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Chapter 1

With everything I did for the Deep Woods Coven, it was surprising that I didn’t get sick sooner. The witches' magical vigor protected them against the chill of the forest, but I wasn’t so lucky.

I had been helping Leona dry some herbs by spreading them over large cloths on the ground. The sun at my back felt unusually hot, and I wondered if the mugginess in my head was from the earthy scent of the plants or because I hadn’t gotten much sleep the night before. The coven had been especially hungry for mana after our most recent guest left, and I was doing my best to satisfy them.

My pretty, dark-haired witch companion was saying something, but it sounded like it was coming from far away. One moment, I was nodding at her. The next, I was facedown on the ground, my nose buried in the dirt. Dimly, I felt Leona kneeling next to me and heard her call out for help. I tried to wave her off as I began to rise, but then she pulled my face against her soft, cool lap, and I surrendered to sleep.

The next few days were a blur. I knew they carried me to my room, where I lost myself in the comfortable sheets of my bed. My fever raged, and I had to rely on my witch friends to take care of me. I lost hours, maybe even days, as I felt their gentle hands and soft bodies close, trying to nurse me back to health.

“Is this him?” An unfamiliar voice drew my mind out of its feverish trance. I peeked out from under the blankets and frowned as I saw two redheads standing in the doorway to my room.

One was Cat, the witch who had first greeted me, wearing nothing but a cute, short skirt. The other was a taller woman with long red tresses trailing down her back. She wore a pure white coat and absolutely nothing underneath, giving me a good look at her tits and pussy.

I admired the way her heavy breasts swayed as she walked closer. My mind latched onto her luscious body, devouring the sight of her deliciously soft thighs. Despite my illness, I could feel fiery lust rise in me, my cock pressing hard against the bottom of the blankets.

With a flourish, she pulled off my sheets, making me gasp. Underneath, I was naked, my body bare in an attempt to dissipate the heat of my fever.

This new witch’s blazing green eyes scanned over my naked, helpless form. She grabbed my hip and pulled me closer, then let out a low whistle at my half-hard cock. Her fingers trailed up my front, starting at the base of my shaft and traveling up towards my chin. I arched and gasped softly as I felt magical coolness pouring from her fingertips and over my skin.

Without looking over her shoulder, this new witch spoke. “Leave us.”

Cat, who was usually so spirited, nodded quickly and obeyed. As I slipped back down to the bed, I realized I felt better than I had in days. I could think again, so I opened my mouth to ask a question. Before I could, however, this mysterious woman leaned over me, her silky red hair dragging over my body as she covered my mouth with her left hand while gripping the base of my cock with her right.

She began to stroke, and immediately, all my attention was focused on her sweet handjob. I groaned against her palm as my legs spread and my hips pushed up, eagerly enjoying the attention she was giving my cock.

The witch smiled down at me. “Sorry. The spell I’ve cast is quite fragile, and I don’t want you interrupting it before it’s taken hold. But I suppose you want to know who I am?”

I nodded as I panted into her palm, my hips pumping into her palm. Though her fingers were slick with precum, she moved her face over my cock and spat a thick wad of drool onto my shaft, adding even more lube to that sweet, wet stroking.

“My name is Heather, and I am a healer specializing in magical remedies. I mostly treat witches since few others can afford my services.” She paused as she ran her thumb up the bottom of my shaft, then gently rubbed right below my cockhead. Thick precum coated her finger as I shuddered in pleasure, feeling the heat travel up my spine.

Leaning over, she pressed a deep, wet tongue kiss to the tip of my cock. I gasped and thrust, and she accepted me warmly into her lips with a slight smile on her face. The hand on my mouth slowly slipped down over my neck and chest. Heather slowly pulled off my cock, a string of spit connecting us. “All right. It should be safe enough for you to talk now.”

In all the pleasure, I had forgotten what I was going to say, so it took me a few moments to recover. “Why are you here? Why me?”

She raised her eyebrows in response to my questions. “Your coven asked me to come see their Source. Honestly, I was quite surprised. Most covens would have just returned theirs to the Council and asked for a new one, so you must be something special. I do not come cheap.”

“What happens now?” I asked as I sat up slowly. Heather didn’t stop me as her eyes danced up and down my body. I should have been more tired from all the time I spent in bed, but instead, I felt energized as I turned to face her. Though I was naked, I was hardly ashamed thanks to my experiences in the coven.

“My magic is strong, but it cannot work miracles. Your illness is still deep inside you. It will take more treatments to get it out.” She pulled up a chair and sat down, then scooted forward. Looking down, I could see all the way from the sweet curve of her cleavage to the lusty shadow of her bare pussy.

She noticed me looking and smiled. “Like what you see?” She laughed melodically as she leaned in and planted a kiss against my chest. “Perhaps we can have some fun. You’ll have to let me set the pace, though. You may feel strong, but my magic is supporting you. Without it, the sickness will take over again.”

I placed both my hands gently in her hair, and she leaned in towards my cock. I moved my hips forward, the tip of my glistening shaft dancing close to her lips. “What if I feed you lust as you heal me? Would that cure me faster?”

She laughed gently as she traced her tongue around the tip of my cock. “It would help if you feel up for it. But the disease that sits inside you is deep-seated and will take several sessions to coax out. The powerful, corrupting magic of the Dark Woods has filled you and needs to be drained. Luckily, your coven realized this before it was too late.”

I wanted to ask what would have happened if we had waited, but suddenly, she dove down on me, and I forgot everything but pleasure. Her lips slid over my shaft, gripping tightly as they stroked over me. My cock pushed into her throat as her mouth smacked down into the base of my shaft, squeezing as her tongue slurped against me.

Despite what she had said about letting her set the pace, I couldn’t help but instinctively respond to her movements. My hips bucked up as my eyes rolled back, and I humped wildly into her face. I felt her throat swallow around me as drool trickled over my balls, and my thighs closed around her cheeks as she took me in over and over again.

Though she looked fragile, Heather easily endured my passionate facefuck. Her green eyes glinted playfully as she gazed up at me, all the while taking thrust after thrust balls-deep in her throat. The expression she wore challenged me to do more, and it made me tighten my hands in her hair and fuck her even harder, bouncing her face against my waist.

Just as I felt like I was taking control of the situation, she gently reached up and placed one hand against my chest. I slowed down reluctantly and released Heather, letting her pull her face off of me with a wet slurp. Drool mixed with precum dripped down her chin as she sat back. Her white coat remained open, revealing rock-hard nipples and an aroused wetness between her thighs.

“That’s enough of that,” she stated as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “As fun as this is, I’m supposed to be healing you, not draining you further.”

What she said made sense, but I wasn’t thinking logically at the moment. I hadn’t been fucked since I had gotten sick, so getting teased like this had set my lust afire. With a frown, I pushed myself off the bed and landed on my feet in front of her.

Immediately, a feeling of dizziness came over me, and I felt Heather’s hands take hold of my thighs to steady me. My cock twitched in front of her tits,  drooling thick strands of arousal over her bare skin. “You need to rest and let my magic do its work,” she commanded, trying to get me back into bed.

I was having none of it. “I’m fine right now. Besides, I still have questions. How’s the rest of the coven?”

Heather sighed as she gave me a critical look. “They are fine. A little mana-hungry, but I imagine they’ll manage as they did before you arrived. Honestly, I’m surprised at how well they’re doing. I’d heard that this place was having trouble contributing to the Council, but they somehow managed to pay my fee.” She shrugged.

I felt a pang of worry. Though we had passed the most recent Council inspection, things were still tight. Was my illness going to ruin the coven? I pushed those thoughts away. Leaning down, I grabbed Heather’s thighs and parted them to expose her bare, lusty pussy. “How long do you think it’ll be before I can start fueling their magic again?”

Heather raised one eyebrow as she leaned back and spread her legs. Lifting them up, she rested her calves on my shoulders as her ankles pressed into the bed behind me. “You might feel fine now, but once we’re done here, the exhaustion is going to set in again. The darkness runs deep, so it’ll be a few more days at least.”

A few more days? The coven had already gone without me for half a week. How would they conduct their experiments without my lust helping them? I pushed my hips forward and dragged the bottom of my shaft over Heather’s pussy. “Are you sure? Maybe I’ll get better sooner,” I said as I felt her wet arousal cling to my cock.

She moved her hips with mine to paint me with her lust. “Maybe,” she agreed. “But I won’t make any promises. My job here is to make sure you completely recover, and I know what I’m looking for.” Heather shifted the angle of her hips, then gasped as her clit brushed against my length.

I leaned over her, letting my cock press down into her skin. Shamelessly, I continued to grind the bottom of my shaft over her clit, enjoying the way she whimpered with pleasure. Unable to help myself, I kissed her needy lips, pressing my tongue in deep as I tasted her hungry, moaning lust.

As our tongues danced, I drew my waist back and guided the tip of my cock against her wet snatch. I held myself there for a moment, savoring the way her pussy almost suckled against me, begging me to fuck her.

My first thrust rocked her against the chair. Her lips broke from mine as she gasped in surprise. Her nearly naked body arched up into me, and her hands came up and held onto my shoulders. “Oh fuck!” she gasped. “You’re quite vigorous!”

I nodded as I drew back, savoring the sight and sensation of my cock covered with her slick lust. Then, I rammed into her again, hearing the chair creak as my hips crashed into her with a loud, lusty smack. “I know. That’s why I want to go back to the coven as soon as possible.”

She opened her mouth to speak, but all that came out were hungry, rough grunts as I started to pound her roughly. Her legs shook against my shoulders as the tip of my cock plunged deep into her helpless pussy. Thick, hot trails of raw lust trickled down her ass and onto the seat as she threw her head back and moaned.

I took advantage of her surrender by leaning forward and attacking her neck. I kissed and nibbled and nuzzled the hollow of her throat, feeling her gasp as her fingers tightened on my shoulders. With a weak cry of delight, Heather arched underneath me, her hard nipples dragging against my chest.

For a few moments, there was nothing but the sound of raw, shameless fucking. I smashed my hips down into hers with shameless abandon, feeling her body bounce under me. Heather tried to return my passion, but all she could do was sway her hips back and forth on top of the chair, just trying to outlast my insatiable lust.

She had no chance. Her thighs tensed around me as her nails dug hard into my skin. With a helpless shriek, she came, desperately shoving her pussy onto me as her raw, wet lust trickled down my shaft and balls.

I was close, too. My cock surged inside her, throbbing hard against her tight inner walls. She had dropped the pretense of being professional and was now little more than a whimpering, needy witch whore. As she felt me get closer to cumming, she managed to speak, her voice still shuddery from her recent orgasm. “I might have been wrong about you,” she confessed.

Though she probably had more to say, there was something more important for her to deal with. All the lust energy that had built up in me over my illness now demanded to be released, and there was only one place for it to go. With a sudden growl that shut Heather right up, I smashed my hips into her one final time.

She released a soft, weak sound as my waist crushed her clit, which shivers of delight up her body. She threw her head back, eyes rolling as she felt my cock pulse inside her. “Make a mess out of me!” she whispered breathily as I fired the first thick, hot cumshot deep inside her body.

Another quickly followed, then another, pulses of fiery hot lust surging up through my raw cock. With each shot, Heather’s body trembled. Soft gasps left her mouth as if she was surprised at the sheer volume and strength of my finish.

As I continued to cum, I pulled my body back slowly, breaking free of her arms. She released me with a confused look on her face, which quickly turned to surprise as my still-cumming cock slipped out of her entrance.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned breathily as thick, heavy spurts of seed began to coat her belly. Her legs slid off the bed and fell back down to the floor at her sides. She kept herself open and exposed as I painted her with cum. When my cock began to soften, she reached forward and gave me a few strokes, making sure every last drop was either inside her or trickling down her skin.

I leaned back against the bed to admire my handiwork. Heather’s generous chest heaved with exertion as she sat back against the chair, her arms and legs spread. She swallowed as she rose to watch me closely. Reaching down, she played idly with the mess on her body, then pushed it down to smear against her clit. “You’re a very special Source, you know that? I’ve never met one with such mana-rich seed.” She sat up straighter with a sigh. “I’ll have to keep an eye on you.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but suddenly, the world began to pulse around me. I fell back against the bed, glad that it was there to catch me, and began to slide to the floor.

Heather immediately stood up and slid her hands under my arms. Gently, she helped me back into bed and pulled out a wet washcloth to start cleaning me off. “See?” she chastised gently. “I told you. You may be the most durable Source I’ve met, but you’re still going to need some recovery time.”

I could only nod in agreement as I collapsed into the soft sheets. Though I wanted to get up and do more for the coven, I had to obey the demands of my exhausted body. With a sigh, I settled into the bed and felt sleep threaten to overtake me. As I closed my eyes, I couldn’t help but wonder how the Deep Woods Coven was doing without me and what they had to sacrifice for Heather to come see me.


Chapter 2

Unfortunately for me, Heather was right. It took time to extract and heal the dark magic that had seeped into me from the Deep Woods. Whenever she was treating me, I felt much better, but as soon as she left, I fell into a sickness-induced daze.

With time, I improved. Soon, I was joining the coven for meals and doing some light reading in the library. I could tell the coven witches were hungry for my lust, but between Heather’s warnings and my exhaustion, I reluctantly chose not to fuck them for now.

Then, one day, as I was reading on a comfy couch in the library, I heard the door swing open. “Fine. Fine!” Heather’s voice echoed through the quiet shelves with exasperation.

Cat’s followed. “I’m sorry, I was just asking! We’ve been using him basically nonstop since we got him, so it was hard when we had to stop all of a sudden!”

“Spare me the excuses. You and everyone else, including the man himself, keep testing my patience, and I’m tired of saying no. If you feel like collecting his lust is worth the risk of him getting worse, then be my guest. But don’t be surprised if I have to stay another week to keep treating him!”

By the time they stopped in front of me, I had put aside the book and was waiting for them with an amused expression. Heather was just as exasperated as she sounded, while Cat followed behind her, looking sheepish. As they stood in front of me, I took a moment to admire their barely covered bodies, from Heather’s bold nakedness inside her white healer’s cloak to Cat’s cute skirt.

It took me a moment to realize Cat was holding a large glass jar in one hand. I cocked my head curiously at it. Heather noticed me noticing and sighed as she smacked Cat’s ass. “Well? You’re here. Go on and say it.”

Cat cleared her throat. “I was going to!” She smiled weakly as she stepped forward. “So, um, we know you’re still recovering, but the coven is really low on magic. We don’t want you to strain yourself, but we were hoping you could spare us some?”

Heather rolled her eyes. “And I was tired of telling everyone they needed to wait. I think you’re well enough that I can leave the decision up to you,” she stated, pointing at me. “And if there’s any fallout, I should be able to handle it.”

“So. What do you think?” Cat asked, wiggling the jar. “It won’t be much. You can just sit there if you want. I was just going to collect some essence so I could share with the others.”

The thought both aroused and amused me. I sat up straight with a smile and opened my arms to them both. “I’m down to try. Why don’t you join as well, Heather, in case there are any problems? And Cat, maybe you could tell me what’s going on with the coven. I feel like you guys are trying to hide something from me.”

Cat skipped over excitedly and sat on my right. Her skirt tugged up, revealing a delicious expanse of pale thigh. Setting aside the jar, she tossed her short red hair behind her and sighed. “We’re not keeping any secrets, I promise. It’s just, well, you getting sick has definitely caused some problems. But they aren’t your fault! And we don’t want you to think they were.” Leaning over, she caressed my chest, then reached down further towards my crotch.

Heather took a seat on the other arm and leaned against me with a sigh. Her cloak fell open, revealing that luscious body that I had fucked just a few days ago. “Do what you want,” she sighed as she slid an arm around my neck. “I’m just here to make sure nothing goes wrong.”

Cat gleaned at her once before reaching into my pants and fishing my cock out. I gasped softly when she wrapped her fingers around me and started to jerk. She smiled apologetically as she loosened her grip. “Sorry. Got a little excited. It’s been a while. Anyways, what did you want to know?”

Before I could answer, she had her lips wrapped around the tip of my cock, drool trickling down into my lap. My waist pumped up on instinct, pushing my shaft into her mouth as I groaned. I reached down and stroked my fingers through her red hair.

As I opened my mouth to ask my question, I felt Heather’s lips playing against the side of my neck. I gasped softly as she trailed kisses up towards my ear before pressing her mouth to mine. The taste of her tongue drove my need even higher, and I groaned weakly as I thrust even harder into Cat’s hungry lips.

By the time our kiss broke, I had lost my train of thought. Heather’s fingers ran down my cheek as she smiled playfully at me and sat back. “Just needed to do a quick check-in,” she explained as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

I swallowed and nodded wordlessly, then turned my attention back to Cat. She was fully focused on my cock, dragging her lips up and down with delicious, wet passion. Weakly, I tapped the back of her head.

It took her a few moments to slide her mouth off of me with a wet pop. Her hands remained on my thighs as she looked up at me, then cocked her head. “Yes?”

I had to gather my thoughts before I could remember my question. “How’s the coven paying for all this?” I asked as I trailed my thumb over her glistening wet lips.

Heather tensed on my left as Cat paused and gazed thoughtfully into my face. She sighed and leaned in to nuzzle my cheek. “We were hoping you wouldn’t ask that question,” she murmured against me as she casually stroked my cock with her hand.

I waited for her to continue. When she didn’t, I cleared my throat, focusing on her face even as my cock leaked onto her fingers. “But I did. So tell me, what’s going on?”

Cat shrugged weakly and looked away. “We all came together and decided that your health was a priority. So we pooled together our resources and money and sent for the best healer we could find.” She turned back to me with a bright smile, her hand squeezing over the base of my cock. “And look how much better you are!”

Ignoring her as best I could, I turned my attention back to Heather. “How much are they paying you?”

The redheaded healer was serious now. She trailed her fingers down my chest with a light shrug. “As I said, my services don’t come cheap. But my prices are fair, given the amount of magic I used and the time I’ve taken.”

I didn’t like the sound of that, but I couldn’t argue against it either. If the coven had chosen to go to any expense for me, what choice did I have but to accept? I reached over and casually groped Heather’s hanging tits, enjoying the way she moaned when I played with her nipple.

To my right, Cat relaxed and returned to sucking me off. I groaned softly as my hips began to move again, pushing me deeper into her warm, wet throat. The jar she had brought sat at her side, forgotten as her drool trickled down my balls.

I leaned back in the chair and turned my attention to Heather. Both my hands moved to her tits and pulled her closer. She shivered in pleasure as my thumbs flicked over her nipples, then bit her lower lip as her thighs pressed together. Staring into her pretty face, I realized that I didn’t know much about her despite all the time we had spent together.

“So, which coven are you from?” I asked as I leaned in to share a quick kiss.

Heather smiled and shook her head. “I don’t have a coven. I’m a traveling healer.”

Cat’s lips suddenly pulled off the tip of my cock, making me gasp. She continued to jerk me off hard as she added her thoughts. “She’s been asked to join others quite a few times, but she’s always said no.”

Heather laughed lightly as she grabbed Cat’s crimson hair and shoved the other girl back down. “Your friend is right. I just don’t think there’s any place that can offer me something that makes me want to stay.”

Though I wanted to respond, I was starting to lose myself in Cat’s impassioned blowjob. Her tongue swirled around my tip to send hot shivers of pleasure up my spine. My hands tightened on Heather’s body as I surrendered to the pleasure of Cat’s mouth.

I grunted in delight as I felt my raw, hot climax pulse up through my cock. I arched back in my chair as I emptied shot after thick, heavy cumshot into Cat’s greedy lips. My toes curled underneath her body as I flooded her mouth with my lust, then felt some of it trickle back down over my shaft.

Cat might have forgotten about her duty, but Heather hadn’t. As I came into Cat’s eager lips, Heather quickly slipped off the arm of the chair and grabbed the jar on the floor. She brought it towards Cat’s mouth, just in time for a thick glob of cum to leak out from her lips.

The cold glass pressed against the side of my cock to collect the mess I had emptied into Cat’s mouth. I shuddered as Cat pulled her lips off of me and wrapped her right hand around the base of my shaft.

She moved her mouth over the opening of the glass jar and aimed my cock at it as well. As I watched, she opened her mouth and spat my seed into the container. Before I could ask her why she was doing that, I felt another flood of pleasure rush over me as she jerked me off into the jar to collect my potent seed.

Though I was getting stronger, I was still weak, and I could do little more than watch and enjoy as my sticky white seed spilled out onto the glass. Cat smiled as she milked me with her warm, soft hand. “For the others,” she explained playfully, tipping me a wink.

Would my seed give them the mana they needed so badly? Would it be a good substitute for my actual lust? I could only hope so as I watched Cat drain me into the jar. Finally, when my cock was soft, and the glass jar was about half-full, she pulled away and lifted it up to stare at it.

“Not bad. Not bad at all.” Her eyes glittered with delight. “It’s not the same as having you with us, but it will have to do for now.”

I nodded as I sat back in the chair, tired but happy that I was able to help. My cock gave a few twitches, eager but not quite ready for more. I thought we were done for now, so I was surprised when I suddenly felt Heather’s luscious ass pressing into my lap.

The healer witch sat on me casually, her butt grinding over my cock as she reached out for the jar. Cat passed it to her with a surprised look, and we both watched as Heather lifted it to the light, watching my pearly seed flow against the sides of the jar. “Interesting. Very interesting,” she murmured to herself as she dragged her ass back and forth over me.

Heather turned to Cat and gave the jar back. “You know, when you said you had a very special Source, I thought you were exaggerating. Now, after treating and tasting him, I think my opinion has changed. This man’s lust is more potent than I could have imagined.”

Cat nodded solemnly. “Why do you think we spared no expense to save him?”

As they talked, I sat up and reached out to grab Heather’s hips. When I started to move her waist back and forth over my cock, she didn’t even glance over her shoulder. “I am honestly quite impressed. I’ve visited many covens, but this is the first one to have such a powerful Source.”

“Why are you talking about me like I’m not here?” I asked playfully as I felt my cock start to throb harder between Heather’s asscheeks. “Hey, Cat, I’ve got more to give you if you want it.”

Cat perked up, lifting the jar with an excited look on her face. Heather cleared her throat as she lifted her hips to look down at where my cock was starting to rise between her. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to handle this load, just in case he’s overestimating his abilities. Don’t worry, anything I extract, I’ll give to you,” she promised.

Cat grinned and shrugged. “If that’s what you say.” She settled on the edge of the table in front of me, spreading her legs and casually running her hands over her pussy.

In the meantime, Heather was moving her thighs faster against me, stroking my shaft with each movement. Though I was tired, my lust had returned to me, surging through my bare cock and pushing tensely against her body. She stood up and glanced between her legs, then reached down and wrapped her fingers around the base of my spit-lubed shaft.

Glancing over her shoulder with a warm smile, she slid the tip of my shaft to the entrance of her pussy, then groaned softly as she pushed herself back over me. “My my, still so big and passionate. You really are a specimen worth studying,” she moaned as she lowered herself onto me.

“Too bad. He’s ours,” Cat pouted as she toyed with her own wet entrance. “You can only have him if you’re part of our coven!”

Heather laughed softly as her pussy touched down against my waist. “Trying to recruit me, are you? I suppose I’ll have to consider it, if only for this glorious cock.”

Now that was an interesting thought. Before I could give it much more attention, Heather lifted her hips, making me gasp as she nearly pulled fully off of my shaft. Her snatch clung wetly to the very tip of my cock, threatening to let go before she suddenly slammed herself back down again.

As I grunted with delight, Heather leaned back against me, her long red hair playing across my chest. She smiled as she reached back and hooked an arm over my neck, then brought her lips up to nuzzle and kiss my chin. “You’re fun to play with, do you know that?”

Unable to muster up words, I nodded. My hands gripped her hips more tightly as I felt a shiver of raw, hungry desire make its way up my spine. I dragged my gaze away from Heather’s tits to look at Cat, who was playing with herself while she watched me fuck Heather.

There wasn’t much I could do to help the coven right now, but I had to try. Tightening my fingers on Heather’s waist, I mustered as much strength as I could and slammed my hips up into hers. She gasped as the impact lifted her body and made her tits bounce.

Before she could say anything, I pressed my chest against her back. At the same time, I shoved my waist into her ass which made my cock shift inside her. My hands found her heavy tits, groping them and making her moan weakly.

Though she was on top, I took control, leaning into her as I began to move my waist. Though Heather tried to set the pace, she soon surrendered to my desires. Her hips moved with mine, though it was clear she wanted more.

I gently flicked her nipples as I whispered in her ear. “If you like this so much, maybe we can come to an arrangement?’

It took Heather a moment to respond, her lips dripping with soft, luscious grunts as her ass smacked into my waist over and over again. “What are you proposing?” she panted. Her focus was quite clearly on the way my thick, hard cock plunged into her tight, wet pussy, her eyes glued to the place our bodies met.

“Perhaps you could give my precious coven a discount. In return, we can spend more time together.” I let go of her right nipple and pushed that hand between her thighs, gently circling my fingers around her clit.

Heather trembled as she reached down and stroked my thighs. Our bodies continued to move as she thought about my offer, chewing her lower lip and squirming against me. It had been surprisingly easy to turn the sweet, confident healer into this trembling mess, and I savored the feeling of her softness against me.

Finally, she spoke. “I’ll have to think about it.” Her voice shivered slightly as her pussy squeezed over my cock, luscious wetness leaking over my balls. “This would be highly unusual.”

I liked her answer, but I thought I could get a better one. “Maybe I can convince you.” I gazed over her shoulder at Cat. Since my hands were occupied groping Heather, I let her know where I wanted her by nodding meaningfully down between Heather’s legs.

Cat had been watching us with heated interest. When she caught my signal, she obeyed immediately. She slid off the table and got on her knees in front of Heather.

The healer witch was completely unprepared for Cat to dive between our legs and use her tongue to pleasure us both. Heather gasped in surprise, her back arching as she cried out in delight. I smiled and held her to me, my fingers tight against her soft tits and warm thighs as I began to fuck her harder.

“As you can see, I’ll make sure you get whatever you need out of our time together. All you have to do is lighten the load on my coven. We’re struggling to get by, so any bit helps,” I murmured as my hips clapped wetly against Heather’s.

Heather could no longer speak. Her hands had left me and now held onto Cat’s hair for dear life. The devilish little redheaded witch between her thighs was relentless. Her tongue lashed out wetly, moving from my balls up to Heather’s clit, then back down again. Her lips occasionally touched down against me with slurping wet kisses, and fresh drool soon joined the mess that she had covered me with.

All the while, I kept pounding Heather balls deep, fucking the witch like my life depended on it. It was easier now that she was barely holding on, moaning weakly each time the tip of my cock plunged deep into her helpless body.

Each thrust almost lifted me out of the chair as I rocked forward into Heather. Between our legs, Cat slurped loudly, her hands dragging up and down our entwined thighs. Even though I had just cum, my cock was almost painfully hard inside Heather, demanding release as I turned the healer into a slut.

With all that stimulation, there was no way I could last. Luckily for me, Heather was the same way. She kept one hand locked in Cat’s hair as the other reached behind her and hooked into my thigh. Her needy body bounced between us, ass smashing down against my waist before her pussy pressed forward into Cat’s tongue.

She came first, her lust exploding over my cock and Cat’s face. Heather threw her head back with a wail of delight as she kept riding the wave of pleasure that crashed over her. Her pussy clenched and relaxed over my cock, ripples of raw lust traveling between us as her legs shook.

My climax was close, so I chased the heated, rising lust with hard thrusts into Heather’s helpless body. The extra movement combined with Cat’s messy tongue lapping over my balls was enough to push me over the edge, even so soon after my last orgasm.

I captured Heather in my arms and pulled her against me, warmth-to-warmth. Groaning, I felt my raw cock throb inside her as I started to cum. Dimly, I sensed Heather gasp as she tensed in my arms, her pussy milking me desperately. With each fresh cumshot I dumped inside Heather, I could feel Cat’s tongue twirl around the base of my cock with hungry desire, making me shiver with pleasure.

Even as I slowly came down from my orgasm, my job wasn’t done yet. After all, Cat had come here with a specific purpose in mind. While Heather and I were savoring the aftermath of our lust, Cat was busy getting what she had come here for.

I leaned back into the chair with Heather on my lap. Cat reached up and pulled my softening cock from Heather’s pussy to let the tip drool into the jar. Then, as Heather lay back on me, her legs spread helplessly, Cat slid her fingers into Heather’s pussy and started to drag my cum out into the glass container.

Heather let out a yelp of surprise as she shuddered. I had to wrap my arms around her to stop her from sliding off of me. She wore a surprisingly vulnerable expression as she stared longingly between her legs, watching my cum leave her body to be stored for the rest of the coven.

I kissed the side of her neck. “Did you give my offer more thought?” I asked softly. “Spare my coven a little, and I’ll do whatever you want.”

Heather shivered in my arms. “I’ll consider it.” Her words trembled slightly as she whined softly, her hard nipples trembling as she submitted to Cat.

Finally, the perky, redheaded witch between our legs stood up, holding a jar half-full of seed. “The rest of the coven is going to love this,” she declared with a broad smile, swirling the sticky white mess around. “Thank you both.” Leaning forward, she kissed me gently. “I’ll let the Coven Matron know about the discussion here.” Cat winked playfully at us before she turned and left.

With that, Heather and I were alone in the library, slumped atop the comfortable chair, completely drained and satisfied. My hands roamed gently up and down her body as I relaxed and savored the warm afterglow with her.

Now, all I could do was wait and see what she thought of my offer. My illness had gotten the coven into this situation, so it was the least I could do to help them work their way out of it. Besides, what would this sexy, confident healer witch want from me if she could have her way? The thought sent a delicious shiver down my spine. I’d just have to wait and see.


Chapter 3

I wasn’t sure what sort of agreement they reached, though Heather was still around a week after I had fully recovered. She became a comfortable part of our day-to-day life, helping around the coven and occasionally checking up on me. I also noticed that my lust-refilling duties were a little lighter than usual.

I soon found out why. I had just finished clearing the table after dinner when Diane, the busty, brown-haired Coven Matron, gently took my wrist. She turned to me, her body jewelry gently shaking as she did so. “Do you mind heading to my office when you’re done here? I will join you shortly.”

For a moment, I thought I was in trouble. Diane was rarely so serious, but the kind undertone in her voice reassured me. “Sure.” I nodded as I put away the last of the plates.

I didn’t wait long in Diane’s cozy office. I was sitting on one of the couches around the coffee table in front of her desk when the door opened. Diane walked in, heavy breasts swaying as she smiled at me. Behind her, Heather followed, tossing back her long red hair. Her cheeks were flushed as she avoided my gaze.

Diane took a seat behind her desk and rested her hands on it. “I suppose you want to know what’s going on?” she asked me.

I nodded. “I’m not in trouble, am I?”

Diane laughed. “Of course not! Though I can see why you’d think that. No, the only reason you didn’t hear about this earlier is because Heather did not want you involved in the discussion. She was concerned about your powers of persuasion.”

Heather had taken a seat on the couch next to me. She sat back, her cloak falling open to reveal her body. She raised her eyebrows at me. “I am regrettably susceptible to this,” she stated, reaching down and cupping my cock. “While I enjoy my experiences with you, I do have to watch out for myself as well.”

Diane gave her a sympathetic glance. “Indeed. Being a witch without a coven is difficult.” She sighed and then looked at me again. “Anyway, Heather and I discussed some alternate methods of payment. While we can certainly afford her full fee, you were very kind to make her aware of our strained financial status. And so Heather has graciously offered us a steep discount in exchange for being allowed to study you.”

“I’m interested in seeing why you’re so special,” Heather stated as she turned to face me. “So I’ll be doing some careful observation and data collection here.” Her hand hadn’t left my crotch, and she continued to knead my manhood as it swelled in her fingers.

I began to roll my hips into her hand as I smiled at both witches. “Sounds good to me. So how do we get started?”

Diane shrugged. “However Heather wishes. I’m just here to keep an eye on things and answer questions.”

The redheaded witch sitting next to me nodded, then turned towards me. She swiftly hooked her fingers into the waistline of my pants and hauled them downward. I helped her kick them off as my shaft sprung free.

The head of my cock was already glistening with precum as she leaned forward and brought her face close to it. The sensation of her breath against my shaft made me shiver as I leaned back, swallowing hard.

Heather’s tongue slid out carefully and gave the very tip of my shaft a quick slurp. I groaned as a shudder of delight ran down my spine. The redheaded witch turned back to Diane. “Have you been feeding him anything special? Performed any spells on him?”

The coven matron shook her head. “No, he does the same things we do. He did have some exposure to the Deep Woods, but even before that, his lust was special.”

Heather nodded as she wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and started to stroke. Her pace was slow, almost torturously so, and I felt my breathing quicken as I watched her hand move up and down.

As she toyed with me, Heather leaned in to focus closely on my cock, her face less than an inch away. Occasionally, without warning, her tongue flickered out to give me a lick, sending a bolt of pleasure up my spine. I looked helplessly over at Diane, who shrugged.

Finally, Heather pulled away from me with a frown. “Well, nothing about his cock is unusual. It’s got a nice taste, but I think that’s from all the mana.” Pulling her cloak open, she climbed onto my lap, facing me. Her hips pressed forward, and her warm pussy kissed the base of my shaft. “Oh, but I can feel the magic,” she murmured as she started to grind herself up and down.

I began to move my waist up and down with hers, my balls smacking into her butt every time her pussy kissed down against my base. Though I wasn’t inside her yet, this was almost as good, my cock throbbing and leaking against her belly as her cloak fell over us both.

As Heather’s breathing quickened, she looked me in the eye with a slight frown. “And what about you?” she breathed softly, bringing her face close. “Are you doing anything special? Where do you think your powers are coming from?”

I shrugged and answered honestly. “I have no idea. Truthfully, I didn’t think I was different than other Sources.” I took a moment to think, though it was hard with Heather’s tits swaying against me. “I guess I’ve been taking the initiative more. The Deep Woods Coven is small and needs all the help they can get, so they’ve let me go above and beyond. Maybe freedom is what gives me strength?”

Heather shook her head, a frustrated look on her face. “It’s not like Sources are prisoners,” she growled as she rode me harder. Her pace slowed as she cocked her head thoughtfully. “Though I will say, you are taking advantage of your freedom more than most.”

With a soft sigh, she raised her hips and pushed her entrance over my tip. With a soft moan, she pushed herself down onto me, sliding my thick, hard cock into her tight, wet entrance. Groaning softly, I slid up into her, feeling her pussy clench down as it approached my base.

“How can it be so good?” she mumbled to herself as she pressed forward, her clit grinding into my waist.

Diane heard her and shrugged. “We’re as perplexed as you are,” she said as she stood and came around her desk. Smiling, she stood next to us and reached over to run her hand affectionately through my hair. “But we’re happy that he joined us.”

I tilted my face upward to kiss her palm. Heather sighed as she began to ride me faster, her generous ass slapping down against my thighs. Her arms hooked around my neck and pulled me against her collarbone. I nuzzled into the top of her soft breasts as I pushed my hips up into her, groaning with delight as I felt myself plunge deep into her warmth.

“I’m going to need some samples,” Heather murmured, her body moving faster. “Some things to study and work with. Who knows, maybe I’ll even use it on other witches.”

The idea of my essence being taken far and wide in the witching world turned me on, and my cock surged inside her. Heather felt this and laughed softly, then leaned in to nuzzle her nose against mine. “You like that, don’t you? I may have to come back and visit to let you know what happens.”

I nodded eagerly as I began to move faster, bouncing her on my lap with luscious wet sounds. My fingers left her hips to roam up and down her back, caressing and teasing and pulling her to me. Her nipples dragged over my chest as our hips came together again and again and again.

My cock shuddered inside her as my pleasure built, and I arched back as I felt her soft warmth against me. Pressing forward, I began to kiss over her shoulder, then her neck. My lips quickly made their way over her chin, then pressed into her mouth. I tasted her moans as we moved faster, our lusts coming to a fever pitch.

As my climax approached, I saw Diane return to our side, a small clay container in her hand. “For the samples,” she explained with a playful smile. “Though I expect they’ll be a little contaminated.”

Heather didn’t seem to hear her, so Diane reached down and gave her generous ass a hard smack. Neither of us had realized that the redheaded healer was so close to climax, so we were both surprised when the sound of the spank was accompanied by a wild cry of pleasure.

Heather came hard, her body shaking against me as her arms clenched tightly around my neck. Even as she finished, she kept riding me, milking my cock as she surrendered to her own pleasure. Diane wore an amused look as she reached over and experimentally spanked Heather again, then again. Each time was accompanied by a fresh surge of pleasure for both of us, Heather’s pussy clamping down and begging for my load.

It wasn’t long before I gave it to her. With a harsh grunt of pure delight, I shoved my hips into her, lifting us both off the couch. My eyes rolled back as my body arched, and I started to cum inside her. My toes curled underneath us as I emptied shot after thick, hot, heavy cumshot balls-deep into her needy body, filling her soaking, needy depths with my potent warmth.

The sensation of my seed inside her drew even more pleasure from Heather’s needy body. She collapsed over me, covering me with her soft, lusty warmth as her hips moved until they could move no more. Finally, she slumped over my body, her pussy squeezing weakly as she groaned against my shoulder. Diane had stopped spanking her, leaving her ass glowing red.

I leaned back against the couch with a satisfied sigh. “Is that enough observation?” I teased gently, giving her sensitive butt a few gentle pats. She shivered with pleasure as she lifted her face from my shoulder.

“Even if it wasn’t, I’m not sure I can take any more,” she confessed. With a sigh, she began to lift her hips from my body. “Diane, will you help me collect some samples?”

The Coven Matron smiled as she came forward with her small clay container. “Certainly.” Down below, she helped Heather lift her hips. My cock slowly slid out of her snatch and flopped onto the couch. Above it, Heather’s pussy clenched, struggling to hold onto the cum that threatened to flow out of her.

Once Diane positioned herself underneath Heather, the healer witch relaxed with a sigh. I watched with amazement as thick, sticky dribbles of cum dripped out from her pussy and into the glazed clay pot. The sight of my seed trickling from her needy, wet sex was almost hypnotic, and I felt a pulse of heat inside me.

When Heather was done emptying herself, she rolled to the side and collapsed onto the couch with a sigh. Diane handed her the jar and the lid, and she smiled weakly as she stared into it.

“Is that enough?” the Coven Matron asked.

Heather laughed. “It will have to be. I’m still exhausted from the healing, and I can’t go any further. I’ll have to be happy with what I’ve got.”

“Well, just keep in mind that you’re welcome back anytime you want. As you know, our Source is quite insatiable, and we’re forever grateful to you for curing him of the curse,” Diane responded.

Heather smiled and waved dismissively. “You’re too kind. I like that. Very different from the big covens and all their politics.” Closing her eyes with a yawn, she let her head fall back against the couch.

Diane turned to me. “And, of course, thank you for thinking about us even in your illness. Heather gave us quite a deep discount, which will come in handy when the next inspection comes around.” She paused as her eyes darted down to my cock. “I wish I could say that you’ve earned yourself some rest, but, truthfully, we’ve been holding back in anticipation of today. Now that we’ve got Diane settled, the rest of us no longer have to hold back.”

I nodded understandingly. Even though my legs were still shaky from the creampie I left in Heather, I stood slowly. Diane raised her eyebrows as I walked over to her and placed one hand on her soft breast, groping it playfully. “Why don’t we start now?”

Diane laughed softly and ran her fingers down my chest. Leaning in, she kissed me deeply, her tongue gently playing over my mouth as her hands stroked over my hips. “I would say no because I’m worried about you, but at this point, I know better. You’ll decide what’s best for you, and all the rest of us can do is ride along.”

She turned around, her jewelry glittering around her. With a smile, she leaned down over her desk, her hips hiked up towards me. I shivered at the sight of her luscious, plush thighs surrounding that dripping, needy pussy. I could already feel my desire awakening again.

I walked forward and bent over, then pressed a soft, hungry kiss against Diane’s thighs. She shivered, fresh lust trickling out of her pussy and down her thighs. Gently, I licked it up, the clean, sweet taste sending pulses of pleasure through me.

By the time I had coated her thighs and pussy with my spit, my cock was fully hard again. Straightening up, I brought my waist forward and pressed my tip against her entrance. With a soft grunt, I was inside her, sinking balls-deep into the soft, warm pussy of the lovely, kind Coven Matron.

Her low groan of pleasure reverberated through her small office as she pushed herself back against me. Her luscious ass touched down against my waist, making me groan as I reached down to grope it.

In contrast to the rough, desperate way I had fucked Heather, I took my sweet time with Diane. With a soft groan of pleasure, I rolled my hips forward, slowly riding her against her desk. Leaning down, I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and hugged her against me. “Thanks, Diane,” I whispered into her ear as our hips came together.

“Hm?” Her voice was breathy and soft as her heavy tits dragged over the wood. “What for?”

“For welcoming me into the coven. For letting me do as I wanted. And for sparing no expense to save me,” I answered as I began to move faster.

“Of course,” Diane murmured, wiggling her butt against me as it rippled with the impact of each thrust. “You’re one of us now. We wouldn’t give you up for the world,” she murmured.

Her words warmed my heart. I nuzzled against her shoulder as our bodies started to come together, my cock engulfed by her wet warmth while I lay atop her softness.

Just as we were getting into a good rhythm, something else caught my attention. Heather had risen from the couch and now stood in front of us, behind Diane’s desk. She lifted her leg and planted one foot on the wooden surface. “This is sweet. Mind if I join?” she teased.

When I nodded, she reached out and gently grabbed a handful of Diane’s brown hair. Heather’s hips pushed forward over the table as she pulled Diane’s face into her pussy. “I think you missed some cum,” she teased as she dragged her wet snatch back and forth over Diane’s face.

The Coven Matron took this in stride, opening her mouth to drag her tongue over Heather’s needy snatch. Heather groaned in delight and humped into Diane’s lips, making the busty witch bounce between us.

Heather’s playful friskiness combined with Diane’s sweet warmth to make something even better. I could almost feel the healer’s lusty desperation inspiring Diane to move faster, her ass slapping against my waist. In return, Heather put on a show that had my cock throbbing.

She threw her head back, red hair cascading down over her shoulders. Her rich, creamy tits were on full display, topped by luscious, pale nipples. I could see her soaked pussy, my cum clinging to it, as she rode up and down over Diane’s face.

When I raised my upper half off of Diane and leaned forward, Heather knew exactly what I wanted. She brought her chest forward, and I buried myself into it. While her tits weren’t as big as Diane’s, they had a lovely, fresh firmness that I easily lost myself in.

At the same time, I moved my hands to Diane’s shoulders. Heather’s passion was heating things up, and I could feel my lust building. I moved faster against the Coven Matron, and she returned the favor. The air was soon filled with the sound of skin on skin, my hips clapping loudly against Diane’s luscious butt.

Though I wished this delicious moment could last forever, I could already feel the second orgasm of the night beginning to build inside me. My toes curled against the ground as I thrust even faster, shoving Diane down into the desk with my rough movements.

I was so focused on my pleasure and Heather’s that I hadn’t realized that the Coven Matron had been getting worked up too. Diane’s pussy suddenly clenched down hard, and she lifted her feet off the ground with a muffled cry of excitement. Her toes curled as she shoved her hips back against me a few more times before unleashing a flood of raw lust over my thighs.

By the time she collapsed back down onto the table, I was almost there. Her hips gave way just as I pulled back, and my lust-soaked suddenly cock slid out of her with a wet sound. I stepped back in surprise, and my hands left her shoulders to help me position myself to enter her again.

Before I could mount the Coven Matron again, Heather reached forward and wrapped her fingers around my still-hard length. I gasped and looked up, only to feel her lips pressing into mine and silencing any questions I might have had. Her soft hand squeezed me passionately as she jerked me off over Diane’s well fucked body.

It was impossible to resist my impending orgasm, and I cried out into her lips as the first hot, heavy spurts of jizz escaped my cock. My eyes rolled back as I leaned into her, enjoying the way her body pressed warmly into mine. Through a haze of lust, I could sense her holding something under my cock as she milked me hard.

Finally, as my cock started to soften, Heather pulled away. I stepped back to see that she had been collecting fresh cum in the small clay pot that Diane had given her. It was now nearly overflowing, and a lot of my seed was painted over Diane’s warm back.

Heather pulled away with a sigh and sat in the chair behind the desk. Between her and me, Diane was barely awake, her curvy body shaking with satisfied pleasure. I quickly found a chair as well and sat down just in time for a wave of weakness to wash over me.

I sighed as I gazed across the table at Heather, who was gazing intently into the clay pot. “Got what you needed?” I asked.

She smiled warmly. “Yes. For now. If I start to find some use in this, you can bet I’ll be back for more. There’s more to this coven than meets the eye, and I am curious as to what secrets you are hiding.”

It saddened me that Heather had to leave, but her playful promise sent a shiver of delight down my spine. She was right about the coven, too. Though we were small, we had gone through many trials since I had arrived. After surviving those, I had faith that we could handle anything thrown at us. However, that didn’t mean we were always prepared for what might come next…
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