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Summoning The Sapphic Succubus

I cuddled up to my roommate, Katie, underneath the blanket as the horror movie we were watching came to its climax. I clutched her upper arm in fear as I watched on, wide eyed and petrified as the characters on screen tried to banish the demon back to hell. Katie giggled at my scaredness. She was a lot tougher than me and way more into the horror genre.

“Can we turn a light on?” I asked with a quivering voice, unable to peel my eyes away from the TV as much as what was on it scared the shit out of me.

“Right at the end? No way!” Katie poked me in the ribs teasingly.

I gripped her arm, resting my forehead on her shoulder as I watched the scariness unfolding out of the corners of my eyes. I pulled my knees up onto the couch underneath the blanket and Katie wrapped a warm, reassuring arm around them.

While I may not have been a big horror buff like my roommate, I was enjoying the thrill of being so tense. My heart pounded against my ribs, I breathed heavier and adrenaline coursed through my veins as the fictional paranormal investigators prevailed and sent the evil demon back down into the fiery pits where it belonged.

The music faded and the characters on screen all breathed sighs of relief before breaking out into laughter. My body unclenched, thankful the scary part was over despite both loving and hating the dread it instilled in me. I relinquished my friend’s arm from my death grip, noticing the marks my fingernails had made in her tanned skin.

“Oh my god, Katie. I didn’t realize I was digging my nails into you! You should have said something,” I apologized for any pain I might have inadvertently caused her.

“It’s fine, Amber,” she turned to me and smiled, her button nose and pretty face a stark contrast to the violence that had just happened on the television. Her smile was like eye bleach after the horrors I’d just witnessed. “I didn’t even notice, to be honest.”

“Jesus, you must have been as sucked in as I was.” I shifted underneath the blanket, suddenly aware that I’d probably gotten a little too close to my roommate in all the excitement. Our thighs had been touching, one arm wrapped around my legs while I held the other close to my chest. I shuffled along the couch to create a bit of space between us.

“Aw, I didn’t mind the cuddle, even if it was fear induced,” Katie giggled as the credits rolled on the TV.

“That movie was intense!” I said, changing the subject. “I feel…”

“Invigorated?” Katie offered.

“Yes! I feel energetic and up for anything.”

“Anything?” Katie cocked an eyebrow as she brushed her straight brown hair over her ear.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well, if you loved the rush the horror movie gave you so much then why don’t we keep it going?” Katie spoke with a suggestive, excited tone. She had something specific in mind but was being coy to get me to agree to whatever it was.

“What are you talking about?” I pushed.

“I went into the city the other day to check out the horror section at the state library. I found something… interesting.”

“I’m not sure how interesting it could be if you found it in that old library. That place is dusty and ancient as fuck.”

“Amber, stop talking about your vagina,” she laughed at her own joke. “Actually, what I found was something dusty and ancient as fuck. An old book. Like, a seriously old book. It’s full of stuff on the occult and a few spells, all written in latin of course. It’s legit.”

“I’m not sure anything full of spells could be classified as legit, Katie,” I said in a sarcastic voice. My roommate’s obsession with horror was one of her defining personality traits, but she’d never seemed to actually believe any of it could be real before.

“Then you’ll have nothing to fear if we were to read one of them,” she said defiantly.

“You want to try and cast a spell on me?” I started breaking out in laughter at how ridiculous my roommate was acting.

“No, I want to cast a spell with you. There’s one about conjuring a demon that requires two people.”

“Katie, what the fuck are you talking about?” my laughter died down as I realized how serious she was being.

“What, you never said ‘Bloody Mary’ three times into a mirror when you were a kid?”

“Sure, when I was a kid at sleepovers. I didn’t think I’d be doing it with my adult roommate though. Why would you want to try and summon a demon?”

Katie shrugged. “The same reason we tried to summon Mary when we were kids. Just to see if it works.”

“This is so silly,” I stared at my roommate in disbelief.

“Don’t you remember the thrill of doing it when you were a kid? You knew it wasn’t real but what if it was? It used to freak me out more than any horror story. That tiny, remote chance that Mary was going to appear and murder you. C’mon, let’s keep riding the high of the movie. It’ll be fun,” Katie smiled at me with her damn adorable smile. She looked so excited and keen to try her new little spellbook, I couldn’t break her precious heart.

“Oh my god, fine,” I said, rolling my eyes as I caved. “But I want it on the record that I think this is a ridiculous thing for two women in college to be doing.”

“Noted,” Katie said as she flung the blanket off her and leapt off the couch in excitement. She ran to the kitchen and grabbed some candles, placing them around the living room and lighting them as she went along.

I giggled at her enthusiasm as she turned off the TV and pushed the coffee table out of the way, the room now only lit by the half a dozen or so candles. She disappeared into her bedroom for a moment before reappearing with the old book in hand.

“Well, come on,” she said as she sat down cross legged on the floor in the middle of the room, laying the leatherbound book in front of her.

I rolled my eyes again for good measure and tossed the blanket off me before sliding down to the floor in front of my roommate. We really did look like we were at a sleepover, wearing our sleep shorts and comfortable tank tops, sitting cross legged on the floor performing spells.

She pulled on a piece of string she’d used to mark a page in the book and opened it up. The pages were stained yellow and the book looked in rough shape. It was a big, musty old thing and the words on it looked handwritten. It did look legitimately very old.

“So what are we summoning?” I asked Katie with an arched eyebrow.

“This is one I found that looks relatively straightforward. Most of the spells in here require some weird ingredient or potion or sacrifice. This one just needs two women crossing their arms to recite the spell.”

“It has to be women?” That’s kinda weird, no?”

“It’s an ancient spellbook, I think the goalposts for weird are slightly different.”

“Fair,” I shrugged.

“This one summons Asmoda. She’s a demoness. The book doesn’t really say what her deal is, just that she’s a powerful being with a wicked tongue.”

“I think we can handle a wicked tongue. Just so long as she’s not going to try and destroy the world or bring hell to Earth or anything like that?” I said with a slightly mocking tone, earning a dry look from my friend.

“Do you want to do this or not?” she asked indignantly.

“Okay, okay. Yes. Tell me what to do.”

“Well, I’ve already memorized the spell, so you can read it off the page. We have to say it at the same time while our arms are crossed between us,” she said as she turned the book around to face me and pointed to the spell I was meant to read.

“Alright. Let’s do it,” I said.

We each crossed our arms and held onto the other person’s wrists. I looked at her in the eyes one last time before looking down to the book to start reading the conjuring spell. Even though I knew it was all bullshit, my heart did beat a little faster. That tiny seed of possibility heightened my senses and made my head feel on edge as it prepared for any fight or flight scenarios. As sarcastic as I had been earlier, I was loving the thrill of it.

We both recited the spell in unison. “In potestate duarum curiosarum mulierum, vocamus daemonem libidinis muliebris.”

As we uttered the last syllable of the spell, the candles all blew out at once. Katie and I squealed as we were suddenly plunged into total darkness. I gripped her wrists tightly as she did the same to mine. My fear response kicked in ten-fold compared to what the movie had done to me. Adrenaline surged through me as I tensed up.

It was an intense few seconds of total darkness, my roommate and I not sure what to do. Then, as suddenly as they blew out, the candles all burned again, their soft, warm glow illuminating the room once more.

Katie and I looked at each other for a moment, a petrified expression on each of our faces. We were both still alive and fine. We both broke out in relieved laughter and let go of each other.

“Well, that was intense,” I said, my head pounding with my pulse.

“Fucking hell,” Katie put a hand to her chest as she breathed deeply, a wide smile on her face.

“Did you get trick candles or something?”

“What, no?”

“Well then, how did they go out and then relight?” I asked, perturbed by what just happened.

“That was me,” an unfamiliar, disembodied feminine voice interjected.

Katie and I both squealed again, louder than before as we jumped in fright on the floor. Both our heads immediately spun towards the source of the third voice to find a woman lying across our couch, her head propped up by a hand.

We both stared wide eyed at the woman in disbelief. The most immediate thing I noticed about her was that she was stunning, and half naked. Her face had sharp features, with high cheekbones and a prominent chin. She had blonde hair that was slicked back and short, cut off at her neck. Her toned body was spread along the length of our couch with her long, lithe legs fully on display, the mysterious woman wearing only a pair of black leather panties and a matching brassiere that seemed to wrap around her round, voluptuous breasts. She seemed unable to stay still, rolling back and forth on the couch, shifting her legs and seemingly rubbing herself against the furniture.

“Who the fuck are you!?” Katie demanded, clearly as freaked out as I was.

“Are you kidding me? You summoned me, so you should know,” the woman spoke slowly and with a soft, wet voice. Strangely, it sounded almost like she was on the brink of orgasm.

“A-Asmoda?” Katie stuttered.

“That’s me,” she rolled around and made direct eye contact with my friend, a mischievous smile spreading across her striking face.

“That’s impossible,” I breathed.

“It’s not impossible, you just did it,” Asmoda pointed out.

“This is a prank, right, Katie?” I asked.

“I assure you it’s no prank,” the writhing blonde on our couch answered. “I am Asmoda, demoness of desire, lesbian succubus of the underworld. I’m here so that you can fulfil your deepest desires and experience the immeasurable pleasure of sex with other women.”

“I’m sorry, what?” my mouth hung open as I listened to the introduction.

“Only once you’ve realized your lesbian potential and properly satisfied me shall I return to the underworld,” she said, still rolling around on the couch and running her hands along her own body.

“No no no, I think you’ve got the wrong idea. We were just reading a spell for fun. We’re not lesbians,” I said.

“They never are when I arrive, but always are when I leave,” she replied.

“So you’re saying you can’t go until we… satisfy you?” Katie asked the sensual succubus.

“The only way for me to return to the underworld is by a sensual, mind-bending orgasm,” as she said the last word, the flames of all the candles burned a little brighter, illuminating her for a moment as she squeezed her own breasts. “There’s nothing better than the mouth of a girl who’s just learnt how to eat pussy.”

“Again, not lesbians,” I pointed out. “It’s not going to happen.”

“Well, I don’t know what to tell you, darling. I’m the demoness of lesbian desire. You wouldn’t have been able to conjure me if you weren’t a little… curious.”

“I can assure you, I don’t have any desire to sleep with other women,” I said defiantly.

“I can assure you, you do,” Asmoda looked me in the eyes and flashed a wicked smile. “May I ask, who’s idea was it to summon me?”

“Well… mine,” Katie said.

Asmoda suddenly shifted into a seated position on the couch, sitting right in front of my roommate. She leaned over, resting her elbows on her knees so that her face was only a foot away from Katie’s. “Look into my eyes,” the blonde demoness said to her. Katie couldn’t stop herself, she stared directly into Asmoda’s eyes, which I could have sworn I saw turn completely black. “Tell me your deepest desire,” the succubus said in her seductive tone.

Katie’s mouth opened and she looked like she was trying to speak but couldn’t, making sounds but not words. The truth was the opposite, she was trying to stop herself from speaking but couldn’t. Asmoda had her in some sort of trance, and she couldn’t look away until she answered the demoness. “I want to have sex with Amber,” she eventually said before closing her eyes and looking down.

Asmoda leaned back onto the couch, a satisfied grin on her face. “What the hell?” I breathed, in shock at what I was hearing. My roommate and best friend wanted to fuck me? So much so that she’d gone to the trouble of conjuring a lesbian sex demon to help her do it?

“See, I told you,” Asmoda gloated. “Can you admit that you have some dormant desires for your friend?” she asked me.

“No, because I don’t,” I said pointedly to the demon before turning to my friend and speaking softer. “Katie, if you have feelings for me, that’s something we could have talked about and worked through. You shouldn’t have… convinced me to conjure a demon to try and sleep with me.”

“I just knew you’d act this way, Amber,” Katie replied, her brow creased with discomfort. “I’m not trying to date you, okay? I just think you’re hot, and I’ve been wanting to experiment a little with other girls. I thought it would be perfect doing that with you.”

“Well, I’m sorry, Katie, but I don’t think of you that way. I’m not attracted to you.”

“I think you are,” Katie replied. “I’ve seen you staring at my boobs before.”

“Is that true, Amber?” Asmoda spoke up. “Do you like Katie’s big, luscious breasts?”

I opened my mouth in an attempt to protest, the words taking a moment to come to me. “I’ll admit I’ve caught myself staring at them a few times. But it’s out of jealousy, Katie, not lust. Your tits are so much bigger than mine. I just have these little mosquito bites. I don’t feel turned on by them.”

“Are you sure?” Asmoda asked as she raised a hand into the air and snapped her fingers. At that exact moment, a blue flame erupted at the hem of Katie’s tank top and in an upwards fireball, it vanished. Katie’s mouth fell open as she sat there topless and unharmed, her beautiful round tits on display.

My eyes just about fell out of my head at the sudden nudity and the dramatic, magical way my friend’s tits were uncovered. I’d never seen them nude before, and my eyes were instantly drawn to them despite my best intentions. Curiously, I did feel a familiar pang of arousal in my groin, only it was elicited by an unfamiliar source.

“You sure seem to like them,” Asmoda pointed out. “And what’s not to like? Look how round and perfect they are. Those puffy pink nipples… soft, smooth skin. Don’t you want to just bury your face between them, Amber?”

“No,” I tried to say earnestly but I sounded unconvincing even to myself. The truth was that I did feel something when I looked at Katie’s tits, and it was more than just envy. A warmth swirled in my groin as I stared, unable to take my eyes off her perfect globes.

“Don’t you want to kiss your friend?” the seductive demoness asked.

“Mm-mm,” I shook my head in the negative, my eyes betraying my heterosexual resolve, completely transfixed by my friend’s breasts.

“I’ve been summoned by countless curious girls over the centuries, Amber,” Asmoda said slowly. “Some have been hesitant, like you, but every single one of them eventually gave in to their dormant lesbian desires and unlocked a level of orgasmic bliss they never knew they could feel. Do you want to be the first not to feel that? Do you want to deny yourself that pleasure?”

The succubus made a convincing case. One that rang true for myself. I couldn’t deny the horniness in my pussy, my nipples that ached slightly with arousal, my tongue that moved inside my mouth as if it was licking something. There was something in me that I’d been in denial about. Something Asmoda could see so plainly yet I struggled to come to terms with it.

“No,” I eventually replied to her question. I wanted to experience pleasure. I wanted to give in to the fires of desire that this sexy demon stoked inside me. I wanted to see what sex with Katie would feel like.

“Then kiss her,” Asmoda instructed.

Katie and I stared at each other blankly, unsure what to do with the information. I could finally admit to myself that a big part of me wanted to leap over the book on the floor and pounce on her. But they were strange urges I was feeling, and the fact that a lesbian demon I’d helped conjure was sitting next to me expectedly wasn’t helping.

“I can’t,” I eventually replied, frozen in place like a statue.

“Hm, I’m starting to see why you girls summoned me. You two need more help than I thought,” Asmoda said from the couch. “Let me get things started,” her voice said from the opposite side, causing Katie and I to gasp and jump at her sudden teleportation.

The horny demoness with slicked back blonde hair was suddenly sitting on her knees to the side of Katie and I, close enough that I could smell her. Pheromones billowed off her skin, her feminine fragrance penetrating my nostrils and making the warmth in my groin burn a little brighter. Asmoda was absolutely intoxicating, and made my head feel light with arousal. Now that I’d admitted my curiosities for other women to myself I allowed myself to feel all of it. And it felt amazing.

Asmoda reached over to Katie, combing her fingers into the straight brown hair of my roommate and holding her by the back of the head. “You went to all this trouble to kiss Amber and she’s too scared to make a move,” Asmoda said to my friend. “Why don’t you kiss me instead?”

With that, Asmoda pulled Katie’s head towards her as she leant forward. Katie looked as infatuated with the powerful succubus as I was, her eyes half closed and her lips already parted as she allowed herself to be pulled into a kiss with the seductive blonde. The pair’s mouths melded together, and Katie’s shoulders relaxed as she let out a puff of air through her nose and a soft moan into Asmoda’s mouth. They kissed again and again, increasing with passion as their mouths opened and they exchanged tongues.

It was an odd experience seeing my topless roommate make out with an erotic demoness, but I was into it almost as much as they were. My nipples ached a little more and I felt my pussy becoming slick with wetness as I watched the sensual lesbian kissing. My mouth parted and I smacked my lips with my tongue, aware that I was breathing a little heavier. It seemed so right seeing the two feminine beauties joined together at the mouth, their soft lips interlocking and probing tongues exploring.

Asmoda broke the kiss and turned her head to me, leaving my friend’s face hanging in the air, lips pursed and stunned by the erotic kiss she’d just had. The demoness’ green eyes stared straight into my soul, making my veins turn to ice as I met her gaze. I was locked in, unable to look away from the eyes of the sharp featured beauty. The black of her pupils spilled into the green of her irises like liquid, consuming them before spreading into the whites of her eyes too.

She stared at me with the same black demon eyes she’d used to make Katie confess her feelings. “Tell me, Amber, do you want to kiss me?”

I felt compelled to tell her the truth. There was a single word that answered her question so fully and I couldn’t stop it from escaping my lips. “Yes,” I said resolutely.

Her lips curled into a wicked grin as she reached behind my head and wove her fingers between my hair, holding me the same way she was Katie. She used a little force to pull me in but none was necessary. I leant over and moved my face towards her with an already open mouth, as if I was being sucked in by the black whirlpools of her eyes.

Our mouths connected and I felt a burst of hormones exploding in my head. I was absolutely swimming in arousal as I kissed the soft lips of the sensual succubus, her tongue stroking the length of my own as I gave in to the curiosities I’d denied for so long. Her smooth skin and gentle tongue elicited a moan from me, and I felt the wetness in my panties grow. The kiss was an assault on the senses as I breathed in her sharp scent, felt her softness, tasted her wicked tongue and heard the wet sounds of our mouths melding.

“Oh my god,” Katie breathed as she watched from inches away.

Asmoda broke the kiss and left me hanging in the air, completely taken aback by how much I enjoyed my first lesbian kiss. Then I felt the force on the back of my head and she pulled my face in, doing the same with her other hand and forcing Katie and I together. I didn’t want to fight it any more, I just wanted to let it happen. I wanted to kiss my friend and roommate. It felt right.

Our lips locked and I experienced my second lesbian kiss in as many minutes. Katie was even softer, warmer. She tasted sweeter and prettier than Asmoda, like an innocent girl even though I knew she was anything but. We kissed each other passionately, losing ourselves in years of repressed attraction being unchained at long last.

“That’s it,” Asmoda said in her low, wet voice as she held our heads in her hands. “Give in to each other. Let yourself be turned on by another woman. You’ll never spend a night with your hand ever again when you have each other.”

The demoness pulled back on Katie’s hair, pulling her face away from me so that she could cover my brunette roomie’s mouth with her own again, the pair opening wide so that Asmoda could tickle her tonsils. I felt the hand at the back of my own head pushing again, the succubus guiding my mouth down to my roommate’s chest.

I uncrossed my legs and leant forward on my hands and knees, taking one of Katie’s nipples into my mouth. My brunette roommate moaned into Asmoda’s mouth as I flicked it with my tongue before rolling the erect little nub between my lips. The thrills of the night made me acutely aware of everything, turned on by all that was happening around me. My position made my sleep shorts tighten around my upper thighs, clinging to my pussy lips and riding into the crack of my ass. Asmoda’s fingers stroked my hair, encouraging my eager mouth to keep doing what it was doing. I could hear the sounds of the pair making out above me. My arousal reached new heights and I knew there must be a wet spot visible on my camel toe.

I made Katie’s tits glisten in the candlelight with my saliva as I kissed and licked them all over, loving the pliable flesh of her large breasts pressing in each time I kissed them. I flicked and sucked on her nipples, even giving them a little bite, making my friend jolt with pleasure each time. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying tending to her tits, and I felt the desire to take things further grow inside me.

As if she’d read my mind; and it was certainly an actual possibility; Asmoda pulled her mouth away from Katie and let go of our heads. She stood up and made her way behind my roommate before hooking her arms underneath Katie’s armpits and lifting her up off the floor like she was nothing, interlocking her fingers behind my friend’s head..

Katie gasped as she was picked up so effortlessly, her breasts taken away from my hungry mouth. I looked up at them from the floor, now head height with Katie’s crotch, although obstructed by her own pair of sleep shorts.

“Are you ready to eat your friend’s pussy?” Asmoda asked me in her seductive, demonic drawl.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, looking up at her with a creased brow and willing mouth. Katie just stared down at me, her eyes half closed and mouth parted as she was held in place by the powerful supernatural being.

A whoosh of warm blue fire illuminated the room for a second as Asmoda used her powers to make Katie completely naked, her shorts disappearing with the flames and uncovering her pussy. A neat thatch of pubes adorned her otherwise hairless cunt, a perfect pink slit with lips that were flushed and puffy with arousal. I breathed in the tart sweetness of her sex, stirring the horniness in my own loins as I allowed myself to become drunk with lust.

“Let me help you open up for your friend,” Asmoda whispered into Katie’s ear.

A set of black feathered wings stretched out from the demon’s back and curled around to grab hold of Katie’s ankles. The powerful wings held onto my friend’s legs and spread them apart, causing her pink slit to flower open, her labia peeling away to unveil her pretty little pussy in all its shimmering glory. Katie squealed with delight as another part of her was gripped by Asmoda, naked and spread, suspended in the air and awaiting my mouth.

I looked up at my friend, making eye contact with her and staring into each other full of lust and desire, sharing one last glance before I ate her pussy and we were changed forever. Then I did it. I leaned forward further and with a slow, purposeful tongue, I licked through her pink from her opening to her clit. I let the topography of her cunt massage my organ as I moved between her lips, collecting her wetness on my tongue before curling it back into my mouth to savor her flavor.

Katie and I both moaned. Her with the feeling of having my mouth on her pussy, something she’d apparently wanted for a while. And me, with the delicious taste of her twat lingering on my tongue, a fantastic sweetness that I felt anger at denying myself the pleasure of for so long.

“That’s perfect, Amber,” Asmoda cooed from above. “Doesn’t she taste amazing?”

“Mm,” I grunted in response, not wanting to waste time with words as I launched forward and began feasting on my friend’s snatch.

I devoured her greedily, sealing my mouth over her lower lips and exploring her cunt with my tongue. Katie’s legs tensed and body shuddered every time I licked a particularly sensitive spot. I loved looking up at her from between her legs and watching her reactions, her head held in place by the erotic headlock Asmoda had her in. We each moaned with appreciation for the act, losing ourselves in it. The succubus watched on with a satisfied smile, her green eyes wide with glee as I ate out my roommate.

Katie’s moans became louder as her mouth hung permanently open, her stomach tensed and body quivered more frequently, suspended in midair by the demoness’ arms and wings. I sensed her impending orgasm and focused my oral efforts on her clit, dragging the tiny bean around and circling it with the tip of my tongue.

“Oh, FUCK!” Katie screamed out in ecstasy as she came. Her body tried to wrestle with the succubus holding her up, straining against Asmoda’s wings and arms to no avail. Molten sex spilled out of her and trickled down the sides of my face, my thirsty tongue lapping up as much of it as it could.

We looked each other directly in the eyes as I gave her the terrific orgasm, feeling a fire raging inside me with confirmation that I loved what I was doing. Watching Katie cum was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I felt in my heart that Asmoda was right, I wouldn’t be spending any more nights with my hand whilst living with this gorgeous woman.

Once she was spent, Katie’s climax subsided, her screams becoming panted breaths as she went limp in the arms and wings of the demoness she’d summoned. I pulled my face away from her steaming snatch, the lower half of my face painted with her fragrant cum and glistening in the candlelight. I used my thumb to push some of the translucent goo off my chin and into my mouth, wanting every drop Katie had to offer to be inside me.

I sat back on my heels and basked in the afterglow of the act I’d just performed as Asmoda released Katie from her hold. The succubus’ wings retracted into her and disappeared as she lowered my friend down to the floor, the spent Katie collapsing in a heap as she twitched with random aftershocks from the orgasm I’d just given her, groaning each time she spasmed.

Out of the corner of my eye I glanced at the spellbook still sitting open on the floor and thought back to how less than an hour ago I was supremely confident in my heterosexuality, not to mention the fabric of reality. Now I’d summoned a demoness and eaten my friend’s pussy. So much of myself was in question, and I loved it, I couldn’t wait to see where the night would take me next.

Asmoda stood tall above the heaving pile of naked woman that was my roommate, and I looked up at the powerful being, in complete awe of her sexuality and power. She smiled down at me and spoke, “Now it’s your turn to see how good Katie can make you feel.”

My heart skipped a beat at the thought of having my pussy eaten by my friend, and Asmoda snapped her fingers again, causing my shorts and top to go up in flames, leaving me as naked as my still recovering friend. I felt the warmth of her blue flames on my skin, but they didn’t burn me. I ran my hands down my naked torso, pinching the nipples on my small tits as I enjoyed being completely nude in front of these two stunning women.

“I think Katie needs a little longer,” I pointed out, my catatonic friend remaining incapable of speech, much less cunnilingus in her state.

“You made her cum too hard,” Asmoda chuckled. “No matter, I can make her ready.”

The succubus bent over and spread her fingers over Katie’s head. The candles flickered and Katie’s eyes fluttered open wide as an energetic rush filled her. Her eyes went temporarily black like Asmoda’s did when she used her powers, and her mouth opened as she was reinvigorated by the demoness’ powers. Asmoda released her and she sat up, her eyes returning to normal, her breath instantly caught. She looked at me hungrily, like she was ready to pounce and return the favor.

“I want you to lay your head back on the couch,” Asmoda whispered to her. “Your friend’s going to use your face as a seat.”

“Fuck yes,” she breathed in response before hurriedly crawling over to the couch and doing as she was told, her spectacular body facing me as she tilted her head back on the seat cushion of the couch.

Asmoda reached a hand out to me and I took it, allowing her to help me off the floor with her effortless strength. She led me over to the couch and I carefully placed my knees to either side of Katie’s head, my friend looking up at me with gleeful, starving eyes. My horny twat hovered inches above her mouth, and her lips were already parted, her tongue flickering out in desperation to taste me, my roommate completely drunk on lesbian lust.

“Look at all the trouble your friend has gone through to get to this point,” Asmoda said with her sultry voice in my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “Take your place on Katie’s face and grant her her deepest desire.”

I turned and looked at the demoness as I lowered myself onto my friend. The moment my cunt was within reach of her tongue, Katie began licking me. My head tilted back and I let out a quivered sigh of pleasure as I felt her warm mouth on my pussy, her eager tongue wagging between my cunt lips.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” Asmoda asked as the wet sounds of Katie’s tongue in my snatch filled the room.

“It feels so fucking good,” I said, barely above a whisper, completely taken with how forbidden but fantastic it felt to be riding another woman’s face.

“Seeing as Katie is getting her sexual wish, why don’t you tell me yours, Amber?” Asmoda asked as I gyrated in tiny circles on my roommate’s mouth.

“This is enough,” I said, my voice strained with the pleasure I was feeling from my friend. Katie reached up and grabbed my small tits, running her thumbs over my nipples and sending a jolt of ecstasy shooting up through me.

“Amber,” Asmoda said with a commanding tone, willing me to look into her eyes. They were black again, holding my gaze as I was transfixed by the erotic demon. “Tell me your deepest desire.”

Horny thoughts swirled around in my brain. I was consumed by the thought of an act I’d always wanted to try but never said aloud. I’d always been embarrassed by it, slightly ashamed because of how lewd it was. But Asmoda’s eyes made me feel like everything would be okay if I said it. Like I was safe to say it. Like I had to say it.

“I’ve always wanted to know what it would be like to have my ass licked,” I said.

Asmoda’s eyes returned to their penetrative shade of green as she smiled and arched an eyebrow at my confession. “You naughty girl,” she said proudly. “The thing is, Amber, when you conjure an erotic pleasure demon… you don’t have to wonder any more. All your fantasies can come true.”

With that, Asmoda made her way behind me and I felt her hand in the middle of my back. I bent over, holding onto the back of the couch for support while Katie’s mouth never stopped. She licked through my folds and flicked my clit, making me moan and twitch with pleasure. I felt the succubus’ hot breath on my ass for a moment as she inspected me, and I felt hotter than I’d ever felt before.

I felt the wet warmth of her tongue on my butthole as the lesbian demoness licked through the crack of my ass, buttering my crevice with saliva. “Fuck!” I cried out as my naughtiest dream came true. Asmoda swirled her wicked tongue around my tight hole, licking the rough ridges of my balloon knot and making it wink in response.

It felt so incredibly hot having both my pussy and ass seen to simultaneously. I added the experience to the growing list of firsts I’d had that night, loving having Katie between my legs and Asmoda buried in my ass. It felt like there was a ball of light swirling in my loins, being tugged between my clit and my asshole by the two tongues pleasuring me. I dropped my forehead onto the backrest of the couch and moaned loudly, my body undulating against the two perfect mouths.

Asmoda forced her tongue inside me, probing my anus and easily overpowering my clench with her strong demon tongue. She filled my tightest cavity with her warm, squishy organ, and my sphincter choked the base of it as she licked inside me. She extended herself further into me, the slippery tongue far longer than any normal person’s, using her powers to tongue fuck my butt with what felt like about five inches.

Katie tugged on my clit at the same time the succubus saw to my anal inclinations and sent me over the edge. A star of cum burst out of my cunt and all over the chins of the two spectacular women. The twenty-one year old enthusiastically nibbled on my clit while the several hundred year old succubus kept tongueing my back door even as it vigorously contracted and relaxed.

I let out a high pitched squeal of ecstasy as my body shuddered on top of Katie’s face, my sex drizzling down her neck as she moaned gratefully into my cunt. The ball of light exploded in my groin and sent sparks shooting throughout my entire body. It was by far the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced.

It felt like it lasted either ten seconds or four hours, but either way, I was completely exhausted as the ridiculous climax died down. Asmoda retracted her several inches of tongue back into her mouth and wrapped one arm around my waist, and her other around my chest. She picked me up as if I was a sheet of paper and put me down in front of Katie before she grabbed my head and did the same thing to me that she’d done to my friend. My exhaustion was instantly lifted as I sucked in a deep breath of air, adrenaline coursing through me and my energy restored.

“There’s no time for you to bask in it, I’m afraid. I need you two to make me cum so that I can return home,” Asmoda said to the side of us. Katie lifted her head off the couch, her chin and neck glistening with my nectar.

“I want to eat your pussy,” Katie said, completely mesmerized by the stunning blonde demon.

“And you shall,” Asmoda said with her always mischievous grin.

The succubus tilted her head back and reached her arms behind her. The black clothing around her chest unwrapped itself, disappearing into her skin to reveal her perfect, voluptuous breasts. Her leather panties likewise seemed to be absorbed into her, peeling apart and disappearing into the insides of her thighs to reveal her completely hairless pussy, her lips puffy and pink with arousal, which seemed like it must have been her permanent state of being.

She looked absolutely magnificent nude. A perfect erotic specimen that demanded to be licked, teased and fucked. Katie and I marveled at her body, her long legs, toned stomach, thin waist and wide hips. I didn’t need to read Katie’s mind to know that we were both thinking the same thing; we wanted her. We wanted to please her, to worship her, to give her the orgasm she so richly deserved.

“Thousands of women just like you have eaten my pussy and licked my ass over the centuries. Each one was unsure they had the ability or the desire to have sex with other women, and each one was certain they did after they made me cum. Now it’s your turn.”

With that, the tall, naked beauty stepped forward, turning sideways so that she faced Katie at the base of the couch. I sat behind her, greeted with a view of her magnificent ass. Her soft skin invited me to lick her, to bury my face in her rump and live up to my lesbian potential. Katie and I got to our knees so that we were tall enough to be at head height with Asmoda’s naughty parts.

The demoness reached in front and behind her, grabbing us by our heads and pulling us into her. She bent over ever so slightly so that I could burrow between her round booty, my tongue extended and in search of its target. I found it and began licking her tiny little star with my eager tongue, my face smothered with her ass while I gave my first rimjob.

Katie and I touched chins, each with the other’s cum still drying on it, as she got to work eating Asmoda’s pretty pink pussy. The pair of us moaned with appreciation for the lesbian succubus, loving our postings as we thanked the demoness for what she’d done for us.

“That’s perfect, girls,” Asmoda cooed from above, squeezing her own tits while she enjoyed the mouths of the two new lesbians she’d just made. “Your mouths feel incredible.”

The room was filled with a cacophony of lewd noises. The wetness of Katie’s tongue licking Asmoda’s bare pussy, the squelching of mine against her back door, the pair of us moaning as if we were eating our favorite ever meal. Asmoda let out sighs of pleasure rather than vocal moans, reaching back down to our heads and willing us harder into her.

I reached up and spread her cheeks apart so that I could get better access to her naughty hole. I licked the perfect pink pucker with the flat of my tongue and then circled it with the tip, loving my first time rimming someone as much as I did eating pussy. It felt so wickedly naughty eating ass, and Asmoda’s reinvigoration magic made me hornier than ever, the intense arousal manifesting in an enthusiastic salad tossing.

I reached between her legs and found Katie’s pussy, which was still as wet and horny as mine was after Asmoda’s spell. My roommate returned the favor, and we each rubbed each other’s cunts while we pleased the demoness.

The succubus rocked her hips gently back and forth, her erotic whimpers building as she was seen to by the two first time lesbians. “So perfect,” she said one last time in her wet, sultry, brink-of-orgasm voice. Only this time she was actually going to cum.

Asmoda tilted her head back and screamed in ecstasy towards the ceiling as her body quivered between the mouths of Katie and I. Her asshole pulsated beneath my tongue as I rimmed her with glee, desperate to please the sexy demoness. Cum leaked out of the blonde’s cunt and dripped onto Katie and my tits, as she wailed.

The candles all blew out as the room was plunged into darkness for a split second before a terrific blue fireball erupted from Asmoda’s feet. It whooshed upwards and I felt a warmth on my face before suddenly, my tongue was licking the air where Asmoda’s butthole previously was. The room reverberated with her orgasmic cry and the candles all flickered alight once more.

Katie and I stared wide eyed at each other in the low light of the candle lit living room, holding each other’s pussies still but stopping our fingering of each other as we processed what we’d just seen. We seemed to both be in disbelief at what just happened, and unsure what to say now that Asmoda was gone, returned back to the underworld by the mouths of two first time lesbians.

“That was fucking wild,” I breathed, the taste of the demoness’ asshole still lingering on my tongue.

“You can say that again,” Katie replied, seemingly in shock.

“Hey, do you feel horny as all hell after Asmoda did that thing to bring you back to life after you came?” I asked, wondering if my roommate was sharing my affliction.

“Yes! Does having your ass eaten feel as good as it looks?” she asked in return, a smile spreading across her face.

“Yes!” I replied with an excited voice. “Wanna try?” I arched an eyebrow as I propositioned my roommate and new lesbian lover.

Katie simply smiled in response before she launched forward, pouncing on me and taking me down to the floor. We spent the rest of the night exploring each other’s bodies with our mouths and hands, making sure no hole was left unattended. It was the first night of many that my roommate and I would share together, giving each other countless orgasms and immeasurable pleasure.

I’d been in denial about my sexual inclinations for so long, and all it took was summoning a sapphic succubus for me to see it.

THE END


Tomb Of The Lesbian Mummy

Sara removed the last of the screws holding the air vent in place and pulled it off it’s frame. The piercing scrape of metal on metal caused me to wince as it broke the silence of the still night.

“Are you sure we’re not going to get caught?” I asked my friend as she set the vent down against the outside wall of the museum and started to climb in.

“Nope,” she looked over her shoulder at me with a mischievous smile. I stood there on the spot, rubbing my arm as I considered committing the crime of breaking and entering. “Oh, come on, Penelope. It’s not like we’re stealing anything. We’re just going to have a look around. They won’t call the cops on us. At worst we’ll get escorted off the premises.”

“I dunno, Sara. Is it really worth it just to see an exhibit we could get a ticket for?” I asked.

“Unless your internship recently decided to actually pay you for your work, there’s no way two college students can afford to get in. If you want to see The Tomb Of Queen Laila, this is the only way.”

“I guess we do have Egypt coming up in Classics and Ancient History,” I pointed out, trying to work up the courage to follow my friend by convincing myself it would help me at college.

“Exactly, it’s more of an educational breaking and entering if anything. Now, I’m going in to see the sarcophagus for myself. You’re welcome to join but if you’re not going to, then at least be the lookout for me and text me if you see any guards snooping around.”

“What? I’m not standing out here by myself!”

“Then by all means… let’s go,” she said, turning her head and beginning her crawl through the air vent on her hands and knees, her round little butt wagging at me in her denim shorts as she moved.

After a moment of hesitation I groaned into the night air. “Fine, wait for me,” I said before climbing into the vent behind her.

The pair of us crawled through the air vent system for several minutes. I followed my daring friend’s lead, hoping she had some clue where she was going. We didn’t talk out of fear our voices would carry along the thin metal, and we tried to move as quietly as possible. Eventually, Sara turned a corner and found another vent at floor level leading out into the main foyer of the museum.

“This is it,” she mouthed to me in the softest of whispers. She peered out between the slats of the vent and noticed something on the other side. She pointed to it and I squinted to try and focus on what was on the other side. There was a security guard at the reception desk. He was leaning back in his chair with his feet up on the counter, seemingly fast asleep.

“No,” I shook my head with wide eyes, wanting to abort the mission. It was too risky to pop out only a few yards away from a security guard.

“Yes,” Sara smiled and nodded her head insistently. Nothing was going to stop Sara from seeing this exhibit. She’d always been super into ancient Egypt and was bummed when she saw the price for the tickets. A week prior, I’d joked that we should break in after hours and in true Sara fashion she took it seriously, demanding that we go.

She curled her fingers in between the slats of the vent and got as firm a grip as she could manage before gently pushing on it. I gritted my teeth and looked up worryingly at the guard as the vent made a similar metallic scraping noise as its outdoor counterpart. Sara stopped pushing and looked up at the guard, who didn’t stir at all from the sound of shearing metal.

Satisfied that he was in a deep sleep, Sara pushed again on the vent. I watched tensely, my heart pounding in my chest as she popped the vent out and placed it down against the wall. She slowly climbed out into the foyer and held a hand out to help me. Her eyes remained fixed on the dozing guard as I took her hand and got to my feet, completely freaking out at how brazen we were being.

“Come on,” Sara mouthed before she started skulking off towards a hallway. I tiptoed along the marble floor to follow her, scurrying off away from the inept security guard.

“Oh my god,” I breathed a sigh of relief once we were far enough down the hallway that there’d be no way the guard could hear us.

“That was amazing,” Sara threw her arms around me proudly. “You did so well, Penelope!”

Sara’s praise was a little patronizing but made sense given our differences in personality. Sara had always been the more outgoing of the both of us, always saying yes to new experiences and willing to do anything to get what she wanted. I on the other hand was a bit more reserved and went about things quietly. For me to be breaking into a museum was quite out of character, but I had to admit I found it thrilling. My heart was still pounding and my hands were shaking a little with adrenaline.

“Alright, alright,” I pushed off my excited friend with a smile. “Do you know where we’re headed?”

“Yep, it should be this way,” Sara said gleefully before turning and leading me off another hallway.

I followed her through the veritable maze deeper into the museum. After so many turns I started to wonder whether Sara even knew where she was going. Just as I was about to voice my concerns we came to a decorative gate with The Tomb Of Queen Laila written above it.

“Oh my god. You’ve actually done it,” I said, marvelling that we were standing at the entrance to the exhibit after weeks of lamenting that we’d never be able to go.

“We’ve done it,” my ecstatic friend grabbed my arm and gave me an affectionate squeeze as we savored the moment. “Alright, I can’t wait any longer. Let’s go in.”

“Alright,” I giggled as Sara grabbed my hand and pulled me through the archway and into the exhibit.

Our eyes went wide and we each breathed ‘wow’ as we took in the grandness of the exhibit. Recreations of ancient Egypt were interspersed with actual artifacts in glass cases. Everything was gold and encrusted with jewels. It was quite the sight to behold. Sara and I both could have stayed for hours, reading every word on the information sheets accompanying the displays. But we knew we had to be quick to mitigate the risk of getting caught. We both knew we were there mainly to see one thing, so we moved through the exhibit at pace in search of it.

Sara rounded a corner and stopped, taken aback by what was on the other side. For a moment I thought there must have been another guard waiting for us but as I caught up to her I saw why she was so still. She was awestruck by the display in the next room; the sarcophagus containing the actual Queen Laila.

We both cautiously stepped into the room, both in equal disbelief that we were actually seeing what we were seeing. The ancient coffin was beautiful. It was displayed upright behind some glass, with a face carved into the top that was a representation of the queen it held inside it. The sarcophagus was completely gold with highlights of blue and splashes of other colors from the jewels laid into it.

It was the centrepiece of the room which was filled with plenty of other displays, but Sara and I only had eyes for it. We walked in and both sat down on the large, flat leather bench seat that allowed for multiple patrons to sit and view all around the room. It was incredible having the place just to ourselves, and we sat there with our mouths hanging open while we admired the beautiful sarcophagus.

Above it, a slideshow played, displaying artist impressions of ancient Egypt and photos of the site they exhumed the sarcophagus from. It also showed the x-ray scans of the sarcophagus, showing the mummified queen inside of it. A giant, angular window above us allowed us to see out into the cloudy night sky, not that we were looking up. All thoughts of hurrying up so that we could leave undetected vanished from our minds. We were completely transfixed with the display of Queen Laila’s sarcophagus, and I was thankful to Sara for convincing me to come along on this naughty adventure.

We must have been sitting there for a few minutes when the screen above the display started glitching. The photos flickered and yellow lines popped up before the screen went completely blank.

“Woah, that’s kind of weird,” I remarked.

“So spooky,” Sara said in a mocking tone. “Poor little scared Penelope,” she said as she poked me in the ribs, making me giggle with her teasing.

“Shut up,” I replied playfully. “It is weird that it would do that in the middle of the night when we just so happen to be sitting here.”

“It’s probably just shut down for the night.”

As she said it, something on the screen caught my eye. “No, I don’t think so,” I said, creasing my brow in confusion. There were several lines of writing being displayed on the screen. “What is that? Greek?”

“No, it’s not Greek,” Sara said, staring at the screen and sharing my confusion as she rose from the leather bench seat. “It looks like Coptic.”

“Coptic? As in, the ancient Egyptian language?” I asked as I stood up next to her, the pair of us staring curiously at the malfunctioning screen.

“One and the same,” Sara said, remaining focused on the screen.

“Strange that they would put it up in the middle of the night above the display. It’s not like anyone can read it.”

“Well, actually…”

“What, no way you can read that!”

“You know how much I love ancient Egypt, Pen. I can’t really translate it but I think I can sound it out.”

“You’re such a nerd,” I chuckled at my historically inclined friend.

“Shut up. You’re just jealous you can’t read Coptic,” she said sarcastically to me. “I understand a few words. That says women, that says hands,” she pointed to specific words on the screen. “I think we’re meant to hold hands as I read it.”

“Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Oh, please, Penelope. You’ve already broken the law tonight. What’s the worst that could happen? Now come on,” she shook her outstretched hand, pleading with me to take it.

I rolled my eyes before doing so, interlocking fingers with my friend. Sara was right, it wasn’t like reading an ancient Egyptian passage was going to get me in any more trouble than I’d already gotten myself into. Sara gave me one last proud smile at my willingness to go along with her craziness before she turned to the screen and began reading the Coptic out loud.

“Yahey tiysoo,

Sishpoo enak tapak,

Yinqoo enak qesawak,

Siaqoo enak ‘eyootak,

Wikhaoo enak taa yara yawefek.”

The moment Sara had finished reading the last syllable, all the lights in the exhibit went out, including the screen she was reading off. We both squealed as we were plunged into near darkness, before the room was illuminated suddenly by the soft moonlight. Startled, we both looked up through the angled window and saw the cloudy night sky clearing unnaturally fast and unveiling the full moon behind it, as if it was a spotlight meant only for us. I gripped Sara’s hand a little tighter as we stood there, petrified. There was an energy in the room as if something big was about to happen.

Then the ground started shaking and I shrieked in terror. My rational mind knew it must have been an earthquake, but I couldn’t help but feel we’d caused it by reading the incantation out loud. I jumped closer to my friend and held onto her arm for comfort, the pair of us freaking out.

“What’s going on!?” I shouted above the rattling exhibit and rumbling earth.

“I don’t know!” Sara looked at me with concern in her eyes. I wondered if she too thought we might have been the ones to cause the quake.

I felt an unexpected sensation in my tummy, like a million butterflies were all flapping their wings against the inside of my skin, trying desperately to get out. I was so scared by the unusual sensation combined with everything else going on. Then, suddenly, a ball of light shot out of me and the butterflies stopped.

My eyes went wide at seeing a ball of glowing gold light bursting out of me. Although it didn’t feel like it came out of my stomach, it was lower. It’s an odd thing to say but it felt like it had come from my womb. I looked over at Sara and our terrified eyes met before I noticed an identical ball of light shooting out of her.

Both balls spun around each other right in front of us, picking up speed until they were a ring of glowing energy in the middle of the room. The room stopped shaking, and the low rumble of the ground died away, but it did nothing to help my nerves, as I watched a ball of light that just came out of me dance around another.

The two balls shot forward in a flash, flying through the glass and being absorbed into the sarcophagus. Their energy vaporized the glass of the display, but it didn’t shatter, it did something far more curious. The entire giant pane of glass turned into sand which fell down onto the threshold of the display and the floor either side of it, not a jagged edge to be seen. Glowing hieroglyphs lit up all over the sarcophagus, contrasting the cool moonlight pouring in through the window with it’s warm, golden glow.

Sara and I bathed in it, and I was unsure if our mouths would ever close again, they’d been hanging open from the moment we stepped foot in the exhibit. With the earthquake having subsided, it was then that I was able to realize that we had actually caused everything that had happened, and we were witnessing something ancient and magical, something we couldn’t possibly understand.

The glowing died down and the hieroglyphs faded away, and for a moment, there was stillness. Sara and I stood in the moonlight, holding hands in fear, staring at the coffin and the instant beach made from superheated glass in front of it, wondering what was going to happen next.

BANG!

There was a frightening thud that made Sara and I jump and squeal yet again, and the heavy front of the sarcophagus tipped over, crashing down onto the floor in a puff of dust and revealing what it held inside. I prepared myself to run as fast as my legs could take me, fully expecting some corpse with a dislocated jaw and ragged cloth hanging off it. But as the dust settled, that wasn’t what we saw at all.

Instead, an impossibly beautiful woman stepped out and walked over the slab of the sarcophagus laying before her. She had perfectly straight, black hair with a hard fringe and strands of gold woven between it. Her facial features were sharp, and accented by gold body paint around her eyes and on her plump lips. She walked with grace and an air of importance, crossing one foot over the other and causing her feminine hips to sway and swish her cloth skirt, if you could call it that. It only covered the necessary parts, a thin length running down the middle to knee height, exposing both her legs while covering her private area, it seemed to be the same behind her too. The cloth skirt matched her bra, again, if it even qualified as one. Gold and jewels adorned the piece of cloth that wrapped around her voluptuous breasts, her cleavage rippling with every step she took.

She looked absolutely incredible, with an olive skinned, toned body that looked strong but still feminine. She wore golden jewellery all around her body, a snake band wrapped around her upper arm, another around her thigh, and a thick, golden necklace around her neck, a small amulet nestled in between her alluring breasts. She walked barefoot over the sand and approached Sara and I, standing a few inches taller than us even though we wore shoes.

As the woman stood in front of us, Sara dropped to one knee and bowed her head. I just stood there, mouth agape, looking the beautiful woman in the eyes before Sara tugged on my hand.

“Kneel,” she whispered to me.

“What, why?” I asked out of the corner of my mouth.

“Because she’s a queen.”

It felt like a strange thing to do, but my friend did have a point. I let go of her hand and joined my friend on the floor, kneeling before the imposing woman.

“I am Queen Laila, daughter of the night,” the woman announced. “You have set me free from my cursed tomb, and for that I am eternally grateful. You may rise.”

Sara and I both slowly got back to our feet. My heart was pounding in my chest. Queen Laila seemed… normal, in the sense that she wasn’t trying to tear the flesh off our bones or eat our faces. But we’d just resurrected a several millennia old mummy, there wasn’t exactly a rulebook for us to know what to expect.

“How can we understand you? English wouldn’t even begin to be developed until thousands of years after your burial,” Sara asked. Her voice was completely devoid of fear. While I stood there scared for my life, my friend was completely rapt with the fact that she was talking to an actual ancient Egyptian queen.

“It took the life force of the both of you to give me back mine,” Queen Laila responded. “Because of that, I know certain things about you because of it, Sara,” she intuited my friend’s name despite no introduction. “That’s an Egyptian name.”

“It sure is. My parents are obsessed with your culture. As am I,” my excited friend said.

Queen Laila reached up with a hand and cupped the side of Sara’s face. “Thank you both for bringing me back to life. As a reward, I shall make you both my personal concubines.”

The use of the word concubine confused me, but not nearly as much as what she did next. She leant down and pressed her lips to Sara’s, closing her eyes and holding them there for a moment. Sara’s eyes went wide in shock, but she didn’t fight the kiss, in fact, after a moment, she seemed to return it. Queen Laila pulled back and stood tall, stroking Sara’s cheek with her thumb.

“It’s been so long since I’ve tasted another woman. I’ve missed it so dearly,” Queen Laila said.

“Woah, woah, woah,” I threw my hands up and got the queen’s attention. “I think there’s been some misunderstanding. We didn’t resurrect you on purpose. We were just fooling around and this all happened by accident. You’re not in ancient Egypt anymore and we’re not lesbians. No one has concubines, not even our leaders.”

“Is this true, Sara?” Queen Laila turned to my friend.

“Well…” Sara started, chewing her lip and seemingly torn about what to say. “What would being a concubine entail?”

“Sara! What are you-”

“It would mean being sexually subservient to me, and ensuring I’m pleased whenever I feel aroused. Normally, one would seize the opportunity to serve me without question, hence I offer it as my reward. But it is an offer, and you needn’t accept it if you don’t want to. If you’re going to refuse it, please make it known now so that I can find another to pleasure me. I haven’t had an orgasm in four thousand years and I’m in desperate need of a young woman’s willing mouth. If you intend to accept my offer, drop to your knees and relieve me of my affliction.”

Sara stood for a moment, still chewing her lip, apparently entertaining the notion of being a sex slave to a mummy. Of all the reasons my mouth had hung open already that night, this was the most ridiculous one.

“Sara, you can’t possibly be thinking what I think you are. We’re not gay, and she’s a four thousand year old queen we just magically brought back to life!”

“Yeah, but… who ever thought they’d get the chance to serve an actual ancient Egyptian queen?” Sara replied without looking at me. “This is everything I’ve ever wanted. Think of all the things I could learn from being with Queen Laila, both about her civilization and… her sexuality. It’s never even been theorized that any of the Egyptian royalty might be gay. This is historically significant!”

“Sara. Let’s go,” I said firmly.

“I think I’m going to stay. You know the way back.”

“No, I don’t! It was a maze getting here and I don’t know my way around the museum like you!”

“I’m sorry, Penelope. I’m not going anywhere.”

Sara dropped to her knees in front of Queen Laila. The horny mummy smiled with satisfaction at Sara’s choice, and she reached down to pull aside her thin length of cloth between her legs, unveiling her pussy with a thick thatch of pubic hair above it. She’d had some kind of ancient vajazzling done, with the same golden body paint on her face running down her vulva. She tilted her hips forward and leaned back slightly and Sara didn’t hesitate, launching forward with her willing mouth and plunging her tongue into Queen Laila’s snatch.

I watched on in shock as my best friend performed cunnilingus on the beautiful ancient queen. I wanted to turn and run, but my feet were frozen to the ground, and besides, I had no clue where to run to. So I just watched as Queen Laila closed her eyes and sighed into the moonlit night air, her pussy being eaten for the first time in millenia. Sara had always been one to say yes to new experiences, and she always threw herself into everything she did. That certainly remained true for her pussy eating, as she feverishly licked through Queen Laila’s pink and sucked on her clit. She grabbed hold of the queen’s thighs as she ate her out and looked up at her while her enthusiastic mouth was at work. The mummy’s pubes curled into her nostrils as she ground her face hard into Queen Laila’s cunt.

Her inexperienced mouth seemed to be good enough for the horny lesbian mummy, who started moaning in appreciation for the young college student serving her. Her taut stomach moved in and out with deep breaths, her generous tits heaving as the pleasure built inside her.

Queen Laila reached around behind her and untucked the cloth bra, unwrapping it from her chest and revealing her envy-inducing breasts. They were big and round, yet still perky, with puffy pink nipples adorning her smooth, unblemished olive skin. It was then that I realized I was staring. I could have looked away, I could have gone to another part of the exhibit and waited for them to finish. But I was staring, and I couldn’t deny that it looked really fucking hot.

I became aware of a warmth in my groin as I watched the stunning queen heaving and groaning with ecstasy, my friend kneeling between her legs and using her subservient mouth to please her. I’d never had any lesbian inclinations before, but there was something so inherently sexy about watching Sara be submissive to this powerful woman, this ancient beauty. I felt my nipples become hard underneath my top and my groin began to feel light in my panties.

The mummy’s moans mixed with the lewd wet sounds of my friend’s mouth eating her pussy. Sara fluttered her tongue against Queen Laila’s clit like an asp tasting the air, flicking the engorged little nub rapidly. The move caused the newly resurrected woman to shudder and cry out in ecstasy as her first orgasm in four thousand years ripped through her. She held onto her concubines head as she spasmed, her heavy tits jiggling with each jolt of pleasure that Sara sent shooting through her.

The wet sounds between her legs became louder as Sara lapped up the cum leaking out of her creamy pussy, hungrily and obediently slurping down the juices of the one she now served. Queen Laila’s fantastically toned body flexed as she climaxed, letting out a guttural groan of pleasure as she rode the peak. As her orgasm waned, she pulled back on Sara’s hair, my friend staring up at her with the lower half of her face painted with Queen Laila’s cum.

“That was perfect, Sara. You make a loyal concubine,” she praised my friend’s first time eating pussy.

The mummy leaned over and slid her tongue into Sara’s mouth, kissing her deeply and tasting herself on her servant’s lips. Sara moaned up into the queen’s mouth, apparently quite taken with her newfound lesbian subservience. I stood there breathing heavily, unexpectedly worked up at the sight and sound of the act that I’d just witnessed. It looked hot as fuck, and my pussy thrummed in my shorts, becoming slick with horniness and the desire to be devoured like Queen Laila just was.

The powerful woman stood tall again, leaving Sara on her knees. She turned her attention to me, her piercing, confident jade colored eyes staring straight into my soul.

“Your life force flows through me, Penelope,” Queen Laila said. “I know you have the desire to submit to me, even if you don’t fully realize it yourself. Just ask your friend how it feels.”

“Sara?” I asked, biting my bottom lip nervously.

“That was the hottest thing I have ever done,” Sara replied. “Please join me, Penelope. We broke into the museum together, we resurrected an ancient Egyptian mummy together, let’s serve Queen Laila together too.”

I breathed out a sigh of uncertainty. “Okay,” I said, causing the queen’s lips to curl into a triumphant smile.

“Good,” she said, as Sara squealed with glee on the floor next to her. “You’ll have to eat my pussy too to pledge your loyalty. But first, I want to see my concubines naked. I’ve missed the female form so much. Remove your clothes, Penelope.”

I was done fighting my urges. I wanted this to happen. My panties grew wetter and wetter at being told what to do by such a glorious, striking woman. I followed her instruction and obediently pulled my top over my head before unclasping my bra and letting it fall to the floor. Queen Laila’s eyes watched me hungrily, admiring my every movement, staring at my breasts and erect nipples lovingly.

I slipped out of my shoes and unbuttoned my shorts, bending over as I pushed them down my legs along with my panties. I stepped out of them and stood completely naked before my queen, her intense eyes inspecting my body gleefully.

“Absolutely beautiful. A sight that I've sorely missed. Do girls not grow hair down there anymore?” she asked, furrowing her brow at my shaved snatch.

“We do, we just… shave it off,” I replied, touching my hairless mons as Queen Laila stared at it with curiosity.

“Why?” she asked.

“Guys like it,” I shrugged.

“Well, I don’t,” she said before she closed her eyes and muttered something in what I now recognized as Coptic.

Dark pubic hair sprouted between my legs, curling around my fingers and giving me a neat bush that would have taken me weeks to grow. I giggled at the magic growth, brushing my pubes given to me by my queen.

“If you’re going to be my concubine then you should look like the woman you are, Penelope,” Queen Laila remarked. I noticed Sara; still kneeling on the floor; touching her groin over her shorts, and I suspected that she too just had some magical growth in her panties.

The mummy pulled down her cloth skirt and joined me in nakedness, save for her jewellery and trinkets she wore. She walked over to the long, leather bench seat and lay down along it, giving me a view of her sculpted, round butt as she spun.

“Come,” she ordered me to join her on the bench.

Any thoughts of hesitation were washed away seeing Queen Laila laying naked on the leather bench seat. I was fired up and so fucking turned on. I did as I was told and climbed onto the bench with her. She took me by the arms and pulled me down on top of her, my mouth finding hers and we kissed while she embraced me.

My pink lips interlocked with her golden ones as my perky tits pressed into her soft, tender breasts. Queen Laila spread her legs and wrapped them around mine as her hands wandered all over my back and down to my ass. I could feel our pubes entwining as my wet snatch ground into her own, which was slick with cum and my best friend’s saliva. She flicked her tongue across my lips and I parted them, allowing her inside me. She stroked the length of my tongue with hers and I moaned softly into her mouth, finding the kiss to be the most erotic of my entire life.

Part of me had always wondered whether I’d have a lesbian experience in college but I never in a million years would have guessed it would be with an ancient Egyptian queen. Sara watched obediently from besides us, still crouched on her knees and no doubt horny as fuck from watching me make out with Queen Laila.

The lesbian mummy pushed down on my shoulders and I trailed my tongue down the nape of her neck, placing sweet kisses along her collarbone before going further south to her luscious breasts. I’d often admired women’s breasts, but never felt the urge to kiss or lick them. The same could not be said when it came to Queen Laila. I wanted to tend to them, to worship them the way they deserved.

Her soft flesh pressed in wherever I kissed, and I made my way to one of her puffy nipples, taking it into my mouth and lightly biting her areola, flicking her erect nub with the tip of my tongue. Queen Laila watched from above and sighed at my obedient oral attention, stroking my arms and playing with my hair while I saw to her. I moved to her other breast and showed it the same affection, popping her nipple out of my mouth and eagerly licking her sensitive zone.

“Lick my pussy, Penelope,” Queen Laila said once her tits were adequately seen to. The command made my own pussy purr with horniness. I was about to go down on a woman for the first time, and it felt hot as fuck.

Obediently, I kissed down her midline, her flat stomach tensing every time my lips made contact with it. As I went down, I got myself into a crouched position on my knees and elbows, my ass up in the air behind me. I reached her furry snatch, her pubes fragrant and glistening with a mixture of her juices and Sara’s saliva. Her smell penetrated my nostrils, intoxicating me with her femininity. Her cunt lips shimmered in the bright, full moonlight, inviting me to lick my queen and cement my place as one of her concubines.

So I did. I placed my top lip against her hood and licked her from base to clit, parting her labia with my tongue until I dragged her tiny little bean upwards before curling my tongue back into my mouth. Queen Laila arched her back and pushed her tits up, moaning as she received my loyalty. She tasted ten times as good as she smelt, her pussy tart but mostly sweet. I needed more.

I licked her again and again, exploring her every fold with my curious tongue and lips, seeking out sensitive spots to please my queen and making her jerk with pleasure on the bench. Her pubic hair scratched my nose as I ground my face hard against her, dipping my tongue into her velvet channel and finding a concentrated well of flavor for me to enjoy.

“That’s it,” Queen Laila encouraged me from above. “Lick inside me.”

I did as I was told and licked the ridges of her inner walls, her vagina choking the base of my tongue with her tightness. I pushed in and out of her hole, tongue-fucking her as deep as I could with my eager and loyal organ.

The delicious mummy clicked her fingers and pointed behind me. “Sara, show your friend how good a woman’s mouth feels.”

“Yes, Queen Laila,” Sara replied before shuffling herself behind me.

She remained on her knees on the floor, grabbing the backs of my thighs and leaning forward so that she could delve her tongue into my snatch. I moaned instantly into Queen Laila’s cunt in response. My sopping wet twat was so desperate for some attention and the soft, warm tongue of my best friend was just what it needed. Sara ate me out gently but purposefully, knowing just how to tease me and work me into a frenzy, certainly better than any of the guys on campus.

Sara gradually matched my intensity, as she began sucking my clit into her mouth and rolling it between her lips. My brow creased and I let out a high pitched squeal of delight into Queen Laila’s pussy. I loved the feeling of my friend behind me, devouring my newly hairy pussy. She wagged her tongue through my pink and began dragging my clit around in circles, making me kick my legs up a little as a jolt of pleasure shot up from my snatch. If I’d known lesbian sex could feel this good, I would have done it a lot sooner.

I focused my attention on Queen Laila’s clitoris too, sensing my impending orgasm. I mirrored what Sara was doing to me, moving my tongue in large, concentric circles around her clit before making my way inwards to more precise circles. The mummy’s tits heaved and she tensed every time I flicked her clit in just the right way.

A surge of pleasure filled my loins and exploded through my entire body as I came with a force I never knew possible. I cried out in ecstasy, vibrating Queen Laila’s clit as I made my tongue flat against it and pulled it around in circles. My queen joined me in climactic pleasure as she came for the second time, her royal cum seeping out of her snatch for my eager tongue to gratefully collect.

I quivered between the two sets of lips, Sara working overtime behind me to lick up my juices, any she missed trickling down the insides of my thighs. Queen Laila pinched her perfect nipples as she arched her back and cried out something in Coptic while she climaxed. I pushed myself back against my best friend’s face, wanting my first orgasm given to me by a woman to last forever.

Unfortunately, it didn’t, and as the intense waves of pleasure receded, I rested my forehead against Queen Laila’s furry mons, breathing hot, panted breaths into her crotch. The sexy mummy stroked my hair as she too recovered, and Sara planted sweet, gentle kisses around the backs of my thighs and ass cheeks, occasionally making me twitch and whimper with an aftershock from the intense orgasm.

Queen Laila pulled me up to lay on top of her again, and she kissed me passionately. The pair of us basked in the afterglow of our orgasms together while we exchanged tongues. She wrapped an arm around my waist and spun us around so that I took her place on my back, causing me to squeal with delight at being woman-handled so effortlessly.

She climbed off the leather bench and made her way to the end where Sara was still kneeling, patiently awaiting her next order and frustratingly still clothed and orgasmless. “Rise,” Queen Laila instructed and Sara did as she was told.

Our queen moved into position behind her and pulled at the hem of her top, making Sara raise her arms and allowing it to be pulled over her head. The lesbian mummy then unclasped her bra, and suddenly I was staring at my best friends milky white tits, her chest flushed with arousal and her nipples already standing at attention. Queen Laila kissed her cheek as her hands explored Sara’s lovely, round breasts, cupping them and squeezing both nipples at once.

Sara closed her eyes and moaned softly, the move causing her to arch her back and push her ass into the groin of her superior. Queen Laila’s hands trailed south, and unbuttoned Sara’s denim shorts before pushing them down off her hips. They fell to her ankles and Queen Laila reached into her cotton panties, which were bright pink except for a dark slit of wetness along her pussy. Sara let out a staggered breath as her queen touched her nethers, tracing a finger through her wetness before taking her hand out of her panties and touching the finger to her lips.

“Delicious,” Queen Laila said as she sucked her concubine’s flavor off her finger. “Take off your shoes and be naked with us, my sweet.”

Sara did as she was told and pulled down her panties as she stepped out of her shoes, before kicking the clothes around her ankles to the side. I scanned up and down my beautiful friend’s body, seeing her naked for the first time and confirmed that Queen Laila’s magic pube growing spell affected her as well. I was looking at Sara in a whole new light thanks to the lesbian mummy, and I cursed myself for not realizing my lesbian inclinations sooner. Sara and I could have been having so much fun together all year in college.

“Go and be with your friend. Show her how she tastes,” Queen Laila whispered in her ear and Sara obliged her, climbing onto the bench seat and covering my body with hers.

I loved feeling the weight of my friend pressing down on top of me, our tits melding together, our pubic bones grinding into each other. She placed her lips on mine and we swapped tongues, kissing each other for the very first time. I moaned into her mouth as I ran my hands along her back, giving her round ass a squeeze.

“Penelope, why the hell haven’t we been doing this together all along?” she asked between passionate kisses.

I giggled in response, wondering the same thing myself. “I have no idea,” I admitted.

Queen Laila grabbed Sara by the hips and pulled her upwards, making her pull her knees up, kneeling between my legs and raising her butt into the air. She traced a finger down my friend’s moist slit and then reached beneath her and took my hand. She guided my fingers to Sara’s cunt and I felt the wetness of my friend as I slid a digit through her pink, making her groan and bite my bottom lip as her pussy was finally receiving the attention it had so loyally earned.

“I want you to rub Sara’s cunt, Penelope,” Queen Laila gave me my orders. “You and I are going to make her cum together.”

I began sliding my fingers up and down between Sara’s lips, holding her furry mons in my palm as I tickled her pink. Once my digit was adequately lubricated, I found her clit, pulling back on her hood with my pointer and ring fingers to expose her engorged nub. While I began applying pressure and circling Sara’s clit, Queen Laila reached between my own legs.

I groaned with pleasure as my queen slid two fingers into my tight channel, causing me to stretch around her to accommodate the invaders. She found my clit with the pad of her thumb and began applying pressure the same way I did to Sara. Her fingers began moving in and out of me while she did so, searching my frontal wall until she found my G-spot.

Her golden lips curled into a lustful smile as she looked down at her two concubines below, both our subservient snatches being attended to by eager fingers. With parted lips, she leaned over and buried her face in Sara’s rump, licking her asshole with her royal tongue. Sara broke our kiss and looked at me with a shocked expression at the unexpected anal attention, making me giggle.

“Does it feel good?” I asked as I peered over her shoulder to look at the ancient Egyptian queen rimming her, her attractive face obstructed by my friend’s peach butt.

“It feels incredible!” Sara replied, her voice strained with pleasure given to her by my hand and Queen Laila’s tongue.

She dropped her head next to mine, pressing into the leather seat and moaning as she undulated on top of me, pushing herself back against our queen’s mouth. I sealed my lips over her neckline and sucked while I continued fingering her, circling her clit with the tip of my finger. Queen Laila moaned into Sara’s ass while she ate it, placing her tongue against it and dragging it around by moving her head left and right, up and down. It looked hot as fuck seeing Sara have her booty devoured by this powerful, confident, lesbian queen.

Queen Laila’s fingers never stopped fingering me, multi-tasking while she tossed Sara’s salad. Her thumb applied sensational pressure to my clit while her fingers curled inside my core and tickled my G-spot. I felt waves of pleasure building inside me and I knew it wouldn’t be long before my queen made me cum again.

Sara’s back flexed and shoulder blades writhed as she enjoyed my fingers working magic in her pussy while the gold-painted lips and wicked tongue of Queen Laila lavished her asshole. My friend’s round butt pressed into the mummy’s cheeks, Queen Laila’s nose and golden top lip visible in Sara’s crevice as she smothered herself in her servant’s ass. Sara groaned deeply, heaving up and down as she was consumed by pleasure, pressing her forehead into the leather harder and harder before it culminated in an almighty cry of unbridled ecstasy.

Sara was rewarded for all her submissive efforts as an orgasm exploded inside of her. I watched Queen Laila press her face hard between her round cheeks, never ceasing her rimjob as my best friend trembled and convulsed on top of me. Cum trickled out of her snatch and my furiously clit-flicking fingers flung it onto the backs of her thighs and the tits of Queen Laila.

The seriously fuckhot sight of seeing my best friend cum like that sent me over the edge, and my cunt clamped shut around Queen Laila’s fingers as she pressed into my clit and G-spot at the same time, making me erupt in elation and join the high pitched chorus of my moaning friend. Our bodies writhed against each other, feeling like one as we both came for our queen.

Wave after terrific wave of pleasure pulsed through our bodies until eventually, we were spent. Our muscles were filled with lactic acid and Sara collapsed under her own weight. I slipped my hand out from between us just in time as she fell on top of me, still sporadically tensing as her orgasm wound down. It pulled her ass away from Queen Laila’s mouth, and the ancient mummy smiled down at her two concubines embracing below her, pleased with our efforts.

“That was absolutely wonderful, girls,” she said as she pulled her fingers out of my channel, licking my honey off them as she spoke. “I had a harem of women when I ruled Egypt. We would spend entire nights pleasuring each other just like this, having orgasm after orgasm until Ra bathed us in his light.”

Sara slid off and lay next to me on the wide bench seat. Our queen looked at our naked, spent bodies up and down, admiring our beauty while she thought back to the time she ruled.

“What will you do now?” Sara asked through panted breaths.

“Rebuild the harem,” Queen Laila grinned.

Sara and I both smiled, and looked at each other, madly giggling. It had been quite the night. One full of fear, danger and the most ultimate pleasure. It seemed difficult to think of our normal lives now that we’d resurrected an ancient Egyptian queen and had mind-blowing lesbian sex with her.

“Come on, girls,” she said, her voluptuous breasts glistening in the moonlight with Sara’s flicked cum. “Collect your clothes. We have work to do.”

THE END


Transformed By A Bimbo Demoness

As my colleague, Georgia, and I stepped foot into our office, I was thankful for the reprieve from the sweltering Jordanian sun. We set our bags down and Georgia reached into hers to retrieve the artifact we’d just found at our dig site.

“Oh, Emma, this is a very special find,” she said, her voice drenched in her sexy English accent.

“We’re very lucky,” I replied as Georgia placed the urn down on my desk, managing to find a space amongst all the books and journals littering it.

“Luck had nothing to do with it,” she smiled at me. “It was nothing but archaeological expertise that led us to this. Your research has been invaluable on this expedition, and all your hard work has paid off. This is an incredibly well preserved artifact.”

I beamed at my colleague, her praise meaning more to me than she no doubt realized. I’d been enamored with Georgia from the moment I met her. Her wavy strawberry red hair and big, animated princess green eyes made my heart sing the first time I saw her. Her body was fine as hell, and it took all my willpower not to stare when we were at our dig site, the hot sun causing a sheen of sweat over her curvy body, beads of it dripping down between her bosom. Every lunch break for the last week she would finish by tipping water onto her face, and it would inevitably make her white singlet partially see through. It wasn’t the only thing that was wet.

Of course, she had the brains to go along with it, which I found equally as attractive. As one of the leading archaeologists in our field of Judeo-Islamic artifacts, I was thrilled when I was accepted to be her partner on this expedition. I’d learnt a lot from the intrepid Brit during the weeks we’d spent together. I’d also masturbated a lot to her on the nights I felt particularly lonely and horny.

A reserved lesbian like me didn’t stand a chance with her though. I was pretty sure she was as straight as they came, but even if did have some curiosities, she’d hardly be looking to experiment with someone like me. With my plain face and surfboard body, straggly brown hair and thick rimmed glasses, I wasn’t exactly ugly, but I sure didn’t turn many heads. So I’d resigned to fingering myself at the thought of having sex with such an intelligent beauty, knowing that my fantasies would never come true.

“Who’s this supposed to be, I wonder?” Georgia asked as she studied the painted face on the urn.

“I think it’s meant to be Ashmedai,” I replied, looking curiously at the ancient artifact.

“I’m not familiar.”

“Ashmedai is a lust demon in Judeo-Islamic lore. He’s said to have cast King Solomon out of Jerusalem to take his place and his wives, but when Solomon found his way back, Ashmedai fled his wrath.”

“Why paint a horny demon on the side of an urn?” Georgia mused, her accent particularly endearing when using her quiet voice.

“Should we open it?” I asked my crush.

“Hm, we should scan it first. We don’t know what’s inside. There’s probably nothing, but you never know if it could contain something more sinister.”

“Smart. Yeah,” I replied, flustered by own idiotic suggestion. “Let’s scan it.”

Our office was small and cluttered, with just enough room for our two desks, office chairs and a couple of pieces of vital equipment for our research. Oh, and an AC that barely worked. It made the office seem almost as hot as outside at times, but at least we had shelter from the intense sun.

Georgia loaded the urn into our infra-red scanner, the machine coming to life with a groan as if it lamented the fact we were making it do some work. The wavy haired ginger flicked on the display screen and pressed a button to see if there was anything observable inside. A red filter overlaid the image on screen and we both peered at it.

“Hmm, I’m not seeing anything,” she said. “You?”

“No, nothing.”

“Let’s try this,” Georgia pressed a button and the red overlay turned green, and suddenly there was something very obvious happening inside the urn. “Woah, what’s that!?”

“It looks like… a gas?” I guessed. There was some kind of mysterious substance swirling around inside the urn. “Look at the way it’s moving. So randomly. It seems like it’s, I dunno, alive.”

“How could there be anything living inside an urn that’s been sealed for centuries?” Georgia wondered out loud.

“I’m not sure,” I narrowed my eyes at the image on screen, the two of us completely perturbed by the odd nature of its movements. “Should we put it in the box and try to see inside?”

Georgia turned to me and flashed a smile that made my heart melt. “You read my mind,” she said with an arched eyebrow.

She removed the urn from our scanner and put it into a glass examination box we had next to it. Our only other piece of equipment was significantly cheaper than the scanner, but no less important. It was an airtight glass case with two rubber gloves reaching into it so that we could manipulate and examine artifacts in a completely controlled environment without risking damage to the treasure. Georgia shut the door, sealing the urn inside before threading her hands into the gloves, carefully holding the urn with one hand while gripping the lid with her other.

“I can’t get it,” she said with a frustrated tone. “It’s stuck.”

“Being sealed and buried for thousands of years will do that to it. Let me give it a go.”

Georgia took her arms out of the gloves and stepped aside for me to try. “Don’t try too hard,” she said. “It’s not worth opening if it causes it to break in the process.”

“I know. I’ve been doing this a while, you know,” I said with a playful smirk.

“I’m sorry. I’m just excited is all,” as she spoke she placed a reassuring hand on my back, electrifying my spine and sending a pulse of horniness to my pussy. God, I would have given anything to forget about the urn and tear the clothes off her then and there.

Alas, my fantasy wasn’t going to happen, so I tried to ignore the arousal she elicited in me and focus on the urn. I gripped the base the same way Georgia did, and tried to pull the lid off. It wasn’t budging, so I applied a bit more force, careful not to lose my grip and drop the valuable artifact.

“Nothing,” I sighed as I carefully released the urn and slid my arms out from the gloves.

“Oh well, it’s still an incredible find still sealed up. I’m going to run some more tests.”

“Okay. I’ll do some more research into Ashmedai and see if I can find any references to an urn in any of the texts,” I replied.

For the next several hours, Georgia and I lost ourselves in our work. We both had our different roles on this expedition, and while there was some overlap, she was the practical, hands-on archaeologist and I was primarily the researcher. That certainly rang true for the rest of our time at the office that afternoon, as Georgia ran scan after scan on it while I buried my head in the mess of journals and textbooks on my desk.

It was well into the night when the excitement of the day had started to wear off and Georgia was the first to fold, neither of us making much headway with understanding anymore about the urn. “That’s it for me, I think,” she announced long after the sun had set, placing the urn down on a bench. “I’m exhausted. I’m going to get a good night’s rest and see if I can come up with some other angle to come at this thing.”

“Fair enough,” I replied. “I think I’m going to stay here a bit longer. I’ve found plenty of stories on Ashmedai but nothing about an urn. Most of the texts refer to the demon as a man, but a couple say it’s a woman. They say it’s a tempting siren voice that gets into people’s heads and makes their wildest sexual fantasies come true, but at the cost of their families, their jobs and their community.”

“Sounds like a horny bugger,” Georgia grinned at me as she collected her bag. “Sounds to me like people just trying to justify their sexual dalliances by blaming it on a spirit.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, you’re probably right.”

“Don’t stay too long, Emma. You need your rest. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow,” I said as she made her way through the door of our office. I turned back to the textbook I was reading to learn more about the naughty lust demon.

“I never made anyone do anything they didn’t already want to,” a disembodied feminine voice spoke, startling me and causing me to sit bolt upright, scanning the room for the source. “I just gave people the tools to do what they’d always wanted but never could.”

“Who said that!?” I looked around the room, becoming frightened as I couldn’t pin down what direction the voice was coming from.

“There’s something you want to be able to do. I can tell,” the voice echoed around the room, or perhaps echoed around my head. I wasn’t even sure what I was hearing was real.

“Show yourself!” I called out to the apparently empty office.

“But I’m right in front of you,” the woman’s voice replied. She didn’t sound malicious, but it was certainly unnerving to be hearing an unfamiliar voice.

I looked straight ahead, not seeing anyone, only the painted face of Ashmedai staring at me from the urn. “No way,” I breathed. “That’s not possible.”

“I assure you it is,” the voice said.

“I’ve spent too long in the sun and I’m losing my mind,” I said, touching a hand to my head in worry for my mental state.

“You’re not losing anything. In fact, I want to give you something.”

“Oh yeah, what’s that?” I asked the artifact, at least self-aware that I was going crazy.

“The ability to make your deepest desires come true. All you have to do is take off the lid and let me out and you’ll have everything you need to seduce your friend.”

“We couldn’t get the lid off. It’s stuck. I need to go home,” I said as I got off my chair and started collecting my things. A good night’s rest was all I needed to hopefully regain my sanity.

“Then you’ll never know what it’s like… to feel her soft lips pressed against yours, to hold her breasts in your hands, to feel her tongue against your clitoris.”

I stopped what I was doing and looked up at the urn, the face of the lust demon mocking me. “It’s never going to happen anyway.”

“It could. If you came over here and let me out, you could feel all of that and so much more. I’ll make you irresistible to all those around you. You’ll be stunning. Every man and woman you pass in the street will think about how badly they want to be with you.”

I stood for a moment and stared at the urn, thinking about what I’d give to be a little prettier, to have nicer breasts and a rounder ass. I put my bag down on the chair and walked slowly over to it. I knew I was losing my mind, but if I could have those things, didn’t I owe it to myself to at least see if I could open the lid.

I placed my fingers on the lid and held it there, my heart racing. If the lid was still stuck, I was officially nuts.

“Do it,” the voice of Ashmedai instructed.

I pulled on the lid and it lifted off easily. “Holy shit,” I breathed, the very act seemingly confirming the existence of demons and shaking my entire philosophical belief system. I didn’t have time to ponder it though, as a pink mist leaked out of the top of the urn.

“You made the right choice, Emma,” Ashmedai said as the pink cloud grew bigger, spreading itself and moving around me. “I’ll make you the sexiest woman Georgia’s ever seen!”

The pink mist enveloped me, and my eyes went wide as one of its gaseous tendrils launched forward into my mouth and up my nose. I felt it filling my lungs as it rushed into my ears as well. All I could see was a pink haze as my entire body was consumed by the supernatural mist. I felt it whooshing up my shorts and through the fabric of my panties, penetrating my vagina and my asshole as it filled my every orifice.

I tried to scream but I couldn’t. With lungfuls of Ashmedai I could only look up to the ceiling and let the lust demon in. I felt my entire body tingle with arousal, as I started to feel it change. My breasts strained against my buttoned shirt as they grew in size. My ass suddenly filled up my khaki shorts. I saw something happening to a lock of my hair and I held it up in front of my eyes, watching it turn from brown to blonde in a second.

It was a bizarre experience. Terrifying but exciting all at once. The pink mist filled my vision, it was the last thing I saw before everything went black.

✦✦✦

The blazing Jordanian sun didn’t take long to heat up, and it blasted through the open window of my apartment first thing in the morning. I’d somehow managed to sleep through the morning prayer announcement. I must have underestimated my own tiredness.

My eyes strained against the bright light, and I touched my hand to my head as I groaned. I’d had such a weird night. I must have been truly sleep deprived to be dreaming about ancient sex demons changing my body. I rubbed both my eyes and forced them to wake up for the day before I reached over to my side table and picked up my glasses.

I put them on and looked out, finding everything blurry as I looked through the lenses. “What the hell?” I said out loud as I took them off and found I could see everything perfectly clear without them. Then, something yellow caught my eye. Or rather, something blonde did.

I held a lock of my hair and looked at it with a confused expression. My hair was bright blonde and wavy. “Woah,” I breathed, replaying a flash of my dream in my mind’s eye, where I’d seen my straggly brown hair turn blonde right in front of me. “What’s going on?”

“Don’t you remember?” a familiar but disembodied voice said, causing me to gasp and sit up straight in my bed. “I did this to you. Or rather, I did this for you.”

“Oh. My. God.” memories of the night before came flooding back to me. It wasn’t a dream, it was real life. I’d opened the urn and let Ashmedai into me, wanting to look different so that I could seduce Georgia and any other girls that I might fancy. “Are you in my head?” I asked the feminine voice.

“I’m in your whole body, baby, head included. Why don’t you get up and take a look?”

I leapt out of bed and stood in front of my full length mirror, my eyes going wide with the image I was greeted by. It looked like me except not at all. My cheekbones were a little higher, my nose a little cuter, my lips much plumper and pinker. Hell, even my eye color was different, with two ice-blue iris’ staring back at me in the mirror. Gone was my untidy bird’s nest of brown hair and instead I had wavy, full-bodied blonde hair worn just further than my shoulders.

My body was a lot different too. I was six inches taller, and thinner too, or perhaps my weight had just been redistributed. My tits were huge! My waist was tiny and my hips wide and feminine. I wanted to see what I looked like nude so I stripped off my pyjamas to find out what lay underneath.

“Holy shit!” I admired my new self in the mirror in all my naked glory. My A-cup tits had become D’s, two perfectly round globes that were huge and yet somehow still perky. My stomach was taut with the outline of my abs visible beneath my tanned skin. My legs were long and lithe, and my pussy had no pubic hair whatsoever, it was completely smooth. I ran my hands along my body, feeling every one of my new curves with excitement and glee.

I reached behind myself and grabbed my ass. And what an ass there was to grab! It was round and firm as if I’d done a million squats overnight. Gone was my surfboard body, now I looked absolutely smoking hot and I loved it. I must have spent half an hour just exploring myself, touching every inch of the sexy Emma that Ashmedai had transformed me into.

“Do you like what you see?”

“I love it,” I said to the voice in my head. “I look like a total bimbo. If this body doesn’t convince Georgia to explore any lesbian curiosities, then she doesn’t have any.”

“In my experience, every woman has lesbian curiosities. Let’s go and show her the new you.”

“Shit, I’m late,” I remarked, noticing the time. I’d spent too long admiring myself in the mirror. It seemed a shame to cover up my gorgeous, naked body, but I had to get to work. I opened up the underwear drawer of my dresser.

“Forget about them,” Ashmedai said in my head. “Don’t wear any. It’ll be your sexy little secret.”

“Okay,” I giggled, not that I needed the extra help to feel sexy with my transformation, but the idea was wickedly naughty. I closed the drawer and grabbed my khaki shorts, straining to pull them over my wide hips and round ass, which filled out the shorts so much more nicely than I used to. I grabbed a clean white tank top and pulled it over my head, tucking it into my shorts.

I looked myself over in the mirror one more time. The singlet fabric stretched over my tits, and if you looked hard enough you could just make out the round pinkness of my nipples. There was no way I could walk through the streets of Jordan looking like this. I grabbed my lab coat and threw it on. Although it seemed a shame to cover up this breathtaking new body of mine, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be for long.

The lab coat was a wise choice. My wavy blonde hair earned me a lot more attention from the locals than I usually received. Not long after leaving my apartment, I was walking through the door of our office, finding Georgia running tests on the urn already.

“Emma, I’m glad you’re here. There’s something different about the urn, it’s-” Georgia cut herself off as she turned and saw my new look. “Wow, you look… different.”

“Yeah, I thought I was due for a change. I feel like a new woman,” I said as I shrugged the baggy lab coat off my shoulders and hung it on the coat-rack. Georgia’s eyes went wide as she saw my tight, voluptuous body in the figure hugging singlet and shorts. She couldn’t stop herself from staring.

“You went home last night and felt like staying up another couple of hours to dye your hair?” she asked, completely bewildered by the woman she saw standing in front of her.

“Yeah, something like that,” I lied, loving seeing my crush’s eyes wide as she drank me in.

“Are you taller?”

“Oh, it’s all the hair. I think it’s working for me. What do you think?”

“Um… yeah,” she gulped, blinking for the first time since she laid eyes on me.

“Anyway, what were you saying?”

“Uh… I, uh… right,” she tried to compose herself, only managing to do so when she looked away from me and back to the screen of the scanner. “That gaseous substance we saw in the urn yesterday. Well, it’s vanished.”

“What do you mean?” I feigned ignorance as I walked over to her.

“See for yourself. There’s nothing detectable inside of it anymore. Whatever was in there yesterday is not in there now.”

I leaned over her shoulder to look at the screen. As I acted vexed by the empty urn, I could feel Georgia’s eyes on me. She thought I couldn’t tell because I couldn’t see her, but I could sense her looking down my singlet, trying to catch a glimpse of my breasts. The only question that remained was whether it was out of lust or just envy.

“You smell fantastic,” she announced with a somewhat surprised tone. “What perfume is that?”

“Oh, I’m not wearing any perfume,” I turned my head and grinned at her. I absolutely relished the effect my new body was having on my coworker. She seemed completely entranced by me, like there was a shift in the dynamic between us. Now, I was the hot one.

“What? You must be. It’s completely intoxicating,” she said, her confused English voice music to my ears.

“It’s the pheromones practically steaming off you. She can’t get enough of them,” Ashmedai said in my head. “She wants to eat your pussy so bad.”

I hoped the horny sex demoness was right, but I wasn’t so sure yet. In any case, I was loving messing with Georgia. “Nope, it’s all me,” I replied to my befuddled colleague. “It’s certainly very odd but I agree, the urn is empty.”

“But how could that be? That lid was sealed completely shut. There’s no way anything in there could leak out.”

“I’m not sure but I did find something on demons last night that might be of use,” I walked the few steps over to the back of my desk and bent over to retrieve a book from it. I could tell Georgia was watching me from behind, and as I looked up at a small mirror hanging on the wall, I confirmed my suspicions. My sexy British colleague was biting her bottom lip as she stared at my round ass. I smiled with glee that she was checking me out, loving the horny shoe being on the other foot for once. “Here, come take a look at this,” I said as I spun around with my book.

I sat on the edge of my desk and Georgia did the same next to me. She leaned in to see the book, a little more than she needed, trying to get another whiff of my scent, or perhaps a better angle of my tits. “What’s this?” she asked as she studied the book in my hands.

“It’s a drawing of a ritual being performed where some people used their collective strength to contain a demon in an urn, much like ours.”

“You think that’s Ashmedai they’re banishing?” Georgia asked, her eyes looking into mine for a second before she awkwardly averted her gaze.

“No, I don’t think so. The text seems to refer to a more malicious demon, one seeking to do their town harm.”

“You don’t think Ashmedai is malicious?”

“I am not malicious!” the angry voice in my head shouted at me. “I don’t make anyone do anything they don’t already want to. Now pull this bitch’s panties down and eat her cunt!”

“No, I don’t think so,” I replied to my uncharacteristically awkward partner. “Hey,” I grabbed Georgia by the chin and forced her to look up at me. “You seem flustered today. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said unconvincingly, her cheeks blushing. “It’s just, well… it’s totally inappropriate for me to say but I’m having a hard time not staring at you, Emma. You’re like a totally different person and frankly, you’re absolutely drop dead gorgeous.”

“Do I turn you on?” I asked her point blank, causing her cheeks to go an even deeper shade of pink.

“Emma, I’m not a lesbian,” she said quietly.

“That’s not a no.”

“Emma… I…” she stammered.

I leaned forward and pressed my plump, pink lips against hers. She inhaled sharply and stood upright as our mouths melded together. I kissed her, long and slow, gradually feeling her giving into her desires, closing her eyes and enjoying my soft, feminine lips. I still held her chin in my hand as I licked her lips with the tip of my tongue, and she opened her mouth to let me in.

“Yes. Perfect,” Ashmedai said slowly in my head as I made out with my colleague. Our tongues entwined and danced between our mouths as we turned our bodies towards each other. I let go of her chin so that I could wrap my arms around her, pressing my tits against hers and running my hands down her back. She returned the gesture, caressing my tight body over my singlet and making her way down to my ass, grabbing two handfuls of booty and squeezing.

My pussy purred in my shorts as I felt my crush enjoying my transformed body. It felt so good to have her hands all over me, to have her lips on mine. I stroked her soft tongue with my own, the sexy archaeologist moaning into my mouth with passion.

“Emma, I’ve never done anything like this before,” she said, breaking the kiss but not releasing my ass. “This is all so strange.”

“Just let it happen, Georgia,” I said, pecking her on the lips again. “I’ll make you feel better than you ever have in your life.”

I covered her mouth with my own again, my bimbo transformation giving me the confidence to take charge of the situation and be sexy without scaring off the first time lesbian. I maneuvered her around in front of me, leaning against my desk as I enjoyed her soft mouth. My head was swimming in endorphins, my body tingling with delight at the feeling of seducing my coworker. My pussy was thrumming in my shorts, becoming slick with arousal as I relished Georgia giving in to her lesbian desires, giving in to me.

While we kissed, my deft fingers made short work of the buttons of her shirt. Georgia didn’t fight me, she wanted to take this further, to see how good I could make her feel, to see how good she could make me feel. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders as I pulled the sleeves down her arms, letting it crumple on the floor behind her. The clasp of her bra was my next target, and with one expert hand I had it undone, my other hand pulling the straps off her shoulders and freeing her pussy-wettening tits that I’d lusted for from afar so many times at our dig site.

Georgia whimpered with pleasure as I combed my fingers into her wavy red hair and pulled back. I kissed down her neck and along her collarbone, making my way to her inviting breasts. I dragged my tongue all over them, taking one of her nipples in my mouth and pursing my lips around it while my free hand tweaked her other. The move earned another moan of approval from my sexy colleague and I lavished her fantastic tits with the attention I’d only ever dreamed of giving them.

I cupped one while my mouth saw to the other, lightly scratching her supple flesh with my nails while my plump lips kissed and sucked on her. Georgia held onto my upper arms and let me have my way with her, letting another woman enjoy her lovely lumps.

“Oh, Emma, your mouth feels so good,” she murmured in her sexy English accent.

I wanted to take her pants off and devour her pussy immediately, but I knew that if she was completely nude while I remained dressed she might freak out and run away from her first ever lesbian tryst. I had to be the first to be nude. Fortunately, the horny sex demon in my head saw to it that I wasn’t wearing any underwear, so it would be an easy task.

I relinquished Georgia’s heavenly tits and untucked my singlet before pulling it over my head. Georgia brought her head back to look at me and I smiled as I saw her eyes light up at the sight of my toplessness. As if she was on autopilot, her hands immediately started fondling my tits, gently squeezing them and caressing my pliable flesh with light fingers. Her fascination with my new tits was one I could empathize with, having spent quite a bit of time admiring them myself in the mirror, but I was hungry for her snatch, and I couldn’t let her dawdle on my breasts.

I unbuttoned my khaki shorts and shimmied my hips so that I could push them down, my buxom breasts bouncing in Georgia’s hands as I did so, much to her delight. As I slipped out of my sandals and kicked my pants aside, my coworker looked down at my bare pussy, my vulva puffy and flushed with arousal, making a tiny crease down my front that led down to the hood of my clit.

“No bra or panties,” Georgia remarked as she ran her hands over my flat stomach and hips.

“What can I say? I was feeling good about myself today,” I replied with a coy smile, absolutely loving the effect my new body had on my crush.

“A good slut doesn’t wear panties,” Ashmedai said in my head. I really felt like a slut. A bodacious blonde bimbo that seduced her coworkers with her irresistible body. I loved it.

“I never knew you had this body underneath your khakis, Emma. You look positively stunning. Your pussy is so pretty and smooth.”

“You can touch it if I can touch yours,” I arched an eyebrow as I propositioned my colleague.

She giggled girlishly at the thought, shy of touching another woman’s vagina but her curiosity clearly getting the better of her. She nodded, her grin of nervousness turning into one of interest. She peered down between our tits and opened her mouth as her fingers brushed against my puffy pussy. She slid her middle finger between my legs, feeling my lips grip her digit and my wetness coat it. My eyes fluttered with joy and I moaned at the sensation of the first fingers besides my own to touch my pussy in months, and it was all thanks to Ashmedai.

I unbuttoned her pants and pulled the zipper down before curling my fingers into the waistband of her panties, teasing her with my fingertips as they brushed her furry but trimmed mound. Georgia looked up at me, her cheeks still blushing but now with arousal instead of embarrassment. She giggled again at the feeling of having my fingertips inside her underwear, as her own finger moved up and down through my slit cautiously.

I delved further into her panties, holding her pubes in my palm as my fingers explored her cunt. She was already so wet and warm, and she exhaled a staggered breath, her brow creasing as I made contact with her horny pink. We stood there, touching each other’s pussies in our office, the curious redhead clearly taken with how good it felt to have another woman down there.

“Come with me,” I said, pulling my hand out of her panties and taking the one she had between my legs. Her middle finger was slippery with cum in my hand, as was mine in hers. I led her around to my office chair and pushed on her hips, forcing her to sit down. She gasped at the sudden woman-handling but looked up at me with horniness from the chair.

I dropped to my knees and gripped the sides of Georgia’s pants. She lifted her ass off the chair to help me pull them down, my coworker and I apparently equally consumed by lust. I took off her pants and underwear in one move, removing her sandals and making her as naked as I was. Her pretty pink snatch glistened with wetness, inviting me in, her trimmed ginger pubes adorning it. I licked my full lips and leaned forward, hungry for my meal.

Georgia pushed her tits out as she let out a squeal of pleasure the moment my lips connected with her pussy. I delved into her hot, wet snatch, after weeks of imagining what she tasted like I was finally having my fantasies realized. And it was good. I pressed my mouth against the horny redhead and licked through her slit over and over, collecting her delicious sweetness and letting it sit in the back of my throat so that I could savor it.

“Doesn’t she taste fantastic?” Ashmedai asked. I moaned affirmatively in response to the sex demon, conversing with her without acting suspicious in front of Georgia.

I pushed up on Georgia’s thighs, spreading her legs wider and hooking them over the armrests of the chair. I was like a lesbian possessed as I devoured her horny pussy. She moaned loudly as my tongue penetrated her channel, working in and out of her and licking her inside walls. She pushed her head back against the chair and grabbed my head, pulling me harder into her.

Her ginger pubes tickled my nose as I gorged myself on her mouth-watering cunt. I painted my lips and chin with her cum, dragging my head around as I ate her out feverishly. I’d wanted for this to happen so badly and I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity, loving every second as I moaned into my coworkers snatch, relishing her velvety feel and tart but sweet flavor. I swirled my tongue around her clit and she opened her mouth to let out a guttural groan of ecstasy, her engorged bean rebounding back into place every time I flicked it with the tip of my tongue.

“Holy shit, Emma,” she cried out, her voice strained with pleasure. “That feels so much better than I could have imagined!”

Her words of encouragement only made me eat her out harder, my coworker apparently liking her pussy eaten rough and fast. My tongue mashed against her little pink pearl, curling and sliding over it as I licked it up and down. Georgia’s stomach tensed and tits heaved as she sucked in deep breaths of air, riding every jolt of pleasure I sent shooting through her body.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she screamed out in elation as she came. Her legs slid off the armrests of the chair and clamped shut around my ears, her feet crossing at the ankles behind my head. The hand on my head pulled me hard into her as she spasmed on the chair, her tits rippling each time she jerked with pleasure.

I wagged my tongue between her lips and collected every drop I could of her delicious, lovely honey. I never took my eyes off her while she writhed in the chair, finally seeing a sight I’d only ever dreamed about, the sexy Brit cumming in my mouth after being seduced into a lesbian hookup. My own body felt light with lust and satisfaction, a drop of my own fragrant nectar drizzling down the inside of my thigh as I enjoyed the erotic sight and sounds of Georgia’s orgasm.

As her climax subsided, her toned thighs released my head from their vice grip, and her shrieks of ecstasy died down to exhausted moans of satisfaction, mirroring my own as I continued to lick up her snatch, panting into it as I enjoyed what was left of her tasty sex. Her hand released my head and she went limp in the chair, her glazed eyes staring at me between her legs while she caught her breath.

I dragged my tongue over her clit and continued up, standing to my feet as I trailed upwards through her pubes, over her belly button, between her tits and up her neck until I found her lips. She kissed me back passionately and gratefully as she tasted herself on my tongue, the two of us moaning with delight into each other's mouths.

“That was…” she breathed as I pulled away from her face, unable to find the words.

“I know,” I replied, my face shimmering with her cum after my messy pussy eating.

“Nothing tastes sweeter than a straight girl’s soaking wet cunt,” Ashmedai said to me, a statement I was in agreement with after the meal I’d just enjoyed.

“I want to go down on you,” Georgia said, her eyes looking into mine with a newfound hungry lust.

“Oh, I think I’ll let you,” I smiled back at her, my pussy tingling when she uttered the words.

“Where do you want me?”

“Right where you are.”

With that, I stepped up onto the office chair with one foot, placing it next to Georgia on the seat as I hoisted myself up. I hooked my other leg over the backrest of the chair and brought my groin towards the eager redhead. It was a precarious position, but I felt completely confident doing it. I was stronger and more flexible than I used to be. With Ashmedai inside me, I felt invincible, like I could do anything.

Georgia didn’t waste any time returning the favor. She reached up with both hands and cupped my perfectly sculpted butt, pulling me towards her. She closed her eyes and started kissing my velvety pink lips, before dragging her tongue between them and through the crease of my puffy pussy. I sighed with relief at the feeling of having her mouth on me, and I looked down to watch her eating out another woman for the first time.

Her technique was unrefined but enthusiastic, as she explored my pink with the flat of her tongue, swishing it left and right as if to get a feel for the land. It just felt good to have her mouth on me. She started moaning softly with appreciation for my flavor, apparently enjoying herself.

“Oh my goodness,” she exclaimed. “It tastes so much better than I thought.”

“That’s right, babe. Once you get a taste for pussy there’s no going back,” I encouraged her from above. “Suck on my clit.”

“Mm,” she groaned in reply before doing what I coached her to do. She pursed her lips around my sensitive little bean and sucked it between them, rolling it around as she tugged on it and driving me wild.

I let out a burst of air as I grunted with pleasure, my brow creasing as I watched the curious redhead enjoy my hairless cunt. Her lips felt so soft, so wet, so warm. Her tongue darted out from them and curled up to brush against my clit. I whimpered as I rode her face, becoming overwhelmed with bliss.

“Do it harder,” I instructed.

Georgia responded with more vigorous tongue action, swirling it around my engorged clit and dragging it with circular motions, occasionally pushing it to its limits and causing a wave of pleasure to pulse through me when it rebounded back into place. My tits jiggled every time she touched a sensitive spot or licked my clit in just the right way, my taut stomach tensing as I shuddered. She dug her fingernails into my plump rear, willing me to grind harder against her.

I could feel my orgasm building, and I gently undulated my hips against my colleague’s face automatically. My moans became louder and higher pitched, while hers vibrated my clit as she took me in her mouth. She kissed my love button over and over, sucking it into her mouth and flicking it with the tip of her tongue. It was too much. I was going to cum.

“Ahhhhh! Fuck!” I cried out.

“Fuuuuck yes!” the voice of Ashmedai screamed in my head at the same time I did.

The naughty wet sounds of Georgia’s mouth on my cunt intensified as she vigorously licked while cum leaked out of me. My sticky sweet juices burst out of my cunt and dripped down onto my coworkers tits, the insides of my thighs sharing the same fate. I’d never cum that much in my life, but the sex demoness inhabiting my body had made it so that I had plenty of honey to give. Georgia moaned with delight into my cunt as she opened her eyes and looked up at me, lapping up as much of the translucent goo as she could.

Once I was spent, I unhooked my leg from the back of the chair and slid down into Georgia’s lap. She hugged me tightly as we made out, both of our mouths now sticky with the other’s cum. I could feel my wetness on her tits as they mashed together between us, and my cunt steamed in her lap, my remaining wetness drizzling into her neat pubic bush.

“That was so hot,” she cooed between kisses.

“I’ll say,” I replied, drunk on lust as I made out with my coworker, the ends of my blonde hair entwining with the curls of her red. “I’m still so horny. I want to eat you out again but I also want to have another orgasm.”

“Me too,” she giggled, as if ashamed to admit how much fun she was having.

“Sixty-nine her on the desk. Devour her pussy again while she tastes yours!”

“I have an idea,” I said to her as I smiled devilishly, the demon’s suggestion making my pussy purr.

I climbed off the chair and helped her out of it, before pushing off all the books and journals strewn across my desk onto the floor. I didn’t need them. I only needed her. I climbed on, lying lengthwise along the desk with my knees up and turned to my bicurious colleague expectantly.

She giggled again as she followed my lead, joining me up on the desk and swinging a leg over my head while she faced the opposite direction. Her pretty pink pussy hovered inches above my face, and I breathed in her feminine scent, desperate for more of her, desperate to make her cum again.

Her legs slotted in beneath my underarms and I pulled down on her gorgeous ass, lifting my head off the desk to taste her once more. The response in Georgia was immediate, as she moaned with delight at the feeling of my mouth on her cunt again, and she did the same between my legs, eliciting a similar reaction from me. It was so hot eating her pussy while she ate me, the office filled with the naughty sounds of wet tongues against wet cunts, mixed with our moaning as we locked in place.

Her glistening tits pressed against my stomach, and my magically enlarged breasts did the same to hers. It felt like every inch of my front was covered with her, and I loved it. Feeling her weight on top of me while I consumed her delicious sex was everything I ever wanted. I couldn’t see how it could get any better.

“Eat her ass,” the wicked voice of Ashmedai said in my head.

I looked up at the star while I sucked Georgia’s clit into my mouth. I’d never eaten ass before. It was never an act that ever occurred to me as sexy. But my coworker’s neat little knot certainly looked sexy to me then. The thought of putting my tongue there was so naughty, so taboo, so arousing.

“Do it!” the sex demon goaded me. “It’ll make her cum so hard. Eat it!”

After all that Ashmedai had done for me, I was in no position to question her commands. If she said it would make Georgia cum harder, then I believed her. I pulled down on my colleague’s rump a little more and reached up with my tongue, grazing it with the underside of my tip.

“Oh!” Georgia exclaimed as she inhaled sharply at the sudden anal attention. I licked her back door again, its saltiness complementing the sweetness of her pussy. I traced my tongue around in a circle, licking the crooked ridges of her pucker before pressing into it with the tip.

Georgia didn’t try to stop me. She only moaned more intensely into my pussy. Her lips pursed hard around my clit as I tickled her butthole with my tongue, and she pushed two fingers into my channel, my pussy squeezing them thankfully.

We writhed together as one on top of my desk, my face buried in my colleague’s ass, rimming her with enthusiasm while she fingered my pussy and nibbled on my clit. The energy between us built and built until it reached fever pitch, and we both came simultaneously.

Georgia roared with delight as she pushed her fingers as far as she could inside me. I squealed as my hips bucked against her face while hers did mine. Her butthole spasmed beneath my tongue, winking over and over again while her hips went wild, knocking the back of my head against the desk as she rode out wave after wave of her orgasm, her ass rippling each time she smashed into me.

Cum drizzled out of her and down my neck as I enjoyed being ridden by the quivering redhead archaeologist. My fingernails pressed into her rump as I tried my best to part her squeezing ass cheeks, every time I licked her asshole I wanted just one more taste. My vagina clamped shut around her fingers, while she sucked my pink into her mouth, causing me to form a pool of nectar on my desk as I let my climax tear through me.

“Fuck yes. That’s so hot,” Ashmedai moaned in my head, receiving as much pleasure as I was from the sixty-nine.

As our cries of joy lessened and our hip bucking ceased, we each breathed heavily into each other’s crotches, trying to catch our breath. Georgia occasionally spasmed on top of me, aftershocks of her climax making her gasp while she recovered. I lay my head back on my desk and admired my work, my crush’s crevice glistening with my saliva, a string of cum dangling down from her pretty pussy before it snapped and fell to my collarbone. I felt sexier and more empowered than I ever had before.

Georgia sluggishly climbed off of me and found her feet on the floor, picking up her clothes in a dazed state. She stepped through the legs of her pants as she tried to collect herself.

“That was… like nothing I’ve ever experienced, Emma,” she said, her face blank, her tone one of disbelief.

“Agreed,” I said, laying on my side on the desk and propping my head up in my hand. “This is the best day I’ve ever had at work.”

“I’ve never had sex with another woman before. I never thought I wanted to have sex with you, no offense.”

“None taken,” I smiled, my smoking hot new body undeniably better than my old one. “It was good though?”

“It was incredible…” she said, seemingly confused by how much she enjoyed herself. She clasped her bra and started buttoning up her shirt. “I loved every single second of it. But I think I need to clear my head a little. Collect my thoughts. Are you alright if I have lunch by myself?”

“Sure thing,” I said before the frazzled redhead offered me one last smile before walking out the door.

I spun my legs around and sat on the desk, breathing out a sigh of satisfaction as I smiled to myself, incredibly pleased with the series of events.

“Do you love being a blonde bimbo?” the voice in my head asked.

“It’s amazing,” I replied as I leapt off the desk, walking around the office stark naked as I made my way over to the urn on the nearby bench. I picked it up and stared at the painted face of the demoness inhabiting my body while I talked to her.

“Do you want to go back to your old self now that you’ve seduced your coworker?”

“What!? No way. I just got this new look and I’m not ready to lose it. I love my bimbo transformation.”

“All you have to do is open the lid of the urn and I’ll leave you. You can go back to how things were. Back to lonely nights with nothing but your hands and your memories of your big tits and round ass, and Georgia’s hands all over them.”

I stared down at the urn in my hands. This new identity was too good. Nothing in life felt better than the sex I’d just had with Georgia, and I wanted more of it. I smiled as I let go of the priceless urn and it fell to the floor, smashing into a million pieces and sealing my fate as an irresistibly slutty buxom blonde.

THE END


Seduced By The Lesbian Witch

I sat in the mostly empty library scrolling through the microfilm reader for hours, staring at the display screen and combing through old copies of The Ravenswood Gazette newspaper for any mention of her. It took a long time, but slivers of success kept me going, finding reports mentioning her dating back as far as the nineteen thirties. Headline after headline that all read variations of the same thing:

Local woman claims she was spellbound into a relationship by a lady with supernatural powers.

The Witch Made Me Do It: Mayor says she slept with female staffer because she was under a ‘lesbian spell’.

There were plenty more just like them from almost every decade of the twentieth century. Every one of them involved a woman claiming she was made to do something she didn’t want to by a woman with supernatural abilities.

The news clippings were accompanied by pictures of distraught women with their husbands’ arms wrapped around them. The story of Mayor Whitby having sex with one of her young interns was one the whole town knew, even though it happened in the eighties. It was what launched the urban myth into infamy around my sleepy New England college town; that there was a member of the occult going around and using her powers to make women sleep with her, the lesbian witch of Ravenswood.

It was the first thing that came to mind when my sociology professor told us we had to write a report on an urban myth. Throughout school, it was a common scary story told at halloween sleepovers that once you got to college, the lesbian witch of Ravenswood would come for you, and turn you into her lesbian sex slave. I could never figure out why the thought of being gay was considered scary, but it was about the only local legend we had, so I figured that must have been the reason for its prevalence.

I was in the research phase of my report, and had decided to go to the library in search of information I couldn’t find on the internet. The trip turned out to be well worth it as I sat in the practically empty room amassing article after article related to the lesbian witch the deeper I dug into the town’s history.

“Looking into the lesbian witch of Ravenswood, huh?” an unfamiliar woman’s voice said over my shoulder, causing me to jump in fright at the unexpected voice.

“Uh, yeah,” I turned around in my chair, frazzled. I hadn’t realized anyone was behind me. Besides the librarian at her desk and an old man reading a book on World War II a few tables away, I thought I’d been alone. I looked at the stranger up and down, wondering how I’d missed an attractive, similarly aged woman with jet black hair. I must have been really engrossed in my research when she’d come in.

“I’ve done quite a bit of my own research on her, actually,” the confident young woman said as she took the chair next to me and held out her hand. “I’m Clara.”

“Caroline,” I introduced myself. Her handshake was as confident as the rest of her demeanor, squeezing me firmly and yet seeming paradoxically gentle.

There was something mysterious about Clara. Something about her unblemished, pale skin, smokey eyeshadow, black hair, high cheekbones and plump pink lips. I thought she could have qualified as a goth if it wasn’t for her bright, extroverted attitude and fashionable winter outfit. She wore a coffee colored coat over a light brown sweater that clung to her figure, as did her slim fit jeans.

“Why are you looking into the lesbian witch? Did she mind control one of your friend’s into going down on her?” Clara asked, making her eyes big and waving her hands in a mock spooky kind of way.

I chuckled politely at her joke. “No, it’s for a report on urban myths I have to do.”

“Oh, Professor Treloar?” Clara arched her eyebrow knowingly.

“Yeah! Have you taken his class?”

“Last year. I swear all these college professors don’t have an ounce of creativity in them. They just recycle the same assignments year after year. You’d think they’d get bored of grading them.”

“I guess that’s what they have TA’s for,” I replied. “So, you did your assignment on the witch as well?”

“No, my interest in her is more… personal.”

“What do you mean?” I tilted my head, not knowing how an urban legend could be personal to anyone.

“So, my older brother was married to this woman, right? Josephine was her name. Beautiful, intelligent, kind woman. They’d been together a few years when out of the blue, she announces she’s leaving him. She claims she’s met someone else that makes her feel a way he can’t, another woman. She claims this other woman has special powers.”

“No way.”

“Way. Josephine had been seduced by the lesbian witch of Ravenswood and followed her into the world of the occult. It left my brother broken. He never really got over it.”

“Why blame it on the witch though? If she was a lesbian, why didn’t she just say that?”

“What do you mean? She left my brother for a witch. The witch.”

I tilted my head down and shot Clara a look. “C’mon. Lesbians may be real but the lesbian witch is not. It’s a myth. An urban legend. There’s no such thing as witches with supernatural powers.”

“Oh no, she’s very real. Trust me, I’ve done a lot of research on her. I even know where she lives. Alone, mind you. No sight of my former sister-in-law. I guess she broomed her, pun intended.”

“You’ve seen the lesbian witch of Ravenswood in her own house?” I asked in disbelief, my fondness of this stranger rapidly diminishing as she started to seem less friendly and more crazy.

“Well, she’s not home a lot. But yes, I’ve seen her in her house.”

“So why haven’t you done something about it?”

“Do what about what? I can’t go to the cops. The woman hasn’t committed any crime.”

“Controlling someone’s mind to do something against their will sounds pretty criminal.”

“Well, that’s the beauty of the whole thing, isn’t it? All these women in these newspapers over all those years, how can you prove they were or weren’t mind controlled? It’s just their word against an accused witch’s. Who’s to say they weren’t just curious about lesbian sex, and found it easy to blame their behaviour on a horny witch’s supernatural powers.”

“So you believe in the lesbian witch, but you don’t think she used her powers to put anyone under a spell?”

“I do not. In fact, I can prove it. But I’d have to show it to you at the witch’s house. It’s not really something that can be believed just by being told.”

“What is it?”

“What did I just say? I have to show you. Come on, let’s go,” Clara stood up from the chair and started walking towards the front door of the library, not bothering to check if I was following her.

“Shit…” I breathed, my curiosity getting the better of my judgement as I got up and hurried after the mysterious young woman.

✦✦✦

I followed the black haired beauty I’d just met for almost half an hour, winding through the snow-lined suburbs of the town I’d lived in my whole life. The walk was a mostly silent one, with Clara assuring me every so often that we were on the right path. I was just about to give up and return to the library when the mysterious girl suddenly stopped.

“This is it,” she announced, spinning on her heel to face an old Victorian house with a picket fence around it.

“A little cliche, don’t you think?” I asked as I scanned the premises. The place was derelict, with dead grass and overgrown bushes at the front of the house, dirty old paint covering the house with some parts of the frontage falling off. The windows looked like they hadn’t been cleaned in years and it was impossible to see through them.

Clara shrugged. “Who am I to judge a witch’s choice of decor. C’mon, let’s see if she’s home.”

She was already pushing the creaky gate open and walking through it before I could protest. I hurried after her and tried to stop her, not wanting to go any further. “Clara, stop. If there’s someone in there they’re either an old hermit or a crackhead. Either way, they’re not a witch. Let’s just go back to the library.”

“Caroline, you can’t just get all your research from books and newspaper clippings. Sometimes you have to get the information directly from the source,” she said as she walked up the steps to the porch and rang the doorbell without a moment of hesitation.

I stood next to her, my brow creased with concern at thoughts of whoever was about to open the door. I would have run away if it didn’t mean leaving a naive, vulnerable young woman on her own on a stranger’s doorstep. Thankfully, the door didn’t swing open. The best possible outcome. The house must have been abandoned long ago.

“Alright, see? No one’s home. Now can we please go,” I pleaded, keen to return to the safety of the dark library.

“Let’s go in,” Clara said excitedly.

“What, no-” too late. The curious young woman had already turned the knob and swung the unlocked door open. I looked inside and to my surprise, it seemed considerably nicer on the inside than the out.

“The proof about the witch is just inside. Follow me.”

Once again pre-empting my protest, Clara grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me inside the strange house. She closed the door behind us and we stepped into the foyer. I couldn’t believe how nice the place was on the inside. There was no dust or cobwebs to be seen, only beautiful hardwood floors and expensive looking antique furniture.

“Why is it so much nicer inside than out?” I mused out loud as I took it all in.

“That’s how the witch likes it. People won’t disturb her if they think the house is abandoned. It allows her to remain undetected in the neighborhood, free to seduce women around town for decades.”

I still wasn’t buying what Clara was selling, but I just nodded in agreement to keep the peace. “So, where’s this proof you keep talking about?” I asked, curious to see what there could possibly be that would prove not only the existence of a witch, but that she didn’t actually use her powers to control anyone.

“It’s in the study. First door on the right. Go and take a look.”

“You’re not coming with me?”

Clara shook her head. “You have to see it for yourself. I’ll stay in the living room on witch watch.”

I stared at her, still trying to make up my mind whether this was all part of some elaborate prank. Like all my friends were going to be behind the door and throwing me a surprise party for some reason. It occurred to me that it was far more likely that Clara was just mentally disturbed, and that I was a complete fool for entertaining her insane notions. Still, I figured I’d come that far, breaking and entering into a stranger’s house. I might as well open one more door before I walked away from the mysterious black haired woman forever.

Clara stayed put as I walked down the hallway to the door she’d pointed out. It creaked as it opened and I stepped through it and looked around the study. It smelt slightly musty, from all the old books that sat on shelves covering most of the walls. An old desk was at one end of the room with bits of yellowish paper strewn all over it. A painting hung on the wall behind the desk that caught my eye. It was a portrait of a woman in full makeup wearing a big, ruffled dress with puffy shoulders and a neutral expression on her face. It looked like a normal painting of someone from the eighteen hundreds except for one thing, the woman looked strikingly similar to Clara.

I thought it odd but dismissed it as I walked over to the desk and looked over some of the papers. I wasn’t sure exactly what the supposed evidence I was meant to find looked like but I figured the desk was a good place to start. The paper was old. Really old. They were all stained and some had holes in them, the writing on them was all handwritten and in perfect cursive. It took me a moment to realize they were all letters. I picked one up to read.

My dearest Clara,

I have never felt this way about any man, and certainly not any woman. What you make me feel is indescribable happiness, and you’ve opened my eyes to a world of pleasure I could never have fathomed. I love you.

Josephine

My brow furrowed in confusion. I couldn’t understand what I was reading. Josephine was the name of the woman who left Clara’s brother for the lesbian witch. Why was this letter addressed to Clara? The paper was properly old, as was the painting on the wall that bore resemblance to the mysterious woman. I couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. That was when I noticed the framed photos on the bookshelves.

I looked at them one by one, some in black and white, others in color, with varying degrees of clarity. In every photo were two women, with different hairstyles and clothes from different eras. The woman on the left in the photos was different in each one, and I even recognized a couple of them from the newspaper clippings I’d seen in the library, including Mayor Whitby. The woman on the right however, was always the same.

It was Clara.

My heart pounded in my chest as the realization suddenly dawned on me. Clara was the witch, and she’d lured me here to her home. I went into panic mode and made a dash out of the study, bolting to the front door in hope of escape.

I was about four feet away from it when I suddenly stopped in my tracks. One leg was in the air, my body leaning forward, my arms in a running position, but I was completely frozen. I couldn’t move no matter how hard I tried.

Clara came into my field of vision, her hands up in front of her with a reddish aura glowing around them, her eyes the same color. She was casting a spell on me to keep from moving. I was completely powerless to break free from it. Her magic was too strong.

“You see now, don’t you Caroline? The lesbian witch of Ravenswood is real,” she said.

Indecipherable sounds came out of my mouth as I tried to scream for help. Calling out in the hope that someone might be walking past the house and come bursting in at the sound of a woman in distress.

“Don’t bother screaming, Caroline. There’s a cloaking spell cast over this entire house. No one outside can hear or see what’s going on in here. Now, why don’t you come into the living room so you and I can have a little chat.”

It was a strange sensation having my body move without my brain telling it to do so. I straightened from my mid-run pose and my legs moved one after the other, taking me into the living room, refusing to comply with the things I was telling them to do. I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t control myself. I could only breathe and let whatever was going to happen, happen.

Clara had me walk into the living room and take a seat in the middle of the couch. She stood between me and a giant, unlit fireplace, her eyes and hands still glowing red. She looked down at me, her friendly demeanour now replaced with one a lot more intimidating. I was scared out of my mind, my only comfort being that I’d never heard a story about the lesbian witch of Ravenswood killing anyone.

“I just want to tell you my story and then I’ll let you talk, Caroline,” she said, her hands on her hips as she loomed over me, the red glowing stopping. “I never used any spells or powers to make someone have sex with me. All those stories in the paper are mostly bullshit. I’ve been with scores of women over more than a hundred years, and they all wanted it. They just… couldn’t admit it to the world. I’d like to say they were different times then but even now, plenty of women are scared to tell the world they’re a lesbian. It was easier for them to say they were hypnotized or whatever than to tell the truth. The wicked lesbian witch of Ravenswood is an easy scapegoat. You can talk now if you’d like.”

“I’d like to believe you, but considering you’re using your powers to keep me here, I’m not buying it,” I hissed at her. “You mind controlled your own brother’s wife?”

Clara made a wounded expression. “I never forced Josephine to do anything. We were in love in a very unenlightened time. My brother couldn’t handle it when she left him for me and started dabbling in the occult. We weren’t doing anything to harm anyone, and lived together in bliss for almost a year. But my brother gathered a group of townspeople and they came to our home. They...  killed Josephine for her crimes against God. The thing is, I’m still not sure if they meant being a witch or being a lesbian.” Clara’s voice wavered as she told the story, the pain still raw after more than a century.

“Jesus…” I breathed, putting my hand up to my mouth in shock. I was not expecting to be so affected by a witch’s sob story.

“I managed to escape before I shared the same fate as my beloved. I came to Ravenswood in the late nineteenth century and kept to myself while I grieved. After a couple of decades of being a recluse I decided to venture out into the world again. I’ve had many relationships over the years, some lasting longer than others.”

As she spoke, she manipulated her fingers, causing a red, glowing cloud to appear in the air with images of her various lovers and her together appearing in it. They were memories. Very explicit memories. Clara showed herself going down on one woman, sixty-nining with another, fingering Mayor Whitby in her office while she ate out her intern. I found it unexpectedly erotic, being held in place and forced to watch such graphic images. I felt a little pang of warmth twitch in my loins, something I’d never felt before without a man being involved.

“Women being attracted to other women is sometimes seen as a relatively recent phenomenon, but I know different after all my experiences in a sleepy college town. Many girls don’t even realize they have lesbian tendencies until they get themselves in a situation where they’re free to explore. Take you for example, Caroline.”

“What? I’m not a lesbian. I’ve never even kissed another girl.”

“Ah, but that’s exactly my point. You claim you’re not attracted to other women and yet you chose to write your report on me, the lesbian witch. You must have some curiosities if you’re willing to go to the supposed house of the witch with a strange woman.”

“It’s the most well known local legend around here. That’s the only reason I picked it.”

“And you were willing to risk being mind-controlled into having lesbian sex all for an assignment? I don’t think so. Part of you wants to be seduced by me. The thought of it excites you. I saw your eyes widen when I showed you glimpses of my past trysts.”

“Fine, I admit I was… intrigued by them. Seeing women experiencing pleasure triggered some kind of sympathetic arousal in me. But I don’t want to have sex with you.”

“Then why haven’t you run?” Clara arched an eyebrow.

“What do you mean? You won’t let me. I’m pinned to the couch.”

“Caroline, you’ve not been under any spell since you sat down. You even put your hand to your mouth as you heard my story. You’ve been free to leave this whole time.”

The blood drained from my face as I realized she was right. I’d been able to move freely and yet sat there and entertained Clara’s arguments. Maybe she was right. Maybe I did choose the lesbian witch of Ravenswood as my subject in the hopes that I might get to experience the seduction myself.

As Clara had told me the story of her past, I didn’t run. As I sat there contemplating my own sexuality, I didn’t run. And as Clara placed one knee to either side of me on the couch, straddling me and bringing her face close to mine, I still didn’t run.

Instead, I tilted my head back and parted my mouth, meeting hers and pouting so that our lips pressed together in a soft, tender, erotic kiss. My stomach tightened into a knot as our mouths melded together, my brain swimming in endorphins as I gave in to the lesbian desires I’d been kidding myself about. Clara’s plump lips interlocked with mine, as she kissed me again and again, sucking on my bottom lip a little each time.

The most petite moan escaped my lips as I gave myself permission to enjoy the sensual kiss, closing my eyes and giving myself to the lesbian witch. She flicked her tongue across my mouth and I let her in. Our open mouths melded together as our tongues danced between them, stroking each other’s length and twirling around passionately as Clara returned my moan with one of her own.

The knot in my stomach twisted, causing a sharp pang of arousal emanating out from my pussy and a puff of air to blow out of my nose and onto Clara’s pale cheek. Kissing her felt so right. I knew then why I didn’t run. This was what I had secretly wanted to happen all along.

Clara’s nose pressed into my cheek as we made out, the gorgeous witch sliding further along my thighs so she could be closer to me, our breasts squishing against each other over our sweaters, her crotch warm against my stomach even over our layers of clothing. I had to touch more of her. My hands were inquisitive and I wanted to feel the female form with my newfound attraction.

I pushed back on the shoulders of her coat and Clara reached her arms back so that the garment slid off them and into a heap on the floor. She wrapped her arms around my neck while her tongue tickled my tonsils and I moved my hands to her lovely round breasts, cupping them over her sweater and gently squeezing. I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, what I was feeling was all Clara as I caressed and held her perky globes in my palms.

Clara huffed with pleasure at the feeling of having my hands touching one of her erogenous zones and in response she squeezed her ass muscles so that her groin ground a little harder into my tummy. “You can take it off if you like,” she broke the kiss temporarily to tell me with a soft, enticing voice before her lips sealed over mine once again.

I had to take her up on her offer. I had to see where this was leading, to see if I would like it as much as I thought I would. I pulled at the hem of her sweater and lifted it over her head, freeing her breasts and making her completely topless. Clara had to break the kiss again for me to take off her sweater, and before she could find my mouth again, mine found her milky white breasts.

I kissed and sucked at her soft, malleable flesh. Clara leaned back to allow me easier access, pushing her tits out and placing her hands on my upper arms as I tended to her. My hair brushed her pale, smooth skin as I moved from breast to breast, breathing in her feminine pheromones and gently swirling my tongue around her puffy pink nipples, making them stiffen to my touch. The lesbian witch breathed heavily into the cool air, gooseflesh breaking out across her chest while I made it glisten with my saliva. I was completely taken with playing with her breasts, and I enjoyed it far more than I ever thought I would, even more than I enjoyed having my own played with.

I saw the reddish glow around Clara’s hands in my peripheral vision, as they remained gently clutching my shoulders. I felt the hem of my own sweater being tugged by an unseen force, pulling up to expose my flat stomach but unable to go any higher in my position. I reluctantly pulled away from Clara’s perfect tits and raised my arms so that she could magically remove my sweater. It slid up my torso and outstretched arms and flew to the other side of the room while my bra magically unclasped itself before it shared the same fate.

Clara stole a glance at my naked chest before she lunged forward, kissing me deeply again with her voracious mouth. She pushed on my shoulders and shifted her body weight, forcing me to lay down with my head in the corner of the couch. Her lustful mouth made its way down to my neck, allowing me to moan freely into the cold air as she sucked and licked along the arch of it. Her smooth skin and soft lips felt so erotically fantastic against my neck, the lesbian witch taking her time to tease me and place gentle kisses everywhere I was sensitive, making my back arch each time she pressed her lips to me.

I let out staggered breaths while I watched through half-closed eyes as she made her way along my collarbone and down my sternum. The ends of her jet black hair preceded everywhere her mouth went, tickling the skin of my breasts as she made her way further south. She explored my twin peaks with the same hunger that I did hers, moaning gratefully as she kissed all over my chest.

My nipples ached with arousal before swelling with pleasure as she dipped her head down on each one, pursing her lips around both sensitive nubs and taking them into her warm, wet mouth. I pushed my head back into the corner of the couch and sighed, the knot in my stomach twisting further as my pussy thrummed with wanting. There was something so delicate about the way Clara made love to me, it made me feel so special.

“Oh, Clara,” I whimpered. “It’s cold.”

The seductive witch sat up, admiring my toplessness before making an elegant hand movement. The fireplace roared to life instantly, taking the cool out of the room and replacing it with it’s intense, burning warmth. My snatch could relate, as I looked up at the spectacular woman, over a hundred years old but not looking a day over twenty-two, seducing me into a lesbian experience without needing her magic powers to do so. I may not have been spellbound by her, but I sure felt like it.

Her dark hair hung over half of her face, and she peered at me seductively through it, wearing a wry smile as she lightly ran her nails down my bare stomach, making my abs tense with excitement as she neared my nether regions. I giggled girlishly as she slipped a finger underneath the waistline of my jeans and slid it along.

“Do you want me to go further?” she asked with her seductive voice, knowing full well what my answer would be.

“Fuck yes,” I breathed with uncontrollable lust, desperate to see just how good she could make me feel.

With deft hands, Clara the witch made short work of my jeans and zipper. She scooted back on the couch so that she could unzip and dispose of my boots while I pushed down on the waist of my pants and underwear. Once my shoes were gone, she took control of my remaining clothes and pulled them off me, leaving me completely nude on her couch.

She hooked one of my feet over the backrest of the couch, while my other rested comfortably on the floor, spreading myself for her and feeling an excited pulse of horniness shooting through me as I felt the warm air on my bare slit. Clara took a moment to admire my pussy, even her aroused glare making me feel light inside, twisting the knot in my stomach further. She ran her hands over my trimmed pubes and traced the pad of her thumb down my pink, causing me to shiver and inhale sharply from her touch.

Her wry grin spread into a gleeful smile as she relished the effect she was having on me, another young co-ed willingly giving themselves to her. Crouched at the other end of the couch, Clara lowered her head between my legs. At first I felt her hot breath on my cunt, her soft lips kissing around my inner thighs and vulva, her nose nuzzling my clit and breathing in my fragrance. Then I felt her warm, wet tongue licking through my moist slit, parting my labia as she made her way from my opening to my hood.

I shuddered in ecstasy at the feeling of the lesbian witch licking my most sensitive area. I put the tips of one my fingers in my mouth as my back arched and my tits pushed upward while I let out a groan of appreciation for the act.

“How’s it feel, Caroline?” she asked with a sultry voice from between my legs.

“Please, just do it again,” I whimpered in response, needing her mouth to be on my cunt.

The sexy witch granted my wish, and sealed her mouth over my desperate pussy before licking me again and again. I moaned and writhed in ecstasy on the couch as she ate me out more erotically than any man ever had. The knot in my stomach twisted and turned as she left no square millimetre of my sensitive pink unlicked.

The gentle flicker of the fire warmed my skin as I undulated with pleasure, grinding my mound against Clara’s nose as I sucked on my own finger, watching her jet black hair moving between my legs as I felt the weight of her head on my groin. The century old tongue that had devoured dozens of horny girls’ cunts now devoured mine, and I fucking loved it. Clara tugged on my lips with hers, delved into my channel and swirled her lubricated tongue around my clit.

Every time she found a particularly sensitive spot I would twitch and my moan would quiver, and she’d always return, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through me again and again. Her soft mouth and wicked tongue knew just what to do, knew just how to please me without making me cum too soon.

“Oh, fuck, Clara,” I mewled, basking in her practiced oral.

She giggled into my pussy in response, not wanting to let go of the mouthful of cunt she had. She brushed her long, black hair out of her eyes and watched the effect she was having on me while her mouth did what it did best.

She used two fingers to part my lips while her other hand pulled back on my hood, exposing my sensitive little pink pearl so that she could tease it salaciously. Clara’s perfect tongue swirled around it at first, moving inwards until she made tiny concentric circles with the tip of her tongue. My clit felt like it was vibrating with pleasure as I let out a sharp cry of ecstasy. I bit down on the tip of my finger while my other hand grabbed Clara’s wrist, squeezing it tightly as she flicked my engorged clit with her tongue.

I screamed again, louder and wilder, the knot in my stomach snapping and unleashing pulsating wave after wave of pleasure as orgasmic bliss flooded my body. “Ahhhhh! Fuck!” I wailed as my hips bucked and my mound knocked into Clara’s nose, her tongue ceaselessly working my clit as I came harder than I ever had before.

Sticky nectar seeped out of my gash as I quivered and spasmed on the couch. Clara the lesbian witch dove down to collect as much of the gooey cum as she could, moaning gratefully between my legs as she savored the taste of a young co-ed having her first orgasm given to her by another woman. The fire roared a little louder as I came, the two of us completely lost in each other and overwhelmed with passion for what we were doing.

Eventually, my cries died down and my hips stopped bucking wildly. My tensed body relaxed all at once and I went deadweight on the couch. The only sounds were of the once again gently flickering fire and the wet noises of the lesbian witch of Ravenswood calmly licking up the remainder of my cum before she gently kissed around my steaming snatch, occasionally causing me to twitch if she touched anywhere too sensitive.

She looked up at me from between my legs, the lower half of her face shimmering messily with my sex and grinning with satisfaction at the act I’d just allowed her to perform on me. I reached down and cupped her pretty face in my hands while I panted, stroking my thumb down her wet cheek as I admired the seductive witch. She’d just given me the best orgasm of my life, and I wanted to return the favor.

“How was that?” she asked, knowing the answer but wanting to hear me say it anyway.

“Life changing,” I responded earnestly. It seemed impossible at that moment to think about going back to men after how extraordinary Clara just made me feel.

Her grin grew a little wider and she stood up, slipping out of her shoes and unbuttoning her own jeans, the final remaining piece of clothing between the two of us. She peeled them down her lithe legs, unveiling a neatly trimmed delta of pubes that matched her jet black hair. They contrasted her milky white, untainted skin wonderfully, and I thought how beautiful and feminine she looked as she stepped out of her jeans.

I felt instantly reinvigorated seeing Clara naked, my hunger for her pussy growing unbearable as my own groin swirled with desire. I had to have her, to taste her, to please her. I leapt off the couch and wrapped my arms around the stunning Wiccan woman’s shoulders, closing my eyes and covering her mouth with mine while our bodies pressed together. She returned the gesture, wrapping her arms around my waist and running them down my back, sending a shiver up my spine as she traced a finger down it before cupping both of my butt cheeks.

I tasted myself on her lips, the tangy sweetness of my own pussy lingering on her as we embraced. Our breasts pushed against each other, our erect nipples poking into the tender flesh of the other, occasionally grazing each other as we moved. I’d never felt more turned on, more ecstatic to be having sex with someone. I knew at that moment that this wasn’t just a fling. I was a lesbian.

Clara wrapped one leg around my waist while we made out, and I grabbed her thigh, stroking her supple skin while we exchanged tongues. Then she wrapped her other leg around me, except I didn’t feel the weight of her at all. I opened my eyes and found that hers were glowing red. She was using her powers to levitate. Her legs shimmied up the sides of my body as she climbed me like a tree, dragging her boobs across my enthralled face until she wrapped her legs around my neck, completely weightless.

Her horny cunt was right in front of me. There was no escaping it even if I wanted to. Clara squeezed her thighs around my head and ground herself against my mouth, giving me my first taste of pussy. I parted my lips and poked out my tongue, ready and willing to accept her, and to experience my first time going down on a woman. Or rather, having her go up on me.

Clara moaned and tussled my hair as I licked her, pressing my nose into her pubes as my tongue explored her pink slit. I reached up and held her ass; not that I was doing any lifting; while I gorged myself on her creamy pussy. Her velvet lips felt heavenly on my tongue, her tart, feminine flavor assaulting my taste buds wonderfully. I joined her in moaning out of sheer delight at eating her out.

What I lacked in experience, I made up for in enthusiasm, and I sealed my mouth over her cunt while my tongue licked up and down through it, the ecstatic witch holding onto my head as she rode me, her heavy tits resting on my scalp. It was surely not the best oral she’d ever received, but she sure acted like it. She cried out with shrieks of pleasure as she enjoyed my first time lesbian mouth, her cloaking spell protecting her from being heard by any passersby.

“Yes, Caroline. Your mouth is so perfect,” she cooed. “It feels so good.”

I echoed her sentiment with a moan of appreciation for how much I was enjoying eating her pussy. The way her body twitched when I licked somewhere sensitive, the way her channel choked my tongue whenever I dipped inside of it, her vocal reactions to everything I did. It made me feel incredible as I let my face be ridden by the weightless witch for her sapphic pleasure.

Clara started grinding her gash against my face, moving up and down and spreading her sticky sweetness all around my mouth. I simply swirled my tongue and let her do the rest of the work, the century old lesbian knowing exactly what she liked. I moaned into her muff as I practically drowned myself in her sex, loving every second of the paranormal lesbian experience, it was so much better than I ever could have imagined.

There was a moment of stillness as Clara sucked in a deep breath of air, her body straightening, the fire dulling temporarily. The pause in pleasure was short lived, though, as the fire suddenly roared with greater intensity at the same time Clara screamed a cry of ecstasy from deep within her. Her body shuddered as she writhed up and down, letting out staggered moans of bliss as she painted my face with the cum that practically gushed out of her.

I pressed my tongue into the spasming channel of the orgasmic witch and let her juices slide down it and lubricate my vocal cords with her sweetness, my mouth sealing around her cunt and following it wherever it moved. Her vagina choked my tongue erotically, massaging it as she tugged on my hair and rode my mouth. Her tits bounced up and down on my head as she rode wave after wave of the wondrous climax, and I dug my nails into the flesh of her rump as she jerked and quivered around my head.

As Clara’s groans of elation lessened, so did her violent movements. She released my hair from the grip of her fists and I looked up at her, watching her tremendous tits heave as she purred towards the ceiling in satisfaction. As I withdrew my tongue from her opening, it made a lewd squelching noise and she twitched with hypersensitivity, emitting a single tortured yelp from my final moment of oral pleasure.

I let out a squeal of excited fright as I felt my feet be magically swept out from underneath me as Clara unwrapped her legs from around my head. I felt the sensation of falling as I floated into the air, my arms and legs instinctively flapping as if I could swim through the nothingness. I giggled as my body raised several feet off the ground, my hair dangling beneath my head as Clara manipulated me onto my back.

“That feels so weird!” I said, unable to stop giggling at the unusual experience.

“The levitating or the pussy eating?” Clara asked with a pleased grin on her face.

“Both,” I admitted as she placed her hands on my waist and leaned down to kiss me, our mouths both wearing the all naturale lipstick of each other’s sex.

“A good kind of weird?”

“Absolutely,” I nodded, completely taken with my lesbian lover and her fantastical powers.

The lesbian witch of Ravenswood slid a leg between mine as we embraced in midair, exchanging cum-coated tongues in the throes of lust. Her bare tits pressed into mine as I felt all of her warmth against me, and none of her weight. She broke the kiss and pressed her forehead against mine, her eyes glowing red from the use of her powers as I stared into them.

Clara pressed the top of her thigh against the backside of one of mine, forcing me to spread it so that she could slot herself in, her groin pressing into mine. I could feel our pubes rustling against each other as she started crunching her abdominals, grinding herself against me, her slippery cunt lips interlocking with mine. She started making soft sighs of pleasure as she scissored me, a sentiment I echoed, our hot, tart breaths blowing into each other’s faces.

She pushed herself off of me so that she could be upright, and I loved watching her stomach undulate as our pussies kissed. I mirrored her actions as best I could in my hovering position, our relentlessly horny clits finding each other and tweaking with our movements. Clara made hand movements in the hair, her fingers glowing red as she used more of her magic to pleasure me.

I felt myself being penetrated, even though there was nothing there. Our engorged nubs rubbed against each other while my channel was filled by an unseen force. It felt so real, like something was sliding in and out of my opening, pressing against my inner walls.

“Oh, fuck,” I cooed as I relished the clit on clit stimulation at the same time I was being fucked.

And I was being fucked. Of that I had no doubt. She may not have had a dick or a dildo, but Clara was fucking me with her witch powers. A sheen of sweat had broken out across both our bodies from a combination of the warm fireplace and the constant motion of the tribbing, glistening as we were connected by our cunts, grinding into each other with a carnal desire to be one.

I moaned and sighed, unable to peel my eyes away from the beautiful sight happening between our legs. Clara’s hand movements intensified, as did the invisible fucking. I could see my tummy bulging from where the head of the incorporeal cock was pressing into my walls. I could feel my lips gripping the intangible force as it slid in and out of me, filling me to the brim before emptying me completely. I was in heaven.

It was an intense, wet, shimmering, magical erotic experience like no other, and I felt sexier and more satisfied than I ever had. My brow was creased with pleasure, my eyes watering as I forced them to stay open, to see the heaving body of the lesbian witch. Clara seemed to be as elated as I was, as her groans became louder, her muscles tensing harder and harder as she ground herself into me. I found myself wondering if she too was being fucked while we scissored. I hoped so.

I grabbed her hips and pulled myself as hard as I could against her as my orgasm exploded inside me. I screamed out in ecstasy as my head tilted and my back arched, pushing my tits upwards as I looked at the room upside down, my hair hanging freely below me in the air. Clara started to cum too as she let out a high pitched cry of her own as our hips bucked against each other, the two of us jerking in midair as we shared our orgasm.

Cum spilled out of us, mixing together in a cocktail of lesbian passion that trickled down the insides of my thighs, down the cheeks of my tensed ass before dripping onto the hardwood floor several feet below us. My pussy ached with how good it felt, pulsating with pleasure as our clits vibrated against one another.

Clara’s eyes shone red with how brightly they glowed, her hair splaying out all around her like a halo as she peaked. It felt so impossibly good. I simply couldn’t go back to my old life after this. I wanted to experience it every day.

I regained control of my body as the orgasm waned, both Clara and I still spasming with aftershocks from the supernaturally enhanced simultaneous earthquake of a climax. Our pussies peeled away from each other as I felt myself being rotated and lowered to the ground. I collapsed into a heap on the floor, resting on my knees as I looked down at the hardwood, catatonic and unable to process a thought while my brain rebooted.

Clara floated down in front of me, landing gracefully on her feet. Despite her own orgasm no doubt being as intense as mine, she seemed more able to cope with it. Perhaps a hundred years of lesbian sex allowed you to become used to how good it felt. I only hoped I’d be able to find out.

She reached down and stroked my hair, before she placed a finger under my chin and tilted my head up. “See, I told you I had to show you the proof that those girls were never mind controlled,” she grinned, satisfied with the execution of her seductive plan.

“Mm,” I groaned as the corners of my mouth twitched into a temporary smile. I could hear her but I couldn’t talk.

“So what do you say, Caroline. Do you want to spend some more time with me?”

“Yes,” my one word response was all she was going to get from me, but it was resolute. I was nowhere near done exploring my lesbian inclinations.

“Good,” she grinned. “Because I’ve got plans for you. How do you feel about getting a little… kinkier?”

I could only moan and giggle appreciatively in response. I had a feeling I was in for a wild ride being the lover of the lesbian witch of Ravenswood, and I was ecstatic to have the ticket.

THE END


Subservient to the Gladiatrix

I could feel it building inside me. The heat. The passion. The energy, threatening to explode at any moment and send me into a dimension of total, unreserved bliss. I was right on the precipice and it was all thanks to my beautiful, enchanting witch domme, Clara.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” she hissed at me from behind while she sank her favorite strapped on toy deeper inside me, thrusting in and out.

“I’m trying, Mistress. You feel too good!” I cried out, my voice strained by the pleasure she was giving me. She raised a hand and spanked me hard on the ass, a red handprint burning into my pale flesh, before she grabbed hold of my hips again while she fucked me deep.

“You do not have my permission to cum. Do not disobey me,” she told me, her relentless fucking making it harder and harder to follow her command.

My arms were outstretched and held up in the air by no physical restraints, only magical ones Clara had conjured to hold me up. My feet shared the same fate, with my Wiccan domme using her powers to suspend me in mid-air while she had her way with me. I tried to be a good sub, to do as my mistress commanded, to stave off my orgasm as long as I could. But it couldn’t be helped.

I was floating in the air, my pussy being plundered by the sexy witch I was subservient to, my ass raw from spanking, my nipples being constantly tweaked by a spell Clara had cast. It was all just too overwhelmingly hot for me to handle. I screamed out in ecstasy as a toe-curling orgasm erupted inside me.

Clara pushed the thick dildo all the way in, filling up my channel completely while my pussy spasmed around it. Molten hot sex spilled out of me, seeping around the strap-on that filled my hole and dripping down onto the wooden floor of Clara’s living room. My whole body tensed as I wailed in pleasure, my back arching, my limbs pulling against the magical restraints that held them up.

As my orgasm subsided, Clara pulled out of me and with a wave of her hand, lifted the spell suspending me in midair. Suddenly, I was falling, and I put my arms and knees out instinctively to protect myself as I dropped the two feet onto the wooden floorboards. I curled up into the fetal position, my body twitching with aftershocks as I attempted to recover from the mind-bending climax.

“You disobeyed me,” Clara spat at me.

I looked up at her, standing tall above me with her hands on my hips, the big, black dildo protruding between her legs and dripping with my own juices. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I couldn’t help it. It just felt so good,” I pleaded with her.

“Are you truly subservient to me, Caroline?” she asked, her displeasure obvious.

“Yes, Mistress. I am. I’ll do anything you want me to.”

“Apparently not. If I tell you to get on your hands and knees and offer yourself to me, you do it. If I tell you to lay down on the floor and eat my ass, you do it. And if I tell you not to cum until you have my permission, you fucking do it!”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand. Please, I’ll do anything,” I begged for forgiveness.

“You say you will, but I’m not sure you’re truly prepared to mean it. You’ve been my sub for a month now, and this is hardly your first transgression. I’m not sure this is going to work.”

“No, please, Mistress Clara. This has been the best month of my life. I’ve never felt so good. I’ve never cum so many times. I want to remain subservient to you.”

“If you’re to remain living here as my sub, you’re going to have to be punished and learn your lesson,” the gorgeous, lesbian witch arched an eyebrow as she said it.

“Yes, Mistress. Punish me. I’ll do anything for forgiveness.”

“You’re going somewhere you will learn the true value of following orders,” she said with a coy smile.

With that, Clara started swirling her arms around in front of her, her hands surrounded by a glowing red aura. She closed her eyes and began whispering an incantation. Rings began glowing on the floorboards around me, rotating slowly with Wiccan symbols between them. My heart pounded in my chest as I witnessed the magic, having no idea what my domme was doing to me but accepting whatever my fate was as necessary. Clara’s eyes opened, a piercing red light emanating from them as she looked at me.

“Learn your lesson and you can return,” she said with a coy smile.

The circle of wooden floorboards within the rings glowed white, before I felt them disappear from underneath me. I gasped as I fell into the emptiness, looking up as my mistress and her house became smaller and smaller before vanishing altogether. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. I squealed as I felt the sensation of falling for the second time, tumbling through the vast white chasm.

My screaming stopped as I suddenly felt ground beneath me again, smacking against it harshly. It hurt, but I didn’t sustain any injuries. I winced as I breathed in a deep breath of air and opened my eyes, harsh sunlight forcing them to squint.

Gradually, they adjusted to the bright surroundings as sound faded in. All I could hear was the thunderous roar of a crowd cheering. It was so loud it was almost deafening. I realized what I was laying on was dirt, and I got to my hands and knees as I blew my hair out of my face, sand falling off of it.

“Where the hell am I?” I asked myself as I looked around. I was surrounded by dirt, and further away were thousands of people in stands, some dressed in togas, others wearing nothing but rags, all cheering and screaming. I was in an arena of some sort.

That was when I heard it. The powerful, deep roar of an animal. My veins turned to ice and I tasted metal in my mouth as I went into panic mode, searching my surroundings for the source of the blood curdling roar. When I found it, it was of no comfort.

A fully grown lion was stalking me from about ten yards away, baring his teeth as he snarled, his predatory eyes staring straight into me. Was this Clara’s idea of punishment? To be a lion’s lunch?

The animal launched itself, breaking into a sprint as it’s heavy paws kicked up dirt with every thud they made. I scampered back along the ground, naked and completely helpless. The lion pounced, leaping into the air as it crossed the final distance between us. I squeezed my eyes shut and prepared to meet my maker.

But the jaws of the predator never came. I heard a dull thud before the anticlimax of continuing to live, unharmed. I peeled my eyes open to see something truly spectacular.

A powerful, six foot tall muscular blonde woman in gladiator garb was tackling the lion to the ground. She was showing a lot of skin, wearing a brown leather top, really only serving as a bra for her buxom breasts, with no straps and showing all of her taut stomach. She had a leather belt around her waist with a piece of cloth dangling between her legs at the front with a separate piece at the back, displaying her long, toned legs while concealing her most private areas. The most covered part of her was her head, with her gladiator’s helmet protecting her face, her golden blonde hair spilling out behind it. She was completely stunning and beautiful with her powerful and imposing physique.

With a mighty thump, the lion fell down onto its side, trying to swipe at the specimen of a woman with its giant paw. She deflected the blow and straight up punched the lion square in the face with a powerful fist of her own, knocking the lion’s head back into the ground while it winced in pain.

I sat there on the hot sand, mouth open and in complete awe at what I was witnessing. The gladiatrix and lion traded a couple more blows before the dazed animal tried to get to its feet. As it did so, the muscular woman drew her sword from its sheath and plunged the weapon into the lion’s shoulder, causing it to roar in pain. The roar was cut short as the gladiatrix pulled her sword out of the animal before swinging it around, slicing through the flesh of the predator and beheading it.

The now two pieces of lion crumbled to the ground and the crowd cheered uproariously. They all seemed to be chanting one word, ‘Mevia’. The gladiatrix pulled her helmet off and let it fall to the ground, revealing her sharp, steely face, not showing even a hint of joy at her victory. She lifted her bloodied sword into the air and faced the crowd, basking in their revels.

“Woah,” I breathed as I watched my fantastic savior turning, looking out at all of the crowd, her abdominal muscles clearly visible in the sunlight, her muscular figure tensed. She was absolutely gorgeous and strong and captivating. The sight of her mixed with the adrenaline coursing through me made my pussy swirl with horniness after the near death experience of almost being eaten by a fucking lion.

The gladiatrix faced me, turning my veins almost as cold as the lion did with her steely, unimpressed gaze. She walked over to me and reached out with a hand. I thought it was a friendly one, that she was offering to help me off the hot ground. I was wrong. As I reached up to take her hand, she instead grabbed my wrist and yanked me off the floor with an impressively strong pull.

I stumbled to my feet and she began walking, pulling me along with her. I struggled to keep up with the long, purposeful strides of the six foot tall woman, and I hurried along at pace behind her, knowing that if I lost my feet she would certainly just drag be along in the dirt.

“Mevia! Mevia!” The crowd never stopped their cheering as we walked towards a steel gate that lifted into the roof as we approached it.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked in desperation, needing to lift the veil on confusion that had been put on me by my Wiccan mistress. The woman I presumed to be called Mevia didn’t answer. She just pulled my naked body through the archway and out of the hot sun.

I had no choice but to let myself be pulled along behind her as she led me through an elaborate network of tunnels. There was no way I could break free of her strong grip, and even if I could, I certainly didn’t stand a chance against her physically. Whether I liked it or not, she was superior to me. So I stumbled along behind her obediently, a little frightened but mostly curious as to where I was being led.

We took turn after turn, walking past battle hardened gladiator men as they sharpened their weapons and prepared themselves for the upcoming fights. They all stopped what they were doing to stare at the naked pale girl being pulled along past them, gawking at my hairless pussy and the pentagram tattoo around my belly button. Mevia tugged on my arm and led me through a heavy door.

What was on the other side was a veritable paradise compared to the cold, smelly hallways we’d just walked through. It was a giant room, bathed in sunlight streaming in from the roof. There was a giant throne against one of the walls, a bed to one side and a sunken bath in the floor. Two big columns held up the roof and the floor was made out of a beautiful, mosaic patterned marble.

What caught my eye more than the luxurious room though, were those populating it. Half a dozen gorgeous women in togas, if they could even be called that, all scurried around the place performing their duties. Their white robes showed more skin than they covered. Some of the women would disappear into another, smaller door off to the side with empty jugs while others walked into the room, carrying jugs filled with warm water over to the bath, filling up the huge, steaming hole in the ground.

The gladiatrix released my wrist and made her way over to a cabinet filled with weapons. She unstrapped her gauntlet armor and handed her bloodied sword to one of the servant girls who wordlessly rushed over to her. The scantily toga clad woman scurried off with the sword in hand and disappeared into the small door off to the side.

“Where are we?” I worked up the courage to ask as I rubbed some feeling back into my wrist. I should have felt scared and uncomfortable being naked in a strange place and surrounded by unknown women. But I didn’t. None of them seemed particularly interested in me. The fact that I was nude did not garner the same attention that it did with the men in the tunnels.

“You’re in my quarters,” the six foot tall, imposing woman said as she turned from her armory to face me.

“And where’s that?” I asked, my confusion outweighing how intimidated I was by her.

“It’s a part of the Colosseum reserved for me and my servants.”

“The Colosseum!?” my eyes went wide. “In Rome?”

“Where else?” she arched an eyebrow at me. “Who are you? Where did you come from?”

“I’m Caroline. I came from… a place far, far away from here,” I blurted out, her answers not doing anything to lift my confusion. “Who are you?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I knew her name.

“I am Mevia, gladiatrix of the Gods, warrior woman of Rome,” she announced triumphantly, her voice as powerful as her body as it boomed around the opulent room.

Clara had used her magic to send me back in time to ancient Rome, only for me to be rescued by this tall, strong, gorgeous gladiatrix. I couldn’t figure out what the lesson I was meant to be learning was. Was she trying to scare me by having me almost mauled by a lion? Embarrass me by leaving me naked in front of thousands of cheering Romans?

“Who are all these other women?” I asked, not sure what else to say.

“They are my concubines,” Mevia said. “Some I conquered in battle, others are gifts to me from the emperor. They are my rewards for my glorious victories, doing my bidding and keeping me satisfied, and you are the newest addition.”

“Me? No, I-”

“Silence!” her voice boomed again and instantly made me mute. “I have saved your life, Caroline. You are obliged to serve me however I see fit.”

I had no response. There wasn’t anything I could say. But it was starting to make sense why Clara chose to send me here. Serving Mevia was all part of her plan, the lesson I had to learn was how to truly be submissive by giving myself to the most alpha, dominant woman imaginable. I felt a pang of arousal stir in my loins as I imagined being with Mevia, having her strong, muscular arms around me, her huge tits smothering my face while she easily pinned me to her bed.

One of the servant girls poured the last jug of hot water into the bath. A few others silently made their way over to Mevia and began untying the laces of her brown leather top. Their obedient hands made quick work of the lace, and Mevia just stood there as they peeled away the leather, her voluptuous breasts freed and on display. My eyes boggled at the sight of her glorious chest. Her tits were so big and round, with puffy pink nipples adorning them just begging to be sucked.

Two other concubines unstrapped the sheath for Mevia’s sword from her hip before pulling down on her belt, taking the dangling pieces of cloth with it. Mevia stepped out of it before looking directly at me, standing there as naked as I was with an expression on her face as if to say ‘Impressed?’

And I was impressed. She was absolutely, jaw-droppingly sexy as all fuck. Everything about her was big and imposing. She was so tall, with tantalizing curves, a muscular physique while still looking enticingly feminine. Her bronze skin shimmered with the layer of sweat worked up from her battle. Her golden blonde hair dangled around her shoulders and her furry pussy caught my eye between her thick thighs. Mevia looked all powerful and commanding, and it stirred the warmth in my groin fantastically, causing me to mouth the words ‘Oh my god,’ to myself.

Confidence radiated off her as she walked past me, an ever so slight grin noticeable in the corner of her lips as she relished the expression on my face. She brushed against my shoulder and I got a whiff of her intoxicating pheromones, which billowed off her after battle. My gaze followed her, staring at her plump, sculpted butt as it creased against the backs of her thighs with each step, two perfect dimples adorning each cheek.

She made her way over to the bath, dipping a foot below the surface and walking down the steps into the warm, steaming water. The bath was long and deep, and even with Mevia standing at full height, the water only just came up to her belly button. The gladiatrix waded through the pool to the other side, where two of her concubines had gathered.

Her gorgeous servant girls set to work immediately, dipping sponges into the warm water and washing the dominant warrior they answered to. Mevia closed her eyes and tilted her head back as she enjoyed the hands of her maids running down the lengths of her arms, over her round tits, the gentle splashing of water as they performed their duties. She spread her arms along the edge of the bath and let her muscular legs float beneath her, the ends of her pubes just breaching the surface tension of the water.

“Well, what are you waiting for, Caroline? Join me,” she opened one eye and looked at me out of the corner of it as she gave me my instruction.

The natural submissive in me practically squealed with glee at being told what to do by such a formidable woman. This was why I’d been sent to Mevia, to submit to her and let her do whatever she wanted to my supple, willing body. Until such a time as Clara saw fit to return me to the present, Mevia was my mistress.

Mevia closed her eye, not bothering to watch me walk over to the steps of the bath. She was relaxed and enjoying the hands of her pretty young concubines, her newest was of no concern to her. I descended the stairs into the warm water and submerged myself, letting the cleansing pool wash away the dirt and sweat on my naked body from the battleground of the Colosseum. I breached the surface and ran my hands through my wet hair, slicking it back as I opened my eyes and saw the floating legs of the stunning woman in front of me.

“As my newest servant, you have the honor of washing my cunt,” Mevia informed me. “Cassia, hand her a sponge.”

One of the women bathing the gladiatrix’s breasts and neck handed me her sponge, and I took it, ready to obey. I dipped it into the hot water and Mevia parted her floating legs for me, not once opening her eyes. I moved in between them and ran the sponge up the length of one of her muscular thighs. Mevia exhaled slowly as I touched her bush with the sponge-, and down the length of her slit, gently scrubbing the nether regions of the beautiful warrior.

My whole body tingled with delight as I helped bathe Mevia’s dominant body. Cassia and the other woman, both equally pretty, ran their wet hands over Mevia’s large breasts, gently splashing water onto them before slowly circling the impressive globes. It felt incredible to be submissive to her, like it was my rightful place. My pussy purred in the warm water while I sponged down her rippling body. Being just a small part of a group dedicated to serving this glorious woman, one who seemed completely disinterested in us, aroused me like nothing else. I hoped that I would soon get to taste the gladiatrix, to have her thick thighs crush my head.

“Put the sponge away and use your hands,” Mevia instructed softly but firmly, sending another thrill straight to my clit.

Of course, I did what I was told and set the sponge down to the side of the bath before brushing my hands all over her private area. I felt the fibres of muscle in her toned thighs, gently palpating them as I washed them, basking in their power. My hands waded through the water and up to her pretty, pink slit. I felt her wet bush in my palm and then moved south, tracing the pad of my thumb between her lips and discovering that Mevia’s snatch was wet in more ways than one. Mevia let out the softest of moans as I felt her cunt, the first acknowledgement that she was actually enjoying having me tend to her.

Drops of water clung to her carpeted mons as it hovered above the water line, my inquisitive and obedient hand just below it, stroking the velvety pink lips of the gladiatrix, cleaning her most private of areas. She just rested and enjoyed the subservient hands of her concubines, kneading her flesh and washing away her day's work. I could feel her gradually becoming wetter as I slid my thumb up and down through her slit, massaging her pink gently, my movements causing the water to lap against her wide hips and pubic bone.

“Caroline, it’s time for you to prove your devotion to me,” Mevia said, opening her eyes and lowering her body from the surface. Her shoulders flexed as she easily hoisted herself out of the water, sitting on the edge and spreading herself, inviting me to come closer.

Perhaps it was because she saved my life, perhaps it was because she was intimidatingly powerful, perhaps it was just my naturally submissive nature, but I was devoted to her. I wanted to please this woman in every way I knew how. My mouth and my hands would work tirelessly to follow any command she gave me. I was hers, and it made me feel good.

The water rippled around my breasts as I pushed myself through it, making my way over to the fit woman sitting on the edge. Her concubines pawed at her thighs and abs from either side of her, watching me submit myself to their mistress with great intrigue, seemingly getting off on having me join their ranks. I arrived at the edge and lowered myself into the water so that I was at head height with Mevia’s literally steaming cunt. I looked up at her, my lips parted, my mind willing, my eyes meeting her steely gaze as she awaited my mouth.

Cassia and the other servant each placed a hand behind my hand and they simultaneously pulled me into the pussy of their mistress. My lips touched Mevia’s and I did what I was made for, eating the pussy of my sexual superior. I dragged my tongue between her labia, feeling the pit of her hole at the base of her slit and licking through to her clit. Mevia’s abs tensed as I made contact with her sensitive button, letting out an almost imperceptible moan of pleasure.

Her pubes tickled my nose as I ground my face between her legs, lapping at her delicious pussy while I enjoyed her flavor and basked in the submissive act. The two servants to either side of her kissed around her collarbone and heavy tits, each of their hands still firmly entwined with my wet hair, not allowing my head to pull away from Mevia’s snatch.

“That feels most excellent,” Mevia cooed as she watched me devour her through half closed eyes.

She probably thought this was my first time eating pussy, but it was far from it. I enthusiastically licked her cunt, dipping my tongue into her channel and flicking it against her inner walls, before dragging it through her slit and circling her engorged pearl. Her stickiness coated my lips and chin as I moaned into her crotch with appreciation for her power and femininity.

I used my whole body to push my head up and down between her legs, the wet sounds of my tongue in her cunt mixing with those of the water lapping against the sides of the bath. Cassia and her friend each took one of their mistress’ nipples into their mouths, tweaking the matching nubs and succulently kissing them.

Mevia started to moan louder, enjoying the triangle of lesbian submission she’d created for herself. Her abs would twitch and her boobs would jiggle whenever I pulled her clit to its limit before letting it rebound into place. She draped her legs over my shoulders and I felt the warmth of her muscular thighs against my ears, just like I’d wanted. My own pussy was on fire as endorphins flowed freely through my body, a wonderful feeling I only experienced when submitting myself to someone powerful.

Other servants gathered around the bath and watched on silently, enjoying the show being put on for them as their mistress was pleased by their newest member. I loved having the audience almost as much as I loved eating Mevia’s tangy pussy, her wet fur pressing into my face as I lavished her cunt with my willing tongue.

The gorgeous warrior woman came, letting out a mighty roar that echoed around her quarters as she threw her head back and clamped her thighs shut around my head. I felt the terrific pressure of her muscular thighs pressing against my head. I wagged my tongue between her lips, trying to collect as much of her delicious nectar as I could while my head was pinned in place by her vice grip. Her abs and arms tensed as she arched her back, her wet skin glistening in the sunlight pouring in from above.

Cassia and her counterpart never stopped tending to Mevia’s tits while she came, sucking her stiff nipples into their mouths while she trembled between them. There was a soft murmur around the room from the audience who watched on with glee, loving seeing their mistress experience such pleasure from the newest mouth among them. I struggled to breathe as Mevia held me so tightly between her legs, her concubines forcing my head so hard against her twat. Being deprived of oxygen only served to heighten my own arousal though as my face was used for the pleasure of this deserving gladiatrix.

Just when I thought I’d either pass out from asphyxiation or have my skull crushed, Mevia’s impressive body untensed. Cassia and her friend released her tits from their mouths and started placing gentle kisses all over her shoulders and neck, finally releasing my head from their grip as they did so. Mevia combed her fingers through my hair and pulled me away from her pussy, taking a moment to admire my subservient face, painted with her cum while she recovered from the orgasm I’d given her. I looked up at her, breathing deeply through my open mouth, shimmering with her sex and desperate to please her however she wanted me to.

Her tits heaved and her taut stomach moved in and out with her diaphragm as she breathed heavily, her orgasm apparently just as much work as slaying a lion. She brushed her two servants off her with a casual hand before standing up at the edge of the bath, water dripping off her. She bent over and grabbed me by my underarms, before effortlessly pulling me out of the bath like I was as light as a pool toy.

Being picked up by my mistress turned me on like nothing else. She was so strong, so powerful. She so easily lifted me and placed me down on the floor next to her, water streaming off my wet body as she looked down at me with a satisfied expression. I was in total awe of her.

Concubines hurried over to us without a command necessary, towels in their hands. Several of them patted us dry, the hands of the strangers not too shy to touch my breasts, or go between my legs, or into the crack of my ass while they toweled me off. I just stood there, being bumped this way and that by the obedient hands of the girls as they did their mistress’ bidding.

“You have a wicked tongue,” Mevia mused as we were dried.

“Where I’m from… it gets a lot of use,” I replied with a smirk, thinking of all the dirty things Clara made me do with it. “I didn’t think they had lesbians in ancient Rome.”

“Ancient Rome?” Mevia arched an eyebrow at my word choice.

“Uh, I mean Rome,” I poorly tried to cover, thinking I’d do well not to get into the specifics of witchcraft and time travel.

Thankfully, Mevia didn’t seem too interested in questioning why a strange, naked, pale girl with a pentagram tattoo had appeared out of nowhere on her battlefield. She was more concerned with how to use me for her own pleasure than explanations. “You know, Caroline. Aelia is my favorite servant, but she may have a challenger if you continue to impress,” she said, her praise making my heart sing in a way only a lesbian domme could. “I would like to introduce you to her. Come.”

Still completely naked, Mevia began walking, her servants making way for her as she did so. She crossed the marble floor and over to a grand chair against a wall, her throne. Mevia might not have been royalty, but in these chambers, she was the highest power these women answered to. I followed her, stopping a few feet short of the chair and awaiting orders.

The gladiatrix took her place on the throne and clapped her hands twice, “Aelia, come forward!”

One of the toga wearing women stepped forward from the group, walking over to her mistress across the room. Aelia was stunning. Her figure was thin and slight as the tall woman seemingly glided over to her domme. Her strawberry blonde hair was worn up in a braid that wrapped around her head like a crown. Her long, lithe legs appeared and disappeared from slits in her toga as she moved gracefully. She spun around and took her place in the lap of the naked warrior woman, and Mevia brushed a loose strand of hair over her ear, while she wrapped a powerful arm around her waist, admiring her favorite pet.

“Aelia, what do you think of our new friend?” Mevia asked her servant.

“She’s very… interesting,” Aelia’s eyes narrowed as she made her assessment of me, having permission to speak.

“Where do you think she came from?”

“I think the Gods sent her to you as a reward for the many victories you have had in their honor, my warrior mistress,” Aelia spoke with a wet voice, relishing being in Mevia’s strong arms.

“Hmm, I think you are right, my sweet Aelia. The Gods have judged me rightfully and bestowed upon me a lesbian prize to do with what I wish,” Mevia smiled as she caressed Aelia’s breasts over her toga. “I would like to see young Caroline pleasing you. Is that something you would like?”

“I serve at your mercy, my warrior mistress. My body is yours to do with as you please, as is Caroline’s.”

My pussy was on fire as I watched the exchange. Seeing the submissive Aelia in the lap of the mighty Mevia, obediently pledging her body to her mistress. This woman had her harem completely bent to her will. They submitted themselves so wholly to her, and it was beautiful and arousing and natural. I wanted to serve at Mevia’s mercy too. I would put my mouth wherever she told me to.

“Well, Caroline,” Mevia flashed a wicked grin at me as she pulled the toga of the sub in her lap to the side, exposing Aelia’s inviting pussy to me, already shimmering with horniness after seeing my dutiful mouth in the bath. “Come and meet Aelia.”

With Mevia’s cum still dripping off my chin, I suppressed a smile and stepped forward, dropping to my hands and knees in front of the two women on the throne. I wasted no time teasing the supple blonde in Mevia’s arms, she was already wet and willing, so I gave her my devoted mouth immediately.

Aelia tensed in Mevia’s lap the moment I made contact with her subjugated cunt. She inhaled sharply and grabbed hold of her mistress’ knees. Mevia watched on with delight as her newest acquisition pleased her favorite pet. I nibbled at Aelia’s clit, sucking the tiny nub into my mouth and rolling it around with my tongue. Aelia had a furry crotch the same as Mevia, and her hairs tickled my face as I tenderly ate her out.

“Does that feel good, my sweet?” Mevia whispered into Aelia’s ear while her hand disappeared beneath her toga, playing with her breasts.

“Mhmm,” Aelia moaned as she bit her bottom lip in response, her fingernails digging into Mevia’s knees.

“I think Caroline will make a fine addition to my collection of subservient women, don’t you?”

“Yes, my warrior mistress,” Aelia responded between moans as I sent bolts of pleasure shooting through her with my practiced oral.

Aelia tasted sweeter than her mistress, but she was no less juicy. Her pussy seeped cum as I explored it with my eager mouth, gratefully lapping up her honey as it mixed with Mevia’s in the back of my throat. The crowd of concubines watched on again, my shaved snatch and little asshole pointed towards them while I devoured one of their own. I wished for Mevia to instruct one of them to crawl behind me and eat me out, my creamy pussy was begging for it. But the order never came, Mevia was too infatuated with what was happening in her lap to care about me, as was her right.

Aelia writhed around as she moaned, her perky breasts being played with while her pussy was eaten out by a pale stranger. Her orgasm was building fast, I could tell. Apparently, so could Mevia because she withdrew her hand from underneath her toga and lifted both of Aelia’s spread legs into the air. She used one toned arm to cross the subservient blonde’s thin legs underneath her knees, holding her legs in place while her other hand snaked between them.

Mevia pushed down on my head and I let my tongue be dragged south, the underside of my organ trailing through Aelia’s pink and down to her asshole. The warrior mistress began rubbing her horny servant’s clit while I rimmed her, buttering her ass with saliva before circling her tiny crater with the tip of my tongue.

Aelia whimpered loudly and relentlessly in pleasure as I ate her ass, the dominant hand of her mistress fingering her pussy. I pushed my tongue against her puckered knot over and over, the lewd squelching of eating ass joining the chorus of Mevia’s vigorous rubbing and Aelia’s cries of bliss. The crowd watched on in excited silence as one of their own was given such spectacular treatment, and at the mouth of their freshest member.

The delicate blonde concubine wailed in ecstasy as she climaxed, her thin body shuddering in the strong arms of her mistress. Her butthole spasmed beneath my tongue, quivering as it winked over and over again, sucking in parts of me like a suction cup before releasing. A spray of cum burst out of her and Mevia’s furious fingering flicked it all over my hairline, making my still wet hair even wetter. It felt so deliciously depraved having my tongue in her ass while she came all over me, Mevia had me completely in my place, below her and willing to do whatever lewd act she desired.

As the concubine’s orgasm subsided her body went limp in Mevia’s arms, while she sucked in deep breaths of air. Mevia pushed back on my chest with a foot, making me sit back on my heels and admire my handiwork. Drops of Aelia’s cum trickled down the ridges of my face as I stared at her spent pussy and glistening ass, her pubes sticky with her own fragrant cum. It was a beautiful sight, and only served to make me even hornier. If my mistress didn’t let me cum soon I was going to explode.

Mevia stood up, cradling her favorite submissive servant in her arms as she walked over to the bed, easily carrying the thin lesbian. She lay Aelia down gently and gave her a kiss on the head, the recovering blonde sporadically twitching and yelping as waves of her orgasm still flowed through her. As Mevia was seeing to her, a familiar circle glowed on the floor in front of me, with Wiccan symbols around it as it glowed and rotated out of view of the gladiatrix.

Just as Mevia was turning around, the glowing stopped and what was left in its place was a familiar present from my witch domme. Sitting on the mosaic, marbled floor, was Clara’s favorite black strap-on dildo. Mevia noticed it immediately, and my pussy throbbed at the thought of her using it on me, my nipples aching with desperation to flicked, my flesh on fire with horniness.

Mevia looked at it curiously. “What is that?” she asked, obviously never having seen a sex toy before. An intrigued murmur moved through the handful of concubines at the sudden appearance of such a strange object.

“It’s something we use a lot where I’m from,” I said to her, earning a blank stare from the warrior and a perturbed silence from the others. “It’s a gift from the Gods,” I offered, the servants all suddenly understanding.

“What do you do with it?” Mevia asked.

“You tie the straps around your legs, and use it to fuck other women,” I explained the concept to her.

“It is like a man’s penis?”

“Kind of, except it’s better because it’s on a woman.”

“But I like women. I do not care for men or their ugly flesh dangling between their legs. Why would I want to wield one?”

“Well, because even if you like women, it still feels great to have something inside you. And the wearer gets to feel powerful and dominating.”

“I’m already powerful and dominating.”

“That’s true,” I looked up and down Mevia’s spectacular, imposing figure. “But you get to experience what it’s like to thrust inside a woman, to really, truly, properly fuck her.”

“Hmm,” Mevia touched her chin as she stared at the toy on the floor. The thought of her using it on me made my pussy so wet I was worried I’d slip over on the marble floor when I got up. The gladiatrix was very intrigued by the prospect of wearing a pretend penis and fucking someone with it. It must have seemed like a novel idea to her, but I was sure she’d enjoy it.

She wandered over to the strap-on and picked it up, inspecting it while she made up her mind. “How do I put it on?” she asked, sending a pulse of excitement surging through me.

I leapt to my feet and hurried over to her, dropping back down to my knees in front of her and holding out my hands in offering of my assistance. “May I?”

Mevia placed the familiar, thick toy in my hands and I positioned it against her pelvis, threading the straps beneath her legs and around her waist and tying them tightly. Mevia’s lush pubes curled around the sides of the base plate, and she looked positively hot as hell wearing the fake prick.

“How does it feel, my warrior mistress?” I asked her, looking up at her from the floor with glee, praying that she would reward my efforts by using it to fuck me raw.

“It feels… interesting,” she replied, stroking the length of the shaft curiously. “You say I will enjoy putting inside my concubines, despite the fact that I would receive no physical pleasure from the act?”

“Oh, yes, mistress Mevia. You would receive such mental pleasure from fucking one of your servants’ pussies with it.”

“Are you volunteering?” she arched an eyebrow as she looked down at me.

“Of course, my mistress. Whatever you desire. My body is yours to do with whatever you see fit. My mouth is yours to enjoy. My holes are yours to use,” I said, loving being truly submitted to the powerful woman, praying that she’d accept my loyal offer.

“Turn around and bend over,” she said with her lips curling into a wicked smile.

I beamed back at her, overwhelmingly excited to bend to her will and finally be fucked. Like the loyal little submissive slut that I was, I spun on my knees and leant forward onto my forearms, presenting Mevia with my ass, awaiting her power. A drop of cum stretched down from my clit, before it snapped and fell to the floor, my creamy pussy just begging for her to enter me.

Mevia got onto her knees behind me, and I felt one of her strong hands grab me by the hip, while her other guided the head of the dildo through soaking wet cunt lips. I couldn’t wait for this commanding gladiatrix to plunder my pretty, clean shaven pussy, and I rocked back slightly onto the strap-on, desperate for it to be inside of me.

“Not yet!” Mevia slapped my ass, a whole hell of a lot harder than Clara ever had. I yelped in pain but loved it, the warm glow of her handprint on my rump burning erotically. I learnt my lesson and didn’t push myself back any further, instead I waited patiently for my domme to be ready to penetrate me.

I felt so desperate, so turned on, so ready to be dominated by this glorious warrior woman. I turned my head to look at the handful of concubines, all watching me with aroused expressions of their own on their faces, loving seeing me give myself to their mistress. I sucked in a breath of air through clenched teeth and found it within myself not to rock back on the dildo and fill myself up.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait much longer for my sexual needs to be gratified. Mevia speared me with the thick strap-on, my hole stretching around its girth to accommodate it. My brow creased and I let out a pained sigh that was a mixture of satisfaction and hurt from the big black dildo being rammed into my tight pussy.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” I breathed as I felt full, the silicone dick pressing against my inner walls as Mevia sank it in all the way to the hilt.

She grabbed hold of my hips and pulled back on me, my tiny, weak body unable to match her strength, not that I wanted to. The curve of my ass melded perfectly with the crease of her body. I was putty in her hands, and I fucking loved it. She pushed me almost all the way off the dick before plunging it deep into me again, the silicone sliding against the muscles of my slick hole. It felt so good.

“That feels incredible,” I said as a shiver ran up my spine, causing my stomach to temporarily tense.

Mevia started working up a rhythm, sliding the dildo in and out of me with increasing speed as the erotically painful stretch of my pussy gave way to only pleasure. My cunt lubricated the dildo with my juices and it pumped into me easily with Mevia’s hard, rough movements.

“This does feel very dominating,” Mevia said from behind me, starting to enjoy her first time using a strap-on.

The other concubines watched on from the sidelines, all excited at the new way their mistress pleasured one of them. I just stayed where I was, letting Mevia fuck me hard, each powerful thrust making her rock hard stomach slap against my ass, and my tits jiggle beneath me, sending a pulse of pleasure through my entire body. I moaned onto the marble floor as I rested my head in my forearms, letting my submissive body be used and filled by the gladiatrix.

The jagged rocking motion of my body being pulled and pushed along the length of the dildo, my ass glowing with pain still from the spank, my pussy being repeatedly filled and emptied by the long, thick black strap-on, it all proved too much as my dam broke and ecstasy washed throughout my body. I lifted my head off the floor and screamed out in pleasure as my pussy massaged the dildo inside it, cum leaking out of me and dripping down onto the marble. Mevia pushed in the entire length of the toy and held it inside me while I came, my ass rippling as I violently shuddered on the floor.

Just as my climax reached its peak, I went to collapse forward, sliding the dildo out of me so that I could recover on the floor. But Mevia didn’t let me, holding onto my hips and pulling me back onto the pretend penis while I spasmed uncontrollably.

“Ahhhh. Fucking hell!” I wailed at the top of my lungs as another impossible wave of bliss surged through my body.

Mevia apparently didn’t believe in a refractory period as she started piston-fucking me again. My still spasming, dripping wet hole was penetrated over and over as she fucked me hard and deep. She reached underneath my trembling torso and picked me up off the floor, ceaselessly pumping my pussy while she wrapped her muscular arms around me, dwarfing me with her power. I was a tiny, pale little fuckdoll in her arms and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as she grabbed my tits and tweaked my nipples.

My voice failed me, my brain unable to process thoughts anymore. I just allowed myself to be fucked, making a tiny little groan each time she thrust into me. My tiny, submissive body twitched in her arms as she kissed my shoulders and abused my nipples. I felt like I was in another realm of existence being doggy-fucked by this dominant gladiatrix, one where only pleasure could be felt.

The position made the head of the fake cock rub against my g-spot, and I felt my skin bulging around my pubis each time she entered me all the way. I was helpless to stave off another orgasm, and I leant my head back on her broad shoulder as I screamed my head off again, forced to cum for my warrior mistress.

I didn’t think I could take any more. But I was going to have to. “I’m not done with you yet,” an impassioned Mevia stated after my second orgasm wound down. The woman was insatiable, and she was loving using the strap-on on my horny, subservient snatch.

She held me by the wrists as my arms outstretched behind me, my upper half suspended in mid-air as she kept fucking me. She ordered Cassia over to us, and I was made to eat her out while Mevia made me cum again and again, the loyal concubine joining me in my elation as I devoured her pussy while her friend’s juices dribbled down my face.

Mevia hooked a thumb into my ass and my tiny ring spasmed around it after I’d lost count of the amount of orgasms I’d had. She popped it out and finally let me collapse, resting my head in the mess of Cassia’s toga as she stroked my hair. My pussy and ass felt numb, my eyes were wide as I sucked in deep breaths of air, my mind totally blank, unable to form a coherent thought.

Mevia unstrapped the toy from herself and picked my catatonic body off the floor. I felt like a child in her arms, like I’d fallen asleep on the car ride home and was being taken to bed. She cradled me as she stepped back into the warm bath, a few of her concubines joining us while the others gathered around the edge.

They bathed me, their loving hands washing the cum, sweat and saliva off my body, tending to my raw pussy and ass. Their gentle hands smoothed over my breasts, my nipples red and sore from Mevia’s rough play. I just floated there wordlessly and let them take care of me.

I closed my eyes as I smiled with satisfaction, glad that I had submitted fully to Mevia and allowed her to have her way with me. Having a lesbian domme use my tiny, obedient body made me feel better than anything else in the world. Just as I closed my eyes and thought about how content I was to serve, I felt a weird light sensation inside me. It was as if I was floating on more than just the water of the bath.

I opened my eyes and took in my surroundings. The familiar wooden floorboards, the gothic decor of the Victorian house, the smell of burning candles. I looked up and saw the grinning face of Clara staring down at me.

“Well, have you learned your lesson?” the Wiccan beauty asked.

“Yes, Mistress Clara,” I said, still not quite feeling fully conscious but knowing in my heart of hearts that I spoke the truth.

“And are you ready to submit to me completely?”

“Yes, Mistress Clara,” I replied, and for the first time in my life, I think I truly, wholly, unreservedly meant it. I propped myself up on my hands as I tried to snap myself out of my post-coital daze, looking around the room. “Where’s the strap-on?”

“Oh, I thought I’d leave Mevia and her girls a little gift to show my appreciation for their tutelage,” Clara smiled wickedly. Those girls were going to have more fun than anyone else in Rome.

THE END


Lesbian Lady of the Blue Lagoon

The water of the Amazon river parted for the bow of our little boat as we slowly made our way down an offshoot of the mighty waterway. Captain Paulo, the only other occupant on the small vessel peered ahead, a slightly worried look on his face.

“Everything alright, Captain?” I asked as I leaned against one of the rails on the side of the deck.

“The glowing is getting brighter, Miss Rita. I can’t go much further,” the middle aged Brazilian man said.

“Just go as far as you can,” I replied dismissively, not sharing his concern for a bunch of glowing rocks.

I couldn’t be afraid of the thing I was there to study. I looked out from the boat at the spectacular colors lining the riverbank; rocks with a luminous glow of red, green and blue. It was a curious scientific anomaly, and the very thing that brought me to the Amazon. It had been proven there weren’t any bioluminescent little critters on them like the dinoflagellates of Mosquito Bay in Puerto Rico. Whatever was causing these rocks to glow was something geological, something unexplained. Hence, me; one of the foremost scientists studying naturally occurring geological phenomena.

The university only raised enough funds to send me to the jungles of Brazil by myself, with enough cash to rent a small boat to take me upriver. Captain Paulo’s nervousness around the rocks was one shared by most of the locals, who all referred to them as O Brilho Locou; the crazy rocks. I gazed at the seemingly harmless stones and wondered how they could have earned such a name. The glowing had started fairly dull about half a mile upriver, and gradually become more intense as we traveled further.

The boat chugged along for a few more minutes until we approached a water-logged post with a skull and crossbones sign nailed to it. The engine died down as Captain Paulo pulled back on the throttle and the boat glided through the water towards the post. The burly, middle aged man ran past me on the dock and swung a thick rope around the post, tying it off around the rail and mooring the boat.

“This is as far as I can go, Miss Rita. Anyone who goes beyond this point returns… different,” he said.

“What do you mean different? Crazy?” I enquired.

“They are… I think the word is vague. They don’t know where they are or how they got there. There’s something strange living beyond this point, something that changes a man.”

“Good thing I’m a woman then,” I smiled as I hopped up to my feet, undeterred by local legends.

Captain Paulo slid a wooden bridge out the side of the boat to allow me to cross to the riverbank. He offered me a hand which I didn’t take, slinging my bag over my shoulder and stepping up onto the plank. The wood creaked beneath my boots, and I tried to cover up my apprehension about doing it alone.

“You’ll wait here for me?” I asked the captain.

“Yes, Miss Rita. Are you sure these rocks are worth risking your mind?”

“I’m pretty confident in my mind, Captain,” I offered him a grin over my shoulder as if to say ‘You have nothing to worry about’ even if I didn’t totally believe it myself.

With that, I hurried across the gangway and headed further into the jungle on my own, the worried captain watching me as I walked along the riverbank until I was out of sight. I pushed branches and ferns out of my way as the jungle became denser, and the river became narrower. I was thankful for the thick canopy keeping me shaded from the hot Brazilian sun, and equally grateful for my khaki pants, protecting me from the hundreds of scratches I would have no doubt had to endure without them.

Despite the grueling trek, I was loving it, and took stock of the fact that I was making my way through the Amazonian rainforest all on my own instead of stuck in some stuffy laboratory studying rock samples. As the minutes trickled past the hour mark, I realized how far away from help I’d become if anything did go wrong. At least I couldn’t get lost as long as I didn’t stray from the river, which I had no intention of doing, although it did concern me that it was growing narrower and narrower. I’d reached a point where it was more of a creek, with the water trickling over the luminous rocks, which now glowed with spectacularly bright colors.

Whatever was causing them to glow, I was getting closer to. I tried to tell myself not to worry about silly local legends. The nearby village was full of lovely, kind hearted people, but they weren’t versed in the ways of science. They didn’t understand that there would be a perfectly logical explanation for the glowing rocks and the adventurers who returned seemingly mad.

Still, it played on the back of my mind a little. And as I descended further into the jungle and completely out of reach of Captain Paulo, I kept my wits about me. I was prepared to risk myself for the pursuit of discovery, but I would do everything I could to minimize that risk.

I reached a point where the forest became too thick, and I had to step onto the glowing rocks to get any further. I pushed more branches and ferns out of my way as I carefully stepped over the slippery stones. I could only move slowly, having to test each rock with a boot to make sure it would hold my weight. Coupled with the very limited visibility and the river becoming weaker and weaker, my heart began to sink as I realized I would soon approach my limit before I’d have to turn back. I wasn’t going to wander through the Amazon with no landmarks to guide me, and I wasn’t confident enough in my navigation skills with a compass either.

Just as I thought I’d have to turn back, I pushed a giant palm frond out of my way and stepped into a clearing. I couldn’t believe my eyes as I surveyed the area in front of me. I was on a small shore of a lake, maybe only twenty yards wide with waters the most clear crystal blue. The lake was surrounded by the brightly glowing colored rocks, bathing the still water in their light. On the other side of the lake, a small waterfall fed it, the rockface behind it glowing the most marvelous colors of the rainbow which shone through the curtain of falling water.

It was beautiful, and I knew I’d reached the source of the anomaly. The answers I seeked were there somewhere, it was just a matter of finding them. I made my way further into the small space I had on the shore, the dense green of the forest behind me, the impossible blue of the lake in front. I dropped the bag off my shoulder and unbuttoned my sweaty shirt, letting some air cool the sheen of sweat across the nape of my neck and chest as I stood in my dark green singlet, khaki pants and boots.

I gulped down some of my water, ensuring I saved enough for the return journey and made my way to the edge of the lake, enjoying a moment of rest before I got to work collecting samples and analyzing rocks. I knelt down by the water and dipped my hands in to splash some on my face, sending ripples across the otherwise perfectly still lake.

The moment my hands broke the surface tension I heard something strange, in that I didn’t hear anything at all. The everpresent chirping of the insects of the Amazon suddenly stopped, the wind stopped blowing and the canopy stopped swaying. There was nothing to be heard except the gentle splashing sounds of my hands in the lake. The experience made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, and I raised my head, surveying the lake for anything out of the ordinary. All my senses were heightened, and I had the unshakeable feeling that I was in danger.

I felt something slithering across my boot, and as my eyes looked down my heart skipped a beat. There was something long and legless starting to wrap itself around my ankle. My body was flooded with adrenaline as I gasped and stumbled backwards in my panicked state, assuming it was a snake. As I got to my feet though, I realized it wasn’t a snake at all. In fact, it wasn’t even an animal. It was a vine.

The long, green vine with tiny leaves sprouting along the length of it curled and its tapered end pointed straight at me, as if it could see me. I stared at it with wide eyes, completely freaked out by a seemingly sentient vine stretching out all the way from the forest and onto the shoreline of the lake.

“What the fuck?” I breathed as it curled, coiling its body like a reptile preparing to strike.

I suddenly remembered the machete I had attached to my bag at my feet, but when I went to grab it, my eyes fell on another vine that had already wrapped around my backpack. I screamed and stepped back, panic truly setting in as I looked around, seeing half a dozen more vines slithering along the ground and meandering through the air menacingly as they appeared from the tree line of the forest.

My heart raced as I spun around on my heels, looking for somewhere to run but finding nothing. There was something going on that my rational mind couldn’t make sense of, and I couldn’t deal with a situation that I didn’t understand. Did these Amazonian vines have consciousness? Or was something controlling them? It didn’t matter to me much either way, I was trapped. Whatever happened to all those other explorers was about to happen to me unless I somehow fought my way out.

I picked my best escape point in the wall of rainforest and lunged forward, trying to break into a sprint. But I was stopped before I even started as one of the vines launched forward and wrapped itself three times around one of my arms. I grunted as I pulled on it, overpowered it slightly before another wrapped around my other arm. With gritted teeth I pulled with all my might, straining against the powerful vines to little avail.

I gasped as another wrapped around my waist and squeezed the breath out of me. The two around my arms pulled them behind me, making my breasts push outwards against my singlet. Still, I fought, my muscles beginning to ache as I was overpowered by the plants. All three of them pulled back at once, retracting into the forest and pulling me through the air. I screamed with dread as my feet lifted off the ground, but there was no one to hear me.

My brief flight was stopped by the thick trunk of a tree as the vines pulled be against it with a thud. I panted, winded, exhausted from my fight, my head falling in defeat as I stopped screaming and accepted my fate. Another vine came creeping around the tree trunk and slid across my throat before tightening, pulling my head back against the tree so that I had to look straight ahead at the still lake that now seemed to mock me with its tranquility.

I fully expected the vines to choke me to death, or pull me limb from limb, but they just kind of… stopped. They’d pull me back against the tree trunk if I used any force, but otherwise, they just held me in place. As long as I was still, so were they. That was when I noticed ripples moving across the otherwise undisturbed water of the lake. The ripples grew larger and I noticed the shadow of something moving beneath the surface, approaching the shoreline.

My heart pounded against my ribs and my mouth tasted of metal as I stood there, helpless and afraid of whatever nightmarish creature was about to emerge from the water. At that moment I thought I would die, alone in the Amazon rainforest after being eaten by some monster. Every hour of study, every day spent in a dark lab, every party skipped at college, it all amounted to this. As the shadow in the water grew larger and closer, I was overcome with sadness that I hadn’t experienced more.

As the head of the shadow breached the water a few yards from the shoreline, I was bewildered to see not a hideous, gnarled monster, but instead the face of a beautiful woman. She had sharp features, with high cheekbones and full lips that wore a neutral expression as she emerged from the lake. Her long black hair was slicked back with wetness and her piercing brown eyes looked directly at me, making my veins turn to ice as I was held helplessly in place.

The water rippled around her as she emerged. Her bare shoulders followed her neck, and then her full, naked breasts. Water dripped off of them as she neared the shoreline, with every step unveiling a few more naked inches of herself. Her taut stomach was revealed and then the ripples became larger as her hips swayed above the surface, her groin completely on show as she approached. Her long, lithe legs stalked forward with every step as she made it to the shoreline and walked over to me, stopping just a few feet away and looking me up and down.

I did the same as I took in her stunning body. Her thin frame with buxom breasts, womanly hips and unblemished olive skin. She was the picture of femininity, about the furthest thing from a disgusting creature that I could imagine. She was absolutely gorgeous, and her wet skin glistened in the light creeping through the canopy of the trees. My fear was overridden by surprise at seeing a naked, perfect woman emerge from the depths of a lake in the middle of the Amazon, and my eyes kept darting downwards to look at her stunning breasts, or her groin which she made no attempt to cover up.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a woman stumble into my abode,” the specimen of a woman said with a dripping wet voice colored by a thick Brazilian accent. “It’s usually ugly men that make their way into my midst.”

“Who the fuck are you?” I asked, my voice tainted with fear.

“You’re scared,” she pointed out the obvious. “You have no need to be, I assure you. Here, breathe this in and you will be calm.”

As she spoke, a vine raised off the ground and hovered in front of my face. Instantly, a spectacular flower of yellow and orange bloomed on the end of it. The strange woman gave me an encouraging nod. Curious, I tilted my head and touched my nose to the pretty flower, breathing in its scent. I felt it penetrating my nostrils and instantly my fear was washed away. My head felt light and my heart rate slowed. I felt at peace.

The mysterious woman smiled in the corners of her mouth as she saw me relax. She looked at me with curiosity, her glare lingering on my breasts which strained against my singlet. “I am Kay, the Lady Of The Lake.”

“I’m Rita,” I introduced myself, my voice steady after inhaling the pollen of the relaxing flower. “Are you controlling these vines? How are you doing this?”

“How do you control your arm, or your fingers?” she asked, raising hers and curling her fingers. “The vines are me. I am not separate from the rainforest, I am the rainforest. Every vine, every leaf, every branch you see is an extension of me. The lake is my home, it gives me life, as water does to all living things.”

“That’s impossible. How could you live in a lake? You’re a human, aren’t you?”

The gorgeous woman’s exquisite breasts jiggled as she chuckled at my remark. “I’m the forest in the form of a human, I suppose.”

I was completely perplexed by her answer. As a scientist, none of this made any sense to me. “Are you going to make me crazy like all the others that have come here?” I asked, remembering the stories in the local town. I should have been fearing for my most valuable asset, but instead I was more flippantly inquisitive about it, as if it didn’t matter to me either way.

My question caused her to laugh again, her wet tits bouncing slightly as she giggled. “I only do that to men. And I don’t make them crazy. They simply leave here without any memory of ever coming. They might be a bit strange for a while, but they leave just as intelligent and capable as they were when they came. That is to say, not very.”

“So what makes me different?” I asked, curious to know what she planned to do with me if she wasn’t going to wipe my memory and send me on my way.

“It’s been so long since I’ve seen a woman, especially one as beautiful as you,” she said, her voice as wet as her body. Her gaze dropped to my breasts unashamedly, and I could have sworn I saw a look in her eyes that I wasn’t overly familiar with: lust.

One of the vines snaked its way up my leg, the tendril slipping underneath my singlet and across my stomach. My abs tensed at the feeling of the smooth plant on my skin, and it stopped just beneath my bra. My chemically enhanced calm began to fade as I felt it touch me. It seems a strange thing to say, but the way the vine moved up my singlet felt almost erotic, and something in my loins stirred.

“What are you doing?” I breathed, not understanding the strange sensation I was feeling between my legs, or the look in Kay’s eyes.

“It’s been years since I’ve had any female company,” she said, stepping closer to me as the vine brushed against the underside of my bra. “You have no idea how much I yearn for the taste of another woman. Someone as beautiful as you must be spoiled for choice with all the women in civilization.”

“Um, well no. I’m not a lesbian,” I stammered, flustered by the sexual turn the already impossibly strange encounter had taken.

“You mean you’ve never been with a woman?” Kay asked, seemingly surprised.

“No, I haven’t,” I replied sternly. I didn’t appreciate her disbelief that I would never have had that particular experience, as if I should have.

“Well, why not?” she pushed.

“Like I said, I’m not a lesbian. I’ve kept my experimentation strictly to geological samples.”

“And you’ve never wanted to?”

“No, I’ve never wanted to,” I tried to say it with resolve, but the warmth in my loins betrayed me, and I could tell Kay picked up on it.

“That didn’t sound very convincing,” she said as a vine hovered between us, instantly blooming a stunning blue flower. “Breathe in my flower and tell me the truth.”

With that, she pursed her luscious lips and blew, sending pollen from the flower floating through the air and straight into my face. I couldn’t help but breathe it in, and I shook my head with a pointless effort to resist the particles entering my nose and mouth. My head felt funny, like Kay had chemically altered me.

“Now, are you sure you’ve never wanted to have sex with a woman?” she asked slowly, a wry smile on her face.

Something came over me. I felt compelled to tell her the truth, even if it was a truth I hadn’t yet admitted to myself. “I’ve thought about it,” I said honestly. “I came close to having a lesbian experience in college but I freaked out and ran away. I’ve always kind of regretted that.”

It was a bizarre admission to make to the female embodiment of the rainforest, and yet I couldn’t stop myself from saying the words. Kay beamed at me with delight as I admitted my repressed lesbian inclinations, and stepped forward so that her naked breasts pressed against mine, separated only by the thin fabric of my singlet and bra. The warmth between my legs stirred at the feeling of having this stunning, butt-naked woman touching me.

“What, are you going to make me breathe in another flower that makes me want to have sex with you?” I asked.

“No, I don’t need another flower. You already want to have sex with me.”

She reached up with both hands and cupped my cheeks, leaning in and pursing her full, inviting lips. My eyes went wide as she pressed them against mine, and I let out a stifled moan of half-hearted protest, knowing how weird the whole scenario was. And yet, as I felt her soft, wet lips meet mine, I couldn’t deny the surge of arousal I felt emanating from my groin. The warmth I felt intensified, flooding my pelvis with a terrific rush that made my legs squirm against the vines that held them.

Despite the fact that a beautiful woman was holding my face and gently kissing me, a curious string of thoughts fluttered across my mind. I remembered the deep sadness I felt at what my life had amounted to when I thought it was going to end, and I remembered running away from Sarah Higgins in her dorm room at college, how I’d blown the opportunity to have a perfectly natural life experience. It was at that moment that I made the conscious choice not to miss my chance again, and decided to go with the flow on this occasion, as bizarre as it was.

I pursed my lips and they interlocked with Kay’s, kissing the stunning woman back. She exhaled hard on my cheek as I gave in to my lesbian urges, the wonderful kissing sounds being the only noise in the otherwise still rainforest. Our mouths separated and met over and over, as we both closed our eyes and enjoyed the feeling of each other. She was wonderfully soft and gentle, not mashing her mouth into mine like some guys do. She just kissed me tenderly and passionately, and every time she did it I felt the warmth in my loins swirl and a pulse of pleasure in my head.

Kay’s tongue flicked between my lips, and I opened my mouth to let her in. Her smooth, wet organ slipped inside my mouth and became entwined with my own, massaging each other as our open mouths melded. I let out a soft little moan into Kay’s mouth as I felt one with her, connected by our mouths. Kissing this glorious, perfect, naked woman was intensely erotic and I felt my shoulders drop as I gave in wholly to the unusual situation.

I wanted to touch her, to run my hands up and down her smooth, olive skinned body. I wanted to feel the weight of her breasts in my hand, to feel the malleable flesh of her ass as my fingernails dug into it. But I couldn’t. I was still bound by the vines of the rainforest, or rather Kay. My arms were being held back against the trunk of the tree, pushing my chest out and holding me in place.

One of Kay’s vines was still under my shirt and stroked along the top of my tummy. It moved gently, lovingly, and as I made out with its controller, it really did start to feel like an extension of Kay, like one of her limbs feeling me. Two more vines emerged, and their ends pressed against my tank top, and sprouted tiny little tendrils that wove into the fibers of the garment, gripping it tightly. They pulled my top up and the vine around my throat slithered away, allowing my tank top to be pulled over my head. My arms were not released though, so Kay couldn’t take it off completely, instead letting the material go tight across the back of my neck and under my armpits, exposing my bra and stomach.

Kay leaned back and looked down at my exposed body, taking in my breasts still housed in my bra, and my taut stomach which was lined with a sheen of sweat from the Brazilian climate. The vine that brushed the underside of my bra wrapped around behind me, finding the clasp and sprouting tiny little tendrils of its own, managing to unclasp the garment. Kay sucked in a deep breath of air as she used her hands to push the freed cups of the bra over my tits, exposing me and staring at my chest with a horny hunger.

“It’s been so long…” she said to herself as she explored my chest, fondling my breasts with her delicate hands.

I held my breath as she played with my tits, which had never been touched by another woman before. I felt electrified, loving every second of Kay’s soft fingers stroking and pressing my flesh. My spine tingled, forcing my shoulders to roll and my back to arch, pushing my breasts out even further. I just stood there in stunned silence, bound to the tree and being felt up by this impossibly alluring Goddess.

Kay bent down and put her face between my boobs, using her hands to press them into her cheeks as she breathed in my feminine scent deeply. She opened her eyes and looked up at me with a face of satisfaction, as if she was drunk on my fragrance. I looked down at her and sighed with pleasure at the sight of her enjoying me. Like her, I felt intoxicated by lust, and my pussy yearned to be touched.

The mysterious lady was not done enjoying my breasts though, and she began kissing and trailing her tongue across them, replacing sweat with saliva. Her mouth moved to one of my nipples and she pursed her lips around it, giving it a juicy kiss while she circled my other with a thumb. A tiny moan escaped my lips as I shivered with delight at the feeling. Her nipple play was so sensual and erotic, her mouth there for my pleasure over her own. She licked in small, concentric circles as my nipple stiffened, and she ever so lightly bit down on it, causing my legs to squirm and another soft moan to voice in my throat.

Being bound to the tree was another completely new experience to me. The kinkiest thing I’d ever done was have sex in a shower one time. I loved the feeling of being tied up though, having Kay be able to do whatever she wanted to me, unable to use my hands, as much as I wanted to. The vines held my arms in place, my tank top tight across my neck and forcing me to look down at the spectacular woman tending to my tits and allowing me to see over her head her generous, heart shaped booty.

“Oh,” I sighed with a heavy breath, surprised but completely taken with the things Kay’s mouth was making me feel.

“You see,” she said, grinning up at me coyly from my chest. “A woman can do things men can’t.”

“I’ve never felt like this just from nipple play before,” I said softly. “My whole body feels on fire. I’ve never been so horny in my entire life.”

Kay stood up and kissed me deeply again, and I gratefully accepted her. This time I pushed my tongue into her mouth and kissed her eagerly, hungrily. My legs squirmed more as I showed her my appreciation for her mouth. It was an experience I’d denied myself for so long, and lied to myself about wanting for longer. I wanted more of Kay. I needed to know how good she could make me feel.

Kay’s vines wrapped around my waist, finding the button of my khaki pants and sprouting tendrils to undo it. I felt her fingertips brush against my pelvis, causing my whole lower half to twitch at her touch. The tendrils pushed my zipper down at the same time Kay lowered her hand, and the tips of her fingers combed through my pubes down further into my snatch.

I broke away from our kiss and let out a shaky breath onto her shoulder, closing my eyes and relishing the fantastic feeling of being felt by another woman. Kay’s mouth moved to my neck, sucking on it gently and driving me wild as one of her fingers parted the lips of my labia, stroking through my moist pink and making me moan.

“Kay, that feels so good,” I whispered as the Goddess’ digit massaged my slit, my cheeks flushing red as I rested my head on her shoulder, breathing heavily.

“It feels good for me too, darling,” she whispered back as her vines pulled my pants down to my ankles. “I want to taste you for myself, though.”

The mere words made a pulse of arousal shoot out of my clit and spread throughout my entire body. I was going to have my pussy eaten by this fantastic, magical woman, and I couldn’t wait. Kay withdrew her hand from my panties before pulling them down. All my clothing had been pushed to either side. My pants and underwear bunched around my ankles, while my tank top was threaded over my head, my bra dangling loosely over my chest.

Kay’s vines tugged on my pants and I stepped out of them, allowing the garments to be tossed aside and leaving my bottomless except for my boots. Two other vines wrapped around my thighs, the tapered ends brushing against my vulva. Although they were plants, I knew they were Kay, and the feeling of having her so close to my private area sent a thrill through me. I had a vine around each limb now, as well as my waist, and I was loving the all naturale bondage, wanting Kay to take things further but knowing I couldn’t stop her if I wanted to. She was the one with the power, the one in charge, and I loved having my body manipulated into whatever position she desired.

The next thing I knew my legs were in the air, and I found out just how much I liked being woman-handled around the place. I let out a thrilled squeal as the vines lifted my thighs up, making my body horizontal, with the one wrapped around my waist to support me. My hair dangled below my head and I giggled as I looked down the length of my body at the gorgeous face of Kay. The vines pulled my legs apart and I squealed again, feeling exposed as the sun shone through the canopy and onto my bare pussy.

“You look exquisite, Rita,” the dark haired beauty said as she moved between my legs, her eyes trained on my snatch at head height.

“This is crazy,” I giggled, still struggling to get my head around the fact that I was having my first lesbian experience in the middle of the Amazon, suspended in the air by vines.

“This is lovely,” Kay cooed, her hands reaching up to hold my ass as she began dragging her tongue along the insides of my sweaty thighs, her succulent lips placing sweet kisses around my vulva, the tendrils of her vines moving out of her way each time she did.

Every time her lips pressed to my flesh I felt a little jolt of pleasure shoot through me. A little twinge of excitement combined with arousal accompanied by a sharp inhale or tiny squeak of anticipation from me. Kay looked up at me with her penetrative brown eyes, the sexy Goddess of the rainforest grinning from ear to ear as she teased me with her sinful mouth. I felt vulnerable and exposed, laying flat in the air and spreadeagled, and I fucking loved it. I couldn’t remember a time I was so turned on, so desperate to feel a mouth on my pussy, needing so deeply to cum.

I couldn’t take any more of Kay’s relentless teasing as her wicked mouth moved all around my groin while being careful to avoid the main attraction. I needed her to eat me out. I needed to beg. “Kay, please… I- ohhhh!”

My pleading was cut off by my wish being granted, as Kay licked through the length of my pussy with her soft, wet, perfect tongue. She dragged the flat of it through me, parting my lips and licking me from base to clit. My toes curled and my fists clenched as a woman went down on me for the first time. She repeated the spectacular act again and again, groaning between my legs as she savored my sex.

“You taste marvelous, Rita,” she said, as she looked up at me, her brow creased with satisfaction. “I’ve dreamt of tasting a woman again for so long. You are delicious.”

With that, she returned to my pussy, licking between my velvety lips and nibbling the wings of my labia. I moaned and strained against the vines holding me in ecstasy. I’d never felt a mouth so soft on my cunt before, so delicate and beautiful. I felt my nectar seeping out of me as Kay stoked the fire in my loins with her fantastic mouth.

“It feels so good, Kay… fuck!” I cried out as I basked in her oral enthusiasm.

In between my pleasure moans I heard the wet sounds of Kay’s perfect mouth devouring my nethers, her tongue squelching against my pink as she licked up and down before swirling around, exploring every available square inch of me. Every time she touched somewhere particularly sensitive I would gasp and pull on the vines, and Kay would return to the spot, teasing me over and over again and working me into a frenzy before moving onto somewhere else.

She focused her efforts on my clit, flicking the tip of her tongue against my swollen nub and making me writhe and moan hard, straining against the vines holding me up. “Ohhh, god,” I whimpered as she swirled her creamy, pink organ against me, sending electric shocks of pleasure shooting through me. I felt so light in my head and my groin. I couldn’t believe how good she made me feel. I loved everything about the act, even the way Kay herself moaned in appreciation for my pussy, as if it was the most satisfying meal she’d ever had.

I squealed loudly into the silent Amazon rainforest as my first orgasm given to me by a woman practically split me in half. My body tensed, pulling on my plant restraints as my thighs quivered to either side of the spirit’s head. Kay moved her head up and down, trailing her tongue through my pink to collect as much of my nectar as she could, the sticky sex generously seeping out of me as I came.

As my climax peaked, I threw my head back and extended my arms and legs as far out as they could go. I stared up at the canopy as I let out stammered breaths, unable to scream any more. I simply twitched, suspended in midair and bathed in the pleasures of lesbian sex.

As I came down from my terrific orgasm, so did my floating body, the vines bringing me back down to earth and releasing me, leaving dull red marks from where I strained against them. My legs wobbled a little as I initially struggled to keep myself up. I ripped off my singlet and bra dangling uselessly over my chest and joined Kay in her nakedness. Embracing the wonderful Goddess and pressing my open mouth against hers, our tongues entwining so that I could show her my appreciation and taste my own sex on her.

“Kay, that was…” I trailed off, unable to find the words for how much I enjoyed being eaten out by her.

“I agree,” she smiled back at me.

“Can I do that to you?” I asked, wide-eyed, suddenly very open to new experiences. I’d shut myself off for so long, starved myself of joy. If I’d let myself experiment, who knows what new heights of pleasure I would be able to find.

“I was hoping you would,” Kay grinned, happy with my unveiled lesbian curiosities.

With that, dozens of vines reached down from the canopy and out from the tree line of the forest. They intertwined behind Kay, slithering over each other to form a matted bed that she laid back on. She looked so beautiful, her golden skin reflecting the Brazilian sun, her body and hair still wet from the lake, her glistening pink pussy between her legs beckoning me to taste it.

I played with her breasts first, giving her the same delicate yet deliberate attention she had given me. I’d never felt the urge to play with a woman’s breasts before, and I was amazed at how much I enjoyed it. I loved making Kay smile with my mouth, feeling her nipples harden between my lips, lightly squeezing her soft flesh with my hands. Her body was incredible and full of wonder.

I kissed my way down her midline, making my way quickly to her horny cunt, struggling to resist simply diving in and going to town. I knew I should savor the moment though, knowing that I would never eat my first pussy again. I breathed in her alluring feminine scent, feeling her aroma sting my nostrils and the back of my throat. She smelled heavenly. My mouth salivated at the teasing of her flavor, and I couldn’t resist any longer.

With an unsure but inquisitive tongue, I licked the length of the beautiful seductress’ slit, the tip of my tongue parting her lips and brushing through her velvety pinkness. Kay moaned and her stomach tensed as she felt the first mouth on her pussy in years. She reactively squeezed her ass and pushed herself up slightly into my mouth, begging me to lick her again.

I did so, instantly addicted to her flavor. I licked her over and over, trailing the flat of my tongue through the length of her and sampling her deliciousness. I couldn’t believe I’d waited so long to try pussy. If all women tasted as good as Kay, then I had a lot more lesbian sex in my future. Even better than the taste of her though, was seeing the reaction my oral caused in her. Going down on a guy was usually a statuesque, silent affair. But Kay groaned and writhed and twitched as I explored her, giving me visual feedback about what she liked and how much she was enjoying my mouth. I fucking loved it.

“Oh, Rita,” she mewled. “It’s been so long… it’s been so long.”

I voiced a moan in my throat as I pressed my tongue into her warm channel, swirling my tongue around inside her and coating my tongue as much as I could in her honeypot. It felt so hot to have my tongue inside someone, and my chin pressed against her asshole as I pushed myself in as deep as I could.

“It’s been so long… it’s been so long,” she kept saying as she tossed her head left and right, absolutely rapt in my oral efforts, as inexperienced as I was.

I felt one of Kay’s vines sliding over my foot and wrapping itself around one of my legs, moving upwards as it coiled. The tapered end of the vine slid between my ass cheeks, nestling between them like a vegan hotdog. Then it slid down, brushing over my asshole until the thin end of the vine pressed against my vagina. I grunted as I felt the pressure of the vine pushing against my opening.

“It’s okay,” the Amazonian spirit assured me. “My vines secrete natural oils that are perfectly harmless. Let me inside.”

It felt weird, but I decided to go with it as I relaxed my core and felt the vine penetrate me, felt Kay penetrate me. I moaned into her snatch as my legs shook from the strange but erotic feeling of the lubricated plant sliding into me, filling me up. Eight inches of the vine pushed into me before Kay pulled it out, and then back in, fucking me from behind while I went down on her. It felt fucking amazing.

The two of us moaned as we pleasured one another. Me with my mouth, Kay with her vine. My tongue became as creamy as my snatch as I devoured Kay’s pretty pussy, making my way to her clit and teasing the horny little pearl. I could hear the lewd wet sounds of the vine fucking my oiled up hole as it built up a faster rhythm, the force of it rocking me back and forth against Kay’s cunt.

Our moans grew louder as our movements grew faster and messier. I swirled my tongue around Kay’s clit before sucking it into my mouth and rolling it between my lips. Kay cried out in pleasure and pushed her vine into my channel harder in response. My pussy being filled while I went down on a woman was so fucking hot. The way the vine moved in and out, filling me completely before emptying me out, my juices squelching against the oily lubrication of the plant.

Kay started cumming as I tweaked her clit with the tip of my tongue. She dug her fingernails into the bed of vines beneath her, and her back arched upwards as she shrieked with unbridled pleasure. “Ohhhhh, ohhh, aggghhh,” she made all manner of noises as she writhed and shuddered. She made the vine push harder into my core as she came, the green plant slightly expanding inside me and pushing against the walls of my insides, stretching my lubricated hole and making me cum with her.

My screams of bliss were muffled by her delicious cunt though, and I gripped her thighs as I ground my face against her, my dutiful tongue ceaselessly flicking against her sensitive bean, even as I came. I felt my nethers contracting and relaxing, squeezing my butthole and vagina really tight before pushing out, over and over again. My nectar dripped around the vine penetrating me and onto the forest floor between my legs.

As our orgasms waned, I climbed up onto the makeshift bed, leaving the vine that fucked me suspended in midair, my juices still dripping off it. My body felt heavy, and I struggled to keep myself up. So I let my weight down onto the lesbian spirit and the two of us kissed deeply once again, swapping each other’s flavors as we came down from our climaxes.

My horniness was insatiable, and despite having just cum twice, I found myself automatically grinding my pussy against Kay’s pelvis without even thinking while we made out. “Oh, we can do that if you want,” Kay said with an arched eyebrow and naughty smile as she brought her legs up, making me lift mine one at a time so that she could bring hers underneath, the flexible goddess pointing her feet towards her head and holding herself by the ankles.

The move exposed her pussy for me, and I straddled her, our lower lips interlocking as I rocked my hips up and down, sliding our soaking wet pinks along each other. Everything we did just felt naughtier and naughtier, and grinding my snatch into hers felt incredible. I could feel the moistness of our two pussies melding together. We were both so horny and slippery, I practically glided along her.

My breasts smacked against my chest as I built up a rhythm, my hair swaying with my movements. We both made direct eye contact with each other as we tribbed, moaning simultaneously with each stroke. I was in complete awe of her and she of me. It couldn’t get any better.

Until it did. Kay let go of her ankles and reached around me. digging her fingers into my rump, pulling apart my ass cheeks and exposing my brown starfish. The next thing I knew I could feel the tapered, dripping head of the thick vine that just fucked my cunt pressing against my ass.

“No, don’t. It’s too big,” I whimpered, never stopping my grinding motions.

“I’ll make it smaller,” she reassured me. “Trust me. It will feel so good for you, Rita.” As I looked down at her, I really did trust her. Everything she’d done made me feel incredible. Every time we did something naughtier and crazier, I came harder. If I was going to open myself up to new experiences, I figured that included my asshole.

“Okay,” I whispered.

She grinned up at me. The vine didn’t push into me. It simply grew longer, the thin, tapered end becoming even thinner as it extended into me. I had something inserted into somewhere I’d never had anything inserted, and I felt a shooting pleasure up my back, causing me to pause my grinding momentarily to wail into the rainforest. I felt my ring stretch slightly to accommodate the plant-invader, and it felt so fucking good.

Kay was right, I loved having my ass stuffed. I resumed my grinding while the Amazonian spirit started gently working herself in and out of my butt. The sensation of the slippery vine pushing in and out of my naughtiest hole amped up the pleasure I felt in my groin ten fold. I found Kay’s clit with my own and rubbed against it, the two swollen beans tweaking each other fantastically.

We both came at the same time, my asshole spasming around the vine as liquid sex spilled out of my snatch and into Kay’s. We both screamed at the top of our lungs as our bodies stopped moving, only vibrating against each other as we experienced the most mind-bending simultaneous orgasm. I’d never cum three times in one session before, but it was better than every other orgasm I’d ever had. Kay made me feel so good. Her warm pink made such a fantastic seat.

My butthole spat out the vine as I collapsed in a heap on top of the Goddess. We couldn’t even muster the energy to kiss. We just lay there, Kay’s feet still up by her head, the both of us panting with exhaustion for what felt like an hour as we regained our senses. Kay’s body was dotted with beads of water from the lake, mine with beads of sweat. Our pussies steamed as our sex oozed out of them like tree sap. It was such a wet, hot lesbian experience. One that I wanted to bask in forever.

Eventually, I climbed off my paranormal lover, the two of us just barely finding our feet as the bed of vines untangled itself and disappeared into the treetops. The remaining vines brought my various items of clothing to me from the forest floor. And Kay watched me get dressed again with a giant smile on her face.

“That was lovely, Rita. I’m so glad you found me,” she said, the beautiful, golden skinned spirit remaining as naked as when I met her.

“Me too. I didn’t know women could make me feel so good,” I said as I pulled my singlet down over my breasts. My pussy and ass throbbed with pleasure, both holes never having felt so satisfied. The taste of the delicious woman lingered on my tongue.

“Will you come back and see me?” she asked, a hint of loneliness in her voice.

“Of course,” I said sincerely, touching her face and giving her one last kiss before I picked up my bag and machete. The sun was starting to get low, and I had to get back.

I made my way to the big fern where I’d found my way in, pushing it aside and revealing the beginnings of the river that would lead me back to the boat. I paused and looked over my shoulder one last time, watching the beautiful, sexy spirit walking into the lake, her round ass creasing with each step until it was submerged in the water, followed by the rest of her. Her head disappeared below the surface, and the lady of the lake returned to her home.

A while later, still hardly able to believe what had just happened, I made it back to the dingy little boat I’d hired, still moored in the same spot. Captain Paulo helped me over the gangway and back into the boat, and this time I did accept his help, my body weak with lactic acid from the hike and the hardcore sex.

He looked at me with concern. “Well, did you find what you were looking for?”

I looked back at him, deciding what I should say. “Who are you?” I asked, feigning confusion. “Where am I?”

The captain’s shoulders sank and he sighed as he turned away from me, shaking his head and mumbling something despondent in Portuguese. As far as he knew, I would just be another victim of whatever lay downriver. Just another chapter in the myth, reinforcing the locals' beliefs. For the sake of Kay and the next woman she would seduce, the mystery of the glowing rocks would have to remain a mystery.

THE END


Lake of the Lesbian Water Nymphs

The Greek island of Evia was the perfect place for David and I to spend our honeymoon. As we crossed the marble floors of the large, open lobby to the reception desk, I could feel the warm breeze wafting off the Mediterranean and making me feel relaxed. After how hectic the last six months had been with wedding planning, it felt so nice to be away from everyone and all our worries. For the next week it would be just me and David with no one to get in our way.

“Welcome to the Arcadia Luxury Resort,” the olive-skinned receptionist greeted us with a smile as we wheeled our luggage up to the desk.

“Thank you,” David returned her smile with one of his own. “We have a reservation under Mr… and Mrs Miller,” he turned to me excitedly as he said it. I giggled at hearing my new name, one I certainly wasn’t used to yet.

“Oh, are you newlyweds?” the receptionist asked.

I wrapped an arm around one of David’s and gave him an affectionate squeeze. “That obvious?” I beamed.

“We love newlyweds here at the resort,” the woman said, her voice dripping with a thick, Greek accent. “I have you here for a week in one of our standard rooms. No honeymoon suite for the two of you?”

“No, that’s a bit beyond our budget, unfortunately,” David answered. I hid my disappointment. I knew we couldn’t afford it, especially since we’d gone over on the wedding. Still though, a life of decadence for a week would have been nice.

“Just give me a moment,” the receptionist said, clicking away at her keyboard for a few moments before looking back up at us with an excited smile. “I have some good news. Our honeymoon suite is currently empty and the resort would like to offer you an upgrade free of charge.”

I just about squealed. I gripped David’s arm tighter as I could barely contain myself. “Are you serious!?”

“Of course,” the woman said warmly, enjoying my reaction.

“That’s incredibly kind. Thank you,” David said.

“The honeymoon suite is in the VIP section of the resort, away from the majority of our other guests. Your suite will look out over a secluded pool that only you and a select few other guests will have access to. We hope you enjoy your stay and make the most of your honeymoon! Nico will show you to your suite.”

“Oh my god. Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I blurted out, in complete disbelief at our luck. I was already excited for our honeymoon, but this just took things to a whole other level.

We turned around and Nico the porter loaded our luggage onto his trolley in between the ecstatic gratefulness of David and I. As we left reception and followed Nico our attention was grabbed by the infectious giggles of two passing young women. The two looked about ten years younger than us, in their early twenties, with sun-kissed skin and tight bodies that were on display in their pretty bikini tops and flowing linen skirts that would have been almost see-through if the light caught them in the right way. They walked side by side, seemingly joined at the shoulder as their bare feet practically danced across the marble floor of the lobby. As they neared us, I could tell by their accents that they were locals, or more likely from the mainland, holidaying on the island. The way they moved was light as air and they seemed to not have a single care in the world.

I could see David was as entranced by the nimble pair as I was. I nudged him in the ribs playfully and he snapped out of his daze, looking at me with a guilty look on his face. “Hey now, you can look all you want but you’re officially spoken for, mister. Those girls and every other are now strictly off the menu for you,” I said teasingly, not really mad at him.

“I know, dear. Trust me, there’s no one else I’d rather be spending a week with than you,” he said cutely, knowing it would make me melt a little.

As excited as I was to be on my honeymoon, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d ever be as carefree as those girls again, and I found myself unable to get them out of my head for the entire walk to our suite. Life had certainly become more stressful in my thirties. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my life; but sometimes I yearned to just let go and do something crazy without worrying about the consequences like I used to.

✦✦✦

That night David and I had the most sumptuous dinner in the resort restaurant. We drank some delicious Cretian wine and flirted the whole way through our meal. There was some kind of a show being put on after dinner that seemingly the whole resort wanted to watch, but David and I had other things on our mind, and we made our way through the seemingly deserted hotel back to our room to consummate our marriage.

We burst through the door and David started taking his shoes and clothes off immediately while I made my way over to the gigantic window overlooking our VIP pool to draw the curtains. As I grabbed the curtains in my hands though, something caught my eye before I could close them.

The two twenty-somethings from the lobby came scampering out of a nearby bush, giggling as the pair made their way around the pool, shedding their clothes in the process. “Oh my god,” I breathed as I watched them getting completely naked, their gorgeous, round yet perky breasts bouncing as they ran, their shaved groins on display, their pert bums creasing against the backs of their thighs as they turned their backs to me and entered the shallow end of the pool.

They must have been from the main resort and took the distraction of the night’s entertainment as an opportunity to sneak into the VIP pool. I knew the sight of two skinny dipping babes would get my husband riled up even more than he already was, so I decided to let him in on the naughty show being unknowingly put on for me. “Babe, come look at this. You’re not gonna believe your eyes.”

David walked over and I felt him press himself against my back as he wrapped his arms around me. The two sexy girls were bending over to splash each other, their ceaseless giggling just audible through the glass as they twisted and turned their lithe, tight bodies, flecks of water dripping down their supple skin. “Hmm, yeah, it’s beautiful, Ashley. But I’ve already seen the pool,” he said, unimpressed. “C’mon, close the curtains so we can have some time together.”

I furrowed my brow at his nonchalant response. “Really? You have nothing to say about the two hot girls frolicking about naked in the shallow end?”

He turned his head and looked down at me like I was insane. “Ashley, what the fuck are you talking about? C’mon, close the curtains,” he said as I felt his arms squeeze me and lift me off the floor a little, causing me to giggle like the playful little minxes outside.

He set me down and I drew the curtains before following him over to the bed. I had no idea why the sight of the two fuckhot Greek girls didn’t excite him beyond belief, or why he’d pretended he couldn’t see them. Perhaps it was some misguided attempt at being romantic, like he only had eyes for me or something. Whatever the case, I was too horny to question it.

That night we fucked passionately and sensually, only I had a secret. I hadn’t drawn the curtains all the way. I’d left a tiny little gap that I could look out of while I bent over. As I gave my body to my husband, my mind was weirdly compelled by the mysterious young pair outside. The girls seemed completely comfortable being naked around each other as they splashed about in the pool, their perfect bodies jiggling as they played.

They didn’t kiss, they didn’t touch each other sexually, but I couldn’t help but wonder if they were lovers. I reached between my legs and came with that thought in my mind.

✦✦✦

The following day my new husband and I decided we should try out a hiking trail through a forest next to the resort. We were apparently the only ones brave (or crazy) enough to go on a hike in Greece in the middle of July. The trail was completely deserted. We didn’t pass another soul the entire trek. We were aiming to get to a natural spring at the end of it but only made it halfway before we decided our VIP pool area with drinks service became much more appealing than a spring that was still so far away.

I was wearing a white linen dress, thinking I’d look like some Greek goddess, but the illusion was ruined with the sheer amount of sweat coating my body, causing the dress to cling to me and reveal my figure. I found myself thankful the heat had kept everyone else away because I felt exposed, and David took great pleasure in pointing it out. He fondled my ass at every opportunity he got and commented how he could see my underwear through the wet linen. In fact, he was starting to piss me off as we made our way back to the hotel and I’d been groped for the thirtieth time in an hour.

David seemed to take the hint as we neared the resort and refrained from touching or talking anymore. The Greek forest was not like the forests in America. There was no looming canopy to shield you from the sun. The scorching hot star beamed down on us as we silently trod along the almost arid path.

We were probably only half a mile away from the hotel when  I heard a familiar high pitched giggle make its way through the trees. I stopped in my tracks as my ears pricked up. “Did you hear that?” I asked David.

“Hear what?” he said sheepishly, trying not to use a tone that would annoy me further.

The giggle echoed again across the leaves of the surrounding conifers. “That!” I raised a finger, definitely hearing it that time. “You don’t hear that giggling?”

“I can’t hear anything, Ashley. We’re getting pretty close to the resort. Maybe you can just hear some kids mucking around or something?”

“It doesn’t sound like kids. It sounds like those girls from the lobby. Come on, I think it’s coming from this way,” I ventured off the trail towards the source of the giggling.

“Ashley! Don’t leave the trail. We’re so close. Let’s just get back and we can have a drink by the pool,” David tried to protest, but it was too late, I was on a mission and wasn’t going to turn back. He reluctantly followed me off the path and into the forest.

He continued to protest as we pushed past tree branch after tree branch. I just ignored him as I heard the giggling grow louder, the only sign that I was headed in the right direction. Eventually I pushed past the final branch and unveiled an unexpected yet familiar sight.

The two olive-skinned beauties that I’d been seeing around the resort were playing in a natural spring down a little embankment. They were splashing about in the crystal clear water and were as completely naked as they were the previous night, only this time the hot Mediterranean sun illuminated every part of their spectacular bodies, unobstructed by shadows and curtains. My eyes went wide at the sight of the mysterious pair once again frolicking nude in water. They certainly had a hobby they were passionate about.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

“Wow, that’s a pretty secluded spring. How did you know where to find it?” David asked.

I turned towards him and looked up at him with a quizzical expression. “David, you don’t have to pretend like they’re not there. Like I said yesterday, I don’t mind you looking.”

“Ashley, what the fuck are you talking about?” he said, deadly serious.

“You really can’t see them?” I asked, turning back to face the sexy little things flicking water all over their impressively tanned bodies.

“See who?” he asked, raising his hands as he began to become exasperated with me.

I stared at the pair with an open mouth and furrowed brow, completely confused and wondering which one of us was crazy. Was I seeing things? Was my mind trying to tell me something? Like now that I was married I’d missed my chance to ever have a lesbian experience? It was never something I’d wanted in the past, yet I kept seeing this alluring pair all over the place and feeling a weird infatuation with them. They certainly seemed to be real. I didn’t think my mind would be capable of such vivid delusions if that was indeed what it was.

“You know what, babe?” I turned to my husband and placed my hands on his chest, speaking softly, letting my previous annoyance with him melt away. “Why don’t you head back to the hotel. I think I want to take some time to myself by the spring here.”

“Ashley, I can’t leave you. You’ll get lost.”

“No, I won’t. I promise,” I reassured him, letting his vaguely sexist comment slip. I wanted to know whether I was crazy or not. I wanted to interact with the girls and see if they’d vanish into thin air. “It’s fine. Really. I just want some alone time.”

He was definitely reluctant to leave me, but he could see in my face how serious I was. “Okay. But if you’re not back in an hour I’m going to come looking for you,” he eventually said before giving me a kiss goodbye and disappearing through the forest the same way we’d come.

Once he was gone, I turned and made my way down the embankment to the spring where the naked girls were playing. They either didn’t notice me until I got to the edge of the water or they just weren’t bothered by my presence, I couldn’t tell. In any case, even when they turned to face me they made no attempt to hide their nakedness. They showed no hints of shame nor exhibitionism. They were just completely comfortable with their appearance.

“Um, hi,” I raised a hand to greet them. “I’m Ashley Miller.”

“Hello, Ashley Miller,” one of them said, her voice drenched in an exotic, Greek accent. The pair smiled warmly at me, and I fought the natural urge to look down at their bodies, although I got the sense they wouldn’t have minded.

“What are your names?” I asked.

“I’m Ophelia,” one said. She had black hair and sharper features than her friend. She also had fuller breasts and wider hips.

“I’m Zoe,” the other, a sandy blonde, introduced herself. She was arguably less feminine with her narrower frame, and smaller, perkier breasts, but no less beautiful than her carefree counterpart.

I felt so nervous talking to them for some reason. I could feel myself not taking full breaths, and my heart beating against my ribs. I couldn’t tell if I was attracted to them or just envious of their jaw-dropping bodies and carefree natures. I’d always kept myself in good shape, but I had ten years of seniority on these girls at least, and my body definitely wasn’t as tight and perky as theirs.

“I keep seeing you two around the hotel. I even saw you last night enjoying your naked swim in the VIP pool,” I blushed as I said it, trying not to sound like a pervert, even though I knew I definitely was.

The two girls giggled their infectious giggle, and they strode towards each other in the water, each wrapping an arm around the other and pressing the sides of their bodies together. The sides of their breasts even grazed each other, but neither seemed phased by it. “We knew it was you who was the one watching us,” Ophelia said with imperfect English, sending a thrill through my body.

“Why is it only I can seem to see you? My husband definitely noticed you in the lobby yesterday afternoon, but since then it’s like you’re ghosts.”

“We are water nymphs,” Zoe announced. “When around water, we have the power to only be seen by those we want to see us. To everyone else we are invisible.”

“What do you mean, water nymphs?” I asked, Zoe’s answer only serving to confuse me even more.

The pair erupted into another giggle fit, grinning at my perplexion. “What do you mean, what do we mean?” Ophelia said with her alluring accent. “We’re water nymphs. How else should we say it?”

“You possess magical powers that make you invisible to everyone except those you want to see you?” I asked. As the words came out of my mouth it seemed to confirm my own insanity.

“Only when we’re around water,” Ophelia corrected me. “We’ve belonged to this spring for thousands of years. When the Arcadia Luxury Resort was built, it brought with it many pools for us to explore, and pretty women to play with.”

“So where’d you get your clothes from? Yesterday you were both in bikinis and skirts.”

“From some of the girls we’ve played with, Ashley Miller,” Zoe smiled at me.

“What do you mean play with?” I asked, my heart beating a little faster. I was made suddenly aware of a tingling in my groin at the way the girls were talking. The proverbial bush they were beating around seemed obvious enough, but I still had to hear them say it explicitly. I was so completely intrigued by everything about them.

“We have fun. We frolic in the water. We bathe in the sun and enjoy each other’s bodies. We make each other scream with pleasure the way Aphrodite taught us, yes?’ Zoe said.

I felt a pang of arousal between my legs. There was no doubt about it anymore. These two nymphs were lesbian lovers. “You entice other women you see at the resort?” I asked almost rhetorically, knowing the answer because of how enticed I felt at that very moment.

“Yes,” Ophelia stated innocently, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

“And you’ve revealed yourselves to me. Does that mean you mean to entice me?”

“Yes,” Zoe said with a cheeky grin.

“I’m here on my honeymoon, with my husband. I’m not going to have sex with two other women just days after getting married,” I said. I tried to sound resolute, but even I didn’t totally believe the words as they came out of my mouth. Whether or not these girls were water nymphs, I couldn’t deny my feelings of lust towards them. They seemed so new and exciting, yet dangerous. Like they represented something I wanted to experience, but wasn’t sure I had the guts to explore, for fear of what it would mean for the rest of my life.

“We didn’t make you tell your husband to go back to the Arcadia Luxury Resort,” Ophelia said as the pair started walking backwards into the deeper water.

“And we didn’t make you come down here and talk to us,” Zoe said as the water reached their hips, their hairless pussies disappearing below the surface.

“And we didn’t make you watch us last night while your husband fucked you,” Ophelia said with a coy smile, the water reaching their lovely breasts as they backed further into the water.

“We’re certainly not making you come for a swim. But you look sweaty, Ashley Miller. You should cool off,” Zoe said as their heads were the only thing showing.

Then, suddenly, the pair disappeared and there was stillness and silence. There were no ripples on the surface of the water, no bubbles where their heads were. Just… nothingness. I stood there, staring at the natural spring, feeling drawn towards it, like it had a magnetic pull. I could feel the warmth stirring between my legs, the thought of joining these two unbelievable beauties in their carefree lesbian sex an alluring one.

My husband was waiting for me back at the hotel, waiting to thrust himself inside me once again. We had our whole lives for that, though. This was perhaps my last chance to explore any lesbian inclinations I had buried within myself. I could certainly never tell David. He’d lock me in an asylum with talk of lesbian water nymphs. But I wanted to see where it led. I wanted to experience what the enticing spring had to offer. Just this once.

I slipped out of my sandals and stepped forward, dipping my toes in the spring. The refreshing coolness of the water after such a hot hike made the thought of joining the nymphs even more attractive. I wanted to cool off, I wanted to be with them, I wanted to experience lesbian pleasure. I stepped further into the spring, embracing my curiosities and wading in towards them. My linen dress floated around me on the surface of the water as I stepped deeper and deeper into the pool of temptation.

I shivered as the water reached my groin, which was so warm from the sight of the playful water nymphs and the feelings they stirred inside me. When the water came up to my breasts, I turned around and lay on my back, allowing myself to float out into the center of the spring. My soaking wet dress clung to my skin above the surface, my nipples visible even through my bra with how stiff the cool water had made them. The rest of my dress floated around me, as did my hair, moving along with the water as if they were made of liquid as well.

I could sense Ophelia and Zoe below me. I could feel their eyes boring into the underside of my body. I supposed being water nymphs meant they didn’t need to come up for air because they’d been submerged for some time. As I lay there, floating on my back in the calm pool. I closed my eyes and accepted that these girls were in fact some kind of magical creatures. And that I wanted what they had to offer. I wanted their hands and their mouths to make me experience a new kind of pleasure. I wanted to be as carefree and fun as they were.

The silence was broken by the sounds of four hands breaching the surface. I inhaled deeply as each of the hands touched me. They moved gently yet purposefully all over my body, leaving almost no inch untouched. The water nymphs caressed the entire length of my legs, my feet, my arms, my stomach, my breasts, my underarms, everywhere except my pussy. They didn’t squeeze or pinch anywhere, they simply brushed against all of me, feeling me and taking me in while the rest of them remained submerged.

My heart felt like it was beating in my throat as I tried to stay still while the nymphs’ hands explored my body. I kept my eyes closed and focused on the sensations I was experiencing. The Mediterranean sun beating down on my front, the slow breaths I took, the gentle sloshing of the water as they made their way around me, the feeling of these two girls’ smooth, unrushed hands touching me all over. The warmth in my groin stirred even more as any remaining feelings of hesitation floated away.

The hands let go of me all of a sudden and I opened my eyes just in time to see Ophelia breaching the surface next to me. The water ran off her long black hair and her lovely, full breasts. She was looking down at me with a warm smile and I stared back at her with lust in my eyes, now not ashamed to stare at her chest. The water was disturbed near my legs and Zoe came up, her wet, blonde hair partially covering her perky tits.

Despite being the only one not naked, I felt exposed, floating on the water with my arms out to my sides and my legs partly spread, these two perfect creatures looking down at me. And yet I felt completely safe and that I was in good hands.

The nymphs didn’t speak a word. Ophelia simply bent over and placed her lips onto mine. It felt like my heart exploded the second our mouths touched. I had never kissed a pair of lips so wonderfully soft and plump. I sighed through my nose onto the water nymph’s cheek, giving in to temptation as our mouths melded together, a wonderful glow at the base of my skull radiating into my head. Just days after kissing my husband at our wedding, there I was, kissing this gorgeous naked girl while I floated on a secluded Greek spring.

Ophelia kissed me again and again, her sensual lips covering mine as she held my head in her hands, her dark, wet hair hanging down to either side of her impossibly pretty face. As our kisses grew more passionate, our mouths parted and our tongues slid along the lengths of each other, twirling around as I felt more and more relaxed by her soft kissing. I felt as fluid as the surface of the water I was floating on, like I had become one with it. A tiny moan voiced in my throat as our tongues entwined.

Zoe giggled as she watched her fellow water nymph kiss me. I felt her hands all over my body still, and as I made out with Ophelia, she guided my arms out of the linen dress. She bunched it up around my neck and I broke my kiss with her lover for just long enough for her to pull it over my head, the garment floating away.

The tight blonde unclasped my bra and I let her pull the straps down my arms before it too drifted off. My breasts were partially below the surface, but my pink peaks were above. Ophelia’s perfect mouth moved away from mine as she and Zoe each took one of my nipples in their mouths. I inhaled deeply, feeling the hands of both girls pressing against my back and making my tits rise out of the water.

The gentle sloshing of the spring against my skin was so calming as the two beauties kissed all over my chest, sucking on my areolas and gently flicking my nipples with the tips of their tongues, the pair of them making tiny little soothing moans as they did so. I joined in their lustful chorus, louder this time, enjoying the feeling of two mouths on my body; a first for me. Zoe and Ophelia were so tender with their touch, so soft, so feminine. Their mouths on my nipples sent pleasure down my spine, and the warmth in my pussy became even hotter, my cunt yearning to have their mouths do the same things to it.

Each of them rested a hand on my hip bones, their fingers fantastically close to my groin while their lovely mouths kept kissing and licking my breasts. I looked down between their heads and could see my soaking wet panties clinging to my pussy lips, my trimmed tuft of pubes visible through the wet cotton. I watched with an open mouth and half-closed eyes as I breathed deeply, the blonde and black wet hair of the two magical creatures tickling my skin as they pleased me.

In perfect sync, the two turned their pretty faces towards me, each resting a cheek on the respective breast they’d just been kissing. They looked so radiant and beautiful. I couldn’t believe the feelings they were eliciting in me. David never failed to make me horny, but being with two stunning girls at the same time was just a whole other level.

“Do you like our mouths?” Ophelia asked with that wonderfully exotic accent.

“Mhmm,” I responded, smacking my lips and nodding my head, causing the two girls to smile and giggle as they always did.

“I want to eat your pussy,” Zoe said, the words alone making my loins tingle with desire. “Can I do this?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” I said, intoxicated by desire.

The pair of water nymphs smiled before they turned their heads again and began placing sweet kisses all over my body. Ophelia’s mouth kissed up my chest and neck while Zoe headed south. She climbed over one of my dangling legs and positioned herself between them, the touch of her lips against my tummy causing me to gasp as Ophelia sucked on my neck.

Zoe dragged her tongue along my hip bones and kissed the tops of my thighs before she curled her fingers into the waistband of my panties. She floated backwards a little in the water as she pulled them down, and I squeezed my ass as I straightened my legs to remain buoyant. My doubly soaked panties were pulled off my feet and allowed to drift away, leaving me as naked as the two nymphs that seduced me into their lesbian ways.

Ophelia pulled away from my neck and smiled down at me. I immediately grabbed her face and pulled her mouth back onto mine, kissing the olive-skinned beauty deeper than before, overcome with passion. At the other end of me, Zoe guided my legs apart and kissed up my thighs, alternating between tender kisses and dragging her tongue along my wet skin. Every time she used her tongue she’d send a shiver up my spine and stoke the warmth in my cunt.

She got nearer and nearer to my pussy. I’d never had a woman anywhere that intimate before. It felt incredible though. I felt so naughty cheating on my new husband with these two magical lesbians. Their mouths made me feel a special kind of way I’d never felt before, and I wanted to see just how good the ancient pair could make me feel.

Zoe touched her tongue to my pussy, licking up the length of my snatch and parting my lips as she moved between them. As she did so, I held Ophelia’s head a little tighter and let out a strained moan into her mouth as my body reactively curled, my muscles all flexing from the pleasure caused by Zoe’s tongue.

Ophelia giggled into my mouth as her tongue wrapped around mine, and I laid back onto the surface of the water. Zoe wrapped her arms around my legs, holding onto the tops of my thighs as her mouth licked me again and again. Her tongue felt so sweet, so soft against my sensitive pussy. She moaned with appreciation for my snatch and I breathed heavily as I held onto Ophelia’s head, holding her against me while my pussy was eaten by a woman for the first time.

Zoe pursed her lips around my clit, kissing and sucking it into her delicate mouth, her moans vibrating it as her nose was buried in my trimmed pubes. “Oh my god,” I whispered as I pulled my mouth away from Ophelia and looked her right in the eyes. My expression was one of blank pleasure, like I couldn’t process what I was feeling. None of it made sense to me, all I knew was that I loved it.

Ophelia smiled down at me while her water nymph partner devoured my cunt. “She feels good, no?”

“Mhmm,” I smacked my lips as I nodded my head, my brow creased in ecstasy.

“I’ve seen Zoe lick thousands of pussies over the millenia. Not once has there been a girl who didn’t love it. Aphrodite taught us the ways of lesbian sex in this very spring. Now we pass that knowledge onto others.”

Zoe consumed me, stroking her naughty nymph tongue through my pink and circling it around my swollen clit. The crude wet sounds of my pussy being eaten mixed with the gentle wet sounds of the water lapping against my body as the two beautiful Greek creatures had their way with me. My body would twitch and cause a little splash every time Zoe touched somewhere particularly sensitive, and she’d remember exactly what she did and go back to the same spot any time she wanted to see me squirm. The tight-bodied sandy blonde giggled between my legs, loving the taste of my cunt as much as I loved the feel of her mouth.

Ophelia stroked the side of my head with her thumb, looking down at my rapt face with what seemed like pride, whether it was pride in her fellow nymph for eating me out so well, or pride in me for giving in to the lesbian temptation, I do not know. But she raised herself a bit further out of the water, her heavenly breasts hanging from her chest as the crystal clear water dripped off of them.

“Do you want to love my breasts?” she asked, her English not quite right but basically correct. I did want to love them.

“Mhmm,” I said again as I stared at her perfect globes and she bent over and fed one of them to me. I sighed as I took one of her nipples in my mouth, while my hand reached out of the water and fondled her other.

Between my legs, Zoe latched onto my clit and shook her head left and right, tugging my pink pearl with her. I moaned onto Ophelia’s breast and my abs tensed as pleasure radiated out of my horny bean, making the dark haired beauty titter with delight. I could feel Zoe’s mouth widen into a smile between my legs as she let go of my clit and traced her wonderful tongue through my creamy snatch again.

I was completely enchanted by Ophelia’s perfect breasts. I’d never felt another woman’s breasts before, and I’d certainly never licked or sucked on my husband’s nipples. Her lovely lumps felt fantastic to me. I loved feeling the weight of one in my hand, her pliable flesh giving way to my fingers as I gently squeezed. I kissed and licked the nipple of her other, making it stiffen in my mouth as I fluttered the tip of my tongue against it. She cradled my head in the water as I loved her breasts.

Zoe brought one of her hands over my thigh and used her thumb and forefinger to pull back the hood of my clit, exposing my bean to her playful tongue. She flicked it up and down with the rigid tip of her tongue before licking it passionately, her organ folding over itself as she stimulated it. The warmth in my groin felt like a lit rag stuffed in the gas tank of a car, threatening to explode at any moment. She felt so fucking good. I’d never been eaten out like this. I loved having a water nymph at each end of me.

My moans became high pitched and more frequent as I squeezed my eyes shut while I sucked on Ophelia’s nipple. The lapping of the water had become more like sloshing as my body undulated on the surface, the two nymphs loving what they were doing to me.

Like the figurative car bomb, I exploded. I whined with a mouthful of nipple as my legs squeezed shut around Zoe’s head, my body tensing and my lower half losing its buoyancy as my legs disappeared below the surface of the water with the sandy blonde between them. I thrashed around in the water, unable to control myself as Zoe kept licking my clit underwater.

“Ahhhh fuuuuuck,” I cried as I released Ophelia’s breast from my mouth. My brow was creased in ecstasy and my cheeks flushed red as I looked up at her smiling face while I experienced my first lesbian orgasm.

The dark haired beauty bent over and rammed her tongue into my mouth, and I kissed her deeply as the climax took hold of my body. Ophelia squeezed one of my breasts and tweaked a nipple while her tongue practically tickled my tonsils. I couldn’t stop moaning, my whole body felt on fire with pleasure.

Eventually, my orgasm subsided and my legs released Zoe’s head from their vice grip beneath the surface. She emerged in front of me, smiling as always, not out of breath at all. My whole body from the neck down was submerged, and my feet instinctively kicked a little, but I seemed to be effortlessly held up by Ophelia. The smiling blonde swam towards me and our naked bodies pressed together underwater, the short, tight body of the sexy blonde feeling wonderful against mine as she took her turn to kiss me.

I could taste my own flavor on our mouth, and her tongue swirled around mine, sharing more of my sex with me. I loved her perky tits pressing into mine, her hard, sun kissed body in my arms.

“Thank you,” I said with a shaky breath as we broke the kiss.

My gratitude earned another gleeful giggle from the playful nymph. “You do this to me now, yes?” she asked.

The thought electrified my brain, snapping me out of my post-orgasm haze as I realized I was going to eat pussy for the first time ever. My eyes lit up and I nodded my head excitedly, keen to reciprocate the gesture to the sandy blonde beauty.

Zoe pushed herself off of me, drifting a couple of feet away before she put her hands on the surface of the water. It was as if the water was as solid as the concrete edge of a pool, as the magical water nymph pulled herself up, water streaming off her fantastically toned and tanned body. She sat her little butt down on the surface of the water and pulled her legs out, spreading them and displaying her slick little pink pussy.

“Oh, wow,” I said, equally impressed with the magical display of sitting on water as I was the delectable looking snatch she was offering up.

“You’re going to love eating Zoe’s pussy, Ashely Miller,” Ophelia said as she put a hand against the back of my head.

“I think you’re right,” I said, completely entranced by the view as I let myself be guided towards the open legs of the blonde nymph. I swam towards her, my eyes trained on her cute little cookie, my mouth watering with lust.

Ophelia led my face up to Zoe’s enticing snatch, and I immediately reached out with my tongue for my first taste of pussy. Zoe and I moaned at the same time, her with the pleasure of having another successfully seduced human eating her out, me at the magical taste of her sex as it hit my taste buds. I licked through her neat little snatch, completely enamored with its taste.

My head bobbed above the surface of the water as I licked her over and over, intoxicated by her sticky cum and letting it roll down to the back of my throat to be gratefully swallowed. The fragrant goo tasted so sweet, so delicate, so feminine. I couldn’t believe how much I instantly loved it. Zoe’s hand replaced Ophelia’s on the back of my head as she held me against her, her tight body tensing as I sent pleasure coursing through it.

I explored the tasty pussy, letting her nectar coat my lips and chin as I nibbled on her labia, and penetrated her creamy hole with my inquisitive tongue, tasting her delicious cum in its most plentiful source. I let out strained noises as I breathed heavily, worming my tongue as deep into her as I could and licking her insides. Zoe tweaked one of her own nipples as she looked down at me, her mouth in a perfect ‘O’ shape as she moaned and sighed.

“I think she likes how you taste,” Ophelia giggled from behind me, and with my tongue still buried in Zoe’s opening, I responded with a grunted “Uh-huh.”

“Come up here, my love,” Zoe said to her fellow water nymph.

I heard the sound of water dripping off a body as Ophelia used the same magic powers to pull herself up onto the surface as if it was hard flooring. She walked on the water over to Zoe and swung a leg over hers, facing me. The dark haired beauty bent over slightly and backed herself into Zoe who immediately started eating her out from behind.

Ophelia looked down at me, water dripping off her hair and onto my face as I gorged myself on Zoe’s snatch. I looked up and watched as the blonde ate her out when I noticed Zoe’s tongue licking all the way through her snatch and up to her asshole.

“Ahhhhh,” Ophelia’s open mouth spread into a smile as she sighed with pleasure from the anal attention. Like she’d done to my clit, Zoe’s tongue folded over itself as she satiated herself on Ophelia’s asshole.

My eyes went wide at the sight as I sucked Zoe’s clit into my mouth. It looked so fucking naughty and lewd, seeing Ophelia’s unattended pussy hovering there while Zoe’s chin was pressed between her butt cheeks. So naughty, and yet so hot. Seeing Ophelia be rimmed invigorated me and took my pussy eating to a whole other level, as I swirled my tongue around Zoe’s clit I couldn’t take my eyes off the analingus happening above me.

“Oh, my love, that feels so good,” Ophelia cooed as she closed her eyes and relaxed her face, enjoying the feeling of her lover's salacious tongue licking her asshole.

“Mmm, mmm,” I moaned with a mouthful of pussy, trailing my tongue all over Zoe’s cute little cunt, my top lip resting against her hairless mons as my tongue wagged.

Zoe’s breathing grew faster and faster, her perky tits moving in and out with her heaving while her ceaseless jaw pushed her tongue across Ophelia’s back door. I pressed down with as much pressure as I could with the flat of my tongue while I dragged her clit in circles, the tiny little bean occasionally slipping out from underneath it before I found it again.

The two water nymphs came at the same time. Like, exactly the same time. As if they shared some kind of psychic connection that allowed them to feel each other’s pleasure. The pair of them convulsed, Ophelia’s back arching backwards and forwards as cum dripped out of her unattended pussy, falling down onto her lover’s perky tits as Zoe spasmed on the surface of the water. I licked the length of her over and over, trying to collect her delicious goo as fast as she was producing. Her slick little cookie was like a waterslide, and my whole head bobbed up and down as I moaned with delight onto her snatch.

Zoe’s legs quivered to either side of me, her toned thighs vibrating as her orgasm shook her to the core. The pert little blonde squealed into her lover’s ass while she never stopped licking it, and Ophelia cried out in pleasure, her whole face creased in ecstasy as she rode out her orgasm.

“Nyeahhhhh,” she wailed with a strained voice. “For the love of Aphrodite!”

As their orgasms waned, Ophelia bent all the way over and held my chin in her hand, tilting my head up and kissing me so that she could taste her nymph lover’s sweetness on my lips. She smiled at me before stepping to the side and allowing me to view Zoe, who leaned back on her elbows while she recovered from the orgasm I’d given her.

I could see Ophelia’s honey glistening on her chest, a different consistency to the water drops of the spring that were dotted all over her sun kissed skin. I wanted to see what Ophelia tasted like, so I grabbed onto Zoe’s body and used it to hoist my upper half out of the water, before I dragged my tongue across her chest. I lapped up Ophelia’s sex and was sure to kiss Zoe’s perky tits as thanks for the offering. She smiled down at me and giggled playfully as always.

“How did you two cum so perfectly in tandem?” I asked the pair.

“Zoe and I feel what the other feels,” Opherlia started.

“When you lick my pussy, Ophelia feels it in her pussy as well.” Zoe continued.

“So when you’re eating her ass… you feel the same pleasure yourself?”

“Mhmm,” she smiled down at me.

“It looked so naughty and hot. I’ve never had my ass licked before,” I admitted, slightly ashamed of my up-til-then vanilla sex life.

The ears of the two nymphs seemed to prick up at my confession. “Do you want us to lick your asshole?” Ophelia asked, her Greek accent making the lewd words sound almost romantic.

I looked up at the two women resting atop the water’s surface in silence, my head gently bobbing as I treaded water. It seemed so wrong, and yet, I’d already done plenty that was wrong. “Yes please,” I said with a smile, figuring if I was going to give in to temptation, I might as well give in all the way.

The nymphs smiled and as Zoe got to her feet, the both of them reached into the water and took me by a wrist. I was gently pulled through the water as the two magical lesbian creatures walked across it. I stared up at their lovely butts while they walked; Ophelia’s round, plumper cheeks creasing against the backs of her thighs and Zoe’s firm, toned ass with exquisite dimples in the small of her back.

They guided me over to the edge of the pool where a large, smooth rock was situated. The two of them pulled my arms over it so that I lay face down on the warm boulder, the water dripping off my cool body and wettening it. My nethers were lifted out of the water, with only my legs below my knees still dangling in the cool spring.

“Oh my god,” I breathed as I was laid across the rock.

The two nymphs giggled as they were known to do while they made their way behind me. My heart pounded as I anticipated what was coming next. Zoe lay down in the shallow water and Ophelia mounted her, the two sexy lesbians stacked on top of each other between my open legs.

They wasted no time, and I felt their tongues touch me in perfect unison. I inhaled a sharp breath as Zoe’s mouth touched my pussy again while Ophelia buried her face between my cheeks, her soft tongue that had spent so long in my mouth now gently licking my asshole. My nethers instinctively kegelled, my butthole puckering as it was touched by a tongue for the first time.

The pair giggled into my nethers as they enjoyed themselves, gorging on my pussy and ass with their magical tongues while I baked on the hot rock. It felt strange at first having Ophelia’s tongue licking my back door, but before long I was completely loving it, getting off on the naughty, forbidden act while her counterpart’s perfect mouth sucked on my clit.

“Fuuuuck,” I sighed as I let myself enjoy the duel tongues of the lovely lesbian creatures.

Having my pussy eaten out by another girl was hot enough, but having my back door licked as well was a whole other level. A terrific glow of pleasure usually reserved for only my pussy was felt in my ass for the first time too, and I simply lay there on my front and basked in it, my eyes closed and my open mouth curled into a permanent smile as I sighed and moaned with delight.

Zoe turned her head sideways to allow her tongue access to my opening as she penetrated me with her sexy organ, pushing herself into my vagina and tongue-fucking me. Ophelia used the rigid tip of her tongue to apply pressure to my tiny crater, overpowering my ring of muscle and slithering into my asshole. I cried out as I felt the two tongues enter me, my fingernails scratching the surface of the rock as they reactively clawed.

The sensation of Ophelia’s slippery tongue slightly stretching my ring as she buttfucked me with it was so god damned hot. Her tongue worked in tandem with Zoe’s as they repeatedly filled me up and emptied me out. It was too much for me to bear. It just felt too damn good.

I came against the rock, my eyes squeezing shut as I pressed back on the lovely mouths of the two water nymphs behind me. Through my orgasm, I beared down, pushing Ophelia’s tongue out of my ass before my body tightened again, sucking her back in. Cum gushed out of my cunt and Zoe stroked her tongue through my pink as she groaned in delight. My whole body felt as hot as the boulder I was laying on top of. My head swam in the pool of pure ecstasy the two nymphs had flooded me with.

I felt the familiar sharp pleasure shooting out of my pussy, only for the first time ever it mixed with a duller, warmer pleasure radiating out of my asshole. I’d never felt an orgasm so all-consuming and powerful as that one.

The two nymphs pulled their tongues out of my holes as I laid there, heaving on my front against the rock as my brain reset, trying to catch my breath. I heard the gentle sloshing of water as the pair swam around in the spring behind me but I was too exhausted to look and see what they were doing. A short time after they appeared at my side with my linen dress and underwear in their hands.

I put on the soaking wet clothing and shared passionate kisses with both of them before we bid our farewells. If I’d stayed any longer I’d have had David finding me naked and heaving in a hidden spring while two invisible entities went down on me.

Fortunately, the scorching Mediterranean sun mostly dried out my clothes by the time I made it back to the resort. All except my pussy which remained saturated with arousal and my ass crack which was slippery with Ophelia’s saliva.

I gave David the best sex of his life that night while I thought back to my time with the water nymphs. He declined to eat my ass when I asked him to though. So the next day I went on a little solo hike and visited my favorite secluded spring for some more satisfying lesbian sex.

It was the best honeymoon I ever could have hoped for.

THE END


Curse of the Lesbian Video

In a state of complete surprise, I reactively pushed Rhiannon off me, her lips peeling away from my own as I put some distance between us on the couch. “Rhi! What the fuck are you doing?!” I asked, my face creased in shock and confusion at my best friend trying to kiss me out of the blue.

“What? What’s wrong with it?” she asked, as if we made out all the time and I was the one being weird.

“We’re not lesbians, Rhi. We’re best friends. We don’t do that,” I said, perplexed by her nonchalant attitude.

“Shauna, we’ve known each other since middle school. We’ve been through so much together. Done so much together. Why not give each other pleasure as well?”

“I find myself saying once again: we’re not lesbians,” I said, my voice resolute.

“Maybe I am,” my best friend shrugged her shoulders.

“Rhi, you know I know how many men you’ve been with. Two weeks ago at the frat party you took home Derek and fucked his brains out. I know you did!” I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my friend’s mouth. She’d never mentioned any kind of attraction to women before, or any desire to experiment when we got to college. Her sudden apparent lesbian turning was completely out of left field.

“Well, I’ve found out lesbian sex is a whole lot better than sex with slobbering frat boys. If you’d stop being such a prude and let yourself experience it you’d see what I mean. Then you’d be eating pussy all over campus. You just have to give in.”

“Rhi! I can’t believe you’re talking like this. Where is this all coming from?”

There was a pause, as my undeniably pretty friend stared at me in the eyes, her lips curling into a coy smile as if she knew something juicy that I didn’t. I looked back at her with the look of bewilderment still painted on my face. I threw my hands up in the air as if to say ‘Well?’

“Okay. There’s this video I stumbled upon on the internet. It just sort of… opened my mind up to the possibility, I guess? And then when I eventually tried it I was so glad I did. It’s changed everything for me.”

“Wait, so you’ve already had lesbian sex with someone?”

“Mhmm,” she nodded, her eyes lighting up as the memory flashed across her mind.

“With who!?” I asked. Rhi and I had spent many nights regaling each other with tales of men we’d fucked, but there had never been another woman.

She pursed her lips tightly shut, refusing to say, but an uncontrollable giggle broke the seal. I laughed at her, the shock of her trying to kiss me fading away as it was replaced by my shock at seeing Rhiannon act that way. I’d never seen her like that before.

“Look, if you want to know more, just watch the video,” she said as she picked up her phone and started typing something, before my own phone dinged with a notification. “There, I’ve just sent it to you. Check it out if you want your life to change forever and experience the most insane pleasure you could never have imagined.”

“Rhiannon, look, I love you, but nothing romantic is ever going to happen between us.”

“Who said anything about romance?” she asked with a cheeky grin as she got up from the couch and collected her purse. “I’m talking about sexual.”

“Or sexual!” I reiterated, shaking my head at my best friend as she walked out of my apartment.

“Just watch the video!” she called out as the door swung closed behind her.

I sat there in stunned silence for a moment, touching my fingertips to my lips where the taste of my best friend still lingered. I couldn’t believe she tried to kiss me. I unlocked my phone and looked at my chat with Rhi, the blue link of the video she was talking about sitting there.

“Not gonna happen,” I said to no one before locking my phone and tossing it aside. I was completely, totally, one hundred percent straight, with no interest in doing anything sexual with another girl. No video could change that.

✦✦✦

I laid awake in bed that night, tossing and turning and unable to get the thought of what Rhi did out of my head. It was just so completely unexpected. The two of us had been so close ever since we were kids, and we’d never done anything like that. We’d never drunkenly kissed for attention at a party. We’d seen each other in our underwear all the time, but I’d never looked at her in that way, and I’d never sensed her looking at me that way either.

What could have compelled her to risk our friendship by kissing me?

I was plagued by the question as the hours ticked by in darkness. What made it all the more torturous is that I knew there was at least part of the answer in the video she’d sent to me. That was the video that apparently opened up her mind to lesbianism and changed her whole sexual identity. I knew that if I watched it I would glean some insight into her reasons for doing what she did.

Part of me was scared though. I don’t know why. I was so confident in my heterosexuality, and yet, I was hesitant to have it challenged by whatever was on that video. Perhaps I wasn’t as confident as I thought.

Unable to take it anymore, I took my phone off charge and squinted at the screen as my eyes adjusted. I stared at the link Rhi had sent me for a second, hesitating, deciding if I really wanted to know. I could have just forgiven my friend for her sexual advances and pretend like it never happened. In the end though, I couldn’t. I needed to be able to sleep. I pressed the link.

The video opened up and started playing. At first it was just a woman standing against a perfectly white background. Even without a point of reference she looked tall, her above-shoulder-length platinum hair slicked back, her sharp facial features accentuated by smokey eyeshadow and blood red lipstick. She looked like the perfect specimen of a woman, thin but with wide hips and heavy breasts, with a clearly visible jawline, collarbones and ribcage, her body toned without being muscly. She was standing in what looked like leather underwear, and very skimpy underwear at that, her full breasts mostly on show and the straps of her panties riding high up on her hips, coming down into a V that only just concealed her private area.

I wasn’t taken aback by her scantily clad appearance, I saw plenty of practically naked women on my socials every day. What did take me back though was her eyes. They glowed red, as if there was fire behind them. I’d never seen eyes that color before. She must have been wearing contact lenses and yet in my head, I somehow just knew that she wasn’t.

She smiled wickedly into the camera and started running her hands all over her body, sliding them down her sides, over her ribs and feminine hips, up the insides of her toned thighs and her flat stomach, giving her breasts a slight squeeze. “So, you’ve gone your whole life thinking you’re perfectly straight,” she spoke with a wet, seductive voice. “But I can assure you, you’re just one mind-bending orgasm given to you by the tongue of another woman away from realizing there’s a little lesbian inside you, just begging to be let out.”

“Really?” I said to myself, unimpressed. This was the video that inspired my straight friend to go out and find a girl to experiment with?

She leaned forward and pursed her plump, red lips into a kiss before my phone screen seemed to glitch for a split second, with the image distorting and bars appearing. As it returned to normal, the blonde woman stood there completely naked. She had the tip of one finger in her mouth while she looked downwards at her other hand, one of her fingers sliding through the lips of her slit, her pussy completely hairless. My eyes bugged out at the sudden nudity, and instinctively my thumb moved to the back button on my phone, but I stopped myself. I didn’t have any answers yet as to why Rhi tried to kiss me, and I could tolerate seeing a naked woman, especially one as envy-inducing as this one.

On my phone screen, the woman looked up at the camera with half-closed eyes, and it felt as if she was looking straight at me, like she was in the room and making intense eye contact. “My name’s Samara, and I can make you feel soooo good.”

The moment she finished her sentence my phone seemed to glitch again, and a series of clips barely longer than a second each flashed on screen. First was Samara tearing open the buttoned shirt of some woman in a bathroom, exposing her breasts as the stranger threw her head back in ecstasy. Then it was a woman in what appeared to be a library, her skirt bunched up around her waist with Samara behind her, sucking on her neck while her hand rolled around inside the woman’s panties, the woman quivering as the fabric suddenly became soaked by an orgasm.

The third clip was what really threw me though. The mysterious Samara was laid flat on her stomach, her smiling face visible and once again looking at me straight in the eyes. I could see over her shoulder and what I saw was the face of a girl crammed into her butt, and it was a face I would recognize anywhere. Rhiannon’s tongue licked the silver-haired beauty’s asshole while she moaned with delight.

“You’re not as straight as you think you are, Shauna,” Samara said, her lips grinning while she was rimmed by my best friend.

“Oh my god!” I squealed as I hit the back button on my phone and tossed it away as if it was infected. She’d just said my name! And even crazier than the knowledge that Rhi licked a girl's butt was the fact that she’d let herself be filmed doing it! “What the fuck did I just watch?” I breathed, completely in shock at what I’d just witnessed.

I tried my best to get to sleep again, but the video had only made things worse. I just kept tossing and turning more, my mind boggled at what I’d just seen my best friend do. As the minutes trickled into more hours, and I lay there unable to get the images of lesbian sex I’d seen out of my head, I was surprised to find feelings of horniness creeping in. My pussy glowed in my sleep shorts, wanting to be touched.

“Well, maybe it’ll help me sleep,” I said to myself, hoping an orgasm might wear me out enough to finally rest. I reached into my bedside drawer and found my favorite vibrator, putting my hand into my shorts and finding my clit with the buzzing toy.

I thought back to my Europe trip with Rhi, thought back to the best sex of my life with an Italian stallion in a hotel room on the Amalfi coast. I smiled as I thought about my tits pressing up against his muscular chest, his strong hands exploring my body, lifting me up off the floor. As I masturbated though, thoughts of Samara kept creeping in. I grimaced as images of the platinum haired beauty’s body flashed across my mind. I tried to keep thinking back to my steamy fun in Italy but every time the pleasure built in my pussy my mind would revert back to the feminine babe with fiery red eyes.

I saw that girl’s panties dripping with cum in the library while Samara kissed her neck. I saw the girl in the bathroom, her tits bouncing out of her top when Samara ripped it open. The pleasure inside me rose and rose, my orgasm nearing despite my best efforts not to get turned on by such thoughts.

I couldn’t stop myself though. I was powerless to help it. My legs squeezed shut and I squealed as I came to the thought of my best friend eating Samara’s butt. My whole body tensed in ecstasy as I pictured it, the vibrator buzzing against my swollen clit while cum leaked out of my pussy.

As my orgasm died down and my body untensed, I turned the vibe off and breathed heavily as I caught my breath, not used to such an intense orgasm from masturbation. Finally feeling at peace, I fell asleep there and then, with my hand still stuffed down my shorts.

✦✦✦

The next few days were strange to say the least. I tried to get the thoughts of the mysterious Samara out of my head, but I kept seeing her everywhere I went. I would see the naked woman standing behind me in my bathroom mirror but when I turned no one would be standing there. As I mindlessly scrolled through my socials I would see her posing nude on a post but when I scrolled back up to see it, there was nothing but travel photos and puppy videos.

To make things worse, I didn’t speak to Rhi all week. I had a couple of messages from her that I ignored. I was too ashamed and confused by the orgasm I had to the image of her having sex with another woman. We’d never gone this long without speaking to each other, and creepy instances of feeling the presence of Samara following me around was something I’d normally be desperate to discuss with her. Part of me resented my best friend for even sending me the cursed video in the first place.

To make things even worse, I wasn’t able to masturbate all week. Every time I tried, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking back to what I saw on that video. Too afraid to cum to the thought of lesbian sex again, I would return my vibrator to my drawer, and eventually fall asleep frustrated and dissatisfied. My pent up sexual frustration became worse and worse as the week went on, especially as I kept seeing Samara’s naked self everywhere I looked.

One night, I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to cum. And I had an idea to prevent myself from thinking about lesbians while I masturbated. I took my laptop to bed and opened up a porn website, quickly finding a video that looked hot and pressing play. It was standard stuff, a woman getting railed by a handsome stud with a big dick. Just the kind of vanilla familiar territory that I needed.

I put my vibrator to work and enjoyed the video. Thoughts of lesbian sex couldn’t creep into my mind if I wasn’t using it. The pair in the video went through the motions, getting naked and going down on each other. The woman bounced on the man’s dick for a while before he threw her off of him and bent her over. He took her from behind and she was loving it. I was too. I wasn’t far off finishing.

That was when the camera panned away from the close-up action over to the woman’s face, only it wasn’t the same woman as before. It was fucking Samara! Her body moved backwards and forwards while she moaned in pleasure, winking at me through the laptop screen. The camera pulled back and the man behind her had been replaced by an attractive looking woman wearing a strap-on and holding Samara’s hips while she plunged the dildo into her.

“You’re not as straight as you think you are, Shauna,” Samara said on the video.

“Oh, for fucks sake!” I grumbled angrily as I slammed the laptop shut and collapsed back onto my bed. There was seemingly no escaping the woman. Either I was losing my mind or this Samara chick had supernatural powers, because it made no sense how I kept seeing her everywhere.

Before I knew it, the days became a week, and all my pent up sexual frustration was rolling around inside me, plaguing my mind every second of every day, not letting me forget it was there. Having sex was all I thought about, and whenever I thought about having sex, I inevitably started thinking about lesbian sex. It was tortuous.

On my seventh sleepless night in a row, I decided to change tact. I’d had enough, I needed there to be some kind of answer for why I couldn’t stop thinking about lesbian sex. In a huff, I threw my bed sheets off myself, grabbed my phone and walked out to the small living room of my apartment.

I turned on the TV and streamed my phone to it. If I felt the need to touch myself to whatever I was going to see, then I wanted both hands free to do so. I opened up my message thread with Rhiannon; a couple of unanswered messages from her with the blue link sitting above them. I hesitated as my thumb hovered above the link. My heart was beating faster in my chest. I was afraid of what I would discover if I pressed it, but knew what awaited me if I didn’t.

I steeled myself and clicked on the link, the video immediately playing on my TV with suspiciously no loading time. The familiar image of the sexy platinum haired woman haunting my thoughts appeared. She stood there against a white background, wearing the same revealing black leather bra and thong that I’d seen her in the last time I watched the video.

“I knew you’d be back,” she said, as if talking directly to me through the TV. “Have you been thinking about me, Shauna?”

I was at the point of accepting Samara was some kind of supernatural entity. It was the only explanation for all the things I’d seen during the week. It was the only way she would be able to speak with me through what should have been a pre-recorded video.

The thought should have terrified me, but it only made the breathtaking beauty all the more exciting. “Yes,” I said so softly, talking to my own TV, so scared and yet thrilled to be speaking to this mysterious woman.

“Have you been thinking of me like this? Or more like this?” She winked and her leather underwear evaporated into thin air, and the sudden image of the completely naked Samara made a curious pulse of arousal emanate from my groin, making me adjust myself on the couch. The sight of a naked woman shouldn’t have aroused me… but she was so hot.

“Like that,” I breathed, my mouth dry and my voice hoarse, my heart beating a little faster again.

Samara giggled, her perfect tits bouncing slightly as she did so. “Just as predictable as your friend. You girls always come back,” she said with her seductive, wet voice. “Once the thought of passionate lesbian sex is in your mind, it’s impossible to get out. It’s like a parasite of sexual curiosity. A wonderful curse for which there is only one cure. You need something, Shauna… and I can give it to you.”

I sat there, my eyes wide and my mouth partly open, completely captivated by the stunning spirit or demon or whatever the fuck she was. My eyes were glued to her naked body as she ran her hands over it while she talked; holding her shoulders and pushing her tits together with her forearms, sliding down her taut stomach and between her legs. My groin felt like it was glowing, like I was sitting in a warm pool of desire.

“I’m coming for you, Shauna, and soon you’ll be cumming for me,” the devilish beauty said as she started walking towards the camera, her tits jiggling with every step as one foot crossed in front of the other.

As she reached the point where her face should have hit the camera lens, she didn’t. Her head came through my TV, followed by her hands as she gripped the bottom of the screen and hoisted herself up. I sat there pinned to the couch as I watched the woman impossibly crawl out of my TV and onto the floor of my living room, my blood running ice cold as my notions of not only my sexuality, but my reality, were challenged by what I was seeing.

Samara got up from the floor, standing tall and naked in the middle of my apartment. She ran her hands through her hair to fix it, the somehow permanently wet looking silvery-white hair slicking back into place. The entity let out a happy sounding puff of air as she smiled down at me. “That’s better,” she said.

I couldn’t speak, I just sat there, arms pinned to my sides, staring up at the magnificent woman, my mouth flapping like a fish as I tried to find words. Samara stalked her way over to me and put one knee into the couch at my side, and then the other, straddling me as she lowered her weight onto my legs. I sat there frozen, in disbelief that a naked woman was sitting on top of me. I could feel the backs of her thighs against the tops of mine, our smooth, hairless skin pressing together. She took my hands from my sides and placed them on her bare hips, and my fingers tingled as if they were touching something electric. It was just her hips, it wasn’t like I was touching her pussy, and yet it felt so intimate. I’d never touched a woman there before. I’d never laid my hands on a naked woman before.

Samara brought herself in closer, her smooth skin sliding along my own, her tits threatening to brush against mine through my t-shirt, her knees squeezing my sides a little. Her face was closer, and I breathed in her feminine scent, the lovely aroma stinging my nostrils fantastically and making my head swim as I absorbed her pheromones. She just kept looking at me seductively while I sat there petrified, too afraid to move a muscle or say a word.

“Can you feel the warmth of my pussy?” Samara asked, and I suddenly became aware of the heat billowing off her snatch. I could feel it even though my sleep shorts and t-shirt.

“Uh-huh,” I responded, nodding my head ever so slightly.

“That’s what seeing a sexy little straight girl turn does to me. You make me so wet, Shauna,” she continued in her sultry voice. “I want to kiss you.”

“Okay,” I managed to get out, my voice trembling.

The supernatural being seemed amused at my nervousness. She brushed my hair over my ears and leant in, squeezing her shoulders together as she held my face and pressed her lips against mine. I closed my eyes and breathed out heavily through my nose onto her cheek, the platinum haired enchantress seemingly sucking the air out of me. A tiny moan voiced in my throat as I felt her plump, soft lips kissing me. My own lips felt hot to her touch, and I pursed them and reciprocated the kiss; my head swimming in hormones, my chest feeling light, and my pussy glowing with warmth.

I could feel her full breasts touching mine through the material of my t-shirt, a new experience for me. Samara peeled her lips away from me and kissed me again, deeper, more passionately. As if sharing one mind, we both opened our mouths and our tongues met in the middle, sliding along each other once before retreating and completing the kiss with the perfect sound. I moaned again, never having felt a tongue or mouth so soft and lovely.

Our mouths clashed again, this time with me pushing my head forward to find the lips of the wonderful woman as I craved more, really getting into it. Her tongue slithered into my mouth again and the pair of them circled each other, the wonderful sweet taste of her lips lingering on mine. My fingers were still on her bare hips and squeezed ever so slightly, imprinting into her delicate skin. I moaned again, a little louder this time, my noise reverberating in my seducer’s mouth.

Samara broke away from my mouth and kissed rapidly down my cheek, turning my head to the side as she made her way to my neck. I opened my eyes and stared into nothingness as her succulent lips pursed on the tender flesh of my neck, causing me to gasp and smile. My arousal was at heights I’d never known before, my pussy practically setting my shorts on fire. Samara’s lips made me so horny that I could feel my inhibitions melting away with each kiss, each gentle suck she gave to me.

It was then that I truly gave into my lesbian desires. As I stared into space and let Samara suck on my neck, I accepted that I wanted her to go further. I craved the gratification of what I’d been denying myself all week. I wanted this. I wanted to experience the full spectrum of pleasure that Samara could offer me. I wanted her to show me her lesbian ways with her wicked mouth.

“Mm, I can taste your pheromones, Shauna,” the platinum-haired entity said wetly. “Your neck is saturated with them.”

“I don’t understand why I’m feeling this way,” I replied, accepting my horniness she was making me feel. I’d never felt an ounce of attraction towards another woman, and yet this one made me so ridiculously turned on. “You just… you’re so sexy… I… have to know…”

“Shhh,” she said soothingly. “You don’t have to worry about that now. Just let me make you feel good.”

“Okay,” I replied softly, feeling like I was going to be well taken care of, trusting this supernatural being to guide me in the ways of sapphic sex.

Samara kissed further down my neck, and her hands moved from my face down to the collar of my t-shirt. She gripped it tightly before I heard a mighty rip, and I let out an excited squeal as I felt my shirt tear down the middle as if it was paper, exposing my breasts to the cool night air. The move seemed to require almost no effort from the impossibly strong supernatural being, who just kept kissing her way down as she pushed the torn t-shirt over my shoulders. I slid my arms through the sleeves and let the ruined garment fall away, making me completely topless and vulnerable to Samara’s tantalizing mouth.

Her kisses made me breathe heavier, my tits heaving each time I inhaled. Wherever her lips went, my skin felt like it burned with pleasure. Her juicy, soft mouth was different to any man’s I’d ever had on my body. She was gentle, yet firm, her face smooth and soft, her lips plump and feminine. I loved having them on my body.

She kissed down my middle, wrapping one arm around my back to make me arch it and push my tits out. Then she made her way to my breasts. Her lovely red lips kissed my pliable flesh, and when her mouth took one of my nipples into it, I sighed and my legs squirmed as I felt pleasure radiating from it. She softly moaned onto my breast as she tugged on my areola, making her lips firm around it and stiffening my nipple. She swirled her tongue around my erect nub before taking it in again, and I loved the feeling of a part of me being in her warm, wet mouth.

“Oh, god,” I sighed as I let my head fall back, my mouth open and my cheeks flushed as the supernatural woman made her way to my other breast to give it the same attention.

While she kissed and sucked at my tender flesh, her free hand came up and cupped my other breast, holding its weight in her palm while her thumb and forefinger tweaked my freshly lubricated nipple. I loved the naughty wet noises of her mouth and tongue pressing against me, my whole chest feeling electrified by her, my nerves firing to her touch and making my shoulder blades squeeze together, pushing my tits out and offering more of me to her. I was completely lost in lust by that point, breathing heavily with occasional sighs of pleasure as I let my body be taken by the paranormal lesbian.

Samara headed further south, leaving my exposed tits glistening in the artificial white glow of the TV screen. Her knees slid off the couch and onto the floor as she kissed down my stomach, her lips making me flinch when she kissed somewhere ticklish. My breath wavered as she trailed her tongue down my center, sliding over my belly button in the process.

She prodded her nose into my groin, inhibited by my sleep shorts and my sitting position with my knees still together. Just the feeling of her nose pressing into my mons though was enough to cause a pulse of arousal to emanate from my pussy. She divided my legs and gripped my sleep shorts, pulling the fabric of them apart, again with seemingly no effort. She tore open the seam running down the middle of them, destroying the waistband but still leaving my legs in the remnants of the shorts. The tear went all the way down past my pussy, and I lifted my butt off the couch as little as I felt it rip back there as well.

My panties were the only thing shielding my snatch from my supernatural seductress, and there was a dark spot of arousal right over my cunt betraying my supposed heterosexuality. I looked down at Samara, who grinned up at me from the floor with her sultry mouth, raising an eyebrow as she leaned in to inhale my feminine scent off my crotch.

“You smell so turned on, Shauna,” she said with that crazy sexy voice.

“Whatever you’re doing to me, keep doing it,” I replied as I sank down into the couch, sliding my ass along the cushion so that my pussy hung over the edge of it. It was as if I could feel my sexuality being transformed as it happened, and I was powerless to hold onto the straightness I’d clung to for so very long. I wanted to let it go. Samara made me want to.

Samara took her cue, curling her fingers into the gusset of my soaked panties and pulling them to the side to expose my wanting cunt. My lips were so puffy and pink with arousal, my slit slick and my clit swollen. I needed to feel a woman’s tongue on my pussy. I needed Samara to eat me out.

As she licked through my glistening pink for the first time, I drew in a sharp breath and creased my brow as an intense wave of pleasure was sent shooting through my body. The stunning woman licked me again and again, her wicked tongue feeling like no other I’d ever had. She slid herself through my slit, splitting my lips and flicking my horny clit at the top of each lick. I chewed on the tip of one of my fingers as I looked down at her gorgeous face, loving seeing her tongue curl back into her mouth each time she licked me, not used to seeing a woman between my legs but quickly coming to terms with it.

“Holy fuck,” I cooed in between moans as the stunning woman consumed me.

“Mmm, you taste delicious, Shauna,” she responded before pursing her lips around my clit and sucking it into her mouth.

“That feels so good,” I whimpered as she rolled my bean around between her lips. It was almost too good. Like feeling that way shouldn’t be physically possible. And yet, Samara made me feel it.

My panties were pulled to the side, flossing my ass crack as they were stretched to their limit. Samara’s face was pressed right up against my cunt, sealing around it as she swirled her tongue in wide circles around my sensitive flesh, the platinum-haired seductress looking up at me the whole time to see my reactions. I couldn’t get over what she was doing to me. I’d never had my pussy eaten like that before. Her mouth was so thirsty, and so precise in its movements. I loved it so much.

She pressed the flat of her tongue against my clit before suddenly sliding it down and penetrating my hole easily, slipping right in as if it belonged there. She licked my insides, her tongue lashing around inside me and causing me to kegel, choking the base of her organ. She slid even further into me, and I suddenly realized that she was deeper in me than she should be able to go.

I looked down in equal parts pleasure and confusion, the seductive sexpot grinning back at me with her open mouth as her tongue slithered around inside of me, extended supernaturally to fill me up before she pulled it out again, tongue-fucking me in a way that a tongue shouldn’t be able to. I pulled my legs up and held onto the backs of my knees as Samara winked at me, her tongue making me make all kinds of noises I didn’t know I was capable of.

I typically wasn’t the most vocal sexual partner, but the newness and hotness of what Samara was doing to me made me squeal and yelp like a horny dog. “Oh my god, how are you doing that?” I asked rhetorically as I bathed in the pleasure the powerful woman gave me.

Topless, my legs up in the air, a woman eating my pussy through the torn hole in my shorts. It was the hottest experience I’d ever had. Until Samara pulled her tongue out of my slippery hole and pulled my panties out of my ass crack, threading them over a butt cheek to hold them in place while her six-inch long tongue licked my pussy and asshole at the same time.

“Woah! Fuck!” I cried out at the unexpected and impossible feeling.

Her powerful jaw moved up and down, sliding her tongue through my pussy and ass crack at the same time, licking every sensitive area at once. I couldn’t get over how hot it felt. My swollen clit felt like it was going to burst with horniness, my asshole kept winking as it was tickled by the tip of Samara’s tongue, my gooey hole just kept leaking, producing stickiness for the lesbian temptress to spread all over me.

“Uhhhhhh,” the platinum-haired woman moaned with appreciation as her head moved up and down between my legs, rimming me while she ate my cunt.

I felt like a pressure cooker full of steam as the pleasure built inside me. Samara’s warm, wet tongue sliding over my pussy and asshole at the same time was an insane feeling. My abs tensed sporadically and my shimmering tits jiggled as she satiated herself with my nethers. I moaned shakily as the supernatural lesbian and I locked eyes while she consumed me.

The lid of the pressure cooker blew and I screamed out in ecstasy as an almighty orgasm shredded me like tissue paper. “OHHHHHH FUCK!” I cried out with a creased face as my hips bucked against Samara’s face, her tongue pressing against me hard, the tip of which continued to tickle my spasming butthole as I came.

She let out a monotonous groan of lust as my cum squirted against the flat of her tongue, shooting out to the sides of it as I undulated on the couch, waves of orgasmic bliss pulsating through me. My eyes watered as I was unable to look away from her fiery red gaze. I was locked in and on board for the ride. No one had ever made me cum that hard in my life.

My ass lowered back down onto the seat cushion as my ridiculous orgasm waned, and Samara curled her impossibly long tongue back into her mouth, smacking her lips in the process and moaning with satisfaction as she basked in my sex. I lay there, twitching with aftershocks, my eyes wide with a single tear escaping out of one of them. I just stared at the stunning supernatural lesbian between my legs, processing what just happened.

I couldn’t deny it. There was a part of me that loved lesbian sex. A big part. Being eaten out by Samara was the most intense experience of my life, and I lay there, silent and catatonic as I came to grips with my own lesbianism.

Samara grabbed me by my hips and pulled my comatose ass off the couch with her impossible strength. She might as well have been pulling a bag of feathers. I was nothing to her. Unable to stop her and not wanting to, I let myself slide off the couch and my butt landed with a thud on the floor in front of my seductress.

She began kissing me, and it took me a while to register what was happening. She just lightly kissed and sucked my lips until I awoke from my post-orgasm haze, the taste of my own pussy bringing me back to life. I returned her kiss and moaned into her mouth as our tongues met again, hers still sticky with my cum.

“You see how much fun girls can have together?” Samara asked softly, her breath stinging my nose with the flowery sweetness of my own pussy smell.

“Mmmm,” was all I could manage to reply as I sat there, my head still feeling a little dizzy, my eyes half-closed and my lips slightly pouted as I waited for Samara to kiss me again.

She giggled and gave me what I wanted, her slick mouth pressing against mine so that our tongues could swirl around each other again. I felt like I was on another plane of existence. It was like none of what was happening was real life, like a wonderful dream I never wanted to wake up from.

She peeled her lips off of me and leant over to whisper in my ear, “It’s your turn to try pussy for yourself.”

Shivers ran down my spine as I felt her hot breath on my ear, the words exciting me beyond measure. I looked up and gazed with wonder as Samara got to her feet with her perfect body, her incredible tits hanging from her chest and slightly swinging with her movements, her taut stomach with the outline of her abdominal muscles visible, her hairless pussy between her strong thighs just begging for a mouth. My mouth.

One by one, her knees made their way back onto the couch, only this time my head was pinned between them, as I leaned back on the seat cushion and awaited my sapphic destiny. The wicked temptress looked down at me with an eager expression while I basked in the scent of her snatch hovering just a few inches above my face. I breathed her in, inhaling her into my lungs, absorbing her sex into my bloodstream. I grabbed onto the tops of her thighs, practically salivating with thirst for her pussy.

“That’s a good girl,” Samara said softly as she lowered herself down onto my mouth.

The instant my lips touched her cunt, I knew it was for me. It was like a switch was flipped in my head. I opened my mouth and pressed the flat of my tongue against her velvety pinkness, letting all her flavor rest on my taste buds. I let out a sigh of satisfaction as the top of my spine tingled with pleasure, my head swimming with lust and my legs squirming on the floor. Samara tasted delicious, and I wanted all of her.

I licked her again and again, my enthusiastic tongue exploring her snatch as I wagged it left and right, moving my head to go up and down. I felt the topography of her pussy against me; her sticky hole, her neat lips, her swollen clit. I loved it all.

“Ohhhh, nothing feels better than a straight girl’s tongue on my pussy,” Samara cooed as she looked down at my face, the seductive lesbian having successfully turned me.

I pushed my tongue upwards into her creamy hole, finding more of her delicious nectar inside that I could scoop out and swallow. Samara moaned on top of me, her hips every so slightly bouncing up and down on my tongue.

“There really is nothing quite like lesbian sex, Shauna,” Samara continued as I swirled my tongue around inside her and hungrily lapped up her honey. “When it’s just girls, you can take your time with it. No one knows a woman’s body better than another woman. They know just how to tease it, how to taste it.”

I pulled my tongue out of her and made my way to her clit, nibbling on the horny nub and flicking my gooey tongue against it while the supernatural beauty continued.

“Nothing compares to the soft mouth of another woman consuming you, licking you all over, enjoying themselves while they do their best to please you. Do you like pleasing me, Shauna?”

“Uh-huh,” I said as I nodded my head with my tongue still hanging out, sliding it over Samara’s pink bean.

“It would really please me if you licked my ass. Would you do that for me?”

I hesitated for a second, still completely enthralled with having a mouthful of pussy. I’d never rimmed anyone before, the thought of it always seemed so dirty and wrong. But then again, the thought of having sex with women seemed wrong until I watched my best friend chowing down on Samara’s ass. I loved the feeling of her tongue on my back door, so I decided that on a night full of first time experiences, I might as well add eating ass to the list.

I licked through Samara’s pussy as I curled my tongue back into my mouth. “Okay,” I said, hesitant but willing.

My response brought a wide smile to Samara’s face, and she immediately dismounted me and changed the positions of her feet. I tilted my head and looked at her round, plump but firm ass, the next course of my sapphic meal. It seemed to move towards me in slow motion as the supernatural being started leaning back and bending slightly, her cheeks spreading naturally, her tiny, puckered asshole barely visible in the shadows between her rump. My heart beat faster in my chest as it came towards me, my mouth hanging open and glistening with cum like messily applied lipstick.

The first thing I felt was her ass cheeks pressing against those on my face, my mouth and chin perfectly slotting in between them. Instinctively, I reached out with a cautious tongue and found what I was looking for, feeling the rough skin of Samara’s asshole. I wasn’t as instantly addicted to it like I was pussy, but it wasn’t unpleasant, kind of like licking a penny. The sheer hotness and naughtiness of it though made up for any lack of taste.

I sighed through my nose onto Samara’s lower back as my shoulders relaxed. I loved the feeling of my face being buried between her butt cheeks. I licked her tiny opening and swirled my tongue around its rim, causing Samara to shiver with pleasure. I watched the muscles of her back contort as she tilted her head back and moaned with appreciation for the rimjob, the ends of her slick platinum hair tickling the nape of her neck.

That was when I really got into it. It was so hot seeing the reaction my mouth elicited from the sexy paranormal lesbian. I kissed her butthole like it was a mouth, stroking it with my tongue each time as my lips moved inwards through her crevice. The feeling of being smothered by her booty made me feel so hot while I rimmed her tiny little rosebud asshole.

“Ohhhh, fuck yes, Shauna,” she moaned as she started grinding her ass against my face while she played with her own pussy.

I groaned and huffed as I devoured her ass, feeling the same ecstatic highs that Rhi seemed to feel in the video I’d seen of her doing the same thing. It was so lewd, so wrong, so forbidden. I loved every second of it. My legs squirmed on the carpet, my saturated panties disheveled in the hole of my torn shorts, a wedgie against my own asshole which was still wet with Samara’s spit.

“Oh, shit!!!” Samara cried out as she came.

Her booty vibrated against my face, her tiny hole winking on the soft flesh of my tongue. I felt her warm cum dripping down onto my chest and tits, covering me with tiny dots of lesbian pleasure as the spectacular woman rode out of her orgasm. She whined monotonously throughout, her back arching sexily. I felt like a goddess giving her that amount of pleasure. It was as if I was as powerful as her. I loved it so fucking much.

Without warning, Samara pulled her ass away from my face and spun around, straddling my legs on the floor while she bent over and licked her own cum off my chest, her naughty tongue flicking against my nipples in the process. I just sat there with my head still pressed against the edge of the couch cushion, breathing out the intoxicating combination of pussy and ass into the air while my tits were licked.

Samara trailed her tongue up my chest and neck to find my mouth, ramming her tongue into me and sharing with me the delicious honey she’d licked off my breasts. The pair of us moaned into each other as we feverishly kissed, our hands running all over each other’s bodies as if we wanted to feel all of each other at once.

She rose to her feet and pulled me up with her. My legs were a little wobbly after everything I’d just experienced but I managed to keep myself up while Samara and I continued to kiss. She pulled the wedgied underwear out of my ass crack and pushed them down along with my ruined shorts, and I kicked the useless clothes to the side, finally being as naked as Samara had been from the moment she crawled into my living room.

The gorgeous, platinum haired woman stepped closer towards me, our naked bodies pressing against each other as she slid one of her legs between mine, the act causing me to do the same. Following her lead, the two of us bent at the knees ever so slightly and our pussies both found the thigh of the other girl. I shimmied my hips to get my pussy lips to spread, pressing my sensitive pinkness against her porcelain skin.

We continued to make out passionately, our mouths wide as our tongues went deep. Our breasts squished together while we gently gyrated ourselves against each other’s legs, finding a wonderful friction on the thigh of our lover. The feeling of her wet pussy against the skin of my thigh was so fucking sexy. I could feel her lust, her ever-hungry cunt threatening to burn a hole into my leg with how hot she was.

We moaned and undulated, and I tweaked my clit against her strong thigh, rubbing it and loving being in the arms of another woman. Samara was wrapped around me, and one of her hands dropped to my ass, her palm against my rump, her middle finger burrowing between my cheeks. I felt the pressure of the tip of her finger against my back door, still wet with saliva from my earlier rimjob, Samara massaging the naughty hole and offering to turn my exit into an entrance.

“Please, just do it,” I whispered, completely lost in lust as I grinded myself against her.

Samara smiled and pushed herself into me. I drew in a deep breath as my asshole reactively tightened around her digit. I’d never felt so fucking naughty in my whole life. It felt so good being penetrated by her while we fucked each other’s thighs.

She pushed herself further in, all the way to the knuckle, and I loved the feeling of having something in my asshole. It elevated my pleasure to new heights. I was powerless to stop myself from cumming.

I screamed with pleasure for the second time that night, my body writhing in Samara’s arms as I came onto her leg. It seemed to cause a chain reaction in her, because she did the same. The pair of us created slick slides of cum down each other’s thighs, our sex drizzling all the way down to our knees as we came together, my butthole spasming around her invasive finger.

As the pair of us came down from the heights of our respective orgasms, Samara slid herself out of my ass, and with a lewd wet sound we peeled our pussies off each other’s thighs. I looked at her with wide eyes, somehow sensing that our time together was over, feeling like a completely changed person.

“So, do you think you’ll continue to have lesbian sex?” Samara asked, a naughty grin on her face.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded my head slowly, knowing my life would never be the same.

“Then my work here is done,” she said, leaning in for one more sweet kiss before she turned around and walked back towards the TV.

I couldn’t help but stare at her messy pussy and ass as she crawled back inside, so sticky with saliva and cum from where I’d willingly put my mouth. The thought of it was crazy to me. I’d just eaten a girl’s cunt, I’d licked her butthole, it was like my world was opened up to all new possibilities.

When Samara was returned to the white backdrop inside the TV, she turned around and blew me a kiss. “Goodbye, Shauna,” she said before the TV suddenly turned off by itself.

I was plunged into darkness, the taste of pussy and ass in my mouth, my thigh slick with girl drool, my own snatch still singing with the wonderful afterglow of an orgasm. I stood there for a moment, trying to decide if what just happened was real. There certainly was plenty of evidence that it was.

I fell back onto the couch and picked up my phone. I had to message Rhi. My relationship with my best friend of so many years was about to change. My pussy thrummed at the thought and I smacked my lips before I smiled, basking in the flavors of lesbian sex that lingered in my mouth. There would be plenty more for me to taste from then on. I’d been turned.

THE END


Naughty Wish Granted by the Lesbian Genie

I set my bag down on the kitchen counter of my apartment and collapsed into my favorite chair with a huff. I took out my earrings and kicked off my heels before sinking gracelessly into the chair, my figure-hugging dress creasing as I slid into a comfortable position.

“Another one bites the dust, hey Chloe?” I said to myself, exasperated.

I’d just gotten back from dinner where I’d broken up with the man I’d been seeing. We’d only been dating for a couple of months, so it wasn’t exactly emotionally traumatizing, but still, it was a very typical cycle of events for me. I was sick of the same old boring investment broker and banking types I seemed to attract. In fact, I was sick of a lot of things.

My life wasn’t a bad one by any stretch. I made good money, lived in a nice apartment and didn’t have any trouble getting dates. It was just that my job was boring and unstimulating, my apartment was in a city devoid of culture and vibrancy, and the sex I had was completely vanilla, seemingly exactly the same over the years despite it being with different guys. I needed something to break the mold, something to reinvigorate and excite me.

In the low light of my apartment I stared aimlessly out my window at the cityscape. I had been so excited when I first arrived in the big city. It seemed so full of promise. Now all it seemed like was cars and concrete buildings, the promises turning out to be empty.

My eyes drifted over towards my display cabinet and I gazed upon my various trinkets and collectibles from my travels, mostly done in my early twenties. I was immediately filled with nostalgia as I yearned for that time again. To be taken back ten years and get lost in Prague or broken down on the side of the road in Cambodia would be a wonderful thing.

I looked upon my favorite souvenir from those times, a beautiful, rich red oil lamp with golden accents that I’d purchased from a shady looking dealer in a Turkish bazaar. I was sure I got ripped off by him, but I didn’t care, the lamp seemed to call to me. I had to have it, and I was glad I did. It was proof that my life was once exciting and fulfilling.

As I looked sullenly at the lamp I seemed to hear it calling to me again, my yearning for times gone by making me want to hold it in my hands. I slid open the display case and retrieved the beautiful lamp before sitting back down in my chair.

I set it down in my lap as I remembered all the wild times I had traveling the world, all the fantastic sex I had with men I barely knew. I wondered if I’d ever be that happy again. I adoringly stroked the lamp with a thumb as a smile bubbled in the corner of my mouth.

My quiet nostalgia was suddenly thrust into commotion as a ferocious plume of white smoke spewed out of the spout of the lamp! I let out a startled scream and pressed myself back into the chair as the smoke filled the room in only a couple of seconds. I couldn’t see a thing, and yet strangely I had no trouble breathing. I was equally panic stricken and confused. I had no idea how there could even be smoke coming out of an oil lamp that had been sitting on a shelf for ten years.

Just as I came to my senses and was about to leap out of the chair all the smoke somehow converged on one point about five feet in front of me, the thick white smog seemingly sucked out of the room and into this one point. I sat there pinned to my chair as I watched the impossible display with wide eyes. The smoke seemed to be taking the form of a person.

The white storm of smoke turned inside out and in its place stood a beautiful Arabian woman wearing flowing red robes the same color as my lamp, complete with golden lace woven into the threads. Her face was stunning, like she’d been carved out of marble with high cheekbones and breathtaking green eyes accentuated by heavy eyeliner.

“What the fuck?” I breathed as I sat there, as struck by the woman’s beauty as I was confused by her presence.

“I am Zayna, the djinn,” the mysterious woman introduced herself with an exotic accent.

I looked back at her, wide-eyed. “You’re a… a genie?” I asked, completely in disbelief that the words were even coming out of my mouth.

My question made her arch an eyebrow. “If you’d like,” she said, accepting my Western label.

“No fucking way has there been a genie inside the lamp sitting in my display case for the last decade.”

“Oh, I assure you I’ve been in there a lot longer than a decade,” Zayna corrected me.

“How is this even real life…” I said to myself, convinced I was in a dream and would wake up at any moment. I must have fallen asleep on the couch while I was yearning for days gone by. “Are you going to give me whatever I wish for?” I said only half-serious, making fun of whatever silly dream I was having.

“I will grant you three wishes and three wishes only,” the confident Arabian woman announced.

“That’s a little cliche, don’t you think?” I smirked.

“Oh, sure, tell the ten thousand year old djinn how to do her job.”

“Can I wish for more wishes?”

“No.”

“Can I wish to be a genie and have all your magic powers?”

“No.”

“Well then what the hell am I going to wish for?” I asked, throwing my hands up in fake outrage. I was having a little fun with Zayna seeing as I wasn’t totally convinced she was real, and the whole situation was just so completely ridiculous.

“Is there nothing you would want to change about your life?” the dark featured beauty asked me.

Her question struck a nerve. Obviously I had just been pining about all the things I wanted to change about my life. And now minutes later I was being offered the chance to wish it all into existence. I was unsure I wasn’t suffering some sort of psychological break, but I decided to play along for the sake of the dream or delusion or whatever the fuck was happening.

“What happens if I regret the wish? Do I have to use a wish to return things back to normal?” I asked, trying to figure out the rules of a magic genie.

“No. The lamp will travel with you into whatever world you wish for yourself, and if you choose to return to your current state, all you need to do is rub it and ask for the wish to be dissolved.”

“Alright, fine,” I started, thinking about what my first wish would be. “I wish I had a more exciting job.”

“I’ll need you to be a bit more specific, Chloe,” Zayna said, holding up a finger.

“How do you know my name?”

“I’m a genie.”

“Right,” I said, letting out a breath as I pondered what I wanted my glamorous new career to be. “I wish I was a famous actress.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said with a smile before she snapped her fingers.

The instant the genie’s fingers snapped, I was hurtled backwards through space, my arms and legs outstretched in front of me, the lamp in one hand. “Woooooaaaahhhhh,” I called out as if I was on some kind of rollercoaster ride, lights whizzing by me as I flew through the void.

Suddenly my wild ride stopped and I landed with a dull thud into a chair of some sort. I looked around and figured out I was in the back of a stretch limousine, and a fancy one at that. In my lap was a red clutch purse with a golden pattern stitched into it and I knew in my bones that was the lamp, just in a different form.

That was when I noticed my dress. It was the same rich red color as the purse and showed off a lot more skin that I usually would feel comfortable showing. I undeniably looked hot though, and my boobs even seemed a little bigger, with more cleavage than I was used to under my chin. I caught my reflection in the back of the partition and leaned forward, shocked at what I saw.

The person looking back at me was definitely Chloe, but with slightly higher cheekbones and poutier lips. I looked damn sexy and I felt a little giddy as I checked myself out. “Ohhh, you made a good wish, Chloe,” I said to myself excitedly. I was definitely dressed a little slutty, but I had the body for it, so I figured I might as well flaunt it and enjoy my new reality.

The limo stopped and the partition I was so enamored with lowered, the driver looking back over his shoulder to address me. “We’re here, Miss Lake,” the kind man said.

“Oh, of course. Thanks,” I replied, having absolutely no idea where ‘here’ was but keen to find out.

The door was opened for me and a sea of lights and camera flashes greeted me. I stepped out of the limousine with a giant smile on my face, loving all the attention as my eyes got used to the bright lights. I stepped onto a red carpet and looked around at the crowd that had gathered and were excitedly calling out to me.

Curiously, the vast majority of the crowd were men. I could barely see a single other woman amongst them, and they all seemed to have no problem staring at my ample cleavage. Not that I could blame them, but I thought movie stars got a little more respect than that.

“You’re gonna win tonight, Chloe!” a fan called out, clueing me in that I must have been at an awards ceremony of some sort.

“Thank you, thank you,” I called back. “I’m so grateful to all of you. I’d never be able to do this without all of your support,” I said, trotting out the usual actor bullshit as I smiled and waved and posed for the cameras, absolutely soaking up every ounce of attention I was getting.

I was called over to a reporter and I happily made my way towards them for an interview. I was nervous but so excited that people wanted to hear what I had to say. “So, Chloe Lake, how do you like your chances tonight? Do you think you’ll have a clean sweep through all the categories you’re nominated for?”

“Oh, well, I don’t really mind, you know. It’s just an honor to be nominated, really. I’m so happy to be here, regardless of whether or not I win. Actually, can you remind me what awards I’m up for?”

The male reporter looked at me quizzically. “Well gee, I’ll see if I can remember them all,” he said before he started holding out his fingers as he listed my nominations. “Let’s see, there’s best anal scene, prettiest bukkake face, most fuckable mouth…” he went on and on.

The blood drained from my face as the realization dawned on me. I was a successful actress alright. A successful actress in porn! That was why I was wearing such a skimpy dress and was being lusted after by every man in a three mile radius. “Oh my god,” I breathed as the reporter said ‘rising MILF award’.

I suddenly felt an arm wrapped around my waist as a stunning but obviously coked out woman in a dress even sluttier than mine pressed herself against me. “Hey, babe,” she said before shoving her tongue down my throat.

I was still in complete shock at the pornographic revelation and just kind of let it happen. I’d never kissed another girl before, but I felt completely numb as this scantily clad sex kitten swirled her tongue around inside my mouth. But when she openly groped one of my breasts I swatted her hand away in disgust. “What are you doing!? There are cameras,” I scolded the stranger who apparently knew me well enough to kiss me in public.

“Oh please, you didn’t mind the cameras when I had my tongue in your ass,” she chortled, giving me a gross wink. I had no interest in lesbian sex and I certainly wasn’t about to live a life where girls’ tongues went up my butt.

“Fuck this,” I said before I started rubbing my purse desperately. “I want to go home!”

I was rushed through space again for a moment before I fell back into my favorite chair in the living room of my apartment. I looked down and touched all over my body. I was wearing the same clothes as before, my tits were my own, the lamp was a lamp again. “Oh, thank god,” I said as I sighed with relief.

“You should be thanking me,” Zayna announced, the Arabian beauty looking comfortable on my sofa.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, irate. “You made me a porn actress!”

“What? You said you wanted to be a successful actress, I made you one! That’s an exciting career to have, you know. Drugs, sex, mansions and orgies. You have a million men jerking off to you every day and having sex with beautiful women as your job. You didn’t like it?”

“No I did not like it!” I said matter of factly. “And I’m not a lesbian. I’m not interested in sex with any women!”

“Well, I told you, you have to be specific with these wishes. Now come on, get on with it, what do you want to wish for next?”

I stared at her as my anger faded. At least she’d brought me back the way she said she would. I mused on what my next wish should be. No harm done apart from my unexpected first ever lesbian kiss. I had a newfound appreciation for my boring job, but maybe I could stand to live somewhere a bit more interesting.

“Okay, I’ve got it,” I started. “I wish I lived in France.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said, raising her hand.

“Wait!” I called out before she had the chance to snap her fingers. “I wish I lived in France in the summertime. I don’t want to be hauled up in some basement through a frigid winter. I want a nice apartment in a nice part of France.”

“Of course,” Zayna said with a mischievous smile before she snapped her fingers and sent me flying through space once again.

I landed in an elegant chair, the lamp now a red perfume bottle in my hand. I looked around me to see if anything was out of place, but all I could see was a stunning French apartment. I looked out the window and could make out that I was several floors up, the sun beaming down on a picturesque French riviera in the distance. I breathed in the air which smelled a little sweeter than the air back home, and I relaxed my shoulders, knowing I’d gotten this one right.

“Oh, this is going to be perfect,” I said as I got up from the chair and made my way over to the big French doors leading out onto my own personal balcony.

I folded my arms on the railing, perfume bottle in hand, and took in my surroundings; the European architecture, the warm summer weather, the rolling blue of the sea nearby. When I looked down at the street below though, I saw something I couldn’t quite make sense of.

At first, all I noticed was a few people running in terror and shouting in French, panic in their voices. I furrowed my brow and looked to try and see what they were running away from. That was when I saw it. Gigantic Panzer tanks rolling down the cobblestone street of my perfect French town. Then I heard the gunshots in the distance, and saw the plumes of smoke as I looked in the opposite direction to the riviera.

One of the axis tanks turned its turret towards the lobby of my apartment building and fired with a deafening bang. The shell exploded in the ground floor as glass and smoke spilled out onto the street. The whole building shook from the impact and I lost my balance against the railing, the perfume bottle slipping out of my hand and falling down to the street below.

“No!” I called out as I pointlessly reached down for the bottle as it fell. It landed on the street with a clink, thankfully it would take more than that to destroy a several millennia old magic lamp.

Some Nazi soldiers spotted me on the balcony and all turned their guns towards me. I ran back into my apartment and screamed as a hail of bullets destroyed my perfect balcony and French doors. I burst through the door and made my way down the stairs as fast as I could, blindly finding my way through the smoke and scream filled lobby and out onto the street.

I spotted the perfume bottle and ran over to it, dropping to my knees as I clutched it in my hands. A Nazi soldier saw me and yelled something aggressively as he raised his machine gun to my head. “I want to go home!” I shouted as I rubbed the perfume bottle just as the soldier opened fire.

I fell back into my favorite chair in my apartment and immediately stood up from it, pissed off. “You sent me back to France 1940!?”

“Was it not to your liking?” Zayna asked, the trickster genie spread out along my sofa like a cat.

“You know damn well it wasn’t! What kind of game are you playing!?”

“You’re two wishes down, my dear. You best make the last one count. Take my advice and keep it simple. That way you’ll avoid any… disappointment.”

“Disappointment? You’re fucking with me every time! Is there anything I can wish for that will actually make me happy?”

“Well, there’s one more, Chloe. Why don’t we find out,” the wicked genie said, her mouth smiling in a way that I would have liked to wipe off her face.

“Fine. My next wish doesn’t have to be some big, world-changing experience. I just want to have some good sex for once. All the men I see are so boring in bed. I want something different. I wish to have the hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of my entire life,” I said, determined to get at least one wish right.

“As you wish,” Zayna replied before she winked and snapped her fingers.

The wink gave me cause to wonder what the hell she was going to do to me next, but it was too late. I was hurtled through space yet again and landed with a dull thud onto a mattress. I looked around the room and tried to figure out where I was. There were no sounds of gunfire, at least. I was sitting on an extravagant looking four post bed, in what appeared to be a circular room with what appeared to be curtains hanging across every inch of wall. For lack of a better word, the room seemed to be… Arabian.

“Where am I?” I breathed as I took in my surroundings.

“You’re in my lamp,” Zayna said nonchalantly as she appeared in front of me in a puff of smoke, making me gasp and put a hand to my chest at her sudden appearance.

“In your lamp? How am I meant to get home?” I asked as I tried to ignore the genie’s change of appearance. She was still wearing red robes of sorts, but they showed off a lot more skin. A gold ring was over her chest, just below her collarbones, one robe thread around her neck and through the ring, wrapping over her breasts and showing a generous amount of underboob. Her whole mid-section was on display, the outline of her abs visible on her unblemished olive skin. An almost see-through red robe dangled over her groin, hanging off a threaded brown belt around her waist. Its twin hung off the back, covering her ass, or at least most of it.

“You just simply rub any part of the wall and ask for it,” she smiled at me, seemingly enjoying my determination not to look at her body.

“And why are you here? When’s the man coming in to give me the best sex of my life?”

“Oh, I’m afraid there’s no man,” the Djinn said as she took a step towards me. “You asked for the hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of your life, and that is only possible by having sex with me.”

“What!? No, no, no. I already told you, I’m not a lesbian,” I protested, starting to get pissed off that Zayna had tricked me again.

The genie stepped closer towards me still, making it impossible not to look at her voluptuous breasts at my head height. I could even just make out her nipples through the thin fabric of her robe. “I am all knowing, Chloe. I can see your true desires, even if you can’t. You want this. When your pornographic coworker kissed you on the red carpet, a part of you was excited by it. Don’t try to deny it, I see everything.”

“I… uh… no. I’ve never had sex with another woman before,” I said, my tone softening as I was challenged by Zayna’s words.

“But the thought of it excites you. I can see it. I see your energy, Chloe, and I can see the light glowing between your legs.”

I looked up at her with wide eyes, suddenly aware of the warmth I felt. She was right. There was some mysterious heat there. The genie put one knee to my side, then the other, straddling me on the edge of the bed. I looked up at her, powerless to stop her, not sure that I even wanted her to stop.

“You want more excitement in your life, Chloe,” she said softly, almost whispering, her voice dripping with that Arabian accent. “You want to experience something new, you want to have the most intense pleasure you’ve ever felt. Let me show it to you.”

With that, she took hold of my face and leaned in, her plump, perfect lips finding mine. As soon as they touched I felt the warmth in my loins glow a little brighter. She kissed me so sweetly, her juicy lips interlocking with mine. I didn’t fight it, I just kind of let it happen. My heart fluttered in a way that investment brokers had never made it do. My head felt rushed with hormones, swimming in a pool of intrigue and desire as I basked in the touch of Zayna’s lips and the feminine scent I breathed off her skin.

Her lips momentarily broke away from mine before she kissed me again, and this time I instinctively kissed back, wanting to reciprocate the display of attraction, even if I couldn’t rationalize it. My return of the kiss prompted Zayna to bring herself in closer to me, the bottoms of her thighs sliding along the tops of mine as our breasts pressed together through our clothes. She slipped an arm under one of mine and caressed my back, while her other hand combed into the back of my hair, pulling me harder against her. The feeling of the passionate genie pressed up against me elicited a tiny moan from my throat, and I felt myself giving in more and more to the sapphic experience.

I wrapped my arms around Zayna and we kissed again and again while we embraced. I loved running my hands over her mostly exposed back, feeling the smoothness of her skin. I’d never run my hands over the body of another woman before, she felt so much more delicate and supple than any man I’d been with. Our mouths parted and our tongues slid along each other wetly. It was incredible.

The genie’s fingers lightly raked through my hair as she held me close, kissing me firmly and yet softly, an erotic oxymoron that made the warmth in my groin glow brighter still. My moans became more frequent and louder as I basked in the lesbian embrace, Zayna’s knees squeezing my hips, her breasts squashed up against mine, the heat of her crotch warming up my stomach.

I couldn’t believe how intoxicated with the devious genie I’d become. I’d never experimented with girls before, I never even thought I wanted to. But her mouth was making me feel so good just from kissing, I wondered how else it could make me feel good. It did seem like the perfect, consequence free scenario to explore any lesbian curiosities. No one would ever know I fucked a genie. After all the boring sex I’d been having with men, perhaps trying something with a woman was the only way to fulfill my wish of having the ‘hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of my life’.

I pushed back against Zayna’s hand and managed to peel my lips off of hers, my eyes fluttering open as I sighed with lust. “I want you to make me feel good,” I breathed shakily, giving the djinn permission to do what she wanted to me.

She smiled back at me, an expression of cheeky confidence on her face. “You already wished for it,” she said, before taking her hand away from the back of my head and snapping her fingers.

With that, my dress seemed to turn to smoke. It simply evaporated off my body. I didn’t have a bra underneath so suddenly I was sitting on the edge of the bed in only my date-night black lace panties, being straddled by the scantily robed Zayna. I felt an instinct to cover up but stopped myself. Why should I? She was my genie. Once I rid myself of my inherent timidness, I leant back on both hands and proudly displayed myself for the magical woman in my lap.

Zayna’s eyes immediately dropped to my perky breasts as she bit her bottom lip. She went to drop her head but I stopped her, suddenly feeling full of confidence now that I had embraced my lesbian fate.

“Wait,” I said firmly. “I want to see yours first.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said with a cheeky grin.

Her breasts were just hanging there, a gratuitous amount of underboob teasing me with her robe covering everything from the nipple up. It felt new and arousing as my hands brushed against her exposed skin before I pushed the silk red robe over her shoulders, unveiling her voluptuous tits. My eyes lit up at the sight of her perfectly round globes, two dark brown nipples adorning them. I’d never been excited by the sight of a woman’s breasts before, but seeing the beautiful Arabian genie topless like that, I just wanted to play with them, to feel something new.

I pressed my face to Zayna’s sternum and squeezed her tits against the sides of my face as I breathed in deep, filling my lungs with her sweet aroma. I loved the feeling of her warm, soft breasts against my cheeks, and I sighed with arousal as I basked in them, my own tits pressing into her stomach.

The sexy genie tilted herself back, hanging off my shoulders as she threw her head back and puffed out her chest. I smothered myself with her tits, kissing and licking all over them while I squeezed and caressed with my free hand. Zayna moaned as I flicked my tongue against one of her lovely brown nipples, before I pursed my stiff lips around it and felt it harden in my mouth. I tweaked her other nipple with my fingers and felt it have the same reaction, her two perfect nubs standing to attention and begging me to tease them.

I enjoyed playing with another woman’s breasts way more than I thought I would. They were so soft and pliable and fun. I’d only ever touched my own before, and playing with a pair so different to mine was captivating. Before long, Zayna’s chest glistened with the sheen of my saliva. She brought herself back up and looked down at me with sexy, half-closed eyes. I could see the lust in them, the desire to return the favor. With a naughty grin, she pushed me down onto my back, my own tits jiggling as I fell back with a girlish giggle.

“My turn,” she said before flicking her hair over her shoulder and bending down to tend to my breasts.

Her fingertips traced along my ribs as the stunning genie kissed and lightly sucked my tits. Her soft mouth felt better than any other I’d had. Her tongue was gentle as it swirled lightly around my nipples, her plump lips supple and juicy as they took me inside them. My back arched and I writhed a little on the bed, my hands squeezing Zayna’s shoulders whenever she did something to make me squirm. I’d gasp every time she’d tug on a nipple or bite on my areolas, and mewl when she’d lick me with the length of her tongue. I was in heaven.

Once my chest shimmered as brightly as her own, Zayna lifted her head and smiled naughtily at me, her long black hair hanging down from one side of her face and tickling my tummy. I looked back at her, completely wrapped up in my own arousal like a warm blanket, my pussy thrumming and desperate for some attention.

“I want you to eat me out so bad,” I said, feeling drunk on lust.

“As you wish,” the lesbian genie arched an amused eyebrow.

I shuffled up the bed, sliding out from between the seductive djinn’s legs and making myself comfortable among the mess of pillows at the head. I outstretched my arms along the pillows before spreading my legs, my black lace panties clinging to my soaking wet pussy lips. Zayna looked down at my crotch and smacked her lips with hunger, before she snapped her fingers again and my underwear turned to smoke, the black puff tickling my nethers as it dissipated into thin air. I giggled with nervous excitement at being naked and spread-legged in front of another woman, my flushed, puffy pussy on display.

Zayna lowered herself between my legs and kissed all around the insides of my thighs and my vulva, making me twitch and gasp each time her lips touched my skin. The magical lesbian made a point not to come into contact with my pussy, leaving my pink to glisten with wanting wetness as she teased me more and more.

“Please, I can’t take it any more,” I said eventually with a whining tone, needing to feel her mouth on my cunt.

“As you wish,” the djinn said before slowly licking me from base to clit.

My whole body shivered and I let out a shaky breath as Zayna’s tongue made its way through my pink. “Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck,” I moaned as she curled her tongue back into her mouth and looked up at me with a salacious grin. “Do it again.”

She did. And I shuddered and moaned just as before. She felt so fucking good. She used the full flat of her tongue to lick through me, parting my pussy lips as she slid over my hole and dragged my horny clit upwards, giving it a little flick with the tip each time. My head fell back on the pillows as Zayna started going to town on me, her lovely little mouth devouring my sopping wet snatch.

Every time she’d lick somewhere particularly sensitive my abs would tense and my shimmering tits would jiggle as my low moans were punctuated by sharp gasps of pleasure. I loved the naughty wet sounds of another woman’s mouth licking and sucking my pussy, and I especially loved it whenever she tugged on my engorged clit with those succulent fucking lips of hers. The warmth in my groin became a full on raging inferno as Zayna’s expert cunnilingus filled me with joy.

I was loving every second of what Zayna was doing to me. It was unlike any head I’d received before. I could feel her soft, juicy lips when she kissed my clit, her hot breath against my slick cunt, her nose pressing into my mound. She held onto the tops of my spread thighs, her fingertips digging into my flesh as she pulled herself harder into my pussy. Her tongue rolled around between my pussy lips, folding over itself as she teased me into oblivion.

“Oh fuck, Zayna,” I moaned as I watched the sultry Arabian woman between my legs.

The wet sounds of her tongue and lips kissing and licking my cunt, my moans of pleasure, her moans of appreciation for my pussy, it was a sapphic symphony that I was loving every second of. She pushed against the insides of my thighs, spreading me wider and making my hips roll forward a little while her pancake tongue licked through me before sucking my engorged little clit into her perfect mouth. I tongued the roof of my own mouth while I watched her, breathing heavily, ever so slightly tensing my stomach muscles to gyrate against her face.

Zayna’s tongue slid up and down between my slick lips, stroking the length of me with the flat of her tongue before brushing downwards with the underside, flicking my clit and taint at either end of her long licks. She pushed against the insides of my thighs harder, rolling my hips further forward and pushing my butt out. Then as she licked down she continued over my taint and flicked her tongue against my asshole, giving it a tickle that made me tense and gasp.

“Oh! What are you doing?” I asked in shock, the heavy eroticism of the cunnilingus suddenly lost by the anal surprise.

“You said you wanted the sex to be naughty,” she shrugged.

“Not like that though,” I replied resolutely. “I’ve never done anything with my butt.”

“You’ve never had sex with a woman either, Chloe,” she pointed out. “I can make you cum like you never have before. ‘The best sex of your life’, remember? You just have to trust me.”

The beautiful, seductive genie smiled warmly up at me from between my legs. My face that had only recently been creased in pleasure was now creased in hesitation. Was it too much too fast? I’d never had anyone touch me in that particular private area, and I could feel the trace of saliva from her singular lick cooling against my asshole, a bit of a weird feeling. Then again, Zayna had been right about everything so far. “Okay,” I said reluctantly, giving a nod of permission to the lesbian djinn.

She smiled up at me wickedly before pushing on my thighs again. I followed her lead and grabbed the backs of my knees, holding my legs up and open for her, my heart pounding against my ribs with nervous anticipation for the impending rimjob. Zayna lowered her head and pressed her wet tongue against my back door, causing me to tense again initially, but this time I tried to relax and go with it.

Zayna traced the tip of her tongue around the rim of my naughty hole, and I felt pleasurable sensations in my ass that I’d never felt before. My toes curled and my brow furrowed as I got used to the feeling of someone’s wet, warm tongue there. It was at the same time pleasurable, weird, and naughty as fuck. I looked down and could only see Zayna’s forehead in front of my unattended pussy while her head rocked up and down, her wicked tongue buttering my butt with saliva.

“Unnnggg,” I moaned deeply as I let go of my inhibitions and started to enjoy the lewd sex act. My face softened and my body relaxed, the pucker of my butthole coaxed into calm by Zayna’s wonderful tongue, as she licked it again and again, her saliva making wet sloshing sounds against my back door.

“Mmm,” she moaned in response, her voice vibrating my ring as she pressed her lips against it.

It was odd experiencing such pleasure when my pussy was just hovering there, my cunt pulsing as the lesbian genie ate my ass. A trickle of cum leaked out of my snatch and down to her smutty tongue. “Oh my god,” I breathed as I basked in the glow of the naughty rimjob, the act filling my body with a dull pleasure that radiated all through me.

Zayna licked back upwards, collecting my trickle of girl drool and replacing the tongue on my ass with the pad of her thumb. She massaged my ring while she gorged herself on my cunt once again, harder now, sucking my clit into her mouth and flicking the end of it with her tongue. My moans became louder and higher pitched as the deviant genie whimpered into me while she licked and sucked and flicked and fucked my pussy. Her thumb made salacious squelching noises against my asshole as she rubbed my buttered butthole, my ring of muscle loosening to her touch as she applied just the right amount of pressure.

“OH FUCK!” I cried out as the light in my body suddenly surged into a full blown orgasm.

My knuckles went white beneath my knees as I threw my head back into the pillows and shuddered on the bed, my pussy quivering in Zayna’s mouth while my asshole spasmed around the pad of her thumb. The seductive djinn hoovered up my cum as my love hole pulsed, seeping honey as a reward for the genie’s efforts.

She dug her fingernails into the backs of my thighs as she breathed heavily into my snatch, moaning with delight while she sucked up every available drop of nectar. I just lay there having a fit of ecstasy, my shoulders rolling back as my whole spine felt alight with pleasure. My abs tensed and relaxed over and over, spasming along with the rest of me, my orgasm heightened by the thumb pressing against my back door, the threat of it penetrating me taking my climax to new heights.

It felt like I came for an hour, every time a wave of ecstasy receded a new one surged and took its place. Eventually, mercifully, I came back down to Earth as my orgasm died down. I let go of my knees and let my legs collapse down to either side of the sexy genie between them. My tits heaved as I sucked in air, my body twitching sporadically with aftershocks as I lay there in a state of complete bewilderment, trying to come to terms with whatever the fuck Zayna had just done to me.

“Oh my god,” I sighed, smiling widely as I looked down at the beautiful Arabian face kissing all over my thighs and groin, her succulent lips glistening with my cum.

“How do you feel about lesbian sex now, Chloe?” she asked, her voice wet with cum and dripping with that sexy exotic accent.

“That was better than I ever could have imagined,” I said slowly, my head feeling light as I bathed in the terrific afterglow of what Zayna had just done to me. “I want to try eating your pussy,” I said, kind of surprising myself as the words fell out of my mouth, but they felt right.

“You do not have to,” Zayna reassured me as she kissed up the length of my body. “I am not owed anything, I am only here to fulfill your wishes and bring you pleasure.”

She reached my face and I wrapped my arms around her neck, pulling her in for a deep, lucious kiss, tasting my own sex on her lips. “It will bring me pleasure to taste you for myself,” I said, looking up at the beautiful genie through half-closed eyes.

She paused for a moment, before smiling as she knew my words were true. If I was lying to her or myself, she would know. I wanted this. “As you wish,” she said before pushing herself upright and shuffling her knees up the bed.

I watched with glee as her breasts jiggled with her movements and her groin neared me, barely concealed by the robes hanging off the woven brown belt around her waist. She stopped a few inches from my face and pulled the front robe to the side, unveiling her horny cunt beneath.

“How would you like my pussy to look?” she asked.

“Um, what do you mean?” I asked back, not understanding.

“Do you want me to have pubes? Or be clean shaven?” As she spoke she snapped her fingers, and her pubic hair evaporated, leaving her olive skinned snatch bare. “Or I could have an airstrip?” She snapped her fingers and a thin, trimmed line of pubes appeared. “Or a full bush? Or a love heart?”

Each time she gave me a new option, she snapped her fingers and made it so, and I felt a thrill in my pussy at seeing the magical display in front of my eyes. Something about Zayna’s cunt was just so enticing to me in that moment. I’d never felt such a strong desire to go down on someone before, certainly never a woman.

“I know what I want,” I said, my heart fluttering as I controlled the pubic style of the stunning woman on top of me. “I want a trimmed delta of pubes above your pussy, hairless at the sides.”

“As you wish,” she said with an arched eyebrow before snapping her fingers and making her pussy look exactly as I wanted. A neat thatch of black hair appeared in a perfect, upside down triangle above her otherwise bare puss. I put the tip of a finger in my mouth as I reached forward with my other hand, stroking her hairless vulva with my ring and pointer fingers while my middle finger traced through her slick lips, becoming coated in her wetness. I giggled a little and looked up at the lesbian genie with excited eyes, chewing on my finger as I felt her.

She looked back down at me with lust, her lovely round breasts heaving as she breathed in a deep breath of air, relishing my curious hand between her legs. She shuffled further forward, forcing me to pull my hand away as she brought her pretty pussy right up to my mouth.

The instant my lips touched her cunt I knew I officially loved lesbian sex. I moaned with delight and my eyes rolled back in my head as I tasted pussy for the first time. Zayna sighed on top of me, pushing down ever so slightly on my face as she enjoyed my inexperienced but eager tongue licking her cunt. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to peel open her light brown skin, unveiling her perfect, glistening pinkness between. I took a moment to admire her beautiful snatch before licking it again and again, slowly tracing the tip of my tongue through her velvet flesh.

“Mmm, ohhhh, that feels good, Chloe,” she said softly above, the horny genie playing with her own tits while I explored her delicious snatch. She held her heavy breasts in her hands and tweaked her own nipples, looking down at my willing face the whole time.

“Mhmm,” was all I mumbled back in response, preoccupied with my mouth full of cunt.

I nibbled at her swollen clit, kissing the tiny little pearl and sucking it into my mouth like she had done to me. I swirled my tongue around it, dragging it around in circles as the gorgeous woman writhed on top of me, her robe dangling to the side of my head while I gorged on her pussy. I slid my tongue easily into her opening, tasting her delectable honey from its most plentiful source, loving the feeling of her hole choking my tongue in response.

My top lip ground into the pubic hair of my choosing while I sealed my lips around her vulva, wagging my tongue while her trimmed pubes lightly scratched the tip of my nose. I fucking loved it. I loved seeing what my oral was doing to her, I loved hearing the response from the vocal genie, I loved her sticky goo rolling down the back of my throat for my consumption. I loved every second of eating Zayna’s pussy.

“Please, Chloe, will you grant me one wish in return,” the lustful Arabian woman pleaded, knowing that I could say no to whatever request she had.

“What’s that?”

“Please will you put a finger up my ass while you lick me?”

I giggled between her legs with intrigue. The thought would have repulsed me only hours earlier, but after what Zayna had done to my own butt with her wicked tongue, I felt curious to try some anal play for myself. I didn’t give her a response, I simply kissed her clit and unwrapped one of my arms from around her thighs, positioning my hand beneath her and inserting a finger into her vagina, swirling it around inside her and coating the digit in her love goo.

Once I was satisfied with its lubrication, I pulled it out and stroked the crack of her ass, finding her back door and tickling it with the tip of my wet finger. Zayna wriggled on top of me, her stomach tensing as she let out a shaky breath. I pushed in up to the first knuckle, just the tip of my finger penetrating her naughty hole. I could feel her strong ring of muscle choking me. It was so tight. So warm. So off limits. And yet, there I was.

“Deeper,” she pleaded and I granted the genie’s wish, pushing further in and causing her back to arch as she let out a shriek of pleasure. I overpowered the tight clench of her asshole and slid the rest of my finger into her, all the way to the third knuckle.

It felt so deliciously fucking naughty to be inside her asshole, to be wearing her ring like a ring on my daring finger. I could feel her pulse beating in a nearby blood vessel, and her greedy butthole contracted and relaxed, swallowing me up and accepting the penetration. I stared up at the ecstatic genie with wide eyes, so enamored with the whole experience that I had left her pussy unattended. It was only when a drop of cum dribbled out of her cunt hole and onto my neck that I remembered there was delicious pussy to eat as well.

I resumed eating my meal, teasing and flicking her horny little clitoris with my tongue while I started working my finger in and out of her ass. Zayna lightly ground down on my mouth and finger while she pinched her own nipples, moaning and sighing with closed eyes as she enjoyed my sapphic efforts. I made noises of delight below, my own legs squirming on the bed as I gave this spectacular woman pleasure with my mouth and finger. I loved how tight her ass felt around my finger, I loved the way she sort of rode it while I fucked her with it, the lubricated digit sliding in and out of her knot.

Almost out of nowhere, Zayna came. And she came hard. She beared down on my finger and ground her pussy against my face as she let out a wail of ecstasy, the horny genie pinching both of her nipples as her head tilted back. Cum exploded out of her snatch and saturated my chin, dripping down my neck as she quivered. Her asshole spasmed around my finger, trying desperately to pull me in further.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she screamed at the top of her lungs as I licked through her pussy over and over, trying to collect as much of her delicious nectar as I possibly could. I swear I was having almost as much fun as she was, being smothered by her beautiful body as she came.

Eventually, her climax waned, and she let me up for air, her butthole spitting out my finger in the process. I continued kissing around the insides of her thighs and her sensitive snatch as she came down from the heights of her orgasm, my face absolutely coated in cum.

“Oh, Chloe… that was incredible,” she said as she looked down at me and stroked my browline as I kissed between her legs. “I want to make you cum again.”

“How do you propose to do that?” I asked, excited to hear whatever answer she could conjure up.

Her answer didn’t come in the form of words though. Instead she just gave me a coy grin and snapped her fingers, and suddenly the robe that draped off the leather belt around her waist magically folded in on itself with a whooshing noise, the robe dangling over her ass whipped up between her legs and attached itself to the robe at the front, the pair of them transforming into something else entirely. The robes had become a thick, rich red silicone strap on dildo.

The mere sight of it made me rub my thighs together, yearning for Zayna to fuck me with the magical toy. I took it in my mouth and started fellating it, coating it in spit for lubrication, not that it needed much. My pussy was fucking drenched and ready to be stretched. The lesbian genie watched me gag on her fake cock from above, as excited as I was for what was to come.

She pulled out of my mouth and shuffled down the bed, and I rolled over onto my knees, bracing myself against the bed head as I presented myself to the woman giving me the hottest, naughtiest sex of my life. Zayna put her knees between my legs, forcing me to spread them open as I arched my back a little and offered her my pussy.

“Please,” I whimpered, desperate to be fucked.

“You don’t have to wish for this,” she said before placing the head of the cock at my aching opening and pushing it inside me.

“OHHH FUCK!” I cried out as I was filled up with the magical toy. It slid in so easily, my hole was so eager to accept it, the erotic stretch burning and feeling so god damn good.

Zayna held onto my hips as she worked her toy out of me before pushing it back in again, repeating the incredible pleasure I felt the first time. She did it again and again, emptying me out before filling me right back up, her strong hands on my hips rocking me back and forth opposite to her movements. I didn’t have to do anything, just be there on my knees and let it happen. I was in heaven.

The lesbian genie built up a rhythm as she fucked me, the naughty squelching of my wetness against the hard silicone harmonizing with my groans of pleasure. “Holy fuck,” I breathed as I dropped my head into the mess of pillows, letting my body be rocked back and forth against the thick toy.

“You take it so well,” Zayna said as she thrust into me.

“You’re fucking me better than any man ever has,” I mewled, yelping with pleasure every time she buried the dildo inside of me, my breasts swaying with my movements, my ass cheeks clapping against Zayna’s stomach.

As I was fucked by the seductive lesbian genie, I couldn’t help but feel like I wanted something in my ass. It was an urge I’d never had before, but it seemed like the naughty sex would be complete by taking things even further. It felt so good doing it to Zayna, I wanted to feel it for myself.

I looked back over my shoulder at the stunning Arabian woman inside me and asked the question. “Can you finger my ass?”

“I can do you one better than that,” she replied before snapping my fingers.

My mouth was suddenly full of plastic. I made a muffled and surprised ‘oh’ sound as I pulled out whatever it was out of my mouth. My eyes went wide as I realized what Zayna had just conjured up, the tapered butt plug in my hand. “Woah,” I said, my eyes lighting up at the sight of it. It was perfect.

I spat on the tip of the plug before passing it back to the woman deep inside me. I heard her add her own layer of spit lube before the rhythmic fucking paused and I felt the pointed tip of the naughty toy pressing against my asshole.

“Fuuuuuck,” I breathed heavily as I beared down on my back door and tried to relax while Zayna gently pushed the plug inside of me. The anal stretch felt even hotter than when she first put the dildo in my pussy. She turned the tapered plug as she inserted it into me, and it burned a little but in the hottest way possible. I felt so fucking naughty being penetrated in the ass. I loved every second of it.

Zayna worked the thickest part of the toy into me and my butthole squeezed shut around the flared base, holding the plug inside me. As it contracted my whole body shuddered as I let out a loud groan of pleasure. Between the plug and the strap-on, I’d never felt so full. I loved having the toys in both my holes, even with no movement, I felt so fucking good.

With my butthole seen to, the lesbian genie resumed her fucking, sliding her dildo in and out of my slick cunt while she rubbed the flared base of the buttplug. My moans grew louder as both my holes were pleasured. I felt the fire inside me rising. It was too hot. It felt too fucking good.

“Oh FUCK! AHHHHH!” I screamed louder than I ever had during sex as I pushed back on Zayna’s toys as my orgasm ripped me in half. Zayna drove into me and pushed on the base of the plug as I quivered with unbridled ecstasy. Cum dripped out of my filled up cunt and onto the bed beneath me, my asshole winked over and over, sucking the toy in before attempting to push it out. I pressed my head into the pillow and rode out wave after wave of pleasure, every cell in my body feeling the orgasmic bliss emanating from my pussy and ass.

My body felt incredibly heavy all of a sudden, like I was unable to hold myself up. I slid off the dildo and turned as I fell, landing on my ass and feeling the presence of the plug still inside me as I lay on the bed, my face flushed, my mouth hanging open, my body trembling as I basked in the remnants of the climax. I looked at the grinning lesbian genie, proudly weilding the dark red strap-on that was dripping with my goo. I’d never felt so completely fucking satisfied, so insanely turned on by the person fucking me.

“Just leave me here forever,” I mumbled in my frazzled state.

“As you wish,” Zayna said, smiling back at me, perfectly willing to fuck me forever inside her magic lamp.

THE END


A First Time Lesbian Haunting

The heavy door made strained, creaking noises as Brooke and I managed to slowly swing it open before we stepped into the foyer of the dilapidated old manor. The wind blew in some dead leaves around our feet while we closed the door and illuminated the grand entrance with the beams of our flashlights. There was a hallway leading away from us, as well as multiple rooms and a giant staircase to one side of the foyer that curved around to the platform on the first floor.

“Wow, I wonder when the last time anyone was in here?” I wondered out loud as we both took in the magnificence of the mansion.

“Decades…” Brooke replied, sharing my awe.

The pair of us looked quite out of place in the opulent old manor. I could imagine the place in its heyday, with men in tuxedos and women in beautiful ball gowns. A far cry from the dark, dusty scene before us, the two of us modern women wearing tight crop tops and denim short shorts. Even more anachronistic was all the gear we had strapped to us, both of us equipped with not only flashlights, but lapel microphones pinned to our tops, the recording pack secured in the rear waistband of our shorts. We also carried two wand looking devices designed to measure electromagnetic fields, the EMF meters having a light up display as well as audio feedback.

Two twenty-something year old girls breaking into an old manor with recording equipment and EMF meters might seem like a strange thing, but that was our whole life. We were paranormal investigators and avid podcasters, and we had an episode to make. Getting into Ratcliffe Manor had taken weeks of planning, and we were both giddy to be out in the field, making another episode for our dedicated fans.

“Alright, we should start recording,” Brooke said. I nodded in response and both of us reached behind ourselves to switch on our microphone packs. “Welcome to another episode of Unexplained Mysteries And Hot Girl Shit, you’re listening to Brooke.”

“And Caitlin.”

“And we’ve just walked into the beautiful but deserted foyer of Ratcliffe Manor. What do you think Caitlin, is this place giving you the ick or what?”

“Oh, I’ve got the heebie jeebies, alright. We had to drive through a mile of forest off the highway to get to this abandoned mansion. Luckily, it looked like someone had beaten us here and cut through the chains across the door handles some time ago.” I was lying, it took the combined strength of Brooke and I pushing on the bolt cutter handles to get the chain off the door, but it was best not to incriminate ourselves too much in our niche little podcast. We were hardly making lawyer-on-retainer money.

“You know what they say about this place, Caitlin?”

“No, what’s that? Why are we here? What paranormal phenomena are we investigating?” I asked, of course already knowing from our weeks of research but needing the explanation from Brooke for the sake of the podcast.

“Well, let me tell you. Rumor has it that back in the 1930s, Mistress Mary Ratcliffe, the namesake of the manor and permanent bachelorette, was secretly a lesbian. She mostly remained a recluse in her giant mansion, out of exasperation with the constant societal pressure to find a husband. But she wasn’t alone in here. She had a full staff living here too, and according to the rumors, they were all women.”

“It must have been a scandalous thing to be a lesbian back in those times.”

“Oh, it was, but not everyone was as lucky to have the fortune that Mistress Mary had, and this big old house to hide away in. All her staff her lesbians, like her, only they were displaced from their homes due to their sexuality, and Mary took them in, offering them a place to stay and food to eat in exchange for their services.”

“Do you think their services included duties of the… sexual nature?”

“Oh I do, Caitlin. I think in those times being on Mistress Mary’s staff would have been about as good a thing as a young lesbian could have hoped for, living in a giant manor and free to explore their sexualities. By all accounts, Mary was very fond and protective of her staff, and on the odd occasion she did host a gathering of well-to-do types, guests would try and poach her maids for themselves, but none could ever be tempted away from Ratcliffe Manor.”

“Well, that sounds very interesting and all, Brooke. But I’m not hearing anything paranormal about this story.”

“Well let me tell you, Caitlin. The way the story goes, one of her maids died under mysterious circumstances in this very mansion. Mistress Mary was completely distraught, and never got over her grief. She kept insisting she saw the maid throughout the grounds, and that the manor was haunted. Eventually, she was hauled off to an insane asylum and involuntarily committed for the rest of her days, while her manor was left to rot.”

“Wow. Downer ending.”

“As it often is in real life, Cait.”

“So we’re here hunting a ghost?”

“We’re here hunting a ghost.”

“That’s exciting! It’s been a while since we’ve had a ghost related investigation. I was getting tired of vampires and werewolves.”

“Oh my god, same. It’s such a shame that Mary wasn’t allowed to be herself publicly, you know?”

“As well as all those young women that would have been homeless without her.”

“Of course. Have you ever had a lesbian experience, Caitlin?”

This was the other element of our podcast, the thing that separated us from the plethora of paranormal investigator series out there. The ‘hot girl shit’. We talked about ourselves so that listeners felt like they really knew us, like we were a part of their lives. We’d discuss new outfits, workout regimes we’d been trying, even guys we were seeing and occasionally sex stuff. It didn’t have anything to do with our sleuthing but it played phenomenally well with our audience.

“I can’t say I have, Brooke. What about yourself?” I asked, already full well knowing my best friend had never been with another girl.

“I drunkenly kissed a girl once,” she said to my complete surprise. “It was actually the best kiss I’ve ever had. Girls know what girls want, y’know? I’ve always kind of wanted to take things further with another girl, someone sexy like yourself.”

“Me? What?” I stammered, completely flustered by Brooke’s response. I couldn’t tell if she was being serious or just screwing around for the sake of podcast banter. Equally as confusing was the little purr I felt in my pussy when she said the words.

“Yeah, I mean, c’mon, you’re obviously fine as fuck, Caitlin. Any girl would be lucky to have their first lesbian experience with someone as hot as you.”

“Oh my god, Brooke, are you serious?”

“Maybe, what do you think, listeners? Should Caitlin and I try it out?”

That settled it, she was just playing around and trying to rile up some of our listeners. I chuckled at her, playing it off even though my heart sank just a little at the realization that she wasn’t being serious.

“Come on, Brooke. That’s enough hot girl shit, we need to explore this spooky old mansion.”

“You’re right, we- OH!”

Brooke was cut off by a sudden whoosh of air behind us and the frighteningly loud bang of something falling over. We both spun around and aimed our flashlights at the source of the noise, my heart pounding against my ribcage as I felt my own pulse pounding in my head from the sudden surge of adrenaline. An antique candlestick had fallen off a table and onto the hardwood floor.

“Must have been the wind,” Brooke suggested.

“We closed the door ages ago, there’s no wind in here.”

“Hey, look at that,” Brooke pointed her beam of light up above the table, illuminating the portrait of a very proper looking woman sitting with her hands folded in her lap. “That must be Mistress Mary.”

“Wow, it is too,” I said, spotting the plaque at the bottom of the frame confirming the thought. “She definitely could have married any man she wanted, she’s absolutely beautiful. She looks kind of like you, Brooke, don’t you think?”

“There you have it, Caitlin thinks Mistress Mary is beautiful and therefore I must beautiful,” Brooke smiled as she continued the playful lesbian thread. “If Mistress Mary wanted you to fuck her, would you do it?”

“Oh, stop,” I said, nervously laughing off the suggestion, even though the answer might have been closer to yes than Brooke expected. “I’m serious. You two look like… freakishly similar. You have the same blue eyes and big lips.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Brooke said, cocking her head to the side as she looked at the portrait. “Hey Caitlin, look at this.”

Brooke nodded down at her EMF meter, which had a few lights illuminated and was making a faint white noise sound. “Brooke’s wand is picking up something folks,” I said, continuing the podcast commentary. “For an old mansion cut off from the world decades ago, it’s odd that we’re picking up some electromagnetic activity.”

As I looked at the lights on Brooke’s meter, I felt the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. I was normally very calm on our paranormal investigations, especially as time went on and we never met an actual ghost, but something about the place was giving me the creeps.

“Alright, let’s split up so we can get the hell out of here,” I said.

“Agreed, I’ll take the top floor and you can poke around down here. According to our research, the maid’s quarters should be behind the kitchen. That’d be a good place to start. Maybe the old maid is still in her bedroom after all this time.”

“Okay, we’ll meet back here in a few minutes and see what we found.”

This was something Brooke and I did regularly. We both had microphones on, and it was an easy way to get twice the content by each making our own little segment. Then we’d edit the audio together to make it flow better. Brooke set off for the staircase and I made my way down the hall.

The floorboards creaked with almost every step I took. The beam of light shooting out of my flashlight illuminated the specks of dust floating through the air that we’d disturbed by opening the front door. The kitchen was gigantic, enough for a full wait staff to prep and cook in, perfect for the luxuriant parties the mansion had no doubt seen over the years before its abandonment. I spotted another hallway leading off the other side of the kitchen and walked over to the threshold of the archway.

I stopped dead in my tracks, feeling a cold shiver run up my spine. I shone my flashlight down the hallway to illuminate… a regular hallway. I can’t describe the feeling I felt except that there was a definite shift in the energy. There was a chill in the air that made my hairs prick up, warning me not to go any further. I had to though. It was literally my job. I swallowed and steeled myself, stepping into the hallway in search of the paranormal. I followed it down to another room, pushing the door open and revealing what could have only been the maid’s quarters.

There were two queen sized beds at opposite ends of the room. Despite the two beds, there seemed to be four of everything else. Four bedside tables, four lamps, four freestanding wardrobes. It was pretty obvious that four people had lived in the room. The maid staff must have been sharing beds. It certainly gave credence to the lesbian rumors about the manor.

Suddenly, every single light on my EMF meter lit up at once, and it went from silent to making a loud hissing sound in less than a second. I took a step back, startled by what I was seeing. I’d never seen my meter light up like that in the field before. Then something happened that really made my blood turn cold. Candles scattered throughout the room all came alight simultaneously, bathing the room in their warm glow.

Completely freaked out, I spun around on my heel to make for the door but was stopped in my tracks by the sight of something a ghost hunter never expects to see: an actual fucking ghost. I felt frozen in place as I dropped my flashlight and EMF meter to the floor and stared wide-eyed at the floating specter in front of me. It was an almost completely naked woman hovering a few inches off the floor, wearing only a pair of thigh high black stockings. Her brown hair kind of floated in the air around her as if she was underwater. There was a faint aura around her where her skin blended into the surroundings, and I could partially see through her.

The ghost’s nakedness added another layer of confrontation. Seeing the completely nude woman after having lesbian thoughts about my friend all night made it hard not to blush. I couldn’t stop myself looking down at her heavy, pale breasts, as well as the full bush between her legs, a far cry from my own clean-shaven snatch. Despite the generational differences between our bodies, I still found her female form so beautiful, and so enticing. Even in my fear, I felt my pussy stirring in my shorts again, curious about what it would be like to be with another woman.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, clenching my fists at my sides. I was struggling to believe what I was seeing, but nonetheless I was definitely seeing it.

“I am Charlotte,” the ghost said, her voice echoey and kind of difficult to understand. “Thank you for bringing back my mistress to her manor so that I may please her.”

“Hi Charlotte, I’m Caitlin. I’m sorry to say but that’s not your mistress. That’s my friend, Brooke,” I explained. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who saw the similarities between the two.

“It brings me great joy to see her again,” the incorporeal Charlotte said, clearly not listening to me. “To have the chance to give her pleasure once more brings me great joy.”

“No, she’s not who you think she is. I’m sorry.”

“You want to please her too. I saw it in the foyer. You have sexual feelings for her that you think you shouldn’t have, and you’re too scared to act on them.”

“Well, I don’t know about-”

“I was afraid to act on my feelings when I first moved to Ratcliffe Manor. Mistress Mary showed me how to embrace my lesbian nature, she showed me how to experience the greatest pleasure I’ve ever known. And how to give it. Perhaps I can show you like she showed me?”

“I… uh… how did you know?” I asked, feeling myself blush as I admitted my lesbian curiosities to the floating nude ghost.

“It was a look I saw many times in my life, on the faces of many young women that came through these halls seeking acceptance. Would you like me to help you have sex with my mistress?”

I stood there, my mouth hanging open, still unable to process the conversation I was having. As completely and totally bizarre as it was, I couldn’t help but feel the purring of my pussy growing louder. I always felt this heightened sort of awareness when Brooke and I broke into somewhere we weren’t meant to be, and that was compounding the horniness I felt with all the lesbian talk from earlier, and the offer from Charlotte the sapphic ghost.

“Okay,” I whispered with a hoarse voice, the ghost not responding to me. I cleared my throat and mustered up the courage to say what I really wanted. “Okay. I want your help to have sex with my best friend.”

Charlotte immediately launched forward, arms outstretched as she flew through the air. I screamed in equal parts terror and excitement, freaked out by the fact that a fucking ghost was flying towards me and curious to see where it led. I felt Charlotte’s spirit rush into me. She filled me up. My back arched and my arms spread wide as the specter fused herself with my soul, her feelings becoming my feelings, and mine hers. It felt like a violent coupling, like every cell in my body had been altered in some way. Everything seemed so loud! So bright!

As quickly as it started, it stopped. The room seemed still again, and the calming flickering of the candles wasn’t so blinding. I resumed my natural pose and felt at one with Charlotte. It was like I was still myself but definitely very aware of her presence inside of me. My whole body tingled and I felt hornier than I had ever felt in my entire life. That must have been Charlotte’s torturous fate, trapped on the mortal plane, unable to please her mistress. I had the sudden insuppressible urge to take off all my clothes, as if being completely naked was the only way for me to be comfortable.

So I did.

I kicked off my sneakers and shed my crop top and shorts, complete with microphone, before I ditched my underwear too. I stood in the cold, candlelit room completely nude, feeling the night air on my skin and seeing my nipples harden before my eyes. My groin felt like it was on fire, an intense burning of arousal making it thrum. It must have been Charlotte’s decades of pent up lesbian longing making me feel so turned on. It took all my effort not to finger myself right there and then, but I wanted to feel the tongue of my best friend more than I wanted to feel my own fingers.

I felt bemused by my own clean shaven snatch, as if it was my first time seeing it. I figured it must have been the ghost inside me, much more used to seeing women… hairier. I felt a pulse of arousal shoot out of my clit though so she must have liked it. It was a weird thing, being turned on by my own pussy.

For seemingly no reason at all, my attention was drawn to one of the freestanding wardrobes in particular. I couldn’t explain it, there was just something in my head telling me that I had to go to it. It was like pure instinct that I’d find what I needed inside it. I walked over and opened the creaky door of the hundred year old piece of furniture. When I saw what was inside, I smiled from ear to ear.

Moments later, I heard the dull thuds of footsteps running towards the room, before my sexy best friend rounded the corner and stood in the doorway, shining her flashlight into the maid’s quarters. “Caitlin! Are you alright!? I heard you scream,” Brooke exclaimed, her expression changing from concern to confusion as soon as she laid eyes on me. “What are you wearing? Did you light candles?”

It must have been quite the sight, seeing me standing in a candlelit room, wearing nothing but a maid’s outfit that showed off a lot more skin than it covered, complete with ruffled white lace headpiece and thigh high black stockings, feather duster in hand. It was Charlotte’s uniform. The very one she wore every day while she lived at Ratcliffe Manor, cleaning and exploring her lesbianism with her mistress and the other maids.

“Don’t you think it’s cute?” I asked, my voice more sultry than usual thanks to the spirit inside me making my flesh prickle with arousal.

“Is this a bit for the podcast? I mean I’m down to play along but you should put your microphone on.”

“It’s not for the podcast. I just felt the need to clean all of a sudden. I want to please my mistress,” I said before I turned around and bent over to dust the bedside table.

The maid’s outfit was tied around my waist and neck but otherwise was completely backless, and as I bent over I gave Brooke a full view of my horny, glistening pussy lips, my butt cheeks spreading with the pose to reveal my little rosebud asshole sitting above it. “Caitlin! Holy shit! Where is your underwear!?”

I set the feather duster down on the table before I stood and turned back around to face my best friend. “Don’t you like what you see?” I asked seductively, feeling full of confidence as I stalked my way over to Brooke, shaking my hips with each step. Charlotte’s spiritual energy had given me the resolve to take what I wanted, and I wanted to try lesbian sex.

I stood as close to Brooke as I could without us physically touching, enough that we could feel each other’s breaths on our faces. I looked at her through half-closed eyes, grinning expectantly. She looked back at me with a shocked expression on her face, her eyes wide and mouth not quite closed all the way.

“Did you mean it when you said you wanted to try lesbian sex with me?” I said as I reached up and rubbed a strand of her platinum blonde hair between my thumb and forefinger.

“What… I… Caitlin, I don’t know what to say,” she stammered, but she wasn’t fighting me off, she wasn’t even stepping away from me.

I let go of her strand of hair and cupped her cheek before I leaned in and placed a sweet kiss on her lips, something I never would have done without Charlotte’s influence. I could sense her hesitation, but could also sense her curiosity. She sort of half pursed her lips to kiss me back in a non-committal way. She might have been joking around earlier on the podcast, but there was definitely at least some truth to her words.

As I peeled my lips off of my best friend, she sighed before saying, “Caitlin, what has gotten into you?”

I smirked before replying, “I’ll tell you later.” With that, I launched myself forward and sealed my hungry lips over my friend’s unsure ones.

I kissed her harder, and this time Brooke definitely was returning the passion. We both pressed ourselves together as we kissed, the ends of our tongues flicking each time. As we made out, we both wrapped our arms around each other. My spread fingers gripped Brooke’s back tightly, pulling her in hard against me, our tits pressing together through our clothes as our mouths melded.

Brooke’s arms snaked around to my back as well, giving into her lesbian desires, only her flashlight and EMF meter were still in her hands. As her hand lowered, the ghost-detecting wand went over my bare ass, and I heard the loud hissing of a presence being detected, the LEDs no doubt lighting up my willingly possessed ass.

My podcasting partner didn’t seem to notice, or care, as she dropped the flashlight and wand to the ground, and her free hands began pawing at the exposed flesh of my back thanks to the backless maid’s uniform. Our mouths opened wider and our tongues stroked along each other as we moaned in unison, breathing out hard through our noses onto each other’s cheeks.

Her hands both gripped my bare ass and gave me a terrific squeeze, causing me to growl hungrily into her mouth as I stroked her bare midriff and pert bum over her denim shorts. My pussy was thrumming with horniness, and I could sense hers was too, as our mutual ass squeezing pushed them together. I loved the feeling of Brooke’s body in my arms, so delicate, so perfectly put together, so feminine.

I pulled my mouth off of hers and looked deep in her eyes, giving her a little eskimo kiss as we stood with our arms wrapped around each other. “Come with me,” I said before taking her hand and leading her over to Charlotte’s bed.

I sat her down on the edge of it, and she looked up at me with doe eyes, shoulders in and arms crossed in her lap. She was still so unsure of herself. Brooke had plenty of sex but I could tell she felt out of her depth being with a woman, especially her best friend of so many years. I would have too if not for the horny lesbian ghost possessing me and filling me with insane horniness and confidence to follow my innermost desires.

I cupped Brooke’s cheek and gave her a smile of reassurance before I reached down to her sides and curled my fingers into her crop top. She raised her arms to let me pull it over her head, breathing shakily the whole time. The act also pulled her microphone pack out of her shorts which was discarded along with her garment. I bent over and reached around behind her unclasping her bra and sliding the straps down her arms before tossing it to the side, exposing my best friend’s lovely full breasts.

Brooke was always more well-endowed than me, a source of envy over my years of being her best friend. Now though, her heavy tits only made me feel more lust, more desire. I craved them. Consumed by arousal, I pushed on the blonde’s shoulders, causing her to fall onto her back, her bosom bouncing and jiggling as she did so with an excited gasp.

I mounted her and had my way with her chest, burying my head between her glorious tits and pushing them to the sides of my face, smothering myself with them. My pussy pulsed as I kissed and licked and loved all over Brooke’s breasts, coating her in a sheen of my saliva as I played with her. I could hear the spirit of Charlotte in my head being pleased by the act. She wasn’t so much a voice, but a feeling, one of elation that heightened my own. Having my first time lesbian cravings satisfied at the same time as the ghost’s decades of longing made everything feel even more incredible.

“Oh my god, Caitlin. What is happening?” Brooke sighed as she threw her hands above her head and writhed as my mouth teased her.

I took one of her hardened nipples into my mouth and tweaked it with my hungry tongue as I reached down between us and squeezed Brooke’s pussy over her shorts, feeling her heat even through the denim. The blonde exhaled hard as her body curled to my touch, driving her mound up into my palm. I couldn’t wait to taste her cunt, the very thought of it made me salivate even more onto her tits.

“You look so hot in that maid’s uniform,” Brooke said, running a hand into my hair and being careful of the headpiece.

I felt hot in Charlotte’s uniform, especially the cool night air of Ratcliffe Manor against my exposed back and pussy as I straddled my best friend. I imagined Charlotte on her knees, cleaning the shower while Mary Ratcliffe watched from behind, drooling over the sight of the younger woman doing her bidding before taking her back to her room and devouring her hairy snatch, before Charlotte took her turn to please her mistress, her lesbian tongue willing to go anywhere for the pleasure of her lover. I could feel that same willingness in me. That unabashed feeling of giving my lover as much pleasure as possible no matter what I had to do. I wanted to make Brooke feel good.

“Oh fuck, I have to see you naked,” I said, losing any sense of restraint as I stepped off the bed, pulling Brooke’s shoes off before unbuttoning her little denim shorts. The blonde sexpot lifted her ass to let me pull the down her legs along with her underwear, and put the gusset of her panties to my face, breathing in her sex as I stared down at her waxed pussy perched on the edge of the bed. I breathed heavily as she spread her legs for me and her lips flowered open, inviting me in, her moist pink glistening in the candlelight.

I dropped to my knees with a thud as I positioned myself between her open legs, my eyes trained on her lovely looking snatch the whole time. I felt a glowing behind my eyes, a presence in my head that was as excited as I was by what was in front of me. “I serve at your pleasure, my mistress,” I said, almost without realizing. I shook my head, surprised that Charlotte was influencing my words.

“Okay,” Brooke giggled, pulling a quizzical face. “I’m not sure I get the roleplay but I’ll go along with it,” she added, of course not knowing of the sapphic spirit possessing me, confusing the likeness of my friend with her mistress.

I spread my fingers along the insides of Brooke’s thighs and leant in to taste her, licking through her perfect little pink and being assaulted with her delicious sweetness. Brooke squirmed on the bed, I moaned with gratification, Charlotte glowed with glee, lighting up my spine and making my shoulders roll back. I licked her again and again, loving the flavor of her silky pinkness as much as I loved the things it did to her, the blonde writhing and moaning, her feet lightly kicking into my sides as she moved.

I explored her perfect pussy with my tongue, finding her sensitive spots that made her jerk and gasp with pleasure, nibbling her lips and tracing circles around her engorged clit. I especially loved dipping my tongue into her well of sex, finding her wetness in its most concentrated place, coating my organ in it and then painting the inside of my mouth with the sticky goo.

I would have been so scared to eat pussy for the first time, so nervous. But I felt none of that with the experienced spirit of Charlotte in my body, silently guiding me, as eager to be satisfied by lesbian sex as I was. Giving Brooke head still felt completely new to me, and yet, I had a sense that I knew exactly what to do. I was so thankful for my sapphic possession in that moment, unsure that I ever would have had the guts to make a move on my friend without it.

I sealed my mouth around Brooke’s tasty pussy and swirled my tongue, brushing against her clit, her lips and her hole with the wide circles. “Oh god, Cait,” she breathed and jerked, her taut stomach tensing and her heavy tits shuddering.

Focusing my efforts on her clit, Brooke repeated herself with even more enthusiasm. “OH GOD, CAIT!” she repeated herself louder as I flicked her horny little bean and dragged it around in circles, pulling it to its limits before it slipped out from beneath my tongue and rebounded back into place. “Fuck… feels so… cumming!”

Brooke’s thighs pinned to my head and her ankles locked across my back as her ass lifted off the bed, her muscles all sporadically tensing as her orgasm washed over her. She squealed so loudly, with only the big empty manor to hear her, while she face fucked me with her delicious pussy, writhing in ecstasy. My own moans were muffled, as I watched her face flush, her eyes squeeze shut and her tits shake as wave after wave of her climax peaked inside of her.

The vise grip her legs had on my head relented and I pulled away from her snatch, taking in a needed breath as cum and drool stretched from her cunt to my mouth. The pair of us sucked in air as we basked in the glory of what had just happened, both of us looking at each other with wide eyes, loving this fun new activity for best friends we’d discovered.

I rose to my feet and slid my palm all over my mouth and chin, which was painted with Brooke’s delicious cum. I licked it off myself, not wanting a single drop of the love honey to go to waste. “Holy fuck,” Brooke breathed in wonder as she watched the erotic display. “I want to taste myself too,” she said as she got up from the bed with shaky legs and pressed herself against me, licking my cheeks and chin before finding my mouth for a passionate, sticky kiss.

She reached around behind me and undid the bow across my waist, loosening the maid’s uniform. Her hands moved up to my neck and as she fiddled with the knot there she said, “I want to see how much I like eating pussy.”

“What do you mean? You eat pussy all the time,” I said, lost in the moment and not realizing what I was saying, once again confusing her with Mistress Mary.

My comment made Brooke furrow her brow as she found success with the knot, “You’re acting weird, Caitlin. It’s hot as fuck, but weird.” Before I could say anything else, the knot came undone and the maid’s uniform slipped off my front, unveiling my body for my best friend. She pressed her lips against mine and palmed one of my breasts, squeezing it and tweaking a nipple as we shared another creamy kiss.

Maintaining eye contact with a lascivious glint in hers, Brooke got down to the floor one knee at a time, reaching up and taking my hips in her hands. I felt excitement thrumming in my pussy, having my best friend’s face so close to it, about to feel her mouth. I sighed and squeezed my glutes, rolling my hips forward to offer myself to her.

Brooke didn’t take her eyes off of me until her lips touched my pussy, and I let out a growl of pleasure the moment they did. Her wet tongue wagged between my velvet pink lips, her nose pressing into my mound as she pulled on my hips. “Oh fuck,” I breathed as pulses of arousal shot out of my clit and emanated throughout my whole body.

I played with her blonde hair as she delicately licked my snatch, slowly at first as she savored the experience and my flavor. I loved the naughty wet sounds of her tongue licking at my moist cunt. As she sucked my clit into her mouth and rolled it between her lips, I shuddered with pleasure and my fingers involuntarily curled, lightly scratching her scalp.

“You taste so good, baby,” Brooke whispered between licks, making me whimper with delight.

It was the hottest sight I’d ever seen, my best friend on her knees before me, pleasing me with her mouth. I never thought lesbian sex could feel that good. I had been so wrong. I watched the top of the blonde head bobbing back and forth as she consumed me, her fingers pressing into the flesh of my hips. I could feel Charlotte being satisfied too, the horny ghost being able to feel the tongue of her presumed mistress for the first time in decades. Her satisfaction rid me of any self-consciousness. I could simply enjoy the feeling of a girl’s mouth on my pussy.

Brooke started working up more of a rhythm, sliding her tongue up and down between my lips, using her whole body to achieve the motion. Her tongue held in place against her chin while she bobbed on her knees, licking my length each time and dragging my clit. It felt so fucking good. And she looked so hot bouncing on the floor beneath me, her head tilted back so that she could watch my reactions.

“Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” I mewled.

“Ahh… ahhh,” she just kept making hungry noises with her open mouth, her tongue too preoccupied with pussy to be used for speech.

I could feel the terrific pleasure rising inside of me. The glowing I felt in my pussy now having the power of the sun as it radiated throughout. Every cell of me felt so good. Charlotte felt so good. It was too much. I was going to tip over the edge.

“OH FUCK!” I screamed as I held Brooke’s head and ground myself against her tongue as I came. My hips undulated back and forth as cum dribbled out of me. Brooke latched onto my clit and vigorously shook her head to make me scream again before she swirled her tongue around, trying to collect as much of my nectar as she could, coating her face in the lesbian cocktail of cum and saliva in the process.

I stood on my tiptoes and threw my head back, looking to the ceiling as I crested the peak of my climax, my body relaxing briefly for a moment before spasming with pleasure, repeating the process over and over as I became enveloped with ecstasy, my pussy leaking cum the whole time as I ground it hard against my friend’s face. Brooke’s greedy mouth claimed her prize, the blonde moaning with satisfaction between my legs as she swallowed my love goo gratefully. I’d never cum that hard or that much in my entire life. It took every ounce of strength not to collapse to the floor.

As my orgasm mercifully waned, I slid off my friend’s face, my sensitive clit catching her bottom lip as I did so and making me shudder from the tease. I stumbled back half a step and looked down at my gorgeous best friend, my cum dripping off her chin as she sat there on the floor on spread knees, hands between her to keep herself propped up which squeezed her heavy breasts together as my juices dripped onto them. She looked so fucking hot, and she opened her eyes to see me looking at her with hunger.

I bent over and started licking up the sides of her face and chin, collecting my flowery nectar and cleaning her. She smiled and purred as my soft tongue slid over her, giggling lightly at how fucking hot the whole situation was.

“Oh my god…” she moaned. “That felt so god damn fucking good!” she said with a tone of disbelief as she animatedly fell forward, exaggerating being overwhelmed by it all.

I was impressed by Brooke’s flexibility, still having her knees spread as she collapsed forward onto her forearms, her back forming a perfect table. All that yoga certainly paid off for her. I looked down at her nubile body, her shoulder blades rolling, her smooth skin, tiny waist and feminine hips leading my eye down to her toned rear end. That was when something stirred inside me again. Charlotte, or perhaps my own horniness. It had become hard to differentiate the two as I fell more and more in love with lesbian sex.

There’s no other way to describe it. I just felt compelled to lick her ass. It was certainly not something I’d ever done before, but the specter inside me knew it would please her mistress, so I thought it would please my best friend. I dropped to my knees at the side of the heaving beauty and grabbed her by the hips, forcefully pulling them up and ruining her perfectly flat table.

Brooke squealed from being woman-handled so suddenly, her knees coming together and ass poking up into the air as she rested on her forearms. My hands moved from her hips to her lovely rump, smoothing my palms over her rear end and spreading her cheeks. I flicked my hair over my shoulder and leant forward at Brooke’s side, licking down from the top of her ass crack all the down to her taint.

“Oh fuuuuck,” she sighed as my tongue slid over her tiny asshole, the tight knot puckering to my touch. “Caitlin, I never knew you were so nasty.”

“You don’t like it?” I asked, a moment of doubt creeping in.

“I love it. Keep going.”

So I did. I focused my oral efforts on her tiny back door, swirling my tongue around it and tickling it with the tip. The ends of my hair brushed against one of Brooke’s cheeks, which I held spread open as I gorged myself on her booty. My chin and cheeks melded into the crease of her ass while I licked her, my nose so close to her pussy that the delicious smell of her sex wafted up into it.

Brooke moaned and her hips wriggled in response to the lewd act. I could feel her toned bottom tensing in my hands, and I started making my own groans of pleasure as I licked the little pink knot in the center of the darker skin surrounding it. It felt so fucking hot to be doing something so naughty. It made me feel so powerful and turned on to be using my tongue for such taboo pleasure.

Charlotte seemed pleased too. I could feel her glee inside me, intermingling with my own. Analingus must have been a regular act for her and Mistress Mary, and I was glad she had suggested it to me.

“Caitlin, your tongue… ohhhh,” Brooke mewled as she pressed her forehead into her forearms, slightly rocking back to spread her cheeks wider for me. “Clean my ass, you naughty maid!”

With one hand I reached underneath her, my fingers appearing between her legs and finding her clit. I used my ring and forefinger to spread her puffy vulva while my middle finger tickled her sensitive pearl, my tongue never stopping between her ass cheeks. It made Brooke’s moans of pleasure go up a couple of octaves, her body tensing from the clitoral stimulation.

I shook my whole head left and right as the flat of my tongue slid over her puckered butthole, my finger teasing her horny bean and pushing her over the edge. “FUCK! NGGGHHH!” she screamed as I made her cum again.

She rocked back even further, pushing her nethers harder against my mouth and finger. I felt her cute little asshole spasming beneath my tongue, opening up before sucking in while I slobbered all over it messily. In the fervor of her climax, my finger slipped off her clit, so I used all three digits to vigorously rub her area, and as cum leaked out of her slippery snatch, my hand flicked it all over the backs of her thighs and calves.

As Brooke’s orgasm peaked, she didn’t give herself any time to enjoy the ride down, and instead slid out from underneath my mouth, moving with agility into position behind me. She reached under my arms and pulled me up so that I was on only my knees, my sexy best friend pressing up against my back. I could feel her heavy tits squishing into me as she turned my head to the side, finding my mouth with hers and kissing me deeply while the remnants of her orgasm still sparked through her.

We both moaned into each other’s mouths as we kissed, the blonde no doubt tasting her own asshole on my tongue. Brooke had one hand firmly squeezing one of my tits while her other held my face.

“I had no idea you were so naughty, Caitlin,” she said with a lascivious grin. “Such a sexy little butt slut.”

“Hm, that’s me,” I giggled, kind of proud of the horny title she bestowed me with.

The hand that held my face suddenly moved around behind me and I felt it between my legs, a probing middle finger pushing up into my core that made me gasp with delight, my slick hole choking it in response as Brooke squeezed my breast and pulled me against her harder. My friend swirled her finger around inside me for a moment, coating it in my love juices before sliding it out, the lubricated digit making its way over my taint and touching my asshole.

My back straightened and I inhaled sharply at the feeling of being touched there, even though she hadn’t done anything else yet. “Are you a good little butt slut, Cait?” Brooke said ever so softly into my ear as the tip of her wet finger gently massaged my naughtiest opening. “Do you want my finger in your ass?”

I smacked my lips, creased my brow and nodded my head with desperation. “Mhmm,” I moaned, unsure who wanted the anal attention more, me or the ghost inside me, influencing my lust. Brooke pushed herself in, and I gasped as I felt the naughty stretch of my clench being overpowered. I shivered in my best friend’s arms, her palm resting against my ass cheeks as her finger wormed its way inside me.

“Oh godddd,” I moaned through clenched teeth. I felt so fucking naughty having something in my ass, especially another woman’s finger.

“You like it, don’t you, you naughty girl?” she said, her lips at my ear, speaking barely above a whisper and sending shivers down my spine.

“Oh god, I love it,” I replied, pushing my ass back onto her finger as I swallowed it up all the way to her knuckle.

Brooke giggled and the hand on my breast moved down between my legs, finding my clit and rubbing it gently while she placed sweet kisses on my cheek and neck. She started working her penetrative finger in and out of my asshole, filling up my tightest space before emptying it out, the sliding of her cum-lubricated finger causing an erotic burn on my ring. My abs seemed permanently tensed, as I knelt there, frozen like a statue as my friend did naughty things to me.

One hand in front and one behind, my nethers were trapped between my podcasting partner, and I fucking loved it. Brooke’s movements sped up, her finger pumping in and out of my ass while her other hand flicked my clit with greater intensity. Her sweet kisses turned to full mouth love bites on my neck and shoulder, and my moans became louder as I reached back, holding onto her hips as she fingered my ass and teased my clit.

“Oh, Brooke! OH!” I growled with pleasure, feeling it all through my body, Charlotte loving it just as much as I was.

“That’s right, baby, you love it. Cum for me, baby! Cum for me!”

Her mouth latched onto my neck right as I exploded with sexual bliss. My mouth opened wide and I cried out in ecstasy. Brooke drove her finger as deep into my ass as it would go, her knuckle stretching my hole wider as it spasmed around it. I heard the wet noises of my pussy as my friend’s ceaseless hand rubbed me, my honey spilling out of me and trickling down the insides of my thighs as I came in her arms.

“FUCK! ME!” I practically shouted as my climax ripped through me, my mind unable to comprehend the unbridled pleasure I was experiencing.

Right at that moment, with my mouth open wide, I could feel Charlotte leave my body. I couldn’t see anything, but I suddenly felt like it was just me in my head, riding out the final waves of my orgasm. As I sensed her leaving my body, every candle in the room went out in unison, and our lesbian sex was lit by nothing but the two flashlights laying on the floor, only just illuminating us enough to see what we were doing.

Brooke pulled her finger out of my ass and the pair of us collapsed back, my friend squealing at the spooky darkness we were suddenly plunged into without warning. We both fell on our asses, me landing between Brooke’s open legs so that I could still feel her supple body pressed up against my back. We sat there panting and catching our breath, a sheen of sweat coating both of us despite the cool air of the manor. My thighs were sticky with cum, my asshole warm from being finger fucked, my neck cold as another woman’s saliva cooled on it.

“What the hell happened?” Brooke asked, not having the same insights as me as to why the candles all suddenly went out.

“I think the manor is finally at peace,” I said cryptically, unable to sense Charlotte’s presence at all. She’d pleased who she perceived to be her mistress, used my body as a vessel to be fucked by the woman who she fucked so many times in life.

“What do we do now?” my friend asked, her tits heaving against my back.

I turned around and gave her a quick peck on the lips, knowing there’d be a lot more lesbian sex in our future. Then I reached over and picked up Brooke's discarded crop top from the floor, finding the lapel mic and speaking into it, the audio of our entire lesbian tryst recorded for our podcast. Definitely some hot girl shit. “As always, Unexplained Mysteries and Hot Girl Shit is brought to you by our sponsor, Peaches and Cream Candy, your sweet tooth just won’t be able to get enough.”

Brooke and I broke out into laughter as we signed off from the podcast. This episode was going to require some heavy editing. She wrapped her arms around me lovingly and we both turned our heads to the side to make out.

I was so thankful to the Ratcliffe Manor ghost for giving me the courage to do the thing I might never have done if not for her. I’d miss having the horny specter inside of me, telling me to wear sexy outfits and lick my friend’s butt, but there was still plenty of naughty pleasure for Brooke and I to have together. Plenty of lesbian sex to enjoy now that we’d both tried it.

THE END
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My Lesbian Awakening: Bookworm To Bimbo 1

Reagan hates all the attention Madison gets just for being a hot, buxom blonde bimbo. But Madison sees the slutty potential in the plain looking brunette, and wants to transform her in her own image. Tired of being dismissed as a shy nerd, Reagan finds her nympho nemesis' offer too tempting to refuse.

She thought it would be a simple makeover, she didn't realize her bimbofication would involve being shaved and experimenting with lesbianism. But her tutor shows her just how good a woman's mouth can feel, and before long, Reagan is loving exploring her sapphic side. Perhaps lesbian sex will be the best part of being a lecherous slut?
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Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)

Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)

Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian’s examination table.
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