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I'd heard rumours about the Oakley woods that someone wicked lived in them—a witch. I decided to make it my mission to prove once and for all it was real.

I’d been on the hunt all night, armed with a backpack of snacks and my trusty video camera. My heart hammered as I followed the light deeper into the endless woods. That’s where I found a wooden cabin. It looked old and held together by a wing and a prayer but it wasn’t the only thing here as I hid amongst the shrubbery. There, out in the open was an enormous cauldron and a person working over it.

Not just any person, a witch. She was dressed in a black corset, a mixture of black with green lace and wore a pointed black hat with the tip flopping down to the left side. She had long, wavy blonde hair.

The witch worked over the cauldron. The fluids inside it were bubbling, heat was rising and the colours of pink and purple shone from the bubbly mixture as she threw new things into it. I had my camera set to record, capturing her every movement and getting all the evidence I needed to prove to the world she was real.

I could smell it, whatever was bubbling in that pot smelt burnt and sweet at the same time, like someone was burning hard candy.

But as she threw in the last thing, a vial of bright orange liquid, a green gaseous substance erupted out of it. Pouring over the edges and coating the ground, spreading like a thick cloud of smoke, rapidly rolling onto the floor and spilling in all directions like a wave.

I gasped as this dense wave rushed towards me, just inches from my face. My instincts kicked in and I turned to flee before it could touch me. I lurched to my feet and threw myself forward in a panic but didn’t get far. My foot got caught in the spindly roots of a tree. Pain shot through my leg as I yelped and hit the dirt hard.

Of all the times for THIS to happen, it happens now.

I scrambled onto my hands and knees as pain radiated up my leg; even just setting pressure onto my right ankle stung like hell.

But more importantly I’d dropped my camera and the evidence with it. My hands swiped rapidly through the leaves in front of me.

Shit, where is it?

There it was in the grass just out of reach. I crawled quickly on my hands and knees and stretched my hand out for it when long, slender legs stepped beside me and my body froze in terror as my eyes slowly travelled up her form.

Black boots, tanned skin, her hourglass figure was accentuated by the black lingerie corset. Black panties only just covering her groin, the straps curving up over her hips. The corset, on the other hand was loosely tied, leaving heaps of breathing room. I could see her tanned bare skin through the lace, travelling all the way up just under her breasts. Her breasts were mountains, held in place by strips of fabric that only half captured them, covering just her nipples. The fabric ran all the way up and joined together behind her neck. Every breath rocked her tits.

She gave me a wicked smile but with a sexy thing like her looking down on me, I’d never been more terrified and turned on in my life.

I was stuck between begging for my life and looking for my exit, preparing to book it but even just shifting my weight onto my ankle had me hissing with pain. I wouldn’t get far, not like this.

This was bad, real bad. Was she about to throw me into that cauldron? Was I about to become stew?

I was fumbling, racing for words—anything to worm my way out of this one but nothing came to mind as she looked me over and hummed softly, “Well, it’s been a while since I’ve had a peeping Tom around my neck of the woods.”

“I wasn’t peeping, I swear,” I said. My words came out not so timid even I was convinced. She extended the tip of her broom under my chin and tilted my head up to properly look at her as she bent down.

The swells of her breasts tilted, threatening to spill out. My eyes darted between the orbs of her eyes, glowing with light and her tits threatening to spill onto my face. She only seemed amused by this. “I’d believe you if you didn’t have a camera,” she said, nudging her head in the direction where my camera still lay. “If you wanted a show that badly, you should’ve just asked.”

I’d been caught red-handed.

I swallowed hard, like there was a lump forming in my throat. “What are you going to do with me?”

“That depends, can you stand?” she asked, removing the broom from my neck and surveying my body. “That looked like a nasty fall.”

I shifted my weight, trying to put pressure on my leg. It burned hard. I grunted through clamped teeth, “It’s fine, I can walk.”

She simply sighed; I wasn’t fooling her. The witch let go of her broom and it flopped down. With a click of her fingers it slid under me. “We’re a long way out from civilisation,” she explained as the broom raised, taking my weight. “Why don’t you come inside while you recover?”

With the broom hovering, pulling me up, I scrambled to get my balance. “I—uh.”

I wasn’t given time to argue. In fact, as the night progressed she let me crash on her couch and gave me instructions on treating this sprained ankle. She wasn’t a monster.

Turns out the witch’s name is Yasmin. She’s not the stereotype I was expecting—not some old, spindly woman with boils and a scraggly cat perched on her shoulder. She was beautiful.

As the door creaked open, my eyes found her as she came over with a vial of something blue glowing in it. She extended it out to me. “What is this?” I asked, propping myself up on an elbow and inspecting the strange substance.

“It’s for your injury,” she explained. “It’ll make you heal quicker so you can go home in the morning.”

She offered it to my lips. “You don’t need to drink it, of course, but it’ll help.”

Usually, I wouldn’t have but when she smiled all sweet at me like that I trusted her. I opened my mouth and she tipped it to my lips, and I swallowed it.

It tasted awful, like she’d gathered up dirt and something expired and let it marinate in the sun for days. It was vile. I gagged but she brought her other hand to my jaw and stroked it as she purred, “I know it doesn’t taste pleasant but you’ll feel better soon.”

I gulped it down. She lowered it from my lips with an approving smile as I coughed and cleared my throat. “That’s a good boy.”

After this, she treated me to food to cleanse my tongue and some sheets to hunker down on the couch.

But later into the night no matter how much I tried to sleep through it, nature was calling. I needed to go to the bathroom. So I made my way aimlessly hopping through the hallway. I passed her door on the way, hearing muffled sounds, but continued on anyway as my bladder demanded until I found the bathroom.

On the way back though, as I hobbled through the hallway I noticed it: her door was ajar. I had to stop and think for a moment. 

Was it open when I went past?

I didn’t think so.

As I got closer I could hear sounds again, coming from inside. It sounded like she was whimpering. Curiosity got the better of me and inside I peered, ready to ask if she was okay but I found myself lost for words at the scene before me.

There Yasmin was on the bed, legs spread with that thin strip swept to the side as she made great use of the handle part of her broomstick. She wasn’t holding it now; instead it was hovering, sliding in and out of her pussy as she covered her mouth. Concealing only some of the desperate little sounds of pleasure. Her legs twitched and trembled as her fingers worked her clit.

I had to stop my jaw from hitting the floor as I watched her fucking herself. The handle was glistening and soaked in her arousal as it slid in and out over and over again. I could feel heat pooling inside me, my cock twitching at the erotic sight. But the sane part of my brain told me I shouldn’t be doing this. I really would be a peeping Tom if I stayed and watched any longer.

I turned, ready to head back to the couch and... maybe rub one out.

But as soon as my uninjured foot touched the wooden floorboard it creaked loudly. Her sounds stopped and my heart hammered.

“Dean,” she purred in her sweet, breathy voice as I flinched.

“...Yeah?” I don’t know why I answered. I shouldn’t have, should’ve pretended I wasn’t there.

“You wouldn’t be spying on me again, would you, dear?” I could practically hear the smile in her voice.

“Um...”

“You don’t need to be a stranger. Why don’t you come in here?” she cooed. “I could use a helping hand.”

I heard her fingers click and as I turned back the door creaked all the way open. She made no attempt to cover herself and for that I was glad. She beckoned me over to the bed with her index finger as the broom continued to fill her pussy over and over again. I limped over to the bed, and the sight up close and personal sent a rush through me. Her face was flushed red, the hat discarded on the bed beside her and her blonde hair tussled and messy. Her breasts fought to remain in the fabric but as she breathed and gasped, they jostled, threatening to slip free.

The material that had been covering her pussy was pushed aside and there her hands were working her clit. The bed dipped as I knelt but the broom never left her horny pussy, her slick, wet arousal dripping down onto the bed, pumping in and out as her dreamy eyes studied me like she needed me.

Yasmin didn't wait for me to ask. Her free hand clicked again and I felt a force nudge me forwards, down over her. I slammed my hand down onto the bed, catching myself as our lips clashed and she welcomed this with a hum against my lips.

Yasmin smelt wonderful this close, a blend of incense and lavender mingling together. Her tongue traced my lip, begging for access and I let her in. Her tongue explored my mouth as muffled, breathy sounds escaped her.

My free hand moved, feeling her soft tits through the material before slipping underneath. Groping and fondling this enormous mound made my cock ache as she moaned into my mouth and our tongues clashed.

Her hand found the front of my trousers, enthusiastically working into them, into my underwear, until her slender fingers touched my half-hardened cock. She stroked my length as I groaned into her, feeling the pleasure build as I hardened with each stroke.

Needing to reciprocate, I broke away from her lips and slid my hand down her corset, replacing her fingers on her pussy. I could feel her arousal, the
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