

Fertile For The Futa Demon

My name’s Lulu, and my little adventures into the occult started when I was much younger than I am now. My story begins not unlike a lot of other wiccans and neo-pagans and what have you. I found myself enamored by the playful divination technique of tarot and the like. I would invite my friends over and lay the cards out before us, telling and deciphering their fortunes. I didn’t think much of it at the time. It was like playing a boardgame. We didn’t take it seriously. The girls would ask me questions about the boys they liked. I would flip the cards over. If the signs looked promising I encouraged them to go for it, if they didn’t I warned them to stay away.

I remember fondly of the night my good friend Tasha came over for a reading. This guy she had been grooving on for the past couple weeks had asked her out on an official date. A very big deal for her, it was her first date. Naturally she came to me and we consulted the cards together. When I drew the final card and revealed the lovers, I knew she had to go for it. And it was on that night that Tasha lost her virginity. She called me up the next day and told me all about it. Every sexy detail, though a lot of the details were far more humorous than sexy, but that’s to be expected for a first time, isn’t it?

It was then that Tasha told all our friends about my divination and soon my circle of clients were no longer delegated to those closest to me. I became known as a sex witch because of it. It just happened that way, I don’t think that’s an official term or anything but I was that weird occult woman who helped her friend lose her virginity. So the title sex witch it was for me. I didn’t mind the title so much, in fact I was happy to have it, at the very least to be known for something. And I got a lot more practice with divination as my customer base expanded.

My clients were almost always satisfied with my readings. I worked daily with each of them. Guided them down a path in life that would lead to their sexual satisfaction. It took awhile sometimes, and mistakes were made on both of our parts. But we would all continue to work together and get there eventually. The most powerful tool was not the cards but their trust in me, to hold to that trust even when at times it seemed like the light was far off. Back then it was hard for me to say whether there was something akin to real magic going on or if I just had a strong intuition and a knack for reading people and their situations.

However one fated night, under the blood moon, I learned just how deep magic runs in this world. Magic that for most goes on flowing completely unseen or disregarded. I however was no longer given the option of looking away, and had to face my new reality for better or worse.

Practicing witches and wiccans of all sorts partake in ritualistic practices. And I was no different. I went outside underneath the full red moon. It was a game, or a  play of sorts that I was putting on. The kind of thing to just set a mood, I wasn’t attempting to accomplish anything by it, it was ceremony for ceremonies sake. At least that’s what I had thought.

The candles burned, lined in the shape of the crescent moon, wax trickled down their long shafts. I laid myself within the crescent. Staring up at the moon. It was a perfect night for a ritual. The air was heavy, the world quiet. I started this little sex ritual like I did all the others. First removing my shirt. My round nipples stiff as the cold air whipped across my bare flesh. I never wore a bra. Wiccans have no need for such pointless restrictions. Of course, the act of refusing to wear a bra was more symbolic than anything else. It represented my freedom, my break from the socially acceptable. I didn’t give a damn if men or women could see my nipples poking through the fabric of my shirt. It was my body, I held no shame against it. I enjoyed how sexy and delectable my body was. If that bothered others it was no problem of mine.

The only problem I had now was this yearning and aching between my legs. One that I need to desperately take care of. Magic is all about mental focus. And I needed a strong sexual energy to perform my magic well, or so I believed. Either way, it got me in mood for reading the divine cards and aiding my friends in their sex lives. How could I lead others to sexual fulfillment if I myself was feeling neglected. It was therefore of the utmost important that if I could not find someone to please me, that I pleased myself. I did this each and every day. I either got fucked or I did the dirty work myself. I enjoyed both. There was nothing wrong in a witch's outlook with self-pleasure. In fact it is often just as important to enjoy one's own company as it is to enjoy another's. This goes for the sexual as well as anything else.

I spread my legs open, I could feel the warmth from the candle flames. I placed a hand over my black lace thong, so silky smooth as I rubbed over it. My tiny little clit swelled at my touch. My other hand gripped my tits. I pinched my nipples, I got rough with them. Intensity was another important aspect of magic. The more intense, the more focus, the better. I pinched and tugged my nipples, bordering on the abusive. But damn if it didn’t feel good to do so.

My hips bucked, I needed more. I slid my fingers under my thong. Feeling just how wet I made myself, I teased my little clit with the tip of my finger, just barely grazing over it, the slightest of touches as I quickly flicked at it, sliding over. It felt so good to tease, to have the pleasure slowly build and build. It was that build up that would eventually lead to the overwhelming, the impossibility of resisting an explosive orgasm.

The more I played the wetter my pussy got. So wet, that sliding my fingers inside happened with the greatest ease, and greatest pleasure. I started with one finger, then two. I had to get more intense though. I had to stuff this little pussy of mine if I wanted to conjure up the best of what my magical intuition had to offer. A third finger. I plunged my hand inside my tight pussy, stretching it open wide, shoving in up to the knuckles. I moaned and cried into the night’s sky. No one was around to hear. I could bellow and scream and it wouldn’t matter. I was out in the open and could be as loud as I desired. And I loved being loud.

As the need to explode with orgasmic wonder increased, I huffed and puffed, my breathing growing heavy. I could barely contain myself rolling in the grass before the mass of burning candles. A heavy wind swept over me, bushing my stiff nipples. The candles all blew out at once. Suddenly I was surrounded in complete darkness. Not even the moon was visible anymore. I lost complete sense of my surroundings, of even my own body. Though the pleasure still rolled through me, I had little idea as to where I was, who I was, or which way was even up. All I knew was this felt damn good. My pussy and clit pulsated. I rubbed and rubbed and bit my lip. My legs snapped shut, the orgasms were too much. And I couldn’t force myself any further, though I wish I could. That was the only drawback to doing it on my own, I had no one to force my legs back open and force another orgasm through me even when my body said no more.

The red moon flickered, I could make it out once again in the darkness. One by one the candles had lit themselves. My heart began to race, something rather unnatural was going on, very unnatural. I had never witnessed a magic that spat in the face of the laws of physics, it was something that always took place behind the veil, somewhere and someway in how the unconscious minds of men and women are undeniably linked. But this… this was something… this was not human.

The dim light of the candles flickered, shining and revealing a womanly figure. I glanced up at this figure, my fingers still holding to my pussy. My other hand still clutching to my breasts, in fact my grip had grown exceptionally strong, I had not realized just how hard I was groping myself. The fear that I had felt in that moment of darkness filled me with a tension that I was not, until now, aware of. I relaxed my body, having finally come to my senses. A woman stood over me. Who she was, what she wanted, all these questions and more were a complete and total mystery to me.

Yet for all the questions, I did not really care for their answers. What I cared for was something far more base than knowledge or understanding. It was experience and feeling. Looking at her I was enchanted, I was in a trance. Lost in the beautifully blessed image of her shapely form. Darkly radiant, curvy and so perfect. Her breasts were large, freely hanging from her chest. She wore nothing to hide this beauty from me and I was in complete awe and thanks of that fact. It would be the greatest shame if such wonder was hidden from me. It was a beauty that knew it could not and should not be hidden from the world.

She took a step closer into the candle light. Her flesh was as pale as the moon. So soft and inviting, I wanted to reach out and touch it. Though I thought better of it. Would she want me too? How could she not though? She was standing there naked. The reason for such was clear... She wanted me. I could feel her want for me, a want that equalled my own. I finally worked up the courage to speak. What did I possibly have left to hide? I was naked, my legs spread open. My most intimate self was already bare for her to see.

“Who- who are you?” the question made it’s way over my red lips.

“I am Scarlett, your demoness,” said the woman.

“My what?”

“Your demoness, you didn’t think you were working alone did you?” She asked, moving closer to me. I looked over her naked body, so sweet and succulent. Her curves were a wonder, her breasts voluptuous, but above all else this woman had something extra. She had a cock; a stiff, erect, cock between her legs. I was practically drooling over this wonder of a woman, of a demon.

“Well… but… demons are not real,” I said. Obviously the creature before me was proof that they were, but still some part of my mind refused to admit that this was happening.

The demoness knelt down next to me, her hands tracing over my body, “Feel… and know that I am real,” he hands grazed over my tits, over my stiff nipples. I bit my lip. Her very touch sent shivers through me. The good kind, the kind that made my pussy ache and yearn for play.

“Why have you come now?” I asked.

“Demons are jealous beings, I see what pleasure you aided your friends in receiving. Don’t you think we should have that too?” She pinched my nipples between her fingers, the slight pain was an absolute pleasure.

“I do,” I said. How could I respond in any other way, this demon’s touch made me want it so bad. Looking at the hard cock of hers throb, only one thing was on my mind… having it inside of me. 

Scarlett pushed my legs open, her hand sliding over my wet pussy. She rubbed my clit and stuck a finger into my sweet hole. She removed her fingers and stuck them in her mouth.

“So sweet,” moaned Scarlett.

“Don’t stop,” I sighed. It was torture each time those fingers left me.

“Of course not,” said Scarlett. She shoved her fingers back inside of my pussy, pressing the walls, filling me up. She brought her mouth to my clit. Her tongue licking it up, her spit dripping out of her mouth and down my body.

“There’s another reason I’m here,” said Scarlett, removing her mouth from my pussy, wiping her lips on the back of her wrist.

“What’s that?” I asked. Grinding my hips in the air, beckoning for her to bring her tongue back.

“I need someone to receive my seed,” she said, her finger flicking my swelling clit. I jerked back, so sensitive, my tits bouncing.

“You mean-”

“That’s right. I’m here to cum inside of this tight little pussy, pump you full of my demon seed.” The demons touch, her words, it overwhelmed me, my legs shook as my body rolled with its orgasm. I clutched the grass at my side, ripping it from the ground.

“Fuck..” I cried.

“Are you willing?” Scarlett asked.

Seeing that hard cock next to my pussy, there was nothing else I could do but say, “yes… please, yes.”

Scarlet lifted my legs in the air, placing them on her shoulders. She teased the tip of her cock on my wet pussy and clit. I squirmed beneath her, begging her to stick it in me. The teasing was too much, I needed that cock inside. I needed that cum and to have her demon baby. Scarlett flicked her cock in and out of my hole, teasing the entrance.

“Fuck me… fuck me with that cock,” I cried.

The demon eased the tip in, sinking her cock deep into my pussy. Once it was in there was no more going easy. Scarlett grinned, the lust burned in her eyes. She gripped my tits and pinched my nipples, slapping and groping. The abuse was fantastic, I loved it. Loved how rough and commanding she was. She pulled her hips back and started to fuck my hole. Her thick cock stretched my pussy wide open.

She was so massive, it was a surprise she managed to fit and stuff the whole thing into my cunt. Though I imagine if it didn’t she would have found a way to make it fit. I gripped her back, my nails digging into her flesh as she continued to pound my pussy.

“Fuck yes… give me that demon cock. Give me that cum.”

“What a tight pussy, you’re going to make a wonderful cumdumpster,” Scarlett nibbled at my ear.

“Yes yes… your little cumslut. Just fill me and use me… please.”

Scarlett flipped me over and brought my ass in the air, my face shoved into the grass. She spanked my ass, “I’m gonna fill this little pussy up.” She jammed her cock into my wet cunt and gripped my hips. She pulled and commanded my thick ass back on her cock, slamming into me from behind, bouncing my body back and forth, my tits pressed into the ground.

“Oh fuck… oh fuck..” spit drooled over my lips and soaked the earth. I couldn’t do anything but go along for the ride, and what a fucking fantastic ride it was. Nobody had ever used me like the demon had. No one had the energy to fuck me like a doll without a care for anything other than taking pussy.

Scarlett gave my ass another slap, my flesh stinging and turning red as it jiggled and bounced for her. I could feel her cock throbbing, the cum swelling inside ready to be let out. I reached behind and spread my ass open. “Fucking do it… fill this pussy with your cum,” I shouted. Scarlet lifted herself up, plowing into my hole from above, her hand pressed to the side of my face, her teeth clenched. She shoved one last forceful thrust into my cunt and held it there. Her cock throbbed and spewed warm sticky cum deep inside, filling me to the brim. Filling me to the point of cum overflowing out of my pussy and leaking down my thighs. She pulled her messy cock out and brought it to my lips.

“Suck,” she commanded.

I took her cum covered cock into my mouth, licking the sweet cum from off her shaft. Licking her clean, sucking up every drop of wonderful demon cum. Scarlett kissed my lips, her tongue scooping the cum out of my mouth. She got behind me and spat the mix of spit and cum into my pussy. Not a drop of demon cum would be wasted. With her fingers she scooped the cum off my thighs and directed it back into my pussy.

“What a good little cumslut,” said Scarlett, “my demon seed will be very happy in your whore’s pussy.”

“Yes… anything for you,” I said.

“And don’t you want anything?” Asked Scarlett.

“Only you… only your hard cock,” I said, between heavy breaths.

“Are you sure, I can give you anything you want… you served my cock well.”

There was one thing I wanted. One thing I never thought of wanting until now, but once the thought had entered my mind I knew I would never be able to shake it until I got it.

“I want a cock like you have. I don’t want to just have a pussy, I want a cock too. I want to fuck women with my own cock like you fucked me with yours. I want to cum loads inside of them and fill them with my seed.”

“Then you shall have a cock of your own,” said Scarlett.

She spread my legs open and knelt between them. She spat on her cock and stroked the head. Working another orgasm out. Her cum erupted forth and splattered over my clit. The moment it did I could feel the change. My clit was sprouting into a cock. A large, thick, and mighty cock sprang from between my legs, above my pussy.

“Oh thank you, thank you,” I cried.

I gripped my new cock in my hands, stroking it up and down. My legs shook, it felt so fucking good. I spat in my palm and slid my sloppy fingers over the sensitive tip, “oh fuck,” I muttered bucking my hips. It happened so fast, I wasn’t used to this level of pleasure, cum dribbled out of the tip of my cock, dripping over my fingers. I played with my sticky cum, it wasn’t much but it was wonderful, it was a start.

“You’re welcome,” Scarlett kissed the head of my cock, and sucked the cum off. “Till we meet again,” she said.

Now that I had a cock of my own, I wouldn’t have to send my clients chasing after men to find pleasure. I could do it myself. I could toss them down and take their sweet little pussies for myself. It’s all they ever wanted anyway. Someone strong to fuck their holes. Someone worthy enough to fill it with warm seed. And that someone was now me. I was blessed by the demon Scarlett’s cum. I could feel the insatiable lustful energy surge through every vein. I needed to fuck and fuck soon.
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