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Prologue


Elaine - The Cavalry is Coming

Elaine closed the door to her small, one-bedroom apartment in Fresco City and hung up her duster jacket next to the sheath that held the legendary blade—Excalibur. She took a deep breath, smelling the vanilla wax she’d left on the warmer. It was the same scent her mother always used when she was a child. It calmed her nerves and helped her tense muscles relax.

She limped into the kitchen, putting a pot of water on the stove to boil. Spaghetti sounded good tonight. But did she have parmesan cheese? As she went to look, her mind drifted to Logan again. It was something that happened often—not just because of her job either.

She uselessly brushed a lock of her short brown hair off her forehead only for it to fall right back into place as she opened the refrigerator. No parmesan. “Shoot,” she muttered, closing the door and hobbling to the cupboards.

Logan was everything she wanted in a man—if he hadn’t turned out to be someone who forced witches to do awful things. She grabbed the knob, opened the cabinet door and shook her head. That wasn’t necessarily true. Logan seemed so caring, faithful, and understanding to the women he was with. God, she wanted to be one of those women.

No spaghetti sauce either. Elaine shut the door to the cupboard, put both hands on the counter, and let her head droop. She’d been so busy stalking the man that she’d forgotten to buy groceries. Following him had become a lot harder without his rabbit foot.

A delightfully sinful thought entered her head. Maybe… maybe she should call him? The more she followed him around, and the more she thought about everything she’d seen, the more she realized that her previously confused and distraught mental state had clouded her judgment.

It was thanks to her conversation with Hilga that she finally had clarity of mind. She had her goals and saw a possible path to achieve them, but Jedediah’s pushing was making things harder than they needed to be.

Elaine turned the stove off and sat on the couch in the living room. She considered turning on the recording of The Witching Hour special again just to see all the footage of that handsome man—despite just coming from spying on him all day. Instead, she pulled her phone from her pocket and pressed the button to turn the screen on.

She stared at her lock screen picture for several seconds until the screen turned off. It was a shirtless picture of Logan. Realizing this was the third time in a row that she let the screen shut itself off, she finally forced herself to unlock her phone and fought her instincts to stare at the background image—another shirtless picture of Logan.

In a rush, she clicked on the DoorJash app and started scrolling through the list of restaurants. She eyed a few of them. “Seriously, how could someone be so lazy about naming restaurants? It’s not that hard…” she muttered as she swiped past That One Hot Dog House With the Wiener Dog Mascot, and The One Place, You Know, The One With The Noodles I Like.

Again, she debated calling Logan. Elaine’s fingers seemed to move on their own as they closed the app, opened her contacts, and clicked the one listed as, ‘Hunky Hot Stuff’. However, they stopped before pressing the call button.

Maybe she could kill two birds with one stone? She could ask him to meet her for dinner again, but this time, it would be so they could talk about—uh, work stuff. Yeah, that was it. They could sit down at a nice public restaurant and talk about work stuff. It wouldn’t be a date, so he’d have no reason to refuse, right?

She frowned. The last time he’d seen her, she had stabbed him in the gut with a sword. Her brows rose as she considered it. Then again, stabbing him did earn me my first kiss, and what a first kiss it was… She let out a contented sigh at the memory.

But what if he said yes? She could get his side of the story while they shared some food, stories, laughs, and, dare she hope, another kiss. The thought made her practically squirm in her seat.

Her finger drifted closer to the button, her heart pounding like a war drum in her chest. This was it, she was finally going to—Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. Her phone began vibrating from an incoming call, and for a split second butterflies rushed through her stomach in a frantic hurricane.

As the name ‘Jedediah’ popped up on her phone screen, her heart sank. With drooped shoulders, she considered letting it go to voicemail. Unfortunately, she knew she couldn’t do that, not to a member of the council—especially not to Jedediah.

Her frown deepened with confusion. Why was he calling her anyway? He wasn’t her primary contact. Just what was going on? She reluctantly answered the phone and opened her mouth to speak.

Jedediah beat her to it. “Elaine, it’s about time you picked up the phone. You know better than to waste a council member’s time.”

She sat a little straighter, even though she knew he couldn’t see her. “Apologies, Councilman. I wasn’t expecting a call tonight,” she said.

“Another excuse, it seems like that’s all you’re able to offer us lately,” he sneered.

“Excuse me, sir?” Elaine asked. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Don’t play dumb with me. You were tasked with killing the Coven King months ago. You’ve had ample opportunities to kill him and hundreds of witches, yet still, you have nothing to show for your effort,” he chided.

Elaine squeezed the phone as she balled her fists and gritted her teeth. “I explicitly agreed that I would investigate, and if necessary, slay the Coven King. I have not yet determined if killing him is necessary, nor if he deserves to die,” she explained as calmly as she could.

“What is there to investigate? You heard the prophecy the same as I did. You either start eliminating the threats now, or he’s going to lead those witches on a crusade to kill every last Holy Knight. If we aren’t there to combat these horrible monsters like him and the witches, the world will fall into depravity, sin, and chaos!” Jedediah preached with righteous conviction.

Despite his assured tone, Elaine believed he was wrong. “Sir, I’d like to remind you of Sinner’s Field—”

“Ahh, yes,” he said, cutting her off, “Sinner’s Field. One of the last great battlefields where our Holy Knights put an end to the sinful corruption of hundreds of vile witches. You are right to bring them up, because soon, those holy grounds being desecrated by evil once more shall be cleansed.”

“Councilman, the witches who were brutally murdered on Sinner’s Field were healing the sick and helping the poor. They were doing the work the church should have been doing,” she argued.

“No!” Jedediah nearly shouted. “Our Holy Knights were doing the work of the church.”

She knew there was no getting through to him on the issue. He was too zealous and had always refused to see anything that didn’t fit his idea of what God wanted. So she said the only thing she could when talking to a council member. “Of course, Councilman. You’re right. I must be misremembering.” The lie made her want to vomit.

“Your apology is accepted, child,” he said with arrogant grace.

“I mean no disrespect, Councilman, but why are you contacting me instead of Hilga?” she asked, being sure to use his title as often as possible to keep him in the best mood she could.

His voice shifted to what she could only describe as feigned sadness. It was a little too dramatic. “Oh, poor, poor Councilwoman Hilga has come down with an unexpected illness and hasn’t been able to make it to the meetings all week. The Divine Council has decided I would be your contact until she returns. God be with her in her time of need. We all pray for a swift return.”

Worry for her friend filled her. “Yes, God be with her. I’ll call her later and offer to pray with her,” Elaine said with sincerity.

“No need for that. Best to let her rest for now,” Jedediah said calmly. “Bothering her will only delay her recovery.”

Her eyes narrowed with suspicion, and she briefly wondered if Jedediah had something to do with the normally healthy woman’s sudden illness. She pushed that thought out of her mind—or, at least she tried to. He might be a pompous jerk, but he’d never bring intentional harm to another member of the council. Would he? Wincing, she lied again. “Very well, I understand. There’s no need for that.”

“Now, let’s get back on topic. Since you still haven’t done your job and killed the Coven King or any witches, the least you can do is tell me what you’ve learned so far that can help us in the war to come,” he said.

“War?” she asked.

“Yes, war. We will eradicate the witches in the United States once and for all. I already have a squad of twelve elite Holy Knights who should arrive any day now to assist you in your efforts. They have been given explicit instructions. Should you lack the resolve and faith to see this through, they will take over and call the shots. Your investigation is over. The time for action has arrived. The job is simple. Plan the attack, and cut out the evil. Do you understand?”

She silently prayed that God would forgive the lies she’d told Jedediah already, and the ones she would continue to tell him going forward. She gulped. “Yes, Councilman. I understand.”

“You were about to explain what weaknesses we can exploit and the dangers to our people?” he prodded.

There was no way she was telling him about what she’d seen only hours earlier. If she did, he’d try to rush her into immediate action. Earlier that day, Elaine had watched Logan driving his van to the gun range with witches in tow. The recent memory of being shot made her healing leg throb with pain.

She’d seen most of his women coming and going over the weeks–at least, she was pretty confident that she’d seen them all by now. With so many women surrounding him so often, it was hard to be one-hundred-percent sure. Today, Elaine had watched how cautious Logan had been when offering a very pregnant Alpha a helping hand into the van. He treated her like she was a precious, fragile flower and showered her in affection, much to the annoyance of the other women. Cherry had shouted something about, “That pregnant witch is just looking for attention!”

Elaine was no delicate flower, but she desperately wished Logan would treat her like one. She couldn’t help but envy those women. While Elaine wanted Logan all to herself, she understood that a man like him deserved to be shared—like the world’s best pizza. No one should eat it alone. That thought led to her stomach growling and her core heating as she imagined how she’d love to have him in her mouth.

“Elaine? Are you still there?” Jedediah asked.

She shook her head to clear her mind as she came out of her inappropriate musings. “Uhh—yes. Sorry, Councilman. I was just checking my notes. Let’s see. The anti-magic EMP was very effective against the witches. However, it didn’t seem to have any obvious negative effects on the Coven King. I was able to wound him with Excalibur, but I wasn’t able to finish the job because I was shot.”

“We already received that report. Have you gained anything new? Did you find anything indicating that they’re trying to acquire more guns?” he asked with obvious frustration.

“No, sir.” Elaine knew she was doing the right thing by lying. Wasn’t she? With her head on straight, she’d started to realize her initial instincts about the Coven King might not be wrong. All she needed was a little more time to try and clear things up so she knew for sure—well, that and to get into his bed. Maybe she was lying out of selfishness, maybe it was what God wanted, maybe both. Regardless, she’d made up her mind and that was that.

Jedediah paused for a long moment.

Unsure of whether she should speak or not, she asked, “Councilman?”

Finally, he spoke as if he were a suspicious, yet concerned parent. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d assume you’re falling off the righteous path, Elaine. Are you falling from God’s grace, child?”

Without hesitation, she replied, “No sir. I stand tall in God’s light. I’ll lead our Holy Knights with God’s guidance. I’ll walk the path He’s laid before me with conviction.” This time, she hadn’t lied. She believed she was on the righteous path, one of mercy, forgiveness, and love.

“Good… Very good,” he said slowly. “See to it that you do. You can expect the members of the elite squad to make contact with you within the week.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” she said, trying to sound positive.

Jedediah took on a fatherly tone before he said goodbye. “Please, child. Call if you need anything. The rest of the Divine Council and I are always here for you. Trust that we know God’s desires and seek to fulfill them. Good night, Elaine.”

“Good—” she tried to reply, but the call suddenly ended as he hung up on her. This wasn’t good. Hilga had said they were sending her help, but she hadn’t expected anything like a war. Thinking of Hilga, she quickly pulled up her contact list and called the older woman.

Rather than hearing the kindly voice of the Councilwoman, she heard a generic message informing her that the number she was trying to reach had been disconnected. This felt wrong… so very wrong.

Elaine looked at Excalibur and considered what to do next. The Divine Council was pushing for war, but she hadn’t seen any actions by the witches that warranted any intervention. While she still wasn’t certain if Logan needed to die or not, she was sure that, either way, the witches were innocent.

She made up her mind as she pulled up the floorboard she’d loosened under the rug and hid Excalibur. She’d put it in its protective case that contained its divine energy so it couldn’t be detected. She’d contact Logan and have that meeting, but not yet. Before that, she needed to try and find out what was going on with the council, how she was going to stall the elite squad, and what she’d do if Logan really was innocent.


Chapter 1


Quality Snuggies

I stood in Novella’s office on the bottom floor of the penthouse, looking at our most recently acquired artifacts to see if any were useful. As I scanned them, I thought back to the last time we inspected enchanted items—I’d almost touched some dangerous stuff without thinking.

Fortunately, the girls had stopped me from making any huge mistakes. Who knew what would have happened if I’d touched that Death Witch Amulet? I’d learned a valuable lesson that day.

A couple of weeks ago, the girls figured out a way to get rid of the amulet and the cursed dagger, the Kris, that had cut off my hand. It took over a hundred witches and myself working together to perform a ceremony, but we did it. They opened a small portal that extended beyond Earth’s gravity and faced the sun. Then we threw both objects through the portal. They flew through space until the sun’s gravity pulled them in.

We knew it worked since two huge solar flares happened almost back to back. I winced as I recalled the news discussing the massive blackout, satellite failures, and communication disruptions in Asia from the ‘historic event.’ Apocalypse theories started soon after. I decided that next time, we’d try something else.

“What’s this one?” I asked Novella as I distractedly reached for the deflated whoopee cushion.

“No! Don’t touch that,” she said, quickly grabbing my hand, her other hand clutching her tablet against her chest.

Stealing a glance at the three undone buttons of her professional white blouse, I tried to ignore the memory of what I’d done to that cleavage the night before. I failed, and she gave me a knowing smirk.

I slowly pulled my hand away and looked into her green eyes. “What? Why not? It’s clearly not some evil amulet or cursed object,” I said, feeling the magic coming off the prank toy. It was clean, with just a hint of a trickster aura emanating from it.

She pushed her black-rimmed glasses up the bridge of her nose and brushed a lock of blonde hair behind her ear. “It might as well be. Anyone who touches that thing, even through their clothes, will expel a sizable amount of gas, creating highly embarrassing situations. It’s called the Whoopsie Cushion.”

“That’s… I…” I shook my head and pointed. “Why?”

“Because the witch that made it forgot to exclude themselves from its effect. So instead of calling it a whoopee cushion, it’s the Whoopsie Cushion,” Novella explained smartly.

“Not that—wait, okay yes I wanted to know that too, but I mean, why would someone make something like that? It feels like such a waste of magic.”

She shrugged. “Because it’s funny.”

I closed my eyes, pursed my lips, and nodded. “That’s a fair point. Okay, what about that one?” I asked, pointing at a plain-looking pillow.

“This one is called Fluff’s Justice. Don’t ask why. All it does is ensure the user is comfortable as they sleep, no matter what they’re sleeping on,” Novella said.

“Okay,” I drawled, rubbing my chin. “I can see how that could be useful. It’s not helpful with our major issues, but it would save some serious back pain for anyone who has to sleep in a crappy motel or in the back of the Harem Mobile.”

“Right you are, Mr. Morrison,” Novella said with a sage nod. “This last one, however, is my favorite addition to our collection.”

I crossed my arms and leaned down, giving the tall shot glass a closer look. “What’s so special about it? Does it turn water into booze or something?”

She shook her head. “Not at all. It’s called the Liquid Magnet. It pulls in whatever liquid isn’t inside someone’s body within about a foot of its rim.”

I frowned. “I don’t get it. So it’s good at cleaning up messes? You girls have spells that do a better job at that.”

“Our spells get rid of the mess.” She winked at me. “However, some messes we’d rather have in our mouths.”

I gulped and not so discreetly adjusted my pants. “Noted.”

Novella put her hands on my shoulders and whispered in my ear. “Later, I’d love to show you firsthand how it works.” She kissed my cheek as I gripped her waist. “But for now,” she said, backing away, “I have to finish cataloging and storing these items. A few of the others were requesting your presence in the living room. You should go see them.”

I grinned. “Okay, sounds good. I’ll be looking forward to later.”

Novella offered me a sultry smile as she leaned on the desk. “Not as much as I am, Mr. Morrison.”

On my way out, I stopped at the door as Novella called out to me again. “Oh, and Mr. Morrison, don’t forget your appointment with Squeaks later to try out your new form. She’s been far too excited to find out what it is.”

“I won’t,” I reassured her before heading upstairs.

Coming off the steps into the large open living area of the penthouse’s main floor, I looked around.

“Ugh. I miss doing sit ups,” Alpha said. Her wolf ears stood straight up as she sat next to Halo on the semi-circle couch, watching The Witching Hour on the projector.

“Gee willikers, Alpha. I don’t know how you miss those. Everything we do is a workout with our big tum-tums,” Halo replied.

Cherry’s ‘little piggies’ were sticking up where the back of her head should be, near the other two, but I still heard her voice clearly. “That’s what you witches get. It’s the price for stealing all of Logan’s attention.” Belatedly she grumbled, “Stupid preggo, attention-thieving, witches.”

Rose was curled up asleep on one of the couches in the sitting area in the middle of the room, wrapped in a knitted blanket that said ‘Daddy’s Girl’ on it. Meanwhile, Mallison sat quietly across from her, reading a book titled, How To Better Serve Your King. It seemed very unnecessary—especially when she’d served me very well the night before.

Also, who the fuck wrote that book?

Earlier that night, Halo had started teasing my manhood with her foot while lying on her side on the couch. Then she’d unexpectedly fallen asleep. She looked so peaceful that I didn’t want to disturb her, so I put a blanket over her and let her rest.

So, there I was, walking through the living room with a raging erection toward the stairs. The next thing I knew, Mallison had somehow fallen over the railing. I managed to catch her in my arms, but as I did, my manhood came out of my robes while hers fluttered upward from the wind.

When I caught her, she wrapped her legs around me, and somehow I ended up… Well, you know. We’d long since given up questioning how these things kept happening and just went with it. She bounced on me the whole way upstairs to my room, and I was glad the noise hadn’t woken Halo.

I smirked at the memory as I spied Demonique making a snack in the kitchen with Illumina.

Illumina’s long white hair flipped over her shoulder as she turned, frustrated at the other woman. “I keep telling you to be yourself! Why are you always acting like this? My King loves us for who we are, not whoever we pretend to be. Take me for example—I am his contractually obligated love doll. That is who I am, and he loves me regardless. Quit with these shenanigans already.”

Demonique poured the box of crispy rice cereal into a big bowl and adjusted the fake mouse ears that competed with her shiny horns for attention. She was trying to use a Southern accent, but her normal accent was so thick that it came out strange. “Well, bless your heart. Aren’t you the sweetest thang? You’re so funny.” She shook her hips so the long fake tail would sway behind her. “You should worry more about yourself and less about me, darlin’.”

The two continued their back and forth while I looked to see what everyone else was up to. Diet Cola was at Mother’s Farm again, continuing her magical studies. Squeaks was busy coaching some of our newer members on how to spot Holy Knights while on patrol. That only left…

“Gaaak!” My heightened senses heard the sound of someone vomiting. It came from the restroom upstairs.

No one else seemed to notice, so I hurried up the stairs to find out what was wrong and knocked on the closed door. “Are you alright?”

“I—I’ll be fine,” came Arachna’s voice over the sound of the sink running. I waited as she brushed her teeth before coming to open the door. She looked up at me sheepishly, her cheeks burning. “H—hey, Logan. What’s up?” she asked nervously, her spider legs chittering behind her.

“You sounded sick. I came to make sure you’re alright. We should take you to Halo and have her heal you,” I said.

She saw my worried expression and shook her head. “No, that’s okay. She already healed me twice earlier. I’ll be—whoa!”

I pulled her into a hug and kissed her forehead, checking for a fever, but there was none. Witches could get sick, but normally a touch of healing magic cleared it right up. She let out a contented sigh and melted into my chest, wrapping her arms and legs around me. I furrowed my brow and stroked her hair. “What could possibly be wrong that Halo’s healing can’t help?”

She shuddered against me and quietly said, “I don’t know. It comes at random times. I’m already feeling better again.”

I kissed her forehead again. “Don’t worry, we’ll figure it out. I was about to go sit with the girls on the couch. Why don’t you join me? We can ask Halo to heal you one more time—just to be safe.”

She smiled up at me and nodded. “Okay.”

We held hands as we walked downstairs to the couch with Halo, Alpha, and Cherry. I sat beside Halo, who immediately rested her head on my shoulder. Cherry turned her head, which was hanging off the edge of the couch where she’d been watching the projector upside down, and said, “Hey, Baby! You know, I was thinking.”

“Oh, this ought to be good,” Alpha teased, crossing her toned arms over her swollen belly.

Cherry stuck her tongue out at the redheaded Beast Witch but otherwise ignored her and continued. “I’m pretty bored, and I thought, why not sit like this while you jam that mighty meat stick of destiny down my throat for a while?” She followed it up with an unnecessary wink and a fanged grin.

“That sounds like fun, and I definitely want to do that ASAP, but I promised these two pregnant beauties I’d cuddle on the couch with them today,” I said, then added, “Plus, I was hoping that Halo could try to heal Arachna again.”

“Golly, baby! You know I will, but I don’t think it’ll do any good,” said my cheerful, breakfast-loving Angelic Witch. “It doesn’t seem serious and when her nausea is gone she’s fine. I’m keeping an eye on it to see if it gets worse, but…” she shrugged and casually rested a golden glowing hand on Arachna, who was curled up at my side.

“Did it help?” I asked my petite Spider Witch.

Arachna shook her head. “I feel fine right now, so I don’t really know. But I have an idea.”

My brows furrowed. “What’s your idea?”

“Bunny snuggles,” she said simply. “They make everything better.”

Cherry nodded sagely, albeit upside down. “Okay. While it’s not as full-filling as Chubby Cock’s one-eyed junkasaurus rex in my mouth.” She winked. “I can get on board with some quality bunny snuggles.”

“You really had to reach for that one,” I pointed out.

“I wouldn’t have to reach for it if it were already inside me where it belongs,” Cherry lewdly countered.

I nodded. “Well played, Cherry. Well played.”

Halo giggled. “That was a good one.”

Alpha hesitantly agreed. “Fine, I’ll admit, it was a good one.”

Summoning one of Illumina’s tokens, I activated the spell and transformed into the small, cuddly, white-furred rabbit form of the Cairbrannog.

Halo cupped her cheeks in her hands, stars shining in her blue eyes as I hopped into her lap. “Oh. My. Gosh! So cuuuute!”

“Damn, I always forget how adorable this form is,” Alpha said, reaching over to pet me.

Before I knew it, Arachna had scooted over next to Halo, and Cherry pressed against Alpha as the four of them massaged me and my floppy ears. While they gushed over how soft my fur was, I watched the projector screen and listened to the Sanderson sisters as they discussed the latest rumors about the European Coven King.

The three ladies sat around a coffee table in armchairs with a boiling cauldron, grimoires, and candles behind them.

Sarah: We’ve gained further confirmation that the European Coven King isn’t a rumor anymore. Who could have imagined that there’s not one, but two Coven Kings rising at the same time?

Mary: I don’t think any of us could have seen that coming. However, despite the two men both being Coven Kings, from what I understand they couldn’t be more different. Can you elaborate on that for us, Winifred?

Winifred: Of course. As we’ve reported several times now, every coven that’s been taken over by Logan has attacked the Rising Star Coven first. Not only that, but they were all given the chance to leave. We verified on previous broadcasts that there was no use of compulsion on any of them. No one is in the Rising Star Coven against their will.

Sarah: This is true. How does the European Coven King… Otto Von Schwulhart differ in this regard?

Winifred: I was just getting to that. The only coven to willingly agree to follow Otto was his original coven, The Queen’s Conjurers. He’s since taken a blitz approach, using roundabout tactics to force every European coven, rogue, and solo witch he’s come across to join him. Covens across the world are starting to band together in preparation to resist him at all costs.

Mary: That’s right. Meanwhile here in the States, we’ve heard more rumors that members from the Devil’s Coast Coven and the Big Apple Coven have been meeting with and working on missions alongside the Rising Star Coven.

That was disturbing news about the European Coven King. As for the Devil’s Coast and Big Apple covens, what they said was true. The artifacts I’d been reviewing with Novella before coming upstairs all came from joint efforts between our covens. We split up everything we found, but none of it was particularly useful for fighting off the Holy Knights or dealing with the European Coven King if he came to America.

A further frustration was that Chilla, the Devil’s Coast leader, was doing everything possible to delay my date with Fantasia while she tried to talk her out of it. Chilla understood that if I won over her counterpart, then she’d have little choice but to join me as well. What Chilla didn’t know was that I still didn’t plan to pressure her into joining. Instead, I would win her over too. I just needed a little more time to make it happen.

Sarah: That’s true, but I have to wonder, will their power as separate entities be enough to combat the greater threat from overseas?

Winifred: I don’t know. But, for the first time, I find myself asking if Logan should be more aggressive in his attempts to grow the Rising Star Coven. All of our sources show that he’s a kind and benevolent leader. Should he force more witches under his banner for their own good if the need arises?

Mary: Absolutely not. He’s proven that he’s a man of principle, and I believe the witches we’ve interviewed when they say he hasn’t gotten where he is now by seeking power. He shouldn’t compromise his beliefs and become what he’s likely to battle against.

Sarah: Are we sure there will even be a fight? Perhaps both men will simply meet and contractually agree to stay in their own continents?

Winifred: Impossible. I, for one, have started to see that Logan is not just any Coven King, but the Inevitable Coven King—the one destined to rule us all one day.

Sarah: That’s one way to look at it, but what if you’re wrong and Otto is the Inevitable Coven King?

Mary: If that were the case, then our only hope would be for our sisters to see the truth on their own and join the side that will bring them happiness, not oppress them. They should join Logan and the Rising Stars.

Sarah: Again, let me remind you that until we know for certain that a fight is going to happen, this is all just speculation.

Winifred: If our sisters out there wait that long, our fate might be taken out of our hands completely.

As I watched, the girls had forgotten all about the show and cooed praises about my ‘fluffiness’ as they gave me a full body massage. I didn’t know if a fight with this Otto fella was imminent or not. If he came over here, hopefully, we could come to some agreement. After all, it’s not like the world was lacking in space or witches.

I didn’t see any reason why we couldn’t peacefully coexist. Unfortunately, I feared he’d be like everyone else who got in my way so far—he’d push me and force me to take him down.

There was a bright side to this. He wasn’t a witch. While I didn’t like hurting witches and would try my best to avoid it, I had no issues with beating the shit out of a power-hungry punk ass who thought he could abuse women and force them to do whatever he wanted. Those were my last thoughts as I drifted off to sleep from my ladies’ tender touch.

The feeling of fingers running gently through my hair woke me, and my eyes fluttered open. I found myself back in my human form, lying on my stomach with my head in Cherry’s lap.

She grinned down at me. “Mornin’, Baby. Did you have a nice nap?”

I smiled up at her. “I did,” I said, noticing six more sets of nails scratching my back, thighs, and buns.

“You’re going to owe Mommy big time for this,” Alpha purred.

“Jeepers, Baby!” Halo said, fanning herself. “I might need to take you here and now.”

Both women had mostly gotten over their extreme pregnancy symptoms lately. While Halo still had the occasional emotional outburst and Alpha still had some weird cravings, they were back to normal for the most part—except for their seemingly random bursts of nearly uncontrollable arousal.

Arachna began to squirm, her cheeks flushed bright red. “I—I’ll need attention too, Master. Your—umm—Grade A tube sausage has been lying on my lap for at least an hour, and none of us wanted to wake you since you looked so comfortable.”

I considered the implied invitation and stood from their laps, stretching for practical purposes and to put on a show. “Well, I’m awake now, and—”

“And ready for our little date, I hope,” came the sweet voice of my ‘cute little Mousey Witch,’ Squeaks. “Though, as much as I enjoy the view,” she deliberately eyed me up and down like a predator sizing up its next meal. “You should probably get dressed so we can head out.”

“You don’t need to get his head out. That enormous meaty monster is already out,” Cherry said with a wink.

Everyone, myself included, groaned at the bad pun.


Chapter 2


The Swarm

Squeaks and I stood on the rooftop broom pad, gripping the old, enchanted 80s brick cell phone together. I’d already done as she suggested and dressed myself. I went with casual jeans and a t-shirt since Squeaks was wearing her typical tight black t-shirt and equally tight jeans with a black leather belt and boots. The shorter Mouse Witch pressed the send button, activating the Tele-port. With a flash of light, we vanished.

We reappeared with a similar flash of light in the forest. I recognized the area as the one we used to camp in frequently. That brought back many wonderful memories.

Squeals extended her hand to me. “I’ve already set up this zone for our privacy.”

I took her hand and let her lead the way. “Sounds good. I’ve been really curious to know what your form is like.”

Her ears twitched, and her tail curled loosely around my thigh as we walked. “You think you’re excited? Imagine how I feel. Before you came along, I didn’t even think a form for my affinity was possible. It’s like mama always said, ‘Even a potato can dream of becoming french fries one day.’”

I playfully knitted my brows and scratched my chin. “Wait, in this metaphor, are you the potato, or is that your affinity?”

She giggled and slapped my arm. “Hey! You know I’m no potato. I’m an extra spicy order of french fries with chili and that cheese sauce on top.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, making a show of examining her height by putting one hand on her head and measuring how high it reached on my chest. “I kind of thought you were a tater tot.”

“Oh, you are gonna get it now!” she said with mock anger, lifting a fist.

Much to her delight, I scooped her up in my arms and planted my lips on hers. Her tail tightened its grip on my leg as she wrapped her arms around my neck, feet dangling off the ground. “I already got it and couldn’t be happier about it.”

“You darn well better be,” she teased.

After letting the passionate kiss linger, I set her back down on the ground and took her hand once more. We walked to the clearing together. Squeaks stared up at me with hearts in her green eyes the whole way. And, if I’m being honest, I’m pretty sure they were in mine too—at least if my pounding heart was anything to go by.

It didn’t take long before we reached the clearing, and I let go of her slender hand to face her. Squeaks summoned a large sack from her transdimensional storage and handed it to me along with a single separate token. I stored the sack and held onto the token. “Is this one more special than the others?”

She grinned. “I figured that’s a good price to start with.”

I inspected the cost she included with the token. There were no magical requirements that I repay them anymore, but I was more than happy to agree to this one. I smiled, taking several steps back but never taking my eyes off hers. “That works for me. Are you ready?”

Her tail flicked behind her, her ears twitching as she rubbed her hands together and bounced in place. “I’ve been ready, Handsome!”

She deserved a show, so I held up her token and kissed it as I activated the magic. I went from feeling smooth and charming to dizzy, disoriented, and a little nauseous as my entire body exploded in a cloud of shadow. It wasn’t so much a transformation like I was used to, but an instant change. It happened so fast that I didn’t even have time to dismiss my clothing. I went from a singular, whole being to hundreds—no—at least a thousand others. Everything was so confusing and disorienting.

A chorus of tiny screams echoed in the forest as I shouted, asking what the fuck had just happened. There was so much to take in at once that I didn’t know what to do. A part of me was screaming for me to build a nest, hide, and chew the head off anything that threatened me. It begged me to just let go, become one of the many, join the family, become the swarm.

I frantically shook my many heads. That wasn’t me. It was the totem spirit the form once belonged to. It was like a hive or a collective. Its many minds were one. Normally, I would have found it easy to push out a spirit this weak, but I was in such a sorry state of confusion that I felt tempted to do what it said.

Something grabbed one of me and picked me up. It was fucking massive. Where the hell did a giant come from?! It’s gonna fucking eat me! Think, Logan, think! What do I do?! I started to panic as the spirit totem fought for control, promising safety, cohesion, and a home.

Then her scent caught my little nose, helping me fight the urge to bite the large hand grasping part of me. It was Squeaks’s sweet perfume, the same smell I’d held in my arms only moments ago.

Her finger tenderly caressed my head as she stared into my tiny, beady black eyes. “Shh, shh, shh, shh… Breathe. Just breathe… It’s alright, Handsome,” she cooed. “Focus on me. It’s alright. I’m right here. Don’t split your attention. It’s all you. Focus on one and let that act as your head, okay, Handsome? The rest are like hundreds of limbs.”

I took her advice and focused on her. It took a few seconds to get my bearings, but once I did, I could really see her for the first time since transforming. My little heartbeats slowed, and as I gained control over myself, I shouted at the totem-spirit. It instantly recognized me as the predator and itself as the prey. The spirit scurried out of my mind, gone forever. I felt even more myself, making things a bit easier to manage.

Squeak squeak squeak? I asked.

“What the hell was that?” Squeaks repeated. “That was your first time becoming a swarm. The same thing happened to me the first time I split. Granted, I don’t turn into this many mice, so I can see how it’s even worse for you.”

As she said mice, I finally inspected myself. I was small, hairy, had little whiskers, big ears, a long tail, and small hands. I was a thousand different mice all at once. The thought started to give me a headache, and I almost lost focus, but I pulled myself together. If I thought of myself the way she suggested, it felt far easier.

First, I thought of my other bodies like fingers, using ten groups of roughly one hundred each to move around the clearing. Once that felt fine, I split them into groups of fifty, then twenty-five. The more I split them up, the more I let instinct guide me.

Squeaks laughed. “Wow! You’re picking it up quicker than I thought. Look at you go. It’s like Mama always said, ‘The first time’s always a little awkward and sweaty, but you get better every time.’”

Squeak squeak? I asked.

The Mouse Witch snickered. “No, she wasn’t talking about sex when she said that.”

Squeak, I drawled in a skeptical concession.

It was time to explore the limitations of this form. I sent mice out in all directions. Rather than try to actively focus on what they saw, I let my perception stretch out and more or less feel what they were experiencing. It was strange, yet the longer I did it, the more natural it felt. I was in one place yet in many at the same time.

A hawk tried to snatch one of me up, but I deftly dodged it while only slightly slowing down with the other parts of me. A snake tried to eat another one of me. It felt like I was back in the other realm fighting the giant serpent again as my little mouse body reenacted the leap into the snake’s mouth before chewing and clawing my way out and then using several bites to decapitate the slithering creature.

Eventually, two of my mice were a mile away from my main body when they suddenly disappeared. When they did, I stopped the rest of me. Those two turned into black smoke that shot through the air until it returned to the me in the center.

Testing it, I brought the mice from one side closer to the body I was focusing on while sending the ones on the opposite side further away at the same speed. They didn’t disappear. So it seemed that my bodies had about a two-mile diameter they could travel in before going farther would bring them back to me, or as I learned with an additional test, to whichever part of me was closest to being in the center.

Wanting to see how strong my little jaws were, I sent a batch of twenty-five to a nearby tree and started chewing. It was like watching a cartoon as wood chips flew from the trunk while it was quickly chewed in half until the tree toppled. That had been no problem, and I suspected my tiny chompers could handle far more durable material than wood.

Having had enough, I let go of the magic, and the mass of shadow rushed back together until it reformed my body. The shift back was just as abrupt as the initial explosion, and it took me a moment to get used to feeling so… condensed? Whole? It was hard to describe. Regardless, it felt good to be me again.

“That was crazy,” I said as I picked up my clothes and dressed myself.

Squeaks grabbed my shirt from the ground to help. “I couldn’t believe you turned into so many. Do you know how many it was?”

I bent forward and she put the shirt over my head before I took it from there, slipping my arms back through the short sleeves. “I’m pretty sure it was about a thousand. There will definitely be opportunities where it’ll come in handy, as long as I get used to that transition.”

With my shirt back on, Squeaks grabbed the hem and toyed with it as she looked up at me. “How about you pay up now instead of later?”

I smirked. “Eager to go on that date, are we?”

She nodded shamelessly. “You know it. It’s like Mama always said, ‘If you see a door, kick that shit in and take what you want.’”

I cocked my head. “She really said that?”

“Mhm. She was talking about opportunity.”

“Fair enough. I take it you have someplace in mind?”

[image: image-placeholder]

We appeared in a flash of light in a small nook in an alley in Fresco City and walked hand in hand around to the front of the building. As soon as I saw the name of the store, I palmed my face and laughed.

Squeaks pouted and tugged on my arm. “Hey! Don’t laugh, this place is amazing. You’ll see.”

I bit my upper lip and stopped my laughter as we stepped inside Just in Queso, the largest, specialty cheese shop I’d ever seen. “You realize you’re only reinforcing the stereotype, right?”

She rolled her eyes but smiled at my teasing. “Yes, but I can’t help it. I’ve loved cheese since before my affinity showed itself.”

I considered her words as a kaleidoscope of cheesy smells flooded my nostrils while I listened to the shoppers chatting and carts rolling. “Tell me more about when you were little,” I said before quickly correcting myself. “I mean, when you were younger, since, you know, you’re still pretty little,” I joked.

“Ha. Ha. Very funny,” she said without any actual heat to the words.

“Okay, really, I wanna know.”

“Fine. You’re lucky you’re so damn handsome. It’s like Mama always said, ‘When the cheese is that delicious, sometimes you got to put up with a little mold.’”

“Oh, I got a ‘little mold,’ huh?” I asked.

Her shit-eating grin answered for her.

I poked her in the side. “Your mom says a lot of stuff.”

“EEEEEP!” she squeaked before clamping a hand over her mouth and staring at me with wide eyes while people around us stopped shopping to see where the sound came from. I smiled and waved politely, and they turned back to what they were doing.

“You’re gonna get it later,” Squeaks hissed under her breath.

I pumped my brows. “Is that a promise?”

Her cheeks turned pink, and she smirked. “You bet it is.”

“So, you were about to tell me about your childhood?” I asked as we passed a display table with a pyramid made from large wheels of sharp cheddar. The store really was all things cheese. It was set up like a typical grocery store with shelves, coolers, and all, but everything was either actual cheese or cheese-flavored.

“What’s there to tell? You already know Alpha and I were thick as thieves growing up.”

“How’d you two come to be friends?”

“Well, Mama kept getting in trouble as a solo witch. She met Alpha’s mom at a party and the two of them hit it off, becoming fast friends. As you know, Alpha’s mom is a coven leader. Mama tried to put off joining a coven, but in the end—Oooh! Free samples.” The Mouse Witch indulged herself, her cheeks puffing out as she gobbled up the small cubes of Colby Jack. I would have been shocked if I hadn’t already seen how much she could fit in her mouth.

It took her several moments to chew and swallow her food while looking around to make sure no one noticed she’d single-handedly cleaned out the free stuff.

She eventually continued like nothing had happened. “Mama found a workaround and managed to form Temporary Mating Familiar contracts at parties so she could have a little fun while still being a solo witch. Well, one of those nights, she became one of the rare, lucky few who managed to get pregnant without the help of a Fertility Witch.”

My brows rose in surprise. “I had no idea. That’s pretty crazy.”

“Mhm. The only way Mama could get access to a Fertility Witch who could help her manage the pregnancy was to join a larger coven. Alpha’s mom took her in under the condition that she stop living such a wild life. My mom agreed, and became a babysitter for Alpha’s mom, who was always so busy leading the coven.”

“So you were a miracle baby?” I asked while picking up a box of cheddar crisps my cute little Mousey Witch had been eyeing and tucking it under my arm.

“It’s like Mama always said, ‘Sometimes you’re looking for a cigar shop and you find yourself in an illegal South East Asian Opium Den. You’ve got to appreciate the unexpected joys where you find them.’ I wouldn’t be surprised if your powerful seed doesn’t knock up a few of us without the help of a Fertility Witch.”

I chuckled. “You really think that’s possible? I’m pretty sure if something like that was going to happen, it would have already with the amount of—well, you know.”

Her grin turned as sultry as her tone as she pressed her body against mine and trailed a finger down my chest. “Mmm. Handsome, I’m willing to keep trying. It’ll be a fun experiment for both of us.”

I fought to redirect the blood that tried to rush into my penis. I strongly preferred not to look like the guy who got hard looking at a cube of gouda. Thankfully, I succeeded—but just barely.

I cleared my throat. “You want a baby, too?”

She frowned slightly, looking down as we paused to let an old lady pushing her cart cross the aisle in front of us. “Actually, yeah. I do. I’m not in any rush though. I guess I just feel a little down since Alpha got pregnant before me. When we were kids we always talked about it, and we planned for me to get knocked up first and then her, so we could be pregnant together.”

I bounced my shoulders. “Who says that can’t happen? If you’re not in a hurry, we can always wait until Alpha’s ready for her second, and you two can be pregnant together then.”

She smiled up at me. “Yeah, I think I’d like—Oooh, more samples!” Her words cut off as she hurried over to a kindly old lady holding a tray with various cheeses on it. Squeaks started stuffing the cheese cubes in her mouth while tossing the toothpicks sticking out of them into the trash. The old lady looked aghast at Squeaks’s actions.

With a full mouth, Squeaks said, “Ay! Yudonjudgme!”

The old lady stared incredulously at the empty tray, then at Squeaks. “Oh, I’m judging you. I’m judging you so fucking hard, young lady.”

I laughed at Squeaks’s antics and pulled her away from the older lady. “C’mon, gorgeous, let’s go buy you your own cheese.”

Squeaks’s green eyes lit up. “MmmHhMMmm!” Her attempts to gleefully respond were less than coherent.

“Okay, what do you want to buy?” I turned, holding up a finger to stop her from speaking as she finished swallowing her second mouthful of cheese. “And you can’t say the whole store.”

She pouted and frowned. However, her eyes glanced at something behind me, and her frown flipped upside down. “Fine. Then how about…”

Squeaks walked past me and stopped a young man who had just left the back room with an overloaded shopping cart full of all kinds of cheeses and cheese spreads. The boy looked confused, but Squeaks’s green eyes glowed black for the briefest of moments, and the boy nodded and walked away. She took the cart and beamed at me. “I’ve got everything I need!”

I rolled my eyes and grinned, putting my hands up in surrender. “Alright, fair enough. Ready to head home then?”

“Almost,” she said as she grabbed random items as she passed, balancing them on the growing mound in the cart.

We received countless curious looks as we checked out at the register. I felt bad for the poor bag boy who had to handle that much cheese, so I paid the cashier and tipped the young man before our one cart was split into two since he didn’t want to attempt to recreate the mini-cheddar mountain Squeaks had built.

We pushed the carts around the building, where Squeaks cast a spell to block the cameras in the alley. With no one looking, she stored the vast quantity of varied dairy products in her transdimensional storage.

Our hands grasped the Tele-port, and I was about to press the button when Squeaks stopped me. She jumped on me, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. Then she kissed me. “I’m really starting to like you, you know that?”

I nodded and chuckled. “You didn’t like me much before?”

She playfully rolled her eyes. “You know what I mean.”

“I do. I’m really starting to like you too, Squeaks.”


Chapter 3


Inner Circle Meeting

After Squeaks and I returned, I told the girls about the new form. They were excited to see it in action later, understanding that having a thousand mice in the penthouse wasn’t the best idea. Once that was done, we gathered together for a meeting.

When Squeaks joined, we had to put in the table leaves so there was enough room for everyone to sit comfortably. I pondered how much longer we could get away with meeting like this or living in the penthouse in general. If we added both Chilla and Fantasia to the inner circle, we’d have to expand again. Maybe I should buy the whole building? Or maybe it’s time to build a mansion somewhere with more privacy? I’ll have Novella put it on the agenda for a future meeting.

As my thoughts drifted to the administrative, gorgeous blonde in question, my eyes met hers. She smiled at me knowingly, as if she read my mind. Then she said, “Don’t worry, Mr. Morrison. I’ll include potential housing adjustments as a topic for a later meeting.”

My brows furrowed. “How did you?” I pursed my lips. Mentally, I asked, Are you reading my mind?

She smirked. “I don’t know what you’re thinking. I’m not a mind reader, Mr. Morrison. However, I can read your body language like a book. And I dare say, it’s my favorite one,” she purred.

I squinted at her. Yup. She’s definitely reading my mind, I thought.

She playfully rolled her eyes.

“AHEM!” Rose shouted as she abruptly stood. Everyone looked at her, and she nodded as if it was what she had expected. “I’d like to begin with a question.” Her dark, slightly-too-big eyes peered around the table, and her vines swayed in an invisible breeze as she waited for someone to take the bait.

After a few moments, Mallison, in her usual barely audible volume, asked, “What question?”

Rose held up a finger, pointing to the sky. “The question, my dear friend, is why are we at the dinner table without any dinner?”

Everyone looked at Rose, waiting for her to say more.

Rose frowned. “That wasn’t re-toro-call!”

Demonique, who had changed her outfit since this morning, adjusted the black-rimmed glasses on her face. She was now wearing a black sports coat, a white button-up blouse, and a short pencil skirt. She even had her shorter black hair pulled back in a small, high ponytail. In an attempt to mimic Novella, she asked, “Do you mean rhetorical?”

“No! I said what I said. Re-toro-call,” Rose repeated.

Illumina needlessly straightened her already perfectly smooth robe. “I don’t think that means what you think it means.”

Rose rolled her eyes and spoke as if she were explaining it to a child. She repeated the made-up word again, only slower this time. “Re. toro. call. I wasn’t talking like a bullfighter repeating themselves as they called out to a bull. Obviously, they don’t expect bulls to respond since bulls can’t talk. Why do I always have to explain everything to you people?”

Alpha nodded with her arms crossed above her pregnant stomach. “You know what? That actually kind of makes sense in a weird way.”

Cherry squinted. “Yeah. I suppose it… kind of does. But what was the question again?”

Rose sighed dramatically. “Dinner table. No dinner?”

Cherry shook her head. “Of course, no dinner. It’s not even dinner time. We’re about to have an inner circle meeting. You must have gotten the notification on your phone since you’re here.”

Rose took a long sip from her big water bottle, which suddenly appeared in her hand before storing it again. The flowers in her green, viny hair became a bit more vibrant as a result. She bounced her shoulders and waved the comment away. “Nah. I haven’t checked my phone in hours. I’ve been busy napping and dreaming about Logy-pooh.”

“None of us can hold that against you,” Squeaks said.

Arachna nodded sagely. “This is true.”

The rest of the girls muttered their agreement while Rose, who obviously seemed pleased with herself, took her seat.

“Moving on,” I said, being used to Rose’s strange word choices. “Novella, would you kindly read off the agenda for this meeting?”

Novella, who was looking professional in her sports jacket and blouse, adjusted her glasses as she went into business mode. “Absolutely, Mr. Morrison.” She tapped on her tablet that sat in front of her on the table. “Today’s topics of discussion are the Holy Knights, anti-magic EMPs, the latest developments involving the European Coven King, Arachna’s sudden and recurring illness...” The Grimoire Witch squinted at the tablet with confusion. Her words slowed as she read from her tablet. “And how chicks with horns give the best blowjobs?”

Novella’s eyes locked on the Infernal Witch. “Demonique! Did you change my list?” she asked accusingly.

Demonique, who was now holding a tablet of her own and tapping on it, looked at Novella, squinting with her nose scrunched up as she tried to look through the glasses. “I’ve done no such thing. Even if I had, you can’t prove it.” She quickly returned to her tablet and began tapping away again.

Novella quickly looked at her tablet again. “Additional topic of discussion. A detailed explanation of why Demonique is innocent? Are you adding bullet points? You do realize that I’m literally watching you make these additions, right?”

“Ah, I see you’ve noticed the bullet points. If you examine each one, you’ll know why I’m innocent,” the raven-haired witch replied.

“That makes absolutely no sense,” Novella argued.

I held up a hand. “Ladies, please.”

Cherry ignored my words, standing and slamming both palms on the table. “Excuse me?! Did I hear this witch say she gives the best head? I’ve trained my mouth to know everything Logan likes. No one can orally pleasure him like I can.”

“I—I don’t know. He seems to really love it when I beg him to pound my throat with his huge penis like he’s working a punching bag,” Arachna said diplomatically.

All the girls chimed in, starting to shout over one another as they argued about who gave the best head, except for Halo, who lovingly scratched Logan Jr. on his scalp as the little white rat sat in her cleavage.

This time I held up both hands and stood. “Ladies, I’m never going to say whether any of you give head better than another. Besides, it’s all incredible and drives me wild no matter who’s doing it.”

Nearly all of them pouted, except Alpha who shrugged. “Honestly, now that I think about it, Halo can do that thing with her tongue that makes him blow almost instantly every time. As much as I hate to admit it, I think that makes her the clear winner.”

Cherry looked at Halo with adoration and a hint of jealousy. “Son of a bitch. Alpha’s right. Halo, you’re a goddamned inspiration, you hear me? An inspiration.”

For the second time this meeting, every girl at the table muttered their solemn agreement.

“Awww!” Halo squeaked with unshed tears in her eyes. “Oh my stars and garters, you’re all gonna make me cry.” She fanned her face, trying to fight back the happy tears.

I, being the extraordinarily wise man I was, opted to avoid commenting and tried to steer the meeting back on track. Besides, the memory of the last time she did ‘the thing’ while going down on me was still fresh in my memory, and if I let it linger any longer I’d be knocking on the table from below despite my hands being above it. I cleared my throat. “Ahem. So, about those Holy Knights?” Nailed it, I thought.

Novella quickly composed herself. “Right, yes. The Holy Knights. We all know their general history leading back to the Beaumonts who were said to have been blessed by God himself. The most famous being Trevon Beaumont, who died while slaying Dracula. Back then, Dracula used to hold a special power over the magical creatures of the world, and she would call upon them to ravage settlements and terrorize the people. With her gone, the monster population was able to fade into obscurity and begin living normal lives hiding amongst mundane people. Witches typically avoided the conflicts between the two sides, however, Holy Knights started lumping our kind in with the monsters since witches could also use magic.”

“The history is fascinating, I’m sure, but unless it contains specifics about how they fight, it’s irrelevant to us right now. We’ve already reviewed all relevant data regarding that, at least that we currently possess. What we need to know is anything that can help us combat them,” Alpha said, interrupting the Grimoire Witch.

“Point conceded,” Novella acknowledged with a slight nod. “Anyway, the Holy Knights used to have several divine weapons; however, most were destroyed or lost over the centuries. The most notable is Excalibur. After Mr. Morrison described how easily the Holy Knight, Elaine, stabbed him, it is my belief that she is in possession of that very blade.”

Gasps sounded from throughout the room. Except for Rose, who scoffed. “I’m telling you, Excalibur has nothing on Sexcalibur. We really should be trying to find out how to get our hands on that bad boy.”

I sighed. “We’ve been over this, Rose. Even if it did exist, it would be in another realm entirely. Unless you know how to get to this realm ‘horcrucks’,” I said with air quotes.

“No, that’s Harry–” Rose started to say.

I cut her off as I finished. “Then it’s not even worth discussing.”

Her lips stuck out in an exaggerated pout as she slumped in her seat. The large flower atop her head wilted slightly. “Fine,” she drawled.

“I’m not surprised. Now that I have Caliburn, I’m pretty sure I can defend myself, plus I keep a celestial token in the pocket of all my pants and shorts just in case. If anything can block a blessed blade, I assume it would be that form’s armor and shield.”

Halo fervently nodded her agreement, her blonde pigtails bouncing while her wings flexed. “Mhm! Goodness, it makes me wonder what those knights will do when they see you using a divine form.”

Alpha’s brows furrowed as she tapped her lip in thought while staring at the pregnant blonde. “A better question is what do they think about Angelic Witches in general? If they think we’re evil just because we use magic, would exposing your affinity put a bigger target on your back or would they accept that not all witches are bad?”

Mallison stopped staring at me and wiped drool from her chin as she addressed Alpha. “Most Holy Knights are probably zealots. People like that are rarely willing to accept anything that doesn’t fit with their current beliefs. To them, it’ll be some form of blasphemous trickery, and they’d probably put an emphasis on slaying her. Honestly, it’s hard to say. That’s just my best guess.”

I frowned, leaning forward in my seat and clasping my hands together on the table. “Wouldn’t they already know about Angelic Witches? If they hunt us, surely they’d have gained the same information on affinities that we have.”

“Not necessarily. The Angelic Affinity is kind of new,” Squeaks said.

Cherry saw my confusion and explained further. “It might not have seemed like Celestial, or Angelic, Witches are all that rare since Halo is one of the first witches you met. The thing is, as far as we know, witches only started popping up with that affinity a little over a century ago. There used to be one other Angelic Witch in Wisconsin, but they stopped trading at Hot Topic and pulled the only auction item they had for sale after you took over the New Moon coven. We’re pretty sure that whoever they are, they skipped town.”

Squeaks continued. “Exactly. If I had to guess, I’d say there are less than thirty Angelic Witches in the whole United States. It’s one of the rarest affinities out there.”

Novella chimed in. “From what I could find, they’ve been focusing on tracking down monsters since the majority of witches went into hiding after the battle at Sinner’s Field. If most witches thought the Holy Knights had previously disbanded, it would be safe to assume they haven’t had much contact with witches over the last century or so.”

“Huh?” I leaned back in my chair and scratched my chin. “Well, that’s even more of a reason to keep Halo out of sight until all this blows over.” I looked at my pouting blonde. “I know, it’s boring being cooped up. If you ever want a change of scenery, let me know and I’ll teleport you to one of the other faction houses for a while. Unlike our penthouse, most of them have more warded outdoor space than our rooftop patio.”

Halo sighed. “I don’t like it, but I understand, Love. Our babies’ safety and wellness is my top priority.”

I walked around the table, kissed her on the cheek, and said, “Thank you,” before returning to my chair. “Alright, Novella, what else do you have?”

“Right,” Novella said, looking down and swiping a finger across her screen. “They wear enchanted armor, most of which has been passed down for generations. Finding someone wearing a full set is extremely rare. The majority of them have chest plates, vanguards, and greaves. The armor can block spells and magical attacks. They know that guns are useless against nearly all monsters and witches, so they don’t bother with them. Some wield crossbows, but they use them sparingly since the heads of the bolts are made from remnants of sacred weapons, armor, silver, or glass with small amounts of holy water inside.”

“Does the armor do anything else?” I asked.

She shrugged. “It depends. Some have additional enchantments that slowly absorb ambient magic to power them. Not every piece was made the same. All I can say for sure is that most are defensive in nature.”

I nodded. “Anything else?”

She frowned slightly. “Sadly, no. My team is still searching. Most of our information is pulled from old stories witches documented regarding their battles ages ago. No one created any comprehensive lists, and much of what we know is little more than guesswork based on the stories. It’s wonderfully thorough guesswork, but still. I’m sorry, Mr. Morrison.”

I swatted the apology away. “Naw. Don’t be sorry. You and your team are doing amazing. You’ve already given us extremely valuable information.” I turned my attention to my Infernal Witch. “Demonique, you’re in charge of the team researching the anti-magic EMPs, right?”

She sat up straight and nodded, still imitating the business-minded blonde next to her. “Yes, Mr. Boss. My team has been hard at work trying to determine how they function. Unfortunately, we have little to show for our efforts thus far. It’s not so much anti-magic as it is a burst of disruptive magic. The balls take a long time to charge from ambient magic. As they charge, they are somehow altering the magic and...” She paused, pursing her lips. “Corrupting it. That term isn’t necessarily accurate, but it’s the closest we can come to explaining it. The metal alloy used to create them isn’t composed of anything found on Earth. We have concluded that they must have come from another realm.”

“Another realm?” I asked, dumbfounded.

She nodded. “Yes.”

“How is that even possible?”

“Once upon a time, the Holy Knights used to capture witches. So long as they provided enchantments or other useful items, they were spared and kept as prisoners. Most witches willingly gave up their lives rather than help empower those who murdered our kind, but not all. Cherry has a snake from another realm. It’s not impossible to think the Holy Knights have, or had, a portal to another realm as well where they mined the materials.”

“I see. What are the chances they’ve made other weapons from these materials?” I asked.

“Slim to none. If they did, they wouldn’t be any more effective against us than normal steel. Sure, they could probably attach one of the EMPs to a sword, but if they were that close to the blast it would disrupt the enchantments on their armor.”

“Hang on, there’s something I don’t get. If the armor blocks spells, how can it be enchanted? Wouldn’t it resist the magic it’s enchanted with?”

Arachna chimed in with a shake of her head, her spider legs fidgeting nervously behind her. “No. The metal itself isn’t what blocks the spells. It would be the primary enchantment in the armor. It’s probably got a powerful rune engraved on the inside of the chest plate that stores magic to empower it. If enough magic gets thrown at it, it should drain the enchantment and finally be able to break past the magical defenses.”

My brows rose at that. “That’s good to know. Great job, Arachna.”

She blushed. “Thank you.”

Cherry asked, “So what are we supposed to do if they toss one of these anti-magic EMPs at us? Lay down and die?”

Demonique shook her head and dismissed her tablet before adjusting her glasses. She squinted hard and looked at Squeaks while answering Cherry’s question. “Absolutely not. Other than keeping ourselves separated into teams and remaining ready to back one another up, we should be fine. It’s not ideal, but it’s the best we have.”

Alpha leaned forward and looked my way. “That’s not completely true.”

I cocked an eyebrow at her. “Oh?”

She explained. “The EMP barely affected you. The reason why is pretty obvious. You were too powerful for it to completely disrupt your magical core like it did the others. I’m betting that if you get stronger, then it’s not going to do anything to you. On top of that, the stronger you get, the stronger we get, which means it will be less effective against us in the future too.”

Nodding slowly, I searched the table for any disagreements. It was sound logic, and I said so. “That makes perfect sense. That only makes it more important that I win over the other super covens soon. Let’s move on to the next topic.”

Alpha was quick to speak up. “I think the Euro Coven King should take priority over the Holy Knights.”

“Why?” I asked.

Cherry jumped in while brushing a lock of raven hair behind her ear. “While you were out with Squeaks, The Witching Hour interrupted normal broadcasts with breaking news. The European Coven King showed up in Florida earlier today. Apparently, he’s already taken over every coven, big and small, as well as all the rogues and solos who didn’t flee Europe fast enough. They say he’s got nearly two thousand witches under his control now. Witches all over the East Coast are going crazy and moving west as fast as they can.”

I took a deep breath and considered it. “Did they say anything about him forcing American witches to join him?”

“Not yet,” Rose answered, looking not the least bit worried.

“Until we know more about him, I don’t want to judge and cause a fight that otherwise wouldn’t have happened. Just look at me; every coven I took over made me do it because they didn’t try to get to know me first.”

Rose frowned. “That’s not how this works, Logy-pooh. He’s just a Coven King, but you’re the Inevitable Coven King. That means you will rule all the witches in the world one day, including the ones he has now. The inevitable part includes conflicts. But on the bright side, thanks to the prophets-see, I already know you’re going to win. Hmm!” She finished with a proud huff as she lifted her chin and crossed her arms over her chest. They did nothing to lift her already prodigious green breasts since the black corset she wore already had them as high and tight as they could go.

I appreciated her confidence in me, but still, even if I was going to rule every Coven one day, that didn’t necessarily mean I’d end up fighting with this guy. “Thanks for the vote of confidence, Rose. Though, I still don’t think my being the Inevitable Coven King necessarily means I’ll have to fight this guy. We don’t know his motivations yet. For all we know, he’s a good guy and in the future some Holy Knight offs him. Let’s still try to learn more about him before we act.”

Novella put her tablet away and turned her whole body to face me. “Mr. Morrison, I believe you’re projecting. If he were so benevolent, why would reports keep coming in that he’s forcing every witch to join him? Do you think he’s really more popular and kind than you? Perhaps you may be too humble to recognize how wonderful you are, but I am not. The news even says from what they can tell, he’s not here on a peaceful sightseeing mission as an average tourist.”

My brows knitted together, and my nose scrunched up. A part of me was frustrated by her words after I’d already made my position clear on the issue twice now. However, she made some really good points. Even I had to acknowledge that many of the men I’d known in my life wouldn’t take the approach I had if they were in my shoes—assuming they even made it out of negotiations with Alpha’s original coven with freedom intact. Novella was rarely wrong about anything, and I had to concede that I could, in fact, be projecting just like she’d said. So I took a breath and turned to Illumina, who was preparing to speak next.

Illumina stood and folded her hands in front of her. “My King. Might I suggest you reach out to him first? If you are unsure of his intentions, then extending an olive branch might help with your diplomatic efforts.”

Alpha nodded. “I agree. If you want to try and avoid a fight and not appear weak, reaching out first is the way to go. Since he’s in the U.S., we can fully charge the messaging ball and send it to find him, offering a greeting and requesting an open line of communication so the two of you can discuss things peacefully.”

I nodded. “I like it. Let’s do that for now. Either we’ll set up a peaceful correspondence or end up duking it out. I’m happy enough to let him do his own thing, but if he tries forcing his hand here, I’ll happily kick his ass back across the ocean.”

“So territorial,” Cherry teased. “I like it.”

I smirked. “Okay, last order of business. Does anyone have any idea what’s making Arachna sick?”

Mallison asked, “Did anyone use bug spray in the house?”

My brows shot up as I looked around the table. It reminded me of how I’d ended our first contest. Judging by Arachna’s deep frown, she had the same thought.

Every eye at the table turned to Rose. She looked around, clearly confused. Then it dawned on her. She clenched her fists before scowling and throwing one finger in the air. “Oh, c’mon! That was one time! I told you all it was an accident. It said it had a new fresh scent on the can. I thought the picture of the spider lying on its back meant it was relaxing! How was I supposed to know it was dead?” She pouted adorably. “I thought I was spraying a special air freshener my bestie would love.”

Arachna’s spider leg reached around Cherry and gently rested on Rose’s shoulder. “Even though I threw up like, twelve times from that, I still think it was really thoughtful and sweet of you. I already forgave you for that. But, you didn’t try it again, did you?”

Rose shook her head frantically, vines flailing and flowers drooping. “No, of course not.”

Halo perked up. “Why don’t you take her to see Mother Dearest? Maybe she’s seen something like this before? Plus, some fresh air wouldn’t hurt.”

I smiled. “That’s a great idea. I’ll take her right away. Does anyone have anything else before we go?”

Demonique coughed. “There is one final item on the agenda—”

Novella cut her off. “No. No there’s not.”


Chapter 4


Surprises and Celebrations

Using the Tele-port, I flashed Arachna and me to Mother Dearest’s farm. While I could have popped into her living room since her wards allowed me access, I chose not to. Since I didn’t call ahead, it was more polite to show up at the end of her driveway. It gave her a chance to prepare for my arrival rather than being caught off guard by it.

Arachna held my hand and curled against me as we walked to the large two-story farmhouse. Before I made it to the porch, Mother had already thrown the door open and stepped out to greet us with a smile and a wave. She wore a stunning red dress that really accentuated her overly exaggerated hourglass figure and made my eyes take an elevator trip up and down her body.

“Logan! Darling, I wasn’t expecting you today,” Mother said with open arms as I climbed the few steps onto the front porch.

Arachna let me go, and I embraced Mother and planted a kiss on her luscious lips. When Mother’s hand drifted to my ass and started squeezing, I knew I should break the kiss. Business before pleasure, after all. “Hi, Mother. It’s good to see you. I hate to cut right to the chase, but I need your help.”

She tilted her head as she looked up at me, her arms still wrapped around me. “With what, Darling? You know I’m always happy to help.”

I gently took a step back and held a hand out to the goth Spider Witch next to me. “Arachna’s been getting sick and throwing up on and off. We can’t figure out what’s wrong. Halo healed her three times this morning.”

Mother put a hand to her chest in shock and looked from me to Arachna. “Rose didn’t use bug spray in the house again, did she?”

Arachna shook her head. “No. She didn’t. But I wish this would stop already. I hate puking.” Then she gripped her stomach again and grimaced. “Not again,” she groaned.

Mother took her by the hand. “Come with me, dear. I’ll see what I can do.”

We followed her inside where Mother had Arachna dismiss her spider legs and lie on her back on the couch. I knelt next to her, held her hand, and ran my fingers through her hair as she groaned. “We’ll figure this out, okay? One way or another.”

She nodded, her bottom lip jutting out in a pout.

Mother said, “Let’s see…” Her eyes glowed with a purple light. As soon as they lit up, she covered her mouth with both hands and gasped. “Oh, my! I should have known this would happen.”

“What?!” I asked as my heart raced in my chest. I fought the fear that tried to overwhelm me. Was my loving goth dying? Was she suffering from some debilitating incurable disease? I didn’t know.

Arachna’s eyes were just as panicked as my thoughts. “What’s wrong? Am I going to be okay?”

Mother removed her hands, revealing a broad smile. “You’re going to be more than okay. You’re going to be a mother.”

My jaw slammed into the floor so hard I thought for sure that it knocked a few teeth loose.

Arachna stuttered. “I—I—I… Did you just say I’m going to be a mom? I’m…pregnant? How? You never…”

Mother laughed and pulled out her phone. “Well, this video from a few weeks back probably has something to do with it.”

She tapped on the phone a bit before showing us the screen. Arachna’s voice came out loud and clear. “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!”

We watched with wide eyes as Arachna’s body shook uncontrollably, her eight eyes crossed, and her tongue hung out of her mouth. Meanwhile, my muscles tensed and my grunt sounded damn near like a miniature war cry as I unleashed one of the biggest loads of my life inside of her. Cum was dripping onto the floor and I watched with rapt fascination as her stomach below her belly button literally expanded from how much I filled her.

Arachna’s voice from the screen shouted again. “Nyaaah! Pineapple! Pineapple! Ahhh! It’s—it’s too much! Pineapple!” She laughed in the video. “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.”

Mother pressed the pause button and dismissed her phone. “I think that your request for a baby was full-filled.” Mother snickered at her joke.

Absentmindedly, I said, “Cherry used that pun earlier today, but yours came out more natural.”

“I’ll take what I can get,” Mother said. She patted the back of my hand which was holding Arachna’s. “Go ahead, you two celebrate. I’ve got a spell that’ll help with the morning sickness, and I’ll apply my usual protections. Since the birth was unplanned, I can’t tell you if it’s a boy or a girl yet, but I have a feeling neither of you will mind either way.” Her hands glowed as she cast her spell.

Arachna was crying tears of joy. “I’m gonna be a mama.”

I beamed at her. “You’re gonna be a mama,” I repeated.

She pulled me into the tightest hug I’d ever had from her. The relief that she was going to be fine combined with the warmth in my heart was overwhelming. Just like that, I was going to be a father again.

However, it was immediately followed by a small spike of fear. I recalled the thoughts and feelings I had before I finished inside her that night weeks ago. Every part of me desired to grant her request and give her a child. My body’s magic had obeyed my will and done just what I told it to.

I could get the girls pregnant without the help of a Fertility Witch. That revelation warranted a conversation later about how we’d handle things going forward. Surely, the last thing we wanted was too many unplanned pregnancies when I got lost in the moment after they riled me up, right?

I tossed those thoughts on the back burner for later and fully embraced the joyful news as I held the Spider Witch in my arms. Arachna and I were having a baby. That’s what mattered most.
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Arachna and I celebrated for a while longer as Mother performed her spells to help with the morning sickness and keep the baby safe and healthy. After she finished, my adorable goth lover was too excited to wait and wanted to go home immediately to tell the rest of the girls. Mother said she wanted to speak to me in private, so I teleported Arachna to the penthouse, kissed and hugged her one more time, and teleported back to Mother’s living room.

She sat at the edge of her armchair with one leg crossed over the other and her hands daintily resting atop one another on her knee. She smiled warmly at me. “Let’s talk, Darling.”

I nodded and sat on the couch, feeling almost like I was in a therapy session. “I think that’s a good idea.”

“I practically watched the gears turning in your head when you realized you had purposefully impregnated Arachna without knowing that it was even possible. And I caught the brief look of fear that you might do it again,” Mother said.

I frowned and thought, Novella was right, I am an easy book to read. Sighing, I said, “Yeah. It’s not that I’m afraid of having more kids. I’m past that. But we have so many enemies right now, and witch pregnancies can be unpredictable. Not to mention, I don’t want them fighting while they’re pregnant.”

“Why is that?” Mother asked without even a hint of judgment in her tone.

“It’s not that I don’t trust their strength, it’s just that I can’t stop from worrying. The enemies are searching for powerful divine and cursed items that can hurt me,” I said, emphasizing the point by lifting my golden-veined hand. “If they really want to hurt me, one hit’s all it takes to lose one of the babies.”

Pausing to take a deep breath, shadows covered my eyes, and I shook my head. Mother said nothing, waiting patiently for me to continue. It wasn’t long before I did just that. “With the Holy Knights and possibly even the European Coven King battling against us, I need as many fighting by my side as possible, and—”

“And you can’t help but feel like worrying about the babies could be a costly distraction. On top of that, there’s no way you could possibly deny any of us the sexual attention we need and desire. Also, asking any witch under your control to accept you wearing a condom or otherwise using magical contraceptives is simply not an option they would entertain,” Mother finished for me. “You’d have to compel them to get them to agree.”

“Exactly.” I leaned back, letting my head fall against the back of the couch as I stared up at the ceiling. Running my hands down my face, I groaned, “What am I supposed to do?”

Mother smirked. “That’s easy. Make it a hard rule that there’s absolutely no breeding kink talk unless you and the witch in question have already agreed to try for a baby. However, you’ll need practice resisting the temptation to call upon your magic if one or a few of you forget while you’re in the midst of passion.”

That caught my attention, and I leaned forward in my seat. “How exactly would we go about that?”

Her smile turned predatory. “Let me go freshen up and then I’ll tell you. For now, why don’t you head upstairs and check in on Diet Cola? I’m sure she’d love to show you how her studies have progressed.”

She had me both excited and curious. I had been meaning to check in on Diet Cola’s progress later that week anyway, so I figured, why not? Standing from my seat, I nodded. “Okay. Come get me when you’re ready.”

She sauntered to me and caressed my cheek. “Absolutely, Darling.” Then, she grabbed my neck, and I let her pull me down into a passionate kiss.

Mother smirked as she let me go before swaying her hips while walking away. They were still the most impressive hips I’d ever seen. I tore my gaze away from her and hurried toward the stairs, excited to see Diet Cola’s progress.

My hand glided up the wood railing until I reached the top of the stairs. The Ghost Witch’s room was just to the left, so I didn’t need to go far. The door was open so I stepped into the doorway, preparing to knock, but I was suddenly frozen in place by what I saw.

Pictures hung on the far wall, but not just any pictures. They were pictures of all the girls I’d slept with before I became a Greater Familiar. The only thing holding them in place were knives. The sharp knives came in several shapes and sizes, but they were firmly stuck into the heart and head of every girl. In the middle of them all, sitting on a shelf that acted like a shrine of some sort, was a picture of me.

Diet was totally nude, on her knees, and facing away from me. It was like looking at Cherry’s smooth ivory skin and slender back, but with a plumper, more rounded rear. It instantly reminded me of all the times I’d taken my Vampiric Witch from behind.

The near instantaneous erection those thoughts gave me wouldn’t have been an issue, except that Diet’s bloody fists were in the air holding two equally bloody knives. She moaned as she licked one of the blades. My boner became one of pure erotic confusion. The sight was both very hot and equally disturbing.

Fortunately, I had plenty of experience around attractive naked women, and I knew how to keep myself in check—even when I was fearful of what the psychotic witch had done. “Diet…” I said slowly, holding out a hand as if I were standing in front of a feral animal who might attack at any moment.

In a flash, her hands came down, and her head turned in my direction. Glowing, pale, turquoise eyes locked on mine. She was on her feet faster than I knew she could move. Her blood-covered fists pressed to her cheeks, the knives still in hand as she giggled and beamed at me while bouncing up and down. “Logan! You’re here! EEEEE! I missed you so much!”

The crimson liquid spreading on her face from the action helped draw some of my focus away from her jiggling breasts. She ran toward me, but I held out both hands to stop her. “Hang on a second! First, I miss you too. Second, I’ve got some questions for you before, uhh, before you get blood on my shirt. I’d rather keep this one clean. It’s comfy.”

She stopped in her tracks and crossed her arms as she pouted. It was mind-boggling how she managed to still look that adorable despite all the blood and knives. “Fine, but hurry. I haven’t tasted your blood in weeks. That’s way too long.”

Not knowing what else to say, I nodded. “Okay. Why do you have pictures of the girls I hooked up with on your wall, and why are there knives in them? Did you hurt those girls?”

Her eyes went wide and she frantically shook her head. “Oh, no! I promise I haven’t stabbed anyone in weeks. Mother won’t let me leave the farm without her. You can even ask her, she’ll tell you.”

I nodded slowly. That was a huge relief. “So, your wall is kinda like a fucked up stabbing wish list?”

She put her hands behind her back and hung her head in shame while kicking a toe into the carpet. “Mhmmm. Basically. I mean, they aren’t the only people I want to stab.”

“Right…Then who’s blood is that?”

She held out her hands. “This blood?”

“Is there more blood I should be aware of?” I asked cautiously.

Her eyes darted toward the closet door and back before smiling nervously. “Uh—nooo?”

I sighed. “Where did the blood come from?”

“Mother said I could stab one of the chickens since she was going to cook him later anyway,” she said, her mood vastly improving at the memory.

I leaned to the side to see past her, and sure enough, there was a chicken corpse in a large bowl. The poor thing looked like it had been stabbed about fifty times. I said a small prayer for the chicken, figuring someone somewhere might hear me and give the little guy a nice afterlife.

Just then, Mother’s hand touched my shoulder before she dragged her fingertips and nails down my arm. She instantly noticed the blood and the chicken. Frowning, Mother asked, “Diet, you know we can’t eat it now, right?”

Diet at least looked ashamed enough not to be able to meet Mother’s eyes as she nodded.

Mother sighed. “What did that poor chicken even do to deserve that?”

Diet’s eyes narrowed as she turned her head to look at the bowl. “He knows what he did…”

“Clean yourself up, dear. I was going to borrow your room, but…” Mother paused and looked around at the strange scene. “We’ll use mine instead. Chop chop.”

Diet’s hand glowed the same pale blue-green as her eyes, and she said, “Cloon allting.” Just like that… the knives and the dead chicken were clean, but she was not. Diet frowned. “Why didn’t it work?”

Mother smiled warmly. “Focus. You have to think about everything you want to be cleaned. That means taking your mind off your knives and the things they can stab.”

Diet’s eyes widened and she mouthed, “Oooohhh, right.” Then she put the knives down and tried again. “Cloon allting.” This time, it worked, and I was happy to report that my penis was back to being a normal boner instead of a terror boner. All was right with the world once more.

“Good, let’s go. Logan needs our help,” Mother said, turning and walking down the hall to her bedroom.

I followed her inside. Small trinkets and keepsakes lined the dresser tops, pictures of Mother with old friends hung on the walls, and a king-size bed with purple silk sheets.

Mother didn’t give me any time to look the room over any further because she pulled me into a kiss. Her hands made quick work of my belt, button, and zipper. Before I realized what was even happening she had my pants down at my ankles.

I stepped out of them while her soft hand gripped my cock. Each pump her fist made sent a pulse of pleasure through my body. Between kisses, I asked, “How exactly is this going to make sure I don’t get anyone pregnant?”

Diet’s cold body pressed against my back, her hands reaching around and running up and down the front of my thighs. Mother broke the kiss and dropped to her knees. She kissed the tip of my cock and licked the underside of my shaft before saying, “It’s simple Darling. We’re going to rile you up as much as possible, and demand you get me pregnant. Meanwhile, you’re going to try all you can to resist commanding your magic to do just that.”

A cool hand began fondling my balls, and Diet whispered, “I bet these huge balls are so full of incredible, fertile, seed. Mmmm. Can you imagine filling us up, coating our womb with your hot, sticky load, and putting a baby in our bellies?”

I gulped, and using my vast intelligence, replied, “Ya-huh.” I could totally get on board with that plan. Wait! No! I couldn’t get on board with that plan. That was literally the one ship in this ocean of hornyness that I didn’t want to get on board. But dammit, it was so hot.

“Mmm—yeah, Big Boy. We can cut each other and drink one another’s blood while you knock me up. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want to cum deep inside my tiny little pussy?” Diet purred, her free hand roaming under my shirt along my abs.

I started to reply to Diet’s questions, but I lost all train of thought when Mother’s lips wrapped around my shaft, and her cheeks hollowed. “I’m down with the sec—Ohhh my fuck. God yes, that’s soooo incredible.”

Diet giggled. “I knew you’d be into it. It’s gonna be so hot when we finally cut someone together.”

Again, I tried to respond to Diet, only for Mother’s actions to immediately divert my attention again as she began making loud, lewd slurping sounds while bobbing her head up and down my length. “That’s not—ssshhhhit that sounds incredible.” I grabbed Mother’s hair, but let her keep her own pace as her warm, wet mouth sent waves of intense pleasure washing through me.

Mother moaned around my length. “MMmmmmm.”

“Ffffuck, I love you so much, Big Boy. I wanna taste that huge chubby fucking cock too,” Diet cooed before stepping around in front of me. At first, she was behind Mother, but then Diet’s body began flickering between her corporeal and incorporeal forms. The flickering stopped. Her entire body was as translucent as the pale turquoise of her eyes.

Mother shivered as Diet knelt down inside her body, but she kept sucking. I thought maybe Diet was possessing the milf witch, but that wasn’t right. Suddenly, I felt a second set of lips puckered tightly around my cock.

Diet’s mouth was even colder in this form, but still wet and slick. It contrasted Mother’s warmth, and as Mother’s head pulled closer to the tip, Diet’s incorporeal head came toward my base. Both women stared up at me with deep need as they, against all logic, blew me at the same time.

Thanks to the way the Cherry TV dildos worked, I was used to the sensation of multiple women pleasuring my dick at once, so I didn’t explode right away. Just because it wasn’t going to happen right away, didn’t mean it wasn’t going to happen soon.

Their back-and-forth see-saw-like blowjob was bringing me to the edge fast, and my dick was already thickening. I was more than a little curious about who would get the cum when I blew in their mouths. Unfortunately, I didn’t get the chance to find out because one after another, they pulled off my tip with a pop.

Mother kissed my tip again. “Now, now, Darling. That’s not where this hot load belongs today. Mother needs your cum in her womb. I want to be so full that barren or not you’ll knock me up. Lay on the bed for Mother.”

The third-person talk was new, but if I were being honest, it was kinda working for me. Then again, that could just be because I was on the edge of erupting like Mount Vesuvius. I dismissed my shirt to my storage and dove on the bed before flipping onto my back. My pole stood tall, waiting for her, uh—to hang her flag? No. Swat her tether ball? Oh hell no. Taller than Goku’s Power Pole? Nah, too much. Fuck it. I was waiting for her to climb up and sit on my dick. Nailed it.

Mother took her time slipping out of her skimpy red dress, pulling one strap off her shoulder and then the other. She slipped each arm out before tugging the dress down slowly until her prodigious, perfectly rounded, perky breasts popped free. “Diet, dear, if you would?”

“Yes, Mother,” Diet said demurely. The Ghost Witch stepped out of Mother’s body and pulled the dress down past the older woman’s slim waist and overly exaggerated hips while Mother shimmied out of it.

The milf tossed her auburn hair over her shoulder and stared intently at me with her piercing blue eyes. “Are you ready to fill me up until I can’t take it anymore? Make me as bloated as you did your cute little Spider Witch so I’ve got a bun in the oven too?”

I nodded dumbly, my mouth going dry as Diet returned to her corporeal form, and I watched two of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life saunter to the bed. Mother crawled onto the bed and straddled my lap.

Not wasting any time, she positioned my tip at her entrance and sank down, taking me all the way inside. “Mmmmm! Damn, your cock feels so good. You like having your huge dick buried deep inside Mother? Hmm? Ohhhh, yes!” Her hands pressed down on my abs as she bounced her ass up and down on my lap.

I was in the middle of reveling in the feeling of her tight, wet, warm, slippery pussy squeezing me so tight when I felt a sudden sharp pain in my chest. Diet had cut a gash in my flesh and licked up the blood with a smile as my body naturally healed the wound. “Ahhhh. Mmmm. I don’t know what tastes better, your blood, or your cock. I need both in my mouth so fffucking bad!”

“How about we compromise and you sit on my face instead?” I grunted out.

She cocked her head, squinted her eye, screwed up one side of her mouth, and tapped her chin with her knife. “Hmmm.” Then she beamed at me. “Okay!” Before she climbed up, she cut me one more time, licking it up again.

Facing Mother, she threw one leg over my head and promptly began grinding her sweet little pussy against my mouth. My nose filled with her scent and my tongue lapped up her glistening juices. She cried out. “Nyaaahh! Goddess! I—mmmm, love the way you eat my pussy, Big Boy!”

The two of them rode me like that for several minutes, and I became lost in the bliss of their touch, their smell, and their moans. Mother’s pussy clamped down on me, and she lost her momentum as spasms rocked her flawless body. So I took over thrusting from beneath as she screamed. “Yeeesss! Ooooh, goddess, yeeess! I’m cum—Mmmm. Ahhh! Please! Please cum in me! Give me a—aaahhhhh, baby!”

I was close, and I wanted to, but deep down, I knew she was barren and couldn’t actually get pregnant. My magic knew it too, and it naturally didn’t respond to her calls, despite my wanting to do exactly what she asked, it wasn’t going to happen. I guessed that was the point of the practice, but I knew this wouldn’t actually help prepare me. As Mother came down from her orgasmic high, her eyes glowed purple and she could sense how my magic didn’t respond.

She seemed slightly disappointed for a brief moment but got over it quickly as she hit her second orgasm since I’d never quit thrusting into her. Meanwhile, Diet was nearing her peak as well. “Mmmm! Don’t stop! Keep going! I’m—I’m sooo—Ooohhh, close!”

Fortunately for Diet, or unfortunately depending on your perspective, Mother had other plans. She dismounted, and her hand glowed with a purple light as she lifted Diet off my face. Diet whined. “No, no, no no no no noooo! I was right there! Mother, why?! Now I wanna stab you too!”

“Calm down, dear. I’ve got something else planned. It seems practicing on me won’t work. However, what if we give him a nice fertile young womb to spoil? One he can fill to his heart’s content and get pregnant?” She grinned wickedly at me as she levitated Diet over top of me, spun her around, and then lowered her perfectly onto my shaft.

Diet and I both watched as my tip parted her folds and stretched her small opening. Mother took her time dropping her the rest of the way and Diet let out a long moan the whole way. “Ooooooooooooohhh, ffffffuuuuuuccckkk. I don’t waant tooo staaab you anymoooore…”

Mother snickered before she lay next to me, dragging her nails across my chest and nibbling on my ear. “Don’t get her pregnant. It would slow her studies. We both know she’s not ready yet. Good luck.”

“I’m not sure this is such a good—hooooly fuck,” I said as Diet’s eyes glowed and her smile turned manic.

She started twerking on my dick, her plump ass slapping at a fast rhythm while her smaller breasts jiggled merrily. Her words were aggressive, but her tone was almost innocent. The combination of the two with her crazed smile and the fact that they were going to egg me on to knock the psycho Ghost Witch up turned my erection back into a terror boner. She laughed, almost sweetly, but it was off. “Hehehahahamuahaha! That’s right, Nyaaahhh—Big boy! Fucking fill mmmm—my pussy! You, hnnnggg, WILL give me a little ghost baby! Do it! Do it! Ahhhh! Cum in me! Cum in me now! I wanna have your baby!”

Fuck it. I was already so turned on that the crazy shit was actually doing it for me. Mother cooed in my ear. “Mmm. That’s right, do it. Oooh, yeah. Blow your load into her tiny ghost pussy, Darling. Put it all into her womb and leave a bun in that chaotic oven. Look how bad she wants it. How bad she needs it. Don’t you want it too? Don’t you want to watch as her belly swells?”

“I—I—I’m gonna cum! Nyah! Nyah! Nyah! I’m gonna! I’m gonna! Ohhh, my!” She stabbed me in the chest with a small knife that barely got through the skin, leaned forward, and sucked out some of my blood. It dripped down her chin and her eyes glowed brightly as she screamed. “I’m cumming! Cum with me! Gahhhh! Cum in me and give me a baaaayyby! Nyaaaahhh!”

They say never stick your dick in crazy, well, I was so far past that it wasn’t funny. What they don’t say is not to stick a baby in crazy, which is exactly what I wanted to do with all my being. I was lost in the moment and my magic stirred. Mother even urged me on more. But somewhere deep down, I knew I didn’t really want to, it was just the horniness talking. I felt my magic accumulating in my balls and was about to burst. At the last moment, I barely dispersed the magic back into the rest of my body as I lost control.

I grabbed her hips, slammed them down, and buried my cock as deep as I could inside her. Her stomach bloated slightly just like Arachna’s had and our juices poured out from between us. She cried out as I pumped more and more of my cum into her womb. “Yeeeesss! That’s it, Big Boy! Ahhh! Keep cumming! I want it Mmm—bursting out of my fucking eyes! Gaaahh! I want it to fill my mouth. Nnngghh! And mingle with the aftertaste of your blood! Nyyyaaaahhhh!”

When all was said and done, she collapsed on top of me and Mother chuckled. “That was close. You did well.”

“Not well enough. That was too close,” I muttered. “Gah! Outch!” I shouted as I was unexpectedly cut again by Diet. She slurped up my blood and then grinned up at me. “That just means you need more practice. Let’s go again,” she purred as her hips thrust up and down slowly, working my half-erect cock that was still inside her back to life. “If there’s one thing Mother’s taught me, it’s that we keep trying as many times as it takes until we’ve got it.”

Mother laughed. “She’s right. But I’m going next. I’ll warm him up for you again while you free up some room.”

“Aww. Okay, Mother,” Diet pouted as she climbed off and let Mother take her place.

“Are you ready? Because Mother wants your cum,” Mother cooed.

I took a deep breath and braced myself for some of the most difficult training I’d done in a while. After cracking my neck, I nodded. “Alright. Let’s do this.”


Chapter 5


Elaine - The Cavalry Has Arrived

Elaine was in her apartment, staring at a picture of Logan on her phone when a knock sounded at the door. That was her “backup”. She’d tried hard over the past few days to find out what was going on with the Divine Council. She reached out to other hunters and tried to get James’s or Paul’s phone number, but no one had it, nor did they know anything about Hilga. So she’d had nothing else to do but wait.

She hated lying to people, but she knew it was necessary. She believed that God would forgive her so long as she was doing it for a good reason. Saving lives was always a good reason, wasn’t it? Sure, part of the plan involved her finally losing her virginity and having sex with the man of her dreams that drove her absolutely crazy in the best ways, but that was more like a cherry on top, or a reward for her doing the right thing. Right?

Regardless, if she couldn’t pry any info out of these people, she’d have to assume the council had been compromised. With her only ally on the council being unreachable, Elaine was on her own.

Fighting back a grimace, she stood and walked to the door. It was more painful, but she refused to limp. It wouldn’t be smart to show weakness in front of the others. She turned the knob and opened the door. Two men stood on the other side—dressed in matching white outfits with crew cuts.

One man had gray hair. He was older with a scar running across his right eye. The other man was younger, with blonde hair and a square jaw. The older man stuck out his hand and smiled. “Howdy, name’s Bilford, and this here’s Charles.”

Elaine accepted the hand and put on a plastic smile. “Hello, I’m Elaine. Nice to meet you two. Why don’t you come in?” She didn’t want to let them in, but putting on a show was important, so she did. The last thing she wanted was for them to grow suspicious of her. “Can I get you fellas anything?” she asked while holding the door open and forcing away the scowl that tried to show itself when she caught Charles’s lustful eyes drinking her in.

“Well, I believe there’s definitely something you can get me,” Charles said with a smirk.

Elaine’s eyes narrowed. To hell with putting on a show. She refused to let anyone treat her like that—except for Logan. She took two steps forward and struck out with her fist, landing a lightning-fast jab on his nose. His head whipped back and he covered his face with his hands. Blood seeped between his fingers, staining them red.

“Son of a bitch! What the hell was that for?!” Charles shouted in shocked anger.

Bilford just laughed. “Serves you right. I warned you, boy. I heard about her before. She’s tough and doesn’t take crap like that from anyone. You’d do well to show her some respect.”

Elaine nodded to the older man. “You’re right about that. I walk in God’s grace and my body is a temple to him. I’m not letting someone like you muck it up.” I’m gonna let Logan decorate it with his seed, she added in her mind. He was the only man worthy, after all. The only man who had ever made her feel so… She cut off that train of thought and focused. “I see it’s straight to business then. Where’s the rest of the squad?” Elaine asked, using a commanding tone.

She hated being around male hunters. No matter what, she couldn’t be herself around them. She had to act different, talk different, be different—all just to fit in and be given the respect she deserved. It was one of the reasons she worked alone her whole life.

Charles sat on the couch after grabbing a tissue from the box she kept on the coffee table. He didn’t say a word. Instead, Bilford did the talking for both of them. “I sent them on patrols around the city. They’ve got their equipment and will investigate any hints of magic they find. I hope I didn’t overstep my boundaries. If I did, I apologize.” Though he said he apologized, there wasn’t a single hint of regret in his tone.

Elaine nodded. She leaned back against the wall and crossed her arms over her chest. “Good. It’s what I was gonna have them do anyway,” she lied. She had planned on having them take the night off after their long trip so she could stall that much longer. “I’ve got a plan I’m cooking up for how we can take out this Coven King, but it needs a little more time before enough pieces fall into place to pull it off. He’s a tough nut to crack. In the meantime, I want people doing recon only, no attacks or it could give us away.”

Bilford’s eyes narrowed for a split second before returning to normal. It happened so fast that she almost didn’t catch it. “That’s not exactly what I was told to expect.”

“And what do you expect?”

“War,” Bilford said simply.

Elaine gulped but did a decent job hiding it. She nodded. “Soon. But it’s stupid to start a war until the Coven King is dead. You haven’t seen what he can do. Not even the anti-magic EMPs slow him down.”

“Jedediah said—” Bilford started.

“Jedediah is not in charge of this mission. I am, and he’s aware of my plans. Speaking of the council, have any of you heard what’s been going on with Hilga?”

Bilford shook his head slowly. “She’s been MIA for about a week now. No clue where or why. The council, in their infinite wisdom, decided to task Jedediah with ensuring we complete our mission and begin the eradication of all witches in the United States. They’ve been allowed to spread their lies for too long, and now they’re corrupting the minds and hearts of men everywhere. Good people’s souls are being lost to hell, and it’s time we put a stop to it once and for all.” He didn’t sound like he believed a word of what he was saying, but Elaine could see the bloodlust in his eyes. He wasn’t a righteous man—Bilford was a cold-blooded murderer at best.

“Amen!” Charles shouted in a nasally voice while plugging his nose with tissues to try and stop the bleeding.

Bilford leaned forward and licked his lips. “Say, mind if we get a look at it?”

“At what?” Elaine asked, this time not hiding her scowl. If she had to punch another man in the face today, she would without hesitation.

“At what, she says.” Bilford laughed and slapped Charles on the shoulder with the back of his hand. “At Excalibur. What else? It’s every Holy Knight’s dream to see and hold it even once. C’mon, what do ya say?”

Charles, after clearly not learning his lesson the first time, stood and came closer to Elaine. “Yeah, c’mon, baby. You let us hold it, and I’ll let you hold…” He looked down at his waist, but when he looked back up he found a fist connecting with his nose again, knocking him on his ass. “Oooowwww! Fucking hell!”

“Language, Charles. Don’t talk like the sinners do. You’re better than that,” Bilford halfheartedly chided. “Sorry about him.”

“I think it’s time you two leave. Jedediah already sent me your number. Patrol, report what you find, do not engage. Those are your orders for now. And keep him out of my sight,” Elaine said pointing at the groaning man on the floor.

Bilford put up his hands. “That’s fine. We’ll do as you say, but I won’t stop my guys from defending themselves if they feel threatened.”

Elaine narrowed her eyes, but Bilford just laughed and shot her a wink. He helped Charles off the floor and led the injured man to the door. Elaine watched them leave, then walked over to her window and opened it. She listened as the two men entered the parking lot downstairs, hoping to hear something valuable. Instead, what she heard almost made her vomit.

Bilford patted Charles on the back. “Brother, I don’t know why you even bother. You knew she was gonna hit ya again.”

Charles shrugged. “She’s hot and I thought she was feelin’ it.”

“You want someone to feel it, just wait till we hit some of these pretty witches with the EMP. They’re always down plenty long enough for you to have a good time before you finish ‘em off,” Bilford said.

Charles laughed. “Yeah, you’re right. Ain’t nothing wrong with punishing the wicked.”

“You got that right,” Bilford said as he opened the door to the car. Then he shouted toward a nearby alley. “Hey, Billy. I want four of you to keep eyes and ears on her at all times unless one of us is with her. We already got George set up in the apartment across the hall.”

Elaine spotted the man, Billy, in the alley giving Bilford a thumbs up. This man was dressed in all black and wore sunglasses. His hair was long and pulled back in a ponytail. He held a parabolic microphone in his hands with wires leading to a pair of headphones. She’d used those before. They were enchanted. They’d hear anything she said.

Elaine was horrified. Plan or not, she needed to contact Logan. She needed his help to protect the witches, and to determine if he was innocent or guilty. He was her only option at this point. She held up her phone and almost called him right away, but she stopped herself. They’d hear her.

Should she just text him? No. The last time he saw her she stabbed him. He’d never believe a text was anything but a trap. Sure, he might think her asking over a call was a trap too, but at least then she’d have a shot at convincing him to give her a chance.

Her next steps were obvious. Find out who else was watching her, what their positions were, and their shift rotations. If Elaine had that information, she was confident she could pull it off. Nothing was more important than meeting with Logan as soon as possible.


Chapter 6


Trouble at the Arcade

An entire day had passed since Mother and Diet Cola helped me practice controlling the magical urges in my body, and I was confident that I could avoid any unintended pregnancies with my girls—unless they intentionally ganged up on me. After all, I may be strong, but at the end of the day, there’s only so much naughty temptation that even I, the Inevitable Coven King, can resist.

Speaking of temptation, I lay back in a reclining deck chair on the rooftop patio next to my vine-haired, pinup-model-bodied, short-stack Flower Witch, Rose. We were lounging and enjoying the last rays of the day’s sun.

I lifted my glass of lemonade and fumbled for the straw, briefly bumping into the small paper umbrella. My eyes were too busy staring at her smooth, glistening, green skin and slightly darker green nipples. She’d used an oil to help soak up the sunlight more.

I’d decided to wear nothing but a pair of shorts as we sunbathed together. Rose had figured it was only fair if she wore nothing but her bottoms as well—which happened to be a tiny black thong. Though, she did wear a rather large pair of black sunglasses, which balanced the panties slightly. The Flower Witch’s cheeks were hollowed as she sipped on the straw of her huge water bottle.

Seeing her cheeks like that brought back memories of all the times she had moaned for me with that same look. Those memories, in turn, made trying to relax much harder—literally. But I’d put my little sausage soldier through his paces a lot recently, and I had already decided that he’d earned his R&R.

Besides, trying not to give in too quickly had recently become a new unspoken game the girls and I liked to play. It started after I’d gone on a three-day, nearly nonstop sexual bender to give every coven member their ‘monthly dose of dick.’ I didn’t prefer to think of monthly sex with my witches in such vulgar terms, but Cherry had come up with the term, and it quickly caught on in popularity. Some tides were easier to ride than fight—a lesson so many witches had learned about yours truly, too.

After those intense few days, I needed to give myself a break. I was so spent that I thought I’d not want sex for a week. My girls had staunchly disagreed with my decision to take a break from sexual activity for a day, but they respected my choice. Well, “respected” is a strong word. Rather than rip my pants off and start grinding on me with their nude bodies, they’d started a betting pool and took turns trying to see who would finally break me. I hadn’t lasted a full day yet, but I was okay with that.

Rose’s flowers in her hair grew more vibrant, and new ones grew alongside them, adding a plethora of color to her natural palette. I assumed that the tinkling sound of ice cubes bumping the side of my glass due to my failed attempts to find my straw by touch alone was what drew her attention to me. She looked at me and her contented smile grew wider.

She dismissed her bottle and reached over, grabbing my straw and guiding it to my lips while giggling. “Look at you, Daddy. Regretting your decision to ‘give the little guy a break’ already? You know, I’d be happy to lend a hand,” she cooed as her fingertips trailed closer to my pelvis, making my muscles twitch with anticipation. “Or my lips,” she added before licking said lips seductively. “I’d even use my flussy or let you lick my booty hole. Anything for you, Daddy. I’m always ready to be your good girl.”

Her efforts to seduce me were rapidly crumbling what little resolve I had left. However, before she could seal the deal, Halo and her sizable pregnant belly opened the door and came out onto the patio. She gave us a bright smile and waved happily. “Golly gee! I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

“Jesus Christ! I almost had him,” Rose huffed with a pout.

“Goodness, I’m sorry,” Halo said, unshed tears forming in her eyes. “Your packages came in and I thought I’d be nice and bring them up here for you.” She summoned two large boxes from her storage directly onto the ground.

“No,” Rose said, using her vines to reach Halo before I could. She gave the lightly sobbing woman a hug. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been so rude.”

Halo shook her head. “Heavens to Betsy! No way. I know how devastating it is to have his penis so close, yet so far away. Team up later to break him?” she asked hopefully.

Rose nodded. “Definitely.”

“It’s really not that serious,” I said, but was quickly shushed by both ladies. Smiling, I held my hands up in surrender. “Okay, you win.”

They broke the hug and Rose hurried to open the first box. She turned around so I couldn’t see what was inside. “No peeking!” It looked like she was putting something on her face. When she turned around, I saw exactly what it was—a black domino mask.

“What? We getting into some kinky cosplay? I’m down,” I said with a grin. “Tomorrow. I’m down tomorrow,” I clarified, not wanting to give up on the game so easily.

Rose giggled. “No, silly.” Then she paused and tapped her lip in thought. “Now that I think of it, that would be super hot.”

“Jeez Louise, yeah it would,” Halo agreed while fanning her face.

“If that’s not why you got a costume, then why did you get one?” I asked while setting my drink down on the small side table by our chairs.

“I was talking with Cherry and Demonique, and the three of us figured that if the Holy Knights are around, you might have to fight some of them out in the open where mundanes might see. We figured it would be smart to hide your identity,” Rose explained. “That way we have to do less damage control if too many people see magic.”

I frowned. We’d done fine up to this point keeping too many mundanes from learning the truth. But I had to admit that Rose made a good point. For all we knew, the Holy Knights might benefit more if the world knew magic, monsters, and witches were real. Still, I wasn’t ready to jump on board with the idea just yet. “So you think that by doing, what, dressing up like superheroes that we could draw less attention? That seems a little counterintuitive, doesn’t it? You make a good point, but if the outfits aren’t subtle then I don’t see disguises working out very well.”

The Flower Witch slapped her palms together in a praying gesture as she pouted and batted her long lashes. “But we worked really hard on the designs. At least try yours on. Pleeeeeeeeeease?”

I prodded the inside of my cheek with my tongue as I mulled it over.

After receiving no answer, Rose continued to beg. “Pretty pleeeeeease?” Still, I said nothing as I tried to come up with an excuse to deny her request. “Pretty please with booty hole licking on top?” Rose tried one last time.

“I want to see it too,” Halo said, also pouting.

Their combined cuteness was too much, and I reluctantly agreed. It was a skin-tight, gray, full-body suit with a logo on the chest. The logo was a golden, horizontal, oval with a black letter C in the middle. There was more in the box and I pulled out each piece one by one. There was a pair of black underwear, black shin-high boots, black gloves, a golden belt with all kinds of pockets, a black cape, and a black mask that would cover my entire head, except for my eyes, cheeks, and mouth.

With a sigh, I picked up the spandex underwear. “Why do I get the feeling these aren’t worn on the inside?”

The girls snickered and Rose said, “You’re right. They go on the outside.”

I wrestled on the tight outfit piece by piece until I had nothing left but the mask. Honestly, it hugged my chiseled form nicely. Admittedly, I felt a little self-conscious seeing the massive bulge the tight spandex caused as it packed the boys into smaller cargo space than they were used to. I eyed the mask again and asked, “It has cat ears and there’s a letter C on the chest. What’s my secret identity supposed to be? Cat Man?”

Rose frowned. “Huh? No. Those aren’t cat ears, they’re little horns. Demonique insisted we add them. Cherry picked out the ‘C’. She said you’re Captain Chubby Cock.”

“There’s no way I’m going by Captain Chubby Cock. That’s if I even agree to do this at all,” I said with no small amount of incredulity.

Rose reached into her box and sent the contents into her transdimensional storage. “I suggested we call you the Dark Knight since it was a direct counter to the Holy Knights’ lighter appearance, but that felt—I don’t know, too infringey—if that makes sense? It was better than Demonique’s suggestion to call you Captain My Cock Is So Fat It Wrote An Angry Tumblr Post About Shallow Hal In 2015.”

I blinked.

Rose shrugged. “Yeah, I said it was a bit of a mouthful.”

Halo giggled. “I bet Cherry said it wasn’t as big of a mouthful as Logan’s penis.”

Rose laughed with her. “You know it, sister!”

They high-fived while I facepalmed.

I was almost disappointed when Rose summoned the costume she’d just stored directly onto her body. Fortunately, her costume was sexy enough to make up for the fact that she was no longer nude. She wore a red, sleeveless leotard that would have been conservative if not for the boob window that showed off just enough cleavage to make you want more. There was a black circle with a gold letter R on her right breast, and a golden cape hanging from her neck. She also had long black gloves, and shin-high black boots covering her normally bare feet. I half expected her to be wearing something under the outfit, but the colors went really well with her green skin.

Halo covered a gasp with both hands. “Golly, Rose! You look so cute! Are we all getting costumes?”

Rose nodded with a bright smile. “If everything works out, and Logan agrees. Even if he doesn’t, we’ll probably still get them for funsies.”

I pointed to my chest and nodded at Rose’s. “What’s the R stand for?”

She looked at me like I was an idiot. “Jesus Christ, Logy-pooh! You should know this. It stands for Rose. What else would it mean?”

I frowned. “I thought the idea was to hide our identities?”

She cocked a brow at me, but it was Halo that answered with a giggle. “Rose is her nickname, silly bean! All witches already hide their true identities.”

Closing my eyes, I nodded. “Yup. That makes sense. I suppose.”

Rose’s phone rang and she picked it up from where it sat on the table by my drink. “Jesus Christ! This had better be important,” she said. “We were just starting to have fun.”

She answered the call and didn’t take her frustration out on whoever was on the other end of the line. “What’s up? Uh-huh. Oh, no! We’ll be right there. Just try to stall them!” She abruptly ended the call, instantly dismissing her cell phone into her transdimensional storage. “Logy-pooh, that was Pixelle. She said some guys dressed in white came into her arcade. They walked right back out, saying they had forgotten their wallet and would be right back. She tried calling your phone but it went to voicemail twice. She’s hiding behind the counter. While it could just be some off-duty doctors looking for a fun time, it could be Holy Knights.”

I’d forgotten to charge my phone the night before. Cursing, I summoned the Tele-port from my transdimensional storage. “C’mon, let’s go.”

She pointed at my face. “Your mask! Put it on.”

“Rose—” I tried.

“You’re already wearing the rest, just do it,” she said.

Grumbling, I pulled the mask over my head and adjusted it. As I did, Halo said, “Rose, try not to say Jesus Christ the way you do while you’re there. Everyone knows you say it a lot and it will definitely get the Holy Knights’ attention if you use the Lord’s name in vain.”

Rose quickly nodded. “Good call! Uhh—I know!” she said as she grabbed the Tele-port. “I’ll just talk like you!”

Before Halo could respond, I sent us to the alley beside Pixelle’s arcade. Our arrival startled an old homeless man. With an internal massive sigh, I thought, Fuck it. “Never fear, citizen. We have come to fight back the crime and evildoers of Fresco City. Come, Rose! There are criminals to stop!”

“Jee willikers, Captain Chubby Cock! Let’s go!” Rose said dramatically.

Together we sprinted out of the alley. As I ran, I could swear I heard the old man grumble, “I didn’t agree to be no extra in some goddamn porno.”

Ignoring the man’s astute point, we rounded the corner, capes flapping behind us. I barely stopped myself from ripping the door off the hinges as we rushed inside. Something felt strangely familiar, and it was obvious what it was when I saw a red-headed guy picking up a spent anti-magic EMP. There was another man, also dressed in white with metal vambraces and a chest plate over his shirt, making his way around the counter with a wicked grin and a knife in hand.

Not wasting a moment I ran forward as fast as I could, swapping my ring’s blessing from a combination of arachnid, bestial, and angelic to only angelic to give me a little extra speed. I had to be cautious. While I wanted to slaughter these men for attacking one of my witches, doing so could escalate things beyond the point of no return.

We didn’t know enough about the Holy Knights or how many there were left, and the last thing I wanted was to draw in a lot more of these guys. Who knew how many lives killing one of these guys would cost me in the long run?

I couldn’t help but wonder, Maybe Rose’s silly plan could work. It’s worth a shot, right? I’ve already committed a little, might as well go all in, I thought. Leaping over the counter, I landed in front of the Holy Knight with my fists on my hips. Pixelle was on the floor behind me in the fetal position clutching her stomach in pain.

The brown-haired man with the knife asked, “Who the hell are you?”

A rotating fan blew at me while it slowly turned, causing my cape to flutter heroically behind me. Goddamnit… I should have anticipated this question. Think, Logan, think! You can’t say Coven King even though that starts with a C. I’m sure as hell not going with Cat Man. I tried to think fast, but nothing was coming to mind. I had to say something, but I was drawing a blank. The fan’s aim continued its rotation, and my cape fell slack and my shoulders slumped slightly. “I’m—uhh—Captain Chubby Cock,” I finally blurted out.

Damnit! Why? Why did they put that in my head? My internal complaints were interrupted far sooner than I’d have preferred.

“What did you just say?” the man asked with a cocked head.

Clearing my throat, I puffed out my chest and started with more confidence as the fan began its rotation back toward me, making my cape once again flutter in the breeze. “I’m Captain Chubby Cock! Protector of the innocent paranormal! Whether it be a werewolf, zombie, or witch. Those who live peacefully and coexist with mortal men such as myself shall remain safe under my watch!”

The man’s gaze was soon drawn to Rose who stood on the other side of the counter from me matching my pose. “And I’m his partner! Rose! Cease your tomfoolery at once and leave this place!”

Both Holy Knights burst into laughter. We didn’t let it bother us and stood our ground. “It’s like the two of you are out here protecting Unicorns or something!” the man in front of me teased.

They couldn’t see, but my brows furrowed beneath my mask. “Wait, are unicorns real?”

“What?” the man asked, still chuckling.

“It’s just that no one has ever ans–” I tried, but the redhead cut me off as he drew a sword from his waist and waved it toward the door. “Alright, you two. You had your fun. Get out of here and go back to filming your porno or whatever it is you’re doing. We’re busy doing God’s work and removing evil pieces of trash like that bitch behind the counter from this world. Don’t make us hurt you.”

My fists clenched, and I considered killing him right then and there, consequences be damned. However, I stayed my hand and got my anger in check. I opened my mouth to speak, but the man in front of me pointed his knife at Rose. “I don’t know, Jimmy. If these two are helping the wicked avoid God’s righteous judgment, then maybe we should get rid of this guy, then we can take these two to the back room and help them repent by showing these pretty ladies what God’s love looks like when you’re an evil witch whore. What do you think?”

The redhead, Jimmy, eyed Rose up and down. “I think—Ow! Fuck!”

His inspection was cut short when Rose, holding a thorny vine like a whip, snapped it at him and sliced open his cheek. “Cheese ‘n rice! What’s wrong with you disgusting cattywampuses or whatever…”

I hadn’t stood still as her whip struck out. I’d darted forward the two steps between us, grabbed the brown-haired Holy Knight by the throat, and lifted him off the ground. They could talk about killing me all they wanted, but plotting to do anything to my girls was the equivalent of begging for death. I swapped my ring’s blessing to only arachnid and bestial, making me even stronger and far more durable.

The knight tried to stab me in the chest repeatedly, but I could feel the magic in the blade. It was weak. Whatever enchantments it had wouldn’t last too many more years. His attempts to fight back were pointless, and he knew it. So did his partner, Jimmy, who slapped a rune on his chest plate. It activated a magical barrier that prevented Rose’s vine from touching him. He was preparing to fight, but when he saw the brown-haired man’s useless attempts to hurt me, he shouted, “Fuck this. Let’s get out of here, Joe!” as he turned to run.

Rose didn’t pursue him. She knew it wasn’t smart to risk the possibility that these two had backup and another EMP outside. Instead, she watched the Holy Knight, Joe, and his pathetic struggle.

I could have snapped Joe’s neck like a twig, but I wanted him to think about why he was going to die first. I spoke in a deep growl. “You claim you’re doing God’s work? What God would condone murdering innocent people? Once I’ve caused you as much suffering as you’ve caused others, maybe then I’ll show you a little mercy by finally ending your life. Because I’m sure you won’t get any from your God when you’re burning in Hell. And when it’s all said and done, and you look back on your pathetic, wasted life, you’ll know that it was me, Captain Chubby Cock, who made you choke and beg.”

Joe panicked as his face turned purple and he frantically slapped his chest. I laughed. “There’s no petty rune that can protect you from—” Joe vanished from my grasp in a flash of white light. My mouth hung open for a second before I cursed. “Son of a bitch! You’ve got to be freaking kidding me!”

Rose laughed, and to my relief, a pained chuckle came from a few feet behind me on the floor as well. I hurried over and scooped Pixelle into a princess carry and laid her on the counter.

Rose smiled and ran her fingers through the other woman’s short hair. “How are you feeling?”

“Like, I was improperly shut down, and now I’m slowly reinitializing systems during the reboot process,” the Tech Witch said in her somewhat synthetic voice.

I held her hand and gave her a warm smile. “I’m just glad you’re alright.”

She nodded, then let out another pained laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

“What you said at the end,” she said.

Rose giggled while she tried to imitate me. “And when it’s all said and done, and you look back on your pathetic, wasted life, you’ll know that it was me, Captain Chubby Cock who made you choke and beg.”

Pixelle winced as she laughed. “Yeah, that. It sounded like you were threatening him with a good time.”

The ladies snickered, and my head drooped. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and let it out slowly before muttering, “Goddamnit…”


Chapter 7


What

’

s Going On Here?

I struck out with my fist, killing another Holy Knight. The mass of white-clad soldiers wouldn’t stop coming. They’d thrown so many anti-magic EMPs that none of my forms would work.

All that stood between them and my witches, who lay not far behind me in crippling pain, was me and my fists. A blade slashed down at my head from another Holy Knight using a two-handed overhead grip, and I blocked it with a forearm. My fingers wrapped around his neck, gripping it tight, and snapping it without a second thought.

I didn’t let go and used his body like a flail to beat back the next two before launching it at a third. Red trickled down my forearm. They’d finally managed to cut me. Seeing me bleed empowered them, and they shouted a renewed battle cry and redoubled their efforts.

The fight had gone on for so long that I was losing track of time. Every time I thought their EMPs’ effects would wear off, another three would explode over my head. My wounds had become much slower to heal as the waves of attacks gradually chipped away at my magical reserves, and scratches, cuts, and deep gouges marred my flesh.

How the hell do they have so many knights? I wondered as I launched another corpse at my attackers. With the slight break in action, I looked over my shoulders. My women still lay in the fetal position clutching their stomachs in agony. I’d never anticipated the threat being this vast, and a part of me realized I wouldn’t survive this fight.

Alright, Logan. It’s time to nut up. If today’s the day you die, then make sure you take every one of these sons of bitches with you so your women and children can live on. It’s go time! After psyching myself up, I went on the attack.

Blood trickled down the length of my shaft just before a soft warmth enveloped it. Wait, what the fuck? I thought as I looked down. It wasn’t blood, it was Cherry, on her knees and sucking my cock.

“Now’s not the time, Cherry! Help me kill these fuckers,” I shouted while drawing back my fist and raising my other arm to block the strike I knew was incoming. Only, it never came.

I scanned my surroundings, but the field was empty. The Holy Knights were gone. I furrowed my brows as confusion set in. My mind raced with questions as I tried to piece everything together. Did I black out mid-fight? Did I take a hit to the head so hard that I forgot what happened? How the hell did I win?

“Wow,” I moaned as Cherry’s bobbing sped up. “You’re really going at it down there, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmhhhmmmmmm!” Cherry moaned around my shaft as she pleasured herself.

A familiar voice came from a few feet away. “I’m sorry, what was tha—oh, OH!”

Fantasia stood alone, her pink hair waving in the breeze created by her four semi-transparent wings which flapped almost silently on her back. The color of her cheeks instantly matched her pink eyes, which were wide as she stared at Cherry. By this point, I’d started to figure out this was a dream, but it seemed so real that I couldn’t be absolutely sure.

Fantasia licked her lips, gripping the skirt of her white ball gown tightly with both hands. I assumed she was about to join in the fun. That would certainly make it one hell of a good dream because the Fairy Witch was absolutely stunning and adorable.

She disappointed me as she realized she’d been staring and immediately met my eyes, only for her gaze to flick back down to my crotch again before looking at my face once more. She was trying hard to avoid watching the lewd act happening right in front of her and not doing a very good job of it. The fact that Cherry was still moaning loudly probably had something to do with it.

Fantasia cleared her throat, shifting uncomfortably as her wings twitched slightly. “Ahem. I’m sorry for barging in on—uhh—such a private, intimate moment. I would leave and come back another time, but I’ve been trying to catch you in your dreams for a couple of weeks now, and I don’t know when I’ll get this lucky again.”

My brows rose before my face contorted and I let out a groan as Cherry’s cheeks hollowed. “Oooh, fffuck. Okay, so you’re really here? And this is a dream? I guess it’s not the craziest thing that’s ever happened to me. But why not just call?”

“Yes. I’m contacting you in your dreams because—” Fantasia tried.

“Gahh! Baby! I fucking love the taste of your jolly jizzing sausage of suspense in my mouth! Ahhh—Mmmmmm!”

The Fairy Witch blinked.

Chuckling awkwardly, I said, “Yeah, she can be—uhh, creative.”

She nodded slowly, her cheeks growing even more red. “I can see that,” Fantasia said as Cherry slipped one of my balls in her mouth while she smoothly stroked my length. The Fairy Witch stared at my exposed cock as Cherry worked it over. “Goddess, your penis is so majestic. It’s like looking at a unicorn’s horn.”

“Wait, I’ve been wanting to know, are unicorns—” I tried to ask.

However, Cherry picked up her pace and cried out, interrupting me. “Ffffuck! Baaaaby! I want to make you cum so much you fill up a bathtub. Mmmm. I wanna soak in your warm cum—hnnggg. With a thick straw sucking it down all day until there’s none left! Nyaaahh!”

Fantasia cocked her head to the side and her mouth opened and closed several times as she stared at Cherry, who had taken me back into her throat. After a few moments, Fantasia asked, “What were we talking about?”

I shook my head. “I don’t remember.”

The Fairy Witch released her dress and awkwardly waved a finger at my Vampiric Witch. “Do you think, maybe we could get her to stop for a minute while we talk? She’s—umm—pretty distracting.”

I shook my head. “Sorry, I can’t. Once Cherry starts sucking, it’s pretty much impossible to get her to stop—dream or no.”

She pursed her lips and nodded. “Understood. I guess.” She took a short breath and gave me a quick nod. “Right. Well, we’ll just have to work around it.”

“Sounds good. What you’re saying, not Cherry’s moans—well, that’s not what I mean, because they sound incredible. I just meant—”

She held up a hand to stop me while covering a giggle with her other hand. “No, I get it. We have a lot to talk about. The reason I’m here in your dream and not contacting you another way is because of Chilla. I don’t know how she knows, but she’s keeping me busy all the time and always coming up with excuses and reasons I can’t, or shouldn’t go on our date.”

Nodding, I said, “Yeah, I’ve noticed that. Before we plan that, I need to give you an update. Just yesterday, two more Holy Knights showed up at an arcade one of my witches owns. Our patrols spotted more in the city as well. I dealt with them, but they would have killed Pixelle pretty easily if I wasn’t there.”

“Did you kill them?” she asked, her mouth hanging open and a hand to her chest.

I shook my head. “No, they got away. Their armor has strong enchantments. Novella’s putting together an intelligence packet for you and Chilla.”

“Good. Historically, the Holy Knights would send larger forces to exact their vengeance, as if killing one of theirs in self-defense was the worst crime anyone could commit. I’ll get the details later.” She looked even more troubled by the fact they got away so easily than she did about the attack but didn’t let it distract her. “Right now I’ve got other problems. I assume you heard the news that the Euro Coven King showed up in Florida?” Fantasia asked.

“Aaaahhh! I’m gonna cum soon, Baby! I want to taste your thick cream filling when I do! Nyaaah!” Cherry shouted as she vigorously rubbed her pearl and stroked my cock.

My eye twitched as I tried my damndest to ignore the incredible sensation every pump of Cherry’s fist gave me. “Mmm-yup!” I grunted.

Fantasia sensed my urgency and realized she should speed things up. I knew if she didn’t hurry, I’d lose control, and the conversation would be over before we got to the reason she was in my dream.

She began talking faster. “Okay, so ever since he showed up, we’ve had witches begging to join us or looking for a safe place. We’ve already taken in fifty more witches and helped several smaller covens flee. The east coast is being abandoned, which should hopefully slow him down while he tries to find leads and figure out where everyone’s at.”

I frowned slightly. I would have frowned deeper, but it was hard to do that when a gorgeous woman had your dick in her mouth. “If you need help, let me know. We’ve got plenty of room here.”

She smiled. “Thanks. I’ll let you know.” Her smile fell as she continued. “I understand Chilla’s constant attempts to keep us from meeting alone, and I’ve gone along with it to make sure we keep the peace. The last thing we need right now is infighting among our alliance. But she’s been so forceful about it that it’s only pushing me farther away from her and my working partnership. It’s not like something as small as a date is going to hurt anyone.”

“You’re right about that. It’s not like either of us is going to turn on her. That would be asking for our enemies to crush us,” I agreed.

“Exactly. I mean, and it’s also not like it has anything to do with how freaking handsome you are. Or how looking at you makes it harder to breathe. And it definitely doesn’t have anything to do with the way your smile sends shivers down my spine, but Chilla doesn’t believe me. She doesn’t understand that two mutually attracted people can meet up for a totally innocent date. Can you believe that?” she asked, trying and failing to hide the fact that she didn’t believe her intentions were innocent either.

I grinned. “Yeah, crazy right? Speaking of our date, when do you want to meet up?”

She smiled shyly and twirled a lock of hair with her finger. “I made some plans for us. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind at all. What are you thinking?”

“I’ll create a portal for you in two days. Seven PM your time on your rooftop patio.”

I quickly nodded and gave her a thumbs up, doing what I could to hold back my orgasm that would surely wake me up and end our meeting. “Seven PM. Got it. I’ll be ready.”

She beamed at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and grabbed her gown again, bouncing up and down excitedly. Her wings fluttered slightly in sync with her movements, and her large breasts merrily joined in, making it even harder to prevent the inevitable eruption. “It’s gonna be so great! Okay, okay.” She hooked a thumb over her shoulder. “I’m gonna—”

“Cum! Cum for me, Baby! Fill up your dirty little Vampiric Witch’s mouth with your hot sticky seed!” Cherry shouted, cutting off Fantasia’s goodbye. “Please, Baby! I need it so—Ahhhh, haha! Ahh—mmm. Mmmhmmm!” Cherry moaned as the pleasure became too overwhelming, and I gave her what she wanted.

My eyes shot open, meeting Cherry’s satisfied crimson gaze as she swallowed every burst of seed I gave her. “Mmm—Good morning, Baby. I hope you slept well,” Cherry said with a wink.

I nodded. “Yeah, I did.”

“You slept through most of it, though. You know what that means,” she said as she lovingly kissed the tip of my cock.

A knock sounded at the door. “Come in!” I called out.

The door opened, and I was surprised to see Delilah, the Salem Faction succubus Greater Familiar enter the room carrying a canvas covered with a cloth. She grinned wickedly and her cute little wings fluttered as she noticed Cherry lovingly kissing my manhood. “I hope I’m interrupting something spicy,” Delilah said. Her pink eyes reminded me of Fantasia’s, as did her pink hair, except Delilah liked to keep hers pulled back in a ponytail, whereas Fantasia liked hers at shoulder length and kept it in a wavy style.

Cherry finally pulled her attention away from my dick when she heard the other woman’s voice. Her eyes narrowed slightly before widening in curiosity. She licked her lips and turned, her expression shifting from annoyance at being interrupted to excitement at seeing who it was. “Hey, babe!” She pointed at the canvas. “Is that it? Is it finished?” Cherry asked excitedly.

Delilah nodded. “It is. Do you want to see it?”

Cherry snickered. “Oh, babe, I’ve seen it all morning. But hell yeah, I can never get enough.”

I propped myself up on my elbows. Cherry’s words seemed ominous. “Cherry?” I drawled. “What are you two talking about?”

Delilah caressed the cloth like a proud parent with her newborn. “It’s my latest masterpiece. Cherry commissioned it. She said she wanted to capture a moment of pure, intimate joy. I call it, Lollipop.”

Without further ado, she pulled the cloth away and held up the painting. It was a closeup, downward-angled, side shot of my fully erect dick. Cherry’s fangs and cum-covered tongue stuck out licking my frenulum as another burst was mid-flight on its way into her mouth. More cum covered her face. Her eyes glowed red as she twisted her nipple studs. The details were spot-on.

I had to admit, it was an incredible piece of art. Judging by Cherry’s reaction, she clearly agreed. My Vampiric Witch leapt from the bed and rushed over. Her hands covered her mouth and nose as she squealed, jumping up and down. “Eeeee! It’s incredible!”

The way her perfectly round breasts bounced caused my cock to do the same, and I couldn’t help but imagine it was celebrating with her. Delilah’s eyes stared at my dick and she bit her lower lip. “Does that mean I can get my payment now?” she asked hopefully.

“Hell yeah, babe! I’ll even make sure you get some breakfast.” Cherry winked at the red-skinned succubus.

Delilah pumped her brows and licked her lips. “Let’s do this.”

Cherry stored the painting in her transdimensional storage, and Delilah took off her paint-covered apron—the only thing she was wearing. I gulped. Delilah was a literal demoness, a succubus from hell. Everything about her body was designed to be perfect. My eyes trailed from her cute, bare red feet, to her thick thighs, slim waist, and incredibly perky breasts. I already knew she had a perfect plump rear. We both loved it when I spanked it.

Delilah bit her finger as she sauntered toward the bed. “Hey, Stud. You wanna fuck me? Maybe let me suck it a little? Or do you want to stick it in my ass instead? As long as you’re inside me, I don’t care which you choose.”

I gulped. Before answering her question, I had one of my own that needed answered first. “Cherry, did you agree to pay for the painting with sex from me?”

Cherry grinned. “She wasn’t going to charge me, but I figured she deserved something nice for her hard work. Plus, I knew how much Delilah enjoys these kinds of rewards, and I wanted to make sure she felt appreciated. It’s like you said, she’s just as important as all the witches in the coven. Besides, I know how much you look forward to banging this demonic strawberry every month. I bet you’re thinking about spanking that jiggling booty of hers right now, aren’t you, lover?”

I held up a finger to protest, then promptly shut my mouth. “Maybe,” I sheepishly admitted. Delilah, hearing her ass being praised, crawled onto the bed and turned around, standing on her knees. She winked at me over her shoulder as she shook her ass enticingly.

“Seriously, look at that ass! I’d kill to have an ass like that.” To emphasize her point, Cherry reached around her and slapped it.

“Mmmm, yes. That’s good, but I need a firm, strong hand,” Delilah cooed.

“Look at that jiggle! It’s like a sexy bowl of jello. You wanna stick that chubby cock in the sexy bowl of jello, don’t you, Baby?” Cherry purred.

I let out a shuddering breath. “I never thought I’d say this, but yes. Yes, I want to stick my cock in that bowl of sexy jello,” I said solemnly.

Delilah smirked, her eyes narrowing with anticipation as her tail swayed seductively behind her. She placed her hands on her hips and leaned forward slightly. She was the embodiment of confidence. “Then don’t make me wait any longer, Stud. This ass is all yours.” She crooked a finger at me. “All you have to do is take it. Just don’t be gentle. You know I like it rough.” The succubus followed up her words by going fully on her hands and knees.

My eyes focused on the pink glistening slit between her legs. It made my mouth water just looking at it. I hurried to my knees behind her and rubbed her cheeks before giving one a firm slap, causing her to moan again. “That’s it, Stud,” the succubus said in a husky voice. “Ram that big bitch breaker into my sinful snatch! Give it to—Ahhhh! Yes! Fffuck your cock is so massive!”

I did just what she asked me to and lined up my tip before slamming my dick deep inside her hot, tight honeypot. Despite her being a creature from hell, her pussy felt like heaven, and I reveled in the sensation. While I started thrusting and spanking the demonic babe, Cherry made good on her breakfast promise.

She sat on the bed and scooted her pussy below the pink-haired demoness’s face. “Time to eat, babe,” she cooed, talking to the succubus but staring at me. I knew she was talking to Delilah for three reasons.

The first was that she called me baby, not babe. The second was because Cherry gripped the demoness’s small horns with both hands and pulled Delilah’s mouth onto her pussy. The third was she followed that action up by asking me, “Gaaah! Do you like fucking this—mmmm slutty succubus from behind while she—ooohh fuck, eats my pussy for breakfast, Baby? Ahhhh!”

I simply nodded and slapped Delilah’s ass again as I pounded her pussy like my dick was a sledgehammer and her pussy was a stubborn piece of concrete that refused to break.

Delilah moaned into Cherry’s crotch. “Oooommmppphhhyyyyaaaaahhh!”

“Hnnng! That’s right, you little—Mmm, demonic slut, lick my fucking clit. You know how much it—gaaah! Turns my cinnamon roll on to—uunnggh, watch. Baby, I bet her pussy feels amazing, doesn’t it? Oooh, fuck, yes. Right there. Mmmm, you’re almost as good as Logan. Aaahhh!”

We carried on like that for a few more minutes before Delilah’s body rumbled and shuddered. Her muffled screams were still loud as she tried to keep pleasuring Cherry. “Phhhhkkkkk—Aaaaammppphh. Im—mmmccummm ssshhhtttuuuuuud! Gaaaaahhh!” The words were barely intelligible and very long and drawn out.

Her pussy clamped down on my dick with supernatural strength, causing me to swap to my bestial blessing alone to increase my own strength as I fought to keep thrusting at the same fast pace. Cherry held Delilah’s horns in place as she ground her pussy against the demon’s face. Her crimson eyes glowed and fangs stuck out of her open mouth as she came. “Chuuuuuubby Cooooooooock! I’m—I’m—I’m Nyaaaaahhh! I’m cumming, Baby! Fuuuuuck! Ahhhh!”

I felt myself getting close as my cock began to thicken inside the succubus, despite her pussy’s efforts to crush it. Cherry was coming down from her orgasm and quickly patted Delilah’s head. “I know that face, he’s about to blow. You wanna share, babe?”

Delilah nodded and giggled through her moans. “Mmmm, hehe! Hell yeah!”

Delilah pulled herself off my cock that ached for release. Both ladies quickly laid in front of me on their elbows and started making out around my dick and licking the tip and frenulum together. “C’mon, Stud. Cum all over our pretty faces so you can watch us lick each other clean,” Delilah cooed.

“I know you want it, Baby. I know you wanna cum for us. Do it, Baby. Give us your load. We need it so fucking bad!” Cherry purred.

“Yeah! Give us that load right, fucking now, Stud! Give it to us! Give it to us!”

“Cum on our faces! Blow that huge load! Spill your seed so we can taste it, Baby!”

Then the two of them said together, “Cum for us! Cum for us! Cum for us! Hahahaha!” They laughed as I finally gave in to their constant demands.

“Yes, Baby! Cum all over that slutty demon’s face! Don’t stop until you can’t see any more red!” Cherry said excitedly as they jerked me off together.

“Oh, my fuck, Stud! You’re cumming soooo much! Haha! Don’t forget to cover Cherry too! That’s it! There you go! Look at how much your little vampire loves being soaked in your seed! She’s soooo needy!” Delilah teased.

“I’m always needy for this thick, fucking, chubby cock!” Cherry agreed as I continued sending spurt after spurt of my hot load onto their faces and into their waiting mouths. They kept jerking and milking my cock until there was nothing left to give. Then, as promised, they moaned while sensually licking the cum from each other’s face.

If the show was meant to get me hard again, they succeeded because my dick was up, and it had no plans of going down anytime soon. “Holy shit, that’s so hot,” I muttered, running my fingers through Cherry’s hair and Delilah’s ponytail.

“Mmmm, I love the taste of your cum so fucking much, Baby,” Cherry purred.

“Best breakfast ever. Your dick’s like a leprechaun because your cum is magically delicious, Stud,” Delilah cooed.

Cherry giggled. “That’s a good one.” She looked at me, grinning with half her face still covered in my cum. “What do ya say, Baby? Round two?”

“I sure do,” I said with a grin that quickly faded as my phone rang. After the battery being dead a day ago prevented Pixelle from reaching me sooner, I’d been sure to keep it charged and out of my storage. Everyone in the coven had my phone number, but they were warned to never contact me directly unless it was an emergency.

Intentional false alarms or ignoring the rule would result in them being temporarily banned from accessing Cherry TV for anywhere from a week to a month depending on the severity of the infraction and if it were a repeat offender. That rule didn’t apply to my inner circle or the faction leaders.

My brows climbed up my forehead when I noticed the name on the caller ID. “Elaine,” I said as I debated on whether or not to answer. It didn’t take long to decide that I should—even if I did want to rip her in half for what her fellow knights tried to do. “Round two will have to wait. This is important.”

Cherry recognized the name and nodded solemnly. “No problem, Baby. Take the call. We’ll behave.” She gave me a wink that was less than reassuring, but there was no hint of mischief in her voice as she and Delilah started taking turns licking one another’s face and making out with my cum in their mouths.

I held back a groan of need, took a deep breath, and answered the phone.


Chapter 8


A Damsel in Distress

My jaw clenched, and I narrowed my eyes. “Hello, Elaine,” I said, trying to keep most of the ice out of my tone.

“Logan? Oh, thank the Lord above. I don’t have much time. I had to reach out to you,” Elaine whispered with more than a little relief and urgency in her tone.

My brows knitted together, and my nostrils flared slightly. “Hopefully, to apologize for your friends nearly killing one of my witches. You know, I was considering reaching out to you—trying one last time to resolve this matter peacefully—but after the attack on an innocent woman just trying to run her business, I’m not sure there’s anything to gain from us talking.” I balled my fist in frustration, momentarily second-guessing my decision to take her call.

With a worried voice, she quickly explained, “I punished them as harshly as I could for that. They were given specific orders to patrol, never to engage. Thankfully, a couple who fancy themselves superheroes stopped them in time. Logan, I am so incredibly sorry about that. Just like you, I don’t want to see any innocent witches get hurt.”

“Uh-huh,” I said skeptically.

“Look, I can’t make you believe me, but… I swear I mean what I say.”

I considered it; she did sound honest. However, I couldn’t ignore the possibility that she might be trying to manipulate me. “Let’s say I do believe you,” I said, tightening my grip on the phone. “What then? Why are you calling?”

“I don’t have much time. They’re watching and listening to everything I do. My distraction isn’t going to last very long.” She paused, and it sounded like the phone brushed up against something before she came back on the line. “I’ve got the information you need if you don’t want any witches to get hurt,” she rushed to say.

“Is that a threat?” I nearly growled through clenched teeth.

“No! Goodness, no. It’s a friendly warning. I mean it. I might not know if you’re guilty or not, but I know the witches with you are innocent, either way. Please, you’ve got to believe me.”

The desperation in her voice sounded genuine, but this was getting frustrating. “Then tell me the information,” I said, sitting up straighter on my bed.

“There’s no time to tell you everything right now. Besides, I’ve got questions that I want answered in return. You know That One Bar With The Flaming Shots?” Elaine hurriedly asked.

As much as I wanted to be angry with her and hang up, the feeling that she was being honest grew stronger. “Are you talking about Marcos? The bar on Fifth?”

“No, the other one on Seventh.”

“Oh, That One Bar With The Flaming Shots,” I said, recognizing it. “Yeah, I know the place. Seriously, someone has no creativity.”

“Please, I need you to meet me there in three days around eight,” she pleaded.

I considered that it could be a trap, but if it was, I could plan for it. I hesitated for only a moment before deciding to roll the dice. “Okay, but no armor and no sword. If I even think you’re hiding that sword on you, I’ll leave.”

Relief returned to her voice. “Oh, thank you, thank you, Logan. Don’t worry, I hid the blade so the others can’t find it. Look, I can’t stop them from patrolling, or I’d look too suspicious. Put your coven on high alert and try to keep them away from the city for a few days. Avoid using magic if they can so they aren’t detected as easily. They all have anti-magic EMPs on them. Shoot, I gotta go! Three days at eight o’clock. I’ve only got this one window to slip away for a couple of hours without them knowing. Please, don’t back out!”

I was about to reassure her that I’d be there, but the call abruptly ended as she hung up. Pulling the phone from my ear, I looked at it and sighed. Part of me wanted to trust her, but unfortunately, trust wasn’t something I could afford to hand out freely. “Hey there, Delilah. I apologize; it looks like there won’t be a round two this morning. The inner circle and I need to have a meeting ASAP.”
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I took Delilah home in a flash with the Tele-port to save her some time and joined the rest of the girls on the main floor of the penthouse at the table. Halo and Demonique had prepared a plethora of pancake and waffle options for everyone to choose from. The two sat next to each other, gushing over their many choices.

Halo wore her favorite outfit, a black tank top that showed off her pregnant midriff and a miniskirt. Seeing her so comfortable and carefree made me smile. Despite all our troubles, her joy was contagious. It made me glad she was past her emotional outbursts—mostly.

She’d lost it when she’d realized she couldn’t fit into her normal black skirt anymore and had to get one with a stretchy waistband. But that was in the past and now her wings fluttered cheerfully behind her as she stabbed three different types of pancake, one after the other, and put them on her plate. “Goodness gracious! These pancakes sure do look scrumptious!” She broke off a piece and fed it to her white rat familiar, Logan Jr., who squeaked his thanks from her cleavage, where he comfortably sat.

Demonique was dressed similarly. She, too, wore a black skirt, and her shorter hair was in two short pigtails, reminiscent of Halo’s much longer blonde pigtails. Two white, stretchy straps came over her shoulder and under her armpits, holding the large, cheesy, white, halloween angel wings on her back. When I finally noticed how Demonique’s top differed from Halo’s, I didn’t know whether to face-palm or laugh. I did both.

Demonique wore a black sleeveless undershirt. The reason became obvious when I noticed she had something stuffed under her shirt to make her stomach appear to bulge as if she were also pregnant. Not only that, but she had a stuffed white rat toy between her breasts. She put a crumb to its fake mouth, which fell into her lap.

Logan Jr. squeaked, “That’s so offensive!”

The horned witch scratched the fake rat on its head before collecting various pancakes on her plate. Her verbal imitation of Halo was… unfortunate. “Golly good grief. Flapperdoodle poppycocks! These pancakes are a monkey’s uncle. Better than a dilly-dally for sure.” Demonique stumbled through the words with more positivity and happiness than I’d ever seen from her before.

Instead of being offended, Halo was getting a kick out of Demonique’s attempts to be like her. She snickered as she topped her pile of pancakes with strawberries. “Holy smokes, sister. That was so much gobbledygook I don’t know where to begin, but your tomfoolery sure is swell!”

“Great Caesar’s stars and garters! What can I say? I’m the keen queen of spiffy rigmarole,” Demonique not-so-humbly replied, to which Halo laughed again.

Illumina had taken it upon herself to prepare my plate and cut up my pancakes as if I were an actual king. It’s not that I didn’t appreciate her effort, but it made me feel like I was abusing my power a little. Sighing, I said, “Illumina, I told you there’s no need for that.”

She scowled at me and continued cutting the round cakes into small squares. “As your contractually obligated fuck slave, properly preparing your pancakes is the least that you could require of me.”

I held up a finger. “Wait a minute. Cutting my food for me is nowhere in the contract you begged for,” I pointed out. “I can cut my own food.”

Illumina scoffed. “Cut your own food? What’s next? Suck your own dick? No. You walk a slippery slope, My King, and I will do what I must because you force me to.”

I frowned. The ridiculousness of her argument took the wind out of my sails. “That makes no sense.”

Mallison had been staring at me again and wiped the drool from her chin. “It made sense to me,” she nearly whispered.

Alpha grinned mischievously. “Yeah. It’s sound logic.”

I rolled my eyes and let them have this one. “Fine. Just don’t do it in front of people. I don’t want anyone to think I’m so full of myself that I refuse to feed myself properly.”

“You should never be full of yourself. We’re the ones who are supposed to be full of you,” Alpha said while rubbing her pregnant stomach. “Some of us already are.”

Cherry reached across the table and gave Alpha a high-five. “Good one, babe!”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at their antics. However, now that everyone was settled in and had food on their plates, it was time to start the meeting. Without further delay, I said, “I’ve got a couple of new developments and some plans to share.”

Novella grimaced as she inspected her tablet. “Sorry, Mr. Morrison. I don’t have an agenda since this meeting was unplanned. Which topics are we discussing?”

I held up three fingers and ticked one down with each topic. “Fantasia, Euro Coven King, and Elaine.”

Novella’s fingers danced across her tablet. Once they stopped, she adjusted her glasses, pushing them back up the bridge of her nose with a finger. “Very good. I’ve got all the information we have on each readily available. I’ll update the files as we go.”

I nodded and smiled at the always professional blonde bombshell. “Nice work. Let’s begin. Fantasia contacted me in my dream last night. It seems it was the only way to get around Chilla’s constant interference.”

“Wow, that girl must want you real bad,” Squeaks said.

Furrowing my brows, I stabbed a bite of pancake with my fork. “Why do you say that?” Don’t get me wrong, I knew Fantasia was very interested in me. I had enough experience to know when a woman was really into me, especially when they were as open about it as the Fairy Witch was. But I was curious how Squeaks came to that conclusion based on what I’d said.

However, instead of Squeaks answering, Rose did. “Because, Logy-pooh, it’s not easy or cheap to get into someone’s dreams, especially when people have wards set up to prevent it like we do.”

“Prevent is a strong word when it comes to blocking dream communications,” Squeaks picked up, clarifying Rose’s point. “Those specific wards can only prevent so much magic. With enough effort, they can get past them. It would be like flooding the pond until there’s so much water it travels over the dam.”

“Over the damn what?” Rose asked with a tilted head.

Squeaks frowned, her nose scrunching up. “I’m sorry, what?”

“You said, ‘Over the dam.’ Over the damn what?”

Squeaks giggled. “I see. No, not that kind of damn. I meant, like, a beaver dam.”

Rose gasped. “The only thing I want damming my beaver is Daddy’s cock!”

I held up a hand to stop the two before this went on any longer and got out of hand. “I get it. Thank you, ladies.” Bringing my hand back down, I grabbed my milk and took a sip. “I filled Fantasia in on the basics of the Holy Knights’ recent activities and attack on us, as well as informed her we’d be sending them a detailed report of everything we’ve learned so far.”

Novella nodded as she tapped her tablet. “Consider it done.”

Wanting to keep the meeting’s momentum going in the right direction, I continued. “Fantasia told me that witches all over the East Coast are abandoning the area and fleeing west. They’ve taken in some rogues and solos while helping others move farther out. I told her to let us know if they need help with that. We have plenty of room here and our faction houses are willing to help provide a safe place. Make sure they know to spread the word that any witches who take us up on the offer aren’t required to join us, but we do expect them to use their strengths to lend a hand with daily operations while they’re here.”

Alpha set her glass of orange juice on the table and gave me a sharp nod. “We’ll spread the word and update the faction leaders.”

Arachna’s spider legs fidgeted behind her as she raised her hand to get my attention. As soon as I looked her way, she spoke. “Logan, I think this brings up an important question. Are you being too nice?”

I tilted my head and my fork paused mid-thrust. “What do you mean?”

“I know it’s been asked before, but should you keep giving everyone the option to join? Wouldn’t it be better to pressure as many witches as possible into becoming part of our coven now until we beat the Euro Coven King? I mean, forcing them to join to keep them safe and then giving them the option to leave later isn’t a bad thing, right?” Arachna asked. It sounded like she was trying to convince herself of the point.

Cherry crossed her arms over her chest. “I don’t know. It’s true that some of these witches are acting like stubborn children who need to be force-fed until they know how good vegetables are for them, but the fact is they’re adults who can make their own decisions.”

I nodded at Cherry. “Exactly. It’s not up to us to decide what’s good for them and what’s not. Not unless they willingly join our coven and accept our leadership. Just because we think we’re right doesn’t mean we are. I’ve only taken over covens that left me no other choice or joined of their own free will.”

Rose rubbed her chin in thought while her vines held her fork and knife to cut up her food. She changed the subject. “Hmmm. Come to think of it, the Euro Coven King is probably targeting smaller covens and solos right now. It’s easier to get information once he can compel them. I think sending out the note we prepared was a good idea since he might stop looking for the innocent witches and come straight to us. But that causes its own problem.”

My brows shot up in realization. “Shit, you’re right.”

“Jiminy Cricket, what problem is that?” Halo asked.

“Yeah, jeepers Louise, what do you mean?” Demonique echoed—kind of.

Rose answered. “We need to be careful and help those who want to take Logan up on his offer of sanctuary get here safely. If the Euro Coven King comes to Wisconsin, he might try to snatch them up. If he succeeds, it would be our responsibility to get those witches free, one way or another, since we were the ones who ultimately brought them together.”

“Good catch, Rose. I hadn’t thought about that. Alpha, work with the Big Apple Coven reps to create a safe method of transportation for any witches coming our way, even if they’re just passing through,” I said.

The former coven leader nodded with a slight smile, her tail wagging slowly behind her. “Of course.”

The discussion had moved off-topic for a moment, but I wanted to make sure my stance was firm before moving on. “Let me say this again so everyone is on the same page. I refuse to be like the European Coven King. If he forces witches to join him unprovoked, then I’ll put him down and take his covens for myself. Then I’ll remove any hints of compulsion so we can explain the benefits of staying with us and give them the option to leave after.”

That elicited smiles from the girls, and I moved on. “Fantasia and I have our date in two days. I’m taking a portal she’s providing. Because of the binding no-harm contract that’s still in place, I’m going to be perfectly safe going alone. Now, the final topic—Elaine.”

The smiles around the table quickly turned to frowns, and several women muttered things about, “that bitch and her fucking sword.” I couldn’t blame them. The last time I’d seen Elaine, she hit my ladies with an anti-magic EMP and stabbed me in the stomach. The fact that she kissed me was odd, but if she hadn’t been struggling with so much internal conflict, I would have probably been dead. Her hesitation was the only thing that gave Keyalto time to get her gun out and save my life.

I waved a flat, horizontal palm in a downward motion. “Everyone isn’t a fan and I totally get it. I was the one who got stabbed, remember? That being said, I’ve agreed to meet with her someplace public to talk.”

“Excuse me?! That’s utter bull shrimp!” Halo protested.

“It’s absolute cattywampus knickers!” Demonique awkwardly added. Both women held an angry fist in the air.

Similar shouts of disapproval came from around the table. I waited patiently for them to quiet down. Once they did, I continued. “I won’t be going alone. I’ll have a few of you leading teams nearby. You’ll be close enough to act fast if needed, but far enough that you can’t be hit by any anti-magic EMP they might try to use if it’s an ambush. No two groups should come in at the same time since Elaine said they brought backups.”

“Why bother meeting with her if the Holy Knights are already looking for witches to attack? Why not just kill them all and be done with it?” Cherry asked with a worried look in her eyes.

“That’s a fair question with a simple answer. We have no clue how many Holy Knights are out there, and we don’t know where they’re set up in the city yet. If we didn’t get them all fast enough, word would get out that witches in Wisconsin are killing Holy Knights and that would definitely cause even more to show up. We can’t afford to deal with a threat that big while the Euro Coven King is still around,” I explained.

“Maybe the Euro Coven King won’t turn out to be such a bad guy, and we can team up to get rid of the Holy Knights once and for all?” Arachna suggested, though she obviously didn’t believe it. I could tell she was just throwing it out there since we shouldn’t leave any possibilities off the table.

“We’ll see. However, we won’t know either way until we get concrete proof of his motives,” I said. “When I spoke with Elaine, she seemed desperate. While, admittedly, I know little about the woman, I can’t help but believe that she’s telling the truth when she says that she doesn’t want to see any of you get hurt. She claims she’s trying to stall the other knights and find a way to peacefully resolve things, even if she doesn’t know whether or not I’m innocent in her eyes yet. Regardless of her thoughts on me, I think meeting with her is our best shot at finding a way of ending the conflict between our groups with as little bloodshed as possible.”

After my long-winded explanation, the girls sat silently for a few moments to consider everything I’d said. Alpha finally asked, “Who’s going to be leading the teams watching your back?”

That told me she was on board with my decision. I finished chewing a bite of blueberry pancake and said, “Cherry, Illumina, Demonique, and Mallison. Before there are any protests, no, none of you who are pregnant are going. We have no idea how an anti-magic EMP might affect the babies, and I don’t want to find out if we can help it. In case it’s a distraction to get me out of the penthouse, the rest of you girls will stay here to defend our home.”

I took a sip of milk and quickly set my glass back down before adding, “Oh, and I know Mother and Diet are a little ways outside the city, but I don’t like that they’re out there alone. If the knights figure out where they are, they could be attacked before any of us even knew what hit them.”

“Is that necessary? Mother is powerful and smart,” Mallison said.

“I know that, and that Mother has strong defenses, but I don’t see the point in taking chances when we don’t have to. Let’s get them here at the penthouse for now.”

Searching the table, I looked for signs of any more questions. When no one said anything, I double-checked my mental list and thought of something I wanted an update on. “Before we wrap up the meeting, does anyone have an update on how things are going with Keyalto’s firearm training? Are all the witches getting a handle on the guns?”

The girls frowned. They were not fans of guns. To witches, they seemed so pointless. Nearly all witches knew enough magic to heal themselves from basic low to mid-caliber bullet wounds and spells to shield from attacks could easily be adapted to repel high-caliber shots. The fact that I straight-up tanked a shotgun blast to the face was proof of their ineffectiveness in the magical world. That being said, a gun was what saved my life against the Holy Knights.

“Jesus Christ! Here we are with the gun talk again,” Rose said, throwing her hands in the air in frustration. “They’re so useless. I don’t know why you want us to be good with them, even if it is just a backup.”

“Come on,” I said, pursing my lips. “Haven’t we learned anything from Cherry?”

Cherry pointed at her chest with a confused expression. “Me? I don’t follow.”

“Yeah, you,” I said with a smile. “Time and time again, you’ve shown us how mundane objects can give us an edge against other witches because they’ve always trained specifically for spells and counterspells. Take the walkie-talkies as an example. No one expects it, so they aren’t prepared to hinder our communication during missions, while we can counter their magical approach most of the time. That gives us the advantage.”

Illumina nodded. “My King, you have a point. The Holy Knights are no different from other witches in that regard. They have armor and gear designed to combat magical enemies when they come for us. They are going to assume that once a witch is down from one of their anti-magic EMPs they’ve already won. However, if you can get the gun out in time, you’ve still got a way to fight back whether you’re in pain or not.”

I pointed at her. “Exactly. Not to mention, we can even have some witches equipped with strong tranquilizer guns. If we can knock one or two of them out and take them hostage, we might be able to force negotiations or gain information. You can consider it a final Hail Mary in a desperate situation.”

Cherry smirked. “The only ones who are gonna need those Hail Marys are the Holy Knights when they’re praying to their God to save them from the wrath of Cherry Cola.”

I grinned at her. Though I didn’t say it out loud, I hoped she was right.


Chapter 9


Game Night

A few hours after our impromptu breakfast meeting, I lounged on the couch watching mundane TV. Unfortunately, today the normal news had nothing even remotely important to us on it. My phone was on since I was available in case of emergencies. I was partially zoned out when an odd commercial caught my attention.

At first, it seemed like it was nothing special—just another McDaniels fast food commercial. However, the monster of a man on the screen didn’t seem to fit with the unhealthy food the restaurant served. The guy had long black hair hanging from beneath his hat and noticeable bangs. He had to be over six feet tall with bulging muscles that his shirt barely seemed to contain. It was like I was looking at the real-life version of Conan the Barbarian.

I looked down at my own chest and swapped solely to my ring’s bestial blessing. My muscles bulged even more than normal, and I nodded to myself. That’s better, I thought.

Returning my attention to the projector screen, I continued watching as the man spoke awkwardly into the camera. His name appeared on the bottom of the screen on a red banner. “This is a strange machine. People can see and hear me from all over the world?”

Someone off-screen must have replied because he nodded. “The wonders of this place never cease to amaze. People of the Eastern United States of this strange land known as America. I am Thule. Vanquisher of Evil. Co-owner and manager of the largest single chain of McDaniels franchises. We have locations scattered throughout your lands. If you are seeing this, there is one near you.”

I couldn’t help but respect their commitment to the act. The camera switched to show him standing behind a McDaniels front counter. A gorgeous redhead stood next to him. She struggled to focus on the camera as she kept sneaking glances his way with a coy smile.

Thule lifted a large axe over his shoulder. “We are slashing prices to bring you more value.” He turned and unceremoniously began demolishing the overhead menu with the axe. Each strike was so powerful that it obliterated the surrounding area. Meanwhile, people off-screen started screaming, running, and telling him to stop.

I laughed at how ridiculous it was, and the commercial changed scenes again. This time, he stood in front of the restaurant. “Come to McDaniels today and you will be served delicious food. If you are in the land known as Florida, come say hello.” The barbarian-like man, Thule, turned and walked away as someone off-screen started shouting about him saying the wrong lines. He called out over his shoulder, “It’s fine. Do not change it. The people must hear my words.”

“They didn’t even mention what movie they were promoting,” I muttered with a shake of my head. Then I spotted the familiars acting strange. I gave them my attention.

Logan Jr., Halo’s white rat, Little Logan, Cherry’s black snake, Princess, Rose’s teacup piglet, and Moccasin, Mother’s black cat, were slowly sneaking up on a sleeping Akimbo. Little Logan was coiled around the handle of a reacher grabber tool, squeezing the handle tight. At the end of the grabber was the Whoopsie cushion.

Little Logan was having a difficult time seeing where he was going due to the way he had to grip the tool, so the others were bunched up tightly with him to help as best they could. Princess was riding Moccasin’s back while Logan Jr. acted as Little Logan’s eyes, riding atop his head that was partially facing the wrong way.

Logan Jr. squeaked, “A little more to the left.”

“This is gonna be great!” Princess snorted a giggle.

Moccasin meowed his agreement. “He’s never gonna know what hit him.”

Little Logan started lowering the whoopsie cushion. “Like thisss? It’sss on target?”

“It looks good from here,” Princess oinked.

Logan Jr. squeaked again, “Yeah! That’s good. Lower it.”

Little Logan did just that. I could have warned Akimbo and spoiled their fun, but he was still a little asshole, so I didn’t stop them. The whoopsie cushion touched Akimbo’s shell. In a hurry, Little Logan lifted the long grabber tool in a perfect vertical position above them so he could see with one eye. Logan Jr. repositioned himself slightly to accommodate the change.

A couple of seconds passed with nothing happening, and even I thought maybe the artifact was broken. Then it happened.

BRRRAAAAAAP!

I’d never heard a turtle fart before. Come to think of it, it was the first time I’d heard anything with a cloaca fart before. Despite it coming from a small turtle, it sounded oddly similar to a human fart and far louder than I’d expected. Though, that could have been the artifacts doing.

Akimbo’s eyes shot open, and I could swear I saw him blush. “Oh my! I’m so sorry! Please, excuse me!” he shouted with obvious embarrassment. He turned around and noticed the other Lesser Familiars who’d all started laughing hysterically. “What in the devil is going on here?!” Akimbo shouted. “Is that the artifact?! How—How dare you?!”

As they struggled to contain their laughter, Little Logan accidentally loosened his grip on the grabber’s handle, causing it to release its hold on the whoopsie cushion. Everything that happened next appeared to be happening in slow motion.

The artifact fell, slapping both Logan Jr. and Little Logan before slipping past them. It connected with Princess and Moccasin before landing on the floor. Instantly, their laughter stopped as they stared at one another with absolute horror. “Uh-oh,” Logan Jr. squeaked.

BRRRAAAAP!

BRRRAAAAP!

BRRRAAAAP!

BRRRAAAAP!

Four differently pitched farts sounded out one after another. One of them even sounded wet. This time, it was Akimbo who let out raucous laughter. “BAAHAHAHAHA! That’s what you foolish children get!”

Little Logan hissed, “Let’s agree to never ssspeak of this again.”

The other three quickly agreed and they dropped the grabber as they scurried off.

Novella came out of her room, her nose scrunching as the intense odor hit her. She waved a hand in front of her face that twisted in disgust. “What is that awful stench?”

I pointed at the whoopsie cushion on the floor. “The familiars were having some fun and things got a little out of hand.”

“It wouldn’t have happened if you had warned me! Sick fucking pervert. You’ve probably got a fart fetish now, don’t you?” Akimbo said sarcastically into my mind, all traces of his laughter gone.

I flipped him off, and he somehow did the same to me in return.

Cherry came up from the bottom floor and walked to the middle of the living room. She summoned a megaphone from her transdimensional storage and held it to her lips. “C’mon witches! Stop being boring! It’s game time!” Then she flicked a switch and a siren sounded. Novella and I covered our ears.

Despite her questionable tactics, it got the job done. Within seconds the entire inner circle, plus Mother and Diet, who had arrived almost an hour earlier, were making their way to the main floor. Cherry promptly turned off the siren and stored the megaphone.

“What the hell, Cherry!” Alpha said with a scowl as she rubbed her pregnant belly. “You pissed off the baby. Now he won’t stop kicking. If he hits my bladder again, I’m kicking you.”

“Jesus Christ! Why didn’t you tell me the baby was moving?” Rose shouted before launching herself through the air with her vines from the top of the stairs at Alpha, who had already reached the bottom. Without looking, Alpha diverted her path by two steps. Not even a second later, Rose landed face-first on the hard floor, her vines having missed the railing above when she tried to send more out to slow her fall.

Alpha ignored it completely, keeping her scowl fixed on Cherry. Halo was right behind Rose and awkwardly squatted with Arachna’s help so she could quickly lay a healing hand on the green Flower Witch. “Fiddlesticks. It’s not as easy to get up and down anymore. You need to be more careful,” Halo chided.

Demonique, still in her Halo cosplay, similarly, albeit more dramatically, struggled to get closer to the small pool of blood left by Rose’s nose. Once in position, she cast a spell to clean both the blood and the witch. “Nincom-poppy-doodle. This is warm beans at best. Not even close to cool.”

Novella frowned and crossed her arms over her chest. Her sports jacket was nowhere to be found. The top buttons of her blouse were undone, sleeves rolled up. “Demonique, that’s a pillow under your shirt, and you don’t need to get that close to a mess to clean it with that spell.”

While that was taking place, Cherry and Squeaks hurried over to Alpha and put their hands on her stomach. “Oh Cherbear, do you feel that baby? He sure does have some powerful kicks,” Squeaks gushed.

Cherry grinned. “Good. That means he’ll be able to help me kick his mommy’s butt in Street Fighter II.”

Alpha sighed and shook her head. “Unless you expect him to use a controller with his toes, I’m not sure how that’s supposed to work.”

Cherry smirked and waggled a finger at the Beast Witch. “Nope. His little piggies will be the distraction.”

Squeaks giggled. “She’s got you there, Alphie.”

Alpha’s frown softened. “Damn. He’s definitely going to have some adorable little piggies, isn’t he?”

Arachna’s legs chittered nervously as her eight eyes glanced between the three women. “Sorry to interrupt, but what game are we playing?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” Cherry said with a grin. “We’re splitting into two teams and playing charades. Since we’ve got an odd number, Logan will be the timekeeper and judge.” She looked at me as I rose from the couch and turned off the projector. “If that’s alright with you, babe?”

I nodded. “Sure, I can do that. Novella, why don’t you give everyone some slips of paper and a pen while I go get a bowl?”

“As you wish, Mr. Morrison,” Novella replied, summoning a few sheets of paper from her storage along with some pens. She set them on the coffee table in the middle of the living room and pointed a glowing finger at the paper as she chanted a spell. “Cunee te pier. Mak hem klem sqiekanes.” The paper sliced itself into perfectly measured small squares.

I snagged a large bowl from the kitchen while she passed them out to the girls. “Everyone write down your phrases, and then I’ll divide the teams,” I said.

They did as instructed, and I walked around letting them fold their papers in half and add them to the bowl. “When I call your name, head to the couch closer to the penthouse window. Move the armchairs so one sits next to each couch.” I mixed up the suggestions and started listing off girls. “Let’s go with Rose, Halo, Mother, Mallison, Alpha, and Squeaks. That leaves team two with Cherry, Novella, Illumina, Demonique, Arachna, and Diet Cola.”

The ladies rushed to complete the final preparations while I grabbed a stool from the breakfast bar. I summoned a small side table from my transdimensional storage, set the bowl on it, and then summoned my stopwatch. I swapped it to timer mode and set it for two minutes. If you couldn’t tell, it wasn’t my first time being the judge for one of our games.

I explained the rules in case anyone forgot, using hand gestures that were probably unnecessary as I did. “Alright, ladies! We’ll start with team one then team two. We’ll go in order from closest to me to farthest. When it’s your turn, come up, grab a phrase, read it, then give it to me, and I’ll start the timer. You’ll have two minutes to act out the phrase. No speaking. If your team guesses correctly, you get a point. Normally, if you fail to guess correctly the other team gets a point. However, today we’re playing by my rules, which means if your team doesn’t get it, the other team gets a chance to steal by offering their guess. If they’re correct they get the point instead. In other words, no freebies, ladies. You’re gonna have to work for it. Everyone got it?”

“Got it!” they all said as one.

I pointed at Mallison, who sat closest to me on team one’s side. “Mallison, you’re up first.”

She kept her gaze fixed on me for a little too long, and drool dripped down her chin. She wiped it clean with the sleeve of her oversized, old robe. Other than her vibrant blue eyes, her face showed little emotion—until she read her slip of paper, that is. Then a small smile curved the corner of her lips. She stepped into the open area of the ritual circle.

“Ready…begin,” I said, holding up a finger as I looked at the timer before pointing at her to start.

Mallison held up her hand, it glowed blue and a circle of runes formed on her palm. That same circle appeared on the floor. Two seconds later, a small capuchin monkey sat in her summoning circle. It looked up at her and screamed before grabbing its crotch and flipping her the bird.

“A mean monkey!” Mother called out, and Mallison nodded.

“One point for team one,” I declared.

“Hey, that’s not fair!” Cherry shouted.

“She didn’t speak or write out the answer,” I said with a shrug. The last monkey she’d summoned was much larger, which made me curious. “Hey Mallison, I know silent casting is generally weaker. Is that why your monkey was so much smaller this time?”

She nodded. “His name is Maraschino.”

That was curious. I wanted to ask more, but we were in the middle of a game, so I dropped the subject. The monkey blew a raspberry at me, and Mallison snapped her fingers. The summoning circle and monkey disappeared in a puff of black smoke.

While the blue-haired witch took her seat, I called for the next participant. “Diet Cola, you’re up.”

Diet blushed, turquoise eyes sparkling. “Okay!” She practically skipped over to me and took her phrase from the bowl before handing it to me.

I inspected it and reset the timer while she took her place. “Ready…Go!”

Diet’s smile turned into a snarl. She mimed grabbing something smaller than her and squeezing it with one hand.

“Choke a witch!” Cherry shouted.

“Wrong,” I replied.

Diet continued her act as she seemed to repeatedly stab whatever it was with an invisible knife.

“Stabbing?” Novella asked.

“Murder?” Arachna guessed.

“Wrong and wrong,” I said, though my words were growing as concerned as my expression. Diet had pretended to slam whatever she was ‘holding’ onto the floor. Her smile was too wide while she silently laughed. Then she stepped forward two steps, grabbed whatever it was, and dragged it back to the ground below her feet as if it had tried to crawl away. She dropped to her knees, stabbing downward with both hands over and over again.

By this point, everyone was grimacing, and the timer ran out. Diet got back to her feet and preened at the unhappy faces before her. I asked team one, “Anyone wanna take a stab at it?” I quipped.

They groaned, but Cherry chuckled.

“We have no clue,” Alpha said after a brief huddle with her teammates.

“It was a turkey,” Diet said, her proud smile fading.

Squeaks shook her head. “What did that poor turkey do to deserve that?”

Diet’s snarl returned as she looked at the spot where her pretend turkey had been. “He knows what he did,” she all but growled.

“Okay…” I drawled. “Rose, you’re up.”

She slapped her palms together before rubbing them and narrowing her eyes. “That’s right, mama’s got a point to score. Let’s do this.” She grabbed her phrase, scoffed at it, and handed me the paper.

“Begin,” I said, starting the timer once more.

Her vines shot out above her. They curled, twisted, curved, and bent until they showed a picture of a familiar restaurant. In place of the name on the sign, there was a hotdog on a bun.

Halo, Alpha, and Novella shouted, “That One Hot Dog House With the Wiener Dog Mascot!”

Rose’s vines returned while she bounced up and down, clapping excitedly. “Yes!”

“That’s two points for team one, “I said.”

“What?! That’s bullshit! They’re cheating!”

Alpha smirked. “It’s not cheating. If it was, Logan would call us on it.”

“Stupid, cheating, thieving, interrupting, love-farming witch,” Cherry muttered before crossing her arms and puffing out her cheeks.

“Illumina, you’re up next for team two,” I said, ignoring their back and forth.

The Moon Witch stood and needlessly smoothed out her already flawless white robe. The small moons in her violet eyes practically glowed as she got closer to me. “Fine! But I can’t believe you make me do such terrible things. As your contractually obligated, slutty fuck-toy, I will suck your cock in front of everyone as you have commanded me, My King!” She dropped to her knees and reached for my pants, but I gently grabbed her wrists to stop her.

“You know that’s not what I said,” I explained with a small sigh.

Her cheeks turned crimson as she stood and brushed her white hair back over her shoulder. “I disagree, but I will do as you wish.”

“It’s an honest mistake, really,” Arachna said with a bounce of her shoulders.

“Gosh, it sure is. Logan says the same thing when we’re waiting our turn to orally pleasure him,” Halo said with a sympathetic smile for the Moon Witch.

“Gee willy, jinkies. Any of us could have made the same mistake,” Demonique added. She pointed at me. “You should be more specific.”

I let out a deep breath and nodded. “Fair enough. I kind of thought context would be key here, but clearly, I was wrong.”

Illumina nodded and took her piece of paper. “You are forgiven, My King.” She handed me the paper after checking it.

I held up the stopwatch and ensured I was as descriptive as I could be this time. “Illumina, you may now begin acting out your phrase.”

She began by holding up two fingers.

“Two words,” Novella said, clapping her hands and adjusting her glasses.

Illumina nodded and spread her arms out wide.

Diet pointed. “Something big!”

Illumina’s head teetered back and forth as she squinted an eye and quirked her lip. Then she arched her back and pretended to spread her arms really wide.

“Something huge?” Arachna asked.

Cherry stood from her seat waving her hand excitedly. “Ooooh, I know! Logan’s dick!”

I chuckled and shook my head. “No. That’s not it.”

“Think, what else is big?” Demonique asked.

Novella shrugged at the question. “Uhhh…Arachna’s fear of clowns?”

Cherry put her hands on her hips and shook her head. “I’m having a hard time thinking of something bigger than Logan’s dick.”

“It doesn’t have to be bigGER. It just has to be big,” Novella said.

“Come on, girls! Lots of stuff is bigger than my dick. Think!” I said encouragingly with my fists clenched in front of me. I was rooting for them to score their first point.

Every woman in the room stared at me with blank expressions.

Diet suddenly became animated as she said, “Oooooh! Oooh! I know! I KNOW! Logan’s cock.”

Cherry pointed at Diet and bounced up and down. “That’s gotta be it!”

“It’s not that. That’s just the same thing as my dick but a different way of saying it,” I said, my hands falling limply to my lap.

“This makes no sense. There’s literally nothing else it could be,” Novella said with exasperation.

“Time’s up,” I said. “Okay, team one. It’s your chance to steal.”

Mother’s lips pursed. “Hold on—Illumina, is it Logan’s penis or not?”

“Unfortunately, no. It’s the Eiffel Tower.”

Cherry threw her hands up in protest. “Bullshit! That’s basically the same thing!”


Chapter 10


A Trip to the Library

Soon after Illumina’s turn, the girls broke into another argument over accusations of cheating, which somehow turned into an arm wrestling competition. Rather than getting in the middle of their squabbling, I stayed back, observing and chuckling at their antics. That was until Novella approached me about a long-standing token debt I still owed her.

She sauntered toward me in high heels, her ponytail swaying in rhythm with her hips. Throwing an arm around my neck, she sat on my lap and kissed me on the cheek. “I was thinking…” her fingers toyed with the collar of my shirt.

“About what?” I asked, putting an arm around her waist.

She smirked. “About you, of course.” She adjusted her glasses. “More specifically, about the debt you still owe me. I believe it’s time to collect.”

I grinned. “Is that so?”

She nodded. “It is, Mr. Morrison.”

“I’m guessing you have something in mind?”

“I do.”

I looked past her to see the girls still going at it with their strength challenge. “How about we go on that date now then? It seems we aren’t needed here for a little while. Plus, who knows when our next day off will be?”

Her smile widened. “Allow me to get ready, and I’ll meet you on the roof.”

I pulled Illumina aside, letting her know where I was heading. I told her not to disturb the other girls’ friendly competition with the news. It didn’t take long for Novella to join me on the roof. Her outfit didn’t change much. She still wore a short, black pencil skirt, with black translucent stockings covering her legs, but her top was now a short sleeve button-up blouse. She kept the top few buttons undone to show off a hint of cleavage and wore a stylish, loose black necktie.

I extended my elbow to her, and she hooked hers in mine. Summoning the Tele-port from my storage, I asked, “Know where we’re going?”

“I make backup plans for our backup plans, Mr. Morrison. Of course, I know where we’re going.” With a smirk, she grabbed the old cell phone, closed her green eyes, and pressed the send button.

Instantly, my surroundings changed from the open-air top of our penthouse to an aisle with ornate wooden shelves filled with books on either side. After scanning the area around us to ensure the coast was clear, I asked, “A library?”

Novella smiled warmly at the books. “Yes, but not just any library. This one is special.”

I grabbed a random book from the shelf and flipped through it. “What makes this library special? The books seem pretty mundane. I don’t really feel any special magic nearby.”

“I never came here for magic, at least not the kind you’re thinking of,” Novella said as her fingers gently caressed the spine of a book. “I used to come here when I was younger. My mother would go off on these grand adventures searching for hidden and forbidden knowledge. I’d search for my adventure in books when I wasn’t busy with my studies,” Novella said.

We walked down the aisle hand in hand. Novella eyed the books with fondness while she remained the focus of my gaze. “You didn’t want to become an adventurer like her? To go off and make your own stories?”

She shook her head, and her smile faltered. “No. My mother wasn’t a part of a coven. She couldn’t stand the thought of living by a set of rules and being limited in where she could go or what she could do.”

The blonde went quiet but didn’t seem finished, only collecting her thoughts. I didn’t interrupt her, and for a few long moments, the only sound was the clacking and tapping of our shoes on the hard floor beneath our feet. Eventually, she was ready to continue.

“There was a time when I considered doing the same as my mother—going on fantastical adventures into whatever realm I could get a portal to and searching for lost artifacts or secrets to magic our world has never known. But that’s never been who I am.” She quickly waved at me as she hurried to correct herself. “Don’t get me wrong, I’d love to get my hands on any ancient knowledge. What I mean to say is, going on dangerous adventures to find it isn’t for me.”

My expression scrunched with confusion as I tilted my head. “Really? Because you seem like a fearless badass to me. I definitely wouldn’t take you as the type to back down from something just because it’s dangerous.”

She quirked a brow and smirked. “Of course, I’m brave and amazing, but I’m not stupid and don’t take risks that could prove fruitless.” Her confident smirk faded as shadows covered her eyes. “My mother was too quick to jump into a mystery or a portal.”

I dreaded asking the question, but the moment called for it, so I did. “What happened?”

Novella shrugged. “No one knows. She went into a portal to another realm and didn’t come back out. Dead, most likely. They reopened the portal at the same time every day for months just in case she was waiting on the other side to come home, but she never did.”

“Do you think she could still be alive somewhere?”

She shook her head. “No, I don’t believe so. While there has been some evidence that other populated realms exist, I’ve never known anyone, or coven, who could open a portal to one that was populated with intelligent life. It’s always some world with more, or less, ambient magic than ours and full of dangerous creatures. You visited another realm months ago, didn’t you?”

I nodded, recalling my original three witches telling stories of our time there. “We did. But it didn’t seem very dangerous.”

She smirked. “Not very dangerous? If I’m not mistaken, Alpha said you were swallowed whole by the massive black serpent.”

I shrugged as we turned down another aisle. “I mean, I killed it and nothing else bothered us after that.”

The Grimoire Witch scoffed. “It seems you’re forgetting who you are, Mr. Morrison. If you hadn’t been there, sure, maybe the others could have beaten the snake. But without the increase in power that having you afforded them, it would have been a close call. The odds would have been very much against them. While my mother was prepared for many dangers, it’s impossible to be prepared for everything. She took stupid and unnecessary risks. Rather than bring her power, fame, and glory like she’d hoped, it most certainly brought her into the hungry belly of a powerful beast.”

That was a hell of a question mark to live with. I couldn’t blame her for assuming her mother was dead. I knew she was probably right. For a long time, I’d maintained some hope that my parents were still alive out there somewhere and had just been lost or in some kind of trouble.

In my childhood, I’d sometimes fantasize about being the hero one day. I’d grow up, get strong and smart, and then I’d free them from whatever prison or evil person had kept them from me. However, that was back when I still cried myself to sleep some nights wondering why they’d left me all alone.

That version of me was long gone now, as were the emotions I’d felt back then. I’d come to terms with the likelihood that my parents were dead, just like Novella had. When the day had finally come that I learned their true fate, I hadn’t been surprised at all. Hope wasn’t what she needed to close that chapter of her life, so I didn’t offer it. Instead, I squeezed her hand and said, “Maybe, one day we’ll find the answer to what really happened so you can have the closure you deserve.”

Novella smiled warmly at me as she nodded her approval. “I’d like that. Perhaps we’ll have that chance one day. Though, if it never comes, I’ll not lose sleep over it. I suspect you understand that well enough.”

I nodded with a reassuring smile. “That, I do.”

We stopped, and Novella pulled me into a long kiss. It wasn’t fueled with the power of heated, lustful passion, but warm, deep love. As if she thought she didn’t convey her feelings well enough through actions, she stated them with words. “I love you, Logan Morrison. With all my heart, soul, and body. Joining Alpha’s coven was the greatest decision of my life.”

I held her close to me, my hands on her hips and looked through her black-rimmed glasses into her gorgeous green eyes. “I love you too, Novella.”

She shook her head. “My real name is Mandy, Mandy McAfree. Just don’t use it in front of others.”

My smile widened. “I love you, Mandy.”

She beamed at me and kissed me again. This time it was a heated, lustful, passionate kiss. After a moment, she broke the kiss and backed against the nearest shelf. Her glasses slid down the bridge of her nose as she began slowly unbuttoning her shirt, teasing as she revealed more of her tattooed, ivory skin. “I want you to take me right here, right now, Mr. Morrison.”

I looked to my left and right, expecting someone to notice at any moment, but when her eyes and hand glowed with a green light, I knew she had it covered. She said as much before I could ask to verify. “Don’t worry. I’ve hidden us from any prying ears and eyes.”

My cock slowly began matching my heart, which was swollen with love and affection. With the buttons undone on her shirt, I didn’t wait for her to try and finish taking it off. Instead, I attacked her cleavage with my mouth, squeezing and kneading her breasts through the fabric of her lacy bra. She worked my belt with just as much ferocity as she moaned into my ear. “Gaah! Mr. Mmmmm—Morrison. I need you inside me so badly. Please! Don’t make me wait.”

With my engorged cock freed from the torturous dungeon of my jeans and boxers, she pulled up her skirt, revealing her black laced panties and garter belt. Novella didn’t wait for me to give her what she wanted. She grabbed my neck with one hand to hold herself up as she hooked one leg around my waist, her high heel pressing against my ass. Her free hand wasn’t free for long as she pumped my base with it before using my tip to push her panties aside so she could line me up with her entrance. Then, in one smooth motion, she sank onto my length. “Nyaaah! Yes! Hnnng. Now fuck me, Mr. Morrison. Ffffuck me so-Ooooh hard we knock down this shelf and—Gaaah! Create a devastating domino effect. Mmmm! Then fuck me harder than the—Hnnng! Shelves and books crashing to the floor! Aaahhh!”

I took in her sweet scent as I kissed and sucked on her neck. Her silky, warm, tight pussy stroked my dick. I started with a slow but powerful rhythm. My hands gripped her waist even tighter as I thrust up and into her, slamming her ass against the books. She cried out, begging for more. “HhnnnGaaah! Fffuck yes, Mmm—Mr. Morrison! Fuck your professionally dressed little slut like you mean it! Fuck me harder than TV executives—Ahhh! Fuck their fans when they cancel a show right before its final season and the previous season left off with a cliffhanger! Nyaaah!”

Oddly, that was not the weirdest thing any of my girls had said during sex. However, it did adequately get the point across of just how hard she wanted it today. And being the kind and giving man I was, I felt it was only right to swap to my bestial blessing and do as she asked—all while keeping my thrust momentum upward as much as possible so I didn’t actually knock down the bookshelf.

I pounded her pussy harder than a…than a…fuck it. I pounded it really hard. Look, you try coming up with something clever to say while dick deep in a sexy blonde witch, okay! Let’s see how creative you are then. Ahem, where was I? Oh right, I was pounding her harder than a woodpecker on PCP going to town on a telephone pole, and she was loving it.

Novella cried out as books began falling from the shelf around us. Her hand glowed green, preventing those above from falling on our heads. “Yes! Yes! More, more, more more more more mooooore!” Her glasses barely clung to her nose as I slammed into her over and over again. Unexpectedly, her pussy tightened around my shaft. “Aaaahhh! Fffffffuuuuuck! Mr. Mmmmmooorrriiisssoon! I’m cu-cu-cuummming! Aaahhhh!”

My cock was thickening, and I knew I was close. Novella pushed me back slightly and slid off my cock, hurrying to her knees. Her lips wrapped around my length. She bobbed and stroked me before taking me deep into her throat several times before popping me back out and gasping for air. She twisted and stroked my cock as she begged again. “Oooooo—yes! Give me that cum Mr. Morrison! Give me that fucking cum! Yes yes yes yes yes! I want it all over my lovely face! Please! Please please please! Cum all over my professionally hand-crafted, ultra light, high-tensile titanium alloy, premium, anti-glare, high index plastic lens, prescription, blue-light-blocking, black-rimmed glasses! Nyaaaahhh!”

I lost track of her glasses description halfway through, but it didn’t matter because I’d hit the point of no return. Spasms of pleasure shot through me as my balls ejected their contents all over her. Spurt after spurt coated her sexy glasses and face with my cum. She excitedly took all I had to give while vigorously milking me with her hands. “Mmmmm! That’s it, Mr. Morrison. There it is! Fffuck yes! Ahhhhh! Give it to me! Give it all to me!”

She got exactly what she wanted. By the time she finished wringing my cock out for all it was worth, her face, cleavage, bra, and glasses were drenched in my white, sticky seed. Novella grinned up at me as she scooped it up with her fingers and sucked them clean while tenderly stroking me with her other hand. “By the goddess, you came so fucking much. You’ve turned me into quite the mess, Mr. Morrison.”

Catching my breath, I chuckled. “I’m not sure what’s messier, you or the floor.”

She looked around us and giggled, seeing that most of the books within ten feet of us had been knocked off the shelf. “I’ll call it a draw.”


Chapter 11


Elaine- The Deadline

Elaine abruptly ended the call with Logan. She knew if she didn’t, the guards would be listening again, and the chances of her being caught would drastically increase.

It had taken her some time, but eventually, she’d found the locations of all four secret guards as well as their shift changes. None could actually see her unless she was near a window or left her apartment.

One was set up in the alley with an enchanted parabolic microphone. The second was in the apartment across the hall. The third and fourth were in positions to watch both exits of the building so they could tail her if she left. All she needed was a few minutes without being heard to make the call. Fortunately, she noticed a pattern. Whenever the guy with long hair and sunglasses, Billy, swapped shifts with the short, blonde-haired guy named Tim, they’d turn the microphone off. Then, they would chat for a couple of minutes.

All it took was patience for the two men to swap shifts again, and luck that Logan would answer. Thankfully, he had, and he’d actually agreed to meet with her. Her plan had worked perfectly. She sighed with relief, her shoulders loosening as the tension drained from her body. Her plan to skip out on them for a few hours in three days was already set. She had the perfect disguise, and had been establishing an alibi for herself.

Every evening when her secret guards swapped shifts, two game shows, Fact or Fiction Frenzy and Risk & Reward Roulette, came on. With commercials, they took a couple of hours to finish. She’d made sure to watch them and actively complain about the participants every time they answered questions wrong or made a mistake, then pretended to take a short nap afterward. She recorded herself making these vague complaints while she established this ‘routine’. All she needed to do was slip out in a few days while the tapes played, making it appear as if she were still in the apartment.

The plan was perfect. Everything was going to be fine, she just knew—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Elaine froze. Bilford brought his daily updates each afternoon. Did he know? Did she screw up her timing? What if they changed their routine, or someone else noticed what she’d done? Maybe Billy and Tim didn’t chat as long this time for some reason?

She took a deep breath to calm her nerves…that was promptly interrupted by more impatient knocking. She came back into the living room and quickly shouted a vague complaint at whichever game show contestant was on to keep up her fake routine. Elaine turned it off and opened the door right as Bilford raised his fist to knock again.

His smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Hello, Elaine. Sorry to show up unannounced,” he lied. “I hope I wasn’t interrupting something.”

Elaine narrowed her eyes. No. She was sure now that he didn’t know. He was fishing for information. Taking a step back, she extended her hand toward the couch. “Nope. I was just watching my game shows. It’s kinda nice to finally get a break and let other people do the legwork for a change,” she lied, forcing a smile.

She hated letting others do her job for her—especially when they were disgusting, selfish jerks who just wanted to hurt people for fun. However, what Elaine hated even more was that the lies were coming all too easily now, and they didn’t bother her as much. She closed the door.

Bilford plopped down on the couch with his arms stretched wide across the back. He gave her an approving nod. “Can’t argue with that. Can’t wait till my next vacation rolls around with some light duty. Though, I suspect that’ll be a while with the war starting soon and all.”

“About that…” Elaine said as she walked over to sit on the edge of her armchair. “I still don’t understand why a full war with witches is necessary. As far as I’ve seen, all they’re doing is living their lives. They stay out of sight and try to avoid getting involved with mundane people’s business. It’s not like they’re out here spreading evil or trying to lead people away from God. In fact, there are far worse people who deserve our wrath.”

Bilford shook his head, a look of disappointment on his rugged face. “I couldn’t disagree more. Their power comes from the devil himself. They are born evil. Some witches are good at pretending they aren’t, but they can’t fool me, no sir-ee.”

Elaine leaned forward, resting her forearm on her knee. “If they’re evil then how do you explain the rumors of witches with angelic affinities? If Angelic Witches existed, then they’d surely be wielding divine power. If witches were born evil and use the power from the devil, then the divine power from their affinity would kill them. Their existence wouldn’t be possible, yet we still hear rumors about them.”

Bilford shook his head. “No way do they exist. Like you just said, it’s not possible.”

“No, I said it shouldn’t be possible.”

“It’s just a new, rare breed of Avian Witch that folks are too stupid to recognize. Besides, even if they did exist then that would mean the witches found a way to steal the power of divine blessings. That would be even more of a reason to make sure we eradicate them,’ Bilford said with conviction while sitting up straighter and dropping his relaxed pose.

“I bet Hilga would know if she weren’t still unavailable,” Elaine said, fishing for information.

To her surprise, Bilford readily offered up the information she was after. He chuckled darkly. “I’ve got it on good authority that we won’t be hearing from her for a long time. Jedidiah’s got everything taken care of. Speaking of the boss, he’s given me the go ahead to plan a strike on one of the witches’ bases we located earlier today. It’s going down in three days”

Elaine’s heart burned with something she wasn’t used to feeling—rage. She was so mad she didn’t even bother controlling her angry outburst. “Excuse me?! Why am I only now hearing about this? And why did you go straight to Jedediah instead of coming to me first? You were given strict orders to observe and not engage. Or did you forget that I’m the one in charge here?” She pointed at her chest to emphasize her point.

He threw his hands up in surrender, but his tone was anything but apologetic. “Whoa, whoa, easy now, boss lady. I tried to call you, but your phone went straight to voicemail. Tried at least three times.”

It was a bold-faced lie, and they both knew it. It seemed he’d recognized that she’d seen the game they were playing and decided there wasn’t much need to hide his true intentions anymore. Bilford grinned at her with narrowed eyes. “Orders are orders, after all. I guarantee I’m following mine to the letter.”

She understood that he meant Jedediah’s orders and not hers. Elaine stood, fists clenching so hard that her knuckles cracked. “Perhaps I should remind you exactly whose orders you’re supposed to follow?”

Bilford stood as well, but rather than being confrontational, he slowly backed toward the door, his smirk practically glued to his face. “Now, now, there’s no need for that. We are brother and sister under our Lord, are we not? Violence against one another is unbecoming, especially from one of your standing in the order.”

Elaine’s nostrils flared, and she gritted her teeth.

Bilford reached behind him and felt around before finding and slowly turning the doorknob. As he opened the door, he said, “A holy revolution is coming in the order. Our leniency has caused God to forsake us for too long. It’s why no family line has been blessed since the Beaumonts. I recommend you think long and hard about what side you’re on now before it’s too late.”

Elaine pointed at the doorway. “Get out before I make you leave.”

Bilford’s smile only grew wider. “Oh, I’m leaving, but I’ll be back. You see, Jedediah gave me another order today. He wants me to personally verify the condition of Excalibur and make sure you’ve been taking good care of it. But I’m not inflexible. Just make sure I get to see it in the next ten days. Any longer than that, and…” He pursed his lips and gave her an exaggerated shrug, letting the sentence hang as he backed out of the door and closed it on his way out.

It seemed she was running short on time. Not only that, but Bilford planned to attack one of Logan’s bases the same day she was set to meet with him. Elaine almost cursed at the thought of Logan thinking she had set him up. Her only hope would be that Bilford’s attack didn’t time perfectly with her meeting. If it did…Elaine knew she’d never leave that meeting alive.

She ran her hands down her face and looked at the ceiling. “God, I could use some help. I’m trying to do the right thing, and I can’t do it alone.” Elaine didn’t know why, but she had the distinct feeling that God had just given her a thumbs up.


Chapter 12


Logan in Wonderland

The time had finally come for my date with Fantasia. I stood on the roof in a pair of black slacks, a tucked-in white button-up, a tan sports coat, and shiny black shoes. A buzz came from my pocket. It was my cellphone vibrating with a notification.

Taking it out and opening it, I saw it was a message from the Fairy Witch herself.

Fantasia: Heeeeey, Logie Bear, guess which cutie finally found the tiny runes hidden on her phones? (Backhand index pointing right, Winky Kiss, Fairy Girl, Backhand index pointing left.) That’s right! This girl! #FreeAtLast #OldCroneCantSpyNoMore.

I chuckled at how different Fantasia was when she texted. It wasn’t how she normally talked. Honestly, I found it kind of quirky and cute.

She sent another text before I could reply.

Fantasia: Give me like, five to finish getting ready, k? Here, have this while you wait. I took it earlier. (Selfie, Pink Heart, Kissy face.) #FeltCuteMightDeleteLater.

The picture she sent made my heart race with anticipation. Her pink hair was done up in a neat bun, high enough to be visible from the front, with wispy, soft fringe bangs. She wore a strapless green dress showing just a little cleavage that hugged her body. The jagged-hem skirt, however, was so short that it nearly exposed her underwear. Even without her four translucent wings, I could instantly tell she was cosplaying as Tinker Bell.

Fantasia held the phone with the camera facing the mirror. The pink dresser behind her made me assume it was in her bedroom. She was bent forward slightly and blowing a kiss while winking.

I adjusted my pants and replied, “Love the cosplay. Very cute. See you soon.” Since I had a few minutes to wait, I strolled over and took a seat on a deck chair. Right as I sat down, Alpha and Cherry joined me on the roof with worried looks on their pretty faces.

“Good, you’re not gone yet. We need to talk,” Alpha said as the breeze caught a lock of her long red hair and blew it in front of her face. She brushed it back and crossed her arms as she and Cherry stopped in front of me.

I frowned and sat up straighter. They hadn’t seemed concerned about the date before this. The no-harm contract ensured my safety. Then again, maybe they weren’t here to talk about the date? That idea went right out the window when Cherry, who also had her arms folded across her chest, spoke.

“We’re worried about you and your date tonight,” Cherry said.

“Why? We’ve got the no harm contract in place. I really don’t see Fantasia risking the consequences of breaking that to betray me, especially with the Euro Coven King so close,” I said.

Alpha’s nose crinkled. “Huh? We’re not worried about your safety.”

“Then what are you worried about?”

“Sexual stuff,” Cherry admitted.

My brows shot up as realization washed over me. I chuckled and shook my head. “Come on, girls. You know I’d never betray any of you or our coven. Unless she officially joins us, I’m not even going to show her the goods. You know I’m faithful to you.”

“That’s precisely what we’re worried about,” Alpha said, her frown deepening. “See, Cherry. I told you he’d say something like that.”

Cherry looked at Alpha. “I know. I agreed with you already. That’s why I came with you.” She turned to face me again and shook her head, her lips pursing. “Logan, Baby, don’t be such a prude.”

My mouth hung open, and I blinked. “I’m sorry… What?”

Alpha took a seat next to me and rested her hand on my thigh. “The inner circle was talking in the group chat earlier, and we all agreed that you would probably try to—” She put her hands up, making finger quotes. “Do the right thing.” She lowered her hands. “But that’s ridiculous.”

I held up a hand in protest. “Hang on a minute. How is being faithful to my women ridiculous?”

“Oh, Baby,” Cherry said as if I were a child who didn’t understand the simple lesson being taught. “That’s not ridiculous at all—except for when it is.”

“That makes no sense,” I pointed out.

“It’s ridiculous because you’re running out of time to take over the super covens. You’re powerful, Logan, but that Otto guy has at least two thousand witches under his control,” Alpha said.

I nodded slowly. “Yeah, that’s a lot of witches.”

Cherry continued. “Even if you gain both super covens, you’re only going to have around fifteen to sixteen hundred witches empowering you. You might be the Inevitable Coven King with more potential than him, but he’s still a Coven King. He’ll still be incredibly strong.”

“Cherry’s right. You can’t underestimate how powerful he’s going to be with an additional super coven’s worth of witches backing him,” Alpha added.

“I understand what you’re saying, but what’s that got to do with me not fucking women outside of our coven?” I asked.

Cherry scowled. “Hey! No one said we want you to fuck her—unless she joins us. Then it’s fine.” She tapped her chin in thought as she paused. “Wait, if she fucks you then she’ll have to join. Okay, you can fuck her.”

I shook my head, my brows knitting together even more. “Okay, now you lost me.”

Alpha rolled her eyes. “All we’re saying is that if she needs a little motivation, don’t be afraid to, you know, give her a taste of the goods.”

Slowly, I asked, “Are you saying I should—”

“Yes,” Cherry said, cutting me off. “If it doesn’t look like she’s going to agree to join, whip out that fucking chubby cock and show her what she’s missing out on. Hell, let her play with it a little.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, incredulous.

“Completely,” Alpha replied. “Once she’s gotten a little time with it, she’ll want more, and the only way she’ll get it is by joining us.”

“You know, you two are making my dick sound like it’s a drug or something. Like she’ll be hooked and go through withdrawal without it,” I said with a shake of my head.

“Exactly! Now you’re getting it,” Cherry said with a bright smile.

I gave her a flat stare.

Alpha shrugged. “Personally, speaking from my own experience, once I got to touch it I knew there was no way I could live without it ever again.”

Cherry nodded sagely. “Same. Especially, once he filled me with it. I knew my life would never be the same again.” She sighed dreamily at the memory.

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “None of you are even slightly upset about her seeing it or anything other than fucking her before she joins?” I asked, wanting to be absolutely sure.

“Obviously, those of us in your inner circle want to be greedy and keep you all to ourselves, but sometimes, sacrifices must be made,” Alpha said as she took my hand in hers.

“Exactly,” Cherry agreed, taking my other hand. “Besides, if you do bust out the big gun then she’s gonna end up joining us sooner or later anyway. She’s practically already one of our members and just doesn’t know it yet.”

“Mhm,” Alpha agreed.

“Well…” I bounced my shoulders. “If you say so.”

“We do,” Cherry and Alpha said at the same time. Then they kissed me on the cheeks.

I smiled warmly at them and gave their hands a reassuring squeeze. “Okay. I’ll do whatever it takes. It’s like you said, sacrifices must be made.” While I didn’t think I’d need to ‘pull out the big gun’, it was nice to know I had their support if it became a necessity.
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A few minutes later, I stepped through the portal and found myself on a rooftop in New York. Though, it wasn’t just any plain ol’ rooftop. To either side of me were small grassy hills filled with a rainbow of vibrant flowers and large wide mushrooms—some barely off the ground and others standing taller than me. A tree stood not far away. It looked almost like a flowering cherry tree with pink blossoms, except the trunk was nearly four feet wide.

I walked along the cobblestone path before using a small arched bridge to cross a stream. If not for the other tall skyscrapers and city lights in the distance, I’d have thought I walked right into an actual fairy tale.

The stone path I was on stopped at a small clearing with short grass. A decorative metal table with two chairs sat in the middle. Standing next to one of the chairs was Fantasia.

She needlessly ran her fingers behind her ear. I assumed it was a habit of hers since she normally wore it down in a wavy style. However, tonight, she still had it up in the bun like she did with the selfie she sent me minutes ago, so the motion did nothing for her. Fantasia seemed to notice and transitioned it into a shy wave.

The Fairy Witch wore an elegant, short puffy-sleeved ball gown with a deep u-shaped neckline. Her breasts weren’t exactly big, but they weren’t small either. Regardless, she had more than enough to show off—which she definitely did.

Her wings fluttered nervously, and she noticed her shy wave. She made an ‘oops’ face and quickly grabbed her bulky, full-length skirt with her long-gloved hands and curtsied with a slight dip of her head. “Welcome to my home, Coven King,” she said elegantly.

I gave her my most charming smile and swatted the comment away. This was the type of fake introduction I assumed she gave other coven leaders when they visited. That type of stuff wasn’t going to fly with me—especially not if I wanted to win her over. Fortunately, I knew she liked me, so that gave me one foot in the door already. “Nah. Screw the formal stuff. Just call me Logan.”

“Really? You’re cool with that?” Fantasia asked with disbelief written all over her face.

“Absolutely. I’ve never cared much for boring formalities anyway. Besides, I’m here for pleasure, not business.” I winked at her.

She blushed and covered a giggle. “Okay. Let’s start again then.” She gave me a friendly wave. “Hiya.”

I grinned. “Back at ya.” Pointing at the scenery around us, I said, “You’ve got a pretty amazing rooftop.”

“I kinda had help putting it together for tonight,” she admitted with a sheepish shrug.

“You did all this just for tonight?” I asked, eyes wide. “Well, thank you. It’s pretty incredible.”

“I wanted my first real date to be special,” she said, her blush deepening. She didn’t seem able to meet my eyes.

“We’ll make it one to remember,” I said. “Allow me.” Stepping around her, I pulled out her chair.

“Thank you,” she purred demurely as she started gathering up her dress to sit.

My brow furrowed as I eyed the bulky gown. “You look incredible in that dress, but is it comfortable? It seems like it’s kind of a hassle to move around in. If you want, why not swap into something else? We’re dropping formalities anyway, right?”

She beamed at me over her shoulder, her pink eyes sparkling. “Thank goodness. I really do hate these huge dresses.” She snapped her fingers, and the dress vanished, replaced by the same green minidress I’d seen in the selfie earlier. Fantasia chewed her bottom lip, and her wings twitched nervously again before she folded them tightly against her back. “Is this better?”

Unable to resist, my eyes traveled up and down the slender curves of her body. The abrupt change and sudden reveal of more pale flesh made my heart pound in my chest. “You look amazing. Do you like it better?”

She nodded happily. “Oh, my goddess, yes. This dress is so comfy.”

My phone buzzed in my pocket. “I’m sorry, I should silence this thing completely. One moment.” I pulled out my phone and noticed the text was from Fantasia. I hadn’t even noticed when she sent it, or why she’d bother sending one. “Fantasia, did you just text me?”

She chuckled nervously as she took her seat. “Maaaybe. If I did, you should probably check it because it must be important.”

I eyed her cautiously as I pushed her chair in for her. Who knew what kind of game she was playing?

I read the text.

Fantasia: I, like, so totes like the way you look at me in this dress. (Heart eyes, Pink Heart. Kissy face.) You stared soooo much longer than you did with my other dress. (Backhand index pointing right, Backhand index pointing left. Flushed Face.)

Realizing how far off the mark I’d been, I laughed. Taking my seat across from her, I said, “You’re not wrong. The whole Tinker Bell thing you’ve got going on is definitely doing it for me.”

Her face turned even more red. “Thanks.”

Deciding to spare her any more potential embarrassment, I changed the subject. “Tell me, what do you do for fun?”

She opened her mouth to answer, but paused when a witch in royal blue robes came out with a large tray. She emptied the glasses and plates from it, bowed, and walked away without a word. “I hope you don’t mind, I told our Culinary Witch to make us something Italian. It seemed like a safe choice.”

I eyed the plate of lasagna and smiled. “That works for me. It looks delicious.”

She grabbed her fork and knife and started cutting up her food as she answered my previous question. “I used to enjoy reading, but ever since my mom promoted me to coven leader before she died, I haven’t had any time for fun. Everything is always busy, and I’ve got so much work to do. I don’t know how she made it look so easy.”

I finished chewing a bite of the cheesy pasta. I chose not to pry into how her mother died. We had time to get into more personal stuff like that later, and I didn’t want to dampen the mood. So I stuck to simpler topics. “I’ve got less experience than you, so I’m not sure how much help I can be on that front. I still find free time though, thanks to the wonderful women around me. They work hard to structure our coven and delegate responsibility so I can focus on big picture stuff and not worry about the day-to-day operations.”

She nodded slowly. “That’s probably my problem. I don’t delegate enough. But it’s hard. My mother did her best to prepare me for the role, but the fact that it was handed to me really rubbed a lot of the inner circle the wrong way, you know? Some days, I feel like some of them don’t want me to succeed so I’ll step down. It’s not that they don’t like me, I just haven’t been able to earn their respect yet. But I won’t give up.” Despite her words, she didn’t sound upset or angry. Instead, she seemed determined and driven. I could respect that.

“Good for you,” I said with a genuine smile. “That’s the right attitude to have. For what it’s worth, from my perspective on the outside, it seems like you’ve been doing a pretty outstanding job so far.”

Her cheeks pinkened slightly as she sipped from her glass. “Thank you. Though, I can’t say I’ve ever seen a coven leader create such devotion and loyalty as you have—at least not without the leader using compulsion, which you clearly don’t.”

I nodded, taking a gulp of my water. “Well, my situation is a little different. Can’t say I did anything other than be myself, fight to keep my freedom, and try to do the right thing. Sometimes, I’m still surprised at where I ended up.”

Fantasia’s hands lowered to her lap. She bit her bottom lip again, a flush creeping up her neck. Her pink gaze flicked down toward my waist and back. “That’s not your only advantage, from what I saw.”

I was considering my response when my phone vibrated again. The Fairy Witch’s pink eyes stared at me with a hunger that had nothing to do with her food. I figured she texted me. I unlocked my phone, and sure enough, there was her message.

Fantasia: So, umm… Can I see it? Like, in person? I mean, I saw pictures and stuff but that’s not the same.

I froze for a long moment, thinking about it. Do I really need to do this? The date is going well, and I think I’m winning her over without it. Then again, if I decline will she take that as rejection? If that happens, the girls will be pretty upset with me, especially after our talk before I left.

My phone buzzed, letting me know that I’d been thinking a little too long. Another text from Fantasia. As I looked up at her, she looked down at her food. “I’m right here, you can just say what you want to say. It’s okay. I don’t judge.”

She pretended not to hear me and kept playing with her food. I smiled despite my sigh and opened the text.

Fantasia: Please! Please please please pleeeeease! I just want to see it. I’m so curious. I’ve never seen one before. (Eggplant, Fairy Girl, Folded hands, Flushed face, Beating heart.)

Even though the begging was through text, it was still kind of hot. I looked for any justifiable reason not to fulfill her request but couldn’t find any. There were too many good excuses to go for it. “Fuck it,” I said, standing from my seat.

She bounced in her chair as her eyes lit up with excitement. Her wings fluttered, and she clapped. “Yyyaaaaay! This is going to be so—Ooohh my Goddess!” Partway through her cheer, I unceremoniously unzipped my pants and fished out my half-erect cock, letting it hang out of my slacks. She gasped, her eyes somehow going even wider. “It’s so fucking massive! Seeing it in person is way different than seeing it on screens or pictures.”

“Thanks,” I said with a smile. Honestly, getting that kind of response from a beautiful woman never got old.

Fantasia’s fingers danced across her phone’s digital keyboard as she stared at my dick in awe. Her message came through instantly.

Fantasia: #OMG. #Monstercock. #WorldsBiggest. Can I like, touch it? Nothing crazy. Just, like, can you bring it closer and let me, IDK, see what it feels like? Please? Just a little bit? (Backhand index pointing right, Eggplant, Starry eyes, Hugging face.)

Fuck. The curious and hopeful expression on her face made this situation so hot. Of course, the whole Tinker Bell thing was already turning me on, too. Using my ladies as an excuse to justify this to my conscience turned out to be pointless since the girls were right, and my conscience had already decided it was fully on board with this plan.

I came closer to her, putting my penis about a foot in front of her face. She turned in her chair, keeping her legs together in a demure posture. Her eyes locked on my cock, and she slowly reached out with a finger. It was nearly there when she looked up at me nervously for confirmation that I gave with a nod. Her nervous smile widened as she refocused on my penis.

Her finger trailed from the base to the tip. The sensual touch made my cock bounce with just as much excitement as she’d shown moments earlier. “Oh!” she said, startled by the sudden movement. Then she giggled. “Hehe! I think he likes me.”

She gently touched and teased my length as it grew harder. Finally, she grabbed the base and looked up at me curiously for my reaction as she squeezed and slowly pumped it. Fantasia loosened her grip and let her soft hand glide back and forth as she stroked me. “Wow. It’s so smooth…and hard. Does this—ahem. Does this feel good?”

I nodded, my only reply a soft groan of pleasure.

She giggled again and kept going. After a minute or so of her trying different paces and methods, she found a rhythm she liked and stuck with it, delighting in my responses.

Her demure posture vanished as her legs spread. Fantasia slipped her fingers between them and moaned. “Oooooooh ffffuuuuck. I—mmmm, never thought it would be like this. I’m so—oooohhh wet. You’re like… Gaaah! A prince from the stories. Come to—mmmm—save me from my needy torture!”

She quickly pulled her hand away from her pussy and frantically tapped on her phone. I would have rolled my eyes when my phone buzzed, but her touch felt too good, and my body refused to give any sort of sarcastic response. Fumbling with my phone, I opened her text.

Fantasia: Ffffuck! I want to taste it. Can I? Please? I’ll totes get on my knees and beg, but I hope you don’t make me. I mean, not unless you want me on my knees while I taste it. Teehee. (Drooling Face, Folded hands, Winky face with tongue out, Eggplant, Kissy lips, Winky kiss, Pink heart.)

My response was to say exactly what was on my mind. “I thought you’d never ask.”

She grinned up at me, then refocused on my dick. Fantasia started by giving my frenulum a long, slow, tentative lick, taking the precum from my tip in the process. I groaned even louder while her eyes lit up with surprise. “Holy shit,” she whispered. “That tastes so fucking good.”

She looked up at me again as she stuck out her tongue and opened her mouth wide. At a torturously slow pace, she slid me into her mouth as far as she could before it looked like she was about to gag. Then she stopped and wrapped her lips tightly around my girth. Taking her time, she bobbed up and down, letting her tongue dance across my length as she went.

Her eyes curved with delight as I cupped her cheek. While my other hand slipped her top down to fondle her perky breasts and tease her perfect, small, puffy pink nipples, her free hand shot back between her legs. “Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned on my length as she kept her mouth full of my thick inches.

She bobbed like that for a minute or two before experimenting more. Fantasia was clearly inexperienced, but her dedication, passion, and enthusiasm were driving me wild. And when she realized adding more suction got greater reactions from me, it was on. Her head bounced faster as her fingers went crazy on her clit. She removed her hand from my cock and started typing on her phone again, moaning the whole time. “Hmmm! Hmmm! Hmmm! Hmmm! Hmmm!”

I opened the messaging app ahead of time and waited for her to send it. It didn’t take long. I listened to her continuous moans around my cock while I read her message.

Fantasia: Ffffuck your cock is bussin’. No cap. It’s straight up giving me brainrot, and I don’t even care. I’m so going to cum soon. Like, I’m gonna cum harder than I ever have. It’s gonna be totes insane. Cum with me? I’d beg but I’m too busy sucking your fat cock! Please, My Prince! Cum with me? Fairy girl, Water splash, Eggplant, Prince, Backhand index pointing right, Backhand index pointing left, Folded hands, Kissy face, Pink heart, Heart eyes.

I already knew I was close, so giving in to her efforts wasn’t a difficult request to fulfill. I nodded at her, and her needy eyes glowed as she bobbed faster. She sat her phone down and started stroking me again, using her spit as lube while she continued sucking my cock as fast as she could.

Her eyes crossed as her body began to shake, and she screamed with a mouthful of dick. “MMMMMmmmmpphhhhaaaagggggaaaaa!” I had no clue what she was saying, and I didn’t care either because it sounded hot as fuck. That and she somehow maintained her heavy suction and pace.

My pelvis tensed, and my balls tightened as my cock thickened even more in her mouth. I was so used to my girls knowing how to read me and being ready for my load that I didn’t even think to warn her. Cum burst from my tip and blasted the back of her throat. Her pink eyes went wide with surprise as she gagged and popped me out of her mouth. Despite this, her hand kept stroking me as if it were on autopilot. “Ahh! What the?!”

My warm white seed dribbled down her chin as more blasted her face, ruining her mascara. She re-opened one eye as more blasted into her mouth. I couldn’t exactly move or adjust my aim when she was still jerking me off and sending pulses of pleasure through me. She was so caught off guard that her other hand came up instinctively to try to block some of the next burst of my cum, but she failed when it went right by and landed on her forehead. “Oh, goddess! It’s so much! Is this normal?! Does every guy cum this much?! Holy fu—gulp.” Her words were cut off when she accidentally aimed my dick at her mouth again and received another large blast in the back of her throat, forcing her to swallow.

She finally calmed enough to aim down more, sending the final spurts of my seed onto her breasts. When she realized I wasn’t cumming anymore, she slowed her pace before eventually stopping. Fantasia looked down at her chest with her one open eye, then picked up her phone and took a selfie.

She giggled as she inspected it. She scooped my cum out of her closed eye and put it in her mouth. Still laughing, she managed to open her second eye and looked up at me. “Hehe! Wooooow! That’s…just wow.”

Fantasia blushed as she tried to push hair behind her ear again, forgetting it was still up. “Did I do a good job, My Prince?” she asked demurely with an innocent expression before she leaned in and kissed my tip.

If she called me her prince, I figured I should give a response worthy of the royal title. So I said, “Yup,” and shot her two thumbs up.

I tucked my dick away, and she used magic to clean up her chest and fix her dress but opted to leave her face covered in my cum. I cleared my throat and pointed at it. “I uhh—I think you forgot some.”

She shook her head. “Nope. I cleaned everything I wanted to.”

I gulped, and nodded. It seemed she’d made herself clear enough. Lifting her fork, she began eating dinner again as if nothing happened. I decided to throw out the ladies’ sales pitch—kind of. “You know, Fantasia. I could do so much more with you, but…” I let the sentence hang.

Fantasia gave me a knowing smirk. “But not if I don’t join your coven,” she finished for me. She genuinely surprised me with her next words. “I already made up my mind before tonight that the Big Apple Coven is going to join you, so long as you make me a member of your inner circle. After tonight, I couldn’t possibly settle for less.”

I opened my mouth, planning to tell her that she could consider it done, but she held up a hand to stop me. “Don’t say it. I know all it takes is words from you with my agreement to seal our contract. I’ve heard enough reports to know better. Unfortunately, we can’t make it official yet.”

I smirked. She really had done her homework. She’d played so coy and innocent that I’d forgotten how shrewd she was. Nodding my agreement, I waved for her to continue.

She did just that. “Like you, I know the European Coven King has too many witches. Trying to stand against him together separately isn’t going to be enough. I know it, you know it, and Chilla knows it. The problem is, Chilla hasn’t accepted it yet.”

“So what do you suggest we do?”

She grinned mischievously and leaned forward on the table clasping her hands. The effect was minimized by the small strand of cum that dangled from her nose—okay, let’s be real, the rest of it covering her face didn’t help either. All it did was make me hard again.

Fantasia said, “If I join now, she’ll feel betrayed. We’ll set up a joint meeting, I’ll tell her my plans, and you can accept my coven as a part of yours. Then we’ll double team her. I’ve spoken with her enough that she knows this is the right thing to do. Hell, it’s the only thing to do if we want to keep our witches safe and free from the European Coven King’s iron grasp. She’ll come around.”

Nodding slowly, I said, “Yeah. That’ll work. I don’t know if double teaming her is the right call though. It might make her feel like we’re pressuring her into it. I’d rather her know that she’ll have our support and backing as allies even if she chooses to stay separate. Even if that does lessen our odds, it’s the right thing to do.”

She quirked a brow. “That goes without saying, but that isn’t quite what I meant when I said we would double team her.”

My brows shot up as it hit me, and I mouthed, “Oooohhhh..”

Fantasia winked at me, only for the eye not to re-open. She coughed, realizing that was the eye she’d been unable to open before. “Umm—” she said nervously.

“Warm water, or magic, or warm water then magic. Really any combination or using them separately will fix that right up,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said, blushing and looking away.

“Nah, it’s nothing. Happens to my girls all the time.”


Chapter 13


Battle For Salem

The next day, Rose and I were scouting the area around That One Bar With The Flaming Shots, where I was supposed to meet with Elaine in a few hours. We were mapping out the logistics for our backup teams and planning our escape route in case it was a trap. Even though we hadn’t seen the Holy Knights use devices capable of preventing teleportation, that didn’t mean they didn’t have them. It was best to be ready for anything.

As we made our plans, we also looked for signs of Holy Knights in the area. So far, there hadn’t been any—at least that we’d noticed.

The sun was on its way down as we stood on the rooftop of the First National Bank, the tallest building near the bar. I pointed at the only door that led onto the roof. “I want a team set up here, and that door needs to be sealed and warded, but make sure it’s unsealed and the wards are removed after we leave.”

“That shouldn’t be a—” Rose started, but her phone rang, interrupting her. It was the third time someone had called her in the last five minutes. “Jesus Christ!” Rose shouted, looking at the screen. “How many more freakin’ questions could she possibly have? I already told her she can take all the artistic liberties she wants as long as my tight little booty hole is the main focus of the piece!” Rose put the phone to her ear. “What is it now?” she barked into the phone.

Judging by her complaint, Delilah was on the other end of the line. In the succubus’s defense, Rose had given a very vague description of what she wanted minutes earlier when requesting a painting. My enhanced senses allowed me to pick up what Delilah was saying, despite the sound of traffic and people coming from the streets four stories below us.

“The Salem Faction’s base is under attack! We need backup, now. They hit the mansion from all sides with their weird anti-magic grenades. I was the only one unaffected by them. No one was outside, and I managed to engage the emergency lockdown, but it won’t keep them out for long. I’m dragging witches into the hidden bunker, but there are too many. I’ll never get them all inside in time!” Delilah’s voice was panicked as she explained the situation.

“Jesus Christ! We’re on our way now. Just hold on a little longer,” Rose said.

“Hurry!” Delilah shouted before ending the call.

My heart raced as I feared for the safety of my witches. The Tele-port was in my hand before I even realized it, but I didn’t go right away. I had to be mindful since it could be an attempt to draw me out and spring a trap. We needed a plan before popping in completely blind.

Rose had the same thought and had already come up with one. “Let’s suit up. Teleport us to the roof so we can see where the freakin’ enemies are attacking from. Then I’ll go inside, call for more backup, and help Delilah get our members to safety while you hold off the knights.”

I nodded and used my transdimensional storage to instantly change into my black superhero costume while Rose did the same. “Sounds like a good plan. I couldn’t have said it better myself.” I lifted the old brick-style phone and began focusing on the place I wanted to go.

She held up a hand to stop me. “Wait! What will you do if that Elaine woman is there with the sword?” Rose asked, her large black eyes filled with worry.

I reached into my utility belt and pulled out a Celestial Token. “I’ve got tokens for all my forms on me just in case they use an anti-magic EMP that messes with my transdimensional storage again. I’ll be alright. Let’s do this.”

Rose nodded and grabbed the phone before we both vanished from the rooftop in a flash of white light, only to reappear on the Salem Faction’s roof. We split up, rounding the building’s top, and looked down from the edge. There were a total of ten Holy Knights surrounding the mansion. Two were stationed on either side, presumably to ensure no one tried to escape their perimeter, while the other six were split into teams of three at the front and back entries.

Each team of three had one spotter watching their backs while the other two were planting what appeared to be explosives on the entries.

The lockdown was in full effect, just like Delilah had said. Every window and door leading in was blocked by thick enchanted steel. However, judging by the quantity of explosives they had prepared in the duffel bags at their feet, it was a matter of when, not if they’d get inside. I wasn’t sure how they had bypassed the wards to get this close unnoticed, but that was unimportant right now.

“Cheese n’ rice, these freakin’ guys are insane!” Rose said, shaking her head.

“Yeah. I don’t know what’s wrong with these bastards.” I handed her the Tele-port. “Use it to get inside. I’ll hit the team in the front first, so focus on getting the witches in the back half of the mansion to safety in case I don’t make it to them before they blow their way in.”

“Be safe, Logy-pooh,” Rose said.

“You too.”

She pushed herself up with her vines and gave me a short but passionate kiss. Lowering herself back to the ground, she held up the phone, gave me a nod, and pressed the send button. With a flash, she was gone.

I sprinted to the edge of the roof, grabbed my cape so it would appear as if I were using it to glide rather than my magical ring, and jumped off. I landed right behind the two who were setting explosives.

“What the—” one man said before his skull crashed into the other man’s as I slammed them together. I didn’t do it hard enough to kill them, only knocking them unconscious. Hopefully, after today, they’d see that their attempts were pointless and rethink their violent approach. If not, I’d have to kill them and deal with whatever consequences that brought us. I could only hope that I was doing the right thing by not ending their lives now while I had the chance.

The spotter heard the commotion and turned around. His eyes widened at the sight of me and his two downed companions. He shouted into his comm unit, “That Captain Chubby Cock guy is here! Detonating the front early!” His hand shot to his waist, where a trigger device was clipped to his belt.

I’d already spotted the trigger from the roof and hadn’t been idle while he called in his warning. With my enhanced speed, I’d pulled the few explosives they’d attached to the door off and tossed them in the duffel bag with the others. By the time he freed the switch and flipped the safety off, I’d thrown the bag of explosives at him. He was a good sixty feet away and clearly didn’t think I could throw the heavy bag that far because he still triggered the explosion. Unfortunately for him, it came at him faster than he’d anticipated.

The bag exploded about twenty feet away from the man. The shockwave forced me to take a step back, but because of Illumina’s gift, I saw enough of what happened through the flames and bright light. The man’s enchanted breastplate automatically activated a magical shield. It blocked most of the explosion but didn’t prevent him from being thrown backward fifteen feet and taking damage. His body was smoking, and I heard him groaning in pain on the ground, so I knew he was alive.

One group down, one group to go. If I ruin their plan to break in, they’ll have to retreat, I thought as I ran around the corner where two more Holy Knights were waiting for me. The men rushed me, one had a large two-handed axe, and the other wielded a greatsword. I could feel the enchantments on the weapons, but I couldn’t recognize what they did. Regardless, neither weapon contained much magic, and none of it was divine, so I wasn’t worried.

I’d been in more than my fair share of fights in my life. I knew what I was doing, that was for sure. However, to the Holy Knights, I looked like a master martial artist. In reality, my enhanced speed, strength, perception, and mind gave me the edge I needed. The knights seemed so slow in comparison—almost like fighting quick sloths. Unless they were at least as skilled as Elaine, they wouldn’t be able to touch me.

Ducking under the greatsword’s horizontal swipe that was intended to behead me, I punched the knight in the gut. His magical barrier tanked some of the blow, but I still managed to knock the wind out of him. I immediately leaned to the side, raising my foot and kicking the second man in the jaw. The axe he had lifted for an overhand chop fell to the side as he flew onto his back.

Stepping into the greatsword wielder’s reach, I grabbed his wrist and sent three quick jabs into his face, knocking him to the ground as well. Neither man was out cold, but they were out of my way—that’s what was important. I took off, leaving them behind in time to see the burst of flames erupting from the back of the mansion as the second team detonated their explosions. They’d backed up to get a safe distance, and now they were racing to enter the building.

One managed to slip inside, but the other miscalculated how fast I was and suffered for it. I caught up just in time to hold out my right arm and catch him in the shoulder with a clothesline. I hit him so hard that he did a sideways cartwheel. While he was still in mid-air, I struck down with my fist as if I were pounding on a table and slammed him into the ground before sprinting inside.

A pang of danger filled my gut, and I quickly dodged to the side just in time to see a crossbow bolt fly past me. Ignoring it, I chased after the other man. It didn’t take long as I saw the dual tonfa wielder trying to get past Rose. She used two barbed vines as if she were wielding whips as she fought him off.

Honestly, I had no clue how these guys didn’t realize I was the Coven King, costume or not. But, no matter how ridiculous the idea had been, it was working, so I made sure to stay in character as I shouted at the Holy Knight’s back. With my fists on my hips, I puffed out my chest and lifted my chin. “Your vile plans have been thwarted, evildoer! For I, Captain Chubby Cock, and my sidekick Rose will never allow your wicked plans to come to fruition.”

The man turned, glancing at me and positioning himself to try to see us both at the same time.

“Cheese n’ rice! We’ve had enough of your flippin’ tomfoolery. You’d all better pack up and buzz off or you’ll be eating our shorts!” Rose shouted.

“Damn you, Captain Chubby Cock! We’re not the evildoers. We’re Holy Knights!” the man said with a snarl. “We’re righteous!”

I laughed what I hoped was a heroic laugh. “Ha! Haha ha haaa! I don’t think that means what you think it means. Leave this city now and never return. This shall be your final warning.”

“How dare—Ahhh!” His threat was cut off as Rose sliced open his cheek with a crack of her whip.

“Jeepers, you sure are a flippin’ moron. Let me spell it out for you. Leave the state or next time you try something stupid you’ll leave us no choice but to make you a permanent resident in the local cemetery,” Rose said coldly.

The man snarled. “You haven’t seen the last of us,” he boldly stated before slapping the rune on his chest plate and teleporting away.

With the only threat in the building gone, Rose and I ran back outside to find the rest of them had also fled. Delilah hesitantly peered her head around the corner of the smoking doorway. When she saw the coast was clear, she ran outside and lunged at me with a hug. “Thank you! Thank you so much! You saved my life!”

I patted her on the back as I held her in my arms. I quickly realized that she knew who I was despite my costume. It made sense since she was my Greater Familiar and could feel my magic. “I did? If something happened to you, wouldn’t you just return to hell where we could resummon you?”

She shook her head, her short horns barely missing my face. “Normally, yes, but not when it’s Holy Knights. They have ways to permanently kill demons like me. I owe you big! Next time it’s my turn with you, we can fuck in any position you want. The reverse twisted pretzel, the double squid squat, the wobbly croissant twist, the flying lumberjack, or even the sideways submarine shuffle! You name it, we’ll do it. Whatever you want!”

I coughed. “Sounds good, but… I’m going to need to see a diagram or something.”


Chapter 14


Meeting with the Enemy

I sat in a corner booth at That One Bar With The Flaming Shots. My seat had a clear view of both the front and back doors. It was a typical bar with dim lighting, clinking glasses, and music playing on the jukebox. I politely declined the third invitation from another single lady wanting to buy me a drink when Cherry’s voice came through the small earbud connected to my radio. Her voice drowned out the soft chatter of the patrons nearby.

Cherry: Kshh. Come in, Cinnamon Roll. Do you read me? Over. Kshh.

Logan: I read you loud and clear, Lollipop Licker. Is everyone in position? Over.

Rose: Cutie Bootyhole in position. Over.

Novella: Admin Extraordinaire in position. Over.

Mallison: Summoner in position. Over.

Demonique: Bestest Witch Ever in position. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. Excuse me? I don’t think we have anyone on the team by that name. Please, identify yourself for security purposes. Over. Kshh.

Demonique: You know who this is. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. Nope. Afraid I don’t. We don’t have anyone by the codename Bestest Witch Ever on the team. Over. Kshh.

Demonique: I changed my name. Over.

Novella: Apologies, but you know the rules. No name changes once the mission begins. Over.

Demonique: Who came up with these names anyway? Over.

Rose: Jesus Christ! Just use the name you were assigned so we can move on. Over.

Demonique: Ugh. Fineeeee. Horny Girl in position. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. That’s better. Over. Kshh.

Squeaks: Chérie in position. Over.

Illumina: Royal Fuck Doll in position. Over.

Logan: Good. Everyone, keep your teams ready to move at a moment’s notice. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. Listen, Cinnamon Roll, I’m still not sure this is the best idea. How can you be sure this isn’t some elaborate setup? I mean, they just attacked one of our bases only hours ago. Over. Kshh.

Novella: I agree. This seems like an obvious trap. Over.

Logan: I disagree. It would have been smarter to coordinate their attack on our faction base with this meeting so I’d be less likely to intervene. The timing just doesn’t make sense. Regardless, I’ve got all of you backing me up if I’m wrong. If I get even a hint that something might be wrong, I’ll bail. Over.

Illumina: Do not doubt our king. He is strong and wise. We are lucky to serve him…even if that service does contractually require us to do naughty and depraved sexual acts with him. Over.

Logan: Royal Fuck Doll, you’re literally the only one contractually obligated to do that sort of thing and that’s only because you begged me to alter your contract. Don’t lump everyone else in. Besides, contract or not, you know I’d never force you to do anything unless you asked me to. Over.

Illumina: Agree to disagree. Over.

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help the smile their antics brought. It helped relieve the tension as I waited for Elaine to show up. It turned out that I didn’t have to wait long.

Elaine walked in, and heads turned. She wore a skimpy little black dress that barely hid any thigh, high-heel spaghetti-strap shoes, and more cleavage than anyone who called themselves a Holy Knight should probably be sporting in public.

I caught sight of the bandage on her thigh, barely peeking out of her skirt. She walked with a slight limp. It was obvious to me that she was trying to hide it, and without my enhanced perception, she’d probably have gotten away with it.

She hurriedly looked from left to right, her short brown hair whipping as she did. Her big brown eyes locked onto me and she smiled. She’d dressed a little sexy during their previous public encounters, but this was on a whole new level. Elaine looked almost as perfect as my women.

It took me a minute to realize my mouth was hanging open. I quickly closed it as she reached the booth and sat across from me, much to the dismay of every other man and woman in the bar.

Squeaks: Did you gals see her? I mean, damn. That’s not a woman who came to fight. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. You’re right about that, Babe. She came to fuck. Over. Kshh.

I ignored their comments and focused on the enemy in front of me. Despite the blood flowing away from my brain, I kept my head on straight enough to remember that we weren’t friends. She’d stabbed me the last time we met. Of course, my dick was quick to remind me that she kissed me right after. Traitor, I thought.

She blushed furiously. “I—well…You said to make it obvious I didn’t have the sword, so…” she let the sentence hang and bounced her shoulders.

Novella: Yeah. She’s definitely come hoping to fuck. Over.

Again, I ignored the comment and reminded myself that Elaine was part of the group that attacked Pixelle and the Salem Faction base. The awful things they planned to do to my witches helped me refocus.

Elaine noticed my angry expression, and her shy smile faltered. “I’m sorry they attacked you today. I couldn’t stop them.” She put her purse on the table and opened it.

I flinched and double-checked that I still had the Celestial Token in my pocket. It was there. “What are you doing?” I asked cautiously.

Her brows shot up. “Oh, right.” She put a hand to her forehead and winced. “I’m sorry. I should have said something. It’s been a tough few weeks. I’m bringing out an artifact that proves my honesty. May I?”

I nodded but was ready to act if I had to. “Go ahead, but do it slowly.”

She lifted a simple object out of her purse. It was a small black box with two lights on top. One red, one green.

She set it on the table between us, put her finger on it, and said, “I have brown hair and brown eyes.” The light turned green. It shut off, and she said, “I have red hair and blue eyes.” The light turned red.

The girls set up a similar spell to the one they used for Cherry TV so all my girls leading their teams could have a clear visual the entire time. Novella proved she was watching closely when she chimed in over the radio.

Novella: I’ve seen one of those before. It seems legitimate. You should test it by telling a lie and a truth too. Over.

“That’s a nifty artifact. Let’s see…” I said as I placed a finger on the box and tried to think of something to say.

Cherry: Kshh. Oh! I know. Say you have the most amazing cock in the world. Over. Kshh.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say, so why not? “I have the most amazing cock in the world.” The light turned green. Elaine blushed a deep crimson, and I frowned, my brows knitting and nose scrunching. “Why did it say that’s true? That was a lie.” The light turned red.

Novella: Looks like it works perfectly. Over.

Illumina: Agreed. Verification approved. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. 100% accurate. You can trust it, Cinnamon Roll. Over. Kshh.

They were dead serious. I took in a deep breath and sighed as I let it out. “Okay. I’ll accept it works—at least it does when you use it.”

She shook her head. “I need to know you’re telling the truth too. The way this thing works, is it searches the hearts and minds of you and your closest allies, lovers, and friends to find what everyone believes is the real truth. Tell an obvious lie.”

“I thought I did,” I muttered putting my finger back on the box. Though, it felt good knowing that my girls truly believed my cock was the greatest in the world and not just saying that to make me feel good. “I’m not the Inevitable Coven King.” The light turned red. “I’m Logan, leader of the Rising Star Coven.” The light turned green.

Elaine nodded. “Good.” She laid her finger on the box. “First of all, I had nothing to do with the attacks. I didn’t authorize either of them. My orders for observation only were ignored.”

Green light.

She continued. “My efforts to hold them back have caused them to doubt me and my leadership. There’s some sort of coup happening in the Divine Council, and the only reason the elite squad that joined me in the city hasn’t done more is that I have Excalibur hidden. They know they can’t kill you without it.”

Green light.

“I can help you stop them,” Elaine concluded.

Green light.

“Tell me how,” I said, leaning forward in my seat.

She shook her head and pursed her lips. “Not until you answer a few questions of mine first.”

“Ask,” I said, putting my finger on the cube.

“Tell me about the succubus. Why is she here?” Elaine demanded.

I frowned. “Delilah? She’s here to paint. She can’t get all the colors she wants down in hell. Not to mention it apparently doesn’t inspire a lot of creativity.”

Green light.

Elaine’s head tilted cutely. “Has she hurt anyone?”

“Nope,” I said, not counting the arena fight where she was forced to attack me. “She gets more than enough sustenance from being magically linked to me through the coven. She really does just want to live a happy life and enjoy her hobby and the friends she’s made in my coven.”

Green light.

“Huh,” Elaine said. “Okay. Next question.” Red crept up her neck and she coughed. “Ahem. I was there in your stadium when you were with your white-haired witch, Illumina. It—umm—” Her face became a strawberry. “It seemed like you were forcing her to perform sexual acts for you against her will. Can you specify what that was about?”

Illumina: By the goddess. Every time I think about My King’s firm hand, forcing me to be so lewd, sucking his cock and fucking him in front of all those women. It makes me so… soo… so angry. Gahhh! Oooover!

Her voice got increasingly needy, and she moaned. Angry was clearly the wrong word to describe how that memory made her feel.

Squeaks: She just orgasmed, didn’t she? Over.

Rose: Yes. Yes, she did. I can see her from my rooftop. Over.

I cleared my throat, pushing the memory away. “Yes. She has a slave kink and begged me to change her contract to force her into sexual acts. I finally caved and changed it, but I also added the clause that she could revert it back at any time without my permission. I also added that I would never use compulsion on her. You are not the first person to assume I’ve done bad things because of her unique desires.”

Green light.

Elaine looked genuinely shocked. Her wide-eyed stare and open mouth said it all. “Well. I admit, I didn’t see that coming. Anyway…” Her stern expression returned. “The night I stabbed you—” She looked away. “The night you gave me my first kiss,” she said shyly, “you were forcing dozens of witches to join your coven after ambushing them. Why?”

I nodded. “Simple really. I told the Devil’s Coast Coven three times that all we wanted was to be left alone. Still, they insisted on trying to kill me. That night they kidnapped two of my members and planned to try and use them as ransom to force me to turn myself over to them and die. I turned the tables on them. After you left, I released all but one of them and sent them home. The one stayed because they said they didn’t want to go.”

Green light.

Elaine blinked. She remained silent for several seconds. “You—you’re not evil at all. In fact—” She eyed my newer hand. She reached forward slowly until her fingertip brushed my flesh, following one of the golden veins. “Why do I feel the remnants of a divine presence on you?”

I smirked. Now that she knew I was innocent, she seemed more awed by me than anything else. “Follow me, and I’ll show you.” Without waiting, I got up from the booth and headed to the back door. Elaine was right behind me after throwing the artifact back in her purse.

We walked to the next alley over. One of my teams was on the roof and the alley was already warded for privacy. Elaine stood across from me as I pulled a Celestial Token from my pocket.

“What’s that for?” Elaine asked.

“Before I show you, answer me this one question. Do you trust me?” I asked.

She thought about it for a long moment and eventually nodded. “Yes. I trust you.”

I nodded solemnly. “Good. I’m going to change, but I’m not going to hurt you.” Without waiting for her response, I activated the magic. As my body grew, I dismissed my clothes into my transdimensional storage. My flesh turned into steel plates, my head became the helm, and my eyes turned into a single golden visor that could focus on everything in front of me at the same time. Divine power radiated from me as I stood more than twice her height in my Celestial Guardian form.

Tears slid down her cheeks as Elaine fell to her knees. “How is this possible? It’s… you’re… the Celestial Guardian! No one has seen the angel in hundreds of years. Most believe he was a myth, but… it’s you?”

I took a knee and held out a hand to her. “C’mon. Back on your feet,” I said in the form’s naturally booming voice. “I’m not him, but he did give me his form.” It wasn’t completely true. Sure, he left with a mountain of apologies when he was a spirit totem in my mind, but he didn’t exactly give it to me in the first place. There was time for the gritty details later.

I touched her thigh with a finger and pushed healing magic into the weeks-old bullet wound, healing it the rest of the way instantly. “There. That should help.”

She moaned in pleasure as the divine energy rushed through her body. Elaine slowly removed the bandage to inspect her leg. “It’s gone… It feels like I wasn’t even shot. There isn’t even a scar.” She stared up at me, her jaw practically on the pavement.

I released the magic and re-dressed myself as I took on my normal human form. “Yup. Now, you were about to tell me how you can help stop the Holy Knights?”

She nodded. “I’ll tell you everything I know about this elite squad and the guy in charge behind the scenes. Then I’ll be your eyes and ears on the inside while I keep Excalibur out of their hands.”

I nodded. “That’s a start.”

Elaine looked me up and down with a dumbfounded expression. “If there was any doubt left that you weren’t evil, it’s gone now. If your powers came from the devil like so many believed, then you’d have instantly died the moment you tried to use that form. The divine power would have killed you. I—holy crap,” she said, tears still falling down her cheeks.

I smiled. “Good to know I’m not an evil bastard.”

Mallison: You’re only evil when you deny us your majestic cock. Over.

Demonique: Preach, sister! Over.


Chapter 15


Let The Competition Begin

I stood off to the side in the Cherry TV studio waiting for my cue. The girls were still adjusting the set and preparing for the meeting, so I had a few minutes to contemplate everything that had happened over the last five days.

My date with Fantasia went well enough. She’d texted me several times since then, but hardly any were business-related. Sending me selfies with different hashtags had become her norm—until the other day, when she told me she’d arranged our next private meeting with Chilla, which was set for tomorrow.

The day after my date with Fantasia, I fought off an attack by the Holy Knights on the Salem Faction and met with Elaine. The meeting with Elaine went better than expected. In the end, she gave us some useful information about the Holy Knights’ capabilities. While we knew most of it, she did provide some new tidbits, like where she believed their teleport runes were taking them when they fled. She also provided details on how long those runes took to recharge. Elaine said she might have an idea for how to get the Divine Council off my ass, but she’d need to think about it more and get back to me. Regardless, she gave me real hope that there could be some level of peace between the witches and the Divine Council.

Things had been pretty quiet since then. There hadn’t been any news of the Holy Knights or the European Coven King in days. All in all, things seemed like they were getting better. My instincts told me that this peace wouldn’t last. This was just the calm before the storm, trying to lull us into a false sense of security.

I watched as Cherry and Demonique stepped in front of the studio camera. While it was the main recording device in the room, the spells the girls created would capture the best angles automatically. Cherry’s hair was down in her usual French bob as she gave the camera a fanged grin. “I’d like to welcome everyone to the monthly coven meeting.”

Demonique also wore her hair in a French bob identical to Cherry’s. She also had on the same crop-top sweater, hotpants, and boots. The real kicker was that she also gave the camera a fanged grin—with her fake, plastic vampire teeth. Hearing the Infernal Witch try to imitate Cherry’s voice almost made me laugh. Demonique took over for Cherry. “As you have all been made aware, this month’s regular coven meeting was canceled because of the rising threat of the Holy Knights. Isn’t that right, babe?” Demonique asked with a very poorly timed wink at Cherry.

Cherry’s brows knitted for a brief moment, but her confident smile returned, and she carried on like a pro. “That’s right. We’ve learned more about them, including some weaknesses and vulnerabilities, as well as what they look for when trying to find us. We’ve passed that information on to every faction leader, and you’ll all be briefed on it after the meeting. So far, Logan has prevented them from hurting us, but that’s not all he’s been up to. We’re currently working on a plan to get the Holy Knights off our backs for good. Now, we’ve got a quick update on the European Coven King.”

Demonique jumped in. “The European Coven King has gone silent. No one has seen or heard about his activities or location for a few days. This is no doubt because of the mass exodus from the East limiting our intelligence networks. So far, you’ve all been doing a wonderful job helping the Big Apple Coven shepherd witches to safety. For those of you who chose to join us from the many witches passing through, welcome.” She awkwardly winked again.

Cherry licked her lips and leaned closer to the camera. “Hey babes, we know this isn’t a normal meeting, and without the excitement of the crowd, it might be harder to pay attention to the rest of the announcements. Well, don’t you worry, because we worked out a solution.” She shot the camera a flawless wink. “Logan, if you would.” Cherry gestured at the empty throne behind her.

That was my cue. I walked over and took my seat. I argued against a throne, but the girls said they let the coven vote, and it was a unanimous decision. Everyone, except me, wanted me to have a throne for the meetings.

The chair was surprisingly comfortable, and I made myself at home in it. I was admiring the craftsmanship when Demonique coughed to get my attention and gestured at her clothes before pointing at me. Oh, right. They wanted me to sit here naked. Whatever. Might as well, I thought as I dismissed my clothes into my transdimensional storage. I nodded at her, and she grinned.

Immediately, the projector screen on the wall behind the studio camera started cycling through the chat. Clearly, Cherry’s idea had been a good one. If witches weren’t paying attention before, they were now. There were many names I recognized and a few that I didn’t. I assumed the ones I didn’t know were new.

Nyx: Holy shit! You girls weren’t kidding. He’s gorgeous!

Redtali: Logan! You’re so dreamy. I can’t wait until I get you back in my bed!

Twinkle: I need that huge cock in my mouth! That’s it, I’m sucking my dildo. Sync me if you want to feel it, Logan!

Techama: No! Sync me and I’ll put it in my ass for you, Coven King!

Pixelle: Sync me, and I’ll use my cute little feet on you again, Logan. I know how much you enjoy our little piggies on that thick shaft of yours.

Keyalto: I wanna try to sing for you while you jam that massive dick down my throat!

Cherry grinned and waggled her finger at the camera. “Nope. Logan isn’t syncing with anyone right now. He’s the eye candy in the background to make sure you girls are paying attention. Now, where were we?”

Demonique was too busy staring at my dick to reply. Cherry lightly slapped her on the shoulder, and the Infernal Witch abruptly turned back around. “That’s what she said.” Demonique winked again.

Cherry put her hands on her hips and pursed her lips. She waved a limp-wristed hand up and down at the other woman. “Listen, babe. I’m all for some cosplay fun, but that joke was way off the mark. It literally made no sense. C’mon. You’re better than that.”

Demonique clasped her hands behind her back and looked down, sheepishly kicking the toe of her boot into the floor. “I know. I was just distracted and really excited to use that line. Sorry.”

Cherry shook her head. “No. Don’t be sorry, just get your act together. We’re live.”

Demonique nodded with determination. “You’re right, let’s do this. Next order of business, Lesser Familiar play dates.”

“Exactly! From now on, every Tuesday and Thursday we’ll be rotating faction bases to host play dates for our Lesser Familiars! This will give them all a chance to bond and form their own lasting friendships just like the rest of us. I know my Little Logan is really amped up for the first one next week,” Cherry said.

Calcula: Speaking of Little Logan… Could you move over some? Your elbow is blocking the view of our favorite massive snake. Thank you!

Pastel: Show us the dick!

Demonique: Yeah, move over! We need to see that flawless man meat more!

Cherry read her co-host’s comment on the screen, turned to face her, and saw that Demonique did, in fact, have her phone out watching the live stream she was currently helping host. “Really?” Cherry asked, incredulous.

Demonique shrugged. “Can you blame me?”

Cherry’s shoulders drooped as she sighed deeply, shaking her head. “No. No, I can’t. Okay, I’ve made a mistake. Here’s how we’ll correct it. First, a close-up of my face.” The camera turned by itself and pointed straight at Cherry’s face. She nodded in satisfaction. “No complaints. I’m gonna run through the rest of the announcements as fast as possible so we can move on to the next segment. Ready? Here we go. We’ve started a new initiative called the Monthly member highlight. If you’re chosen, we’ll talk about you at the meeting and give you a special reward. What’s the reward, you ask? It’s the brand new, finally perfected Logan hands! That’s right, while you can feel him inside you, now you’ll feel his hands doing to you the same thing he’s doing to anyone in the video you’re watching. They also work with live sync. But these things are much harder to make, so there’s a limited supply, and will be used as rewards until we can get them distributed to everyone.”

Ikneada: OMG! That’s amazing. I need them so badly!

“Hang in there with me a little longer, babes! We’re almost there,” Cherry said, ignoring the comments as she resumed rushing through the announcements. “I know we’ve all been stuck inside more because of the ongoing threats, but please, keep the prank spells light. One witch’s broom left splinters so deep that Halo had to make a special trip because normal healing magic wasn’t cutting it,” Cherry said.

Demonique quipped, “No, but those wood chips certainly were.”

Cherry looked at her and offered an approving nod. “Good one, babe. I knew you had it in ya.” She threw the Infernal Witch two thumbs up before refocusing on the camera. “Pranks that go too far will leave you exempt from consideration for the witch of the month highlight or that month’s drawings for Cherry TV guest spots. Oh, and one last thing. Logan can knock us up without the help of a Fertility Witch. So when you get your time with him, absolutely NO pregnant dirty talk unless Logan has consented to give you a baby beforehand. Also, he has already stated that no one outside the inner circle is getting pregnant until after we’ve dealt with the Holy Knights and the European Coven King.” Cherry stopped talking and tried to catch her breath. “Okay, camera, pan out. Demonique, introduce the next segment.”

The comments came too fast to read them all, but most were in support of my decision not to get a bunch of witches pregnant when everyone might be needed to fight and defend themselves. Others were still gushing over the new sex toy version of my hands. I did catch one apologizing for the splinter prank. I made a mental note to have Novella find a suitable reward for their open honesty and taking responsibility.

Demonique grinned wickedly. “Many of you know about Alpha and Novella’s ongoing rivalry and the fact that every competition between them has ended in a draw. Most, if not all of you, watched the last competition when the recording was posted on Cherry TV. They gave our king a handjob to see who could make him cum first. Against all odds, that too ended in a draw. Today they take their battle one step further.” She paused to let the tension build. “Today they take turns sucking Logan’s cock. Whoever makes him cum faster will be declared the ultimate champion!” Demonique pointed at the camera. “It’s time for you to vote for your favorite! Who will win? Do you think it will be our former leader, the woman currently pregnant with Logan’s first son? Or will it be the always professional, prompt, and administratively savvy Grimoire Witch? Who knows? Cast your vote now! Those on the winning side will earn an extra ticket in this month’s Cherry TV guest star drawings!”

Cherry smiled and held a hand out toward the door. “Introducing first, the strongest Beast Witch I’ve ever known and the one I’m cheering for to win, Alpha!”

Alpha’s furry red ears twitched as she sauntered through the door with Halo, Mallison, and Squeaks in tow. They all wore matching outfits, but I focused on my red-headed lover since this was her competition. Her breasts were swollen, as were her pink nipples in the black transparent babydoll nightie. Despite her large pregnant stomach, her arms, thighs, and calves still sported well-defined muscles. She smirked as she watched me drink her in. Alpha stopped in front of me and her supporting squad moved past her.

The projector split the screen to show the chat and the voting polls. Alpha’s supporters were spiking them in her favor.

Broomhilda: You’ve got this, Alpha! You’re gonna make him explode so fast!

Jinx: Let’s go, Alpha! Make that cock yours and milk him hard for the rest of us!

Cherry joined the others supporting Alpha and snapped her fingers. Her outfit was replaced by the black babydoll nightie and matching panties the rest of the girls wore. “You’ve got this, babe!”

Alpha ignored them. Her intense yellow eyes stared deep into mine with a promise of extreme pleasure. “I hope you’re ready for this.”

I gulped and nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

Demonique held her hand out toward the door. “And now for the next contestant and witch who I’m rooting for, Novella!”

The door opened again and Novella sashayed into the studio with Rose, Illumina, and Arachna following close behind. To my surprise and delight, all four girls had their hair in matching high ponytails, and they all wore the same black-rimmed glasses as Novella.

In addition, they sported thigh-high white athletic socks with two colored stripes near the top, boyshorts-style panties, and loose, sleeveless, white crop tops that showed off their underboob.

The voting poll, as I’d expected, immediately evened out. There was no clear favorite. Novella supporters started storming the chat.

Twinkle: You’re the best, Novella! Deepthroat that cock like you owe it money!

Ikneada: Go, Novella! Gobble that enormous penis faster than you do my real homemade soup. Not the canned stuff!

Alpha’s entrance already made my formerly flaccid cock stand tall and proud. However, seeing the two ladies side by side with their confidence soaring made it throb with extreme anticipation. Squeaks poked my shoulder. “Hey there, Handsome. You gonna tell everyone the rules or what?”

I coughed, sheepishly clearing my throat. “Ahem. Yes, of course. Alpha, Novella. Thank you for coming.”

“That’s what she said!” Demonique shouted. She’d also changed into a matching outfit with the other Novella supporters but left her fake vampire teeth in.

The girls giggled while Cherry ran over and gave her a hard high-five. “That’s what I’m talking about, babe! Nice!” Cherry rejoined her team while Demonique winced and pouted while inspecting her hand.

I ignored it, which was easy when my focus was on two insanely hot women who were about to serve me in the best way. “As we agreed before the meeting began, this is your personal competition. The outcome doesn’t affect anything but bragging rights between the two of you. The results have nothing to do with how much I love you both nor does it indicate any favoritism. Understand?”

“We understand,” Alpha and Novella said together.

I nodded and held up a finger. “The rules are simple. Since this is your competition, you’re both welcome to take full control, be dominant, submissive, or whatever you’d like. I’ll allow it all. I’ll also not be holding back as I give into every sensation and let my body do what it does. We’ve established a magical timer. The moment you touch my penis in any way, your time starts. It doesn’t stop until I cum. Precum does not count. There will also be a twist this time. Your supporters are allowed to dirty talk and touch me anywhere above the waist. Not only that but Alpha and Novella are allowed to touch one another sexually with the goal of distracting their opponent with an orgasm. Does everyone understand the rules?”

“Yes, Logan,” all the women said in unison.

I nodded again. “Good. We flipped a coin earlier. Novella won, so she’ll go first.”

Alpha stepped back and let Novella step between my legs. She hungrily stared down at me. “Mmmm. Shhhh. Just relax, Mr. Morrison. Let me make you feel good.” Novella rubbed her breasts and chewed her bottom lip before slowly lifting her top up and over her head. Rose, Arachna, Illumina, and Demonique did the same.

I soaked up the sight of their smooth skin and the perfectly rounded curves of their perky breasts. Novella’s hands rested on my thighs as she lowered herself to her knees in front of me with a look of desperate need on her gorgeous face. She let out a soft moan as she purred, “Ahhhhmm. I love seeing you like this. Mmm. I want to make you feel good. You deserve to feel good. I’ve been thinking about this cock all day. I want to taste you, Mr. Morrison. Please? May I? Oooooh. I need it in my mouth so badly.”

My throat went dry, and I gave her the most solemn nod I could muster—which meant I went full bobblehead.

“Mmmm! Thank you, Mr. Morrison! You won’t regret this. I’m going to make you feel sooo gooood!” Novella’s glasses fell to the end of her nose as she stared up at me while running her tongue up the underside of my shaft. Her hands gripped the base like it was a warm mug of cocoa on a cold day while she wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and hollowed her cheeks. She moaned, sending vibrations through the sensitive flesh while her slick tongue slowly circled my tip.

As soon as she started, her team surrounded me. Rose and Arachna were on one side, while Illumina and Demonique took the other. Their hands tenderly caressed my chest, abs, and scalp while they showered me with compliments.

“You’re sooooo freakin’ handsome, Daddy,” Rose cooed.

Demonique licked my earlobe. “Mmm, Boss, you’re so strong and brave.”

Arachna’s spider legs joined in, lightly tapping my muscles in a way that helped me relax even more. “Ffffuck, Master, you’re so loving and take such good care of us.”

Illumina’s fingers ran through my hair. “My King, you’re so thoughtful and kind—even if you do force me to participate in such terribly depraved sexual acts.”

Novella’s fingers alternated between stroking my thick inches, teasing my inner thighs with her nails, and gently fondling my balls. She took her time at first, slowly taking me deep into her throat before pulling back.

Alpha got on her knees behind the Grimoire Witch. With one hand, she twisted and pulled Novella’s nipples, the other slipped into the blonde’s panties. Alpha rubbed Novella’s clit in a slow steady motion while whispering in her ear. “Ahhh, look at you. Such a pathetic little slut on her knees, begging for cum that she doesn’t deserve.”

Novella slipped my tip out of her mouth and stroked me faster, using a vast amount of saliva left over as lubrication. “Gaaah!” She lovingly kissed my tip. “Mmm. You know what you’ve—hnnggg, done to me, Mr. Morrison? You’ve aaahhh, turned me into a needy little slut for you. I—ooohh fffuck. I love the taste of your cock. Mmmm. I could spend the rest of my life right here, on my knees, licking. Ahhh! Sucking. Ooohh! And stroking your amazing dick!”

My eyes nearly rolled into the back of my head as she lunged forward taking me all the way to the base. Her slower pace vanished in an instant, replaced by rapid-fire deep throating. The moans turned into repetitive lewd sounds. “Glk! Glk! Glk! Glk! Glk! Glk! Glk!”

“C’mon, Daddy, you’re so close, I can feel it. Just let it happen. Give in and fill her mouth. You deserve to feel good, Daddy. Show her how good she’s making you feel,” Rose purred.

“Please, Master. She’s waiting for it. Look at how hard she’s working for that huge load. Just let go, she can take it. Give it to her, Master. Please give her your cum,” Arachna cooed.

Demonique planted kisses up the side of my neck. “Fuck, Boss. She’s earned it, hasn’t she? You’re going to give her what she wants, right, Boss? Cum for her. Cum in her throat.”

Illumina’s fingernails trailed up and down each side of my jaw. “My King, you have earned the right to release your seed anywhere you see fit. I humbly request you do so now and cum all over your pretty sex toy’s prescription glasses.”

Alpha redoubled her efforts to spoil her opponent’s hard work by trying to make Novella cum so hard that she’d falter and lose her rhythm. “You needy little administrative whore. I know how badly you want to let go and cum while that monster cock is in your throat. Do it. Show, Mr. Morrison how much of a pathetic little slut you are for him and fucking cum already!” Alpha demanded in a husky tone, using Novella’s nickname for me to turn the blonde on more.

Her words must have stimulated the blonde’s mind as much as the Beast Witch’s fingers were stimulating her clit, because Novella lost it. Her body was suddenly spasming as her orgasm slammed into her. Novella wasn’t so easily distracted though, and she continued her fast, desperate pace on my cock. In fact, as her muscles tightened, it caused her throat to tighten around my shaft while her orgasmic moans were hindered every time her nose reached my pelvis. “Mmppphh—Glk! Ahhmgaa—Glk! Hmmpph—Glk! MMMM—Glk!”

That was it for me. My cock thickened and my seed erupted inside of her. She shuddered as she kept going, swallowing as much as she could before finally having to come up for air. “Gahh!” she screamed, her hands furiously pumping me for all I was worth. “Yes! Yes! Yes! That’s it, Mr. Morrison! Make a mess of me and my unnecessarily overly and specifically described blue-light-blocking, scratch-resistant, professionally-designed prescription lenses! Nyahhh!”

Arachna cooed, “Didn’t that feel good, Master?”

Rose added, “Mmm. I bet you’re satisfied now, Daddy. You earned it. We love you so much, Daddy.”

Demonique purred, “That’s exactly what we wanted. You’re amazing, Boss.”

Illumina kissed me on the cheek. “You are benevolent, My King. Truly, you have blessed her this day.”

Alpha stood so Novella had room to move. “Wow. Four minutes and fifteen seconds. That’s an impressive time. Too bad I’m going to beat it.” The redhead smirked at me.

Novella was still catching her breath, but she gave my cock loving smooches as she said, “Muah. Thank you—Muah. Mr. Morrison. Muah. You handsome, muah, loving, muah, strong, muah, masculine man. Muah.”

Then she trailed a finger up my length as she cast a spell. “Verniew dith cik end spemra.” Just like that, my dick was hard again, my balls were full, and my body reset as if I hadn’t just blown my load. Novella stood and cast a spell to clean herself up before she and her team put their crop tops back on. She moved out of the way to let Alpha take her place.

Novella’s approach of showering me with praise and compliments felt both sexually satisfying and emotionally rewarding. However, I was so dominant with my women all the time, that it was a refreshing change of pace when I occasionally allowed them to take on that role. Alpha also loved it, and she was incredible at it, so I wasn’t sure if either woman’s tactics would give them an edge.

Alpha placed her hands on my thigh and bent over, teasing me with her cleavage. “If you want to see Mommy’s tits, you’re going to have to earn it. Will you be Mommy’s Good Boy and earn the privilege?” Her face was a foot away from mine and she crooked a finger.

Playing along, I smiled, leaned in, and said, “Yes, Mommy.” Then I gave her a loving kiss on the lips.

“Mmmm. That’s My Good Boy. Good Boys get rewarded. Isn’t that right, ladies?” she asked as she straightened up and pulled her arms out of the straps of her nightie.

“That’s right, Mistress Alpha,” Squeaks, Cherry, Halo, and Mallison cooed in unison as they also slipped the straps of their nighties down, pulling their arms free. All five women pulled the tops down, fully revealing their glorious tits. Sure, I could see them through the fabric before, but this was way better. My penis bounced with a chipper agreement.

Alpha lowered herself onto her knees with half-lidded eyes and a confident smirk. Her ears twitched, and her tail wagged with anticipation. “Don’t move. You’re going to sit right there and watch Mommy. I’m just going to take what I want.” Her hands slid up my thighs, and she pretended to lick the underside of my shaft but didn’t touch me. My dick twitched with need. She laughed wickedly. “Look at you. You want Mommy’s mouth so fucking bad, don’t you? You want Mommy to suck on that big, thick cock of yours and make you burst? Hahaha. You’ll cum when I tell you to. Not a second before. Nod if you understand.”

Yeah… I nodded like an overenthusiastic, highly-caffeinated, Adderall-filled fan head-banging at a rock concert.

“Good boy. Mmmm.” Alpha grabbed the base of my shaft and gripped it tight. “You belong to me, now.” She licked my tip, sending a shiver down my spine. I desperately wanted my cock buried down her throat, and I resisted my instincts to grab her head and take control. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you? Too bad, this is about what Mommy wants, and you’re going to be my good boy and enjoy every second of it.” Alpha’s eyes were like a predator eyeing its prey as she slowly opened her mouth. Her lips formed a tight seal around my shaft. I felt a deep suction as her cheeks hollowed, and she took me down her throat. She held still with her chin against my balls, watching as my fists clenched.

I groaned long and loud from the intense sensation. Cherry and Halo teamed up on my right side while Mallison and Squeaks took the left. Halo’s fingers tenderly caressed my abs while Cherry rubbed her studded nipples against my arm. Mallison’s long blue hair draped down my shoulder as she suckled on my neck, and Squeaks’s tail curled around my wrist while her fingers joined Halo’s.

Halo smiled brightly at me. “Hey, Baby. You’re doing such a good job for Mommy. You know how much she loves seeing you like this—completely at her mercy. Mmmm. It’s so hot.”

Cherry cooed into my ear, “Oooh, Baby. That chubby fucking cock might be mine in the morning, but right now it belongs to Alpha. You know what she wants, don’t you? You’re gonna give her what she wants—cause you’re her good boy.”

Mallison’s tongue dragged up the side of my face before she nibbled on my ear. “Please sir, do what Mommy wants. You’re her bestest boy in the whole world.”

Squeaks’s lips locked onto my nipple. She licked, teased, and sucked on it. “Mmm—fffuck yes, Handsome. You’re being so well-behaved for Mommy Alpha. Keep it up. Hmmm—Such a good, handsome boy.”

Novella wasn’t going down without a fight. She proved it by laying on her back and sliding her head between Alpha’s thighs. The blonde made sure I was watching as her hands caressed the Beast Witch’s thighs. “I almost forgot how much being dominant gets you off…Mistress Alpha,” Novella cooed. “Well, allow me to be your good girl and worship your pussy while your good boy watches.” She pulled Alpha’s panties to the side and planted kisses up and down her bald slit before using her tongue to part the redhead’s folds and tenderly lick Alpha’s hard little nub. “Mmmm—Mistress, please tell me I’m a good girl for you. Ahhhh!”

Alpha’s cheeks burned, and she moaned around my length. She ground her slit against Novella’s mouth. She left my dick coated in her thick saliva, using it as she double-fisted my girth with a tight grip and twisting strokes. “Gaah! That’s a—mmm, good girl, Novella. Don’t you dare stop. Nnnghh! Keep licking that fucking pussy. Ahh! I bet you like this don’t you, My Good Boy. Mmmm—My Bestest Boy in the whole world. You love watching Mommy’s pussy get eaten—Ooooh, fuck yes! Especially while I’ve got this Mmmm—huge cock in my throat. Ahh!”

Halo’s pigtail tickled my pelvis as she planted soft kisses on the side of my abs. “Golly, Baby. She wants that cum so bad. You’re gonna be good and give it to her, right? Oh, she’ll be so proud of you. I know you can do it, Baby!”

Cherry kissed and licked my neck, her fangs brushing against my skin dangerously. “That’s it, Baby. You like it when your Mommy takes control, don’t you? I can feel how much you love it. I can see every time your massive cock twitches when she calls you her Good Boy. Go ahead, Baby. Let go. Give in and let your Mommy have what she wants—that huge. Fucking. Load.”

Mallison rubbed her pussy against my arm, letting her juices drip onto my throne. “Please, Sir. Give her your cum. It’s what she wants, what she demands. Let your Mommy have it all.”

Squeaks played with her pussy while holding tightly to my forearm. “Fffuck yeah, Handsome. We know you wanted this so badly—it’s time to show your Mommy just how much.”

Novella’s tongue danced across Alpha’s clit with unbridled abandon. “Please, Mistress Alpha. I’m begging you, please cum for me! I’m such a good girl, don’t I deserve it!”

Alpha’s eyes nearly crossed as she moaned on my length. She shuddered, her ears fell flat against her head, and her tail went taut. Still, she stroked me even faster with flawless technique. She proved why she was the most dominant woman in my harem of witches as she made demands despite her earth-shaking orgasm. “Gaaah! You’ve been such a good boy—Mmmm, holding it back for Mommy—Nnngh! Now let go! Ahhh! Give it all to me—right now! Nyah! Fuck yes! Cum for Mommy! Cum for Moooommmy! Ahhh! I want every. Last. Drop. Mmmm! And I want it now! Cover Mommy in your sticky, hot—Nyah! Hahaha! That’s it! Ahhh! There it is! Ooohh yeah! That’s Mommy’s good fffffucking boy! Nnngh! Fffuck yeah, Hahaha! Keep going. Don’t stop until there’s nothing left! Don’t stop! Don’t—Nyahhh—GLK!”

Contrary to her words, I had not been holding anything back, per the rules of the contest. But still, the accuracy of her statement was irrelevant when my balls were bursting their contents all over my beautiful redhead’s face and tits. Or, it was until she plunged back down on my cock, moaning against it while she swallowed the rest.

Cherry, Halo, Squeaks, and Mallison praised me as I came. Their voices overlapped one another as they cooed, “Good boy.” “Such a good boy.” “I’m so proud of you. Good boy, bestest boy in the whole wide world!” “You did such an amazing job! You’re definitely Mommy’s good boy!”

I still refused to admit how much I enjoyed being called that. Regardless, the stupid grin on my face gave me away. The chat screen was flooded with non-stop messages calling me a ‘good boy.’ I decided not to acknowledge them so it didn’t become a thing. We all have our guilty pleasures, after all. And they can’t be a guilty pleasure if they become common.

Alpha cleaned my cock with her mouth and kissed the tip. She looked up at me with love in her eyes. “Thank you for letting me have control. I love you so much.”

I smiled warmly back at her. “I love you too.” I looked around at my inner circle. “I love all of you so much.”

Alpha stood, fixing her top. “So, what was my time? How much did I win by?”

Cherry scowled at the timer. “You’ve got to be shitting me.”

“What?” I asked.

She held it out so everyone could see. “Four minutes and fifteen seconds on the nose. Just like Novella’s.”

Novella and Alpha glared at each other. Then they burst into laughter.

I shook my head. “Can’t say I’m upset about you two needing a round three.”

The girls giggled, and I joined in their laughter.


Chapter 16


Alpha

’

s Needs

I was on my way back upstairs while the ladies were finishing up the monthly meeting with the drawings for the Cherry TV guest spots. Alpha called out to me as she closed the door to the studio, stopping me in my tracks. She came up to me and put her hands in the pockets of her black hoodie as she leaned into me and rested her head against my chest. She’d already changed out of her nightie into a more comfortable outfit.

I wrapped her up in a hug and rubbed her back. Her ears lay flat on top of her head, and her tail swayed gently from my touch. She looked up at me with a hint of sadness in her eyes. “Can we talk?”

Leaning down, I kissed her forehead. “Of course.”

Together, we went up to Alpha’s bedroom and sat on the edge of her bed. The room was warm and cozy, with soft lighting. She pulled her hands inside her loose sleeves and held the openings close in her fists as if she were cold. I put my arm over her shoulder, and she leaned into me again. Her ears twitched nervously, the fur tickling my chin while I breathed in her sweet perfume.

I’d never seen her so anxious before. It had me worried. I tenderly rubbed her thigh, feeling the slightly rough texture against my palm. “What’s going on? Is everything alright?”

She nodded. “I’ve just been thinking a lot lately—about my mom.” She paused but didn’t seem finished, merely collecting her thoughts. So I said nothing and waited patiently. Half a minute later, she continued. “Cherry told me how amazing it was when you went with her to see her mom, and how good it felt to finally reconnect with her. I was thrilled for her, and at first, it didn’t bother me since I’d already made up my mind. But now…” her words trailed off.

“You’ve changed your mind?” I finished for her.

“I—I think so. I’m not sure. Maybe I only feel this way because of these stupid pregnancy hormones, or maybe it’s because I want her to be there when her first grandchild is born. It’s hard to say.”

“You really miss her, don’t you? It’s been at least a few years since you’ve seen or talked to her, right?” I asked.

Alpha sniffled and wiped her nose with her sleeve. “Yeah. It’s been a while. I miss her a lot. More than I thought I would.”

I gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze. “You know where to take us right? If we used the Tele-port? We could drop in, say hi to your mom, and let her know you’re pregnant. I think we both know that it’s far more impressive to be the right hand of a super coven than it is to simply lead a mid-sized coven. She’ll be able to respect that. Especially, when you technically did lead a coven of over one hundred witches. Sure, they were loyal to me, but I was still technically your Greater Familiar at the time. They were loyal to you through me.”

She pursed her lips and stared at me flatly. “Really? We’ve been over that before.”

I grinned. “And we’ll still agree to disagree. Besides, it’s like you said, she’s going to be a member of our coven eventually. So is there really any harm in popping in to say hi to our future members?”

Alpha’s expression cracked and a small smile curled at the corners of her lips. She poked her index fingers out of her sleeves and wiped her teary eyes. Sniffling, she nodded her agreement. “Okay. I’m in. Let’s do this. You’re right, there’s no harm in popping in to say hi.”
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Spells of all kinds hit me one after another. I leaped away from Alpha as quickly as I could. Fire, ice, lightning, and stones slammed into me. A massive wind spell surrounded me. Blades of air slashed through my clothes like a thousand tiny knives. More fire collided with the air, turning it into a maelstrom of burning death. I screamed. “AAAAhhhh!”

Finally, after what felt like minutes of nonstop attacks. The spells ceased. I couldn’t see through the massive amount of smoke surrounding me. I heard someone say, “It’s okay, baby. I think we got him.”

Alpha and I had teleported into her mom’s mansion at the entryway. As it turned out, they were in the middle of a party. I recalled Alpha mentioning her mother did a monthly get-together for her coven. It was where she got the idea for our monthly meetings. Flashing into the middle of it completely unannounced had been a mistake. Me and my big mouth. ‘What’s the harm in dropping in to say hi?’ C’mon, Logan. Think next time, I mentally chided myself.

I coughed, waving a hand in front of my face, and stepped out of the black fog. “Fuuuuck,” I groaned. “Those were my favorite pants. They hugged me in the right places and were broken in just right to give the appropriate slack for comfort.”

I’d summoned an old pair of shorts before coming into view. Black soot covered my body, but I was otherwise completely unharmed. The spells barely hurt at all and the wind blades felt more like annoying bug bites. “I mean, I’ve got other good pairs of jeans, but it’s just not the same.” I pointed at a witch off to my right. She appeared to be a Broom Witch. “You know what I mean, right?”

The Broom Witch’s mouth flapped open and closed like a dying fish on the shore before spluttering, “Uhh—ye—yeah. I’d be pretty upset if my favorite pair of yoga pants got destroyed.”

A witch next to her slapped her on the arm. “Shut up. Don’t talk to him. Also, you don’t even do yoga. I don’t understand why you wear the pants so much.”

The Broom Witch shrugged. “They’re super comfortable.”

“Enough!” shouted a muscular witch at the top of the stairs. She looked like a sexy female bodybuilder. Like Alpha, she had red hair and yellow eyes. Unlike Alpha, this woman’s ears were short, round, furry, and black. If I had to guess, I’d say her bestial affinity aligned more with a bear.

Normally, a woman that muscular and bulky was a turn-off. However, thanks to being a witch, she was the most flawless possible version of herself. So despite her incredible muscles, she was still very feminine with enough curves to impress any man. Witches moved out of her way as she walked down the right side of the split staircase. “So, the rumors were true. My baby was forced to join a Coven King.”

“Mom, that’s not—” Alpha tried meekly.

Her mother slashed a hand through the air, cutting Alpha off. “No, baby. Mommy will handle this.” Alpha’s mother’s eyes remained fixed on me. “What was your plan? You think you’d trick my daughter into following you? Use your compulsion to make her bring you here? Did you think you could simply walk into my home and subjugate us?!” Her nostrils flared as her anger rose.

I frowned and cocked my head. “Really? That’s what you think this is? Why was that your first assumption?”

She scoffed. “Do you take me for a fool?”

I winced. “Never mind. That was a stupid question.”

“Mom, it’s not—” Alpha tried again.

“I said NO!” Alpha’s mother screamed, her furious stare still focused on me. “Mommy will fix this.” She finally looked back at Alpha, her expression softening. “I planned for this day.”

I sighed but tried to give her a friendly smile. “What? Please don’t make me have to defend myself today. You don’t have a cursed blade or anything, right? The last time I had to deal with one I lost a hand trying to be nice. I’d really prefer not to regrow a second hand. I’m rather attached to these ones.” I held up said hands and wiggled my fingers to emphasize the point.

My joke fell flat as the woman’s eyes glistened. “You won’t take my coven. I refuse it. However, I am willing to make a deal.”

“Mom! You really don’t—” Alpha tried a third time.

“Quiet, baby! Mommy has this under control. It will all be okay.” The Coven Leader took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. “You can have me. I’ll do whatever you want me to do, no compulsion needed. All you have to do is let my baby go and leave my coven in peace.”

I blinked while Alpha face-palmed. I slowly said, “That’s not why I’m here. I didn’t come to conquer you or your coven.”

Alpha’s mother erupted with rage. “So what?! You came here to rub in the fact that you have my daughter held against her will? You just wanted to parade around your pet and gloat?! She deserves better than that! She’s not your dog!”

Alpha shouted loud enough that her mother couldn’t ignore her. “MOM! I’M PREGNANT!” A stunned silence fell over the room, and a collective gasp sounded from the witches around us, their eyes wide with shock as they processed the news. Alpha lifted her hoodie and shirt to show her large belly for emphasis.

The hoodie was a bit baggy, but anyone paying attention should have been able to notice her six-month pregnant stomach. Then again, all eyes had been on me since we arrived. So I guess I couldn’t blame them.

Alpha’s mother covered her open mouth, her eyes wide.

Alpha used the silence to her advantage. “There’s no compulsion. Logan doesn’t do that. Feel free to check for yourself.”

Her mother rushed to her and held out a hand. It glowed with a yellow light, and she pressed it to Alpha’s forehead. She held it there for thirty seconds before slowly removing it. “I—There’s no hint of compulsion at all. I searched as deeply as I could. But… How? I know you. You wouldn’t have ever given up your coven willingly.”

Alpha shrugged. “I never thought I would have either, but I love him, Mom. He’s a good man who cares about everyone he’s taken in. He doesn’t rule with an iron fist and refuses to use compulsion. Every coven he’s taken over forced him to. He tried to be peaceful, to live and let live, but people wouldn’t let him. He’s done what he had to. Even then he gave the witches the option to leave without consequence. No one ever has because life is too good with him in charge.”

Alpha’s mother looked at me with utter disbelief. “That’s not—no. No, you came here to conquer us.”

I shook my head and waved a hand at her. “No. I came to support a woman I love. She missed you, but since she doesn’t feel she was actually the leader of a coven of over a hundred witches, she was worried that you wouldn’t let her come back to visit.”

“I didn’t,” Alpha insisted.

“Agree to disagree, love,” I said before returning my attention to her mother. “She asked me if I’d come with her for emotional support. I’m literally just here to share the good news about your first grandchild coming soon and to introduce myself.” I looked down at my soot-stained skin. “So much for first impressions. Alpha, would you mind?”

“Yeah, here you go. Cloon allting,” Alpha said with a wave of her hand in my direction.

The spell washed over me and removed the filth from my body. I used my storage to put myself in nicer clothes, summoned a bottle of my cologne, and sprayed a small puff onto my shirt. After putting it away, I quickly double-checked my appearance and stepped toward Alpha’s mom with a hand outstretched. “Let’s start over. I’m Logan, the Inevitable Coven King, and father of your first grandchild. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

Hesitantly, she took my hand, still looking rather confused, and shook it. “I’m Ursiday, Alpha’s mother, and leader of the Northern Frosts Coven.”
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With that little misunderstanding out of the way, Ursiday led us to a private room so the three of us could talk alone. I sat in a plush armchair by the ornate fireplace, a small fire crackled within. Ursiday handed me a teacup. I accepted it and took a whiff of the sweet minty aroma. “Smells delicious, thank you.”

She nodded and set her cup down on the end table before sitting next to Alpha on the loveseat. Ursiday wrapped her daughter in a warm hug and planted kisses all over her cheek. Alpha giggled like a child. “Mooom! Stop. You’re embarrassing me.”

Alpha was always so strong and firm, and wouldn’t back down from a challenge. Yet here she was, looking like a little kid next to her mother. I couldn’t help it, I laughed.

My redheaded lover’s lips jutted out in a pout. “Don’t laugh. It’s not funny. It’s these stupid pregnancy hormones making me act like this.” Her mother released her. Alpha grabbed a drink coaster off the end table and threw it at me.

I caught it and set it back down on the other table. “Okay, okay. I’ll lay off. Just don’t throw anything else at me,” I teased, raising my hands in surrender.

“I’m pregnant. I get to throw whatever I want at you. That’s how it works,” Alpha said with mock seriousness.

“That’s not how it works,” I argued.

Ursiday still looked taken aback about how I hadn’t met her negative expectations of me. Still, she said, “No. That’s pretty much how it works.”

“Fair enough,” I said, putting my hands down and picking my tea back up. I took a sip. “Mmm. Tastes as good as it smells.”

Ursiday put her hand on Alpha’s stomach. “My grandbaby. How soon until she’s due?”

I grimaced, forgetting that her mother might not take the news that we were having a boy so well. Alpha wasn’t nearly as concerned as she replied, “He’s due in a couple of months.”

Ursiday blinked. “He? Why he? You mean, she, right?” She looked from Alpha to me and back.

Alpha smiled warmly as she rubbed her stomach. “No, Mom. I mean he. Logan said he wanted girls and boys. He grew up without parents and wants a big family. The rest of us in the inner circle want the same. Due to unforeseen circumstances, I won’t be the first to bear his children. So I decided I’d be the first to give him a son. I’ll have a daughter when I’m ready for the second baby.”

Ursiday glanced at me and slowly nodded. “I guess, considering the circumstances, having a son isn’t a bad thing—as long as Logan truly is the Inevitable Coven King and not just another pretender Coven King.”

“Mom, look at my core, and then look at Logan,” Alpha said.

Ursiday’s expression turned curious. Her eyes glowed with a yellow light as she looked at Alpha’s stomach. She covered a gasp. “Your core…it’s so big. You’re more powerful than I am.” Her eyes shifted down a little farther to the baby, and she gasped again. “My grandchild… I—I see him. I shouldn’t see him. We see the baby’s core, tiny and dim, not this. His whole body has a soft glow. What the…” Her gaze shot toward me, and she instantly covered her eyes and winced. “By the goddess! I can’t even look at you. It’s like looking into the sun. How is that even possible?”

“Because, Mom. I told you. Logan is the Inevitable Coven King. The same one from the prophecies,” Alpha said with conviction.

“Just because he’s got a lot of magic doesn’t mean he’s the same one. I’ve never seen a Coven King’s magical core before, so how do I know he’s the one and only?” Ursiday asked skeptically.

I shrugged. Sure, I could tell her about my conversation with Theonitis, the spirit totem of the Philosopher form, but I had no proof of what he claimed. Not to mention, he did say he was erased from history by his enemies. That meant, even if I said his name it wouldn’t mean anything to Ursiday.

Alpha spoke up for me. “He doesn’t need us to cast a spell to take on our affinity forms, and he gained a form from Squeaks, plus a Grimoire Witch. Both of which, as you know, most witches believed impossible. Oh, and did I mention he’s the last living descendant of Morgan Le Fay? Or, well, he was.” As she finished, she affectionately rubbed her belly again.

Ursiday nodded slowly. “Okay, I’ll give you that. It certainly proves he’s the most powerful Coven King I’ve ever heard of throughout all of history. Even the rumors about Merlin only briefly mention a Grimoire Witch’s form, but that was never confirmed. Regardless, I still don’t like the idea of everything I worked so hard for being taken from me. Prophecy or no.”

I shook my head and set my tea down before leaning forward. Resting my forearms on my thighs, I interlocked my fingers. “Look, let’s ignore the prophecy for a moment. Don’t attack us, and I will never try to force you to join my coven nor will I hurt you or any of your members.”

Ursiday’s hand slapped just above her stomach where her magical core was, her eyes like saucers. “Did you just form a magically binding contract between us?”

I nodded. “Yup. It wouldn’t have worked if you didn’t already want to accept it. Now you have peace of mind that you and your coven have absolutely nothing to fear from ours.”

Alpha smiled broadly, a hint of mischief twinkling in her eyes. “That’s great. We can invite you and your members to a party. We’re planning a massive celebration once we’ve dealt with the Holy Knights and the European Coven King. You can all come without any concern for your safety.”

Ursiday closed her eyes and took in a deep breath. “Did you say, Holy Knights and the European Coven King? Those aren’t just rumors? How many bombs are you trying to drop on me today?”

Alpha chuckled despite the seriousness of the topic. The happiness of seeing her mom clearly outweighed any other emotions. “Hopefully, not too many more. We’ll tell you all about it and then we can relax and catch up on everything we missed over the last few years.” She slipped her arm around her mom’s waist and hugged her. “I’ve missed you so much.”

Ursiday pulled her close and rocked left and right while patting Alpha’s back. Alpha’s tail wagged happily, thumping against the back of the couch. Ursiday kissed her on the top of her head. “I missed you too, little pup.”


Chapter 17


Chilla

’

s Hesitation

The time had come for my meeting with Fantasia and Chilla. I stood on the rooftop waiting for my portal to the Big Apple Coven when my phone buzzed. It was a text from Fantasia.

Fantasia: Hey, Prince Charming! Totes can’t wait to see you again! Chilla can’t wait either, she just doesn’t know it yet. (Winky face, Pink heart, Heart eyes.) #HopeYou’reReady. #DoubleTrouble. #IDon’tThinkYou’reReadyForThisJelly. #Bootylicious.

The text came with a selfie. Fantasia wore an elaborate white ball gown with her pink wavy hair worn down. She winked at the camera while blowing a kiss. I texted back.

Logan: You’re looking cute today. See you soon.

The reply came immediately—it was nothing but emojis.

Fantasia: (Arrow through heart, Flushed face, Backhand index pointing right, Backhand index pointing left, Fairy girl, Heart eyes, Pink Heart, Smirk.)

It was followed up by a second.

Fantasia: Portal in 2!

Cherry placed a hand on my shoulder and looked up at me. “You did good with your last date. We were all so proud of you. We know Fantasia’s a lock. Now all you gotta do is whip out that chubby cock one more time, and we’ll gain over a thousand new members today.” Her smile faltered and a look of concern overtook her. “You’re sure you can handle that many at once, my succulent tootsie pop?”

I nodded with confidence and straightened my sports jacket. “Yes. I’ll have to give it some time before we formally accept any new members after them. Maybe a month or two? It depends. Regardless, I’ll be fine today.”

“Good. As long as you’ll be okay, that’s what’s important,” Cherry said as she went on her tiptoes to kiss me.

I smiled warmly at her affection. “I love you, Cherry.”

Her hands trailed down my chest as she lowered herself. “I love you too, Logan. Just don’t forget to whip out that monstrous slitherin’ mushroom missile and everything will be fine.”

I frowned. “You don’t think I can win Chilla over without showing her my dick?”

Cherry giggled. “You’re adorable.”

“What do you mean?”

“Portal’s here. Time to go, baby.”

“Hang on, you never answered—”

“That portal won’t stay open forever,” Cherry said, cutting me off while she pushed me toward the portal.

I chuckled and stepped through. Instantly, I was back in the wonderland that was Fantasia’s rooftop. It was the same as the night of our date, which reminded me of that night and the, ahem, messy meal we shared. Well, that’s a first, I thought, Never had a landscape make me erect before. Brushing those thoughts aside, I fought back the memories before they created an embarrassing scene.

I walked down the path until I reached the clearing. The table in the middle was slightly larger than before with three chairs around it and a tea set on top. My phone buzzed, and I checked the text that I guessed was from Fantasia, judging by how I’d just seen her tapping away at her phone.

Fantasia: OMFG! You look, like, sooooo handsome today! You’re absolutely slaying it! (Heart eyes, Heart eyes, Fairy Girl, Heart Eyes, Heart eyes.)

I didn’t respond. Instead, I stepped up to the table and shook Fantasia’s hand before I shook Chilla’s. “Fantasia, Chilla, it’s an absolute pleasure to see you both again today.”

Chilla’s blue glare was like her magic—cold. She pushed a lock of her straight, chin-length blue hair out of her pale face and sat up straighter. I noticed that, even though she was staring daggers at me, she arched her back a little, sticking out her chest.

Her pink robe was more open in the front than the last time I’d seen her, and the fabric seemed to hug her body a little tighter than I remembered. Her body reminded me of Rose’s—except she had porcelain skin compared to Rose’s green skin.

The two women across from me couldn’t be more different from one another. Fantasia was friendlier and easy to talk to with a soft face that was both attractive and adorable. Chilla, on the other hand, was more standoffish and hid as many cards as she could. She had sharper, more striking facial features, giving her an almost supermodel appearance. The scowl she wore reminded me of Illumina. I had to remind myself that not every woman who scowls at me has a slave kink.

Chilla pulled her soft, dainty hand from mine and held her drink with both hands. “The two of you pulled me away while I was very busy. This had better be important.”

Fantasia rolled her eyes. “You weren’t busy. We scheduled this meeting. Besides, you were just telling me about how you were watching Spell Bound before you came over.”

I pointed. “Hey, isn’t that the one where a witch falls in love with her coven’s mating familiar and tries to hide her feelings so she doesn’t get caught?”

“Maybe,” Chilla grumbled.

“You know that show?” Fantasia asked me excitedly.

“I’ve watched an episode or two with one of my girls. She’s a big fan,” I said with a shrug.

“Ahem,” Chilla loudly cleared her throat. “Back to my question. What is this meeting about? I’ve already received and reviewed the latest intelligence. There’s been no new news for days. What could possibly be so important that we need to meet in person?”

I let my smile fade and took on a more solemn expression. However, Fantasia spoke before I did. “I’ve made up my mind, Chilla. The European Coven King’s threat is too great. Even if we stood together, we wouldn’t stand a chance unless we were truly united. Therefore, I’ve decided the Big Apple Coven will join the Rising Star and become its largest faction. Logan has agreed to make me a part of his inner circle.”

Chilla’s jaw dropped. “You joined him without telling me first? You and I were supposed to stand up to the Coven Kings together.” Her voice dripped with incredulity.

Fantasia shook her head. “That was before we knew Logan wasn’t the bad guy we thought he was.”

I placed my palm on the table. “No, Chilla, she hasn’t joined me yet. That’s why we’re having this meeting. We wanted to wait until we could inform you in person so I could offer you the same deal.”

Her brows knitted and nose scrunched so hard that I thought she’d struggle to see. “And if I refused? What? Did you plan to leave me out in the cold to fight against the European Coven King myself?”

I tried a joke to lighten the mood. “I thought the cold never bothered you anyway?”

“Why you?!” Chilla said, lifting a fist as if to punch me.

I held up my hands as a sign of surrender. “Okay, okay, sorry! It was a bad joke. I apologize. Seriously though, the answer to your question is no. Even if we didn’t have our magical contract in place, we wouldn’t leave you alone. In fact, if you decide you don’t want to take me up on the offer, then I’ll still do all I can to ensure your coven’s safety and freedom. Admittedly, it’ll be a lot harder, and even I don’t know if I can fight him off if he has a thousand more witches feeding him power than I do. With you, we stand a chance, without you, I don’t know. All I can say is that regardless, I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to.”

My words seemed to have the proper effect because she visibly relaxed. Fantasia rested her hand on Chilla’s giving it a reassuring squeeze. “We don’t always get along, but I consider you a friend. You know I would never leave a friend to fight alone.”

Chilla’s frosty expression broke for the first time as she gave Fantasia a genuine smile. “Thank you, that means a lot.”

Fantasia grinned warmly at the Ice Witch. “Plus, Logan has a massive cock, and it tastes amazing,” she added as if it was the sweetest thing a person could say.

“When did you… what did you… it what?” Chilla spluttered, her scowl returning.

I sighed, my shoulders slumping.

Chilla closed her eyes and collected herself with both palms flat on the metal table. The air around us suddenly felt colder. After a few deep breaths, everything warmed up again. “I just need a moment to consider everything.”

“Take all the time you need,” I said sincerely. Then my phone buzzed.

I opened the text from Fantasia.

Fantasia: You should like, totes whip out that monstrous slitherin’ mushroom missile. Eggplant. That’ll def win her over for reals. (Frozen woman, Water splash, Eggplant, Winky face with tongue out.)

Logan: Have you been talking to Cherry?

Fantasia: Huh? No way. I only have your number. Why? Does she want to talk to me? I’d love to talk to her. She’s such a pro-winker. I soooo need to learn how she does it. (Winky face, Kissy wink, Fairy Girl, Pink heart.)

I shook my head. Call me crazy, but it seemed like too much of a coincidence for Cherry and Fantasia to both say the same thing. I mean, there’s no way that’s a common name for a penis. While I didn’t think Fantasia was lying to me, I decided it would be a good idea to verify it by texting Cherry. I knew, no matter what, that Cherry would never lie to me.

I typed out a quick message to Cherry’s phone.

Logan: Hey, babe. Have you been talking to Fantasia?”

It took Cherry about fifteen seconds to reply.

Cherry: Nope. I’d love to though. I like her style, and she’s adorable. Her wink game could use some work, though. You should give her my number and tell her I’m happy to help.

Well, I guess that answers my question. Why are there so many odd coincidences like that in my life? It’s almost like convenient writing. I brushed that thought away before I had an existential crisis and refocused on the Ice Witch who seemed to be finalizing her thoughts.

Chilla’s scowl lessened, and she nodded to herself. “I think I’ve come to a decision. However, I need something from you first.”

“Sure, if there’s anything I can do that’ll help you make up your mind, I’m happy to do it,” I said with a genuine smile.

“I want to see it for myself,” she said with a straight face.

“What do you mean?” I frowned.

“What else would I be talking about? I want to see you whip out that monstrous slitherin’ mushroom missile. I need to know if all the pictures and videos are just exaggerating the truth,” she said, pointing downward at me.

I looked down to see where she was pointing. Sure enough, it was at my crotch. Huh, I guess that really is a common name for a penis. My phone, which was still open on the table, showed two new messages. The first was from Cherry.

Cherry: Did you whip it out yet?

The second was from Fantasia.

Fantasia: Told you so. (Winky Face.)


Chapter 18


An Eruption of Power

“Well, if it’ll help you make up your mind,” I said, relenting.

“It will. Seeing it for myself is the only way I’ll know if everything I’ve seen and heard about you is false propaganda you created in the hopes of tricking me,” Chilla said, her angry scowl never leaving her.

I let out a breath and stood. Fantasia started bouncing up and down excitedly clapping her hands. “Ooooooh! This is going to be so good! Eeeee!”

Chilla’s frown deepened. “Calm down. There’s no way it’s that special.”

I smirked. Maybe my confidence in my dick came from the hundreds of witches I had sexually satisfied, or maybe it came from the exaggerated way a few of them seemed to worship it—probably both. Either way, that didn’t change the fact that I knew Chilla was in for a good time.

I unzipped my pants and let my completely flaccid penis unceremoniously flop out of my fly. “You wanted to see it? Well, there it is,” I said with maybe a bit too much smugness.

Her frown lessened and she tilted her head curiously. “I mean, yeah, it’s big. Very impressive even, but I don’t see why some of your witches act like it’s their reason to live.”

My smug smile flipped upside down. “It gets bigger,” I said a bit too defensively.

She shrugged a shoulder. “Okay. Prove it. Make it bigger,” she said, unimpressed.

Chilla flinched as Fantasia pointed a glowing pink finger at the Ice Witch’s chair and spun it so she was facing my cock. Fantasia giggled as she stood and stepped behind the other coven leader, placing her hands on the other woman’s shoulders. “No, no. That’s no fun. You’ll make it bigger for him. Don’t use magic, just use your hand. You’ll have fun, trust me.”

“Fun? You think touching it is fun?” Chilla asked, incredulous.

“Mhmm!” Fantasia said merrily. “Remember those caramel candies? You said those would be gross when I told you to try them.”

Chilla’s brow knitted even more, and her nose scrunched up. “Ugh, fine, I’ll trust you and try it. But only for a minute.”

“Only if you’re sure you want to,” I said. “There’s no pressure.”

“When I decide to do something, I do it. That’s final,” Chilla said stubbornly. There was something thrilling about the slight reluctance she showed when slowly reaching for my cock. It sent a rush of excitement through me that went straight to my dick. Her fingers lightly brushed over the top of my dangling shaft several times, almost like she was cautiously petting a dog.

Fantasia giggled again. “Hehe! Not like that, silly girl. Like this.”

“I’m not a silly girl! I’m older than you,” Chilla protested while allowing the younger witch to guide her hand and grip my length.

Despite the still-present scowl, I caught the hint of curiosity and arousal in the depths of her blue eyes. She held my girth with a loose grip, the tip near her wrist. “Like this? Now what? It’s still not getting any bigger.”

I knew that complaint wouldn’t last long. The moment her smooth, dainty fingers wrapped around me my body started to react. Fantasia put her hand around Chilla’s and squeezed. Then she pulled downward, loosened her grip, and guided the Ice Witch’s hand back up toward the base before lightly squeezing and pulling again. Chilla lightly smacked Fantasia’s wrist with her free hand. “I’ve got it, now leave me be.”

While Chilla inexpertly tugged on my cock, slowly making it harder, Fantasia raised a finger to her lips, shushing me with a wink. Her ball gown instantly vanished and she stood behind the other woman in a pink lacy bra and matching panties. My eyes traveled up her lithe body and slender curves. She bit her bottom lip with a mischievous look in her eyes as she tapped away on her phone.

I didn’t want to be rude to Chilla, but I had a feeling I needed to see this text. I subtly unlocked my phone. The Ice Witch didn’t even notice. She was busy almost sneering at my penis while her eyes slowly burned with more desire. It was like she was warring with herself over a truth that she refused to accept.

I opened Fantasia’s message.

Fantasia: OMG! She wants it soooo fucking bad! It’s like, totally crazy how much she wants to taste you. I can tell because I was the same way. Who am I kidding, I can’t wait to feel you in my mouth again. (Astonished face, Eggplant, Drooling Face, Winky face with tongue out.) Wait and see what happens when she sees me sit on that fat fucking cock and slay. She’ll be totes jelly and will practically beg for it. Like, for reals.

Fantasia put her phone away and rubbed the other woman’s shoulders to help her relax. It didn’t help. Chilla’s posture remained stiff. Her scowl lessened a little more as I was almost fully erect. “Alright,” she said breathily but still with a bit of heat. “I admit, it’s… It’s enormous. And this is a little fun… But only a little.”

Fantasia leaned forward and whispered in Chilla’s ear. “You know what’s even more fun? When you put it in your mouth.”

Chilla’s angry expression returned, and she pumped my cock a little faster. “Excuse me? You want me to put that monstrosity in my mouth? How?”

Fantasia’s hands drifted lower, slipping just under the edges of Chilla’s robes, softly caressing the pale skin beneath. “Yes. I want you to because you want to,” she whispered in Chilla’s ear before gently nibbling her earlobe. “Do it.”

Chilla’s soft whimper completely contradicted the still furious expression on her face, but not the deep hunger in her stare. For a moment, I thought she was going to start drooling. She looked up at me. “I’m only doing this so that brat behind me will shut up,” she sneered. “Not because I really want to know if it tastes that good. Don’t get the wrong idea.” Her mouth opened wide, her eyes locked on mine, and she slowly leaned forward.

My heart pounded like a war drum in my chest as I watched her hesitantly bring her lips closer to the tip of my cock. “You should only do this if you really want—ooohh ffuuck.” My attempts to reassure her that she was under no pressure or obligations were cut off by my own deep groan.

Fantasia ran her fingers through Chilla’s blue hair as she cooed, “That’s it. Mmmm. That’s what you’ve been waiting for, isn’t it? Mmmm—hehe. There you go, keep going.” The pink-haired witch reached past her and quickly unbuttoned my pants, pulling them down to my thighs. “Yeah… Now you can go all the way until those juicy balls are massaging your chin. Fffuck, doesn’t she look so fucking sexy with your dick in her mouth like that, My Prince Charming?”

I elegantly replied, “Yup.”

Chilla may not have sucked a dick before, but she’d definitely studied it, or at least paid attention during the party when the girls showed off videos from Cherry TV. The moment her lips sealed around my shaft, her cheeks hollowed so hard that the suction pulled me deeper into her mouth. And as luck would have it, she had no gag reflex.

She inhaled me until my girth filled her tight throat and her nose pressed firmly against my pelvis. I still couldn’t put my finger on why her angry knitted brows looked so fucking sexy while she had me that deep, but it was driving me wild.

Chilla kept the unbelievably strong suction up as she forced her way back off my dick until the tip came out of her mouth with a sound like a Tupperware dish being popped open. “What the hell are you doing?!” Chilla asked the other woman incredulously.

Even though she sounded upset, she didn’t even try to fight Fantasia as the younger witch finished untying Chilla’s robe and slid it off her shoulders. The Ice Witch had exceptionally large breasts held back by a small, lacy blue bra, and matching panties hid her most private region. She also didn’t stop Fantasia from guiding her hand into her own panties, coaxing her to start rubbing her clit.

Chilla’s brows somehow furrowed a little more, but her mouth hung slightly open as she angrily rubbed her clit in slow circles. “I—Mmmm. Ffffucking asked you a—Ohhh—goddess-damned question, Fantasia!”

“What am I doing? Why, nothing at all,” the Fairy Witch said innocently. “By the way, how did it taste?”

“I only got a quick sample, how am I supposed to answer that without more?” Chilla complained.

Fantasia held out her phone and sent a text to the group chat the three of us shared, her sweet smile turning mischievous.

Fantasia: Chilla, high-key, you should worry more about what you’re doing, Fam. Cause you’re about to rub that needy little pussy while I yeet myself onto that fat cock. No cap. (Drooling face, Woman biking, Fairy girl, Eggplant, Prince, Winky kiss, Pink heart.) #GotMyTicketToPoundTown.

While Chilla raged against her clit and angrily checked her text, Fantasia pulled my shirt off over my head. I leaned down to help her take it off while kicking out of my pants and boxers the rest of the way. She went up on her tiptoes with her palms against my chest and kissed me. Her lips were sweet, like strawberries and cream, and she smelled like candy. “You have nothing to worry about, I’ll take good care of you. Now, lay down, and let me give you all of me, My Prince.”

I laid down on the stone—except, it suddenly wasn’t stone anymore. Fantasia’s eyes glowed with a bright pink light, and the hard, rough surface was replaced by the softest grass I’d ever felt. She stood above me, unclasping her bra. It slid off her shoulders and fell to the ground, freeing her flawlessly rounded breasts and small pink nipples. My eyes followed her movements as she pulled her panties down until they fell the rest of the way on their own.

Her pink pubes were shaved into a small toadstool mushroom. Mentally, I gave her ten out of ten for creativity. That thought was long gone by the time she straddled my lap, letting the underside of my big cock lay flat against her stomach. She looked at Chilla who still seemed angry at first glance. “Do you see, Chilla? Do you see how deep inside me My Prince’s cock is about to go? Don’t you want it to?”

Chilla snarled, though her eyes and moans betrayed her. “I—nyaaahh! No! It’s not… mmmm—fuck it looks sooo good.” She shook her head. “Never! Ahhhh!”

Fantasia mock pouted. “Hmmm-noooo?” She raised herself up, grabbed my shaft, and lined me up with her opening. “Mmm—Are you sure? You really don’t want to feel this big dick ramming your insides?” The Fairy Witch parted her folds with the head of my cock. “You don’t want to give yourself to Logan? You don’t want to feel what I’m about to feel? I bet you’ll change your—AAaaaahhh! Ffffuck yeeessss! Goddess! It’s barely in and—Ooooohh. It already feels soo deep!” Right in the middle of her sales pitch, she took me inside of her and sank down a couple of inches.

“N—Nooooohhhh, ffuucck meee…” Chilla whined, her expression looking somewhere between angry and in pain. “I—Ooohh goddess. Why does that look so good? Why do I want it so bad? No! Gaaahhh!”

Fantasia lowered herself farther on my length. Her pussy was so tight it took my breath away. She moaned louder and dropped even farther, barely giving herself any time to adjust. “Nyaaahhh! This. Mmm. Is just the beginning! Goddess, it feels amazing. Hnnnggg. Your cock is like a foot that the glass slipper of my pussy fits so perfectly! Gaaaah!”

I didn’t know how I felt about my dick being referred to as a foot. Then again, I was essentially balls deep in a fairy tale princess so I could let that slide. In fact, I let it slide as easily as her velvety smooth pussy slid up and down my thick inches the moment after she’d said it. Besides, it wasn’t the craziest thing one of my girls had said during sex. I could work with it.

Fantasia’s juices poured down my length and coated my balls as she leaned forward with her hands on my chest. She lifted her ass gradually, barely stopping herself from coming off my cock completely while she slowly stroked my length with her tight honeypot. Her mouth hung open and she moaned long and low while talking to Chilla again. “Mmmmmmm. Goooooodddesssss. You don’t know what you’re Mmmmm—missing. This—Nnnggg. This is the greatest thing I’ve ever—Aaaaaahhhh felt before. Can you imagine? Nnnn—ggoing your whole life, knowing that I achieved something that you—Mmmmm! Never could? Ffffffuuuucccckk. Soooooo fffuccccking goooood!”

Chilla slid her panties to the side and stuck a finger in her pussy while she continued attacking her firm nub like it talked some shit about her mother. “Daaammnit—Mmmm! I—I shouldn’t feel like this. I don’t want to—mmmnooo! Watch, but I can’t look away. I shouldn’t want to be next… but goddess, I can’t help how bad I want it. I need to sto—Oooo—Ooooop! But I can’t! Nyaaaahhh!” Chilla’s furious expression snapped as her body was rocked with orgasmic bliss. “It’s—Nyaaaa—Not enough! Ahhhh!”

Fantasia finally ignored her blue-haired counterpart as she picked up her pace, riding me as fast as she could. Her wings extended from her back, their translucent colors shimmering like rainbows. With her back arched, she ran her hands up her body, over her breasts, and into her hair where she grabbed two fistfuls and pulled. “Nya—Uhhh! I feel so—Mmmm! Alive! You’re fucking cock is—Hnnngg, driving me crazy! Gaaah! It’s too good! Too good! I—Ahhh! I want more… I need more! Nyaaaahh! Fuck me, My Prince! Make me yours! Aaaahhh!”

Tightening my grip on her hips, I decided to do just that. I slammed my hips into her, matching her pace as we found a new gear together. Her ass slapped against my thighs while her pussy made loud squelching sounds with every thrust of my thick inches. I was holding back, trying to prolong the finish as long as possible, but she wasn’t.

Fantasia fondled her breasts as her muscles started to shake uncontrollably and her already tight pussy somehow clamped down on me even more. “Gaaah! Yes! That’s it! Mmmm! Right there! Fuuuhhh—I—I can’t take it anymore! Ohhh Goddess! I’m gonna—Hnnggg! I’m gonna fffffucking explode! Yes! Ahhh! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! I’m cumming! I—I’m yours! I’m all yours, My Prince! Forever and ever and ever and ev—NYAHHHH!”

After her orgasm finally subsided, she collapsed on top of my chest, panting and giggling like a schoolgirl. “Woooowwww. I’ve never felt so good in my entire life.” She wiggled her hips with me still buried inside her, her girl cum leaking out around my balls. “Poor Chilla,” she mock-pouted. “She’s not gonna be my equal anymore. There’s no way she’ll be able to keep up now that I’ll be getting this huge dick in me every day.” She bounced her hips slowly. “Pumping so much hot, white, sticky power inside me all the time. It’s a shame—for her anyway.”

Chilla’s scowl returned in full force, and she dismissed her panties and bra. Her body was halfway between Mother Dearest and Rose—a damn fine place to be if I do say so myself. She stormed the few steps next to us and pointed at her. “Up, now. I’ll show you how it’s done!”

Fantasia giggled some more as she took her sweet time pulling off my cock. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, savoring the moment. “Mmmmmmmmm. There you go. It’s all yours,” she said as she sat on her knees next to us.

Chilla knelt down, straddling my waist. Just like Fantasia did, Chilla let my throbbing cock rest against her stomach. She gulped.

“Chilla, seriously, you don’t have to do this if you’re not ready,” I said.

Her lips puckered, her nose scrunched and her brows knitted together. “I’m only doing this because I refuse to fall behind that little pink-haired witch. Not because you…” She swallowed, her cheeks turning red as she crossed her arms over her chest and looked away. “Not because you’re handsome or anything or because this cock looks like The Goddess crafted it specifically to pleasure witches.”

“Uh-huh,” Fantasia said skeptically with playfully narrowed eyes.

“You—grrr—you shut up! I’ve heard enough out of you. Just watch!” Chilla growled before lifting herself, lining me up, and plunging downward. She hilted me in a single thrust. Her eyes crossed instantly and she let out a long squeal that sounded like it was somewhere between pleasure and pain. “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”

Fantasia showed pity on her by reaching forward and casting a healing spell on her impaled pussy. Chilla’s expression turned to instant relief, and she sighed. Fantasia smugly said, “You’re welcome.”

Chilla glared at her. “I didn’t need your help! And you!” She glared at me. “You just lay there, and don’t look at me! Cause I don’t—” Her words were cut off when I gently caressed her cheek. It burned red, and she looked away again. “Don—don’t touch me. You… you… you perv!”

I frowned. “That’s a little hard to do when I’m literally inside of you right now.”

“Just—sh—shut up!” She cupped her cheeks, growing more flustered.

I looked at Fantasia who had her phone out typing fast. Instead of texting me, she held it out for me to read.

Fantasia: She’s totally down for you to take control, no cap. (Fire, Smirk.) Like, you can tell she’s low-key craving it, she wants you to show her who’s boss. (Devil face, Water splash.)

I tilted my head at the Fairy Witch and mouthed, “Are you sure?”

She nodded frantically and typed some more while Chilla slowly ground her hips, still refusing to look at me or Fantasia.

Fantasia: Bro, just look at her. She’s acting all sus, like she wants you to take the lead and put her in check. Seriously, she’s got that ‘I need you to rizz me up and put me in my place’ vibe. Put her on her back ‘cause she’s tryna be your good girl, no cap, for real. (Flushed face, Backhand index pointing right, Backhand index pointing left.) Do it to her, My prince. (Fairy girl, Pink heart, Prince.) #PrinceDaddyTime!

I nodded and was about to sit up when she held out her phone one more time.

Fantasia: Just remember not to finish in her, My Prince Charming. We both want you to paint our faces. (Frozen woman, Fairy girl, Water splash, Eggplant, Prince.) Gotta share that W, no cap. Now slay that pussy! (Winky face with tongue out.) #GoodGirlsGetGoodShowers.

Fantasia hadn’t been wrong about Chilla yet, and since the Ice Witch was still just teasing my throbbing member with slow grinding while clearly bratting out, I decided to go for it. I sat up, grabbed her by the waist, and stood, using my strength to lift her without pulling my dick out.

She panicked and grabbed hold of my shoulders. “H—hey! What are you doing?!”

I swiped a hand across the table, not caring what was thrown to the ground, and laid her on her back with her ass at the edge. Grabbing her ankles, I lifted them to my shoulders and leaned forward before I began pumping my hips, letting my cock glide in and out of her tight channel.

Fantasia came over, bending over and leaning on her elbows, pressing her breasts together against the top of Chilla’s head. Her pink hair dangled inches from the other woman’s face. “What’s he doing?” she asked coyly. “He’s giving you exactly what you want by putting you in your place. When My Prince Charming is through with you, you’re going to be his good little girl, begging for him to cum all over that gorgeous face of yours.”

Chilla shook her head furiously as she moaned. “Mmmmm! N—no, I won’t. I—Ooooh fffffuck, by the goddess! Hnnnggg, This isn’t… oh, fuck. It’s not like it feels that good, okay?! Ahhh! Yes yes yes yeeeesss! Don’t get cocky, Logan. Gaaah! I’m only letting you—Mmmm—do this because I feel like it. Ahhhh!”

Fantasia giggled and poked Chilla on the nose. “It sounds like you’re really enjoying it. Are you sure it doesn’t feel that good?”

Chilla tried to sneer at the other woman, but her mouth was too busy making an O shape. “Oooohhh! Just sh—shut up! Nnnggghh! I—I’m only making noise to—Mmmmm mess with him. Stop being so annoying, or I’ll—ahhh—I’ll make you shut up!”

Fantasia leaned down, kissing Chilla’s forehead. “And just how would you go about making me shut up when My Prince Charming is busy pounding you into submission with his big, fat co-oooohhhhhh fffffuuuuck!”

Her words turned into moans as Chilla reached up with both hands. She stuck two fingers into the pink-haired witch’s pussy while rubbing her clit with the other. I watched their back and forth as I picked up my pace, realizing the table was firmly attached to the ground. Chilla’s large breasts bounced with every thrust.

“Ahhhh! Y—you’re not as good as you think, you know… Oooohhh, yeesss! Mmmm! I—I could stop anytime!” Despite Chilla’s words, I felt her toes curl against my head as if they were trying to grab my hair and stop me from going anywhere. “Y—you probably think you’re so good, Mmmm, d—don’t you? I’m just…hnnnnggg! Letting you think that. Ahhh! You probably couldn’t even—Mmmmm—fuck me harder than—Nyyyyyaaaaaahhhh!”

She screamed as I swapped my ring’s blessing to only the angelic blessing for the additional explosive speed and really started letting her have it. My cock jackhammered her bratty little pussy faster than a fat kid chasing an ice cream truck and harder than the same kid trying to resist taking just one chip from the bag.

Fantasia moaned with glowing pink eyes as she watched me rail the other woman. “Hmmm! I wish it was me being fucked that hard! Ahhh! H—holy shit, he’s going sooo—Oooohh fffucking fast!”

Chilla’s angry expression was gone, replaced by pure desire. “Gaaah! Damn it… Hhhnnnggg. Why does this feel sooo damn good?! Ahhh! Okay, okay… Mmmm—maybe you’re better than I let on. Ffffuccck yes!”

I slowed down for a second, just to prove a point. Chilla’s eyes went wide and the anger returned. “Ugh, I can’t believe I’m—Mmmm saying this, but… Fffuck, keep going! I swear, if you stop now I’ll be so mad! Ahhhh goddess yes! Just like that! Gaaaahhh! I… I want more, okay? There, I said it. I want more! More! More! More—Nyaaahhhh!”

With her giving in, I gave her what she wanted and then some. Her pussy felt so good, and I wanted to cum already, but I refused. Not until she broke completely. Her pussy was mine and the rest of her would be too.

“Oh my goddess! Gaaah! Watching you break her is soooo goddess-damned hot! I—I can’t hold on anylonger! I’m already too senstive. I’m gonna—I’m—I’m, I’m…Cccccuuummmming! Ahhhhhh!” Fantasia cried out with her second orgasm.

Chilla wasn’t far behind her. Her pink cheeks contrasted with her blue hair and her muscles contracted. She couldn’t hold back anymore. “You win! Ahhh! I can’t—Hnngggg! Take anymore! Ffffuck yes, Frost Daddy! It’s, oh goddess! It’s too much! I’m c-c-cumming! Oooohh, Goddess. I’m cumming for you, Frost Daddy! Nyaaaahhh! I’m yours! I’m all yours! Yes yes yes yes Ahhhhh!”

I was on the edge, and I barely remembered Fantasia’s request. As soon as Chilla’s body stopped shuddering from her orgasm, I pulled out and squeezed her thighs together around my dick. Using her juices and girl cum as my lube, I continued thrusting.

Fantasia cooed, “That’s it, My Prince Charming! I’m yours! My coven is yours! Cum for us! Cover us in your hot seed! Spray it all over our fucking faces!”

Chilla huffed, “So am I! Ahh! I’m yours, Frost Daddy! Hnnggg, I’m all yours! My coven is yours! Gaahh! We belong to you! Fffuck yes, Frost Daddy!” Chilla’s brows knitted but her eyes were still hungry. “It—It’s not like I’m begging or anything. Mmmm! I just really want your cum on my face, that’s all! I—yes yes yes! That’s it! That’s it! Fuck my thighs and cum for us!”

I accepted their allegiance to me and my coven and felt the magic take hold. An eruption of power shot through me at the same time that an eruption of cum burst from my tip. I felt the magical connection form between us while I continued using her thighs to pleasure myself. With each thrust, another spurt of cum sprayed.

“Yes, Prince Charming! Yes! That’s it! Cum! Cum! Baptize us in your holy seed! Ahhhhhhhh!” Fantasia said with a laugh, mimicking things she’d heard others in my coven say.

“Fffuck yes, Frost Daddy! It tastes sooo good! Give me more! I need more! Please! Please! That’s it! Don’t stop! More, more, more more more more more! Yeeeesssss!” Chilla begged.

Fantasia and Chilla stuck out their tongues, the pink-haired witch’s barely touching Chilla’s forehead. The initial shots went farther than I thought, landing on Fantasia’s back and ass. The next ones landed in her hair and all over her face, while ropes of my seed left stripes across Chilla’s face, tongue, breasts, and stomach.

While my balls were empty, my magical core was nearly bursting at the seams. My cock throbbed against her thighs with need. Chilla was ready to answer the call…in her own way. “Your… ugh, your twitching cock is so annoying. Just stick it back in already.” She blushed and looked away. “N—not because I want you to, or anything. It’s just…Look, just because our covens belong to you now—and your cock is so good—doesn’t mean I like you or anything, so don’t get the wrong idea, okay?”


Chapter 19


Welcoming Our Newest Members

My body still overflowed with raw magical power. I felt like I could crush a mountain with my fist, or lift a skyscraper with my pinky finger. I was pretty sure neither was actually possible yet, but that didn’t change how it felt. Chilla and Fantasia had given me control.

A small part of me knew I could use this vast power to conquer the witches and the world. It could all be mine if I wanted it…everything and everyone. Who would have thought that a poor orphan who spent too much time on the streets would end up here?

Honestly, it was tempting.

A beaming smile from Fantasia was all it took to disregard that part of me. That wasn’t who I was or who I wanted to be. I had my family, and they already gave me everything I could ever need or want.

“Are you sure you don’t want to, I don’t know, clean up a little more before we go?” I asked the pink-haired Fairy Witch as I not-so-subtly pointed a finger at my face and waggled it.

“I don’t see why I would,” she replied in a chipper tone, her hands clasped behind her back in a demure pose.

“Maybe because your damn face is still covered with his cum!” Chilla said, incredulous.

“Not sure what you’re talking about,” Fantasia said with a shrug and a smirk.

“What?! You can barely see out of one eye and a small bit is still dangling from your chin as if it’s going to fall onto your tits at any moment but just won’t,” Chilla argued, throwing her hands in the air in frustration.

Both women had already dressed and, apparently, were as clean as they were going to get. Fantasia ignored Chilla’s protests and opened a portal to my broom pad on the roof of the penthouse. I led the way with both women in tow.

Alpha and Novella had planned for this outcome and had been expecting me to bring at least one more person back with me. From where I stood, I spotted a few of our party tables pressed together to form one much larger table with comfortable outdoor chairs surrounding them. I was glad they did it because we didn’t have the room to fit any more people around the dining table. The sun was going down, so they’d turned on the strings of white light bulbs hung around the roof.

“Welcome back, love. Judging by how much more powerful I feel, it seems like things went well?” Alpha asked, giving me a hug and a kiss.

I heard Fantasia and Chilla come out of the portal behind me and watched as Novella’s eyes locked onto one of them. She smirked and adjusted her glasses, cradling her tablet in one arm as if it were her child. “Yes. It seems it definitely went well.” She kissed me on the cheek as Alpha let me go then promptly addressed the newcomers. “Welcome, ladies. It’s a pleasure to have you here. Please, come with me, and I’ll show you to your seats.”

“Shall we?” I asked my red-headed lover as I extended my elbow to her.

She smiled and hooked hers in mine as we walked to the table and had a seat next to each other. Novella pulled out a chair for Fantasia, putting her in the middle, and led Chilla to the opposite side. Cherry came out of the door a moment later. Her eyes lit up with excitement, and she turned back, grabbing the door before it closed. Summoning her megaphone from her storage, she used it to shout down the stairs. “Listen up, witches! They’re here. Bring the food!” She looked back at Fantasia. Cherry grinned and shouted back down the stairs through the megaphone again. “Fantasia looks like she’s got her meal covered, but bring her a plate anyway.” Someone shouted something from below that I didn’t quite catch. Cherry replied, “Don’t worry, you’ll get the joke when you get up here.”

The Vampiric Witch put her megaphone back in her transdimensional storage and hurried over to hug and kiss me. “Welcome back, Baby!” She stole the seat on my other side, muttering, “You snooze you lose, witches.”

Soon the rest of the girls arrived on the roof, including Mother and Diet, who were staying at the penthouse until the Holy Knights were gone. Each of them took their turn giving me a hug and a kiss before welcoming Fantasia and Chilla and taking their seats. Then Halo, Rose, and Illumina started passing out plates and glasses and setting several drink pitchers and boxes of pizza on the table from their storage. Alpha and I both filled our plates with pepperoni and pineapple pizza.

All my girls gave Fantasia odd looks until Cherry finally broke down and asked, “Hey Fantasia, what’s with the face? Don’t get me wrong, you look fantastic covered in Logan’s gooey coconut cream, but I’m curious.”

Fantasia smiled sweetly as she delicately grabbed another slice of pizza and put it on her plate. “Does there need to be a reason?”

Murmurs of agreement came from nearly everyone at the table.

Cherry bounced her head left and right as she chewed and thought. She swallowed and said, “You know what? No. Not at all. Respect, babe.”

Illumina pouted as she looked at the pink-haired witch. “It should be me,” she muttered.

Novella placed a friendly hand on Fantasia’s and asked, “So, what was the moment when you realized you might actually want to join us?”

The Fairy Witch’s eyes lit up and an envelope appeared in her hand. “It was when Demonique sent me this wonderfully sweet letter. Would you like me to read it to you?”

Novella smiled proudly at Demonique before she looked at the letter. “Yes, please. By all means, we’d love to hear what poetic words our witchy sister used to sway you in our favor.”

Demonique shrunk into her seat slightly and glanced at me and back. She had four very fake sewn spider legs coming from her back, and piercings on her lip, nose, and ears. She also had on a black collar that said, ‘Master’s Slutty Slave’ in silver lettering. “I uhh…” she blushed nervously. “I totally don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said meekly.

“Nonsense,” Mother said from the other end of the table as she set down her glass. “Let’s hear it.”

“Yeah! I wanna know what it freakin’ says, too,” Rose chimed in.

“Golly, I bet it’s something really inspiring and thoughtful,” Halo added.

“I bet it’s about the temptation of gaining more power,” Squeaks said.

“I bet it’s about how many people she’ll get to stab!” Diet said while clapping her hands excitedly.

Silence fell over the table for a moment.

“What? Did I say something wrong?” Diet asked.

Mother patted her on the arm. “Not everyone is as excited about stabbing as you are, dear.”

Fantasia cleared her throat. “Ahem. I guess I’ll just read it now. It says, ‘Dear Fantasia, you should join Logan. I did, and I don’t regret it. My life is so much better now.’”

The rest of the girls around the table let out a collective “Awww,” while I smiled at the horned witch who blushed furiously.

Fantasia continued. “‘It’s all thanks to Logan and his morbidly obese cock. Seriously, his cock is so fat, we should probably be asking its doctor about gastric bypass surgery. It’s so fat that everyone cried when they showed its backstory on The Biggest Loser on NBC. Look, I’m normally against fat-shaming, but at this stage, I feel like that cock must have tried everything else. Anyway, yeah, join us. Sincerely, Demonique.’ See, isn’t that the sweetest letter?”

The ladies laughed, Demonique’s face turned into a strawberry, and I shook my head. The comments didn’t hurt my feelings. I’d grown used to Demonique’s unique way of discussing my penis.

As the laughter died down, Mallison leaned forward in her chair and addressed Chilla. “How about you? When did you know?” She spoke quietly as she always did.

“I’m sorry, what did you say?” Chilla asked, her nose scrunched up curiously.

Mallison’s brows knitted slightly, and she cleared her throat. When she spoke again, she was barely louder than the first time. “Ahem. I asked, when did you know?”

“When? What? I don’t know what you’re saying. You need to speak louder,” Chilla said before taking a sip from her glass.

Mallison frowned.

Rose huffed with frustration and stomped her bare foot. “Jesus Christ, Chilla. You need to get your freakin’ ears checked. She asked when you knew you might join Logan.”

Chilla crossed her arms over her chest. “I didn’t want to join Logan. I still don’t. It’s not like I really had a choice, and it’s not like I enjoyed it when he plowed me with that bippity-boppity big ass penis of his or anything.”

“Is that so?” Squeaks quirked a questioning brow. “Just how many times did he plow you, exactly?”

Chilla crossed her arms, a blush forming on her cheeks as she looked down at her plate. “At least three times,” she said sheepishly.

Squeaks smirked. “Why’d you fuck him so much if you didn’t enjoy it?”

Chilla scowled at the cute little Mousey Witch. “I—I—umm…I only did it enough to make sure the magic worked properly. That’s all! Don’t get the wrong idea. It’s not like I like him or anything.”

“Uh-huh,” Alpha said dryly. “And I’m not pregnant either. You’re not fooling anyone, Ice Queen. You like him, admit it.” She took another bite of pizza.

Chilla squirmed in her seat. “Shu—just…shut up! Stop trying to put words in my mouth.”

“Why’s that, Babe? Is it because you’d rather Logan put something else in there instead?” Cherry asked with a giggle.

The girls laughed.

When the laughter died down, Chilla coughed. “On a—umm…totally unrelated note. How soon until I— I mean, my members get access to Cherry TV? Once I broke the news that we were joining, they got really curious and won’t stop bugging me about it,” she said unconvincingly.

Novella smirked. “You’ll all have access by the end of the night.”

Chilla quickly sat up straighter and leaned closer to the table. “Before bed?” she asked hopefully.

“Yeah,” Arachna answered.

“And we get our own rooms, right?” Chilla asked again, blue eyes locked on the Spider Witch.

Arachna flinched and stuttered. Her legs chittered nervously under the other woman’s intense gaze. “Y—yeah. Totally. It’s on the bottom floor.”

A smile teased at the corner of Chilla’s lips, but she forced it away and nodded. “That’s good to know. Just so I’m prepared to sleep, not because of any other reasons.”

“Yeah, of course,” Arachna anxiously agreed.

Illumina was staring at Chilla like she was looking at a long-lost sister or a true kindred spirit. “Chilla, once the meeting is over, I’ll gladly show you to your room and help you get your members’ Cherry TV set up, as well as the toys that come with the app. That is, as long as My King doesn’t have any special requirements of me this evening.” Her hopeful tone as she looked at me didn’t match her next words. “It would be absolutely dreadful if he were to force me to suck his dick in front of everyone or fuck me like a worthless dog against my will like he has so many times before.”

Sighing, I shook my head. “You know I’ve never forced you to do anything. At least nothing you haven’t asked me to make you do, that is.”

She frowned, suddenly finding her plate of pizza interesting. “It’s not my fault that you subjugated me and made me into your sex slave,” she muttered.

Halo gave her a blank stare. “Dagnabit, what kind of tomfoolery is this? Literally, all of that is your fault.”

Alpha nodded her agreement. “Very true. It was definitely your fault.”

Illumina held her glass to her mouth. “Agree to disagree,” she said before taking a long drink.

I clapped my hands twice to get everyone’s attention. The chatter died down as everyone gave me their attention. “Alright, time for the other important topics of discussion. Demonique, have there been any updates on the European Coven King?”

Demonique looked to the left and right as all eyes fell on her. Reaching behind her, she grabbed two of the fake spider legs and started shaking them as she nervously replied, “Umm. No, Master. There’s still nothing.”

Arachna frowned and crossed her arms over her petite chest. “That’s so offensive,” she muttered.

I nodded and interlocked my fingers as I leaned forward on the table. “That’s what I figured. Rose, how about the Holy Knights? Have our scouts spotted any new activity yet?”

Rose shook her head, her flowers wilting slightly. “No. We know they’re somewhere in the city, but we haven’t seen a freakin’ thing.” She picked up her large water bottle and took a long sip, making her flowers grow more vibrant and lively.

“Again, that was expected. I might try texting Elaine to find out what they’ve been up to. If they’re watching her then she must have some ideas that can help,” I said. “Well, Alpha, how about security concerns? Did we find out how they got past our wards at the Salem Faction base?”

Alpha nodded. “We did. Somehow they managed to unweave the magic. Witches do it to other witches’ wards. It’s like pulling the thread out of fabric until it’s been unraveled completely. They have to have some tool or artifact that lets them interact with it, and they had to be skilled not to mess up, or someone would have realized it.”

“What measures are we taking to prevent this going forward? More complex wards?”

She nodded again. “Yes and no. We are using slightly more complex wards, but the most effective way is to actively inspect each ward for any sign of tampering daily. It’s a lot of extra boring work, but it’ll stop them from sneaking up on us again.”

I smiled and rubbed her shoulder. “Great job.”

Her ears perked up and her tail wagged as she smiled.

“Novella, anything new on our research to negate the anti-magic EMPs?”

Novella’s tablet appeared, and she tapped on it a few times. “I’m afraid not, Mr. Morrison. Our current strategy to keep groups spread out and ready to react and back one another up is our best defense against them right now.”

My lips pursed, but I nodded. “Disappointing, but it is what it is. Does anyone else have anything that needs to be discussed tonight?”

I scanned each person around the table one by one, each of them shaking their heads. Nodding, I took on a solemn expression. “I’ll move on to my last topic. It’s not really a discussion, but something I want to share with all of you.”

“Goodness, Baby,” Halo said worriedly. “What is it?”

I took Alpha and Cherry’s hands in mine. “This is a difficult subject for me, but you all deserve to know since it’s been weighing on me a lot lately. Our family and coven are growing larger by the day. Today we gained over one thousand new members. As you know, I view it as my responsibility to see to it that all our members are given the proper care and attention they deserve.”

I received many warm and loving smiles for my words, but I wasn’t done yet. My eyes landed on Alpha’s pregnant stomach, then Halo’s, and even Arachna’s despite her not showing yet. “Not only will it be a struggle for me to continue giving everyone the attention and love they require, but one day I’ll have too many children and they’ll face the same possibility of being neglected.”

Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then determination filled me, and I set my jaw. “I grew up facing that type of neglect as an orphan. None of you, nor any witches in my coven will suffer like that. Not if I have anything to say about it.”

Mother smiled at me, but it was the smile of a mother who was willing to let her child make a mistake so they learned their lesson, knowing that trying to stop them was pointless. “Logan, Darling, I think that’s admirable, but like you said, you’re only one man. You can’t be in hundreds or even thousands of places at once.”

I smirked, showing far more confidence in the idea I’d come up with than I actually had. “I’ve got a plan, but it’s going to take time, research, and a lot of help to make it work. All I want to know for now, is can I count on all of your support when the time comes?”

A chorus of agreement came from everyone at the table—even Chilla and Fantasia agreed. Cherry leaned against me and kissed me on the cheek. “You know I got your back forever and always, Baby. We all do.”

I smiled and kissed her on the forehead. “Thanks. It means a lot.” I turned back to everyone else. “Thank you. Now, I’d like to take a moment to officially welcome Chilla and the Devil’s Coast coven, and Fantasia along with the rest of the Big Apple coven, to the Rising Star! They’ll remain as faction leaders of their former covens and are members of our inner circle.” I raised my glass. “A toast, to Chilla and Fantasia. Welcome to our family.”

“Welcome!” the rest of the girls said as one—those near the two newcomers giving them warm, welcoming hugs.

The chatter died down, and Rose burst into laughter. She held her stomach and slapped her knee as she guffawed. Tears ran down her cheeks.

Arachna asked the question that I was sure was on everyone’s mind. “What’s so funny?”

Rose struggled to respond through her laughter. “I—Hahaha! I just got it!”

“Got what?” Novella asked, adjusting her glasses.

“The freakin’ joke!” Rose replied, still losing it.

“What joke?” Diet asked, her hand gently caressing the steel blade lying on the table by her plate.

Rose pointed at Fantasia. “Food… Hahaha! Covered. Hahahaha! Logan’s cum! That’s a good one, Cherry!”

Everyone suddenly erupted into laughter while I facepalmed.


Chapter 20


Elaine - Membership Revoked

Elaine paced back and forth in her living room. It was day nine of her ten-day deadline to let Bilford ‘inspect’ Excalibur. She knew the truth. He wanted her to hand it over peacefully so the elite squad didn’t have to take orders from her anymore—not that they listened anyway.

Elaine’s eye twitched. Ever since they showed up, she couldn’t risk them overhearing her intimate moments where she’d touch herself and think about Logan. She’d woken up just last night in a cold sweat and clamped her hands over her mouth before shouting his name as she came from the lewd dream she had.

As if losing her intimate alone time wasn’t creating enough stress, she’d been toiling over the decision of whether or not she should sneak out again and take the sword with her this time. She could take it to Logan where she knew it would be safe and couldn’t be used against him. It wouldn’t be easy, but she could do it.

However, if she gave the legendary blade away then she’d be kicked out of the order for sure. The Holy Order had been her life since she was a child, providing her with purpose, training, and faith that was unshakeable. Then again, Elaine didn’t know how much of the Holy Order she’d grown up in was left or how much was controlled by Jedediah and his murderous crusaders. Was it even worth trying to remain part of the church if these elites were the type of hunters they trusted more than her?

Elaine stopped and shook her head. The decision had seemed impossible, but that wasn’t true. In reality, it was easy. She had been making it more complicated than it needed to be. She’d sworn her own oath to God long ago that she would only kill those who deserved to die for the evil they had done. That was more important to her than any order the Divine Council gave her. No matter the consequences, she needed to do the right thing. And deep down, she felt like giving Logan Excalibur was the right thing to do.

Her mind was made up, and it felt like the weight she’d been carrying was gone. Her shoulders fell as her tense muscles relaxed. A sudden sense of calm washed over her, and she knew she’d made the right decision.

In a few hours, when the shift changes took place, she’d sneak out with the sword. What would it matter if they caught her trying to leave? At least then she’d have a chance to run. If they cornered her here she’d have no place to go. Once she got to Logan, it wouldn’t matter what they tried because he could stop them. She smiled.

BANG!

Her front door burst in, slamming into the wall and nearly coming off the hinges. Elaine’s years of training kicked in, and she instantly dropped into a ready stance as she prepared for whatever threat had come for her. Her feet were set wide with knees and elbows bent, hands raised to block. The threat turned out to be all too familiar.

Bilford strutted into her apartment wearing his enchanted armor. His eyes were full of arrogance, and a smirk played at the corner of his lips. He calmly walked up to her and crossed his arms over his chest with a frown. Behind him, the other eleven members of the elite squad rushed in and spread out, some entering every room of the apartment. Furniture was flipped, tables overturned, and dressers and appliances crashed to the ground as they began their search.

“What are you doing, Bilford?” Elaine sneered, fists clenching. If it came to a fight, without her armor, she would barely be able to keep up with him. Like hers, the elites’ armor had speed, strength, and agility enchantments. In an even fight, she knew she could take two or three of these guys before she went down, but not without her gear.

“We’re here for Excalibur. Your time is up,” he replied with a snarl.

“That’s a lie. You said ten days to let you inspect it, not nine.”

“Things have changed. We’re tired of waiting. Jedediah made the call himself. Got a problem with it, take it up with him. Though, I’m pretty sure he’s not gonna give two shits about what you’ve got to say.”

One of them, a guy named Tony, came out of her bedroom carrying a duffel bag. “I’ve got her gear.”

Bilford nodded. “Good, run it to the car.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Tony said as he ran out the broken door.

Elaine’s fists clenched as righteous anger boiled within her. “You can’t take my gear!”

Bilford scoffed. “We sure as fuck can, and we are. You see, your constant failure has proven to our glorious leader that you no longer have what it takes to be in the order. You’re no longer in God’s holy light.” He grinned wickedly. “You’re fired. Your access to the Divine Chambers is revoked. The council never wants to see or hear from you ever again. Consider yourself banished.”

Elaine gritted her teeth, her body shaking with holy rage. How was this murderous, vile, evil, hypocrite going to stand there and try to say she wasn’t in God’s holy light anymore? How was he going to act like he was in the right? She wouldn’t stand for it—couldn’t stand for it.

Bilford laughed. “What are you gonna do about it? Hit me? Go ahead. Let’s see how that works—Ohh shit! God damnit!”

Mid-sentence, Elaine struck out and slammed a fist into his nose, drawing first blood. She didn’t stop there and threw an elbow at it before head-butting his already twice-broken nose. Her third hit put him on the ground, but that was all she had time for because another man rushed into the living room.

She caught him between the legs with her boot before a third coming up behind her ate her elbow. Elaine hoped she knocked one of the bastard’s teeth out with that blow. Unfortunately, they bought Bilford the time he needed to get back to his feet.

Bilford’s fist came at her faster than a human should be able to punch, yet still she managed to dodge it, if just barely. She felt pain flare in her wrist as she tried for a counterstrike. Bilford managed to get his vambrace up in time to block the hit, leaving her fist with nothing to connect with but enchanted steel.

She grunted in pain but didn’t scream. It was a small victory, one that was short-lived as the other two managed to grab her arms. They pulled her backward, causing her attempted kick at Bilford to fall short. As her feet hit the ground, Bilford’s fist struck her in the gut, knocking the wind out of her.

Elaine gasped for air and would have fallen to her knees if they’d let her. Instead, they held tight to her upper arms, the strength enchantments proving too much for her to overcome as Bilford laid into her with his fists. He used each punch to emphasize his words. “You. Think. You. Can. Hit. Me. And get away with it?!” He finalized his statement by backhanding her across the face with his gauntlet.

Blood leaked from her busted lip and broken nose. She could only see through one eye since the other was swollen shut. Despite the pain and her wheezing breaths, she stared defiantly into his eyes, refusing to show weakness. Words popped into her head as if they were planted there by someone else. She didn’t know how or why, but she knew they felt right. “I have been chosen. You and your men will face his wrath. You will pay for your sins.”

“Is that so?” Bilford asked with a growl. “Because we’re righteous Holy Knights! If we do it, then it’s not sin! I bet you think this is a sin too, don’t ya?” He drew back his fist. This time he put everything he had into the punch. The last thing Elaine saw was the steel gauntlet right before it slammed into her face.
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Pain. She felt pain throughout her entire body. Something was caught in her throat, and she coughed. Blood splattered on the ground in front of her face where she lay. She didn’t remember everything hurting this much before everything went dark.

Elaine lay there for several minutes until the dizziness wore off enough for her to move without feeling like she was going to throw up. She tried to stand, but her one leg didn’t want to work anymore, and a sharp pain spiked in at least three of her ribs. They must have repeatedly kicked her when she was down.

Eventually, she was able to get onto her one good leg with the help of what remained of her furniture. She found her cell phone shattered in pieces on the floor. Her only hope was that they didn’t—the floorboard she’d pried up was gone, and Excalibur was missing. Her heart sank. She’d failed. Logan and all the innocent witches in Fresco City were in great danger because she hadn’t acted fast enough. “Darn it!” she shouted, her anger directed more at herself than anyone else.

She made it to the restroom, but the mirror was shattered. The parts of it left showed her how badly beaten she was. Her clothing was torn, however, she was grateful there was enough of it left that her modesty was covered. With a bit more effort she found the crutches she’d used right after she received the gunshot wound. While she hadn’t used them long, they’d been a nice break from the pain here and there. Fortunately, at least one was still intact.

Elaine didn’t know what to do or where to go. The vast amount of bruising and blood on her body made her fear what internal injuries she might have. Her face was unrecognizable, and she knew she was lucky to be alive.

If she could avoid a hospital, she would. The last thing she needed right now was police getting involved, and if she showed up to the hospital in her condition, police would definitely get involved somehow. She sighed as she hobbled out of the front door to the elevator and rode it down.

Her purse had been emptied, but at least they’d left her car keys. If only she’d gotten to Logan sooner, none of this would have happened to her. Wait, that’s it! she thought. Logan healed my leg, he could probably heal the rest of my injuries too. I just need to get to Logan. She drove slowly, ignoring the blaring horns of angry drivers who passed her. Driving with one barely good eye wasn’t easy.

She stopped in the parking garage of Logan’s building and groaned, getting out of her car. With great effort, she made it to the door to enter the lobby and froze. Why hadn’t she thought about it sooner? There was no way they were letting her through the lobby without calling the police—not when she looked like a bloody, bloated corpse hobbling through their building.

The world began spinning as she suddenly felt what little strength she had left giving out. She was so close, it couldn’t end like this. Something caught her as she fell. No, lots of somethings. They slithered around her like snakes. “Jesus Christ! Don’t worry, I’ve got you!” said a voice that sounded familiar. It was hard to tell.

Elaine’s head felt fuzzy. She could barely make out the ivory-skinned woman kneeling over her. She had long brown hair, brown eyes, and some kind of large flower hat on her head. The woman shouted again. “Who freakin’ did this to you?”

Elaine’s mouth opened a few times, but her strength felt like it was fading fast. “Logan…”

“What?! Logan didn’t do this. I should know because I was with him all day trying to get him to lick my bootyhole!”

“What?” Elaine struggled to say. “I—I need Logan.”

“Hmmm…” the woman said. “I’d better take you to Halo first. C’mon. Don’t freakin’ fall asleep on me, it’s bad enough that you’re getting my vines all covered in your blood. It’s gonna take an extra strong spell to get that out.”

Despite the words coming from the familiar voice, Elaine’s world went dark again. Suddenly, warmth spread through her entire body. It was like she’d been born anew in God’s love as the divine power washed away her pain. Her eyes fluttered open as a beautiful woman with a beaming smile stared down at her. A bright light shone from behind her, casting a holy glow around her silhouette.

No, Elaine thought, not a woman… “An angel,” she said aloud as she stared in awe. The angel had white wings extending from her back, long blonde pigtails hanging down on either side of her head, and… a black cat ear headband? That seemed odd for an angel.

The angel giggled. “Heavens to Betsy, you were all sorts of cattywampus. Someone must have given you a pretty big walloping.”

“Am I… dead?” Elaine asked the beautiful angel. “Is this heaven?”

“Goodness, no, silly bean. My name’s Halo. You must be Elaine. I’d help you stand, but I have enough trouble getting myself up these days,” Halo said in the most cheerful tone Elaine thought she’d ever heard.

“I’ll help!” said another cheerful voice. Elaine blinked as another woman offered her a hand. She had pink hair, pink eyes, four translucent wings, and wore a beautiful gown. Elaine dumbly accepted the hand. She didn’t recognize this woman either. But she appeared to be a fairy princess like the ones in children’s stories.

“Thank you. I—” Elaine cut off her own words as she noticed something else odd about the fairy. Her face was covered in some kind of white, gooey substance. Whatever it was, it smelled wonderful, but it only made her current circumstances all the more strange. Maybe this is a dream? Yeah, I’m lying on the floor of the parking garage and dreaming before I die. That’s got to be it.

She shoved the thought aside as a man stepped into view. A man she recognized. A man she longed for. “L—Logan?”


Chapter 21


Elaine

’

s Confession

I summoned three t-shirts from my transdimensional storage, hung them in the closet, and stored three others in their place. I was swapping clothes from my transdimensional storage and dresser to refresh my wardrobe options. That might seem like a silly thing to do since I had unlimited storage capacity, but the problem was remembering everything I put in there.

Yes, I could simply stop for a minute or two and focus on the space, doing an inventory of sorts, and occasionally, I did just that to make sure I didn’t forget what I had on hand. However, it was far easier and faster not to have to think about it and know exactly what I wanted to summon.

There were a few things I went ahead and stocked up on, like several of the same styles of generic gym shorts, boxers, socks, and white undershirts. Those were my ‘backups’ in case, well, the others I had with me were destroyed. It happened before, and I never wanted a repeat of the first night I shifted and had to walk home wearing nothing but an illusion. Look, it didn’t matter if it was only my girls who could see through it and gawk at my exposed skin, it didn’t change how awkward it felt to casually stroll through the city wearing nothing but my birthday suit.

As the memory of that night came to me, I thought about the early days of our coven. Okay, so it wasn’t that long ago in the grand scheme of things, but it felt like a lifetime had come and gone already since then. It was just the four of us, sitting around a kitchen table, sharing pancakes and stories as we got to know one another. Cherry making me laugh with her awful puns. Alpha’s soft interior slowly shining through her hard exterior as she patiently helped teach me about the witching world. Halo’s bright smile, positive attitude, and soft healing touch. Despite our rocky start, they’d come to be the three most important women in my life.

Sometimes I wonder what things would have been like if we’d gone with Cherry’s idea and simply run away to some beach bungalow. We could have spent the rest of our lives in luxury with the sun, bikinis, and all the naughty fun we could ever want.

A small smile played at the corners of my lips as I thought about my other girls. If we’d done that, then I wouldn’t have Arachna, Rose, or Novella in my life. Demonique and Illumina wouldn’t have been a part of it either. Squeaks would still be at Hot Topic, and I’d never know what it was like to accidentally fuck someone like Mallison.

Not that I wouldn’t intentionally fuck Mallison. It’s just that we never really get the chance. Fate has seemed to always decide when we both need one another, and it finds ways to bring us together—literally. A part of me considered meeting her in her room one night and seeing what a normal roll in the sheets would be like, but another part of me feared that might break whatever magic created our random encounters. I’d come to enjoy those surprises.

And obviously, I couldn’t forget about Mother Dearest or Diet Cola. Mother and I had spent a lot of time together as she helped guide me with her experience and vast knowledge of the witching world. Her role as a Fertility Witch had allowed her to meet and talk with a greater variety of witches than most ever had the chance to. My feelings for her grew deeper each time we met. I still hoped she’d change her mind and join the inner circle one day, but I wouldn’t force her.

When I learned I could get witches pregnant on my own now, I’d worried that she wouldn’t feel needed anymore. I’d told her my fear at some point during our practice session to control my urges, and she’d laughed. She reassured me that I’d never be able to help control what gender the baby was like she could, and she still needed to handle all the maternity care and birthing. If anything, she was happy that I made her job a little easier.

If Mother was one side of a coin, Diet Cola was the other. She was young, still learning the witching world, and borderline psychotic. Okay, I admit that if I’d known she was stalking me before I became a Greater Familiar and knew what she was capable of back then, I’d have probably moved far away while erasing every paper and online trail of my existence in the process.

However, that wasn’t me anymore. Now, I was the Coven King. I had strength, power, authority, and, most importantly, I was durable with a high pain tolerance. Her stabs and slices that probably would have ended my life, or at least made me lose my erection when she cut me during sex, were nothing more than slight stings now. In short, her crazy-to-hot ratio wasn’t so skewed that I couldn’t handle her nowadays.

And, if I’m being honest, there was something extremely appealing and arousing about her unmatched obsession with me. I would never admit that out loud because it could start a trend through the coven that would make everyone’s lives worse. Also, I feared the Wisconsin chicken population if that many witches started to enjoy stabbing things as much as Diet did.

“I still wonder what that chicken did to deserve that,” I muttered to myself.

“He knows what he did,” replied a ghostly whisper in my ear.

My head jerked in all directions as I looked for the Ghost Witch. She didn’t appear to be in the room. “Diet, you know you don’t have to stalk me right? You can talk to me.”

Her whisper returned with a pouty tone. “I can’t. Mother said I should get a hobby to fill my free time. I told her I already had a hobby so she said to spend more time doing that.”

Pursing my lips, I closed my eyes, trying to hide my amusement. “Let me guess…your hobby is stalking me?”

She giggled. “Mmm—yup. Got it in one, Big Boy.”

Nodding, I said, “Fair enough. Just try to give me some private time, okay?”

“No promises…” Diet whispered, still giggling as her voice slowly faded away.

“I should have seen that coming,” I said with a chuckle.

A shout came from Rose somewhere downstairs. It was long and gradually getting louder. “Loooogggyyyy-poooohh!”

I rushed to open my bedroom door just in time for Rose to crash into me. I barely managed to catch her in my arms as we fell to the ground and tumbled backward. Lying on my back with Rose on my chest, I quickly started feeling for injuries to make sure she was okay. “Rose? Are you alright? What the hell was that about?”

Rose gave me a quick kiss and shot to her feet. “Jesus Christ, hurry! It’s freakin’ important! So freakin’ important that I used the mezzanine to fly up here.”

She grabbed my hand and pulled, but I stayed on the floor narrowing my eyes in suspicion. “The last time something was ‘so freakin’ important’ I came running to your room. When I got there, you had your butt cheeks pulled apart and begged me to lick your asshole.”

Rose frowned and tugged more, using both hands and leaning back. She grunted with the effort. “Jesus Christ! Okay, so maybe this isn’t as important as that, but it’s still really freakin’ important. It’s some girl. She’s so beaten up I couldn’t even recognize her, but she asked for you by name. I took her to the bottom floor where Halo was watching a movie with Fantasia! C’mon! Hurry!”

My eyes went wide. “What?! How is this less important?” I asked rhetorically as I got up and rushed out the door. Seeing there was no one below, I leaped over the railing to the main floor. I noticed Cherry walking in the front door casting a spell to clean up more of the blood where Rose had dragged the woman inside. “Don’t worry about the mess, Baby. We’re already cleaning up the mess. They’re downstairs.”

Nodding, I followed the trail of blood she was cleaning down the stairs to the lowest level of the penthouse.

Elaine was on the floor in a pool of red, her white clothes mostly crimson. Halo laid a healing hand on her. “My word! She’s bleeding inside and out from so many places. Her injuries have been like this for at least an hour or two. She shouldn’t be alive.”

I stayed back to let Halo work. I didn’t know Elaine well, but I believed she was a good person trying to do the right thing. Surely, she didn’t deserve whatever happened to her. “Is she going to make it?” I asked, unable to hide the concern in my words.

Halo beamed at me. “Good Heavens, yes! She’ll pull through. If Rose hadn’t forgotten Princess’s food in the Coven Mobile—”

“Harem Mobile,” I corrected automatically out of habit.

Halo rolled her eyes but grinned. “Is that really important right now?”

I shook my head. “No, sorry. Continue.”

“I’ll be a monkey’s uncle, if Rose hadn’t found her when she did and got her to me, there’s no way she’d have survived. I don’t think even a hospital could have saved her if she got there an hour ago. It’s taking a lot of magic to heal, more than it did to replace your hand. I’m focusing on the worst injuries first,” Halo explained as her examination finished, and she pressed a second glowing hand to Elaine’s stomach.

Her torn clothes raised another question. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know the answer to it. “Halo…” I swallowed. “Whoever did this to her, they didn’t…” I glanced at the shredded pants that barely covered her modesty. “You know. Did they?”

Halo’s warm smile and shake of the head was reassuring. “No, Baby,” she said softly, “they didn’t.”

Relief flooded me, and I nodded. In a minute or two, Elaine could tell us what happened, and we’d go from there. Walking over, I leaned against the air hockey pool table combo thingy and folded my arms over my chest. I really hated that stupid table. You couldn’t play either game right. The next place we get is going to be bigger. I’m getting proper tables, I thought with determination.

As more of Elaine’s outer wounds closed, Fantasia began cleaning the pool of blood from the floor around the Holy Knight’s body and knelt down next to her. Once the wounds were completely closed, she cast another spell on the floor, and one more on Elaine and her clothes. Just like that, the woman was good as new, as if she hadn’t been on death’s door minutes earlier. However, her clothes were still destroyed. There wasn’t even enough fabric left for a quick repair spell to fix.

The Holy Knight’s eyes fluttered open and locked on Halo. The ceiling light above shone directly down on the Angelic Witch’s back.

“An angel,” Elaine muttered.

Halo giggled. “Heavens to Betsy, you were all sorts of cattywampus. Someone must have given you a pretty big walloping.”

“Am I…dead? Is this heaven?” Elaine asked in awe, her body remaining still.

“Goodness, no, silly bean. My name’s Halo. You must be Elaine. I’d help you stand, but I have enough trouble getting myself up these days,” Halo said sweetly as she grabbed the back of the couch and hauled herself off the floor.

“I’ll help!” Fantasia said, extending her hand to the Holy Knight.

“Thank you. I—” Elaine began to say as she took the other woman’s hand and started to her feet.

I palmed my face, realizing that she’d noticed my cum on the Fairy Witch’s face. That was going to be fun to try and explain. I came over and stepped into view.

Elaine’s brown eyes locked on mine, and her mouth hung open. “L—Logan?”

I smiled. “In the flesh. I see you’ve met Halo and Fantasia. I imagine you know most of my girls’ names, but I’ll formally introduce you in a bit. Before we do that, why don’t we head upstairs to the kitchen and get you something to eat while you tell us what happened to you? Sound good?”

She nodded slowly, looking from Halo to Fantasia and back to me. “Okay. Yeah, let’s do that.”

Cherry finished her work reaching the bottom floor. I called out to her, “Hey, babe. Can you let the others know what’s happening and get the table ready?”

“Of course, Baby. I’ll get right on it.”
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My entire inner circle and Elaine sat around the dining room table. Mother kept Diet busy in her room with magic lessons since I wasn’t sure if Diet could avoid stabbing Elaine. The Ghost Witch was still a little upset after Elaine put a sword through my gut.

I’d already done proper introductions, and Elaine was finishing her third slice of leftover pizza. It was time for answers. “Alright, Elaine, what happened?”

She set her food on the plate in front of her. “The elite squad, Bilford and his men, stormed my apartment. They took my gear and Excalibur. I tried to fight back, but I failed.” Shadows covered her eyes as unshed tears fought for their freedom. She sniffled and held them back. “Without my enchantments, they were too strong and fast, and there were too many of them. They were supposed to show up tomorrow. I was going to bring you the sword tonight, but they came early. Now you and your girls are in danger, and it’s all my fault.”

Alpha’s disapproving glare remained fixed on the Holy Knight. “Yeah, it is all your fault. Logan said you were trying to figure out if he was a bad guy? If he deserved to die? Why not call? Why not ask? Why not interview any of his witches and ask their opinion?”

My girls had the right to ask their questions and get their answers, so I stayed out of it for now and let them talk.

Elaine frowned and met Alpha’s stare without fear. “Not sure if you’re aware, but I can’t test for compulsion. I can try to guess based on your actions and reactions, but it’s not obvious. I’m not a witch. How would I know if any of you or he was telling the truth?”

“You had that little box thingy that detected lies,” Cherry said.

Elaine shook her head. “I just got that. It took my contact a while to find and ship it out here. My best course of action was to spy and gain intelligence. You know, the council’s order was for me to kill Logan without question. With Excalibur in hand, I had a lot of opportunities to do it too, but I didn’t, did I?”

“Not for a lack of trying,” Arachna muttered. “You stabbed him in the gut,” she said louder.

“I thought he’d just ambushed and forced a group of innocent witches to join your coven. I thought he was guilty,” Elaine said defensively.

Rose sipped from her giant water bottle, more flowers blooming on her viny hair. “Yet, you didn’t kill him when you had the chance,” she pointed out.

“No, I didn’t kill him,” Elaine said, losing some of the momentum she’d gained.

Halo smiled gently and calmly asked, “Why didn’t you?”

“Because I—I…” Elaine gulped and glanced at me, her cheeks burning pink. “I kissed him instead. It was my first kiss.”

Jaws dropped around the table, and Elaine’s blush deepened.

“He told us you kissed him, but that was your first? Looks like you got something in common with a few of us,” Squeaks said with a smirk.

“That doesn’t answer the question,” Alpha said, ignoring Squeaks’s remark. “Why did you kiss him instead of killing him?”

Elaine shrank in her seat, squirming. “Because I—” she paused, nervously looking around the table while trying to avoid eye contact with me. Her voice trembled as she continued, “I think...I think I might be in love with him,” she confessed. She took a deep breath, her cheeks flushing as she forced herself to meet my girls’ eyes. “It’s just...” The rest of her words came out in a rush. “I—I don’t know. I mean, he’s the first man I’ve ever looked at that made me feel so warm inside. Every time I see him, I start leaking like a broken faucet. Some nights, I wake up mid-orgasm because I dreamed he was inside me, making me his. The first time I ever masturbated was when I snuck into Sinner’s Field and saw him and Illumina…” Elaine’s words trailed off, and she hid her face in her hands as she realized what she’d just said.

Illumina started breathing heavily, and she placed a hand on the table. “You watched him? You saw him force me to do those terrible, awful, lewd, and depraved things in front of everyone?”

Without removing her hands from her face, Elaine nodded, letting out a muffled. “Yes. I didn’t mean to, it just happened.”

Illumina let out a soft moan and bit her bottom lip. “Mmmmm… that’s alright. It happens to the best of us.”

Elaine peeked out from her hands to see the rest of the witches nodding their agreement. “Oh, yeah, very common occurrence around here,” Cherry said with a completely unnecessary wink.

Demonique was back in her Alpha cosplay, drawn-on muscles and all. Reaching back, she lifted her fake tail so it stood bolt upright. “You’re telling us that you fucked up. You fell for the guy you were supposed to kill. Then you fucked up again by letting the evil dickbags have the weapon that can kill him. You got beaten nearly to death and ran to the guy you were hunting for help? Is that about right?”

“That’s really minimizing my struggles, but pretty much, yeah,” Elaine awkwardly admitted.

Demonique crossed her arms, using her fists under each bicep in an attempt to make her muscles look bigger. She failed miserably. “Then what did you hope to gain by coming here—other than your life.”

Elain set her jaw. With the awkward topics behind her, she showed a renewed sense of determination. “Because I know how we can stop them. I want to help.”

Chilla spoke up for the first time with narrowed eyes. “How do we know this isn’t some sort of elaborate trap to get someone on the inside who can relay our plans to the enemy?”

Elaine’s jaw flapped open and closed several times. “You think I’d let them nearly kill me just to get in here?”

Novella, who had been taking thorough notes on her tablet, said, “It’s certainly not out of the realm of possibility. From what we understand, they want Mr. Morrison dead quite badly, and their previous attempts to attack our witches were thwarted quite easily.”

Elaine pointed at her as if she knew something the blonde witch didn’t. “Those attempts were stopped by that Captain Chubby Cock guy. Some fella in a superhero costume who protects innocent paranormals like I do.”

Rose smirked. “What was his sidekick’s name again?”

“Her name was Ro—” Elaine’s eyes turned into saucers, and she looked from Rose to me. She slapped her palm to her forehead. “How did I not realize that until now?”

“I’m wondering the same thing,” I said honestly.

Rose scoffed. “Because it was a freakin’ great idea, obviously.”

“Fair enough,” I said. “The girls bring up a valid point, Elaine. I want to trust you, but I need some kind of reassurance. It’s not like you’re a witch who can join our coven to prove your loyalty.”

Cherry’s eyes lit up, and she pointed a finger in the air. “I know! In fact, I have the perfect way to ensure she’s loyal.”

I cocked my head and leaned forward in my seat. “Oh? Do tell.”

Cherry smirked and eyed the rest of the inner circle. “We just need to let her have a taste.”

My girls looked at one another curiously.

“I’m sorry, a taste? A taste of what?” Elaine asked.

I shook my head. “Like I said, she’s not a witch. Would that even work?”

Squeaks chuckled. “Oh, Handsome, you really think the fact that we’re witches is why we love it so much?”

I frowned, my brows knitting. “Actually, yes. That’s exactly what I thought. You know, the whole Coven King and witch dynamic?” I shrugged with my palms up.

Several of the girls giggled, a couple of them outright laughing.

Cherry pouted with mock sympathy as she ran her fingers through my hair. “Oooohh. You poor, sweet, succulent lollipop. We love that chubby cock because it’s amazing.” She winked at me. The action almost made sense.

Elaine’s eyes widened, and she spluttered while her chest heaved. “I—I… You—You want… me to taste his… Mmmm.” She let out an involuntary, needy moan at the end and quickly covered her mouth.

“Nope,” Cherry said, smirking and shaking her head. “But you might be able to earn that privilege, right gals?”

The other witches nodded to one another in agreement.

I threw my hands up. “This is ridiculous. What? Are you going to blow me in front of her and kiss her or something? I just don’t get how this makes any sense.”

“As fun as that would be, my Toasty Cinnamon Roll, we don’t need to. Ya see, we’ve got a fresh sample of your warm, creamy icing readily available,” she said with a wink that actually did make sense. Or, at least, I thought it did.

Elaine gulped and fidgeted anxiously. “Do you mean… his semen?”

I frowned. “Hang on, you have some of that ‘readily available’? Why?”

“Do we need a reason?” she asked, winking at Fantasia.

The pink-haired witch blushed.

“Let me get this straight. You want her to taste my cum that Fantasia’s been wearing around for the last hour or so?” I turned to the Fairy Witch in question. “Also, how is that not dry yet?”

She coughed. “It’s a preservation spell. It’s still warm and as fresh as it was when you gifted it to me.”

“Gifted it?” I muttered. My phone buzzed with a text. In case it was an emergency, I quickly opened and read it.

The text was from Fantasia.

Fantasia: Fuuuuck Prince Charming. I’d totes wear this hot jizz all the time if you let me, no cap. For real. (Fairy girl, Water Splash, Eggplant, Pink Heart.) #PaintMyFaceAnytime!

I closed my phone, and Fantasia winked at me.

“I’ll do it!” Elaine shouted, abruptly standing. She stared at the Fairy Witch with a strange intensity I’d not seen in her eyes before. “If it’ll prove my loyalty, then I’ll do it.”

“That’s a good girl. Fantasia, will you stand so everyone can watch?” Cherry asked sweetly.

Fantasia pouted but stood. “Do I have to? It’s mine. I don’t want to share it.”

Mallison quietly said, “Logan likes it when we share.”

Fantasia looked at me, sighed, and nodded. “Alright. I’ll let her have it. But I want more later.”

Novella chuckled. “Don’t worry, Mr. Morrison’s got plenty for all of us.”

The two women stood facing each other. Elaine’s clothes were still torn in several places, showing off more of her body than I’d seen before. Until this point, I hadn’t allowed myself to indulge in sexual thoughts about her, but now it was hard not to. Elaine extended her finger toward Fantasia’s cheek, intending to scoop some of the mess away. Cherry put up a hand to stop her. “No! No scooping. Use your tongue. Chubby Cock will enjoy watching that more.”

Elaine nodded and leaned in with her tongue out. This time, I put up a hand to stop her. “While that’s completely true, I still don’t understand how this messed up porn logic is supposed to prove her loyalty? Do you really think that if she willingly let them beat her within an inch of her life so she could spy on us from the inside, she wouldn’t be willing to eat some semen so she could stay and, I don’t know, finish whatever mission they sent her on?”

Every one of my girls looked at me like I’d just said the dumbest thing they’d ever heard in their lives.

Alpha shook her head. “No, it’ll work. Cherry’s right. Once she gets a taste, she’s yours.”

“Abso-freakin’-lutely,” Rose added.

“One hundred percent,” Novella said.

“My King’s cum is addictive. It’s a surefire way to ensure loyalty,” Illumina said.

The others also added their own unique agreements. Seeing I was unanimously outvoted, I shrugged. I trusted she was telling the truth anyway, and if this was what my women wanted, who was I to say no? Besides, it’s not like I wouldn’t enjoy the show. “Fine. Go ahead.”

Elaine nodded and leaned in again. She sniffed Fantasia’s face a couple of times. “My God, that smells incredible,” she said, licking her lips.

“I know, right? It’s absolutely delightful. Go ahead, you should try it,” Fantasia said, as if she just ordered a dessert from a restaurant, and it was so good that she just had to share it with a friend.

Elaine’s pink tongue tentatively swiped the dangling semen from Fantasia’s chin. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she moaned. “Mmmmm. It tastes sooooo gooood!” she said before her tongue glided up the side of Fantasia’s face. Elaine’s body shuddered, and she grabbed the Fairy Witch’s shoulders, frantically licking and sucking up every drop she could. “God! It’s the greatest thing I’ve ever tasted in my life!”

I gulped as I watched her fervently licking up every last drop. She didn’t stop until Fantasia’s face, and even some of her hair, was clean. Cherry sauntered over to the Holy Knight who was gasping for air and rubbing her thighs together furiously.

My Vampiric Witch placed a soft kiss on her cheek and whispered in her ear. “You’re Logan’s Holy Little Toy now. You got that?”

Elaine’s eyes were closed, and she squirmed in place as she nodded. “Mhmm.”

“Good girl. I think I speak for all of us when I say that Logan will definitely play with his new Holy Little Toy as soon as these Holy Knights are gone and the Divine Council is permanently off our backs. You do want Logan to play with his new Holy Little Toy, don’t you, Elaine?” Cherry cooed with her glowing red eyes locked on me.

“Yes,” Elaine breathed.

“Yes, what?” Alpha asked.

“Yes, I want Logan to play with me. I’m his new Holy Little Toy!” Elaine shouted.

“Good girl,” Alpha purred.

Cherry kissed her on the cheek. “Then why don’t you tell us what you had in mind? Then we’ll get you some new clothes and make it happen.”

Elaine’s eyes shot open with a look of hunger and more determination than any sane person had any right to. “Alright… Here’s the plan.”


Chapter 22


Logan &

Bilford

—Crime and Punishment

With the power and number of members at our disposal, it only took us one full day to prepare ourselves. Elaine’s plan was solid, but the whole thing hinged on whether or not the Holy Knights were arrogant enough to take the bait and if Diet Cola could hold back her bloodlust. The goal was to end this fight with as little violence as possible. Not because I cared if the Holy Knights got hurt or killed, but because it would make things so much easier as long as everything went according to plan.

The girls had spoken with some of our new members, and working together, they’d created a new set of armor for Elaine with even stronger enchantments than her previous set. There were just two catches. The armor’s enchantments were done in such a way that they’d never activate if she were in a fight against members of our coven, and the armor looked more like a sexy two-piece bathing suit. It offered whole-body protection but resembled the sexy sets found in video games that barely covered any skin.

Across the right breast was an engraving. CKHT. The T was shaped like a cross. Cherry had said it stood for Coven King’s Holy Toy. Elaine hadn’t seemed unhappy about it, but she wasn’t ready to show that much of her body off to just anyone. She ended up wearing the armor beneath a pair of baggy jeans and a T-shirt. If not for the enchanted tiara on her head, you couldn’t really tell she was wearing the super skimpy armor.

Elaine emailed Bilford the night before. She’d used Alpha’s accusation in the message to justify her actions to Bilford. I’d gotten the chance to review the email before she sent it. Nearly every word of it was a lie—or so I hoped. Elaine had proven herself trustworthy so far, but it was foolish not to remain a little cautious. The email read

Dearest Bilford,

I am so deeply sorry. You have shown me the error of my ways. Thanks to your guiding hand, I see now that you walk in the light while I’ve been treading through darkness. God’s light truly shines upon you. I seek your forgiveness. I shall beg on my knees day and night if I must, but I hope my actions tomorrow will prove enough to earn back your trust.

Broken, battered, and covered in blood, I found Captain Chubby Cock. He came to my rescue and took me back to his cave. I pray for Christ’s forgiveness as well, because I had to lie. I told him a sob story about how I had been betrayed by the order and had nowhere else to go. I told him I would give him, and only him, Excalibur. In return, he helped nurse me back to health enough that I’ll recover in time.

Tomorrow night, I’ll lead him to the old abandoned railroad tunnel, the one the locals refer to as ‘Lost Lover’s Lane.’ That’s where you can spring the trap. I’m confident he’ll go there with me alone. He’s sending his partner off to patrol the city alone tomorrow as part of some mentor-student-hero training.

We’ll be there tomorrow after the sun goes down. You’ll need the whole squad. He’s strong. But with God on your side, the legendary blade Excalibur, and your big, burly, handsome self, I believe you will defeat him. He’s the only thing stopping you from moving forward with your righteous war, and I’m confident you’ll have more success with him out of the way. Again, please forgive me. Let this be proper atonement for my sins.

Sincerely, your sister in Christ,

Elaine Gentry, Holy Knight of the Divine Council of Texas.

I had to admit, she’d laid it on thick, but if this guy was as arrogant as he sounded, then he’d eat it up. If he didn’t, we’d have to think of something else. I didn’t know why, but I had a feeling the plan was going to work. There was no way they were prepared for what we had in store for them.

With the sun on its way down and all preparations complete, I walked alongside Elaine down the old train tracks in the forest, wearing my Captain Chubby Cock costume. I had Caliburn in my storage just in case I needed it, though I didn’t believe I would. The sunlight barely peeked through the canopy, and gravel crunched beneath our feet with every step.

Diet floated somewhere nearby. Like the others, her affinity had gotten stronger since I took on the Devil’s Coast and Big Apple Covens. She could not only turn a light blue transparent color but could also turn completely invisible and float as if she actually were a real ghost. I learned that when I talked to her about her stalking ‘hobby’. The downside was that when she did, everyone nearby could feel her presence as if they were being watched. The feeling was so strong that it put people on guard.

Arachna’s illusions were even more realistic now than ever before. She’d cast one upon Elaine before we left, making it appear as if her face was still bruised and swollen. To anyone watching, Elaine would also appear to be limping and frequently wincing in pain.

We had teams of ten, made up of members from our various factions, led by Cherry, Novella, Rose, Mallison, Demonique, Illumina, Fantasia, and Chilla spread over a half-mile diameter around the tunnel. We were on radio comms.

Cherry: Kshh. Cinnamon Roll and Holy Toy, you’re coming up on the tunnel. It’s a hundred yards after this curve. Be ready for anything. Over. Kshh.

Logan: Copy that, Succulent Lollipop Licker. Confirm that everyone is in position. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. Succulent Lollipop Licker in position. Over. Kshh.

Rose: Cutie Bootyhole in position. Over.

Mallison: Summoner in position. Over.

Demonique: Sigh… Horny Girl. In position. Over.

Novella: Bookworm in position. Over.

Illumina: Royal Fuck Doll in position. Over.

Squeaks: Chérie in position. Over.

Fantasia: Fairy Cum Lover in position. Over.

Chilla: I’ll use this code name only because I have to, not because I want to. Cinnamon Roll’s Frosting Queen in position. Over.

Demonique: I don’t know what you’re complaining about. Yours is so much better than mine. Over.

Chilla: Because my name sounds like it belongs to Fant—Sorry, to Fairy Cum Lover. Over.

Cherry: Kshh. That’s fair. We could call you Cinnamon Roll’s Tsundere instead? Over. Kshh.

Chilla: N—no! That’s so much worse. You act like I like him or something! Over.

Cherry: Kshh. You wanna be a sperm and swim around in his balls just as much as I do. Stop trying to deny it, Babe. You’re already in too deep. Over. Kshh.

Chilla: Just… just shut up already! Over!
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Bilford hid in a bush near the railroad tracks by the entrance of the tunnel. He’d received Elaine’s email and smirked the entire time he read it. She’d survived. He expected nothing less from her, given her reputation.

What he hadn’t expected was how quick she was to submit to him. Then again, she wasn’t the first strong female Bilford had to put in her place before. All females were the same. They wanted to be dominated by a strong man, and Bilford was proud to be that man—even if he did kill most of the vile, sinful monsters afterward.

Elaine was no monster. She’d been foolish, but it really seemed like she’d learned her lesson. Despite her efforts tonight, Bilford looked forward to her spending many, many hours on her knees and begging—just not for forgiveness.

He smirked as he saw them coming down the tracks. That Captain Chubby Cock guy was clearly every bit as arrogant as he was strong. He was also stupid to walk right into such an obvious trap.

Unlike the hero, Bilford wasn’t stupid. He knew this could be a trap. As much as he wanted to believe that Elaine would be his, he wouldn’t put it past her to set him up after what he’d done.

How did that old saying go? Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned? Well, he’d done more than scorn her. It was amazing that she was even walking now after the beating he’d given her. So, rather than being the man leading the charge, Bilford had sent his most faithful lackey to get the so-called superhero’s attention.

In fact, all eleven of his squad were the decoys. They would hold his attention while Bilford snuck up behind the man to catch him off guard. While Bilford had no clue what the man really was, that didn’t matter when a single swing of Excalibur could, and would, end him. Not to mention, if Elaine planned to try anything, Bilford would have the drop on her as well.

If everything went according to his plan, he’d be back at home base in an hour, celebrating with his squad and enjoying the company of his newest plaything. He placed the binoculars to his eyes and looked down the tracks.

Elaine hobbled on her bad leg. One arm was completely limp, and her face was still bruised and swollen. That only turned him on more. What could possibly be more arousing than seeing a sinner who’d been beaten for her transgressions? To Bilford, the answer was nothing.

Captain Chubby Cock strolled next to her in his stupid hero outfit. The muscles were no doubt fake—a really realistic fake, but still fake. Whoever the guy was, he was probably pretending to be a hero to get into monster girls’ panties. Too bad for him, witches didn’t willingly give it up because they’d lose most of their power. If only the guy knew how pointless his efforts were. He’d never get the chance since he’d be dead soon. That thought brought a renewed smile to Bilford’s lips.

He spoke quietly, the communication enchantment on his gear relaying his words to the rest of his team. “We got two mice looking for the cheese. I repeat, two mice looking for the cheese. Be ready to spring the trap.” Bilford smirked as he gently patted Excalibur’s protective case. Tonight was going to be a good night.
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Since Chilla and Fantasia joined my inner circle, I gained two new gifts. Despite their joining at roughly the same time, it was easy to tell who I gained each gift from. Chilla’s joining gave me resistance to both real and magical cold and ice. It was similar, yet opposite to Demonique’s gift that made me immune to all fire damage.

Thanks to Fantasia, my magical senses and their range had been enhanced. I reached out with those senses as the tunnel grew nearer. Twelve small groups of magical signatures were easily identified, though I couldn’t pinpoint exactly where they were. Those were clearly the enchantments on the Holy Knights’ armor. I assumed that the divine power in Excalibur would shine like a beacon, but I couldn’t sense it anywhere.

Ten sets of armor were already inside the tunnel, roughly halfway through and hiding somewhere in the darkness. One more was on the other side, while another one was somewhere on my side—off to my right if I had to guess. In time, I was sure I’d become more accurate with my senses, but for now, it was what it was. I whispered into the comms, “One out, Southwest. Ten in, center. One out, Northeast.”

Cherry replied, “Ksh. Copy that. Over. Ksh.”

I stopped at the tunnel entrance and held a hand up for Elaine to do the same. This was part of the plan to try to draw them out. I was the distraction, and it was time to make a scene. “Just how far into this ominous tunnel did you say the sword was hidden?” I asked in my overly heroic voice.

Elaine pointed with a shaky finger. “It’s in the middle. I knew no one would ever look here. I buried it off to the side.”

Narrowing my eyes, I looked inside the tunnel with suspicion. I lifted my nose and exaggeratedly sniffed twice. “Hmm. I smell evil!” I shouted, pointing in the air with one finger. My words echoed down the tunnel. “Show yourself, vile evildoer, so I might defeat you!” Thanks to Cherry, I saw perfectly in the dark. Now that I was at the tunnel’s entrance, I easily spotted the ten figures covered with black sheets, five on each side of the tunnel in the center.

My goal was to get them to show at least one or two of their members, realizing I wouldn’t enter their trap without some additional incentive. Thankfully, the ploy worked. One man stepped into the tunnel from the other side, his figure a dark silhouette as the last vestiges of daylight continued receding. It was time to steal their attention.

“What’s your name?” I shouted the question. The tunnel carried my voice easily.

“What?” the man called back.

I cupped my hands around my mouth. “What is your name?”

“Tony,” he replied.

“Fuck you, Tony!” I said, hoping to egg him and his men into action.

“What’s your name?” Tony called back.

I looked at Elaine, then back at Tony. “Captain Chubby Cock.”

“Fuck you, Captain Chubby Cock!”

“Fuck you!”

“Fuck you!”

It seemed I needed to ramp things up a notch. “Hey, you know what I did last night?”

Tony started shaking his head and clenching his fists. “You better not bring my mother into this!”

“You know what I did?” I asked again.

“You better not!”

I pointed off to my left, deciding to put him off balance. “I built that fire over there.”

Tony frowned. “Oh… What fi—”

“And then I fucked your mother next to it!” I shouted, cutting him off before he could even ask the question.

“Fuck you!”

“Fuck you, Tony!”

As our impromptu shouting match was taking place, the girls were chatting in the comms. I’d barely been paying them any attention.

Cherry: Kshh. Walking into traps hasn’t gone great for Cinnamon Roll in the past. What do you think, Bookworm? Can you give me a quick number crunch? Over. Kshh.

Novella: Uhh, yeah. Give me a moment. I’m coming up with a thirty-one point three, repeating chance that Cinnamon Roll won’t lose at least one limb. Over.

Demonique: That’s better than expected, honestly.

I was sick of waiting for the Holy Knights to act, so I figured it was time to nut up or shut up. “Elaine, stay here,” I said before screaming at the top of my lungs and running in at full speed. “Let’s do this! CAAAAPPPTTAAAAIIIINNNN CHUUUUBBBBYYYY COOOOOCCCKKKK!”

Rose: Jesus Christ! He just ran in!

Fantasia: Save him!

Cherry: Kshh. Oh shit! Stick to the plan, witches! Kshh.

Novella: Stick to the plan, ladies.

Illumina: Stick to the plan!

Demonique: Oh, goddess, oh fuck!

Elaine: Dear God, give me divine intervention.

My reckless charge worked. Tony ran at superhuman speed as well toward the center to meet me. As soon as I got there, I intentionally stopped in the center of all ten men. Tony showed up seconds later, stopping, getting into a fighting stance, and drawing a pair of enchanted daggers from his waist. “You screwed up coming here, Chubby Cock.”

I confidently put my hands on my hips, puffed out my chest, and lifted my chin. “It’ll take a lot more than you to bring me down.”

“Funny you should say that,” Tony said with a smirk. “Because I’m not alone.” He whistled. The center of the tunnel lit up like a stage as bright lights shone from all directions.

My radio crackled in my ear.

Diet Cola: Kshh. This is Stalker. Found the guy outside hiding in a bush. Resisted cutting his throat. It was hard. So very hard. One acquired. Heading inside for the rest. Over. Kshh.

Cherry: Kshh. Oh, my goddess! You still make the kshh sound too? Over. Kshh.

Diet Cola: Kshh. Uhh… yeah. I’m not a noob, sis. Over. Kshh.

Cherry: Kshh. I’m so proud. Over. Kshh.

I assumed the move with the lights was meant to strike fear into me and throw me off by blinding me after my eyes had adjusted to the dark. Holding a hand over my eyes, I pretended it was working. I could see everything plain as day thanks to Illumina’s gift. It was the opposite of Cherry’s, allowing me to see normally no matter how bright things became.

A chill washed over the area, and I knew Diet Cola was doing her job. I bared my teeth and stood tall, forcing every eye on me. I started monologuing in a deep voice, trying to make everyone assume I was the cause of the sudden feeling of unease. I had to keep them distracted a little while longer.

I pointed at Tony. “I bet you think you’ve got this all planned out, don’t you? You think you’re strong enough to stop me. Problem is, I can smell your fear. You’re all staring at me, all eleven of you,” I said without looking around to count. “You’re asking yourself what that feeling is in your gut. That feeling of imminent danger as if something is right behind you ready to end your pathetic existence in the blink of an eye. You know how dangerous I am. How many of you are going to die before you succeed in bringing me down, I wonder?”

The Holy Knights in my field of view were clearly terrified, but they also looked determined. None of them would run, I knew, which was a good thing. My radio came to life again as the chilling sensation of fear began dissipating.

Diet Cola: Kshh. Twelve anti-magic EMPs acquired. They were right where Holy Toy said they’d be, in the mundane custom-made pouches at their sides. Ffffuccckkk. Can I come back and stab them? Please? Say stabbin’ time if it’s okay. Over. Kshh.

Novella: We read you loud and clear, Stalker. The final man is on the move. Once he’s past Holy Toy, we’ll move in. Over.

Elaine: Copy that. Over.

I made it a point not to say ‘stabbin’ time’. She might get one or two of them before she’s noticed, but she had to be corporeal to stab someone. That left her open to attack. There was no point in risking her like that. My magical senses suddenly picked up a vast quantity of divine power nearing the tunnel entrance. Thanks to my enhanced hearing, I heard the man I assumed was Bilford as he spoke quietly to Elaine. His words confirmed my guess.

Bilford said, “You did a real fine job, gorgeous. Let Papa Bilford handle it from here, darling. Then we’ll take you back where you can show me just how sorry you are with that pretty mouth of yours.”

Elaine didn’t reply, but I knew she was pissed. I imagined her looking away, lying to him with a nod while trying not to hit him. At least trying not to until backup arrived. As Bilford’s heavy footsteps started again, Elaine’s lighter steps followed behind, as if she were hoping for his protection. Without my enhanced senses, I’d have never heard either of them coming.

Cherry: Kshh. This is Succulent Lollipop Licker. My team, as well as Bookworm’s, Cutie Bootyhole’s, and Summoner’s, are in position outside the South entrance.

Chilla: This is Cinnamon Roll’s Frosting Queen. My team, Horny Girl’s, Royal Fuck Doll’s, and Fairy Cum Lover’s, are in position outside of the North tunnel.

Rose: That’s everyone! It’s time to do your freakin’ thing, Cinnamon Roll!

The circle slowly closed around me as I felt Excalibur coming closer. It was obvious that these guys were here to keep me distracted until Bilford reached me with a surprise attack. That wasn’t going to happen. I reached into my utility belt and grabbed a token. “Why is it you want to kill me and all the innocent witches across the United States?” I asked Tony, pretending I thought he was still in charge.

“Because they’re wicked. It’s our job to purge the evil from this world by any means necessary,” he replied without hesitation.

“What gives you the right to judge them?” I asked as I activated the magic in the token. The Holy Knights’ jaws dropped, and their forward momentum stopped dead as I began my transformation.

My body grew taller as my limbs became thicker and covered with decorative steel plating. I dismissed my costume to my storage so it wouldn’t get shredded. Divine power surged inside of me stronger than it had ever been before. With my coven’s size increase, my form also became significantly more powerful. My fifteen-foot-tall frame barely fit inside the tunnel.

I slowly turned, my single, golden visor-like eye taking in every detail of the men around me. Tony shouted, “He—he’s the Celestial Guardian!”

Bilford’s hand shook with shock, awe, and rage. “No! He… he can’t be! He’s using some kind of dark magic. Kill him! NOW!”

The moment they started their rush toward me, I used my favorite ability this form had. Before the super covens joined me, people could at least try to fight against the power of this spell. But now… now it was so powerful that there was no resisting—at least not for anyone weaker than my inner circle members.

My powerful angelic voice boomed out, sending divine power in all directions, as I said, “Tell me your sins.”

This spell did two things. Those I targeted would be forced to confess their recent sins, and the guilt they felt for committing those sins was multiplied exponentially. The Holy Knights around me broke instantly. They started listing off common sins left and right. That was until I heard something that made my blood boil with rage.

Behind me, Tony said, “I told an innocent werewolf girl that if she did what I told her to, I’d spare her life. I—I killed her anyway!” His weapons clattered to the ground, and he fell with them, curling up in the fetal position as tears streamed down his face. Still, he rattled off more sins, every single one worse than the last.

His confession opened the floodgates as every one of the men, Bilford included, started admitting to things so terrible that it took everything in me not to murder them on the spot.

Bilford proved to be unique compared to the rest. While he couldn’t stop himself from telling me his sins, he barely shed a tear. Unlike the others, he was still standing and holding his weapon. However, he was affected enough by the guilt that he couldn’t bring himself to move. It took me only a moment to realize why.

His guilt was multiplied, just like the others’ was. The problem was that he truly didn’t believe he’d done anything wrong. The fact that he felt any guilt at all was an admission that somewhere, deep down, he knew what he did wasn’t okay, but enough of him chose to ignore it that he was minimally affected.

Bilford confessed his next sin, his words coming unbidden. “I beat Elaine and left her for dead because she was in the way of my fun—OOOUUGGHH!”

The confession was cut off by Elaine’s foot connecting with his balls. She kicked him so hard that his feet lifted at least a foot off the ground. He dropped Excalibur and clutched his nuts in both hands as he fell onto the tracks. He was finally in tears, curled up in the fetal position like the others.

Elaine snatched Excalibur and held it to his throat. Righteous anger shone in her brown eyes while my teams of witches stormed each side of the tunnel. “You’re a sick bastard. You don’t deserve to wear that cross on your chest.”

I released my magic, knowing the ability’s effects would remain active, and shouted to my ladies. “Strip them to their underwear and bind them.”

Several witches got to work, easily taking everything from the Holy Knights. Some tried to reach for their anti-magic EMPs, only to cry and curse when they found they were already gone. Bilford’s attempts to resist ended when Elaine pressed the sword harder against his throat. “If you want to leave this tunnel alive, you’ll do as you’re told,” Elaine said coldly.

We lined the Holy Knights along the brick wall like they were in a police lineup. Cherry crossed her arms, scowling at them. “Logan, Baby, not that I’m questioning your judgment, but why haven’t we killed these pieces of shit yet?”

Novella took a similar pose and adjusted her glasses. “I’d like to know the same thing. You heard what they’ve done. They don’t deserve mercy.”

Some guy with long black hair had snot coming out of his nose. “Please, don’t kill us! We were only following orders!” he begged.

I smiled, but it didn’t reach my eyes. Taking a step forward, I looked each of them in the eyes one by one. “Me? If I were going to kill you, I’d have done it already,” I said casually.

Bilford clearly felt emboldened by this as he spoke up with more confidence than he should have for a man in his situation. “It’s because he knows that killing God’s chosen is wrong, and it’ll bring the wrath of the entire order down on his head. Not only that, but he’s a damn coward who lets women do his fighting for him. We’ve studied your so-called king. What he’s going to do next is contact the council and give us back. Even though he’s a fake angel using some blasphemous trick, this pansy bitch thinks that it’ll show them that he’s actually,” he made air quotes with his fingers, despite his wrists still being tightly bound by magic, “a good guy. Isn’t that right, Mr. Morse, or whatever the hell your name is?”

Elaine stormed forward and pulled the gun at her hip. It was her backup weapon, the same as I made all the witches carry just in case. No one stopped her as she pressed the barrel against his forehead. Bilford didn’t cower, but he didn’t move either. “Just because he’s not going to kill you doesn’t mean that I won’t. You wanna try me?”

Bilford’s smirk widened to a full-on grin. “You’re not gonna kill me. You couldn’t even bring yourself to kill the church’s enemy. The fact is, you don’t have the balls to do it—literally and figuratively.”

Elaine shook with rage but didn’t pull the trigger. Bilford continued smugly. “See, what’d I tell you? No balls. Don’t you worry though. Once I tell the council about you and your betrayal, I’ll come back here. Next time, our positions will be reversed.” He leered at her, his eyes traveling up and down her body. The illusion had worn off so he could see her without the bruises now. He licked his lips. “That’s when I’ll take everything from you. You’ll be screaming my na—”

BANG!

“Gaaaahhhhh!” Bilford screamed, “What the fuck!?”

With lightning-quick movement, the gun in Elaine’s hand went from aiming at his head to his crotch right before she pulled the trigger. Her gun had hollow point rounds. Whatever used to dangle between his legs was gone now.

Bilford had fallen to the ground for the second time that night holding his crotch. “You bitch! Ahhhh! You shot my fucking dick off!” Bilford shouted with pained incredulity.”

Elaine crouched next to him. “Gee, I’m sorry about that,” she said sarcastically. “What were you saying you were going to do to me? Seems like that’ll be a little harder to do now.” She eyed the blood pouring around his hands. “Actually, I don’t think it’s going to be hard for you ever again, will it?”

Cherry clicked her tongue and winked at Elaine while shooting her with two finger guns. “Nice.” Then she looked at me, and with a bounce of one shoulder said, “At least the gun training came in handy for something.”

I coughed. Elaine looked back at me, and I waved her over. She holstered her gun and came to me. I put my arm around her shoulder, and she froze for a second before melting against my side. “Well,” I said, “before that jackass so rudely interrupted me—”

“My fucking dick! She shot my damn dick off!” Bilford shouted.

“As I was saying—” I tried again.

“My diiiiiiiiiiiccccckkkkk!” Bilford screamed again, sobbing.

“Let’s try this one more—”

“SHE SHOT MY DAMN DICK OFF! I THINK—I THINK MY BALLS ARE GONE TOO!” Bilford screamed even louder.

I sighed. “For fucks sake, we know! We all saw her do it. Someone heal him just enough that he doesn’t die, and then shut him up, please? Can’t even think with this asshole’s whining.”

Two witches I didn’t know from the Big Apple Coven did the job quickly. Bilford was still screaming, but he couldn’t open his mouth, so I could tolerate it. I clapped, my genuine smile stretching from ear to ear. “Now! For the good news!”

While disturbed and scared, many of the Holy Knights looked relieved. They clearly thought that Bilford was right. The sour looks on the witches around me said some of them thought he was too. “You know I’m not going to kill you, but do you know why? Anyone care to guess?” I pointed at Tony. “How about you, Tony?”

His eyes flicked nervously left and right. “Because you’re going to let us go? Like Bilford said?”

“AAAAANT!” I shouted, trying to make a buzzer sound. “WRONG! The reason I’m not going to kill you is because a quick death is too good for any of you. No, see, you deserve to feel the pain and suffering you’ve caused, or at least a small portion of it, before you die.”

My witches laughed darkly, clearly pleased by my declaration.

I held out my free arm. “You see, one of my members, Diet Cola here, has a lovely, expansive knife collection that she’s been dying to use again for a while now. And you all seem like the perfect playthings for her to use them on.”

Diet squealed as she sprinted to me. “EEEEEEEEE!” She jumped up and down clapping. She looked happier than a poor single mother on a game show who was hoping to win enough that she could get by working only two jobs instead of three for the next couple of years and was just told she won a million dollars.

“We’ll rotate a team of witches for at least the next two weeks. They’ll keep them bound and healed enough that they won’t die or pass out on you as you carve and slice them up any way you want. Mother already said you could use the outdoor cellar,” I said.

Diet lunged at me, hugging me and planting kisses all over my face. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I love you soooooo much!”

“Two weeks is less than they deserve,” Elaine muttered.

Several witches uttered their agreement.

“I know,” I said, ignoring the pleas from the Holy Knights as they were gagged and carried off. “I know…” I rubbed her shoulder before pulling her tighter against me.


Chapter 23


Winging It For Freedom

With the current Holy Knight threat being thoroughly dealt with in a dry cellar on Mother’s farm, I felt comfortable following through with the next step in Elaine’s plan to get the Divine Council off my back for good. Alpha kissed me on the cheek. “Be safe. Don’t do anything stupid and come right back to us. Okay?”

I grinned at her and rubbed her swollen belly, making her tail wag furiously. “Since when do I do stupid stuff?”

She gave me a flat stare.

“C’mon,” I protested. “That was one back alley ambush.”

She continued to stare. “Okay… So I jumped into a giant snake’s mouth. Or did I do that twice, technically? Regardless, It worked out fine in the end both times, didn’t it?”

She quirked a brow, smirking.

I deflated. “Finnnneee. I won’t do anything stupid,” I agreed.

She giggled, and I laughed.

After giving Alpha one more kiss, Arachna pressed her lips to mine. I resisted toying with her lip ring. She hugged me tightly with her arms and all four spider legs. “No games. This illusion isn’t going to last long. It should wear off while you’re in that elevator Elaine talked about, or when you start your transformation.”

“Understood.”

“I love you,” Arachna said with one hand on her stomach.

I smiled and kissed her again. “I love you, too.” Stepping back, I let Arachna do her thing.

She held out her palm, and black mist gathered around it. “Vermodisg sa eh willdom custwaarder.” The mist shot out from her palm and surrounded me. Slowly, it molded and took shape. She held up a mirror. “How’s it look?”

I looked like an old man with gray hair and wrinkled skin. I wore a navy blue button-up shirt and matching slacks. The name badge clinging to my pocket said my name was Craig Windsor. “Looks fantastic,” I said, my voice sounding as old as I appeared.

Cherry handed me a broom. “Here, take this?” My brows shot up. “So I can fly? Did you figure out how I could do it?”

She frowned. “No, sorry, Baby. I figured if you’re carrying a broom no one’s gonna ask questions. No one wants to bother the custodian while he’s working.”

My shoulders slumped. “Fair enough.” I turned to Elaine and held up the Tele-port. “You know a good spot where no one will see us come in?”

She nodded, and a lock of short brown hair fell on her face. She brushed it away. “Yes. I would take us straight to the basement, but it has protections against teleportation.”

“That’s alright,” I said. “Go ahead. Grab ahold of it and imagine us standing where you want us to be. Tell me when you’ve got it.”

She closed her eyes tight and nodded. I pressed send and we vanished from the rooftop only to appear standing on my bed. “Are we there?” Elaine asked, eyes still squeezed tightly shut.

I chuckled. “Maybe I should have rephrased my statement to imagine where we need to be?”

Her brows knitted with confusion, and she opened her eyes. She realized where we were a moment later, and her face turned red. “I… I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to. I couldn’t help it. I thought about it right before you hit the button.”

“Don’t worry about it. Let’s try again,” I said.

She nodded quickly and shut her eyes. “Got it,” she said with determination.

This time, we flashed into a janitor’s closet. I could tell by the cleaning supplies on the shelves that surrounded us. “We’re in the custodian closet. Is that the right place?” I asked.

Elaine opened her eyes as I reached up and pulled a string, turning the light on. She looked around. “Yeah, this is it.”

I reached for the door. “Alright, I’ll make sure the coast is clear.”

“Okay.”

Opening the door, I stuck my head out and looked to the left and right. One person saw me and waved. I awkwardly held up the broom. They frowned and turned down a hall to their right. I waved for Elaine to join me as I stepped into the hall. “Come on, the coast is clear.”

She stepped into the hall. “This way,” she said. “The basement is just up ahead.”

“After you,” I said, following behind.

We made it to the basement without incident, and she pushed a brick on the wall like it was a button. It sank into the wall before the bricks split apart with the sound of stone grinding against stone. As the wall opened up, it revealed a pure white elevator. We stepped inside, and Elaine took off her cross necklace and placed it against the wall where I would have expected buttons to be. The elevator dinged, and we began to descend. “Are you sure this is going to work?” I asked.

“I don’t see how it won’t,” Elaine said with confidence. “No one’s seen the Celestial Guardian in so long they think he’s a myth. The council won’t know it’s one of your forms. The only ones who could even tell them about that are suffering for their sinful ways as we speak. All you’ve got to do is play the part convincingly enough, and I have no doubt that it’ll all be fine.”

I nodded slowly, crossing my arms and leaning against the back wall. “Have you thought about what I should say?”

She frowned and looked at me with a hint of panic in her gaze. “What you should say? No. I thought you already had something worked out.”

“No, I thought you were going to come up with something since I don’t know what they’d believe,” I said, worrying that we’d already messed up our plan.

“Shoot, we’re almost there,” Elaine said. “Okay, just act religious and… I don’t know, angelic. Tell them God sent you or something. It’ll be fine,” she said as if trying to convince herself.

I nodded and took a breath. “Religious. Angelic. Yeah. I think I can manage that.”

Before I had any more time to think about it, the doors dinged again. I summoned a celestial token to my hand and activated the magic as I stepped out of the elevator. My fancy plate armor covered my body as I instantly grew to fifteen feet tall. Large metallic wings extended from my back, and I gently grabbed Elaine around the waist. I flew through the chamber, ignoring the empty bleachers, stained glass windows, and divine presence surrounding me.

The long walk turned into a few-second flight before I stopped, landing on the marble floor in front of four people sitting in gold, high-back chairs—a single empty throne rested in the middle of them. An older woman sat on the left, eyes wide and jaw slack. Her face was pale, and beads of sweat covered her brow. Judging by how sickly she looked, it wasn’t nervous sweat. This had to be Hilga. Elaine looked at her with deep concern.

Next to her was the youngest of the three old men. Like the rest, he looked surprised but also angry. If I were to guess, that was Jedediah.

To his right was an older man, also with white hair. James, I guessed. He appeared to be awestruck.

The last man sat on the end, opposite Hilga. He appeared ancient with long white hair and a wizened beard to match. He wasn’t surprised at all, which made sense because he was asleep in his chair. That had to be Paul.

Elaine was slightly flustered from the unexpected flight, but she bowed to me and kept her cool. “Thank you for your aid, Holy Celestial Guardian.” She turned and prepared to take her customary kneeling position in front of the council. I assumed it was a habit.

However, as she bent her knee, I stopped her, lifting her upright by her duster jacket. “No, child. You are no longer required to kneel.” Okay, starting off strong. You’ve definitely got their attention, Logan. Now… what to say next? I thought as I stared at the council.

A single tear fell on Hilga’s cheek as she reached for me from her seat as if she were close enough to touch me even though she wasn’t. “I can’t believe it’s you. I never thought I’d ever…” Her words fell away as she choked up. She pulled back her hand, forming a fist and covering her mouth as she began coughing.

James stood and offered a bow. “Oh, great Celestial Guardian. Your presence humbles us during our hour of need.”

Hour of need? What the hell is he talking about? I wondered.

James began rapidly tugging on Paul’s arm and whisper-shouting at the old man. “Paul. Paul. Wake up! Wake. Up. Of all the times to sleep on the job, now is not one of them!”

If not for the barely perceptible rise and fall of the old man’s chest, I’d have thought he was dead. James’s efforts were in vain. Paul didn’t wake up. I waved for him to stop. “It’s fine. Let him sleep.” I was about to ask what this hour of great need was about but didn’t get the chance.

Jedediah sat straighter in his chair and sneered at me. “No divine being has graced the land of men for hundreds of years. What manner of trickery is this? Do you believe us so easily deceived?”

I’d really thought that Elaine would have had what I needed to say planned out. I needed more time to think if I was going to be convincing enough for this ruse to work, especially when this Jedediah asshole was so skeptical from the start. I held up a hand in a stopping gesture. “Patience, Child. I understand—”

Jedediah leaned forward in his seat, snarling as he interrupted me. “No. I don’t think you do understand,” he said sarcastically. “This is the Divine Council! We could have you killed for trespassing alone!”

James put his hand on Jedediah’s forearm, but the zealot pulled his arm away. James tried to reason with him anyway. “Jedediah, please. That’s too far. How could you speak to—”

“Enough!” Jedediah shouted, his nostrils flaring. “Do not dare claim this fool to be the true Celestial Guardian. It’s simply not poss—”

If this little fucker wanted to shout over people, I’d show him how it was done. “I SAID PATIENCE!” I shouted in my booming angelic voice.

Jedediah flinched, sinking back into his chair. I extended a hand toward Hilga, palm up. “Come, young one, give me your hand.” Since the Celestial Guardian is supposed to be ancient, it seemed prudent to address them all as children. Hilga tried to speak but coughed into her fist again instead.

Despite her coughing, she reached out and placed her much smaller hand in mine. My hand glowed with a golden light that soon enveloped her. I could feel it inside of her, the poison. It slowly ate away at her body. If nothing was done about it, she’d be gone within a few days.

Fortunately for Hilga, my healing had grown much more powerful since Fantasia and Chilla joined with their covens. While I couldn’t match Halo’s upgraded healing, I could handle this with no problem. First, I said, “Purify.” The poison changed instantly. While it used to damage her body, now, as long as it was still in her system, it would help strengthen her. With the poison no longer damaging her body, I said, “Heal.” Again, my divine magic washed over her. Her face regained its color, her cough vanished, and she closed her eyes.

Hilga sighed with deep relief, tears beginning to freely stream down her face. She pulled her hand away and got out of her chair, kneeling before me. “Oh, thank you, Holy Celestial Guardian. Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’m not worthy of your grace.”

“Nonsense,” I declared. “Your illness was no simple thing. It was unnatural.”

Jedediah’s mouth opened and closed several times as he looked on. “You—you can’t just come in here and—”

Hilga ignored him. She lifted her forehead from the ground to look up at me. “Unnatural? What do you mean?”

“Rise,” I said while gesturing for her to stand. She lifted her face and straightened her back, but remained on her knees. I wasn’t going to force her back up the rest of the way, so I continued. “You were poisoned. It appears someone sought to end your life. Without my intervention, you would have died in days.”

Elaine’s jaw dropped, and she rushed to the other woman. She joined her on her knees and wrapped her up in a tight hug. “My word! Is that why your phone’s been off for so long?”

Hilga’s shocked expression said she didn’t realize how bad it had gotten or that her phone had been off. “Poisoned? My phone? What do you mean?”

Jedediah stood from his chair, his chest puffed out as anger and fear warred for purchase on his face. He pointed directly at me. “Do not believe the words of this liar. Whoever he is, he is not who he claims to be.”

Hilga turned to him, her brows knitting even further. “I mean no disrespect, but you are wrong, Jedediah. I felt God’s divine energy flow through me. Its presence lingers in me still. Don’t be a fool.” She took Elaine’s hands in hers and asked, “What do you mean my phone has been off? Jedediah has been taking my calls for me since I’ve been ill and relaying everything back to me. He’s gone out of his way to help me in my time of need. He’s made me soup and tea every day.” Her expression warmed as she looked at the other man. “I didn’t expect him to have such a kind heart, but he’s been a true brother in Christ since I took ill.”

Elaine’s brown eyes bored into Jedediah’s as she released her friend’s hands and stood, fists clenched. “You did this, didn’t you?” she said.

“I did no such thing!” Jedediah huffed.

“He did what?” Hilga asked, tilting her head.

“I was there for you when you needed me, that’s what I did,” Jedediah said, the venom in his tone lessening as he smiled warmly at Hilga. To me, the smile seemed fake, but Hilga didn’t seem to think so.

Elaine took a step closer to Jedediah. I could tell she was fighting the urge to punch him in the face. “You told me you were assigned to oversee the Coven King’s situation by the council and that I was supposed to kill him no matter what. Then you sent those disgusting, horrible men who were never worthy to be Holy Knights in the first place. They beat me within an inch of my life and refused my orders because they were reporting directly to you. You must have been the one behind Hilga’s poisoning, and disconnecting her phone,” she accused.

“How dare you!” Jedediah shouted with seemingly genuine outrage. He pointed back at Elaine. “You have failed at your task for months now and failed at your previous tasks before that. You refused to perform the expected duties of a Holy Knight. Instead of trying to be better, trying to live in God’s light, you steep yourself in sin and arrive here with that… that thing!” He shifted the aim of his pointer finger so it was pointing directly at me. “And spread your lies and deceit, trying to create division in the council? I refuse to allow it. I hereby vote that we dismiss Elaine Gentry from the order, effective immediately!”

“A vote to kick me out, huh?” Elaine said with a sneer. “Your men already threw me out when they beat me and left me for dead on your orders!”

Silence fell over the chambers. Jedediah’s eyes narrowed at her, but before he could say anything, James took the brief quiet as his opportunity to speak. “I’ve never seen or heard of such accusations from two trusted parties of this degree of wrongdoing before.” His eyes fell on me. “Great Guardian, do you think you could aid Paul? I believe the council needs his wisdom now more than ever. I know that I do.”

I nodded. Reaching out my hand, I gently laid a finger on Paul’s head. Jedediah angrily screamed at me. “Don’t you dare touch him, heathen!” I ignored the old bastard, and a golden glow emanated from my digit, surrounding Paul.

I studied his body’s condition. He had the same poison in him as Hilga did, only he was much worse. It was odd, he didn’t look sick, yet his body seemed like it should have died years ago. Hell, longer than years, but decades. Regardless, the poison was slowly doing its job. It might take another month or so, but Paul would have died for sure. I searched him with my senses, trying to pinpoint how he was even still alive. Oh, wow. So that’s how it is, I thought as I felt a small spark of divinity inside him.

After purifying the poison, I healed his body as best I could. He wasn’t immortal, that was for sure, but I suspected he was far older than anyone here realized and would outlive them so long as no one actively tried to kill him. His eyes fluttered open, and he smacked his lips a few times.

Paul gave me a warm smile. It was the kind of smile I think a grandparent would give their grandchild. I wouldn’t know for sure since I never knew my grandparents. He reached up, took my finger in his grasp, and shook my hand. “Why, hello there, Guardian. It’s been some time since we last saw each other, hasn’t it?” He asked as he shot me a sly wink.

Yup, this guy definitely knows more than me, I thought. “Yes, I believe it has.” Something about this guy told me I could trust him not to expose me, and for that matter, something told me he could easily reveal my lie. I could kill him and the rest of the council and be done with it, but that wasn’t right. Not everyone here was guilty or unreasonable, I was sure of it. With violence out of the question, I decided to fish for information. “How long has it been?”

Paul rubbed his long beard as he chewed on the question. “Oh, I’d say since not long after our first encounter when I used to go by the name Saul. I remember you showed up like a blinding light, relaying a message from the man who became one of my closest friends. So maybe fifteen years after that, when you delivered his gift to me. I still have it, by the way. It’s very near and dear to my heart.” He pointed at his chest and winked at me again.

I quickly mulled over his words. Saul? Flash of light? A message? It all sounded so familiar. Then it hit me. Wait Saul? Like the Saul from the Bible? That old lady used to come by the orphanage when I was a child and read passages from it some nights. That’s where I heard it! I was always so bored with no TV that the stories were fun to listen to. However, that’s all I’d ever taken them for—just stories. Yet here I was, talking to the actual Paul. I thought there was some talk about his death, but I couldn’t recall. I realized I’d been silent a little too long. I coughed awkwardly. “I—uh—I’m glad you still have it. That was a long time ago. Time flies in heaven—I guess. It’s hard to keep up sometimes.”

Paul laughed. “Thank you for healing me, old friend.”

“It was my pleasure,” I replied with a bit more confidence.

James looked at Paul with a frown. “When did you go by Saul?”

Paul smiled at him and clapped him on the shoulder, looking lively and spry. “Oh, that was a long, long time ago, when I was a foolish young man.”

James smiled back. “Following the original Saul’s lead and changing your name to Paul. I like that. It’s very symbolic. It’s good to see you so active again.”

“He was also poisoned, just like Hilga,” I declared.

James and Paul’s smiles fell. “Poisoned, you say?” Paul asked as he turned his head and narrowed his eyes at Jedediah.

“Why are you looking at me like that, old man?!” Jedediah asked with no small amount of incredulity while angrily smoothing out his long white robes.

“I believe I know exactly how we can get to the bottom of this,” Paul said, leaning forward in his chair and tenting his fingers. “Guardian, would you mind? I think Jedediah needs some help remembering the truth.”

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” Elaine said.

“The truth?” Hilga asked.

James seemed just as confused as Hilga. “What truth are you talking about?” he asked Paul.

I responded to Paul instead of acknowledging them. “Of course, I’d be happy to. Though, it’s more of a statement now than a question,” I replied before standing to my full height in front of the old, furious priest. The only reason I hadn’t used the spell sooner was because I thought the Celestial Guardian would show the Divine Council some level of trust. Maybe I was wrong.

Jedediah stomped his foot like a petulant child. “You have no right to ask anything of me, imposter!”

Stepping back, I puffed out my steel chest while my wings extended from my back to their full length. My golden sword appeared in my hand, and I pointed it at Jedediah’s chest. He froze. Well, he mostly froze since his body shook with both rage and fear. My voice echoed throughout the large chamber. “Jedediah of the Divine Council of Texas. Tell me your sins!”

Jedediah scowled. Not a single tear was shed from his eyes as he confessed to his wrongdoings. “I poisoned Hilga and Paul. I ordered the Elite squad to take Excalibur from Elaine by any means necessary and eradicate every witch they came across as well as the Coven King. I ordered the confirmed death of hundreds of innocent monsters and witches. I planned to overthrow this council and lead a holy revolution throughout the United States.”

“You committed such egregious sins, yet you feel no remorse for your actions?” I asked, genuinely surprised.

“Why would I? I’m doing the Lord’s work! If I do it, then it’s not a sin!”

I shook my head. “Your men said the same thing. Now they suffer in torment for the evil they’ve committed. Elaine, bind his wrists. Jedediah, resist, and you shall die.”

“This is preposterous!” Jedediah roared, though he didn’t fight Elaine as she tied his wrists together behind his back. “Only God can judge me for my actions!”

“Gag him,” I said, summoning a ball gag from my storage and tossing it to Elaine.

She caught it and nodded approvingly. “You’ve come prepared. I can appreciate that.”

James quirked a questioning brow at me, and I coughed. “Yes, well, a divine angel such as myself should always come prepared,” I said awkwardly.

“I demand you release me at once—mpphhphrrrmpphh!” Jedediah’s words were incoherent as Elaine stuffed the ball in his mouth and connected the straps.

Paul smiled while James and Hilga looked shocked, appalled, and confused. “I can’t believe he did all that,” Hilga said sadly, slouching in place with her hands on her thighs.

“Me either,” James admitted. He looked up at me. “Jedediah had told us so many things about the Coven King and his quest to destroy us, things we thought to be true. I see now that we can’t trust anything he said. Is this why you’ve come, Holy Celestial Guardian, to root out the evil amongst us?”

I held out a hand, palm down, and tilted it left and right. “Kind of. It was part of it.”

James cocked his head, and I realized I’d dropped my holy style of speaking. I cleared my throat. “Ahem. That was only a portion of the reason I hath come before thou on this day,” I said a bit more dramatically.

It worked. James’s expression became more solemn, and he nodded. “Then please, tell us what else does our Lord require of us?”

I kept it up, lifting my hands in completely unnecessary gestures as I spoke. “Thouest are to leaveth the Coven King of Wisconsin alone. Oh, and don’t be—uhh—assholeths. The order has killed many innocent monsters and witches who only seek to live in peace without harming anyone. So stop being dicks and murdering them. Thou-em? Whatever. Just cut it out.”

Admittedly, my performance was shit, but it didn’t have to be good when you were fifteen feet tall and looking resplendent. James nodded and dropped to his knees. “Of course, we will cease at once and ensure members do proper investigations—like… like Elaine has. We look forward to having her back in our service.”

I eyed Elaine. I had other plans for her that didn’t involve her being directly under their thumb. Thinking quickly, I said the first thing that popped into my head. As the words came out of my mouth, I blamed Illumina for putting them there. “No. She has been chosen to—uh… receive divine blessings. She shall be baptized again in his holy seed and birthed in bliss.”

Elaine blushed a deep crimson.

“His holy seed?” Hilga asked.

“Metaphorical seed,” I quickly amended.

Hilga and James both mouthed the word, “Ohhh…” at the same time while nodding.

“Anyway…” I drawled. “We must go now. Elaine will be your contact with the Coven King if you need anything or wish to communicate with him. Through him, the world of witches will one day lead glorious, and peaceful lives. God has already approved so… ya know, don’t bother checking on that or anything.” I looked at them. Paul was holding back a snicker, and I kind of wanted to flip him off, but that seemed counterproductive.

Better quit while I’m ahead, I thought. Aloud, I said, “Okay, time to go. Good luck and God bless and stuff! You’ll probably never see me again. Until you’re in heaven, I mean. Whelp, see ya.” I grabbed Elaine and Jedediah each around the waist, one in each hand, and flew back to the elevator, ignoring the friendly goodbyes coming from the council behind me.

I set them down, and Elaine opened the elevator. I released the magic and redressed myself as we stepped inside, the doors closing behind me. Jedediah saw who I really was for the first time. His eyes went wide with shock and rage. I laughed. “Don’t you worry big fella. We’ve got a nice place picked out for you. Elaine, keep him quiet, please.”

She pressed her gun into his back. “Shut up, or I’ll send you to face God’s wrath.” He growled but otherwise stayed quiet.

I led him to the steps. “Elaine, meet me in the closet. I’ll be there in a few minutes to pick you up.”

“Understood.”

The moment Jedediah and I reached the top of the stairs and were out of the protective warding, I pressed the Tele-port against his arm and we flashed away, leaving a very confused lady in a pantsuit wondering where we’d gone.

We arrived in the small room before entering the main cellar beneath Mother’s field. I knocked on the door. “Diet! I’ve got a surprise for you!” I called out.

The door flung open, revealing the sounds of screaming, begging, and sobbing. The smell of blood flooded the small room I was in. Diet wore a beautiful white sundress, or it looked like it used to be white. She cupped her blood-covered hands to her cheeks. “Ooooohhh! You shouldn’t have! It’s not my birthday! Thank you! I love you so much, Logan!”

“I know,” I said with a warm smile. I shoved Jedediah toward her. His eyes were saucers and sweat dripped down his forehead. His face had gone pale. She let go of her cheeks and cupped mine as she kissed me. I grimaced, realizing that my face probably had matching bloody handprints like the ones she’d just left on hers.

She grabbed a fistful of Jedediah’s robes as she squealed. “EEEEE! We’re going to have so much fun together! Come on! I want to show you my newest knife! It’s made from chicken parts.” When she saw my facial expression shift, she added, “Don’t worry, the chicken deserved it. He knows what he did.”

Her chipper voice and Jedediah’s muffled screams were cut off by the door slamming shut. One enemy down, one more to go. Then my family and I can finally stop for a while and just enjoy life—I hope. I sighed a happy sigh at the thought.


Epilogue


Logan & Elaine—Unexpected Challenges & Blessings

My inner circle and I decided we were long overdue for a vacation. With the strength of our coven, we were able to set up more permanent portals, similar to the ones that could be activated at Hot Topic, only ours led to our New York and California headquarters. This meant that we could all easily travel to Chilla’s private beach in California.

The girls wore two-piece bathing suits as we relaxed in the sun, played in the water, and sipped on tropical drinks. I sat back in my deck chair with my hands clasped behind my head and my legs crossed, wearing nothing but my swim trunks.

Halo and Alpha wore large round sunglasses as they lounged on either side of me. “Golly, this sure is the life,” Halo said. “Just think, we could have been living like this months ago if we’d just gone the beach bungalow route.”

I chuckled, remembering I had a similar thought recently. “Nah,” I said. “We wouldn’t have such a big family if we did that.”

“I can’t say I regret our choices either,” Alpha said, her oiled skin glistening in the sun. “Things have turned out pretty great for us.”

Looking out over the sand, I saw Cherry and Arachna playing a game of volleyball against Demonique and Squeaks. Demonique had a fake mouse tail sticking out of the back of her bikini, and she wore plastic Mickey Mouse ears on her head. “I hope you’re ready for this! The two mouseketeers are coming for you!” Demonique shouted as she did an overhead serve.

“I told you, our team name is the cute little mouseketeers!” Squeaks called out as she lowered her stance.

“Oh, we’re cumming too, except we’re doing it for Logan, not you,” Cherry joked with a wink as she returned the serve with an underhand bump.

Squeaks set up Demonique for a spike. “Good one, Cherbear!”

Demonique jumped, slapping the ball as hard as she could toward the ground. Arachna dove for it but couldn’t reach the ball with her hand. Her spider leg stuck out and barely kept the ball up enough for Cherry to bump it again. Demonique tried to get to it in time, but it sailed over her head and landed just inside. “That’s one point for the good gals!” Arachna said.

“Hey! No fair!” Demonique shouted. “You can’t use your legs!”

Arachna blinked at her. “Huh? How am I supposed to play without them?”

The two teams began arguing over whether or not Arachna should be allowed to use her spider legs to compete. Chuckling, I looked away to see Illumina and Chilla both standing with their arms crossed, glaring at me. I quirked a brow.

My Moon Witch frowned, crossing her arms under her large chest and pushing her breasts upward to show off her cleavage even more. “You know I would never prance about so exposed if My King didn’t force me to do this for him. My King loves to see my body every chance he gets. It’s one of the many prices I must pay as his contractually, sexually obligated fuck toy.”

Chilla snuck glances at me as she huffed with agreement and crossed her arms too. “You’re right. I mean, it’s not like I want him to look at my body.” She jutted out her hip so her ass was sticking out toward me. “Seriously, it’s so gross. I mean, if I act like I like it sometimes, it’s only because I’m trying not to be a bitch. It’s not like I enjoy the way he stares at me or anything.” Chilla looked at me over her shoulder and caught me staring at her ass. She blushed and arched her back more as she looked away. “Take a picture. It’ll last longer, you perv!”

I laughed and did just that. “Fair enough,” I said.

She let out an involuntary moan as she heard the camera sound on my app. “Ooohhh shit, that’s hot,” she muttered.

Alpha leaned over and lifted her glasses as she looked at my phone. “Damn, she does have a really nice ass.”

My phone buzzed. It was a text from Fantasia. She was sitting about twenty feet away next to Mallison. Mallison’s long blue hair was fanned out above her head as she lay in the sand. Fantasia had buried the Summoner Witch’s body in a large pile of sand and was currently carving out a body that looked like a sumo wrestler. I opened the text.

Fantasia: OMG! Mallison is literally killing me! (Skull face, Fairy girl.) She’s too funny, I can’t. She’s legit the funniest person alive right now, no cap. For real. She’s totes the best! (Face with tears of joy, Pink heart, Hugging face.) #NPCLife #LoveHer #Besties4Life

For her part, Mallison was calmly staring at me while drooling. I shook my head and texted back.

Logan: Glad you’re getting along so well.

She replied with a picture of Mallison’s new sand body and the massive nipples she gave her. I sent her an “LOL” like I was a grandpa or something. I had never been big on using emojis.

Rose and Novella were lounging on floaties in a large ten-foot kids’ pool they set up with fresh water together. It was barely big enough for them both. Rose held her large water bottle, sipping deeply while Novella tapped away on her tablet as they soaked up the sun.

Rose’s flowers bloomed, and more grew in her vines. She let out a happy sigh. “Jesus Christ, Vella. It was so freakin’ sweet of you to think of this for me. You know how detrimental the salt water is for a freshwater Flower Witch like me?”

Novella smiled and kept working on whatever she was doing as she replied, “Actually, no I don’t know how bad it would have been, I just knew salt water wouldn’t be good for you.”

“It would have dried out my skin so much. I’d have looked like a raisin for like, a freakin’ week. And Jesus Christ, there’s no way Logan would fuck a raisin. He definitely wouldn’t lick a raisin’s booty hole. You’re my hero, Vella.”

Novella adjusted her glasses and looked away from her tablet. “Awww, thank you, Rose. That’s so sweet. Perhaps you can thank me by letting me join you the next time you and Logan are together?”

Rose giggled. “He’d like that. It’s a deal.”

I smiled even wider as I scanned the area and watched all my girls having fun together. The warm sun, cool breeze, and the sound of their laughter made the moment special. I wanted to remember it forever. Nothing could possibly ruin a moment this perfect, I thought.

But a strange feeling came over me. It was unpleasant—like someone had just taken a massive shit in my Cheerios. Then, thanks to my enhanced senses, I heard it. The sound of several footsteps coming toward us through the sand. I abruptly stood to face what I was confident was an incoming threat, a token already clutched in my fist.

Alpha noticed my movement and got to her feet as quickly as she could. “Ladies! Ready up!” she shouted.

I heard my girls hurrying to group up behind me. I sized up the man I was sure was the European Coven King as he and his twelve witches walked toward us. He… wasn’t quite what I had been expecting.

He was tall with a muscular build and had his right ear pierced. His blonde hair was slicked back with an undercut. I couldn’t tell what color his eyes were because he wore these small, thin rectangular sunglasses. His goatee was meticulously trimmed. I would have described him as handsome if not for his nose, which was a little too big and sharp for his face.

Beneath his leather jacket that hung off his shoulders for no clear reason, he wore a green mesh shirt that did nothing to hide his pierced nipples—rings, not studs. His black leather pants were so tight they had to be uncomfortable if not painful when he walked. That’s one tough son of a bitch, I thought as he showed no signs of discomfort.

He stopped ten feet away and shrugged while removing his sunglasses. The action smoothly put his jacket back in place. He slid the glasses into his inside pocket as he eyed me up and down with a smirk. “Ah, Logan, zis must be ze legendary Coven King of Viscónsin I have heard so much about.” His eyes trailed slowly down my chest. “Ja, quite...formidable, I must say.” His gaze darted down to my feet and he visibly swallowed before looking at my face again. “You are, ah, barefoot. That’s very—ahem...brave of you.” He winked at me.

I frowned and crossed my arms over my chest, keeping hold of the token just in case. “Hello there. You must be the European Coven King.”

He smiled broadly and gave me a theatrical bow. “Otto! Otto Von Schwulhart, ze Coven King of Deutschland!”

“Let’s cut the small talk, shall we? The way I see it, you can live your life happily across the seas while I stay on my side of the pond. The world is plenty big enough for the two of us. So tell me, Otto, why did you come to America?”

Otto’s smile didn’t quite reach his blue eyes. “I am here on...official business.” He dramatically puffed out his chest and clenched his fists. “Ja, I seek a proper competition of magical prowess, a...how do you say...tournament, to see who truly is ze superior Coven King!” His eyes slowly trailed back down to my feet, and he licked his lips. “Also...I mean, zis sand, it must be quite relaxing on ze feet, nein?”

I frowned and tilted my head. “So… You came here to challenge me? Why?”

Otto scoffed. “Why? Because only ze strongest should lead, of course! Zis is not about anything else! Certainly not about—personal interests.” Otto’s eyes fixed on my feet again as he awkwardly cleared his throat. He forced himself to look up again, his cheeks slightly flushed.

Halo played with her pigtails. “Goodness, is the Euro Coven King gay? He’s definitely gay, right?”

Cherry’s arms were crossed, and she tongued a fang and arched an eyebrow. “Seems pretty fuckin’ gay to me.”

I shook my head, replying to them in a low voice without looking away from my challenger. “No way. He’s just European. Don’t read too much into things.”

“Gay, you say?” Otto asked defensively. “Nein, nein nein. As you can see, I have brought my very charming vitches. I admit, ve have not, ehm, been distracted by frivolous relations. You see, zey are quite, how do you say...disciplined?”

My eyes widened to saucers. “Wow, that’s amazing! Good for you all, if that works for you. But… your witches are cool with that? They don’t get upset that they can’t get any from you?”

He waved the question away with a wrist that was limper than any wrist had a right to be. “Ja, ja, of course! Zey understand ze importance of—uhh...dedication to ze coven!”

I heard a loud sigh coming from somewhere in the middle of his group. Whoever it was shouted, “Yeah, he’s definitely not gay, he’s just—umm—super focused.”

I nodded with understanding, my brow furrowing with respect for this mysterious stranger. “Impressive indeed,” I muttered, offering begrudging admiration for his self-control. He was not someone I should take lightly.

“Jesus Christ, too focused to lick a few booty holes? He has to be gay. There’s no other explanation,” Rose declared.

“Handsome here finds the time to plow our fields regularly—if you know what I mean. He’s a pretty focused guy too,” Squeaks said.

One of Otto’s witches in the front spoke up. Her eyes were solid red. “Look, your Coven King clearly isn’t as focused and driven as ours. We’re understanding and supportive. That doesn’t make him gay.”

I hated to admit it, but they were right. Any straight man who could turn down an entire coven of hundreds of gorgeous witches who were all no doubt in love with him was not one to trifle with. “I have a lot to learn from you, Otto,” I muttered, shaking my head in disbelief.

Another one of his witches spoke up from the side. She had curly blonde hair and a golden halo above her head but no wings, which surprised me. She looked awestruck. “He… he licks your booty hole? Like, often?”

Otto waved his arms in front of us to get our attention again. “Ve have no time for romance, or...distractions. Especially not vith men...or—or…feet!” His voice rose an octave higher at the end, and he winced. He forced a laugh to cover it up as he continued. “Anyvay, zis is about power! Und I vill prove mine, in more ways zan one!”

I held up a hand to stop my ladies from interrupting. “Fine. You’re on. We’ll set up a tournament, but we aren’t discussing the details today. Leave me your number, and I’ll be in touch.”

“Ja. Ja! Zhat is a vonderful idea.” He summoned a blank notecard and pen. He wrote on it quickly and handed it to me. “Zhere you go.”

I looked down at the card. It had his name and phone number followed by several XOs—truly a man secure in his masculinity. I blinked in sheer awe, looking up at him slowly.I put the card in my transdimensional storage for later. “Is there anything else you want to say, or are you leaving so we can enjoy the rest of our beach trip?”

He bit his lip. “I vant to say, you have such—ehm...sturdy ankles, ja? Very practical for standing—a long time, I imagine. Very masculine!” he said awkwardly while forcing another laugh. Then he muttered under his breath so low that I wouldn’t have caught it if not for my enhanced senses. “Mein Gotess, zose toes...”

Cherry’s nose scrunched up, her brows knitting together. “Otto, you seem to have a thing for my toasty Cinnamon Roll’s little piggies.”

“He’s European,” I said, holding up a hand to keep any undue accusations from spilling out. “It’s their way.”

He blushed and stuck out his chest a bit more. “I do not, under any circumstances, care about zese—how do you say, little piggies of his! Zey are merely—quite functional, ja? Not beautiful or...sexually enticing in any vay!” His face grew even more red as he stared at my feet a little too long, probably calculating. It was clear he knew something I didn’t about the importance of feet in whatever challenges he had in mind for our tournament, or maybe about the magical properties of feet based on their shape. It could be an art lost to my witches, similar to something like palm reading.

Even so, I stuffed my toes in the sand self-consciously, and he abruptly looked away, summoning a broom to his hand. “Ze tournament! Ve will discuss ze tournament! Until ve meet again, Logan.”

He turned his back on me. I noticed that one of his witches wore a scarf. I didn’t understand the broom witches and scarves, but I could understand what he was about to do when he straddled his broom. I mentally noted that it was oddly phallic-shaped and thicker than a broom handle normally was—again, his security in his masculinity was something else. Even more scandalous, it also had two strange orbs dangling near the base. “Is your broom meant to represent your dick?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“Vhat? Nein! Zhis is just a comfortable grip. Und zhose are footholds,” he said a bit defensively. “Come ladies! Ve go!” Otto hopped on his cock-and-balls broom and flew away. It was odd to feel jealous of him when he was riding a broom that looked like that, but what could I say? I’d been wanting to ride a broom for a long time. Jealousy aside, I was glad to know it was possible.

Fantasia breathed a loud sigh of relief. “Thank the goddess that Logan doesn’t have a foot fetish.”

“G—good. I mean, it’s not like I’d want him eyeing my cute feet anyway,” Chilla said. “It’s not like I practice posing them and spend a fortune on pedicures for him, or whatever…”

Cherry nodded. “I’m glad our little joke was never true now. It was creepy the way he kept eyeing Logan’s little piggies.”

I grimaced and looked away.

“W—what is it, Logan?” Arachna asked nervously.

I sighed. “Actually, I think all those jokes you girls made started to take a toll on me,” I admitted. “I think you’ve more or less gaslit me into a real foot fetish.”

All my ladies gasped in unison.
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Elaine lay in Logan’s bed, fully exposed. This was it. She was finally going to get what she’d longed for, what she’d been desperate for, what she knew would make her life complete. He was coming back from his vacation in just a minute. He’d texted her earlier in the day asking if she had any requests for her first time.

She’d been very clear about what she wanted. No foreplay, no talking—she wanted him to walk in and get that huge penis in her little vagina as soon as possible. She’d already waited too long.

Elaine’s body was already shuddering from anticipation as she heard his footsteps coming toward the door. It opened, and she drank him in. Every toned muscle made her core burn a little hotter. Her heart pounded in her chest harder than a fat kid pounded the table when dinner wasn’t ready on time. With every step he took, her breaths quickened in her chest.

Logan crawled onto the bed, and Elaine spread her legs even wider for him. He leaned in close, his enormous manhood laying across her stomach. She almost came from its touch alone. He whispered in her ear, “I know you said no words, but I have to know—are you ready for this?”

“Yes, yes! Ooooh, God yes. No matter what happens, don’t stop. Promise me you won’t stop, Logan,” Elaine whined.

He nodded and kissed her lips. Her body spasmed. The touch of his penis and lips at the same time sent her into her first, tiny orgasm. “Hmmmmm… God yes! Ahhh! Put it inside! Please, hurry, I need it more than I’ve ever needed anything!”

She felt his tip press against her honeypot. She bit her lower lip and squeezed his shoulders, bracing for the pain she expected would come next. His tip slid into her, and she shook with another intense orgasm. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and drool poured from her mouth as her arms fell onto the bed. The world went dark as an unimaginable pleasure consumed every inch of her. Suddenly, Elaine found herself frolicking through a sunny field of flowers with Logan at her side. They laughed with tears of joy falling down their cheeks.

Then they were riding on the back of a unicorn through a mystical forest. They stopped at the most beautiful waterfall she’d ever seen. Fireflies lit up the night as the moonlight reflected off the rippling surface of the water.

The world faded to pure white, and Elaine soared through the clouds with her arms outstretched. She shouted with glee, “Wooooohoooo!” Ahead of her, the clouds parted, and she saw an old man in a long white robe. His long white hair and beard hung down past his chest. An old, yet still beautiful woman stood behind him. “God? Goddess?” she asked. She’d heard witches say Goddess, but never really believed one existed. The so-called Goddess said nothing, but she smiled at Elaine and covered a giggle. Then she stepped backward, disappearing into the clouds.

The man approached Elaine with a warm smile.

She felt like she should bow, kneel, look away, something, anything to show her respect, but she couldn’t. All Elaine could do was float there and stare at him, awestruck. “Hi… uh—sir,” she said awkwardly.

“Normally, we wouldn’t meet until much later, but I have a gift for you and a mission.”

“A mission?” Elaine repeated. “Anything, lord.”

“Your mission is to deliver my righteous retribution to those who murder the innocent in my name, and when you’re not busy with that, protect the Coven King and enjoy your time with him. Though, it seems you’re already doing that last thing.” He chuckled.

Elaine blushed. “Y—yes, God!” She wanted to ask a question but didn’t know how.

God rolled his eyes and grinned. “Yes, you can call him your lord in bed.” He let out a hearty belly laugh before pressing his finger to her forehead. “Now go, my child. You’ll find you’ve been blessed with the strength to endure round two when you return.”

Elaine felt divine power rush into her body. She gasped, unable to speak as it flowed through and on her.

God gave her a toothy grin and two thumbs up.

Then he suddenly disappeared behind the clouds as Elaine began falling through the sky. The world grew closer until she saw all of Fresco City below her. Seconds later, she fell through the penthouse roof and back into her body.

She gasped for air as her eyes shot open. Logan lay on top of her, looking deep into her eyes. She felt his warm seed covering her entire body and filling her insides. Elaine blinked several times and noticed that a large splatter of cream was in her mouth. She gulped, swallowing it all.

It tasted incredible. “Blessed be—I think I saw God… and a Goddess,” Elaine said breathily.

Logan smiled and nodded, brushing hair out of her face. “Yeah. I’ve been there before. Did God give you two thumbs up?”

Elaine blinked. “Yes, he did.”

Logan chuckled. “He’s a pretty cool guy.

She grinned and wrapped her arms around Logan’s neck. She looked into his eyes and saw the reflection of hers as they began glowing with a golden light. “God was right. I’m ready for round two.”

Logan’s brows shot up. “We’re going to need to talk about that.”

“After,” she said.

“Yeah, definitely after,” Logan agreed as he prepared to thrust into her again.
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