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Naughty Excerpt from “Passion's Cure”
 
   There was a lounge on the first floor where I'm sure I could find a cutie to have some fun with. I had a roll in my hips as I walked out of my dorm, my breasts bouncing and jiggling, and my pussy itching in my panties, eager to have some fun. Wonderful. I had a jaunt in my steps as I headed down the stairs.
 
   I was going to get me some juicy pussy!
 
   I took a right at the base of the stairs, walking through an open doorway into a small lounge full of mismatched couches, love seats, recliners, a Foosball machine, and various vending machines stocked with drinks, snacks, and junk food.
 
   “It'll be okay, Marissa.” The lounge was empty except for a blonde woman sobbing while Melody cradled her and stroked her hair.
 
   I didn't recognize the blonde. She must not live in this dorm because I knew all the women who lived here. But she didn't matter; I had eyes only for the redheaded Melody. She had green eyes that sparkled and the most gorgeous freckles dusting her heart-shaped face. And those tits. Big and juicy in her tight crop top. I bet those would feel wonderful on my cheeks as I rubbed my face between them.
 
   “Ruby,” gasped Melody as I sauntered over. “Um, maybe you shouldn't be here.” She gave a significant glance at the blonde.
 
   I gave her a strange look, wondering what she meant. The blonde didn't matter, she could never hurt me again. “You are looking outstanding today,” I smiled, reaching out to touch her red hair.
 
   Melody gaped, red staining her pale cheeks. The enchantment Isis left on me worming into Melody's mind, twisting her lusts to focus on me.
 
   “What is wrong with you!” snarled the blonde.
 
   “Is Melody your girlfriend?” I asked, still toying with Melody's lock.
 
   “Are you trying to hurt me more, Ruby?”
 
   “Why would I try and hurt you? I don't even know you.”
 
   “Oh, so you're just going to pretend I don't even exist,” snapped the blonde. “Real mature.”
 
   “I honestly don't know who you are.” I moved my hand to cup Melody's cheek; she felt so warm and silky.
 
   Melody let out a soft, feminine sigh.
 
   “Don't play along with her!” the blonde cried to Melody. “Are all my friends going to fuck my girlfriend?”
 
   “Sorry,” Melody purred, her green eyes flashing up at me. “She's just so...um, yummy.”
 
   “This better be a joke, Melody! She just cheated on me and now you're letting her stroke your face!”
 
   When did I cheat on this blonde? Whatever, she didn't matter. She couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   “I'm sorry, Marissa, but—” I stroked the redhead's lips with my thumb; she didn't need to speak.
 
   “I have something for you,” I purred, shifting to put my crotch right in her face.
 
   Melody's eyes widened. “What? Is it in your pocket?”
 
   “It's her pussy,” snarled the Blonde, her face twisted. “Her whorish, slutty cunt!”
 
   “It is,” I grinned. “And it's hot and wet, and it just needs to be satisfied” I raised my eyebrows. “Want to see how wet I am?”
 
   “Oh, wow... I do want to see it!” Melody, her hand shaking, reached out and caressed my pussy through my jeans; pleasure shuddered through me.
 
   She gave me a few more caresses, than Melody's fingers found the snap of my jeans. I squirmed as the zipper rasped down, exposing the waistband of my skimpy panties. I licked my lips as she peeled my jeans down my thighs.
 
   “You're so wet!” Melody groaned.
 
   “See, she's a whore!”
 
   I ignored the blonde; she couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   “Why don't you lick me,” I purred to Melody.
 
   “I shouldn't.” She flashed a guilty look at the blonde, then pulled my panties down. The air was cool on the shaved lips of my pussy. Melody let out a growl, then buried her face between my thighs. I shuddered as she licked me, her tongue sliding through my folds.
 
   “Jeez, Melody! What is wrong with you?” snapped the blonde
 
   Melody's reply was muffled by my pussy.
 
   “Ruby, why do you want to hurt me?” There was such pain in her voice.
 
   “I don't even know you,” I sighed, rotating my hips, savoring the feel of Melody's hot mouth on my pussy. “Like I keep saying.”
 
   The blonde stood up and grabbed my chin, turning my face so I stared into her blue eyes—a stranger's eyes. “You really don't know me, Ruby?”
 
   “No.”
 
   She peered at me, then sighed. “What did you do? Did you cast a spell?”
 
   How did she know about that my magic? “No,” I said, trying to sound bemused. “That's crazy.”
 
   She glanced at Melody licking my pussy—that tongue felt wonderful curling through my folds—then asked me, “Is this what it's like for you? Women unable to resist their desire for you and you too horny to stop them.”
 
   “I guess.”
 
   “Lord, you really couldn't help yourself.” Pain filled her face. “Oh, Ruby, I'll find a way to fix you.”
 
   To find out what happens next, read on!
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Passion's Cure
 
   Guilt ripped through me as Marissa cried out in anguish, tearing my heart to shreds. I couldn't believe how stupid I was. I had cheated on my girlfriend with her roommate and she had caught me hiking my pants up, a thoroughly fucked Shannon lying on Marissa's own bed, cowering under her sheets. 
 
   “It's not what it looks like!” I gasped, knowing full well it was exactly what it looked like. Why had I been so weak?
 
   My betrayed girlfriend fled.
 
   Shit. I pulled my jeans up the rest of the way and snapped them close. I chased after Marissa, trying to work my zipper up as I pulled open the door and dashed into the hallway. I caught a glimpse of her blonde hair disappearing around the corner, running towards the stairs. I had to stop her and somehow make this right.
 
   Why had I been so stupid. It's the stupid beauty spell I cast. Ever since then, it's driven me wild with lust for other women! It was just so hard to ignore sometimes.
 
   I ran after her, my bare feet smacking on the thin carpet of the hallway. “Marissa!” I shouted as I rounded the corner. “Please, stop!”
 
   She was racing down the stairs, disappearing out of sight. Doors crashed and daylight flooded the hallway as she burst outside. I followed, taking the stairs two at a time, almost falling and breaking my neck in the process. I didn't care. I needed to catch up with her. I caught myself on the railing, righting myself, and kept running after her, desperate fear pumping in my heart.
 
   I reached the bottom of the stairs and slammed into the metal doors, my hip pushing the bar and unlatching the door. I burst through them, blinded by the afternoon sun. I whipped my head around, trying to blink through the light. Where was she? She just went out these doors. She couldn't have gone far. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye, blonde hair flying as she streaked into a small park and collapsed against a tree, crying into her arms as she leaned against the oak.
 
   “Marissa!” I chased after her, the sidewalk rough and hot on my bare feet, then the grass cool and slick.
 
   “Go away!” she snarled when I reached her.
 
   “Listen. It wasn't what it looked like.” Fuck, that sounded as lame now as it did back in her dorm room.
 
   “What did it look like, Ruby?” Her face was twisted and mottled red.
 
   I didn't have an answer.
 
   “Because it looked like to me that you had fucked my roommate on my bed!” Her words were ice; I flinched. “So, what did I miss? Explain it to me, Ruby!”
 
   “I...”
 
   “What part of Shannon naked and you pulling up your jeans did I misconstrue? Were you practicing for a play? Helping her with her Health class?”
 
   I flushed, looking down. “I'm sorry.”
 
   “That's it?”
 
   Her disappointment slapped me. “What do you want me to say, Marissa?”
 
   “I don't know!”
 
   “I love you.” I reached out for her hand. She ripped it back.
 
   “Then why did you fuck her?”
 
   “I was horny.” It sounded so lame, but when my clitoris tingles it's so hard to resist the other women. Every day, I struggled to keep from straying, fighting my urges to hit on every coed that walks by with a cute ass. Then Shannon steps up to me naked, touching her body, coming on to me, her pussy just inches from my lips. I couldn't help myself.
 
   She threw her arms up. “You were horny!”
 
   “You know what happens when I get aroused.” I looked around, then whispered, “My magic gets wild. I needed some relief, and she was there...”
 
   “And don't I give you enough relief?”
 
   “You do, but—”
 
   “You couldn't have waited for me to get back?”
 
   “I tried, Marissa.”
 
   “So it's my fault you cheated?”
 
   I winced. “No. No, it's my fault. I just...lost control. Shannon was naked and—”
 
   “Baloney, Ruby! I've seen the way you eye other women! You couldn't wait to fool around on me!”
 
   “That's not true!” I couldn't help it if I appreciated other women's beauty now. The Feminine Mysteries Isis shared with me transformed my world. “It just...happened.” How could I explain to her the overwhelming lust that seizes me. Isis transformed me into a lesbian witch. “It was an accident.”
 
   “Right.” Derision dripped off her tongue. “You just accidentally fell into my naked roommate's pussy! On my bed!”
 
   “Listen, Marissa. I love you and I'm really sorry. I'd take it back if I could.”
 
   “But you can't!” Her face twisted with rage. “I can't believe I loved a witch! A lesbian witch! Stay away from me, Ruby! You disgust me!”
 
   If she had hit me, it would have hurt less.
 
   My girlfriend, this amazing woman that had become my universe in a matter of days, despised me and my magic. She stormed off, leaving my heart shattered into a billion pieces. Why had I ever cast this spell? I fought the tears as I stumbled back to my dorm room, not wanting to break down in front of anyone. Why had I cheated? Why had I messed everything up?
 
   Later, after crying out all of my tears, I sat on the floor of my dorm room, clutching my grimoire on my lap; the black leather of its cover stained with my tears, leaving discolored trickles across the embossed, naked, and lush image of Isis that adorned it. This was all the books fault that I was feeling this pain. I wish I had never found it in my grandmother's attic.
 
   You disgust me!
 
   I didn't really believe the spell would work, but I had been so desperate to have what it promised. So I had dedicated myself to the Goddess Isis and she shared the Feminine Mysteries with me as she transformed my body. I just wanted to finally be beautiful instead of plain and average. And the spell had enhanced me, taking away my acne, vanishing the fat on my thighs and butt, adding a bit of color to my cheeks. 
 
   And it made me appreciate the beauty of women. And...I think I was enchanted. That every woman know desired me. Look at how Shannon had pursued me. She had to have me. She burned with the desire for me.
 
   It's the Feminine Mysteries fault. What Isis shared with me made me so horny. When I see a pretty girl, my blood pumps fiercely, driving me to bury my face into a girl's pussy, or to summon a sexy toy and fuck their tight holes. How could I resist naked Shannon throwing herself at me? If I hadn't cast this spell, I wouldn't be hurting so much.
 
   “That's it!” I exclaimed out loud, laughing almost hysterically. “A spell!”
 
   There had to be some spell or incantation in this damned book to fix my broken heart. Please, let there be a way to take this pain away. I frantically flipped through the yellowed pages of the Isis's book, searching for anything in the Greek text that would help me. I was so desperate to stop hurting. Marissa was such a special woman, and I had thrown her away just to get a taste of that slut, Shannon!
 
   I found the spell. It was easy to cast. I didn't hesitate one bit.
 
   “Spirits of Love and Memory!” I chanted in Koine Greek, “Reach into my broken heart. Mend my shattered love and remove this pain! Let love's sting no longer trouble me!”
 
   A great weight lifted off my shoulders. My eyes no longer felt swollen. I couldn't remember why I had been crying, but I was relieved that whatever sudden fit had overcome me had passed. I was still completely baffled by whatever had made me so sad. It was such a great day. The sun was shining, probably one the last nice days of the year before the weather turned bad in October. 
 
   I felt that warm tingle in my clitoris and an itch in my pussy. I needed to find me a pretty woman and get laid—the perfect way to end a wondrous day. I squeezed my thighs together in my tight jeans, rubbing at my clit. 
 
   “Umm, that feels nice,” I sighed, reaching down to scratch at my itch through my jeans. The best part about living in a dorm full of women was a playmate was just a room away. I'm sure I could find a nice coed to spread her thighs and let me eat her pussy.
 
   I paused at my floor mirror on my way out the door, giving myself a look. I was hot. My honey-brown hair fell in curly ringlets about my blemishless face. My breasts were cupped in a lovely, low-cut halter top, my nipples dimpling the fabric, clearly showing that I wore no bra, and my jeans were skin tight, hugging my perfectly round rear and plainly outlining the lips of my pussy. I had a hot cameltoe
 
   There was a lounge on the first floor where I'm sure I could find a cutie to have some fun with. I had a roll in my hips as I walked out of my dorm, my breasts bouncing and jiggling, and my pussy itching in my panties, eager to have some fun. Wonderful. I had a jaunt in my steps as I headed down the stairs.
 
   I was going to get me some juicy pussy!
 
   I took a right at the base of the stairs, walking through an open doorway into a small lounge full of mismatched couches, love seats, recliners, a Foosball machine, and various vending machines stocked with drinks, snacks, and junk food.
 
   “It'll be okay, Marissa.” The lounge was empty except for a blonde woman sobbing while Melody cradled her and stroked her hair.
 
   I didn't recognize the blonde. She must not live in this dorm because I knew all the women who lived here. But she didn't matter; I had eyes only for the redheaded Melody. She had green eyes that sparkled and the most gorgeous freckles dusting her heart-shaped face. And those tits. Big and juicy in her tight crop top. I bet those would feel wonderful on my cheeks as I rubbed my face between them.
 
   “Ruby,” gasped Melody as I sauntered over. “Um, maybe you shouldn't be here.” She gave a significant glance at the blonde.
 
   I gave her a strange look, wondering what she meant. The blonde didn't matter, she could never hurt me again. “You are looking outstanding today,” I smiled, reaching out to touch her red hair.
 
   Melody gaped, red staining her pale cheeks. The enchantment Isis left on me worming into Melody's mind, twisting her lusts to focus on me.
 
   “What is wrong with you!” snarled the blonde.
 
   “Is Melody your girlfriend?” I asked, still toying with Melody's lock.
 
   “Are you trying to hurt me more, Ruby?”
 
   “Why would I try and hurt you? I don't even know you.”
 
   “Oh, so you're just going to pretend I don't even exist,” snapped the blonde. “Real mature.”
 
   “I honestly don't know who you are.” I moved my hand to cup Melody's cheek; she felt so warm and silky.
 
   Melody let out a soft, feminine sigh.
 
   “Don't play along with her!” the blonde cried to Melody. “Are all my friends going to fuck my girlfriend?”
 
   “Sorry,” Melody purred, her green eyes flashing up at me. “She's just so...um, yummy.”
 
   “This better be a joke, Melody! She just cheated on me and now you're letting her stroke your face!”
 
   When did I cheat on this blonde? Whatever, she didn't matter. She couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   “I'm sorry, Marissa, but—” I stroked the redhead's lips with my thumb; she didn't need to speak.
 
   “I have something for you,” I purred, shifting to put my crotch right in her face.
 
   Melody's eyes widened. “What? Is it in your pocket?”
 
   “It's her pussy,” snarled the Blonde, her face twisted. “Her whorish, slutty cunt!”
 
   “It is,” I grinned. “And it's hot and wet, and it just needs to be satisfied” I raised my eyebrows. “Want to see how wet I am?”
 
   “Oh, wow... I do want to see it!” Melody, her hand shaking, reached out and caressed my pussy through my jeans; pleasure shuddered through me.
 
   She gave me a few more caresses, than Melody's fingers found the snap of my jeans. I squirmed as the zipper rasped down, exposing the waistband of my skimpy panties. I licked my lips as she peeled my jeans down my thighs.
 
   “You're so wet!” Melody groaned.
 
   “See, she's a whore!”
 
   I ignored the blonde; she couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   “Why don't you lick me,” I purred to Melody.
 
   “I shouldn't.” She flashed a guilty look at the blonde, then pulled my panties down. The air was cool on the shaved lips of my pussy. Melody let out a growl, then buried her face between my thighs. I shuddered as she licked me, her tongue sliding through my folds.
 
   “Jeez, Melody! What is wrong with you?” snapped the blonde
 
   Melody's reply was muffled by my pussy.
 
   “Ruby, why do you want to hurt me?” There was such pain in her voice.
 
   “I don't even know you,” I sighed, rotating my hips, savoring the feel of Melody's hot mouth on my pussy. “Like I keep saying.”
 
   The blonde stood up and grabbed my chin, turning my face so I stared into her blue eyes—a stranger's eyes. “You really don't know me, Ruby?”
 
   “No.”
 
   She peered at me, then sighed. “What did you do? Did you cast a spell?”
 
   How did she know about that my magic? “No,” I said, trying to sound bemused. “That's crazy.”
 
   She glanced at Melody licking my pussy—that tongue felt wonderful curling through my folds—then asked me, “Is this what it's like for you? Women unable to resist their desire for you and you too horny to stop them.”
 
   “I guess.”
 
   “Lord, you really couldn't help yourself.” Pain filled her face. “Oh, Ruby, I'll find a way to fix you.”
 
   “I don't need fixing.” I needed to ignore this blonde and concentrate on Melody's mouth and that delightful tongue swirling around my clit; I shuddered in delight. “Well, if you don't mind, I'm trying to have some fun here.”
 
   “I love you,” whispered the blonde, then she turned and left.
 
   I shrugged. She couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   I stroked Melody's red hair, savoring the delight of her tongue dancing around my clit before she shoved two fingers into my pussy, the pleasure thrilling through me. My eyes looked down at her heaving breasts, so big and lovely, jiggling as she swirled her tongue through my slit.
 
   “That's it,” I groaned. “Love my pussy.”
 
   Those tits were so exciting. I needed bury my face between them. I wanted to suck and lick at her nipples.
 
   I stepped back from her, her lips leaving my pussy; she moaned in protest and her green eyes blinked in confusion. I peeled off my jeans and panties, kicking off my sandals in the process. I walked to a nearby chair, swaying my ass and flashing a come-hither smile over my shoulder at Melody. Then I peeled off my top, dropping it carelessly to the floor.
 
   It was freeing being naked in my dorm's communal lounge. My own sex den where I ruled as queen.
 
   I sat down with all the grace and beauty of a queen ascending her throne, my perfect breasts jiggling as I sat. I spread my thighs, exposing my juicy pussy to Melody's eyes.
 
   “That pussy looks delicious.” Melody moaned, her voice was full of awe.
 
   I crooked my finger at her. “I want to feel those tits on my face.”
 
   “Someone could walk in,” she gasped as she stood up, crossing to me, unable to resist my enchantment. Thank you, Isis, for sharing your Mysteries with me.
 
   “That's what makes it so exciting.”
 
   She peeled off her crop top, her heavy breasts bouncing, topped by fat, dark-red nipples centered in areolas the size of silver dollars. “I guess it does make it exciting.”
 
   I licked my lips, squirming on the chair.
 
   “What happened to you, Ruby? You used to be so...”
 
   “Boring?” I suggested.
 
   “Yeah.” Melody straddled my waist, those magnificent breasts bouncing in front of my face. “Now, you're so wild.”
 
   “I reinvented myself”
 
   “Yes, you did,” she breathed, leaning forward.
 
   I buried my face between her breasts. I rubbed them on my cheek as. She gasped and moaned as I found her hard nipples. I sucked and groaned, sucking on her nipple. She purred in delight, her fingers caressing my face as I suckled and nursed.
 
   They were amazing tits.
 
   “Do you like my beauties?”
 
   “Oh, yeah. I love them,” I moaned between sucks. I nipped and nuzzled, my fingers caressing her body.
 
   “Keep licking,” gasped Melody. “I love it when guys play with my tits, and your lips are even better.”
 
   I needed more. My poor pussy needed to cum as well. I wanted to trib her. To rub our rub our pussies together. I shuddered in with my need, my pussy on fire. I had to rug and grind on this slut. I wanted to feel her flesh pressed against mine. I would explode if I didn't.
 
   “Spirits of lust,” I whispered between her tits. “Remove my lovers clothing so we may writhe in passion.
 
   Melody gasped as her pants and panties vanished. I seized her plump ass, giving each cheek a squeeze, and then I pulled her down against me. She gasped as our pussies pressed together, hot flesh sliding. I shuddered in delight as our silky, wet vulvas kissed and rubbed. Our clits nudged, sparking pleasure through me. Waves of pleasure washed through my body, bathing my nerves in bliss.
 
   “That's it!” I groaned. “Work your pussy on mine!”
 
   “Oh, this is so hot!” Melody groaned. “I love rubbing my pussy on yours! It's amazing!”
 
   “Yes!” I moaned in agreement.
 
   She worked her hips faster, friction burning hot between our pussies. I sucked and nibbled on her fat nipples, sucking on them as waves of electricity sparked through me. The chair creaked beneath us as we tribbed. I loved her hot pussy rubbing on mine while my face was buried between her soft and pliant tits.
 
   “Um, I love it! Love your tits!” I moaned.
 
   “And do you love this?” Melody purred.
 
   Her hips bucked into me, sliding her clit through the lips of my pussy, ending at my own, hard nub. I gasped as pleasure sparked as our clits kissed and ground together.. I thrust my hips up, rubbing hard into her pussy, increasing the pleasure that burned between us. And all the while I kept feasting and enjoying her silky tits and hard nipples, licking and sucking them, my hands squeezing as another surge of pleasure shot through me.
 
   “Yes!” I gasped. “I love it! You delightful slut! Trib me harder! Let's cum together!”
 
   It was amazing. Her tits felt wonderful on my lips and her pussy felt magical tribbing against my vulva. And at any moment another woman might walk in, a pair of lust-filled eyes to watch us trib. Every arch of her hip grinding her hot sex against me built the pressure inside me. My body tensed; that wonderful release neared. I moaned and groaned, sucking and pinching her nipples. My breath quickened and the chair creaked as I writhed.
 
   “Oh, snap!” a woman cried out. “What the hell are you two doing?”
 
   “I'm tribbing Ruby as she sucks on my titties!” moaned Melody.
 
   “What? How?” asked Vaniquae, a gorgeous, Black coed with a nice pair of tits and a killer ass.
 
   She walked around Melody, curiosity in her dark eyes. She gasped, licking her plump lips as she witnessed our bodies grinding together. Lust kindled in Vaniquae's eyes, her thighs pressed together, and her breath quickened.
 
   I had a beautiful audience. My pussy exploded. I gasped and writhed beneath Melody, arching my hips to rub my cumming sex into her spongy flesh. The pleasure rolled through me. I shuddered in delight, sucking hard on her tits. Melody gasped, a flood of warmth bathing my pussy as she writhed into me. 
 
   “Oh, Ruby!” Melody gasped. “Oh, wow, that's amazing!”
 
   “Fuck!” gasped Vaniquae. “That is hot!”
 
   Melody shuddered, moving her body to sit on the chairs armrest. Both our thighs were covered with each other's cream. I ran a finger up Melody's thighs, gathering our creamy juices, then I held them out to Vaniquae.
 
   “Have a taste,” I purred, the last few ripples of my orgasm surging through my body.
 
   “I can't,” muttered Vaniquae.
 
   “Sure you can,” I panted, my body singing with my pleasure. “Look at that yummy cream on my finger.”
 
   “Yeah.” The redhead swiped her finger up my thigh. “Make Ruby happy and lick our fingers clean!”
 
   The Black coed licked her lips, falling under my enchantment. “I shouldn't.” She moved closer “It's so wrong.” She leaned down. “I'm no tramp.” Her tongue swirled about my finger, tasting our pussy cream. “I'm not a lesbian.” Vaniquae licked Melody's finger again, sucking on it and moaning.
 
   “You sure you're not a lesbian?” I asked, proffering one of Melody's heavy tits. Vaniquae groaned, leaning down and sucking Melody's dark-red nipple into her hungry mouth.
 
   “I think she is,” giggled Melody. “She seems to love my nipple.”
 
   The nipple popped out of Vaniquae's mouth, and she looked up, her eyes widening in shock. “Wow. Maybe I am.”
 
   “Just keep licking,” Melody moaned. “Your mouth feels amazing!”
 
   The redhead grabbed Vaniquae's shoulders, pulling the Black coed back to her tits. Vaniquae's face buried between those amazing, pillowy breasts. Melody was maybe too enthusiastic at pulling Vaniquae into her cleavage, and they fell back onto the carpet in a tangle of ivory and ebony limbs, Vaniquae's lush ass waggling at me covered in a pair of booty shorts.
 
   My pussy itched and a naughty idea popped into my head.
 
   “Spirits of Lust, gift me with the toy to please my lover,” I chanted, casting my spell.
 
   I pictured the same strap-on I fucked Shannon with earlier. The black harness materialized about my waist and thighs, a thick dildo sprouting from the tip. I adjusted the straps, licking my lips as I  leered at Vaniquae's delicious booty
 
   I dropped to my knees, rubbing her ass through the tight shorts. She was plush and plump, a little cushion for the pushin'. I ripped her shorts down, exposing a pair of cute, ruffled, sky-blue panties. I pressed the pantie's gusset into her vulva, rubbing along her slit. Wet warmth bled through and staining her gusset dark.
 
   I pulled down those cute panties. Her chocolate ass was gorgeous, and her pussy was pink surrounded by dark flesh. The air reeked of sweat and her tangy pussy, exciting my lust. I leaned down and took a long swipe up her slit, savoring her cream. And I kept licking up through her taint to her tasty asshole, swirling around her puckered anus.
 
   “Fuck!” Vaniquae moaned as my tongue wormed into her sour asshole. I worked my tongue in deep, pushing it around, savoring the velvet tightness. I bet she would love to feel my fake cock  reaming her tight hole. 
 
   My clit throbbed. I wanted a piece of her ass.
 
   I rose up, smacking her rear with a stinging slap, her ebony cheeks jiggling. “Spirits of lust, lube my tool to please my lover.” Strawberry-flavored lube, my favorite, appeared on the dildo. I smeared some of the lube on my fingers and shoved them into her asshole, worming into her hot, tight bowels.
 
   “Shit!” gasped Vaniquae. “You're not fucking my ass, right, Ruby?”
 
   “Oh, I am,” I purred, pulling my fingers.
 
   I cast another spell and used my finger to lube her asshole. I kept pumping until my fingers slid in and out with ease, making obscene, wet noises as I reamed her. When I pulled my fingers away, her asshole gleamed with my juices. 
 
   I gave her ass another slap. “Ready?”
 
   “Shit,” Vaniquae moaned. “I guess.”
 
   “You'll love it, honey!” I laughed. “Why don't you eat Melody's pussy to take your mind off your anal deflowerment.”
 
   “Ohh, that sounds yummy,” Melody giggled, sliding along the floor so Vaniquae's face was now between her thighs. Vaniquae pulled down Melody's jean shorts and panties, exposing a thick, fiery bush. Vaniquae's dark finger dipped into the flames, finding Melody's clitoris; the redhead gasped and twitched her hips.
 
   Vaniquae buried her face into Melody's cunt. I buried the dildo into Vaniquae's ass.
 
   Her asshole spread open, swallowing the monster while the dildo's base pressed into my clit.
 
   I groaned. It was fantastic. Pleasure sparked through me as I reamed her. The pressure on my clit drove me to fuck her harder and faster. Her asscheeks jiggled as I plunged into her. Vaniquae gasped and moaned as she devoured Melody's cunt, her hips pressing back into my strokes.
 
   “Fuck! Fuck!” groaned Melody. “Shit! Have you eaten pussy before, Vaniquae? Because you are dynamite!”
 
   “Are you a carpet muncher?” I moaned, giving that delightful rear a slap, watching her dark flesh jiggle. “Do you love cunt?”
 
   “Yes!” Vaniquae moaned. “I never wanted to admit it, but I love to spread a girl open and dip my tongue into her pink and taste her excitement!”
 
   I plowed into Vaniquae's ass, her butt-cheeks rippling and jiggling with the force of my stroke; her face pressed deeper into Melody's cunt. The redhead's body shifted, her tits quavering. She grasped her dark-red nipples and pinched them, pulling them up as she tossed her head back and forth.
 
   Lust boiled in the room. Every time I inhaled, I could smell the sweat and excitement. Salt and tart and tang all mixed together. I gripped Vaniquae's hips as I pounded her, delighting in the feel of her asscheeks slapping against my groin when I buried the fake cock all the way into her. She gasped and shuddered when I drew back. When I thrust back in, my own tits bouncing and heaving, my dusky nipples dancing.
 
   “Take my girl-cock, slut!” I groaned. “Shit! Your ass is fucking tight! I love it!”
 
   “Fuck her!” Melody hissed. “Fuck the little ass-slut!”
 
   “What the fuck?” gasped a woman.
 
   Another woman gave a nervous giggle. “Are they making one of those college dorm pornos?”
 
   Lust filled the room, charging the air with sexual energy—the Feminine Mysteries. I channeled the sensual force, muttering a spell and throwing it at the two coeds—Kylie and Lily. They fell on each other like a pair of hungry minxes, lips locking, arms entwining, hips grinding. I couldn't understand why I had held back since Isis had gifted me with the Mysteries. Why hadn't I used my powers fully? I had the knowledge for over two weeks and only fucked Shannon an hour ago. 
 
   Wait, that couldn't be right. I had to have fucked someone else...
 
   She couldn't hurt me anymore.
 
   “Rip her pants off, Kylie!” I yelled, “then fingerfuck the little slut!”
 
   Kylie obeyed, falling to her knees and pulling down Lily's jeans. Lily's pussy was adorned by a neatly-trimmed, blonde bush, and Kylie wasted no time shoving her fingers into Lily's twat and fingering the coed.
 
   “Oh, yes!” moaned Lily, playing with one of Kylie's pigtails. “Finger my twat, slut!”
 
   I kept fucking Vaniquae's delectable ass as I surveyed my kingdom. I was the ruler here. Every woman that walked in was my subject, ready to submit to my lusts. Dinner was approaching, and more of the coeds were returning to the dorm, joining Lily and Kylie in the sapphic orgy spread out before me. Women kissed, licked breasts and pussy, ground cunts together, rimmed assholes, or worshiped feet and toes.
 
   Shannon walked in and was caught by my magic, striding forward, peeling off her shorts and panties, and sat down on Melody's face. Her black-hair still damp from her shower, falling wet around her naked breasts. The redhead swiped her tongue into Shannon's shaved cunt—such a delectable sight. My pussy tingled, my orgasm drawing nearer and nearer.
 
   “I'm gonna cum fucking your ass!” I moaned. “Oh, yes! And then I'm going to fuck the rest of you with my big dildo!”
 
   “Oh, yes!” gasped Shannon. “I'm your lesbian slut!”
 
   “You are all my lesbian sluts!” I howled.
 
   “Yes, Ruby!” my subjects moaned, worshiping their new queen.
 
   My body tensed. The pressure built inside me, aching to burst through me. I shuddered, fucking her like a pile driver. My pleasure swelled as I buried the dildo into her ass. Vaniquae groaned as she bucked back into my thrust, cumming with me. The pleasure washed through me.
 
   I drove in one last time as the pleasure burned through my body. The rapture burst inside my pussy, sending waves of sensation through me. Juices ran down my thighs. My fingers dug into Vaniquae's hips as I was buffeted by the electric current shocking through my body.
 
   “Oh, yes,” I panted. “That was amazing!”
 
   I pulled out, my dildo glistening with the strawberry lube, and sank down on a chair, fanning my face. I couldn't help but smile as I surveyed my subjects. So many beautiful, young women loving and pleasuring each other, naked and unashamed of their bodies. They had found delights with each other the way Isis desired. White, Black, Asian, and Hispanic. The most beautiful rainbow in the world, and all mine to play with.
 
   “Which one of you lovely ladies should I fuck next?” I mused.
 
   They all looked at me, hope blossoming in their eyes—my lovely subjects.
 
   “How about me?” purred a voice.
 
   The blonde was standing naked at the doorway, her tits large, her body curvy, and a thick, pink dildo strapped to her waist.
 
   


  
 

Sultry Preview of “Lesbian Lust”
 
   I yanked the door open, prepare to deliver a tongue lashing. I almost choked.
 
   “Hi, Shannon. Is Marissa around?”
 
   My cheeks went beat red. Gorgeous, perfect Ruby stood at my door wearing the cutest, pink top that hugged her round breasts like a lover's hands, her hard nipples peaking through the fabric—she clearly wasn't wearing a bra. 
 
   Shit! I'm a mess, wearing a pair of sweats and a loose T-shirt—comfort clothing. My black hair must be an awful wreck. I hadn't left the dorm all morning. I wasn't even wearing any makeup. Oh, no, Ruby's going to think I'm a complete slob.
 
   “So, is Marissa here?” Ruby asked, an amused smile on her face. “Earth to Shannon?”
 
   “Um, no,” I said, shaking my head. “She's at the library, I think.”
 
   “No. I just checked. And she's not answering her phone.” A hint of panic entered Ruby's voice.
 
   “She probably forgot her charger and her phone died,” I told her, patting her on the shoulder. “She does it all the time.”
 
   “Oh, okay.” Ruby stirred. “Um, do you mind if I wait in here. I really need to see her.” She shifted her wait, dancing on the balls of her feet like she had some great itch or needed to pee really bad. Her cheeks were flushed and I smiled—she was horny for her lover.
 
   This was my chance.
 
   “Yes, come in,” I smiled at her. “You're Marissa's girlfriend. Make yourself at home.”
 
   “Thanks,” she smiled; my heart beat faster.
 
   I was going to do this. I was going to seduce my roommate's lover. My stomach felt like it was twisted in knots, but my pussy had turned into liquid warmth. My curiosity had to be satiated. I had to know how amazing the sex was to turn my uptight, religious roommate gay.
 
   But first I had to do something about my appearance.
 
   “I'm going to take a shower,” I smiled at her. “Hope you don't think I'm being rude, but I have a hot date tonight.”
 
   “Oh, no,” Ruby nodded, sitting on Marissa's bed, folding her legs up and sitting cross legged. My eyes fell on her tight jeans hugging her flesh, digging into her vulva and forming a hot cameltoe. “So, who's your date with?”
 
   “It's a secret,” I giggled, walking to my bathroom. “If you're good, maybe I'll tell you.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” she shrugged.
 
   I ripped off my baggy clothing, starting up the shower. I impatiently shoved my hand beneath the water, waiting for it to heat up. “Come on,” I hissed. I only had so much time. Marissa could return, and I wanted to have done the deed before she returned.
 
   Finally, the water warmed up and I leaped in, grabbing my loofah and body wash, soaping my round breasts, my nipples tingling, and perky butt. I dunked my black hair beneath the spray, lathered up with my apricot-scented shampoo and conditioner. And then I grabbed my razor. I was a little stubbly and I wanted to be perfect. I deftly shaved my legs, learning to do it while standing in the shower was a skill I had quickly mastered, then I carefully shaved my pubic mound and vulva, making sure I was smooth as silk.
 
   Was Ruby shaved? What must it be like to lick a pussy covered in hair. Would it tickle my face. The water was suddenly cold, snapping me out of my reverie. I needed to be quick. I couldn't blow this golden opportunity. I turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and wiped off my skin. Then I wrapped a fresh towel around my wet hair, and stepped out of the bathroom naked, crossing the room to my closet.
 
   “Oh, um, hi,” Ruby gasped. “I'm still here.”
 
   “I know,” I smiled at her over my shoulder. “I hope you don't mind. Just us girl's here.”
 
   “Uh, no, I don't mind.” Her voice sounded like liquid sex. She could bottle that sound and make millions. 
 
   As I stood before my closet, I could feel her eyes on my ass. Feeling very naughty, I bent over, my legs slightly spread, and gave her a good view of my shaved pussy between my thighs; Ruby groaned.
 
   “Do you mind if I ask your opinion,” I said, turning around and facing her, my breasts jiggling.
 
   “Sure.” She licked her lips then smiled.
 
   “Am I pretty?”
 
   “Uh-huh.” Her hand reached out, grabbing one of Marissa's pillows and pulling it onto her lap, hugging it to her. And maybe pressing it against her itching pussy, getting some relief. A pleased smile split my lips.
 
   “You're not just saying that?”
 
   “No, Shannon. Trust me. You are stunning.”
 
   I took a few steps towards her, squeezing my right breast. “And my tits aren't too small?”
 
   “There's no such thing as that. Believe me. They're all beautiful.”
 
   “But mine are smaller than Marissa's. And you must really love hers.”
 
   “I love everything about her,” Ruby purred. “She's amazing.”
 
   I took another step, reaching Marissa's bed.
 
   “And what about shaved pussies?” I asked her, dragging my finger down my taught stomach to my bare pubic mound, idly tracing a circle above my aching clit. “As someone that loves pussy, which do you prefer.”
 
   “I'm partial to a landing strip,” she answered. “Best of both worlds.”
 
   I traced my finger down the imaginary line of a landing strip, ending at my clitoris. “I bet it just draws your eyes right to what your mouth is hungry for, right?”
 
   “Yes, it does.” Ruby licked her lips, then her right hand reached out, resting on my hip; electricity surged through me. “Are you seducing me, Shannon?”
 
   “You're my roommate's lover,” I purred, taking a half-step forward, my legs pressing against Marissa's bed. “I wouldn't do that.”
 
   “Then what are you doing?”
 
   “Just satisfying my curiosity.”
 
   Ruby's finger traced my pelvic bone down into my groin, stopping just before my clitoris. I wanted her to move that finger a little bit more and touch my aching nub. “And what are you curious about?”
 
   “Being with a woman. Could you help me out?”
 
   “I love mentoring young ladies.” She leaned forward, pressing the pillow hard into her lap. “You're making me do something very wrong, Shannon.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Cheating on Marissa.”
 
   “It's not cheating. You're mentoring.”
 
   Ruby growled like a hungry lioness, and buried her face between my thighs. Her tongue touched my clit. Fireworks burst inside me. 
 
   If you want to read more, Lesbian Lust (Dorm Magic 1) is available from Amazon and is free to borrow for Kindle Unlimited subscribers!
 
   


  
 

Other Works by Desiree Michaels
 
   Check out Desiree Michael's catalog of passionate, lesbian erotica on Amazon! If you sexy women expressing their desire and love for each other, than you'll love the sultry stories Desiree pens!
 
   Sapphic Masseuse:  The lesbian witches of the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor tease and please their female clients!
 
   A Seductive Touch: Evelyn's divorce is stressing her out. So her friend suggests she visit the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor where she gets the most relaxing massage ever at the hands, and tongue, of her sexy masseuse. Evelyn is plunged into the world of sapphic love and revels in it!
 
   Eager to Please: Evelyn wants to be a sapphic masseuse at the Lady's Touch Massage Parlor, a woman's only, happy ending parlor. All she has to do is prove to Rhonda and Michelle, the lesbian owners, that she knows how to please a woman in every way possible.
 
   Seductive Arts: The sexy and vivacious Monique teaches Evelyn how to seduce a woman into a passionate, sapphic sex while taking a hot and steamy shower!
 
   Slippery Fun: Evelyn seduces Fumi during a nuri massage and the married, Japanese woman discovers just how much fun being with a woman dripping in oil can be!
 
   Sensual Dance: Evelyn takes her girlfriend Fumi out dancing and the pair have a hot threesome on the dance floor with Kelly!
 
   Menage Surprise: Evelyn and her girlfriend Fumi seduce Anna, the woman that destroyed Evelyn's marriage. Evelyn is eager to get back at her ex-husband and give Anna the best sex ever!
 
   Dorm Magic: Things change in the dorms when Ruby is shown the Feminine Mysteries by Isis. Love and lust swirls as Ruby's magic unleashes a tide of lesbian passion.
 
   Lesbian Lust: Shannon can't stop thinking about Ruby. She wants to know how Ruby seduced Marissa and put such a big smile on the religious girl's face. Shannon's lusts swell and she sets out to seduce Ruby, falling under the lesbian witch's spell.
 
   


  
 

About Desiree
 
   Desiree Michaels was raised in a wholesome household. But beneath her innocent face lurks a dirty mind. Desiree loves women, and wants to share all they sexy fun two (or more) women can get up to together. Nothing is more sensual than a woman's touch, a woman's kiss, and nothing is more passionate than sapphic lust!
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