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I had cast increasingly useless spells ever since Cindy left. The problem with being a white witch was that I couldn’t cast any enchantment that directly benefited me. I couldn't just magically make her come home. I couldn’t create a potion to impel her to love me again. That kind of sorcery would lead me to a world of shadows and sorrows. That would be a direct line into the arms of the Dark Coven.

At least that’s what my mom always told me.

I came from a long line of white witches. The Bennett family women had been in the business of benevolent magic since records began.

The problem was that I really sucked at being a witch.

I was the black sheep of the Bennett clan. The fuck-up. The family shame.

While my elder sisters Cassandra and Carmilla rose in the ranks of the magical hierarchy, I was stuck on the bottom rung of the enchanted ladder. Unable to cast a decent spell, all fingers and thumbs with eye of newt and bat’s blood, I was the girl that failed at every damn thing I did.

That was until Cindy came along.

We met a year ago.

It had been a really bad month for me. Two romance spells had turned the potential lovers into root vegetables. One good luck enchantment had ended up with the recipient hospitalized with trench foot. My autumnal weather incantation for the downtown area had caused frogs and three-inch nails to rain from the sky.

After a stern telling off by my mother, and the smug smiles of my pious sisters at the weekly family dinner, I decided that I needed a drink or seven.

I went to a non-witch bar in the sleazier part of town. I did not want to bump into any smirking, passive-aggressive colleagues. My name meant they would not directly ridicule me, but their mock sympathetic smiles would be more than I could bear.

So I sat at the bar, drank vodka, and felt sorry for myself.

“Bad day?”

I looked up at the woman who had just sat next to me. She ordered whiskey. She was absolutely beautiful.

“Bad life,” I said.

She frowned the sexiest frown ever at me. “I know that feeling. Here’s to calamitous life choices,” she said. She downed her drink in one and ordered another.

I sipped my vodka and took her in as she worked through four shots in a row. She had short spiky hair, a mix of pink highlights, black quiff, and punk rock attitude. She wore a short leather skirt, fishnet T-shirt that showed off her lacy red bra beneath it, and a studded leather jacket.

Her eyes were blue, but they were swallowed by swathes of thick, black eyeliner. Her lipstick was a slash of blood-red aggression. It looked like it had been applied in the dark by a serial killer having a really bad day.

She had numerous piercings in her ears, nose, and eyebrow, and as she drank, my cunt began to ache and dampen.

“Let me buy you one,” I said.

“One? Buy me three, you look pretty well off,” she said with an evil smirk.

I bought her several.

Her name was Cindy. I told I was Carrie Bennett. When she did not raise any eyebrow or show any mock servitude, I knew she had nothing to do with the world of wonder, and for that, I was very grateful. We drank, we flirted in single syllables and kissed in the parking lot under yellow sodium and a blood moon.

“Your place or mine?” I asked.

“Neither.”

“You want a dumpster fuck?” I asked.

She laughed. “Wow, you’re one classy bitch.”

We ended up in a taxi to some anonymous hotel.

We kissed as we drove through the city.

It was sloppy, drunk, and I did not care about anything except the feel of her lips on mine and her insistent tongue that pushed into my mouth with a ravenous, raw hunger.

Cindy slid her hand between my legs as we drove. She unbuttoned my jeans and slid a finger into my wet cunt. I let out a long moan.

The ’seen it all’ taxi driver didn’t even look back at us.

Her long finger pushed deep inside me and started to fuck my aching pussy. I moaned in her mouth. With her other hand, she groped at my big tits.

This behavior was so unlike me. I was a good little witch. I’d had a few lovers, but the romances were always brief and doomed. As each year passed, I shrank deeper into the shadows and lived out my miserable existence in a loveless world of loneliness that no magic could dispel.

But tonight I did not care. For this one wild evening, I was done with convention. I did not care about the family name or the upstanding history of white witches. I wanted to be bad. I stuck my hand between Cindy’s legs. She wore no panties. I penetrated her slick pussy with two fingers and started to slam her sex.

We kissed, fingered, and moaned until the taxi stopped at our destination. The driver coughed.

We both laughed. I paid him, and we staggered out of the cab.

The hotel night manager was equally disinterested in us.

I paid for a room, and we rode the shuddering lift to the sixth floor.

All the way up, we were entangled with each other. Locked together by lips and hips.

We fell into the hotel room.

Cindy was on top of me. She pulled off her jacket and shirt. I clawed off her red bra to reveal her perfect little tits.

She pulled off her skirt, and as if by magic, there was a naked girl on top of me, and the woes of the world did not matter one tiny bit.

Cindy ground her cunt against the crotch of my jeans and groped at my tits through my shirt. I tried to remember the spell for instant nakedness, but it escaped me. I knew such self-indulgent spells were forbidden, but right now, I didn’t care.

Before I could even make an attempt to try a dissolving spell, Cindy was crawling up my body and planted her pussy on my face.

I was enveloped in a world of wetness. I lapped at her folds. I tongued the creamy landscape of her plump sex as she worked her hips back and forth.

I licked and explored her. I moved from clit to cunt and back again. Cindy moaned and writhed on my face. I loved the slow drip of her juices into my open mouth, and how she sighed as my tongue dipped inside her. She tasted of dark spices and wicked incantations. I grabbed her tight ass. It was round, pert and perfect. I squeezed her sweet cheeks together, and she gasped with utter delight.

The throb of her on my tongue made my cunt wet. The flesh that pressed on my lips drove me wild with desire. I needed to be naked.

I gave Cindy’s cunt lips a little nip, and she pulled back enough for me to express my desire.

My new lover stripped me naked in record time and then twisted on top of me. Once more, her cunt was presented to me. I kissed the wetness and resumed my explorations.

Cindy’s tongue began a slow tour around my sex. She took hungry licks of the folds of my pussy. There were playful bites of the hood of my clit that made me moan as I ate her cunt. There were the deliciously deep penetration of her beautifully long tongue.

My whole body pulsed with pleasure. The aches of everything else quickly evaporated. Skin wrote against the skin, and everything was new again.

Two fingers pushed into my cunt. I did the same for Cindy. She found my spot, and I found hers. It was a perfect moment. This was always meant to be. It was not like magic, it was magic.

With her thumb, she stroked my clit. I matched her. The thrusts of fingers and hips increased. The moans rose and fell with the process of penetration and withdrawal. Harder, deeper, wilder. This was the unspoken mantra that drove us. I slammed my fingers into her sex. She rammed deep into my cunt.

We almost reached the peak a number of times. But we slowed it right back down. We took our time. We explored, we teased, and edged closer and closer to that moment when control became a thing of the past.

I heard a familiar jaggedness in Cindy’s breathing. My words became moans more often than not. The point of no return had been reached. Thoughts were replaced by animal instincts. Desires became a compelling need. Rhythm was transformed into revelation.

Cindy came with a cataclysmic moan and a series of shaking sighs. She flooded against my fingers.

I soon joined her. We were bound together in that wonderful destruction of time and space that was a truly spectacular shared orgasm.

For a while, we remained in the same position. Each enjoyed the sweet nectar of the other.

Once we were both done, we moved to the bed.

We fucked a few more times. The only words we spoke were the teases, demands, and other carnal navigations required for us both to come.

I tried to start a few between-sex conversations, but Cindy always shut me down.

I decided not to be too pushy. If this was just a one-time thing, then so be it.

But just before I left at sunrise, she asked for my phone and gave me her number. Instead of her name, she entered ‘Sex Emergencies Only’ in the contact details.

I laughed when I read it, but Cindy did not. “I’m not looking for a lover or a project. This is just sex,” she said.

I nodded and left. I felt a little sad.

For the first three one-nighters after that, I pretended it was just sex. I loved and needed the sex, but I craved intimacy and ached for some sense of belonging much more. That was what I wanted from Cindy. She refused to offer me anything but her body.

On our fourth hook-up, I decided that as wonderful as the sex was, I needed more.

After we had fucked, I lay next to Cindy as she lit a cigarette.

“This isn't working for me,” I said.

“We just made each other come three times in an hour. That works for me,” said Cindy as she puffed smoke rings into the air.

“Don’t you want to connect with someone? To be understood?”

Cindy shrugged.

The anger rose in me. There were plenty of mean spells I could have cast on Cindy. Part of white witch training required a study of the dark arts.

But the simple truth was that the darkness was just not in me.

So, I turned her cigarette into a carrot.

“What the fuck?” said Cindy as she sat bolt upright in the bed. She spat the carrot onto the bed. I turned it into a bunch of blue bubbles that rose into the air and burst on the ceiling.

“Smoking is bad for you,” I said.

“How…” was all that she could manage to say.

“I’m a white witch,” I said.

“Fuck me.”

“I already did that, but that’s not all I want. If that is all you need, I’m done.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you were a fucking witch?”

She was off the bed now. She shook. Her eyes were ablaze with anger.

“Because you didn’t want details. You just wanted sex.”

“Did you ever use any of that shit on me before?”

“Of course not. I’d never manipulate you with magic or in any other way. What kind of person does that?”

She slumped down on the bed. “Every fucking person I’ve ever loved.”

I put my arm around her and held her.

That was when something truly magical happened.

She talked.

I was patient. I let her speak when she wanted to. I waited through the silences.

We checked out of the hotel together. While we waited for our taxis, she took my phone and changed her name on my phone to ‘Cindy.’

She moved in with me three months later.

She always had her dark moods, and we fought sometimes, but it worked, and even more amazingly, just having her in my life transformed my magical abilities.

There was no spell I couldn’t master.

My mother was impressed, my sisters were jealous, and I rose through the ranks of the Sisterhood until I was one step away from being appointed to the Council of Incantations.

Then Cindy left me, and I couldn’t even cast a simple transformation spell.

My sisters were in heaven at my fall from grace, and my mother stopped taking my calls.

After a month, I was now back on the bottom rung and was sure life couldn't get any worse.

I was wrong.

It happened on a cold November night.

I got very drunk. I lay on the couch.

My cat Mellie purred on the floor beside me.

“Why did she leave me,” I slurred each word into one long wail of despair.

“Because you no longer saw her,” said Mellie.

Mellie had been my witch’s familiar since I was ten. She had never spoken to me before. I had always figured that I had been given a defective familiar because I was held in such low esteem by the other witches. As always, I had never complained or said anything. Besides, Mellie was a sweet and loving companion, even if she didn’t talk or provide any kind of guidance or help with my magic the way familiars were meant to.

Millie leapt onto the couch and lay by my side.

“You can talk?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“But why haven't you talked before or done any of the usual familiar stuff?”

“I didn’t ever feel the urge to,” said Millie. “I love you, Carrie, but I’m not yours or anyone else's servant.”

I stroked her. “So why now?”

“Because now you need someone to tell you the truth. Cindy left because you cared more about the witch stuff than her. She dropped all her defenses for you, and while you were enjoying the spotlight of your new abilities, she built them up again and you never noticed. She became the old Cindy with the hardest of hearts and she  didn’t want this life. So she left.”

Millie purred and then jumped onto the carpet and trotted off into the kitchen.

She was right. I got even drunker. Then things got hazy.

I remember that I stumbled down to the basement, threw a bunch of stuff into the perma-bubbling cauldron, and recited a spell that had something to do with Cindy.

I awoke on the kitchen floor at 2.44 am. I was naked. I had a huge, thick cock between my legs.

I stared down at the cock and I laughed.

It was another miscast spell, and the stupid cock I now possessed was all I deserved.

I got up and went to bed. I hoped the spell might wear off.

###

The sun filled the room when I opened my eyes.

My cock throbbed, my heart ached.

I knew that I could not do anything about my heart, so I wrapped my hand around my cock, and started to gently stroke it up and down.

A shudder of excitement spun through me. The pulse in the palm of my hand was new and arousing. This was what I needed. It was so sensitive to the touch. Each movement shot through me from head to toe. I squeezed the shaft. I played with the throbbing tip. I ran a fingernail up the whole length of the cock which made me shudder.

I licked my palm. I took a firmer hold of my cock, and started to jerk it up and down.

I began slowly. The ripples of joy flooded through me as I played with my huge cock. It was hard and its beat increased with each stroke.

I pushed my hips up as I pumped my fist down. I added a twist. I moaned with delight. I built the rhythm of my pleasuring. It felt so damn fine. I was horny as all hell. The hunger inside me was like none I had ever known.

I slammed my cock over and over. I felt the surge of spunk building. I was so close. I wanted to lose myself in the oblivion of orgasm, but with a pinch, I pulled myself back.

I slowed. I savored each stroke. I played with the ebb and flow of my new flesh. It was a delight. A new way to escape from the shadows.

I worked my meat for half an hour. Up and down the scale of sensation. I was gentle. I was rough. I teased the skin. I tormented the throbbing need to come. Then a surge came on me that was so strong that I knew I could not stop it.

I slammed my hips, pumped my cock, and a huge arc of cum exploded from me. Several more massive spurts of seed followed. The cum splattered all over me. It dribbled down my thighs. It pooled on my stomach. It dripped down my tits.

I lay on the bed and sighed away the last of my orgasm.

The emptiness overtook me once I had chased down and eaten all my cum.

The sadness followed.

The need came next.

I had always had a high libido, but this was different. This was a snake of unrelenting, raw desire for sex that overwhelmed me. I hated it. It was ugly and alien.

I got up. I got drunk on the couch. I fell asleep as Millie watched me in silence.

When I awoke, the winter dark filled the living room.

All that mattered was the throb between my legs.

I dressed up in my sluttiest dress that showed off my big tits and the bulge between my legs. I headed into the heart of the city to get what I needed.

In the first few bars, I was met with everything from cool indifference to cruel, laughing refusals. I drank away the pain of my rejections.

The next bar was filled with noise and color.

There was a blonde at the bar. She wore a skin-tight red dress. She had massive tits. She had long legs clad in fishnet stockings. Not my type at all, but that didn’t matter. My cock swelled and throbbed. It needed to be buried deep inside a wet cunt. That was the only thing that mattered. There was no love, no magic, there was just an ache, a scream to be silenced.

I don’t remember what I said, but whatever it was, it worked.

We went back to her place.

As soon as she closed the door to her apartment, she sank to her knees. She hitched up my dress, pulled my cock out, grinned up at me, and licked my cock from base to tip.

The overwhelming need consumed me.

The spell that gave me this cock was now in control. “I want to use your mouth.”

The blonde smiled. “You can use me in any way you want.”

She parted her lips and took all of my meat with slurping eagerness. She slid slowly down the shaft until her lush red lips rested on the base of my cock.

Her eyes watered. They were blue and full of surrender.

Her tongue lapped against the throbbing shaft. I knew that she was mine.

I grabbed her hair and worked her mouth up and down my stiff cock.

She drooled and gagged. The spit ran from her mouth as I increased my speed.

The blonde choked and moaned as I slammed all that I had into her.

She grabbed my ass hard. She slapped it as I pumped my cock down her throat.

The pleasure pulsed through my whole body. This was a wave of shadowy joy that I had never experienced before. It drowned me in the darkest of desires. My needs were all that mattered. This blonde wanted me to use her, and that's what I was going to do. There was no love. There was not even the shared enjoyment of the act. All that mattered was what I needed.

The blonde’s mascara ran down her cheeks. Her lipstick was smeared across her face. She was transformed into something almost demonic. That turned me on even more.

I ground my hips into her face with each pump. She squeezed my ass together hard enough to make me moan. I knew that at this rate, I would not be able to hold back my orgasm much longer.

In the past, I would have slowed down and savored the shared experience, but that was the old me. Now, I just wanted to come as hard and fast as possible.

“Are you going to swallow all I have?” I said.

The blonde with my massive, magical cock bulging in her pretty mouth, nodded.

I came in three huge spurts. She swallowed the first two but choked on the third. I let go of her head and she pulled back. My cock popped out of her mouth. She coughed and drooled my cum down her chin and into the crack of her impressive cleavage.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I said.

The blonde looked up at me with a cummy smile. “Best orgasm you’ve ever had, I bet.”

“It was wild. It was…” I was lost for words.

“It was yours. It was all yours,” said the grinning blonde with the black streaks down her face and the red slash across her mouth.

I felt a pang of guilt. “What about you?”

“It’s okay. Your needs are all that matter. I’m just a worthless fucktoy for you to use,” said the blonde.

Maybe it was her words, maybe it was some residual magic from last night’s spell, but my recently spent cock started to harden again. “Get naked and get on all fours on the bed,” I said.

The blonde did as she was told. I undressed. My cock was rock-hard. The blonde wiggled her sweet ass at me.

I approached the bed, cock bobbing, blood pumping, and a wicked smile on my lips.

I slapped her ass hard.

“Harder, use me, use me,” begged the blonde whose name I didn’t know or care to know. This was all about my needs.

I slapped her round ass again and again until it shone a blistering red. She screamed and moaned.

My cock needed to be deep inside her, and my cock was all that mattered.

I grabbed her hips and slammed my hardness into her wetness.

I rammed the whole length of my meat into her.

She thrust back as I leaned it. I added even more power to my thrusts. My cock plowed deep into her cunt. The blonde’s pussy clenched around the shaft as I drove in deeper.

There was no tease. There was no playful banter. There was just flesh penetrating flesh.

I pounded her pussy. She moaned with each thrust. I clawed at her back as we fucked. She bucked her hips back with venom. I rode her hard. But once more, she demanded it harder.

I took a handful of her long blonde hair in my fist and yanked her head back in time with the slamming of her cunt.

She groaned with pleasure. Pleasure that meant nothing to me. This was my orgasm. This was all about my pleasure. She was just there for me to use.

I pulled savagely on her hair. I penetrated further into her sex. My cock drove deeper. She arched her back. The brutal slapping rhythms of sex filled the room. The wild fury of the moment was all that possessed me. The past, the future, my rise and fall in the magical world, and even Cindy were of no importance to me. All that mattered was the orgasm that started to build deep inside my body. It snaked through me. It owned me. It was me.

I let out a loud moan of release as the sweet surge of spunk shot out of me. Huge arcs of seed drove deep into the blonde’s cunt. I pulled out and spunked all over her ass until there was nothing left.

I fell onto the bed with a sigh of satisfaction. The blonde lay beside me.

“Thank you,” she said.

“What for?

“For using me. That’s all I crave. That’s all I'm good for.”

For the first time since waking up, the haze of raging desire had finally left me. I felt a sharp string of guilt. “Did you come?” I asked.

“No, but that doesn’t matter. I don’t matter.” Her blue eyes were empty.

“It should matter,” I said.

The blonde laughed. She leaned over to her bedside cabinet and took out a pack of cigarettes. She lit one and blew smoke rings into the air.

“I think I need to go,” I said.

“But there are so many more ways in which you can use me, and if you use dark magic you can transform the sex into something a thousand times more intense.”

My whole body stiffened. I saw this for what it was.

“This is a set up. The Dark Coven sent you.”

The blonde cackled. “It was not a set up. Think of it more as an opportunity,” she said.

I had heard of white witches being approached by the Dark Coven before. My mother had told me they waited for moments of vulnerability to swoop.

I thought of all the wicked pleasures that could be mine. The twisted delights of wanton sex. The wildness of carnal deviance where all that mattered was my needs and desires.

But there was more than that. In the Dark Coven, there would be no more judgmental family dinners. No more bottom-of-the-rung depression. Nothing but my needs being met.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

“There’s just a single spell of renunciation.”

“What do I renounce?

“Everything you are.” The blonde blew another smoke ring into the air.

I turned the smoke rings she blew into gray sludge that hung in the air for a moment, and then splashed down onto the blonde’s naked body and turned into a bunch of writhing worms.

She screamed.

I sprang to my feet. She was on her haunches on the bed, ready to launch at me, but I transformed her cigarette into a snake, which distracted her enough for me to cast a simple binding spell that secured her to the bed.

I dressed and left. I ignored her taunts and temptations. I knew what I wanted.

Cindy had sent me her new address to forward any mail. As I took the taxi there, I rehearsed a hundred different things to say. None of them were right.

I knocked on her door and waited.

Footsteps approached from inside the apartment.

“What do you want, Carrie?” There was the old hardness in her voice. The walls were back up. All the words of love, all the apologies, and all the heartfelt appeals to her were not going to work.

“I want to fuck you with my new lady cock,” I replied.

Silence.

“That’s the dumbest line to get into my pants I’ve ever heard.”

“It’s not a line.”

Cindy opened the door. “Show me.”

I hitched up my dress and showed her my cock. Cindy let me in.

“We’re not getting back together,” she said as she took my hardening cock in her hand.

“We’re going to come together,” I said. “Then we’re going to talk.”

Cindy gave my cock a twist. It was hard enough to make me yelp but playful enough for me to know that behind those rebuilt walls there was still a spark of the Cindy that I loved and who had once loved me.

She worked my cock hard. She pumped the shaft while I moaned. “How did this happen?” she asked.

“It was a spell gone wrong.”

“What was the spell?”

Somehow, the fuzz of that drunken moment cleared. “It was a spell for you. For you to be happy.”

I saw a softness in her eyes. She knew me well enough to know the truth of my words.

She sank to her knees and kissed the tip of my cock. She licked the head in a slow circle. She took a long lap of the shaft until it was slick. She wrapped her fist around it and pumped it back and forth. I thrust my hips in time.

“I've never had one of these before.” There was a twinkle in her eye.

“Nor have I,” I said.

Cindy opened her mouth and took my cock into her mouth. She was hesitant. I let her take everything at her own pace. She gagged a little, but then went on. She bobbed up and down the shaft. Her tongue was rough against the skin of my cock.

There was a whispering urge inside me to grab her head. I wanted to fuck and use her just as I had done with the blonde. Cindy looked up at me with her wide blue eyes. They were as alive as the blondes had been dead. I ignored the whispers.

Cindy slid her mouth off my cock. “It throbs like crazy.”

“It feels amazing in your mouth,” I said. I stroked her hair

“We’re not getting back together,” said Cindy, Then she took my cock back in her mouth, and slid down to its base.

She gagged hard, but when she looked up at me, there was nothing but desire in her watering eyes. She moved up my cock until it popped out of her mouth. She drooled on the shaft and kissed it again.

“Are you just going to stand there and let me do all the work?” asked Cindy.

“I didn’t want to do anything you didn’t want me to,” I replied.

Cindy leaned back and slapped my cock. “I want you to fuck my mouth.”

I grabbed her head. She opened her mouth, and I slammed my cock deep inside her.

I slid into her throat. I rammed every last inch into her mouth. She gagged hard at first, but soon she found the way to take all I had.

My hips thrust back and forth. I worked her head up and down the shaft. Cindy moaned as I pumped my cock inside her over and over.

“Oh fuck,” I’m going to come,” I said.

Cindy slid off my cock and delivered a hard pinch to the base.

“Fuck, that hurt,” I said.

“You were the one that said we were going to come together,” she said with that wicked grin that I adored.

“Were you always such a literal bitch?” I asked, and could not keep the smile off my face.

“I was always every kind of bitch. That’s why you were so into me.”

“I missed you,” I said.

“Shut up,” said Cindy. She stood up and kissed me. “We come together, and then we talk.”

“Okay,” I said.

Cindy took my hand and led me to her bedroom.

There was no obliterating need as there had been before. There was just the desire for connection. To get back to the place where we had once belonged.

We slowly undressed each other. With kisses and caresses, we reacquainted ourselves with the terrain of our old desires. She sucked and slurped on my big tits. I slid my hand down onto her sweet hips and carried on to the curve of her tight ass. I cupped it gently. She let out a long sigh. Our eyes met, and we fell into a long and passionate kiss. Tongues met and explored the familiar warmth of belonging.

I broke off the kiss. “I missed you,” I said again.

Cindy put a finger to my lips. “Don’t tell me, show me.”

I lay Cindy on the bed.

She opened her legs wide. Her cunt was wet. Her smile was seductive. She was all I wanted. All I needed.

I moved between her legs. I kissed her thighs. I lapped at the sweet juices that coated them.

Cindy took my cock in her hand. My eyes locked on my old lover. She guided my hardness into her cunt. The tightness of her cunt was perfect as I slid a couple of inches inside her. She moaned and arched her back as I inched deeper and deeper into her.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said.

The slow thrust of my hips. The gentle purrs of Cindy. This was the sweet magic of sex. The music of making love. I knew that this was part of what we had both missed.

I pushed my cock in deeper. I leaned in to lick and suck her perfect little tits as they rose and fell. Her hard nipples pressed on my tongue. Her cunt tightened around my shaft. I increased the intensity of my thrusts. We moved in perfect union. That familiar rhythm resumed. The old magic returned.

My lady meat pumped into her pussy. Cindy slammed against me. This was what I wanted. This was all I needed. I looked into her shining eyes. This was what we both needed.

Cindy wrapped her legs around my back. I pulled her up off the bed. She put her arms around my neck. I grabbed her ass. She rode my thick cock over and over.

Our moans mingled. Her sweet butt rose and fell on my shaft.

“I can’t hold on much longer,” I said.

“Come for me. Come for me,” moaned Cindy.

Arcs of cum shot out of my cock. The spunk exploded deep inside Cindy.

Cindy screamed and came too. She flooded hard against my cock.

I slammed the last of my orgasm into her and twisted us into a heap on the bed.

Cindy shook in my arms as she drowned in the joy of sweet release.

I had no idea what was going to happen once this was over, but for that one divine moment, it didn’t matter.

The silence grew as we slowly untangled.

I searched for the right words to say, but all that came were trivialities.

“No post-sex cigarette?” I asked.

“I gave up.”

“That’s great.”

“It was another useless addiction, like love.” There was a familiar coldness to her words.

“I’m sorry.”

“What for?”

“For everything.”

“Do you even know why I left?”

“Because I stopped seeing you.”

Silence.

“Did Millie talk to you?” asked Cindy.

“How did you know?”

“She was there for me when you were out impressing the other witches.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry you had to talk to a cat instead of me.”

“She’s a good listener, she even offered to cast a spell to turn you into an ashtray for a week to teach you a lesson.” There was a smile on Cindy’s face.

“Millie can't cast spells.”

Cindy laughed. “She cast spells all the time to cheer me up. You never thought to do that even once.”

I didn’t realize until then how much I missed her laugh. “I’ll do better.”

“You’ll have to,” said Cindy.

There was another silence.

“I need to tell you something,” I said.

I told her about the blonde and the Dark Coven. I told her about the need, that soulless and selfish desire that drove me when I fucked the blonde. That craving that I had conquered when I made love to her.

“I went back to one-night stands. I didn’t fuck any demonic witches, but I did fuck enough dead-eyed women to know that it wasn’t for me any more.”

I leaned in and kissed her.

“Even though it gave me a cock and attracted the attention of an evil sect of witches, I still want to cast a spell to make you happy whether that includes me or not.”

“Are there really spells to make people happy?” asked Cindy.

“There are spells for everything,” I said. “But spells are all misdirections. You're not happy, you are just unable to be sad.”

“I like being sad sometimes,” said Cindy.

“I know you do.”

Cindy kissed me. “No more spells to make me happy.”

I nodded. “No spells. Just me.”

“That’s all I ever wanted, “ said Cindy.
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