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Trevor didn't mean to insult my sister.

He didn't know she was a Wiccan, a modern-day witch. Let alone an adept practitioner of the dark Left Hand Path.

The three of us were chilling at my apartment. Our apartment now.  Trevor and I had been living together for two months. He was, in most respects, a great boyfriend, but sometimes he could be an idiot.

It was his first time meeting my sister Sadie. Sadie didn't look like a witch. She didn't dress head to toe in black or wear jewelry that looked like it had come from an occult shop or keep company with a black cat. She looked more like a slightly slutty librarian than someone who could summon malevolent spirits and commune with the dead.

The three of us were sharing Chinese takeout and having a few drinks. Okay, more than a few. Trevor and Sadie had been hitting it off well. But then somehow—I don't know how—we got onto the subject of witchcraft, psychic abilities, and such.

“People who believe in that shit are fools,” Trevor blurted. He was usually laid back and not prone to dissing other people's beliefs, even if he did not share them. He'd obviously had one or two drinks too many.

Sadie's brow furrowed.

“A fool is someone who disparages things they know nothing about,” she said darkly.

“Are you saying you actually believe that crap?” Trevor asked, sounding surprised.

“I am an adept in the magical arts. Particularly the dark arts. I can commune with demons and can make some of the lesser ones do my bidding. I know that there are many, many charlatans. But I'm not one of them.”

“Demons?” Trevor laughed. “Seriously?”

“Do not mock what you don't understand, Trevor.”

“Trevor didn't mean any harm,” I interjected. “He just doesn't know anything about this stuff. Trevor, why don't you apologize to Sadie?”

“Don't know anything about this stuff? I'm an engineer. I understand how the world works. I understand physics and chemistry. Demons don't exist. Just like Santa Claus and the Tooth Fairy.”

Sadie scowled. “You want proof? How about I demonstrate. You have belittled my beliefs. I think it would be fitting if I belittled you. Literally. I will ask one of the demons that you don't believe in to shrink you down to a size that befits your small mind. Shall I?”

“Trevor, apologize. Just apologize.”

Trevor ignored me.

“Go ahead. Show me what you can do. Teach me a lesson.”

Sadie smiled.

“I will. I'll do the invocation at midnight. Tomorrow, you will believe. But tomorrow will be too late.”

“Sadie, he doesn't know what he's doing. Please, just forget it. Let it go.”

Sadie put her wineglass down on the coffee table. “It's getting rather late. It's time for me to get going.”

“I'm sorry,” I said, hoping I could get her to change her mind.

“It was nice to see you, sis,” she said, giving me a hug. “I wish I would say the same about your new boyfriend.”

She turned to Trevor.

“Sleep well, Trevor. Tomorrow will be a day you will never forget.”

“You don't really believe she can summon demons and shit, do you?” Trevor was lying beside me in bed.

“You shouldn't have insulted her, Trevor.”

“I didn't mean to insult her. I'll call her tomorrow and apologize.”

“She said she's doing the curse at midnight. An hour from now. Tomorrow will be too late...”

For the first time, Trevor looked concerned.

“You really think she has some sort of supernatural powers?”

“Yes. I've seen the results of her spells myself.”

Trevor was silent for a few moments. Then he proclaimed “It's all horseshit. She's using the same sorts of tricks that professional magicians and psychics and mediums use. Your sister is obviously a con artist. Or delusional.”

“Fuck you.” I turned over to go to sleep.

“Hey, if she's going to shrink me tomorrow, maybe we should fuck. It's the last chance you'll have to fuck my cock while it's still full sized.”

I got up and went to sleep in the spare room.

I was up early the next morning, even though it was Saturday. I worked in the office of a construction company, and had to be up early on weekdays. My body usually got up early on weekends too—whether I wanted to get up early or not.

I was making myself a coffee when Trevor bounded out of the bedroom. “Fuck! She did it! I'm shrinking! You need to call her and make her undo this!”

My jaw dropped. Trevor had lost a third of his size, dropping from six feet down to four. He'd been four inches taller than me when we'd gone to bed last night, but now I towered over him. The top of his head came up to my breasts. I had tried to brace myself mentally for this—I knew my sister never made idle threats—but I was still shocked.

“I...I'll try. But I'm not sure if it will do any good. You really pissed her off last night.”

“How small am I going to get?” Trevor sounded panicky.

“I have no idea.”

“Will she change me back?”

“I don't know. Hopefully. Once she's not mad at you any more.”

“How long do you think she'll stay mad at me?”

I hesitated, not sure if I should answer.

“Sadie can hold a grudge for a very long time...”

Sadie's little bungalow was empty.

I'd tried phoning and texting her, but she wasn't responding. So I'd come over in hopes of appealing to her in person. She'd given me a copy of her keys for emergencies, and after knocking several times I'd let myself in.

A pentagram had been drawn in chalk on the living room floor. A half melted black candle stood at each of the five points. A hint of incense floated in the air. And another smell that I couldn't identify. An odor that was nasty and dark.

A handwritten note with my name on it awaited me on the kitchen table.

Hi Theresa

I knew you'd come by looking for me. Don't waste any more time trying to find me. You won't be able to.

I'm sorry you're caught in the middle of this. I know this is causing you a lot of stress, to say the least. But Trevor needs to learn a lesson. He needs to learn humility. And respect.

Trevor is going to keep shrinking. He's going to get a lot smaller. Don't worry, he won't disappear down to nothing.

In addition to shrinking him, my spell has made Trevor very durable. If you roll over on him in the night or sit on him by accident, you won't do him any harm. I'm trying to teach him a lesson, not trying to kill him. The spell also gives him the ability to go indefinitely without breathing. You never know when an ability like that could be useful.

I also cast a little spell on you. Something to hopefully make up a little for what I'm putting you through. Oh, who am I kidding. I did it cause it amused me! I performed an incantation that's going to make your sex drive grow as Trevor shrinks. It's going to get pretty intense.

Trevor's dick won't be of any use to you in his new state, obviously. But I'm sure you'll be able to think of some other ways to make him satisfy you. It will probably be more fun for you than for him. But like I said, he needs to learn some humility and respect.

Have fun, sis!!!

Sadie

I put the letter down. Sadie had always had a mean streak. I cursed her under my breath.

How small was Trevor going to get? And how crazy was my sex drive going to get? My libido was already pretty healthy. Trevor and I usually had sex several times a week. And exactly how did she envision that Trevor would now satisfy me? I supposed she meant that he'd only be able to make me come by eating me. Guys tended to be hung up on making us come with their dicks, and Trevor would indeed find it humiliating if that was the only way he could get me off.

I realized that I was getting wet as I thought about him going down on me but not being able to fuck me. I pushed the thought away.

I crumpled the letter into a pocket and returned home.

“What the fuck do you mean she's not there? Where is she?”

“How the fuck would I know?

“She's your sister.”

“So?”

Trevor scowled but let it drop.

He'd shrunk a lot more since I'd left for Sadie's a few hours ago. He was now just two feet tall. His face was level with my lower thighs. He was sitting across from me at our dining table. I'd put a couple of books on his seat to boost him up. None of his clothes fit him any more. He was wearing a blue dish towel around his waist.

I imagined him between my legs, sucking me. I didn't care that he was only two feet tall. I needed to come.

“Sadie put a spell on me too, Trevor. She said so in her note. She said she was going to increase my sex drive. A lot.”

“Why would she do that?”

“She said your dick wouldn't be much use soon, and that I'd have to find other ways for you to satisfy me. And she said you need to learn “humility and respect”. I think she wants to humiliate you by only letting you make me come with your mouth.”

“So as part of her punishment I don't get to come any more?”

“That's probably what she was thinking. But I'm sure we can find ways to work around that.” I smiled mischievously. “Why don't we go to the bedroom and try some ideas out?”

I moaned softly as Trevor kissed his way from my lips down to my breasts.

I was lying on my back. Trevor was beside me on his hands and knees. I had proposed that he go down on me and make me come with his mouth and then fuck me so that he could get off too. I didn't expect I'd feel much when he fucked me, but at least we'd both get to come.

Trevor's lips meandered up the swell of my breast. My tits were rather average sized, but now each one was bigger than his head. It felt strange to be kissed by such a small mouth. But it still felt good. I could see that he was hard. His erection dangled between his legs, looking a little ridiculous. It used to be eight inches. Now it was about the size of my middle finger. Perhaps I should have accepted his blunt offer to fuck last night while it was still possible to enjoy his full size. I didn't know if I was ever going to get that chance again.

Trevor took my nipple in his mouth. I sighed with pleasure. My nipples have always been the most sensitive part of my body aside from my clit. He sucked it for a while, revving me up into a state of almost unbearable need. He started kissing his way over to my other boob. I didn't want to wait any more. I gently pushed him further south.

He wandered down my belly, then planted teasing kisses on my bush and inner thighs. I couldn't stand it any more. I felt like a dam that was on the verge of breaking open. I nudged him toward my clit. He got the hint, and took it in his mouth.

It occurred to me that my clit was going to seem a lot bigger now from his perspective. The thought, for some reason, jacked up my arousal even more. I thought my clit was already as hard as it was capable of getting, but I felt it swell a little more inside his mouth.

He started sucking. I arched my head back and bit my lower lip. Seconds later I came explosively. I'm a bit of a squirter, and I felt myself splooshing over Trevor.

Trevor clambered between my legs and inserted himself inside me. I could hardly believe how small he was. He used to fill me completely, more than any other boyfriend I'd had. Now it felt like someone using a finger. I almost wanted to cry.

Trevor thrust vigorously for about half a minute, then moaned as he peaked. I could barely feel it. He seemed happy, though. My own orgasm had been intense, but I still felt horny.

“Do you think you could use your mouth on me again, bae?”

“Uh, sure.” He brought his mouth back to my engorged ladywood.

It took three more orgasms before I felt satisfied.

I tried reaching Sadie a couple more times. I only did this to satisfy Trevor. I knew I wasn't going to reach her.

Trevor went online searching for someone who knew how to do a counter-spell. He reasoned that if Sadie could put a curse on him then some other occultist ought to be able to remove it. It made sense. But he couldn't find anyone who inspired any confidence. I had a look too, but came up empty-handed.

Trevor continued to shrink. By mid afternoon he was only a foot tall. He was mortified. And scared shitless. I was afraid too. Trevor could be an ass sometimes. But I didn't want to lose him.

My sex drive continued to increase. I excused myself, saying that I needed to take a shower. I jilled off under the running water. Trevor must have deduced what I was up to, but didn't say anything.

I made myself come three times in the shower. It helped. But I needed a cock down there. A full sized cock.

Or a mouth. Yes, a mouth would do just fine.

I got Trevor to give me head again, this time on his knees while I sat in an armchair in front of him. He wasn't tall enough to reach my muff, so I got a step stool and got him to kneel on it, which put him at the perfect height. He was reluctant to do it this way. He'd never eaten me on his knees before. He tended to be the dominant one, both in the bedroom and elsewhere, and normally when he went down on me we did it with me lying on my back. I found having him in this subservient position was really turning me on.

My clit was already fully erect before he even touched it. It was quite average in size, about as big as the end of my little finger when maximally aroused. But from his new Lilliputian perspective it must have looked dauntingly large. He had trouble getting the whole thing in—he actually gagged a little as it reached the back of his tiny mouth. This unexpectedly turned me on too. He was always making me suck him on my knees, pushing his massive hard-on all the way to the back of my throat, making me retch and gag. Now it was his turn. I gripped his head gently but firmly between my fingers and started moving it back and forth, so that his mouth slid back and forth over my clit. It felt fantastic. It didn't seem to feel so good for Trevor. He was making little grunting and gurgling sounds, like the girls in the pornos he liked to watch as they struggled with cocks that were too big for their mouths. But he persevered. I glanced down and saw—to my complete surprise—that he was hard again. I smiled.

Moments later I erupted in the most powerful orgasm I'd had yet.

“Can you do me now?” Trevor asked hopefully.

“Sure. No problem.”

I got to my feet and lifted Trevor onto the armchair. He seemed surprised when I picked him up, but didn't protest. I pushed the footstool aside and knelt in front of him. Trevor's straining, bobbing manhood was now just a little over an inch long. I had to suppress a laugh. Which was followed almost immediately by the urge to cry. And to strangle Sadie.

I gently took Trevor between my lips. He gasped with pleasure. His small hands gripped my hair. He started thrusting, and almost immediately came, shooting a tiny splat of hot, salty cum onto my tongue.

I was already wet again. “Sorry bae, but I think I need you to do me again. This spell Sadie put on me is driving me crazy.”

“Sure,” Trevor said, sounding very unsure. I could tell he was wondering if I was ever going to be satiated. I was wondering too.

It took another three orgasms before I felt satisfied enough to stop. But I knew the reprieve wasn't going to last long.

Trevor searched the Internet for medical conditions that could cause a person to shrink. He was grasping at straws.

I had ordered a pizza, which was sitting on the coffee table. But neither of us felt much like eating. I'd forced myself to eat a couple of slices. Trevor had merely nibbled on the slice I'd put in front of him.

“Maybe we should go to the Emergency Department,” Trevor suggested. “Maybe they can give me something to stop this. Maybe they can figure out a way to reverse it.”

“They won't be able to do anything for this at the Emergency Department. Unless they have an intern or a nurse who's adept in the black arts.”

“Fuck.”

“That's not a bad idea, actually. I'm climbing the walls. Let's go to the bedroom.”

“I didn't mean—“

“Don't worry, hon. I can use a vibrator...”

“No, no, I'll do it!” Trevor hated it when I used my sex toys. It made him feel inadequate.

He had been reduced to a mere six inches. Not much more than the size of an average cock. I wondered what it would feel like to shove him inside me. I got so wet at the thought I felt a trickle down one of my thighs. Was that why Sadie had made Trevor “very durable” and able “to go indefinitely without breathing”?

I quashed the thought. Shoving my boyfriend inside me? What the hell was I thinking? The lust spell Sadie had placed on me was making me insane.

At my suggestion, Trevor lay on his back and I straddled him on my knees and then lowered myself down onto him. I rubbed my pussy back and forth over his entire body. It felt good. More than good. I could feel myself getting even wetter than normal. I couldn't even feel his little cock any more. But it didn't matter. His entire body was doing what his cock couldn't. I closed my eyes and imagined that I was rubbing myself against the cock of my current favorite hip hop singer. I felt Trevor's body spasm as he unloaded into the giant pussy covering him. This pushed me over the edge, and I gushed on top of him.

I repeated this twice more. Then I moved back a little, so that his head was exposed, and asked him to suck my clit again. He couldn't even open his tiny mouth wide enough to take it in. He licked and kissed it. I put two fingers on the back of his head and mashed his face against it, and had a cataclysmic orgasm. I kept going, and had a second one. I'm pretty sure Trevor came too. His hips were right under the opening of my vagina, and I felt him thrust upward several times. Or try to thrust upward. I had him pinned pretty solidly against the mattress.

I couldn't get the idea of having him inside me—deep inside me—out of my mind.

“You okay, bae?” I asked.

“I'm fine.” He grinned. “I came twice.”

“I can barely count how many times you made me come, hon. That was great!”

I hesitated, then continued.

“Uh, I'm wondering if we could try something.” I couldn't believe I was asking this. “I was wondering if I could put you inside me?”

“Inside your pussy?” Trevor sounded shocked.

“Yes. Sadie's spell lets you go without breathing, so you don't have to worry about suffocating. You don't have to do it. But...I think it would feel really good.”

“I don't know...”

“Don't worry about it, then. I'll use a dildo.”

“No, no I'll...I'll do it.” Trevor's brain may have been reluctant, but his cock certainly wasn't. I could see that he was already getting hard again.

I lay on my back and spread my legs. I was almost dizzy with lust. Trevor climbed over my thigh and got between my legs. He looked rather daunted as he faced my vertical smile.

“Can I put my hand around you and guide you in? That might be easiest.”

“Um...okay.”

I gently wrapped my hand around him, encircling him from the chest downward. I inadvertently pinned his arms against his sides. He didn't complain. He looked simultaneously nervous and excited. I tilted him horizontally and brought him forward. I couldn't resist rubbing his head against my clit and my lips, using his body as if it was my favorite dildo. I could already feel another orgasm building, like lava amassing beneath a volcano.

I gently pushed him in, savoring the sensation of his body sliding between my lips. A moan escaped me as his head disappeared inside and his shoulders stretched me open. I drew him in deeper. I was so horny I felt like I could take on a football team. I wondered what it felt like for him, being engulfed by the warm, wet flesh between my legs. Being consumed by my pussy. He was in to his midriff. I carefully moved my hand lower, so that I was holding him by the legs, and guided him even further in.

He was in to his hips when I abruptly came hard. My entire body trembled, and I felt myself soaking him. I felt his body quiver. It appeared that he had just come too.

I moved my hand further down, gripping him below the knees, and pushed him in deeper. Then I pressed on the soles of his feet, driving him all the way inside. I couldn't believe how good he felt. Better than any dildo I've ever used. Better than any cock I've ever had. Was this part of Sadie's spell? I didn't know. I didn't particularly care.

I felt Trevor moving inside me. I realized that he was thrusting, humping the wall of my vagina. I felt the muscles of my love tunnel tighten around him. I groaned and arched my body, overwhelmed by the blissful sensations. Trevor quivered, apparently peaking yet again. I felt myself hitting another zenith of my own. The bedsheet was getting soaked. I could feel the wetness under my ass.

I gently pulled Trevor out partway, then pushed him in again. It felt amazing. I continued doing this, literally fucking myself with him. My pussy tightened around him in rhythmic spasms of ecstasy. I kept this up for perhaps twenty minutes, and had four more orgasms.

At last sated, I carefully pulled Trevor out. He was sopping wet, but otherwise appeared fine.

“You okay, bae?”

“Yeah, I'm fine. That was...intense.”

“Did you like it?”

He hesitated. I sensed that he was embarrassed at having been used as a human dildo.

“Yes,” he admitted at last. “That was incredible. I don't think I've ever come so hard as I did when I was inside you.”

An idea occurred to me.

“Trevor, I think I may have a way to persuade Sadie to forgive you. Um, I'm not sure how to say this. But I have a feeling that if you offered to do the stuff you did for me to Sadie—to make up for insulting her—she might forgive you and remove the spell.”

Trevor was speechless for a couple of minutes. Then he said:

“Okay, I'll do it. I'll do whatever it takes. I want to return to normal.”

I texted Sadie with our offer. It didn't appear that I was going to receive a response, but then a reply text appeared on my phone.

I'm with my new girlfriend Fia right now. You haven't met her yet. She's a practitioner of the dark arts too. Even more powerful than me. She's even more pissed off at Trevor than me for disrespecting our craft.

I discussed your offer with Fia. We've decided to give Trevor a chance to atone for his mistake. He's going to need to convince both of us, though. It's not going to be easy.

I showed the text to Trevor. He looked pale.

“I'll do it,” he said. My sister was quite attractive. She was shorter than me, but with a curvier body and much bigger boobs. I sensed that a part of Trevor was actually excited about the prospect of Sadie and her new lover using him as a sex toy.

I texted Sadie and let her know that Trevor had agreed to serve both her and her new girlfriend.

We had another lovemaking session while we waited for Sadie and Fia to arrive. Trevor was continuing to shrink, though the speed at which he was shrinking seemed at least to have slowed down. He was now only four inches tall. I could easily hold him in the palm of my hand.

I fucked myself again with him, and it felt good, but not as good as earlier. He was too small. I suggested that I fuck myself with a dildo while he played with my clit. He was uncomfortable with the dildo aspect of the plan. I offered to go to the washroom and jill off till I had expunged the latest wave of lust from my system. “No, no need to do that. We'll do it with the dildo.”

I used my favorite dildo, an eight inch model that was almost exactly the same size as Trevor's cock and which like his cock filled me up to what felt like my absolute maximum capacity. I lay on my back and slid the dildo in. I was so wet that it slipped in the whole way in one motion. Trevor got between my legs. He could barely reach my clit. He stroked and kissed and licked it. His tiny tongue felt odd, but nice. I started rubbing his body against me with my hand. That felt even better. He moaned. It obviously felt good for him too. I had noticed that he was hard again as he was climbing between my legs. It seemed that Sadie's durability spell had strengthened not only his physical resilience but his sexual recuperative ability. I can't remember him having ever come so many times in one day before, even during the crazy days when we were first dating.

It wasn't taking much to make me come at this point. I came three times in the space of maybe 15 minutes. Trevor came too. I moved him upward so that his cock was pressed against my clit as I sensed that he was getting close, and let him hump it till he came. This triggered my fourth and last orgasm.

Afterward Trevor lay between my breasts while we waited for Sadie and her partner.

Sadie and Fia showed up at our door at midnight.

Exactly midnight.

Trevor was down to two inches. He was about the size of my thumb.

Sadie, as I mentioned earlier, didn't look like a witch. But Fia did. She had waist-long black hair that accentuated her pale skin and icy blue eyes.  She was dressed entirely in black. She was taller than both Sadie and myself. The neckline of her dress plunged between her prominent, pointy breasts. A silver necklace with an inverted pentagram hung between them.

“How are you and Trevor doing?” Sadie asked smugly.

I almost blurted out How the fuck do you think we're doing? I quashed it. Hostility was not going to help.

“We're fine, Sadie. Just fine.”

“Glad to hear it, sis. So, Trevor wants to apologize, does he?”

I had to repress another mouthy retort.

“Yes. Trevor is very sorry for the way he behaved last night, and he'd like to demonstrate his remorse to you.”

“Excellent. I'm looking forward to it. Let's see if he can make things right.” She smiled sadistically. “Where is the little guy?”

“Right here,” Trevor said. He was standing on the breakfast nook countertop.

Sadie had dressed sexier than normal. She was wearing high heeled black leather boots that came up almost to her knees and a short midnight purple dress that barely reached her upper thighs and hugged her curvy ass. Trevor watched her nervously, like a dog lusting after a steak that had been placed in the middle of a claw-toothed bear trap.

Sadie put down her purse and pulled off her dress. She was wearing a lacy black bra and lacy black panties. She folded her dress and placed it on one of the armrests of our couch. Then she undid her bra and set it on top of her dress. She kept her boots and her panties on.

She walked up to the counter and picked Trevor up. “Wow, he really is small!” She laughed maliciously. Fia grinned. I tried not to scowl.

“You can start by giving my pussy some kisses, Trevor,” Sadie suggested. As she said this, she pulled the front of her panties away from her body and dropped Trevor inside. She let her panties snap back into place, pinning Trevor against her twat.

Trevor tried to please her, but didn't have much success. “He's too small,” Sadie lamented. “I can barely feel anything. Hmm. Maybe if I do this it would help.”

She brought a hand to her crotch and started rubbing Trevor's body against herself through her panties. She massaged herself much as I had done with Trevor while I'd had my dildo inside me. But she was a lot rougher with him.

“Oh fuck yeah, that's better. Now that feels good.”

Trevor made faint grunting and groaning noises as she carelessly mashed him against her twat. She ignored him.

“Careful, Sadie. I think you're hurting him.”

“The spell I used won't let him come to any physical harm.” Sadie ground Trevor against her ladywood a little more forcefully. “Wow, this really does feel nice. Are you sure you want me to bring him back to his previous size, sis? You can have so much fun with him when he's like this.”

“I'd like him back the way he was, thank you.”

Memories of our earlier lovemaking surged unbidden into my mind. The way Trevor had felt inside me. The way he'd sucked my clit. The way he'd felt as I pressed him against myself with my dildo inside me. Did I really want Trevor returned to full size?

Of course I did.

Didn't I?

Sadie moaned as she abruptly came. She squashed Trevor hard into her cleft as she did. He groaned. I couldn't be sure, but I think he was coming too.

“Do you mind if Fia and I use your bed, sis?”

I wasn't happy about my sister using my boyfriend as a sex toy. I liked the idea of her using him as a sex toy with her girlfriend in our bed even less. But we needed to get her to undo this spell.

“Go for it.” I could tell that Sadie sensed my displeasure. She obviously didn't care. Indeed she seemed to be enjoying my discomfiture.

The two women stepped into our bedroom. I reluctantly followed. I didn't want to watch. But I wanted to make sure they didn't hurt Trevor. Sadie had said that he wouldn't come to any physical harm, and for all her faults she was not one to lie about something like that. But I was still leery.

Sadie and Fia grinned at each other, then at me, when they saw the big huge wet spot on our bed. “You've obviously been enjoying your new toy,” Sadie teased.

I held my tongue.

Sadie removed her boots, then lay on her back on our bed. She was still wearing her panties, with Trevor trapped in them. She slid her fingers into her panties and started pushing him inside herself. He squawked in surprise. Sadie removed her hand.

“What's wrong, Trevor? Do you want me to stop? Have you changed your mind about trying to persuade Fia and me to forgive you?”

“No, no, I want to do this!” Trevor was clearly terrified that Sadie was going to back out of letting him try to convince her to undo the spell.

“Good.” Sadie brought her hand back, and with a single motion pushed him in.

My heart was pounding like a jackhammer. I was worried about Trevor, of course. But I was also feeling insanely horny. I was actually dripping.

Fia put her big leather purse on the floor. She unzipped her dress, pulled it over her head, and dropped it beside her handbag. She wore nothing underneath. She removed her pumps. She kept her inverted pentagram.

“Fuck me, Fia!” Sadie urged throatily.

Fia reached down and extracted an enormous strap-on dildo from her purse. I realized with shock that she intended to fuck her lover with Trevor inside her!

“Uh, hey wait, I'm not sure this is a good idea—”

“Insulting the powers of darkness carries a heavy price,” said Fia. It was the first time she'd spoken since she'd entered our apartment. Her voice was deep. Almost demonic. “Your boyfriend is actually getting off lightly. But atonement must be voluntary. Do you want us to leave?”

“Uh, no, no of course not,” I stammered. Despite my horror, I was wetter than ever. My clit was so hard it almost hurt.

“Then shut the fuck up, you ignorant bitch. Unless you want me to shrink you too.”

I shut the fuck up.

Fia got onto the bed and mounted Sadie. Her artificial cock looked very realistic. It even had veins. She started slowly shoving it in. I wasn't sure, but I thought I heard Trevor gasp. Sadie groaned and gripped the bedcovers.

Fia pushed herself in deeper.

I couldn't take it any more. I had put on a T-shirt and an old pair of jeans before Sadie and Fia arrived. I undid the front of my jeans and slipped a hand inside. I came almost immediately.

Fia sensed what I was doing. She glanced over at me and smiled. Then she turned her attention back to Sadie. She brought her mouth down to Sadie's, and the two of them kissed. Deeply. Fia pushed her unnatural cock in deeper.

“That's it, Fia. Fill me up. Teach that little fuck inside me some respect.”

“With pleasure.” Fia pushed her cock in further.

I imagined Trevor being squashed between Fia's cock and Sadie's pussy. I started massaging myself again. I couldn't help it.

Fia buried her dick to the hilt inside Sadie. Sadie's head tilted back, and her eyes briefly rolled up toward the top of her head. She started thrusting her hips. Fia thrust back. They fucked without concern for the tiny man buried inside Sadie's cunt.

Fia gradually increased the pace of her thrusts, slamming her massive cock into her lover with enough force to jiggle the mattress. Sadie pumped back with equal enthusiasm. My fingers sped up. I prayed that Trevor was still alive and intact.

Sadie's breathing was coming in short, sharp gasps. She grabbed Fia's ass, encouraging the taller girl to fuck her even harder. Fia obliged.

I felt myself sliding over the edge yet again.

Sadie thrust hard enough to raise Fia from the bed. “Oh fuck I'm coming!” she yelled.

Fia pounded her harder than ever. Her upper body arched upward, and she gasped. Then she collapsed on top of Sadie. I came so hard I nearly lost my balance.

Fia and Sadie held each other for a minute or two. Then Fia gingerly withdrew. Trevor was raked out by the bulbous head of her cock. He fell on the bed between Sadie's legs with a faint splat.

“Trevor! Trevor, are you okay?” I called fearfully.

Fia raised herself to her knees and moved to one side. Trevor lay motionless and silent for a terrifying moment or two. Then he pushed himself semi-upright with his arms. He looked like a drowned mouse.

“I'm okay. Holy fuck, that was...intense.” From his tone it didn't sound like the experience had been entirely negative.

“Well, what do you think?” Sadie asked Fia. “Do we forgive the nonbeliever?”

“He certainly believes now.” Fia laughed. “Yeah, I think we can give the little fucker a second chance.”

I almost sobbed with relief.

“The demon who implemented this spell can only be summoned during a full moon,” Sadie said. “So Trevor's going to have to wait a month before I can restore him back to normal. The two of you are going to have to be patient.”

“I think they'll manage,” Fia said. She grinned lasciviously at me.

“Yes, I'm sure they will. Well, it's been lovely, sis. But we should get going now.”

Sadie and Fia got dressed and left, leaving me alone with Trevor. Trevor had been laid off from his job a few weeks earlier, but his severance package had been generous. And I had enough vacation time accumulated to be able to take a month off. I could look after getting our groceries and other such errands. Trevor wouldn't need to leave the apartment.

I could feel the familiar need already building again inside my loins. Now that the stress of not knowing whether or not Sadie would lift the curse was gone, my libido felt stronger than ever.

I was going to need to come again.
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