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This is a BWWM Paranormal Witch Erotic Romance

This story contains sexually explicit details appropriate for readers 18 years or older. Reader discretion is advised.

If a sexy young African American woman getting pounded by a very hot white man troubles you... then read no further. 

STEAMING HOT romance lies in the pages ahead. 

Click here to join J. Jasper’s mailing list.
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My name is Ilana and I’ve been carrying a dark secret my entire life. I’m a witch. Yes, it’s exactly what it sounds like. Everyone in my family has magical powers. We’re one of the few pure New Orleans black families and we can trace all our magic to our African ancestors. We come from a world deep in the Congo where we communed with spirits and lived in peace before we were ripped from our homes and brought to the United States. All of us understands the history of our people intimately. We learn it when we are children and we never forget. 

As a child my family lived in nearly absolute secrecy. We weren’t permitted to speak out our powers much less practice magic outside the house. Each of us was trained in many skills, but our powers were greatest in a few areas. I was particularly skilled at weather control and some forms of mind control. I couldn’t completely take over people’s minds, but I had a certain degree of influence which I  used to get what I want.

When I grew older my parents began to wonder if it were wise to keep us so sheltered and secluded from the non-magical world. They encouraged us in high school to interact with regular people and to shunt our use of magic to the side for more human pursuits. When I was in high school my brother got married to a regular woman and they had twins: one was a witch and one wasn’t. My other siblings had all produced non-magical children. Our line was dying out and my parents were anxious when I married a non-magical man... 

My husband died a few years ago. We were high school sweethearts who got married when we both turned twenty years old. Marcus and Ilana. Our names were well known amongst our peers. We had been the perfect couple since we started dating, our freshman year of high school. We had always known that we were going to be together forever. When Marcus was twenty-five, he was killed for testifying against gang members whom he had witnessed committing a crime. When I went to identify his body, in the cold disgusting morgue where the love of my life was desecrated, most of what I remember is the stench. And of course, the bullet holes—three nearly perfect round punctures in his chest. I cried for the rest of the night and didn’t eat for two days. 

Grief is funny. You’ll never really know how it will hit you until it hits you. I knew that I would never love anyone again after Marcus. I knew that my life, was over. I am a deeply spiritual woman, in deep commune with the spirits of my ancestors. I turned away from them throughout my darkest months, cursing my black mothers and fathers over and over again for taking away my one true love for no reason at all. I lost around thirty pounds during the grieving process and had turned to alcohol for much of my comfort. Alcohol works twice as hard in the body of a witch and I spent months and months turning to the bottle for comfort.

It took me a full three years to get over his death. I was in my late twenties, self-weaned off of alcohol and fully committed to my faith and practices of witchcraft. Yes, I still believed that I would never love again. Yes, I still believed that the only way for me to keep on going was to remain closed off to the world. I did not want to let anyone in because I’d seen how easily God could pluck friends and lovers out of my life, without a hint of remorse. Every day, I prayed for some end in sight. I prayed for some great happiness to sweep me off my feet, to help me forget the grief I felt over losing Marcus. My ancestors seemed uncharacteristically silent. Even my siblings who practiced necromancy could get nothing out of them when it came to the unfairness of the grief that I’d experienced. 

Then I met Ben. 

At this point, I was five foot six and a little over a hundred and ten pounds. My thin frame didn’t mean that I didn’t have a good body on me. My rich caramel colored skin was soft to the touch with lightning strike stretch marks over my hips. My tummy was flat and firm, and I had medium sized plush breasts with chocolate chip colored nipples. My ass was as plump as it could be for a girl my size; my taut buttocks were my best feature according to some of my closer friends. I wore my natural afro textured hair in long ringlets down the center of my back, with the front pieces pulled back in a little clip. My eyes were hazel brown colored, with flecks of darker brown. A few months after the third anniversary Marcus’ death, I’d started to get better. Everything about my appearance looked a little hollow since Marcus’ death, but when I met Ben, things were on the upswing. Getting out of bed no longer felt excruciating. I was eating on my own and I hadn’t touched a drink in months. 

I was at a local church charity event, when a handsome white man walked up to me. I could tell immediately that he was wealthy. His walk, his mannerisms and his confident smile clued me in to his dignified status. “Hello, I noticed you standing over her and I just had to say hello. You’re one of the most beautiful women that I’ve ever seen. My name is Ben Waldorf,” he said, sticking out his hand to shake mine. I extended my palm, gripping Ben’s hand in a strong handshake, noticing how his strength exceeded mine. “I’m Ilana. Thank you for the compliment,” I said smiling. It had been a while since a man had approached me, and even longer since I hadn’t immediately rebuffed him.

We got to talking and Ben asked me out on a date. I was hesitant to say yes. “I lost my husband a couple years ago, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to give you what you want,” I said to him honestly. “You don’t know what I want. But we can take it slow Ilana,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. I was sold and agreed to go on a date with Ben. The date was magical. I hadn’t felt that kind of magic since Marcus. I hadn’t laughed that hard in years, especially not with a man. Ben was charming, polite and as he had promised, he took things slow with me. He didn’t kiss me at the door or pressure me for sex, but left like a gentleman. 

After two weeks of dating, my feelings for Ben started to get stronger. But so did my feelings of guilt. Would Marcus, from beyond the grave, ever forgive me for loving another man? Ben and I hadn’t slept together yet, but after two magical weeks, I began to crave it more than anything. My dreams were filled with Ben, pressing his beautiful body into mine, kissing and biting my neck and plunging deep between my folds. These passionate dreams seemed to be intertwined with nightmares. I imagined Marcus’ punctured corpse rising, and watching me as I made love to Ben. In each dream, after he watched me make love, Marcus’ corpse would plunge a knife into my body. I woke up before the tip penetrated my chest, often in a cold sweat and always unable to return to sleep. Were my ancestors trying to warn me away or was this just a symbolic of my own feelings?

Despite my guilt, I was determined to sleep with Ben. Perhaps that would be the only way that I could move on. But I still felt like I needed some blessing to make it happen. And so, I did what every good black witch does, I turned to my parents and siblings to commune with the ancestors and seek their counsel. After seeking counsel with a few generations back, I had an answer that finally satisfied me. Although they did not approve of sex with mortal humans very much, the determined that I should not in fact feel guilty of wanting Ben’s love. They pointed me away from guilt, citing the damage it could have on my soul. Witches believed in the power of the soul, and maintaining its health was a priority.

That sealed the deal. With my ancestors on my side, I felt entitled to the pleasures of the flesh with Ben. If I loved him, it couldn’t be so wrong, could it? I couldn’t continue to
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