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“Hey look, it’s Granny Goth,” I said as the crooked old crone hobbled by us as we hung out in the food court at the mall. She was dressed head to toe in black and even wore a black shawl that covered her head.

My girlfriends laughed. I was the head cheerleader at our college, so they always laughed at my jokes. It was good being the queen bitch.

The old woman stopped and turned to face me as I laughed along with my girls.

Her eyes were black. Her mouth quivered. “Such rudeness, from such a pretty young thing,” she said and smiled to reveal a mouthful of gold teeth.

“I think she has the hots for you, Brie,” said one of my friends.

More laughter.

“Sorry, granny but you’re not my type,” I said and smiled, but those pure black eyes of hers kind of freaked me out.

“Your manners are not very ladylike,” she whispered and raised a bony finger at me and began to mutter a string of foreign words and circled her finger in the air. “Well then, that will be your punishment,” she said and pointed her finger at me and then clapped her hands together, laughed and hobbled away.

“What the hell was that about?” asked Lucy, my second-in-command cheerleader.

I shrugged.

“I think the old gal was a witch and she just put a curse on you, Brie. I come from Salem, so I should know,” said Heather who had pointed out the old woman in the first place. Heather had a smart mouth, but she was the best cheerleader we had, apart from me.

“I think someone put a curse on you to give you that fat ass, Heather?” I replied.

My girls laughed and Heather shut up, but something felt weird. There was a strange feeling between my legs and I could not get those black eyes out of my mind. In the end, I cut the mall visit short and went back to the sorority house on campus.

I went to bed in the middle of the afternoon. My head was spinning. There was a definite throb between my legs that was not the one I was used to when I saw a cute woman with a killer body.

In the end, I drifted off to sleep and my dreams were full of black-eyed wolves, and a horde of aged cheerleaders chanting weird shit and doing strange slow-motion dance routines.

I awoke in the dark, my body drenched in sweat.

“Damn, I must have had a bad mall burrito,” I said to the empty room.

I pulled the duvet off my bed and something was poking up my little babydoll nightdress. I pulled the dress up and there between my legs was a massive cock!

“Okay, I need to wake up now,” I said.

I was perfectly calm because this was definitely a dream.

I got up and decided that a cold shower in my dream would wake me up in reality. It made perfect dream logic and so I stripped out of my nightdress and went into the bathroom a few doors away from my bedroom.

The dream cock bobbed up and down as I walked. It was hard as rock and I felt a strange arousal rising through me as I got into the shower.

The cold blast of water hit my naked body. The cock didn’t disappear but that was okay because this was all a dream and I told myself it would not be until I went back to bed and fell asleep and then actually woke up for real that everything would be back to normal.

I stared down at the dream cock as the cold water dripped off the long, thick shaft. “Well, I might as well enjoy it while I have it,” I said to myself and took it in my hand and began to work the shaft back and forth in my hand.

A shiver of excitement ran through my body. It was a different thrill to that I felt when I played with my pussy. That was a warm feeling that slowly took over my whole body as I fingered my cunt to orgasm. This was like a bolt of electricity that shot through me the moment I touched the cock.

I wrapped my hand around the meat and twisted it a little and began to pump it in my fist. I let out a moan of pleasure and began to slide my hand from the base to the tip. I slowly increased the strokes as the cold water made it slick. With my other hand, I cupped my big tits, squeezed them in turn, pinched the nipples, and worked the huge cock between my legs harder and harder the whole time.

I held the cock tighter, and the electric thrill shot through my whole body. I pumped the cock, and added little hard twists, as I did. The throb of the cock grew as I jerked it. My moans became louder, as I slammed the hard meat in my small fist and then another sharp bolt of electricity shot through me and a huge arc of creamy white spunk erupted from the cock. Huge ropes of cum shot across the shower cubicle and ran down the glass. I let out a cry of release.

My legs weakened, and my whole body was on fire despite the cold water that still drenched me. I came over and over and finally was spent.

I turned off the shower and could not resist scooping a few globs of the creamy cun into my mouth. It was salty and sharp like cinema popcorn and I wanted more. I got all the cum I could from the cubicle wall and ate it greedily.

The dream cock was now limp and hung between my legs. Cocks had never really interested me. I loved the intricate mysteries of the cunt. Cocks always seemed like simple slabs of meat but I couldn't deny that the thrill of shooting those huge arcs of spunk from it was pretty damn amazing.

“Okay, well this has been a wild dream but I think I need to wake up now,” I said to myself.

I got out of the shower. Dried myself off and went back to my bedroom

I didn’t bother to put my nightdress back on, so I slipped naked under the duvet and drifted off to sleep.

The sun blazed through my windows when I awoke the next morning and I couldn't help but smile at my weird, and I had to admit, pretty damn sexy dream.

As I smiled, I noticed something twitch under my duvet.

I yanked the cover off and there was the huge dream cock between my legs!

I stared at it. I reached my hand down to touch it. It throbbed against my fingertips.

I screamed.

Within a minute, Lucy was banging on my door asking me if I was okay.

“No, I have a horrible zit on my nose. It’s hideous. You’ll have to run the cheerleading drills today,” I said.

It was a lame lie but Lucy was my loyal sidekick and did not question me any further.

I lay in bed and stared at the cock. I was real!

What the hell had happened?

I touched the cock again. There was still that strange thrill as my fingers moved up and down the shaft and circled the large mushroom head but at the same time, there was a growing sense of panic that knotted my stomach.

I got out of bed on shaky legs and looked at my naked body in my full-length mirror. I still had my nice, round tits, and long, toned legs, and below the large cock my pussy was still there, and a little wet as I touched it.

Despite the panic, I could not deny my growing horniness. I had always been a pretty sexual person. I knew from the moment I started having such feelings that I liked women. I mean, I really liked them. I had two passions in life, one was cheerleading and the other was having lots of dirty sex with hot babes.

I made no secret of my appetites. I was a party girl who loved to screw around. I had fucked most of my cheerleading squad, it was not only fun but was a good way to ensure loyalty in my crew. But I had never had a girlfriend. I had no interest in romance or any kind of long-term commitment. I just wanted to lick, suck, fuck and come.

But now all that was over.

I was a freak!

I had a massive cock between my legs. How could I be a cheerleader with a massive dick? How could I be the hot, young, sexy college lesbian with a huge hog hanging between my thighs?

I sat on the bed and took a breath.

I needed to be logical about this.

Yesterday I was just a regular super-hot chick. Today I was a circus freak.

How did it happen?

I closed my eyes and saw a pair of pure black eyes staring at me.

“Granny Goth!” I said out loud. “Holy hell, that cow Heather was right, that old crone put a curse on me!”

I opened my eyes and stared down at my cock as it happily bobbed up and down. Just looking at me made me horny. I was always pretty damn horny, but this was like a crazy, obsessive horniness to slam this thick meat deep inside some sweet pussy.

The old granny’s words came back to me as I could not resist giving my cursed cock a series of slow strokes.

“Your manners are not very ladylike…Well then, that will be your punishment.”

I gripped my hard cock in my hand. “I can fix this. If this is a curse then it can be broken.” I was someone who was used to getting what they wanted in life and this was no different.

But that was not the only thought in my head. I knew that I also wanted to use this cock at least once before I got rid of it. I mean what a waste to have a cock and not use it.

But first I needed to figure out how to lift the curse.

I got dressed in very baggy sweatpants and a T-shirt and sat at my laptop and did a few searches on curses and women with cocks.

Apparently, I was a futanari, or a futa, at least for the moment. There was a hell of a lot of futa porn online and I could not help but surf some of it while I had a quick stroke of my cock. The thrill that ran through me was wild and overwhelming. I could have happily sat there all day jerking off but in the end, I bit my lip, dropped my cock and did a search on lifting curses.

There were endless sites and solutions including salt baths, crystals, mirror boxes and all sorts of other things none of which were actually proven to work,

I slumped in my seat. This was hopeless. I needed to find Granny Goth or someone who knew about curses.

“Heather,” I said to myself. “Damn it, she was the one who said I had been cursed. She said she knew about such things.”

I looked up Salem online. It looked like a bunch of hysterical bitches calling out women they didn’t like rather than any kind of actual witchcraft but it was all I had.

Why did it have to be Heather?

I was sure she wanted my position as head cheerleader. I also knew she wanted to get into my panties. She had long, black hair, gray-green eyes, a sweet, tight ass, and a nice pair of tits. Not as big or luscious as mine, but still pretty hot. But I refused to fuck her when she came on to me. Sex was all about power. The more I denied her, the more she wanted it, and the more power I had over her to keep her in her place.

I knew she resented me. She hated the fact that I had pretty much fucked every other member of the squad and left her hanging. That was why she was such a smart mouth and wanted to take my place.

But now I needed her. Maybe it was just more of her bullshit but if it wasn’t I needed to know what she knew.

I decided I had no choice.

I sent her a text that I needed to see her.

She responded that she would be over immediately.

Still as eager as ever, which was good.

She arrived fifteen minutes later. She was dressed in tight jean shorts that showed off her long, tanned legs and sweet ass, and a low-cut top that displayed her firm, suckable tits.

I had never let her into my bedroom before. I could see that she was wary and on edge but that didn’t stop her smart mouth.

“Wow, never thought I would be invited into the Queen’s bed-chamber,” she said as I offered her a chair and sat opposite her on my bed.

“I might just invite you into the Queen’s bed if you are lucky,” I said with a sly smirk.

She frowned. “And why would you do that? You’ve fucked almost every girl on the squad and treated me like a doormat. Teased me, tormented me, even though you know I am the best cheerleader in the whole damn lot of them.” All the resentment flowed out of her.

I nodded. “You are the best, as good as me, maybe even a little better. That’s why I kept you down.”

“And now you want to fuck me? What is this, a pity fuck?” Her face was red. Her first clenched tightly in her lap.

“I don’t do pity. I’m all about give and take. I screwed all the others because in return they gave me loyalty, they gave me their skills, their bodies, they brought their A game so that we could be the best goddamn cheerleading squad around.”

“So what do you want from me?” asked Heather. Her gray-green eyes flashed with fury.

“What do you know about curses, Salem girl?” I asked.

She stared at me for a moment and the realization hit her. “Is this about the old woman at the mall? Did something happen?”

I knew this was not the time to play games. She was angry at all the games I had played with her in the past. Now it was time to be direct.

I stood up and pulled down my sweatpants. My cock had been getting hard from the moment Heather came into my bedroom in her tight shorts and showing off her sexy cleavage. Now the cock stood erect just a few feet away from Heather.

“Damn,” she said.

“I think that old Granny Goth in the mall did this. She cursed me, just like you said. So I need to know what you know about curses and how to lift them.”

Heather’s eyes were wide, her mouth dropped open. She stared at my cock. She lifted her hand to touch it but pulled it back.

“Well, can you help me?” I asked.

That was when she looked up from my cock and I saw the smile on her face. “You said it is all about give and take. So I will give you an answer as soon as I take that cock in my mouth.”

My cock twitched as she looked at me. Her eyes were dark with lust and desire. I ached with need. Right now I knew that nothing mattered more than having my cock in Heather’s pretty mouth.

I nodded.

She sank to her knees and kissed the tip of my cock. I felt a surge of desire shoot through my body. I resisted the urge to grab her head and slam her open mouth down the full length of my rock-hard cock. This was give and take, and I had to give her what she wanted, what this was all about, and that was control.

“It’s so damn big,” said Heather.

“It’s all yours,” I replied.

She leaned in and teased her tongue around the head. I could not stop the moan that came from my lips. She looked up and grinned at this. She knew she had me.

“Let’s get this monster good and wet before I take it in my mouth,” said Heather and she drooled long lines of spit from tip to base and then licked my meat up and down.

Her tongue was soft against the skin of the cock. It was wonderful to feel flesh on flesh as she made it slick and wet with her mouth and then after a few minutes of licking and slurping, she took my huge cock in both of her small hands and started to pump it up and down.

I moved my hips in time with her hands as they moved up and down my shaft. As she did this, she returned her tongue to the mushroom head of the cock and began to suck on it eagerly.

She squeezed the shaft tightly in her hands as she worked it. She knew it was hers. I had given it to her.

I groaned with pleasure as she took more of the meat into her warm, wet mouth. Her tongue lapped at the cock as she moved her head up and down the rigid shaft. She inched the cock deeper and deeper, and with each inch she took, she increased the rhythm of her movement and it was not long until the whole of the cock was in her mouth. It bulged her cheeks and swelled her throat as she took every last bit of it

Heather moaned against the cock and I reached down and stroked her hair. She looked up at me with watery gray-green eyes and nodded.

I knew what she wanted. What she needed.

I twisted my hand into a fist in her hair and yanked her head back until just the tip of the cock was in her mouth. She nodded again, eyes filled with lust.

I pushed her head down on the shaft slowly until her lips rested on the base of the cock. I held her there for a moment and she started to choke and gag. When she did, I pulled her back to the tip again. I repeated the same movement until her eyes streamed and then I began to move her head up and down the thick cock faster and faster.

I slammed the meat deep into her throat. I pumped her head back and forth on the slick cock and Heather groaned with each hard thrust.

She had also unbuttoned her shorts and rubbed herself between her legs as I fucked her mouth.

I felt a surge begin at the base of the shaft. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. It was almost like a wave at the very core of my being. An ache that built each time I pushed Heather down to the base of the cock.

“Oh fuck, I think I am going to come.” I moaned as I bucked my hips and grabbed Heather’s head and slammed it down to the base.

I groaned and my meat exploded. It shot cum deep into Heather’s throat as I let out a satisfied moan. I let go of her head when she started to choke and the cock popped out of her mouth still shooting big wads of white goo that painted Heather’s lips white and dribbled down her chin and slithered down into her heaving cleavage.

I collapsed onto my bed and Heather stood up. She opened her mouth, which was still overflowing with cum.

She climbed on top of me on the bed and drooled the white seed into my mouth and then leaned in for a kiss.

Our tongues swam in spit and spunk as she ground her body against mine. Her hands reached for my tits and cupped and squeezed them through my T-shirt. We moaned and groped away several minutes until the last of the cum was gone from our lips and then Heather slipped off me and we both sat on the end of the bed.

“Damn, that is one hell of a beast,” said Heather.

“It’s a curse,” I said, although after what had just happened, and how amazing it had felt to unload all that spunk in Heather's mouth, I could also see that it had its upsides too.

“It’s not going to look good doing a double backflip with that thing flopping all over the place for sure,” said Heather.

“I think you are enjoying this a little too much,” I said, but I couldn’t help but say it with a smile. I was still in the warm afterglow of an amazing orgasm and so it was hard to feel as stressed and freaked out as I had when I awoke.

“Maybe a little bit,” said Heather and kissed my cheek. “You have treated me pretty poorly since I joined the team.”

I nodded. “Because you are so damn good and so fucking hot. You’re the only one who could take away this Queen’s crown.”

“That’s never what I wanted,” said Heather.

I looked into her eyes and saw only the truth.

“Then what do you want?”

“This,” she said. “To be with you. At your side. To support you, not replace you.”

“I guess I was defensive,” I said.

We drifted off into silence.

Then, Heather stood up. “I can help you with the curse but I need to gather some things together and set up the right atmosphere.”

“So you really do know about this stuff?”

“I told you I was from Salem. Witchcraft is an obsession there. Some believe and some don’t, but it’s always a hot topic of discussion, so I picked up a few things.”

“And will it work?” I asked.

“You need to have faith in me,” said Heather.

I was still a little wary of her and her motives. When you were the queen, you were always looking for those who wanted to stab you in the back.

But I nodded and pulled her back on the bed for a long, liquid kiss.

Eventually, she pulled herself from my arms and stood. “Okay, I need to go prepare. Be at my apartment at midnight.”

Heather had rich parents and lived in a swanky apartment in town. That was another reason I had a chip on my shoulder about her, I guess.

A little later, I received a text from Heather. She told me to wear something black and seductive and to not wear any underwear.

I texted her back and asked her if this was all required for the removal of the curse.

Her reply was, ‘Most of it. Some of it is just for me.’ followed by a string of emojis of smiley faces and witches.

Around eleven-thirty, dressed in my figure-hugging black dress, wearing my six-inch heels and nothing else, I got into the cab I had called and it drove me to Heather’s apartment.

Thankfully the cab driver was one of the sullen silent ones and so I did not have to make small talk and could concentrate on what was about to happen.

Could this all be a scam?

Maybe I would get to Heather’s place and find my whole cheerleader squad there and Heather would reveal the secret of my newly acquired lady cock. I was sure that some might be as horny for it as Heather was but many of them would be utterly freaked out and I would lose control of the team.

Was I walking into a trap?

Maybe, but what other option did I have?

I buzzed Heather’s apartment and she let me in. I rode the elevator up to the top floor and knocked on her door.

She opened it a few moments later. She wore a long white dress that clung to her curves, showed off her shapely tits, and when she turned to lead me inside gave me a splendid view of the rhythmic sway of her perfect peach of an ass.

She led me into the bedroom which was lit by a large number of candles that were on every surface.

“Okay lay on the bed,” said Heather.

“What is this?” I said.

“It’s a casting chamber. I am going to reverse the spell.”

“How do you know how to do that?” I was pretty nervous now. This all seemed a little weird and creepy.

“Because I’m a witch,” said Heather and she turned to face me. Her gray-green eyes were black.

I took a step back. “Maybe this is a bad idea.”

Her eyes changed back to the familiar gray-green and she smiled. I told myself it was just a trick of the light.

“It will be okay, in fact, it will be a lot of fun because part of the casting includes me riding that perfect cock of yours.”

Part of me wanted to run, but the thought of Heather on top of me and my cock deep in her cunt had brought it to life and it swelled into hardness and tented out my tight dress.

“Okay, well the night won’t be a total loss even if the spell doesn’t work,” I said.

“Have faith, and lie on the bed,” said Heather.

I decided to go with the craziness and lay down on the bed. It was only when I did that I saw the scarves attached to each of the bedposts.

“Hey, what are they for?”

“To tie you to the bed,” said Heather.

“Is that part of the spell?” I asked.

“Nope, that’s just for me. I hope you don’t mind a little give and take.”

I had never been tied to a bed before but the idea sent a double shot of tingles in my cock and my cunt and so I just nodded.

Heather leaned in and kissed me. “Okay, are you ready?”

“I hope so,” I replied.

She undressed me and gave a little kiss, lick or nibble to each new piece of exposed flesh. My cock was hard, my nipples stood to attention and I began to moan with each touch of her tender lips and soft tongue.

Then when I was naked, she tied my wrists and ankles to the bed. They were not super tight but it felt strange to be held that way.

After I was secured to the bed, Heather stripped down herself.

My cock jumped and bobbed at the sigh of her magnificent body. Her tits were proud and perky. Her body was athletic, her ass when she turned to reach for a candle was truly awesome. Fleshy, but not too wobbly, tight, but not too bony. Pretty much the perfect butt.

She sat next to me on the bed. “This is a white candle, to cleanse bad auras,” she said.

She held it upright, close to my skin and began to circle it slower and chant strange words. Then she tipped the candle up and dripped some hot wax on my stomach. I let out a yelp but as the wax hit she slipped her other hand between my legs and began to tease and rub the hood of my clit.

“What the fuck?” I said. I was angry, and a little scared, but also turned on as all hell.

“Just relax. There is no magic without a little pain,” she said.

I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

She kissed my breasts taking her time to suck the hard nipples and circle them in spit. Then she chanted again and once more tipped the hot wax onto the sensitive skin of my nipples. Pain shot through me and I let out a cry, but once again, Heather found the balance as she slipped two fingers into my cunt.

As my breast stung and my cunt throbbed with pleasure as her fingers opened me up and she started to work them in and out of my slick hole.

I pushed my hips up, but with my arms and legs tied, that was about as much as I could do. That and moan and clench my pussy muscles against her fingers so that she had to drive them harder to push deeper inside me.

“This is just to clean your spirit,” said Heather. It will get you ready for the main casting.”

I nodded. I could not think of anything to say.

I just knew that I was more turned on than I had ever been in my whole life.

There were a few more drips of the hot wax that left waxy circles around my breasts and a large star-shaped symbol on my stomach.

All the time while she covered my body, she fucked my pussy. She added two, three and finally four fingers in my cunt. It was stretched wide as she slammed it over and over. I twisted and turned in my constraints. I moaned as Heather chanted and fingered me closer and closer to orgasm, but each time I came close, she tipped a little more wax on my skin and it brought me back from the brink.

Then she blew the candle out and placed it on the bedside cabinet.

“Now we need to join together so that I can expel the curse from you,” said Heather.

She withdrew her fingers from my cunt and licked them clean and then got onto the bed and straddled me. I could feel her wet cunt against my thigh as she took my cock in both hands, added plenty of spit and began to twist and pump it up and down.

“Fuck yes, I never knew being cursed could be so much damn fun,” I purred.

Heather smiled and then twisted my cock hard enough for me to cry out. “Alway a little pain to balance it, remember,” said Heather.

“I’m wondering how much of this is magic and how much is because I have been such a bitch to you for the past few months.”

Heather leaned in and kissed the tip of my cock. “Balance,” she said.

Then she lifted herself up and guided my hard meat into her cunt.

She sank right down to the base and let out a long sigh of pleasure. “Damn, that feels so much better than silicone,” she said.

She let her ass rise and fall on the shaft. She made slow circles as she rode it up and down the shaft with a slow grinding rhythm.

My cock throbbed as her cunt swallowed it, and her muscles tightened against it as I pushed my hips up to thrust in deeper.

I longed to grab her perfect tits as they rose and fell but I was still tied at the wrists and ankles. I had given up all control to Heather. It was a first for me, but I had to admit there was something quite freeing about it.

She worked her hips back and forth and her ass up and down she began to ride my cock faster and faster.

She chanted and moaned as my cock drove deep into her.

I felt the surge begin at the base of my cock. I did not want to come yet.

“Slap my tits or else I am going to fill you up with cum right now,” I said.

Heather didn’t need to be told twice.

She ran her finger around the waxy circles drawn on my breasts and then raised both hands and applied two vicious slaps to each of my tits.

I screamed as the pain shot through me but I still rammed my hips as hard as I could as she slammed down on my meat.

Heather was right, the balance of pain and pleasure was the perfect mix.

She ground her hips against mine and then leaned in to kiss my still stinging breasts. She moaned as I thrust up against her. Our bodies rubbed against each other as she hissed strange words into my ears.

“Are you ready to cast the curse out?” she said.

I nodded.

She reached over to her bedside cabinet and opened the drawer and pulled something out.

Something glinted in the candlelight.

It was a knife!

“Hey, wait a minute,” I said.

“Just close your eyes and I will set you free,” said Heather.

I tried to buck her off but it was no use. I closed my eyes.

There were two soft swishing sounds and my hands were free.

I opened my eyes to see Heather twisting around to cut the scarves off my ankles as she had just done to my wrists.

“Fuck,” I said with relief.

“I told you to trust me,” said Heather and that sly smile on her face made me certain that particular part of the spell was definitely payback for me being a bitch to her.

She put the knife back in the drawer and then twisted off of me and was on all fours. She presented her dripping cunt and sweet ass to me.

I did not need any more invitation than that lovely round rump and was on my knees and teasing the head of my cock up and down the folds of Heather's tight pussy.

“Is this part of the spell,” I asked.

“Nah, this is just plain old-fashioned doggy-style screwing. Now get that amazing cock in me and fill me up with cum and then we can finish the spell.”

I ran my hands across her ass cheeks and teased her asshole open. She looked around at me with a dirty grin. “Go nuts, I’m all yours, my queen.”

I licked my finger and teased the rim of her asshole and then as I slowly slipped my thick meat into her cunt I dipped my finger into her wonderfully tight butthole.

Heather moaned loudly as I began to pump her cunt and slide my finger into her ass. She shoved her hips back but I pulled back. I was going to make this slow to start with.

I inched my cock inside her and I built the beat as I did. Heather moaned my name.

I worked my hips back and forth as she twisted and ground her ass against me.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” said Heather, she looked back at me. “But you always pushed me away.”

I thrust harder. I used my other hand to slap her ass. “I told you why. I was threatened. I know that was unfair, but despite how hot you were I couldn’t give in.”

“Until now,” she said. “Until the curse,” she added.

I slammed into her. The words span in my head. Something nagged at me but I could not quite figure out what it was.

Then Heather’s cunt tightened around me as I pounded it and I knew that she was about to come. I wanted her to come. Hard and loud and I told her so as my own orgasm began to grow,

Heather ground against each thrust as I bore down with all my weight on her and then she let out a scream and I felt the gush of her against my cock and met the flood with the hard, jerking spurts of my hot, sticky seed in her pussy.

I came hard and long as she moaned and writhed until we were both on the bed curled up in each other.

I waited until she stopped shaking and kissed her. “How much did Granny Goth cost you?” I asked. That nagging thought in my head had resolved itself into a solution to this whole situation when I came.

Heather’s eyes darkened. “I told her it was for a performance art flash mob, Didn't cost me a dime.”

“And the curse was all you?” I said. “You pointed her out, knowing I would make a smartass remark and then planted the whole curse idea so you knew that I would come to you.”

“Do you hate me?” asked Heather.

I shook my head. “And what about this? I assume this is all your work?” I asked and held my limp cock in my hand.

Heather nodded guiltily and uttered some strange words and waved her fingers and I held nothing but thin air in my hand.

The cock had gone!

“So all the candles, the wax and the chanting?”

“That was all bullshit,” said Heather.

“But you are a witch?.”

Heather nodded.

“So why not just cast a love spell on me or make me your slave?” I asked.

“Because you’re my queen. I wanted you to want me. Yes, I used a trick to get you to trust me, but I never wanted to trick your heart.”

I looked into her kind gray-green eyes. “You didn’t. You won it.” I said and put my arms around her and pulled her close to me.

“Thank you, my Queen,” said Heather.

“So that whole cock spell, how flexible is it?” I asked.

Heather grinned and muttered a few words and waved her hand. The cock was back between my legs. “It’s there whenever you want it.”

“Whenever we want it,” I said.

“And we can double the fun,” she said and cast another spell and a rock-hard cock appeared between her legs.

There wasn’t a lot of talking after that.
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