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"Surely you’ve wondered what it must feel like for a woman to get fucked, no? Well, very soon you’re going to know exactly how it feels firsthand."

Plumeria


Changed Into a Witch's Pussy

I’m going to tell you a secret: magic exists. Not all that teleporting, fireball, lightning bolts from your fingertips nonsense—those are just silly stories—but real magic that lurks just under the normal, everyday world. You’re probably laughing, thinking I’m crazy, but that’s okay–I was like you once.

Then I crossed paths with a witch.

Let me back up a bit. She didn’t look like a witch—no pointy hat or hook nose or green skin—but that’s what she called herself. I guess “sorceress” would fit too, in that Circe, turns-men-into-pigs, Odyssey way. But whatever you’d call her, Plumeria was something I sure as hell had never encountered before. Perhaps if I had I would've been a bit more respectful, or at least not so stupid. But as they say, hindsight is 20/20.

I'd first spotted her at a tequila bar down in the Lower East Side, one of those tight spaces decorated in sea green and peach that plays too loud merengue music unironically. I was drunk and alone after my Tinder date Mary stood me up after weeks of texting back and forth, and was working my way through a bottle of Don Julio when Plumeria showed up.

She moved like a phantom through the crowd, full hips swaying in her funereal black, flowy dress that was open in the back. Her eyes were dark and glassy, like obsidian, and her skin was like pale cream that practically glowed under the colorful bar’s bright overhead lights. Plumeria was alone as well, though the crowd seemed to naturally part for her, giving the imposing woman a private sphere of personal space that allowed to enjoy tequila from tiny glasses without fear of being bumped or jostled. She stood tall and drew furtive glances from the bargoers, me included. Plumeria caught my eye checking her out and stared me down with an impish smile across her dark crimson lips. I turned away.

A few minutes later a glass arrived before me.

“From the lady at the end of the bar,” said the smiling bartender. “Don Julio 1942.” He set the slender bottle down on the bar, its glass a pleasant amber color.

“You sure this is for me?” I asked, feeling like maybe I’d already had one too many.

The bartender nodded and raised an eyebrow at me. “If you don't want it…”

“No,” I said, grabbing the glass. “Thank you.”

I looked down at the black-clad lady but she was busy tracing a finger along the rim of her glass, no trace of flirtation or even a smile on her face. Unseen, I toasted her with my glass raised halfway in the air and then took a long, deep sip of the liquor. It warmed me from the inside out. Was this the real 1942? It tasted different—stronger—and I glanced down at the bottle to see if the bartender had made a mistake.

The bottle was gone.

“Excuse me,” said a silken voice in my left ear.

I jumped, nearly knocking over my glass. Then I turned and saw the pale lady standing behind me, her gauzy black dress hanging off her squared shoulders. From that angle I noticed there was a cutout in her dress shaped like an inverted heart that gave a peek at her deep, snowy cleavage. My eyes were fixed there, staring not just at the woman’s breasts but at the chunk of red beryl that sat between them, hung from a thin gold chain.

“Do you like it?” asked the woman.

My heart skipped a beat and I stumbled over my words, not realizing until I was already blathering out an excuse that she meant the tequila.

“It’s uh, it’s great,” I nervously croaked, holding the glass up. Only a little bit of liquid was left inside. Had I really drunk it that quickly?

“Well then cheers,” said the woman, raising her glass to mine.

We toasted, the clink of glasses lost in the roar of the crowd and then both took a deep sip, the woman not taking her eyes off me as I finished off the rest of the tequila.

“Hey, um, would you like to sit down?” I asked her, rising from my stool.

She lifted a pale hand adorned with easily a half-dozen rings and I sat back down. Then she turned to the man next to me who was sucking down some multicolor cocktail and tapped him on the shoulder. He shot her an annoyed glare.

“Would you mind if I sat down?” she asked him.

His eyes darted from her to me and then back to her as he greedily stared at her exposed cleavage. “Sure thing, sweetheart,” he said with a smirk, winking at me.

“So,” I said as the woman took over the seat. “Thanks for the drink, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Adam.”

The woman repeated back my name: “Adam. Yes, I suppose you do look like an Adam, don’t you?” Her full, crimson lips curled into a slight smile. There was something familiar about her face but I couldn’t place it. Was she an influencer or model or something? “I’m Plumeria,” she said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Adam.”

We shared an awkward handshake. Her palm felt like a heated, smooth stone.

“That’s an odd name,” I said, taking a drink from my empty cup and only realizing my mistake too late. Plumeria suppressed a laugh and poured some of her honey-colored liquid into my glass, keeping her obsidian eyes fixed on me.

“It comes from the flower. Usually plumerias are white and gold, sometimes pink or even violet,” explained Plumeria. She shifted her legs so that the toe of her high heel grazed my shin. “They’re most fragrant at night to lure in the moths that pollinate them.”

“Moths pollinate flowers?” I asked with genuine surprise.

Plumeria nodded, her sable hair in its tied-back bun bobbing up and down. “Some do. But unlike a lot of flowers, plumerias don’t yield nectar. Instead they trick their little pollinators into moving pollen from flower to flower as they search for nectar that they’ll never find.”

“That’s actually kind of sad,” I said, looking down at my empty glass.

“That’s nature,” said Plumeria. Her eyes moved to my glass. “You need a drink, don’t you?”

We both ordered another round of something Plumeria requested in perfect Spanish. It was the honey-colored concoction she’d shared with me before and it had a full mouthfeel but it wasn’t nearly as sweet as it looked, its aroma a mix of spice and wood and something astringent I couldn’t put my finger on.

“What is this stuff anyway?” I asked her.

“Brebaje de bruja,” said Plumeria in slow, deliberate Spanish. I was mesmerized by her mouth as she spoke, watching intently as her lips pursed and pressed together to form the words. I stole a quick glance down to her cleavage, the ruby red beryl catching my eye.

“Bruja… a brew?” I asked to cover up my sneaky glance.

Plumeria’s smile became mischievous and knowing. “You’re sort of right, but for the wrong reason. Brebaje is brew. Bruja is witch. Witch’s Brew.

“‘Witch’s Brew’,” I repeated back, unable to keep myself from laughing. “That’s pretty dramatic. So what, are you some kind of witch or something? Is that why you’re…” I gestured at her flowing black dress. “...you know, dressed like that.””

“As a matter of fact I am,” said a deadpan Plumeria.

“You are… what?” I asked, not following.

“A witch.”

I laughed again and took an anxious sip from my supposed Witch’s Brew. “Right, and I’m a hobbit.”

“Would you like that?” asked Plumeria, straight-faced. “I know someone who can make that a reality.”

Okay, I thought. Enough. How far is she going to take this stupid joke?

The sound of the bar disappeared and I heard something like hissing air fill my head. A distinctive, intrusive voice spoke in my thoughts: As far as I want to. It was Plumeria.

I looked up to find Plumeria staring at me, a sly smirk painted across her pale face. Panic shot through me and I scooted backwards, nearly tumbling off my stool.

“I need water,” I said, my throat suddenly feeling very dry.

Plumeria stretched out a too-warm hand and cradled my head, drawing my attention to her. “You’re okay,” she said silkily. “You’re just in shock.”

“You can’t be a witch,” I whispered. “Witches don’t exist.”

“I can, they do,” said Plumeria. Once more a hissing sound filled my mind. And I am, said Plumeria’s voice.

“Oh god,” I croaked. “Oh god oh god… I… I can’t believe this. You… you’re a… you can read minds?!”

“To be fair you do think very loudly,” said Plumeria, pulling her hand away. Do I really think loudly? I wondered, trying to shrink the sound of the voice in my head to little more than a whisper. I looked at Plumeria.

“See,” she said. “That’s the way to do it. I had no idea what—if anything—you just thought.”

I tried not to think about the pale, beautiful woman and her snowy cleavage that kept tugging at my attention. I did my best to bury these thoughts to just a tiny whisper, like I was putting them in a small little box in my mind, but the more I tried to quiet my thoughts the louder they seemed. “Good to know,” I mumbled in an attempt to stop myself from getting lost in my attempt to suppress the mental image of Plumeria. I looked down at my half-full glass. “What’s in this stuff anyway?”

“Oh, this and that,” said Plumeria playfully. She reached back with long fingers to fondle the bun of hair that hung off the back of her head. “Don’t worry it won’t turn you into a toad. Or a hobbit.”

“That really was my main concern,” I said, not entirely sarcastic.

Plumeria set her glass down on the marble bar and leaned in close, resting a hand on the outside of my thigh. Through the thin fabric of my slacks I could feel the edge of her nails. “You need to stop being so tense,” she whispered into my ear. Then I felt her teeth on the soft cartilage of my earlobe, Plumeria’s exhalation tickling the insides of my ear. It felt like her breath flowing into me was piped directly down into my cock, which surged and grew until I could feel it straining in my slacks, just a few inches away from Plumeria’s fingers.

I swallowed.

“So this ‘Witch’s Brew’,” I said.

“Stop talking about the brebaje,” said Plumeria, this time biting down on my earlobe until I called for mercy, squirming away from the ethereal woman. She looked at me with half-lidded eyes and it was then I realized she was nearly as drunk as I was. “Okay,” she then admitted. “The brebaje does have something that maybe you should know about…”

“And what’s that?” I asked. My heart started to race.

Plumeria’s hand skated across my thigh into the warm pit of my crotch and suddenly her fingers snatched my swollen cock. “It’s a bit of an aphrodisiac,” she said with the slightest bit of guilt in her voice. “You see, I wasn’t sure if you’d like me when we finally met…”

“Wait,” I said, the pieces falling into place. "You're Mary?" I thought about the weeks of texting I'd had with Mary on Tinder, weeks of stupid jokes and commenting on the news and sharing memes. It seemed nothing like the woman I'd been talking to the last twenty minutes–and certainly looked nothing like her. Mary was short and tan and blonde in that Malibu surfer chick way. Plumeria on the other hand was tall, pale, and had a detached, otherworldly quality to her. Could they really be the same person?

A surprising pink blush filled Plumeria's cheeks. "I'm sorry," she said. "Not a lot of men go for the witch type these days…'

"You catfished me," I said with drunken indignation. "You stood me up!"

"I didn't!" said Plumeria. "I just needed a few minutes to collect myself before I told you who I was." She sighed and my head filled with a now familiar hissing sound. Are you mad?

I kept my thoughts very quiet and stewed in frustration. Plumeria squeezed my cock through my pants.

Let me make it up to you.

Really? I thought, wondering if it was loud enough for her to hear.

Plumeria looked at me with a sultry stare. I'll give you a night that you'll never forget. Come on, let's go to my place.

I went to pay the bill, only to find out Plumeria already had it covered. I felt a small pang of disappointment, having wanted to see this "Witch's Brew" for myself, but with my dick achingly hard and Plumeria's hands trailing up and down my leg, I was able to let it go. Plumeria stood and guided us out of the bar, the crowd partying for her while I stared unabashedly at her ass, unable to see underwear lines as her cheeks jiggled underneath the thin fabric.

Jesus Christ, I fuck her right here and now if she let me, I thought, catching myself too late to quiet my thoughts. If Plumeria had heard me, she didn't say anything to give herself away.

I don’t know how long we walked but I do remember snaking streets and uphill avenues and walls of glowing windows high above like the watching eyes. Every time I tried to check my phone for the time or to see if I had any texts, Plumeria stopped me, distracting me with some question or another that I replied to with answers I still can’t recall. On one quiet street she pulled me into the vestibule of an apartment building and kissed me so deeply it made me dizzy, a bitter herbal taste coating my tongue. I grabbed her hips and slipped my hands around back, squeezing her plump ass and pushing her into my rock hard erection. I sunk my face against her alabaster neck and kissed and sucked until she nudged me away, beckoning me to follow her down the street again.

Finally we reached her apartment. It was one of those glass box condos in the sky, filled with perfectly preserved 1950s retro furniture, a sprawling kitchen full of professional appliances, and a bedroom that was cast in mirrored surfaces interspersed with plush, dark velvet. Plumeria led me to the edge of the bed and sat me down, placing her hand on my head for what felt like a very long time. Warmth radiated down from her palm and through me, like a golden liquid was running down my scalp and my forehead, spilling onto my shoulders to pour down my back and my chest, all collecting in a point that seemed to sit right between my legs.

Then Plumeria removed her hand and just like that the warmth inside dissipated. “I’ll be right back,” she said, slipping out into the hallway.

I sat there thinking about the wild encounter. A witch–an actual witch! My mind raced with what else was possible if witches existed, savoring my luck not just to have met one to have met a knockout bombshell of a witch who seemed like she couldn't wait to fuck me. I wondered what her pussy would feel like. For sure she'd use her magic or whatever to make it the most intense, pleasurable experience possible. I was impossibly hard with anticipation, trying not to fantasize too "loudly" about pumping a load into that snowy, statuesque body of hers.

No one–ever–was going to believe me about tonight. Maybe I could record us? I could be the first guy with a witch sex tape. The absurdity of it made me laugh to myself.

“What’s so funny?” asked Plumeria from the doorway.

I was speechless at the sight of Plumeria. She'd shed her gauzy dress and changed into a black bustier with gold fasteners that pushed up her cleavage, accentuating the red beryl necklace on its gold chain, and a black thong that barely covered her pale pussy, its thin string sinking into the soft skin of her hips. A lace scalloped garter belt held up sheer black stockings and even barefoot Plumeria still towered tall. She turned around so that I could see her backside, the thong's string disappearing between the soft, round cheeks of her ass, and then turned back with an excited smile.

I was in love.

"How do I look?" she asked.

"Heavenly," I said, straining in my pants.

Plumeria smirked at that. She slowly stepped towards me, her curves bouncing as she walked, dark eyes fixed on me the entire time. She put her hands on her hips as she stepped between my legs, forcing me to shuffle on the bed to keep her from knocking into me. This close I could smell not just her heady, smoky perfume but also a faint hint of her pussy. It was strong and rich and made me feel frenzied with lust.

"Witches don't have much to say about heaven or about God," she said, bending forward to push her breasts in my face, that red beryl necklace shining bright in my eyes. "We pledge ourselves to… other powers."

"Sorry," I said with heavy, nervous breaths.

Plumeria ignored me. "Take my panties off," she said in a husky voice, standing up tall again. "Use your mouth."

I reached out with my mouth, my lips touching the delicate white skin of her crotch. She was pleasantly warm to the touch and being so close to her I could smell her even more strongly now. My head trailed down and I let my upper lip catch on the fabric of her thong, rolling it into my mouth so I could grasp it between my lips. I exhaled through my nose and Plumeria gave a pleasant sigh at the feeling of my breath on her bare skin. With her panties grasped tight, I pulled down further, peeling the fabric away from her until I was down at her ankles. She stepped out of the thong and left me with her underwear in her mouth, the intimate mixed smell of her pussy and her ass flooding my senses.

Once I sat back up I saw laid bare before me the tender pink V of her pussy. She was completely nude—not a trace of hair–and emblazoned on the powdery white skin above was a thick-lined tattoo of an upside down triangle. I stared at it hungrily, imagining candied fruit and cloves.

"Take your clothes off too," she said in a near whisper. "I want to see you."

Before she could finish speaking, I was unbuckling my belt, dropping my slacks, removing my shirt and stripping off my boxer briefs so excitedly that they caught on the head of my cock, causing it to bob up and down ludicrously. Plumeria laughed warmly and bobbed her head in time with my cock.

Once I was fully naked, I stood up and grabbed Plumeria's hips, spreading her ass cheeks as I pushed my cock against her thigh. Her warmth felt unbelievably good and I found myself pressing her body into mine.

Plumeria gripped my arms and gently urged me back. "Kneel down," she said in a silky voice. "I want you close to me… down there."

I knelt, my bare knees pressed into deep purple shag carpet, taking advantage of the request to inch my nose towards Plumeria's pussy. I unabashedly nuzzled my nose against it, seeing how far Plumeria would let me go as I pressed into her, smelling nothing but her musky scent. I darted my eyes up to try to meet her gaze but could only see the underside of her breasts in the black bustier.

“May I?” I asked, lolling out my tongue and gently resting it against her.

Plumeria chuckled; I couldn't see her but I imagined her rolling her eyes. “Yes, you may," she said.

I plunged my tongue into her, a flood of warmth and heady spice running over my tongue as I pressed my mouth against her wet, pink lips. She tasted insanely good, better than any woman I'd ever been with, like a mix of dark honey and stone fruit jam. I started wagging my tongue inside her, wanting to scoop out as much of that delicious flavor as possible, not caring as the sounds of my lewd slurping echoed throughout the bedroom.

Life is good, I thought, thinking loudly in hopes Plumeria would hear me. Life is so fucking good.

And then life changed.

It began when I tried to pull my tongue back into my mouth and found it would not move. Well, it moved—kind of—but it was like it was stuck to a frozen pole. I tried harder to rip myself away from Plumeria but I couldn’t, instead feeling like with every attempt to jerk my head away I was being pulled towards her, closer and closer to her warm, wet, enveloping pussy. My face pressed against her skin and then my vision was blotted out as I felt myself pulled closer and closer, like I was slipping down a steep, dark slide. The world seemed to spin for a moment and then my vision cleared: I was looking at the edge of the bed and out of my peripheral vision I could see Plumeria’s pale thighs on either side of me, as if my head was locked between her legs.

“Whaf if gon on?” I tried to say, unable to enunciate the words. My tongue felt heavy and the taste of pussy flooded my mouth.

“I told you I’d give you a night you would never forget,” said Plumeria with a punctuated laugh.

My view changed and the bed swung away, Plumeria’s legs on either side as the entire room rocked from side to side. I was moving without walking, my view shifted from the bed to one of the many mirrors in the dark bedroom. It took me a moment to realize what I was looking at.

There was Plumeria in the mirror, standing tall and proud in her black bustier and stockings, just like I’d seen her before. But in between her legs it was different. There was no longer a delicate pink pussy there but instead a funhouse version of my own face, my features smoothed away so that my eyes, the nub of my nose, and an elongated slot of my mouth were in place of Plumeria’s sex. This funhouse version of my mouth had no teeth and a too long tongue that flapped about wildly, dripping thick, white viscous wetness that ran down the insides of Plumeria’s thighs.

What. The. Fuck.

“You are experiencing something very few men have ever been privy to,” said a smug Plumeria. She turned her feet out wide and pushed her hips forward, thrusting her crotch–and my face–towards the mirror.

I struggled to understand what had happened. Somehow Plumeria had transformed me, turning me from a full-bodied man into a face between her legs where her pussy had been, my exaggerated mouth and constantly wet tongue looking like a wide, dripping inviting slit. I tried to protest:

“Uhhllluuaghhhhhh,” I moaned as I failed to form words with my labia lips and flapping tongue.

What did you do to me? I thought as loudly as I could, trying to aim my thoughts directly at Plumeria.

She smiled. Just a bit of witchcraft, Adam. Surely you’ve wondered what it must feel like for a woman to get fucked, no? Well, very soon you’re going to know exactly how it feels firsthand.

My dripping tongue lashed out as I tried again to respond and I tasted the musk of Plumeria’s taint and the lingering smell of her asshole.

“That tickles,” giggled Plumeria, pressing her legs together to keep me from accidentally tonguing her. “But if that’s what you want…” I stared in horror as she reached a hand back between her buttocks and then shoved two fingers into my “mouth”, my lips-turned-labia incapable of closing or pushing her away. An earthy smell overcame me and I tried in vain to force her fingers away, instead lathering them with sloppy, uncoordinated licks.

Plumeria removed her fingers and wiped them clean on her garter belt. Then she looked down at me in the mirror.

“We are going to have so much fun tonight,” she said, making a V with her fingers to spread my lips out wide. My heavy, enlarged tongue fell out and oozed milky drool that Plumeria collected in her free hand. Then she smeared it all over my face and inside my mouth and with a numb sort of dread I realized what she was doing: she was lubricating herself.

She was lubricating me.

Her thumb rubbed at my nose—her clitoris—and my entire face suddenly felt flush with warmth. Viscous drool gushed up my throat and out my spread mouth. I tried my best to speak but no sound came out, just more of that lubricating warmth flowing from my mouth. It made me feel like I would choke and I tried to swallow, the muscles of my mouth tightening with a pulsing squeeze. Plumeria pressed her knees together in pleasure and took a shaky breath.

Finally getting that speech was useless now, I thought as loudly as I could: Why?

Plumeria stepped away from the mirrored wall and I watched at waist-level as we stepped around a low leather bench and over a mound of velvet blankets towards her four-poster king size bed decorated with oversized pillows. She plopped backwards onto the firm mattress and I saw there was a mirror on the ceiling backlit with warm lighting.

“Because I thought it’d be fun,” Plumeria explained, gently spanking my shining, slit lips. “And because that’s one of the many perks of being a witch—you get to meet overeager boys and toy with them. Speaking of…”

Plumeria reached over to a low shelf set above the bed’s headboard and picked up a bronze bell. She rang it several times, the noise it made surprisingly deep and almost hypnotic in its gong-like sounds. I heard heavy footsteps from somewhere else in the apartment.

I looked at the overhead mirror and the door in its reflection, eyeing it nervously. Plumeria caught me looking and smacked her pussy to distract me, chuckling as her smacks made my mouth-pussy gush and blur my vision. To my dismay, I still managed to see when a hulking, naked drone plodded through the door. He was muscled nearly like an ape, skin tanned and hairless except for his crotch, where there was a black patch of trimmed pubic hair and a pendulous, fat cock hanging down between his thick thighs. He had a glazed look on his rugged face, as if he was in a deep trance. His mouth hung open.

“Adam,” said Plumeria, pointing towards the drone. “This is… well, I actually forget what his real name is,” Plumeria said with a shotgun laugh. “I’ve just been calling him Brutus. I picked him up in Tribeca a few months back after we met on Tinder. He had this terrible opener and I wasn’t even going to bother with him, but then he started sending me dick pics and, well… I thought I’d get myself a new toy.”

He’s been here for months? I thought to myself, forgetting to keep my thoughts low. She just kidnapped him?

A hard palm slapped my pussy-face, hard. It stung and made me gush more of Plumeria’s thick, sweet girl drool.

“Pay attention,” demanded an irritated Plumeria. “I’m trying to introduce you to your new playmate.” She cleared her throat. “You two have a lot in common actually. Both coasting Tinder, both way too into going to bars, both seem to have a thing for Malibu blondes–though you both came around pretty quickly when you saw it was me instead you were messaging with.”

Please, I thought at Plumeria. Please let me go. I won’t tell anyone, I swear!

Plumeria snapped her fingers at Brutus and pointed to the floor. He fell to his knees eagerly, weighty cock swinging wildly as he did.

“Let you go?” asked Plumeria, her long fingers playing at the edges of her–my–lips. “No, I don’t think so. We haven’t even had the fun night I promised you. Shall we begin with a little bit of oral so that you and Brutus can have some face-to-face time?”

I gurgled in protest, my mouth oozing out a flow of girl drool that coated Plumeria’s fingertips. She cackled with laughter.

"Oh someone is excited,” she said. “I guess we can go straight to fucking then.” Plumeria snapped her fingers again. “Brutus, get hard.”

Without even laying a hand on himself, Brutus’s dick began to swell and stiffen like a balloon inflating, rising higher and higher until I could see his big balls in full along with the underside of his twitching shaft. He wheezed out strained breaths and lumbered forward on his knees, cock swinging back and forth erratically. Then as he climbed onto the bed, his weight sinking one end of the mattress.

Soon my view was consumed by Brutus’s crotch and my senses were assaulted by the smell of sweat and semen and cologne, a mixture I knew all too well. Only now it was magnified, so concentrated that I felt it thick on my tongue. Through blurred vision I saw the head of Brutus’s cock pulse eagerly, a pearly drop of precum oozing out of its tip and landing beside my now-vertical lips, slowly rolling into my mouth-pussy.

Plumeria reached down and spread my lips—her lips—wide again so that my tongue fell out like a salivating carpet just in time to catch another pearl of precum. It tasted bitter and salty and I tried to pull my tongue away in disgust but instead only flopped around wildly, wet lashes striking the insides of Plumeria’s slick thighs and the underside of her drone’s jutting penis.

“Well, well, well  talk about excited,” mused Plumeria. Was she talking to me or to Brutus? A moment later I felt a rush of thick lubricant up whatever was left of my throat.

Plumeria let out a happy, victorious sigh. “Brutus, you may fuck me now.”

My protest came out as a wet splurge that did nothing to stop the big-dicked drone from nestling himself into my gaping, toothless mouth-pussy and to this day I can still remember what that first plunge felt like: there was an impossible stretching sensation, like trying to swallow an entire loaf of bread at once, and I was sure that the size of Brutus would tear me apart. But he didn’t. The surreal stretching sensation continued until it was eclipsed by a feeling of complete and utter fullness, as if every cavity and crevice in my mouth was filled with something warm, hard, and sweaty.

I tried to gag but there was no part of me left unplugged to do the gagging. The vacuum suction of my mouth and tongue on Brutus’s cock created a seal, Plumeria’s heady secretions rushing over the surface of his shaft and drawing deep groans from Brutus himself. Plumeria joined in a moment later and let out a sultry sigh. Then Brutus rocked his hips back and pulled his dick out to the head, allowing me to let out a moist splattering sound that was the closest I could manage to a reaction. My tongue felt numb, my “lips” aching even with just Brutus’s swollen cockhead still inside me.

My vision no longer obscured, I looked up at Brutus who was sitting back on his knees, panting. Plumeria’s hands came into view to idly stroke the man’s hips and abs. With one hand tracing teasing circles across the drone’s skin, Plumeria brought her other towards my face. I felt her fingers roll and rub where my nose-turned-clit was until I was desperately warm and filled with a humiliating urgency that made me want nothing more than to have Brutus back in my mouth-pussy. I absolutely needed to feel the stretching girth of the entranced drone again, my tongue acting on this feverish lust and darting out to lap at Brutus's cockhead, milking it for more of his salty precum until his body trembled and he pushed himself into me again.

We continued this way for twenty, maybe thirty minutes: Brutus would pump himself into me, my mind would go hazy as I gurgled up more and more girl drool lubrication, and then Plumeria would wordlessly command Brutus to pull out, making sure the big man built up an ever increasing need to release that she continued to deny him. My face–if you could call it that–was numb from being spanked with Brutus’s heavy balls slapping into me. I hated it. I loved it. I wanted it to stop and I wanted it to never end as my mouth-pussy squeezed around Brutus’s cock when he was inside me, my ever-lubricating tongue worshiping the entire length of him.

Just as I thought I would pass out from the cycle of fucking, Plumeria said: “Are you ready?”

It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me and not to Brutus.

I… I don’t… I…. My thoughts were a jumble.

Plumeria snorted. “Feels good, doesn’t it? But unless you’re ready we’re going to keep going. I’ve had Brutus fuck me for hours so we still have plenty of time to play if you aren’t ready for a ‘nightcap’.”

My mind cleared. Hours of this? There was no way I could endure it. I did my best to think coherently: I… I’m… ready….

“Ready for what?” asked Plumeria, playing dumb. “Ready for Brutus to cum in you? We have to be sure so collect your thoughts and let me know.”

I exhaustedly thought: I’m ready… for… Brutus to… to cum in me..

Plumeria filled the room with uproarious laughter. She snapped her fingers. “Okay Brutey, you may cum.”

Brutus shoved his way back into me and after little more than a minute of huffy pumping, his huge thighs tensed and he came. Torrents of sticky, gooey cum rushed into me, splattering on the pummeled pink walls of my mouth and down my throat, so much of it that a sensation of gagging and being suffocated overcame me as the thick white cream poured out over my lips and dribbled down Plumeria’s inner thighs. The drone pumped himself dry into me, his tensed body working frantically to drain his swollen balls of every last speck of seed. He went until Plumeria pushed him away with a delicate touch, leaving me to stare cum-eyed up at the overhead mirror and see what had been done to me.

My face—Plumeria’s pussy—was coated in milky semen. So much had been pumped into me that even with Brutus completely pulled out I was still pulsing out rivulets of the viscous goo from my stretched wide lips. Instinctively I inched my tongue out through the cooling cum and exhaustion took over, causing my tongue to slither down between Plumeria’s legs so that the tip just touched the rim of her asshole. Plumeria herself looked pleased and joyously tired, with a red glow in her snowy cheeks.

Dreamily she asked me, “Would you like me to have Brutus lick up his mess?”

Of course I couldn’t shake my head no but Plumeria saw the panic in my eyes and let out a sleepy laugh. Then she said, “Brutus back to your cage.” The drone grunted and padded out of the bedroom, his deflating cock wagging back and forth. “It’s not really a cage,” said Plumeria. “More like a very nicely kept dog crate.”

Plumeria  brought a hand down over my face, blocking my vision, and seconds later I felt like I was falling forwards—slow at first, then much more quickly, as if I were racing down the hill of a roller coaster without a safety bar. Light flooded my eyes and a wave of dizziness washed over me.

I was back on Plumeria’s bed, a wholly separate entity from the witch who had just used me as her living fleshlight. I looked over at her and saw that Brutus’s seed still covered Plumeria’s sex. I reached a nervous hand to my mouth. There was nothing there anymore, though the taste still lingered at the back of my throat.

“Clean me,” said Plumeria lazily. “Unless of course you’d rather I get Brutus back in here and you down there…”

I quickly crawled between Plumeria’s legs and began lapping up the drone’s thick cum. It was the second time I was tasting it but now that the aphrodisiac excitement had worn off, it was even more pungent and terrible than before. Sticky strands of it clung to my face and stuck to the corners of my mouth as I worked, coating my tongue in a bitter film until all I could smell was the drone’s musk. Plumeria offered me no rest until she was completely clean of Brutus, enjoying the reflected sight of me in the overhead mirror above.

When I was finally done, Plumeria pulled me up next to her and spooned me from behind, cradling my naked body with her long, pale limbs. I thought I’d never get to sleep with the image of what had happened in my mind, but sleep seemed to come over me instantly, perhaps some trick of the witch or just my total exhaustion.

In the morning I woke up in Plumeria’s bed alone, my mouth sore and the smell of Brutus still at the back of my throat. The witch came in a few minutes later, wearing a crimson silk robe that was only loosely tied, allowing me to see her bare pussy, her breasts, and the red beryl amulet that seemed to be shining brighter than last night.

“I hope you had fun last night,” said Plumeria, smirking. “I know I did.”

I sat up in bed trying not to say or think anything that would rub the witch the wrong way.

“It was… definitely a night like I’ve never had before,” I said. My voice was hoarse and I coughed, feeling like there was something thick sliding down my throat.

Plumeria looked ready to laugh again. “Good. I’m afraid there’s just one problem though…” Her fingers played with the red beryl amulet.

“Yes?” I asked quietly.

“We witches shouldn’t really be going around sharing our existence with everyone. So what we usually do when we, ah, introduce ourselves to people like you is that we find some way to keep you from telling others. In Brutus’s case, he refused to listen to reason and so I had to make him into my pet. It’s not a bad life–as you saw–but it’s not the life of a free man either.”

I felt my skin get very hot.

“I’d prefer to spare you a similar fate,” said Plumeria. Her words were a huge relief and I let out an audible sigh that made her chuckle.

“And so I have an offer for you,” she continued. “Would you like to hear it?”


Epilogue

My life is different now. Well, most of the time it’s actually pretty similar: I work my nine-to-five, I go out on Tinder dates, I browse Reddit, TikTok… you know, the usual. But on the 13th of every month I have a special job to perform: I am transformed from my usual self into a witch’s living pussy, just as Plumeria had done that fateful night months and months ago. Sometimes it’s for Plumeria, but other times it’s for different witches.

There’s Iris, with her dark purple hair that flows all the way down to her feet and body as taut as a violin string, who likes masturbating me until my tongue is so swollen that I feel it afterwards for days.

There’s Dahlia, with her rosy, freckled skin and petite curves, who likes to fill me with an agonizingly large vibrator, letting it buzz away for hours while she lounges on her bed’s plush throw blanket.

There’s Lotus, with her almond eyes and straight black hair and skin the color of milk tea, who fills me with heavy steel ben wa balls and practices her Kegel exercises while she cruises Hinge for straight girls looking to experiment.

There’s Jasmine, with her curly highlighted afro, green eyes, and gymnast’s frame, who rounds up three or four hypnotized bulls at a time and has them take turns pumping me full of big, black cock.

And on, and on, and on.

Plumeria calls this my “witch tax”, a payment I make every month to let me keep my mind. It’s not all bad though–most of the time the witches will let me go down on them before or after, sometimes even letting me suck on their breasts or bury my face in their asses. One time Daisy, a witch with sun-kissed skin and platinum white hair, even let me fuck her. Sure, she turned me into butt plug after and wore me up her ass for the rest of the night, but hey, when it comes to witches you’ve got to take what you can get.

Maybe one day Plumeria and the rest of the coven will get tired of me. I only hope that when that day comes they either let me go or erase my mind completely so that I don’t have to witness what happens when a witch gets bored.

I’m sure it’s only fun for them.




THE END
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Michelle Lucia wants to say...







————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend—at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

————————————
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This 6,400 word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers. 

————————————

http://tinyletter.com/mlpaige

————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~Michelle Lucia
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Jack’s about to learn to take it like a girl.

Jack is a voyeur at the Hookup Hotel, where he has made a deal with the desk clerk to sneak into rooms and hide under the bed before unsuspecting couples show up to have some steamy fun. Jack’s favorite guest is the queenly Ellie, an insatiable lipstick lesbian who dominates her dates and always comes first. But when Ellie catches Jack spying on her, she turns the tables on him...
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For a sci-fi gender-bender...
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Men are on the endangered list.

Ever since the spread of the mysterious "Widowmaker" virus, men have been disappearing at an alarming rate—or so Harlan is told when he awakens in a strange, underground facility staffed by controlling, dominant women. Though these women insist they are trying to protect men from extinction, Harlan soon learns that their motives are more cruel and selfish than that: to subjugate men through humiliating and emasculating treatments...
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For a sexy time with futanari...
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The sorority sisters of Delta Kappa Gamma are the “full package”.

When introverted postgrad Jacob Jones receives an unsolicited invitation for a party at the Delta Kappa Gamma sorority, he’s convinced he won’t fit in. Not only has he never been to a Greek party, but the sisters of Delta Kappa Gamma are notorious for being futas–women born with impressive, obscene male genitalia.

But at the sorority house Jacob finds himself attracting the attention of the Delta Kappa Gamma dickgirls as they cajole, woo, and urge him to take part in their pleasure. Though Jacob resists at first, soon enough his curiosity–and his own unexpected arousal–gets the better of him and he gets swept up in the hedonistic excitement of the party...
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