
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Sensual Spells of Morgana Grey

Episode 1: The Needs of a Noblewoman

A Story by DeaSapphica


This is a work of fiction, and any similarities to persons living or dead is purely coincidental. 

All characters depicted are over the age of eighteen (18). 

THE SENSUAL SPELLS OF MORGANA GREY – EPISODE 1: THE NEEDS OF A NOBLEWOMAN

Published February 2, 2026 

Copyright © 2026 by DeaSapphica

Written by DeaSapphica

Cover Art and Design by Cueilhin

Follow them at https://x.com/cueilhusensei



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Episode 1: The Needs of a Noblewoman


[image: ]




“That doesn’t smell right,” Morgana Grey said, scrunching her face up and flaring her nostrils. She dipped a ladle back into the murky, green liquid that roiled and bubbled inside her cauldron and slowly stirred it. She leaned in, her massive breasts practically spilling from her top, and took a deep breath. “Nope, definitely not right.”

“Definitely not right,” Ezekiel, the large, oily black raven parroted from his bookshelf perch. He shifted from one foot to the other, and ruffled his feathers noisily. 

“What do you know?” Morgana huffed, and rolled her eyes at the bird. He croaked twice and cocked his head.

The witch glanced between her scrawled notes and the cauldron, mouth worked into a scowl, and scratched her head. She ran her fingers through her glossy, black hair, and tussled it, struggling to see where the recipe had gone wrong.

“Maybe the powdered ash wyrm I got in Bu’Nahir went bad,” she mumbled. Morgana took a pinch of the blue dust into her fingers and sniffed it. She had no idea what it was supposed to smell like, but it stung her nostrils and made her eyes water.  

A thick, mucous-green bubble boiled up in the center of her cauldron as flames continued to lap the bottom, and it popped with a greasy belch. It sent speckles of slimy, viscous cauldron snot across Morgana’s chest and face, and she immediately retched when some got into her mouth. It tasted like burnt hair, and confirmed the batch of Devil’s Sight potion was off. She spit and wiped her tongue with the hem of her mantle, trying to dislodge the flavor that wouldn’t quit. 

“I really hope that’s not poison.” Morgana spit again, the acrid taste fading but not fast enough. She’d have to start all over, the foul concoction too far from saving now, and Morgana lamented the coin that had been spent on the ingredients. 

Morgana unlatched the window in her workshop, and lifted it open, resting it on a wooden dowel to keep it from slamming shut on its own. The ever-present chorus of insects and swamp frogs met her ears as the cold, early spring breeze flowed into her hut. Using a pair of thick, woven mittens, she hauled the cauldron to the windowsill and carefully tipped the contents out and onto the ground. It splattered and hissed ominously, sending up a thick, green cloud of smoke. The wisps curled and coiled briefly into the shape of a skull and crossbones before gradually dissipating into nothingness. 

“That can’t be a good sign.” Morgana gulped, and fanned away some of the smoke. “Should probably let the place air out, huh?” 

“Let the place air out,” Ezekiel replied, and hopped anxiously. 

“I’m gonna have to come up with a plan soon, Zeke,” Morgana raised her eyebrows as she addressed the bird. She grunted as she put the heavy cauldron back down onto the burner. “Otherwise, you’ll have to get a job and start pulling your weight around here.” 

The raven cawed angrily and flapped its wings before taking flight and vanishing out the open window and into the bright afternoon.

“Guess that’s a no.” 

Winter had proven to be exceptionally harsh, with scant ingredients available under the season’s persistent icy veil. As the frost hesitantly melted away to let spring groan awake, Morgana had hoped to bring a batch of Devil’s Sight potions into market at Lorelheim to refill her coffers. The drought, which allowed complete and total vision in even the most powerful magical darkness, was often in high demand among adventurers. Many of whom passed through the bustling city once greener days appeared on the horizon. The brew fetched a fair bit of coin, when Morgana could make it correctly, at least. 

Her own purse felt light on her hip, and The Witch of Daggermoss Swamp sighed when her stomach growled impatiently. The watery stew of mock strawberries, marsh pennywort,  and mermaid weed that sat in her gut did as little for her hunger as it had for her taste. Morgana craved a real meal, something she could really sink her teeth into and fill herself on. Her mouth watered as she remembered the pan seared duck breast and cherry sauce she had the last time she visited Lorelheim, and she cursed to herself as she tossed the last of the powdered ash wyrm out the window to join the still-sizzling stew. 

Morgana jumped when three loud knuckle-raps sounded against the heavy, oak front door of her hut. She smiled to herself and fought it back, trying not to be too optimistic at the prospect of a customer. Somehow, though, the Cosmic Mother always provided to her when she needed it most, and Morgana bowed her head in a silent, thankful prayer to her. 

“Ah, fuck,” she exclaimed as she noticed the splotches of “potion” that covered her heaving bosom. The pale flesh of her enormous breasts were speckled with green, slimy mucous, and she used her sleeve to wipe them clean. The copious mounds jiggled and bounced inside her top, and she adjusted the pair and her laced leather corset to make them sit perky and fluffed.  

As she moved through her hut, the witch grabbed her hat from its hook – a flaccid and raggedy thing that could barely hold a point anymore – and stuffed it atop her head to complete the full witch ensemble. Morgana found it helped sell her services; people had confidence in a witch that looked the part.  
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