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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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“Frau Archer, Frau Lane.” The steward tapped his cap and bowed deep while the baggage porters were already busy carrying the suitcases across the gangway. “You've already been announced, so welcome on board of the Albert Ballin.” Kathleen just smiled and gave Eliza a meaningful look. They were both tired from the long train trip, but seeing this proud ocean liner made up for it. 

 

Eliza was especially excited. This was her first long distance trip since she came to the German Reich four years ago, and the prospect of going all the way to America made her almost rollicking. She didn't know how she was supposed to act, and she didn't quite care, just breathing in the new experiences with every breath she was taking. The gangway, which swayed lightly under her steps, the ropes, which served as a railing, the gurgling of the harbour water, screeching of the seagulls, the many voices and all the busy people around her. The smell of salt and sea, which she knew from her homeland and had almost forgot about how much she missed it.








