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Chapter 1

I’d just finished stringing the pumpkin bunting across the counter when the bell above the door tinkled. But it wasn’t a customer, it was only Darren. Great, bloody Darren. He was my ex-boyfriend. Well, technically, he was still my boyfriend; I hadn’t told him that it was over yet.

He looked around with the same expression he always wore when he came to my shop: polite tolerance mixed with disdain. Darren didn’t really believe in any of the things in my shop. He didn’t believe in crystals, or homoeopathy, or tarot cards, or… any of it. His cynicism was so draining that I was beginning to doubt it myself. But if I couldn’t read the future in tea leaves, then… who was I?

I flicked my long, brown hair over my shoulder and tried not to sigh too obviously as he approached the counter.

“Hey,” I said, still admiring my Halloween decorations. “We need to talk.”

He looked at me with his sad puppy eyes. “That sounds… er… serious.”

“It is.” I crossed my arms, the scent of frankincense from the incense sticks curling around us.

He frowned. “Is this about the astrology thing again? Because I told you I don’t think Mercury being in… whatever… has anything to do with my car breaking down.”

I actually laughed. Not a mean laugh, just the tired kind. “It’s not about Mercury. It’s about you not believing in me. In this.” I gestured around at the crammed shelves. My whole life, distilled into glass jars and glittering stones. And lately, even I wasn’t sure if it meant anything.

“Selena,” he said, the familiar exasperation creeping into his voice. “None of this is real.”

“Maybe it is, and maybe it isn’t. But that doesn’t matter. It’s my shop. It’s my life. You don’t have to believe in astrology, but you have to believe in me!”

He pinched the bridge of his nose, like he always did when he thought I was being “difficult.” I hated that gesture even more than I hated him criticising my shop.

“Selena,” he sighed, “I do believe in you. I just think you’d be better off if you stopped… pretending that people can read minds and tell the future.” He waved vaguely at the shelves, at the grinning pumpkins strung above the counter. “It’s cute, but it’s childish.”

“My business is childish?” I snapped.

He shrugged, unapologetic. “Exactly.”

I leaned back against the counter, the edge digging into my fingers as I gripped it tightly. I was vaguely aware of the shop bell ringing again as a couple of customers entered.

“You don’t get it. This shop isn’t some hobby. It’s me. And if you can’t respect that, then…” I hesitated. I was going to do it. “Then maybe we’re done.”

The silence stretched between us.

He pinched his nose again. “So that’s it, then.”

I forced a nod. My heart hammered.

Darren shoved his hands in his pockets and glanced around the shop one last time, like he couldn’t believe how tacky it all was. “Alright. Good luck, Selena.”

The bell tinkled again as he left, and the door swung shut.

I sagged against the counter, suddenly aware of how hollow the shop felt without his disdain filling it. For a moment, I wondered if he was right. Maybe the crystals were just pretty rocks, the tarot just fancy playing cards. Maybe I wasn’t psychic, after all.

That’s when I noticed the two women who had come in, just standing there and looking at me.

The first one was old, though not in a frail way. Her grey hair was scraped into a bun, held in place with what looked like an actual knitting needle. Her face was all angles and wrinkles that suggested she’d spent a lifetime frowning at people who deserved it. She wore a long black trench coat.

The second woman was her complete opposite: young and friendly-looking. Her little black dress looked more like lingerie than outerwear. Lace, cobweb patterns, and a neckline so low her ample breasts were practically falling out. It was so short I was surprised I couldn’t see her knickers, although I could see the top of her fishnet tights. She had that kind of glossy black hair that only ever appeared in hair dye commercials.

I couldn’t help notice that they had both painted their nails black. They made an odd pair, but then my shop did attract an eclectic collection of patrons.

“Welcome to Selena’s Apothecary,” I said automatically, standing straighter and pasting on a smile, although I still felt empty from my break-up. “Candles are buy one, get one free today.”

The younger one gave me a smile that was a little too knowing, and for a second, I felt like she could see right through me. “Ooh, I love a bogoff,” she giggled.

The older woman sniffed, eyes roaming the shelves as if she was appraising my stock, and me, and finding both lacking. “We’ll just look, thank you.” Her voice was deep and rough, like she’d spent her life smoking cigars.

They drifted off toward the rotating stand of bangles and necklaces, muttering to one another in voices just low enough that I wasn’t supposed to hear, but easily could.

“She doesn’t look much,” the older one said, picking up a pair of earrings shaped like black cats.

The younger woman’s laugh was soft. “The cards are never wrong. You know that.”

“Hmph. We’ll see.”

I busied myself rearranging a display of rose quartz hearts, pretending I hadn’t overheard. My curiosity itched. They didn’t look like the usual kind of customers. These two felt… different.

There was more muttering between them, and then they approached the counter.

“We’ve been watching you,” the younger one said lightly.

“Watching me?” I repeated, my laugh coming out brittle. “What, like, on CCTV?”

Her smile deepened. “Not quite.”

The older one folded her arms over her trench coat. “We have a coven,” she said, her eyes narrowing like she was daring me to laugh. “We think you should join us.”

I blinked. “A coven. As in… broomsticks and boiling cauldrons?”

The younger one grinned wider. “As in magic, sister. The real thing. A secret, feminine magic, something that’s rooted in pleasure. Desire. Power that comes from the body as much as the spirit.”

I stared at them, trying to decide if this was some elaborate Halloween prank. Witches. A coven. I might believe in the healing power of crystals, but actual magic? The incense curled lazily around us, and for a second, just a second, I wanted to believe them.

But then reality flooded back. I wasn’t a witch. I was a woman who sold scented candles and told tourists what they wanted to hear. And I didn’t even have a boyfriend.

“Yeah, right,” I said, my laughter bursting out.

But they didn’t laugh back. The older one just scowled at me. “Well, if you aren’t interested…”

I suddenly had a cold feeling in my stomach. A feeling that if I didn’t take this chance, I’d regret it for the rest of my life. And even if it wasn’t real, a coven meeting had to be more interesting than Saturday night alone with a frozen pizza. Maybe I’d make some friends.

“I didn’t say that,” I replied quickly. “Is there a… meeting… or something I can come to? See if I like it?”

The younger one’s eyes glittered, triumphant, like she’d been expecting me to agree all along.

“Tonight,” she said, leaning in so close that I could see right down her top and smell her spicy perfume. “The room above the King’s Head.”

I suddenly felt a shiver run down my spine. “At… midnight?” I whispered.

“No, eight-thirty,” smirked the younger one, slapping me on the shoulder. “Last orders are eleven, and the landlord likes us out of there soon after so he can lock up. I’m Betty, by the way, and this is Elsie.”

“Don’t be late,” scowled Elsie.

And then, as quickly as they’d arrived, they were gone, the bell above the door chiming behind them. I stared at the empty shop, the incense burning low, the pumpkin bunting swaying slightly as though it had caught a draft.

What the hell had I just agreed to?


Chapter 2

The King’s Head was hidden down an alley and was the kind of pub that looked like the only reason it hadn’t actually fallen down was that it was just too old. The sign outside swung on rusty hinges, creaking in the autumn wind, and for the hundredth time on the walk over, I wondered what the hell I was doing.

Inside, the air was thick with stale beer, fryer grease, and the low murmur of locals clustered around the bar. The ceiling was so low that I had to dip my head as I entered. A couple of old men in flat caps turned to look at me.

The landlord was polishing a glass with a rag that was probably making it dirtier. He gave me a once-over, then jerked his head toward the staircase at the back.

“You’re here for the crazy ladies?” he said with a smirk.

I blinked. “The… what?”

“Upstairs,” he said, not unkindly, but not about to repeat himself either. “Function room. They’re always at it. Tell them not to make so much noise this time.”

“Oh, great. Thanks.” My laugh came out a little too high, and I pushed past before I lost my nerve.

The stairs creaked under my boots. At the top, a heavy door stood half-open, and I pushed it wider. The pub's function room had seen better days. The ancient, threadbare chairs had been pushed to the wall, along with a couple of scratched tables. The expanse of dark wood floorboards was scuffed and dirty. Someone had drawn a chalk pentagram in the centre. Well, I’m in the right place, anyway.

I spotted Betty first, perched on the edge of a table and swinging her legs like a schoolgirl. She was still wearing the black spider-web dress, and from this angle I could see her black knickers. Elsie stood beside her, arms crossed, her knitting-needle bun as severe as ever. Her trench coat was folded over a chair, and I could see now that she was bizarrely wearing a formal ballgown in midnight black.

Two other women waited with them. One was a blonde in her thirties. Unlike the others, she wasn’t wearing anything black or spider-themed. She looked like a regular housewife in jeans and a T-shirt.

The other looked barely twenty, a waifish thing with white-blonde hair cropped short. She had prominent front teeth that gave her a goofy look, dark lipstick, and eye shadow.

Four witches.

And then me, in my Tesco jeans and a jumper with a pumpkin on it. I gave them a nervous wave.

“Er, hi,” I said nervously.

“Welcome,” said Elsie, darkly. “Coven, meet your newest member. This is Selena. She’s a witch.”

“I… well, I do sometimes say that…” I began, feeling embarrassed. “But you know… It’s more just a little tarot, tea leaves, that sort of thing.”

“You have the gift,” said Betty. “We can sense it.”

Elsie indicated the one with the goofy teeth. “This is Emily.”

“We agreed to call me Midnight,” said Emily.

Elsie rolled her eyes. “Of course. Midnight. And this,” she indicated the housewife, “is Andrea.”

Andrea gave me a sexy smile, her eyes half-lidded as she looked me up and down. I felt a little rush of… something.

“Now we’re all here, we may as well start,” said Elsie.

The other four all moved to a point on the pentagram and sat cross-legged. I copied them, moving to the free space.

“What are we…” I began.

“We’re going to recharge our feminine energy,” said Elsie. “Do you consent to let yourself go, to feel the infinite pleasure of the universe in your loins, to reach a climax like you never have before?”

“Any climax would be nice right now,” I joked. “Not that Darren was great in that department anyway…”

“Is that a yes?” Elsie asked, turning to me.

“Sorry, yes,” I said soberly.

“Yes,” everyone repeated.

“Close your eyes, and everyone repeat after me.”

Feeling a bit silly, I closed my eyes and rested my hands on my knees.

Elsie’s voice began to chant. After she had completed the verse once, the others joined in, repeating what she said. The echo of their words spun around me, sending shivers down my spine. The third time, I felt confident enough to join in.

“Swellic, swellic, mynne yard of fyre,

Sin cloven wombe I rend and syre,

Drench be froth, be fylthe, be seede,

Crye mynne goddes for morneful greede.”

This was kind of fun, but I didn’t expect anything to happen. I mean, obviously, I didn’t expect anything to happen. But as we started the fourth repeat of the verse, there was a crackle from the bare lightbulb overhead. My eyes flicked open, momentarily panicked. The lightbulb sizzled above us, the room seeming much darker now. Probably just the dodgy wiring in this old pub.

Suddenly, I could sense an energy circling us, flowing around and between us as we sat in our circle. And I started to feel… horny. It was almost like I was masturbating, the feeling of pressure between my legs, even though nothing was touching me. My knickers felt wet. Soaking wet.

I heard a soft moan to my left. I peeked out at Betty. Her large chest was heaving up and down, her breath coming fast and heavy.

Elsie’s voice was strained now; everyone’s was. The energy flowed around us, through us.

“Oh… yes,” murmured Midnight.

“Mmm…” gasped Andrea.

Betty leaned back onto the floor, opened her legs, and slid her fingers into her knickers. I couldn’t stop staring. Betty’s eyes were half-closed, her body trembling as her hand moved. I would have been shocked if I hadn’t had a burning desire to do exactly the same thing.

The heat between my thighs pulsed in time with the chant, every repeat of the verse dragging me closer to the edge. My fingers twitched in my lap, aching to do what hers were already doing.

Elsie’s voice cracked mid-syllable. I glanced at her; she had her head tipped back, the lines of her face softened with ecstasy, her hands gripping her knees like she was riding a storm.

Andrea rolled onto her front, prone on the wooden floor. One hand slipped into her jeans, and she started grinding against her hand, moaning loudly, her blonde hair falling over her face. Her other hand reached out for me, and I surprised myself by taking it. She gripped it tightly, and I felt another bolt of electricity through me.

“Ohhh…” Midnight’s moan broke into the circle. She switched over to her knees, her ass starting to thrust back and forth like she was riding something invisible. This wasn’t pretend. This wasn’t play-acting. The whole room felt thick with sex, like the air itself was humming against my skin.

My thighs pressed together, trying to ease the throbbing between them. My nipples ached against the fabric of my bra, hard and insistent. I wanted to touch myself so badly I could barely breathe.

And then Betty opened her eyes, locking them onto mine, and came hard. I could see the orgasm deep in her soul. I came too, bucking and squirming on the floor, nothing even touching me as I soaked my knickers even more. Pleasure rushed through me, more intense than I’d ever experienced before.

All around the circle, the other women reached their climaxes. Elsie looked like she was swallowing hers, hardly moving, but clearly having waves of pleasure rush through her. Andrea squeezed my hand so hard that it hurt.

And then, just as suddenly as it had flared, the energy snapped like a string pulled too tight. The humming pressure in the air thinned. The sizzling lightbulb steadied. The tension vanished from the room.

Midnight collapsed forward onto her hands, her short, pale hair damp with sweat as her body shuddered with invisible aftershocks. Andrea collapsed face-first onto the floor, chest rising and falling in short bursts. Betty pulled her drenched fingers out of her knickers and, still looking me in the eyes, licked her release off her fingers.

I sat back, my heart hammering against my ribs, my knickers utterly ruined, every muscle trembling like I’d just run a marathon I hadn’t trained for. My brain scrambled for logic, for an explanation. Maybe it was mass hysteria, or group hypnosis, or… something… but none of it stuck.

Betty wiped her hand lazily on the hem of her dress and let out a throaty laugh. “Well. That’ll do nicely.”

Elsie smoothed her ball gown, looking as normal as ever, except for her flushed cheeks. Andrea pulled out a vape pen and started puffing on it.

“What… happened?” I whispered.

“You did your first sex magic,” said Elsie. “And you did… adequately, for a beginner. Well done.”

“Thanks,” I said, oddly proud of myself.

“Next time, try to relax a bit, though,” she added, before standing up on shaky legs. “Right, pull up a chair, everyone, we have business to discuss.”

Everyone dragged the heavy, ancient chairs into a rough circle, and the meeting proper began.

“How is Mrs Lamb’s complaint?” Elsie asked.

“She’s got the opposite complaint now,” Betty sniggered. “Mr Lamb is hard all the time and wants it four times a day. She’s considering getting an Au Pair to take care of him.”

There was a lot more talk along those lines. It seemed like the coven was employed by many of the women around town to solve problems such as urinary tract infections, their husbands’ impotency, and to provide contraception. Kind of like an alternative sexual health service. It was rather fascinating, although I had nothing to add myself.

Finally, the meeting was at an end. Elsie stretched. “One last thing. Is everyone ready for the big Halloween event in two weeks’ time?”

There was a murmur of excitement around the group, and much enthusiastic nodding. “I can’t wait,” said Betty, her breath suddenly coming fast. “We haven’t done a proper summoning in ages.”

“Well, you know that the magic works better near Halloween,” said Elsie. “And it would be dangerous to perform with less than a full coven of five witches. It’s lucky that we’re back up to full strength just in time.”

“Er…” I interrupted. “What are we doing?”

“At midnight, on Halloween,” said Elsie. “We’re meeting at the old folly on top of the hill, for a special… ritual.”

“Ooh, that sounds exciting,” I said.

“Oh, it’s more than exciting,” giggled Betty.


Chapter 3

It was a week before Halloween, and now that I was a part of the coven’s group chat, I was fully involved with the day-to-day business. So much so that I started getting “customers” in my shop. Which was how I ended up behind the counter at Selena’s Apothecary, trying to look like a professional witch, when the bell above the door tinkled and a tiny old lady shuffled in.

She couldn’t have been more than five feet tall, her cardigan buttoned wrong, a shopping trolley rattling behind her. She had that sweet, grandmotherly smell of Werther’s Originals.

“Hello, dear,” she said, in a voice like creaking floorboards. “Are you the one who does… the spells?”

I hesitated, but forced a smile. “That depends on what kind of spell you’re after.”

She leaned in conspiratorially, her breath smelling of sherry. “It’s for my three boyfriends.”

I blinked. “I’m sorry… your what?”

“Three,” she repeated, holding up three knobbly fingers. “Lovely men, all of them. But they’re wearing me out, dear. I need something to help me… keep up. It’s mainly the double penetration that I’m struggling with, at my age.”

My brain short-circuited. “You… you want a stamina charm?”

Her eyes twinkled. “For me, darling. Not them. They’re insatiable. That’s what comes from being in your twenties, of course. I was much the same at their age, but now I can barely get out of bed in the morning, and not because of my joints.”

“One second,” I said, feeling a bit faint.

I hurried into the back room and texted the group chat. Elsie immediately sent me a charm to read over some jewellery. “It doesn’t matter what old tat it is,” she put. “It will work just as well.”

I returned to my shop, and as the old lady watched, I fetched a cheap bit of crystal on a necklace and murmured the charm over it. I wasn’t expecting anything to happen. Of course I wasn’t. It was just words over a shiny rock, the kind of thing I’d done a hundred times before to impress tourists. But as I uttered the last syllable, the crystal suddenly flared with light. A pulse, sharp and bright, as if I’d caught a spark of lightning in my hand.

My breath caught in my throat.

The glow seeped through my fingers, washing my skin in pinkish-gold. It felt hot… too hot… searing against my palm until I nearly dropped it. For one terrifying moment, I was sure it would burn me. Then, just as suddenly, the light dimmed, leaving the crystal warm against my skin.

The old lady’s eyes twinkled. “Thank you, dear,” she said, taking the necklace out of my hands. “Those boys are going to get a surprise tonight.”

Suddenly, I realised. I wasn’t just some woman who sold overpriced candles and pretended to see the future. I wasn’t a fraud with a shop full of glittery lies. I was an actual fucking witch.

The old lady began her slow journey toward the shop door. Just before she got there, the door opened and Andrea walked in. Andrea from the coven. The one that didn’t dress in the slightest way like a witch. Not even a pair of bat earrings. Today, she was wearing activewear, like she was on her way to the gym. Her tight yoga pants clung to her body, especially between her legs, and her sports bra squashed her large breasts across her chest.

“Hi, Selena,” she said, coyly, holding the door for the old lady and letting it close behind her.

I swallowed. Hard. Because Andrea was… hot. Like a horny housewife off a reality TV show.

“Hi,” I managed, though it came out hoarse.

Her eyes swept over me, slow and deliberate, lingering in places that made my stomach flip. “You’re glowing,” she said, “Did you just do some magic?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Yeah.”

Andrea tilted her head, stepping closer, until I could smell the faint scent of her coconut shampoo in her long, blonde hair.. “Of course you did. The magic makes you even sexier.”

My pulse hammered.

She leaned her elbows on the counter, cleavage pressing together in a way that made it impossible not to look. “You know,” she purred, lowering her voice, “you don’t have to wait for the next coven meeting to practice. Some magic works better… one-on-one. I was just passing, and I thought I could… show you.”

I blinked at her, my mouth suddenly dry. “One-on-one?”

Her smile widened. “Sexual magic, Selena. Like you felt in the circle. Imagine what it could do with just the two of us.”

Andrea was very close to me now. “Okay,” I whispered.

She turned towards the door, held out her hand, and muttered something under her breath. The sign on the door flipped around to indicate the shop was closed.

“How the fuck did you…” I began, but Andrea’s lips were on mine.

Her tongue slid into my mouth, stealing my breath, and I melted against her, clutching at her ass in the smooth, tight fabric of her yoga pants. She started muttering incantations I didn’t understand into my mouth.

Her hands were already under my jumper, fingertips sparking trails of electricity across my breasts. Except… no, it wasn’t electricity. It was magic. Every touch felt amplified, multiplied, as though my nerves had been rewired to light up under her command.

I grabbed her ass tighter and pushed my thigh between her legs, pressing it hard against her mound. Andrea gasped, and… I felt it. Not just heard it, not just saw it. I felt her jolt of pleasure race straight into me, hot and liquid between my legs. It was like I could feel what she was feeling.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, breaking the kiss, panting. “I felt that…”

Andrea grinned wickedly. “Exactly. That’s the beauty of it. We share everything.”

Her fingers dipped lower, and she popped open the button on my jeans. Then her hand slid into my knickers, over my smooth mound, and brushed against my clit. The slightest touch made me moan, but it wasn’t just mine. I heard her echo it, her lips parting as though I’d touched her too.

Her fingers dragged through my slick folds and then focused on my clit, pressing hard against it. Pleasure flooded through both of us. It was insane and filthy… but perfect. We were tangled together, pressed against the counter, grinding and teasing, every circle of her fingers against my pussy looping back into her, then surging back into me like a feedback circuit of lust.

I put my own hand in her stretchy gym shorts. Unlike my shaved pussy, she had a thick and luxurious bush. Just the feeling of it against my fingers gave me another rush of arousal. I found her soaked opening and pushed two greedy fingers into it. She groaned into my mouth, and I felt the pleasure surge through my own body too.

“I can feel it too,” I panted, the sensation almost overwhelming.

“I know,” she whispered, and increased her pace on my clit.

I started finger-fucking her, ramming my fingers into her cunt and feeling it grip them tightly. My palm rubbed against her clit, and I could feel it in my own pussy when I found the right spot, adding to the sensations from her fingers.

We both came at the same moment. I felt her orgasm on top of mine, so intense that I almost passed out. I slumped against the counter, and if she hadn’t been pinning me against it, then I would have fallen to the floor. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me, so much that I thought I might drown.

We staggered together, and finally we did sink to the floor, ending up kneeling facing each other, our foreheads touching, panting heavily in the middle of the shop.

“I’ve never felt anything like that before,” I murmured. “It was…”

“...magic,” she finished for me. “Sex magic. The oldest kind.”

She kissed me again. Even the tingle of her lips on mine was amplified. Before I knew what was happening, she was tugging off my jeans. I twisted my hips to help her, and then they were off. My knickers were embarrassingly wet, but she peeled those off too, and then parted my knees.

“Mmm,” she purred, staring at my swollen pussy. “You have a beautiful, pink pussy.” She ran her fingers over my mound. “It looks cute all shaved like that, but it will make your magic stronger if you let your hair grow naturally.”

“Really?” I said, surprised. “I only did it for Darren.”

“Absolutely.” She stood and shimmied out of her gym shorts and knickers. Her bush was full and untrimmed, spreading down her inner thighs. She grabbed the hem of her sports top and lifted it off over her head. Her heavy breasts dropped down, and I caught a glimpse of patches of dark hair under her arms. Her nipples were large and pink.

“Wow,” I said. “You’re… beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she smirked. Then she spun around and threw one leg over my head. She knelt down on top of me, her pussy right in my face. I could feel the heat coming off it and smell her arousal. Then she bent down between my legs, and the feeling of her tongue on my clit sent me spiralling into bliss again.

Her tongue was wet and hot, teasing circles around my clit before she latched on and sucked. I cried out, but the sound was muffled by the thick, wet heat of her pussy lowering onto my mouth. The taste of her flooded my tongue. The second I licked up through her folds, her moan vibrated against my clit. And then the magic snapped into place.

Everything doubled. No, multiplied.

I felt her tongue on me and mine on her at the same time. Every flick, every shiver, every desperate thrust of her hips echoed back into me like I was pleasuring myself through her body and mine together. When I sucked on her, my own clit throbbed harder. When she slid her tongue into me, I felt it in her as well, deep and filling.

“Ohhh… fuck,” I moaned into her, my voice drowned by her dripping pussy. She moaned too, the exact same sound, as if it were bouncing back and forth between us.

Her thighs squeezed tight around my head, and I grabbed her ass, pulling her closer, grinding my tongue against her clit. I could see her hair spread right around her asshole, too. For some reason, that made me even more aroused.

Suddenly, above us, the lightbulb flared and burst with a crack, showering sparks and glass everywhere. Andrea screamed into my pussy, and I screamed into hers, both of us thrashing, drowning in each other’s wetness, the magic turning pleasure into a loop so intense I thought my body might actually break like the lightbulb.

When it finally slowed, we collapsed in a heap on the shop floor, sweaty, trembling, and laughing breathlessly like maniacs.


Chapter 4

I made Andrea a cup of tea, and we drank it in the small staff room while I recovered from what had just happened.

“So, I’m curious,” I said, taking a sip of the hot tea, “Does the sex magic work with men too?”

Andrea smirked. “I knew you were a tourist.”

“A tourist?”

“Yeah, you’re happy to travel to lesbian land, but you don’t want to live there.”

I laughed. “Okay, you got me.”

Andrea settled back in her chair, clutching her mug. “So, to answer your question… yes, it works, but not in the same way. You can’t feel what the man feels, like you can with a woman. But there are other… advantages.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, but… I’m really not an expert in that area. But Emily has a boyfriend, why don’t you ask her?”

I frowned. “Emily?”

“Sorry, ‘Midnight’,” Andrea air quoted the name and gave a little roll of her eyes. “I’ve got a feeling she’ll help you explore that side of things. I’ve heard a few rumours about what she and her boyfriend get up to.”

I felt that ache between my legs again at the very idea. Would I really do that? It seemed out of character. I’d never been close to having a threesome before, but… I was very curious. There was something else I wanted to ask, though.

“What about this thing on Halloween? What are we summoning? Is it… safe?”

Andrea put her cup down on the desk and leaned forward. “Safe? No. The ultimate orgasmic high for a witch? Oh yes.”

I felt my stomach flip. “Tell me more,” I whispered.

Andrea hesitated. It seemed like the light leaked out of the small room. Was it getting dark outside?

“Elsie wants to summon a demon,” she said quietly.

“A… demon?” I gasped. “Why?”

“Because… well, because they fuck like no one on earth.”

“Shut up!” I said, suddenly convinced she was winding me up. I didn’t believe in demons. Especially ones that you summon just to have sex with. Although… a week ago, I hadn’t really believed in magic. Not in the practical sense.

But her expression was deadly serious. “You’ll see,” she said. “On Halloween.”

Anyway, I couldn’t get the idea of using sex magic on a man out of my mind, and as I couldn’t really imagine broaching the subject with a random guy on Tinder, I decided to sound out Emily… Midnight. So, a few days later, I invited her out for a drink.

We met for coffee at a trendy coffee shop on the high street in town. It was so trendy that the barista was far too bored to serve us. Midnight was kind of cute, I reflected, despite the big front teeth that gave her a slightly rabbit look. Actually, it was because of the teeth that she was so cute. She was leaning heavily into the witch vibe, with dark makeup, a short black dress, and more bangles on her arm than I had in my shop.

“So,” I said, trying to sound casual, while also trying to attract the barista’s attention as he lazily wiped down the spurty thing on the coffee machine, “I was talking to Andrea…”

“Talking?” smirked Midnight.

“Yes, okay… we… had sex,” I said, turning bright red. “But afterwards, I was talking to her… and I… we… were chatting… just casually… about a few things actually…”

“Selena,” she interrupted.

“Yes?”

“Is there something you want to ask me?”

I swallowed. “She said…”

“Yes?”

“That you and your boyfriend are… might be interested in…”

Midnight looked at me. There was a long pause. And then the barista finally decided to notice us, forcing us to interrupt our conversation. We ordered coffee and found a table.

“Look,” I said, when we were finally settled, “this is difficult for me to say, but are you and your boyfriend interested in showing me… sex magic with a man?”

“Of course,” she said, taking a sip. “Why didn’t you just say? We can go back to mine right after this.”

My cheeks burned. “Wait… really? Just like that?”

“Selena, do you think you’re the first girl I’ve brought home? Believe me, he’s used to it. I like bringing women home to him.”

“Oh.” I shifted in my seat, my thighs pressing together under the little wooden café table. “So you… share?”

“Mmhm.” Midnight tilted her head, giving me a knowing look. “I get off on it. Watching him, watching her. Sometimes joining in. It’s kind of our thing.”

My stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and arousal. I hadn’t expected her to be so blunt. “And you use magic?” I asked in a whisper, leaning in closer.

“Oh, darling,” she purred, “I always use magic. Now finish your coffee. We’ll go to mine.”

An hour later, I was standing in her flat, a dark, incense-heavy little place with blackout curtains and neon LED strips glowing purple around the ceiling. A gaming PC hummed in the corner. On the sofa sat a guy in black ripped jeans and a band T-shirt, controller in his hands, headset around his neck. He looked up as we walked in. Pale skin, messy dark hair, eyeliner smudged under his eyes. Kind of cute in that moody, nerdy-goth way.

“Damien,” Midnight said, leaning down to kiss him. “This is Selena. She wants to learn about sex magic… with you.”

His eyes flicked to me, then softening into a grin. “Uh. Nice to meet you.”

“She’s a witch,” Midnight said, grinning. “But she’s never used magic with a man before. You don’t mind if we share you, do you?”

He set the controller down slowly. “Uh… no complaints here.”

Midnight tugged me by the hand, pulling me onto the sofa beside him. Her fingers slid up my thigh under my skirt. I gasped. She smirked and pushed my knees apart, looking at him. “Go on. Kiss her.”

He leaned in hesitantly, then pressed his lips to mine, soft at first, then deeper. Midnight watched us with a predatory gleam in her eyes, and then she leaned down herself, capturing my mouth while her boyfriend’s hand slipped higher along my thigh.

Midnight dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him. “Let’s show her how it works.”

She tugged his jeans open and freed his cock. It was already hard and a similar size to what I was used to. She gave it a stroke, and I sank to my knees beside her.

She lowered her mouth to him, lips sliding down his shaft. I mirrored her, taking the head into my mouth, licking where she left off. Damien groaned, his hand sliding into my hair.

“Good girls,” he growled.

Midnight pressed her palm against the base of his cock and whispered words that shimmered with power. The air vibrated. His cock twitched and swelled longer and thicker right in front of us. My eyes went wide as it grew and grew until it was like some sort of huge pornstar cock.

“Do you like that?” she teased, giving me a wicked grin.

I nodded, trying to get it in my mouth. It felt heavier now, stretching my lips wide.

“Fuck, that spell never gets old,” he laughed. “I love having a massive cock.”

“Why don’t you fuck her, and I’ll show her my other trick,” she said.

I climbed on the bed, stripping off as quickly as I could. Damien tugged my knickers down, and I opened my legs for him. His magically enhanced cock throbbed between his legs, and he pressed it against my entrance. I was wet for him, desperate to feel him inside me.

Damien pushed forward slowly, his thick cock stretching me open inch by inch. My body arched, trembling with the effort of taking him in. The spell had made him huge, and the sheer fullness left me gasping.

“God,” I moaned, clutching at his arms as he bottomed out, the head of his cock nudging deep inside me. My cunt clenched around him involuntarily.

“Perfect,” Midnight whispered, crawling up beside me. She smoothed her hands over my breasts, circling my nipples with her thumbs. “Now watch this, Selena. This is how you add a little extra… zing.”

She slid her hand down, fingers brushing just above where Damien’s cock disappeared into me. I felt the heat of her palm, and then the tickle of magic as she murmured words under her breath. Power thrummed through my body like an electric current.

And then… oh god… Damien’s cock began to vibrate inside me.

I gasped, my hips jerking. “What… oh, fuck!” The sensation was overwhelming; every nerve in my pussy suddenly lit up as his thick cock pulsed and buzzed deep inside. I clawed at his back, unable to control the moans spilling from my mouth.

Damien groaned too, eyes wide with pleasure. “Holy shit, Midnight. You know I can’t last long with that one.”

“You’d better fuck her hard and make her come, then,” she giggled.

Damien started thrusting, and each movement sent shockwaves through me with the vibration and the stretch. My vision blurred, my body shaking as I lost all control. I came hard, pleasure washing over me in waves. Damien upped his pace, fucking me hard now, and groaning happily as he pounded into me.

Damien’s thrusts grew frantic, his breathing ragged. I could feel the way his cock vibrated inside me. He groaned and then suddenly pulled out. His cock throbbed in his fist as he spilled hot lines of cum all over my belly, my tits, even up onto my throat. The mess coated me, warm and sticky, dripping down my skin.

“Mmm, gorgeous,” Midnight purred, leaning in and starting to lick it off my body, focusing on my neck and breasts.

Damien sat back on his heels, cock still twitching, but already softening. “Fuck… the orgasm when you do that is something else. I’m done.”

Midnight licked her lips and smirked like a cat with cream. “We aren’t finished with you yet.” She pressed her hand to his shaft, whispering a chant. Instantly, his cock thickened again, springing upright as if he hadn’t just emptied himself all over me. He gasped, eyes wide.

“I gave you a stamina charm,” she purred, leaning in to kiss the tip of his cock. “So you can fuck her some more.”

Midnight and I lay back together, skin against skin, her arm wrapped tight around my waist. Her magic pulsed through me, warm and alive, weaving the two of us together until I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began.

When Damien pushed into me, I gasped, but then Midnight gasped too, her body jolting as if she were the one being filled. I felt every thick inch of him sliding into my cunt, but at the same time, I could feel the echo of it inside her. My pleasure shuddered back through the spell, doubling, feeding into hers until we were writhing in sync.

The magic made it impossible to tell whose orgasm belonged to whom. When I clenched around Damien, she cried out, and when she moaned, the pulse of her pleasure rolled through my body like a wave, winding me tighter, dragging me closer to release.

Then Damien pulled out of me and moved between her thighs. I should have felt empty, but I didn’t. As he slid into her, the spell sent the sensation back into my cunt. My body spasmed, my pussy gripping down on nothing, imagining his cock still inside me, except it wasn’t just in my imagination. The magic made it real.

I could feel him thrusting into her and into me at the same time, stretching us both, pounding us both. Our bodies tangled together as we came over and over.

When Damien finally came inside her, I could feel the warm wetness as if it was filling me too. My cunt clenched down hard around nothing, milking an invisible cock, and Midnight shrieked with me, our orgasms spilling over together until we both went limp. Eventually, we all collapsed together in a sticky, sweaty mess.

Damien’s cock softened and returned to its normal size.

“Fuck,” I muttered, still shuddering with little aftershocks. “That was… insane.”

Midnight giggled, twirling a strand of my hair between her fingers. “Sex is better with magic, especially if you’ve got a dick to play with. You’ll never want to go back.”

I ran my finger over her nipple. “I never knew being a witch was going to be such fun.”

“Just you wait until Halloween,” she replied.


Chapter 5

Finally, Halloween arrived. The night air was cold against my cheeks, my breath puffing little clouds as we climbed the narrow path that wound up the hill. Below us, the town twinkled with orange lights, but up here it was dark and lonely. I pulled my coat tighter around me, trying not to stumble on the uneven ground.

Ahead of me, Betty’s black dress was so short I could see her knickers above her pale thighs as she climbed the hill ahead of me. In front of her, Elsie marched like a general in her trench coat. Midnight and Andrea followed behind, giggling about something.

I hurried forward until I caught up with Betty.

“Hey,” I said.

“Nervous?” she asked.

“A bit,” I admitted, clutching my coat tighter around me. “I mean, I don’t really know what to expect. There’s not really any such thing as demons, are there?”

Betty laughed, a light, wicked little laugh that made my stomach flip. “Oh, they exist, alright. But they are maybe not what you think. And they’re only good for one thing.”

Just then, the tower loomed out of the shadows. The old folly stood crooked and ancient, its stones blackened by centuries of wind and rain. It didn’t even have a roof anymore, just jagged walls that pointed at the cloudy sky. My stomach flipped as I stepped through the archway into the hollow shell.

Inside, the ground was bare earth, packed down hard by years of footsteps. Elsie immediately went to work, crouching down and dragging the tip of her walking stick through the dirt. Slowly, precisely, she carved a huge circle, then etched a pentagram inside.

“Come on… the candles,” she barked. Midnight and Andrea each produced candles, fat and black, from the bags slung over their shoulders. One by one, they were planted at each point of the star. Matches flared, flames caught, and the smoke curled thick and sweet in the cool air. The circle glowed, shadows dancing against the stone walls. I could feel the magic in the air, and I wasn’t cold anymore.

Elsie straightened, dusting her hands off, and looked around at us with that hawk-like stare of hers. “Now,” she said, “Clothes are just a barrier. To each other. To the energy. To the spirits. We strip them away so nothing stands between us and the magic.”

For a heartbeat, I thought she was joking. My laugh caught in my throat as the others began undressing without hesitation. Betty tugged her dress over her head in one smooth movement, leaving her standing in her lacy, black underwear. When she let her bra fall to the ground, I saw just how huge her breasts really were.

Andrea peeled off her coat and dropped her jeans to the floor. Midnight didn’t hesitate to do the same. The sight of pale breasts, bare hips, and thick, dark curls between their legs and under their arms hit me like a spell of its own.

“Come on,” Elsie said to me. She was naked now. Her body was thin and wiry. Her untamed bush was speckled with grey, but otherwise she looked good for her age.

I hurried to get undressed too, fumbling with my clothes in the candlelight. My hoodie, my bra, my jeans, all landed in a little heap beside me until I was naked. A rush of excitement and nerves fluttered through me as I slid my knickers down my thighs and stepped out of them. I hadn’t shaved for two weeks, and I had a lovely soft stubble between my legs. It felt strangely good to be naked in this weird location, with four other naked witches. It made me feel a mixture of horny and powerful.

Betty had already lowered herself gracefully onto her knees at the edge of the circle, her full breasts hanging heavy as she leaned forward to place her hands in the dirt. The rest of us copied her.

Elsie began to chant. After the first time through, the rest of us joined in.

“Byrnin, byrnin, blacken’d breath,

Sinne I cleave and call to death,

Spille of lust, of fleshe, of flame,

Rise, dark lord, and take thyne name.”

I felt a breeze in the tower, the wind beginning to whip around in a circle. The chant rose in volume, our voices overlapping, raw and wild. My throat vibrated with the words, and I felt them ripple down through my chest, straight to my core. Dust and leaves on the floor stirred and spiralled around us.

Soon, the wind roared inside the folly, whipping our hair and stinging our eyes. The candles flared tall, their flames bending toward the centre of the pentagram as though being sucked into a vortex. My skin prickled, goosebumps racing across every inch of me.

And then… light. A blinding, searing flash that forced me to squeeze my eyes shut.

A man… or something like one, stood in the middle of the pentagram. Seven feet tall, broad shoulders tapering to a powerful chest and narrow hips. His skin glowed slightly red in the candlelight, his muscles defined as though carved from stone. Two curling black horns jutted from his temples, glistening as though polished. A long, sinuous tail flicked behind him, twitching with restless energy.

And he was utterly, gloriously naked. As he stood there, two large, black wings slowly unfolded from his back, stretching wide behind him. My breath caught as my gaze travelled down the sculpted lines of his abdomen to the thick, heavy cock that swung between his legs. It was huge, inhumanly huge, with thick veins twisting down the sides.

Heat flooded me instantly, my thighs clenching together and arousal already leaking from my cunt. The others looked similarly affected, their breathing heavy, their faces flushed, and their eyes sparkling with lust.

His eyes opened, molten gold that seemed to burn straight through me. A slow, hungry smile curled across his lips, sharp white teeth glinting in the candlelight.

“Well,” he rumbled, his voice so deep that I felt it vibrating in my bones. His heavy cock twitched. “Which of you lovely witches wants to be fucked first?”


Chapter 6

Elsie moved forward into the circle, still on her knees.

“I am the leader of the coven. I will go first,” she said.

The demon smiled, a growl sounding deep in his throat. “Very well.”

He stepped towards her, his cock swinging from side to side. Elsie reached for it, wrapping two hands around its massive girth. She brought it to her mouth, running her tongue up the ridge on the underside.

The demon purred with pleasure, and I saw his cock start to stiffen. There was no way Elsie would be able to get it properly in her mouth without dislocating her jaw, but she sucked on the tip, swirling her tongue around it.

“Mmm,” the demon growled again. “That feels good, human.” His tail curled out, wrapping itself around Elsie’s waist and pulling her closer. She started stroking his dick with both hands, running them all the way up and down his length. He was fully hard now, his giant cock standing up at a forty-five-degree angle. It throbbed and twitched in her hands.

All of this was having a profound effect on me. My pussy was aching with desire, arousal dripping down my thighs. I had to touch myself, one hand sliding two fingers into my soaked opening, while the other hand rubbed frantically at my clit. The others were doing the same, all of us masturbating as we watched Elsie pleasuring the demon. I could feel the magic pulsing between us all.

The demon growled, his clawed hands reaching down to grip Elsie by the hips. With terrifying ease, he lifted her off the ground, spun her around, and bent her forward so that she was on her hands and knees in the dirt. Her thin, wiry body trembled with anticipation.

“You called me,” he rumbled, his voice echoing against the stone. “Now you will be used.”

And then he pushed forward. His cock, impossibly thick, spread Elsie’s cunt wide in one brutal stroke. She screamed, but it wasn’t pain; it was a cry of pure ecstasy, raw and primal. He drove into her hard, pounding her into the earth. Each thrust made the tower seem to shake, dust falling from the cracks in the stone.

I couldn’t stop moaning myself. The power of their fucking rippled through the circle, vibrating in my bones and my pussy. My clit throbbed against my frantic fingers, and my whole body burned with the need to be filled like that.

Elsie was shrieking now, her bony frame arching back to take more. Her slick lips were stretched so tightly around his shaft that I was amazed that she could take the full length. The demon snarled, his claws gripping her shoulders as he fucked her with brutal force.

She came hard, her whole body shaking and squirming beneath him. It seemed to trigger an orgasm in the rest of us, too, waves of pleasure bouncing back and forth between us as we all climaxed. My hand was soaked, my release running down my thighs. I’d never come so hard.

Suddenly, he pulled out, holding his cock. His wings went taut, and then he ejaculated over Elsie’s back. Hot, thick jets of cum spurted from his cock, splattering all over her. The first gush was so powerful it reached her shoulder blades; the second and third ran down the curve of her spine. He pumped line after line of cum onto her, so much that it trickled between her ass cheeks, and spattered on the dirt beneath her.

“Next,” he growled, moving to the person to his right. It was Betty. She hastened to lie back in the dirt, spreading her legs as wide as she could and lifting them up to expose herself. Her large breasts pooled in her armpits. The demon moved between her thighs, his cock still rock-hard. He slid himself into her, and she arched her back in pleasure as a loud scream came from her lips.

The demon started to thrust into her, his hips rocking back and forth as he fucked her hard and relentlessly. One clawed hand brushed over a bouncing breast, the razor-sharp claws gently brushing her nipple and sending pulses of ecstasy through her body that echoed in our own.

Screams echoed in the tower as we all came again. Growling, the demon pulled out and throbbed load after load of cum onto her stomach and tits.

“Hmm,” he muttered. “Lovely, slutty witches.”

Midnight was next. The demon picked her up like she weighed nothing. He stood with his feet planted firmly apart and cupped her ass cheeks in his big hands. Then he lowered her onto his cock, stretching her open and making her moan with pleasure. Still standing, he started to bounce her up and down on his dick, making her scream every time he entered her all the way. His wings flapped gently behind him, helping to keep his balance.

Midnight was a shaking, screaming mess, bouncing on his cock when he finally placed her on the ground. She looked up at him, and he stroked his dick once before coming all over her neck and breasts.

“Another slutty, little witch dealt with,” the demon smirked. “Two left.”

My pussy was swollen and aching from all the orgasms, but I was desperate to go next. He went for Andrea instead. He took her from behind, slamming into her as she grovelled in the dirt. Her blonde hair was matted and messy, covering her face as he took her hard on her hands and knees.

“Oh god, oh god,” Andrea panted, over and over as he stretched her open.

When he came, he pulled out and covered her ass with thick, white cum.

And then he turned to me.

The golden eyes locked with mine. He seemed amused. “Well, you’re a cute little slut witch,” he said. “Trembling like it’s your first time with a demon.”

“It is,” I whispered.

His hand reached out, his claw gently tracing the line of my jaw. “Do you want it, little slut witch?”

“Yes, please,” I said, my voice hoarse.

He pounced. One moment, he was in front of me, the next, he was on top of me, pinning me to the floor on my back. His clawed hands held my wrists to the bare earth above my head, and his huge wings stretched out wide above us, blocking out the moonlight coming in through the ruined roof of the tower. I was so turned on, my pussy throbbed like it was one touch from climax.

He paused as he looked down at me, and then his tongue flicked out. It was long, much longer than a human’s. It curled around one of my nipples, teasing it, and making it pucker with pleasure. He looked back up at my eyes and then slid his cock inside me.

I screamed as he filled me, every inch, every vein, stretching me wide open until I thought I might split in two. It hurt, but it hurt so good. My cunt clenched helplessly around him, and the magic in the air sparked white-hot, flooding my body with more pleasure than I’d ever known.

He didn’t give me time to adjust. He fucked me hard, pounding into me, his cock battering my insides as his heavy balls slammed against my ass. I twisted in his firm grip, unable to move, half begging him to slow down and half begging him to never stop.

The magic pulsed through me, and I could feel that the other women were getting a taste of what I was feeling. Every thrust sent another climax crashing through me, making me moan and scream uncontrollably. My clit felt like it was on fire, my pussy soaking, sucking him deeper, milking him.

His wings stretched over us, cocooning us inside their arches. I’d barely finished one orgasm when the next one began.

“Come in me,” I whispered.

“No,” he grunted. “Demons do not mate with humans.”

He pulled out, resting his heavy cock on my stomach as it spewed load after load of his cum all over me. It was hot, almost burning me, and ran down my sides onto the earth below.

He let go of my wrists and moved off of me. I lay panting in the dirt, more fucked, and more cock-drunk than I had ever been before. The rest of the witches were collapsed around the circle, similarly destroyed. We were all covered in cum, sweat, and dirt.

The demon’s cock was finally softening, hanging down again between his legs rather than pointing up. He looked around at the bodies of the coven spread out around him.

“Thank you, little witch whores. That was most enjoyable.” His voice boomed around the tower. “Now, if you’ll release the bonds, I would leave the circle and explore your world.”

“No,” said Elsie, stumbling to her feet. “You know the rules. You are to stay inside the circle.”

The demon sighed. “You’re no fun,” he pouted.

There was a flash of lightning, so bright that it hurt my eyes. When I looked again, he was gone. I felt the magic around us begin to dissipate.

“I can’t believe it,” I said for the tenth time. “We fucked an actual demon.”

Betty had brought towels and wipes in her bag, and we were cleaning ourselves up as best we could. “Pretty good, eh?” she smirked, making her huge breasts bounce as she rubbed them with a towel.

“Amazing,” I breathed. “Can we do it again tomorrow?”

“No,” snapped Elsie. “You can have too much of a good thing, and there are… risks. We will try it again on the Winter Solstice. I have it in mind to try to summon an Ice Demon.”

“Kinky,” laughed Andrea, pulling up her knickers.

“And just in case you were stupid enough to think of trying it on your own… don’t,” said Elsie, scowling at me.

“Okay, okay,” I muttered. However, that had put the idea in my head, now. I could remember the chant…

Elsie glared at me. “You’re thinking about it.”

“I’m not,” I lied.

“You won’t be able to keep the demon inside the circle if you try it on your own. He could be let loose into the world. And there are… other things that can go wrong.”

I thought back to the swirl of magic that had circled around us. I was pretty sure I could make that happen on my own; it really hadn’t looked difficult.

“I won’t try it on my own, I promise,” I muttered, pulling my jeans up over my hips.

But on the way back down the hill, the more I thought about it, the more I wondered what it would be like to have the demon all to myself. To spend the whole night with him in my bed instead of on a dirty, earth floor.


Chapter 7

I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. I struggled to concentrate on anything, hardly hearing what customers asked me as I worked in the shop. Every time I closed my eyes, I felt him again; his claws on my skin, his cock stretching me open, the growl in his chest as he fucked me like I was made just for him.

I gave a woman the wrong change three times in a row before she snapped at me, and even then, all I could do was blush and mutter, “Sorry,” while imagining the demon’s hot breath on my neck. By the end of the day, I was damp between my legs, practically squirming as I stood behind the till.

That night, I tossed and turned in bed, staring at the ceiling. I couldn’t keep my hands off myself. I came twice, then three times, but it wasn’t enough. It only made the ache sharper. Fingers couldn’t compare to him.

“I shouldn’t,” I whispered into the dark.

But the thought of him twisted in my brain like a hook. Elsie’s warning echoed in my ears, but it only made the temptation stronger.

At midnight, I gave in.

I padded barefoot into the shop and closed the blinds tight. Then I shrugged out of my pyjamas so that I was naked. The silence was heavy, the only sounds the distant rumble of traffic as I dragged the display table aside and cleared a space on the floor. The chalk shook in my hand as I drew the pentagram, the circle around it. My heart was hammering in my chest, but underneath the fear was a deep, desperate hunger. I fetched five candles from the shelf and lit them one by one. Their flames licked upward, casting shadows over the rows of glittery tarot decks and jars of herbs.

Then I spoke the words.

“Byrnin, byrnin, blacken’d breath,

Sinne I cleave and call to death,

Spille of lust, of fleshe, of flame,

Rise, dark lord, and take thyne name.”

The air grew heavy at once. A breeze curled around the shop, making the dreamcatchers rattle and twist. I chanted again, louder this time, my voice steadier. The shadows swirled across the floor, pulling together in the middle of the circle. There was a flash.

When the light faded, the demon was there. Seven feet tall, broad shoulders, and red skin. He had horns on his head, black wings, and that enormous cock, already half-hard. This time, he was here all for me.

“Well, well,” he growled. “It’s that slutty little witch with the beautiful pussy. Have you come back for more, little whore?”

But then… movement behind him.

The shadows in the circle twisted again, the air pulsing as if the world itself was stretching. Another shape emerged, then another. My heart slammed into my ribs as two more demons stepped into the shop.

One was a deep, dark green, his muscles corded and slick like polished stone. His horns curled forward like a ram’s, and his gigantic cock swung thick and low, already glistening at the tip.

The other was blue, tall and sleek, his horns sharper, curving high like a crown. He smirked as he stepped closer, his heavy shaft bobbing with each stride.

I gasped. Three of them. Red, green, and blue. Each one huge, powerful, and naked. My pussy clenched just looking at them.

“She smells like sex,” the green one growled, his voice even lower than the red’s.

“I’ve used her already,” he replied. “She was the most delicious of the five.”

The blue demon laughed, his tail flicking lazily. “Slutty little witch. She called us here because she wanted more, didn’t she?”

My cheeks burned, but I felt an emptiness in my stomach. What had happened? Why were there three?

Red bared his sharp teeth in a grin. “She wants to be filled again. By all of us, this time.”

The green demon tilted his head, eyeing the staircase that led to my little flat above the shop. “Shall we take her to bed? Softer than these floors. She’ll need comfort if she’s to survive the night.”

I swallowed, remembering Elsie’s words. “You… you can’t leave the circle,” I stammered, my voice trembling.

All three demons smirked at once. The air crackled with heat, and I felt the circle’s magic shatter like glass.

“We can,” Red said simply. He stepped forward, out of the chalk lines as though they’d never existed. “The magic of one human is too weak to contain us.”

Green moved behind me, his huge hand cupping the back of my neck possessively. Blue crouched low, his tail stroking up my bare thigh, leaving me shivering.

“Mine,” Red growled.

“No,” Green rumbled. “She’ll take all of us.”

Blue leaned close, his lips brushing my ear. “Upstairs, little witch. On your bed.”

“Yes,” I whispered, “Yes.”

Before I could reply, Green scooped me up in his arms as though I weighed nothing at all. I clutched his chest, staring up at the other two as they followed. Their cocks swung heavily as they moved, already swelling with anticipation. They could hardly fit up the narrow stairs, their wings dragging against the walls. One of them scored a deep scratch in the ceiling with his horns.

When we reached my bedroom, Green laid me down carefully on the rumpled bedspread. His claws traced down my side, sharp enough to prickle my skin but not break it. I shivered, goosebumps racing over my body.

Blue smirked, sliding onto the mattress beside me. His tail curled lazily around my thigh, stroking higher and higher. “So wet already,” he purred, running a claw lightly over my mound without touching where I needed it most. “Desperate little witch.”

I gasped as Green leaned down, dragging one long claw slowly between my breasts, just grazing the swell of each nipple. My back arched involuntarily. Blue bent lower and flicked out his tongue. It was three times longer than a human tongue, at least. He ran it across my nipple before sucking it into his mouth.

“Ohhh… fuck…” I moaned.

Red crouched between my spread knees, his golden eyes burning. “Her pussy is glistening,” he growled, and then his tongue unfurled, even longer than Green’s. I watched, panting, as he dragged it up the inside of my thigh before lapping firmly over my folds.

I cried out, clutching at the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming. His tongue probed everywhere at once, lapping over my clit before thrusting inside me so deep I thought I might lose my mind. The other two surrounded me. I had tongues on my breasts, a tongue inside my cunt, and claws teasing every inch of my trembling body. My whole body buzzed with pleasure.

Blue leaned up and kissed me, his mouth crushing mine, his tongue filling me so deep I felt like I was being fucked in three places at once. I moaned helplessly into his kiss, every nerve ending alight, pleasure spiralling higher and higher. Red’s tongue pushed deeper inside me than I thought was possible, curling and stroking places no human could reach.

I was gone. Their mouths, their tongues, their claws… it was too much. “Fuuuck!” My whole body tensed, and my hands gripped Red’s horns between my legs. The orgasm tore through me like lightning, brutal and endless. My vision went white, every muscle locking as pleasure ripped me apart. My body convulsed helplessly, caught in their grip, as if they were drinking down every ounce of pleasure I had.

Finally, I collapsed back onto the sheets, trembling, drenched in sweat, my pussy still twitching and clenching on nothing. My chest heaved, desperate for breath.

Red lifted his head, lips glistening with my wetness. “She tastes even better when she comes,” he smirked.


Chapter 8

“Out of the way,” Blue growled. “Let me fuck her.”

He crawled between my legs, pushing Red out of the way. His massive, blue-skinned frame covered me entirely. His cock hung heavy between his legs, already hard, the thick head dragging across my stomach as he pressed close. My heart thudded wildly; I could feel the heat of it against me, the sheer weight and size. His wings extended above us.

He rubbed the head of his cock against my swollen folds, dragging it slowly up and down, coating himself in my arousal. Every pass sent shocks through me, my clit throbbing, my cunt clenching helplessly. Blue teased me mercilessly, nudging his head just barely inside, then pulling back. The stretch was incredible, even from that little taste.

“Beg,” he ordered, his voice like thunder.

“Yes… please,” I gasped. “Please, fuck me. I need it…”

With a deep growl, Blue pushed forward, the head of his cock breaching me. I cried out, eyes rolling back, my body straining against Green’s grip as my pussy stretched around him. Inch by inch, he filled me, impossibly thick, impossibly deep, until I could feel him pressing into my very core.

“Fuck,” Blue groaned, burying himself to the hilt. “So wet, so tight. The little witch was made for demon cock.”

My legs shook around his waist, my pussy fluttering helplessly around his thickness. I was already so close, the pressure unbearable, every nerve screaming with pleasure. My hands went out to the side, finding the other two monster cocks and gripping them tightly. Their shafts were hot and slick, pulsing in my palms as though they had their own heartbeats. The feel of them only made me shudder harder when Blue began to fuck me into the bed with brutal force, each thrust shaking the frame, my breasts bouncing wildly.

I came again, my pussy clenching down on him like a fist, but he didn’t slow. If anything, he growled low in his chest and pounded me harder, revelling in the way I spasmed around him.

“Fuck, she’s milking me already,” Blue snarled.

“Good little slut,” Red rumbled beside me, pushing his cock against my cheek until I turned my head. His thick tip smeared precum across my lips, and I opened my mouth eagerly. He groaned as I sucked him in, my hand still stroking Green’s massive length on the other side. I was full of them: mouth, cunt, hands. It was overwhelming. The magic sparked between us again, licking across my skin like fire, heightening everything until I thought my nerves would fry.

Blue’s claws dug into my thighs, spreading me wider, slamming himself so deep that I gagged around Red’s cock at the sheer shock of it. Then Blue suddenly pulled out and spilt thick, hot cum all over my stomach.

Green was already pushing him out of the way. “My turn,” he growled.

His cock was even thicker than Blue’s, the blunt head pressing at my sloppy, dripping hole before forcing its way inside. I gasped, clawing at the sheets as he filled me, stretching me even wider than before. His pace was merciless right from the start, slapping against me with loud, wet sounds, my body jerking forward with every thrust. I came over and over again.

When Green finally pulled free, he gave his cock a stroke and spunked all over my tits. My cunt gaped and dripped with my release, but Red was already taking his place. He hauled me onto his lap as he sat back against the headboard.

“You’re not done yet,” he said with a smirk, lining me up over his cock. Then he drove me down onto it, and I screamed as he speared me deep, his shaft hitting spots inside me I hadn’t even known existed. He guided me up and down, making me ride him, his strong hands gripping my ass cheeks, spreading me wide.

The other two demons stood nearby, stroking themselves, their glowing eyes fixed on me as I bounced on Red’s cock like the cock-drunk slut I was fast becoming. I came again, shrieking this time, my whole body clamping down around him. Red just laughed darkly, thrusting up into me harder.

“You’ll never be satisfied with human cock again,” he growled in my ear. And I knew he was right.

Red’s cock was still splitting me open, pounding up into my soaked pussy while his tongue tangled with mine, when I suddenly felt claws at my ass. It was Blue, spreading my cheeks wide. I gasped, writhing in Red’s lap, already overwhelmed.

“I… don’t think it will fit there,” I stammered.

“The magic will make it fit,” Blue growled, pressing the fat head of his cock against my asshole.

Red’s grip tightened around my waist, keeping me impaled on his thick shaft. “Relax for him, slut witch. Let him in.”

Blue pushed inside.

I screamed. The sound was half pain, half pleasure, my body stretched to its limits with both demons buried inside me. Red’s cock filled my cunt, Blue’s cock filled my ass. Together, they made me feel completely stuffed full.

“Fuck, this is the best witch I’ve fucked in a thousand years,” Blue snarled, grinding deeper.

They began to move, one thrusting as the other pulled back, fucking me in perfect rhythm. The stretch was overwhelming, sparks of ecstasy bursting in my vision. My whole body shook, every nerve ending raw and blazing.

Green stood before me now, his cock heavy and glistening. He grabbed my hair, tugging my head back, and pushed his cock against my lips.

I obeyed, my throat already raw from earlier, but desperate to be filled. His cock slid in, stretching my mouth, completing the obscene act, three demons using me at once, every hole claimed. When my orgasm hit, it was all-consuming. My body locked and exploded in wave after wave of white-hot pleasure. I screamed around Green’s cock, my pussy and ass spasming around the two cocks inside me.

“Come in me,” I begged. “Come in me.”

“We don’t mate…” began Red, but I put my hand over his mouth to stop him speaking.

“Come in me,” I repeated, my voice suddenly assertive. “Mate me. Breed me. All of you.”

Red’s eyes glowed, and he thrust harder. I felt his cock throb inside me, and then pulse as he pumped load after load of cum deep into my cunt. I rolled off onto the bed, cum already running down my ass. Blue pushed his cock inside my cunt, and I felt him release too, filling me with even more thick demon cum. When he pulled out, Green replaced him, his cock easily slipping into my swollen and messy cunt.

He fucked me hard, the wet noises filling the room as he pounded my cum-filled pussy. He made me come one more time before throwing his head back and howling. His cock twitched inside me, pumping out huge amounts of cum into my already overflowing cunt.

I lay there panting heavily, my cunt stretched and full. I felt like my brain had been turned off.

“I like this little witch,” I heard Red say through the haze in my brain. “I think we should keep her.”

“Well, now that we’ve mated with her, we’ll have to keep her,” said Green.

“Have you ever seen such a cute witch?” whispered Blue.

I closed my eyes, feeling the weight of exhaustion on top of me. Green curled up behind me, spooning me. He wrapped a wing protectively over me. “Shh, sleep little witch whore,” he murmured in my ear. “We’ll look after you.”


Chapter 9

When I woke, it took me a few moments to remember what had happened. But… had it? Maybe it had just been a very vivid dream. I couldn’t really have fucked three demons at once?

Except… my body told a different story. I groaned as I sat up. Every muscle ached. My pussy throbbed with a dull, delicious soreness. My ass felt stretched and raw. My throat was sore as if it had been rammed repeatedly by demon cock.

My heart hammered as flashes from the night returned… red, blue, and green skin gleaming with sweat, their claws gripping my flesh, their cocks using me until I forgot my own name. And somehow they had been able to escape the circle. Thank God, they seem to have disappeared now that the sun was up. Otherwise, it was going to take some serious explaining to Elsie.

There was a clatter from the kitchen, and I froze. The unmistakable sound of something metal hitting the tiled kitchen floor. Then a muttered curse in a voice so deep that it couldn’t be human. Sliding off the bed, I padded across the floor, still naked. When I reached the kitchen door, I pushed it open just a crack.

My jaw dropped.

All three demons were in the kitchen. Naked as ever, wings half-spread, tails swishing restlessly as they prowled around the space like oversized, horny cats. Red was crouched in front of the oven, frowning at the knobs like they were arcane symbols. Blue was holding a frying pan in one clawed hand, tilting it upside down to try to get the eggs off that had stuck to it. Green was trying to use the coffee machine, but hadn’t put a cup under it, so coffee was dripping onto the floor.

The counters were a disaster. Flour was dusted across the tiles, eggshells shattered everywhere, butter smeared over the handles. The sink was already full of dishes that they had half attempted to use.

“Ah, little witch, you’re up,” Red said, spotting me in the doorway. “Cooking breakfast is harder than it looks.”

“Are you… are you cooking for me?” I asked.

“Of course,” growled Blue. “Demons don’t eat… this…” he poked at the burnt eggs with his claw.

“Aw, you’re… trying so hard,” I said softly, and somehow it made my chest ache with something strange, something warm. “Thank you.”

Red’s golden eyes softened just a fraction. “We wanted to look after you, little witch. You’re ours.”

He wrapped one massive arm around my waist. His tail flicked against my inner thigh, brushing my folds. “So soft, so slick… you remember last night, don’t you? How it felt when we made you ours? We’ve never mated a human before.”

“You’re a good little witch,” Green murmured. “So slutty, so obedient. So perfectly ours.”

“But… don’t you need to go back to… wherever it is that you’re from?” I asked.

“Oh no, we’re going to stay here with you,” said Red. “We thought we could work in your shop.”

I almost choked. What would people say if I had three enormous naked demons working in my shop? “I’d have to get you some clothes for a start,” I said slowly.

“Clothes…” Red said, trying to wrap his lips around the unfamiliar word.

“And I don’t even know your names.”

“Hmm,” Red said, making a rumbling deep in his throat. “I don’t think you’d be able to pronounce our names.”

“Then I shall just call you Red, Blue, and Green. How about that?”

“Perfect,” he replied, beaming. “And we will call you ‘little slut witch.’”

“My name is Selena,” I told him.

“I prefer ‘little slut witch,’” he scowled.

The others nodded in agreement. “Little slut witch,” they both muttered with a frown.

Suddenly, I felt like giggling. “‘Little slut witch’ it is.”

“Now,” the red demon growled. “We may need a little help with the break fast.”

They watched me eat. All three of them leaned against the wreck of my kitchen, huge, naked, and unashamed. Red’s tail twitched lazily, Blue cracked an egg with his claw just to watch it ooze down the counter, and Green looked at me like I was his second breakfast.

“You like it?” Red rumbled.

I swallowed a bite of burnt toast and smiled weakly. “It’s… very thoughtful.”

The three of them looked oddly proud, like schoolboys who’d managed not to burn down the science lab for once. It made my heart swell in my chest.

But when I glanced back up at them, still gloriously naked, I sighed. “You can’t stay like that. Not all day, anyway. People will notice three giant… uh… demons wandering around my shop.”

Blue snorted. “What’s wrong with how we are?” He flexed his abs and stretched his wings, knocking several glasses off the shelf to smash on the floor. His cock twitched like he was showing it off.

My cheeks burned. “Nothing, but unless you want someone calling the police, we need to get you some clothes. Just… something to cover you up.”

Red smirked, tilting his horned head. “I will go outside and take clothes from a human. They are weak; it will be easy.”

“No,” I said quickly. “Don’t worry, I’ll get something.”

So that afternoon, I slipped out while they stayed behind, hoping they didn’t leave the flat or smash anything else. My brain was still reeling from the sheer impossibility of it all. But there I was, wandering into the little charity shop at the end of the street, looking for the largest clothes I could find.

The old lady behind the counter gave me a suspicious once-over as I started rifling through the men’s section. I muttered something about “flatmates” and “big lads,” praying she didn’t ask questions.

At first, it looked hopeless, but then, in the back, I spotted it: a rack of old suits, XXL and XXXL. They were all outdated styles, but big enough to maybe contain a demon. I grabbed three of the largest I could find, then a handful of shirts, ties, and belts.

“Big fellas?” she said dryly.

“You’ve no idea,” I muttered, cheeks hot as I tapped my phone on the card reader.

When I got home, I pushed the door open and found them sprawled in the living room, wings half-folded, tails flicking as they watched a daytime quiz show. They looked up as I staggered in with my purchases.

“What is this?” Green asked, his brow furrowed.

“Clothes,” I said, dumping the bag in front of them. “Try them on. Please. For me.”

They riffled through the bag suspiciously, but eventually they managed to get dressed somewhat respectably. With their old-style suits and bulging muscles, they looked like 1950s mafia goons. Their wings folded up surprisingly small, hardly making a bulge in the back of the jacket, and the tail could run down the back of one leg. The main giveaway was the horns. I’d have to find some hats.

“It feels weird,” said Red, straightening his tie. “Why do humans wear… clothes? Surely it just delays the fucking?”

“It can be sexy to undress someone,” I said.

“Hmm,” he said, narrowing his eyes at me.

Ten minutes later, I was bent over the sofa getting absolutely railed by his enormous cock. The sound of him rutting into me filled the room, wet slaps of flesh, the creak of the sofa, my helpless cries. His trousers were shoved down just far enough for his cock to jut free, balls slapping against me. Somehow, that made it hotter; like he was too impatient even to strip properly, just tearing me open with his dick while still half dressed.

“See, little witch?” Red growled into my ear. “Clothes are pointless.”

I moaned, pushing back against him, greedy for more. “N-no… not pointless… undressing is…”

“Sexy?” He snarled the word, thrusting harder. “You liked it when I ripped them off you?”

I glanced over at the shredded remains of my clothes on the floor. “Yes,” I managed to gasp.

His free hand slipped down, claws raking my thigh, then pressing hard against my clit. The shock of sensation made me cry out, my whole body clenching as I came for the fifth time. He laughed, low and dark, and pounded harder, hips slamming against my ass.

Behind us, Blue and Green lounged in their ill-fitting suits, watching with hungry eyes. Blue had one hand down his trousers, stroking lazily at his thick cock. Green’s dick had tented his trousers so much that they’d ripped completely open at the front.

“She looks good like that,” Blue said. “Pinned and filled.”

“Hurry up,” Green rumbled, “I want a turn.”

Red suddenly buried himself to the hilt and held me tightly as he unleashed his cum inside me. I felt the hot flood deep inside me, the pressure so intense I gasped and clawed at the sofa. He stayed there for a moment, grinding his cock against my cervix as if trying to brand me from the inside. When he finally pulled free, a sticky gush spilt down my thighs, leaving me trembling and messy.

“Move,” Blue growled, already shoving his trousers down. His cock sprang out thick and hard. Red smirked, gave my ass a hard slap that made me yelp with pain, and stepped aside.

Blue grabbed my hair, yanking my head back so I was forced to look at him over my shoulder. Then he slid his cock all the way inside me, pushing Red’s cum out as he forced his way deep inside. It was messy and obscene, and it made me shudder with raw, filthy pleasure.

He fucked me harder than Red had… fast, brutal strokes that made the sofa rock and squeak beneath us. His claws dug into my hips, dragging me back onto him with each thrust. I screamed, my pussy clenching tight around him, pleasure spiralling with each orgasm until I couldn’t think.

“Take it all, little slut witch,” he snarled. He came inside me, cum pumping out so hard that it leaked out the sides and ran down my thighs.

I collapsed forward, gasping, but Green was already there. His trousers were nothing but rags now, his cock massive and angry-looking.

“My turn,” he rumbled, lifting me bodily off the sofa as if I weighed nothing. He laid me back, my legs spread wide, and pressed the blunt head of his cock against my swollen, soaked hole.

I whimpered, already wrecked, but he just smirked. Then he thrust inside. My back arched, the sheer girth of him stretching me further than I thought possible. It hurt and it thrilled me all at once, the ache giving way to overwhelming pleasure as he bottomed out.

Green fucked me slowly at first, savouring every inch, his eyes locked on mine. “Look how perfect you are. Made to take demon cock.” His claws trailed down my stomach, dangerously close to my clit, teasing me. By the time he picked up speed, I was already shaking, my body on fire, each thrust forcing me higher and higher until I shattered, screaming.

He roared as he came, filling me with even more cum until I was dripping and ruined, my cunt a sloppy, swollen mess.

When he finally pulled out, I lay limp on the sofa, covered in sweat and cum, my pussy raw and gaping. All three of them stood over me, still half-dressed in their ridiculous suits, watching me with satisfied, hungry eyes.

“I’m growing rather fond of our little slut witch,” Red purred.


Chapter 10

I was too ruined to do anything else with them that night. My body was trembling and sore, every nerve overstimulated. But instead of using me more, they simply looked after me. Three massive bodies, each of them seven feet of muscle, horn, and heat, squeezed onto my bed with me crushed in the middle like a doll. Their wings and tails tangled together in the dark, claws occasionally grazing my skin. It was… comforting.

Red curled protectively around my back, his arm draped heavily across my waist. Blue lay in front of me, his broad chest warm against mine, one big wing lazily touching my hip. And Green sprawled half across the foot of the bed, his tail coiling loosely around my ankle like a tether.

There was no space, no breathing room, but in a way, that was exactly what made me feel safe. Like nothing in the world could touch me while they surrounded me. My demons. Kind of like having cats sleep on the bed… but more massive and sexy. I drifted to sleep hearing their low rumbles; half growls, half purrs. They vibrated through me like a lullaby.

The next day, they decided to help in the shop. The first customer that came in, Blue followed him around so closely that he got nervous and left. They were so clumsy that I spent most of the morning sweeping up broken glass. Red kept asking if it was time for a sex break. Finally, I shooed them all upstairs and showed them how to watch porn on my TV.

I’d just closed the shop for the day when I heard the heavy thud of clawed footsteps on the stairs.

“No,” I hissed, whirling around. “Absolutely not. You three are not coming down here.”

Red was the first to appear in the doorway, still gloriously naked except for one of the shirts I’d bought him. The buttons strained across his chest, and his cock swung lazily between his thighs. Behind him, Blue and Green loomed like twin shadows, their horns almost scraping the ceiling.

“But, little slut witch,” Red rumbled, grinning, “you said you were ours now. Why should we hide upstairs when you are down here?”

“Because,” I snapped, shoving at his chest and not moving him at all. “The other witches are coming over for a coven meeting, and they must never know you’re here. Do you want me to get thrown out of the coven? Or worse?”

Blue cocked his head, his tail flicking dangerously close to the jars of dried herbs. “You summoned us. That makes you powerful. They should fear you.”

“They can’t find out,” I whispered harshly. “Elsie told me not to do it on my own; she’d kill me on the spot.”

Green leaned down, his forked tongue flicking out. “I can take care of the other witches.”

“No!” I insisted. ”No noise. No wandering about. Just… stay upstairs until I tell you it’s safe.”

Red growled low in his throat, his eyes gleaming with amusement. “You’re very bossy, little witch. It makes me hard.” He was right, his cock was standing half to attention.

I groaned and covered my face with my hands. “Please. Just behave.”

There was a long, tense pause. Then Blue sighed theatrically, muttering, “Fine.” He grabbed Red by the shoulder, pulling him back toward the stairs. “We’ll wait. But when you’re finished, we want your cunt.”

Green smirked as they ascended, his tail brushing deliberately along the inside of my thigh before he disappeared upstairs.

The bell above the shop door jingled. I whirled around, heart hammering. The witches had arrived.

Elsie swept in first, trench coat wrapped tight against the wind, her sharp eyes already looking at me like she could read my mind. Andrea and Midnight followed, talking quietly between themselves, and Betty came last, her bosom spilling out of her low-cut dress as though she was going to a sex party instead of a coven meeting.

“Tea?” I said, my voice a little too bright.

“Lovely,” Elsie said briskly. “And we’ll have the table over here, yes?” She strode to the reading corner.

I forced a smile and went to make the tea, praying that the three hulking monsters upstairs would keep quiet.

“Milk? Sugar?” I called, the words coming out much too high-pitched.

Andrea raised an eyebrow. “You’re jumpy today.”

“I’m fine,” I said, spilling some milk. “Just… busy. The shop, you know.”

Above us, there was a heavy thud. My heart froze.

“What was that?” Elsie asked, her dark eyes narrowing.

“Cats!” I blurted. “Just… a stray cat on the roof. Happens all the time.”

There was another thud, followed by the unmistakable sound of claws scraping on floorboards. Then a deep, rumbling laugh.

I nearly dropped the tea cups as I put them down on the table. “Big cat,” I added quickly. “Very big.”

Elsie’s head tilted ever so slightly. Her gaze felt like it could cut right through me. “Hmm.”

I rushed to change the subject, sliding the biscuits across the table. “Digestives? Hobnobs? I’ve got both.”

There was the sound of something smashing, followed by a growl.

Midnight’s eyes widened. “What was that?”

“Uh,” I stammered, “pipes! Ancient plumbing. You know how these old buildings are.”

Elsie’s gaze sharpened again. I thought my heart might actually stop.

Everything was quiet for a few minutes. As we began the meeting, I thought I might have gotten away with it. Until the door at the back of the shop creaked open.

A shadow filled the doorway: massive shoulders, horns, and glowing red skin.

“Little witch,” Red rumbled, his voice shaking the jars on the shelves, “I cannot make your television obey me. I wanted to watch the human porn again.”

Andrea’s teacup slipped from her fingers and smashed on the floor. Midnight actually yelped. Betty’s eyes nearly popped out of her head as she sat bolt upright, staring at the hulking figure who had just casually strolled into my shop, stark naked except for a shirt.

Elsie shot to her feet, “Demon!” she shouted. “How has it escaped? Selena, what the fuck is going on?”

And then Red sniffed the air, baring sharp teeth in a slow, wicked grin. “Mmm, it smells of horny witch in here.”

Green and Blue appeared behind him.

“What the…” began Betty.

“Are you finished yet, little slut witch? We can’t wait any longer for your pussy,” said Green.

Elsie turned to me. “I think you’ve got some explaining to do.”

My mouth opened and closed like a fish. “I… uh… it’s not what it looks like.”

“It looks like you’ve summoned three demons into your shop,” Elsie hissed. “On your own. After I told you it was dangerous.”

Blue smirked, his tail flicking lazily behind him. “It’s not dangerous now we’ve stopped trying to cook.”

“Okay, okay, I did try to summon one demon. But three turned up and they’ve… moved into my flat.”

“They’ve moved into your flat?” Elsie said in disbelief.

“Yeah… they seem to like it here.”

“We like fucking the slutty little witch,” interrupted Red.

“Wait,” said Elsie, “I know you. You’re the same demon we summoned on Halloween.”


Chapter 11

Red stepped closer to her, grinning. “Yes, and I remember your sweet little cunt too.” His tail lashed out and wrapped around Elsie’s waist, dragging her right up to his chest. Her eyes widened, and I could see her flush with arousal. Red’s tongue flicked out, licking up her neck.

Elsie made a strangled sound in her throat, but she didn’t pull away. Red’s claws trailed lightly down her back, just enough to make her shiver. Then he used them to pop off all the buttons down the front of her coat. “Do you want to scream for me again?” he growled.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Meanwhile, Blue had moved to Betty, lifting her right off the floor and burying his face in her ample cleavage. His cock was hard and erect, pressing against her knickers between her legs. She moaned with pleasure, wrapping her arms around him.

“Ha,” Green rumbled, his cock already swelling thickly as it tore the seam of his borrowed trousers. He gathered up Andrea and Midnight in his wings. “You two are with me.” His claw hooked into Midnight’s top and dragged it down to expose one pert breast. His tongue darted out, unnaturally long and impossibly dexterous, and curled around her nipple, pulling a moan straight from her throat.

By now, Red had Elsie on her back on the floor. He hiked her dress up, pulled her knickers to the side, and slid his thick, long cock deep inside her. She arched her back, groaning with ecstasy as he penetrated her. I watched from behind, his fat shaft stretching her lips tightly as he thrust into her cunt.

Blue had managed to get Betty naked and pinned her up against the wall. Her big breasts squashed against his chest as he guided his cock between her legs. She clutched his shoulders, moaning in bliss as he began to fuck her.

Green dragged his two witches to the old sofa at the back of the shop. They had quickly undressed, and Andrea was busy climbing onto his cock and trying to force it inside her. As I watched, Midnight swung a leg over his face and lowered herself down onto his flicking tongue. They both started to ride him enthusiastically, thrashing about as they quickly reached climax.

Magic buzzed through the shop. The air was filled with the sounds of moans and screams. I could feel the ecstasy in the others as the demons fucked them. I just watched, slipping my fingers into my knickers and finger-fucking myself harder than I ever had before. Waves of pleasure rushed through me, and I came hard, falling to my knees next to the rutting Red and Elsie.

Red pulled out, ejaculating huge lines of cum all over Elsie’s dress. Then he turned to me, pinning me to the floor by the wrists and forcing his cock into my cunt. I was almost used to the way he stretched me open now, but it never stopped feeling amazing.

“You’re still my favourite, little slut witch,” he purred in my ear.

He fucked me hard and roughly, making me come once, twice, three times. I was shaking all over, my mind blank, just riding a wave of ecstasy. Then he held his cock deep inside me as it throbbed and filled me.

The demons switched around, making sure they all had each of us. At one point, Midnight had Green and Blue at the same time, riding one on the sofa while the other one fucked her ass. When they finally pulled out and covered her in cum, she collapsed semi-conscious on the sofa, too fucked-out to carry on.

Andrea was next to collapse, slumped sideways across the cushions, her body glistening with sweat and cum. Green bent over her, licking his own cum from her breasts with his serpentine tongue before kissing her mouth like he was claiming her even in exhaustion.

Blue had Betty bent over the counter, her tits squashed flat against the surface as he pounded into her ass from behind. Her moans turned desperate, every thrust making the jars rattle on the shelves. When she came, it was with a scream that echoed through the whole shop, her thighs trembling as Blue groaned and painted her back white with yet another load.

When the other four witches were strewn around the shop, completely used up, the three demons turned their attention to me. Red carried me to the sofa in his strong arms. His claws stroked lightly over my stomach, down to my soaked thighs. “Perfect little witch,” he murmured. “Ours.”

“Ours,” Green echoed, his wings spreading wide.

Blue bent down and licked up a bead of sweat that was running down between my breasts. “Ours,” he purred.

My body trembled with anticipation, every nerve already raw from the endless fucking, but the way the three of them loomed over me made my cunt throb with new need.

Red positioned himself between my thighs, pinning my knees back to my shoulders. His cock was still hard, brushing against my swollen entrance. “This hole is mine,” he growled, eyes blazing as he slowly pushed inside, splitting me open all over again.

I gasped, clutching at his shoulders, but then Blue climbed up behind him, pushing his cock against the tight ring of my ass. “And this hole belongs to me,” he purred, before shoving forward. The stretch made me cry out, his thick shaft driving in until I was completely full.

I thought I couldn’t take more, but then Green knelt in front of the sofa, his wings shadowing us all. His cock stood thick and heavy, the head brushing my lips. He curled his claws into my hair and tugged my head forward. “Open, little witch,” he rumbled. My mouth parted obediently, and he slid inside, filling my throat with his taste, his length pushing until tears streamed from my eyes.

Pinned between all three, every hole filled, I could only moan around Green’s cock as Red and Blue began to thrust in rhythm. Their grunts and growls vibrated through me, my body stretched and used in ways I never dreamed possible. Red slammed into me deep, his fat cock pounding my cunt; Blue’s hips crashed against my ass as he fucked me; Green thrust slow and deliberate down my throat, his wings shivering with each swallow.

The magic in the air thickened, wrapping around us, binding me tighter. I knew the others were sharing in my pleasure, even in their cock-drunk state.

Red snarled, thrusting harder. “She squeezes like she was made for us.”

Blue growled. “We’ll keep her. She’s ours forever.”

Green hissed, his cock twitching against my tongue. “We’re going to fill you up, little witch.”

The three of them roared almost together, thrusts slamming home, and then I was filled. Red’s cum flooded my cunt, hot and wet. Blue’s cum spilt deep into my ass, leaking around the edges as he groaned. Green erupted down my throat, hot streams forcing me to swallow until it dripped from the corners of my mouth.

I shook violently, cumming harder than I ever had before, my body convulsing around them. It was too much, too overwhelming, yet I wanted more even as I lost control.

They pulled out one by one, their cocks finally softening. The whole shop smelled of pure, filthy sex. The other witches were still collapsed in naked heaps around the room, moaning softly.

“Now, I’m going to try the television again,” Red muttered.


Epilogue

“Thank you so much,” Red said, packing the last of the massage oils into the brown paper bag. He handed the bag over with a grin. “Please come again, and I hope you have a great rest of your day.”

The customer thanked him, and I heard the tinkle of the bell as he left the shop.

“Another satisfied customer,” purred Red.

“You guys are doing great,” I said, putting my hand on his back, and feeling the outline of the folded wings under his suit jacket. “Business has never been so good.”

“I may have added a little extra sex charm to the massage oils,” he smirked.

I laughed. “That’s probably why they keep coming back.”

Green looked up from where he was stacking jars of local honey on the shelf, holding each one carefully between his massive claws. After three months of helping in the shop, they had finally stopped breaking things and were actually being useful. Their disguises were… basic at best, but that didn’t seem to matter. No one commented on their horns or claws. They had some sort of magic that fooled people.

And, everything had been fine with the rest of the coven. Even Elsie had forgiven me, after she realised just how orgasmic it was having three insatiable demons at our beck and call at all hours of the day and night. Coven meetings were always in my shop now.

I put my hand on my belly and leaned against the counter. “I think I might need a lie down,” I said, “I get tired easily now I’m pregnant.”

Blue instantly swept me up into his arms, lifting me easily. “I’ll carry you up to bed.”

“I’ll make you something to eat,” said Red.

Green immediately headed to the shop door. “Let’s close up the shop and take care of you.”

“Guys, thank you, but I’m fine,” I laughed. The demons were so sweet to me, even more so now that I was having their baby. “I’ll tell you what, though, how about we do go to bed and you can all have your wicked way with me. Pregnancy is making me horny.”

“You were horny before, little witch,” grinned Red. “But we wouldn’t want to hurt you or the baby.”

“You’re not going to hurt us,” I said. “Pregnant women can have sex, you know.”

They carried me upstairs and put me on the bed. Then they gently undressed me. Red pulled down my jeans, running his hands over my legs as if he couldn’t get enough of touching my skin. Green lifted my jumper off over my head, and then my T-shirt. With one claw, he skillfully flicked the clasp on the bra open, and my breasts popped out.

They were heavier now that I was pregnant, the nipples big and dark. Green’s tongue licked down my neck and over my collarbone, making me gasp at the sensation. Then his long tongue flicked at my nipple, making it stiffen instantly.

“Mmm,” I purred. “You take care of me so well.”

Blue hooked his claws into the hem of my knickers, and I lifted my ass to let him pull them off. I had a thick, wild bush now, already wet and matted around my entrance. He looked at it hungrily, a deep growl in his throat like a purr.

I lay back on the bed, my demons surrounding me, licking me all over with their tongues. Soon, I had Green and Blue sucking on each nipple, and Red’s tongue buried in my pussy, making me squirm with pleasure. I came, bucking and shaking on the bed, grabbing his horns to steady myself as I rode out the orgasm.

“Now fuck me,” I begged.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” he muttered, scowling.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I looked it up.”

He knelt up between my legs, his massive erection in his hand. I spread my legs as wide as they would go. Red pressed his cock against my slick, swollen entrance, teasing the tip along my folds. My body trembled, slick juices already dripping down my thighs.

“Ready, little witch?” he growled.

“Yes,” I gasped, arching my back as he pushed inside. He took it slowly… much more slowly than he had before. The stretch was exquisite, every nerve on fire as he sank deeper, filling me completely. He managed to hit every perfect spot inside of me on the way in, and again on the way out. The magic between us hummed and pulsed, amplifying every sensation. He fucked me slowly, while the others stroked and licked me.

My eyes rolled back in my head, and I came, the pleasure flowing through every fibre of my body. These demons really knew how to give a girl an orgasm.

It didn’t take long before Red came, too, pumping out thick loads of sticky cum into my cunt. When he pulled out, Green took his place. He turned me over so I was on my hands and knees, and slid into me, his cock making obscene wet noises as he fucked Red’s cum out of me. But he took it gently now, too, slowly and passionately. I guess I’d have to get used to being treated like a china doll.

The others crowded around, holding me, kissing me, and stroking my body with their claws. Their strong wings wrapped around me and held me as I rushed into another orgasm. Green’s cock twitched, and he came in me. I could feel every throb of his dick as my cunt clenched it tightly.

I climbed on top of Blue, guiding his cock to my swollen and leaking pussy. He stretched me open, too, as I sank onto his massive dick. When he was seated inside me, I started to rock my hips. Now that I was in control, I could finally fuck a bit harder and faster.

“Steady, little slut witch,” Red whispered, licking my neck.

I just moaned loudly in response, riding harder, feeling Blue’s cock deliciously deep inside me. Blue groaned low in his throat, his hands gripping my hips to guide my movements, keeping me perfectly aligned on his thick shaft. Each slam of my hips sent jolts of pleasure that echoed through my body, amplified by their magic.

Red’s claws traced teasing patterns down my sides and over my breasts, pinching my nipples just enough to make me gasp and shiver. Green’s tongue flicked over the sensitive skin behind my ear, while one hand curled under my stomach to play with my clit.

The magic in the room thickened, humming between us, turning each touch, each thrust, into waves of ecstasy that made my head spin. My body felt like it had no boundaries, just endless pleasure radiating outward from every nerve ending.

I cried out, my hands clutching Blue’s shoulders as my hips moved faster, riding him as hard as I could. Red and Green both leaned in, their cocks pressing and rubbing against me from other angles, amplifying everything until I was quivering uncontrollably.

“I’m coming!” I screamed, the sensation overwhelming, my body bucking against Blue as pleasure flooded me.

They matched me perfectly, their thrusts, licks, and strokes synchronised with my climax. I came hard, shuddering, moaning, every part of me on fire, my cunt clenching around Blue’s shaft as he released inside me.

I collapsed onto Blue’s chest, trembling and soaked, their warmth surrounding me as the aftershocks of pleasure rolled through my body. Even as my breathing slowed and my muscles relaxed, I could feel their possession of me, and I shivered with the knowledge that I had never felt anything this wonderful in my life.

THE END

To read a bonus chapter where Selena tries to have a normal day, but the demons turn invisible and follow her, subscribe to my newsletter at https://hornydemons.lucyxane.com.

You’ll also receive an additional free book and be kept up to date with all the new releases, freebies, and special offers.


About Lucy Xane

Lucy Xane lives in London, England, and is known for her explicit yet delightfully entertaining erotic stories. She writes across a range of erotic genres, from historical to contemporary, often infused with humour. Her stories are light-hearted, fun, and always packed with explicit sex. Common themes include bisexuality, ethical non-monogamy, sexual awakening, threesomes, foursomes, and both anal and oral sex.

If you enjoyed this story, please rate and review it on Lucy’s Amazon page, where you can also explore her other filthy tales.

US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS

UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS

CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS

AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS

Also By Lucy Xane

The Dirty Book Club

https://books.lucyxane.com/zgeztestg7

Erin is bored and lonely after moving to a quiet new town. She joins the local book club, hoping for some company and a little conversation. But despite the innocent setting in the church hall, the books are anything but normal. In fact, they’re downright filthy, and none of the other members seems remotely bothered.

Before long, Erin is exploring every sexual adventure imaginable, spurred on by what she reads in the books and her slutty new friends at the book club. With permission from her husband, she’s soon experimenting with bisexual experiences, anal play, threesomes, and more. And that’s before the book club social…

The Sex Retreat

https://books.lucyxane.com/9amx59t2rl

When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.

Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending, and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.

Finishing School For Sluts

https://books.lucyxane.com/pgrq6mgqsu

When Georgina’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.

Soon, Georgina meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes, and group sex with very horny rich girls.

The Sex Academy

https://books.lucyxane.com/ptm0nrvp3h

Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.

As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.

cover.jpeg
DEMQNS

S FunAnd Filthy ﬂalloween Novella





