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Chapter 1









Elaine & Logan — 
The Announcement
The sun shone brightly through the clear sky overhead as Elaine stood before Logan on the steps of the Duval County Courthouse, preparing to say goodbye. A gentle breeze blew her short brown hair across her face as she took both of his hands in hers. Like Logan himself, his hands were large, firm, and strong. Despite her efforts to hold back, tears rolled down her cheeks. She knew this wasn’t goodbye forever, but that didn’t make it any easier—even with Cherry TV, three of Logan’s lifelike toys, and a pair of his replica magical hands to keep her company. 
Being one of Logan’s girls full-time these past few weeks had been incredible—she’d never been happier or more fulfilled. However, after meeting God, she understood that it wouldn’t last forever. Her Lord had tasked her with protecting Logan. Initially, she thought that meant staying close. But, it quickly became clear that wasn’t the case. 
Logan was surrounded by beautiful witches who were just as strong and capable as she was. They could protect him from almost any danger. That wasn’t Elaine’s role. No, her job was to be proactive. She needed to take over the Holy Knights, eliminate those who murdered innocents, and steer the rest toward real threats deserving of divine justice. 
She would seek out the vile things lurking in the darkness that could endanger Logan or his witches and remove them before they became a problem. Then, whenever she got the chance, she’d return to Logan and make up for lost time. 
“Hey there,” Logan said, removing one of his hands from hers to wipe away her tears with his thumb. “No need to cry. We’ll still talk all the time.” 
He’d always been sweet. She couldn’t help but think back to their first encounter at the mall. He had rejected her then, but so politely that she hadn’t even felt bad about it. Later, despite her nearly killing him, he accepted her. He forgave her as easily as God did when she made mistakes.
At first, she had simply lusted after him. But after watching him for longer, those feelings had grown into something more. Now, after spending weeks by his side and in his bed, her love had deepened. Logan had been her entire world for months, even if he only knew about her for a fraction of that time. She didn’t blame him if he wasn’t as head over heels for her as she was for him. Still, she wanted him to know before she began her journey. 
“I know we’ll talk all the time—it’s just… it’s going to be hard not seeing you every day. I’m going to miss you constantly,” she said through sobs. 
He cupped her cheek, and she leaned into his touch, savoring its warmth. “I promise, at least once a week we’ll do a two-way sync while we video chat. I know it’s not the same, but at least I’ll be able to use my duplicate hands to hug you,” he said with a warm smile. 
“I kind of thought you might try to talk me out of leaving,” she admitted. 
He chuckled and shook his head. “No. This is what you said you wanted. I want to support you and your decisions. Besides, with how determined you’ve been, would it even work if I tried?” 
She shrugged one shoulder, her cheeks turning pink. “Maybe.”
“And then you wouldn’t have been happy, feeling like you weren’t fulfilling your purpose in life,” he pointed out. 
Damn it, he was right—just like he had been when he convinced her to reconnect with her mother last week. That had been a tough pill to swallow—learning her name wasn’t actually Elaine Gentry. In truth, it was Jenny Montgomery. She had shared her story with the ladies in Logan’s inner circle, recalling her mother’s words down to the letter. When she finished, Cherry had bluntly declared, “Bitch, you got kidnapped.” The other ladies had wholeheartedly agreed. 
After meeting her mother, Elaine made a decision. She would continue going by Elaine—not because the council had named her that, but because it reflected who she had become. It was just as much a part of her as any other aspect of her identity. 
“I know you’re right,” she said, pressing herself against his body in a tight embrace. “It’s just that…” She hesitated, a lump forming in her throat. A second later, she swallowed and pushed on. “I love you so much.” 
He cradled her head in one hand, rubbing her back with the other before kissing the top of her head. “Even though you’re a few pages ahead of me, we’re still reading the same book, and I love you too.” 
She knew exactly what he meant, and she was thrilled by both his honesty and the fact that he loved her—even if it wasn’t as deeply as she loved him. That didn’t matter. Time would resolve that. Until then, her mission was to ensure they had that time. 
She lifted her chin and kissed him with all the passion she could muster. Then she took two steps back, knowing that if she didn’t, she would never be able to leave. Logan allowed her space and smiled, though his eyes were watery. He swore he never cried because he was far too manly for that. If she pointed out the unshed tears now, he’d probably blame impossible raindrops or an onion being chopped nearby. He was always so funny and understanding—two more reasons she loved him.
Elaine closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “See you soon,” she said as she reopened them. 
He nodded. “Until then,” he said before blowing her a kiss. 
She pretended to catch it and tucked it into the inside pocket of her duster jacket. 
Elaine was about to turn away when he raised a finger. “Shoot, I almost forgot.” He reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out a familiar rabbit’s foot—the one that used to be his hand, which now had a silver chain attached to it. He leaned in and fastened it around her neck. “I want you to have this. Now, no matter what, you’ll always be able to find your way back to me.” 
More tears spilled from her eyes, but she quickly wiped them away with her sleeve, thankful she hadn’t worn mascara that day. He held up a finger for her to wait before an old brick cell phone from the 80s appeared in his hand. “Take this too. It pulls in enough ambient magic to use it twice a day, unless you find a way to channel more magic into it.”
Elaine’s mouth opened slightly as she gasped. She recognized the artifact—the one she’d seen him use to teleport. She accepted it and slipped it into a large jacket pocket. “Thank you…” she whispered, holding the small foot between two fingers and looking at it fondly.
“Don’t mention it,” he said grinning. “Seriously, don’t mention what it is to anyone. I don’t want them trying to steal it from you and use it against me.” 
She laughed. “As if I’d make a rookie mistake like that.” She took one more breath to compose herself before nodding to him. “I’ll call you tomorrow and let you know how it goes.” 
He nodded, hooking his thumbs in the front pockets of his jeans. “Looking forward to it. Stay safe out there.” 
“I will.” No more words were needed. Her sad expression shifted to one of determination. She set her jaw, furrowed her brows, and started toward the doors. 
She paused, glancing back at him only once as she opened the door. Logan watched her go with a loving smile on his face. As she turned from him she caught a white flash reflecting off the glass door—Logan had gone home. Elaine walked confidently through the halls and into the basement where she pressed the brick that revealed the hidden elevator. Her time as a Holy Knight may have begun long ago, but her true journey started now. 

      [image: image-placeholder]I appeared on the rooftop of our penthouse. Elaine hadn’t been staying with us very long, but it still hurt to watch her leave so soon. I figured she’d be back to visit in person next month, but I hoped to see her again sooner than that. Even though she wasn’t a part of our inner circle, we’d still come to consider her as part of the family and one of my girls. 
My phone buzzed with a notification, abruptly interrupting my melancholic thoughts. 
Fantasia: Hey Logie Bear! We’re already watching the tournament announcement. You should totes join us. I saved you a seat, no cap fr fr. Winky Face, Winky Kiss, Fairy, Kissy Face, Pink Heart. #HurryBoo
I chuckled at the text from Fantasia. As always, it was flooded with emojis. Since I was already on my way to the stairs, I didn’t bother replying and headed inside. I reached the main floor of the penthouse and spotted the back of my inner circle’s heads as they all sat on the large round half-circle couch in front of the projector. Sure enough, the prerecorded segment that we did with Otto and a few members of his inner circle was finally being broadcast on The Witching Hour.
I recalled my first meeting with Otto those few weeks ago and how he’d been so fixated on my feet. That had bothered me ever since. He knew something about the connection between a Coven King’s magical power and feet that I didn’t, I was sure of it. I’d asked Novella to look into it for me, but she found nothing and tried to convince me that Otto was just gay and liked feet. I knew that was a possibility, but I wasn’t going to chance it—I mean, he’s European, they have different styles and customs. Too many witches depended on me for me to leave anything up to fate alone. 
On the screen, Alpha took the microphone from Winifred and said, “Support Logan if you care about your own future.” That had been a call out for witches who hadn’t joined us yet to do so ASAP. By joining, or merging their smaller coven with mine, they’d have protection from Otto. It would also grow my power over time. While a single smaller coven barely had an impact on my magical well anymore, all those numbers would eventually add up. 
Otto came on the screen next, dressed in leather pants so tight they could have been painted on and a neon green fishnet shirt. The guy reminded me of a professional wrestler as he spoke. “…Ze ultimate test of magical prowess!” 
I snagged a quick drink of water from the kitchen before making my way toward the couch, quickly spotting Fantasia’s pink hair. 
“Does anyone else think his outfit makes him look like Elton John and Gucci had a buff baby?” Novella asked, sounding genuinely curious. 
“Maybe,” Rose said giggling. “He’s definitely dressed like he knows all the words to Dancing Queen.”
“I feel like I’m gonna have to watch Die Hard twice just to balance out the energy that outfit is putting off,” Alpha quipped.
Cherry’s head bobbed in agreement. “Yup. He’s definitely gay,” Cherry declared. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that, obviously,” she quickly added. 
The couch full of women nodded and murmured their agreement. 
Cherry continued, “It’s just that I feel bad for those poor witches under him. They must be so sexually frustrated.” She shook her head sadly, the other women joining her with solemn nods of agreement. 
“He’s not gay,” I said as I rounded the couch after spotting Fantasia’s pink hair, looking for and not finding the seat she said she saved me. “He’s European. They’re eccentric and have unique styles that we aren’t used to, that’s all.” 
All the girls’ heads turned toward me with smiles on their pretty faces. Fantasia saw me and shot to her feet, hurriedly gesturing to the place she had been sitting between Arachna and Halo. “Logie Bear! Here’s the seat I promised,” she said with a beaming smile. 
She seemed so excited about it that I couldn’t refuse. So, I accepted the comfy spot with a grateful smile—even if I did feel bad about taking her seat. Or, well… I felt bad until she smoothed the back of her short dress skirt, promptly plopped down on my lap, and leaned her head back against my chest. She then wiggled her rump happily as she got more comfortable. 
“So that’s what you were texting him earlier…” Arachna said with eight narrowed eyes. “Well played, Fantasia… well played.” The spider witch grabbed my arm and cuddled up against me while Halo did the same on the other side. 
A chorus of various versions of, “Welcome back, baby!” came from my ladies before Alpha quirked a brow at me. “You still don’t see that he’s gay?” she asked, holding a hand toward the screen as if it were obvious. 
I shook my head. “I admit, it’s a possibility, but I don’t see how anyone could be gay with that many gorgeous women around him all the time.” 
“Ugh,” Chilla said, tossing her short blue hair with a flick of her head. “He doesn’t even make love to them… Not that every witch wants their Coven King to bang them. It’s not like we all enjoy it,” she quickly added while crossing her arms. 
“Witch, please,” Squeaks said with a grin from beside her. “I heard you on Cherry TV last night. You were literally begging for it.” 
“I was not!” Chilla huffed, her face turning pink. 
Squeaks held up her phone. “I could play it back for everyone right now.” 
Chilla reached for the phone but Squeaks pulled it away at the last second. “No! That’s okay. I—I—I—just shut up!” Chilla said as she grew more flustered. 
“C’mon now, leave her alone,” I said like a parent correcting their children. 
Squeaks laughed and dismissed her phone to her transdimensional storage. “Sorry, Handsome, just having a bit of fun. Chilla knows I love her.” 
Chilla barely nodded. “I do…” she quietly agreed. 
Illumina sat up straighter, lifting her chin. “If My King declares that Otto is not gay, then Otto is not gay. It is not the job of his majesty’s contractually bound free-use-toy to question his decisions.” 
Demonique, who was dressed in a white robe with gold trim, just like the one Illumina was wearing, also sat up straighter and lifted her chin. “This is true. As Boss’s second contractually obligated freak in the sheets, I too must agree with his every word, as I am bound to do.” 
“There is absolutely no part of our contract that states any of that,” I noted. 
Alpha wasn’t satisfied with my previous answer and brought the conversation back on track. “You said he can’t be gay just because he’s surrounded by beautiful witches—if that were true then why hasn’t he banged any of them yet?” 
“This is a valid question,” Mallison said softly before wiping the drool from her mouth with her sleeve. She’d been staring at me for too long again. 
“Goodness, Baby, they aren’t wrong,” Halo agreed.
I tried to hold up a hand to forestall further comments, but couldn’t since two pregnant ladies had a tight grip on my arms. They quieted to wait for my response anyway. “That’s what makes him so impressive. He’s obviously withholding out of principle so he can remain single-mindedly focused on his goals. I almost wonder if I’d need to do the same to keep up during the tournament.”
Gasps echoed through the room. “That’s fudging bull shrimp!” Halo shouted as tears instantly started falling.
Cherry let out an agonized wail as she buried her face in her hands. “Aaaahhh! How could you even suggest something so horrifying!”
The waterworks sprung from all eight of Arachna’s eyes, causing her vast amounts of mascara to leak down her pale cheeks. “You know how horny my pregnancy is making me! Why would you even consider being so cruel!?” 
Novella crossed her arms and stomped on the floor so hard that it broke the high heel right off her shoe. Her glasses slid down the bridge of her nose and she forcefully pushed them back into place. “This is the most ridiculous idea I’ve ever heard and I won’t stand for it, Mr. Morrison!” she declared.
“Hear! Hear!” The girls shouted as sobs quickly turned into angered indignation.
Well, that escalated quickly, I thought. “Whooaahh, whoooah! Relax, ladies. I’m sorry. I wasn’t seriously considering it. I just didn’t think it prudent to dismiss any idea out of hand because of how serious the situation is. Again, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset anyone.”
Sniffles were accompanied by huffs. Halo took several deep breaths, sounding as if she’d nearly been hyperventilating. “Jiminy Cricket, Baby! Don’t scare us like that.”
“That was not okay,” Rose said, making an X with her arms and slashing them away from herself while shaking her head. 
Alpha spread out her palms and waved them in downward motions. “It’s okay, ladies—everyone just calm down. This was a close call, but Logan has learned from his mistake. I’m sure it won’t ever happen again—right, Logan?” 
I nodded frantically, Fantasia’s pink hair tickling my chin as I did. “Yup, I most definitely learned my lesson.” Having somehow gotten out of the huge mess I’d stepped in, I decided to change the subject as quickly as possible. “Novella, since we’re already all here, how about you go over the tournament information?” 
Novella narrowed her eyes at me, as if to say we’d be having a discussion later in private but nodded her agreement. “Very well, Mr. Morrison.” She summoned her tablet and began tapping on the screen while everyone calmed down. 
Rose held up a finger, being one of the quickest to recover from their outburst. “Question.” I nodded for her to continue, and she did. “Is competitive Flower Witch booty hole licking one of the events? If so, I’d like to request Logan as my partner.” 
Fantasia shook her head. “No, not unless things have changed since the first negotiations. I don’t believe that it is.” 
“Oh, I see,” Rose said, sounding disappointed. 
“Ahem,” Novella said, clearing her throat to get everyone’s attention. “There are several events prepared, however, not all of them will be used. One week before each competition date, one of the events will be chosen at random. There’s no sense in going over all of them now since there’s no way to know which we’ll be participating in. They range from things as serious as magical duels to less impressive activities such as mundane scavenger hunts.”
Rose perked up. “So you’re telling me there’s a chance…” she muttered with determination, her fists clenched and eyes narrowed.
Novella sighed.






Chapter 2















Logan — The Announcement Part 2
Novella dashed Rose’s hopes again before explaining the various technical rules regarding the magical requirements of the tournament. I’d heard this all twice before and zoned out through most of her explanation. Judging by how Mallison had drooled all over herself from forgetting to look away from me and how Chilla kept forming small ice sculptures in her hand, many of the other girls who had also heard it before did the same. 
“Do we need to keep going over these rules again?” Chilla groaned. 
“Don’t you care about Logan winning? Our futures are on the line here,” Arachna challenged. 
Chilla shrugged. “I mean, yeah I want us to win but it’s not like I specifically care that Logan wins or anything…” 
Arachna stared intently at the latest sculpture Chilla held in her hand and smirked. It was the latest iteration she’d made of me looking heroic in various victory poses. Chilla followed the Spider Witch’s gaze. Realizing what she was staring at, the Ice Witch promptly made the small statue disappear. 
“Yeah, we all see just how much you don’t care,” Arachna said dryly. 
“So that’s how it’s going to be, is it?” Novella asked rhetorically with a single brow arched. “Very well, everyone has a copy in their emails. You can review the rest at your leisure. I’ve got something even more important for us to discuss anyway,” she said with an excited glint in her green eyes. 
I rarely saw that look from her, so I knew this must be something good. “Well, don’t hold back now. Tell us what you got,” I encouraged. 
She beamed at me and sat up straighter while adjusting her glasses. “As you are aware, Mr. Morrison, I’ve been searching for leads on artifacts that may help us secure a victory. Recently, I found ancient texts about a mystical time-control chamber.” 
My jaw hit the top of Fantasia’s head so hard that she flinched. “Ouch!” she said, rubbing her head as I closed my mouth. 
“Sorry,” I muttered before looking back at Novella. It seemed all the girls were just as surprised as me. 
“Did you just say time control chamber?” Cherry asked with wide eyes.    
Novella nodded eagerly, causing her glasses to slip down her nose. She absent-mindedly adjusted them with a finger. “As a matter of fact, I did,” she replied with no small hint of pride. 
“We’ll need to find it soon,” Fantasia remarked as she tapped at her phone. “Otto is already securing more artifacts of his own.” She held her phone up over her head for me to see. 
I was intrigued by the picture—not because of Otto’s clothing choice, or lack thereof, but because of the fist-sized silver egg he held and the caption saying, “Look, everyone! Got a new artifact today. Fifth this week. Gonna win this Coven King tournament easily. Winky Face. Crown.” 
“Jesus Christ! Don’t hog it. Let us see too!” Rose shouted. 
Alpha leaned closer. “Is he wearing a banana hammock?” 
“More like a baby banana hammock,” Arachna quipped, earning a round of snickers and giggles. 
Cherry held her hand up for an air-high-five since she was too far from the Spider Witch to give her a real one. “Good one, babe!” 
They both slapped the air as Arachna replied, “Thanks.” 
Squeaks squinted at the picture. “Is that a butt plug?” 
“No,” Novella said, shaking her head.
“Are you sure?” Chilla asked. “Because that really looks like a butt plug.” 
Demonique gulped. “That would be one huge butt plug.” 
Novella sighed. “It’s not a butt plug!” 
Illumina shook her head. “If that’s not a massive butt plug, then what is it?” 
“If you all would stop interrupting me, I’d tell you,” Novella said with exasperation. 
“I’m wondering how many more people are going to say the words ‘butt plug,’” Cherry said with an impish grin. 
I shook my head. “I’m not. Novella, please explain to us what this artifact is,” I said, hoping to get things back on track. 
Novella gave me a relieved smile. “Thank you, Mr. Morrison. That artifact,” she said with a little bite to the word, “is a crystal ball with a scrying enchantment. Its odd shape is what makes it unique and allows it to cross greater distances.” 
“So… what I hear you saying is that it’s not a freakin’—” Rose started before Novella cut her off. 
“NO! It’s not. It’s a crystal ball.” 
Rose threw her hands up. “Okay, okay. Jesus Christ. You don’t have to shout.” 
Novella’s nostrils flared, and she narrowed her eyes at Rose. Then she pointed two fingers to her own eyes before pointing them at the Flower Witch. Rose gulped. 
“Are we worried about being seen? I know we have wards against scrying, but will they work against this artifact?” I asked, ignoring the two ladies’ brief spat. 
Novella shook her head. “No. With your vast power making us stronger, it doesn’t stand a chance. We’ll have to be more cautious when we’re outside our protections, though.” 
I nodded. “That makes sense. Back to this time chamber. Do we know where it is or how to get it?”
Novella nodded, then shook her head. “Yes and no. I know where it is, but not how to get to it or retrieve it yet.” 
Chilla shrugged as if she were disinterested, but her somewhat excited tone said otherwise. “I’ve got a rare Lore Witch in my coven. She could help you find the answers.” 
“That sounds like a great idea,” I said.
“You know what sounds like an even better idea?” Alpha asked rhetorically. “Some pickles dipped in Logan’s saliva.” 
The ladies grimaced, except for the equally very pregnant Halo, who perked up. “Ooooh yeah! I want the same, except with pancakes.” 
“Why can’t they ever just want me to pick something up from the grocery store,” I grumbled to myself while putting a small piece of candy in my mouth to build up more spit.
Arachna shivered and rubbed her thighs together as she eyed me nervously. “I—I’d rather have Master’s pickle dipped in something else,” she sheepishly admitted. Unlike my other pregnant witches, Arachna’s cravings weren’t for food. Instead, she’d been aggressively craving more private attention in the bedroom. 
Mallison sighed dreamily as she wiped more drool on her sleeve. “Wouldn’t we all, Arachna. Wouldn’t we all…”

      [image: image-placeholder]I woke up the next morning with a pregnant Spider Witch softly snoring in my arms. It took me a few minutes to navigate my way out of the tangle of limbs—all belonging to Arachna—without waking her. After the impromptu meeting, I’d spent the rest of the previous day meeting the many needs of my three pregnant lovers while the rest of my gals worked on preparations for the opening ceremony of the tournament. 
I slipped downstairs and had some breakfast before making my way to Novella’s office, where Cherry informed me the blonde was already hard at work. Stepping into the room, I quickly noticed that Novella wasn’t alone—Mother Dearest and another witch I recognized were there as well.  
She was tall and lanky with a lithe body, wearing a sweater vest over a white blouse with a pair of trousers. Her long brown hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she smiled and blushed as I entered the room. 
“Good morning, ladies,” I said.
Mother Dearest was very much the opposite of the Lore Witch. Being a Fertility Witch meant that she had an impossible body with the most exaggerated hourglass figure I’d ever seen. She wore a tight black dress that showed off her curves and a pair of high heels. Mother also smiled warmly as she immediately walked over and gave me a hug. “Darling, it’s wonderful to see you.” 
I returned her hug, enjoying the feeling of her soft body against mine. “It’s great to see you too, Mother.” 
She held my hand as we walked back to Novella’s desk. The Grimoire Witch had her sports coat draped over her chair as she stood with the sleeves of her blouse rolled up. Strands of her normally perfect high-pony were loose, and she offered me a tired smile. 
“Novella, have you slept yet?” I asked, my expression shifting to that of concern. 
She shook her head. “I’m afraid not, Mr. Morrison. This research is too important.” 
I walked around the desk and wrapped her up in a hug which she gladly accepted. “I know this is important, but so is your health. Make sure you get a nap sometime today and definitely get some sleep later tonight, okay?” I said softly. 
She nodded into my chest before breaking the hug, seeming slightly more energetic. “I will, but first, we should go over what Mother, Lexycon, and I have learned so far.” 
“Of course,” I replied before turning my attention to the new girl in the room. “Lexycon? I didn’t realize you’re the Lore Witch Chilla was talking about.” I held out my hand for her to shake. 
She took it awkwardly as a blush crept up her neck. “Yes, well…our first meeting didn’t involve much conversation due to its physical and intimate nature.” 
“No, but you certainly had plenty of interesting things to say,” I said with a broad smile as I shot her a playful wink. 
She coughed. “Ahem. Y–you did bang me with great enthusiasm,” she said sheepishly. “It was incredible, by the way,” she belatedly added as if it were an afterthought.
I wasn’t sure if I should be flattered or offended by the way she complimented me. I grimaced—not at her response or the memory of our first time, but because I couldn’t recall previously learning her name. Seeing her and hearing her voice again, I definitely remembered her from the lineup of witches from the Devil’s Coast Faction when I’d gone to visit them. And she was right, our time together, brief as it was, had been amazing. 
Suddenly, I found myself wondering how I was going to give all the witches in my growing coven the attention, love, and time they deserved. I had a pretty good idea of how I could solve the problem. It would take adding the right witches to my inner circle to pull it off, and that would need to wait until we’d added even more witches. All I could do for now was give them my best and promise I’d make it up to them one day. 
“I’m sorry that I didn’t remember your name. If it helps, I do remember you and that thing you did with your grip that made my toes curl,” I apologized. 
She looked at her hand with furrowed brows. “I don’t recall doing anything with my hand.” 
I coughed. “Ahem… your other grip,” I explained, pointing downward. 
Her brows rose in realization, and she grinned. “Ahh, yes. I see. Well… good. That’s—umm… good. I’m totally happy that you remember that at least.”  
Maybe it was just me, but I couldn’t tell if she sounded awkward and nervous or sarcastic. I nodded, not sure how to take that comment or what else to say—so I changed the subject. “Before we get into the research, I’ve got to ask, what is a Lore Witch?” 
Lexycon perked up, some of her shyness dissipating from my question. She held her index finger in the air. “Excellent question,” she said, like a teacher talking to their pupil. “Like Grimoire Witches, Lore Witches don’t take on any obvious physical traits. What makes me special is the ability to gain a naturally deeper understanding of ancient and historical texts, gain additional knowledge on the subject I’m studying from seemingly nowhere, and never forget anything.”
My brows rose in surprise. Those seemed like really handy abilities. “By gaining additional knowledge out of nowhere, what exactly do you mean?” 
“One example is how I helped Novella this morning. The ancient texts she’s found are incomplete and missing a lot of information. However, as I study them, lost information fills itself in on the page, like missing pieces of a puzzle appearing where they belong automatically. The more pieces we find on our own, the more of what’s missing I can fill in,” Lexycon said proudly. 
“It’s been wonderful having her here to help,” Mother said. “We’d never have been able to figure out what little we have without her.” 
I nodded, smiling broadly at the Lore Witch. “And what exactly do we know so far?” 
“Of course, Mr. Morrison,” Novella said with a slight nod. “So far, not as much as we’d like. We know where the time chamber is, but not how to get there or all the dangers involved in retrieving it. It’s located somewhere in the Shadow Realm, surrounded by shadow creatures and other traps.”
I nodded slowly and scratched my chin. “I see… so we need to figure out how to get to the Shadow Realm and what other dangers we might face while there?” 
“Not only that,” Mother chimed in. “We also need to know what dangers we’ll face in the connected realms. I don’t know much about the Shadow Realm itself, but I do know that we can’t simply open a portal from here to there. It’ll take at least two portals into other realms. We’ll want to find the safest route possible.” 
I leaned on the desk and inspected the documents, knowing full well that nothing was going to jump out at me that they hadn’t seen already. “Sounds good. At least we’re on the right path. I’m confident that you ladies will find the answers soon.” Realizing we’d been chatting for longer than I’d planned, I checked the time on my phone and frowned. “I’d love to hear more, but we all need to get ready for the opening ceremony.” 
“Very well, Mr. Morrison,” Novella said, closing one of the books. She glanced from Lexycon to Mother. “Shall we resume after the ceremony is over?” 
Both ladies nodded in agreement.
“Before you go,” Lexycon said, gently touching my forearm to get my attention. “I understand I’m a very rare witch, but you don’t need to consider me for your inner circle or anything.” Her tone was firm, but the wink she shot me was not—or, at least, I thought she shot me a wink? It was more like she blinked with one eye.
I couldn’t tell if she was trying to plant the idea of her joining the inner circle in my brain or if she really didn’t want to be considered in the future. Her blushing cheeks didn’t help.
“Wait, just to be clear, you’re saying that you don’t want to be considered for the inner circle in the future?” I asked with furrowed brows. 
She nodded, then gave a barely perceptible shake of her head. “I’m totally happy with our relationship as is,” she said sternly again—except this time, she blinked much slower with one eye, almost like she was worried I hadn’t noticed her first ‘wink,’ if that’s what I could call it.
I tilted my head, even more confused now as to whether she said one thing while meaning another or if she really meant what she’d said. 
Diet Cola suddenly burst into the room. “Sorry I’m late, Mother!” The Ghost Witch was covered in blood splatter and held tightly to a large knife that still dripped crimson onto the floor. 
Mother sighed with one hand on her hip while putting the other tiredly on her forehead. “I told you to clean up after you stabbed things, dear.” 
Lexycon’s eyes widened, and she stepped farther away from the door. “S—stabbed?” she nervously repeated.
“Probably a chicken,” Novella said to the frightened witch. 
Lexycon quickly looked at Novella before glancing back at the bloody Ghost Witch. “Why stab a chicken?” 
Diet’s eyes narrowed. “He knows what he did.” 

      [image: image-placeholder]Five minutes and one terrified witch later, I was stepping into my room to pick out my finest outfit for the opening ceremony of the tournament. I took my time dressing in a nice pair of slacks, my shiniest black dress shoes, and a white button-up shirt. I was just about to put my sports coat on when I heard a familiar Flower Witch scream. 
It started off sounding distant but slowly became louder. “Looooogggggyyyy PoooOOOOOH! OOH SHIT!” Rose slammed into the door of my room, breaking it free from the hinges. The door crashed to the floor, and Rose tumbled across it before coming to a stop in a pile of vines in front of me. I stood there, stunned by the unexpected sight as she groaned. “Jesus freakin’ Christ, Logy Pooh. Why the hell was your door closed?” 
Her words snapped me out of my dazed state. Witches were durable, especially my girls, and I suspected she was all right. Still, I hurriedly got down on one knee to check on her. “What do you mean? I was getting dressed. Are you okay?” I brushed her viney hair out of her green face. 
She pouted up at me and ignored my question. “If you were getting dressed that’s all the more reason for you to leave it open. Don’t be so freakin’ selfish and hide your body from us.” 
I rolled my eyes and grinned as I helped her to her feet. “It’s not like I locked it or anything.”
“Still, you should have known to leave it open,” she said while dusting herself off. 
I chuckled, grabbing my jacket. “I should have known that you were going to come literally flying into my room while I was getting dressed?” 
“How often do you see me throwing myself around the penthouse with my vines?” she asked, before giving me a pointed look while sipping water from her large water bottle that had appeared in her hand. The flowers in her hair bloomed and became more vibrant. 
I crossed my arms over my chest and nodded. “Okay… I suppose that’s fair.” 
Her expression turned curious as she dismissed her water bottle. “Why are you dressed like that?” 
I tilted my head and gestured at my outfit. “Like this? The ceremony is today.” 
She shook her head, frowning. “No, I understand that, but why dress like this? You never dress up this much.” 
She had a point—I rarely got this dressed up. In fact, the last time I’d worn an outfit this nice was for my date with Illumina at Sinner’s Field. “I mean, I just thought there would be a lot of witches there from both our coven and Otto’s. I figured I should look my best.” 
She looked up at me, her black eyes searching my own. She reached up with both hands, cupping my cheeks. “Oh, Logy Pooh. No,” she said sympathetically as if she might cry. “They’ll see right through you if you do something like that. They know you aren’t being honest with them. Don’t put on some fake badass face for the crowd. They need to see you for who you are.”  
“What did you have in mind?” I asked. 
She smiled softly. Without waiting for a response, she let go of my cheeks and walked to my closet, rummaging through the clothes on hangers and shelves. “I know exactly what you should wear.” She turned, holding up the Freakin’ Package Delivery outfit in both hands, and with a loving smile, she said, “You need to be your truest self.” 
I stared blankly at her. “Fuck no.” 






Chapter 3









Logan — The Opening Ceremony
I stood in the center of Sinner’s Field beside Otto, waving at the crowd as the packed stadium roared with applause. Otto was dressed in a black latex bodysuit with several seemingly unnecessary buckles all over it. A couple of his witches were begrudgingly taking pictures of my shoes for him. Meanwhile, Otto kept stealing glances at me with intense interest—no doubt due to the fact that I was wearing my light brown Freakin’ Package Delivery uniform. 
I’d tried to refuse Rose, but when her eyes filled with tears, I wasn’t able to help myself and caved. I couldn’t stand seeing any of my girls that upset. 
Next to us stood our inner circles. In order from right to left was my Beast Witch Alpha, my Moon Witch Illumina, my Infernal Witch Demonique, my Fairy Witch Fantasia, my Ice Witch Chilla, my Vampiric Witch Cherry, my Angelic Witch Halo, my Spider Witch Arachna, my Flower Witch Rose, my Grimoire Witch Novella, my Summoner Witch Mallison, and last but not least, my Cute Little Mousey Witch Squeaks. 
In order from Otto’s left was his sister, Fria the Fire Witch, Umbra the Shadow Witch, Crimson the Blood Witch, Lilly the Forest Witch, BeeBee the Wasp Witch, Codex the Grimoire Witch, Sunshine the Sun Witch, Swiffa the Broom Witch, Nutsy the Squirrel Witch, Mystica the Unseelie Witch, Tempest the Storm Witch, and Angelique the Heavenly Witch—not to be confused with an Angelic Witch.
Over the last few weeks, as we’d planned out the tournament structure, I’d gotten to know each of Otto’s ladies a little bit. His sister Fria’s red hair and flaming eyes matched the fiery determination she had for growing stronger. Umbra’s hair floated as if it were made of shadow. Her ethereal appearance was offset by how often she squirmed due to a nervous bladder. I only knew about her issue because she was extremely shy and had to pee a lot. Crimson’s blood-red lips always smiled too wide. She reminded me of Diet and I questioned her sanity. Lilly only wore a leaf bikini most of the time—she was thoughtful and liked to consider her words before speaking. 
BeeBee was the opposite. She often flitted about excitedly, saying the first thing that came to her mind. Codex was eerily similar to Novella—almost like they could be twins—except that Codex was brunette and only wore reading glasses purely out of preference instead of necessity. Sunshine was anything but a ray of sunshine. She frequently tossed her golden hair while seemingly giving those around her as much attitude as possible. Swiffa was sweet but a bit flighty. Nutsy was your typical average girl next door—if the girl next door had squirrel ears, a huge fluffy tail, and a pet squirrel sitting atop her head that she shared nuts with. I was pretty sure it wasn’t even a Lesser Familiar. 
Tempest had dark skin and white hair. Her wits were just as quick as her lightning-fast spell-casting. Mystica had dark skin and sharp teeth. While she appeared menacing, she was anything but. Angelique was like a bowl full of sugar. She wore a white dress and had a halo over her head, but she wasn’t an angel. She was a lot like Halo. However, Halo couldn’t stand her because Angelique thought waffles were far superior to pancakes. 
As the crowd continued their excited display, all the girls of both inner circles began mingling in front of Otto and me. They were meant to simply greet one another for a show of good sportsmanship, though that isn’t what took place. Instead, they started chatting. I watched their interactions curiously and immediately caught Cherry with her phone out, holding it up for Nutsy, Crimson, and BeeBee to see. “Take a look at that chubby cock and tell me you don’t want to be a part of our coven more,” Cherry said with a wink. 
The three girls blushed. 
Crimson licked her lips, grinning from ear to ear. “I bet his blood is delicious.” 
Cherry shrugged. “Dunno. You’ll have to ask my sis—she could tell you.”
“I’d love to have that massive stinger stab me over and over again,” BeeBee blurted out.
Nutsy nodded, as did the squirrel sitting atop her head. “The man certainly has a fantastic set of nuts on him.”
Cherry nodded vigorously. “Those I can confirm taste delicious.”
Fria stormed over, stomping her feet the whole way—the fire in her eyes looked like it would blaze out of her skull. “It’s all lies! They fabricated the footage to try and lure you in with false promises and seduction. You shouldn’t let yourself be dragged into their bullshit so easily. Stop fraternizing with the enemy,” she chided.
Lilly rubbed her chin and frowned as she eyed me. “I don’t know. Judging by how big the delivery man’s package is I’d say they seem to be telling the truth.”
Sunshine jumped into the conversation with crossed arms and a flip of her golden hair. She scoffed. “Seriously? You’re going to fall for this crap? Look at him.” She pointed at me and spoke as if I wasn’t standing only a few feet away. “He’s obviously just doing some sexy cosplay to throw us off our game and sucker us into thinking about him like that.” 
While Otto’s girls continued to bicker and argue about how genuine the bulge in my way-too-tight shorts was, I realized that the way I’d handled my coven did have advantages in my competition with Otto. He may have more raw power than me thanks to his single-minded focus and abstinence, but the dedication and love of my women were far deeper. Otto clearly knew more than I did about the magical powers of a Coven King, but thanks to how much I’d cultivated my witches’ love, I didn’t feel like I was at a disadvantage. 
Eventually, they fell back in line, except for Halo and Angelique.
The two ladies were suddenly holding torches as they walked toward a large cauldron. They smiled and waved for the crowd, but I distinctly heard Halo cheerfully insult the other woman. “Stupid waffle-loving bitch.” Then she felt bad for it and apologized. “Goodness, I’m sooo sorry. It’s the pregnancy. I can’t help it sometimes!” 
Angelique frowned at the insult, then smiled warmly as she and Halo lit the cauldron like it was the Olympic torch. “It’s alright. I understand completely—even if you are a pancake-loving slut.”
Halo narrowed her eyes, still smiling and seeming happy to be there. “Jeepers, just you wait until Logan’s burying himself deep inside you. We’ll see who’s begging to be a slut.”
Angelique blushed and looked away. Halo used the opportunity to steal the show, quickly activating an amplification spell. “Hi there, everyone! Welcome to the official opening ceremony of the first-ever Coven King Games!” 
The crowd went nuts, witches standing on their feet cheering for their respective king—mostly. Otto’s witches seemed far less enthusiastic. Many barely even clapped. 
Angelique cast an amplification spell of her own. Her back straightened and she lifted her chin as her torch vanished. “My fellow witches. Today, we face a question greater than any before. We stand at the crossroads of history itself and must ask ourselves—do we want a leader who embodies discipline, structure, and undeniable superiority? I am, of course, referring to Otto, who is like the noble waffle. Or do we want a leader like Logan—a spineless, floppy, syrup-soaked disaster—like pancakes? 
“I say, the choice is clear! Otto, like a waffle, is a masterpiece—strong, unwavering, with iron-forged squares of perfection, designed to hold greatness in every bite! Like Otto, a waffle doesn’t beg for toppings—it commands them! Syrup bows before it, butter kneels, whipped cream submits! The mighty waffle commands respect. It doesn’t flop over at the first sign of trouble—no it stands firm, golden, and deliciously unyielding!
“So I ask you—witches of honor, will you throw your future away by siding with pathetic, syrup-drenched, unstable pancakes? Or will you join the firm, crispy, dependable greatness of the waffle?!” She finished her impassioned speech by staring at the crowd expectantly. Witches clapped, some cheered, but many seemed confused.
Halo squinted suspiciously at the other woman as the crowd died down. Then she began her own speech. “Friends, witches, lovers of breakfast everywhere—I come to you today not with anger, not with arrogance, but with the golden, fluffy embrace of truth! These games shall decide the fate of our covens, and the choice of who you should support is a simple one. Do you want a Coven King like Otto? One who, like a waffle, is rigid, overcomplicated, emotionally and sexually unavailable. Or do you want Logan—the handsome human equivalent of a perfect, warm, comforting pancake?” 
Halo scanned the crowd with a look that challenged anyone to deny her comparisons. “Gosh, ladies, let’s break this down. Waffles are high-maintenance—requiring specialized equipment. You can’t simply make a waffle—you need to put in so much extra work just to get something that’s edible. It’s a hassle! To side with a waffle is to admit that you want to be forced to do things you don’t want to! Meanwhile, pancakes? Golly, pancakes only need heat and a dream. I can tell you from personal experience that this juicy pancake behind me rises all on its own any time you’re hungry.” 
Halo pumped her brows and the Rising Star Coven let out a collective, “Wooo!” 
Halo continued. “A pancake knows how to meet your needs and desires while filling your mouth with that delicious syrupy goodness. Some claim that waffles are stronger, but I ask you, is true strength the refusal to bend, or is it the ability to be flexible and adapt, to be exactly what it needs to be in the moment? Logan doesn’t need tiny, uptight squares to hold syrup—he becomes one with the syrup. He lets the sweetness enhance him instead of trapping it and oppressing it like a tyrant.” 
She paused for a moment while she let the true meaning of her words sink in. Then she shrugged. “Plus, I’m ninety-nine percent sure that Otto is gay, so you’ll never get powerful babies from him.” She rubbed her large pregnant belly to prove her point. Witches in Otto’s coven started frantically muttering to one another. 
“He’s totally not gay!” Angelique quickly interjected a bit too fast. “He’s just, uh… super focused on building the coven first!” 
Halo smiled sympathetically at the other woman. “Goodness, whatever helps you sleep at night, dear.” Then she cleared her throat and addressed the crowd once more with even more passion. “So, my fellow witches, do you wish to be ruled by the cold, rigid tyranny of the Waffle? Or do you want to live freely, happily, in the golden, fluffy pancake paradise that Logan will create? LONG LIVE THE PANCAKE!” She finished with hands in the air as she panted for air while the entire crowd went wild. Most cheered but some threw angry jeers. 
The Rising Star Coven began chanting, “Pancakes! Pancakes! Pancakes! Pancakes!” 
Halo encouraged them, waving her arms in the air. 
While she kept the crowd pumped up with shouts of, “I can’t hear you!” and “Let’s hear it for chocolate chip pancakes!” Otto and I had a chat. 
“Logan, I have a vonderful idea. How about ve show off a few of ze forms ve both have? Let the crowd get a little taste of vhat ve have to offer?” Otto asked with a nudge of his elbow into my arm. 
I knew he was fishing for intel, but I wanted to know more about his capabilities too. A little bit of show-and-tell seemed like a fair trade. I nodded. “Alright, how about this—we each show off three of our shifted forms. We’ll alternate.” 
Otto gave me a toothy grin. “Zen, I insist zhat you go first.”
“Fair enough.” 
I patted him on the shoulder, and he shuddered. Figuring he was uncomfortable with my touch, I made a mental note not to do it again. As I took a few steps forward, the chanting ceased. A smiling Halo and a scowling Agelique turned to see why. When they noticed me, they both started back toward their place in line. Before Halo got past me, I grabbed her and quickly kissed her on the cheek. “Great job, babe.” 
She giggled. “Gee willikers, thanks, love!”
I sensed the magic and knew that Halo had left her amplification spell active in the area for me, which saved me from awkwardly having to ask one of them to cast a new one. 
Even though the event was kicking off a series of competitions that would decide the fate of my family, I knew treating today like a solemn affair wouldn’t help raise morale, so I kept my tone light. “I hope everyone is having a great time during the celebration today. There will be a lot of fun activities down here on the field to enjoy once the formal event is over, so stick around. Before we finish up, however, Otto and I have decided to have a little fun of our own and share a few of our forms with you.” 
My words were met with more cheers before the crowd went silent with anticipation. I didn’t know if Otto was aware of my ability to transform on my own or not and decided I wanted to hold that card up my sleeve as long as possible just in case. 
I was confident that Otto would hold back his best forms, which is exactly what I was going to do as well. I crooked a finger at Cherry with a come hither gesture. She giggled. “You don’t have to tell me twice, baby.” She grabbed me by the cheeks and planted a large wet kiss on my lips before backing up with a huge fanged grin, pointing at me with a red glowing finger, and said, “Borden eh nubel.” 
I immediately dismissed my clothes because of how fast my transformations occurred these days. My body instantly expanded as fur sprouted from my flesh—bones contorted, snapped, and stretched. Within a second, I was standing in the first form I’d ever used long ago—the Bat King. I got up on my hind legs, spread my leather wings wide, and let out three barking chirps into the sky. In this position, I was nearly twenty feet tall with a wing span that surpassed that. While this form was impressive, it wasn’t one of my strongest anymore.   
After the clapping, whistles, and cheers died down, Cherry called out, “Borden eh humensel!” ending her spell. 
My body shifted back to my normal human self and with expert timing, I re-donned my FPD uniform. 
Otto gave me an approving nod as I took my place beside him. “Not bad.” Then he walked out, waving for his sister to join him. 
She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek with a scowl. “Borden fuir.” 
Otto’s black latex vanished as his body burst into flames. He didn’t grow more than a foot taller and reminded me more of that flaming guy from the comic books I’d seen as a kid. The grass beneath him blackened as he rose off the ground a few feet.
The crowd clapped, but since my witches had seen my Ifrit form, they were more polite than anything else. Fria ended her spell and Otto returned beside me. I nodded and gave him a small clap. “That form looks like fun,” I said. 
“It is a lot of fun,” he admitted with red cheeks. I figured they were from his body still feeling warm—especially with that latex body suit. 
As I walked up to take my next turn, I briefly wondered if he wore it for some kind of unique body-tempering training and considered if I should get myself one to try it out. Though, I quickly pushed the thought aside as I signaled for Chilla to join me. She stopped next to me. “Fine, just know it’s not like I want to kiss you or anything,” she said despite her furiously blushing cheeks. Then she kissed me on the lips, took a step back, and said, “Borden Ij”
Again my outfit went into my transdimensional storage as my body froze. Like Otto, I only grew about a foot taller. Instead of fire, I turned into a humanoid, moving, ice sculpture. The ground around me froze solid. I couldn’t fly in a normal way, but I could create and control ice. So I conjured a disc of ice and stepped onto it before lifting the ice, along with myself, into the air. This was the first time I’d shown off this form and my coven went crazy, despite it being equal in power to Otto’s previous form, albeit of the opposite element. 
We swapped places again, and this time, Lilly joined Otto. She gave him a small peck on the cheek with little enthusiasm. “Borden eh troom.”
Otto’s body transformed—it was almost like he was made up of thick wooden vines that curled into and around one another. His muscles were made up of bark that covered portions of him enough to give a human-like appearance. He stood at sixteen feet tall and spread out his arms, which expanded at a rapid pace. No, not expanding, but growing like a plant normally would. He looked strong, and I doubted any axe could cut him down. 
I figured I’d finish small—literally. Glancing at Illumina, I waved her over. She bushed and came to me. “As your contractually obligated naughty toy, I shall do as My King desires and kiss you in front of all of these people, completely against my will.” She was breathing heavily and mashed her lips against mine. She kept kissing me, and I suddenly felt her calf against mine where she’d hooked her leg around me and rubbed it. Once she started grinding her body against me I had to put a stop to it, much to her dismay. 
She coughed and frowned. “Ahem. My apologies, My King. I got carried away.” 
I patted her on the head. “It’s fine.” 
She nodded with a small smile. “Borden eh bonijnney.” 
An instant later, I was twitching my little bunny nose at the audience who let out a collective gasp. I even heard Otto saying something about how cute I was. 
Witches shouted from all over the stadium. 
“Oh, my fucking Goddess! He’s sooo cute!” 
“He’s so adorable I might die!” 
“BUNNY SNUGGLES!” 
The crowd latched onto that last one and began a chant. “Bunny snuggles. Bunny snuggles. Bunny snuggles!” 
This form was far more powerful than most knew, and I opted not to show them. Instead, I glanced at Illumina who sighed and ended the spell. “Bunny snuggles would have been great.” 
Otto looked disappointed to see the bunny form end too. However, his sullen expression quickly turned smug as he stepped up to show off the final form of the day. He looked back at me over his shoulder as a token popped into his hand. He kissed it and winked at me. Then his body changed. Instantly, he’d become a twenty-five-foot-tall humanoid lightning creature. He appeared to be made of dark clouds with currents of electricity running through it. The clouds would occasionally brighten as if lightning were striking inside of him. 
Gasps escaped the crowd as he shot lightning from his fingertips into the air, creating more storm clouds that billowed ominously overhead. Then, he abruptly ended the spell, grinning like a madman. “Do you like zhat showing of ultimate powa?!” He called out. 
He grinned at me as he returned to my side. 
He’d pulled a fast one on me. While I knew one of his stronger forms now, he had stolen the show, leaving my witch’s morale in question—their morale, not their confidence in me, I quickly thought. I nodded to my rival. “Well played, Otto… Well played.” 






Chapter 4









Illumina & Mallison — The Meeting
“Everything went smoothly with the Chicago coven’s integration,” Logan said as he stood at the end of the table behind Cherry, rubbing her shoulders. 
Lucky bitch, Illumina thought with a scowl as she jotted down ‘Chicago whores finally getting some,’ on the notepad she was using to keep meeting notes. Her official stance was that Logan had forced her into this role—that he had bent her to his will and now she had no choice but to obey.
This, of course, was an absolute lie.
She would have done this even if he hadn’t asked. But pretending otherwise allowed her to maintain the illusion of resistance and defiance. It was a game she played with herself—a tiny act of rebellion that made her submission all the more intoxicating.
“With that out of the way,” Logan continued, ignoring the small moan of pleasure escaping the Vampiric Witch’s throat, “It’s time to focus on the mission to find the time control chamber. Novella, show us what you’ve got.” 
Arachna raised her hand. Not waiting for an answer, she asked her question. “Umm, will we all get shoulder massages during the meeting?” Her spider legs chittered—all eight of her eyes were filled with hope.
Illumina, like the rest of the women, perked up at the question. While she’d never admit it openly, she would love a shoulder rub from Logan. Logan shook his head with an apologetic frown. “Maybe later. The only reason Cherry is getting one now is because I lost a bet.” 
Illumina gasped. “How could My King ever lose to Cherry? No offense,” she quickly added while glancing down at Cherry.
Cherry waved it away. “Nah. No offense taken, babe. I totally get it.” 
Logan shrugged, unconcerned. “Let’s just say I was reminded why I should never gamble when playing Street Fighter against my Vampiric Witch.”
His confession was met with several solemn nods. Illumina understood. It was unnatural for anyone to be that good at a video game. “I see…” she said as he added ‘Vampire skank video game bet lost’ to her notes.
“Give me a moment to set up my projector,” Novella said to Logan, getting the meeting back on track. “Pixelle helped me enchant this and it’s my first time using it, so this might take a moment.”
Illumina became lost in her thoughts while Novella set up some large, complicated-looking tablet in the middle of the table. She glanced up at Logan, seeing his bulging muscles and charming smile, and couldn’t help but ask herself how she was so lucky to be one of his women. 
Throughout her entire life, Illumina hadn’t been outwardly sentimental. Her mother, the former leader of the New Moon Coven, had been old when she finally decided to birth an heir. In fact, she’d been so old that she’d died not long after handing over the coven to Illumina. Her mother had once been a royal princess of some small nomadic nation of witches, which Illumina had never been to. She couldn’t even remember what its name was anymore. 
Illumina’s mother had raised her in the same way she’d been raised—like royalty. Illumina was taught to be proper and proud—to never let anyone look down on her. Illumina was born to be a queen. She had the authority, and no one else should dare challenge her—or at least, that’s how her mother told her she needed to act. 
One time, Illumina tried to befriend a young witch from another coven. Her mother had immediately shut the attempt down. According to her, ‘you couldn’t be friends with those who deserve nothing more than to serve you.’
So when Illumina had finally taken over her mother’s coven, she acted just as her mother had. She kept everyone at arm’s length, never letting them know who she really was inside. She did everything with elegance, grace, and a perfect posture. She even ensured her robes never had the slightest wrinkle.
Before her mother had passed away, she’d told Illumina how proud of her she was. Illumina, for her part, would never admit how unhappy it made her. She’d spent her life seeing the sadness in her mother’s eyes when she thought no one was looking. 
Illumina didn’t want to be lonely like her mother had been. She wanted friends, family, and most shamefully, a lover. She never dared tell anyone how badly she wanted a man in her life. She wasn’t blind to the life of mundane people as they walked hand in hand down the city streets. Their happiness was evident. She envied them. 
After seeing how strong Logan had become when she and Demonique had failed to kill him with their scheme, she’d been furious, but not for the reason many thought. What angered her so much was that she wanted him but couldn’t have him. Not only that, but she couldn’t even think about admitting that in front of anyone. He was strong, handsome, and clearly cared for the coven he was with. 
Her solitary lifestyle and need to be the most powerful witch had been deeply engraved into her mind since she was an infant. She tried to squash the feeling of need for him. It had worked for a time—until he had shown up and absolutely obliterated her defenses, that is. Seeing how strong he was—knowing he was stronger than her—it was intoxicating. 
When he laid out his own contract to bind her, she’d finally seen it. She saw how she could have everything she wanted. He could force her. Logan could bind her and make her be his woman—not just his woman but his plaything. 
The thought of being a contractually bound sex slave to a man like him had sent chills down her spine and heat to her core. It had been so unexpected that she hadn’t known how to react to her revelation. 
A smile drifted to her face as she remembered how lonely she’d been before Logan had taken her as his own. She almost laughed at the thought of going from a pompous coven leader to a love-sick puppy transcribing notes. 
She glanced down at the embarrassing notes she took for the brutal, unshakable king she had sworn to serve with every part of her body and soul. The man who had shattered her expectations for any life she’d ever dreamed of having. The lust had come first, though sure enough, he’d ground away the walls of her heart until she’d been forced to let him in. 
Her vile, depraved, perverted King had forced her to be his sex slave and to love him. It was everything she’d ever wanted and then some. She was his, utterly and completely, and watching him command the room with effortless confidence, she couldn’t help but feel smug about the fact that she had chosen the right man, and cock, to worship.
“Ah, got it!” Novella said, abruptly ending Illumina’s daydreaming. A sprawling magical hologram shimmered into existence above the large, sleek, black screen of the tablet. It illuminated a dark chamber that pulsated with black ethereal light. It then zoomed out, transforming into the image of two worlds she was only vaguely familiar with. It was the projection of two realms—the fey, and the shadow. Both were labeled with floating text above them. 
Logan let out a low whistle. “Wow. That’s really impressive. I’ve only seen stuff like this in movies.” 
“Gosh, it’s incredible,” Halo gasped. 
Cherry shrugged. “It’s cool and all, but I prefer eight-bit graphics.”
“Jesus Christ! It’s way freakin’ better than eight-bit!” Rose argued.
Alpha’s ears perked up and kept the meeting moving along. “Okay, explain to us what you’ve got here.”
“Many of you are familiar with the fey realm. It’s dangerous. Using the portals through the Fairy Kingdom would be ideal, but they have long since closed their borders to everyone,” Novella said, pointing at the map of the Fey Realm where a large highlighted section was.
Illumina was well aware of the fey. She jotted down, ‘Fey bitches get stitches. It’s a no-go.’ Then she doodled more on the sides of the paper as she barely paid attention while daydreaming of spending time alone with her king. 
The meeting droned on, and she began zoning out again when Logan was pointing excitedly at the Shadow Realm and said, “Oh, yeah, definitely make sure you get all of this Illumina.” 
She stopped her current doodle to look over her notes. She bit her lip as she glanced at the paper. Pet names. Hearts. Two paragraphs about how badly she wanted him to force her to suck his cock in front of everyone during the meeting. She nearly squeaked realizing how few notes she’d actually taken so far. Damn it. Get it together Illumina! she shouted at herself in her mind. She coughed. “Ahem. Of course, My King. I shall do exactly as commanded as is my role as your dedicated, contractually obligated sex slave.”
As always, everyone ignored her comment, except for Logan who acknowledged it with a smile. Then a commotion further down the table caught everyone’s attention.
Diet Cola was alternating between twirling her knives and flipping them in the air.
Mother, with the patience of a saint, sighed and reached over, plucking the knives from Diet Cola’s hands in one smooth motion.
“No,” she said simply.
Diet Cola made an exaggerated gasp of betrayal, clutching at her chest like she’d been mortally wounded. “Mother, how dare you?!”
“We’re in a strategy meeting, darling” Mother replied, calmly pocketing the blades in her transdimensional storage.
“But it helps me concentrate!” Diet whined.
Illumina didn’t feel the need to point out that Diet Cola had already produced two more knives from seemingly nowhere and was flipping them idly between her fingers.
Mother sighed deeper this time as she snatched those away just as quickly.
Illumina didn’t even blink as she wrote, ‘Diet is a psychotic little goblin who will probably get us all killed one day.’
The meeting resumed while Illumina dutifully took notes, her pen moving smoothly across the page. At some point, Logan had come up behind her and glanced at her notes. She turned to look at him nervously as he arched an eyebrow.
“Illumina,” he said slowly, “are you actually writing anything useful?”
She sniffed and held the page up for him to see.
It was a mess of flowery praise, detailed observations about his voice, and a crudely drawn artistic rendering of his penis. The actual paraphrased strategy notes were buried somewhere in between her various declarations of devotion.
Novella leaned over and skimmed the page. “Huh,” she muttered. “You know, there are more notes here than I expected there would be.”
Illumina blushed and puffed out her cheeks as she crossed her arms. “You’re just jealous of the unparalleled devotion which I serve My King with.”
Logan exhaled through his nose and rubbed the bridge of it, but smiled. “You’re lucky you’re cute,” he muttered, patting her on the head.
Illumina tried and failed to fight back a proud smile as she added another note—‘My King acknowledges my cuteness. He is weak to my charms. I have no doubt that he will soon force me onto my back and use me as the contractually obligated fuck doll I am while the meeting continues.’

      [image: image-placeholder]Two days after the initial preparations for the mission to the Shadow Realm, the first competition of the tournament was ready to begin. The games were simple. Every week they’d choose a new competition at random from the options Otto’s Coven and the Rising Star Coven had negotiated. Logan and Otto would compete head to head in at least two of them while the witches from their covens participated in at least three. The first coven to reach five wins would be declared the victor, and thus take over the other coven entirely. 
Mallison stood at one end of Sinner’s Field, patiently waiting for her opponent’s preparations to be complete. She glanced at Logan, the man of her dreams—the one she’d been head over heels in love with since the first time she laid eyes on him when the small coven she’d been a part of joined the Rising Stars. Unlike most witches, her mother had never believed the lies about Coven Kings. She had assumed they were false. As she’d pointed out to Mallison when she was young, it wasn’t only men who were power-hungry. 
She missed her mother dearly. She’d died during an accident in a witch’s duel. Their battle had gotten out of hand and both witches had stopped holding back. While her mother may have passed, the hexes and curses she’d left on the other witch were so severe that she had also died. There was no winner that day. 
She still wore her mother’s robe in honor of her memory and all she’d taught her. Truly, Mallison wouldn’t have become the talented Summoner Witch she was without her. 
Mallison hurriedly looked away from Logan. One, two, three, she counted in her head—then looked at him again. She had to be careful. It was extremely embarrassing every time she drooled all over herself. The problem was easily solved by simply not looking at him so much. But how could she possibly do that? He was so fucking handsome, charming, muscular, and kind. He was everything she never knew she wanted until she met him. 
When his lips had pressed against hers to officially accept her into the coven, she’d nearly gone mad. It took everything she had to restrain herself. In fact, she had to constantly hold herself back from jumping on him every chance she got. It was why she was seemingly so calm, cool, and collected all the time. If he knew what was really going on in that head of hers then he’d realize Diet wasn’t the only one with a few screws loose.
Logan was chatting with Squeaks a few yards away just inside one of the tunnels so he was out of sight and not distracting the crowd. “Yeah, the Chicago coven is a big win. That’s one hundred new members. The problem is that I barely feel any power gain from it. The diminishing returns are pretty big now that we’re over fifteen hundred. We’ll need larger numbers than this to join us if I want to catch up to Otto.” 
“You can do it, big guy. I’m sure we’ll have more witches lining up to be a part of the Rising Stars any day now,” Squeaks said, patting him on the back.
Shit. She wiped a bit of drool on her sleeve. She’d done it again. She’d stared for too long. 
Mallison focused… because she had to. This round relied solely on her. If she screwed up, then Otto would be one step closer to taking her and her coven sisters. She’d never get to stare at Logan’s handsome face or ride his majestic cock again. No. That wouldn’t do at all. He was the love of her life, and she’d be damned if she wasn’t going to open the games up with a resounding victory.
Her opponent was Codex, or as Mallison thought of her, brown-haired Novella. While the woman was beautiful, Mallison couldn’t help but think of her as a cheap knock-off brand version of her dear friend. Codex had finally finished preparing her summoning circle. She held a grimoire in her hand and waited patiently for the announcement.
“Jesus freakin’ Christ! That took forever. Anyway, is everyone excited?!” Rose shouted at the crowd with an amplified spell, her voice echoing throughout the stadium. She threw her hands in the air, and her vines waved excitedly. 
The crowd went nuts. Mallison didn’t care. This match was too important to worry about anything but the opponent in front of her. 
Rose continued. “The first match is a summoning competition. From Otto’s Coven, we have Codex!” She held her hand out to her left. 
Otto’s Coven cheered. 
“And on the other side, from my Rising Stars, is Mallison!” She held her hand out to her right. 
The Rising Star Coven cheered, shouting encouragement and sending their love and confidence out to her.
“Here’s how this freakin’ works people. The competitors will alternate who summons first. One witch summons their creature, then the other witch does the same. Then the summons battle. The first to die or leave the ring loses! It’s that simple. The best of five wins, and each competitor must summon a different creature every time. We did a coin toss and Codex chose to summon first. So, without further ado, let the match begin!” 
Codex pushed her unnecessary glasses up the bridge of her nose and smoothed out her skirt before adjusting her tie. Then she smirked. “I understand that you’re a rare Summoning Witch. I bet you think that gives you the advantage, don’t you? Well, unfortunately for you, the quantity and how fast you can summon don’t matter in this competition. It’s all about quality. Still, in the spirit of good sportsmanship, I’d like to wish you luck… because you’re going to need it.” 
Mallison smiled a predatory smile. It wasn’t often that she showed any emotion to others, and it was rare for her to say anything that wasn’t necessary, but she could indulge her urges every now and then. “I’d like to apologize ahead of time for how embarrassing this will be. Feel free to keep your luck. I don’t need it.”
Codex scowled. “Fine. Let’s see how embarrassing this is!” She closed her book, dismissing it to her storage. Then she extended her arms and ancient writing flew out the sleeves of her sports coat and onto the summoning circle. As the last letter of the spell landed in the grass, a bright, dark blue light shone from the circle. Once it died down, it revealed her summoned creature.
A thirty-foot long, one-and-a-half-foot thick Anaconda uncoiled and slithered into the circle. Codex laughed, though it quickly died down when she noticed Mallison’s amused smirk and arched brow. “I see. Allow me to express just how fucked you are.” She held her palm out and a glowing blue sigil formed in it. A much larger matching symbol appeared on the ground in front of her. “Soprempen Dradfoetan!”
The symbol glowed before dimming, revealing a massive, eight-foot-tall jaguar-looking creature with huge fangs, like a saber-toothed tiger’s—only bigger, jutting from its mouth. It licked its lips as it eyed the snake who hissed with fear. “Lunchtime,” Mallison said. The massive cat pounced into the circle and ripped the snake to shreds in seconds. It puffed away into black smoke and the cat howled in fury. It set its eyes on Codex, but Mallison dismissed it before it could act on its desire for real food. 
“Perhaps I should be more careful with my commands next time,” she said idly.
The Rising Star Coven went wild while Otto’s Coven was silent. 
“Fine,” Codex snarled. “Let’s see what else you’ve got. I can counter what you summon just as easily.” 
Mallison didn’t bother hiding her smirk as she held out a hand again, forming another summoning circle—this time it appeared in the center of the ring. “Soprempen Spiekshelp.”
When the light faded, A large clam-like creature sat in the center with small spikes sticking out of its shell. It didn’t make a sound. Codex frowned, pulled her grimoire out again, then grinned. “So you think that a shell and a few spikes will keep it safe? Can that thing even move? Time to crack it open like an egg.” Her eyes glowed a dark blue just as her hand holding the grimoire did. Words flew from its pages and into her summoning circle. 
A twelve-foot-tall muscular, green orc appeared from thin air with a massive war hammer resting against his shoulder. His long stringy hair was thick with sweat as he pounded on his chest with his fist, screaming a battle cry past his large tusks. “Smash it to pieces!” Codex shouted at him, pointing at the clam creature.
The orc roared as he lifted its hammer over his head and ran into the circle with murder in his black eyes. “RRAAAAHHH!” Only to squeal with pain a second later. “AR-OOowwww!”
The clam creature had shot one of its spikes into the orc’s chest. 
Codex looked concerned but brushed it off. “It’s nothing. You’re a warrior. Show it true vengeance!” 
The orc ripped the spike out, and yellow blood seeped from the wound. He tossed it on the ground as he growled with anger. He took another step forward and yelped as another spike shot him in the abs. “Keep going!” Codex demanded. The summon obeyed. However, after one more step, the clam shot three spikes out into his torso.
Rage and pain drove the orc to try and move faster. Two more steps were met with twenty more large spikes protruding from its thighs, chest, stomach, and face. He took a step back as tears glistened on his cheeks. “It’s out of spikes! Now’s your chance for revenge! CRUSH IT!” Codex screamed. 
The orc roared with righteous fury. “RRRRAAAHH—uh, oh…” His anger turned into fear when spikes slowly and menacingly slid out of every hole in the clam’s shell. The orc’s shoulders slumped, and he dropped his hammer. A barrage of spikes burst from the clam as it continuously replenished its supplies. The orc soon turned into a puff of black smoke and vanished. 
The crowd cheered loudly and Codex’s jaw dropped. “What the hell even is that thing?” 
“It’s called a spikeshell. It’s from another realm. It has to survive against much stronger creatures than an orc,” Mallison calmly explained. Ever since Logan gained the loyalty of the other super covens, Mallison’s own strength had grown vastly. She’d asked Novella for help obtaining more texts about creatures from other realms and studied as many as she could find. Who knew when one might come in handy? “Your turn,” she said without emotion. 
With the score at two to zero, Codex couldn’t afford to screw around. She reached back and tightened her ponytail before balling her hands into fists at her side. “Well, you’re not the only one who can summon from other realms!” Codex’s eyes blazed with a deep ocean blue as more words flew out of her skirt and past her cleavage where they floated down to the summoning circle. 
With a flash of light, an enormous creature appeared. It stepped into the ring, taking up half of it. The monster was easily thirty feet tall, humanoid, with four arms, jagged, bone-like armor, six crimson eyes, four horns, massive claws, and fangs that dripped acidic saliva that sizzled when it hit the grass. It extended its two massive leathery wings that matched its scarred dark gray skin. It snarled at Mallison, who didn’t even bat an eye. 
Codex leaned forward, panting from the exhaustion of summoning such a massive and deadly creature from another realm. She laughed. “Haha! How do you,” she paused to catch her breath, holding up a finger, then started over. “Haha. How do you like my summon?! Say hello to Malphas the Weeping Titan! HAHAHA! You’re fucked now!” 
Mallison tilted her head as if genuinely curious. “Am I?” Then she held out her glowing hand, and said, “Soprempen oen brudeal maap.”
The circle appeared and flashed away quickly. Leaving behind a small brown capuchin monkey. He looked up at the giant creature before looking back at Mallison with a look that practically screamed, ‘Are you stupid?’ She pointed. “Go in the circle or die.”
The monkey shook his tiny head and grumbled, “Ree-ch-ch.” Fucking Bitch. Then he gave her the universal ‘up yours’ gesture before begrudgingly stepping into the circle.
Mallison’s affinity allowed her to understand all summons’ languages. So she hadn’t missed the comment of the rude monkey, Maraschino. Again, she wondered if these summons she pulled from other realms were living creatures somewhere, or if the magic borrowed their likeness. It did seem odd that she always got the same monkey when she wanted a rude one—something to think about later. For now, she had a point to prove. 
The crowd had gone deathly silent, no doubt confused by Mallison’s move.
Meanwhile, Malphas threw his head back and laughed. He spoke with words that sounded like gravel grating in a thunderstorm. “Asha k’tor. Imja dosa! HAHAHA!” How could any creature so small ever hope to defeat one with my power?
Codex was also laughing as she pointed at the monkey, but she clearly didn’t understand what her summon said. “This is what you bring out to beat me? A fucking capuchin monkey? HAHA!” 
Maraschino crossed his arms over his tiny chest as he sat looking up at the big creature. “Oooh! Oooh! AHH! AHH!” Who the fuck do you think you are, you ugly fuck?” 
Malphas’s laughter instantly stopped, and he frowned. “Oktar munshee?” Hey, that’s not very nice.
“CH-Ch-Reee!” No, what’s not nice is that hideous fucking face of yours. Seriously, it’s not even one a mother could love.
Malphas sniffled, tears welling up in his eyes. “Rinsha oble moak’to!” Stop being so rude. What did I ever do to you?
Codex stopped laughing as she watched the back and forth. She didn’t understand why he hadn’t killed the dumb little monkey yet. “What are you doing, Malphas? Wait… are you… crying? Just kill him already!” she demanded, pointing at the little monkey. 
Maraschino screeched. “REEEE! Ahh! Ahh! Reee!” Look, I’m trying to keep some pervy bastard away from my mommy who seems obsessed with him. I don’t have time to deal with your big crybaby ass. Why don’t you get the fuck out of here and go cry to your mama? You stupid little bitch.
“Ingul ahfshanto clien!” I don’t have to take this crap! I—I’m going home! Malphas shouted as tears streamed down his face. He broke into sobs before running out of the circle. After only a few steps, he was near the edge of the stadium when he vanished in a puff of black smoke.
Codex stood stunned, her jaw practically in the grass. “What. The hell. Just happened?”
Mallison kept her emotions in check. There was no need to gloat. That didn’t mean she couldn’t educate the other woman. “He is called Malphas the Weeping Titan for a reason. He can’t handle being insulted. I suspect he would greatly enjoy My Chemical Romance or Fall Out Boy.” She turned her attention to the monkey. “Good job.” 
Maraschino grabbed his crotch and gave her the finger. “Oooh! Oooh! Ahhh!” Yeah Yeah, fuck off and quit summoning me. I’ve got shit to do and a world to save. 
Mallison didn’t bother asking for clarification on that last part before dismissing him. She was sure it was an interesting story, but she was due for some quality time with Logan. Hopefully, she’d be left drooling out of more holes than just her mouth when he was done with her. Making the sex seem completely random was no easy feat, after all.






Chapter 5









Logan — A Brief Celebration
I clapped and cheered with everyone else as I saw Mallison surprise the crowd by winning the first game with the help of that weird monkey. Thanks to my enhanced senses, I caught the sound of Cherry somewhere deeper in the tunnel I’d been hiding inside. “Logan?! You forgot your phone in storage again!” 
Wincing, I summoned my phone and saw several texts from the girls asking me where I was and if I was okay, and one which wasn’t as high on my priority list—a closeup of Rose’s green asshole with the words, ‘Jesus Christ, Logy pooh! My cute little booty hole needs you so badly!’
I jogged down the tunnel. “I’m here, Cherry!”
My Vampiric Witch turned the corner and gave me a broad, fanged smile before her crimson eyes began to glow softly. She was wearing a fairly conservative tight black t-shirt with a picture of a bat on it, a pair of booty shorts, and tennis shoes. 
She tapped the button on the walkie she was carrying—my inner circle was using them for communication while everyone was spread out. I didn’t have one turned on since I wasn’t involved in actually running the event that day. “Kshh. Spread the word babes, I found my Chubby Cock.” She licked her lips and winked at me. “And now I’m gonna give him some lip service for screwin’ up—Going silent. Over. Kshh.” 
Alpha’s voice came over the line. “We all know the only lip service you’re gonna give him is putting his fat cock in your—” The line went dead as Cherry turned off the walkie and dismissed it into her dimensional storage. 
She went up on her tiptoes, wrapping her hands around my neck as she kissed me. I grabbed her waist, pulling her tightly against me. She moaned into the kiss. “Mmmm. I missed you so much, baby,” she purred. “We’ve all been so busy, it feels like I haven’t spent any time with you in forever.” 
“We snuggled in my bed last night,” I pointed out.
Cherry pulled back and scoffed. “Excuse me, but I had to get moving right away this morning and didn’t have time to be your oral alarm. That’s unacceptable.” She grinned. “Fortunately for you, I’ve got a damn good excuse to make up for that lost time.” She pushed me backward, only a foot or two inside the doorway of an old office, which was no longer in use. She shot me a wink that sent my cock into a frenzy—it battered at the confines of my jeans with more ferocity than an over-caffeinated soccer mom fighting to get her minivan to the front of the Starbucks drive-thru—threatening to wreak havoc on the world like a toddler on a sugar high.
“We found a path through the Fey Realm. Everything’s planned out and we’ll be ready to go soon,” she quickly explained. I wanted to respond with how happy that made me, but I was too entranced by her beauty to respond.
The glow in her crimson eyes intensified as she tongued a fang excitedly. I had at least a half hour before I had anywhere I needed to be, so it’s not like I had any reason to oppose giving my lover exactly what she wanted. With that in mind, I let her do as she pleased. She rubbed the growing bulge in my pants, feeling the shape of my member through the fabric. “I can feel how hard you’re getting for me, baby,” she said in a low and husky tone.
Cherry traced the outline of my member with her finger, following the curve of my shaft and the shape of my tip. “Fffuck,” she purred. “You’re so goddamn big and thick. Mmmm—I fucking love your oversized witch-breaking cock so much, baby.”
Cherry unbuttoned my pants, taking her time as she unzipped them. “In case you’re not picking up what I’m putting down, what I’m sayin’ is that I’m about to pull your pants down and suck your magnificent cock until you can’t take it anymore.” She shot me an extremely unnecessary wink as she lowered herself to her knees. Her hands ran up my thighs before gripping my waistband and tugging. With my jeans around my ankles, she reached up and rubbed my length through the thin fabric of my boxers.
Her eyes met mine, and she grinned. “I’m going to enjoy this,” she whispered. Then she pulled my boxers down, finally freeing my fully erect manhood. As my boxers reached my jeans, I made to step out of them but forgot my shoes were still on. Cherry leaned down and helped tug one off and then the other before working to help me step out of my jeans.
Then, something unexpected happened.
Mallison turned into the room and tripped on Cherry’s feet that were just inside the doorway. Mallison’s eyes shot wide open, and her mouth opened in a shocked scream as her long blue hair trailed behind her. She tried to catch herself as she fell over Cherry but failed as Cherry suddenly shifted position, just as surprised as Mallison was. “AAAAAHHHHHH—GLK!” Mallison’s open mouth somehow ended up full of my cock. She stared at me with awestruck blue eyes as she practically laid on Cherry’s back.
“What the fuck?!” Cherry shouted, not angry, just panicked.
The instant burst of pleasure made me gasp as I found myself hilted in Mallison’s throat. Her eyes narrowed with lust as her tight throat relaxed, and she moaned around my girth, sending sweet vibrations that I felt all the way up my spine.
Cherry slid out from under her and Mallison swiftly transitioned to her knees next to Cherry while continuing to bob along my length. “Who the hell—oh, so that’s how it is,” Cherry muttered as she realized who it was. These things happened often with Mallison and we’d all come to accept it as a strange, yet perfectly normal occurrence. “I see… okay, I can work with this, but you’re gonna have to stop for a sec. We’re taking our time right now, babe.” 
Mallison tried to frown around my cock. If not for her eyes, I wouldn’t have noticed she was giving a sad look at all on account of how full her mouth was. She came off my length, a strand of drool still connecting my tip and her lips. “Of course, Cherry. As long as this is what Logan wants?” she asked, her eyes pleading with me to agree.
I nodded as her warm breaths puffed against my tip, leaving me speechless.
“Then I will gladly assist Cherry.” Mallison pulled the knot on her robe loose, letting the garment fall behind her, revealing her insane body. Her large perfect breasts bounced as she adjusted her position and reached back, putting her long hair into a ponytail. “My body is yours, Sir,” Mallison cooed with flushed cheeks. “I exist for your pleasure.”
Cherry caressed Mallison’s breast and teased her nipple. Then pulled her shirt off over her head and slipped out of her bra. Her breasts were smaller than Mallison’s but just as perky. It was her nipple studs that truly set their glorious breasts apart. Cherry didn’t bother changing positions to get out of her shorts, opting to dismiss them into her storage, leaving her in nothing but crimson-laced panties and tennis shoes. 
She stared up at me as she leaned in slowly, dragging her tongue along the side of my shaft. Mallison mirrored her action on the other side, and I groaned from the pleasure. Both women gave exaggerated moans as they worshipped my cock.
“Mmm. I love your cock so much, Sir,” Mallison purred. “I can’t get it out of my head. I wake up thinking about you and this glorious penis. I eat lunch wishing it was your cum I was filling my stomach with. I go to sleep and dream that you’re making love to me. You are the only thing that matters to me, Sir. You are my everything.”
Cherry planted kisses along my shaft, leaving lipstick prints behind as she said, “Muah. She’s not—Muah. Wrong. She just. Muah. Described. Muah. My life. Muah. In a nutshell. Speaking of nuts…Muuuuuah!” She gave my balls a long exaggerated kiss.
Mallison traced the veins on my shaft with the tip of her tongue before blowing a soft breath across my sensitive flesh and doing it again. “Ahh—We’re going to make you cum so hard, Sir. Mmm—it’ll be like a tsunami, gaah—crashing down on us and sweeping us away—we’ll drown in the depths of your seed and, mmm, beg for more.”
Cherry twisted her shoulders, turning and tilting her head to wrap her lips around the underside of my shaft, flicking her tongue across it while Mallison took my tip into her mouth, suckling and swirling her tongue in circles around it. Cherry’s eyes glowed even brighter. “Mmm—We’re fucking junkies for your, hnngg, hot cum, baby. Oooh—Our bodies crave your cream. I—mmpphh, don’t think we can survive without it anymore.”  
Cherry slid back into position in front of my cock while Mallison took my balls into her mouth, sucking gently as she rolled them around with her tongue. Cherry grinned, tonguing a fang as she slowly opened her mouth wider, watching my reaction as she wrapped her lips around my girth. She slowly took me into her throat before coming back off me with a pop. She gave my frenulum playful licks as she said, “Mmm—look at the tender care she’s giving your balls, baby. Hnng… They deserve it. They’re like perfect precious jewels gently swinging between your legs. It’s impossible for us to resist the urge to suck on them.” 
She slid the fingers of her free hand between Mallison’s legs and began rubbing her slit. Mallison moaned even louder, the sound muffled by my balls still in her mouth. “MmmmMMph!” She spread her knees to make it easier for Cherry and used her free hand to return the favor.
Cherry gasped across my length. “Ffffuck, yes, baby. MmmMmmpphhMM!” She took me back into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she moaned around my length while bobbing, her raven bob cut swaying back and forth with the motions.
Mallison finally released my balls and panted, gently kissing and licking them as she spoke. “Hnng—the cum we crave, Ahh, comes from these delicious balls. Mmm—fuck yeah. I love—mmph… I love your cock more than life itself! Gaah! I’m addicted—nnngh, to your seed—Ahh!”
Cherry started stroking the base while Mallison took my cock into her mouth, bobbing faster than Cherry had, causing her larger breasts to jiggle and bounce with her movements. 
Cherry’s mouth hung open as the pleasure of Mallison’s fingers was beginning to overwhelm her, and she stared adoringly at my dick. “Holy shit. Mmm—Your cock is a, AhhAhh! Work of art—a literal fffucking masterpiece of masculinity. Uhhhmm—I can never get enough of it. Haaahh! I could spend hours worshiping it, hnngh—sucking and licking it, MmmMmm—and stroking every inch of its perfect length! Ahhh! Fffuck, baby. I—I’m gonna cum soon. Ahh!”
The combined efforts of the ladies’ mouths were making quick work of my resolve. The smooth, wet, slick, warmth of their mouths sent wave after wave of pleasure through my entire being. I wouldn’t last much longer—even if I wanted to.
They both stroked my cock with tight grips, using their thick saliva as lube and spitting on my shaft to keep every motion as smooth as possible. Mallison began trembling as her first orgasm came on suddenly. She moaned with heavy breaths. “Haahhh! Haaahhh! I’m—I’m—I’m—Nyaaaahh! I’m cumming for you! Ahhh! Please, Sir! Gaah! I want to be completely covered in your cum! Ooohh ffffuck! I want to feel it on my face! Ahhh!”
Cherry’s orgasm started hitting her about the same time. As she shuddered, her breasts shook, and she screamed. “Ffffffuuuuuuuuccckkk! AhhhAhhh! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Gaaah! Please, baby! I—I don’t care if it melts my fucking brain—just drown me in your seed! Nyaaah! I wanna feel it so deep in my soul—hnngghh, that I can taste it in the fucking afterlife!”
While they came, they wrapped their lips around either side of my cock, their lips touching and forming a seal as their cheeks hollowed. Their eyes curved, begging me to cum as they slid their mouths up and down my raging hard, throbbing cock. Then it happened. My girth thickened even more, and the coil in my gut snapped. They proceeded to jerk me off with tight, twisting grips while pressing their faces together, opening their mouths, and sticking out their tongues. All their dirty talk had hit new levels of absurdity, but it was working for me. I. Fucking. Exploded—sending multiple ropes of cum into Cherry’s hair and onto her face—one strand dangled from her right fang.
Cherry cheered. “Haaah! Yes, baby, yes! Ahhh! It’s so fucking much but still not enough! Mmm! Don’t stop! I want you to break the fucking laws of physics with how much you cover us, baby! Nyaaah!”
Mallison kept the dirty talk coming as they shifted aim, sending the next several ropes of my cum onto her face. “Ahhh! Please, Sir! Nnngh! I want you to cum for me forever! Hnnn—My entire purpose in life is to be on my—nngh, knees, being smothered by your seed! MmmHmmm! Even if my body collapses—Ahhnn! Ahhhn! I’ll never stop worshiping your cock! Kyaaah!”
The magic inside me responded to their desires, and I kept cumming. Filling their mouths, glazing their faces, hair, and breasts. Cherry began rubbing my cum all over her body while grinning up at me. She laughed. “Hahaha! Wow, baby! I—I don’t even know how to process this. I’m covered… I’m completely covered… it’s like a lifetime’s worth of your hot cum all over my body. It’s… Haha! It’s amazing!” 
Mallison, still on her knees, leaned back on one hand. She gathered up a glob of my seed with her hand and put it between her legs that she’d spread wide and used my cum as lubrication to rub her clit. She pushed some inside her gaping pussy as she did. Her body shuddered and her eyes briefly rolled into the back of her head before she fixed her gaze back on me. “Ah! Ah! Ah! Hnnh—Goddess, this is incredible. Mmmm… It’s so thick and warm… this is what true happiness feels like. Haaaahhmmm—I’m going to remember every second of this moment forever.”
Cherry shot me a wink. “We’re not done yet, baby. We’ve still got plenty of time.” 
“What did you have in mind?” I managed to ask through ragged breaths, my chest heaving after the intense orgasm. My cock started slowly going flaccid as I worked to catch my breath—a bit of cum still dangling from the tip.
Mallison’s eyes filled with need and desire. “Mmm—please, Sir. Hnnh—tell me we aren’t done yet. I—I need you inside me. Haaahhh—I don’t care about anything else… I just want to feel this feeling forever! Kyaaah!” She finished with a loud cry of pleasure as she slipped more of my cum into her pussy with her fingers, pushing it in as deep as she could.
Cherry ignored Mallison’s pleas and answered my question. “See that old desk over there? Mallison is lying on it, then I’m gonna straddle her. We’re gonna rub our bodies together, still covered with your thick seed, while you take turns fucking us both and filling our needy little pussies with more of your hot cum. Sound good, babe?” 
My cock shot back up so fast that the bit of cum dangling from the tip flew off, landing on Cherry’s left eye which she barely closed in time to avoid disaster.
Cherry giggled. “Yeah, I thought you’d like that. I’d shoot you a sexy wink, but it seems I’m already doing that. Hehe.” She stood, taking Mallison’s hand and leading her to the table where, as promised, Mallison laid on her back and Cherry straddled her. Two gaping pink pussies stared at me, begging for my attention. Cherry looked at me over her shoulder, one eye still firmly shut as she wiggled her ass. “C’mon, baby. Don’t keep us waiting.”
Mallison tilted her head past Cherry. “Please, Sir. I’m begging you. Please fill my tiny little pussy with your huge, cock. Please!”
I gulped. Then took off my shirt, rolled my shoulders, and cracked my knuckles as I firmed my resolve. After all, what kind of boyfriend would I be if I ignored two of my girlfriends’ when they needed me this badly?






Chapter 6









Fantasia, Novella & Logan — The Shadow Realm
Fantasia tapped her phone, sending the text. 
Fantasia: BRUH. I just got blasted! Water Splash, Fairy Girl. Facials for days and I’m LIVING for it. Pink Heart, Heart Eyes. Like, I’m actually obsessed with being Logan’s glazed Krispy Kreme. Winky Kiss, Donut. I’m EATING IT UP! No cap. Fr fr. Logan = GOAT. Goat, Stars.
Novella: Fantasia…
Fantasia: OH. MY. GOD. Seriously, Novels. I’m basically a walking cum jar rn, Eggplant, Water Splash, and I have NO Regrets. Logan did what needed to be done. Aka me. Moaning Face, Water Splash, Fairy Girl, Pink Heart. My face is covered with his kids and I swear I’m about to start paying rent on his balls. Like fr, I’m living my best life. Winky Face With Tongue Out.
Novella: Fantasia, focus.
Fantasia: Bro, I’m totes focused. Focused on my face being Logan’s personal canvas. #I’mHereForTheArt. Art Palette, Star. #Skin’sSoMoisturized. Logan had better wife me up. I’m actually built different. Pink Heart, Fairy Girl, Groom, Ring, Heart Eyes.
Novella: That’s lovely, but I asked when you and Logan will be here. A simple eta is really all I need.
Fantasia: Right, right… Like, we totes just finished, and we’re def on the way. Be there in ten. Running Girl, Fairy Girl.
Novella: Thank you.
Novella: Also, I watched it live on Cherry TV. That really was a lot. Well done. #Jelly.
Fantasia felt slightly embarrassed by her sudden overwhelming outburst, but intimate time with Logan always made her overly excited. She couldn’t help herself. He just made her feel so good.
Fantasia’s mother had been sick for as long as she could remember. All her life, she had been raised to be a perfect little fairy princess. Her mother was a Fairy Witch as well and required Fantasia to be proper and elegant all the time—it was exhausting.
Fantasia spent her teenage years going through vigorous training and study. After all, her mother planned to hand her the reins of a super coven one day. If she were going to lead it, her skills, talent, and knowledge couldn’t be in question. This, combined with her mother’s mysterious magical illness, led her to be extraordinarily strict.
Fantasia had always felt rebellious but wouldn’t dare go against the commands of her mother. Thankfully, her mother hated mundane human technology, opting to use magical means instead. This gave Fantasia a way to be one of the cool, fun girls she saw when she secretly watched TV when she should have been reading. The cell phone she’d stolen gave her an outlet to be someone else—someone carefree who spoke with slang and emojis.
This one small act of rebellion had been enough to help her push through the difficult and boring lessons and be the woman her mother wanted her to be. It helped her escape the rumors and fear that her mother would die far younger than she should because of a curse put on her by Morgan Le Fay herself. The rumors were ridiculous, but Fantasia saw the truth of her mother’s failing health regardless. She watched as her Mother splurged for Celestial Tokens, using their magic to cling to life a little longer.
Even if her mother was cruel, strict, and unbending, Fantasia knew she had done everything she could to prepare Fantasia out of love.
Fantasia’s world changed when she finally met Logan in person for the first time. She stood on the roof of his penthouse and saw his massive cock hanging out of his pants. Three witches stood at his side looking smug. The one whose face was covered with his thick, white, hot seed looked happier than Fantasia had ever been in her entire life. 
She envied Keyalto at that moment. Her cum drenched face became a symbol of true freedom—something Fantasia had never known. The more she’d gotten to know Logan, the more she liked him. He was handsome, kind, caring, and cared about his witches. Not only that, but he didn’t judge her for her strange texting habits. He actually seemed to genuinely enjoy spending time with her.
Logan represented everything Fantasia had ever wanted—companionship, freedom, and fun. After Logan covered her face with his hot cream for the first time, she finally felt free from the shackles her mother had placed on her throughout her entire life. 
This was how she felt at that very moment as she rode with Logan in the Harem Mobile out to Mother Dearest’s farm. Her face was covered so completely that it was like she wore a primer face mask made of semen. Some even got in her pink wavy hair and on her cleavage. She’d, of course, cast a spell to preserve it and keep it in place, wanting to savor the physical manifestation of her joy, freedom, and Logan’s love as long as possible before she’d have to remove it. 
She and Logan stepped out of the van. “Thank you, My Prince Charming.” Closing her eyes, she went up on her tiptoes for a kiss, only to be met with a small boop on the nose, one of the few spots on her face that was still clean. Dropping back down and opening her eyes, she tilted her head. “What’s wrong?”
Logan smiled sheepishly as he waved a hand over her face. “While this is hot as fuck…” he let the sentence trail off. 
Her pink eyes widened. “Oh my! I’m sorry.” She’d briefly forgotten about his seed on her face as she’d become lost in his dreamy eyes. She wanted a kiss but also wanted his seed on her face. She couldn’t have both, she knew. 
Anxiety and indecision overwhelmed her briefly before Logan patted her on top of the head. “If you want a kiss then clean yourself up. We’re about to go on an important mission anyway. I’ll give you a fresh coating when we’re done. How’s that sound?”
Her heart practically leaped in her chest as she magicked her face clean. “That sounds wonderful!” Fantasia leaped into Logan’s arms, smashing her perfectly clean, plump lips against his. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as they shared a passionate kiss. She became so lost in his touch that her foot lifted into the air of its own accord.
With a clean face and a full heart, she held Logan’s hand while they walked around to the back of the house where the others were waiting for them. Two hundred witches sat in a giant ritual circle while Chilla, Novella, Diet Cola, Alpha, and Mother stood near the center.
“Cha… I figured you’d be a mess when we saw you,” Chilla scoffed at Fantasia.
Fantasia smiled sweetly, pressing her hands together as if in prayer. “Oh, I was, very much so. However, I wanted to kiss our handsome man.” She sighed sadly. “So I had to clean myself up.”
Chilla blushed, brushing a lock of her short blue hair out of her face that fell right back where it had been. “Pfft. I don’t see how you could possibly want to kiss Logan.” Despite her words, she kept stealing glances at Logan, who smiled and walked over to her.
“Would you like a kiss too?” he asked softly.
“N-no way!” she shouted, shaking her head. “But, I mean, since I probably have to…” she said quickly before jumping up and passionately pressing her mouth against his. Her kiss lingered for a while before she abruptly pulled herself away. “There, happy now?!” she asked with cheeks as pink as Fantasia’s eyes.
The other ladies, Fantasia included, laughed. 
“Sh—shut up!” Chilla shouted. 
Logan, for his part, didn’t laugh. He smiled warmly at her. “Yes, I’m very happy. Thank you, Chilla.” 
“You’re welcome…” Chilla muttered, glancing at Logan with adoration.
Logan turned from her and let out a low whistle at Novella. “I know you said we’d have a big ritual, but this is a lot bigger than I expected.”
Fantasia was somewhat surprised seeing Novella wearing something other than a professional skirt and jacket—the blonde adjusted her glasses, wearing a tank top and short shorts with a pair of tennis shoes. Tattoos of ancient writing covered nearly every patch of visible skin. “Yes, Alpha, would you like to explain?” 
Alpha’s tail wagged at the sight of Logan, the father of their child. Resting a hand on her very pregnant belly, she summoned a chair from her storage and sat as she explained, “Sure. Communication between realms can be tricky, and being able to communicate through both the Fae and Shadow Realms won’t be easy—especially the Shadow Realm. Magical communication can’t even penetrate the Shadow Realm. That’s why we’re using magic to enhance our mundane comms. The ritual will power our portals, give us some magical visibility, and create a link for our com frequency to pass through them. I’ll be here monitoring everything while Mother Dearest watches maps of the realms to try and spot potential threats.” 
Logan stepped up to Alpha and rubbed her belly while kissing her forehead. Alpha blushed, her tail wagging furiously as her ears flattened. “Great job, love,” Logan said sweetly.
“The portal through the Fae Realm will be simple, like our normal portals. However, the one to the Shadow Realm will be more like a barrier we have to punch a hole through,” Novella said. We believe we’ve adequately planned our route into and out of the Shadow Realm. We’ll have to fight the shadow creatures who won’t like our invasion. According to our research, the time chamber is located upon a pedestal on top of a hill so large that it’s basically a small mountain.”
Diet tilted her head while twirling a large knife as she stood in a short red sundress. “Can I stab the shadow entities or will I have to use real magic?”
Mother Dearest rubbed the bridge of her nose. “You know what, sweetheart. Why don’t you just follow your heart’s desires?”
Diet’s smile grew far wider than should have been possible.
“When it comes to whether or not you use magic or try to stab the shadows,” Mother quickly clarified.
Diet frowned, her shoulders slumping. “Yes, Mother.”
Fantasia smiled and clapped twice to get everyone’s attention. “We should probably get going now. The time is right, is it not?”
Novella nodded and Logan did the same. “You’re right. We’ve all been over the plan several times now, no sense in hashing over it all again. Alright, ladies, whenever you’re ready.” 
Without further delay, all two hundred witches, who had previously been sitting in quiet meditation, extended their hands to those beside them and began to chant in unison. “Oakin te portalla. Plavin te weg. Te coksen kining reqeverists te magice te obegehoozmen.”
In the center of the circle, a portal snapped into existence, its edges crackling with raw magical power. This would be the farthest Fantasia had ever gone from Earth. She’d be lying if she said she wasn’t afraid. She looked to Logan for strength. He stood firm, seemingly without fear as he smiled warmly back at her. He clapped his hands and rubbed them together. “Let’s get rolling!”
His excitement was infectious, and she felt her fear subside. She was about to go somewhere her mother could have never gone before and do something most thought impossible. Now more than ever, she had no regrets about her choice to join Logan.

      [image: image-placeholder]Novella followed Logan and the others through the portal. In a rare occurrence, she’d decided to dress down today. The mission was going to require a lot of running and spellcasting. She’d ensured that she had as many spells as she could possibly hold covering her body. Sure enough, not a speck of her skin was spared—except for most of her face. She’d allowed a small tattoo just beneath her left eye. It was so small that it resembled a beauty mark. 
As Novella stepped up to the portal, she paused. Then she tightened her ponytail, adjusted her glasses, and walked through. After a flash of light and a trip through an odd, twisting rainbow tunnel that seemed to last mere seconds, she appeared only a few feet behind the others in a colorful forest clearing. Bright, vibrant flowers with petals bigger than her hands filled the space around them. 
A red flower leaned over, its stem bending as it seemed to inspect her leg. She knew it should be harmless, though she hadn’t expected it and nearly jumped out of her skin. The flower flinched back, but as she relaxed, it relaxed. 
Sniff. Sniff. The flower acted as if it smelled her. Then it let out a low happy trilling sound before gently caressing her legs with its petals.
Fantasia covered a giggle. “I think it likes you.”
Diet was licking one of her knives and murmured, “I wonder if the plants here can bleed?” The plants near her quivered in understandable fear.
“Everything is good here. How are you doing over there? Over,” Alpha asked over the comms. 
“We’re good here. Comms are working perfectly. Over,” Novella responded. 
Growing up, Novella’s mother wasn’t there most of the time. When she was, they had a wonderful time together, but it never lasted because another mystery and adventure would call and her mother would answer.
Whenever she left, Novella was forced to stay with whichever coven employed her mother at the time. It was part of the deal for her services. Novella was picked on for wearing glasses. The other children never understood that she needed them—none until she met Rose anyway.
Rose… stupid yet brilliant Rose, of all people, couldn’t care less that Novella had worn glasses. They’d developed a friendship regardless. When the time came to set out on her own, she’d joined Rose who had big dreams and planned to start her own coven. By that point, Novella hadn’t seen her mother in years. She’d already grieved and assumed she’d died in whatever lost realm she’d traveled to.
Still, it was her mother’s love for solving mysteries that was responsible for Novella’s passion for research. However, her mother’s absence and the thrill of adventure all her life left Novella craving order and stability. A part of her still desired to pave her own path, though she planned to do it constructively and professionally.
Novella was the one who successfully researched how to track and find a human Greater Familiar. That was Rose’s big plan to become a powerful coven. The only problem was that the only one they found had already been spoken for at the time. 
They knew that they couldn’t steal Logan, but Rose was smart. All they had to do was wait. Sure enough, just like Rose had said, Alpha’s coven came calling—she still giggled sometimes about how Alpha thought she’d tricked Rose into that teleport trap. It was a good move, but Rose had seen it coming a mile away.
Joining Alpha’s coven was the greatest decision of Novella’s life. It was a long hard road to make it into the inner circle, but her growing feelings for Logan became the driving force that helped her find the determination to never give up. She’d found everything she ever wanted. Family, stability, power, love, and Logan found her glasses sexy. It was a dream come true.
Now, here she was, going on an adventure just like her mother would despite her attempts for a less chaotic life than what she saw her mother had. The difference was that Novella was only doing this as a means to an end. Once she had a daughter, she planned on being there for her every day. And if things went well with this tournament, that day would come sooner rather than later.
Logan frowned, despite the beautiful scene. 
“Something wrong, Mr. Morrison?” she asked.
Novella couldn’t help but feel a little sad every time she saw Logan frown, even when he wasn’t really all that sad. She wanted to give him the world after everything he’d done for her. 
Logan didn’t answer her question. He only sighed.
Novella hurried over and laid her hand on his upper arm. “Mr. Morrison? What’s wrong?” she asked again, this time softer. 
He shrugged. “Nothing really. It sounded like we’d be exploring more of the Fae Realm to find a spot for the other portal. I didn’t expect us to only go ten feet.” He kicked the dirt, somewhat disappointed.
Novella grinned. Placing a hand on his chest. “Ah, I see. Well, perhaps once you rule every witch in the world you can convince the Fae to open the doors of their kingdom for a visit.” 
Logan smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I’d like that.”
She patted him on the chest and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. “Wonderful, Let’s proceed, shall we?”
Logan nodded again and waved for Chilla to approach the next portal. It was completely black. Novella didn’t have a spell prepared for this because there was no set spell. To punch through the portal they’d need to use a series of complex runes—runes that Chilla had spent the last few days practicing meticulously.
Chilla stepped up to the portal, hands and eyes glowing light blue as a thin layer of frost formed over them. She was blushing for some reason. “I… um. I need more power to do this. Can you channel your magic through me, Logan?”
Logan smiled and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Sure can. Mother Dearest helped me practice this recently.” He closed his eyes, and his face took on a look of concentration.
Chilla cleared her throat. “Ahem. Not that I’m excited about the idea or anything, but it would probably be a lot easier to channel your magic into me if you put it in my butt…”
Logan chuckled.
Novella sighed. “That’s not how it works and you know it.”
Chilla frowned. 
“Maybe next time,” Logan said.
Chilla’s face turned red. “Cha! Yeah right. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, perv!”
Fantasia giggled. “He’s not the one asking someone to stick a cock in their ass.”
“J-just sh-shut up!” Chilla shouted, quickly focusing on the portal and refusing to meet anyone’s eyes.
After about fifteen minutes, she finally finished. She placed her palms, which glowed so bright that Novella couldn’t look at them, against the portal and said, “Oakin!”
With a blue flash, the black portal cracked like glass, making a shattering sound. Then the pieces fell away, revealing a swirling black and gray vortex. Chilla panted to catch her breath. “It’s done. It’s open.”
Novella looked into the abyss and then to Logan for direction. This mission seemed impossible on paper, but she had every faith in her lover’s ability to overcome the obstacles inside. “Ready when you are, Mr. Morrison.”
He smiled and everyone joined hands. “Don’t let go as you walk through. We stick together in there no matter—”
“We understand,” Diet said, cutting him off. She had green splatters all over her, almost like green blood. 
Logan smiled that confident smile. “Before we go in, remember that your lives are more important than an artifact. I will lead us out before I risk losing any of you.”
Novella’s heart swelled. His caring and kind nature was just one of the many reasons she loved this man with all she had.

      [image: image-placeholder]I led my witches through the dark world that was the Shadow Realm. The ground was a rocky black obsidian, though not as sharp on the edges as what I expected. 
I’d used one of Novella’s tokens to take on the form of the Philosopher. A heavy wind blew through my long white hair and beard. The sky was black without a single star in sight. The only thing up there was a large, eclipsed sun with a white corona shining around the edges. It provided just enough light to see and nothing more.
“Alpha?” I asked into the comm unit. “Do you read me? Over.”
Alpha’s mic came back crackling and distorted, but I understood her clear enough. “I read you. Call if you need backup. Mother is ready. She says it looks like the top of the mountain is full of enemies. Over.” 
“Will do. Over,” I replied.
Lightning flashed in the distance, revealing a large cloud of shadows near the top of the small mountain we climbed. The cloud completely obscured the way forward. So far, there hadn’t been any opposition. However, that was going to change once we neared the summit. 
We came to the cloud of swirling smoke three-quarters of the way to the top. “Light it up,” I said.
Fantasia took the cue. Her hand glowed with a bright pink light as she said, “Shglans breld fayee icht.” Small circular wisps of pink light flowed from her hand in a stream, each one flying up the mountainous hill and stopping to form a path. 
The light invaded the space, helping us see everything within a fifty-foot radius of each orb. The darkness didn’t like this. Somehow I could tell that it barely tolerated our presence to begin with. Lighting our way through the cloud only pissed it off more. 
Several shouting whispers overlapped one another, the sound reminding me of a haunted house in a horror movie, only worse. “GEt oUT! GeT Out! GEt ouT!” 
“Here they come!” Novella shouted, eyes glowing green as she prepared the spells on her body. 
Ghostly wraiths of pure black shadow flew into the light and came straight for us. Diet Cola laughed maniacally as she turned into a transparent, glowing blue specter. Oddly, her two large knives also turned the same transparent blue as the rest of her. “MAUHAHAHAHA! Bring it on you smokey fucks! HAHA!”
Like Novella, I didn’t have to shout spells to get their full effect since they flew off my body according to my will. A beam of light shot from my body before splitting into ten. The beams shot in all directions, slamming into the shadow wraiths. Each one let out a deathly wail as they burst apart. 
Novella, Chilla and Fantasia cast spells of their own which were just as effective. However, it didn’t take long to realize this wouldn’t be sustainable. My cooldowns were fast, but the numbers of shadow wraiths appeared to be infinite. “Shit! C’mon! We’ve got to run before one of you runs low on power!”
The ladies wordlessly agreed, and we fought our way up the rocky ground. We made it to the more leveled, yet equally jagged, top before we knew it—only to find even more opposition. “I’ve only got three shots of the big bang!” I shouted to Novella. 
“I know! I’m the one who planned out your spell set for this mission!” she called back, the wind whipping her pony tail furiously.
“I’ll push them back while you grab the chamber. Then we’ll cover Chilla as she prepares our escape,” I shouted to be heard over the wails and wind, which only grew stronger and louder at the top.
I pressed my wrists together and drew back my hands. “Kaaaaaaahhhhmeeee!” Pulling my elbows back further, and extending my fingers, palms facing the smoke ahead. “Haaaaaammmmeeeeeee!”
“Logan! NO!” Diet shouted. 
I turned to see her using her knives to somehow cut open the shadow monsters, making black ichor splatter all over her ghostly form. “What? Why?” I asked, confused about how she was doing that, and why she wanted me to stop.
“Intellectual property!” Diet shouted, slashing through another wraith with a laugh.
“Oh, shit. I forgot,” I muttered. “Good call.” I wordlessly let the spell fly from my wrist, sending a huge ball of white light into the sky above. It burst and expanded, pushing back the dark clouds. It illuminated the top of the mountain more than anything else. The time chamber sat there, much larger than we were led to believe.
Novella sprinted toward it, but the shouts of the wraiths’ fury grew louder as they pushed back against my spell. I gritted my teeth, looking to the sky and accepting the challenge. I was strong—stronger than ever before, but the power of thousands, perhaps even millions of shadow wraiths was stronger—at least they were while I was in their realm. 
Slowly but surely they crushed my spell. I heard Novella scream, but it wasn’t in pain. It sounded more like utter shock and surprise. As I prepared to cast the next spell, I heard her shouting again. “Mother? MOTHER?!”
I couldn’t spare a glance because I had to focus on my second spell as it burst into the sky, pushing back the darkness one more time. 
“Novella hurry!” Fantasia shouted.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Even with the big booms, there’s too many!” Diet shouted.
Chilla sounded worried. “We need to go, NOW!”
They were right. The shadows had grown in number, other entities flying in from all around to join the fight. My second burst of light was being squashed even faster than the first. We were far more powerful, but the sheer numbers against us were beyond ridiculous.
“Logan! I’ve got it, but I need your help!” Novella shouted, her voice cracking and sounding desperate.
“Hold them off a few moments longer!” I called out to the others as I let go of my spell and sprinted to Novella’s side with all the speed my enhanced body could muster. I understood the problem immediately. The time chamber was gone, but a blonde-haired woman lay unmoving on the ground. 
The shadows were closing in on us. Without hesitation, I snatched the woman into my arms, and Novella and I ran to the edge of the top’s level ground, joining the others. I sent my final light burst spell into the air. The other copies of the spell tattooed on my body were still on cooldown for a few more minutes.
Screaming at the sky, I forced everything I had into the spell to push back the darkness farther than before. Chilla quickly cast an ice spell, channeling magic that created a smooth, slightly curved layer of ice over the rocky terrain. She took the lead, summoning a sled from her storage. “It’s ready, let’s go!” With that, she jumped on the sled and kept holding the spell active as she went.
Diet called out over the radio. “Kssh. We got it and we’re on our way back. Over. Kshh.” She suddenly sounded giddy as she realized she wasn’t done speaking just yet. “Kshh. Oh! And tell Mother that I cut the shit out of those shadowing dickwads! WOOOO! Over. Kshh!”
I followed last, summoning my sled and holding the woman in my arms as I slid down the mountain. While Chilla made our path, the rest of us shot whatever spells we had left, blasting the wraiths that got close. All of our magic was running low, and the shadows were growing closer and closer every second. Chilla guided the path of ice straight into the portal. We shot through one after the other on our sleds and flew in and out of the Fey Realm, barely even noticing before we were sliding across the field on Mother’s farm. I cradled the blonde-haired woman protectively as we crashed into the hay bales we’d set out for this purpose.
Everyone was suddenly quiet, except for the woman in my arms. I heard her mutter the same things over and over again. “I found it. I found it. I finally found it. I’ll never go home. I’ll never go home. My baby. My poor baby. I found it. I found it.” 
Mother and Alpha looked at me in shock. Novella threw herself on top of the woman, tears streaming down her face. “Mom! It’s okay! I’m here mom. I’m here.” 






Chapter 7









Logan — The Time Chamber
Halo, Novella, Arachna, and I stood in the recreational space on the bottom floor of the penthouse. The rest of my inner circle was busy with preparations for this week’s Coven King Tournament event. While they were doing that, we were examining the time chamber—but not before I got answers about our newest guest. 
“So, you’re saying your mother was just there?” I asked Novella with furrowed brows.
Novella nodded and then pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose with a finger. “Yes, Mr. Morrison.” She smiled wider than I think I’d ever seen her smile before. “The artifact was there, and it was much larger than our research suggested it would be. However, when I touched it to put it into my transdimensional storage space, one of the sides opened like a door. My mother stumbled out.” Her smile faltered. “And you saw the state she was in.”  
I nodded solemnly as I inspected the small Icosagon. It looked like a softball-sized version of a D20. It was gold with silver lines around the edges of each triangle-shaped side. One side, in particular, had an odd symbol I couldn’t identify, but Novella had already explained that was the side the door was on. 
I glanced up at Novella, who was back in her professional business attire. “How is she doing? Did we find out her story yet?” I asked in a gentle tone.
“She’s doing better. With time, the right spells, and therapy, she should make a full recovery. As for her story, well, I’ve pieced together what I could from her ramblings. I believe the last coven to hire her wished for her to find the time chamber. I suspect she made it to the chamber where she was forced to enter to avoid the shadow entities.” A tear slid down Novella’s cheek, despite her attempts to remain professional as her smile grew. “I don’t know how she survived inside. If this time chamber really does what we think it does, then the years she’s been gone have probably been decades or more to her, yet somehow she looks almost identical to the last time I saw her.” Her last words sounded more awed by the implications. Her smile faded, and she shook her head. “I can’t imagine how awful it must have been for her to be trapped and alone for so long.” 
“Golly, that’s so terrible! I’ll definitely keep trying my healing magic on her,” Halo said, her pigtails swaying as she shook her head sadly while rubbing her huge, pregnant belly. The blonde’s eyes glistened with unshed tears. “I couldn’t imagine being gone from my baby for so long.”
I rubbed her back supportively. “You won’t have to either. I’ll make sure of it.”
Halo beamed at me. 
Arachna, who was also pregnant but not as far along as Halo, also rubbed her stomach. “Y-yeah. I know what you mean. I feel so bad for her.” 
Novella, being the professional she was, wiped away the tears and cleared her throat. “Ahem, well, we can’t change the past—we can only look toward the future. And the future is looking brighter by the day.”
“Hear! Hear!” Arachna said, lifting one arm and all four spider legs into the air in support. 
I nodded my agreement. “Okay, so how does this thing work?” I turned the device over in my hand a few times.
Novella held out a hand, and I placed it in her palm. She adjusted its position and sat it in the largest open area we had. “It’s simple. Once you’ve placed it properly and right side up, you touch the symbol with the intent to use it by channeling a little of your magic inside.”
She then did just that. The silver edges glowed brightly, and Novella took several steps backward. We watched as the time chamber grew before our eyes. It stopped just before hitting the nine-foot-high ceiling. She walked up and touched the symbol on the door again. Both the triangle it was on and the one below it swung open on invisible hinges, revealing a bright, white light.
I eyed it suspiciously. “So… we just go inside?”
Novella nodded. “From what we can find, yes.” 
Arachna’s legs twitched nervously. “That seems a little too easy, doesn’t it? I mean, we’re talking about some totally uber-strong time-warping enchantments here.”
“I agree, it does seem rather simple for something so powerful. There has to be a catch,” I said. 
Novella shrugged. “None that I can find. I think that the three of us should enter together to explore. One of us should remain outside so we can get a proper sample of the time difference and to make sure no one gets stuck inside.”
Nodding slowly, I said, “Well, there’s no risk without a little reward, right?”
“Gee willikers, I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Halo agreed. “I’ll stay outside. I don’t want to risk throwing off the timing of Alpha’s and my pregnancies. We still don’t know which one of us will actually go into labor first, and if I went in, it would feel like cheating.”
“That makes sense,” Arachna said. “Unless it’s an extreme difference, me going in won’t risk my baby being born before either of yours. So I don’t see it being a problem.”
I took a deep breath, trusting Arachna who I knew wouldn’t do anything she thought would actually endanger our child. “Okay, I’ll go in first, you two follow.”
Arachna and Novella nodded their agreement.
“Okay!” Halo called out, waving to me as my foot entered the light. “Stay safe—” Her words cut off as the world around me flashed a brilliant white.
I opened my eyes and saw… nothing. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. It was an open field with short grass for as far as I could see. The sky was blue, not a cloud in sight, and the sun shone brightly above. The temperature felt perfect. I walked a few steps, examining the space before turning around. The bright white doorway was still there. 
Nearly a minute passed before Arachna stepped in, blinking all eight eyes. “Wow… This is totally not what I was expecting.” She anxiously hurried to my side. “Good to know the doorway is still here.”
I couldn’t help but agree. It was nearly another minute before Novella finally stepped through. Her high heels slightly sunk into the soft ground, and she promptly took them off while looking around. Then she looked down at her shoes. “That’s odd.”
“What’s that?” I asked.
“I can’t put my shoes in my storage.”
I tilted my head, then tried to pull a drink and chairs from my transdimensional storage. It didn’t work. Something about this place prevented us from using it. “It’s probably because this kind of time dilation is already tricky and trying to use our storage might mess something up. It could be a safeguard.” I ventured.
Novella tapped her chin in thought. “Quite possibly.” She too joined us before watching the door swing shut. I feared we wouldn’t have a way out, but the symbol for the door remained. There was no wall around it, just the symbol floating in the air. 
I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. “Alright, first question, why did it take you both a full minute to get in here? Did you wait, or?” 
Novella shook her head. “No, Mr. Morrison. We were right behind you.”
I slapped myself on the forehead. “Oh, right. I was here first, so time was already flowing differently for me.”
Novella tilted her head, considering it. “That doesn’t appear to be a very large difference in time. Then again, how can we be certain that the difference won’t fluctuate over time? It may take several attempts to find out if there’s a strict ratio, pattern, or if we can control the flow of time inside or not.” 
I nodded, and we took some time exploring the space quietly. The grassy field seemed to never end, and no matter where or how far we went, the door to leave remained close by. “Huh, it doesn’t seem like it does anything.”
Novella bent down, plucking some of the grass. She stood and let it drop back to the ground. Nothing happened. “If there’s nothing in here, and our storage doesn’t work, then I suspect we don’t need to consume food or water while we’re inside—not if my mother was trapped in here as long as she believed she was without sustenance.”
I glanced at the spot of grass Novella had plucked seconds earlier. The blades of grass she’d ripped apart were whole once again—it was as if she’d never torn some out to begin with. “My guess is that when we exit, the door will shut behind us, and it’ll shrink again.”
“I agree, Mr. Morrison. That would make perfect sense.”
Arachna giggled as her legs chittered in a way I’d seen many times before, especially since she’d become pregnant—my Spider Witch was aroused. “You know what else you could totally use this for… Master?” she cooed. “You could totally spend all kinds of time in here to fuck witches. It would take a lot less of your time that way.”
I blinked. I hadn’t even considered that. Could I fuck hundreds or even thousands of witches in only a day while using this? I wondered. Aloud, I said, “This thing is a lot like one I saw in a cartoon once.” Then I grinned at Arachna. “But instead of a Hyperbolic Time Chamber, we could call it the Hyperbolic Fuck Chamber.”
Novella grinned. “Yes, as I said, we should do multiple experiments. Perhaps examining how rigorous activity affects our time in here should be one of those tests?” She popped another button open on her blouse, showing off a little more of her ivory curves.
“I could totally go for some physical experiments, right about now,” Arachna purred.
“What say you, Mr. Morrison?” Novella asked in a husky tone that flooded my mind with inappropriate thoughts.
“I guess I don’t see any issues with that,” I said diplomatically with a smirk.
Arachna’s eight eyes lit up as her legs fidgeted excitedly. Her fingers darted toward my belt, making quick work of it. “Mmm. I-I can’t help myself, Master. I need to play with your cock so fucking badly.”
As abrupt as it seemed, this had become fairly common for my Spider Witch lover since she became pregnant. She frequently went from whatever mood she was in to uncontrollably horny within seconds. Of course, I was the type of man who took care of his pregnant women’s needs—and this need was no exception.
As she worked at my pants, Novella began undoing Arachna’s. “I believe I can help,” she said, her green eyes focused on me with a naughty grin. “Besides, putting on a show for Mr. Morrison is the least I can do after he saved my mother.” 
I held up a hand to protest—not Arachna’s actions of fishing my cock out, but Novella’s claim that I saved her mother. “Novella, you know I would have helped look for your mother if you asked me to, but we found her by chance. It was a happy accident. You can hardly give me credit for that. If anything, it was your research that helped us find her.” 
She shook her head, ponytail swinging back and forth from the force of it. “No. It was research I did because you asked me to. It was your power that allowed us to even make it to the time chamber, let alone bring my mother home. And it’s thanks to the power we all gain from being a part of your coven that she’ll recover. I have you to thank for her safe return, Mr. Morrison. You’ll never convince me otherwise.”
I reluctantly nodded before groaning as Arachna finally had my boxers down and began stroking my length with both hands. “That’s totally sweet, and believe me, I’m thrilled for you, but my pregnant pussy needs help while I play with Master’s cock.” Arachna’s words were full of impatience, need, and desire. “Ffffuck. I’ll totally never get over how big your fucking cock is, Master. Mmmm.”
“Of course. Besides, I bet Mr. Morrison would love to watch me caring for the needs of his pregnant, naughty, little spider slut and her needy little pussy,” Novella purred as she quickly undressed herself as well. I tore off my shirt, and within seconds we were all naked.
I stared in awe at my Spider Witch’s thin, pale frame while tugging on her pierced nipples. She gasped, making her chest heave, drawing more attention to her petite, yet perky breasts. 
Novella lay on the grass face up with her head near my feet. “What are you waiting for? Bring your desperate, slutty, little spider pussy closer so Mr. Morrison can watch me take care of it for you.”
“Is that what you want, master?” Arachna asked hopefully as her fingers continued pumping my length, slowly bringing my full erection to bear.
I nodded, unable to speak as her silky skin glided up and down my cock, causing a distinct lack of blood in other vital places of my body, specifically, in the brain.
She giggled. “I thought you’d like that.” Arachna dropped to her knees, putting one on either side of Novella’s face before lowering her pussy down to the other woman’s lips.
Novella purred. “Enjoy the show, Mr. Morrison.” Then she shot me a wink, stuck out her tongue, and slowly caressed between Arachna’s folds before flicking her tongue across the Spider Witch’s labia piercing.
Arachna’s mouth hung open as she moaned, continuing her hand’s smooth motions as she did. “Kyaah! Fffuck, Master! Mmm-It’s not as good as your tongue, but it still feels so-Oohh fucking good. Ahhh!”
I looked down, past my penis to see Novella staring up at me, her eyes curved with joy before they became half-lidded. Arachna used two of her spider legs to gently rub against Novella’s clit, making her moan barely comprehensible words into the Spider Witch’s pussy. “Mmmmpphhuukk! Gah! Shooo-Nyaah!”
All the while, Arachna’s smooth hands slid up and down my shaft. She pulled back and spat on my cock, covering it with her thick saliva. Her grip tightened as she twisted with every pump, each one sending a shock of pleasure through my body. She stuck out her tongue, slowly licking my frenulum as she jerked me off. 
The two women kept at it for a few minutes before the coil in my gut started tightening even more. Arachna only sped up her pace as she noticed. “Gaah! Fffuck, Mmmmaasster! She’s going to make me… Hnngg! She’s going to make me… Hah-hah-hah-she’s going to make me cum for you, Master! Ahhh!”
Novella tried to say something, but her mouth was still full of pussy, so it came out awkward. “Mmmhpphhm. Ahhmm! Phhhhk-cumm! Ahh!”
While I could guess what she was saying, I really had no fucking clue—but it sounded hot so I went with it. 
The girls reached their peak at the same time, and Arachna began begging for me to finish. “I—I’m cumMmmm-Nyaaah! MMmmaster! Please. Ahhh! Please cum for me! Unnggh! Cum all over my little-kya! Spider titties, and let it fall on the dirty bookworm slut’s face! Ahhhh!”
Novella’s green eyes glowed as she moaned into Arachna’s pussy before pulling away long enough to say, “Mmmphhh! Yes! Please, Mr. Morrison! Gaahh! Cum for us! Cum! Ahh! Cum all over my-hnng, clarity-providing, smudge-resistant, Ooo-optical-correcting, fffucckking fog-defying, Ahhh, blue-light-blocking, prescription glasses! Kyaaaah!”
Arachna’s incredible handjob and both girls’ begging was more than enough to tip me over the edge. White hot cum burst from my cock, splattering all over my spider witch’s small, pert chest. As I continued covering her pale skin with my seed, more cum fell down onto Novella’s face, obstructing her vision as her clear glasses turned white from my cream. Both women shuddered violently from the aftershock of their orgasms as they cheered me on.
Arachna’s spider legs caressed my sides while she continued pumping my shaft as fast as she could. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Master! Ahhh! More! We need more! Gaaahh! Keep cumming, Master! Give your dirty little spider slave slut all you’ve got and more! Yeaaaahhhh!”
Novella began licking up the cum that dripped from Arachna’s chest to her pussy, thanking me while also wanting more between licks. “Mmm! More. Please, Mr. Morrison! It’s not enough. Mmm. Mmm. Fffuck, your cum tastes so fffucking good! Mmm. Mmm. Give us more! Mmmm. Don’t stop cumming until there’s nothing left! Ooohhh fffuck yes! Yes! That’s it, Mr. Morrison! Don’t stop! Don’t ever stop! Ahhhhh!” Novella opened her mouth as the magic in my body responded to their desire, making me cum even more.
My seed shot out harder, splattering against Arachna’s face, forcing half of her eyes shut, but the rest still looked up at me with desperate need as I filled her mouth with a puddle. Only once both their mouths were full, faces covered, along with most of Arachna’s petite body, did I finally stop cumming. The women took multiple gulps to finish what was in their mouths while Arachna continued lightly stroking me, each  motion sending shivers down my spine.
She let Novella pull herself out from under her and the blonde joined my raven-haired lover on her knees. She reached out and helped stroke me more. “Thank you so much, Mr. Morrison. You really made quite a mess of us,” Novella cooed as she began licking the cum from Arachna’s face.
Arachna started doing the same to Novella, neither removing their hands from my cock as they cleaned one another off. “Mmmaster,” Arachna purred. “My pathetic, needy, little slutty spider pussy needs more. Will you please stuff it with your majestic, massive cock? Please, Master? Please?”
“Then mine next, Mr. Morrison? Please, use us for your own pleasure. Claim us like it was the first time all over again? We need you so fffucking bad,” Novella pleaded.
I panted for air as I ran my fingers through Arachna’s long straight hair and Novella’s ponytail. “What kind of man would I be if I ignored the desperate needs of the women I loved?” I asked rhetorically.
Their reply was to press their lips to either side of my cock and stroke me with their mouths, ensuring I was still rock hard for them. They grinned up at me. “You’d never be that man. That’s just one of the reasons why we love you so much,” Arachna said.
I clapped my hands and rubbed them together excitedly. “Alright then, it’s time we try something new. Novella, stand up, squat down, and let Arachna jump on your back. I’m gonna fuck you both piggyback style. It’s a smaller version of a position Delilah taught me called The Tower of Power. I think I’ll call the smaller version The Stack and Smack.”
“Why The Stack and Sma—Kyaaahh!” Arachna’s question turned into a loud moan as I answered it with a firm swat on her plump little booty.
Novella giggled as she got into position. “Sounds like fun. Let’s do this.”
One hour and two very satisfied witches later, we cleaned up with spells, got dressed, and stepped out of the time chamber.
Halo already had her hand in the air waving at me. “-n there…” Her words trailed off and she tilted her head adorably with obvious confusion masking her features.
“Huh?” I asked. “I didn’t catch that first part of what you said.” I made space for the women who soon followed me out. 
They furrowed their brows at Halo’s confused expression. “What?” Novella asked curiously.
Halo shook her head. “Why did you go in and come right back out? Was something wrong?”
My brows shot up. “Hang on a minute, you said we walked in and came right back out? We were in there for over an hour at least.” 
“Cheese and rice! Over an hour?! That’s crazy! What was it like?” Halo said, equally surprised.
Novella smiled. “It was a simple space—grass, blue sky, sun—nothing seemed to change inside.”
“Transdimensional storage space totally didn’t work in there either,” Arachna added. 
“Golly gee,” Halo said, her smile returning. “It’s good to know it worked. What did you three do for over an hour if there was nothing in there?”
Novella and Arachna blushed and avoided Halo’s gaze. Novella began humming a little tune to herself, pretending nothing was amiss, which only made her look even more suspicious.
Halo narrowed her eyes. “Jeepers! You three fucked, didn’t you!” she accused.
I nodded like a little boy who’d been caught stealing cookies from the cookie jar. “Yes, Halo.”
Halo pulled her top off, exposing her extra plump, much larger than normal breasts and pregnant stomach. “If they get fucked while we research this thing then so do I,” she boldly declared.
“That’s fair,” Novella said, covering a giggle.
“We’ll totally help,” Arachna said with a playful grin.
I took a deep breath, then gave a stiff nod as I firmed my resolve. I placed a hand over my heart and bowed to her. “I shall do what I must to make things right,” I said in dramatic fashion, “Anything to earn your forgiveness, my love.” Obviously, I didn’t actually need forgiveness because Halo wasn’t angry in the slightest. We all saw through her facade. She was just using the information as an excuse to get laid, and I was more than happy to play along.
Halo giggled sweetly. “Hehe. Perfect. You can start with your tongue and finger, then fill me properly after that. Those two can sixty-nine to give you something else fun to watch while you make it up to me,” she said playfully, doing her best impression of a queen while we were her loyal subjects. Then she added, “Please, baby?” in a softer tone.
I smiled as I pulled my shirt off. It seemed the sacrifices a Coven King made for his coven had no end—not that I was complaining.
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Demonique & Rose — It’s Pageant Time
Today was the big day—the second round of the Coven King Tournament was going to begin soon, and Demonique wasn’t ready. Cherry was busy helping organize and run the Lesser Familiar Pageant, so she had asked Demonique to help Little Logan prepare since he was one of the Lesser Familiars competing in the event. Naturally, if Demonique was going to take Cherry’s place helping Little Logan, then she was going to dress and act like Cherry. 
“Hold shtill. Thish bower cah ih go-ha lu sah cue on you,” Demonique said to the snake as she shot him a wink. Her words came out awkward because she had plastic in her mouth.
“Hissss. Hisss,” Little Logan said, somehow looking confused. It wasn’t an expression Demonique was used to seeing on a snake, but he was no ordinary snake.
“Ship, I forwgoh…” Demonique pulled a Bestial Token from her storage and spoke the spell to speak to animals. “Spweahen eh diamewens.”
Nothing happened.
She sighed and finally took the fake plastic vampire teeth out of her mouth. They didn’t fit her very well anyway, and they were starting to hurt her gums. She tried again. “Speaken et dianmerens.” The token lit up a bright yellow, the magic surging into Demonique’s body before the token vanished. “Okay, sorry about that Little Logan. What were you saying, babe?”
“Auntie Demonique, I wasss sssaying that I don’t sssee how thisss hat isss sssuposssed to ssstay on,” Little Logan said. “Alssso, you know I can’t underssstand what you’re sssaying when you have thossse sssilly fake teeth in.”
Demonique blushed, feeling slightly embarrassed to be called out like that by a Lesser Familiar. She chose to ignore his last comment and addressed the important concern. “It’s simple, my beautiful baby boy. There’s a spell for it, but mommy forgot. So this scotch tape will have to do.” 
“But you’re not my—”
“Hush, babe. Your hat will be so cute. You’re already so adorable, they’ll love you in this.” After shamelessly cutting off the snake’s protests, Demonique rolled several pieces of scotch tape, effectively turning them into two-sided strips of tape. Then she stuck them to the hat and put it back on Little Logan’s head where the tape held it firmly in place against his scales. “See, easy peasy.”
Demonique knew others wondered why she chose to pretend to be other people all the time. What they didn’t know was that was what the witch had done her entire life. She hadn’t been her own person since she was… What, four, five years old? She thought.
Demonique hadn’t been born in the United States but overseas. In fact, when she was younger, she hadn’t even gone by the name Demonique. Instead, she was called Cinita. Cinita was the sweetest and most innocent child anyone in her mother’s coven had ever seen. While some of her mother’s friends had assumed Cinita would share her mother’s fire affinity, others swore that she was so kind and sweet that she’d definitely be one of the few to get the newer, very rare, angelic affinity.
Neither of those happened—not exactly. Instead, Cinita’s affinity finally revealed itself when she was roughly five years old. She had a rare affinity, but it definitely wasn’t angelic. No, hers was the infernal affinity. Cinita’s affinity was directly linked to the infernal pit of hell itself.
As her affinity came in, her body changed slightly. Her teeth, once straight and perfect, became sharp and pointed. Her hair, once red, turned black as night. And her eyes, once a brilliant light blue, became black with red vertical slit pupils. That wasn’t the worst of it—two shiny black horns grew out of her head. While she was still just as pretty as all the other daughters in the coven, she looked evil to the other children.
Her first years of trying to learn magic with her peers were hard. All the other kids were afraid of her. She’d ended up spending most of her time alone. It only got worse the older she became. Other kids were either scared of her or picked on her, calling her a demon and telling her to stay away. One day, when she was around thirteen, she’d had enough.
She still remembered that day vividly. Her younger self had looked in the mirror at her demonic features and wiped the tears from her eyes for the last time. She crudely applied black eye shadow to enhance her wicked appearance and flashed a sharp-toothed grin at herself. “If the other kids want evil, I’ll give them evil,” she’d said to the mirror before strolling out of the bathroom with her chin held high. Her name didn’t fit an evil villain, she realized—so she changed it. That was the day that Demonique had been truly born.
Once she had turned eighteen she moved to the United States and started her new life in Wisconsin. It turned out that playing the villain wasn’t all that bad. With the right attitude, confidence, and a show of power, she quickly gained a following. Over the years she only had competition from one other coven. Being the bad girl had become her life—except when she was in her room at night… alone… all by herself… with no one around to bother keeping up the act for.
Then Logan showed up and changed everything. At first, she thought stealing him from Alpha would be ideal. She could have a handsome man as her Greater Familiar. He would have to obey her, which meant she would have companionship on those lonely nights. She wouldn’t have to be alone anymore, confused about what to do or who to be in those quiet moments. She would always have a handsome pet by her side, giving her an excuse to be the facade she’d created all the time.
However, it hadn’t taken long for Demonique to realize that wasn’t going to be possible. Her last ditch effort to kidnap Alpha and force Logan to become hers in exchange for the Beast Witch’s life was a failure. That didn’t mean she could just give up and come crawling to him. No, that would never do. She needed to ensure she was at least a part of his inner circle where she’d have power. After all, that would still give her what she wanted, at least some of the time.
The best way she saw to accomplish her goal, as always, was by being the villain she was always told she was. Giving up her allies to a life that, frankly, looked far more appealing than the one any of them had been living before seemed a small price to pay. And, just as she’d planned, she’d done it.
Whether it was her recent haircut at the time or her cute bare feet on display that night that swayed Logan to agree to her deal, she still didn’t know. Though, she soon learned that what she’d signed up for wasn’t at all what she thought her life would be like. 
That first night, as she walked into his living room in the penthouse for the first time, she saw that not only was he definitely fucking every one of his inner circle members, but he was doing it at the same time. Not only that, but they were doing some things she hadn’t even dreamed about. 
She was anything but a freak in the sheets, but her pride and her facade demanded she never admit it, especially not to her rivals, er, former rivals. While the sexual stuff was undeniably amazing, what shocked her even more, was how genuine all the other girls were—even the stuck-up, arrogant Illumina had finally let loose and was being her true self. On top of that, Logan was just as kind, caring, and patient with her as he was with the others. Plus, he could read her like a book. He knew her villain act was just that—an act.
It had reached the point where Demonique realized that she both didn’t want to and didn’t have to keep the performance going anymore. For the first time in her life, she could finally be herself. There was only one problem with this—who the hell was she? She’d spent so long playing the part that she’d lost who she was. She didn’t have her own style. She didn’t know what all of her likes and dislikes were. And she didn’t know how she wanted to behave or talk when she wasn’t playing a part.
She’d sat in her room and thought about the problem. It didn’t take long before she understood that she’d need some inspiration—luckily, she had several examples to seek inspiration from. She would play the parts of those around her—try to learn how it felt to truly live in their shoes. Then she could take the little things she enjoyed and slowly piece together the puzzle that was the real Demonique. Unfortunately, this was taking longer than expected and her pride often still got in the way. Regardless, she’d continue this path until she found herself. Heck, for all she knew, this chameleon version of herself was the real her—only time would tell.
In the end, all that really mattered was that she was finally with people who loved her no matter how she acted. The best part was that Logan loved her for all of her. He didn’t judge her based on her appearance; he was turned on by it. It was just one of the many reasons she loved that man with all her heart.
“Demonique! One minute until we need all the familiars on stage. How’s my handsome little man?” Cherry shouted as she peeked into the dressing rooms.
Demonique gave two thumbs up and winked at Cherry. “Our handsome little man is looking quite dapper. He’s more than ready to put on a show!”
Cherry winked back with a broad, fanged smile. “Thanks, babe. You’re a real lifesaver. I’m so happy you’re with us.” 
Demonique’s smile widened as her cheeks turned pink. Her heart swelled with joy from the other witch’s words. She looked down at Little Logan. “Are you ready?”
Little Logan nodded with pure determination. “I wasss born ready.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Rose finished tying the pink bow on the back of her teacup piglet Princess’s little dress before they began walking toward the stage. Princess was, of course, the most adorable freakin’ familiar in the whole world. The Lesser Familiar Pageant had two stages. The first was to show off their cute outfits. The second was a talent show where impartial judges were supposed to score and decide on a winner. There were ten Lesser Familiars from each coven competing and Princess was definitely going to win. 
Why was she going to win, one might ask? Because Rose was a freakin’ genius. She always had been, and she always would be. Heck, when Rose was only six years old, she’d frightened her mother with her own brilliance. She distinctly recalled looking at the window of her home and seeing a woman peek in. She’d met the other woman’s slightly large, black eyes and they shared a smile and a wave. 
Rose then turned to ask her mother a question. “Mama?” 
“What baby?” Her mother had replied. 
Rose had gently rubbed the large flower blooming in her short, vine-like hair. She loved her new green skin and pretty flowers. She’d only recently gained her affinity not long before the memory. “If time travel is possible, could we meet ourselves in the past?”
Her mother had frowned and tilted her head. “I suppose, though you’d have to figure out how to do it. As far as I know, no witch has ever found a way to travel into the past before. From what I understand, it’s possible to go to the future, but that wouldn’t do you much good when you can’t go home after.”
Rose looked back at the window. The woman was gone now. But she’d recognize that flower atop the other woman’s head anywhere. It had been like looking in a mirror—albeit one where a much older version of herself was looking back at her. “I’ll freakin’ solve that problem one day, mama.”
“You seem confident, and for the last time, stop saying that naughty word,” her mother scolded.
Rose ignored half of what her mother said, focusing on only what was important. “Because I just met myself from the future. I’m very pretty.” Rose smiled.
Her mother suddenly seemed worried, obviously afraid and assuming Rose had been struck by a strange spell or a curse. As Rose had anticipated based on her mother’s response, she’d spent the next few days being checked out by other witches.
Rose soon learned that being a freakin’ genius only made people dislike, distrust, get angry with, or fear you. Furthermore, being a freakin’ genius was boring. Deep thoughts about cosmic mysteries were either too easy to solve or had too little information to make a clear hypothesis about. Being dumb, on the other hand, was so much fun. So, she decided to hide how intelligent she was. 
It turned out that wasn’t very hard to do—mainly because of all the freakin’ silly things she said and did when opting not to think before acting. She often chose to let her emotions guide her actions whenever she could get away with it—only giving problems the smallest percentage of brainpower necessary. 
He was the only thing she’d given her complete and utter attention to in a long time. Orchestrating a way for Alpha to practically beg Rose to merge their covens was pure child’s play. It got her twenty-four-seven access to Logan—the freakin’ Coven King. Jesus Christ, she loved that freakin’ man—and the way he licked her booty hole. Just thinking about his talented tongue pressed against her naughtiest of places sent shivers down her vines.
As someone who had previously scored 235 on her IQ test, she was self-aware enough to understand how crazy her fixation seemed to others. Despite their misunderstandings, her fetish was really freakin’ logical.
When you loved someone as much as she did Logan, you needed to share every part of yourself with that partner—even the darkest parts of you. And, well, since she spent so much time in the sunlight for photosynthesis purposes, she only had one place that she could consider the darkest part of her—her bootyhole. It helped that as a plant girl, she didn’t use that hole for anything other than pleasure. Plus her rosebud was super freakin’ sensitive. So, clearly, sharing her bootyhole with him was the pinnacle of vulnerability and love.
Rose stepped onto the stage and waved to the crowd. Princess snorted happily at the extra-loud cheers she received, on account of how freakin’ cute she was. Cherry’s announcement tore her from her previous thoughts, and Rose was happy to realize that she hadn’t missed anything important as she’d zoned out this time.
“And now, welcome our judges!” Three magical portals opened up behind a judges’ table which sat on a small platform between the stage and the crowd in the middle of the stadium at Sinner’s Field. One person stepped out of each portal. Cherry read from her note card as she introduced them one by one. 
The first was a demon. Rose had to admit that he was quite handsome and had a lustful aura about him. Despite his obvious good looks and muscular physique, his red skin, horns, and tail weren’t really her thing. While she could totally see this guy having his own freakin’ harem, in her mind, he had nothing on Logan. She could tell that the rest of her coven felt the same, which only seemed to make the man look slightly relieved.
Cherry extended a hand to the man in question as a spotlight shone down on him from above. “Witches and familiars, our first judge tonight, coming all the way from Horcross City, the ruler of the sixth circle of hell, Zaxdozaan!”
Zaxdozaan waved to everyone as Novella directed him to his chair where he sat down. Leaning forward, he tapped his microphone a few times before addressing everyone. “Uh, yeah, hello everyone. For the record, this is not typically something I’d do as one of the rulers of Hell. But, I guess I’m looking forward to it?” He shrugged.
Cherry frowned as she spoke with her magical amplification spell still active. “Huh… How did we get you to agree to this anyway?”
The demon lord sighed. “I’m only doing this because I lost a poker game to Demonique’s cousin. In my defense, she had a great poker face.”
Logan called out from the VIP seating on the field near the judges. “How did that even happen?”
Zaxdozaan shrugged again. “She’s really good with portal magic. I was bored between orgies. She popped in and offered to play a game. I jumped on the chance to do something other than have sex with tons of beautiful women for a short time. Pleasuring that many women is hard work.”
Logan nodded solemnly. “I hear you, brother. Stay strong.” Logan patted his chest twice with a fist. 
Zaxdozaan nodded respectfully and returned the impromptu salute.
Cherry shook her head. “Um, okay. Wow. That’s awesome. A little TMI, but you do you, sugar.”
Another spotlight lit up on the second person to step through a portal. He had pale skin and wore a midnight-black velvet suit that hugged his frame. His leather shoes were polished to a shine, and he offered everyone a wide, fanged smile. It finally made sense to Rose why the competition was being held at night.
Cherry gestured to the male vampire who enthusiastically waved at the crowd as he too was shown to his seat by Novella. “From his own dimension, one far separated from our own through the multiverse, please welcome the male version of Dracula!”
He leaned in, clapping his hands and rubbing his palms together. “This is so great!” he said in a Transylvanian accent. “You know what this whole competition you’ve got going on reminds me of?”
“What’s that?” Cherry asked, giving him her own fanged smile in return.
“It’s just like The Hunger Games! All of you are competing for the grand prize, but there can be only one survivor! Who will it be? The adorable teacup piglet just like Rue—so innocent and precious with quick thinking? Or maybe the wolf, who’s like Cato—so aggressive, relentless, and dominating. Or perhaps it will be that little fox at the end? Like my girl Katniss, it is clever, resourceful, and quick to adapt.” Dracula raised his hand with three fingers extended together proudly into the air. “Katniss is my queen!”
The Lesser Familiars on the stage and their owners suddenly looked very concerned as the crowd murmured their worries. Cherry turned to face the competitors and waved her hands out to her sides in a downward motion as she said, “Relax… just relax. This is a pageant and nothing like the Hunger Games. It’s not a fight to the death. Everyone’s Lesser Familiars will be going home safe tonight.”
Dracula frowned. “Are you sure it’s not like The Hunger Games?” 
Cherry turned back around, nodding. “Yeah, I’m sure.”
Just then, a third spotlight shone on a woman stumbling out of the third portal, looking confused. She had pale skin, short black shorts, and a midriff revealing white jersey with purple lightning bolts and the words “Dream Girls” across her ample chest. Rose found the boob window exceptionally cute. Jesus Christ, maybe I should get a freakin’ shirt with a boob window. That’s hot, she thought as she continued looking the woman over. What truly set this woman apart from any other she’d seen before was her pink eyes and hair, pink horse like tail, long elven ears, and the single pink horn sticking out of her forehead.
“Last but not least,” Cherry said while gesturing to the final judge, “From Meteoropolis, which apparently is a city built on an asteroid that’s hurtling through space,” Cherry paused to squint at the card in her hand. “Yup, I definitely read that right. Wow, that’s badass,” she muttered before clearing her throat. “Ahem. Right, as I was saying, please welcome our third judge, Pinky Peach!”
Pinky followed Novella’s direction and sat down at the judge’s table, looking around anxiously. “Uhh… Hephi, why did you book this for me? I have no clue what’s going on, where we are, or why I’m here. Hephi? Hephimila?” Pinky turned her head to examine Novella more closely.
“Are you talking to me?” Novella asked, frowning.
“What?” Pinky said abruptly. “Hang on… you’re not Hephi. Who are you and what’s happening?!” she asked, eyes wide. “I just took a quick break from my stream to pee, then I busted out of the restroom in a hurry before my match started, and now I’m here!” 
Movement from Logan caught Rose’s eye as he pointed at Pinky, his eyes just as wide. “Holy crap! Is that a unicorn girl? Are Unicorns even real?”
Pinky opened her mouth to answer, but Rose made a sudden realization of her own. She gasped and blurted out, “Zaxdozaan? Wait, you’re the guy from that place whores’ cross!” She hadn’t been paying that much attention when Cherry announced him minutes ago since she started daydreaming about Logan licking her bootyhole again. 
Zaxdozaan frowned. “You mean Horcross?”
“Jesus Christ, that’s what I freakin’ said. Where whores’ cross.”
“Again, I’m pretty sure you mean the city of Horcross.”
Rose rolled her eyes. “Do whores cross things there?”
Zaxdozaan tilted his head, actually considering the question. “I mean, I suppose they do.”
“Then it’s freakin’ settled, I’m right. It’s whores cross. Anyway, that’s not important. You have that one sword, right? Sexcalibur?” 
Zaxdozaan slowly nodded. “Yeah, why?”
“Can I borrow it?!” Rose asked, hopefully.
“No.” 
Rose frowned and kicked the stage. “Fine. It was worth a shot.”
“True. Asking is always free.”
She glanced at Logan who was palming his face, clearly having forgotten what he was talking about. He must have been upset that they wouldn’t get the sword. But, that was okay. Rose knew better than most how unnecessary that relic would be in their bedroom.
Rose noticed Pinky staring at her and gave the strange woman her attention. 
“Oh thank the Elloway, you’re here too, Blossom. At least I’m not alone here,” Pinky said with a relieved sigh.
Rose tilted her head. “Jesus Christ. Who is this freakin’ Blossom?”
Cherry clapped her hands, not giving Pinky a chance to respond. “Alright! It’s time for the first round of the competition! Cute clothes!”
Pinky’s attention was soon stolen as she stared in adoration with a slack jaw at one Lesser Familiar in particular. “Oh, my flipping Elloway! Is that a pygmy ground dragon?! So cuuuuute!” She cupped her cheeks in both hands as she stared dreamily at the animal. “I love them so much!”
Rose scrunched up her nose and set her jaw. “It looks like we’ve got some freakin’ stiffer competition than we thought Princess—time to bring our A game.”
Princess oinked her agreement. “Let’s do this!”






Chapter 9









Logan & Rose — Montage Time
The Lesser Familiar Pageant ended with more twists than an M. Night Shyamalan movie. Akimbo put on a show-stopping, skateboard-riding, juggling display that shocked everyone, myself included. He did all this while croaking a rather beautiful rendition of Endless Love. Honestly, even though I was thrilled that the judges awarded him perfect scores, I was disappointed that it was Akimbo and not one of our other Lesser Familiars who had brought home the win. Look, the turtle is a dick. I’m allowed to have my favorites.
But just when he was about to accept the award, Codex, the brunette Grimoire Witch from Otto’s coven, stepped onto the stage and shocked the crowd again. She was one of the witches responsible for verifying all contestants obeyed the rules. She’d said, “The rules committee has received the results from the pre-competition drug tests.” She smirked. “I regret to inform you,” she’d said with absolutely zero regret, “that we have detected the use of spinach in Akimbo’s system. As many of you are aware, spinach is a performance-enhancing drug for magical turtles. He has been disqualified. As a result, the Lesser Familiar with the second highest score shall be deemed the winner.” 
I, for one, was in disbelief. It seemed like I was the only one who wasn’t aware that magical turtles could use spinach as a power booster. Akimbo clearly knew. His downcast expression on stage was a confession all by itself. The fucking win ended up going to that damn pygmy ground dragon because one judge had an unhealthy obsession with them. 
Huh, was Popeye based on a magical turtle? I wondered as I began down the stairs to the recreational room. But shook the thought away as more pressing matters demanded my attention. 
The next Coven King competition was only a week away—my first one-on-one against Otto—kind of. We’d be competing in an obstacle course. My witches’ lives were at stake, and I wasn’t leaving anything to chance if I could help it. Luckily, I had the perfect plan already hatched to ensure my victory.
When I reached the bottom floor of the penthouse, Novella already had the time chamber ready and waiting for me. Cherry Cola, Rose, Halo, Alpha, Novella, and the rest of my inner circle—Arachna, Mallison, Squeaks, Demonique, Illumina, Fantasia, Chilla, plus Diet Cola and Mother Dearest—were all huddled together. Several wore matching hoodies with “Logan’s #1 Fan” or “Team Logan” imprinted on the front—Diet even held up a foam finger, waving it proudly. Some dabbed at their eyes with tissues while a few openly sobbed. They all glanced up when I approached.
Cherry Cola rushed forward, her face streaked with tears. “You’re leeeaving us?” She threw her arms around me. “For a whole year?! How am I supposed to live without my Chubby Cock for that long? I’m gonna die without you!”
I patted her gently and couldn’t help but chuckle. “Cherry… you know that just because it’s going to be a year for me in there it’ll be like, only a day passing out here. We talked about this. Remember?” I said, trying not to laugh too hard at their dramatic display of emotion. If anyone should have been emotional, it was me. I was the one who would feel like I hadn’t seen my gals for a whole year, after all.
Cherry’s tears flowed anew. “That’s still way too long!” She hugged me harder, practically strangling me with her affection. “A day might as well be a century if it means I can’t be with you.”
Halo joined the hug, resting her head on my shoulder. “Gosh, baby, I get it, but I’m sure I speak for the entire coven when I say—we’re going to miss you so much.” She sniffed. “But we hope you have fun.”
Alpha, arms crossed over her pregnant belly, tried to remain stoic. “He’s not going there for fun, Halo. He’s going to do some serious training.” She gestured toward the mound of newly enchanted workout gear—a Bowflex, specialized dumbbells, shake weights covered in arcane runes, resistance bands that glowed ominously, plus an old elliptical that beeped at me menacingly. They were all enchanted to make workouts one hundred times harder. I already had to go above and beyond to get a real workout in, so these would definitely come in handy. 
“From our perspective, he’s basically compressing a year’s worth of intense workouts into one day,” Alpha finished. 
“I’d rather,” Mallison began from the back in her quiet tone, “him satisfy a years worth of… other needs in there” 
“Amen!” Fantasia waggled her eyebrows. “Aren’t you going to get lonely, My Prince? Shouldn’t at least one of us come to keep you company?”
I shook my head solemnly, trying to look confident. “No. That wouldn’t be fair to the others. Plus, I really need to focus every second I’m in there. I’ll miss you all. But the point is to keep my mind on training and self-improvement. Less distraction, more focus. I’m taking a page out of Otto’s book for this one day. Besides, I’ll have my phone and my pictures of you. So it’s not like I’ll forget what your pretty faces look like.” I said, hoping to comfort them slightly.
It backfired.
Cherry lost it again. “You’re taking naughty pictures of us in there! We can’t even jump in and help finish you off if you—y’know—take care of stress.”
I rolled my eyes. “You girls know I wouldn’t do that. Not without letting at least one of you help. So, no. There won’t be any of, ‘y’now, taking care of stress’ while I’m in there.”
Fantasia blinked. “You’re going to save it all up? For us?” Tears rolled down her cheeks for the first time since I came down the stairs, and she sniffled. “That’s so sweet.”
Rose scrunched her nose. “Jesus Christ, I can’t freakin’ believe you won’t be able to lick my booty hole for a whole year!”
“It’s only a day for you, Rose,” Arachna corrected.
“But he’ll have to wait a freakin’ year! That’s not okay!” Rose shouted as a tear rolled down her cheek.
I needed to just rip the bandaid off and get this moving. I still felt the sting of Akimbo’s spinach fiasco—and knew we couldn’t afford another loss. I had to push my strength to the next level.
“All right,” I said, which was as far as I got before Chilla and Fantasia stepped up to me. Cherry and Halo gave them their space. 
The blue-haired Ice Witch tried not to look at me, but couldn’t help stealing glances as she blushed. “You should know that I didn’t make you this because I wanted to or anything. I just figured you needed all the tools you could get at your disposal since our lives are in your hands or whatever…”
Fantasia looked at me, her pink eyes glistening. “She’s lying. It was her idea to make it, and she was super excited about it the whole time. But we put a lot of effort into making the enchantments as powerful as possible.”
“Sh—shut up! Don’t tell him that!” Chilla said coldly as she lightly swatted Fantasia on the shoulder.
“Hehe!” Fantasia giggled. “Don’t mind her, she’ll come around eventually. Anyway, we hope you like it.”
Chilla scowled as her blush intensified. “Ugh… just fucking take it already.” She handed me the ring, her fingers lingering against my skin longer than was necessary. “And this…” She quickly went up on her tiptoes and gave me a short, passionate kiss. As she pulled away, her voice grew nervous. “I—I… we, uh… we have to kiss you when we give it to you to fully unlock the ring’s potential.”
Fantasia rolled her eyes. “No, we don’t. She just wanted a kiss and can’t admit it.” 
“I told you to shut up!” Chilla scowled at the other woman while the rest of the ladies chuckled. “You can all be quiet, too!” she said, stomping back to where she stood before and crossing her arms with an adorable scowling pout.
I smiled at my Ice Witch. “Thank you, Chilla. For both the ring and the kiss. They’re both wonderful.”
Her face turned as red as Alpha’s hair. “You’re welcome,” she muttered angrily.
Fantasia kissed me with far more passion before resting her hand on my chest. “The ring comes with a blessing from both Chilla and myself. Chilla’s is the Glacial Blessing. It will grant you the ability to cover the bottom of your feet with slick ice or ice spikes, whichever you want. You’ll be able to gain more traction or practically skate to run faster.” 
My brows rose as I looked at the silver band in my hand. “Wow. That’s really awesome. Seriously, Chilla, you outdid yourself. This is amazing.”
Chilla looked up at me briefly. “Glad you like it,” she said shyly. Her voice was so quiet that without my enhanced senses I never would have heard it. Then she looked away, angrily. “As if I care!” she said in a louder voice for all to hear.
“My blessing isn’t as showy as hers. I provided the ring with the Blessing of the Fae. I understand you gained divine luck from Halo naturally. This effect should stack, making you even luckier than you were before.”
I gave her a toothy grin as I looked at all my women. “Honestly, I don’t think I could ever be luckier than I am to have all of you.”
“Jesus Christ!” Rose shouted as she slapped a twenty into Alpha’s hand. “You freakin’ called it.” Despite her outburst, she sniffled, wiping tears from her eyes. “It was still really freakin’ sweet that he actually said it though.”
Alpha smiled smugly, though her eyes were also watery. “What can I say? I know my good boy better than anyone.”
“You take that back, witch!” Cherry shouted. “Or is Cherry Cola gonna have to—”
I put a hand on Cherry’s shoulder to stop her. “It’s okay. All of you know me better than anyone.” I glanced at Alpha. “But I didn’t expect you to bet on me saying something. What other bets about me have you girls made?”
Fourteen women suddenly found everything in the room that wasn’t me more interesting as they twirled their hair, whistled, and toed the carpet.
“I see, so that’s how it is,” I teased.
“We love you very much… even if I am forced to since I am your contractually obligated slutty doll meant for your pleasure,” Illumina said shamelessly. 
“Well, no sense in pushing this off any longer. Time for me to go bulk up,” I said with a smile.
Demonique shook her ass so her fake red tail wagged behind her. “Long as Mommy’s good boy comes out bigger in all the right ways, I see no problem with this.” She bobbed her head to make her fake furry red ears twitch as she rubbed the big pillow bulging under her t-shirt.
I chuckled as I stepped toward the door of the time chamber. “I’m sure everything will be the same in that department when I return.”
“We’ll be here,” Mother Dearest said softly, wiping at her eyes but giving me a reassuring nod. “It might just be a day for us, but it’s a big commitment for you, Darling. Best of luck.”
I started lifting and dragging in the exercise equipment one piece at a time. It wasn’t hard since the same enchantment that made them could also make them lighter. Diet stopped me as I came out one last time for my duffle bag. “I want you to take this too,” she said sweetly as she handed me a bloody knife.
My brows furrowed as I accepted it. “Okay… why am I taking a bloody knife?”
She smiled and cupped my cheek. “In case the police come around asking where I was last night.”
I opened my mouth and then closed it. Then I shook my head.
She gave me a quick peck on the lips and ran away, giggling maniacally. “HeheheheHEHEHEHE!”
Glancing at Mother, who promptly took the knife from me, I asked, “You got that? Or?”
She rubbed the bridge of her nose and sighed. “Yes, I’ve got it, Darling. Go, be well. We’ll see you tomorrow.”
I nodded, gave one more round of hugs and kisses, then entered the chamber.

      [image: image-placeholder]Day 1 
I stepped across the soft grass, looking over my makeshift outdoor gym—enchanted exercise equipment sat in a half-circle around me. The temperature felt perfect, just like it had the first time I’d used the chamber. Novella’s mother had unknowingly told us a few things about the chamber that helped me prepare for my year-long training session.
The first was that magic sustained you while you were inside. There was no need for food, drink, or restroom breaks. There was no other explanation for how Novella’s mother survived for so long without access to any of her supplies in her transdimensional storage.
The second was that the chamber magically cleaned you, along with the realm it contained. It would magically wash your hair, brush your teeth, and even clip your nails while you slept. It wouldn’t stop hair growth, but that was fine with me—it was nothing I couldn’t fix later. 
When Novella’s mother left the chamber, she was spotless. Could she have cleaned herself with a spell? Sure, but her extremely long, disheveled hair and mental state implied that she hadn’t cast a spell for some time. That, and since she’d been rescued, she hadn’t used a spell yet. Witches had to magic her clean each day. She had a long road of recovery ahead of her, and I hoped my coven’s growth over time would make our magic strong enough to hasten her recovery. 
Not eating or drinking for a year was going to be odd but convenient.  Focus, Logan, I thought. I was here to strengthen my mind and body. Otto was not a foe I could underestimate. He wasn’t one I could win over with a date and a good banging like I had my most recent enemies either—not that I would if that were an option this time anyway. Hey, I say people should live their best lives and love who they want—I just don’t swing that way, you know?
Shit… focus. Good thing I’m training because I kinda suck at this, I teased myself. 
Before I even considered working on my physical training, I first needed to train my mind for the long period of loneliness that was to come. I’d spent most of my life alone, but for a while now, I’d spent every day surrounded by my new family. I was doing this for them, and I had to remind myself that they’d be just outside that door waiting for me when I returned. It was time to meditate.
Days passed, and the mental strain was enormous—I was alone in a realm where it was the perfect day all the time with no immediate threat, no random witch jumping me for a quickie, no urgent crisis—just my own thoughts. My mind raced from subject to subject, worried about what might happen if I lost this tournament, if I let my coven down, or if I let my family down. I tackled each anxious thought one by one.
The monotony was excruciating. Sometimes, it felt like I was losing it. I’d walk the empty field for hours, talk to myself, do breathing drills, or just stare at the sky, thinking. 
The meditation techniques Mother taught me provided new clarity. I’d wake from the meditative trances feeling like centuries had passed. Whenever I felt like giving up, I’d glance at my phone—still fully charged due to dimensional weirdness—and look at pictures of all my witches. They were out there, waiting, counting on me to save them from Otto. Keep it together, Logan. You can do this.
Day 41
Every day had gotten harder and harder, as I’d expected it would. However, through my daily diligent meditation, I strengthened my mind and finally found myself in a good mental space to proceed.
Normal people could work up a sweat within minutes. My body needed a lot harder workout to even break a small sweat. The plan was simple—train—from dawn to dusk—er, well, whenever my phone’s clock said it was dawn and dusk since the sun never went down in here—I would relentlessly push my strength, speed, stamina, reflexes, and especially footwork beyond my limits. I still didn’t know what Otto knew about a Coven King’s feet and how they impacted their power, but I wouldn’t need to if my feet were stronger than ever, right? Perhaps I’d even figure it out while I trained. 
I cracked my neck and took another look at the exercise equipment around me that hadn’t gotten much use so far. “Time to bulk up,” I said to myself as I glanced at my bare feet and wiggled my toes. “Especially you fellas.”
Day 350 
I woke up to the same sunshine and perfect day that I had for nearly the last year. Without hesitation, I jumped right into my training routine. 
I started with the enchanted Bowflex. Each bar required hundreds of pounds of pressure to be exerted to bend them even a little. I strapped myself in on my back—benchpress style. The machine was already set to the max, and I started pushing the bars away from my body with my massive arms. I handled two thousand pounds with ease. Three hours later, finally sweating and feeling a deep burn in my arms, I moved on.
Next, I picked up the shake weights… with my toes. Using only the muscles in my feet, I shook the weights for a solid forty-five minutes before moving on to deadlifts. Then I did my daily set of one hundred pushups, one hundred situps, one hundred squats, and a ten-kilometer sprint, followed up by one hundred more pushups—except these were done only with my toes. I spent the rest of the day bouncing around from machine to machine, doing agility training and working on reflexes until I was too tired to move anymore.
When I woke up the next morning, I realized that my gains from the day before weren’t much. It seemed like I’d reached the peak that my current equipment could take me. There were fifteen days left before I planned on exiting the chamber, so I decided to do one final mental exercise. Rather than simply take a page out of Otto’s book like I had by abstaining from sex for nearly a full year, I chose to take it one step further.
I pulled out my phone, being careful with it because the strength of my grip had recently cracked the screen. I went to my pictures and slowly scrolled through them one by one. There were thousands of pictures my girls had sent me over our time together saved on my device. Most were extremely lewd. It had been so long since I’d allowed myself to indulge in such thoughts that I found it really… ahem, difficult not to leave the chamber early.
No. For the next fifteen days, I planned on intentionally edging myself to fully fortify my mental gains. As I swiped to the next picture, I found myself looking straight at Rose’s dark green butthole—no cheek, nothing else, just the butthole. I smiled. It had been a long time since I’d felt hungry, but my mouth watered, and I had a sudden craving for a salad.

      [image: image-placeholder]Rose waited with the rest of her inner circle coven sisters, plus Mother and Diet, all of them on their knees and completely naked, facing the closed door of the time chamber. The twenty-four hour period was nearly up, and her precious Logy-pooh would finally return to them. They had all known that for them, even though it freakin’ sucked not to have him around for a day, they would survive. No, what had upset them so much was knowing that their man would be without their love for an entire year. He would no doubt be lonely and sad while missing them dearly. 
That’s why they were all here, ready to give him a warm, sultry welcome home. They’d shower him with so much freakin’ love and affection—plenty to make up for the year he’d been away from them.
“Holy crap! I can’t take it anymore. I need my Chubby Cock—I need him now!” Cherry whined.
“Why isn’t he out yet? It’s been twenty-four hours.” Squeaks asked.  
Rose couldn’t help herself, she felt just as impatient as the rest of them. “Jesus Christ, it’s been forever! My freakin’ little heart can’t handle him being so sad and alone in there!”
Novella cleared her throat. “Ahem. We need to be patient. Mr. Morrison will be here soon enough. The ratio of time isn’t exactly twenty-four hours to one year. It can vary. He won’t be in there much longer, though. I’m sure.”
Novella’s words seemed to help some of the ladies relax a little. 
Arachna’s spider legs chittered with anxious anticipation. “What do you think he’ll look like? He totally said he was going to work really hard.” 
“I have no doubt that My King is going to be more muscular and handsome than ever before.” Illumina held her chin high, her posture and words as arrogant as ever. “I have no doubt that he’ll require his contractually obligated cumslut to service his needs before anyone else.” She scoffed. “Tch! Disgusting. I can’t believe he’d force me to do such a thing.”
“I think he’ll be unable to resist taking all of us, fucking us harder than he ever has before. I can’t wait,” Mallison said in her quiet, calm, almost emotionless voice.
Diet grinned wickedly. “I like the way you think, babe. What do you say we suck his cock together?”
Mallison smiled. “That sounds wond—” 
“Then we can cut him, get a mouth full of his delicious blood, and then he can blow his load in our mouth so we can taste all of his best fluids at the same time!” Diet said, cutting Mallison off.
Mallison blinked.
Mother put her hand on Diet’s shoulder and spoke in a motherly tone. “Dear, perhaps we should leave the blood and cutting for another day when you get some alone time with Logan. Not everyone shares your… ahem, unique kinks.”
Diet frowned and nodded solemnly. “Yes, Mother.”
“Goodness, I miss Logan more than I miss banana pancakes. That reminds me, can we please stop forgetting to buy more gosh darn bananas during the next shopping trip?”
“There’s only one banana I want to think about right now,” Cherry cooed.
Fantasia cupped her cheeks. “Oh, my! It’s been far too long since I felt My Prince’s sweet warmth on my face. He must hurry, he must!”
Chilla crossed her arms and scoffed. “Cha—as if. I don’t want any part of this. I can’t believe I even agreed to be here in the first place.”
Demonique, who was wearing a pink wig and cheap Halloween fairy wings, smiled sweetly at the blue-haired Ice Witch. “Oh? If you don’t want to be here, feel free to leave any time. It’ll just mean more of his delectable hot cum for the rest of our faces. Especially mine—because I’m a freak like that.”
Chilla blushed and looked away. “Hmph! Not a chance! There’s no way I’m missing out on—” She realized what she was saying, and her face turned bright red. “But… uh, not because I want to or anything,” she quickly added.
Alpha’s ears twitched, and her tail wagged. “Stay focused, witches. As soon as he comes out, let’s make our good boy feel like the luckiest man alive.”
As if her words summoned him, the door to the time chamber finally opened, revealing the white glow. Then, he was there. Rose’s heart pounded in her chest as heat flooded her body.
Logan stepped out of the chamber, his eyes scanning them. His hair was long, and he had a bushy beard masking most of his expression. However, the intense look in his eyes, a look of love and desire, sent shock waves of electricity to her core. And those muscles… His body was so big, thick, and muscular that his clothing didn’t fit anymore. His clothes were shredded, their tatters barely clinging to his body. Her eyes trailed down his body and caught sight of his massive erection, barely hidden by what was left of his gym shorts and boxers.
He said only two words. “Bed… NOW.” 
Rose couldn’t help it. Vines shot out, pulling her from her knees and sending her flying through the air straight at her freakin’ smoking hot Daddy. “Come to mama!”
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Logan — Mistakes Were Made
It was officially the one-year mark, and I was more than ready to get back home to my ladies. Using my phone’s camera, I examined my appearance and chided myself for having not thought to bring in a comb or scissors. My hair was long and disheveled—the bushy beard I’d grown was much the same. With my massive muscles and tattered clothing, I appeared more like a caveman than myself. 
My visual inspection was complete, and I addressed my next concern. If I didn’t do anything about my extreme desires, I knew it wasn’t going to end well. My physical strength was greater than it had ever been—and that was with my strength blessings currently deactivated. The last thing I wanted was to lose control, be too rough with one of my lovers, and accidentally hurt them.
I took several deep breaths, trying to calm myself—even if I couldn’t do anything about the raging erection in what was left of my shorts. The brief temptation to handle business myself before leaving ran through my head, though I quickly discarded it. I hadn’t had to… uh, self-care? Yeah, let’s go with that. I hadn’t had to self-care since meeting Cherry, and doing so now would greatly offend my ladies. 
You can do this, Logan. Just breathe. Think of how much you love and miss them. Yeah… yeah, that’s it. They’ll miss me, too, and this will be a purely emotional reunion. Full of smiles, tears, hugs, and kisses. Kisses all over my… “Fuck!” I growled, shaking my head.
It took a few minutes of meditation before I found the mental strength I’d worked so hard to train. With one last deep breath, I gave myself a firm nod. “I’m ready,” I said to myself before finally stepping out of the time chamber, leaving all the equipment behind.
I… was not ready.
The moment my eyes scanned the room, I saw fourteen of my gorgeous lovers, all nude and on their knees before me, looking at me with pure awe and adoration. My mind moved fast, taking in the smooth curves of each woman’s body—from Mother’s exaggerated hourglass to Arachna’s petite, slim, pierced form. Novella had even replenished several of the tattoos of ancient words across her body, knowing full well how I thought they looked hot, especially since they contrasted her professional ponytail and glasses so much.
My heart swelled with love and affection for my girls, nearly bringing tears to my eyes to see them after a full year apart. However, it was at that moment that I realized mistakes had been made. 
Going from having some form of sex with these flawless beauties, multiple times a day almost every day, to a year of no contact followed by fifteen days of edging was a huge fuck up on my part. As for the ladies, they’d screwed up by waiting for me naked and on their knees.
Something inside me snapped. The intense primal need inside me would not be ignored. My heart pounded in my chest like a war drum while my cock thrashed violently against the rags obscuring it like an adrenaline fueled raccoon on bath salts with abandonment issues.
“Come to mama!” Rose shouted as her nude, green, pinup model form flew through the air at me. Her arms and legs were extended, the intent to wrap herself around me clear. 
Foolish mistake.
I wasn’t in my right mind, though I was aware enough of my actions that I could physically refrain from hurting her as I snatched her out of the air and flipped her upside down. 
“Jesus Christ—Ahhhh Fffuck, Daaaady!” Rose yelped in surprise before moaning loudly. 
My enhanced speed and strength made repositioning her to where I wanted a breeze. Holding her upside down against me with one arm, I ripped the remains of my shorts and boxers off, letting the fabric fall to the floor. My freed member roared as it shot up and slapped Rose in the face. Without waiting and expecting the others to follow, I started walking while jamming my tongue into Rose’s clean, salad-tasting booty hole.
“Holy shit that’s hot,” Cherry breathed.
“The studio, Mr. Morrison, to the studio!” Novella cried out.
Without a word, mainly because my mouth was full, I turned away from the stairwell and aimed for the Cherry TV studio. I briefly acknowledged that this was a smart move since it contained the only bed in the house that we could all fit on. It was a fleeting thought as my mind was consumed with the desperate need to sate my lustful hunger.
“Gahh! Fuck yes, Daddy! Mmm—My booty… Nyaaahh—GLK!” Rose took me as deep as she could into her mouth, her plump lips wrapping firmly around my girth. 
My tongue grew stronger by proxy as the rest of my strength and speed increased over the last year. I put this to good use as my tongue shot in and out of Rose’s black hole as she sucked my cock. By the time we entered the studio and reached the bed, Rose was already orgasming, her moans vibrating against my shaft, making me groan with delight. Her screams of bliss were muffled by my thick cock deep in her throat. “MmmmMAhhhMppphhNnnGhh!”
“Line up, ladies!” Alpha demanded behind me.
I laid Rose down on the bed, her head hanging off the edge. I pulled out of her mouth as she shook, shuddered, and rubbed her pussy as she came. “Mmmppphh—Ahh, Jesus Christ, Daddy! Gaah! You’re freakin’ tongue is so—Ahhnn!” She regained her words as my precum dripped onto her face, covering it with a long white rope from her lips, over her nose, and across her forehead.
I turned around, staring hungrily at the thirteen other women who were back on their knees and in a straight line. Each woman used their fingers to pleasure those beside them, making them moan as their eyes remained fixed solely on me. Behind them, the Cherry TV camera’s red light was on, implying we were live. On the wall, the large white screen that normally displayed viewer chat showed video footage that slowly rotated between different witches in our coven. Each must have known when it was their turn because they shouted at the screen.
The nerdy, stamp-collecting Calcula was up. She lay in her bed, her smaller breasts heaving as she held the magical copy of my cock. Pulling it out of her mouth, she said, “Please! Fuck my face Coven King! I want to be your forever stamp—lick me, stick me, and send me straight to heaven!”
Left to right, I thought.
Alpha was on the far left. Her muscular, athletic physique had barely changed from her pregnancy. While her six-pack was gone, replaced by her large, round, pregnant belly, and her breasts were larger, the rest of her remained just as toned as ever. Her yellow eyes shone with excitement as she saw me heading her way. The furry red ears atop her head folded back, and her tail wagged furiously behind her. “Mmmm—is that what you want? Hnng. Does Mommy’s good boy want to fuck her face? Ahh! Do it. Be my best boy and fuck Mommy’s—GLK!”
I didn’t let Alpha finish before stuffing my cock deep into her throat. On the screen, Calcula moaned as the dildo, which was synced to my motions, did the same to her. “Yes, Coven King! Ye—Mmmpph!”
The screen swapped again, showing the twins Tess and Tessa, both wide-eyed with magical dildos relentlessly thrusting into their mouths just like I was doing to Alpha at that very moment. The woman and her magical construct were both furiously rubbing their clits as they moaned, clearly enjoying the surprise. “Phhuhh Yaaahh! MmmmpphhMmm!” Tessa moaned around my length.
Halo, who was moaning and pouting next to Alpha, whined, “This is bull shrimp, baby. Don’t make me wai—GLK!” 
Without warning, I pulled out of Alpha, leaving her gasping for air as my cock thrust into Halo’s mouth. Like a pro, she quickly guided my hands to her pigtails that swayed with every pump of my hips. I grabbed them and pulled as I pushed, giving her the rough face fuck she desired.
Speaking of wings fluttering, the next witch on the screen was Redtali. Unlike Halo’s angel wings, Redtali had wings on her back that were more like a hawk’s. They spread wide just like her legs as she allowed the magical dildo to fill her core, crying out with joy while my intense thrusts were mimicked by the magical version of my cock. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Kyaaaaahh!”
“Ooohh my Goddess, Mmm—he’s like an animal!” Squeaks shouted. “I—Ahhhnn! Can’t wait for my turn! Give it to her, Handsome!” 
Sensing Halo needed a break, I moved on to the next in line. “Hell yeah, that’s Mommy’s good boy,” Alpha said as my cock pushed deep into Mother Dearest’s throat. Mother’s massive breasts jiggled as my balls slapped against her chin. If any of my witches had gag reflexes before they joined my inner circle or became a pseudo inner circle member like Mother or Diet, they’d quickly found ways to overcome it. I didn’t go as rough with her as I had Halo because I knew Mother didn’t want it that intense. While I couldn’t hold myself back from trying to fill every one of all my girls’ holes, I could hold back just enough to make sure they were enjoying this just as much as I was. 
“—Gahh! Holy, Mmmm! Your dick tastes so good, Darling—Ahh!” Mother Dearest said through heavy breaths and moans as I pulled my length from her mouth and aimed it at Squeaks.
“Oooh fffuck yes, Handsome. Unngghh! Don’t you dare go easy on me!” Squeaks’s green eyes met mine with a challenge, and it was then that I noticed the choker she was wearing. Her mouse ears twitched, and her tail wrapped around my leg, the tip tickling my balls. “I want you to—GLK!”
SNAP!
Her choker snapped instantly as I hilted myself in her throat in one go. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she moaned loud and long around my girth while her body shook from orgasmic bliss. “MMPHHMPHMAAAHHNNGGHHH!” Squeaks loved it rough, and that’s what I gave her, being mindful of my increased strength as I did. 
Arachna gulped. “Ahhmmm! Holy shit, Master… I—mmm—want you to fuck my face just like that when it’s my turn!”
“Me too! Nyaah! I need it so badly!” Fantasia cried out.
Demonique moaned, seeming excited, but a sudden bead of sweat dripping down her forehead gave away her nervousness. “Uhh… M—me too? I—” she gulped. “I need it so badly, too!” she said unconvincingly. Demonique did like it a little rough, but she’d never been brave enough to ask me to go full throttle. She wasn’t a fan of pain and probably assumed it might hurt. According to Arachna the last time I asked out of curiosity, it didn’t.
“As much as I—Nnngh, don’t deserve such treatment—Ahhh, being one of my status, I—I—Mmmm! I will accept My Knnngg—King’s cock in any of my holes whenever and however he sees fit! Nyaaah! For I am his contractually obligated slave girl! MmmmMm! Destined to suffer as his whoreish cum slut forever and ever and Gaaah!” Illumina proudly declared.
I continued down the line, enjoying the warm wet mouths of Fantasia and Illumina before reaching Mallison. Her blue eyes stared up at me, pleading just like her words. “Please, Sir. Fuck my mouth. Use my head like a sex toy! Mmmmppphh!”
I did just that.
When I reached Diet, I barely registered the knife in her hand. “I wanna suck your blood and cock at the same time, big boy!” she moaned as she cut my shin, licking up the long line of blood as the wound healed almost instantly. The knife disappeared, and she plunged her mouth onto my length. Her cheeks hollowed while I made sure she thoroughly cleaned my dick. I gave it to her harder for breaking the ‘no knives anywhere remotely close to my dick’ rule. It backfired since she enjoyed it so much.
“I told you—Ahh! Save it for when you’re alone, dear!” Mother chided Diet from her place in line.
“MMphhnnnggaaah! Phhhmeeaaa, Mpphooohmm!” Diet protested, or tried to since my cock was deep in her throat. The vibrations only made me want to go even faster.
Arachna was next. Her spider legs braced her from behind as all eight of her eyes crossed while I gave it to her just the way she liked it—rough. “Mmmm—Master! I—I need more, so much more! Ahhh!” Her face was bright red when I finally pulled out and moved on to Novella. 
“Yes, Mr. Morrison. Give it to—GLK!” Novella’s glasses slid down the bridge of her nose and she promptly adjusted them as I slid my dick between her lips. It was pointless, as each thrust made them fall again. 
Demonique gulped before I took her by the horns. She noticed my look of concern and nodded nervously. “Y—yes, boss. Mmm—Give it to me nice and hard. I’ll be your fairy fuck toy. You know I’m a freak like that. Ahhh!” I did as she asked, using her horns for grip as I plowed into her mouth. It turned out that she loved it just as much as a few of my other girls.
Cherry followed, her fanged mouth already hanging open. “Give me that fucking chubby cock, baby! Ahh, give it to me now!” Impatiently, Cherry lunged forward, grabbing my hips and eagerly gulping my girth down. While I thrust, Cherry bobbed, effectively doubling the fastest pace I’d previously set. She moaned with every bob in a staccato rhythm. “Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!” Her red eyes glowed with desperation. 
“Holy shit,” Squeaks breathed. “And I thought I liked it rough,” she said, clearly impressed.
“You get to make him cum for us, Chilla. Make us proud!” Alpha shouted.
Chilla’s blue eyes widened as she looked up at me. Cherry tried to keep me in her mouth, but I pulled out with a loud pop. “—Mpphh-Ahh! No, baby! I need my chubby cock inside me! Put it back in! Please, baby!” Cherry begged.
“Dodge rammit, Cherry! Stop being greedy!” Halo shouted.
I ignored their bickering as my tip pressed against Chilla’s lips. She backed away and scowled, looking up at me with angry light blue eyes and flushed cheeks. “Can’t believe I have to be the one to make you cum! So fucking gross! I hate this so much,” she complained.
I moved my cock further from her and prepared to go back to Cherry, even though Chilla’s hand was rubbing her own clit even faster while Cherry’s fingers slipped inside her opening. Chilla panicked. “W—wait! Where are you going?!” she shouted as she stopped playing with her pussy long enough to grab my cock and pull me closer.
“Jesus freakin’ Christ! Just admit you want it already!” Rose shouted from the bed.
“Sh—shut up!” Chilla shouted, still scowling as the red on her face spread to her neck. Her short blue hair flailed as she opened her mouth. “Just shut—UuuMMmmm!” She wrapped her lips around me and moaned as she bobbed faster than Cherry. Her eyes started glowing as her tongue swirled along the underside of my shaft. She pulled her hands free from both her and Cherry’s pussy, using the thick saliva on my shaft as lubrication to pump and twist my base with both hands. Her moans were constant while Cherry rubbed her clit while she sucked my cock like a pro.
I’d been holding off as long as I could, savoring the feeling of my lovers again, but I was done holding back now. I basked in the bliss of my women’s moans and the feeling of Chilla’s warm, slick mouth and textured tongue dancing along my length. My cock thickened, and I felt my release coming.
Chilla scowled again, which only turned me on more, making me throb inside her. She noticed and pulled away, stroking me as fast as she could, her cheeks reddening even more. “Just—ugh, just fucking cum already! Get it over with! Just don’t cum on my face! It—Mmmm! Gross!” 
Despite her words, she kept my tip aimed at her face as she somehow stroked me faster. “No! Not there!” she shouted as my first glob of cum splashed onto her cheek. She kept jerking as she moaned and sneered. “Gaah! It’s so much! What the fuck?! Mmmmm!” she complained as she kept making me cum on her face.
Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on the perspective, I’d been saving this load for an entire year. The magic in my body responded to my needs and desires, and soon, Chilla’s face and breasts were covered in white… but I wasn’t finished.
Cherry reached over and took my length from Chilla, pulling me toward her. “That’s it, baby! Nyaaah! Cum for us! Mmm—Cover us with your hot seed! I want to fill a fucking bathtub with your hot load and bathe in it for days! Gaaah!” My orgasm didn’t stop as I coated Cherry. Cum dripped down her fang and into her mouth, while another strand dangled from her nipple stud. This became a trend as I went from one woman to the next, each begging me for my load as a year’s worth of semen covered each woman one by one.
Demonique’s tongue lolled out of her mouth. “Nyaah! Fuck yes, Boss! Keep cumming! More! I need more! Please! Ahhh!”
“A-Ahh! Cover my glasses, Mr. Morrison! Nngh! I want to be your witch cum rag! Hahh—use and abuse me with your hot, sticky load—Mmm! Please! Drown me in it!” Novella declared, her breath hitching between each desperate plea.
“MmmMm—M-Master! Ahh! Y-Yes! Yes! Yes! Nnnngh! K-Keep cumming! Hahh—make me a cum-filled balloon! Oooh! Blow me up with your seed until I—I pop! Ahnn!” Arachna cried out, her voice quivering with desperate pleasure. 
“Fff—Ahhh! F-Fuck, Big Boy! Mmmnn! Please! My Obsession! Hahh—make me into your walking, talking cum dumpster!” Diet heaved shaky breaths as she yelled, her body trembling with pleasure.
“Oh G-Goddess! Yes! Sir! I—I—Fffffuuuuck! A-Ahnn! Never stop covering me! Hahh—I want to live the rest of my life with your load raining down on me!” Mallison moaned, her breath catching between each needy word as she stroked me next.
“I-I am so disgusted—Ahh!—by the fact that I must be so thoroughly blanketed by your hot cum! Nnnngh! B-But as your c-contractually obligated slave, I—I will do anything for My King! Hahh—Nnngh! I—I—I love it so much!” Illumina moaned even louder, her body soon matching her white hair.
“It’s—ahhh! It’s like a dream come true! A cum dream! Ohhh! I—I’m like a junkie! Nnngh! One shot is not enough! I need it all!” Fantasia gasped, her pure joy ringing out with every word as she shivered in bliss.
“Ahhh! D-Don’t you dare stop now, Handsome!” Squeaks stroked me with vigor, her voice thick with desperation as my magic surged, happy to oblige. My seed splashed on her twitching mouse ears and into her raven hair. “Mmm! More! More! Ahhh! Cover me! Hahh—Mmmnn! Drip it down my breasts! Nnngh! F-Fill every inch of me! Ahhh! Y-You’re gonna keep going until no one can recognize me anymore!”
“That’s it, Darling!” Mother’s sultry moans joined the chorus as she took her turn. “Mmm I know how much you love seeing us filthy and drenched in your warm cum! Haha—Ohh, yes! Keep going until you can’t anymore!”
“Cheese n’ rice, baby! Ahhh! It’s so much!” Halo giggled as her wings fluttered, shuddering as my seed coated her. “Mmm—Goddess! Ahhh! I love feeling you all over me so much, lover! Nnngh! Please! I need you inside of me so fffucking bad!”
“There it is! Ahhh! That’s Mommy’s good boy! Hnnngh! My best boy!” Alpha’s ears twitched with excitement as I came all over her red hair and gorgeous face. Her tail thumped faster and louder against the floor. “Fffuuuck yes, baby! Mmmnn! Let it out! Let it all out! Ahhh! Hehe! Mommy is so proud of her good boy! Hahaha! MmmmM!”
Rose laughed as she licked her cum covered lips. “Jesus Freakin’ Christ, Daddy! There’s so much!”
I glanced up at the screen, seeing Twinkle covered in fake cum from the magical dildo. Her voice came through the speakers as she also tried to catch her breath. “W-Wow… Ahhh… That was so fffucking hot… Hahh… Please, Coven King, please fuck me now… Mmmnn! I need to feel you inside my tight little pussy so badly!” she whined.
It was a little shocking how having an orgasm that intense and that long only provided minimal relief. My hunger felt like it couldn’t be sated. I pointed to the bed with a shaking hand. “Asses up. Face the camera.” I grunted out through gritted teeth.
My girls saw the borderline manic horny look in my eyes, and their reactions were mixed, though none were negative. Chilla gulped. “Oooh fffuck,” she breathed, her chest heaving with anticipation as she was the first to her feet, practically running to the bed.
“Hell yeah, baby! This is going to be so good!” Cherry said with a wink as she too rushed to the bed to take her place.
Novella strutted past me, letting her hand gently graze across my length. “Oh, Mr. Morrison… we’re going to wear you out before the day is through.”
Mother Dearest gave me an empathetic smile. “Darling, I understand it’s been a year for you, but after all this,” she said, gesturing at her body, still covered in my semen, “you must have nearly exhausted yourself. Are you sure you can handle more?”
I said nothing and pointed to the bed, letting my eyes speak for me.
She covered a giggle before scooping some cum from her face and sliding it into her mouth. “Mmm—Very well, Darling. We’ll humor you.”
Alpha smirked. “Ohhh, don’t worry, Mommy is going to take good care of you today.” She quickly cleaned herself with a spell before kissing me. “We’ll be sure to tuck you in for a nap when we’re finished with our good boy.”

      [image: image-placeholder]24 Hours Later. 
The Cherry TV studio looked like a sexual battleground. The bodies of my lovers were sprawled across every available surface. This was the aftermath of the orgy-induced humanoid typhoon I had been over the last twenty-four hours. The bed was nothing more than a soaked tangle of limbs and glazed skin, and the floor wasn’t much better. Witches who hadn’t made it back to the mattress had collapsed wherever they were in defeat.
Ropes of my seed dripped from swollen, stretched holes, seeping from abused pussies, thoroughly fucked assholes, and formerly gagged throats. Their bodies glistened under the studio lights, each of them messy, quivering evidence of my inability to recognize when enough was enough. Their hair that had once been neatly styled was now a disaster zone—globs of my cum acted like an organic hair gel. Strands were left spiked, stuck together, or just outright standing at impossible angles.
Mother Dearest lay flat on her back on the couch, one leg still twitching as it hung over the edge. Her massive breasts rose and fell as she stared blankly at the ceiling. She exhaled a breathless whisper like it was a prayer. “Oh, thank the Goddess it’s finally over.”
Squeaks, somehow wedged between the nightstand and the bed with her legs still spread and holes leaking, groaned as she wiped cum from her ear, her cheek, and—“Jesus, how did some get on my tail?” she asked. She glanced at Mother. “You say that, but I feel like we barely survived. I’m not sure if that was a night full of sex or an exorcism.”
Alpha, spread out like she’d been making a snow angel, except with cum… so a cum angel? Anyway, she laid sprawled out on the mattress, her tail twitching with post-coital spasms. She lifted her head just enough to glare at me before her head flopped back onto a pillow. Novella’s arm fell across Alpha’s mouth, and the Beast Witch didn’t even try to move it. Her muffled voice sounded exhausted. “I love you, Logan, but… Mommy might need a wheelchair.”
Novella’s high ponytail was gone, having used her hair tie on me as a cock ring at some point in the night. Her long blonde hair was matted with sticky strands half-plastered to her glasses. She tried to sit up, but her body refused to cooperate. “I—I have so many questions, Mr. Morrison,” she wheezed. “H-How… was that even possible? We should have drained you dry by round three!”
Demonique still gripped the bedsheets like she was holding on for dear life. Her fairy wings were in tatters, and her pink wig was nowhere to be seen. She let out a high-pitched whimper as she tried to close her legs, only for them to tremble violently. “I—I think I saw a glimpse of the afterlife,” she rasped. “I—I’m such a freak. A super freak.” She closed her eyes and smiled to herself.
“You saw a glimpse?” Fantasia asked as she lay face down, starfished on the floor. She managed to laugh despite her breathlessness. “I saw the fucking multiverse!” She lifted a cum-streaked hand and wobbled a finger in the air. “And you know what? Every version of me is just as wrecked as this one!” Her hand fell back to the floor, and her wings twitched. 
Halo, lying partly on Novella with her blonde hair hanging off the side of the bed, let out an exhausted giggle-snort. “Holy moly… B-Baby… ahaha… y-you ruined us.” She shifted, winced dramatically, and added, “I—I think my soul needs a nap.”
Any hint of Chilla’s usual brattiness was gone—mostly. She lay flat on her back, her eyes glazed over like a corpse. Her short blue hair stuck up in bizarre, cum-stiffened spikes. “Uuuuughhh,” she groaned, flopping a semen-drenched hand onto her stomach. “I hate you. I hate you so much.” Though, as she glanced at me and bit her lip, the blush on her face and expression said otherwise.
“Lies.” Cherry grinned from where she was sprawled on the bed. Her face, tits, and stomach a sticky masterpiece—she’d drawn a fanged happy face in the fluids, using her nipples as eyes. She lazily stroked a finger across her cheek to gather up a little of the mess before popping it into her mouth with a contented sigh. “That was the best fucking night of my life. I love you so much, baby.”
Mallison, who normally showed no emotion, smiled brightly and nodded in a daze. “I… I think I ascended,” she murmured. “I’m technically still here, but my soul left my body somewhere around round seven.”
Illumina dangled face-first over the arm of a plush chair—I couldn’t recall when or where we’d gotten it from. Her white hair hung to the ground, partly stuck to it. She let out a wheezy breath before glaring at me with unconcealed adoration. “You’ve destroyed me. My dignity, my pride, my everything… obliterated.” Then, after a moment, she moaned softly. “Mmm—Do it again, My King.”
I turned to see Diet sprawled on the floor, looking like a horror show—her pale skin was speckled with red and white. Her chest rose and fell as she let out a dreamy sigh. Her tongue stuck out as she lazily licked a smear of white from her lips. The Ghost Witch’s entire body looked like some post-apocalyptic orgy gone wrong.
She let out a soft, euphoric moan as she traced a finger through the mixture on her stomach before sucking it clean with a shiver. Her turquoise eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine with obsessive worship.
“Hehehe… fuck, I think I just hit a new personal record for blood of yours consumed, Big Boy. So. Worth. It.”
Mother, still flat on the couch, gave her a tired side-eye. “You have to stop doing that, dear. One of these days, you’re going to make someone pass out mid-fuck, and I refuse to help smooth that over with Logan.”
Diet just giggled. She tried to run her sticky fingers through her already disaster-level hair but failed. “Pfft. Worth it.”
Before I could respond, a muffled voice from above made me blink.
“Uhhh… Logy-pooh? Little help here? I think I might pass out soon, and not in the good way.”
I looked up.
There, dangling from the ceiling, was Rose—tangled in her own vines like a horny Christmas ornament. Her green skin glistened as her body twitched. Her black eyes looked at me hopefully as she wiggled weakly. Strings of my cum dripped from her breasts, her thighs, and most notably, her upside-down face as she blinked at all of us.
Alpha seemed to struggle to turn her head enough to face Rose. Her brows furrowed. “When did that happen?” 
“Well… aha,” Rose laughed nervously. “About that…” she said, swaying gently like a sex-piñata.
Arachna covered her face with one hand, groaning as she rubbed her temples with her other. “Holy crap. How did you even do that?”
Rose huffed, crossing her arms in defiance despite the fact she was still hanging upside down and leaking from all three holes. “Jesus Christ, I don’t know! Logy-pooh was pounding my freakin’ tiny booty hole, and I got really into it. We were using my vines like a sex swing, and BAM! The orgasm got so intense that my vines went all crazy!” She jerked her hips in demonstration, which only made her spin in slow, awkward circles 
Halo, still breathless, giggled. “Awww, you look cute, sweetie!”
Rose pouted, her vines wriggling weakly. “I don’t wanna be cute, I wanna be helped down!”
Cherry, still wiping cum from her abs, waggled her eyebrows. “I dunno, babe. Why don’t you just let yourself down? They’re your vines, right?”
“I WOULD!” Rose protested, not so much throwing her arms up, but letting them fall above her head. “But I’m so tired.” Despite her statement, she slowly let herself down onto the floor anyway, taking control of her vines again. 
I stretched, sighing as I looked over the exhausted witches—From Diet still playfully licking at herself to Squeaks still laying between the furniture.
“Who’s up for another round?” I teased.
My joke was met by a chorus of groans.
As silence fell over the room, I looked at the screen, which was still rotating through showing witches from my coven in various states similar to those my women were in. Pixelle was on the screen, laying face down on the floor in front of her television with a Super Nintendo game still on. The controller lay next to her head as fake cum covered her back and ass. She groaned through the speakers as well. The magical dildo lay on the floor between her legs where cum still seeped from her asshole. “I—I need to reboot first. Let me sleep…” she said in her slightly synthetic-sounding and exhausted voice. 
I grinned and forced myself to sit up and look around. “…So,” I said, “Breakfast?”
Halo lifted her head, suddenly sounding more chipper. “Pancakes?”
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Logan — Otto Vs Logan
I stood next to the Harem Mobile in the back alley behind the Pump N’ Go. My inner circle was busy helping Otto’s inner circle prepare for the day’s competition. In only a few hours, I was going to compete against Otto in our first-ever head-to-head matchup. This competition was more important than most gave it credit for. Not only would the winner gain another victory, bringing them one step closer to the five needed to win the whole thing, but it would also drastically affect the morale and momentum of the witches in our covens. 
Before any of that, however, I was waiting for—suddenly, a flash of white in the center of the alley scared a cat who had been resting next to the gas station. It yowled as it got to its feet and ran away. As the light faded, she was there.
I opened my arms wide. “Elaine!” 
The Holy Knight looked in my direction, a smile quickly growing on her face. Her striking brown eyes gleamed with joy and a golden light as she ran to me and leaped into my arms. “Logan!” Her legs wrapped around my waist and her arms around my neck as she mashed her lips against mine. 
Our passionate kiss lingered, but when she began grinding her hips against me, I had to put a stop to it. “As much as I want to do more, we need to get on the road if we’re going to make it in time.”
“Awww, fine,” Elaine whined. Seeing the strong and athletic woman pout so adorably was a unique experience that made me smile.
“C’mon,” I bobbed my head to the side toward the van, “We can get caught up on the road.”
She nodded and jumped into the passenger seat of the Harem Mobile while I got behind the wheel. “When did you get so buff? You were muscular before, but it’s like your muscles doubled in size.”
I grinned, firing up the van before flexing my arm. “You like it?” 
She bit her lip, blushed, and nodded. “Yeah, you look amazing.”
“Spent a year in the time chamber working out so I was better prepared for the competition against Otto. Which reminds me, we finally found that time chamber. Sorry, I forgot to update you the other day. I missed our call since, well, after a year in the chamber…” I let the sentence hang as I gave her a cheeky grin.
She smiled at me knowingly as she laughed and shook her head, her short brown side-swept bangs swaying as she did. “I’m sorry I missed that. Must have been one heck of a time.” 
I stared off into the distance as I let out a contented sigh at the memory. “Best twenty-four hours of my life. Or, well, close to it anyway.”
She nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. So, was the shadow realm as dangerous as you thought it would be?”
I clicked the turn signal and slowed down as I reached the next light. Nodding, I said, “Oh yeah. It was definitely deadly but nothing we couldn’t handle,” I confidently stated. “We even found Novella’s mom in there,” I added casually.
Elaine’s brows furrowed. “I didn’t know her mom was missing, but I’m glad you found her. How did all that happen?”
“Well, it turns out…” I proceeded to tell her the whole story of Novella’s mother and how she’d been in the time chamber for years. Elaine had listened intently and nodded along as I told her everything we knew or suspected.
“Wow, what are the odds?” she asked, shaking her head in disbelief.
“What about you?” I asked as I turned onto the main road, heading out of the city. “How’s cleansing the order going?”
Elaine gave me a predatory grin that spoke volumes. “It’s going great so far.” She then went on to explain to me how the remaining members of the Divine Council acknowledged Elaine, the only one on Earth they knew of who had both met and been blessed by God, as the head of the Holy Order. She told me how she’d given them their current mission to spread the word to imprison any Holy Knight who walked an evil path—which included anyone who thought that physically and sexually abusing others for any reason was acceptable. They were being offered a trial that typically ended in execution.
She was putting together her own team to hunt down only those monsters, human and non-human alike, who deserved death and could or did pose genuine threats to Logan or his witches. The remaining teams of Holy Knights would never hunt those who chose to live peaceful lives, no matter what their species was. Once her team was ready, they’d move on to begin cleansing the remnants of the European branches of the Holy Order and get them in line with the U.S. branch.
As she told me all this, I listened closely and couldn’t help but agree with her goals and the path she was taking to achieve them, even if I did miss her as she was gone so often.
I chose to lighten the mood again and change the subject. “Ready to root for me today?” I asked with a cheeky grin while slowing down for a stop sign ahead.
She licked her lips. “Honey, I’m ready to do more than just root for you.” Elaine unbuckled her seat belt as the Harem Mobile came to a stop. Then she unbuttoned her jeans, pulling them down.
My pulse quickened, and I gulped. “Elaine, we’ll be late if we—”
“Shhh…” she said with a bright smile as she undid my pants. Despite my protest, I lifted my ass to help her pull them down enough to expose my cock. She straddled me, reaching down to aim my tip at her center. Her duster jacket hid her exposed state from anyone who might have looked through the windshield at what we were doing as we drove. “You just focus on the road. You’re tall enough to see over me. Let me have this one?”
I nodded, and she sank onto me with a long moan, like someone coming home after a long time gone, but in a sexual way. “Mmmmmm… Oh God, right there… I’ve waited so long.”
Gritting my teeth as her velvety walls gripped me tighter, I pressed my foot on the gas and leaned my head to look past her. It took all my focus to keep my eyes on the road. There were twenty minutes left to reach our destination—it was going to be one hell of a ride.

      [image: image-placeholder]Both Otto’s and my coven had worked hard to create an obstacle course that would prove challenging for us. They made it in the forest after warding off a huge section so no mundane folks could randomly stumble across us as we competed. It was a mile-long stretch with five challenges to overcome, with obstacles to slow us down between each. 
Spectator bleachers sat at every challenge, as well as at the beginning and end of the course. I parked the Harem Mobile near the starting area. Elaine and I exited the van and walked toward the small gathering in the middle. Otto waited with Umbra and his sister, Fria. Standing across from them were Cherry and Alpha. 
Fria glanced at us as Elaine and I approached the group. Her eyes turned to saucers when she spotted the Holy Knight next to me. She immediately took a defensive stance. Otto and Umbra noticed and did the same. “What the fuck is this, Logan?! You’re that scared of losing that you’d bring a fucking Holy Knight to come after us?” Fria shouted as the fire in her eyes matched the color of her hair. 
I remained calm, still smiling, though I prepared for anything as we came closer. Elaine kept her cool and didn’t draw a weapon or assume a threatening posture. Cherry just snickered while Alpha grinned. I offered Fria a friendly wave, trying to be polite. On one hand, I knew I should have warned them about Elaine. On the other hand, seeing their frightened reactions was just as funny as I thought it would be. However, what I looked forward to more was their reaction to what I was about to do next.
“Relax. She’s not going to hurt you. She’s here with me.” I grabbed Elaine by the waist and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. She melted into my arms.
“You better save some of that for me, baby,” Cherry said.
“Me too,” Alpha added.
“And me…” I heard Umbra mutter, her voice so quiet that I would never have noticed if not for my enhanced senses.
I finally broke the kiss after several moments. Elaine gasped, and her eyes fluttered open. They glowed with golden divine light as she shuddered. “Are you sure we don’t have time for another… hehehe.” She giggled, placing her hands on my chest while biting her lower lip.
Glancing at Otto and his girls, I saw Umbra subtly rubbing her thighs together, blushing. Her shadowy hair seemed to be going wild. Fria’s mouth hung open as she stared at me with disbelief. And Otto was glaring at Elaine with… jealousy? No, that doesn’t make sense, I thought. I must be reading his expression wrong. Europeans are so different. Well, as long as he makes no move to attack her, everything will be fine. 
Alpha took charge of the situation, getting everyone back on track. “Alright, listen up. We’ve got thousands of witches waiting on us to get this competition started. You’ve both been briefed on the challenges and obstacles you’ll face. Have you chosen the one form you’ll each use?” She looked at Otto first.
“Sorry to interrupt,” Umbra said anxiously, glancing at Fria. “I have to pee…”
Cherry looked at her like she was an idiot. “Why are you bothering to tell us? Just go!”
Umbra’s eyes went wide. “H-here?!”
“What? No! Just say you’ll be right back or somethin’ and use the restroom in one of the stalls. Jeez.”
Without another word, a red-faced Umbra hurried off to the portapotty. I frowned, wondering why she’d glanced at Fria as if looking for permission to go to the restroom. Ultimately, I chalked it up to her wondering if she could because of the timing with the competition about to begin. My thoughts were interrupted as Alpha asked her previous question about our forms again.
“Yes, I have chozen my form,” Otto confirmed.
I nodded. “Me too.”
Alpha nodded as Fria took over with a smile, having gotten over Elaine’s presence once she saw the Holy Knight wasn’t a threat. “Otto has selected Tempest to assist him with a single spell during the event.” She sniffed, scrunching her freckled nose and lifting her chin. “Logan has opted to go with Novella.”
When Otto and I had chosen a witch beforehand to assist us, we’d also told them what challenge we wanted their help with. Each witch would be waiting near that challenge for us to show up. I decided to leave the decision of which spell to use and what challenge to help with up to Novella since she had the Universal Grimoire and could decide how to get the biggest bang for her buck.
Umbra daintily ran back to the group, panting as she stopped beside Otto. “Sorry. Sorry. I’m back. What did I miss?”
Rather than answering her, Alpha focused on Otto and me. “Finish your preparations because the race is about to begin.”
I gave Cherry, Alpha, and Elaine a kiss before they walked over to have a seat in the bleachers. Umbra patted Otto on the back before heading to the bleachers as well. Fria remained in place since she was the one who would officially start the race.
Otto unzipped his jacket and pulled it off, showing off his neon-yellow tank top. Then he reached down and ripped off his side-snap pants—the kind that buttoned completely up both sides so they could be pulled off without ruining them—revealing his toned legs and matching neon-yellow short shorts. “You are not ready for zis heat,” he gloated while bouncing his pecs and brows at me.
“Oh yeah?” I challenged, pulling my shirt off over my head and putting my new massive bulk on full display.
Otto’s eyes widened slightly, and he licked his lips—I assumed because he was nervous about how much more muscular I was now. Then I revealed the real reason he was sure to lose this contest—my feet. While I still didn’t know why or how a Coven King’s feet affected their magical strength, I knew mine were definitely stronger than Otto’s. Heck, after I’d left the time chamber, my feet practically had six-packs—nay, eight-packs.
Otto’s brows shot up, and he instantly began sweating as he stared at my feet with awe. “Zey… zey are perfect. So veiny. So strong. So… So…” he breathlessly whispered with reverence before his words trailed off, and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. Otto collapsed to the ground, unconscious.
“I take it he’s got a thing for feet?” Elaine asked Cherry.
“Oh yeah, my Cinnamon Roll loves feet,” Cherry said casually.
Alpha nodded with an impish grin. “Logan’s had a foot fetish for as long as we’ve known him.”
Pulling my eyes away from my downed opponent, I palmed my face and turned to my girls. I threw my arms out wide. “I like cute feet—that hardly qualifies as an actual fetish!”
Cherry and Alpha snickered while Elaine blushed and slid her shoes and socks off.
I rolled my eyes, trying and failing to hide the fact that her action drew my attention to her feet. Even though they were very cute, I did not let my gaze linger. Okay, so maybe it lingered a little. Don’t judge me. It’s not like I asked to find them so attractive.
This only made Cherry and Alpha laugh harder.
“That’s good to know, but I was talking about Otto,” Elaine said.
“Oh, him?” Cherry asked, still giggling. “He’s totally got a big thing for feet, too. Plus, he’s gay.”
Elaine nodded thoughtfully. “That makes sense.”
“He’s not gay!” Fria shouted as she slapped Otto’s face repeatedly, trying to wake him. “For fuck’s sake wake up!” She lifted her gaze back to my girls. “He’s just really committed and focused on his goals!” she shouted.
“Yeah, he’s just European. They do things differently. We shouldn’t judge,” I agreed.
“Nah,” Alpha said, shaking her head. Her tail swished lazily behind her. “He’s definitely gay. Nothing wrong with that. People should get to be themselves without judgment.”
“See, even Alpha thinks you shouldn’t judge me,” I muttered.
“Who are you talking to?” Elaine asked.
“No one!” I cleared my throat. “Ahem. I mean, I was just—”
“Vhat? Vhat happened?” Otto asked as he awoke with perfect timing.
He tried to turn his head toward me, but Fria grabbed his face in her hands and stared into his eyes. “New rule! Absolutely no looking at Logan’s feet until after the competition. Do you understand?”
Otto rubbed his head and nodded. “I understand.”
With that, the two of us got ready, each taking our place in our lanes. The two courses were identical and side by side, so everyone could see how we navigated the same challenges differently. Fria was about to signal us to begin when Cherry shouted, “My sweet Cinnamon Roll! I’ll suck your chubby cock so hard if you win this! Fuck it. I’ll do it even if you lose!”
Fria frowned at her. “It’s not effective motivation if you’re going to reward him for losing!”
“Like I give a shit! Logan’s dick tastes so good I’m gonna do it either way, witch!”
Fria sneered and held a glowing red hand in the air, choosing to ignore Cherry’s comeback. “Go!” she shouted as a burst of fire shot from her palm.” Otto and I both sprinted towards the first obstacle as the crowd at the starting area cheered. The last thing I heard Cherry say was, “Oh, you think you can ignore me like that, huh? Is Cherry Cola gonna have to choke a witch?”
I put any worry the two might start fighting out of my mind and focused on the race. The first obstacle was a series of mundane walls. We had to go over the walls. They started at eight feet before going on to fifteen, twenty, and thirty feet high. A quick glance showed me that Otto and I were dead even as we both ran partially up the fifteen-foot wall before jumping to grab the top. We did the same with the twenty-foot wall but barely reached the top. I knew the thirty-foot wall would be the first time we deviated from one another’s strategy.
As I reached the wall, I put more of my strength into each step. My toes dug into the wood, breaking through it for a grip as I ran the entire way up the wall before leaping back down. I activated the angelic blessing on my ring right before reaching the ground to float, saving me from slowing down as I landed.
A loud bang stole my attention as Otto slammed into his wall. The wood snapped, and the wall collapsed under his raw power. He then proceeded to run over the wall, keeping pace with me. The only rule for this obstacle had been to go over the walls, so he hadn’t done anything wrong.
I gritted my teeth as I sprinted into the square, concrete building that contained the first challenge—illusions. Neither of us knew exactly what we were going to see, but they were supposed to be things that would confuse or tempt us to go the wrong way through the building. All we really knew was that each inner circle picked the illusions for the opposing Coven King. 
Darkness filled the space, and not even my enhanced senses or night vision could pierce it. Why am I here? What—what’s going on? I wondered, suddenly unsure of what the hell I’d just been doing. I knew it was important, but I couldn’t remember what the hell it was. 
A spotlight came on, revealing a large bed with Otto’s entire inner circle lying naked and moaning. Codex pulled off her glasses, tossing them on the ground as she crooked a finger at me and spread her legs wide. “Come on, Logan. Mmm—Ahh. We know you want us. We’re all here… ohhh yours for the taking—Nnnn,” she purred, arching her back.
Crimson’s smile grew far too wide to be normal as her eyes locked onto mine. “Ahh! Yes! Get your ass in this bed, and let us ride you—Mmmnn—until the sun comes up. Nnngh! We need you, Logan. Ohhh, yes!” She exhaled a shuddering moan, biting her lip as her body trembled.
Angelique seductively rubbed her golden halo as she whined, “P-Please, Logan! Ahn—Ahh! Save us! Ohh, goddess! Please, save us with your huge, meaty, girthy, cock! Ahnnn! Ohhh, f-fuck.” Her thighs squeezed together as she let out another desperate, needy moan.
I respectfully turned my gaze away. They weren’t my witches, not yet. It wasn’t right for me to admire their bodies—not until I won the competition anyway—assuming they chose to stay. Another spotlight came on, revealing my girls, only not my girls. It was like someone wanted them to look like my girls, only not as flawless, not as pretty. To be honest, if I was a guy who only thought with my dick, I’d have ignored them and focused on the bed of beauties. Unfortunately for Otto’s inner circle, I was not that man. I loved my gals for who they were. The ugly mole they added to Illumina’s face didn’t make me look at the illusion of her less fondly.
With a broad smile, I ran toward my ladies. The moment I reached them, the illusion vanished, and a red door with the word ‘Exit’ appeared before me. All of a sudden, I remembered what I was doing. I was in a race against Otto in the Coven King tournament.
I couldn’t help it—I shook my head and chuckled. Otto’s girls didn’t know me at all. If they did, they’d have swapped ladies and made mine the temptation.
I stepped through, activated my new ring from Chilla and Fantasia, and started skating along the ice coming from my feet, speeding me on my way to the next obstacle. I didn’t see Otto and didn’t know if it was because he was stuck in the illusion or if he’d somehow already left and gained a huge lead on me. I army-crawled at least a hundred yards beneath the rope netting before reaching the second challenge.
I stopped at a swamp filled with alligators. Novella was there waiting for me. “Mr. Morrison! In the lead, exactly as expected.” 
I frowned, though I was relieved to learn I was in the lead. “Not that I’m unhappy to see you or anything, but I just need to cross the swamp, right? I figured you’d pick a tougher challenge to assist me with.”
Her green eyes sparkled with excitement as she tightened her ponytail and rolled up her sleeves. “You remember the Empower Greater Familiar spell?”
Nodding, I tilted my head. “Yeah, but that won’t work on me anymore because I’m,” I made air quotes, “not a familiar anymore.”
She playfully rolled her eyes and smiled. “Which is true. Yet, the connection that formed the bond remains, evolved as it is. I’ve found a way to alter and adapt the spell.” Without further explanation, she pointed a finger at me, and ancient words tattooed on her skin flew off, melding into a black smoke that flew into my mouth and nose. “This one is called empkracher cocksen kining.”
My power swelled as I felt my already enhanced strength, speed, and focus increase significantly. My eyes widened as I looked at my hands in shock. “How?”
“While you’re not a familiar, the connection still allows the power to flow to you. It pulls a little power from every witch in the coven to enhance your natural abilities. It should last long enough to finish the remaining obstacles and challenges.” 
I pulled her into my arms and kissed her but pulled away as I heard Otto’s voice in the distance, angrily shouting, “Vhy! Vhy was it all fake?! Zhose toesies vere so glorious! Raaah!”
Novella began laughing, though I wasn’t sure why. Realizing I didn’t have time to ask, I took off in a full sprint through the shallow water. Alligators and other monsters tried attacking me, but their teeth couldn’t even penetrate my skin. The water barely slowed me down as I blasted through it, leaving waves in my wake. I was through the swamp in no time.
Thanks to Novella’s spell, I easily carried the five-hundred-pound boulder the two hundred yards or so to the next challenge. It was a maze. The only rule was that we had to reach the other side. I took a page out of Otto’s book and plowed through the stone walls one by one in a straight line until I reached the other side.
The remaining obstacles and challenges were just as easy for me, thanks to the combination of my hard work and Novella’s Empower Coven King spell. The deep mud pit leading to the fourth challenge was a breeze. Chilla’s Glacial Blessing allowed me to skate on top of the mud. Every step I took froze the wet ground beneath me.
The fourth challenge was a 300-foot stone tower of a medieval design. Every floor had an enemy who would try to stop us from reaching the top. The only rule was that we had to reach the top and ring the bell.
Rather than go inside, I activated the Celestial Blessing from my ring, which allowed me to float. Effectively, it reduced my weight. I took a similar approach that I had to the first thirty-foot wall—taking a running start at the side of the tower, I began running up it. My toes easily gripped the small ledges the rough stone naturally created, allowing me to push myself upward with little effort. Any time I felt like I might push myself too far away from the wall, I’d punch the stone. While that might sound counterproductive, the fact that I put a fist-sized hole through the wall and pulled my upper body closer again made it work.
After ringing the bell, I spotted the next obstacle leading to the final challenge. It was a series of walls just like the first set—except that these were all twice the size and had magical nets that would hold our weight, but would easily break if we tried to pull the walls down. Otto and I had been warned about this beforehand. Clearly, this was intended to prevent us from circumventing the challenge like Otto had the first time around. Our witches had probably expected us both to use the brute force method from the start.
I wasn’t worried about being slowed down because I had an advantage. Leaving my Celestial Blessing active, I ran as fast as I could and jumped off the large tower. My momentum continued forward as I floated over every wall on my way down. No rules said we couldn’t go over them all at once. So, I figured, why not?
I reached the final challenge. Thanks to Tempest’s aid, Otto wasn’t far behind. My lead was slim as I squared off against the dragon who blocked my path. However, I used the form of the philosopher to take it down with only a few spells. In less than a minute, the dragon summon was nothing more than black smoke.
I crossed the finish line first with at least a one-minute lead, where cheering witches greeted me.
“Jesus freakin’ Christ, Logy-pooh! You did it! I knew you would!” Rose shouted. “We can celebrate by you licking my bootyhole when we get home!”
Fria’s amplified voice quickly silenced the cheers. “Logan is disqualified!”






Chapter 12









Logan & Mother Dearest — We Go Again
“That’s bullshrimp!” Halo shouted as the crowd gasped with shock. 
Fria’s smug grin only grew wider. “Think what you want, but Logan broke the rules. He cheated. Otto is the winner!”
Otto finally crossed the finish line right as Fria finished. He was slightly breathless as he looked from Fria to me with furrowed brows. “Vhat? I von?”
As my girls and Fria began arguing, I stood slack-jawed, staring at Fria. “What the hell do you mean I cheated? I followed every rule.”
“Now I know Cherry Cola is gonna have to choke a witch!” Cherry shouted as she stormed toward us with clenched fists, the rest of my inner circle close behind. Novella was the only one who didn’t appear angry as she was the last to join. Otto’s inner circle also made their way to the gathering near the finish line.
Codex summoned a tablet and began tapping away at it as she smirked at my blonde Grimoire Witch. “According to the rules of the obstacle course, in section four, subsection two, paragraph seven, ‘Only one spell may be cast during the entirety of the obstacle course.’ Logan cast three spells during his final fight. That’s three more than are allowed during the entirety of the obstacle course. Therefore, he has cheated and been disqualified.”
Novella frowned as she tapped on her tablet and cleared her throat. “Ahem. What that section actually says is, ‘Each Coven King may select one member of their inner circle to assist them with a spell. Only one spell may be cast during the entirety of the obstacle course.’ In the context of the rules, this sentence clearly implies that only the witch chosen is allowed to cast one spell. You are wrong.”
Codex’s smile grew wider. “No. I’m not. The previous sentence already states the chosen witch can assist with A spell. This obviously means that the witch can only cast one spell. Therefore, the second sentence stands alone and explicitly prohibits the use of more than a single spell during the event. Even if you interpret that it allows each Coven King the use of one spell independent from the witch they chose, Logan still used three. As it stands, he cheated and is officially disqualified.”
Am I really going to lose because of a fucking technicality? I thought with disbelief. I couldn’t interfere here, as part of the agreement Otto and I made was to leave all official rulings up to the witches in charge of those matters. 
Novella, much to my surprise, didn’t seem upset by this statement. Instead, she smiled, causing Codex’s eyes to squint with suspicion. Novella adjusted her glasses. “Very well, your argument is logical—even if I disagree with it, I must concede.”
The crowd gasped, and some began jeering. Otto’s members had mixed emotions. Novella didn’t let it phase her. “Regardless,” she continued, “it only means that there is no winner of this event. Otto is also disqualified.” She turned her gaze to Fria. 
Alpha stepped in, arms crossed. “Did you think we would miss the spell you cast to break the illusion? It was a subtle spell, and if we hadn’t been paying close attention, then you probably would have gotten away with it. You dispelled the illusion when you realized that Otto was going to spend hours in that building if you let him.”
Fria scowled. “You pulled a dirty trick in there. It wasn’t fair!”
Fantasia stepped forward, speaking with elegance and grace. “What we did was completely within the rules. It’s not our fault that Otto is so obsessed with—”
“FINE!” Fria shouted with anger, cutting Fantasia off.
Otto, for his part, glanced at me with an embarrassed blush. I wondered what it was that my girls knew about him that I didn’t, though judging by his reaction to nearly being outed, I decided not to ask. He may have been my rival, but at that moment, all I saw was a vulnerable man. He deserved some privacy. He wasn’t far from me, so I took a few steps closer and gave him a supportive pat on the back. “Don’t worry about it, Otto. We all have our vices. No one’s perfect, not even a Coven King.”
He nodded with a shy smile. The two of us stood there, both of us trying to take in the twists and turns of the ladies’ conversation. They were having a heated discussion as to how they would resolve this issue. It was agreed that both Otto and I cheated, even if it wasn’t on purpose, and were disqualified. 
BeeBee’s wings buzzed with excitement as she shared her idea. “Why don’t we call it a draw and move on to the next competition?”
Fria looked at BeeBee with disgust. “If you say something that fucking stupid again, I might just slap you.”
Otto frowned and leaned closer to me. “I hate it vhen my sister gets zhis vay. She is alvays so mean to our members. Zhey deserve to be treated better zhen zhis. She is so desperate for more powa.” He sighed.
I tilted my head. “You’re the Coven King, why don’t you make her treat them better? You’re the one in charge.”
Otto let out a humorless chuckle. “If only…” I wondered what he meant by that, but he soon continued. “She is my sister. She helped protect me vhen I vas young. She vas alvays zhere for me vhen no one else vas. I vould not be vhere I am now vithout her—a king instead of a slave. No, I cannot command her. She deserves my respect.”
I suddenly got the feeling that Otto wasn’t the one pulling the strings. He’s not in charge… Was it even his idea to ruthlessly dominate so many covens? Maybe that’s the real reason he’s not sleeping with any of them. Fria is pulling the strings. I wouldn’t sleep with women who I thought were forced to be with me either. My thoughts trailed off as I gained a new level of respect for Otto. 
I was about to ask him more about it and confirm my suspicions when something Squeaks said caught my attention. “How about we keep it simple? Sudden death. We’ll draw from a hat, picking a form for each of our kings at random. Then we’ll summon three beasts each. They’ll square off against our kings. The first one to kill their opponents wins. No rules except that no one can help the kings.”
Fria and the rest of her inner circle sisters shared a look, and she nodded. “Fine. We agree.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Both covens began creating massive summoning circles while magically expanding the final challenge arenas, providing more room for the fights. It was amazing what so many witches working together could accomplish in such a short time. 
Every witch in the inner circles wrote their name on small pieces of paper and put them into a hat. There was one for each coven. This allowed Otto and I to randomly pick which form we would take without revealing all of our forms to one another.
Otto drew BeeBee’s name. He grinned, and it soon became apparent why as he stepped next to his challenge arena and activated a token. Otto’s body transformed. He grew to a height of fifteen feet and turned yellow while an exoskeleton of chitinous armor covered his body. His abdomen expanded, growing longer with a vicious stinger protruding from the bottom. His legs were longer and thicker, and he grew an additional set of arms. Insect wings expanded from his back—four on each side, two forewings and two hindwings. His eyes turned black and were too big for his face, and two large antennae stuck out of his head. “So much powa! HAHA!” Otto laughed, clearly enjoying the feeling and strength the form provided.
I couldn’t blame him—each form felt extraordinarily powerful. Witches of my coven lightly clapped, showing at least a little respect for the monstrous form, while, as always, Otto’s coven’s responses were mixed at best.
I nodded. “Nice form.”
Beebee grinned, her wings flapping excitedly and lifting her slightly off the ground. “It’s super strong! Did you know that bees can carry around thirty-five times their own body weight? Well, he can do way more than that percentage with that form!”
“Well, guess it’s my turn,” I said as I reached into the hat that Cherry held out for me.
“Mmm, that’s it, Darling. Get in there nice and deep,” Mother Dearest cooed as I rummaged around for a second, being a good sport and making sure I picked one completely at random.
“Ha! Good one, babe,” Cherry said.
Smirking, I said, “Anytime you want.”
“Is that a promise?” Mother grinned.
“As long as I’m not busy at the time, sure,” I said. 
Many of Otto’s witches watched the exchange with obvious jealousy.
Finally, I pulled a name from the hat. “Illumina.”
The moons in Illumina’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Yes, My King!” she said as she hurried to her knees in front of me. “As much as I’ll hate it and as disgusted as I am by the thought, my contractual obligation as your dirty little cum slut requires that I follow your order and suck your massive majestic cock right here in front of everyone!” She tried to pull my shorts down as she said this, but I quickly backed up, making her pout. “But, but, but!”
Arachna slapped her hand as she reached for my cock again. “Not now! You were supposed to wait until after. Plus, I was totally going to join you. You totally ruined it!”
Illumina blushed while my other witches shook their heads.
“Wait until we get home,” I said with a chuckle. Having picked Illumina’s name, I wasn’t even remotely concerned about my chances of winning this competition, even if Otto’s bee form was impressive. Without further delay, I took the form of the Cairbrannog.
Gasps sounded from the crowd, followed by shouts from both sides.
“Holy fuck he looks so fluffy!”
“He’s the cutest thing ever!”
“I want bunny snuggles!”
Meanwhile, Fria, Sunshine, and Crimson were pointing at me and laughing. “Wow!” Fria said, “This is literally a free win!”
Sunshine crossed her arms over her chest and flipped her golden hair. “Talk about pathetically weak.”
Crimson was giggling for a different reason. Hers were more manic as she licked a knife. “I want to cut him open and see what his little bunny insides are like. EheheHEHEHE!”
Diet’s form turned from invisible to a ghostly, transparent, blue. She was licking one of her own knives. “I get you, babe. His blood is so delicious.” Her smile turned wicked as she moved even closer to the other woman. “But if you try to touch him, I’ll fucking gut you just like I did the chicken.”
Crimson didn’t appear to feel very threatened. Instead, she tilted her head. “What did the Chicken do to deserve that?”
Diet’s eyes glowed bright as she sneered. “He knows what he did…”
Crimson simply nodded as if that made perfect sense. 
The cruel laughs didn’t bother me. I knew they would change their tune in about a minute as I hopped into the dirt ring. Taking up most of the enlarged space were three massive Behemoth Minotaurs. They looked just like any other minotaur, except they were each forty feet tall.
I sat on my little behind, my fluffy white tail wagging behind me as I stared up at the monstrosities that appeared even bigger than they were from my current vantage. I glanced over, calmly watching Otto holding up six hands as he roared a challenge at the three Behemoth Minotaurs he faced in his circle. 
I heard Fria taunting my girls. “Squeaks, was it? Yeah, vermin girl, thanks for the idea. You just handed us the win. I hope your king is proud of you for causing him to lose this badly.”
The smile on Squeaks’s face was evident in her voice. “Oh, he’ll be proud alright. I bet I even get a nice reward for it.”
“Whatever,” Fria said, clearly unhappy that her taunts weren’t having their desired effects.
“Ready!” Alpha shouted. “Begin!”
I went from calmly sitting to flying through the air like a flash of lightning in an instant. My tiny teeth dug into the first minotaur’s chest. Before he could react, I burrowed inside of him and ripped a hole through his heart. I flew out of its back, leaving nothing but black smoke in my wake as I shot right through the heart of the second and then third minotaur. Within seconds, I’d killed all three while Otto was only beginning to engage the first.
Alpha strutted forward while casting an amplification spell. “The winner… is Logan!”
Her words broke whatever metaphorical spell had fallen over the crowd. My coven broke out into loud cheers while Otto’s coven looked on with dumbfounded disbelief.
I squeaked a laugh as I glanced at Fria’s face. She was shell shocked, with her jaw on the floor as she stared at me. “Wha—what the fuck just happened?”
My girls ignored her as they lifted me into the air and carried me back to our private tent to celebrate with some quality bunny snuggles. I took turns snuggling with each one of my girls, enjoying their soft petting and praise before Mother Dearest had her turn. She set me on her large soft breasts as she expertly massaged me.
My eyes grew heavy from relaxation as Mother cooed, “Go ahead, Darling. Take a well-deserved nap.” Then she kissed me on my little snout, and I fell asleep.

      [image: image-placeholder]Mother Dearest held Logan’s tiny form against her chest. It instantly took her back to a time when she first held him as a child. While she’d found him adorable, she’d never actually viewed him as if he were her son, despite taking responsibility for his safety when his real mother died just before giving birth to him. 
While Mother always wanted a baby of her own, she didn’t want to adopt one. That didn’t mean she didn’t care about Logan—she just didn’t care in the way a parent would care for their child. Back then, what she had cared about more than him was his potential.
He represented a new possibility—a way to finally get what she’d wanted for so long—a daughter that was actually hers. She just needed to figure out how she’d make it happen.
However, when he was three, she realized there were flaws in her plan. She knew that if she kept him, two things would happen. The first was that it would raise questions. Witches who came to her for her help would wonder why she had a young boy living with her. Many would seek to kill the child if they learned he was the son of a witch. The second issue was that she needed distance from him. Due to the sexual nature of the possible ways she might use his magical potential to obtain a child of her own in the future, she couldn’t risk growing too attached to him as a child.
It was those two reasons that led her to place a magical seal that hid his potential from the world and drop him off at an orphanage. He needed to be strong and have a will of iron to succeed in the life he was going to be forced into one day. So over the years, she kept an eye on him, preventing him from being adopted and keeping him safe when things got too dangerous.
Mother petted the small rabbit and smiled. She didn’t deserve his kindness or his love. Sure, her actions ultimately benefited them both, but she’d consigned him to a life of struggle and pain. If she didn’t do it, he’d have ended up in a life of slavery and never reached his full potential. Without achieving that potential, her hopes and plans would have been for nothing. He had been her only hope, and to say she had been desperate would be an understatement.
She knew that wasn’t an excuse. Despite all the pain she had caused him throughout his life, he still thought about her and his other ladies before himself. He showed her empathy and actually wanted her to be a part of his family—our family, she internally corrected herself.
He’d become a man better than she could have ever imagined and not at all what she had expected. She loved him for it. Mother loved him for who he was and who he was becoming. Their future was looking brighter than ever.
She noticed his small body changing. When he slept, it always changed much slower than when he was actively controlling the magic. The rest of the inner circle had already left to help organize the cleanup. They couldn’t leave any trace that they’d been there.
Mother laid Logan down with his head on the pillow as his body grew to its normal size. Speaking of size… She gulped, staring at his fully erect member. He moaned in his sleep. So he’s having a sex dream, hmm? Mother thought as her lips formed a mischievous grin.
She licked her lips and couldn’t help but stare at Logan’s length. He forgave me for my selfish actions in the past, surely he won’t mind one more… she joked to herself as she hiked up her dress, straddled him, and slipped her panties to the side.
She bit her lip, looking for any reaction from him, but seeing none. So, she positioned his tip and slowly sank down, taking every inch of him in one smooth go. She gasped as she felt his girth spreading her apart. Logan moaned in his sleep again. “Shh… don’t worry, Darling. Mother will take good care of you.”

      [image: image-placeholder]One moment, I was dreaming that the fuck-fest after the time chamber never ended, and the next, I was opening my eyes to find Mother Dearest riding my dick. Her hands rested on my chest, and the straps of her red dress were down with the skirt hiked up. Her large breasts bounced with every movement as my thick inches slid past her panties and into her tight, warm depths. 
A sultry, breathy moan escaped her as her blue eyes met mine. “Mmmnn—good morning, Darling. Hnnggh—Did you have a good nap?”
I groaned with pleasure. “Yeah, but it wasn’t as good as waking up like this is.”
Mother let out a pleased whimper, followed by a soft, shuddering, “Ohhh—nnn—mmm.” She giggled. “Alpha is right, you are a—Mmm, good boy,” she teased.
“While you’re… indulging, you mind me getting something off my chest?”
She glanced at her hands, and I quickly corrected, “Not you. You’re fine. Metaphorically, I mean.”
A breathy, teasing hum left her lips. “Hnnn—mmmh—should I stop?”
“Fuck no.” I firmly shook my head. “We can talk during. I have lots of sex, so I’m pretty practiced at this by now. Multi-tasking and all that.”
Mother nodded, biting her lip and picking up her pace. A long, shivering moan slipped from her throat. “Ahhh—ohhh, yes. Mmm—Okay. We can do that, Darling.”
I grabbed Mother’s hips and helped her keep up her faster pace. Grunting, I said, “We might be up two to one, but it’s still anyone’s game. I can’t underestimate Otto, but after all the training I did, I still barely won today—even if you exclude both of us being disqualified and the rematch. You could say I got lucky with getting the form I did.”
Mother’s large, shapely ass slapped against my thighs in a fast staccato rhythm. Despite her orgasm obviously coming closer, she gave me her opinion. “Ohhh, yes—yes! He’s very powerful because his coven is still much larger than ours. Aahh—fuck, Darling! Just like that! Mmmhh—ahhh! The only thing we can do to more firmly secure our victory—haaah—ahh, Goddess, your cock feels amazing! Nnnngh—mmm—more, I need more! Oohhh—fffaaah! You need to grow our coven faster. Gain more mmm—members and close the deficit. Nyahh—nnnnn—aaahhh!”
I nodded as I began thrusting upwards into her core as she slammed down on me, doubling our pace. “Yeah… Maybe it’s time to… Oohh ffffuck!” I grunted as her pussy clamped down on me, bringing me even closer to climax. “Do some advertising!”
“Yes! Yes! YES! Advertising! Ohhh, ffffuck! Cum for me, Darling! Fill me with your potent seed! Please! Mmm—mmmh, I want you to flood Mother’s pussy with your hot load! Yes! Ohhh—nnahhh—there it is! Cum for me, Darling! Cum for me! Ahhh—ahhh—cum for—Gaaahhh—haaahh!” Mother writhed and squirmed as her juices covered my cock and balls.
At the same time, I exploded inside of her, coating her insides with everything I had. I continued thrusting, both of us moaning as we kept cumming. Moments or minutes later, I couldn’t tell, she collapsed atop me, her soft mounds pressing against my chest and her lips against mine. “Mmmh—ahhh… Thank you, Darling. Mmm—I needed that so badly.”
My cock twitched inside of her. “You’re welcome. But since you took what you wanted, I think I’ll take what I want in return.”
She let out a girlish giggle, but it soon turned into a breathy moan as I began thrusting into her again. “Ehehe—Ohhh fffuck, Darling! Mmm! You can take, ahhh—what you want from me nnngh—whenever and haaah—wherever you want! Oooohhh, yes—yes—yes!”
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Alpha, Halo & Logan — We’re Recruiting
Alpha sat in the living room of the penthouse with a dumbbell in each hand, doing curls as she watched TV on the large projector screen. The next competition wasn’t for a few more days, and recruitment was going well. In fact, Logan, Halo, and Illumina were currently out meeting with another coven of fifty from Mexico. She watched as another of their ads came on after a commercial for Hot Topic. 
Logan was on the screen, his expression solemn and sincere. Alpha’s tail wagged faster, brushing against the couch. Goddess, she loved that man.
Her mind drifted to before Logan showed up on her radar. She was the leader of her small coven of just herself and her two friends, Halo and Cherry. They were a trio with big dreams—dreams of living life as free witches—not being forced to join a larger coven and follow other people’s rules. No, Alpha couldn’t stomach the thought, especially when she thought her mother would never have accepted her for not leading a coven of at least one hundred witches.
That was where Logan came in. Alpha had the bright idea of finding a human Greater Familiar because history said they were more powerful than any other type of Greater Familiar. She knew full well the potential danger of acquiring one, but she couldn’t see another path to true freedom. Witches wouldn’t join her unless she had power. So, power was what she’d get.
Despite history saying that all men born from witches had been eradicated, Alpha, Halo, and Cherry had found one—even better, he was in Fresco City and within walking distance. The odds of such a find were astronomical, but who cared? Not Alpha. They studied him for a while as they considered the best means to approach him. Alpha wanted to just kidnap him from the start, while Halo wanted to ask him out to dinner. Ultimately, they went with a compromise, accepting Cherry’s plan to seduce him and have him walk right into their trap.
It had worked like a charm. All Alpha had to do was convince the man that he had two choices—die or become their pet. Honestly, what man wouldn’t want to become the sexual plaything and pet of three flawlessly beautiful women—even if he ended up basically a slave?
While Alpha had been attracted to him, she sure as hell hadn’t respected him, at least not until he made it clear that he’d willingly choose death over slavery. It boggled her mind how his will could be so strong. When he gave her the brief description of his life, it made sense.
When he forced her to compromise, a small piece of Alpha had known that Logan would eventually take over their coven and become a Coven King. It was only a matter of time. Speaking of time, as it passed and her feelings for him grew stronger, she started to realize how ridiculous some of the things she’d been taught growing up were.
One of those things was that it was useless to give birth to boys. Logan was proof of a man’s value in the witching world. Choosing to have Logan’s first son wasn’t something she did only for him but for herself as well. It was another way for her to show the witching world that she refused to follow someone else’s rules imposed on her. It was another way that she could live freely—just like she’d always wanted.
Alpha rubbed her pregnant belly affectionately. She felt a strong kick from her son as Logan’s voice on the TV pulled her thoughts back to the present. “Witches from the United States, Canada, Mexico, and anywhere else where you can make it across the border, I’m asking that you let me borrow your power as I fight for your freedom. I can’t do this without you.”
Despite Otto’s clear advantage in raw magical power, the Rising Star Coven was still in the lead two to one. The ads had been running for a few days now, and they were extremely effective. So far, they’d gained five hundred new members, putting them at what they first assumed was even with Otto’s coven at roughly two thousand.
Unfortunately, it turned out that previous projections of Otto’s coven size were wrong. Rather than being at two thousand, their actual count was closer to twenty-seven hundred. However, if the Rising Stars Coven’s growth continued at their current pace, they’d catch up and have a guaranteed victory.
Not that Alpha was worried, though, because she knew deep in her heart that Logan was going to win. Her good boy, best boy, always came through, and this time would be no different. He would succeed because that’s what he did. He was the inevitable Coven King.
Suddenly, Logan’s voice came from both the TV and her pocket when her phone buzzed with a phone call. “Who’s my good girl? Yeah, that’s right. You’re my good girl.”
Alpha’s tail wagged furiously, and her ears flattened while her face turned red. Even if no one else could see, she still felt embarrassed that she enjoyed the thought of him turning her into a subby bitch. She loved being dominant, but her good boy could make her melt and beg when he wanted to.
She kept doing curls with one hand while removing the other from her pregnant belly to grab her phone. She’d been waiting for this. Tapping the button, she answered the call. “Fria, to what do I owe the displeasure?”
Fria’s voice came back, angrier than Alpha had ever heard it before. “Don’t give me that shit! You know damn well why I’m calling.”
“Yeah, you know vhy,” Otto’s voice shouted in the background, letting Alpha know she was on speaker. 
Alpha decided to have some fun with it and play dumb. “You missed my sweet voice? How cute. Don’t worry little one. Mommy will make sure you get plenty of domination from Logan when you become our pet. Haha!”
“FUCK YOU!” Fria shouted.
Nutsy’s voice grew louder in the background as they got closer. It sounded like they had only just entered the room. “Why are you shouting?”
Fria’s voice grew slightly distant as she replied, “Because I’m fucking mad!”
“Uhh. I know your angry face, and that’s not your angry face. No… you’re making that shy face you do when you watch Spell Bound. Especially when the scenes get spicy and the Mating Familiar ties the witch up to take the dominant role,” Nutsy argued.
“Just… shut the fuck up and get out! I’m handling coven business!”
“Alright, fine. You do you—just don’t try to lie to me.” Nutsy’s voice grew softer as she moved further from the phone. “Little weird to be gettin’ all hot and bothered when your brother’s still in the room, though…”
“I said get the fuck out!” Fria panted heavily as she finally seemed done screaming at the other witch and turned her attention back to Alpha. “These stupid advertisements! What do you think you’re doing?!” 
Alpha smirked but chose not to bring up the fact that Fria had been exposed by Nutsy. Holding back a laugh, Alpha said, “That’s a dumb question. We’re obviously recruiting.”
“Exactly! You’re trying to re-balance the scales in the middle of the tournament. It’s not fair.”
“It’s dishonorable!” Otto shouted from somewhere in the room.
This made Alpha scowl, her amusement fading. “You have the nerve to call that unfair? You two, of all people, have the balls to call us recruiting willing witches dishonorable? The vast majority of your members were forced and coerced into joining, and you use fucking compulsion to keep them in line! Don’t you dare say anything we do is unfair or dishonorable because you have abso-fucking-lutely zero room to talk! You’re lucky that we even agreed to a competition instead of murdering all of you the day you showed up on the beach! Any witch that thinks it’s okay to enslave their own kind deserves nothing less! Count yourselves lucky that Logan doesn’t approve of killing witches, even ones that deserve it, and will take every step possible to avoid it unless they force his hand. It’s one of the reasons I love him, and the reason I know we’ll win this tournament!” It was Alpha’s turn to fight to catch her breath after her wholly justified rant.
Fria and Otto were silent for several moments until Fria finally broke the silence, muttering, “It’s still not fair…”
Alpha growled into the phone. “Urrrgh! Then go do your own fucking recruiting!”
“Fine! We will!” Fria shouted back, the fire in her voice returning.
“Just remember that you can’t force, coerce, or trick any of them into joining and can only accept completely willing members who don’t feel threatened. Besides, doing that would only draw even more witches to our side,” Alpha added.
“Grrr… Fuck you,” Fria said as she hung up the phone.
Alpha sneered at her phone before texting the inner circle about the new development. Then she sent one more text to Logan, “I love you.”
She knew he was busy, but he’d see it later. She closed the messaging app and looked at her phone’s background picture. It was a picture of Logan zip-lining through the air with a broad, handsome smile on his face. She smiled to herself as she ran a finger across his face on her phone. He wasn’t the only one who could sneak amazing pictures, after all.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Jeeze Louise, you’ve really got to stop saying things like that! You realize that it causes so much confusion, right? Goodness, just head home, and we’ll handle it from here.” Halo said as she pushed Illumina through the doorway. Illumina didn’t fight it because Logan was the one who asked her to go look after Alpha for him. Halo finished ushering Illumina out of the meeting room at the New Moon Faction Mansion and shut the door. 
Illumina’s muffled voice came through the door, sounding meek. “Halo?”
“Yeah?”
“Please tell My King that I am sorry for not controlling my urges.”
Halo sighed, hearing the genuine sorrow in the other witch’s voice. “Gosh, Illumina, of course I’ll tell him for you.”
“And… please let him know that I will be at home caring for Alpha as he has requested.”
“Sure.”
“And… tell him that when he gets home, I will eagerly await his punishment, as he forces his contractually obligated witch whore to service his majestic cock while you all watch him degrade me?”
“Ugh. Dodge rammit, Illumina. This is what I’m talking about.” With a sigh, Halo adjusted her plastic cat ears, turned from the door, and headed back to Logan’s side. Her wings fluttered happily as she looked at him. He was busy answering more questions about Illumina and her outburst.
Illumina had made the witches they were meeting with wary when she’d asked if Logan planned to force her to take his fat cock in her contractually obligated, tight, little, slutty asshole while everyone watched. Fortunately, after Logan’s prompting, she’d explained how and why she was Logan’s one and only witch who was bound by magical contract to be his slutty slave.
That, and the fact that she didn’t show even a hint of compulsion, was the only reason the coven of fifty hadn’t left yet. Halo knew how much Logan hated witches thinking he was the kind of guy who would force a woman to have sex with him. He’d never do that… except when Illumina begged him to, anyway. Then he’d play along with her CNC fantasies.
He was such a thoughtful man who truly cared about his women. Halo remembered when Logan first joined their coven. She’d watched him from afar for a short time—just like Cherry and Alpha had before they enacted their plan—a plan Halo hadn’t agreed with, but it was a compromise and better than outright kidnapping him… even though they did still end up kidnapping him.
Still, while the thought of having a handsome pet was appealing, having a loving boyfriend was something she wanted more. Halo never thought she’d fall so fast and so hard, but when they had their food fight on their first date, she just knew that he was the one.
Halo was fully aware that her feelings would only help give Logan more power over their coven, but she didn’t care. As long as she still had her friends and they were all happy, then who cared which of them was the leader of the coven?
This view only solidified as Logan continued proving his strength and genuine care for the witches in their small coven. She knew it was selfish, but when she saw the opportunity to share in the honor of birthing his first child, there was no way she was going to pass it up. While Halo was a sweet and caring girl who could empathize with other’s pain, she wasn’t afraid to be selfish to get what she wanted. After all, she wasn’t one to allow others to walk all over her. Her kindness was never to be mistaken for weakness.
Her heart swelled every time she looked at him. It thrummed in her chest, and her smile broadened as she watched him with admiration as he made his one-sided contract with the witches. As with all of his recent recruits, he promised they would all have the opportunity to leave the coven if they wanted to once Otto was defeated. As always, there would be no punishment or other negative actions taken no matter their choice.
With that, the coven of fifty agreed, citing that Logan was the lesser of two evils—a common theme Halo had grown accustomed to hearing. She knew they’d change their tune within the first week after they realized the benefits of being in the Rising Star Coven. Halo waved and gave them all a cheerful goodbye as Novella arrived to escort them out and begin their orientation. She had full confidence that none would choose to leave in the future.
Logan sighed, the action making Halo’s heart drop. “Golly, baby. What’s wrong?”
He shook his head and slumped into a nearby chair. “I hate that it’s come to this.”
“What do you mean?” Halo asked with a frown. Her wings folded against her back, and she took a seat on his lap. He placed a hand on her extremely pregnant stomach. It had gotten so big she felt like she was going to pop any day now. Without Mother’s spells and a constant stream of divine healing magic she sent through her body, her back would have been killing her daily from the extra front heavy weight.
“I mean this.” He gestured to the empty conference room. “They aren’t joining because they want to, they’re doing it because they’re scared Otto will force them to join him. They aren’t really doing it of their free will. Not only that, but we have to use Otto as a scare tactic to get most of them to join. Sure, it’s justified, but that doesn’t mean I like it.”
Halo pouted. “They just don’t know the real you yet. Once they see what they’ve gotten themselves into they are going to love it. They’re going to love you.”
He shrugged. “I know they will, but still, I’d rather them get a better chance to get to know me before they join, not after. I want them to want to join, not sign up out of fear then realize they like it.”
Halo smiled sweetly as she kissed Logan on the cheek. She shook her head causing her two pigtails to sway. “Jeepers, baby. You act like they don’t have a choice.”
He looked at her questioningly.
“They’ve got a choice. They could go to another realm, go deeper into hiding, or even leave the coven. Sure, they might be joining us before they know they like it, but all this really is is a try it before you buy it scenario—except it comes with the cost of lending us their strength and sticking around until a set date. No one is forcing them to come here and meet with you, baby. They are doing that all on their own.”
Logan slowly nodded. “I see your point.”
“Lover, you’ve been at this for days. There’s nothing on your schedule tonight, so how about you and I go on a date? Let’s just go have some fun together and take some of this weight off your shoulders for a few hours. What do you say, baby?” Halo cooed and planted sweet kisses all over his cheek before he turned and stole a longer kiss on his lips. She giggled. “Ehehe! Cheater.”
He smiled, ignoring her playful accusation. “Okay. Let’s do it.”
Her blue eyes sparkled. “Yeah?”
He nodded. “Yeah.” Then he smirked. “What would you say to a movie?”

      [image: image-placeholder]Twenty minutes later, Halo and I were sitting in a movie theater watching the latest rom-com, Practical Hex-pectations. It was a mundane made film about a witch and a warlock who began as rivals and ended up forced to date due to magical mumbo jumbo when they tried to sabotage one another’s rituals. It was a classic enemies-to-lovers plot—something I could definitely relate to. I’d bought out the entire theater so we could watch it alone.
I held the popcorn in my lap. When we’d purchased it, Halo had told the man, “I like my popcorn like I like my pancakes, smothered in melted butter.”
I tossed a piece of the salty, buttery treat in my mouth, and Halo opened hers. I smiled and tossed a piece at her. It hit her in the nose, making her giggle. “Hey! You did that on purpose!”
With mock offense, I said, “Whaaaaat? I would never!”
Her beautiful blue eyes narrowed as she playfully poked me in the shoulder. “That’s baloney, and you know it, mister. Your reflexes and enhanced senses make a toss like that easy for you.”
I tried to hide a smile but failed. “Seriously, I just missed,” I shamelessly lied.
She snatched a piece of popcorn from the bucket and threw it at my head. “Oops. I missed your mouth, too.” She said with a wicked grin.
Laughing, I said, “Okay, okay, I’ll try again. This time, I’ll definitely get popcorn in your mouth.”
“Good,” she said, sounding satisfied and opening her mouth wide.
Using said enhanced senses and reflexes, I quickly grabbed a small handful of popcorn and threw it at her face. As promised, a couple of pieces landed on her tongue. The rest hit her face, and some landed in her cleavage. She started giggling while she chewed and picked the other pieces out from between her breasts. 
“Hehehe! Hey!” Halo grabbed an even bigger handful and threw it back at me.
The two of us exchanged handfuls until Halo held up her hands to block. I moved in closer, playfully pushing her hands away. When I did, she moved in fast and pressed her lips against mine. I dropped the handful I was going to throw and rested my hand on her large, pregnant stomach.
She giggled more as she broke the kiss. “You fell for my ultimate defensive strategy.”
I chuckled as she rested her head against me. I put my arm around her and leaned my head on top of hers. “The ‘Golly gee, I’m so fudruckin’ cute that you can’t resist my adorably kissable lips’ strategy?” I asked, doing my best impression of the woman in my arms.
“Yup!” she said with a laugh.
I gasped with mock outrage. “You, woman, are shameless!”
She smiled and looked up at me, her blue eyes filled with love and adoration. “When it comes to my love for you? Always.” 
I lifted her chin and kissed her lips again. “I love you, Serena.”
Halo shivered at the sound of her real name. “Mmm—I love you too, Logan Morrison.”
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Chilla — Lost Holy Relics
Chilla flew across the sky, riding atop her broom on her way back to the penthouse. The wind passed through her short blue hair, her pink robe fluttered, and an illusion hid her from prying eyes. She’d assigned members from the Devil’s Coast Faction to help ramp up efforts on a project they’d been researching casually for years. They’d finally had a breakthrough that was beyond exciting. 
Chilla, like most witches, had been raised to believe that all Coven Kings were evil—that her ancestors’ genocide of all men born from witches had been justified. Deep down, she’d always known it was bullshit. That didn’t mean she had any desire to fall under one’s authority.
Then again, she never thought it would be something she had to worry about. That was until rumors about Logan reached her ear. She’d sent her spies, who recorded snippets of audio footage through their wards. Twice, the same witch announced the requirement that she do sexual favors for the Coven King.
Chilla and Fantasia had been absolutely sure that this Coven King was exactly what they’d been warned about their entire lives. Chilla had felt foolish for questioning the teachings passed down to her.
That changed when she realized Logan wasn’t the selfish pervert they thought he was. Illumina, however, was another matter entirely. That woman had the weirdest kink Chilla had ever heard of. Seriously, who would get off by pretending they didn’t want Logan to dominate them like that? Chilla asked herself while shamelessly ignoring her own desires.
Her thoughts shifted as the penthouse came into view in the distance. She missed her old home. Once this Coven King business is dealt with, I’ll finally get to go back home and forget all about… about… Urrggh! She scowled and blushed. As much as she hated to admit it, which was a lot, Chilla knew she wouldn’t be going home. Even if she actually wanted to leave the Rising Stars and forget about Logan, there was no way that would happen.
His fun, carefree personality, genuine love for all the witches, and massive, incredible cock won over every member of her former coven, Chilla herself included. That didn’t mean she loved him or anything. Hell, she didn’t even like him. Not one bit…
Okay, so maybe she liked him a little bit—like, a smidge, or a skosh at most. Chilla rolled her eyes at her own thoughts, forcing a look of disgust on her face. Alright, fine! She liked him a lot. The Ice Witch was more than just crushing hard on him. There, is that what you wanted to hear? Are you happy now? Ugh. Ju—just shut up and fuck off already. Anyway, where were we… Oh, right. Ahem.
Chilla sighed. She knew Logan understood how she really felt—even though there was still no way in hell she would willingly admit that to him, let alone to herself. As the leader of a super coven, Chilla had been at a level few witches ever had. She was damn proud of her station in the witching world. She had been one of the two largest coven leaders, with more influence than any other in the United States. She’d worked hard to get where she was, and giving it all up hadn’t been a decision she had taken lightly.
She’d been forced to put her trust in Logan—a Coven King—just to ensure her own freedom and that of her coven sisters. Having to rely on him pissed her off. What made her even angrier was how much she liked him. Worse than that was how badly she craved his affection and wanted to be utterly dominated by him in every way. 
Even worse still was that she actually loved the angry sex. She loved how he ignored her snarky remarks and denials while using her for his pleasure anyway. Nothing had ever turned her on more.
A small smile grew on her face as her thoughts became more wholesome. She was confident that he knew how she really felt. Logan and the rest of the inner circle could read Chilla like a book. Yet, he still never pushed her to do or say anything she wasn’t ready to. He let her be who she was and accepted her bratty quirks without complaint.
Her heart swelled at the thought of seeing how happy he would be to receive her good news. Not that I care if he’s happy or not, she lied to herself. 
Chilla landed on the broom pad on the roof of the penthouse, dispelled her illusions, and smoothed out her pink robe. While she occasionally wore other styles of clothing, she found her robe to be far too comfortable to give up. Not only that, but she looked damn good in it too, if she did say so herself.
She summoned a standing mirror out of her transdimensional storage and quickly checked her appearance. She brushed a lock of her short blue hair out of her face, posed while puckering her lips, then turned to check out her ass. With a satisfied nod, she dismissed the mirror and headed to the stairs.
It’s not like she wanted to look cute for him or anything. She just liked looking her best—that’s all. The fact that she was chewing her lip and shuddering with anticipation as she hurried down the steps to meet with Logan had nothing to do with it. Besides, he might just want to reward her for her discovery. Even if the thought of Logan making her suck his huge, delicious, girthy cock or fuck her from behind was—“Mmmm…” She unexpectedly moaned—Disgusting, she wanted to look good if it happened. 
Her mouth watered at the images that flashed through her mind. She swallowed—the thought only reminding her of times she swallowed something else. Which, in turn, made her mouth water even more, making her swallow again. It was a vicious cycle. She finally got a handle on it as she stepped into the office on the bottom floor of the penthouse, where Logan was waiting for her.
Chilla walked into Novella’s office and instantly noticed something unexpected—Logan was alone. That was rare. He was sitting behind Novella’s desk like a casual, gorgeous CEO who’d been expecting her. Logan smiled his stupid, ridiculous smile that took her breath away. “Hey, Chilla, you said this was important, so I cleared my schedule for a bit.”
She took a deep breath, recovering quickly, and raised a skeptical, arrogant brow at the dreamy, handsome bastard. “You cleared your schedule? More like you had Novella do it.”
Despite her snarky tone, he chuckled. “True, true. She had it done before I could even ask.”
“I thought I’d find you in here having sex or something like that. What? Was everyone busy? Or did they finally get sick of your massive cock?” She said in a bratty tone with one hand on her hip.
He chuckled. “As far as I’m aware, no one is sick of it yet.” He shrugged before shaking his head, his expression becoming serious. Logan interlaced his fingers atop the desk and leaned forward. “You said you had something you wanted to talk to me about. It sounded important. So, I figured you deserve my undivided attention.”
Chilla’s pulse raced. Why does he have to be so fucking thoughtful? 
She’d specifically avoided one-on-one time with Logan like this on purpose. The thought of being alone with him always flooded her stomach with butterflies, and that only served to piss her off. On top of that, she worried he wouldn’t like her angry attitude when there was no one else around to balance it out. Besides, would he even like her perfectly normal, not at all weird as fuck kink when she was the only one in the room? It’s not like it was anything like Illumina’s, after all.
Logan waved at her, trying to get her attention. “Chilla? Are you alright? Can I get you anything?”
She shook her head, clearing her mind as well as her throat. “Ahem. Y—Yes. Of course I’m alright. Don’t ask stupid questions.” She snipped as the blush on her cheeks deepened. She looked away slightly, unable to meet his sexy gaze.
He held his hands up in a sign of surrender but chuckled. “Fair enough. Is it a stupid question to ask what you wanted to talk about?”
“No,” she huffed, stealing a glance at him before looking away again. “I have big news that I knew you’d want to hear as soon as possible.”
He nodded, remaining silent as he waited for her to continue. Fuck, I love how patient he is. The thought brought a sneer to her face, though there was no hiding the excited glint in her eye as she revealed what her faction had discovered. “We’ve finally found it—the location of the Beaumont Archives—the hidden library full of magical lore, artifacts, and holy relics that have been lost since the disappearance of Trevon Beaumont and Countess Dracula centuries ago.”
His eyes widened. “That’s huge! Where is it?”
She smirked, feeling quite proud of herself. Logan’s response was just as she had hoped, which put a damper on her mood, making her angry. Her smirk fell away. “It’s hidden in the French countryside. We’ve even discovered how to get in.”
Logan’s excitement faltered, giving Chilla mixed emotions. He frowned, and his shoulders slumped. “Well, that stinks. I’m not sure how we’re going to make it there and back. Otto has control of the portals overseas.”
A wave of disappointment washed over Chilla. What good was the discovery if it couldn’t help ensure their freedom? Was all her coven’s hard work really for nothing? She crossed her arms and tapped her lip in thought. As if the pose was all the inspiration she needed, an idea suddenly came to her. “There are still at least a couple of rounds left in the tournament, right? Why don’t we offer to have a few rounds on their home turf? We can tell them we’re making the offer in the spirit of sportsmanship.”
Logan appeared to be deep in thought as he leaned back in the chair. “Hmm. That would probably work, but it feels a bit dishonorable, doesn’t it? Finding ways to grow stronger is one thing, but blatantly lying to try and gain an advantage seems cowardly.”
Chilla snarled and took a step closer, placing both palms on the desk as she leaned over it. Was her cleavage practically having a staring contest with Logan? Yes. Was she happy about that? No. Did she want to loosen her robe and show him more? Yes. She was a complicated woman. “Cowardly? You’re worried about appearing cowardly? This isn’t about how we look to Otto, it’s about the future of all witches, a future you promised to protect. If you lose, we all lose everything. If I could cheat and get away with it, I would.”
Logan eyed her as he considered her words.
Chilla leaned in a little more, displaying more flesh in the process, which was totally not an intentional move. “Besides, this isn’t even cheating or cowardly. It’s actually fairer to offer them a home-field advantage for a few rounds. Just because it happens to bring us closer to magical artifacts is a bonus.”
Logan nodded slowly. “You know what, you’re right. I’ll make a proposal to Otto at the next event.” 
He smiled that fucking gorgeous smile, and Chilla scowled as it instantly made her wet. She did her best to hide it from him, despite her flushed cheeks and the way her thighs rubbed together. She nodded. “Good. Do that.” Mustering up the last bit of strength she had to resist him, she turned on her heels and headed for the door, angry at herself for walking out on any possible reward and angry at herself for how desperately she wanted that possible reward.
“Hang on,” Logan called out after her.
She stopped dead in her tracks and turned to look at him.
He smiled and said the words she both hoped for and dreaded. “You deserve a reward—anything you want, just say the word. If I can make it happen, I will.”
Chilla’s heart raced, and her breath hitched. Her nostrils flared as anticipation boiled in her core. She felt the moisture running down her inner thigh. She knew exactly what she wanted—what she wanted more than anything. She wanted to tell him to whip out that spicy, cream-filled, one-eyed girthy, throbbing schlong of longing and pound it deep into her tiny pussy like a meteor, crashing into her core and ensuring the extinction of all her rational thought. 
But she’d never initiated anything with him when they were alone before. She had remained strong and resisted her body and heart’s desires every time. Her chest heaved as her eyes trailed down to his waist. Heat flooded her face as she mentally firmed her resolve. That’s right, Chilla! Stay strong! You’ve got this! You will not give in today!
Then she snarled as she darted forward, gripping the waistband of his gym shorts. With one smooth motion, she pulled them down along with his boxers, revealing his massive, meaty manhood that she instantly gripped with one hand. Fuck, she wanted him so goddess damned badly. She couldn’t stop herself. She couldn’t resist her body’s demand to feel him inside of her. Nor could she resist her heart’s demand to finally have him all to herself, if only for a short time. This only made her angrier. She snarled as she began pumping his flaccid shaft. “Fuck you. You stupid, sexy asshole. We both know what kind of reward you want to give me, so let’s just get it over with.”
Fuuuuuuuck, she whined internally. His cock is so thick and it’s not even hard yet. 
Her grip tightened as he tried to pull away. So he let her keep stroking. Her soft skin glided across his slowly growing shaft. He let out a low groan. “This isn’t about what I want,” he said as he brushed a lock of her blue hair behind her ear, and her stupid traitor cheek leaned into his touch. “You know I don’t ever require any of you to do sexual things with me. Only do this if it’s what you really want.”
Goddess dammit! Why was he so sincere? How was he so fucking perfect? Why couldn’t he be the monster she thought he was? She didn’t… she couldn’t admit… “Grrrr,” she growled, her hand stroking him faster. “Stop being so fucking amazing and get hard already!” she said with no patience.
Without waiting for him to reply, she dropped to her knees and took his cock into her mouth, wrapping her lips around his girth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him in deeper while untying her robe and letting it fall to the floor behind her. She moaned as his taste and smell flooded her senses. “Mmmmph!”
Chilla’s anger flared as her heart and body succumbed to her desires. The fact that she was angry and shamelessly lying about her motivations only caused her lust to rise to new heights. Ffffuuuck, I’ve wanted his big dick inside me all day! Screw my pride. I’ll finally do it. I’ll tell him this time, she thought.
Her bra hit the floor next, revealing her supple curves and puffy pink nipples. She bobbed her head faster, occasionally pulling off his cock just enough to speak, stroking as she did. “Mmmnh—Fuck! Ahh—this is so gross… Haaah—I can’t believe I’m doing this right now—Nnnm. You’re lucky that I’m just super horny right now—Ahh! But don’t get things twisted! Mmh—Me being horny has nothing to do with you being so goddamn generous—Hnn, handsome—mmnh sexy—nnngh or even so masculine that you make my insides melt—Aahh! And my heart throb! A—and definitely not because I desperately wanted to taste your cock again—Haaah, or feel it inside of me—Ahhhn! So just fucking get over yourself!” 
“As long as you’re sure this is what you want,” Logan said through a groan as her tongue swirled around his tip, making his massive cock get even harder in her mouth.
She pulled off his length with a loud pop, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to his swollen tip as she stared daggers at him.“I told you not to ask stupid fucking questions,” she snapped, her breath heavy and cheeks flushed. Then, with a desperate, needy whimper, she plunged back down on his cock with even more gusto. “Mmmph! Hnnngh! Ahhh—Nnnn!”
Feeling his girth was as hard as it was going to get, she pulled it out of her mouth and quickly stood, slipping her panties off. She refused to meet Logan’s eyes as she stomped over to Novella’s desk and slapped her palms on the surface. Beg him to dominate you. Be the submissive little slut you wish you were! Chilla thought as juices leaked freely down her thighs as she stuck her plump ass out.
Gritting her teeth and snarling, she looked back at him over her shoulder, her breath ragged. “Ahh—What the fuck are you waiting for?! Mmm—We both know you can’t wait to put me in my place. So just fucking do it already! Hnn—You’re more than man enough.” Her body trembled with anticipation, her voice filled with a needy defiance. “Or do I have to come over there and put you in your—Mmmnnn-Ohhh ffffuuuuck you! Gaaah! YES!”
Chilla’s threats were abruptly cut off by a loud moan of pure pleasure as Logan’s cock slammed into her core. His girth split her open as his hand landed on her ass with a slap. Chilla’s body instantly clenched down on his length as she shuddered from a small, unexpected orgasm. I want more! Faster, harder! I need it all! she thought as he slapped her ass again, making her moan even louder. 
Her pride fought back as she prepared to beg like the submissive little witch slut she knew she was for him. “Haaah—Is that all you’ve got? Ahh—D-don’t make me laugh,” she challenged, her voice trembling despite her best efforts to sound defiant.
Logan picked up his pace, his body slapping into her ass and thighs over and over again.
“Ahn—haaah! Hahh—Mmmh! Hhhhnngh!” she bit her lip, trying to hold back, but her body betrayed her.
More! More! More! she cried out in her mind. Aloud, she said, “If you really wanted to Mmm—punish me, ahhh—you’d go as hard and hnngg—fast as you can! N-not that I like this—nnngh—or want you to do that or anything!”
Logan grabbed her hips with his large, powerful hands, making her shudder. She tried to fight back her blush, but it was no use. His utter domination consumed her as he pounded into her, fucking her faster and harder than he ever had before, using her like a sex toy for his own pleasure.
“Yes! Yes! Aaaah—Yes! Hnn—ahhh—YES!” she screamed, her back arching as a second orgasm sent tremors through her body.
She had challenged him when she knew she should have been begging. Logan proved he was more than up for it. In fact, his pace turned out not to be just one quick burst—he sustained it, sending her spiraling into a third and fourth orgasm back to back.
Fuuuck! I—I can’t—it’s too much! she thought. The sensations were becoming far more intense, and her mind was slipping deeper into something primal. Her body entered a new realm of orgasmic bliss that she had never thought possible. Her pride tried to regain some hold on her, but it was powerless against the onslaught of Logan’s massive cock.
Chilla reached new heights of pure pleasure—the orgasms just kept coming—over and over and over again. To her absolute horror and delight, her eyes crossed on their own, and her tongue lolled out of her mouth. “Ehhhehhe! Ahhhnn! Ffffuck, it’s soooo sooo good—haaah! Please—hahh—don’t stop, baby! Don’t ever stop!” Her words slurred as she moaned and giggled, sounding nearly drunk. “I—I’ll be your good girl! I promise! Just—ahhh—never stop fucking me like this! Oh Goddess! Ohhh—ahhh! Ohh my fffuuuccking Goddess!”
Time became meaningless. After what felt like hours—but was probably only minutes—the string of countless orgasms finally subsided, and Chilla found some clarity again. But instead of relief, shame filled her for completely giving in. For loving it. For needing it. And yet, that shame only turned her on more.
I need his cum! I need it so fffucking badly! she thought. I need it deep inside of me, filling me until there’s room for nothing else. I want to be nothing more than a vessel for his cum!
She wanted to beg, but her pride wouldn’t allow it—not yet.
Her sneer returned as she glared over her shoulder at him, breathless. “It’s not like hnnng—I want your disgusting fucking Mmm—cum inside me or anything—hahh—but what the fuck is taking you so long?! Hhhhnn! Can’t you just—Gah, fucking cum already?! Fuck! Just get it over with and fucking fill me up! Ahhh! Don’t make me wait! Kyaah!”
She felt it then—his cock twitching, getting even thicker inside her. The realization made her desperate need surge, temporarily swallowing her pride. “I—I need… grrrahh—Fucking hell! Hnn—ahh! I need it, okay?! Mmm! Is that what you wanted to hear?! Ahhh—hahh—I need your huge fucking load inside my tiny pussy—ahhhnnn!—until I can’t take it anymore! Please, please, please, baby! I’m your good girl! I’m your gooood girl! Fuuuuck! Do it now! Do it! Cum! Gaaaah! Fucking cum!”
And then—it happened. The first hot burst of his seed flooding her womb. Her blue eyes glowed as they widened, and her mouth fell open as she moaned uncontrollably from the overwhelming sensation. “Aaaaah! Yesss! Yes, baby! That’s it! Right there!” Her body convulsed as yet another orgasm rocked her. “Ffffuuuuuck! Ahhh! Cum! Cum! YES! More! More! More! More! More! Nyaaaah! Ahhhhhh!”
He came until her womb was overflowing. Her stomach bulged slightly as more of their juices leaked out of her. She laid down on the desk, letting her cheek and breasts press against the smooth surface as she panted to catch her breath. 
A small whine escaped her lips as Logan finally pulled out of her, leaving her with a feeling of emptiness. “Hmmmm.” 
Logan leaned over her, his hard cock still pressing against her ass cheeks while he kissed her forehead. “Are you happy with your reward?” he asked with a hint of smugness in his tone.
She let out a breathless sigh as she nodded, her blue eyes looking up at him with adoration as she lost herself in his eyes. “Uh-huh.”
“Good,” he said simply as he gently ran his fingers through her short hair, sending tingles down her spine.
It didn’t take long for her pride to rear its ugly head again. She scowled at him despite how much she enjoyed his tender touch. “I—I didn’t really mean all that begging and good girl crap. I only said that stuff because it turns you on, and I figured you deserved it after making me cum so much…” she blatantly lied.
Logan chuckled, clearly seeing right through her. It may have had something to do with her entire face being red as she stared him defiantly in the eyes while chewing her lower lip. He kissed her forehead again, making her heart swell and butterflies flutter in her chest. “Do you want to go again? We’ve got time.”
She scoffed. “You didn’t have enough already? Do you really think I want that disgustingly huge cock back inside me?”
He frowned, still running his fingers through her hair. “So that’s a no?”
Chilla turned over on her back and wrapped her ankles around his waist as she began stroking his cock and rubbing the tip against her clit. Her face suddenly turned as red as Alpha’s tail, and she struggled to meet his eyes. “I thought I told you not to ask stupid questions! For fuck’s sake, j—just stick it in already!”
Logan grinned and teased her with the tip, leaving it pressed against her opening but not penetrating. Chilla tried… she really did. She scowled, crossed her arms, screamed for him to do it. Every time he denied her it drove her even more crazy with lust and desire. In the end, she couldn’t help herself. She gave in to her heart and body’s wishes. 
“Please, baby. Please, I’m begging you. I—I’m your good girl,” she whined.
“Yes. Yes, you are,” Logan said as he slowly entered her once more.






Chapter 15









Arachna & Diet Cola— Round 4, Widdich
Arachna sat in the locker room with her teammates as they prepared for the next round of the Coven King tournament that would begin in a few minutes. Her spider legs chittered nervously as she glanced at the others. There were seven witches on her Widdich team—Cherry, Diet, Broomhilda, Chilla, Fantasia, Demonique, and of course, Arachna herself. 
At that moment, the Spider Witch couldn’t help but contemplate how she got where she was today. She’d left her home only a few years ago with the goal to prove herself to her mother. No. That wasn’t totally accurate. She’d wanted to prove to herself that she was every bit the witch her mother was.
Being someone who was typically a little more introverted and nervous around new people her whole life, she knew that was going to be a challenge, but she’d had a plan back then—a big plan and an even bigger dream. If she had a human greater familiar then no one would have been able to stop her. Who cared if she seemed nervous or timid when approaching new witches? She wasn’t afraid of a challenge and showed how strong she was. With a human Greater Familiar empowering her, she’d be plenty strong enough to put any naysayers in line. Then, once she had a few members under her belt, she could leave the recruiting up to those better suited for it.
She had it all figured out. She’d start out small, build her power, and then take over one of the larger covens in Wisconsin. If she could do that then she’d definitely be able to stand tall next to her mom, who was a large coven leader in her own right.
Arachna almost laughed at the old her. When Logan showed up on her radar, she’d been so nervous about actually approaching and starting the conversation that she’d acted too late. She’d taken so much time arranging a scenario where he would end up approaching her and initiating their interaction at the Pump N’ Go that he’d been gobbled up by another coven.
She remembered being so angry—not at the other witches, but at herself for delaying so much. She grimaced at the reminder of what came next when Logan easily defeated her and made her look as stupid as she felt. She just sat there on the bathroom floor, vomit still on her chin as she cried in front of the man who should have been her pet. What was even worse was that he comforted her after beating her so badly. Though, despite her shame she did think it was incredibly sweet of him. However, her pride was far too hurt to admit that.
She’d spent the next several days laying low and wondering where she would go or what she’d do next. Her biggest fear was crawling back to her mother, and admitting her defeat. That depended on whether she’d even make it out of the city without being gobbled up by one of the two large warring covens.
Everything changed the day she got a call from Squeaks letting her know more vampiric tokens were in stock. She’d been a huge fan of the vampiric spells that went so well with her fighting style. The trade offer was too good to pass up. She recalled walking out of the mall that day, realizing how foolish she’d been to walk right into Alpha’s trap as she and her coven members surrounded her outside. 
Arachna thought for sure that she was about to become a prisoner. But that’s not what happened. Instead, they bought her ice cream—fucking ice cream! Then rather than straight up forcing her to join them, they made her an offer to join. Logan was so kind, sweet, and understanding, and she struggled not to stare at his handsome face. 
She’d wondered how they could possibly want her in their coven. Her self-esteem had hit an all-time low. Fuck, what kind of witch couldn’t beat a Greater Familiar in a fight when they had the drop on them anyway? But she’d agreed anyway. If she hadn’t she’d have been forced to join a different coven or go crawling back to her mom. Her other options were less than ideal. Of course, getting to share Logan was also something she felt like only a fool would pass up.
It wasn’t until later when she realized how powerful she really was being a part of the Rising Star Coven that she understood why they’d wanted her to join so badly. A smile tugged at the corners of her lips. It was on that fateful day that she’d found her new family and the love of her life. The witches at her side were just as important to her as her own mother and almost as important as Logan was to the Spider Witch. Arachna had no regrets.
She glanced up to see Alpha pacing back and forth in the middle of the locker room with her arms behind her back. She was their coach for the game today. The Beast Witch wore a baseball cap with two holes for her furry red ears to poke out of, and her tail slowly swayed as she seemed to consider her next words.
Alpha stopped in the center of the room and looked each of them in the eyes one by one. Arachna felt like the predatory yellow eyes of her former coven leader locked onto all eight of hers at once. Alpha gave her a sharp nod. “Listen up, ladies! We’ve practiced all week, and I know we’ve been over the rules multiple times, but we’re going to go over them again.”
Cherry sighed. “Do we have to? I mean, everyone knows them already.”
Alpha nodded. “Yes, we have to. Widdich is mainly popular with witches in Europe, and many of us never played it before this week. It’s vital that we all understand the rules if we want to have even a small chance of winning against Otto’s girls.”
Cherry rolled her eyes as she slumped in her seat. “Fine, but make it quick and give us the short version, okay?”
Alpha sighed. “Fair enough. We play on our brooms. Each team has a skyring they need to defend. To score, we need to put the waffle through the other teams skyring. Again, despite what Halo might tell you, we cannot call the magical ball a pancake. It’s been called a waffle for as long as the sport has existed.”
“She’s going to be so mad,” Fantasia muttered with a small shake of her head.
Alpha ignored her and continued. “Our ballchucker—”
Cherry cleared her throat, cutting Alpha off. “Ahem, I think you mean ball suck—”
“I DO NOT mean ball sucker, Cherry. We’ve been over this.”
Cherry shrugged. “It was worth a shot.”
Arachna nodded her agreement as she held back a giggle.
Alpha shook her head with obvious disappointment. “No more interruptions or this will take forever.” She eyed the ladies who all nodded in agreement before she spoke again. “Good. As I was saying, Broomhilda is our ballCHUCKER—it’s her job to land the ball in the hoop and score. Each score gives us ten points. The first to one hundred points wins.”
The Broom Witch bounced on the bench as she clapped excitedly before brushing her long red scarf back over her shoulder. “This is awesome! You have no idea how good it feels to be part of the team. For so long, I’ve felt like the background character in a story who barely ever got mentioned. I’m so grateful for the opportunity to play a larger role and show everyone what I can do. I’m sure this is only the beginning, and there will be many more opportunities for me to be in the spotlight. I’ll finally be a main character, right?” she asked with a hopeful smile and stars in her eyes.
Alpha put a friendly hand on Broomhilda’s shoulder and smiled reassuringly. Just when it looked like she was going to give confirmation, she turned to the rest of the ladies while still responding to Broomhilda. “You asked about your chuckmates.”
Broomhilda shook her head. “No, I did not.”
Alpha moved on, ignoring Broomhilda. “The chuckmates, that’s you two.” She pointed at Chilla and Fantasia. “You’re responsible for assisting Broomhilda, creating openings, and playing defense. I expect you two to do your best out there.”
Broomhilda lifted a questioning finger. “Alpha, if I may—”
Alpha pointed at Cherry and Demonique. “Cherry and Demonique are our Bonkswatters. As I’m sure you remember, the bonks fly through the air aiming at random witches. It’s about the size of a cannonball. If it hits you it could knock you from your broom or leave a random minor hex on you that could make you itch all over or leave you unconscious. The bonkswatters are there to protect you and send the bonks after the opposing team.”
Alpha walked over to Arachna. “Arachna, you know your job. You’re the netwitch. It’s up to you to be the last line of defense and stop them from scoring.”
Arachna’s many legs fidgeted anxiously. “Understood.” 
She put a hand on her baby bump which seemed to get bigger by the day. Mother Dearest had put a strong protection spell on the baby and assured her that competing today would pose no risk to the baby at all. Arachna’s nervous smile fell, and her legs stopped shaking. This game would help determine her child’s future. She would not let her team down no matter what. With a look of determination, she gave Alpha a firm nod. Then with far more confidence, repeated, “Understood. I’ll do my best.”
Alpha smiled and nodded. “That’s what I like to hear, and that’s all we can ask.” The Beast Witch walked back toward the middle of the room. “Not everything rides on all of you. Because there’s one other way we could win, even if it is a long shot. Diet is our Fairyhunter—no offense, Fantasia.”
“None taken,” the Fairy Witch chirped happily.
“Diet’s only job is to try to catch the glimmerbug. The glimmerbug is a tiny hyperactive fairy with ADHD and which snorts more glimmer dust than any being should. For these small fairies, a single sniff of glimmer dust is the equivalent of a month’s worth of Adderall. They do at least four lines of the stuff before every match. Honestly, it’s amazing they don’t explode—they dart and zip about so unpredictably that catching one is nearly impossible. But, if Diet manages to snag it then we get one hundred points automatically.”
Diet raised her hand, and Alpha pointed at her. “Yes, Diet?”
“Can I stab the fairy if I catch it?” Diet inquired innocently.
Alpha shook her head. “What? No. Of course not.” 
Diet frowned. “Oh…”
“Unless they threaten you. Then you can stab them.”
Diet pumped a fist in the air. “Yes!”
Alpha let silence fall over the group for a moment as she examined them closely. “There are only two more things you need to know before we go out there.” She held two fingers in the air. “No matter what anyone says… this is a completely original game that is totally not a knockoff.”
The girls nodded slowly, their expressions growing serious. Though, Arachna did wonder why Diet wore round spectacles and had a small lightning bolt drawn on her forehead.
Alpha put one finger down. “One day, our story will be passed down throughout the generations. They’ll tell the tale of how Logan’s inner circle came out and beat the Europeans at their own game. We will be legends when others read of the Rising Star Coven’s history. Most of us will be remembered as the greatest love interests the witching world has ever known.”
Broomhilda held up a questioning finger. “Me too, right? I won’t be a background character who barely gets any time on the pages, right?” Hope filled her eyes as she looked up at Alpha.
Alpha looked down at her with a thoughtful smile, then turned away and clapped her hands. “Alright girls. It’s time to get out there and make history!”
All the ladies stood and cheered—except Broomhilda, who looked around questioningly. “Alpha? That includes me, right?”
Alpha led the ladies into the tunnel, everyone cheering as Broomhilda followed behind. “Alpha?! Alpha wait!”

      [image: image-placeholder]Diet flew on her broom, zipping through the air as fast as she could while cackling like a mad woman. “Muahahahaha! Come back here you little fucker! Hahaha!” 
The match wasn’t going their way. Otto’s team included Fria, Umbra, BeeBee, Nutsy, Mystica, Angelique, and Swiffa. It hadn’t taken long for their experience to shine and carry them to an early lead. If not for Arachna’s many legs helping her block seemingly countless shots, they’d have already lost. Still, the score was seventy to forty in favor of Otto’s coven, and it didn’t look like the momentum would shift anytime soon. 
The glimmerbug darted toward the crowd and Diet followed at a breakneck pace. Suddenly, she locked eyes with Logan, who cheered loudly for her with his hands cupped around his mouth. “You can do it, Diet! I believe in you!”
The world seemed to slow when she looked at him. It reminded her of the first time she saw him back on campus when he helped her pick up the things she’d dropped. It had been love at first sight—at least it had been for her anyway. 
After that, some said she was obsessed and called her a stalker—they were correct. Diet was self-aware enough to recognize that her actions weren’t normal, but she didn’t care—it made her happy. Her one-sided relationship had been wonderful… until she died.
Diet scoffed at the memory of the accident—as if she would have let a little thing like death stop her from being with the love of her life.
Diet had never told anyone the full story of her death. Mainly because it sounded crazy, even to her. Diet Cola had stared Death in the face—literally. Why, you might ask, did it sound crazy? Because he was drinking wine. Not that drinking wine is odd, but he was pouring it in his mouth where it went right through his skeletal body and onto the ground. He even swirled the glass around a bit and pretended to sniff the wine as if he actually could despite having no nose. Then again, for all she knew, maybe he could.
Death stared back at Diet before nonchalantly running his bony hand over his smooth skull as if he were brushing back long, luscious, nonexistent hair. She could read his body language even though he was seemingly nothing but bones beneath his black robe. Then he spoke in his gravelly voice. “Hey, babe. I’m not usually this forward, but maybe instead of taking you to the afterlife, why don’t we head back to my place? We could talk, hang out, get to know each other, maybe Netflix and chill?” 
She arched a questioning brow. “Netflix and chill? Do you even have a…? 
He then nervously glanced down toward his own waist. “I guess the chill part will need to wait while I, uhh, sort some things out. But I’ve got a pretty cool place. I don’t live with my mom anymore. I think you’ll really dig it.”
She frowned and shook her head. “Nope. I’m not into necrophilia. Besides, I’m a taken girl.” She looked around and spotted her body which lay lifeless below. “If you don’t mind, I’m going back to my body now. Let me give you a word of advice before I go. Don’t ask girls you just met to fuck. It’s creepy.” She flipped him off and zipped her ghostly form back down to her body.
He called out with obvious indignation, “What the hell? That was totally uncalled for. You could have just said no and left it at that. Screw this, I’m out of here.”
Coming to terms with the fact that she was a witch had been difficult. But not as difficult as finding Logan after he’d disappeared. It turned out she didn’t have to find him because he’d come to her with Cherry, the closest thing to a sister she had in this world. And after she’d learned Cherry was also a witch and Logan was a freakin’ Coven King?! She’d been over the moon. Feeling the love of her life deep inside of her while finally tasting his blood had been the greatest day of her life. Then again, so had every day she got to make love to him since.
Goddess, she loved that man so much. She loved him more than anything—except cutting living things open and watching them bleed. That was basically tied with Logan in her heart. Though, if she were being honest, she knew she’d pick him over killing anyone she wanted any day.
Diet snapped back to the present in time to see Broomhilda finally score another goal. Seventy to fifty wasn’t a terrible deficit… until Swiffa snagged two quick scores back to back. One more point and the match would be over. Cherry and Demonique were doing an admirable job as bonkswatters. So far none of their team had been hit. Chilla and Fantasia were doing their best to play defense while setting up Broomhilda for scores, but Beebee and Fria showed what playing this game from childhood truly meant. 
Diet raced alongside Umbra, who was rubbing her thighs together and muttering about needing to pee so badly it hurt. They were both chasing the crazy-ass little glimmerbug. The fairy was absolutely insane, flitting about faster than their brooms could travel, laughing the whole time.
Diet’s eyes widened as something finally clicked in her brain. If anyone knew how addicted minds think, it was someone with an equally psychotic addiction. She cackled as she realized exactly how to catch the glimmerbug. “MUAHAHA! I’ve got it!” Her broom came to a sudden halt, causing Umbra to look back at her with confusion, then looked at the fairy who was still flying about in random directions as she hopelessly followed along.
Arachna barely caught another shot from Swiffa before sending the waffle back out. She glanced at Diet with fear in her eight eyes. “I don’t know how many more of these I can block! It’s up to you, Diet! You can’t stop now!”
Diet shot her two thumbs up and gave her a toothy grin. “Don’t worry, babe. I got this!” Then she cupped her hands over her mouth and very unconvincingly shouted, “Damn, what am I gonna do with all this glitter dust in my pocket?”
As expected, the little fairy instantly changed directions and shot toward Diet like a lightning bolt. It stopped right in front of her face, its small body twitching as it scratched its neck vigorously. In its small high-pitched voice, the little fairy man said, “Yo! You got that good stuff? Hook me up, sis! I swear, this will be the last time. Just let me get a small hit.”
Diet calmly grabbed the little fairy and held him up. “I CAUGHT THE GLITTERBUG!”
“What the fuck?!” the little fairy shouted. “This is bullshit, man! You ain’t got no damn glitter dust, do you? That’s so messed up!”
The Rising Star side of the crowd in Sinner’s Field, who had been looking dejected and resigned, erupted into massive cheers and applause while Otto’s members drooped in their seats. However, a sizable number of them actually seemed happy about this outcome.
Fria roared with rage. “The little fairy is right! This is utter bullshit! I call foul!”
The crowd went silent as Codex and Novella flew up to discuss the rules. Both women wore black and white striped shirts and had whistles around their necks. After a hushed conversation, Codex frowned and turned to the crowd. “As it turns out, there is no rule saying you can’t bait or trick the glimmerbug into coming to you. Therefore, one hundred points have been awarded to the Rising Star team. With a score of one-hundred-fifty to ninety, the Rising Star Coven is declared the winner.” 
Novella smiled brightly at Diet, who still gripped the struggling little addict in her hand. “Well done, Diet. Well done.”
As the rest of the team came together in celebration, Diet flew over to Logan and passed the angry little fairy to Logan, who grimaced as he took the little guy in hand. 
“Let me go! You can’t do this to me!” the fairy shouted, banging one fist against Logan’s hand while still scratching his neck.
Logan beamed at Diet. “Amazing job. I’m so proud of you. You definitely earned a big reward for this one.”
Diet’s eyes went wide… too wide. “Can it be anything I want?” she asked menacingly.
Logan winced. “We’ll uh, set some ground rules for your reward later.”
Diet’s smile didn’t fall. She’d already figured that would be the case. She knew asking wasn’t going to work, but it was worth a shot. She shrugged. “Okay, my love. My obsession.” Then she kissed him.
As she was about to fly away to join the celebration, she saw Logan frown at the little fairy and say, “Sorry about this little guy. We’ll find some sort of rehab for you.”
“If I knew this game was just one big setup for an intervention I never would have come,” the fairy grumbled. “I wanna go home.”
“And I want to ride a broom, but we don’t all get what we want,” Logan said.
Diet giggled as she flew up where the other witches pulled her into a group hug and the crowd chanted her name. Broomhilda grinned happily and shouted to be heard over the crowd. “You know, I really thought I’d get mentioned more since this seemed like a perfect time to show how awesome I am, but it’s okay because we won! Wooo!”






Chapter 16









Logan— Not As Easy As We Thought
The next few weeks didn’t go the way we’d hoped, though the losses could easily be chalked up to bad luck. After the Widdich match, where we pulled out a major upset, the next competition also turned out to be in the European coven’s favor. It was a simple battle of illusions. The witch with the best illusion won. 
Now, you’d think that we’d have that in the bag because Arachna was amazing at illusions, but you’d be wrong. For this competition, the two witches to compete were selected at random. Mystica represented the European coven, while Twinkle represented us.
Mystica’s illusions were on par with Arachna’s. In fact, if the two had gone toe-to-toe, then it would definitely have been a draw. I’d said as much and Cherry made a snarky comment about how I just wanted to see both women’s feet. As much as I hated to admit it, she wasn’t wrong. However, that’s irrelevant. What matters is that Twinkle isn’t very proficient with illusion spells. I didn’t blame her for the loss. She’d done the best she could, after all—still, that put the score at three to two.
The next one was worse. That round brought back the illusion room that Otto and I faced during our obstacle course. When the witches entered, they’d be hit by an enchantment that made them forget why they were there or how they got there, just like Otto and I did. Then they’d be faced with an illusion picked by the opposite team—something that looked, felt, smelled, and even tasted real. The first to break free from mental control would win.
Our team chose Cherry to represent us in that one, while Otto’s coven picked Crimson to compete. Honestly, no one could have predicted how that challenge ended. 
After twelve hours of fans sitting in the stands listening to countless moans and cries of bliss from within each of the small rooms, Crimson had dragged herself out—literally. Her red hair was a mess and her nude body was covered in sweat. Some parts of her were much wetter than others. She clawed the ground, pulling her unmoving lower half out of the building.
“There’s no way… Impossible. Too good. Too much. Need more. Can’t take anymore. Can’t be real. Nothing could be that good,” Crimson had muttered like she was going insane.
Cherry lasted another four hours before coming out with a beaming smile on her face. When she’d realized she’d lost, she simply shrugged and said, “Worth it.”
Only after the competition did I learn what exactly the women had been subjected to. It turned out that both covens had the same line of thinking. My girls put an illusion of me trying to seduce Crimson, while Otto’s gals picked an illusion of me trying to seduce Cherry. Both women had spent hours being fucked by a magical copy of me.
Rose and the rest of the inner circle had confronted Cherry about it afterward. 
“Jesus Christ, Cherry! How could you fall for that? It obviously wasn’t the real Logan,” Rose said.
“That’s what I’d like to know too,” Squeaks added with obvious disappointment.
Cherry sheepishly shrugged and rubbed the back of her neck. “I’m sorry, babes. I thought I was in a dream. I mean, who would turn down a dream where I get to play with my Chubby Cock as much as I want?”
“I don’t think that sounds like you think it does,” Mallison pointed out.
Fantasia nodded. “Regardless, we know what you mean. I don’t think any of us could have resisted that opportunity. There’s no better dream than one in which you can ride Logan’s majestic cock.”
The rest of the inner circle nodded in solemn agreement while I sighed.
With the score tied at three to three, it had been up to me to break that tie. Though, there wasn’t much I could do considering the competition. Otto and I had to read a piece of fan fiction we’d never seen before aloud to the audience as well as three judges, the Sanderson Sisters. 
Otto read a rather riveting fan fiction written by Lilly. It was a thrilling tale based on Morgan Le Fay and her battles against King Arthur and the Holy Knights. The crowd and judges loved it, and Otto received two eights and a nine for his performance—a very respectable score and not one easily beaten.
When it was my turn, I read a story written by Delilah, our succubus Greater Familiar. It was about me breaking into hell and rescuing her from a tower full of succubi who were holding her hostage. From the first-person perspective the story was written, I, very explicitly and with lots of detail, dommed and fucked my way through the tower until I made unholy love to her and brought her back home to our coven where she belonged.
It was surprisingly well written, and I found myself enthralled by the many creative positions and characters she’d come up with. I growled, thrust my hips, and made slapping motions in the air as I told the tale. I had been so wrapped up in the story as I told it that I didn’t even register the thousands of moans from witches in both covens as they enjoyed the story a little too much—even Otto looked like he was barely containing his lust. Red-faced and panting Sanderson Sisters gave me three tens—a perfect score.
That brings us to the present, where the score was currently four to three in our favor. One more win was all we needed to secure the victory. That triggered a special requirement of the tournament—Otto and I needed to fight one another head-on.
There were no rules for the fight, except that no witches could get involved to aid either side. Doing so would result in automatic forfeiture. Otto had more raw power at his disposal than me because he still had more members. His forms were also nothing to scoff at. This meant I needed an edge going into our final fight to ensure my victory. If I lost the first battle, it wouldn’t be the end of the world because we’d have to fight again. Whichever coven reached five victories first was the winner, and his victory would only bring the scores even. That’s why I decided to go ahead with our plan to raid the old Beaumont Archives.
Otto, Fria, and Crimson agreed to meet with Squeaks, Demonique, and me on the roof of our penthouse to discuss my proposal. Squeaks dressed up one of our large patio tables with a long tablecloth and fancy dishware. A full lunch spread was being kept warm in enchanted catering containers, courtesy of Ikneada.
I sat with Squeaks on my left and Demonique on my right as we patiently waited for our guests to arrive. Well, Squeaks and I were patient, anyway.  
The Infernal Witch had painted her entire body green and had black eye contacts. She wore a short purple skirt and a matching corset with black strings tying it up the front and ending in a bow just below her ample cleavage. She crudely taped a bunch of green plastic vines and fake flowers to a bald cap that she’d also painted green and cut holes in to accommodate her black horns. She wore it as a vine hair wig.
Demonique impatiently twirled a vine around her finger with a deep frown on her dark green lips. “Jesus Christ, how freakin’ long are we going to have to wait?” She took a sip from the straw in her huge water bottle before summoning a few small, fake flowers and scotch tape. She quickly taped them to her vines and dismissed her tape and water bottle.
Squeaks opened her mouth to comment on the odd action but thought better of it. “We got everything ready a lot earlier than we needed to just in case they showed up early. No need to be so impatient,” she gently chided.
“Look, all I’m saying is that they are taking too long and need to hurry their freakin’ asses up,” Demonique said as if to clarify her previous and obvious question.
Squeaks shook her head. “No, I got that. I’m hungry and that cheese platter is callin’ my name. But, it’s like they say, all good things come to those who wait.”
I patted my growling stomach. “Patience is a virtue. That being said, a salad would be amazing right about now.”
Demonique grinned mischievously. “I’ve got a salad you can eat, Daddy. I’m, of course, referring to my succulent booty hole. You can lick it all you want.” She waggled her brows. “And if you do a good job, you can pump some of your special dressing in it afterward.”
I nodded with a smirk. “I might just do that.”
The next few moments passed by peacefully. The silence was only broken by Squeaks’s cheerful humming and Demonique’s water bottle antics. We didn’t have to wait much longer before we saw the trio flying toward us on their brooms. 
I sighed dreamily, propping my chin in my hand and resting my elbow on the table. “I’ll find a way to fly a broom like that one day.”
Squeaks patted me on the back. “One day, Handsome—just not on a giant penis broom.”
I frowned, eyeing Otto’s broom again. “Sure, it’s oddly phallic shaped, and the custom footrests are very spherical, but I’m not sure I’d say it’s a dick. Europeans just have a different idea of what’s stylish and aerodynamic, that’s all.”
Squeaks and Demonique both arched a questioning brow at me. To be fair, not even I was sure I believed what I’d just said. Though, it seemed too odd to me that a man would willingly fly around on a giant penis. So clearly it had to be something else, right?
Fria glided down first, landing elegantly as her orange hair settled against her shoulders. Otto followed, wearing a sparkling vest and tight trousers that showed off more thigh than any man should. Last came Crimson, who landed a little more roughly because she only seemed to be paying half attention to her flying. Half of her dark red locks were in her face as her too-wide eyes zeroed in on me with the kind of hunger I usually only saw from my ladies. It was the same look she gave me after the illusions chamber match, where she’d crawled out utterly wrecked yet craving more.
A single glance from her sent a jolt straight through my stomach. She joined Fria and Otto and slid into one of the chairs across from us without a word—just that slow, crazed, Cheshire cat smile on her blood-red lips. I realized, if I won, I’d end up making love to her at some point. There was something about crazy girls that sent shivers of fear and arousal down my spine. 
“Welcome, everyone!” Squeaks chirped, gesturing to the table laden with Ikneada’s best dishes. “Before we get to business, we thought we’d treat you to a delicious meal prepared by our best Culinary Witch.”
Fria crossed her arms and eyed the food suspiciously. “What game are you playing?”
I held up my hand to stop further questions. “No game. One way or another, when this tournament ends our two covens will become one. I don’t know about you, but when that time comes I’d rather us not be at each other’s throats. A peaceful beginning would make the transition easier for everyone, don’t you agree?”
Fria frowned, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. 
Otto tapped his lips with a thoughtful finger. “Yes. I like zhe vay you zhink, Logan. Let us chat and get to know each otha betah before ve get down to business, yes?”
I nodded in agreement with a smile. “Yes, let’s.”
Otto smiled back, a faint blush forming on his cheeks. I wondered if his sister’s negativity really embarrassed him that much.
Demonique and Squeaks uncovered the many platters as Fria reluctantly agreed. Crimson spooned salad onto her plate, topping it with ranch dressing while never taking her eyes off me.
Otto made a show of carefully tucking his napkin into his collar, while Fria folded hers with neat precision and placed it in her lap. Crimson teased the blade of her dinner knife with her tongue as her gaze seemed to flick from my face to my plate which was quickly filling with delicious food. She had yet to touch her salad.
“So,” Demonique said brightly, cutting in before any awkward silence could settle, “it’s nice to see you all again. Things have been so freakin’ busy, it’s nice to finally get time to just sit and talk.”
Otto bobbed his head. “Ja, agreed. Between ze matches, zhere’s hardly a moment for friendly chats—und good cuisine.”
He rambled on about the lack of time to enjoy good food, but I couldn’t focus on what he was saying because I saw Crimson inch her chair back with a crazed, mischievous look in her eyes. Then slipped beneath the tablecloth so quietly I almost wondered if I’d imagined it. 
Because of the magical contract between our covens that ensured our safety, I wasn’t worried, though just when I was about to open my mouth to ask what the hell was going on, Demonique placed her hand on mine affectionately, trying to get my attention. I glanced at her, and she winked at me, mouthing, “Just go with it.” 
I gave her a quizzical look but nodded slightly, not saying a word. I trusted that whatever my women had planned was for the benefit of our family—so, whatever it was I planned to go along with it. The instant Crimson’s hands skimmed my knee, I knew exactly what was going to happen. My pulse raced and a lump formed in my throat.
Squeaks cast me a sidelong glance with a small smirk on her lips. “You okay, Handsome?”
“Hmm?” I forced myself to clear my throat. “Ahem, yeah. Yeah, I’m good.”
Fria cocked her head. “You sure? You look a little… nervous.” Her fiery eyes narrowed.
Crimson’s fingers moved like lightning, working my belt free with deft precision. Squeaks’s tail snaked into my pants as Crimson was undoing the zipper. The dexterous appendage coiled around my quickly hardening shaft and fished it out of my pants.
I glanced down to see Crimson with the tablecloth draped over her back, her head between my legs and hands on my thighs. She gasped and murmured with awe, just loud enough for me to catch with my enhanced senses, “Wow… Mmm, it really is as big as they said.” Her wide red eyes crossed as she stared at my erection. 
I felt the heat in her voice as the breath of each word puffed against my exposed shaft. My breath caught in my throat, but I covered it up by taking a bite of steak. One of her hands slipped into her robe between her legs, and she began softly moaning. It was so soft that I was sure no one else at the table but I could hear it. I thought Otto might, but judging by his lack of reaction, he didn’t. 
“Jesus Christ, stop acting so suspicious. He’s fine,” Demonique said, acting as a perfect shield. She reached for a bowl of steamed vegetables. “So, Otto, I heard some rumors about your private plane being stocked with all sorts of neon décor?”
Under the table, Crimson’s lips pressed against my shaft. With one gentle kiss after another, she made love to my cock. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from gasping as she pressed her lips against my tip, leaving one last passionate kiss on it before trailing her tongue in a slow, wet circle. My hands gripped the chair and my fork with a white-knuckled grip.
Otto shrugged, launching into a story of how his neon-themed travel kit offended a flight attendant once. Meanwhile, Squeaks slid closer to me and began cutting up my food. “You must be starving, Handsome,” she teased.
I certainly acted the part as I kept my mouth too full to talk at the moment.
Crimson’s eyes glowed as her warm, wet tongue brushed against my sensitive skin. She stared up at me as she parted her lips and took me into her mouth with a long, soft, needy hum. “Mmmmh…” The quiet vibration of her moan made me shudder. Her tongue swirled in a slow, deliberate rhythm as she took me deeper into her mouth. Each inch she took into her mouth whittled away at my self-control.
Fria stole a glance my way before looking for Crimson. “Where the hell did Crimson go?”
I swallowed hard. “P-pretty sure she went to the bathroom downstairs.” My voice squeaked higher than usual as Crimson’s cheeks hollowed, pulling my cock in deeper. She breathed through her nose, exhaling shaky little moans around my girth.
“Mmmph… so fucking good,” she whispered, just loud enough for me to catch.
Demonique clapped her hands once, letting out a nervous laugh that masked the sound of my ragged breathing. “You know how it is, sometimes you need to powder your freakin’ nose before you eat,” she said. “I’m sure she’ll get her fill soon enough. Goddess knows there’s plenty to go around.”
Crimson’s pace quickened. She gave an experimental push as my cock reached the back of her throat. My toes curled in my shoes, and I barely muffled a hiss as she pushed harder, forcing my thick cock deep into her throat. With her nose pressed firmly against my pelvis, she hummed happily, “mmmHMmmm…” while her neck bulged with the protrusion of my dick. It was a struggle not to arch my back and groan with delight.
Desperate for a distraction, I stuffed a roll in my mouth, feigning intense interest in my meal, when in truth I was far more interested in Crimson having her meal. Squeaks dove into conversation with Fria about local entertainment, while Demonique pressed Otto for details on his favorite shows. Through it all, Crimson continued taking me in and out, her mouth tightening as she kept up her slick, steady rhythm. Her fingers danced across her clit with more vigor as she slowly closed in on her own orgasm.
I couldn’t stop the quiet groan that slipped free. Otto paused, frowning. “Everyzhing all right?”
“Just… ah—” I coughed, covering it with a fist. “Dry throat. S-sorry.” I grabbed my glass of water and took several gulps.
“Mmm,” Crimson moaned as she came off my shaft and grinned before pouting playfully up at me. “Awe, my throat’s too dry? Don’t worry, big boy. It won’t be for long—not once you fill it with that hot, delicious cum.” She took me back into her mouth. “Please. Please, I need your cum so bad,” Crimson mumbled around my length, voice muffled. Her tongue pressed against the underside and began flicking rapidly. I nearly jolted upright as she moaned and giggled softly. “So fucking sweet…”
I forced my head back, face tilted skyward as I chewed, doing my best to appear calm. The tension in my core grew unbearable. Demonique noticed—she patted my back as though consoling a cough, then flashed a quick grin that told me she knew exactly what was about to happen.
“Crimson’s been gone a while,” Fria piped up, narrowing her eyes at the empty chair. “Are you sure she’s just using the restroom?”
Demonique rolled her eyes. “Jesus Christ! Really? This again?”
Squeaks shrugged. “You know there’s nothing we could do to harm her or hold her against her will with the magical contract protecting our covens. She’ll be done when she’s done. No need to rush her.”
Despite the Cute Lil Mousey Witch’s words, her tail gently wrapped around Crimson’s throat, urging her to pick up the pace. The dark red-haired witch did just that, bobbing faster and faster. Fria eyed Demonique with disgust as the Infernal Witch began noisily slurping her soup to cover up Crimson’s slurping sounds as she sucked with more vigor and urgency. 
Crimson let out a low needy moan, throating me relentlessly. “Mmmmmmppph.” Every swirl of her tongue, bob of her head, gulp of her throat, and vibration from her moans brought me that much closer to the end. My heart pounded so loud, that I worried they could hear it. The pressure built relentlessly, and I was seconds from letting go.
Crimson stroked me with desperation in her eyes while she fingered herself. Her mouth gaped as she took heavy breaths, struggling to keep herself quiet. “Please. Ohh, fffuck. Please cum. Cum for me, big boy. Cum deep in my throat. I need it so badly. I-I… holy fuck. I’m gonna… Oh goddess, cum in me while I orgasm. Please! Dear Goddess please fill my throat while I cum for you!” Crimson’s desperate, whispered pleas seemed to go unnoticed, which I was thankful for. They were also enough to finally send me over the edge, which I was also thankful for.
She plunged back down on my cock as her body shook and shuddered almost violently under the table, and wave after wave of my hot white seed burst into her mouth and throat. Crimson let out a loud, muffled moan. “MmmMhHHmmMMMPPHH!” 
It definitely caught the attention of Fria and Otto, whose heads jerked up from their plates with surprise. Squeaks’s eyes went wide as she tried to mimic the moan as best she could after quickly shoving a bite of cheese into her mouth. “MmmMHMMPPPHHUUCK!” She blushed and couldn’t meet their eyes. “I’m sorry, y’all. This cheese is just so damn good.”
Otto laughed heartily. “Vell, zhen. Perhaps I should try some of zhis cheese!”
By some miracle, Demonique’s bubbly laughter at Otto’s joke drowned out my trembling groans as I continued to shoot spurt after spurt of cum into Crimson’s throat. 
She stopped her bobbing, letting her tongue slowly massage my frenulum. My cock continued to pulse against her tongue, filling her mouth faster than she could gulp it all down. She hummed with delight, “Mmmmhmhmhm,”  and continued swallowing greedily as I shivered. My thighs clenched around her shoulders, as she gently coaxed out every last drop, murmuring between slurps, “Oh, fuck yes. Ffffuck yes. Goddess yes. Give it all to me. So. Fffucking. Good.”
When the world finally stopped spinning, I sagged in my chair. Crimson tucked my cock away and fixed my pants. With a distraction from my girls, she easily slipped back into her seat. Her hair was messy, but that wasn’t much different from how she’d arrived. 
It took Fria only a few seconds to notice her coven sister’s return. She stared at her in vague suspicion. “You were gone for a while,” Fria said.
Crimson shrugged, daintily running her fingers through her hair to fix it. “There was a small line for the restroom.” She licked her lips in one final, provocative pass as she looked straight at me.
Otto pointed at the corner of his mouth. “Crimson, you’ve got something on your face.”
Crimson did have something on her face—a small line of my cum going from the corner of her mouth to her chin. She smirked and wiped it up with a finger that she promptly sucked clean. “It’s just dressing.” 
“Right,” Squeaks mumbled, fighting a smirk as she offered the salad bowl to Fria. “You should try some. It’s homemade and delicious.”
Fria frowned as she looked from Crimson’s seemingly untouched plate and the salad bowl, before finally accepting it with a shrug. “Fine. I’ll try it,” she said begrudgingly.
The conversation continued for a while as we enjoyed our meal. The ladies talked about what competitions they wanted that never got selected while Otto and I talked about training regimens and what routine I used to get my feet so bulky. My head still buzzed, and I couldn’t help stealing glances at Crimson, imagining what a night with her and Diet would be like. Probably lots of cutting, bleeding, and cumming—sometimes all at once, I internally assumed.
Eventually, Otto set down his fork with a flourish. “Speaking of ze competition—I assume zat’s vhat you asked us here to discuss, ja?”
I cleared my throat and set my fork down as well. “Yes. That’s exactly what we’d like to discuss. More specifically, I’d like to make an offer. Like the meal we shared today, you can consider this offer a gesture of goodwill and good sportsmanship.”
Otto’s brows shot up. “Oh really? Go on.”
“As we all know, so far we’ve held every competition at Sinner’s Field. One could say we’ve had the home-field advantage this entire time. We’re going into what could be the final round, and I think it’s only fair if we allow your coven to have the home-field advantage this time.”
Fria gaped. “Wait, are you seriously offering to change the agreed-upon venue to somewhere in Europe?”
“Feels fair,” I said with a shrug. “We’ve been hosting everything stateside. If we want to be good sports and leave no doubt that the best coven wins, why not take a couple of matches across the Atlantic?”
Otto’s eyes widened, pleased. “I zhink zhat is a vonderful idea.”
“Me too. We’ll work out logistics, but… well, it’s the right thing to do”
Fria’s eyes narrowed to slits with more suspicion than she’d shown at any point so far. She shook her head. “No. You wouldn’t be doing this unless there was something in it for you. I don’t know what your game is, but I have a feeling that going would be a bad idea.”
Crimson rolled her eyes. “For fuck’s sake, you’re so fucking paranoid, Fria. Can’t you see they are offering us something good? Otto, you should definitely accept his offer.”
Otto seemed surprised that Crimson would speak up so boldly, but he nodded.
Fria scowled. “Little, witch, maybe you need to be reminded of your place. Otto, tell them no… NOW.”
Otto looked unsure as he glanced from one girl to the other. It was clear that Otto wanted to say yes, but his sister was pulling the strings again. Again, I started to get the impression that Otto wasn’t really a bad guy, but his loyalty to his sister was holding him back. He was letting her boss him around and make too many decisions.
Otto met my eyes. I gave him a reassuring smile and a nod. “You’re their coven leader, Otto. Make the decision you think is best.”
He smiled at me, a slight flush on his cheeks, probably embarrassed again from the way his sister was behaving. “Ve’ll do it. Undt, maybe vhile ve are zhere you and I can grab a drink and talk about Coven King zhings?” he asked, hopefully.
I shrugged. The idea of going out to have a beer with a bro sounded fun to me. “Sure, why not?”
Fria scowled, tossing her orange hair over her shoulder as she abruptly stood. “Brother, we’re going to have a long talk about this later.”
Otto frowned and also stood. “It looks like zhis is vhere ve take our leave. Zhank you for zhe delicious lunch. See you across ze pond, ja?” He extended his hand.
I stood, shook his hand, and nodded. “See you there.”
Crimson, who had been sipping water like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, shot me a heated look over the brim of her glass. “Yeah, we’ll see you there. I’m sure we’ll be able to have so much… fun.” Her crimson eyes flickered toward my crotch and back as she gripped her knife tightly. She stood, setting down her glass and joining the others on the broom pad. Being the last to leave, Crimson blew me a kiss before taking off behind Fria and Otto. 
I chuckled and shook my head. “You set that up to get Crimson on our side in the argument, didn’t you?” I asked, glancing from Demonique to Squeaks. 
Squeaks giggled. “Guilty as charged. After that illusion chamber, the rest of the gals and I figured it would be a good way to ensure we had a shot at them accepting the proposal. Fria acted just like we expected her to.”
I nodded. “Well done, ladies... Well done.”
Squeaks and Demonique exchanged a naughty grin as they stood. Squeaks pulled her shirt off over her head and started unbuttoning her shorts while Demonique untied the corset. “Jesus Christ, Daddy! You owe us a freakin’ reward now! My booty hole is so ready for you, Logy pooh!”
Only seconds later, I learned just how thorough Demonique was with her cosplays.






Chapter 17









Logan— Arriving in Germany
I stepped out of the small private plane, inhaling deeply as the crisp German air filled my lungs. Maybe it was my imagination, but the breeze smelled like adventure… and bratwurst. Okay, so it mostly smelled like bratwurst with a hint of adventure. We must have been downwind of a festival or something. 
I glanced over my shoulder to make sure everyone was accounted for—all fourteen of my closest ladies. I felt almost like we were a sexy traveling circus of witches, and I, the Coven King, was their ringmaster. 
We informed Otto’s coven that we were going to do some sightseeing while they prepared the new arena. So after exiting the plane, we headed straight toward the train. We had an entire luxury car booked for our trip to France.
As we reached the train platform and prepared to board, a small group of witches holding cameras waved at us. At first, I thought they were random paparazzi and wondered why they’d bother getting our attention, but their robes said otherwise. And I recognized the emblem embroidered on their chest—Euro Witch News, which was forcibly controlled by Otto’s coven. We all knew their coverage wasn’t exactly reliable. Despite this, Cherry strutted forward with a playful waggle of her hips.
She flashed them her signature wink and a fanged smile. “Make sure you get my best side, babes—take all the pictures you want, just don’t frame me or anything.” She giggled at her own pun, flipping her dark bob.
The witches snapping pictures groaned.
“Cherry, that was terrible,” Alpha said.
I let Cherry have her fun and took a quick headcount. Alpha was hauling two massive suitcases. She caught me eyeing them and raised a brow. “Don’t even try it. Mommy needs her snacks,” she said, her tone half warning, half tease.
Halo was beside her, hugging a backpack as though it were her child. She noticed my worried look and beamed at me, her wings fluttering happily. “Golly gee, baby. No need to worry. I’ve got our emergency pancake supplies right here!”
I frowned at both women. “Why don’t you just put those bags in your transdimensional storage?”
They both gasped. “And risk walking into a possible trap from Otto’s coven with enchantments that block our transdimensional storage from working?” Alpha asked.
Halo nodded vigorously in agreement. “Jeepers, I couldn’t imagine something like that happening so far from home. Being trapped is one thing, but being trapped with no pancakes?” She shuddered.
“Do those kinds of enchantments even exist?” I asked skeptically.
My two very pregnant lovers shared a look and shrugged. “Better if we don’t find out the hard way,” Alpha said solemnly.
To each their own, I thought as I moved on with my count.
Rose was nose-deep in her phone. “Jesus Christ, if this French kelp fertilizer is half as good as they claim, my vines and booty are gonna be so freakin’ luscious they’ll cause traffic jams.”
Novella tapped through her tablet, making sure every plane-to-train ticket was scanned and verified. “We have a luxury car all to ourselves.” She dismissed her tablet, adjusted her glasses, and clapped her hands twice to punctuate her words. “Chop, chop, ladies! Let’s not miss the train, people.”
Demonique was dressed in sexy goth clothes—fishnets and chunky boots included—as she nervously followed Arachna toward the train. She had her large fake spider legs attached to her back that bounced with every step, earning her odd looks from the mundane folks who spotted us. “I didn’t expect anyone to be waiting here for us,” she muttered sheepishly. Her eyes darted to me, and a blush crept up her neck before she focused on the reporters again.
Illumina stood in front of the reporters with her nose in the air. She spoke with a regal tone as if they were her subordinates. “Yes, it is true. I am Logan’s contractually obligated cum slut. While my lineage demands respect, he demands I respect his cock with all my holes whenever he sees fit.” She tried to appear disgusted, but the reddening of her cheeks and the faint smile on her lips gave her away—she obviously hoped I would join her and give them a demonstration. 
I rolled my eyes as she bit her lip, eyeing me expectantly. “Arachna, can you go get Illumina on the train before she causes anymore problems, please?”
Arachna’s legs fidgeted anxiously. She wasn’t thrilled about the presence of so many cameras. “S-sure thing. Not like this will be hard or anything.” She took a deep breath. “I can do this,” she muttered as she walked away to do as I asked.
Mallison stood only two feet away from me, drool covering her chin from staring at me too long. “Go sightseeing? This is the only sight I want to see…” she mumbled dreamily. “So. Handsome…”
Squeaks, calm from her years of customer service, approached the paparazzi. “Hey, y’all. Would you ladies mind giving us some space? If you can, then maybe we can work out some more in-depth interviews later. Sound good?” She smiled politely as the news team started discussing it amongst themselves.
Mother gave the witches a sympathetic, motherly smile. “Don’t worry, darlings,” she said gently, “We’re doing our best to free you from the compulsion. We just need a little more time.”
Diet strolled casually by them, flipping one of her many large, sharp knives as she went. “I wonder if European blood tastes different from American?” she said in a playful, yet menacing tone.
Chilla blushed, glaring at one of the reporters as she strolled along next to me. “It—it’s not like I want to be seen with him or anything!” she denied while hurriedly taking my arm in hers and pulling herself closer to me.
Fantasia typed furiously on her phone and squealed. Cherry TV recently got another update. It now included a social media platform exclusively for members of our Coven. She squealed excitedly as she continued tapping away. “EEEE! #RisingStarsHaveLanded! #We’reHereWitches! Airplane. Winky Face. Pink Heart. Fairy. Princess. #Otto’sGoingDown!” She rushed on the train, her pink hair bouncing with every step.
Novella handled everything efficiently. She turned to the group. “Remember, we are in Car C.”
“Awe,” Cherry pouted. 
Novella furrowed her brows. “Something wrong, Cherry?”
Cherry grinned mischievously. “No. I was just hoping we’d get the D today,” she said while throwing a spicy wink at me. 
Rose gave Cherry a high five. “Freakin’ good one, Cher!” 
By the time I boarded, everyone had claimed a seat in our private car. The train lurched as it began to roll out of the station, and I had to grab a seat to balance myself. As I sat down, I was greeted by a peaceful view of the German countryside. For the first time all morning, I had a relaxing moment of calm. However, it didn’t last because the girls’ chatter soon filled the space.
Cherry plopped down beside me. “You think the train staff would care if I went down on you during the trip?” she asked, thoughtfully tapping her chin.
“I mean, we could just use a spell to stop them from noticing,” I suggested.
Cherry grinned. “I like the way you think, baby.”
“NO,” Novella said sternly. “No sex of any kind on the train.”
“Awe, why not?” Cherry whined, crossing her arms over her chest.
Novella shook her head with disappointment. “It’s a slippery slope—” 
“It’ll be slippery once it’s in my mouth, that’s for sure,” Cherry quipped.
Novella sighed. “What I mean is, if you start sucking his cock then we’ll all want to suck his cock. Then we’ll all be uncontrollably horny and want sex. There’s no way the train ride will be long enough for Logan to accommodate everyone.”
“Ugh,” Cherry groaned and threw her hands up in surrender. “Fine! No cream filling for me until we’re in Bonjourland. But I want you to know that if all you witches fall asleep, then I’m going for it, and you can’t stop me.”
Novella narrowed her eyes before pointing two fingers from her eyes to Cherry’s and back. Cherry stuck her tongue out at Novella in return.
Halo rummaged through her backpack, pulling out a battered pancake recipe book. She flipped to a page, leaned over by an uninterested Chilla, and pointed at it. “Look! French pastries. Those are basically pancakes, right?” she asked, wide-eyed.
Alpha leaned back and propped her crossed ankles on her snack-filled suitcase. “We’re safe for now, but we need to keep our eyes open. You shouldn’t hesitate to say anything if anything feels off to anyone.”
Rose peaked around her seat and held out her phone toward me. It had a picture of a store in Paris named Cet Endroit Avec Un Engrais Organique Incroyable, which roughly translates to This Place With Amazing Organic Fertilizer. “Jesus Christ, look at these reviews. It’s basically freakin’ organic gold. My vines will never be the same, and can you imagine spreading my even plumper booty cheeks apart when you lick my booty hole? It’ll be amazing!” She snickered and licked her lips.
Novella tapped at her tablet with focus. “We should arrive in Paris by late afternoon. Then it’s off to the hotel for a quick check-in. After that, everyone should have time to handle their responsibilities before enjoying their free time.”
Mother Dearest gave Novella a concerned expression. “I know we have a mission to complete, but this is the closest thing to a vacation we’ve had for some time, dear. You should take a break and enjoy it.”
Arachna’s spider legs finally relaxed now that she was surrounded by nothing but familiar faces again. “Nah,” she waved Mother’s worry away with a hand. “Novella totally loves all that administrative crap. Staying on top of it is her relaxing hobby.”
Novella smiled and nodded in agreement while adjusting her glasses. “It’s true. I do love it. Honestly, there’s nothing better than a color-coded spreadsheet and a finished to-do list with satisfying checkmarks.” She finished with a dreamy sigh as she affectionately caressed her tablet.
Illumina corrected something Cherry read from a random tourist pamphlet. “Actually, Trocadéro’s the best vantage point if you want an Eiffel Tower photo.”
Mallison dozed in her seat, her eyes fixed on me. She wasn’t drooling because her eyes kept slowly closing and her chin drooping before she’d abruptly jerk her head up, trying hard to stay awake. Each time she repeated the same phrase. “ One, two, three... look… away…”
Squeaks excitedly hopped onto her knees in her seat, watching the farmland passing by. “EEE! It looks so peaceful. I wonder if any of these farms make cheese? Paris has to have a lot of different kinds of cheese I haven’t tasted before!”
Mallison’s head jerked up again from Squeaks’s outburst and she glanced at the Cute Lil Mousey Witch. “Huh? Oh…” Then she looked at me again and started counting.
I was starting to think that she was just as crazy as Diet Cola but far better at hiding it. I realized that wouldn’t bother me. I loved their quirkiness all the same.
Speaking of sticking my dick in crazy, Diet was in her seat with a sharpening stone in her lap. She ran one of her many large knives across the stone before inspecting the blade. Seeming satisfied, she gave it a tender caress and a soft kiss before dismissing it and summoning another from her storage and began singing a little tune to herself. 
One slice, two slice, three, slice four,
Watching the red drip onto the floor.
Sharpen the edges, shiny and neat,
Cut them into little pieces of meat.
Five slice, six slice, Oops! Too deep,
Guess they’re going to eternal sleep.
When I get all twitchy, hear me hum,
I’ll sharpen my blade and stab someone.
A frown marred my face as I thought, Is that… I’m a little teapot? I shrugged. Morbid, but catchy.
Chilla was reading a magazine all about different ice cream places in France. “Hoct&Loca?” she muttered, burying her face in the pages. “Oooh, that looks good.”
Fantasia typed a new post for the Cherry TV social media platform. I only knew that’s what she was doing because she’d developed a habit of speaking her ‘cherry bombs’ out loud as she wrote them, which I found adorable. “Coven on a train better than snakes on a plane! En route to France, witches! #MiniCovenVacay Pink Heart. Fairy. Princess. Smiley Face. Eiffel Tower,” She squeaked, even calling out her emojis.
I leaned back in my chair, letting the comfortable sounds of my ladies’ chatter fill the silence. I’d grown used to their mildly chaotic, extremely weird, frequently adorable behavior. 
Demonique cleared her throat. I opened my eyes to find her sitting next to me where Cherry had been only moments earlier. Her fake spider legs shifted as she nervously rubbed her hands against her thighs. “Ahem… L-Logan?”
I tilted my head and sat up straighter. “What’s up?”
She struggled to meet my eyes for a brief moment before steeling herself. “I was wondering, if… maybe… well, maybe you would want to go on a date with me? Like, a real proper date around Paris?”
Unable to help myself, my lips curled into a broad, toothy smile. “I’d love to. How about we do that tonight?”
The blush on the Infernal Witch’s cheeks deepened but she smiled brightly at me. “Great! Then I’ll see you tonight.”
I chuckled. “Yes, you will.”
She sat there for a moment as silence fell between us. Her face grew redder by the second. For the life of me, I couldn’t understand why she was so nervous about this. She knew I’d love to spend a night on the town with her. 
Demonique seemed not to be able to take the silence anymore and didn’t seem to know what to say. “I’m just gonna…” She pointed to her previous seat.
I laughed and waved for her to go. “Sure. I’m looking forward to tonight.”
“Me too,” she said with a genuine smile before hurrying away. As she did, I wondered, Hmm. Maybe she’s just really playing the part and trying to understand Arachna’s shy and nervous nature. I shrugged. Guess I’ll find out tonight.

      [image: image-placeholder]We reached Paris in the late afternoon. After a brief check-in at the hotel—thanks to Novella’s meticulous itinerary—everyone handled their business and scattered. Some wanted to see local shops, others headed off to gather intel on some rumored artifacts we hoped to find in the Beaumont Archives. As for me, I waited patiently in the lobby for Demonique. 
The Infernal Witch was late. Five minutes turned to ten, then fifteen. The sun had gone down and the city lights lit the streets in front of the hotel. I was on the verge of heading up to her room when she emerged from the elevator. Her high heels clicked across the marble floor, and my heart skipped a beat. 
She wasn’t wearing any of her usual over-the-top, silly cosplays or her robes. Instead, she had on a sleek, form-fitting dress in a deep wine-red color, with delicate straps that exposed her arms and shoulders. Her ivory flesh drew the eye enticingly. She looked classy… and vulnerable.
My eyes trailed up and down her shorter, curvy frame. I wasn’t the only one—many people stopped to gawk at the flawless beauty in front of me. They couldn’t see her horns, sharp-looking teeth, or demonic eyes as I could. I loved those features, but she’d be just as gorgeous without them.
Her lips were painted the same red as her dress and a deep blush covered her cheeks. She smiled shyly, holding a small matching purse with all ten fingers in front of her waist. Demonique bounced her shoulders meekly. “Wha—what do you think?”
I was at a loss for words. My throat was dry, and I didn’t know what to say. I nodded slowly before intelligently saying, “Y-yeah, wow. Just… Wow.”
She delicately covered a giggle with her fingertips.
Then she noticed all the other people staring at her. She quickly grew flustered before putting her nose in the air, hanging her purse on her shoulder, and walking toward me with a small sneer on her lips. “Come, male. You will show me a good time tonight. These peasants don’t deserve to be in the presence of my beauty.”
I didn’t get angry. I saw right through her. She was finally starting to understand who she really was as a person and what she liked. It was a big step for her to put herself out there like this without any disguises. With a lack of better options, she’d decided to put her villainous mask back on. It was easy for her—a role she’d played most of her life.
As she reached me, she quietly cleared her throat, her eyes pleading. “Ahem, if that’s okay with you?” she whispered.
Smiling supportively, I offered her my arm and nodded. “Sure, let’s go.”
On our way out, I noticed all the women eyeing me while throwing jealous glances at Demonique. “He must be a gigolo. Why else would a man that handsome put up with being treated like that?” One woman whispered to another. I only caught it because of my enhanced senses and a translation spell Novella found in the Universal Grimoire and cast on everyone.
Another replied, “No way. I think he’s just super into feet. Did you see the way he looked at her toes? I mean, she has amazing feet, sure, but he was practically licking his lips.”
On our way past, I muttered, “Don’t kink shame me.”
The girls’ eyes went wide with embarrassment. I ignored them as my lover and I stepped out into the bustling streets of Paris.
Cars and French conversation surrounded us as we turned from the sidewalk and entered the Garden of the Trocadéro. The sight was truly majestic. Several fountains sent continuous streams of water several feet in the air, and the Eiffel Tower glowed golden in the distance, lighting up the night sky. It was incredible, though I barely gave it a second glance. I only had eyes for one breathtaking sight this evening—that of my Infernal Witch.
We strolled along quietly for a time, enjoying the crisp night air and the sound of the string quartet playing gentle classical music. 
Demonique was still a little stiff at my side, watching the environment as if she expected an ambush.
“You okay?” I asked softly, guiding her around a group of people tossing coins into the fountains.
She tossed her hair and scoffed while simultaneously pulling herself closer to me. “Pft—Of course I am. I am one of the most powerful women in the world. You’d be wise not to question me if you know what’s good for you.” She blushed, unable to meet my eyes.
I wanted her to enjoy tonight and have no regrets about her decision. That meant I needed to find a way to help her relax. I led her down the sidewalks and we ended up strolling on the bridge toward the tower. When we were closer we stopped to look at a few souvenirs. Occasionally, a local Witch or two recognized me and did a double-take. The Rising Star Coven’s reputation preceded us, it seemed. Thankfully, they were polite enough to keep their distance.
We neared the bottom of the tower, and Demonique fiddled with the strap of her dress. She gave the landmark a sniff. “So tall. Huh. Pathetic mortals build pointless monuments,” she said, pretending to be unimpressed. But her eyes sparkled—and not just because they were reflecting the tower’s lights.
“Would you prefer a giant fortress of skulls?” I teased.
She raised an eyebrow, her expression stony but focused on me, rather than everyone else around her like it had been most of the evening so far. “Actually, that’d look cool as fuck.” Then, unexpectedly, she cracked a small smile and chuckled.
We found a small stand selling funnel cakes. Demonique admitted that she’d never had one and I insisted we buy some. I hadn’t had one in years, and my mouth was already watering as I discreetly stored several we purchased in my transdimensional storage.
I broke off a piece, trying to get as little powdered sugar on my fingers as possible, and held it up to her lips. Demonique took a small bite, and her eyes lit up. “Oh wow! It practically melts in your mouth. That white stuff is so good.”
“That’s what she said,” I quipped.
She covered her mouth as her laugh threatened to make her lose her latest bite. Her cheeks bulged as she tried to chew. Finally succeeding, she broke out into laughter and playfully slapped me on the shoulder. “I didn’t see that one coming. I barely managed to swallow.”
“She said that too,” I jokingly pointed out.
She laughed and rolled her eyes. “Okay, I walked right into that one.”
“And she—”
Demonique grinned as she shushed me with a finger on my lips. “Shhh. Now you’re just beating a dead horse. Besides, the things she’s said have nothing on the things we’ve done.” She pumped her brows suggestively, making me grin.
“Too true. It’s just powdered sugar, by the way,” I said, pointing to the sweet dust coating the delicious treat.
She nodded. “I know. I just couldn’t think of the word. I was so surprised by how good it tasted.” 
We walked beneath the metal framework of the Eiffel Tower. Demonique’s posture, which had relaxed for a bit, grew more rigid with every step as we neared the crowded area. While I hadn’t expected Demonique to be this anxious and vulnerable, I had planned a little something special for her that I now knew would be just what she needed. 
A half-hour earlier, Cherry and Arachna had come by the tower at my request and cast illusions on the elevators and stairs, convincing people they were out of order and that everyone needed to vacate the tower until further notice. 
I spotted Cherry up ahead, dressed in a French Police Uniform with Arachna standing nervously next to her. They were using illusions and spells to appear like real French officers keeping the area taped off and refusing to allow anyone entry. Cherry caught my eyes and shot me a wink while Arachna’s hands had a subtle black glow. Demonique looked surprised as she glanced down at her sudden change of appearance. She and I looked like city workers with tools, ready to make the necessary repairs.
People stepped aside and let us pass. “Have fun you two. We’ll hold ‘em off for a while.”
Arachna nodded with a slight blush on her cheeks. Her spider legs fidgeted anxiously behind her. “Y-Yeah. We’ve totally got this.”
Demonique was shocked but went with it. As we got on the elevator, I heard Cherry shout at a tourist. “You better step back or Cherry Cola’s gonna have to choke a bitch!”
I glanced, seeing the man holding up his hands and backing away from the police caution tape. “Okay, okay. Geez, I was just going to ask how long it’ll be before it’s fixed. You don’t need to threaten me.”
Arachna glared at him. “I’ll be done when it’s done. You can’t rush quality repairs.”
Once we reached the highest platform, the elevator chimed softly, and the doors opened. We stepped out of the elevator and Arachna’s illusions disappeared, revealing my casual suit jacket and slacks as well as Demonique’s little red dress.
We stepped to the railing and looked out over Paris. The city lights seemed to stretch on for miles. Demonique wrapped her arms around me and rested her head against my chest, sighing contentedly. “I never thought I would ever have a moment like this in my life. I was the bad girl, the person everyone expected to dominate and destroy her enemies. I never wanted to be that girl. I never wanted to be mean and cruel to others. Everyone said I was so sweet that they were sure I’d have an Angelic or Heavenly affinity. But after I got my affinity, everyone treated me like I was evil.” She shrugged one shoulder. “One day I got fed up with it and snapped. If they wanted me to be evil so badly, then that’s what I’d be.”
Demonique paused. Sensing she wasn’t finished, I held her in my arms and waited patiently for her to collect her thoughts. A long moment or two later, she exhaled slowly and looked up at me, her sharp horn barely missing my chin as she turned her head. “I was a late bloomer, you know? With my affinity, I mean.”
I shook my head. “I didn’t know that. So, you were like Diet and Cherry?”
She frowned. “No. The term ‘late bloomer’ in the witching world only applies to kids who were born from a witch and got their affinity later than most, not those who become one later on in life.”
“Ahh, I see,” Logan said with brows raised.
She nodded. “I was five when I got it. My witch name used to be Cinita. I changed it when I was around thirteen. People judged me by my appearance. They thought I was demonic, so I embraced it and renamed myself Demonique.”
I ran my fingers through her raven hair. “Do you want to go back to Cinita?”
She shook her head instantly. “No. I haven’t been that girl for a long time. Like it or not, Demonique is who I am. She’s who I became. But, thanks to you and our family, I see now that just because I look the part, and my name fits the description, it doesn’t mean I have to be someone I’m not.” 
I smiled down at her, gently caressing her horn. “And who have you decided you are?”
Demonique grinned at me. While it did look wicked, it was also beautiful and kind. “I’m me. Demonique. The girl who enjoys being silly and dressing up like her coven sisters. The girl who isn’t ashamed to look goofy in front of others. Even if the fun costumes are kind of like my new mask, I feel more like, well, me, I guess, than I ever have before. Maybe I’ll stop doing it one day, maybe not. What matters is that I’m happy. I’m happy with you. I—” 
She glanced down at her feet and back. “I don’t need my mask with you. I still need it around others, but not with you. Parts of me are broken, and I don’t know if they’ll ever fully recover from living a lie for so long. But you? I can let you in. I can let you see all of me, cracks, faults, imperfections, all of it.”
Her eyes glistened with unshed tears as she gripped me tighter. “My name… my real name—Nora, Nora Fontaine. Please, never say it out loud to anyone but me.”
The wind blew a lock of hair over her face, and I brushed it away. With a genuine smile and a deep warmth in my heart, I said, “Don’t worry. I’ll keep it to myself. Thank you, Nora Fontaine, for trusting me. I love you.”
The tears fell as Demonique finally stopped holding them back. “I love you too.”
She went up on her tiptoes, and I met her halfway with a passionate kiss. The kiss quickly grew in heat, and we hurriedly began undressing each other. Demonique leaped on me, wrapping her legs around my waist. We made love right there in the golden glow of the tower, looking out over the city of Paris.
After our third round, Demonique cleaned us with a spell and we got dressed. We took the elevator down. It was late enough that the crowd had thinned significantly. With my arm over her shoulder, we exited the elevator while staring into one another’s eyes. Demonique grinned. “We’ll need to find a souvenir for you to add to your collection in your room.”
Cherry piped up out of nowhere, tossing us two bright blue t-shirts. “Already got you covered, babe.” Demonique caught the smaller one, and I snatched the larger one from the air. We paused, unfolding them. Demonique had hers ready first, so I glanced at it while I turned mine right-side up. Her shirt said, ‘I fucked the Coven King on the Eiffel Tower and all I got was this lousy shirt… and several mind-blowing orgasms.’ It had a silhouette of the tower on the back with a small sign in front of it reading, ‘Splash Zone.’
We laughed and looked at mine. My shirt said, ‘I’ve got a monument you can climb.’ Beneath the words was a silhouette of me with an inverted Eiffel Tower between my legs.
I rolled my eyes while the girls chuckled. “I love the shirts, Cherry, but I think we’ll finish our date and find something else to act as the memento.”
Cherry shrugged and grinned. “It was worth a shot. Well, go on then, enjoy your night. We’ll wrap things up here.” Cherry grabbed a walkie-talkie from her belt that actually appeared to be real and not an illusion. “Kshh. Repairs are done. Time to open it back up to the public. Over. Kshh.”
Her voice came out loud and clear from Arachna’s walkie-talkie only three feet away. “Really, Cherry? I’m standing right here.”
Demonique and I laughed as we casually strolled away, looking for a trinket she could add to my shelf.
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Cherry — Reunions and Break-ins Part 1
If you told Cherry Cola a year ago that she’d end up in the French countryside, sipping fancy coffee with the sexiest man on the planet next to her while waiting for a Holy Knight to show up, she’d have called you insane. But, life could be crazy like that. Cherry learned that lesson the hard way—she hadn’t been born into the witching world, after all. 
Cherry smoothed her black crop top hoodie and pulled her short shorts up a little, showing off more than a hint of cheek—that much cheek was reserved solely for her handsome Cinnamon Roll. It was late morning, and the sun lit up the partly cloudy sky. The air was so much cleaner here than what she was used to back in Wisconsin.
She stood next to Logan, who wore a loose jacket and jeans. He looked like one of the beefy heartthrob main characters she used to write about came to life—only better. Fuck, looking at him was like jumping in a goddess-damned swimming pool—she ended up soaked every time. He grinned that sweet grin of his that made her insides feel like melted chocolate—warm, gooey, and sinful.
Cherry sipped on her coffee, fighting her urge to jump him right there in the field. “You sure she’s coming soon, Crispy Cream?”
Logan gave her a playful side-eye. “Crispy Cream?”
She shrugged. “Yeah, Crispy Cream. Cause you always glaze my holes.” Cherry winked. Nailed it! she happily thought.
While they continued to wait, she studied him, and her mind drifted back to a time pre-Logan. She’d been alone—sort of. She never had a boyfriend because she’d been too busy. She used to live a mostly normal life, working as a waitress and writing questionable smut on the side. She’d had characters who were vampires and witches but had never thought she’d become one herself. That changed when she was attacked one night after work by a wild vampire. She also thought she’d never get to live out her many lewd fantasies. And that changed when Logan appeared at the top of the stairs in the Student Union with his sexy smile.
Sure, she’d planned for him to come up there and even hit him with a spell so he couldn’t resist meeting with her. And yeah, she’d seen him before when she, Alpha, and Halo scouted him. But her fake tutor request was the first time he’d ever looked at her.
Her original plan had been to lure him back to her place and cuff him. The heated sex in the living room was supposed to be an ultimate backup plan since it risked her losing most of her power. But fuck, she felt like he had her under a spell of his own—she couldn’t resist. Her smutty fantasies ran through her mind, and all she wanted at that moment was to feel him deep inside of her. He was everything she ever wanted in a man, and he was going to be hers… Well, hers, Alpha’s, and Halo’s anyway.
When she became a witch she’d abandoned her old life—parents included. Without Logan’s love and support, she never would have had the guts to face them again. It felt incredible to be able to see her family again, even if she did have to stretch the truth a little about her current… occupation.
She bit her lip, and a rush of love and gratitude filled her. Fuck, I love that man with my heart, body, soul, and all my holes, she thought, feeling the heat building in her chest and core.
She glanced over at the love of her life and sighed dreamily. “I can’t wait to have your baby one day. If it’s a girl, we’ll name her Cola Jr. Can girls be juniors?”
Logan chuckled, the sound made Cherry’s pulse race. “I’m not sure there is an equivalent for junior when it comes to women.” He scratched his chin. “I was thinking that if it’s a boy we could call him something like Virgil or Edgar.” 
Cherry nodded, thoughtfully. Then she grinned. “Those names give off some real main-character vibes.”
A sudden burst of magic crackled through the air, interrupting their conversation. She grabbed Logan’s arm as bright white light flashed about twenty feet away. It quickly faded, revealing Elaine. Her short brown hair was slightly messy, and her expression was serious. Cherry had to hand it to her, she did a great job exuding that dangerous Holy Knight vibe—especially in that duster jacket with her sword at her hip. 
Elaine tucked the Tele-Port into one of her pockets as she looked around. She spotted Logan and practically sprinted over to him. With a leap, she was in his arms, locked in a passionate kiss that reflected weeks of pent-up longing. Cherry didn’t mind—she knew how hard it must be on Elaine to be away from Logan so much. In fact, Cherry admired the other woman’s dedication to her mission to keep any up-and-coming threats away from her beloved Chubby Cock.
Cherry gave her a minute or two with Logan alone before she jumped in for a group hug. “Hey, holy crusader babe, been too long!” she teased with a grin. She was genuinely happy to see Elaine.
Elaine broke away from the kiss with pink cheeks. “Sorry, I—uh—really needed that.” She turned to Cherry with a small smile. “You look good, too. Nice boots.”
Cherry posed, twisting her foot and lifting her heel into the air. “Thanks! I just got these bad boys. They’re perfect for vault-raiding.”
Logan’s joy was obvious. That was just one more thing Cherry loved about him. Even though he was surrounded by women he loved, when one was gone he still missed her dearly. Logan took both ladies’ hands and smiled at Elaine. “Glad you made it in one piece. Ready to check out the Beaumont Archives?”
Elaine nodded excitedly and the three set off to find the hidden entrance.
It turned out to be only a five-minute walk from Elaine’s arrival point. Logan pointed at a large ancient boulder. “I think it might be that one. I’m sensing a subtle magic coming from that boulder.”
Cherry stepped up to the rock, not noticing anything special about it. Though, now that she was focusing, she could feel what he was talking about. “I’m pretty sure it’s underneath.”
Elaine nodded. “Sounds about right.” 
Logan cracked his knuckles, and his body suddenly grew even more muscular. Cherry knew that meant he swapped to his Bestial Blessing. He didn’t need even more bulk to impress her, but damn was it sexy. He unceremoniously lifted the large boulder, his fingers digging into the stone to create handholds, and then tossed it aside. It was so heavy it didn’t even roll down the hill, instead, it sent dirt and grass flying as it made a new crater to act as its resting place.
The boulder had been covering a rusted metal door. Cherry spotted a faint circle of magical runes in its center. Logan crouched, placed a palm on the runes, and channeled some of his magic into them. The runes lit up, and ancient writing, the same as the witches used for spellcasting, lit up at the top of the door.
Cherry translated. “Speak the words proper and frequent, and ye shall be granted entry.” She frowned and put her fists on her hips. “What the hell does that mean?”
“‘Speak the words proper and frequent?’ Maybe it means we need to say it just right?” Elaine said, tilting her head. “Seraphim sang sacred song ‘til sunrise silenced silver skies,” she said quickly.
Nothing happened.
“Frequent might just mean more than once,” Logan pointed out. 
“Hmm. Maybe we need to say it faster and several times?” Cherry said while tapping her lip. She cleared her throat. “Ahem… Seraphim sang sacred song ‘til sunrise silenced silver skies. Seraphim sang sacred song ‘til sunrise silenced silver skies. Seraphim sang sacred song ‘til sunrise silenced silver skies,” she said as quickly as she could.
The words lit up, glowing golden before fading. 
“Did it work?” Elaine asked.
Another set of words appeared below the first faded set. “Okay, well, let’s try the same with this one,” Logan said. He took a deep breath to prepare himself. “Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight.”
Nothing happened.
He tilted his head. “Maybe if I use a deeper tone? Or try to sound like a Beaumont?”
Cherry shrugged. “Maybe. Give it a shot.”
Logan straightened his back and inhaled deeply before speaking in his best impression of a blessed, holy hero of old. “Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight.”
Nothing happened again.
Elaine and Cherry tried again, yet still, nothing. “Oh, this is bullshit,” Cherry complained. “It worked for me last time.”
Nothing.
Logan snapped a picture of the words and sent it in the group chat. Then he called Alpha, who answered immediately. “Hey, how’s Mommy’s good boy?”
“I’ve been better. We’re trying to get into the door, but apparently we need to say these phrases just right and often to get in. Problem is, it’s not recognizing any of our voices as the proper voice. I was thinking maybe some of you gals could give it a try? I’ll put you on speaker and we’ll see what happens?”
“Sure. I’ll give it a shot. Ahem. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight. Gabriel’s golden grimoire glowed gloriously in godlight,” Alpha replied with quick precision.
Her words came through clear, fast, and flawless, and the words on the door lit up golden before fading, revealing a third set. This one was much longer than the first two. Logan snapped another picture and sent it in the main chat. Everyone gave it at least one try, but none of them got it to work. Logan frowned deeply. “Okay, this might sound crazy, but let’s have Akimbo try it.”
“Why not?” Alpha said. “One sec, let me go get him. Huh, I don’t see him anywhere. That’s weird. He might be off napping. How about Logan Jr. instead?”
“Yeah, let’s do that,” Logan agreed.
Logan Jr. came on the line, squeaking happily. “Goodness! I’d love to help. I’ll give it my best shot! Okay, here we go… Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence. Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence. Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence.”
Unsurprisingly, that didn’t work either.
“Maybe if we all say it together at the same time?” Cherry suggested with an exaggerated shrug.
“It’s worth a shot,” Alpha replied over the line. Then, all at once, the entire group said, “Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence. Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence. Blessings bled beneath blinding brilliance, binding broken believers in bands of blazing benevolence.”
The words lit up, and the sound of several mechanisms turning and clinking sounded from the door. It creaked open, revealing a winding staircase that spiraled underground.
Cherry sighed in relief. “Fucking finally!”
Logan smiled brightly. “Hey, it worked. Thanks for lending a mouth, I guess.”
“That’s what she said,” Cherry quipped.
Alpha chuckled but otherwise didn’t acknowledge Cherry’s joke. “Our pleasure. Be safe, and give us a shout if you need more help.”
“Will do. Love you.”
“Love you too.”
Logan hung up as Elaine laughed. “Man, could you imagine if you were a narrator and had to read all that out loud?”
Cherry joined their laughter, but hers quickly turned tired, her words filled with exhaustion. “Hahaha…ha…ha. Uh-huh. That would definitely make me question my life choices…”
Logan, sounding very aggravated, replied, “Yeah, that would suck so much. So. So much. Ahaha. Ha. Ha,” he said with a humorless laugh.
Cherry, having collected herself, glanced down the staircase, her eyes widening. “Whoa,” Cherry breathed. “Who knew they had stuff like this way back then?”
Elaine set a gloved hand on her sword hilt. “Everything the church had on the place mentioned a secret facility for relics and trophies. Some of the stuff sounded impossible to have existed a few hundred years ago. Shoot, the industrial age wasn’t even that far in the past.”
Logan went first, like the sexy, confident, juicy piece of man meat he was, leading them down the cracked metal steps. Cherry stuck close enough to grab his tight ass, which she totally would have done if they weren’t heading down a sketchy staircase. Elaine followed, her grip on her hilt tightening. The air smelled like dust, metal, and old magical wards, and the sound of mechanical clanks and turning gears echoed through the space.
When they reached the bottom, they entered a massive corridor lined with shelves and display cases. Overhead brass lamps provided a soft yellow glow. Cherry blinked at the scene. “It’s like a museum. No staff, unless you count that giant metal fella in the corner?”
That ‘metal fella’ turned out to be a bulky clockwork golem, shaped like a knight’s armor with gears whirring at its joints and a holy cross etched across its chest plate. A smaller golem skittered by, dusting a line of relics under glass. Even though this place had to be centuries old, these automatons kept it perfectly neat.
As soon as they entered, glowing lines from some unseen mechanism above scanned Logan’s body. One of the golems near the entry bent forward, making a mechanical bow. A staticky voice echoed out from the metal automaton, “Beaumont lineage recognized. No one with a body like that could possibly be anything other than a Beaumont. Welcome.”
Logan scratched his head. “Huh, works for me. I kinda thought we’d have to fight our way through here.” He shrugged.
Cherry smirked. “I knew that hunky body of yours was good for something other than fucking our brains out with.” She hugged his waist, ignoring his amused eye roll. 
Elaine cleared her throat, red creeping up her neck. “We should probably be quick. If these things figure out the truth, they might stop acting so pleasant.”
With a nod of agreement, Logan led them farther in. “Let’s see what all is here before we risk taking anything. Who knows what kind of security measures will go off when we start taking things,” he whispered.
Ornate plaques labeled everything in French. Thankfully, the translation spell helped them easily decipher the text. “Sword of Alabaster,” “Shield of the Radiant King,” “Cameo of Lunar Scrying,” and “Lithograph of Draconic Summoning” were just a few of the powerful artifacts put on display as trophies. It was clear that it would take some time to find anything useful and choose priorities of what to take if they were forced to leave in a hurry.
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Cherry — Reunions and Break-ins Part 2
They spent around twenty minutes exploring. The place felt expansive and confining at the same time. Cherry couldn’t help but keep glancing at Logan. One of her earlier smutty books happened to be about a group traveling through an ancient museum, trying to collect artifacts of power. Things quickly turned lewd and the three were having some heated fun on top of a sarcophagus. A thrill built in her stomach at the idea that she could live out another one of her fantasies—or at least a part of one. And when they came to a new room without a single golem in sight, she knew her opportunity had arrived. 
Cherry’s heart pounded with the excitement of what she was about to do. It didn’t matter how many times she tasted his juicy cock, she couldn’t help but want more. She grabbed Logan’s arm and gently pushed him against a wall, her hand pressing against his rock-hard abs through his shirt. She smiled mischievously. “So, baby. This mission hasn’t been as dangerous as we thought. I was thinking that maybe you deserved a little reward for being so beefy that we get to do whatever we want in here.”
She locked eyes with Elaine, whose cheeks flushed as her eyes flashed with a subtle golden light. “There’s no golems around. I’m sure searching can wait a few more minutes, right, babe?”
Elaine glanced from Cherry to Logan and back, the red growing brighter on her cheeks. “I mean… w—well, I don’t know.”
Cherry ran her palm from Logan’s chest down his abs before slipping a hand into the front of his pants. She tongued a fang seductively as she ran her hand along his flaccid member beneath the cloth of his boxers. “You’ve done so much for us, my sweet Sin-namon Roll. You should let us repay the favor.”
Logan gave her a small smile and ran his fingers through Cherry’s raven hair as he scanned the corridor for threats. “You sure this is the right place? We could just wait until we got outside.”
Elaine bit her lip, glancing at a side passage. “It’s risky, but… he did get us in here without a fight,” she admitted quietly. “I suppose maybe he does deserve something for that.” She licked her lips with anticipation as she let her duster jacket slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor.
Cherry’s eyes glowed crimson. “Exactly. We need to give our King the proper treatment he deserves. Come on, Ms. Holy Toy.” She tugged Elaine’s wrist. “Let’s get him good and warmed up first…” She trailed off suggestively.
With a nervous nod, Elaine stepped into Cherry’s embrace. “O—okay. I—I’m not into girls though.”
Cherry winked at her. “Neither am I, babe, but it turns our man on so much that it’s totally worth it.”
Elaine nodded in agreement as she leaned in. Cherry grinned at Logan, whose breaths were coming heavier as he watched. Fuck, she loved seeing how much he enjoyed this. Getting him worked up made it more than worth it to fool around with one of her coven sisters… or a certain sexy holy knight.
Her lips locked with Elaine’s. The brunette was hesitant at first, but as she glanced at Logan and saw the desire growing in his eyes, and his pants, she dove into the kiss with gusto. Their tongues danced as they pulled back, flicking their tongues against one another’s as a teaser to what they’d be doing with them on him soon.
With their bodies pressed together, they moaned into the kiss as they passionately made out solely for the pleasure of their shared man. After a minute or so, Cherry broke the kiss long enough for her gaze to flick down to Logan’s waist. His cock was kicking against his zipper like it was King Leonidas and his zipper was a pompous Persian messenger. She could practically hear its war cry. That’s when she knew he was ready.
Cherry flashed Logan a playful wink before sinking to her knees on the cold stone floor. Elaine followed, albeit nervously. Cherry gave her a reassuring smile. “We’re in this together, babe.” Their hands settled on Logan’s thighs before sliding up. Cherry undid his button while Elaine unzipped his zipper. 
“I can’t believe we’re doing this in the Beaumont Family Archives,” Elaine whispered, glancing at Cherry. “It’s so wrong, but so hot all at the same time,” she swallowed, cheeks blazing. “I just—I want you to feel good, love,” she said with adoring eyes staring up at him.
Cherry and Elaine pulled Logan’s pants down just enough to free his cock—his huge, wonderful cock that Cherry didn’t think even the most legendary of heroes could measure up to. She gave a wicked grin to Elaine, who was nervous but committed.
“Hey babe, you ever had this thick cock in your mouth?” Cherry asked in a husky voice.
Elaine’s blush deepened as she shook her head. “N—no. We’ve only had sex. But I—I’ll try,” she said. “It looks so much… bigger from this position.”
Cherry hummed approval, pressing her lips to his tip. “Mmm, that’s what I like to hear. Don’t worry, Cherry Cola is here to help you out your first time.” She let a soft moan slip as she tasted his precum on her tongue. “MmmMmm. Fuck, baby. You taste so fucking good.”
Elaine breathed unsteadily as she removed her gloves and placed her hand around the base of his shaft. “We need… four hands just to jerk him off,” she whispered, sounding awed. “It’s so… massive.”
They began stroking his length with a synchronized rhythm—four hands gliding up and down while two sets of lips gently kissed the head of his cock. One of Cherry’s hands slipped down into Elaine’s jeans, causing Elaine to squeak with surprise that quickly turned into a moan. “Eeep! What are you…Mmmm. Oh, dear lord forgive me,” she moaned as she slid one of her hands into Cherry’s shorts, returning the favor. 
Cherry moaned as her tongue traced the veins of his shaft, making Logan’s breath catch. Elaine, biting back a gasp, leaned in, opened her mouth, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. She bobbed slowly with inexpert motions, occasionally flicking her tongue.
“See that, baby? Mmmnnh, your holy, righteous, godly woman is so eager to taste your cock that she can’t even wait for instruction. Ahhh, I can’t blame her. Nnnngh, I could live the rest of my life with your incredible cock buried in my throat. Hahh,” Cherry said through breathy moans.
Elaine nodded fervently, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth until it hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag slightly. She coughed and Cherry took over. “Nnnnh. You’re doing great for your first time, babe. Mmmh, watch and learn. Ahh... It’s all about relaxing your throat. Gllkk—mmhf!” Cherry said as she effortlessly swallowed him all the way to the base in one impressive gulp. Logan groaned in delight, the sound filling Cherry with pure joy.
“Holy God above. H—how?” Elaine gasped while gently fondling Logan’s balls.
Cherry smirked internally and decided to have some fun—explaining while she kept sucking—knowing the vibrations would add to his pleasure. “Like this—mmnh—holy girl. You open wide—hahh—line your throat up straight—glkk—just like that. Good—ahh—now breathe through your nose—mmhf—don’t fight it—nngh—and let his cock own your whole fuckin’ neck—gllkk—hahh. It’s not a sin—mmmnn—if you take every inch,” she said with a muffled voice before shooting Elaine a wink.
Cherry slowly pulled off Logan’s cock with a wet pop, a thick strand of saliva still connecting her lips to his tip. She moaned, licking her lips and glancing at Elaine with a wicked grin.
“Mmmhh… here—hahh—now you try,” she panted, stroking the base once before guiding it toward the Holy Knight’s blushing mouth.
Elaine hesitated only for a second, then opened her mouth wide, her eyes glowing brightly golden and filled with determination. She leaned in and sealed her lips around his girth, slowly taking him in, inch by thick inch. Her throat tensed as he pressed against the back of it, and she gagged lightly.
“Mmmph—I… I c-can’t… mmhf—he’s too big,” she managed to choke out around his girth, her voice muffled, her eyes watering.
Cherry smirked, sliding a lock of Elaine’s short hair out of her face.
Elaine gave the biggest nod she could with a cock in her mouth.
Cherry grinned. “Don’t worry, babe. I got you.” She pulled her hand out of Elaine’s shorts and Elaine replaced it with her own. She let Cherry use her head like a sex toy for Logan while diligently rubbing both her and Cherry’s clits at the same time. 
Cherry placed one hand on the back of Elaine’s head, and with a firm but steady grip, pushed—gently but insistently—guiding her down until Logan’s cock vanished into the Holy Knight’s throat. Elaine’s eyes widened as her throat bulged, and her nose pressed against his pelvis.
“There we go—mmmnh,” Cherry cooed. “Nice and deep—ahhh—just like our King deserves—nnnh.”
Elaine pulled off Logan’s cock with a gasp, a thick strand of spit hanging from her lips, onto her chin, and down to her cleavage. Her eyes fluttered half-shut as she panted, cheeks flushed and mouth still open.
“Ahhh—h-heaven above… that felt—Mmm—incredible,” she moaned, licking her lips. “I need more… mmnnh—but I-I need your help, Cherry…”
Cherry giggled softly, already moving behind her. “Don’t worry, babe—hahh—I’ve got your back,” she whispered, brushing Elaine’s hair aside again as she guided her forward.
Elaine opened wide and dropped her head again, this time with less hesitation. She moaned as Logan’s cock slid past her lips and back into her throat. “Mmmhf—mmmnnnh…”
Cherry grinned. “Atta girl.” 
Taking the hint, Cherry gripped a fistful of Elaine’s hair and started moving her—slow at first, then faster, and faster. She pushed her down until Elaine’s nose buried against Logan’s base, then pulled her up just enough for air before slamming her back down again.
“Glk! Glk—hahh! GLKmmmf! Glk! Glk! Glk! Glk! GLk!” Elaine choked and moaned rhythmically as Cherry built up a rapid pace, her movements synced with Logan’s low groans. His hands ran through both of their hair, sending chills down Cherry’s spine as Elaine’s practiced fingers brought her closer to the edge. Logan’s hips began twitching as his breathing grew ragged. He growled, tilting his head back.
Cherry licked her lips and fondled Logan’s balls, feeling them tense more with every thrust of Elaine’s throat. “Mmmnnh—he’s getting close,” Cherry panted. “Feel that, babe? Mmmnh—his balls are tightening—ahhh—fuck—he’s gonna blow soon—nnngh.”
“Please,” Elaine whispered, coming up for air while Cherry two-handed Logan’s cock, using Elaine’s thick saliva as lubrication. 
“Let go for us. Ahh... I want to taste your cum. Mmmh, I want to feel it slide down into my stomach,” Elaine begged.
Cherry’s core was winding like a spring that had been coiled too tight. She sensed the end was near. She desperately wanted to orgasm while he filled her mouth with his seed. She had to work harder if she was going to make that happen.
Cherry’s hands were slick with spit as she stroked Logan’s cock with both fists, twisting them in opposite directions while her mouth hovered just in front of the tip. Strings of saliva connected her and Elaine’s lips to his swollen head and each other. She stared up at him with desperate hunger.
Elaine was on her knees beside her, flushed cheek pressed against Cherry’s as she trembled. She had one hand buried between her thighs and the other between Cherry’s as she frantically rubbed as if her life depended on it. Her breath came in broken gasps as she leaned in closer. Her lips parted and her needy eyes focused on no one but Logan.
“Cum for us, baby—ahhh—please, I wanna taste it—mmmnh—” Cherry moaned, licking her lips. “I need it on my tongue—give it to me—fucking flood my mouth, Chubby Cock—fuck, please—mmhf—give me all of it!”
Elaine whined, fingers moving faster against her soaked pussy. “Logan—please—ahhh, yes—fill me, I wanna taste it—fuck—I want it inside—nnngh—I’m gonna cum, please—please cum with me—give it to us!” she cried out with a shaky voice.
Cherry leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock, letting it smear across her lips as she moaned again. “Paint me with it—hahh—mmnnh, cover my face—I wanna be marked by you—make a mess, baby, fuck, please, please—cum for us—ahhh!”
Elaine cried out as her body tensed and her thighs shook. “Bless me with it—hahhh—like a good little holy slut—mmmnh—fuck—I need it, I need it, love—mmmff—I want your cum more than anything!”
Logan’s cock twitched violently in Cherry’s grip, and she felt it. She grinned through another moan and picked up the pace, jerking him harder and faster.
“He’s twitching—ahhh—he’s close—yes, yes, cum for us—explode for us, baby—mmmnn, let us drown in it—let us worship it!”
Elaine let out a strangled cry as her orgasm hit, her body buckling forward against Logan’s leg.
“I’m cumming—oh fuck—I’m cumming, please, Logan, do it with me—ahhhnn—I want your cock to throb while you fill us—please!”
Cherry kept going, refusing to let up, her thighs clenching as her own orgasm began alongside Elaine’s.
“I’m gonna scream if I don’t taste it—mmmhh—give it to me—give it to both of us—ahhh, fuck—let us feel your cum, let us live in it—mmnnh!”
Logan’s groan rumbled from deep in his chest as his cock jerked violently between Cherry’s hands, ready to erupt.
Then… it happened.
The first hot rope of cum erupted from his tip, hitting Cherry square on the tongue. She gasped, then immediately moaned, “Mmmhh—yes—fuck, yes,” as the next burst painted her throat. It overflowed past her lips, dripping down her chin in thick, pearly streams.
Elaine let out a desperate whimper and leaned in, lips open, eyes locked on Logan’s cock. The next blast hit her cheek and smeared across her lips. She moaned shamelessly, licking it from her skin, trembling as another spurt struck her mouth, and she welcomed it inside.
“So much,” she gasped, “ahhh—fuck—it’s so hot—mmmnh—I can taste him—it’s perfect!”
Cherry never stopped stroking with both hands, milking him through it with half-lidded eyes. She stretched out her tongue as more thick ropes sprayed her face and breasts. She moaned nonstop, dripping with need and satisfaction. “Yes—hahh—keep going, baby—keep cumming for us, don’t stop—fill us, cover us—give us everything—ahhh, fuck!”
Elaine swallowed around the next load that hit her tongue, moaning through it as her fingers trembled between her thighs, still riding the last waves of her climax. “More—Logan, please—more—god, I need it—mmmph!” The next thick spurt hit the back of her throat, and she choked on it slightly, then swallowed greedily, eyes fluttering.
Cherry leaned in, letting her tongue trail up Logan’s shaft, licking up the mess she’d helped create. “Fuck, babe… you came like a fucking god… we’re soaked… I love it—mmmhh—I fucking love it…” she said with her mouth still full.
The girls stayed close, moaning, licking, sucking and gasping. Their faces and mouths were coated, and their bodies trembling with shared aftershocks of lust and satisfaction.
Elaine blinked slowly, still swallowing small dribbles from her lips. Her voice was soft and dazed, “I’ve never… tasted anything so good as Logan’s fresh cum. I want this again. I want it every day.”
Cherry giggled, dragging her finger across several streaks of cum on her chest and face. “You did amazing for your first time sucking cock, babe.”
“I second that,” Logan said, sounding like a man that just worked a forty-hour work week in two days.
Cherry licked the prize she collected from her hands and opened her mouth as wide as she could, showing Logan her cream-filled mouth. “Ahhhhh.”
She realized her mistake too late, as a small caretaker golem came around the corner at that moment, spotting the fangs sticking out of her mouth. A flap of metal atop its head popped open and a little red light shot up, spinning in a circle. Its little crackling voice came out with a fearful tone. “Alert! Alert! Alert! Vampire detected. Vampire detected. Initiate defensive protocols! Alert! Alert! Alert!” It turned and sped off back the way it came. An instant later, lights began flashing all around them. The alarm blared, echoing off the walls.
Cherry’s heart raced. “Fuck! I’m sorry, baby!” she cried out, quickly casting a spell to clean them all up. Logan hurriedly put his dick away while the ladies shot to their feet. 
Elaine snatched her duster, put it on, and drew her sword. “Let’s be honest, they were going to catch on soon anyway. All it took was one of them seeing you smile.”
“She’s right, it’s not your fault. We all wanted to have some fun. We’re already basically at the end of the vault anyway, and we have our priority picks. Let’s grab them and get out of here,” Logan said, cupping Cherry’s cheek.
Cherry leaned into the touch, his hand sending warmth throughout her entire being. She still felt a little bad that she was the reason they got caught, but they were right, it couldn’t be helped. No one had expected golems, let alone ones in such good shape after hundreds of years. 
Constructs began whirring into action and running at them from both sides of the corridor. Their eye sockets glowed golden, and slots on the walls opened up, revealing large, loaded crossbows that poked out and aimed directly at them.
Spikes popped out of the defensive golems’ arms as they lifted maces and shields. Cherry held her hands out to both sides and shouted, “Vampierec scheld!” A red barrier formed around them as crossbow bolts loosed. The sharpened tips nearly reached the barrier when red lines attached to each of them from the transparent shield. Each arrow slowed to a crawl before clattering to the ground, her barrier sucking the momentum out of the bolts.  
Logan and Elaine darted forward, making quick work of the mechanical caretakers in front of them. Cherry ran to the closest artifact, not even paying attention to what it was, and snatched it up, quickly storing it in her dimensional storage space. She continued to go from one to another as Logan and Elaine paved the way forward. They didn’t give the ones behind a chance to catch up. 
Once they were halfway through emptying out the museum, a new alarm blared and the walls began to shake. A staticky, synthetic, regal voice sounded over the old speakers. “Initiating self-destruct sequence. You have approximately thirty seconds before you die. I suggest you use it to pray to our lord for forgiveness. May he show you mercy, because this facility will not.”
“Oh, shit. That’s not good,” Logan said. “Snatch and run! No stopping for anything. If you can’t grab it quickly then leave it behind!”
“You got it, baby!” Cherry shouted, her heart pounding as adrenaline shot through her veins.
The golems halted their attacks, each one beginning to shake, the golden light in their eyes growing brighter by the second. They sprinted through the halls, ignoring the unmoving golems, and grabbed whatever they could while on the go. Time was running short. Cherry hopped on her broom and began flying in a spiral up the staircase. Logan grabbed Elaine, carrying her up the steps while staying hot on Cherry’s heels. Cherry burst from the opening and into the air, Logan doing the same—except rather than flying, like she was, he’d simply jumped.
The trio landed fifty feet from the entrance. Just as their feet hit the ground a massive tremor shook the land. A burst of golden flame shot a hundred feet into the air from the opening before a portion of the hill collapsed in on itself.
Cherry panted from the sudden rush, before laughing. “Wooo! Nothing to remind you you’re alive than almost dying. Am I right, babe?”
Elaine’s face was pale, but she reached up and gave Cherry a high-five anyway. “Y—yeah. I guess.”
Logan pulled them both into a tight hug. “I’m glad you’re both alright. Things got a little hairier than I thought they would. Who knew they had a massive holy self-destruct as their last line of defense?”
Elaine shook her head against him. “There was nothing about it in the church’s documents, or what little the church had on the place, anyway.
Cherry leaned against his hard, muscular chest, sighing contentedly. “We had a good haul.”
Logan sighed, but not for the same reason as Cherry. “We did. A lot of that could be very useful in the future, but nothing looked like it would give me the immediate boost or advantage I was hoping for. We’ll just have to think of something else.” 
They broke the hug and Logan stared into each of their eyes, lovingly cupping their cheeks. “But that can wait. For now, let’s just spend another moment being thankful that no one was hurt.”
Cherry and Elaine wrapped their man up in another tight hug. Cherry’s heart burst with joy as the all-too-familiar butterflies flitted throughout her stomach every time she was near him. Despite all that had happened in the last few minutes, the only thing on her mind was how fucking much she loved her glorious Chubby Cock.






Chapter 20









Squeaks & Logan — Loot and Clubbing
Squeaks pressed her fingertips against her temples and let out a small sigh. “I don’t know how they got so much out while rushing like they were,” she mumbled. She looked across the penthouse’s living room, where ancient scrolls, battered Grimoires, and crates of mostly useless relics sat. It seemed that the Beaumonts destroyed most of the truly powerful and dangerous items and kept all of this as trophies. She’d been at it all day—checking items off and helping Novella update their digital logs all while making sure she didn’t get cursed in the process. 
Flicking her eyes back to the small chest she’d been counting gold coins from, Squeaks allowed herself a tiny smile. Almost done, she thought. Only a handful of coins left to count, then I can move on to something more fun. Despite her thoughts, she liked having a job to focus on—it helped pass the time. 
Squeaks couldn’t help it as her thoughts drifted to distant memories. She and Alpha had grown up practically inseparable because Squeaks’s mom was babysitting that ambitious redhead a lot. They’d forged a friendship so strong that some people asked if they were sisters, ignoring the fact that they looked nothing alike.
Alpha and Squeaks had big dreams of building their own coven. Back then, life had seemed so simple, and it felt like nothing could tear them apart. However, when the time came, Squeaks had declined to join Alpha’s coven. Something about being subordinate to her best friend didn’t sit right with Squeaks. She didn’t want to risk messing up their lifetime of friendship. So she’d gotten a job at Hot Topic instead. It provided security from other covens trying to make her join them, and an admittedly cushy paycheck.
It was only when Squeaks met Logan that her perspective changed. The first time she spotted him while she was on shift, she’d nearly dropped a Lesser Familiar egg. Logan had an easygoing charm and a body that could make her sweat. Not to mention her heart fluttered each time he smiled at her. So when the day finally came and he extended that invitation—she knew what she wanted. 
She’d never regretted that choice. It let her stand shoulder to shoulder with Alpha without risking their friendship. The fact that she was with Logan, the love of her life, meant she got to have her cake and eat it too.
“Hey, Squeaks?” Cherry’s voice rang out, pulling her back to reality. “Were you trying to give Logan a little head?” She asked with a smirk as she held up a shrunken head. The eyes were still open and it looked around frantically, but its mouth was sewn shut, so it couldn’t talk. “How bout it, babe?” Cherry winked as she held the small head by the hair, swinging it like a pendulum.
Squeaks snorted out a laugh. “If I was giving Logan head, I sure as heck wouldn’t be using that thing to do it.”
“Thank god,” Logan muttered.
Demonique made a disgusted face as she examined it. She was dressed like Halo today—a huge pillow stuffed in her shirt and all. Squeaks thought it was adorable. “Jeepers malarky. Even if the mouth wasn’t sewn shut, there’s no way Logan’s fat cock would fit in that thing.”
“Malarky doesn’t really work there,” Diet muttered.
Logan shuddered. “That’s a horrible mental picture. Thanks for that,” he said sarcastically with a playful roll of his eyes.
Demonique ignored him and kept talking. “Seriously, Logan’s cock is so fat that it files taxes separately.”
Cherry giggled. “His chubby cock is so fat that when he wears shorts, it looks like he’s smuggling Thanksgiving dinner.”
“Logan’s cock is so fat that TLC offered it its own show called My 600lb Shaft,” Fantasia playfully added.
Arachna snickered. “Logan’s cock is so fat that the Nutty Professor offered it some of his potion and said, ‘Here, you need this more than I do.’” 
Logan shook his head, muttering. “Wow… And here I thought we were past all this body shaming.” 
Diet giggled. “You gals are right. Logan’s excessively, morbidly obese cock should get on a diet. And since I’m the only Diet in the room…” she let the sentence hang and waggled her brows at Logan, who chuckled.
Cherry gave Diet a high five. “Good one, not-sis!”
Once the laughter died down, everyone got back to the task at hand, discussing the various magical artifacts.
Across the hotel suite, Alpha knelt by a half-open crate full of old potion bottles. “I’ve got an entire stash of full alchemy flasks here—some of these labels are in the elder witch dialect. It’s the language the ancient language originated from.”
Elaine glanced up from a trunk of sealed scrolls. “Is that the same weird script I found on the trunk over here? Because I can only make out bits and pieces of it—it’s something about booby-trap runes.”
“Jesus Christ,” Rose chimed in, annoyed. She was sitting on a stool with a dusty grimoire open in her lap. “Why would anyone want to trap their freakin’ boobies?” Her large water bottle appeared in her hand and she took a deep sip which caused more flowers in her hair to bloom. “The last thing I want is for my sweet Logy pooh to want a titty job and end up with that fat cock caught in a trap.”
Halo sat cross-legged on the floor, examining a golden device that reminded Squeaks of a popcorn machine. She sighed and adjusted her cat ear headband. “Cheese and rice, Rose. That’s not what booby trap means.” She gave her large pregnant belly a rub. “Why couldn’t there be some ancient enchanted pancake maker in here? Could you imagine how awesome that would be?”
Novella typed notes into her tablet, her posture impeccably straight and her glasses meticulously adjusted. “If there was one, I’m sure the pancakes wouldn’t be nearly as delicious as yours.”
Halo’s wings fluttered happily as her eyes glistened. “Aww shucks. You’re so gosh darn sweet! I—I love you so much! But… I can’t get up to hug you! WAhhhh!” she suddenly shouted as she broke down in tears. 
“Shhh. There there, dear,” Mother Dearest said, crouching down to hug and pat the blonde pigtailed witch on the back comfortingly. “I’ll help you stand so you can hug her. Alright?”
Halo sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand as she nodded. “O—okay…”
Squeaks, used to these emotional outbursts, sat the last relic back on its purple velvet  pillow and blew out a satisfied breath. “Okay, that’s it for the final one. Y’all found some interesting stuff yesterday.” She shook her head, putting her hands on her hips. “But I don’t see any game-changing artifacts that’ll help Logan guarantee a victory in the duel.”
“So this whole trip was for nothing?” Chilla asked, crossing her arms.
Mallison shook her head, her face its usual expressionless mask. “Not for nothing. We retrieved many items that will be useful in the future.”
“Useful if we win, you mean,” Chilla argued.
Elaine frowned deeply. “Logan will win. We all know that. You can’t let your fears get the better of you.”
“I’m not scared!” Chilla scowled. Then a blush colored her cheeks. “It’s not like I’m afraid of losing Logan or anything. You act like we couldn’t live without him. You—you…” she trailed off, unable to meet anyone’s eyes. Her shoulders slumped and she tried to discreetly wipe a tear from her cheek. 
Logan was there in a flash, taking her into his arms. She melted into his hug and let it out, softly crying against his shoulder. “I can’t. I can’t go back to the way life was. You have to win, Logan. You just have to. We need you… I—I need you.”
He ran his hands over her short blue hair and kissed her forehead. “Don’t worry. Whether we find an artifact to help or not, you know I’d never let you girls down. All we’re looking for is insurance to try and leave nothing up to chance. Okay?”
She nodded up at him before pulling herself tighter against him.
Once things calmed down, Alpha closed the crate she’d been examining with a sigh. “It’s too bad we didn’t find anything substantial. I guess it is what it is.”
“Look on the bright side,” Arachna offered, tapping a random artifact with one of her spider legs. “We found some fun new toys.” She shrugged.
Squeaks dusted off her hands before she froze—a light bulb practically turning on over her head. “Wait, who’s got the Lunar Amulet these days?” She recalled how the amulet’s buff worked. It was like a magical fountain—the power trickled throughout the coven from the top to the bottom. The coven’s leader always got the most potent boost—assuming they were in possession of the amulet.
Alpha’s face went blank for half a second, then she let out a groan. Her ears flattened as she fell back against the couch. “Ohh shit... I still have it in my transdimensional storage. I forgot…” She raked a hand down her face. 
“Jesus freakin’ Christ, Alpha! Are you saying you forgot to give Logan the amulet when you passed the coven over to him?” Rose asked.
Alpha groaned again. “I know! There was so much going on, I’d just been kidnapped and things kept getting crazy with witches trying to kill us. I never thought about it.”
Logan tilted his head. “I’m not sure I follow. We’ve been getting the boost this whole time, I’ve felt it.”
Squeaks shook her head, giving Logan a sympathetic smile. “You don’t get it, Handsome. You’ll be able to feel the empowerment the coven gets because you’re connected, but you’re at the top of the food chain. Alpha had it because she’d get the biggest buff and it would spread from her into the rest of the coven. As the former leader, she’s been spreading that buff to the rest of us, but it won’t go upward. You need to have it for it to make a real difference.”
Alpha summoned the lunar amulet from her storage and tossed it across the room to Logan. “Mommy’s so sorry. Can my good boy forgive me?”
He deftly caught it, and his eyes went wide as the amulet began glowing brightly. “Wow… That’s… phew. That’s a big boost. It’s not even a completely full moon tonight,” he breathed before looking up at Alpha with a reassuring smile. “Of course you’re forgiven. I wasn’t even angry in the first place.”
Demonique quirked a brow as she tightened her pigtails as all the girls stared at one another. “Golly gee. Is it just me, or did that buff just get substantially stronger? Like, way stronger than it should be? This is the bee’s pajamas.” She made her fake angel wings shake with excitement.
“It’s cat’s pajamas or bee’s knees,” Novella helpfully pointed out.
“It must have something to do with Logan being the Coven King,” Mother said thoughtfully. “Nothing else makes sense.”
“Hell yeah! Who cares why,” Cherry shouted, throwing a fist in the air. “This feels amazing! We’re definitely gonna choke some witches now!”
With her declaration, all the witches in the room grew just as excited. Logan hugged Alpha, reassuring her that he wasn’t upset while giving her a quick belly rub. Alpha’s tail wagged furiously, making Squeaks giggle. 
Logan soon approached Squeaks, wrapping her up in a hug. As his muscular arms enveloped her, the Mouse Witch snuggled into his chest. He held her lovingly in his arms, and her tail curled possessively around his waist. He smiled down at her. “Amazing thinking. You’ll get to choose your reward for this. Anything you want.”
She bit her lip, feeling the heat rushing to her cheeks as butterflies flitted about her stomach. “I’ll call in that favor later, Handsome.”
“Fair enough,” he said as his phone buzzed. He pulled away from her enough to snag it from his pocket. As he looked at the screen, his brows furrowed. “It’s Otto…” he said as he answered the phone and put it on speaker while holding a finger to his lips, requesting silence. “Hey, Otto. What’s up?”
“Logan!” Otto’s voice came excitedly through the speaker. Then his voice suddenly turned casual… almost too casual, according to Squeaks’s ears. “I vas vondering vhen you vould be returning to Deutschland?”
Logan checked the time on the phone. “Our train leaves in a couple of hours. So we should be back before it gets too late tonight.”
“Oh, ja? Zhat is good news! I vas hoping zhat, in zhe spirit of good sportsmanship, you and I could perhaps enjoy a guys’ night at zhe club tonight. Vouldn’t zhat be wunderbar?”
Logan considered that for a moment. “A guys’ night, huh? I think it sounds like fun, but I don’t think the girls would let me get away with going alone.”
“Ya damn right about that, baby,” Cherry called out.
“Verdammte Schwanzblocker,” Otto grumbled in German. Squeaks’s German was really rusty. She hadn’t needed to use it at Hot Topic for a long time, but she was pretty sure that was slang for something like, ‘damn cock blockers’. Though, she couldn’t be sure. Regardless, that solidified that she definitely wasn’t letting Logan go alone.
“What’s that?” Logan asked, his nose scrunching up.
Otto laughed nervously. “Zhat? Ach, zhat is nozhing. Bring a few of zhe girls if you must—just not too many. It vill be difficult to hold manly conversations vhen ve are surrounded by vomen, ja?”
Logan smiled and nodded. “Oh, I see what you mean. Yeah, I’ll keep the numbers low. Just text me the details, and I’ll meet you there.”
Squeaks knew the magical contract meant that Otto couldn’t plan anything that might be a trick or a trap to cause harm to Logan, so accepting was fine. But as soon as Logan and Otto hung up, she pulled herself closer to Logan’s body again. “You know I’m going with you, right Handsome?”
He smirked. “Is that your reward?”
She shook her head. “Nope. You’ll know when I want my reward.”
He nodded. “That’s fair. It’s your turn to head out with me anyway. What do you gals say we get this stuff packed up so we can get on the road tonight? Looks like I’ve got some diplomatic relations work to do.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Diet, Illumina, Squeaks, and I climbed out of the cab and onto the city sidewalk in front of an old red brick building. A large neon sign read, Nachtfarben. A long line of people stretched around the corner from the entry where Otto was waiting. This was clearly a mundane nightclub without a single witch other than my own in sight. I didn’t even feel an ounce of magic coming from the building. 
My fellow Coven King was wearing a sleeveless, neon pink, mesh shirt with a subtle hint of glitter and tight leather pants that really emphasized his build. I had to hand it to him, one had to be extremely secure in their sexuality to pull off a look like that—especially with his shiny black high-heeled boots and neon bracelets. 
“Wow,” Diet said, inspecting the place. “If we couldn’t tell before it’s pretty obvious now.”
“What’s obvious now?” I asked as we walked down the sidewalk.
“That Otto is gay,” Illumina stated simply like it was obvious.
Sure, the choker might have been a bit much, but Otto’s style wasn’t much different from the other people out front. “Nah. Look.” I pointed at the line of people. “Tons of Europeans dress like that.”
“Right…” Squeaks said skeptically. 
I ignored her skepticism as I greeted Otto with a smile, offering my hand.
He slapped my hand away and hugged me before exaggeratedly kissing me once on each cheek. “Logan! You made it! Muah! Muah! Come, mein Freund.” As if only just now noticing the girls, he added, “Oh, und hallo to you as vell.”
It was a bit weird as far as greetings go, but Europeans had their customs, and I figured, ‘When in Rome...’
The four of us walked right up to the door, bypassing the line entirely. The doorman put up a hand to stop me. Oddly, he was eyeing the girls like they didn’t belong. Before he could say anything, Otto patted him on the chest. “Relax, Teddy Bear. Zhey are vith me.”
The tall, blond-haired, muscular doorman blushed and allowed us to enter.  
The club was exactly what you’d expect—chaotic, sweaty, and lit with swirling strobe lights. The DJ played some bass-heavy techno tracks with a beat made for dancing. The dance floor was full of mostly men, but I spotted a few women here and there. Though, I noted most of them had quite the athletic build. Germans must work out a lot, I thought. 
Otto ushered us into a roped-off lounge area where the music was a lot quieter and insisted on picking up the tab. I took a seat on a semicircular couch. Squeaks slid in close on my left while Otto took the spot on my right.
We ordered drinks—which wouldn’t do much for us since our bodies were far more resistant to the poison of alcohol than normal mortals. 
Illumina wrinkled her nose as she received hers. “I see your plans now, My King. You wish to make me drink until I am drunk, then take advantage of me as you force me to make love to you atop the DJ’s turntable in front of everyone. Disgusting. You are lucky that I will only do it because I am your contractually obligated sexual plaything.” 
The girls began chatting among themselves, probably plotting how to secretly fuck me in the club without Otto noticing. Meanwhile, Otto cleared his throat. “Ahem. Like zhat lunch at your penthouse, I vanted to… ah… return zhe kindness. A gesture of good faith. Und maybe try to get to know you a little better, ja?” he said, sounding nervous.
Diet snorted softly. “More like try to get in his pants.”
Otto’s lips tightened, his cheeks flushing pink. “Nein, I vas just… ach.” He let out a breath. “Not everyzing has to be sexual.”
“Diet,” I said in a chiding tone.
Diet’s shoulders slumped as her lips jutted out in a pout. “Sorry, Otto.”
“It is okay,” Otto said as he slowly spun his glass on the table with his fingertips, shadows covering his eyes.
I took a sip of my whiskey. It was the first time I’d had any in a long time. I didn’t even feel the burn as it made its way to my stomach like I used to. “You wanted to talk about something more personal,” I guessed, remembering the odd nervousness in his voice when he called. “I’ll listen to whatever you’ve got to say.”
His expression shifted several times as he tried to appear confident, only to quickly become nervous again, then to fear, maybe, or regret. “I listened to your story… from The Witching Hour recording. You know ze kind of struggles I’ve had—being a man, born from a vitch.”
I nodded and remained silent.
“Vell, my mozher hid me from ze ozher vitches so zhey vouldn’t kill or enslave me. But one day, vhen I vas only zhree, a small coven found out. Ve had to run.”
He paused, swallowing hard. “My mozher fought zhem off so Fria und I had time to flee. Zhey killed her.”
He looked down for a moment and stared at the liquid in his glass. “After zhat, my sister maintained ze concealment spell, day und night, for years—just to keep my presence hidden. I vas too young to remember our mozher, but Fria… she vas seven vhen she died. She remembered everyzhing.”
His voice dropped. “Ve tried to hide. To live peacefully. But zhat coven… zhey had already spread ze vord. And Fria—she couldn’t live as a vitch vithout risking to expose me.”
The girls and I listened intently to every word. My instincts told me that he was telling the truth, and he was right, I could understand. While I grew up without the knowledge that I would have been either murdered or enslaved without Mother Dearest’s protection spells, that didn’t mean my life had been easy. As an orphan I had many older people trying to take advantage of me—using me to rob places for them since I could fit into tight spaces they couldn’t. Some even tried to kill me afterward. Others tried to target me because I had information that could get them arrested if I ever told the cops. Both of us grew up living hard lives with a strong woman watching over us and keeping us safe.
Otto continued, “One day, Fria decided zhat enough vas enough. She understood zhat power vas ze only thing zhat could save us. She formed a coven—und made me her Familiar.”
He let out a hollow laugh. “She eventually put me up as ze official leader, but she’s ze real power. You see… I owe her my life. She has alvays been zhere for me, und I know zhat she alvays vill be.”
Illumina’s voice was cool as she replied, “So because you owe her, you do as she commands, no matter how awful?”
He flinched and took a swig of his drink. “She… she is my older sister. She knows vhat’s best for me. I trust her—even if I don’t alvays like ze decisions she makes.”
He sighed, voice softening. “Look, ze point is…” He knocked back the rest of his glass and motioned for a server to bring him another. After a short pause, he spoke again. “Fria is angry. Und scared. She’s been mean to ozhers for so long because… because she doesn’t know any ozher vay to survive. Or to keep me alive.”
His eyes remained fixed on the table. “Our duel is in a few days. Und I am not a fool—I know it might be ze last. I have no intention of losing, und I vill fight you vith everyzing I have…”
He looked up with a resigned expression.
“But if I do lose, you vill most likely kill me. Because you’d have to. I’d be too dangerous to leave alive… too much of a threat to your coven.”
“Otto, I—” I tried, but he held up a hand to stop me. 
“Nein. I have accepted zhis truth. I do not blame you. I am ze one who brought zhis trouble to your door, after all. I knew ze risks going in.”
He took a breath, then looked me in the eyes. “Still… I ask. Should I lose, und it is my time to leave zhis vorld… Please—don’t kill my sister.”
I was speechless. I just sat there for a moment in stunned silence. Just like him, I too had no expectations of losing. It didn’t seem like a possibility, but crazy and unexpected things happen sometimes. I already wouldn’t have killed his sister—like the rest of his witches, if I won they would join me per the rules of the contest, but then I planned to allow them to go free if they wanted to. It almost felt wrong to take advantage of such an honest plea, but I had to do what was right for my girls. So, I nodded. “I won’t kill or enslave her on one condition.”
“Vhat condition?” 
“I won’t kill Fria, if you agree not to kill or enslave my girls and children no matter what Fria says—if you somehow win the next two rounds.”
The girls looked at me with mixed emotions. 
Otto stared at me for a long moment before nodding. “I agree.”
I smiled. “Otto, you’re not a bad guy. In fact, I kinda like you.”
Otto blushed. “Neizher are you, Logan. Und, I like you too.”
Diet pointedly coughed, but I wasn’t done talking yet. “Whatever happens after tonight, I really hope that you’ll start to think for yourself and treat your witches better. I’m sure your sister cares about you, but you’re too good to let yourself be used like that.”
My words were harsh but true. Despite or because of their authenticity, Otto quickly became upset. He abruptly worked his way out of the booth and stood. “If ve are done here… I’ll take my leave.” He said nothing as he stormed off with a huff.
The girls and I filed out of the bar and hailed a cab to head back to our new hotel suite in Germany. Once we were settled in, Squeaks said, “So that’s what a gay bar is like, huh?”
I frowned. “What are you talking about? There were lots of guys and girls dancing together in there.”
Diet snickered. “You mean all those guys and drag queens?”
“I—” I started before abruptly closing my mouth and thinking about it—a lot of those girls did seem a bit more masculine than I’d expected. “Are you sure? My eyes were mainly fixed on you gals and Otto.”
Illumina sighed. “My King, when will you finally admit that Otto is gay?”
“Oh, c’mon, we’ve been over this. You shouldn’t judge him by his appearance,” I said as my phone buzzed with a text. It was from Otto.
Otto: Logan, baby, I’m so sorry I stormed off like that. I got emotional. You’ll forgive me, won’t you? Neon Green Heart, Pouty Face.
I coughed and tucked my phone back in my pocket. “Ahem. Okay… So, maybe you girls have a point.”
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Logan — This Could Be The End
I stood stoically in the tunnel, looking out across the wet sand as the deluge of rain continued to fall from the night sky above. I wore nothing but my loincloth. Did I hope it might distract Otto and give me an advantage during the duel now that I was 72% sure of his sexual preference? Yes. Was it shameless? Yes. Did I care when my women’s and children’s futures were at stake? Nope. 
Otto’s coven had done an incredible job of establishing an outdoor arena in the German countryside—made to look nearly identical to the Roman Colosseum if it were fully restored—only smaller and without the hypogeum. That was the holding area beneath the constructed arena floor where they held gladiators and animals before matches. 
There were enough stands in the amphitheater to accommodate the thousands of witches from each coven. Large, enchanted canvas tarps protected the stands from the rain, sending it outward to the fields beyond while nothing stopped the rain from crashing down on the oval arena where Otto and I would soon fight.
Spotlights shone down on the arena floor where Fria would announce what could be the final challenge in the Coven King Tournament at any moment. The tunnels were positioned opposite one another across the wider stretch of the oval and had a seven-inch drop that stepped down onto the arena floor itself. This design allowed the heavy rain to slowly pool. It already created several small puddles in the sand, and the downpour didn’t appear to be stopping anytime soon.
Lightning flashed across the sky, followed by the low rumbling thunder, making the world as bright as daytime if only just for an instant. It was almost like the gods knew this could be the final battle and had set the stage accordingly.
I’d almost called the fight off, knowing that would be counted as a forfeit, because Halo said she was having contractions. However, Mother was there right away and confirmed they were only Braxton Hicks, or false, contractions.  Giving up one round here wouldn’t have been the end of the world. Though, I was glad I didn’t have to. The score was four to three in our favor, after all.
I’d already handed out hugs and kisses to the inner circle, and all but one of them were sitting in the  front row, cheering with the rest of the witches. Only Cherry remained with me, acting as my corner person. Her main task was to keep an eye out for any potential trickery or deception by the opposing witches before the battle began. No matter the reason, I was glad she was here.
Cherry rested a hand on my shoulder, looking up at me solemnly. “Are you ready for this, baby?”
I smiled down at her, portraying far more confidence than I felt. Anxious butterflies flitted about my stomach, but I did my best not to let my nerves get to me. Because our team reached four wins first and triggered the duel challenge, Otto’s coven was allowed to set the terms. They chose a battle with holy blades only. We couldn’t use any of our forms or any other enchanted items, which meant I couldn’t even wear my rings. Fortunately, the rules didn’t include anything about artifacts that empowered your entire coven, and even if the Lunar Amulet was in my transdimensional storage, its effects still persisted.
I was no expert with swords, and holy blades were the only real weapons that could hurt or kill Otto and me—until one of us absorbed the other’s coven, that is. Then, I suspected, whoever won would be strong enough that not even a holy blade could hurt them. That’s not to say one of us would be invincible, just insanely hard to kill.
Before earlier today, I had relied solely on my enhanced speed and senses to keep the upper hand when wielding a melee weapon in past fights. Unfortunately, I wouldn’t have nearly as big of an advantage on that front when battling Otto, since he gained enhanced speed, strength, and senses when first becoming a Greater Familiar. 
With that in mind, earlier in the day I spent a few hours in the time chamber with several downloaded videos on how to sword fight. That translated to a few weeks of non-stop sword training. While I was certainly no closer to becoming a master with the sword, I was far more familiar with the basics.
Looking into Cherry’s confident, loving crimson eyes, I nodded. “Yes. I’m ready for this.”
She nodded back and we both turned to face the arena as Fria came out, giving a small speech that was clearly meant to hype up the crowd in Otto’s favor. She was definitely taking liberties with her job as the announcer for the duel. The rain and thunder relentlessly continued.
Was it smart for two men to go outside waving metal around during a lightning storm in what was quickly becoming a small pool of water? No, absolutely not. But at this point, both of us were so strong that I don’t think a single lightning strike could kill either of us.
“Hey, did Alpha find Akimbo yet? It’s not like him to be gone this long,” I asked.
Cherry shook her head, a deep frown on her lips. “Nope. But she said she can feel that he’s close, unafraid, and unharmed. So she figures he just wants some time alone. She thinks he’s pretty upset still for that disqualification earlier in the contest.”
I nodded. “That makes sense. While he might be a little asshole, he’s still a member of our family, and I hope he can get over that sooner rather than later.”
“We keep reassuring him that it wasn’t his fault, but you know Akimbo. If he’s anything it’s stubborn.”
I nodded and we listened to some of Fria’s speech. It was a bunch of crap and lies about Otto trying to free them from my oppression or something like that. My witches clearly weren’t buying it.
“Cherry,” I eventually said without pulling my gaze away from Fria’s speech. “Do you ever wonder if our lives are just a story?”
Cherry chuckled nervously. “N-no. W-why would you think that?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess when you have a few moments like these, where you feel like you’re coming up on a big climax—no pun intended—it just makes you wonder.”
She blew a raspberry. “Sppt! Naw. Worrying about something like that would be pointless. Plus, think about it, if this were a story wouldn’t the writer have made the score four to four, putting everything on the line for one last, epic battle?”
I nodded. She had a point. “Well, that can still happen,” I pointed out.
“No way, you’ve got this, baby. Ain’t no way you lose this one. You love us too much to do anything less than win.”
I grinned. “That’s true.” Rolling my shoulders, I said, “Besides, if our lives were just some story, the author would have made it an underdog story. This entire matchup would have been televised to the world with casters and analysts. Our team, consisting of you girls being the gorgeous misfits and me being the reluctant but amazing team captain, would be a walking PR nightmare that the people seem to love. I’d keep trying to make you gals compete in conventional ways, but later realize that our only shot at winning is to embrace who you girls are both in the arena and in the sheets.”
I held up my hands like I was framing a picture that wasn’t there. “Can you imagine it? It would be equal parts sports drama, comedy, action-packed fantasy, and horny hijinks—where the stakes are high, the enemies are deadly, and the post-game interviews are just as crazy as the battles themselves.”
“That’s X-Treme American Dungeon League…” Cherry muttered.
“What’s that?” I asked, turning my head to face her with a frown. I was so caught up in my ridiculous daydream that I barely caught what she said.
Cherry’s eyes went wide as she glanced around to see if anyone was looking. “What was what?”
“Did you say X-treme—” 
Cherry laughed nervously and waved my question away before I could even finish it. “Ahaha. Ha. It’s nothing, don’t worry about it, baby. It’s just something people can find on Amazon.com if they’re looking for a fun new read.” Then she suddenly pushed me out of the tunnel before I could get clarification on what she meant. “Oh! Look at the time. Your duel is starting! You’ve got this, Chubby Cock! I believe in you!”
Stumbling into the arena, I put Cherry’s odd joke that sounded suspiciously like a shameless advertisement soundly out of my mind. I needed to focus. Rain poured down on me, soaking my body and loin cloth instantly. My muscular form looked far more impressive in this… uh, outfit, I guess, than the last time I wore it.
Otto came from the opposite tunnel, wearing a full-body leather suit with seemingly random silver buckles all over it. Both of our hair stuck to our skin as the wind blew, lightning flashed, and thunder rolled. We met in the middle of the arena. The water had already risen a few inches, covering my feet and ankles. 
Well, there goes my plan for my feet to distract him. Unless I make it incredibly obvious… I thought as I slowly began lifting one leg.
Otto frowned, his eyes not leaving mine. “I hef trained wigorously to avoid looking down. So as regretful as it may be... your feet vill not vin you zis battle.”
I simply nodded, having anticipated that possibility. “Very well.” I held out my hand. “May the best Coven King win.”
Otto shook it. His wrist was limp, but his grip was firm. “Ja. Best of luck to you… mein Freund?”
His words finished like a question. While I didn’t speak German fluently, I knew enough to understand that much. I offered him a small smile and nodded. “You too, my friend.”
Otto’s cheeks were pink, but his smile was genuine.
We each took five steps back and summoned our swords. Otto held Durandal, the holy blade wielded by the legendary paladin Roland. It was said to be indestructible with incredible sharpness—containing the tooth of Saint Peter, the blood of Basil of Caesarea, the hair of Saint Denis, and a piece of the raiment of Mary, mother of Jesus. I’d learned it was not, in fact, thrown by Roland at the end of the Battle of Roncevaux, but was actually seized by the Saracens, who later lost the sword to a coven of thieving witches. Durandal was larger than its depictions. Otherwise, Otto wouldn’t have been able to hold it with a two-handed grip.
Meanwhile, I wielded Caliburn. Witches roared with excitement as Fria, standing in the front row in the middle of the amphitheater, slashed her hand in a downward motion and shouted, “Begin!”
The two of us slowly circled one another, blades at the ready. Water sloshed around my ankles and sand shifted between my toes. I thrust forward with a quick strike, testing Otto’s defenses. As expected, they were solid. He easily deflected the blow and came back at me with a counterstrike. I simply dodged left and both of us reset.
We continued circling one another while trying to find an opening. Just as I put weight onto my right foot, Otto brought his blade down in a vertical slash. I lifted Caliburn and blocked it with the flat of my blade, pushing upward and stepping into his reach to send a kick into his gut.
He stumbled back, but I couldn’t capitalize on it because I put myself off balance to land the blow. Both of us quickly regained our footing. I knew instantly that he was far more skilled with a sword than me. However, I had a powerful Beast Witch in my inner circle. 
Alpha’s gift enhanced my senses, speed, and strength even more than just becoming a Greater Familiar or a Coven King had. It was proving to be a game changer when combined with the enhanced magical senses from Fantasia, and Rose’s quick thinking. Like me, most of Otto’s body was made up of magic now. So not only could I see the muscles he was about to use tensing, but I could feel the flow of magic through his body as it empowered every attack. My mind worked faster than his, allowing me to process that information and react just in time to avoid his attacks, making what should have been an uneven battle a near stalemate.
Though, it’s important to point out that I wasn’t the only one with gifts from my inner circle members. With every attack Otto made, there was a chance that a burst of flame would fly out of the blade and slam into my chest. Thanks to Demonique, however, my protection from all fire, magical and mundane, allowed me to completely ignore the fire that tried and failed to char my skin.
My unexpectedly solid defense slowly wore down Otto’s patience. Despite us being on good terms and his fear for his sister if he lost, he clearly must have assumed that a sword battle would be overwhelmingly in his favor. As the duel dragged on, both of us accumulated several small cuts on our arms and chests, the wounds unable to quickly heal because of the holy blades that caused them. Neither of us could land any meaningful blows.
Otto grew increasingly aggressive as the fight dragged on. The sound of the screaming crowd was masked by the rain falling into the shallow seven-inch pond we fought in. Each strike, dodge, and parry sent water flying away from us. More thunder rumbled in the distance, sounding almost like a pounding drum. The lightning flashed and the ground shook. The storm raged above like a hurricane.
I wasn’t sure how I was going to pull off a win until I felt Halo’s luck surging within me. As it did the ground shook and the thunder sounded louder than ever. Otto’s foot slipped, and he lost his balance, throwing off his swing just enough to create a clear opening. I refused to miss my chance to land a devastating blow that could end the fight here and now.
However, just as I began to thrust my blade forward, I stopped just as suddenly as the rain did. Otto’s wide eyes stared past me. The crowd gasped, and I turned my head just in time to see what they did.
I dismissed my sword to my storage and swore. “Oh, for fuck’s sake. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me…” 






Chapter 22









Logan — Well, That Was Unexpected
Staring up into the sky, I saw the unmistakable, yet unbelievable, gigantic head of a very familiar box turtle—Akimbo. He let out a massive, deep, monstrous croak, but his words were easily decipherable to those who understood. “I’ve come to end you! You filthy, no good, degenerate, pervert!” He lifted his massive foot which was almost as large as the arena itself in the middle of the amphitheater. Witches screamed and ran as fast as they could for the exits. 
I glanced back down at Otto, noticing he was frozen with fear as the massive turtle foot was on its way to stomp us both into a paste. “Fuck! We got to move!” I shouted, grabbing Otto by the front of his gimp suit. With the water making the outfit even more slick, that was next to impossible. Thankfully, the random buckles were sewn on extra tight. I grabbed one and dragged him as fast as I could. The two of us barely got out of the way as Akimbo left a massive crater in the middle of the arena.
“Stop running from me, you nasty, lecherous meat sack! I shall ensure you never suckle from the teat of my mistress again!” Akimbo roared, lifting his foot to try once more.
“Shit! We need to stop him before he accidentally kills some of the witches!” I summoned a token, but the magic didn’t work. “Fuck! I forgot about the wards to seal the tokens in this space for the duel!” I cursed, putting the token back into storage. I looked over and noticed Otto had finally come to his senses, the shock of the situation wearing off. 
He summoned his massive phallic-shaped broom and straddled it. “Quick! Hop on! My flight is strong enough to carry us both!”
I nodded and, seeing no other options, climbed awkwardly onto the broom behind Otto, staying as far back as possible while still keeping a good grip. “This isn’t the way I thought my first broom flight would go, but fuck it. Get me up there. Maybe we can find whatever he’s using to transform like this and destroy it!”
“Here ve go!” Otto shouted. He took off just as the foot came crashing down again, barely missing us. Part of the stadium wall cracked, and I silently prayed that my girls were safe. However, my thoughts were abruptly cut off as a song began playing where it must have left off the last time he was flying—a very, very recognizable song.
The words of a cartoon princess echoed through the sky as we soared back into the rain above the massive box turtle. 
A brand new world
A magical view I never knew
But being way up here
It’s oh so clear
That I’m witching in a brand new world with you.
“Uh, Otto, can you do something about that song? It’s distracting,” I asked, as I scanned the turtle with my magical senses.
Otto sounded very disappointed, but he did as I asked. “Fine. I vill change ze song. Do you vant Can You Feel Ze Love Tonight, You’re Ze One Zat I Vant from ze original Grease soundtrack or A Zhousand Years?”
“How about no music,” I said as we circled around near the turtle’s giant head.
“I don’t fly vithout music. But I can compromise,” he said as Danger Zone by Kenny Loggins came from speakers somewhere on the broom. 
“Alright, I can live with that,” I shouted. “Let’s get his attention and draw him away from the stadium!”
“Okay! But zhis vill take some maneuvering, so you should probably hold onto me really, really, reeeally tight.” Otto said unconvincingly.
I shook my head and chuckled. “We may be friends, but I’m not going to do that.”
“Ach, scheiß verdammte friend zone…” Otto grumbled.
Despite his complaints, we tore through the sky as lightning flashed above. As soon as we were within Akimbo’s range of vision, I shouted at him. “Akimbo! What the hell are you doing?”
“What does it look like I’m doing? You tiny grope gremlin! I’m going to eat you, you boob-obsessed dullard! You bottom-feeding snuggle junkie! You—you… shameless, chronic pelvis thinker!” Akimbo croaked before turning his head and snapping at us. He was faster than I thought he’d be and we barely escaped his, admittedly terrifying beak as it snapped shut only a foot away from us.
“Perhaps ve should give him a Snickers bar?” Otto suggested, looking back at me over his shoulder.
“Why the hell would we do that?”
“Ah, you know… because you are not you ven you are hungry, ja?” He shrugged.
I facepalmed.
Try as I might, I couldn’t see any artifact that was making his transformation possible. My best guess was that it had to be a temporary effect that wouldn’t last long. The only thing I could think to do was stall him until he shrank back down to his normal size. Otto was on the same page and we turned to lure him farther from the stadium. 
Before I could shout to him about how I was going to have a milk mustache later, a massive shout echoed through the sky as Alpha put her foot down. “Bartholomew Augustus Veridias III! Cancel those potion effects and get your butt down here this instant!”
“But Mistress Alpha! I’m so close to freeing you from the pervert’s clutches!” Akimbo whined. “This is my only chance.”
Alpha, standing tall on the ground with the rest of my inner circle combining voice-amplifying spells, pointed up at the massive box turtle that could squash her like a bug. “I don’t know what gave you the idea that I needed saving, let alone what made you think doing something this incredibly stupid was a good idea! You’re being a bad turtle!”
“But… but… but…”
“No buts about it, mister!” She held up three fingers. “Three!”
“No! Mistress Alpha, please don’t count!”
“Two!”
“But, Miissstreeesss!”
“One!”
“Okay! Okay! I’m canceling the potion’s effects!” Akimbo shouted, finally succumbing to his mistress’s demands.
Before they cut off the amplification spell, I heard Elaine say, “I knew I grabbed that bottle of monstrous mountain potion on our way out of the archives.”
His unbelievably giant form slowly shrank until he was back to his normal size. The storm seemed to end at the same time, the worst of it finally passing. Akimbo ended up a few hundred yards away from Alpha. Otto swooped down, and I leaned over, snatching the turtle up, who promptly bit my finger. Thankfully, it didn’t hurt.
With a mouthful, the turtle complained. “Unhand me you disgusting degenerate! This is all your fault!”
I ignored him. Alpha gestured for us to meet them inside the Colosseum. They walked inside while Otto and I flew overhead. With the rain stopping, witches were returning to their seats while others worked together to drain the water from the arena floor. Otto landed us in the center of the arena where Alpha and both inner circles soon joined us.
Akimbo released my finger, suddenly looking exhausted. I handed him to Alpha. Her ears leaned back dangerously as she glared at the small box turtle. “First things first. You’re grounded for a month. You can sit in your terrarium and think about what you’ve done. Second, you’ll get no strawberries while you’re grounded.” 
Akimbo groaned. “Grounded? No strawberries?”
Alpha’s gaze grew cold. “You’re lucky that no one was hurt or your punishment could have been much, much worse.”
“Goodness, Akimbo, what were you thinking?” Halo asked, a look of utter dismay on her face.
Before the turtle could answer, Fria stepped up with a smirk. “Your familiar interfered with the match. That means that Logan is disqualified.”
I held up a hand in protest. “Uh, excuse me? He might be our familiar, but he was trying to kill me, not help me.” I turned to Akimbo, “Which I take great offense to, by the way. I know we aren’t the best of friends, but I don’t think I deserved that.”
“You’re getting sidetracked, Mr. Morrison,” Novella helpfully pointed out.
“Right.” I turned back to Fria. “If anything, we should just pick up the match where we left off.”
Fria scoffed. “Cha—no way! You should totally be disqualified! Judges! You all know the rules. Logan has to be dis—”
“ENOUGH!” Otto shouted, causing Fria’s eyes to widen as her mouth clamped shut. “Enough…” he said in a softer tone. “I can’t do zhis anymore, Fria.” 
“Can’t do what? Win the tournament?” she snipped.
He shook his head. “I can’t pretend anymore. I cannot lie. It’s not in me.” 
“Otto…” Fria drawled threateningly.
Otto turned to us. “Your turtle vent crazy because of my sister. She’s ze one who snuck ze spinach into his food before ze familiar pageant. At ze same time, she added flakes of a cursed object zat makes one’s desire for power und revenge grow nearly unchecked.”
My girls gasped while Otto’s inner circle glared at Fria angrily. Clearly, they believed she was capable of something like this.
“Wait, what?” Akimbo croaked weakly. “I knew something was wrong. I’ve never liked that disgusting pervert, but I’ve never wanted to kill him like that before… Everything I felt makes so much more sense now.”
“Otto. Shut. Up,” Fria growled under her breath, her fists clenched tightly at her sides.
Otto met my eyes, and his shoulders drooped. “Logan, mein Freund. Ze writing vas on ze vall from ze moment ve met. Ze first time I laid eyes on your… amazing, incredible, strong feet… I just knew…”
“Otto! I said shut—” Fria shouted, moving to stand in front of Otto.
“NEIN!” Otto shouted, his voice booming across the Colosseum. The crowd remained silent as they watched with bated breath. “Fria, you don’t need to be such a bitch anymore.”
Fria gasped, putting an offended hand on her chest. “Excuse me?”
The rest of his inner circle snickered, causing Fria’s face to turn red with embarrassment.
“Fria, mein liebe Schwester,” Otto said softly, his eyes pleading with her to understand. “You have cared for me your whole life. For zat, I am grateful. But all you have ever vanted… vas a place vhere you could live vithout fear—fear of being hunted or killed… because of me.” Shadows covered his eyes.
Fria’s crimson gaze glistened as she took a step closer. “No, you’re wrong! I’ve only ever wanted the power to keep us safe. To protect US from being hunted and killed. Why are you ruining our chances of that now? Why? When we’re so close!” she said through gritted teeth as tears began rolling down her cheeks.
Otto pulled her into a hug. She let him. “Don’t you see? Logan is ze Inevitable Coven King. Vith him, you vill finally be safe. More than zat… you vill finally be… happy.”
My heart stopped as he admitted what we both knew was the truth. I watched Fria closely. Just like Otto said, she wasn’t a bad person. She just grew up with horrible circumstances. She was doing the only thing she could think of to guarantee her family would be safe, just like I was, albeit in a different way. For the first time, I felt like I truly understood her.
Fria’s tears fell more freely as she pounded her fists against Otto’s chest. “No, no, no, no, no, no! I’ll never be happy without you. If you…” she collapsed against his chest. “If you die… I won’t be able to go on.”
“You must,” Otto whispered softly. “You must do it… for me.”
“Otto…” Fria said sadly as she cried uncontrollably. 
He gestured for his inner circle to step forward. “Don’t let her interfere. I don’t want her to see this,” he said simply. They grabbed Fria by the arms and dragged her away from him, not to be mean, but to respect what they believed were the final wishes of their Coven King. Fria struggled and screamed, trying to cast spells, but her own coven sisters countered her magic. “Otto! No! Otto please, no! Don’t do this!” she screamed, begging him until Nutsy, with tears in her eyes, cast a silencing spell to quiet her shouts while Lilly, also crying, covered Fria’s eyes with leaves.
Otto stepped forward, light shining off his black leather gimp suit. “Logan, I officially declare zat I have lost zis tournament. You are ze Inevitable Coven King. I forfeit my coven… und my life—to you.” He dropped to his knees. “I had hoped to be in zis position for… a different reason, but such is life.”
I chose to ignore his comment—the second one, not the first. The first one, I addressed as I stepped forward.
“Logan, baby…” Cherry started to say, but I held up a hand to stop her.
“Are you sure about this?” I asked solemnly. “Because once I accept, there’s no going back.”
Otto nodded confidently. “Just promise me… zat you vill help my sister recover from zis. Und… zat you vill make her happy. I am content to die… knowing she vill be okay.”
I nodded, and he closed his eyes, waiting for me to end his life. “Otto, I, Logan Morrison, The Inevitable Coven King, accept your forfeit. I accept your coven as my own. And I accept your life… which will be spent as the Rising Star’s newest Greater Familiar, so long as you’re willing to accept the Greater Familiar contract.”
“I…” Otto tried to speak. His mouth opened and closed several times as he looked up at me, awestruck. “I… accept.”
The crowd of witches gasped, and Fria finally ceased her struggles. The other girls in her inner circle were so stunned that they let her go. She ripped the leaves from her wide eyes as she stared at me with utter disbelief.
“Jesus Christ!” Rose shouted and giggled. “Haven’t you been around Logan long enough by now to know he wouldn’t freakin’ kill you when this was all over?”
“N-not unless you made him,” Arachna nervously added.
I offered Otto my hand. “What do you say we get this ceremony done so we can plan the largest party any witch has ever thrown to celebrate friendship?” 
Fria tackled Otto with the tightest hug I’d ever witnessed that wasn’t one of my girls hugging me after I came back from a Pump N’ Go run. My ladies swarmed me, showering me with hugs, kisses, and love while the crowd erupted with cheers.
For the first time in a long time, I truly felt like we were free, and I could tell by the happy tears all around me that my lovers all felt the same. 
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Logan — Consolidation
After absorbing Otto’s coven and making him the official Greater Familiar of our Autonomous Faction, my first order of business had been immediately ending each and every compulsory command Fria had told Otto to use on their witches. For many, this was their first taste of freedom in some time. After that, we partied—and I don’t mean just a casual party with a barbeque in the backyard, some boombox jams, and bean bag toss either—it turned into a massive two-day long festival with live music, games, drinks, and more. 
All of the Lesser Familiars got to participate in the festivities as well. After the revelations that Akimbo wasn’t truly responsible for his actions, Alpha had let him off the hook. I agreed and made sure he knew there was no bad blood between us… Well, no more than usual anyway.
When all was said and done, I offered every member of our European faction the choice to stay or leave the coven after giving them a one-sided magical promise that if they chose to leave they could do so without any threat of harm or ill will. However, after seeing how good life was being a member of the Rising Stars, I’m happy to report that not a single witch chose to take me up on that offer. After all, in being unified, they all finally had what they wanted—power and peace.
This, of course, led to problems of its own—the main one being how would I have time to do anything when thousands of witches expected me to… ahem—breed them. Thankfully, not every witch was interested in that. Hundreds of witches already had children and were perfectly content with that, which I was grateful for. 
A few were even in love with their mating familiar. When the Euro members heard that my girls had previously removed mating familiars from the other covens I’d absorbed, they worried I would banish their lover or worse. I reassured them that wasn’t the case this time. In the previous covens, unlike Otto’s coven, none of the mating familiars were fathers nor were any of the witches in love with them.
While a greedier man would have been unhappy that hundreds of beautiful witches wouldn’t be joining his bed—despite the thousands already in it—I was thrilled about it. Think about it, if I were to take every adult witch for myself, then I’d technically be the stepdad of all the children of witches who’d just joined us. While I wasn’t opposed to being a stepdad, if I was then my sons wouldn’t have a dating pool for themselves in the future. Even though my first son wasn’t even born yet, I didn’t want to deprive him of the opportunity to find women who understood magic and the witching world as he would when he became an adult. The same went for any sons I might have with members of my coven.
As for my daughters, well, I suspected that they would return to seeking out quality mating familiars one day—unless other realms had more to offer them. That was another thing to consider in the future, one I hadn’t even considered until now. While it wouldn’t be any time soon, I knew that one day I’d leave this world—I mean… literally. I would one day literally leave the Earth to explore what was beyond. When that day came, I’d take my inner circle, the core of my family, with me.
I already knew that witches lived longer than normal humans. Magic changed the body. The more magic you had, the more your body changed. While I suspected that my lifespan had drastically increased before, after absorbing Otto’s massive coven, I could feel the change. Honestly, unless something managed to kill me, I wasn’t sure if I or my inner circle could die of old age. If we could it wouldn’t be for a long, long, loooong time. 
The same seemed to apply to Elaine, who I considered a member of my inner circle, even if she technically wasn’t—she was family. The divine blessing God had given her grew stronger by the day as she continued doing what was right, properly leading the Holy Knights as the head of the order. Thanks to the rabbit foot and the Tele-Port, she was easily able to come and go now that she had the knights in order.
It had only been a couple of days since we’d last seen each other, but I missed Elaine. Last she told me she was leading a group of knights to aid the government with their investigation in the boonies of Wapa Lake, Wisconsin. Apparently, there were gates to other worlds opening up there, including one that was infested with demons. I made sure she knew she could call on us for help if things got too dangerous.
Elaine planned to take a step back from being on the front lines of the fight against evil monsters soon. She’d accepted a seat as the head of the council and wanted to have a baby with me. In fact, lots of witches were ready to have babies with me. Novella was working on a timeline for that.
Before, I would have been terrified about having so many kids at once—ah, who was I kidding, I was still terrified. Fortunately, I had a plan… I just hoped that it worked like I thought it would. It required me to add a few specific witches to my inner circle, which meant that not all of Otto’s current inner circle would be a part of mine. Most would be a part of our middle circle. They were unhappy about it at first until I explained why. When they learned it was so I could be there for the thousands of children I’d have one day, they weren’t upset anymore. Plus, I assured them that when I was able to absorb more covens and grow my inner circle even more, they would be among the first given the opportunity to join.
Speaking of growing the coven even larger—that was going to have to wait a while. Every witch I added to my coven helped my magical well get a little deeper, increasing my total pool of magic. The deeper my magical well got, the more witches I could bring in at once. However, the more I brought in at one time, the longer it would take for my body and magic to adjust and slowly adapt to the changes. If I crammed too much at once then I would metaphorically crack my magical well, leaving my magical growth stunted—potentially even turning myself into a magical cripple.
Having a coven of thousands already, I was able to take in Otto’s coven—but just barely. I could tell that I had pushed my limits, and it would be months, if not a year or more before I was ready to expand further. That was a small problem since we were already getting messages from smaller covens in Asia, Australia, and Africa expressing interest in joining us.
There wasn’t a single coven who could stand against us anymore. Even if somehow, all covens left throughout the world united, without a Coven King at their head, they wouldn’t be able to take us on. And it didn’t make sense for them to raise up another Coven King if their goal was to avoid my rule. 
A smile came to me unbidden as I considered that. Finally, my girls and I were safe. We could live our lives peacefully just like we wanted. Heck, maybe we’d even get that beach bungalow we joked about months ago—back when there were only four of us.
We’d come so far, survived against the odds, and made it to the top of the witching world, even though that was never our goal. It was crazy to me when I looked back and realized that we’d still be a small-time coven with maybe twenty members or so if others would have left us in peace. A small part of me wished that were the case sometimes, but the majority of me was thrilled about how much larger our family had gotten. And every time I saw Halo, Alpha, and Arachna’s pregnant bellies, I was reminded that soon our family would be even bigger.
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Logan — One Month Later
I lovingly and gently kissed a sleeping Fria on the forehead before leaving my room. As part of my promise to Otto, I kept Fria as a member of my inner circle and sought to make her just as happy as the rest of my ladies. Once she finally came around to the realization that her brother had been right, she’d also come around to the idea of getting to know me better. That gave me the chance to get to know her better in return. She was even more beautiful when she genuinely smiled. 
Alpha and Halo decided to go to Mother’s farm a couple of hours ago for a routine checkup. We knew they’d both be ready to pop any day now. Rose and Demonique joined them to help Diet with any preparations Mother needed to make so we were ready the moment Alpha or Halo went into labor.
I gently closed the door, ensuring I didn’t wake Fria. It was mid-afternoon, but Fria and I had been up most of the night. I could use some sleep, but my plans today were too important, so I headed downstairs to the ritual circle. 
The rest of my inner circle was already downstairs—except for Elaine, who was gone on another training mission with a new team of Holy Knights. She insisted on overseeing the new recruits’ training first-hand to ensure they didn’t let a single bad apple slip through. 
Arachna’s legs chittered excitedly as she sat on the large half-circle couch watching the intro to another sappy witch soap opera. “I’ve been waiting for this episode for so long!”
Umbra sat next to her, squirming in her seat. “The ‘will they/won’t’ they is killing me! Errm… It’s making me so nervous that I have to pee.”
“You should hurry and go now before it starts.”
“But I don’t want to miss anything!”
I chuckled and glanced at Novella. She and Codex were working together to coordinate permanent portal and administration pathways between Europe and the United States. My European inner circle members would be primarily in charge of overseeing the covens overseas, so they’d spend most of their time over there, which meant I required faster means of travel to see my ladies more frequently.
Novella adjusted her glasses and tapped on the screen. “If we connect one from Fresco City to Heidelberg, and another from Savannah to Innsbruck, that should be a good start.”
Codex nodded. “I agree, but must we use Garamond? Times New Roman is far easier to read.”
Novella frowned. “But Garamond has more class.”
“Oh, nooo!” I heard Nutsy say from the kitchen. “Are we out of nuts?”
“I know where you can find a couple to put in your mouth, babe,” Cherry quipped, her voice also coming from the kitchen.
Nutsy chuckled. “As much as I love those nuts in my mouth, I’m looking for some for Skippy.” Skippy was the name of her regular squirrel that often sat on top of her head.
“You know what I think Skippy would love? A nice quality cheddar,” Squeaks said from somewhere near them. “It’s like my mama always said, ‘A good piece of cheddar is better than a sack full of nuts.’” I spied her tail lazily swaying next to the breakfast bar as I started down the steps from the top of the mezzanine. 
“That’s debatable…” Cherry muttered.
Once I learned what ability Nutsy joining the inner circle could provide me, I knew she was an integral part of my plan—the plan to be there for all of my kids no matter what. I’d been using the time chamber—or hyperbolic fuck chamber, depending on who you asked—to be able to satisfy thousands of witches’ sexual needs every day. While that got the job done, I didn’t like how long it took. For my girls, I was only away from them for hours at a time, but for me it was days. That threw off my sense of time as well. Imagine living for sixty days in a thirty-day month—thank the goddess that Novella handled my schedule or I’d be lost.
“How about I whip up some roasted peanuts and grilled cheese?” Ikneada suggested, grabbing a pan from the hanging rack and setting it on the stove.
Nutsy and Squeaks cheered at the idea.
Lilly sat quietly in an armchair with her legs crossed reading one of Rose’s fertilizing magazines while idly toying with one of the leaves that made up her small leaf bikini.
Broomhilda, Pixelle, and Twinkle were sitting on one of the couches in the middle of the room playing Mario Kart 64 on an older-style TV that Pixelle kept in her transdimensional storage. 
Broomhilda frowned as her cart was hit with another red turtle shell. “Oh, c’mon! Why are we playing a driving game anyway? Flying is so much better.”
“Hey! I saw that,” Twinkle shouted at Pixelle. “You didn’t get a red shell from that box, no using your techno magic to cheat!” 
Pixelle gasped playfully. “Whatever do you mean?” she asked innocently in her slightly synthetic voice.
“Do it again, and I’ll put you in another infinite portal loop,” Twinkle threatened. 
Pixelle sighed. “Fine. I won’t cheat anymore.”
It turned out that Twinkle was a Portal Witch. The problem had been that she lacked the power to create large and long-range portals. After absorbing Otto’s coven, not only did I get significantly stronger but so did my witches. I knew if she joined the inner circle and got an even bigger boost her abilities would be extremely useful.
I waved at Mallison and Crimson, who both stared at me, unblinking. Mallison continuously counted to three before looking away for two seconds while Crimson just grinned and cleaned her fingernails with a large dagger.
Illumina approached me as I reached the bottom of the stairs. “My King, everything is nearly ready for you. However, as much as it disgusts me to ask, will you require me to sexually pleasure you before the first ritual? Of course, I abhor the idea, but as your designated, obligated, dirty little whore, I am contractually required to fulfill your every, nasty, depraved desire.”
While my cock did perk up at the thought, I had to politely decline. “Maybe later, right now I’m too eager to see how this turns out.”
“Very well, My King. Your cum slut awaits your commands,” she said with a bow before backing away.
Chilla and Fantasia were hurriedly marking more ancient symbols and lighting candles on the ritual circle. 
“Chilla, no!” Fantasia said, rushing over to erase a few of the runes she’d just added. “I already told you, we’re not giving the clone an uncontrollable urge to fuck us non-stop!”
Chilla scoffed, sitting on her knees and crossing her arms. “It’s not like I want Logan to fuck me all day long or anything. I—” Her cheeks turned a bright pink. “I’m just following directions!”
“Oh, really? And who gave you those directions? Hmmmmm?” Fantasia prodded.
Illumina began innocently whistling as she suddenly found what the ladies in the kitchen were doing very interesting. “Oh, I wonder if Ikneada needs any help?” she muttered before fast walking away.
Fantasia sighed.
“S—see? It’s totally not my fault,” Chilla said before she realized I was standing near the circle. Her entire face turned red as she froze. “Oh… Hi L—logan. I uh, didn’t see you there.” She laughed nervously and I chuckled.
“It looks about ready to go,” I commented, pointing at the circle. 
This was the final step in my plan, testing my theory. The ritual circle wasn’t technically necessary, but it would help the process of creating a magical clone go faster. I’d first gotten the idea of creating a clone of myself from Tess and Tessa. Now, if all I wanted was a multitude of lower powered versions of me out there watching over my kids, then the only witch I would have needed to pull this off was Crimson.
She was a blood witch. They were experts at magically copying people or themselves. They even had control over how much of the copied person’s memory and personality was instilled into the clone. Those copies existed by feeding off of ambient magic to replenish them. 
The problem I had with that was that I wouldn’t actually be spending time with all of my kids. When I had thousands of kids, fake versions of me would be with them. While I’d technically be taking care of all my kids that way, that wasn’t good enough—not for me. I wanted to be there for all of them.
This is where Nutsy and Squeaks came in. Squeaks’s gift helped me control the hundreds, and now thousands of mice bodies in her swarm form. It gave me the capability to be all of them at once, effortlessly controlling each one as if it were another limb. With enough practice, I was able to be every mouse, hear what they all heard, see what they saw, feel what they felt, and smell what they smelled—all while simultaneously controlling each body independently. 
It wasn’t easy, and early in the training the sheer amount of sensory data my mind was processing became overwhelming until I got a good handle on it. I hoped that this ability would apply to all forms or bodies I was mentally connected to.
That’s where Nutsy came in. One of her powers as a Squirrel Witch allowed her to mentally command squirrels. That required a strong mental connection. She gave me the ability to create strong mental connections with others when I made her a part of my inner circle. I was banking on the fact that I could create mindless clones, form a mental connection with them through Nutsy’s gift, and then control the body with Squeaks’s gift.
That would literally allow me to be in two or more places at once. If it worked, it took care of my desire to actually be present in my kids’ lives while also being able to tend to my thousands of witches’ emotional and physical needs.
However, just being there for them all still wasn’t enough for me. That’s where a few other choices came into play. I picked Ikneada so I could gain a gift that helped me be a better cook so I could occasionally make my kids’ food. By welcoming Twinkle into my inner circle, I gained the ability to create portals of my own. This power allowed Logan Prime—my main body—to travel swiftly and aid any of my clones who might need assistance defending our family. And Pixelle allowed me to better monitor what my kids did when they were using the Internet… because, well, one of the parenting books I read said you should always keep up with what your kids are doing online for their own safety. With as many kids as I planned on having, I couldn’t see a better way to accomplish that task.
Broomhilda… Okay, I added her because she worked hard, deserved it, and because I really wanted to be able to fly a broom. I was done with being jealous of my ladies every time I saw them soar through the sky.
As I was thinking about all of this, Chilla and Fantasia were busy chanting. All the girls in the room stopped what they were doing to watch. I summoned Caliburn to my hand—the blade was one of the few that could even draw blood from me anymore. Opening a slice on my palm, I willed the cut to stay open as blood flowed to the floor below. With Mallison’s gift helping make my magic even more efficient, it barely took less than a drop of my current power to turn the pool of blood into a perfect copy of me. 
That perfect copy happened to be completely naked, causing the ladies to cat call and fan themselves. I ignored them for now as I stared at myself, standing there slack jawed with eyes glazed over. As expected, the copy had no memories or personality. It was little more than a perfect, albeit powerful, meat puppet that resembled me in every way.
I closed my eyes, feeling the thin thread of magic that connected us. I followed it with Nutsy’s gift and found the blank mind. I smiled. Two steps down, one more to go, I thought as I then used Squeaks’s gift to travel along that connection and link to the clone. My smile grew wider when I felt it take over without a hitch. Everything was going to plan. I was completely aware of the slight chill the other body felt as it stood naked and exposed.
Opening my eyes, I looked at myself from two different perspectives. I knew exactly which one was my main body and which was my clone. The days of practice with Squeaks’s form in the time chamber had paid off big time. 
“Hey, me,” I said from my clone body.
“Hi there,” I replied to myself. “You know, you’re one handsome son of a bitch.”
I grinned broadly with my clone and patted me on the shoulder. “Me? Have you seen you? Now you’re a gorgeous bastard if I’ve ever seen one.”
The ladies all groaned at my antics—except for Cherry who snickered and ran to me with happy tears in her eyes. She grabbed both of me, pulling me into a tight hug. “Oh, baby. Now…” She paused, sniffling. “Now I can suck your chubby cock while you rail me at the same time. I’m so fucking happy right now!” Cherry let go of me with one arm and threw a fist in the air. “Two cocks to rule them all!” she shouted.
All of the women present mirrored her actions. Each of them threw a fist in the air, shouting in unison, “Two cocks to rule them all!”
My phone buzzed with a call. I pulled it from my pocket to make sure it wasn’t important. When I saw it was Mother Dearest calling I immediately answered and put her on speakerphone. “Hey, Mother. What’s up? Preparations going smoothly?”
She ignored my questions, and the urgency in her voice caused my heart to beat faster with concern. “Logan! It’s time. You need to get over here now. Things are going much faster than normal.”
“Wait, are you talking about the babies?” I asked, worry gnawing at my gut. “Are they okay? Are the girls okay?” The rest of my gals went silent as they listened intently.
“They’re fine. But contractions started abruptly and the births are progressing faster than we thought. You need to hurry!”
“I’m on my way!” Both of me shouted at the same time.
As we all began rushing to the rooftop, I realized that my clone didn’t have access to my transdimensional storage. That was good to know. I tossed myself some clothes and my clone hurried to slide into the shirt and gym shorts while I shouted for someone to wake up Fria. 
Once everyone reached the roof, I summoned my broom and my backup broom. Much to my own dismay, I threw myself the backup broom, which was just a regular broom. I’d learned quickly that a man flying with a thin stick between his legs to hold him up wasn’t ideal. In fact, it was horribly painful. That’s why my main broom had a special seat mounted on it with two mounted foot brackets.
I hopped on both brooms, my clone wincing as he did so, while Arachna cast the illusion spell over the entire group. We shot into the air and tore across the sky toward Mother Dearest’s farm. 
The flight didn’t take long. We were there in a matter of minutes, landing in her front yard. I grimaced from the pain in my other body’s poor balls as I gingerly got off the broom. Pixelle hopped off her flying Roomba and cast a quick healing spell on my second self, which I decided to mentally refer to as Logan 2 even though it was literally me. Look, this stuff was complicated enough to explain, so you’re just going to have to go with me on this one.
Logan 2 thanked her with a quick kiss while I too sighed in relief while we ran into the house. “Cherry, you can come with me, the rest of you wait in the living room, we don’t want to overwhelm whichever one is about to give birth,” I said, completely ignoring the fact that two of me were running through the door into the dining room that Mother had converted into a delivery room. My hearts raced. I didn’t know if it was Alpha or Halo giving birth since Mother hadn’t specified.
The last thing I’d expected to see when both of me burst through the door was Halo and Alpha on separate beds with their feet in stirrups. Logan 2 and I looked at ourselves and nodded. It was totally unnecessary since I controlled both bodies, but it just felt right. I rushed to Alpha while Logan 2 went to Halo. I took them both by the hand and looked into their eyes. “I’m here,” I lovingly said to both at once.
Mother looked from me to the other me to Cherry, and then nodded, completely unsurprised. “Good, Darling. You made it in time.” Her hands glowed purple as she moved from Alpha to Halo, placing a hand on one’s belly and then the other. “I’m not sure who will deliver first. Our babies are eager to meet us.” She smiled warmly, yet remained diligent as she cast her spells to continue negating their pain and help the birthing process go smoothly.
Alpha and Halo glanced from me to my clone and back. Besides the sweat on their forehead, they didn’t appear to be in any pain, which I was very thankful for. “It worked?” Alpha asked with a warm smile as she cupped my cheek.
I nodded. “Yeah, it worked perfectly. I’m in full control of the other body.”
Cherry grinned down at Alpha, holding her other hand, a happy tear still falling down her cheek. “Two, real chubby cocks…” she said.
Alpha nodded solemnly back at Cherry. “Two cocks to rule them all.”
I groaned, but couldn’t help the smile tugging at the corner of my lips. “Seriously? Now?”
Alpha responded with an impish grin.
Halo beamed at Logan 2. “Goodness, baby, you’re two people at once now? You really are the bee’s knees,” she said with a slight strain to her voice. She breathed deeply and looked down at her exceptionally large belly. “Any moment now, and you’ll officially be a father.”
“And you’ll be a mother,” I said, resisting the urge to cry a happy tear at the thought. “You’re doing amazing,” I said to Alpha and Halo from both bodies at the same time. “I’m so proud of you.”
They blushed and Alpha’s tail brushed against the sheets as it wagged as much as it could beneath her until it suddenly went taut. She gripped my hand tighter and began taking controlled breaths.
Mother peeked under both sheets before looking at the door to the kitchen and calling out to two of her helpers, “Diet, dear, I need the enchanted water bowl filled ASAP. Rose, I’ll need your help as well. I think two of the babies are coming at the same time. Demonique, we might need you too.”
Diet came into the room first, carrying a large metal bowl with runes carved into it. I could tell they would make the water in the bowl instantly clean and sterilize anything it touched. She placed the bowl on a table in the middle of both Alpha and Halo. Then she took Halo’s free hand, smiling sweetly down at her. “Just keep breathing like Mother taught you, okay?”
It was strange to see Diet acting so sane and kind, but I was glad for it. Maybe Diet is finally turning over a new leaf?
“I can’t believe I’m gonna be an auntie soon! EEE!” Diet squealed, bouncing on the balls of her feet. “I already made some adorable tiny daggers for the twins. We’re gonna have so much fun together!”
Nope… I was wrong. I gave Diet a disapproving glare, and she frowned. “What? They’re really dull.”
I shook my head. “Do not give the babies tiny daggers.”
Diet’s shoulders slumped. “Awww… fine. Kitchen knives it is.”
I blinked.
Diet shrugged. “Okay… so maybe no kitchen knives either.”
Just when I thought things couldn’t get worse, Rose came in wearing a full set of protective catcher’s gear. I’m talking shin guards, a chest protector, a catcher’s mask, and a mitt. 
Mother just stared at her. “Dear, what the hell are you doing?” she asked as politely as she could.
That was exactly what I wanted to know. 
Rose looked back at us like we were all crazy. She lifted the mask, resting it over the large flower atop her head. “Jesus Christ! They’re about to have Logan’s babies. Those are Inevitable Coven King babies. Who knows how freakin’ fast and powerful they are. For all we know they could come flying out like a freakin’ rocket. I don’t know about you, but I’d rather be prepared.” She summoned her water bottle with her free hand and took a big sip, causing the flowers in her hair to bloom more.
Mother sighed with irritation. “Goddess, give me strength,” she muttered. “Rose, dear, you can wear everything except for the mitt. Trust me, you’ll be fine. I’ve already prepared you for this possibility.”
Rose shrugged. “Fine, but if I lose a freakin’ hand because of you, you’re finding a way to put it back on.” She dismissed the glove to her storage and walked to Alpha since Mother was taking a stool between Halo’s legs. Rose lifted the sheet and gasped. “Jesus Christ! I see the head already!”
“Me too, dear. It seems Halo’s daughter is racing her brother for who gets to be born first. Just breathe and do what I taught you.”
Just then, Demonique waddled in dressed mostly like Halo. She had her fake cat ear headband and fake angel wings bounced on her back with each step. She’d put her black hair in small pigtails and clutched a giant pillow under her tight shirt. “Is there a bed for me? I think I’m crowning,” she said, looking imploringly at everyone in the room.
Cherry and Diet snickered while Alpha gave her a flat stare. “Demonique,” she grunted. “I love you, I really do, but do you think this is the time?”
Demonique smiled shyly. “I—I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you were so close. I thought I’d lighten the mood. I’ll just step outside and wait.”
Halo gritted her teeth as another contraction hit her. She wasn’t in pain, but she was almost ready to start pushing. It passed, and she smiled at Demonique. “Golly, Demonique, thank you for trying to make us smile.”
The Infernal witch shrugged. “It’s my pleasure,” she said before turning to walk away. As she did, something slipped out of her skirt from between her thighs and thumped onto the ground. A naked toy baby doll covered in strawberry jam lay face up on the floor with a piece of yarn tied around it like an umbilical cord. Demonique paused, slowly looking at us over her shoulder.
“I applaud the commitment, babe, but that might be a bit much,” Cherry said as she held back a laugh.
Demonique’s cheeks burned, and she laughed nervously while hurrying into the living room, the toy baby thumping into the wall and then the door as she dragged it behind her.
We all laughed, even the two women giving birth since the magic removed the pain. Though, the laughter stopped when Mother excitedly declared, “Halo, dear, it’s time to push!” 
“Jesus Christ! You too, Alpha! Start freakin’ pushing!” Rose added.
Mother hadn’t lied, compared to what the baby books said normal birth was like, this was going much faster. Mother’s spells helped ensure the babies came out more smoothly without any risk of danger. I shifted my positions and watched with awe as both my son and my daughter were fully born at the exact same time.
In a single heartbeat, my world changed. I thought I loved my children before they were born, but now… seeing their tiny hands and feet and their beautiful little faces… Now I truly knew what a father’s love for their children felt like. My vision grew blurry in both bodies as tears streamed down my face as Mother and Rose used spells to clean the babies and cut the cords. Both babies cried, and the sound was like music to my ears. Mother passed my first daughter to Diet, who wrapped her up in a blanket and handed her to me since Halo wasn’t finished yet.
My little girl had golden locks just like her mother, but she had my eyes and jawline. I put my finger against her tiny palm, and she grabbed it by instinct. This love was just as deep as the love I had for my girls, but it was different. I knew that if I had to I’d trade my life for hers in a heartbeat if it ever came to it. I felt the same for my son. 
Halo smiled up at me as tears of joy slid down her cheeks. She reached up to gently brush her hand over our daughter’s head. “Eleanor…” she said while catching her breath.
“After my mother?” I asked, unsure of how to feel about that. “Are you sure? My mother wasn’t exactly the nicest person.”
Halo nodded. “It doesn’t matter if she was the meanest person on Earth. She brought you into this world. If she hadn’t made that choice then I never would have met the love of my life. I will be forever grateful to her for that.”
I nodded my agreement, leaned down, and kissed our daughter on the forehead. “Hello, my little Ellie. I’m your papa.” I shook her little hand with my finger that she still clutched firmly in her tiny grasp. “It’s nice to finally meet you, little one.”
Meanwhile, Alpha held my son against her chest, his crying had stopped. He had crimson hair like his mom’s and my nose. Alpha’s tears seemed endless as she smiled up at me. “Logan Jr.,” she said.
I nodded my agreement and kissed her, placing one hand gently on my son.
Cherry cleared her throat, her happy tears didn’t look so happy when I glanced up at her to see her frown. “I’m sorry, I think I misheard you… what did you say his name was?” 
Alpha turned to Cherry with a predatory grin. Then louder than last time, she said, “His name is Logan Jr..”
Halo gasped before grunting as she prepared to give birth to Mother Dearest and my child. Cherry and Halo both angrily shouted, “You bitch!”
After a round of arguing and a temporary truce due to the circumstances, Halo breathed and pushed one last time. Mother Dearest gasped as she cast the spell to clean her daughter. Her surrogate spells had worked perfectly. Our daughter had her auburn hair and blue eyes. I passed Eleanor to Halo so she could finally hold her and stood with Mother as she cried with our daughter pressed against her chest.
My main body got to hold my son while Logan 2 put one arm around Mother’s shoulder. She’d waited for this moment for so long, and if I hadn’t just felt the joy of holding two of my three children for the first time then I wouldn’t be able to imagine how happy she was. We shared a wet kiss as we held our baby together. “I’ve always imagined I’d name my daughter Lilah if I ever had one.” She looked at me, the question in her eyes. “Is that alright with you?”
I nodded, grinning like a fool. “That’s more than alright with me.”
Diet and Rose worked together to finish the birthing process and cast basic healing spells. Mother helped restore them to their pre-pregnant state after they were done while I held our Lilah. Before I knew it, I was sitting in a rocking chair in the corner with two babies in one arm and one in the other so I could help the ladies clean everything up with my other body.
I stared down at my children. Wow… My children. I was a father…
I spent my childhood alone with no family to speak of. A part of me thought that’s how I’d die one day. But there I was, holding my precious two daughters and a son, all of whom I loved more than life itself.
Even though I swore it to myself before, I swore it again at that moment—My children will never know the pain of being alone. They will never know what life is like without a family who loves them no matter what. I swear it on my soul.
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Cherrypop — My New Best Friend
Cherrypop strolled along through the field to Mother Dearest’s farm on her way to the barn when she suddenly paused and looked at the sky. “Hey, you. Talkin’ voice guy,” she said to no one. 
“What do you mean ‘no one?’ Ain’t you a person?! You keep saying everything I do.” She shook her small fist in the air, angrily.
Hang on a second. You’re talking to me?
“Yes!” she replied excitedly.
H—how? How are you doing this? You’re not supposed to even know I exist.
She shrugged. “Mama always says we’re special,” she said smugly. “She said one day I’d be able to… um… break the fourth wall? I dunno what that means though. There’s walls everywhere! How’m I s’posed to know which one’s the fourth one? Do I gotta count ’em first? Which one would I even start with?” She shook her head and began skipping toward the barn again, her French bob and the hood of her hoodie bouncing along as she went.
“Hey! How come all you’re doin’ is sayin’ what I’m doin’? That’s kinda weird, Ms. Narrator Voice!”
It’s not weird, It’s my job.
“It’s kinda weird.” She tilted her head cutely. “Wait—so your whole job is just sittin’ there tellin’ people what I’m doin’? For real?” she asked skeptically.
Not just you, but lots of people—your family included. 
She stopped again, putting her hands on her hips and narrowing her eyes at the sky. “Wait-wait-wait… are you sayin’ you know everything? Like everything? Even what I had for snack time yesterday?”
Umm… No. I mean, yes, I know you had chocolate pudding yesterday, but I don’t know everything. I just know everything about you and your family.
“Oh yeah? Well if you really know everything about me, then you’d know how old I am! Go on—guess!” she challenged. Then, without waiting for a response, she threw five fingers into the air. “I’m this many!” She smirked.
I knew that. I also know that your older siblings Eleanor, Logan Jr., and Lilah are all ten and were born on the same day too. I know how old everyone in your family is. I even know that it was you, and not Little Logan, who stole the cookie from the cookie jar…
Cherrypop gasped, then attempted to act far too casual, inspecting her little nails that her mom painted black with polish and drew little white bats on. “Who me? Couldn’t be. You got the wrong gal.”
Uh-huh… look, you need to pretend I’m not here. Just because you can do something doesn’t mean you should.
“Says you, the weirdo who keeps copyin’ every single thing I do…” she huffed, crossing her arms like she totally won the argument.
Sigh. You’re making my job so much more difficult than it should be. Can’t you be a pal and help me out? 
“Maybe,” she drawled, narrowing her eyes again. “What’s in it for me?” she asked, hooking a thumb at her chest.
How about I don’t mention those cookies you stole again?
She tongued a tiny fang thoughtfully. “That’s bryberry. What else you got?”
How about I refer to you as Cherry Bomb instead of Cherrypop?
Cherry Bomb chewed on that for a minute before a fanged grin replaced her frown. “Fiiine. Mama says it’s rude to keep breakin’ the fork wall too much—’cause the joke gets old or somethin’. I dunno. Half the time Mama says stuff that don’t make no sense. Like, one time I asked her how come I’m littler than the twins and Logan Jr., and she goes, ‘Mama had too many fun things she wanted to try with Papa in private before lettin’ baby fever get her.’ And that’s how I found out when a witch gets a sneeze, she has a baby! ‘Cause fevers mean you’re sick, and people sneeze when they’re sick—so it makes total sense, duh,” she explained, nodding like a tiny expert.
Ahem. I’m not here… remember?
Her little brows shot up, then she looked down, digging the toe of her boot into the dirt with her hands clasped behind her back. “Sorry. I’ll do better. I promise,” she sheepishly apologized before collecting herself and making it a point not to look into the sky where she assumed her new friend, who sat around repeating everything she did, was.
After a joke that went on for far too long, she finally pushed open the barn door and stepped inside. She was on the hunt for her Lesser Familiar. Okay, so it wasn’t really her Lesser Familiar. She was too young for one of those, but he was still her friend. As Cherry Bomb glanced around, she noticed there were a lot fewer hens in the barn than last time. “Uh-oh… I think Auntie Diet got mad at the chickens again…” she whispered with wide eyes. 
She continued searching until she found him—a small, very round, very fat rooster. “Chubby Cock!” she excitedly screamed as she hurried over to the chicken. He’d stopped trying to run from her weeks ago when she asked Auntie Alpha to talk to him for her. Now they were best friends. Cherry Bomb owed Auntie Alpha a whole boatload of kisses and hugs for that favor. 
Totally worth it, the little Vampiric Witch thought.
Scooping the obese rooster into her arms, she scurried out of the barn, kicking the door closed behind her. “I’m so happy Auntie Diet didn’t stab you,” she said, hugging the chicken and nuzzling her cheek against his head.
“Bawk-Ba-Gawk?” the rooster asked. 
“Don’t worry about where the missin’ chickens went,” she said in a low and serious tone. “They know what they did.” 
Cherry Bomb couldn’t really understand her fowl friend, but she liked to guess what he was saying. She was only just starting to learn magic and wasn’t allowed to use Auntie Alpha’s tokens yet. Plus, she wasn’t allowed to practice any magic unless Mama or one of her Aunties were around.
“Bawk. Bawk. Bawk?” The chicken tilted his head, making Cherry Bomb assume he was asking another question.
She smiled at him and stroked his feathers. “We’re having a family ree-yun-yun today,” she said, being extra careful to get the word right this time. “I want to introduce you to my grandma ‘n’ grandpa—they always got the best candy.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Minutes later, Cherry Bomb came back around the side of the house where the Family Reunion was underway. Her Papa, Logan, was the leader of the biggest coven in the whole wide world. She even heard him talking with Mama about how they think every coven in the world will be under their banner within the next five years. 
Papa had decided to split the North American and European reunions up. After all, they had plenty of gatherings where the entire family was invited at the same time. Today’s event was meant to be more personal, allowing everyone more time with one another to catch up.
Little Cherry Bomb cradled the fat rooster in her arms as she confidently strolled up to the first group of people she saw. Auntie Novella adjusted her glasses as she and Grandma Portya chatted about a realm Grandma Portya was hoping to go to soon. “Mom, I don’t care how excited you are to leave. A lack of proper research is going to leave you stranded somewhere. I can’t lose you like that—not again.”
Oblivious to the seriousness of the conversation, Cherry Bomb tugged on the hem of Auntie Novella’s skirt. “Have you seen Grandma Sharon and Grandpa Frank? Me and Chubby Cock are lookin’ for them.”
Auntie Novella covered a giggle while Grandma Portya shook her head with an amused smile. She was holding baby Sam. He was one of Cherry Bomb’s youngest brothers. 
Auntie Novella smiled warmly at Cherry Bomb. “I’m not sure where they went, little one. But if you ask around enough, I’m sure you’ll find them.” With a pat on the head, she sent Cherry Bomb on her way.
It wasn’t long before she came upon the next group of people chatting. Aunties Elaine and Alpha were standing with Grandma June and Grandma Ursiday. Papa always called Grandma Ursiday a muscle mommy. Cherry Bomb wasn’t sure what that was but figured it probably had to do with how strong Grandma Ursiday was.
Cherry Bomb stopped next to her older sister Seraphima, who was sitting at a table listening to the adults talk. She was eight and had super cool white fluffy wings on her back that let her fly. Plus there was this weird golden ring that floated above her brown hair, and her eyes were golden with black pupils that looked like those crosses on churches. Yeah, Cherry Bomb had some super awesome brothers and sisters.
Seraphima grinned. “Hey, Cherrypop.”
“Hey,” Cherry Bomb waved with her free hand. “Whatcha up to?”
Seraphima shrugged. “Mom wants me to hang out with her and Grandma June, but Grandma June is just bugging Mom about wanting to call her Jenny again instead of Elaine.”
“Ugh,” Cherry Bomb rolled her eyes. “They’re having that argument again? Jeez, will that ever end?”
Saraphima shook her head sadly. “Nope. And Grandma Ursiday is just talking about boring exercise routines with Aunt Alpha again.”
Cherry Bomb turned to look at the pair.
“If you want a real workout, you should use boulders and large tree branches! That’s where the challenge is,” Grandma Ursiday said.
Auntie Alpha chuckled, her crimson tail wagging happily. “I get just as much of a challenge from my enchanted equipment.”
Granny Ursiday held her arms up, flexing to show off her many muscles while her little furry brown bear ears twitched atop her head. “Then why don’t you have muscles like these?!” she said as if her point had been proven.
Alpha swayed her arms, calming the cry of Cherry Bomb’s little sister, Alika. “Not so loud, you know the baby doesn’t like loud noises,” Alpha chided her mother.
Grandma Ursiday’s expression softened. “You are right, my darling daughter. Here, let grandma make up for her outburst.” She held out her arms and Alpha passed her the baby. Grandma Ursiday smiled down lovingly at the little girl and rocked her left and right. “Who’s my sweet baby girl? That’s right, you are! You are!” she cooed.
“No, Ma. I really don’t want to have this conversation again,” Auntie Elaine said. “I understand that Jenny is my real name, but I grew up as Elaine. I’m used to it. I like it. That’s that.”
Just then, Auntie Squeaks and Grandma Cheddra joined the group. Grandma Cheddra hugged Alpha while Auntie Squeaks greeted Grandma Ursiday. 
“Hey there, other mother. How you been?” Auntie Squeaks asked.
Grandma Ursiday smiled warmly down at the much smaller woman. “Now that I have my second grandbaby in my arms, life has never been so good.”
“Not even when Logan comes knocking?” Squeaks asked while pumping her brows.
Grandma Ursiday’s cheeks turned pink for some reason. “Okay… so maybe life has been a little better before…” She held up her finger and thumb close together like she was pinching something. “But only by a tiny bit.”
“Mooom,” Auntie Alpha Groaned, covering her face with her palm.
The other ladies chuckled before Grandma Cheddra jumped into the conversation. “Y’all know what I always say—ain’t nothin’ wrong with a little nibble when the cheese is that fine.”
All the adults giggled like little girls. Cherry Bomb made a face. “Blegh! You were right, they’re super boring,” she said to Seraphima. “But we’re not boring! We are on a quest to find Grandma Sharon and Grandpa Frank because they always have candy!” she declared with a fierce look of determination and a fist in the air.
“Ba-Gawk!” the rooster said in agreement—or at least Cherry Bomb assumed it was agreement.
She put her fist down and casually asked her sister, “Want to come with me?”
Seraphima sighed. “Yeah, but I can’t. Mom wants me to hang out with her today.”
Cherry Bomb nodded solemnly. “Good luck.”
“You too,” Seraphima said with a wave as Cherry Bomb said goodbye and turned to continue her search. 
She wandered over to a large group of people standing around the snack tables. These weren’t the good snacks. There was nothing but vegetables, meat on sticks, cheese slices, and all kinds of other things Auntie Ikneada called ‘finger foods.’ 
Even more of her Aunts were here, including Halo, Mother Dearest, Broomhilda, Ikneada, Twinkle, Fantasia, and Chilla. A few were holding some of her younger brothers and sisters, all of which were too young to even talk yet. Cherry Bomb remembered that some of her Aunties didn’t have moms anymore. They all seemed okay with that, but it made Cherry Bomb feel bad for them. Everyone deserved an awesome mama and papa like hers.
“Goodness! Did anyone try the little pancake slices yet? They’re so good!” Auntie Halo gushed, her super cool wings fluttering happily behind her.
How come I don’t have wings? Vampire bats have wings. Papa’s Bat King form flies. I should be able to fly too, Cherry Bomb thought, feeling a pang of jealousy.
Auntie Ikneada smiled happily. “I’m glad you like them. I made them just for you.”
“It all tastes incredible,” Twinkle added as Broomhilda nodded her agreement with a mouth full of cream cheese-covered pickles wrapped in ham.
Illumina held her chin up high with her back as straight as could be. “None of this will ever compare to the incredible taste of my contractually obligated master’s coh—Ooomph!”
Her words were cut off by Auntie Mother Dearest with a sharp elbow to her side. Auntie Mother smiled with gritted teeth as she bobbed her head in Cherry Bomb’s direction. “Not in front of the children. The rest here are too young to understand, but you need to keep your eyes open, dear.” 
Illumina’s scowl instantly disappeared as her cheeks turned bright pink, and she hurriedly smoothed her robe. “Ahem. My apologies.”
The ladies giggled. Cherry Bomb didn’t know what was so funny, but seeing everyone happy made her smile.
Auntie Chilla was busy making an ice sculpture in the middle of the table that looked exactly like Papa. Auntie Fantasia bumped her hip with her own, making the blue-haired woman frown. “Do you miss him that much already? You just spent the night together last night,” she teased. 
Auntie Chilla’s face turned red. Cherry Bomb figured it was probably because she was playing with so much ice. Being in the cold always made Cherry Bomb’s face red. 
“It—it’s not like I have to see him every day or anything. I just thought a sculpture would be in good taste,” Auntie Chilla said a bit too defensively.
Cherry Bomb sighed, she’d wasted too much time there already, and that candy was practically calling her name. She continued on her mission, passing by a huge group of the Lesser Familiars all playing and chatting together. She couldn’t understand what they were saying, but she knew they were having fun. Well, except for grouchy old Akimbo. He was tucked away in his shell. She imagined he was complaining about all the noise when he croaked at the others who were being loud.
Giggling at her silly thought, she petted the rooster and moved faster, waving at her older brothers and sisters who were playing tag in a nearby field. It looked like lots of fun, but she’d started this quest, and she’d finish it—even if it was the last thing she did.
Soon she reached another group of aunties and grandmas. Sometimes she felt like she had too many aunties and grandmas. Then again, they were all so amazing and cool that it would kinda stink not to have so many. 
Her Auntie Rose, Demonique, and Arachna were all sitting around a table with Grandma Peach, Améliane, and Stingra. 
“Mooom!” Auntie Rose whined. “I told you, I don’t want any of the fruit that grows on your head!”
Grandma Peach frowned. Her hair looked more like she wore a hat made of fruit than real hair. “Why not, Sweetpea? You never complained when you were little.”
“Jesus Christ, Mom! That’s because I didn’t know I was basically eating parts of my own freakin’ mom!” Auntie Rose protested.
Grandma Peach rolled her eyes. “Dear, it’s not actually a part of me. You know our affinities work differently than most. It’s a real fruit that grows from my magic, not from my body. Silly girl.”
“I’ll try some,” Grandma Stingra said, plucking an apple off the pile on Grandma Peach’s head.
Grandma Stingra was one of the coolest aunts in the world. She had a super cool scorpion tail and wasn’t afraid of anything. Cherry Bomb wanted to ask if she could touch the stinger, but even she wasn’t brave enough to get that close to it. It looked so sharp and scary.
Rose gagged as Grandma Stingra took a bite. Her brows rose and she nodded. “That’s fantastic.”
“Really, Mom? I know you’re totally only doing that to get petty payback at Rose,” Auntie Arachna said as her spider legs fidgeted.
Grandma Stingra grinned and shrugged. “She shouldn’t have said my stinger looks dull.”
Meanwhile, Grandma Améliane was tsking Auntie Demonqiue. “Tsk. Tsk. I don’t know why you insist on wearing such silly costumes. What is my granddaughter supposed to think, seeing you change every day?”
Auntie Demonique was always a blast to be around. Cherry Bomb never knew who she’d be dressed up as from day to day. Today she’d worn a pair of fake bear ears that sat neatly between her horns and a little fluffy brown tail. She’d drawn an obscene amount of muscles on her body and wore short shorts and a tank top.
Auntie Demonique talked louder and more confident than normal while puffing out her chest as if her muscles were so big that she couldn’t put her arms flat against her sides. “She will think that her mom is happy being herself and enjoys having fun. She’ll see that she shouldn’t be afraid to be whoever she wants to be as she grows up and not feel like she’s trapped and forced to be like everyone else thinks she should.”
Grandma Améliane looked ashamed for some reason.
Before their argument could go any further, Marcus walked up, nervously wringing his hands. From what Mama said, Cherry Bomb’s older brother was the first man born with affinity traits. Not only that, but all of Papa’s sons could do magic without being bound as a Greater Familiar. They guessed it was only possible because of a bloodline or something like that. Everyone said it was incredible and the first time in history it happened on Earth. But to Cherry Bomb, who grew up with brothers learning magic, it was perfectly normal. So she didn’t see what the big deal was.
Marcus had black hair, eight eyes, and four spider legs just like his mom. They chittered anxiously as he glanced at the two grandmas he wasn’t as well acquainted with.
“What’s the matter?” Auntie Arachna asked.
He glanced around the table nervously again. “I—I was playing with Logan Jr. and the twins. L-logan Jr. said I could never do illusions as good as him because he’s a few months older than me. Is—is that true?” he asked, stuttering his way through the question.
“That’s not true at all,” Grandma Stingra said as she stood. “Come with grandma, boy. I’ll teach you a few illusions that’ll scare him so bad that he’ll pee his pants!”
Arachna hurriedly got up from the table. “Mom! Mom, wait! He doesn’t need to learn that stuff yet!” she called after them while rushing on her spider legs to catch up.
Well, this table was a bust too, Cherry Bomb thought. She looked around more but didn’t see them anywhere. She couldn’t find Mama or Papa either. “What do we do now, Chubby Cock?” she asked her rooster friend. 
“Cluck. Cluck. Bawk,” said the rooster as he leaned his head down and pecked at something hanging off Cherry Bomb’s pocket.
Her eyes went wide. “How did I forget?!” she asked with disbelief. “You’re so smart!” she said, petting the rooster. Then she grabbed the walkie-talkie that her mom made her carry with her whenever they went places. 
She raised it to her mouth, concentrated really hard on what Mama taught her about radio etiquette, and clicked the button. “Kshh. Mama, are you there? Do you copy? Over. Kshh.”
“Kshh. This is Mama. I have a copy. Over. Kshh,” Mama said with a near-instant reply.
Cherry Bomb grinned. “Kshh. I can’t find Grandma and Grandpa anywhere. Over. Kshh.”
“Kshh. They’re with your papa and me out past the garden shed. Over. Kshh.”
Cherry Bomb jumped, throwing the fist clutching the walkie into the air. “Yes!”
“Bawk!” The rooster bawked indignantly at the unexpected jerking motion.
“Oh, sorry, Chubby Cock,” Cherry Bomb apologized before speaking into the walkie again. “Kshh. I’m on my way now! Tell them not to give all my candy to Papa! Over and out! Kshh!”
Mama laughed as she replied. “Kshh. Don’t worry, babe. They’ve got plenty for you. See you in a minute. Over and out. Kshh.”
Apparently, Grandma Sharon and Grandpa Frank hadn’t known magic was real for a long time. Mama said it’s best to keep that a secret from regular people. But Mama didn’t like having to ‘skirt the truth’ with Grandma and Grandpa, so she eventually brought them in on the family secret.
That made Cherry Bomb really happy because she would have hated not being able to show off her new broom to them. Okay, she couldn’t fly it very good yet, but she’d be a pro in no time, she was sure of it.
She desperately wanted to summon it now, but she knew better than to risk crashing when she had her best friend in her arms. So she sprinted as fast as she could around the house and past the garden. She only slowed down once she reached the large garden shed.
She rounded the corner behind it and saw Grandma Sharon, Grandpa Frank, Mama, Papa, and Auntie Diet standing together. She beamed, especially when she realized this wasn’t just Papa, but Papa Prime. She didn’t know how she could tell, but she could. Her Papa was so super-duper amazing that there were tons of him all around the world. Every copy of him was her real papa, but there was something special about Prime that sent a small burst of joy in her heart every time she saw him, which, admittedly, was a lot.
She understood when he had to be somewhere else. She had more brothers and sisters than anyone in the world, and her papa was the best papa in the world, so it only made sense that he was there for her and all of her brothers and sisters no matter where they were.
Papa was pointing at a large formation of stones with all kinds of important-looking runes on them. “And once we perfect it, that’ll be our portal to any realm we want to travel to. It’ll be efficient too, not requiring hundreds of witches to open the portal. But I think we’re still a decade out from that point. Then I’ll finally get the answer to the question that’s haunted me for over a decade…”
Mama frowned. “Where did Morgan Le Fay go?” she guessed.
Papa shook his head, but then nodded. “Okay, so the answer to two questions that have haunted me for over a decade.”
“What’s the other question?”
“Are unicorns real?”
“Oh, that’s an easy one. They’re—” Mama’s answer was cut off when Cherry Bomb came sprinting at them with her chunky rooster in hand. 
“Grandma! Grandpa!” she shouted, “We finally found you!” Both Mama and Papa seemed to completely forget what they were talking about, but Cherry Bomb didn’t care about that. She was excited to see them, and what they were talking about sounded really neat, but she was on a quest—a quest for sweet, delicious candy. 
“We, huh?” Grandpa Frank asked as he knelt down with his arms wide open for a hug.
Cherry Bomb slowed down when she reached him and was careful as she hugged her Grandpa. The last thing she wanted was to accidentally squish her friend. She learned that lesson the hard way back when she befriended a beetle once. You had to be careful with friends who were smaller than you. May Mr. Beetle rest in pieces on that sidewalk… and the bottom of her shoe.
Her Grandma leaned down as well, giving her a firm hug around the neck.
“I missed you both so much!” Cherry Bomb said.
“We missed you too, my little Cherrypop,” Grandma said with a warm smile.
Cherry Bomb grinned. “My name’s not Cherrypop anymore,” she explained.
“Oh?” Grandma asked with a curious brow raised and an amused smile. “What is it then?”
She took a dramatic step back and did her best impression of those important royal characters she saw on TV. “I shall hensforth be known as… Cherry Bomb! Muahahaha!” Okay, so royal people on TV didn’t cackle, but she couldn’t help it—it just felt right.
Mama put her hands on her hips and laughed. “Where’d you come up with that name?”
“The nice narrator lady made a deal with me,” Cherry Bomb said casually.
“I see,” Mama drawled. “So you finally met her, did you? She’s pretty amazing, isn’t she?”
Cherry Bomb nodded confidently. “And very talented.”
“Just wait until you meet the fella too. He’s also pretty incredible. They’re two of the best in the business,” Mama said.
Cherry Bomb didn’t know what Mama meant by that, but she didn’t want to look ignorant in front of the others so she nodded sagely.
“What are you two talking about?” Papa asked with a deep frown.
Mama laughed nervously. “Uhh…aha ha… nothing, baby. Don’t worry about it. It’s a girl thing.” Mama winked at Cherry Bomb, who tried to wink back, only to end up awkwardly blinking.
Mama smiled and ruffled her hair. “You’ll get it one day, babe.”
Cherry Bomb smiled, and it only grew wider when both Grandma and Grandpa pulled out a handful of the good stuff and held it out to her. “Here, Cherry Bomb,” Grandpa said, testing the name out. “This ought to be enough to tide you over for a while.”
A wide-eyed Cherry Bomb hurriedly grabbed handfuls at a time, stuffing them in the pockets of her shorts. She still wasn’t great with using her magical storage yet and didn’t want to risk destroying her hard-earned reward.
“What do you say,” Papa asked, reminding her of her manners.
“Thank you!” Cherry Bomb said quickly as she barely managed to tuck the last piece into her already bulging pocket.
Grandma laughed. “Who’s your little friend there?” She pointed at the fat little rooster in Cherry Bomb’s arms.
Cherry Bomb hadn’t revealed his name to Mama or Papa yet either, so this was a perfect opportunity for the big reveal. She held the rooster in the air with both hands and proudly declared, “This is my best friend, Chubby Cock!”
Mama started laughing while Papa suddenly choked on nothing. Grandma and Grandpa’s mouths were hanging wide open, clearly they were awestruck by such a perfect and fitting name.
Grandma’s cheeks were flushed for some reason. She asked, “Where, um… where did you come up with a name like that?”
Papa was making a slashing motion across his throat from next to Grandma and Grandpa while shaking his head. But Cherry Bomb was too excited to think about what that might mean. 
“Mama calls Papa that all the time,” she said with a beaming smile full of innocence.
Grandpa glanced at Papa, then nodded. “I guess now I know the real reason you have so many wives. Good for you.”
Cherry Bomb didn’t know what that meant, but as Grandpa and Papa started laughing and smiling, she could only assume they approved of her rooster’s name.
Grandma’s face was as red as Auntie Alpha’s hair while Mama couldn’t stop snickering. Since everyone seemed so happy, Cherry Bomb thought she’d tell Grandma and Grandpa more of the nicknames Mama had for Papa. “You know what else Mama calls Papa a lot?”
Papa didn’t give them a chance to ask as he hurriedly scooped her up into his arms, being sure not to hurt Chubby Cock in the process. He laughed awkwardly. “I think maybe it’s time we walk, uh… Chubby back to his home in the barn while we get you something to eat? Then how about you, me, and your siblings play some games? Maybe I’ll let you all ride on my Okatku form? Or we could build some trampoline webs with my Colossal Spider form?”
Cherry Bomb’s eyes lit up—literally, they glowed red with excitement. “Really?!”
Papa laughed and kissed her forehead. “Yes, really. I haven’t gotten to play with any of you much this week because I’ve been so busy. It’s time we rectify that, wouldn’t you say?”
She nodded rapidly. “YES! I would say! I’d say it lots!”
Papa laughed as he carried her off. She looked down at her rooster best friend. “Chubby Cock, did you know I’ve got the best dad in the whole wide world?”
“Bawk. Bawk. Ba-Gawk!” the rooster said.
“Exactly,” Cherry Bomb replied.
Papa said, “How about we just call him Chubby from now on? It’s shorter and easier to say.”
“Okay, Papa,” Cherry Bomb agreed. He was super smart. “Papa?” she asked, looking up at him.
“What’s up, my beautiful little Cherry Bomb?”
“When do you think Uncle Otto and Uncle Falwaag will be back from their anniversary trip?”
Papa smiled comfortingly. “You miss them, huh?”
Cherry Bomb nodded. “Yeah. Uncle Otto talks funny. It makes me laugh. And Uncle Falwaag lets me ride on his shoulders. Everything looks so small from up there!”
They walked along in silence for a moment before Cherry Bomb asked another question. “How did Uncle Otto and Uncle Falwaag fall in love? They’re so different.”
“Well… they happen to be very compatible.”
Cherry Bomb frowned adorably with her little nose scrunched up and her brows bunched together. “Com—pat—ible?”
Papa waved his hand in a gesture that really didn’t help him explain anything. “Yeah, compatible. They like a lot of things about each other. For example, Falwaag takes his foot care routine very seriously. And, apparently, Uncle Otto is really… really into Falwaag’s huge feet.”
“Uncle Otto likes Uncle Falwaag’s feet?”
Papa shrugged, sounding a little upset. “Yup. Now he can’t stop talking about those massive toes. As if no one else’s feet in the world matters…”
Cherry Bomb caught the small hint of jealousy in Papa’s expression. She knew what jealous looked like because Mama always looked a little jealous when Papa had a sleepover with one of her aunts and Mama couldn’t go. “Papa, you sound a little angry. Are you okay?”
“Me? Angry? Naw,” he said a little too loud. “Why would I be mad about someone else’s feet being admired? That’d be so silly.” He laughed and Cherry Bomb started laughing with him.
“Yeah, super silly,” she said, giggling.
“Not my fault he’s a size queen…” Papa muttered through a forced smile.
“Papa, what’s a size queen?”
Papa hissed through his teeth. “I—I said too much. Ask your mother about it when you’re older.”
Cherry Bomb frowned, but nodded. “Okay, Papa.” 
She rested her head against Papa’s shoulder and sighed contentedly while she pet her little fat rooster friend. “I love you, Papa.”
“I love you, too, sweetheart.”






Epilogue — Chapter 4









Broomhilda — Finally Broomhilda’s Time To Shine
Broomhilda sat on the rooftop of the penthouse. They’d purchased the entire building years ago. She came up there sometimes to watch the sun set over the city. It was beautiful, just like her life. 
If someone had told her eleven years ago that she’d one day be a member of the inner circle of The Inevitable Coven King—and that he would become the love of her life—and that they’d have two amazing children together, she’d have called them clinically insane. Yet, here she was, enjoying another day feeling happier than she ever thought possible.
She brushed her long blonde hair and red scarf over her shoulder and basked in the breeze as she closed her eyes. This was it. This was all she ever wanted and more. She thanked the goddess for everything she’d been given.
Broomhilda sighed contentedly as she stared off at the waning sunset when something caught her attention. She suddenly stared up at nothing.
“Hang on a minute. Is it… is it finally happening? I’m finally getting my own chapter?!” she asked excitedly.
The sun dipped lower over the city, and Broomhilda went on to live—
“No, wait! Don’t go! You haven’t even told them about how I revealed my real name to Logan yet!”
Happily ever after.
Broomhilda abruptly stood. “There’s so much to tell about how our love came to be! It was such an epic tale, a whirlwind romance, a will they or won’t they for the ages with the cutest and most romantic date you’ve ever heard of! And the spice was so spicy!”
This has been Coven King Six.
Broomhilda jumped up and down, waving her arms frantically as if trying to get someone’s attention. “No, no, no! Let’s at least tell them about how I taught Logan to fly a broom! It was so funny and sweet!”
The End. 
“Oh, this is bullshi—”
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