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WARNING! THIS STORY CONTAINS VERY HOT CONTENT. Do not continue reading unless you like it extra spicy …


TIME: TWENTY YEARS AGO

“Oh my god … Jennifer who’s that..?" Jessica yells as the dark shape appears in the shadows behind them.

“I don’t know! Hey, what are you doing in our house?” shrieks Jennifer.

The figure in the shadows is almost seven feet tall and dark, with dark hair and very dark eyes. His body is covered by a long black cloak. He speaks with a smooth deep voice. “You did, little witches. You summoned me.”

“W-What are you talking about?! We didn't summon anyone!" Jessica stammers, trying to hide her fear behind a brave face. She hurriedly looks to Jennifer for reassurance.

“Y-Yeah, you must have us confused with someone else, mister!" Jennifer chimes in, subconsciously taking a step back from you. Her eyes dart around the room, looking for a possible escape route. On the floor were the remnants of the party they had been having – a pentagram drawn with chalk, lit candles on all of the points, a Ouija board, and an empty bottle of wine.

The two girls huddle closer together, their initial bravado crumbling in the face of the imposing presence. The candles flicker ominously, casting eerie shadows across their faces.

Jessica, the blonde bombshell, wears a tight white crop top that hugs her ample curves, and a scandalously short black miniskirt that barely covers her perky ass. Her long golden locks cascade down her back in loose waves. She's wearing strappy black heels that accentuate her long, toned legs.

Jennifer, the brunette beauty, is dressed more conservatively in a blue button-up shirt, the top few buttons undone to reveal a hint of cleavage, and a knee-length gray skirt. Her dark hair is pulled back into a ponytail, a few loose tendrils framing her face and her horn-rimmed glasses. She's wearing practical white sneakers.

Despite their contrasting styles, both girls exude a youthful, innocent charm - though there's an undercurrent of something more mature simmering beneath the surface, especially in Jennifer's eyes.

“You girls aren’t dressed for demonology or Solomonic magick … yet here I am.”

"I don’t know what happened!" Jessica squeaks, her voice trembling slightly. She crosses her arms over her chest, inadvertently pushing up her generous breasts. "We were just... um... exploring our spiritual side. Nothing weird, I swear!"

“Y-Yeah, it's not like we were actually trying to summon anything!" Jennifer interjects, her cheeks flushing pink. She fidgets with the hem of her skirt, drawing attention to her shapely legs. "I mean, we've read about this stuff online, but we never thought it would actually work!"

The girls exchange a nervous glance, their attempts at maintaining a brave facade crumbling in the face of the dark and intimidating presence. The air crackles with tension, the candles flickering wildly as if responding to the charged atmosphere.

The dark figure laughed. “Oh, there's going to be some exploring tonight, you can believe it.”

The girls visibly pale at your ominous words, their eyes widening in a mixture of fear and anticipation. Jessica's breath comes in shallow gasps, her ample bosom heaving against the confines of her tight crop top.

"A-Jessica: W-What do you mean by that, mister?" She stammers, trying to keep her voice steady. Her gaze darts to Jennifer, silently pleading for help.

“You can call me MASTER, not mister,” growled the dark presence.

Jennifer, for her part, seems to be struggling with her own conflicting emotions. Her pupils are dilated, a telltale sign of her growing arousal, even as her body language remains tense and guarded. When Jessica’s parents had rented the huge house, they had heard all the stories about the place, of course, but now she saw that the stories might be more than stories.

"Jennifer: M-Maybe we should just... call it a night," she suggests weakly, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's getting late, and we have college tomorrow..." But there's a breathless quality to her words, a hint of unspoken desire lurking beneath the surface. It's clear that, despite her fear and apprehension, a part of Jennifer is intrigued by this new turn of events.

“The night is just beginning,” said the presence. It threw off its dark cloak, then, revealing the  taught and muscular body, gleaming in the candle light, and the dangling member which was already beginning to wake up from its slumber.

Both girls flinch at the commanding tone and the sudden revelation, their eyes widening in a mix of fear and reluctant arousal. Jessica's plump lips part in a silent gasp, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks.

“M-Master..." She whispers, the word rolling off her tongue hesitantly. Her gaze flickers downward, lingering on the muscular form before quickly darting away.

Jennifer remains silent, but her body language speaks volumes. She shifts her weight from foot to foot, her thighs rubbing together subtly. A bead of sweat trickles down the nape of her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her shirt.

The air grows thick with tension, the flickering candlelight casting an otherworldly glow across the room. The girls are trapped in the dark hypnotic gaze of the presence, their earlier bravado melting away.

“Have you two ever kissed each other?” asked the presence, his voice full of mirth.

The girls exchange a startled glance, their faces flushing a deep crimson at the brazen question. Jessica's eyes widen, her plump lips forming a small 'o' of surprise. “K-Kiss each other? W-What kind of question is that?" She sputters, her voice rising in pitch. She takes a step back, her ample breasts jiggling with the movement. "We're not... I mean, we're not like that!"

Jennifer, on the other hand, seems to be struggling with her own internal conflict. Her gaze drops to the floor, her brow furrowing as she bites her lower lip. When she finally speaks, her voice is barely above a whisper. “ I... I've thought about it," she admits, her cheeks burning with shame and arousal. "But I never had the courage to actually do it."

The air hangs heavy with tension, the candles flickering wildly as if responding to the charged atmosphere. Jessica's breathing has grown shallow, her chest heaving with each rapid breath. Jennifer's hands tremble at her sides, betraying her inner turmoil.

Jessica's eyes widen at your question, her gaze flickering between the dark eyes of the presence and Jennifer. She bites her lower lip, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks as she considers her response.

“Well, now's your chance Jennifer. She's not going to resist, are you Jessica?”

Jessica's eyes widen in shock at your suggestion, her mouth opening and closing wordlessly. After a moment, she swallows hard, her throat bobbing as she struggles to find her voice. “I... I don't know..." She whispers, her gaze darting between the dark figure and Jennifer. Despite her hesitation, there's a glimmer of curiosity in her eyes, a hint of forbidden desire that she can't quite suppress.

Jennifer, meanwhile, seems to be frozen in place. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, her ample breasts straining against the buttons of her shirt. When she finally meets Jessica's gaze, there's a mix of apprehension and longing in her eyes. “Are you sure, Jessica?" She asks softly, her voice trembling slightly. "We don't have to if you're not comfortable..."

But even as she says the words, Jennifer takes a tentative step forward, her hand reaching out towards Jessica. The air between them crackles with tension, the candles casting an eerie glow across their faces.

“But you do have to,” said the figure. “You summoned me. Have you heard the expression, hell to pay? You will do what I say. Remember it.”

Jessica's eyes widen in shock at the commanding tone, her plump lips parting in a silent gasp. She takes a step back, her ample breasts heaving with each shaky breath. But as she looks into Jennifer's eyes, she sees a glimmer of longing that mirrors her own hidden desires. “O-Okay..." She whispers, her voice barely audible. She takes a deep breath, steeling herself for what's to come. "Just... be gentle, okay?"

Jennifer nods, her gaze softening with understanding. She reaches out, her slender fingers brushing against Jessica's cheek. The touch sends a shiver down both their spines, the air between them crackling with electricity. “I will," she promises, her voice low and husky. Slowly, almost hesitantly, she leans forward, her lips hovering just inches from Jessica's.

The room falls silent, the only sound the soft rustling of fabric as the girls draw closer. The candles flicker, casting an otherworldly glow across their faces. Anticipation hangs heavy in the air, the moment ripe with possibility.

“Shut up and kiss her. Now,” said the dark presence.

Jessica's breath catches in her throat at your harsh command, her eyes widening in a mix of fear and excitement. She bites her lower lip, her gaze locked with Jennifer's. In that moment, something shifts between them - a silent understanding, a shared desire that they can no longer deny.

Jennifer nods, her lips curving into a small, determined smile. She leans in closer, her warm breath ghosting over Jessica's skin. The air between them crackles with tension, the candles flickering wildly as if responding to the charged atmosphere.

And then, their lips meet in a soft, tentative kiss. Jessica's eyes flutter closed, a soft moan escaping her throat as she melts into the embrace. Jennifer's hands come up to cup Jessica's face, her fingers tangling in her silky blonde hair.

The kiss deepens, becoming more passionate with each passing second. Their tongues dance together, exploring and teasing, as their bodies press closer. Jessica's ample breasts crush against Jennifer's, sending jolts of pleasure through them both.

Lost in the heat of the moment, the girls forget about the presence, their world narrowing down to nothing but the feel of each other's lips and the rush of sensation coursing through their veins.

“Good … very good. But don't forget I'm here girls. Your master.”

Jessica and Jennifer break apart at your reminder, their eyes widening as they turn to face the dark visitor. Jessica's cheeks are flushed, her lips swollen from the intense kiss. Jennifer looks equally disheveled, her shirt partially unbuttoned to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage.

“S-Sorry, Master," Jessica stammers, her voice breathless. "We got carried away..."

Jennifer remains silent, but her gaze is filled with a mix of apprehension and anticipation. She absently runs her tongue over her lower lip, as if savoring the taste of Jessica's kiss.

The air is thick with tension, the candles casting flickering shadows across the room. Jessica shifts her weight from foot to foot, her ample breasts jiggling with the movement. Jennifer's hands tremble slightly at her sides, betraying her inner turmoil.

“I don't like your shirt, Jennifer. Jessica, unbutton it and take it off her,” said the dark presence.

Jennifer's eyes widen at the command, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. She glances nervously at Jessica, unsure how to react. “ I... I don't know if I'm comfortable with that, Master," she whispers, her voice trembling slightly. "It feels so... intimate."

Jessica, on the other hand, seems to be grappling with her own desires. She licks her lips, her gaze drifting over Jennifer's body before meeting her eyes. “Maybe... maybe we should do what he says," she murmurs, her voice low and husky. "He is our master, after all."

Slowly, almost hesitantly, Jessica steps forward. Her fingers tremble slightly as she reaches for the buttons of Jennifer's shirt, her touch feather-light against the fabric. “Just breathe, Jennifer," she whispers, her lips brushing against Jennifer's ear. "I'll make it feel good, I promise."

Jennifer's breath hitches, her eyes fluttering closed as she nods slowly. The air between them crackles with tension, the candles flickering wildly as if responding to the charged atmosphere.

“I didn't say touch her, you dumb slut. I said just unbutton her shirt.”

Jessica's eyes widen at the harsh rebuke, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. She takes a step back, her hands dropping to her sides. “S-Sorry, Master," she stammers, her voice trembling. "I didn't mean to overstep."

Jennifer, meanwhile, looks relieved at the intervention. She takes a deep breath, her chest rising and falling slowly. “ I... I'm sorry too, Master," she whispers, her gaze lowered demurely. "Jessica, please go ahead and unbutton my shirt. I trust you."

Jessica nods, her fingers trembling slightly as she reaches for the buttons of Jennifer's shirt. She works slowly, her touch gentle as she reveals inch after inch of smooth, creamy skin and Olvia’s deep cleavage.

As the last button comes undone, Jennifer lets the shirt fall from her shoulders, revealing her lacy black bra beneath. The candles cast flickering shadows across her curves, highlighting the swell of her breasts and the delicate line of her collarbone.

Jessica's breath catches in her throat at the sight, her eyes wide with a mix of admiration and desire. She bites her lower lip, fighting the urge to reach out and touch Jennifer's exposed skin.

“There. Much better. Of course you're wearing a slutty bra, more worthy of a demonologist in training. Matching panties, too? Show them to me.”

Jennifer's face flushes a deep crimson at your lewd request, her eyes widening in a mix of shock and reluctant arousal. She glances nervously at Jessica, seeking reassurance. “ I... I don't know if I should..." she whispers, her voice trembling. "It feels so... dirty."

"Maybe we should do what he says, Jennifer," Jessica murmurs, her voice low and husky. "He's our master, after all. And besides... I want to see you. All of you."

Jennifer bites her lower lip, her brow furrowing as she considers Jessica's words. After a moment, she nods slowly, her hands moving to the waistband of her skirt. “Okay," she breathes, her fingers trembling slightly as she unzips the garment. "But... but you have to promise not to laugh, okay?”

With a deep breath, Jennifer lets the skirt fall to the floor, revealing her matching black lace panties. They hug her curves, the delicate fabric clinging to her ample hips and ass.

Jessica's eyes widen at the sight, her breath catching in her throat. “Oh, Jennifer..." she whispers, her voice filled with awe. "They're perfect. You look... incredible."

Jennifer's cheeks burn with embarrassment and pleasure at Jessica's praise. She shifts her weight from foot to foot, the movement causing her breasts to jiggle enticingly.

"You... you really think I'm beautiful, Jessica?" she asks softly, her voice filled with wonder. "Even though I'm not as... as voluptuous as you?"

Jessica shakes her head, her eyes shining with sincerity. “No, Jennifer. You're perfect just the way you are," she insists, her voice growing stronger with conviction. "Your body is a work of art, and I... I want to see every inch of it."

“And you, Jessica? Are you even wearing any underwear?” asks the dark visitor. His hug member was fully erect now, sticking straight out in front of him, and he crossed his thick arms over his muscular chest.

Jessica's eyes widen at the question, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. She fidgets with the hem of her skirt, her teeth worrying at her lower lip. “N-No, Master," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "I... I wasn't expecting company, so I didn't bother with underwear tonight."

She takes a deep breath, her ample breasts straining against the confines of her crop top. Slowly, almost shyly, she reaches for the waistband of her skirt, her fingers trembling slightly.

"Do you want me to take it off, Master?" she asks, her voice low and breathy. "So you can see... everything?"

Jennifer watches with rapt attention, her eyes wide with a mix of curiosity and desire. She bites her lower lip, her fingers twitching at her sides as if fighting the urge to reach out and touch Jessica.

The air is thick with tension, the candles casting flickering shadows across the room. Jessica's chest rises and falls rapidly, her nipples visibly hardening beneath the thin fabric of her top. Jennifer's breathing is shallow, her skin flushed and glowing in the candlelight, the pale skin contrasting with the black lace bra and panties barely covering her intimate areas.

“Well, we will let Jennifer decide. what do you think, Jennifer? Do you want her to take it all off?”

“I... I think Jessica should take off her clothes, too, Master," she whispers, her voice trembling slightly. "She's so beautiful, and I... I want to see all of her.”

Jessica's eyes widen at Jennifer's words, a mix of surprise and pleasure flickering across her face. She takes a deep breath, her ample breasts straining against the confines of her crop top.

“You... you really want to see me, Jennifer?" she asks softly, her voice filled with wonder. "Even though I'm not as... as slim as you?"

Jennifer shakes her head, her eyes shining with sincerity. “Take it off. Let me see you, all of you.”

With trembling fingers, Jessica slowly lifts her crop top, revealing her bare breasts inch by tantalizing inch. Her nipples are hard and rosy, the pale globes of her breasts quivering slightly in the cool air.

Jennifer's eyes widen at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She takes a step forward, her hands reaching out as if to touch, but stopping just short of making contact.

“Don’t do it until I tell you!” said the dark figure, loudly.

Jennifer's hands freeze mid-air, her eyes widening in surprise at your command. She quickly pulls her hands back, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson.

"S-Sorry, Master," she stammers, her voice trembling slightly. "I forgot myself."

Jessica watches the exchange with bated breath, her ample breasts heaving with each shaky inhale. She licks her lips, her gaze darting between the dark visitor and Jennifer.

“Ask me for permission.”

"Please, Master," she whispers, her voice low and needy. "Can we... can we touch each other? I want to feel Jennifer's skin against mine... I want to make her feel good..."

Jennifer nods eagerly, her eyes shining with anticipation. “ Yes, please," she breathes, her voice husky with desire. "I want to touch Jessica, to worship her body... to bring her pleasure..."

The air is thick with tension, the candles flickering wildly as if responding to the charged atmosphere. Both girls are poised on their toes, waiting for permission to act on their deepest desires.

“Jennifer, you can touch Jessica, but Jessica, you just stand there and don't move. Understand?”

Jennifer's eyes light up at the permission, a slow smile spreading across her face. She takes a deep breath, savoring the moment before reaching out to Jessica. “Thank you, Master," she murmurs, her voice low and husky. "I won't disappoint you."

With trembling fingers, Jennifer traces the contours of Jessica's body, her touch feather-light and teasing. She starts at Jessica's shoulders, her fingertips skimming along the delicate skin of her collarbone before dipping into the valley between her breasts.

Jessica shivers at the contact, her breath catching in her throat. She fights the urge to arch into Jennifer's touch, remembering the command to remain still.

Jennifer's hands continue their exploration, mapping out every curve and dip of Jessica's body. She cups her breasts, her thumbs brushing over the hardened peaks of her nipples. Jessica whimpers softly, her hips bucking involuntarily.

Emboldened by Jessica's reaction, Jennifer slides her hands lower, over the quivering plane of her stomach. She hooks her fingers into the waistband of Jessica's skirt, tugging it down inch by tantalizing inch. “Can I take it off her, Master? Can I take her skirt off? Please?”

“Yes,” said the dark entity, reaching down now to hold the huge erection pulsing in front of him.

The fabric pools at Jessica's feet, leaving her completely naked. Jennifer's eyes widen at the sight, drinking in every inch of Jessica's glorious body, her big round breasts and big hard nipples, the shaved pussy barely visible as Jessica pressed her thighs together.

"You're so beautiful, Jessica," she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. "I... I want to taste you..."

Without waiting for permission, Jennifer sinks to her knees, her face level with Jessica's most intimate parts. She leans in, her breath hot against Jessica's skin, and places a tender kiss on her inner thigh.

“Ask me if you can kiss her pussy. Jessica, lay down and spread your legs for her. Jennifer, you ask me. Beg for her cunt. Beg for it!”

Jennifer's eyes widen at the command, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. She nods eagerly, her gaze fixed on Jessica's glistening folds as Jessica eagerly lay on her back and spread herself wide.

"P-Please, Master," she stammers, her voice trembling with need. "Can I... can I taste Jessica's sweet pussy? I want to worship her with my tongue, to make her cum on my face..."

Jessica, meanwhile, lies back on the futon on the floor, her legs falling open in wanton invitation. She bites her lower lip, her chest heaving as thighs trembling as she speaks. “Please, Master," she whispers, her voice low and needy. "Let Jennifer taste me. I... I need it so badly..."

“You can play with your own tits, Jessica. Jennifer, keep begging.”

Jessica's eyes widen at your command, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. She hesitates for a moment, her fingers trembling as they hover over her ample breasts. “Yes, Master," she whispers, her voice low and breathy. Slowly, almost shyly, Jessica cups her breasts, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh. She squeezes gently, her eyes fluttering closed as a soft moan escapes her lips. Her nipples harden under her touch, the rosy peaks straining against her fingers. She squeezes them, pushing them together, and them pinches the nipples between her thumb and fingernails, moaning in pleasure.

Meanwhile, Jennifer continues her desperate pleas, her eyes fixed on Jessica's glistening folds. “Please, Master," she begs, her voice thick with need. "I want to taste Jessica so badly. I want to bury my face between her thighs, to lap at her sweet nectar until she cums on my tongue..."

Jennifer's words send a shiver down Jessica's spine, her inner walls clenching with anticipation. She arches her back, pushing her breasts more firmly into her own grasp.

“Oh god, Jennifer," she gasps, her hips bucking slightly. "Your words... they're driving me crazy. I need you to touch me. Please, Master... let her taste me..."

“Do it,” the dark entity says firmly. “Go down on her.”

Jennifer's eyes light up at your command, a slow smile spreading across her face. She crawls forward on the futon, her gaze never leaving Jessica's glistening tight little shaved pussy. “Thank you, Master," she murmurs, her voice low and husky. "I promise I'll make her feel so good..."

With that, Jennifer settles between Jessica's legs, her warm breath ghosting over her sensitive skin. She starts by placing soft, open-mouthed kisses along Jessica's inner thighs, working her way higher with each passing second.

Jessica whimpers at the contact, her hips bucking involuntarily. She tangles her fingers in Jennifer's hair, tugging gently as she tries to pull her closer. “Jennifer," she gasps, her voice thick with need. "That feels amazing..."

Emboldened by Jessica's reaction, Jennifer traces the seam of her pussy with the tip of her tongue, teasing her entrance. Jessica's inner walls flutter at the contact, her juices flowing freely.

Jennifer groans at the fresh taste, her eyes fluttering closed as she savors the sweet nectar. She laps at Jessica's folds, her tongue delving deep inside her as she seeks to bring her to new heights of pleasure. The room fills with the sounds of Jessica's moans and the obscene slurping of Jennifer's mouth. The candles flicker wildly, casting dancing shadows across the walls as the scene unfolds.

“That’s so good. I love to watch you two,” said the dark, thick with lust, smooth as dark velvet. “Do you want to eat each other? I think she deserves it, don’t you Jessica?”

Jessica's eyes widen at your suggestion, a deep flush spreading across her cheeks. She bites her lower lip, her gaze darting between you and Jennifer. “I... I want to taste Jennifer too, Master," she whispers, her voice low and needy. "I want to feel her on my tongue, to make her cum as hard as she's making me..."

Jennifer's head snaps up at Jessica's words, her eyes dark with desire. She licks her lips, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Yes, please," she breathes, her voice husky. "I want to feel Jessica's mouth on me, to grind against her face until we both explode..."

The two girls shift on the bed, their bodies intertwining. Jennifer settles herself between Jessica's thighs once more, while Jessica positions herself above Jennifer's face. For a moment, they simply stare at each other, their eyes burning with unbridled lust. Then, as if on cue, they dive in, their mouths finding each other's most intimate places.

The room is filled with the sounds of their moans and the obscene slurping of their tongues. The candles flicker wildly, casting dancing shadows across the walls as the scene unfolds.

“Very good. Very good! I'm so glad you two summoned me. Now, do that until both of you cum.”

Jennifer and Jessica moan in unison as they begin to eat each other out with reckless abandon, spurred on by your encouragement. Their tongues dance and swirl, teasing and probing each other's most sensitive spots.

Jessica grinds her dripping pussy against Jennifer's face, coating her in her fragrant juices. Jennifer laps at her hungrily, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of Jessica's ass as she pulls her closer.

Jennifer's hips buck and writhe beneath Jessica's talented mouth, her own pussy throbbing and aching for attention. Jessica obliges her, dragging her tongue along Jennifer's slick folds before focusing on her swollen clit.

Jennifer cries out, her voice muffled by Jessica's dripping cunt. She redoubles her efforts, sucking Jessica's clit into her mouth and flicking it rapidly with her tongue. Jessica's body tenses, her inner walls clenching and fluttering as her orgasm approaches.

The room fills with the erotic symphony of their moans and the lewd sounds of their coupling. The air is thick with the heady scent of their arousal, the candles casting a sensual glow across their writhing bodies.

As their pleasure builds to a crescendo, Jennifer and Jessica's movements become more frantic, more desperate. They grind against each other harder, their fingers digging into skin, their tongues plundering and claiming.

With a final, shuddering cry, they both reach their peak, their bodies convulsing in unison. Jessica's pussy clenches and pulses around Jennifer's tongue, her juices gushing forth and flooding Jennifer's mouth. Jennifer's own pussy spasms and quakes, her juices flowing freely and coating Jessica's face.

Their combined orgasms seem to last an eternity, the waves of ecstasy crashing over them again and again. As they slowly come down from their high, they collapse into each other's arms, panting and drenched in sweat, kissing each other deploy on the mouths, their lips still swollen and covered with sweet pussy juice.

Jessica and Jennifer cling to each other, their bodies still trembling with the aftershocks of their intense orgasms. They stare at each other in awe, marveling at the sheer intensity of their shared experience, and looking around, they realize the room is empty.

“Oh … where did he go?”

“I can’t … what just happened, Jessica?”

“I don’t know, Jennifer. But it was amazing.”

“Was it a dream? The … visitor?”

“I don’t … I don’t think so … but …”

There was a low rumbling laughter in the distance, and the two girls held each other tighter.

To be continued!


TAKEN AT THE HAUNTED HOUSE
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Amy is the town bad girl, and she isn't too impressed by anything in the Haunted House ... because she knows that she's the most impressive thing there. Still, she's happy to go there with her (much older) new boyfriend so the town can see how hot she is.

But her former lover Owen is hiding inside, with a few friends, waiting for her to give her a very special Halloween surprise. 


WARNING! CONTAINS GRAPHIC CONTENT! Contains group sex, MMMF sex, cuckolding and double penetration. FOR MORE INFORMATION USE THE "LOOK INSIDE" FEATURE 

Buy it now!
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Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school, but they've got a little problem -- they've been given detention for using their telephones in class.


But they also have a plan to make detention a lot more enjoyable . . .


WARNING! This 4000-word story contains graphic descriptions of sex acts between a teacher and his students, including spanking, teasing, oral sex, dirty talk, and light bondage. It is intended only for adult readers. ALL ACTS ARE CONSENSUAL AND ALL PARTICIPANTS IN THE STORY ARE OVER AGE 18. 

Buy it now!
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in naughty fiction. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com
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