
Archer's Lane

Case 1, Part 4 

Milking the Maid's Backdoor

 

 

 

 

 

KATHRIN PISSINGER 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Text Copyright 2016 Kathrin Pissinger 

 

This is a work of fiction. All sexually active characters are at least of 18 years or older. Any resemblance to events or people, past or present, living or dead, is not just coincidental but would be fucking surprising.

 

 


There is a FREE BOOK hidden in this text! Find it! 

Hi there. Nice to meet you. Since we're about to become intimately acquainted, you can call me Kat. I'm your friendly lesbian kink explorer, smut peddler and deluxe porn story author. My stories are full of wonderfully depraved lesbian domination, doused with a good dose of peeing, some rough fisting, stretching and hard insertions, anal as much as vaginal, a little bit of public humiliation, abuse and degradation, with the occasional spanking and bondage, sometimes coupled with some gratuitous sperm play in my rare bisexual moments and, of course, all of that with lots and lots of beautiful, regular, naughty and oh-so-willing women.  

 

I know, you're impressed already, right? So before you dive in and delve deep into the story and your own orifices, let me use this precious moment of your time to tell you how you can get some FREE, SELECT books of mine by just subscribing to my newsletter HERE. Also included are regular updates on new stories and sales, and the occasional little gift. Yeah, I know, like you needed any more incentives, but that's just how generous I am. 

 

Well. Let me get out of your way, then, so nothing may stand anymore between you and orgasmic bliss.

 

Enjoy,

Kat

 

P.S.:

 

CLICK THE FUCKING LINK TO GET YOUR FREE BOOK ALREADY! 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For Elena, my translator slut. 
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The Palace Hotel in San Francisco was an impressive building. Eliza stood overwhelmed in the opulent lounge of the hotel and stared with an open mouth at the white marble floor that reflected her silhouette, the arches of the hall, the decorated passages to the halls of the hotel, which promised even more splendour and luxury and clapped her hands from entrancement when she discovered little details like the fresh flowers on a side table next to sofas and chairs, that filled the lobby. Kathleen, meanwhile, was busy checking them both in.

 

“Kathleen Archer,” she introduced herself to the eager receptionist, who was a little too loud.

 

“Ahh, welcome to San Francisco,” he answered with a broad American accent, something they had already gotten used to on the train drive across the continent.








