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Sign up here and claim your FREEBIE smut, get first dibs on new releases, bundles and sales, access bonus contents, sneak peaks and other steamy stuffs. 

Email me for questions, feedback, spicy fan theories... I read them all!
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It started because some of my students missed midterms due to various things—tournament schedules, seasonal flu, “family emergencies,” and a few suspicious cases of food poisoning that coincidentally aligned with Coachella.

I had to come up with an extra credit opportunity to keep them from tanking the semester, so I gave them three options to make up the grade: a makeup essay, a reflection paper, or observing a Samhain ritual with a local coven on October 31st, Halloween.

Among my students were five varsity athletes: tall, restless, and allergic to anything that involved typing more than a paragraph. Naturally, they all chose the ritual because, apparently, a night with witches sounded easier than five pages of actual work.

“We’re only there to observe,” I stressed. “Not join. Just take notes, write a reflection, and try not to offend anyone who can curse you.”

They laughed, of course. The idea of witches and real magic didn’t exactly fit between protein shakes and practice drills.

When I told them to dress warmly, Marcus, a track star, grinned. “We can’t all pull off the bundled-up look like you, Professor. If I wear too many layers, I’ll just look like a stuffed sausage.”

“Totally,” Caleb, one of his track mates, chimed in, his eyes sweeping from my heels to the black hair tumbling down my back. “The whole... autumn vibe. It’s working for you.”

I forced a laugh, trying to ignore the sudden heat that prickled under my turtleneck. Are they flirting with me? I thought. I’m definitely too old and too professional to be enjoying it this much.

Later, when I caught my reflection in the dark classroom window and see the black turtleneck hugging my curves, the hem of my miniskirt teasing just above my knee-high boots with lipstick dark enough to count as a mood, I had to admit, it was nice knowing I could still turn the heads of men eight years my junior.

With the promise of a free A-minus dangling like a carrot, my students were soon crammed into the university van, crawling down a dirt road beneath a bruised October sky. Somewhere far off, kids already started trick-or-treating, their laughter carried thinly through the trees.

But inside our own metal box, the only sounds were the engine’s complaint and the rattle of every loose panel. The vehicle was the kind of rickety old relic that groaned every time it hit thirty miles an hour, its heater coughing more dust than warmth. I took the passenger seat, determined to shake off Marcus and Caleb’s teasing earlier. 

Tyler, a defensive lineman built like a refrigerator, was at the wheel. Behind us, the rest of the team were stuffed into seats that looked too small for these athletes’ frames: Caleb and Marcus from track in the second row; Jay from basketball and Liam from lacrosse in the third. The very back was a chaotic nest of duffel bags, jackets, and what I suspected was their entire semester’s supply of protein bars. 

We were about twenty minutes into the drive when I shifted in my seat and felt something sharp jab through the fabric. I winced, lifting my butts slightly.

“Everything okay?” Caleb called from the back.

“Fine, I guess,” I said, eyeing the heavy-gauge spring that had torn through the vinyl. “Unless tetanus is part of the itinerary.”

Caleb looked over. “Well, that doesn’t look good. You should join us in the middle row, Professor.”

“It’s fine, I can handle it—”

The van hit another pothole, and the broken spring shot up again. It was a genuine danger now, the kind that could lead to an ER visit with a very embarrassing story.

“Okay, this is officially a hazard,” I declared, turning my head around to assess the situation in the second and third row. But the van was already packed.

Before I could object, Marcus was already shifting against the window. “Just squeeze in here, Professor. You’re tiny.”

A flush crept up my neck, but the spring took another vengeful poke at the empty air, and it was a very compelling argument. Tyler pulled over, and a moment later I was wedged into the middle seat, solidly trapped between Caleb and Marcus.

“Well, this is ridiculous,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“Still better than a spring through the thigh,” Caleb pointed out.

Tyler started the van again, and with six of us crammed inside, there wasn’t much room to move. Knees pressed, shoulders brushed, and every bump in the road made us shift closer. When the van swerved to avoid a pothole, the motion sent a ripple through the packed seats. I lost my balance and was lifted right off mine, landing squarely in someone’s lap.

Marcus’.

His hands shot out on instinct, gripping my hips to steady me. The shift settled me squarely against him, and even through our clothes, the contact was dangerously intimate. The van went very still.

“Uh, sorry, Professor,” Marcus said, voice rough with embarrassment. “Guess it’s better if you just... stay like this?”

I swallowed hard, trying to sound casual. “It’s either this or a spring in my spine,” I said, my cheeks burning.

It was going to be a very long, very interesting drive.

The van rumbled on. Every bump and shift of the road pressed me down harder onto Marcus’ lap. I could feel the firm ridge of his thighs, and with each jolt, a more specific, hardening shape beneath me. My skirt had ridden up, and the thin fabric of my leggings did nothing to mute the heat of him. 

The usual jock chatter had become sparse now, interlaced by a thick, heavy tension. I could feel the weight of their collective attention, a spotlight of pure male focus on my back. I tried to sit upright, to create some space, but another pothole slammed me back down, grinding me against him. A low, quiet grunt escaped his lips, and his fingers tightened, pulling me more firmly against his growing erection.

My breath caught. As the professional wall I’d built crumbled into a raw, pulsing awareness, my body betrayed me with a warm, liquid ache that started to pulse in my pussy. I was already wet, my panties soaked, and the friction of the fabric with every movement of the van became a sweet, torturous tease.

The van slowed, and Tyler’s voice cut through the static in my head. “We’re here.”

The spell shattered. Marcus’ hands dropped from my hips, and I scrambled off his lap, my legs unsteady. The damp patch on my leggings felt like a secret burning against my skin. I kept my gaze down, smoothing my skirt with trembling fingers.

We spilled out of the van into the crisp night air. The guys shifted and adjusted their jeans, each pretending not to notice the other. I drew a slow breath, forcing my composure back on like a too-tight coat.

From the shadow of a great oak, a woman stepped forward—tall, her silver-streaked hair catching the moonlight, her smile warm but not soft.

“Professor Caine,” she said, her voice like warm honey. “I’m Maeve. We’re so pleased you and your... students could join us.” Her gaze swept over the five young men behind me, lingering on each one with a slow, appraising look. 

“Thank you for having us,” I replied, my voice coming out a little too tight.

Her eyes flicked back to me. “Oh, the pleasure is all ours. I can already feel the energy you’ve brought. So potent. So... ripe.” She let the word hang in the air between us. “Come. The circle is nearly ready. Please turn off any electronic devices and leave them on your vehicle.” 

She turned, her long skirts swishing, and led the way toward the glowing light of a bonfire. 

We complied, still too intrigued or maybe too polite to protest. Marcus elbowed Jay and murmured, “What, are we going to board an airplane or something?” earning a quick snort from one of the others.

The humor died the moment we stepped into the clearing.

A bonfire crackled at the center, flames licking up toward the night sky. About two dozen coven members stood in a ring and chanted. Some wore animal horns or flower crowns on their heads, others wore nothing. The energy was palpable. A low thrum in the air that vibrated in my chest. For a moment, pure academic pride surged through me. Look at this. A real, living tradition.

“Whoa,” Liam breathed, his usual quiet intensity sharpened. “This is... legit.”

“No kidding,” Marcus said. I could still feel the ghost of his hands on my hips. “Way better than a textbook.”

They were still snickering when a woman stepped out of the shadows. The firelight caught the curves of her body beneath a simple dark dress, and the chatter died instantly.

“Welcome, children of thought and flesh,” she murmured, her voice a thread of ageless intimacy. “This is the night the veil thins, when reason yields to deeper truths. The Goddess reaches for all who come with open hearts. Step forth, and let Her feel your fervor.”

The students fidgeted, their joking faltering as the strangeness of it all settled in.

“Tonight, we honor the great cycle,” she continued, stepping closer to the fire. Its light painted her skin in gold and shadow. “Life, death, and the sweet ache between. We celebrate it through joining—body to body, soul to soul. Here, desire is not sin; it is worship. The body is the altar, and pleasure the hymn that carries your spirit home.”

She held up a small clay bowl filled with a dark, glistening liquid. “This oil is blessed. Those who mark their foreheads choose to participate in the Great Rite. They offer their bodies as a gift to the Goddess, to be used by any who seek connection. It is the ultimate act of trust and worship.”

One by one, the coven members stepped forward, dipping a finger into the oil and drawing a shimmering line down their own foreheads. Their eyes grew heavy-lidded, their breathing deeper.

Meanwhile, my student athletes, usually so loud, stood frozen. Their hands jammed into pockets, collectively reconsidering their life choices.

“So long as the anointing oil lingers upon the flesh, the covenant holds and participation is sustained,” she said, dipping her fingers into
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