bounced her shoulders. “He’s probably just disappointed that you’re not a girl because of how big your feet are. He’s got a thing for feet.”

“I don’t have a foot fetish!” I said adamantly.

A familiar voice met my ears moments later, and I stepped a little farther to the side of the door so they couldn’t see me unless they joined us outside. “Who’s got a foot fetish? Peter! Who’s at the door? I told you to tell them to leave!” Heels clacked along the hardwood floor inside the mansion. The sound gradually grew louder until Madam Kitty herself stepped outside the front door.

“What’s all this about?!” she shouted angrily.

“Jesus Christ!” Rose shouted at the outburst. She was about to say more, but I cut her off.

Smiling politely at Madam Kitty, I said, “We were hoping to have a word with you about our lord and savior.”

The Cat Witch frowned deeply and put her hands on her hips as she looked from one of us to the other, seeing the contradiction of the teasing religious spiel to our package delivery outfits. She opened her mouth, then closed it. She leaned in closer to me, squinting her eyes suspiciously. “You look… familiar. Where do I know you from?”

I put a hand on my chest. “You remember me? I’m flattered.” Immediately following my mockery, I activated my blessings again, causing the tight uniform to increase its grip on my body. Rose ended her illusion spell, returning my face to normal, and stopped hiding her affinity.

Recognition flooded the witch’s expression as her eyes turned to saucers. Her hands glowed, and she dropped into a defensive stance with a hiss as she prepared to shout. Claws extended from her fingertips, her ears flattened, and her tail went taut. Rose summoned vines, wrapping the bunny man up tight and gagging him. He struggled uselessly against his restraints. He may have been a Greater Familiar, but nowadays, my witches were stronger than your typical Greater Familiar. They might struggle against the strongest ones in a one-on-one fight, but a wererabbit wouldn’t stand a chance.

I held up a finger and wagged it. “Ah, ah, ah, I wouldn’t do that if I were you. We’ve got your entire property surrounded.” As if on queue, because it was, howls and growls sounded from the nearby woods. As they died out, a sudden, distant, persistent rustling sound like an eerie but gentle patter of rain on the dead leaves of the forest reached us. The blue skies above were an obvious sign that the subtle shuffling noise wasn’t the rain. They didn’t know it yet, but that was the sound of hundreds of thousands of spiders as they closed in on our destination. Rose had discreetly tapped twice on the radio in her pocket, giving the girls’ earpieces a quick chirp to let them know it was time to let their new friend’s presence known.

After letting the terrifying sounds settle over the Cat Witch, I continued. “Despite what you might think, I’m not here to hurt you unless you make me. In fact, all I want is the holy sword. Give it to me, and we’ll leave you in peace. That’ll be the end of it.”

Her face contorted into a confused snarl. “What? Do you really expect me to believe that you’d leave? Once you have it, you’ll force us into your service and take away our freedom!”

Rose snorted, covering her mouth but failing to stop her snickering. “Oh, honey. You don’t know anything about my Logy-poo, do you?”

“I know enough!” she shouted back.

Rose subtly used a vine to pull the front door closed behind them, so Madam Kitty’s shouting didn’t draw attention.

Holding up a hand, I said, “I swear I won’t force your coven to join me.” Those simple words activated a one-sided magical contract between the two of us. Since it asked nothing on her behalf, wasn’t harmful to her, and was something she already wanted, it didn’t require her consent.

Madam Kitty gasped and grasped her stomach. “Did you… You did,” she said in disbelief.

My expression grew solemn. “Look, Madam Kitty, things have changed that you might not be aware of yet. The Holy Knights never left. One attacked me and the witches of the Devil’s Coast and the Big Apple Covens. We’ve already made a truce, and plan to meet and discuss at least a close partnership to eliminate the threat.”

The Cat Witch’s lip quivered with terror. “That—that can’t be true. You’re lying. They’ve been gone for over a century? Right?” She frantically looked at Rose. “Right?”

Rose shook her head, and she sneered. “No, and they almost killed my Logy-poo. If he dies, there’s no hope for any of us. They won’t stop this time.”

Honestly, none of us knew if that was true or not. It was possible if they killed me they’d go back to skulking in the shadows and picking off the random witch or monster they found, but something told me that wasn’t the case. “I need that blade not only so it isn’t a threat to me, but to fight back.” I lifted my untucked shirt and showed the straight-lined scar on my stomach. Magical healing isn’t supposed to leave scars, so the fact that I had one showed how deadly their weapons are—or at least how deadly that divine blade is.

Madam Kitty reached out with a hand, as if on instinct, and her finger traced the scar. “It’s real.” Her eyes met mine. “You’re not lying, are you? They really are back?”

I nodded.

She sighed, her shoulders drooped, and shadows covered her eyes. “I was wrong about you, Logan. I knew it the first time we spoke, and I knew it when you let me go in the alley, but I didn’t want to believe it. All my life, I was taught how evil Coven Kings were. I know now that isn’t you. You’re not the monster my mother said the Coven King would be.”

Rose leaned forward, going up on her tiptoes to whisper in the taller woman’s ear while covering her mouth with her hand. Her words were so soft that I couldn’t make them out with my enhanced senses.

The Cat Witch’s eyes flicked below my waist and turned to saucers. “Wait, really? You’re not fucking with me?”

“Jesus Christ! I would never joke about that!” the Flower Witch said solemnly before she continued whispering. Considering it was Rose, it was anyone’s guess what she was talking about. Whatever it was, Madam Kitty liked the sound of it because she smiled, and it gradually grew wider the longer Rose spoke.

“No need to say more. We’re in,” Madam Kitty snapped.

“Really? But I was still getting to the freakin’ best part!” Rose argued.

“I like a few surprises,” the Cat Witch said with a wink my way.

I cocked my head. “Wait, are you saying you want to join us?”

She nodded. “Absolutely. Would you like to come in? I have a ritual circle inside.” She aimed a thumb over her shoulder.

“No need. I accept the Silver Star Sisters’ request to join The Rising Star Coven. You are now officially one of us,” I declared. The connections formed and molded themselves according to my Coven King Contract.

Madam Kitty shook her head. “I don’t know if I can get used to that. Magical contracts with no ritual? Can all of your witches do this?”

“Nope!” Rose said cheerfully as she released the wererabbit. “Only my Logy-poo can do that.”

“Oh, I see. It is what it is, then.” She held out her hands, palms up, and a blue and gold decorative sheathed sword appeared in it. Extending her arms, she presented the holy blade to me.

Rose gasped. “Is that… Sexcalibur?”

My hand had only just grabbed the hilt when I heard those words. Madam Kitty, the rabbit man, and I blinked at the Flower Witch. The rabbit man asked, “Did you just say Sexcalibur?”

Rose ignored our confused stares and nodded rapidly. “Yeah, the blade that guy used? I’m pretty sure it gave people orgasms or something like that?”

Madam Kitty shook her head slowly. “No… This is Caliburn. You know, the sword in the stone? The one King Arthur used before it broke, and the lady in the lake gave him Excalibur?”

“I thought those were the same sword,” I said as I took the blade from her hand and partially unsheathed it, noticing the line where someone had repaired the blade.

“No. That’s false. Some people think that Arther gave it to one of his knights after it was repaired, but he didn’t. He gave it to Merlin to study and possibly fix, but Morgan Le Fay stole it. She repaired it. Witches discovered it in one of her hidden caches years after she disappeared,” Madam Kitty explained.

“That makes sense. Rose, are you sure you didn’t see whatever sword you’re talking about in an inappropriate video or something?” I asked.

She frowned and crossed her arms while puckering her lips while looking up at nothing. “Hmmm. No, I never forget a good dirty film.” Her eyes lit up and her brows shot up. “Oh! I remember. I read it in a grimoire somewhere. It was something about a demon guy named Zachbrosfan or something like that. He lived in a place where whores cross.”

“Cross what?”

She shrugged. “I dunno, the street—maybe?”

I nodded slowly. Yup, pretty sure that wasn’t a grimoire. Wouldn’t be the first time she mixed things up.

Apparently, I wasn’t the only one with that thought. Madam Kitty asked, “Are you sure that was a grimoire and not an erotic novel?”

Rose tapped her lip with a finger. “Now that you mention it…”


Chapter 22


That Gives Dungeon Diving a New Meaning…

The Silver Star Sisters opted to travel to Wisconsin on their own. Before they left Michigan, they planned to spend a week or two meeting with the other independent covens to share the news and hopefully recruit more to our cause. Cherry was a little bummed that things didn’t get exciting. While Alpha and Arachna called upon a ton of animals and spiders to help scare the potential enemies, Cherry watched a large stretch of woods and only saw a few critters scurrying about.

Personally, I couldn’t have been happier with how things ended up. Madam Kitty was a strong ally, despite her coven being small. She had a talent for drawing people to her cause, and I was sure that if she had wanted to make her small coven bigger, she could have easily done so. If we gained enough members who lived in Michigan, then I’d probably let them return and run a faction base over there.

That was something for future me to consider. After I teleported all the ladies home, I spent the rest of the day and night with Halo. The twins wore her out more and more every day. She was overdue for some quality pampering.

I woke up this morning and had breakfast with the girls while getting updates on the party. It was tomorrow, and both super coven leaders rsvp’d for themselves and their entire Inner Circle. Today, additional wards and security were being added while decorations, games, food, and music were being prepared. It turned out that a party of this size was really more of a small festival.

I had no plans for the day and was about to go find a quiet place to read when Arachna stopped me at the stairs. Her legs chittered anxiously, and she struggled to meet my eyes while a blush covered her pale cheeks. Leaning forward on my hips, I rested my pelvis against the metal handrail while she stood just on the other side of it. I gave her a quick kiss and pushed a lock of her raven hair behind her ear. “What is it?”

“I—well—I was kind of hoping that, you know, maybe, if you wanted…”

I chuckled. “If I wanted what?”

“You see, I still have that reward—umm—the latest, anything you want, reward you gave me.” She shifted nervously from foot to foot.

“You want to cash it in?”

“Y—yes.”

“Sure. I’ve got nothing else planned today. What did you have in mind?”

Her legs tapped the floor rapidly as she stole glances at me, a small smile creeping up her lips. “I was thinking, maybe, a full dungeon session? With Rose and I, while, umm—Cherry and her sister watch, and we live broadcast it? If—you know, you wanted, that is.”

My cock shot up so fast that it slammed against the metal railing like a wrecking ball. A normal man who lacked the durability I enjoyed would have toppled to the floor by the sheer force of its strike. It hit so hard that I actually heard a loud ‘ding’ as if a bell rang. For some reason, at that very moment, I got the distinct impression that, somewhere, an angel just got its wings.

“Mmhmyeauh-huh,” I said as three different confirmations attempted to leave my mouth at the same time.

She shyly giggled. “I’ll get everything prepared, Master. Meet me in the studio in thirty minutes?”

Needless to say, I was still nodding at the air fifteen seconds after she walked away snickering before I regained my composure.
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Thirty minutes later, the timer on my stopwatch went off, and I silenced the alarm. Diet, Cherry, Rose, and Arachna were already inside the studio. I had to stop myself from breaking the door down on my way in, and my jaw dropped as I closed it behind me. Rose and Arachna were already strapped in and ready to go—literally.

A medieval neck stock hung from the ceiling, clasped around Rose’s throat, and rope bound her hands behind her back. My eyes trailed up and down the hourglass curves of her nude green skin. Next to her, the kinky Spider Witch was restrained with leather wrist and ankle straps. Her legs and arms were outstretched on a Saint Andrew’s X-shaped cross. She’d dismissed her spider legs for comfort’s sake.

A U-shaped vibrator that provided internal and external stimulation was already inside her, but it wasn’t turned on yet. I admired her thin frame and petite breasts, and I couldn’t wait to play with all those wonderful piercings. The only thing either girl wore, other than restraints, were matching, deep purple collars that said, ‘Master’s Pet’ in gold lettering.

Meanwhile, Cherry and Diet were dressed in matching lacy red underwear. Cherry sat in the sex swing like it was just another normal swing while Diet pushed her. Diet waved and Cherry winked.

I dismissed my clothes to my transdimensional storage. There was no need for me to stay dressed if they were ready to go. I took one step toward them when Arachna called out, “Master, I forgot the lube I enchanted on the table by the door. Can you grab it, please?”

I quirked a questioning brow. “Enchanted lube? What’s special about it?” I asked, grabbing the bottle and carrying it at my side as I walked across the studio to them.

“It’s, um.” She blushed. “It’s a lot more slippery and lasts longer. Tight spaces will be a lot easier to enter.”

“Nice,” I said grinning. I was roughly three feet away from them when I heard the door open. I turned to see Mallison step inside holding up a pair of enchanted handcuffs.

Her face was an emotionless mask, per usual, as she held them up. “Cherry forgot to put these away. Should I do that now or…”

“Jesus Christ!” Rose whined. “Just be quick about it! My freakin’ flussy is so wet right now, and I need Daddy to take care of it as soon as possible!”

Mallison nodded and started running. The toy rack was against the wall, past the kinky furniture the girls had pulled out. Things went fine for about two steps, but after that, all hell broke loose.

The Summoner Witch slipped and started sliding toward us with shocking speed. My enhanced senses and adrenaline kicked in and everything seemed to slow down. I noticed that there was a stream of liquid leaking from the plastic bottle of lube. A trail of lube led from just beyond the door to where I currently stood, and Mallison was sliding on it at a frightening speed.

With quick reflexes, she pulled the string of her robe loose and took the garment off her body before throwing it ahead of her. I could only guess that she meant to step on it and hope it slowed her down. Instead, her body was moving faster than she anticipated, and she tripped over it.

As she was thrown forward, she let go of the cuffs, and they flew into the air. Despite my perception helping me to see it all play out clear as day, my body was still too slow to intercept her. She stumbled, slightly redirecting herself and flew onto the medieval stocks bench.

Her waist collided with the edge of the short padded bench, but her upper body kept going forward and down until her stomach was perpendicular to her legs. Her feet remained on the floor, leaving her bent over.

Mallison’s long blue hair flew overtop her head as her neck landed in the middle grove in the open stocks. She misjudged her speed while trying to catch herself, and her hands missed the wooden bar, leaving her wrists in each holder. The impact caused the top of the open stocks to fall, latching itself in place and locking her in.

Since I couldn’t catch her, I leaped up and to the side to catch the cuffs before they had the chance to hit one of the girls. I succeeded, however, in the process I had unknowingly put myself in the path of Cherry’s feet. Being off balance, unprepared, and having only one foot on the ground, her kick sent me stumbling forward. My hand instinctively squeezed the bottle of lube harder and ended up throwing the cuffs back into the air.

As I began sliding across the floor, I looked back just in time to see the lube spraying at Cherry and Diet. In a rush, I pulled my arm in front of me, not paying attention to its new aim. The enchanted lubrication shot forward, coating Mallison’s pussy and asshole. So I pulled it closer to my body, again, not thinking about the effects it might have when it coated my erect member without me realizing it.

Another quick glance back showed Diet in a panic, assuming I was in danger. She reacted on instinct as she ran through her sister’s body on her back swing, before turning herself fully corporeal again. However, she clearly didn’t think things through, because Cherry’s forward swing was already on its way back, and she accidentally kicked her not-sister in the back next while still in shock from the unexpected cold that just rushed through her entire body.

As I turned my head back toward Mallison, I realized too late that the tip of my lubed-up cock was already pressed against her pussy. I hurriedly grabbed her slim waist, trying to lessen the impact of my still sliding body, but couldn’t stop it before I was hilted completely inside her tight, slick walls. “Nnyyyaaahhhh!” The unexpected penetration made her cry out in surprised sexual bliss as her plump ass cheeks jiggled.

My jaw dropped, but I turned my head to make sure that Diet was okay. Apparently, the kick she took to the back sent her sliding toward Rose. I watched in stunned fascination as my hips began thrusting on their own. This type of thing happened with Mallison and me all the time, so we got in the habit of just going with it. However, this was the first time I saw anyone else get caught up in the wake of, well, whatever the hell it was that caused our random sexual encounters.

Diet’s eyes and mouth were wide, and she tried to drop to her knees to avoid crashing into the Flower Witch who was unable to dodge. Diet’s left arm somehow slipped between Rose’s side and elbow, and her right wrapped around her waist. The handcuffs fell, barely missing the top of Rose’s head on their downward trajectory. One side latched itself onto Diet’s left wrist, the other fell behind Rose’s tied hands, somehow, against all odds, latching around Diet’s right wrist, leaving her arms cuffed in and interlocked with Rose’s while her mouth collided with the Flower Witch’s dripping slit.

As the two ladies were unexpectedly coming together in one of the most improbable sexual experiences in the history of all mankind, Cherry was in the midst of trying to rush out of the swing to help. She ended up jumping out of it, her forward momentum causing her to also slide along the lubed-up floor, only she flew straight toward Arachna. They both screamed until Cherry’s body collided with the goth, and her arms wrapped around her, having no other way to stop herself. Their mouths came together in a violent kiss, and somehow the impact turned the vibrator on, which was now deep inside of Arachna and sandwiched between both of their clits.

“Fucckk yes, Ahhhh! Don’t stop! Please, Sir! Don’t stop!” Mallison shouted as I continued pounding her pussy while staring in awe at the other women. Not only were they not hurt, but they went with it.

Diet was eyeing me and moaning as she feasted on the Flower Witch’s honeypot while grinding her mound against the other woman’s leg. Her pale blue eyes almost rolled into the back of her head when Rose’s vines pulled her panties to the side and slid one of the magical copies of my cock into her. Apparently, it was already set for sync because it took over and matched my thrusts on the drop-dead gorgeous Summoner Witch.

“Mmmm—Jesus Christ! Ahhh! Do you—mmm—like the way she licks my—nnnngghhh—flussy with that—Ahhh! Cold tongue, Daddy?!” Rose shouted.

“I’ll—Mmmm—eat it all night—nnyahhh long! If you—ahhh! Want me to, Big Guy!” Diet said between moans and licks.

Meanwhile, Cherry and Arachna were stealing glances to make sure I was watching as they passionately made out while grinding their clits together on the vibrator and moaning into each other’s mouths. “Oh Goddess, Chubby Cock! Watching you fuck her while our poor pussies get teased is torture!” Cherry cried out.

“Please, Master! My slutty little spider pussy needs you so bad! Ahhh!” Arachna pleaded.

For whatever reason, fate sent me dick first into the delightful pussy of this incredible woman, and I was in too deep to back out now—except of course for every time I backed out and thrust back in, but that doesn’t count. If I was anything, it was a man who knew when not to fight fate.

So, as fate’s chosen champion to act as the slayer of this mighty vagina, I heroically firmed my resolve and politely requested they wait a bit longer. “Your dirty little pussy is going to have to wait. Your master has work to do, be a good girl and watch without whimpering or you’ll get punished.” Okay, it was polite if you consider that Arachna really loved it when I talked to her like that.

She, of course, failed instantly as she began whimpering into her kiss. “Yes, Master. Mmmm—I’ll be your good little spider slut! Ahhh!”

Mallison’s screams were in the midst of a crescendo as she moaned louder, and louder each time she repeated her drawn-out words. “Yes, Sir! Mmmm! Yes, Sir! Ahhhh! Yes, Sir! Nyaahhh! Just like that! Just like that! YEAHHH!”

As expected from a completely unexpected sexual encounter, she quickly became overwhelmed. Her walls tightened, although the lubrication allowed me to easily continue stroking her insides with my thick inches, as if her tightest grip was of little concern. That didn’t mean I didn’t feel the pressure, I just didn’t have to exert any additional effort to achieve the same results.

She exploded on my shaft as she screamed the obvious, “I’m cumming! NGGaahhh! I’m cumming, Sir! Ahhhhh!”

As she came down from her orgasm, I slowly slid out of her and cautiously made my way over to the Spider Witch, trying to make sure I didn’t go sliding across the room this time. However, it turned out there was no need. At some point, one of them must have used a cleaning spell on the floor because all the spilled lube was gone. I could forgive myself for missing a detail like that, considering everything that just happened. “Cherry, why don’t you take care of Mallison while I punish this whimpering spider girl?”

Cherry backed away from the restrained, slender goth and grinned. “Mmm—baby, I was gonna hold back and test this later, but I think now’s as good a time as any.”

I tilted my head in confusion while Cherry summoned a decent-sized box from her storage. She walked over to Mallison after picking up the discarded bottle of lube. She carefully lubed up two of the magical copies of my dick before slipping one into the blue-haired witch’s core and the other into her ass. Mallison groaned as both sat hilted inside of her. Then Cherry took a third in front of the summoner witch and pushed it into her mouth.

I thought she had finished there, but no, she was only getting started. She giggled. “Stay down there, sis. I’ll make the show more enjoyable.” Cherry lubed up another one and pushed it into Diet’s dark star next, making her eyes roll back in her head and her jaw drop. Cherry took advantage of that by pushing another into her mouth as well, filling all three of her holes, too.

She did the same to Rose’s southern entries but didn’t fill her mouth. “Nuh-uh. Your Daddy is going to want to hear you scream and beg for him.” She winked at the Flower Witch.

“Fuccck, Daaady! You fill up my flussy and booty hole so much!” Rose whined.

Cherry added only one lubricated copy of my penis to Arachna, stuffing it in her back door too. “Baby, I’m gonna show you the newest addition that we’ve been beta testing.”

“Wait, there’s something new?” I asked.

“Mhmmmm!” Cherry pulled two things from the box. A pair of hands that looked identical to mine. The left one even had golden veins. “Just like the magical cocks, these will sync up for the user and whatever your hands do to the girl you’re with, these will do the same.”

She hurried over to a small table near Rose. It matched the one next to Arachna. There were paddles, crops, whips, leashes, and all kinds of other kinky toys. The Vampire Witch quickly tapped a few keys on the phone and synced up the hands with Rose.

They hovered in the air in front of her. “Would you look at that?” I asked anyone who cared to listen.

Arachna squirmed as much as she was able to while restrained against the X-shaped cross. “Master! Please! I’m begging you! I deserved to be punished. I’ve been such a naughty slut. Please! Put me in my place and make me beg for more!”

“Daaaaddy! We need it! I promise we’ll be good for you! We’ll do anything you want, Daddy!” Rose pleaded as juices dripped from between her center and the large toy penetrating it.

Cherry walked away, getting herself comfortable on the swing again while proceeding to stuff all three of her own holes. Her eyes glowed, and she smiled around her mouth full of cock while winking at me.

Grabbing a rubber flogger, I draped the black thin strands of rubber along Arachna’s ivory flesh. Glancing over, I saw the fake hand had grabbed one as well. I grinned. “This is going to be fun.”

Arachna shivered, and her breathing quickened. “Master, please. I—Nyah! Mmmm!” Her words turned into a moan as I lightly slapped her breast. “M—more!”

“Please, Daddy! More! We want more!” Rose added.

I slapped her other tit, the fake hand doing the same to Rose. Arachna shook against her bonds. “Ahhh! Yes, Master! I’m your dirty spider whore! I deserve more punishment, Master! Please!”

Reaching down, I pulled the vibrator out of her pussy. The thing was barely vibrating on the lowest setting. She had been teasing herself. While I gently tugged and flicked at her labia piercing, I slapped the rubber strands across her stomach. “Aaaahhh! Fuck! Please, please, please! I need your majestic cock so fucking bad, Master! I swear I’ll be your good girl! We both will! Anything you say, Master! Anything you want!”

“What she said, Daddy!” Rose added helpfully. “Feeling your enormous cock inside of me while it sits there doing nothing is torture!”

I grinned. Feeling like they were talking a little too much, I let my fingertips glide down their stomach before barely grazing their clit. Then I plunged two fingers inside. For Rose, this meant being stretched even more as my fingers barely found the room to safely work themselves inside before I pulled them back out. My fingers, covered in their juices, found their way to the girls’ mouths where they suckled greedily while I slapped as much of Arachna’s ass with the flogger as I could.

Muffled screams came out, though they dared not stop cleaning my fingers until the job was done. Eventually, it was over, and I tossed the flogger back on the side table before positioning my tip to Arachna’s tight womanhood. Having finally made a connection between her pussy and my dick, all the other dildos in the room synced completely with my cock, positioning themselves the same way.

Glancing over my shoulder, I saw that it meant my tip was pressed against Cherry’s rosebud, her core, and her lips. She licked the tip over and over with desperation in her eyes, begging me without words to fill every hole she had at once. I smirked and held it there longer than I thought any other man would be capable of resisting.

Rose’s lip jutted out into an adorable pout as she tried to wiggle her hips down onto my shafts. Try as she might, the neck stocks wouldn’t let her move any lower. “Daddy! Please! I need you inside of me!”

Diet was trying to do the same, but no matter how low she dropped her ass or how far forward she bobbed her head, my dicks continued to touch her exactly where they were supposed to. “Shit, Big Guy! You’re gonna make me go on a stabbing spree in the city if you keep this up! I fucking need it!”

I ignored the threats for now, hoping it was just her brand of dirty talk. Mallison didn’t say anything. She just drooled on my dick as she stared at it. Arachna, however, she had a few—um—unique things to say. “Goddess dammit! Master, please! If you don’t plug both of my slutty little holes, then I’m going to leak out all over until I’m nothing but an empty bag of skin! Fill my tiny spider pussy so full that my tummy bulges, and I need weight watchers!”

Okay, that was my queue that I had officially teased too much. Without further delay, I rammed my cock deep into her insanely tight, arachnid pussy. Three muffled screams from women with one of my dicks filling every hole sounded alongside both Arachna and Rose.

“Oh, my freakin’! AAAHHH! It’s soooo deeep Daaaady! Nyaaahh!” Rose cried out.

Arachna’s back arched, and she screamed at the ceiling. “Mmmmmm—Massster! Ahhhhh! Yes! I’m your dirty spider slut! Yeaaaahhh!”

They already waited long enough, so I didn’t sit idly. I started with long, slow strokes, in and out of her velvety smooth insides. Juices were already dripping out of her and onto my sack. I teased her nipple rings, tugging, pinching, and twisting as I gradually increased my pace. “Fuck yes, Master! Nnnng! Fuck yes! Mmmm! I’m such a fucking slut for you! Ahhhh!”

“Harder, Daddy! Harder! Fuck my tight holes harder, Daddy!” Rose pleaded.

If harder is what she wanted, then harder is what she’d get. Squelches and slaps filled the room as my body moved even faster. I looked over my shoulder to see that Cherry had gone cross-eyed already. Refocusing on Arachna, I slapped the side of her ass hard, leaving a red print, making her scream again.

The blissful sensation her little love pot gave me was beyond what any one man should experience in his lifetime, and after a few minutes, I knew I was almost done for. This was doubly true when they started begging me even more. Rose’s vines went wild as they searched for anything they could hold on to when her body succumbed to her orgasm. “Daddy! Ahhh! Cum for Mmm—me Daddy! Ohhh! Please! I Mmm—fucking need it! Fill me up, Daddy! Ahhh! Fill your good Mmm—girl’s freakin’ slutty little pussy, Daddy! Nyahhhhhhh!”

Arachna’s body was already shaking uncontrollably. All eight eyes crossed and her tongue lolled out of her mouth. “Mmmmmasssterrr! Nyyaahhh! Please! Cum! Cum inside me! Oooohh! Give your slutty little Spider Witch a baby! Please, Master! Ahhhh! Fill up my womb and Mmmm—make me pregnant! Ahhhhhh!”

I. Fucking. Exploded. Her desperate begging for me to make her pregnant was so unexpected and so hot that I wanted nothing more than to fulfill that request. My body seemed to agree as every ounce of energy I had was suddenly devoted to filling her with so much cum that, fertility witch be damned, she’d have a bun in the oven. Wave after wave of euphoria passed through my body as I went beyond my peak and felt my magic stir, flowing through me as it joined the pleasure.

I have no idea how long I was cumming, but eventually, a moaning, whimpering Arachna shouted her safe word. “Nyaaah! Pineapple! Pineapple! Ahhh! It’s—it’s too much! Pineapple!”

Quickly, I pulled out of her as one large, final spurt shot up and out, splashing against her breasts and stomach before the rest drizzled out onto the floor to join the abnormally large puddle of our shared juices. As I looked at it while catching my breath, I noticed the slender witch’s normally flat stomach had a bit of a bulge to it. It damn near looked like she was pregnant and just starting to show. She laughed. “Holy mother of fuck, Master! You came so fucking much! I’m so totally full that I don’t think I can let you cum inside of me again today.”

Glancing around, I saw the aftermath of what had just happened. Cherry was panting hard as she tried to catch her breath. She was covered in the fake cum. Her face, tits, stomach, everything. It was even leaking out of both her ass and pussy. “What the fuck was that, baby? I—I think you emptied all the pseudo cum in every dildo. You realize there’s nearly a half gallon in each, right? It’s supposed to last for months!” Sure enough, every witch was in a similar state. Each of them dripped cum with bulging bellies.

I hissed a breath through my teeth. “My bad. How about we take a ten-minute break for some electrolytes and swap some restraints? Maybe get Arachna here on those stocks?”

“Yeah,” Arachna breathed. “That sounds totally awesome. Just, you know, either cum on me or in my mouth next time. My fucking womb is going to burst if you try to fill me any more full than I am now.”

I nodded with a sheepish grin. “Understood. Don’t really see that being a problem.”


Chapter 23


Party Time

I finished casting a spell,

What it did, I couldn’t tell.

I finished it with a yell,

And now you're here to stay.

Ooooh ooooh ooooh oooooh

The portal made a weird swish.

The magic didn’t finish.

I wasn't looking for this,

But now you're here to stay.

Ooooh ooooh ooooh oooooh

Your evil stare was holding,

Ripped body and horns showing,

Hot fire breath was blowing,

How’d I summon a demon, baby?

Hey, I just summoned you,

And this shit’s crazy.

Here's my contract,

Be my familiar, maybe?

You’re burning so bright,

Aren’t you, baby,

Here's my contract

Be my familiar, maybe?

Ooooh ooooh ooooh oooooh

The party was in full swing, and the band was playing when I arrived. The song was catchy, but had a slower tempo with a piano and bluesy baseline. If I had to give it a name I’d have called it goth soul.

Relaxed lighting illuminated the field. Everywhere I looked, witches were dancing, sitting at tables eating, or playing one of the many games. It brought warmth to my heart to see them finally have time to relax and unwind. They spent the last week preparing for fights that never came and then shifting gears to party planning among all their other duties.

My gals sectioned off part of the area to act as a VIP section. It wasn’t because we thought we were above anyone or deserved the special treatment, but because if we didn’t then I’d be swarmed all night by witches who wanted to lure me off into a dark corner somewhere.

Still, before I confined myself to that small area, I wanted to mingle and give some of the middle and outer circles some attention. I turned and kissed Alpha on the cheek as we stepped out of the tunnel. “I’m going to walk around for a little before the super covens show up. Text me if you need me.”

Alpha’s ears perked up and her tail went taut. “Alright, lover, but no dancing,” she said sternly.

I frowned. “Why not?”

She stared at me like I was an idiot. “Because if you dance, then your dick is going to end up in someone’s mouth. Once that happens, this entire party is going to turn into one big orgy. I don’t think that’s the best way to greet our guests when they arrive.”

My brows rose, and I slowly nodded. “I see. Yup. That checks out. Understood, no dancing.”

She kissed me on the cheek and pinched my ass. “That’s Mommy’s good boy. Now, go have fun with your friends,” she teased.

I offered her a mock salute and a grin as I backed away. “Yes, ma’am.”

She rolled her eyes, and I turned to start a small trip around the stadium. To my surprise, most of the witches gave me blushing waves or giggled at each other as I passed by. No one was actually trying to fight for my attention yet. Not that they didn’t want to, that much was obvious by the way they were acting. However, we stressed the party's importance and purpose earlier, so I was proud of their restraint.

After grabbing a plate of finger foods, I ran into Twinkle. She curled her red hair and wore a backless short green dress. The combination of her outfit with her adorable pouty lips and freckles made her a perfect example of cute and sexy. “Oh! Coven King! Hi!” she said as she stopped and quickly adjusted her glass to avoid a spill.

“Hey, Twinkle, how have you been?” I took a bite of meatball.

She blushed and put a hand on her chest. “Me? I’ve been great! Oh, my goddess!” She moved her hand from her chest to mine. “That dungeon session last night was mind-blowing. You don’t know it, but you completely wrecked me. I contributed and earned two more of the magical copies of your,” she paused, her eyes darting to my waist and back. “Well yeah, so you stuffed me more than a Thanksgiving turkey. A few girls even needed to use celestial tokens to walk right today.”

I couldn’t help but smile wryly at that. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” Looking around, I tried to see if anyone was listening. “I’ll tell you a secret if you promise not to say anything until everyone else knows.”

Her eyes widened, and she quickly nodded. “Mhmm! I swear I won’t tell anyone until you or the Inner Circle announce whatever it is.” Her words instantly formed a one-sided magical contract with me, binding her to it. She didn’t flinch or look surprised, even though I knew she could sense it happening.

Leaning in, I got an unexpected whiff of her perfume. She smelled like strawberries. My mouth watered as I whispered in her ear. “You were one of the lucky ones in the drawing for this month’s Cherry TV guest appearance.”

Twinkle’s reaction was not at all what I expected. Her eyes welled up with tears, and she sniffled. She covered her mouth with a hand as she fought off the sobs. “I—I’m sorry. I’m just—I’m just so happy right now. I need to get some air. Thank you!” she squeal-sobbed while fanning her face and scurrying off.

I stood there blinking as she ran away. Maybe I shouldn’t deliver the news in person again? I asked myself internally. Once I composed myself, I continued on my way.

I chatted with a few more witches before I spotted our guests arriving. A text from Alpha told me to hold off greeting them for now because they wanted to meet some of our witches first.

It was obvious they wanted to find out who I really was, and I welcomed it. After all, that was part of the reason I invited them. I had nothing but confidence they would see me in a different light by the end of the evening.

Rather than looking for them, I continued giving the many witches around me attention. I caught up with Redtali and Tilla, who were getting along great now. Then I struck up a conversation with Pixelle. However, a text from Novella forced me to apologize and promise to catch up later before walking away. It turned out that they needed me on stage.

Alpha and Illumina were waiting for me next to the stairs. As I reached them, the music stopped, and we stepped into the spotlight to a waving and cheering crowd. It was easy to spot the pockets of pink and blue robes in the sea of witches. They were exactly who this quick speech was for.

Magic amplified the sound on the stage, and my voice echoed through the stadium. “Good evening, ladies!”

They cheered louder.

I waved my hands in a downward motion, wanting silence. Once they complied, I continued. “Thank you all for being here tonight. As you know, there are two purposes for this shindig. The first is to give everyone here a chance to relax while we can, and the second is to get to know our allies against the enemies that will definitely keep us busy for a while.

“Now, I’d like to say a few words to our guests. First, welcome! We’re thrilled to have you here. Second, I know that not all of you approve of me, an outsider and a man running a coven. To some, it probably seems terrifying. However, I’m not the villain many witches make me out to be.”

Our coven members nodded and murmured their agreement.

Alpha took a step forward. “That’s exactly right. In fact, the worst I think anyone can say about Logan is that he’s a force of nature. With him comes change. Change doesn’t mean bad. You can ask around and see for yourself. He’s good for our kind.”

Illumina jumped in next. “My King is an inevitability, like an ice age that will swallow up all the witches on earth one way or another. The difference is, he has every intention of making it a positive experience for everyone. He truly cares for us and fills us with his love, and his majestic pen—”

“Time to move on from… that,” I interjected with a nervous chuckle. Hundreds of giggles soon joined me.

Alpha took over again. “Now we have a few girls who asked if they could offer their testimonials about what it’s like being a member of the Coven King’s Coven.”

Cheers rang out as Ikneada, Pastel, and Pixelle came on the stage.

Pixelle was the first to speak. The lines on her skin that resembled circuits on a motherboard reflected the spotlight and she wore a tight tank top with an Atari logo. There was something soothing about her synthetic-like voice.

She beamed at the witches before her. “Joining Logan’s coven was the greatest thing I ever did. Not only did they offer me safety, freedom, and the lowest tithe rates I’ve ever seen a coven offer, but they wholeheartedly supported my mundane business. Thanks to them, I’m not only surviving, but thriving as a witch, a woman, and a business owner. All the while, Logan has been nothing but kind, and he’s always willing to lend a helping hand as long as he’s able.”

The crowd clapped and cheered, while several robed witches offered appreciative nods.

Ikneada was the next to speak. “By the goddess, it was the best decision of my life to join Logan. Back when my coven and I signed up, Alpha was in charge. However, Logan was the main reason we wanted in. If there’s one thing that you should know about Logan, it’s that he’ll never make you do something you don’t want to do. Once you get a taste of his massive cock, you’ll want to do everything he wants. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not a magical compulsion. It’s your pussy that will drive you to want to listen. Sure, he touches all our hearts with his kind, caring nature, but he is the only man who can get that deep inside of you in ways that will leave you truly satisfied. Not only is he the greatest lover a woman could have, but he can fuck the entire coven at the same time! Don’t believe me? Ask anyone here! That dick of his is divine!”

After Ikneada continued for another minute about my cock and how incredible it made her feel while going into some very unnecessary detail, Illumina and Alpha escorted her off stage away from the magical amplification. One would think that most of the crowd would feel quite awkward about what had just happened. However, this particular crowd was fanning themselves, some squirming in anticipation.

If Pastel wasn’t wholesome, I feared this would break out into a massive orgy. Whether our guests joined or not would be the deciding factor as to whether this party was a good idea, or the worst idea. I could only pray it didn’t come to that.

Pastel was last. The orange-haired Paint Witch waved cheerfully to everyone as she stepped forward. “The night I met our king, I thought I was being taken hostage. I was captured after my former and, I guess, current sisters.” She giggled and the many in the audience joined her, “tried to ambush Logan and his Inner Circle. We mistakenly thought that he was a threat that needed to be erased. Little did I know,” she looked at me. “I wasn’t being taken prisoner. I was being set free. The Rising Star Coven doesn’t push me to do things I’m not suited for. Sure, they train me to fight so I can properly defend myself, but that’s not my primary job. They support my passion and what I’m good at. Recently, I started working with Delilah. She’s a succubus and one of our Greater Familiars. Like me, she’s very passionate about art. We made something special for Logan.”

Pastel turned her questioning gaze to me. “Is it alright if we give it to you now?”

I smiled, feeling a deep warmth in my chest. This was unexpected, and it touched my heart in a way I hadn’t foreseen. “Sure, why not?”

She waved her hand, and Delilah joined her on stage. Alpha and Illumina moved out of the way as the two came next to me. Pastel summoned a covered painting on a stand from her transdimensional storage. It was roughly four feet by eight feet and sat horizontally. “This took us three days working non-stop to make.”

My brows rose, and I put a hand on her shoulder, my words thick as my emotional gratitude grew stronger. “You didn’t have to do that.” Hearing how much effort they put into this caused my eyes to glisten.

Delilah beamed at me. “Nonsense. You do so much for us. It’s the least we could do for you!”

They pulled the sheet away, revealing the painting beneath. It was set in a simple, yet elegant room, with windows in the background displaying a beautiful view of the mountains. I sat at the center of a long table covered with plates of food with a regal crown atop my head. In order from the end of the table to the middle were Mother, Rose, Mallison, Arachna, Squeaks, and Alpha. On the opposite side of me, in the same order, were Diet, Illumina, Demonique, Novella, Halo, and Cherry. They were in various poses of conversation, discussion, and laughter. The painting felt oddly religious.

If that’s all there was, I wouldn’t be busy picking my jaw off the floor. Underneath the table was a fully nude Pastel next to an equally nude Delilah. They were fingering themselves while each of them cupped one of my balls as their tongues licked my shaft. Both of their gorgeous faces and round, perky breasts were covered in cum that still leaked from the tip of my fully erect cock. Meanwhile, I was staring straight out of the painting with a smirk while giving two thumbs up.

Alpha held up a fist and shouted, “One cock to rule them all!”

Nearly the entire crowd echoed her cry. “One cock to rule them all!”

Then, the audience erupted into cheer and celebration while Alpha and Illumina cried tears of joy, hugging the witch and succubus. Honestly, it was a masterpiece—just not one I would have shown off to one hundred and two new guests whom I barely knew.

Once things calmed down, I decided to skip the displays of power and move on. “While you’re here tonight, please feel free to ask the witches of the Rising Star Coven anything you want. We’ve instructed them to answer honestly so long as it doesn’t affect safety and security. Chilla, Fantasia, I look forward to meeting with you in the VIP area whenever you’re ready. As for everyone else, enjoy the party!”

The ladies in the crowd cheered and whistled while I led my girls off stage.
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I waited patiently in the VIP area next to the bar with a drink in my hand when Chilla and Fantasia joined me. They also had drinks. Chilla had a beer and Fantasia had something fruity in a glass. Both had blushing cheeks.

Fantasia cleared her throat. “This has been—umm—interesting so far. Your witches speak highly of you.”

Chilla reluctantly nodded. “It’s true. Not a hint of compulsion, nor evidence there ever was. They practically worship you. Or at least one part of you.”

Fantasia almost spat out her drink at her comrade’s words. She took a few seconds to collect herself. “Yes, well, while we want to kill you far less than we previously did, that isn’t all we were told.”

Chilla’s lips tried to curl into a snarl, though she held them back. “We heard you contractually bound a witch as a sex slave.”

My face became a mask of incredulity. “What?! I don’t have a—” I stopped mid-denial and face-palmed. “Ugghh. Okay, hear me out. I have one, but it’s not what you think.”

Chilla had to stop herself from lunging at me, and the helpful hand on her shoulder from Fantasia kept her in place. “Explain!” she said through gritted teeth.

“Yes, please explain, Logan,” Fantasia added more politely.

It appeared they were willing to give me the benefit of the doubt. “She wanted it. She practically begged for it,” I tried to explain.

Chilla rolled her eyes and grunted in disgust. “That’s what all men say when they force women against their will.”

“No, I mean literally, she—” I tried. However, at that moment, the worst thing that could happen did happen. Illumina showed up.

“My King, as your contractually obligated sex slave, it is my solemn duty to inquire if you wish to force yourself on me tonight. There is a stage where you can show off your sexual prowess and strength as you ignore my attempts to fight you off and sexually dominate me like the slutty little sex slave I am.”

My face and my palm met once more. “Illumina…” I sighed. “Please explain to these fine ladies, how exactly you ended up being my–ahem, ‘contractually obligated sex slave’ before they decide they want me dead again.”

Chilla and Fantasia looked both disgusted and enraged, having seen what they believed was proof. Chilla gritted her teeth, her eyes filled with fury as she glared at me. “Yes, Illumina. Please, explain.”

The Moon Witch didn’t miss a beat. She nodded to me before turning to face the two leaders of the super covens with a straight back and her chin held high, pride gleaming in her eyes. “Gladly. Despite my King’s consistent denial, I’m sure that my sexual servitude was implied and expected when he first conquered me and my coven. However, his contract had nothing of the sort included. It took months to convince him to alter my contract.”

Fantasia held up a hand. “Wait, you’re saying you–wanted–to be a sex slave?”

The corners of Illumina’s lips curled upward slightly, and her eyes widened with excitement. However, her appearance and tone didn’t match her words. “What?! Of course, not! As if one of my station would ever wish to be a man’s needy, thirsty, desperate little fucktoy who spends her every waking hour wishing she was being used and abused in front of anyone who will watch by her king. Mmmm.” As her unnecessarily long description dragged on, her breaths came heavier. By the time she finished she was biting her lip and letting out a soft moan.

Chilla’s former angry expression was gone as she stared at Illumina with bright red cheeks. “I was… wrong. Logan isn’t the pervert, you are.”

“I’m what?!” Illumina asked, suddenly coming out of her fantasy with a scowl.

Fantasia’s eyes were wide, and she gripped her glass tightly with both hands. “Let’s–let’s not–ahem…” She cleared her throat and forced the words to come out. “Let’s not kink shame, Chilla. It’s rude. I’m sure we all have our–um–fantasies.”

Chilla frowned at her younger counterpart but nodded. “You’re right. I haven’t thought about mating for a long time. Perhaps I should keep an open mind. Would you excuse us for a few minutes? We need to powder our noses. Join me, Fantasia.”

The Fairy Witch shrugged with a nervous smile at me before joining her. The two walked away having a hushed conversation. Illumina turned to me, a question in her eyes. “So… about that stage?”

I chuckled. “Not tonight. Maybe during the next coven meeting.” I kissed her forehead as she hugged me.

“I can’t believe you make me do these insufferably intimate things.” The white-haired witch clung even tighter to me before letting go, slapping me on the shoulder, and then walking away.

Roughly fifteen minutes later, Fantasia returned and gracefully took a seat next to me at the bar. “Excuse me, is this seat taken?” she asked after already sitting down.

I chuckled. “It is now.”

She smiled. “Wonderful.” She blushed deeply and sat her drink down. “I would like to offer my deepest apologies on behalf of myself and Chilla for our misunderstandings and harsh words up to this point.”

“Honestly, it’s not a problem. I completely understand how it can appear to someone on the outside looking in.”

“Your Moon Witch is rather strange, isn’t she?”

I laughed and slowly spun my glass in a circle. “Yeah, she’s definitely not like other witches, but that’s just one of the reasons I love her.”

She tilted her head with an adorably curious look on her face. “You love her?”

“Mhm. I do. I love all the women in my Inner Circle deeply. No pun intended. Sure, some of them joined it through deals, like Demonique, and I have to consider how useful their affinities will be for me, but that’s all secondary. Once they are a part of the Inner Circle, they become a part of my family. I work hard to get to know the real woman behind the witch, and I want us all to be happy and safe. Hell, I want every witch in my coven to be happy and safe. While I don’t love them as dearly as I do my Inner Circle, I still love all of them. That’s the only reason I’m trying to get more powerful, so I can protect them and my children.”

Fantasia stared at me for a few moments in silence, her pink eyes locked on mine. “Your children?”

I nodded as a broad smile grew on my lips. “Yup. I’ve got three on the way already. Two girls and a boy.” After taking a swig from my glass, I looked at her, seeing her stunned expression.

“I—This is, unexpected.” She took a delicate sip from her drink and stared at it. “Growing up, I was taught that Coven Kings were evil. They were monsters who did nothing but enslave the witches around them and use them for their own perverse purposes.” Her eyes met mine once more, and this time, there was hope in them. “You’re not like that at all, are you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No. No, I’m not. I was born an orphan, without a family. I grew up on my own. Things are different now. I have a family who loves me, and who I love. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do to protect them. Fortunately, I’ve come this far while keeping my morals intact.”

She nodded slowly before trying to gather her thoughts. I took it as the opportunity it was. “Hey Fantasia, what did you mean before, about you gals needing me later?”

The Fairy Witch chewed on her plump bottom lip with a slightly worried look in her pretty eyes. “Well—I guess I don’t see a reason not to. Chilla might be upset with me if I share it, but I have my coven to worry about, and I like you. I believe you’ll be more important than any of us realize one day.” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “The rumors about a European Coven King are proving to be more true than we initially thought. Not only that, but he’s apparently taking over the European covens at an alarming rate. It’s like the Germans in World War Two, using blitzkrieg tactics against them. It’s a fitting description since he’s German. Word is spreading that he plans to come to America after he finishes dominating Europe. He’ll focus on our covens first.”

A pit formed in my stomach as I heard those words. Something inside told me he and I wouldn’t be able to co-exist. Though, it’s possible I was misjudging him like others did me. It was best if I kept an open mind for now, at least until I got a chance to meet the guy. “I see. Yeah, that’s pretty big news.”

“Chilla and I were making plans to unite all the American Covens to put an end to him before it was too late.”

“You mean an end to me, and then an end to him before it was too late, right?” I asked with a knowing grin.

She smiled wryly and nodded. “Yes. However, now that the Holy Knights are involved, there’s no way we’ll manage it. Too many witches will go into hiding. Except for us, the super covens are too big to hide everyone. Not to mention that by splitting up we’d be even more vulnerable to the European Coven King. Our only option left is to use you to defeat him for us. No offense, but it still feels like I’m being forced to choose between the lesser of two evils.”

I shook my head. “No offense taken. I get it. You’ve been taught one thing your whole life, and right now, you see two examples of it. One fits that mold, the other doesn’t. Trust takes time to establish.”

She turned to me quickly, putting her hand on top of mine. “I’m sorry. I realize how this might sound, but I shouldn’t get your hopes up. This doesn’t mean I have any intention of joining you or not killing you in the future. We still hold to the fact that if we learn this is all somehow an elaborate trick, and you don’t deserve to live, then we’d rather die fighting both you and the European Coven King than submit.” She batted her eyelashes after saying all this in a tone sweeter than honey.

Of course, I didn’t let it bother me. I had a feeling she was saying it more as a disclaimer than anything else. I nodded. “Don’t worry, I understand completely.” I frowned. “On a related note, have you heard any rumors about the Euro Coven King taking witches as sex slaves?”

She frowned and jutted her lips out. “Actually, now that I think about it, no. Not a one. That seems… odd. Honestly, that makes him scarier than you, since I have no idea what his intentions are. Can I just say again how sorry I am for the horrible things I said about you? I spread so many lies without realizing it. I’m so embarrassed by my behavior. Please, Logan, is there anything I can do to make it up to you?” Her hand was still on mine, and she batted her lashes at me with a pleading gaze that made things much harder to think about.

Regardless, I saw an opportunity presenting itself—an opportunity to divide and conquer. I gave her my most charming smile. “I have an idea. If you really want to make it up to me, then let me take you out on a date.”

Her eyes turned to saucers, and she covered her cheeks with both hands as she gasped while shaking her head. Fantasia’s pink locks flew left and right. “I—I couldn’t, possibly! Could I?” She stopped shaking her head and looked away from me, biting a finger and stealing glances my way. “Well, I suppose, since it’s the only way I can make amends. I accept. Once you make arrangements, you can contact me directly on my—my—my personal cell.” She let out a girlish giggle as a card appeared in her hand.

I accepted it. “I will. Here, I’ll text you my number in case you need to reach me.” Pulling out my phone, I sent, “Hey, it’s Logan. This is my number.”

She got out her phone, and… replied. Via text. When we were still sitting right next to each other. It said, “OMG! Thanks! Logy! Can’t wait! Smiley face. Winky Face. Pink Heart. Winky Kiss. Heart Eyes.”

“You know you’re still next to me, right?” I teased.

Her eyes went wide, and she blushed furiously. “Mhmm. Yeah. I—um—I knew that. I was kidding. That’s all. Haha ha! Ha! Just a joke. I’m going to go powder my nose and try not to die from embarrassment now.” And just like that, the Fairy Witch was gone, hurrying off to who knows where.

Things were looking up, but the challenges were only going to get harder. On the bright side, if I could win over one of the super covens, the other would probably join by default, realizing we were their best chance at success. I was confident that if I could gain the loyalty of both the Devil’s Coast Coven and the Big Apple Coven, then nothing could stop me from protecting the women I loved. If only I could solve all my problems with my dick instead of violence.


Epilogue


Oh, No. This Can’t Be Happening!

Elaine

Elaine awoke in a cold sweat in the middle of the night, her body shaking and spasming with yet another orgasm caused by her disturbing dreams. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t escape it. Every night she made love to him in her mind while killing him. She was no therapist, but she understood something was profoundly wrong with her.

She’d tried every method she knew and used every artifact and tool at her disposal, but nothing offered an answer. She wasn’t cursed, and there was nothing magical on, or near her, other than the artifacts themselves. This complicated things further.

Elaine believed the only way these nightmares would end was if she made up her mind one way or the other, but that seemed impossible. She needed more information. However, at this point, could she trust her own mind? She sighed. Perhaps it was time to break the news to Hilga that she’d been compromised. Her weekly check-in was today, wasn’t it?

As if her thoughts summoned the councilwoman, Elaine’s phone rang. Reluctantly, she answered, “This is Elaine.”

Hilga’s elderly voice came in reply. “Elaine, dear, it’s Hilga. I’m calling for an update. I know it’s late, and I apologize for that, but I just remembered we have a council meeting in the morning, and I need an update before then. Do you mind?”

Elaine climbed out of bed with a grunt of pain before she replied. “Of course, Councilwoman Hilga. I engaged the Coven King a few days ago. I nearly landed the killing blow before I was shot. I didn’t expect one of the witches to have a gun.”

“Oh, my! Are you alright, dear?”

“Yes, I’m fine. The bullet hit nothing vital, so I’ll heal.”

“Good… That’s good. I take it you’ve decided then? You found evidence that exposes him as the threat we believe he is?” Hilga asked expectantly.

“Well, I…” Elaine lost her words as she struggled to come clean.

“What is it, dear? What’s wrong?”

“I—I have a confession.”

“It’s alright, dear. You can tell me anything.”

Hilga’s caring tone helped relieve some of Elaine’s tension. The Holy Knight took a deep breath and let it out slowly as she firmed her resolve. “I—I’ve lost my… I’ve lost my purity.” There was a pause on the line as Hilga didn’t respond. “Hilga? Are you there?”

Hilga coughed and hurriedly replied, “Yes, yes. I’m here. By losing your purity, you mean you had sex? Vaginal intercourse?”

Elaine shook her head furiously, even though she knew Hilga couldn’t see it. “No! Goodness, no! I—um—my fingers,” she explained nervously.

“Oh? Is that all?” Hilga asked in a casual, unconcerned tone.

“What do you mean, is that all? I’m not pure anymore. I’m compromised. Every time I see or think about him, I struggle not to touch myself in inappropriate ways. I desperately want to do more with him and give myself to him completely. None of my magical implements can detect the curse he’s placed upon me, nor what kind of magic he uses to draw women like me in. I’m afraid that—I’m—I’m compromised.”

Hilga laughed. She wasn’t angry, sad, disappointed, or anything of the sort like Elaine had expected. Instead, her voice grew distant, as if she pulled away from the phone. Honestly, she sounded almost like she was wiping happy tears from her eyes from laughing too hard. She was still struggling to contain herself when she finally responded. “I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I’m not laughing at you, dear. It was—umm—something funny I read earlier popped back into my head. Listen, that’s not magic, dear.”

Elaine frowned deeply and couldn’t help but feel like Hilga was lying about not laughing at her. “That’s what one of the witches said. She tried to lie and told me I was horny.”

Hilga laughed again but contained herself quickly. “Elaine, dear, she was right. You’re feeling things you’ve denied yourself your whole life. While I admire your strong desire for purity, you do understand that it isn’t required of you, right? While the church wholeheartedly supports being married before doing sexual things, the holy text does not explicitly state that it is a sin. Nor is it a sin to—ahem—practice self-care. As long as you’re not hurting anyone, it’s fine. Even the great Trevon Beaumont took many lovers during his lifetime.”

Elaine’s mouth hung open, but no sound came out.

Now it was Hilga’s turn to wonder if something was wrong with her phone. “Elaine? Are you there? Hellooooo?”

“Ahem. Yes, I’m here,” Elaine said with far too little emotion. Her mind reeled from this revelation. She couldn’t help but wonder if her entire life was a lie.

Hilga cautiously brought them back to the topic at hand. “Elaine, if you feel this way about him, why did you try to kill him? What was the evidence you uncovered?”

Elaine nodded to herself, still nearly monotone as she replied. “I thought it was the only way to be free of his control. He forced nearly one hundred witches to join him. He coerced them to agree, despite their obvious reluctance. However, I don’t know why all those witches were gathered in an abandoned warehouse to begin with. It’s plausible his actions were a preemptive form of self-defense. There’s something more going on here.”

Hilga thought out loud. “Hmmm. It might be time to expand our operations in Wisconsin. Expect us to assign more Holy Knights to assist you. Jedediah is getting impatient and still insists the threat be eliminated, regardless. I’ll do what I can to ensure you remain in command of the mission. Not all the council is convinced the interpretation of the prophecy is accurate.” Hilga yawned, then continued, not waiting for a response. “I’ll send you further information tomorrow, dear. Let us know if you need anything before then. I need to rest now. Good night.”

Elaine didn’t know what to make of Hilga rushing to end the conversation. Nor did she particularly care at the moment, since multiple bombshells were simultaneously dropped on her. Elaine’s arm fell limply to the side, dropping her phone.

She stood, limping to the coat rack where her duster jacket hung. It hadn’t been touched since the night she was shot. Elaine wanted to feel close to Logan, and she had just the thing to fulfill that sudden need. Her eyes widened as she realized the rabbit’s foot was gone. She patted down every pocket and searched the room. After finding nothing, she hobbled back to her car and searched inside. She even traveled back to the alley and the factory, scouring every inch of both, only to find nothing.

With daylight upon her, she was forced to give up. She returned to her apartment and lay in her bed, staring at the ceiling. At that moment, she made a new vow. “I swear on my faith that Logan will be my lover. My dreams will become reality—even if I have to kill him afterward.”

[image: image-placeholder]

Logan

I was sitting with a pile of pillows at my back against the headboard in my room. My phone was out, and I was seeing what old acquaintances were up to on their social media feeds these days while generally enjoying some rare alone time when my phone buzzed with a text from Novella.

Novella: Mr. Morrison. I hope you’ve enjoyed your relaxation. However, today you’re scheduled to reward a few of our members for their exceptional service.

Logan: Oh, right! That’s today, isn’t it? Who was it again?

Novella: Pixelle, Calcula, and Jezine are all expecting you within the hour. Halo will assist you.

Logan: Do I really need to be assisted with this? I’m pretty sure I can handle it on my own.

Novella: If your cum is not in, or on, one of your witches, then it’s wasted. Do you ever think we’d allow such a travesty to occur?

Logan: No. I suppose not.

Novella: Good. I’m glad you understand, Mr. Morrison. Halo will be there any minute.

Logan: Thanks for the reminder. When will you be home?

Novella: The rest of us will be there in a few hours.

Logan: Awesome. Love you.

Novella: I love you too, Mr. Morrison.

Sure enough, a minute later, Halo entered my room, closing and locking the door behind her despite us being the only two people home. She had one hand on her large pregnant stomach while the other waved cheerfully at me while yawning. “Hey, baby! I’m so gosh darn happy to see you. I wanted to come snuggle, but the girls and I figured you could use some alone time, since you don’t get it that often.”

I smiled warmly at her while lowering my phone. “You know you could have still snuggled with me if you wanted, right?”

Her walk was nearly a waddle as she came to the bed. She was still wearing a skirt, albeit one with an elastic band, to fit more comfortably. Her wings folded against her back as she crawled into the bed. Her breasts were already much larger than normal, giving her even more cleavage to enjoy via her crop top. “Yeah, I know. But, golly, you need a little time for yourself now and then. Now take these darn pants off.”

Without argument, I dismissed my clothes, leaving me nude. If there was one thing I learned over the last few months, it’s that you don’t upset a pregnant Halo. She lay on her side facing me, her head on my lap. One of the blonde’s pigtails fell onto my balls, while she gripped my flaccid shaft in her hand. “I’m gonna get you warmed up,” she said with another yawn. “While you get them on video sync.”

I ran my fingers through her hair as she put my flaccid tip in her mouth while she relaxed. “You know you don’t have to, right? If you’re tired, you can get some sleep.”

She giggled around my girth and spoke with the head of my dick still partially in her mouth. “Don’t worry, lover. I plan to. When I fall asleep, you do your thing. Once you’re ready to cum, just stick it back in my mouth.”

My brows furrowed. “Are you sure that’s alright? I could like, I don’t know, cum on a towel or something.”

A flash of anger shone in her blue eyes, and she scowled while still lightly suckling on my tip. “Don’t you dare. If I said you put it in my mouth, then you put it in my gosh darn fudruckin’ mouth and cum down my throat, whether I’m awake or not.”

I gulped and nodded—not out of fear, but because of how sexy her conviction was. She smiled around my length while slowly bobbing her head, making me gradually stiffen a little more with each passing second while I linked my phone to the projector we installed in my room for this exact purpose. Pulling up the app, I searched for each woman and sent a video sync request. Each of them agreed immediately and started the video chat session before setting my phone aside.

The screen showed three blushing ladies with beaming smiles. Calcula offered a friendly wave. Her hair was done up in a bun with a thick, frilly scrunchy, and she wore large circular glasses. She had a black push-up bra that did wonders for her petite breasts. The sexy nerd sat at her desk with several trophies, certificates, and medals from various math competitions adorned the shelves behind her. “Hi, Mr. King!”

I waved back. “Hi, Calcula. When did you start wearing glasses?”

“Oh, these?” she asked, pushing them up the bridge of her nose. “They are blue light-blocking glasses. I only use them during screen time.” She said in her nerdy, yet excited voice.

Pixelle grinned mischievously at me through the camera, and her blue eyes glowed while the rings in her pupils adjusted like a camera focusing. As she did, the three equally sized camera displays changed, hers becoming one larger video feed at the top of my screen while the other two were slightly smaller, sharing the bottom.

A small display of my video feed also remained. It was a magical recording that showed everything on my bed. As long as I was looking at the screen, it appeared as if I was looking into the camera. The projector screen was so big that her mischief didn’t really matter since I could still see their life-size images without issue, and judging by the lack of reaction from the other girls, they didn’t notice a change.

The small-chested Techno Witch wore a tight Zelda shirt she cut into a crop top. Her hard nipples pressed against the fabric, and she showed off a generous amount of under boob. The light blue, circuit-like lines trailed down the ivory flesh of her flat stomach, occasionally branching off while a few grew closer together beneath her belly button and led into her white panties.

She sat on the edge of a couch with her legs spread wide with 90s video game posters on the wall at her back. Her extremely short, blue-haired pixie cut gave her a sexy tomboy look. She spoke in her sensual, yet slightly synthetic voice. “Hey there, Logan. Are you ready to play with us?”

I quirked a questioning brow at her antics and smirked. “Of course. I’ve been looking forward to it.” Turning my attention to the third woman on the video call, I said, “Hey, Jezine, how have you been?”

The Fae Woods Faction leader’s opinion about me changed drastically since we first met. Granted, I was invading her meeting and taking over her coven at the time. Now she leaned back on her hands with her feet crossed in her bed. The red silk sheets matched her red lacy bra and panties.

Her white hair hung to her shoulders, and fine lines decorated the corners of her eyes and lips. Her enormous chest had a slight sag to it, but there was nothing to complain about.

Jezine was still beyond a ten. Despite the signs of age, her body had a fantastic hourglass shape, and her eyes were red like Cherry’s. However, she didn’t have fangs. She was a GILF if I’d ever seen one, even if she didn’t have any children or grandchildren yet. She arched her back slightly, giving me an even better view of the goods she had available. “I’ve been so busy lately. I’ve spent too much time on these old feet. It’s a darn shame I don’t have a handsome young man like you to come over and rub them for me.”

Pixelle said, “Speaking of feet…”

“Let’s not—” I tried.

She ignored me and continued. “Did you gals know Logan has a thing for feet?”

“I don’t—Oooohh wow.” Before I could say another word, Pixelle’s camera angle changed. It looked up at her from the floor. I could still see all of Pixelle as she sandwiched my dick between the arches of her feet and lifted them up and down. The magical sync function let me feel her every touch as if she were with me in person. The Techno Witch had clearly lubed it up already, and her smooth strokes sent shivers down my spine.

“I thought those were just rumors, but look at his reactions,” Calcula said, her brows raising.

“Oh my. Well, well, well. Who would have thought that our Coven King has a foot fetish?” Jezine smirked before she positioned her dildo and got on her hands and knees.

“I really—Mmmmph! Don’t have—” My protests were useless. The GILF lubed up my dick before leaning forward and looking over her shoulder with a smirk as she stuck her ass out enticingly.

The instep of her foot pressed against one side of my cock, while the arch of her foot pressed against the other. She ran them up and down my length, doubling the pleasure I was receiving. “You can’t fool us, young man.”

“I swear, I—I—ooooh ffuck,” I said, trying and failing one more time.

The reason for said failure was the sexy nerd, whose camera also adjusted itself, lubed her dildo before she spread her thighs and bent her knees. The balls and heels of her feet pressed against the sides of my girth, almost like she was going to clap her feet, but jerked me off with them instead, tripling my enjoyment. Occasionally, she’d stop stroking, to curl and uncurl her toes against my tip. She giggled. “This is fun. Can we keep doing this? I wanna see you cum from it.”

“I—okay, just this once,” I said, giving in to the intense pleasure of it all. It wasn’t really their cute feet that turned me on, but the sexy poses they took as they played with my cock that won me over. I gripped the sheets and felt my dick pop free from Halo’s mouth.

A soft, adorable snore came from my Angelic Witch, but the moans coming from the three ladies on my screen were drowning them out. All three of them had the same bright idea to finger themselves as they continued their foot jobs. “Goddess! Mmmm—this is only the—Nnnggh beginning, Mr. King!” Calcula said.

“I—Ahhhh—wonder how long it will take us—Ooohh yeah! To make him cum—Mmmm!” Pixelle added.

“That’s right, ladies. Oooh! I bet he can’t wait to—Mmmpph—feel our tight pussies next,” Jezine said.

They weren’t wrong about that, which was why I wasn’t holding back. Their sensual footwork continued for a few more minutes, and the muscles in my body were already tensing. The pressure inside was bound to overwhelm me at any moment. If their moans were any indication, they were on the same page as me.

Caclula changed her tactic and pressed the instep of her foot against the top of my shaft while using the ball of her foot and her toes to focus on my frenulum, while the other two continued covering all angles. “C’mon Mr. King! Unnngh! Cum with us! Ahhh! We need it so bad! I know you want to! Mmmm! Please! Please! Nyahh!”

Jezine’s plump ass was shaking as she struggled to hold off reaching her peak. “Come on, young man! You can do it! Give us that huge load! Shower us in your divine seed!”

Pixelle’s lines glowed brightly, and she doubled her pace on both her clit and my dick. “Ahhhh! Current operation is—Nnngghh—extending beyond limitations! Ooohh! Yes! System overload imminent! Nyaaah! Brace for additional output! Ahhh! You will cum for us now!”

At first, I thought she was giving me some technical dirty talk, but whatever she did drastically increased my sensitivity to their touch. I went from being close to being on the verge of erupting in an instant. It was so intense that I almost forgot what Halo wanted me to do.

In a rush, I grabbed my cock and angled it downward again before shoving it into a sleeping Halo’s open mouth. I grunted as I exploded into her mouth.

Her piercing blue eyes shot open wide in surprise before staring up at me. The amount of cum quickly overwhelmed the unprepared Angelic Witch, and she pulled back with her cheeks puffed out like a chipmunk. As my girth left the warmth of her mouth, two spurts splattered on her face before the rest flew in her hair and on her forehead.

The unexpected facial made her roll over on her back and looked away, making more hit the other side of her face. As I tried to shift it away from her face, the rest landed on her cleavage. “Jeepers, really?!” Halo shouted. “Oh, no…”

I didn’t know if she was angry or not, since her tone only sounded surprised. My response was hindered as the three women continued to amuse themselves by using their feet to jerk me off. “I—I’m sorry! I did what you told me to. I didn’t mean to upset you.” They were the only words I could get out through the orgasmic bliss that still filled every part of me.

“Huh? I’m not mad,” she said, glancing back at me with furrowed brows while swiping some cum into her mouth before turning her attention back to the screen.

“Wait, what?” I asked, even more confused now. What could she be other than angry?

“Golly, I can’t believe we were right all along,” Halo said with an air of disbelief as she shook her head.

Realization struck me like a slap to the face—or maybe that was just my palm? “Hang on! Listen, it’s not what it looks like. I swear! It’s the system—”

Halo ignored my denial, obviously deciding she had plenty of evidence already. She giggled. “Jiminy Christmas, baby. You really have a foot fetish. I guess it’s time to break out the flip-flops.”
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