

Futa Witch: Taken And Filled

“I’m telling you Stacy, she’s the real deal,” I took a sip of wine and placed the glass back on the table, giving Stacy a look that said ‘Well… I’m waiting.” Stacy and I have been friends since we were in school together. It wasn’t always easy keeping in touch but we made sure to do it. Making sacrifices in our lives just to spend one more day together. It’s because of that, that we manage to remain so close. I invited her over tonight for dinner because I was excited to tell her about Madame Nora.

“There’s no such thing as witches,” said Stacy, forking a bit of mashed potatoes into her mouth. “It’s a scam like all the other psychics and what have you,” Stacy said, her mouth still full of potatoes. Stacy swallowed, “They’re just people like you and me who never got out of that tarot card phase that all highschool girls go through.”

I have always been prone to fanciful ideas. Maybe it is because, as Stacy says, I am desperate for magic to be real as a way to cope with the mundanity that human life actually is. Stacy tends to steer toward the side of logic and the tangible. Me, not so much. I can spend hours upon hours lost in my imagination dreaming up the most wild dreams. But this wasn’t just a flight of fantasy. This was the real McCoy, a bit of magic tucked away in our suburban town.

“Why would a powerful witch be working out of a storefront on Bakers Street, slinging fortunes to divorced housewives?” Questioned Stacy.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t know. Would you believe me anymore if I told you she lived in a cave on the outskirts of some ancient ruins?”

“Probably not, but visiting some ancient ruins sounds like way more fun than going to some weirdos home where who knows what might happen,” said Stacy.

“So you seriously won’t come with me?” I asked.

“I seriously won’t come with you,” said Stacy, she punctuated her sentence with a stern nod and I knew there was no convincing her.

I really didn’t want to go alone. Having Stacy come with me would have made me feel a lot more comfortable. But I wanted to do this. I heard so many interesting stories about this woman it was hard to know which were even true. Most of them bordered on the impossible. And such impossibilities are what intrigued me, drove me mad with a desire to find out more. Some say she wasn’t human, but a different species altogether. Some of the more uppity suburban moms said she made a deal with a devil and was nothing but trouble. And others just delegated her to the role of the mentally ill. One thing was certain, people knew about her, whether for good or bad, they talked. And I wanted to find out the truth for myself.

If I went myself and proved that this woman was a witch, then I knew I could convince Stacy. Stacy might not believe the erratic stories of the other women who visited the witch but she would certainly believe me. She knows I wouldn’t lie to her.

After we finished dinner I went into the kitchen to get dessert. I grabbed the apple pie I had made and two cups of coffee. I brought the goods to the table and placed them down.

“Mmm, my second favorite dessert,” said Stacy, rubbing her delicate hands together.

“Second favorite? What’s the first?” I asked.

Stacy flashed me a grin, “You are of course.”

I chuckled and my cheeks turned a little red, “you’re so lame.”

Stacy shrugged her shoulders, “maybe.” She pierced her fork through the pie and scooped out a piece. She held it before her mouth and licked at the apple filling, curling her tongue with each seductive bite.

There was one other reason for how Stacy and I managed to stay so close through the years. Whenever we got together we always spent the night enjoying each other’s company. And by that I mean, we really enjoyed each other’s company. I still remember the first night we shared a bed. It happened in university after Stacy’s boyfriend broke up with her. She drove some fifty miles to my apartment. I spent the whole day comforting her, caressing her long blonde hair, snuggling up and holding her as she laid on the bed not wishing to move. And soon, one thing led to another. Her hands made their way to my breasts. Her touch was so sincere and loving. I pulled her in closer, licking my lips. She tasted so sweet. The sweetest lips I ever had the pleasure of tasting. It was that night we realized we were always there for one another, it didn’t make sense not to also be there in a way that filled the senses with absolute pleasure, on top of all the other things we would do for the other. And after that night making love to one another came as naturally as breathing.

Needless to say, at that point we rushed through eating the apple pie so we could get to the part where we were eating each other. I scooted Stacy’s chair back. My hands on her thighs. I might not be able to convince her to come with me to meet the witch just yet, but I wasn’t about to let that get in the way of a fun night. I spread her legs open and lifted my lips to hers. I kissed those plump lips and tasted the pie from off them, smacking my lips together.

“We don’t need some witch to have fun,” said Stacy.

“Maybe not,” I said. I lifted her tits out of her low cut blouse. My hands massaging her full breasts. Stacy let out a breath and clutched to the back of my head. My mouth kissed at her neck and down to her sweet nipples, where I stopped to suck, nibbling ever so slightly. Stacy moaned, holding to my head, pressing me into her tits for more. Maybe the witch wasn’t necessary but who knows what she could do. I heard stories of how she improved women’s sex lives. Taught them things they wouldn’t believe. I wanted to bring that back for Stacy. Above all else I did what I did to bring a smile to Stacy’s lips.

I grabbed Stacy’s shorts and ripped them off her legs, tossing them under the table. A wet spot had formed on her pink panties.

“Wet for me already?” I asked.

“Always,” said Stacy. She placed her hand on top of my head and brought my face between her legs. I pressed my lips over her panties. Teasing that pussy of hers. I then snuck a hand under, feeling just how wet she was for me. My fingers slid over her clit. Stacy moaned for me. Her hips grinding back and forth on the chair.

“That’s it baby, I want you to feel good,” I pulled her panties off, holding them to my chest. Fuck she was so beautiful, every inch of her. I pushed her legs open some more and brought my mouth to her pussy. I licked up and down, sucking on her little clit.

“Oh fuck,” Stacy cried out. She squirmed in her chair. We’ve been pleasing each other for so long we knew all the right spots, the right motions to get the other off. My tongue flicked at her clit. My fingers pressed into her tight hole. I thrusted my fingers in and out, stretching her open a bit. There was no need to be quiet, and Stacy held nothing in. Letting the pleasure sing out from her lips, filling the kitchen with her moans and cries. I loved hearing her whimper. Loved hearing how my touch made her feel. I forced the first orgasm out of her but I didn’t stop there. Overly sensitive, I pried her legs back open and kept at it. Flicking that clit ever so slightly with the tip of my finger, slick with her juices.

“It’s- it’s- too much,” huffed Stacy. But that only means she likes it all the more. “Ahh fuck me,” her body jolted forward and she tossed her arms around me, pulling me in, holding on as another wave of orgasm rolled through her body.

We made our way into the bedroom to get more comfortable. Stacy pulled at my clothes, removing them from me as we stumbled into the bed. Stacy went into the drawer of my nightstand. She knew where I kept all the best toys. She pulled out a vibrator and turned it on. Pressing it to my clit, holding it there and masturbating my pussy with it. As the orgasm hit, Stacy did not let me rest, forcing another orgasm out of me. She spat on my pussy and shoved three fingers inside, thrusting and shoving them deep as she could get.

“That’s my good girl,” said Stacy.

We had to get our pussy’s nice and stretched for what we had planned next. We pulled out a large double sided dildo. Stacy shoved one end into her vagina and I took the other. Our clits rubbed against each other as we fucked the toy between us. We went at it all night. Our sweaty bodies sliding up and down each other until we ached and couldn’t go on any longer. Until all we could do was hold each other and breath. The warmth of her body relaxed me as I closed my eyes, dreaming of tomorrow.

The next day Stacy still refused to come with me to visit the witch. That was fine, but it wasn’t going to stop me. We enjoyed a nice breakfast of toast and eggs together. I showered and got ready, filled with excitement. I left Stacy at my house, leaving her with a kiss. When I returned I would have proof.

The witch lived in that one house on the block that everybody knew about. The one with a wrought iron fence and odd ornamental decorations that stuck out from the rest of the houses. The kind of place that looked like halloween all year round. Yeah, it was that house. I approached the front door and rang the doorbell. The woman who answered the door was stunning. She wore a tight black dress and had dark hair that fell to her shoulders. The dress was low cut and her tits rested so nicely in her bra that peeked out just above the plunging neckline. The kind of tits you just want to scoop out of there and suck on.

“Come on in,” said the witch. I followed in behind her. Her ass was just as welcoming of a sight as her breasts. Thick and plump.

She sat me down in her living room. A rather homely place. Strangely decorated with skulls and old books, to be sure. Pretty much as I expected. Candles with wax dripping down the length of their shafts flickered on the coffee table next to a clear glass ball.

“So what brings you here?” Asked the witch.

“Curiosity more than anything I suppose,” I said.

The witches black lipsticked lips curled into a smile, “It almost always does.”

“Is it true that you aren’t human?” I asked. It might have been a bit rude to be so upfront but she didn’t seem the type who would mind.

The witch let out a little chuckle, “I’m a bit different from other females if that’s what you mean,” she said.

“How so?” I asked

“I can show you,” she said.

Show me? I wondered what that could possibly mean. Was she going to perform some sort of spell or something. Something that would prove to me she was a witch.

The witch grabbed the bottom edge of her dress, slowly rolling it up her legs, revealing more and more of her pale skin. My eyes widened, and I swallowed. She had such long slender and sexy legs. I wanted to run my fingers along her flesh. From the moment I saw her she knew what my look meant. She knew how much she enticed me.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded, filled with anticipation. Was that all it took with her. Was I going to get a glimpse of this woman’s pussy. I didn’t know what that would prove to me. But I didn’t care. The witch lifted her dress the rest of the way and that’s when I saw it.

I gasped. She didn’t just have a pussy. Oh no, she had much more than that. She had a cock as well, just above.

“What do you think?” Asked the witch.

“I see what you mean by different,” I said. I held my hand out, my finger just above her

cock. It was still soft and flaccid. I wanted to see it hard.

“It’s okay, you can touch it,” she said. I slid the tips of my fingers along the tip of her cock. She began to grow. I wrapped my hand around it feeling it become hard in my grasp. She had quite the impressive length and girth.

“It’s wonderful,” I said, a breath of excitement escaping my lips. I stroked my hand up and down her cock. Before I knew it I was doing it harder and faster.

“Easy,” said the witch, placing her hand on top of mine, “you can’t go so fast if it’s dry.”

There was no way I was going to stop playing with her cock, that much was certain. There was only one thing left to do then. I licked the palm of my hand, coating it with my spit. I placed my hand back onto her cock and worked the tip.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“Mmm, much better,” she moaned.

That hard throbbing cock of hers completely fascinated me. I got down on my knees before her as she sat on the couch. I got down to worship that meaty of cock of hers. I let more spit drip down my lips and cover her shaft.

“I love your cock,” I said.

“I can tell,” said the witch. She grabbed her tits with her hands. Teasing her own nipples. I brought my lips to her cock, licking and kissing. I had to get a taste. I took the tip into my warm mouth and sucked. Forcing my mouth down as deep as I could, but she was so big there was only so much cock I could take. The witch pulled her tits out of her dress and pinched her nipples. She bit her lip, enjoying my mouth's warmth.

Never in my life would I have imagined something like this. Would have believed that something this wonderful could exist. A curvy woman with perfect tits and a thick cock to top it off. She had it all, everything a human could want. And I was jealous, I wanted it too.

I removed my mouth from her cock, a strand of spit dangling from my chin, I wiped it off on the back of my wrist, “I- I-, is it possible I could have a cock like yours too?” I asked. It was the only thing on my mind now. If I had a cock like that, well just think of the things I could do with Stacy. I wouldn’t need a toy to penetrate her pussy, I could do it myself. I could penetrate and fuck her.

“Of course,” said the witch, she held my cheek in her hand, her thumb caressing me. “Would you like a cock?”

“Absolutely. More than anything,” I said.

“Then I shall bless you with my cum and grant you a cock of your own,” said the witch. She lifted me to my feet and laid me out on the couch. She pulled my shorts off my legs, followed by my panties. She spread my legs open and spat on my pussy, rubbing with her hand.

“Please,” I begged, “fuck me with your cock.”

The witch teased the head of her cock on my clit. Sliding it up and down my wet pussy, sending shivers up and down my spine. She leaned over me, pressing the tip into my tight hole. I let out moan, relaxing myself to take more of that fat cock of hers. She stretched me out, sinking her cock in deeper. I grabbed her hips and pulled her in for more, her cock buried deep in my wet cunt.

The witch thrusted. With powerful force she pounded into my pussy sliding her thick cock back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned. She was so big and it was so much cock for me to take. I lifted my legs in the air and held to the soles of my feet, the witch hammering into my pussy from above. The witch grabbed my tits and held on as she fucked my sweet little hole. She filled me with an orgasm, my legs shaking in the air. My pussy tightened and pressed her cock out. The witch forced my legs back open and shoved her cock back in.

“That’s one tight pussy you have,” she said.

I nodded biting my lip, “it’s all yours, pound this pussy,” I begged. The witch did not need any coaxing. She lifted my hips and fucked me like a doll.

“Yes yes yes… give me that cum, use me… whatever you have to do,” I whimpered. All I wanted was a cock like hers. Whatever she needed to do to get off, it didn’t matter. So long as she gave me her cum I didn’t care. Her hand gripped my body all over. She clenched her teeth, I could feel her cock swelling with the need to explode.

“That’s it, fucking cum for me, bathe me in your cum.”

She used my pussy focusing it all on the very tip of her cock. She pulled out, her cock dripping with my juices. She held to it, furiously jerking her cock off. With one hand she squeezed my tits, the other forcing an orgasm out of her cock. The witch exhaled, her body jolting forward, a stream of warm sticky cum shot from her cock and splashed onto my pussy.

“Fuck…” sighed the witch, collaspsing on top of me, her cock completely drained of cum.

I could feel it happening, my clit swelling and enlarging itself. I was sprouting a cock. And not just any cock, but a thick hard meaty cock just like the witch’s. The kind of cock all men wish they had. The kind that women secretly wished their boyfriends had.

“Thank you… thank you…” I said, kissing the witch on the cheek.

She smiled at me and kissed my lips, her tongue darting into my mouth, “you’re welcome.”

Now Stacy would have to believe me, there was no denying this evidence. Certainly not evidence this big. But proving to her I was right all along didn’t matter so much to me. What mattered now was getting to use my cock. I wanted to share this new gift with my bestie. Witch, not a witch, who cares, I had a cock and that’s all that mattered. I rested up for a bit, laying my head on the witch’s breasts. But the moment my energy returned to me it was time to go and show Stacy.

The entire way back home I was filled with excitement. I rushed back as fast as I could. I bursted through the front door. Stacy sat on the couch just lounging around.

“I have a surprise for you,” I said.

Stacy got up out of her seat, “I’m guessing it went well?”

“Come see for yourself,” I said.

The whole way back all I could think about was fucking my bestfriend with my new cock. I was still so fucking hard. My erection had not gone down since I received it. It wouldn’t go down, not until I fucked Stacy and satisfied the both of us.

I embraced Stacy with a big hug, I took her hand into mine and brought it between my legs.

“Feel,” I said. Stacy’s hands squeezed my crotch, feeling my erection.

“What the?”

I smiled, “the witch gave me a little present.” I shimmied my clothes off, my big cock springing out.

“Holy fuck!” Shouted Stacy, “That’s not little. But how? I mean, what-”

“Go on, touch it. It’s all for you,” I said. Stacy ran her soft hands over my throbbing cock.

“Fuck,” I sighed, her hands were absolute bliss.

“I don’t believe it.”

“Believe it,” I said, stroking my cock along with her. “How about we head to the bedroom and try it out,” I said.

“Mmhmm,” Stacy licked her lips.

Stacy wasted no time. She was just as thrilled by my new cock as I was. She shoved me onto the bed. And swallowed my cock up. Her spit ran down my shaft. Her fingers pulled and tugged my cock. I moaned and squirmed, my hips grinding in the air. Having her play with my cock felt amazing.

“Damn, you taste good,” said Stacy. She deepthroated my cock. Gagging on it as spit pooled out of her mouth. She pulled off and stroked my sloppy cock. I could feel myself just wanting to explode cum. I removed her hands and tossed her over. I shoved her knees under her chest and stuck her ass in the air. I yanked her panties down. Having a cock made me feel so powerful.

“I’m going to enjoy fucking your pussy,” I said.

“Please…” Stacy reached back and spread her ass for me.

I put the fat tip of my cock into her tight hole. Stacy gasped and clutched the sheets as I sunk my cock into her cunt.

“Yes, give me that cock,” bellowed Stacy.

My cock felt so right with her warm pussy wrapped around it. It was exactly where it belonged, deep in my besties vagina. I thrusted my hips, fucking her, fucking my bestfriend. Fucking the moans and cries right out of her. I reached forward and grabbed her hair, tilting her head back.

“How does that cock feel?” I asked.

“So fucking good.”

“Fuck yeah it does,” I slapped her ass and pounded her tight hole, stretching it wide with my massive cock.

The amazing new sensation of having a cock overwhelmed me. Cum unexpectedly exploded from my cock and filled her pussy.

“Did you just cum inside of me?” asked Stacy.

“Fuck yeah I did,” I slapped her fat ass.

“Do it again,” said Stacy tossing her hair back.

Fuck, that’s exactly what I wanted to hear. I shoved my cock back into her messy pussy, dripping with my cum. I grabbed her hips and commanded that ass of hers back and forth on my cock.

I plowed into her, making her my fuck toy and she loved it, begging me for more. Begging to get pounded harder and harder. I shot another fat load of cum inside of her. Her pussy fully stuffed, cum spilled out.

“I just want to be your cumslut,” said Stacy.

I turned her onto her back, “then suck my cum covered cock,” I demanded. I pressed my messy cock between her lips. Stacy sucked the cum clean off me. “That’s a good little cumslut,” I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. Stacy kept on sucking, my cock so sensitive from two orgasms. I reached between her legs, and rubbed her messy clit. Stacy shivered and rocked back and forth.

“That’s it, I want you to cum for me,” I growled in her ear. Stacy nodded and shrieked, shaking with pleasure. The sight of her orgasming, sent me over the edge. I stroked myself and spilled one last small stream across her tits.

I hugged my cum covered slut close to me, petting her hair. “Do you think the witch would give me a cock too?” Asked Stacy.

“I can’t see why not,” I said. “We can visit her whenever you like.”

“I think I need to rest first,” said Stacy. She closed her eyes, her tits rising and falling to the rhythm of her intense breathing. I didn’t even think that Stacy might have wanted a cock of her own. But I was overjoyed to hear that she did. The both of us with nice hard cocks, now that was truly perfection. I couldn’t wait for her to have one. To feel her fuck me with her own cock. The two of us showering each other in cum. I licked my lips just at the thought of it.

For more by Amelia Rose:

Full length:

Raw Magik: A Harem Gamelit Adventure

30+ Stories: One Thick Erotica Bundle

Shorts:

Kiki's Futa Service (Futa On Female)

Hard Love: Lesbians Club

Futa Fairy: Shrunk In Love (Futa On Female)

Super Fertile Futas (Futa on Female)

Using The Brat (Taboo, Man Of The House)

Cloak And Lust (Fantasy, MMF)

OEBPS/image_rsrc51.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




