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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 demeanour, 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
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