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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 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


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
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Spooky Paranormal Lesbian Encounters (3 Book Bundle)

Read this hot bundle with the lights out! Dabbling in the occult has never been so sexy as these curious young women explore their sapphic side with the help of the paranormal. Who knew demons, mummies and spirits could give so much pleasure?
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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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