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Chapter
One

 


 


Hi... it’s Britny, and I’m sobbing.

“I just don’t get it,” I tell my BFF, Pepper
O’Riley. “Ever since we started our Junior Year, Luke’s been
ignoring me.”

And she’s like, “Luke Donavan, your bad boy
hunk?”

I sniff back lots of tears and nod
miserably.

“I can’t believe that,” says Pepper, “He
loves you.”

I try to smile at Pepper. We’re in her
dorm-room at Sassieasse U. And she looks unusually HOT in her new
brunette bob, her secretarial glasses, her black, cut-off T-shirt,
no bra, just all pointy nipples and tiny bikini panties with the
words “finger food,” stenciled on the front.

“I don’t know,” I say as I twist my blonde
ponytail and pull on it sadly. “We just don’t have as much sex as
we used to.”

Pepper smirks. “I can’t believe that. How
much sex DO you have, babe?”

“Oh, four or five times a night is all,” I
sigh.

Pepper’s jaw drops and she pushes her
glasses back up onto the bridge of her nose. “Damn, that really
isn’t very much.”

“I know,” I say, and I start sobbing all
over again.

“But you’re still doing half the guys on
campus, right?” Pepper asks.

“Well yeah! I just love to keep them healthy
and happy,” I say as I try to smile. “I mean—let’s face it—it makes
me healthy and happy too.”

Pepper sits down next to me and reaches up
under my Sassy Ass plaid mini skirt so that her hand is on the top
of my thigh. It’s a very comforting gesture.

And she’s like, “Does Luke understand?”

“I don’t talk to him about it,” I say. “I
mean... you know MEN.”

“Yeah, they think they own us.”

Pepper’s fingers crawl slowly toward the
edge of my panties.

“Do you think he’s getting a little on the
side?” she asks.

My eyes suddenly burn with fury, and I jump
up like someone has just snapped my panties. “He damn well better
not be.”

“Yeah, I get that.” Pepper answers, and then
she bites her lip. “Maybe he’s tired of you.”

I fall back onto the bed next to her.

“Oh, Pepper, don’t say that.”

“Well, he could be starting to take you for
granted. If that’s the case, there’s a simple cure.”

“Simple?”

She gives me a sexy smirk. “Did you know
that I’ve become a WITCH?”

“NO WAY.”

“Way,” says Pepper.

And suddenly Pepper smiles and somehow, she
just seems to look extra hot and sexy. And now I’m fluttering my
eyelashes at her and licking my lips like some horny lesbian
cheerleader.

“Sounds AMAZING.”

And she’s like, “You would not believe it,
Brit. It is so great. You have to apply too. Just go to the
History Department for an interview. Ask about the Medieval
Witchcraft Simulation. Believe me, with tits like yours you won’t
have any problem getting in.”

I get up from the bed and start dancing
around in front of her. I mean who knew that my BFF was a hot witch
right? And now I wiggle my ass, and she’s so like, “Mmmmm.”

And then I pull down my panties and wiggle
some more, and she grabs me by the hips, pulls my backside to her,
and buries her tongue right up there. And for the next hour, it’s
just Pepper and her tongue and my anus and her pussy and my fingers
and a couple of vibrators going at it.

 


So now we’re at the Student Union Food Court,
and we both have on our Sassy Ass University sophomore miniskirts
(with no panties), and our little tank tops. And Pepper picks up a
big, thick piece of Italian sausage with her fork and takes a big
juicy bite out of it, and I watch the grease dribble over her chin,
and down her neck and into her cleavage and I want to lick it up.
But then I’m hypnotized for a second as she grabs a big, pink
Sassieasse napkin, wipes off her sexy lips, her long neck and then
reaches up inside her shirt and goes after those hot little boobs
of hers. She’s making quite a show of it. My mouth has already
dropped open, and I just stare at her. But then finally I remember
our conversation, and I say, “So tell me more about the simulation,
babe.”

And she’s, “It’s witchcraft, Brit, a
simulation of a witches’ coven in the middle ages. And you actually
get to become a witch and have sex with Satan.”

Not to be outdone by my friend’s sausage
eating, I pick up a piece of barbequed rib and tear into it with my
teeth. So, the sauce is getting all over my lips, and I wipe my
chin and then lick my sticky fingers one at a time.

“I’m not sure I want to fuck the devil,” I
say through all the barbeque sauce.

“That’s cause you haven’t seen his tongue,”
giggles Pepper as she raises another sausage to her lips and starts
licking the sauce off of it.

“His tongue is really long?”

“And forked.”

“A devil with a forked tongue?”

“Can you imagine how good that feels inside
your pussy?”

“No?” I say honestly. And then – just to
keep our little game going – I grab another spare rib and let my
tongue flutter all over it. “Kinda like that?”

“Mmmmm,” says Pepper as she half-closes her
eyes and gives me that “FUCK ME” stare.

And I’m like, “Sounds too dangerous. I don’t
like to mess with the supernatural.”

“No. Listen,” says Pepper. “There are safe
words and everything. I got scared once when they tied me down to
some altar and poured cream all over me and then unleashed about
fifty kittens.”

“Damn!” I’m gnawing away at another spare
rib now.

“Yeah. The kittens were licking my nipples
with their sandy little tongues and lapping cream from my belly
button, and then they started crawling up between my thighs, making
their way to my pussy, and I just screamed out, “STOPIT!”

“Stop it?”

“You know, the safe word. And then Gregory,
he’s the warlock in the group, he just comes over and chases away
all the kittens and carries me over to a little side altar, and
just fucks me plain vanilla style, for an hour or so… all sweet and
gentle like.”

“No anal?”

“Well, of course, there was anal. I mean
what kind of a Witches’ Sabbath would it be without anal sex?”

“Did he, you know, use his forked tongue on
your hot little butt hole?”

Pepper rolls her eyes. “Duh, the
devil has the forked tongue, bitch. This was Gregory, the
warlock. He doesn’t have a forked tongue, just a nice thick
cock.”

She picks up another hunk of Italian sausage
and starts tonguing it like it’s some guy’s penis... probably the
guy with the thick cock.

“You gotta do it, Brit,” she says.

“I don’t know, sounds scary even with the
safe word.”

Pepper bites down hard onto the sausage and
sends another spurt of grease over her chin, down her neck and into
that tempting cleavage of hers.

“Come on, Brit,” she says gesturing at me
with the sausage.

“Well,” I begin, “Will you let me lick all
that grease off your titties right now?”

“Will you sign up tonight?”

I bit my lip, think for maybe half a second
while Pepper lifts up her shirt and flashes me with her small,
firm, greasy, naked boobs. And I’m so like, “I’d love to.” And then
I’m over on her side of the booth, pushing up her shirt and licking
the grease off of her titties, and yeah, some frat boys surround
our table and start clapping as they watch. And of course, when we
finish, we take them all back to our room and fuck them for the
rest of the evening. It was really fun.


 


Chapter Two


 


So, now it’s nighttime, and I’m walking over
to the musty, dusty part of the Sassieasse Campus, where the ivy is
so thick it feels like it’s going to attack me. It’s where the
History and Creative Arts Departments have their offices. I bounce
my way through an old archway that feels like I’m walking backward
in time. And there’s a little desk at the front entrance to the
History Hall. And who do I find sitting there, dressed like a
harlequin? But my old buddy and sometimes friend with benefits,
Ronny Ramrod. He’s an exchange student from England and also a
little person.

“Britny,” he says with his deep voice and
that cool accent, “I wondered when you’d get around to some
witchcraft.”

“I hear that the devil has a monstrous
dick,” I say with a smile.

“Satan?” laughs Ronny. “Almost as big as
mine.”

I nod. “You are big... for a little person.”
And then we just stare at each other, and I know we are both
thinking of doing it right on that table.

“What do you say, Brit,” he whispers, “A
nice little pre-witchcraft boink?”

I giggle. “Sounds tempting. Maybe when I get
through with the simulation.”

“No time like the present.”

“Better wait.”

“Okay. Your loss, babe,” says Ronny and then
he whips out a folder loaded with all kinds of paperwork.

“Here’s your consent form,” he says holding
up a thick document. “It
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