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LABOR DAY GANGBANG AT THE
NUDE BEACH






All eyes were on Amy as she stepped
out of her convertible in the parking lot of the nude
beach.

Amy was blonde and blue-eyed, tall and
slim and busty, with a 34d bra size and a little tribal tattoo on
her lower back. Her Dad had told her it was slutty and stupid and
called it a “tramp stamp” and some of the guys she had gone out
with said that it was like a target to aim at when they came on her
back.

Men were such assholes!

It was why she loved to tease them,
walking around with her breasts on display and short-shorts pulled
up tight into her ass.

But today she had a new idea. A new
section of beach in town had opened up for nude sunbathing, and she
had decided to spend the day there.

In the changing room, she stripped out
of her tight tank-top and white lace bra, and then her skin-tight
jeans and black thong panties.

Then she walked, completely naked
except for high-heeled sandals, out onto the beach.

She saw a lot of people that she knew;
of course the beach was very popular with all the pervy local guys
who loved to watch her, and some of the boys from school had even
followed her there.

She’d fucked a few of them – once or
twice. The guys from school, and also some of the older guys. They
weren’t good enough for her, though, none of them were.

She’d even fucked a few of the women.
They were looking at her tits enviously – she clearly had the most
beautiful tits in town.

She found a good space on the beach
near the water and spread out her towel, and then took her time
putting coconut oil all over herself, loving the feel of her big
tits and the smooth muscles of her legs and flat
stomach.

After a while, she heard a voice next
to her. “So why haven’t you talked to me yet?”

She looked over. It was a guy from her
school, a new kid in town. Owen, she thought his name was. He was a
big, good-looking guy with dark hair and dark eyes … and when she
looked down, she noticed that he had an enormous cock.

He sat down next to her and smiled at
her.

She blushed and looked away. She
didn’t think she’d ever seen one that big … and she’d seen
plenty.

She involuntarily felt her legs spread
a little and from where he was sitting, he had a clear view of her
bald mound.

“Oooh, ummmm … well … I don’t know,”
said Amy, trying not to look at it as she felt herself growing wet
down there. She wondered if everybody would see her pussy starting
to open up like a flower.

But the thought of people looking at
her wetness turned her on even more.

The handsome guy with the big cock
smiled at her. “Well, if you don’t know, who knows?”

She just blushed harder. That cock
wasn’t even hard and it was dangling there like a snake.

“Are you afraid of me?” he asked,
smiling confidently at her.

She licked her lips and couldn’t help
but notice that his huge cock was starting to stir and move … and
grow … and get hard!

“Well no!” she said. “Why should I be
scared?”

“Well, I don’t know. Maybe you’re
afraid that I’ll … hurt you.”

She looked down at her nipples, which
were already long and hard and tingling. “I’m not afraid of you!
I’m not afraid of anything.”

Owen smiled at her. “I hope not. You
don’t have any reason to be afraid. I won’t hurt you … I’ll be real
gentle.”

And with that, he reached over and
touched one of her hard pink nipples!

She gasped as he did so and slapped
his hand away, a thrill shooting through her nipple and into her
pussy.

She said, “Hey listen! I hardly know
you. Yyou can’t touch me like that!”

“Oh yeah?” he said, and reached over
with one big hand and grabbed her right tit, squeezing it
hard.

She moaned involuntarily and gasped as
he felt up her big breast, looking around to see if anyone was
watching. She tried to push his hand away, saying, “I mean it!
Don’t!”

“Don’t what?” he asked, reaching over
with the other hand and grabbing her other milky white tit,
squeezing it and pinching the big pink nipple. He flicked the
nipple hard with his fingertips.

Amy moaned as he squeezed her tits and
pulled her hard nipples. Oh god her pussy was getting so
wet!

She tried to cover her tits with her
hands, giggling, and pulled his hands away, but his hands were too
strong. She said, “You’re very forward. Stop it!”

“Why? Huh? Don’t you like
it?”

Amy looked around for someone to help
her … but all the men and women sitting nearby were just
watching.

And some were laughing!

She squeezed her legs together to hide
her wet pussy. Owen just smiled as he continued to feel her tits,
and his cock was fully erect now. She licked her lips as she looked
down at it – it must have been nine or ten inches long, possibly
more.

“Stop what? Hmmm?” he
asked.

She moaned and tried to pull his hand
away, but he grabbed both her hands with one of his, and then
continued feeling up her big tits with the other.

“Owen, we … can’t do this! Not here!”
she begged. She looked around … pleading with her eyes for someone
to come help her … but she knew that everyone in town hated her and
though she was a slut, that everyone was jealous of her big tits
and nice ass and how she could have sex with anyone she wanted, and
many of them were furious that she’d only fucked them once and in
most cases wanted more than they’d given her.

But now this guy was feeling her tits,
making a slut of her, right here on the nude beach, in front of
everybody!

“Look at how hard your nipples are,
you little slut!” he said loudly, and some people around
laughed.

“Oh my god!” she cried.

“You know you love it, you little
whore,” he said.

She gasped at the dirty talk, her clit
and pussy lips tingling, looking down at his hard cock and licking
her lips again.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. “Never
seen a cock before? I know you have you slut, I’ve heard about you,
you’ve fucked half the people in this town.”

She blushed, knowing that a lot of the
men on the beach had fucked her cunt and some of them had even
fucked her ass.

“I’ve seen some cocks before … but …”
she said.

“But what?”

“I’ve never seen … one quite that big
before!”

He just smiled at her and reached down
and stroked his throbbing cock a few times, so that it extended to
its full throbbing length, a few shiny drops of cum emerged from
the head, glistening in the sunlight.

“Too big?” he said. “I
think you can handle it.”

She moaned, looking away, saying, “Oh
my god, I couldn’t … it’s … too big!”

“You want to put it in your mouth,
first?” he asked.

“People are watching!” she
said.

Owen bent down and sucked one of her
hard nipples, while forcing a hand between her legs.

Amy squirmed, trying to close her
thighs… but his hand was now on her bald cunt before she could
close them.

She moaned as he sucked her
ultra-sensitive nipple; they were almost an inch long and stiff as
pebbles.

Owen bit down hard on one nipple and
she cried out, saying “Please don’t!” but her thighs opened
reflexively.

Owen roughly inserted a finger inside
her pussy. Amy gasped as he worked a finger into her wet fuckhole,
working it around roughly as she squirmed.

People were moving closer to watch now
as she was being used, and she blushed again, ashamed that her cunt
was sooo wet. She saw teachers from her school, and the town
policeman, and even friends of her father watching her.

Owen slid another finger easily inside
of her, and Amy groaned with her head back as he worked two fingers
in and out of her hot wet pussy.

Nearby a man was jerking off his stiff
prick as he watched her struggle. It was her mailman!

“Nooooo,” she moaned weakly. “Please
doooooon’ttt…”

Owen took the wet fingers out of her
pussy and shoved them into her mouth.

Amy gagged as he pushed the fingers
into her mouth and throat, tasting her pussy juice on them.
“Uuuuuuuggghhhhhhh!”

Owen was smiling and moving between
her legs now, jacking off with one hand as he felt between her legs
and ass-cheeks, feeling for her asshole.

She squirmed as he rubbed the wet
fingers around her asshole, breathing hard from exertion and
excitement and begging and pleading for him to stop.

Nearby, the mailman was still jerking
his prick and he shot a huge load of cum on the ground near
her.

“You like that, you little bitch?
Hmm?” asked the mailman.

Amy shook her head, unable to speak as
Owen worked a wet finger up her ass. Two more men came over and
joined him, pulling her ankles apart, so her holes were exposed to
everyone, letting them see Owen’s finger working in and out of her
butthole.

“Ooooh, ggggaawddd, nnnnooooooo,” said
Amy.

“How do you feel, you little slut?”
asked Owen.

She could hardly speak as he
fingerfucked her asshole.

“Answer me, you little slut. How do
you feel?”

She moaned, whispering “Oh god … I’m …
oooh … uhhh … ummm … ashamed … excited!”

“Look at all these people watching
you. They think you’re such a whore!”

And she looked around and now there
was a circle of people around her, watching as he used
her.

She groaned as two more men pulled her
arms over her head, her big tits, still covered with suntan oil,
jiggling in the sunshine, exposed for all to see. Another man, her
gym teacher from school, came over and grabbed her tits,
laughing.

Owen pulled his finger out of her ass
and moved his fully erect cock towards her mouth.

“You want it? Huh? You want to suck
this?” he asked.

“Ohhh, god, let me suck that big
cock,” Amy said, deliriously.

She took his huge cock in her mouth,
opening her mouth as wide as she could, and still she was choking
on it. He fucked her face roughly while holding her hair, easing
his huge dick in and out, in and out.

“I think she’s ready to get fucked!”
said some guy in the crowd.

She looked at them and licked her lips
… and nodded her head. “Yes … I’m ready …”

Owen moved his cock between her legs
and pressed the huge purple head against her pussy lips, tapping
her clit with it. Her clit was throbbing and her slick pussy lips
opened as the two men holding her legs pulled them
wider.

“You want it?” he said. “You want to
get fucked, right out here in public where everybody can
see?”

“Oh, god, give it to me!” she cried
out.

Owen slowly began to drive his huge
hard cock into her hot wet pussy, and she screamed and struggled
against the men holding her arms and legs, but they were holding
her tight.

His huge cock felt like it was
splitting her pussy apart and her cunt was on fire with pain and
pleasure. She gasped and moaned as he fucked her harder, the crowd
around them applauding and cheering.

Occasionally somebody from the crowd
would come forward to grab her tits or reach in and touch her clit
while Owen was fucking her.

Her whole body was turning red as he
fucked her harder, as different people touched her nipples and
clit, and she knew she was about to orgasm. All the eyes of the
people in the town on her getting fucked like this, helpless and
humiliated, was a huge turn-on, and she had a huge orgasm.
“OOOOOHHHHHHH! OHHHHH MY GODDD! OOHHHHH!”

“Don’t forget her ass!” yelled one of
the men in the crowd.

“Oh, I didn’t forget it!” said Owen.
“Turn her over!”

The four men holding her arms and legs
turned her over.

Own spread her ass-cheeks wide and
looked at her pink asshole. “Hand me that coconut oil!” he said,
and someone gave him the bottle. He poured some around her asshole
and then some on his huge hard cock, rubbing it in as he
laughed.

“No! No! Not my ass!” yelled Amy,
helplessly, on her stomach, her mouth full of sand and her breasts
covered with it now.

Slowly, slowly, he began to drive his
huge hard oily throbbing cock into her tight asshole, while all the
people on the beach watched and cheered.

“OOOOHH … uggggh … eeerrrrmmm … oooo …
OWWWW!” she said.

It hurt at first, but soon she was
feeling hot as hell again, as the hard deep thrusting into her ass
continued, and soon she felt the heat of an anal orgasm
approaching.

“Ever come this way, slut?” he asked
in her ear, from behind.

“OHH GOD!” she screamed as she came
again. It was indeed the first time she’d come that way.

Then she felt herself being turned
over … and other men from the crowd began coming forward, and they
took turns fucking her for the next few hours.






A few hours later, Amy was covered
with sand and cum and spit and coconut oil, and she’d been
thoroughly fucked in every hole.

Then men were standing around laughing
and somebody opened an ice cooler full of beer and began passing
them around.

Owen smiled down at her. “So what do
you think of the nude beach?” he asked, sarcastically.

“You think you won, didn’t you?” said
Amy, standing up suddenly. “You all think you’ve won!”

Owen looked at the crowd around him
and laughed, holding his huge cock with one hand. It was still red
and sore from fucking her so hard. “Of course we did!” he
said.

“You didn’t see all the webcams I put
in the trees up here! The whole world saw what you did … live on
the internet! You assholes are the ones who got fucked, and I’m
going to be rich and famous! Check out
www.beachgangbang.com!”

The men looked up, confused, but there
in the trees, they saw the small black webcameras.

She laughed and walked through the
crowd of dumb-struck men, who were all quiet with humiliation and
horror.

Amy smiled, and gave each of the dozen
men a kiss on the cheek.

“I’ll be seeing you again soon, Owen!”
she said, looking back over her shoulder, shaking her beautiful ass
and tits as she walked off the nude beach.







 TAKEN AT THE HAUNTED
HOUSE






Amy wasn’t impressed by the Haunted
House, mainly because she knew that she was the most impressive
thing in it.

18-year-old Amy was the hottest girl
in town, blonde and blue-eyed, tall and slim and busty, with a 34d
bra size. Her body was a powerful weapon, and she dressed in the
shortest skirts and short and the tightest tops, and the men in
town had all been happy to fuck her but few had been happy to be
polite to her afterwards; that’s why she’d taken her revenge on the
town, going to the new nude beach and having a fabulously rough and
sexy group sex session with a dozen men, while others watched.
She’d secretly recorded it and broadcasting it on the internet,
making herself a small fortune and shaming everyone in town. The
men had no choice but to sign waivers allowing it; their other
choice was jail for rape.

She was preparing to move
to Los Angeles and start a career in porn and lap dancing, having
had numerous lucrative offers following her surprise viral success.
She’d graduated from school, but wanted to stay a few more months
in her home town to settle some business. She had plane tickets on
January 2nd, but she did want to spend the holiday season in town,
though; she was having so much fun being the uncontested queen of
the place.

Since the nude beach group sex
session, people had been happy to criticize Amy on the internet,
usually anonymously, but in private, her phone didn’t stop ringing.
Young men, and older men, and even women.

She rejected them all – except for the
hottest ones.

One had started to interest her,
however; since she’d graduated, she’d found it rather appealing to
step out with the principal of her former high school.

A divorced 43-year-old, who
fortunately had an enormous cock, the principal was all that a
young girl wanted from a principal she was fucking – a smidge of
grey in his dark hair, and he even wore a tweed sports coat with
elbow patches and smoked a pipe.

Of course he was happy, like most men,
to fuck her in private, but wasn’t too keen to be seen in public
with her. So recently before one of their usual sex sessions in his
home, she had recently told him that he had to take her out on a
date if he wanted to continue fucking her.

“Because I want everyone to see what a
dirty old man you are,” she said, stripping out of her tight jeans
and tiny white spaghetti-strap top. She wasn’t wearing any
underwear at all. Now completely naked, she sat on the sofa and
spread her legs and rubbed her slick pussy lips with one hand,
holding his head back with the other as he eagerly tried to dive
into her hot wet pussy.

“Well,” said the Principal. “It’s
almost Halloween. Perhaps we could go the … town’s Haunted
House?”

“Oh that’s good,” said Amy. “I can
dress EXTRA slutty and the whole town can see me. And you, and what
an awful dirty old man who loves young pussy you are.”

“I am,” he admitted. “Now let me eat
that hot pussy.”

“Say it again!” she commanded. “Tell
me that you’re a dirty old man and you always wanted to eat my
pussy when I was a student at the high school.”

“You know I did, you know I wanted to
eat that hot pussy all the time.”

“Did you look up my
skirts?”

“Of course I did. Everybody
did.”

“And now you get to eat it. Say thank
you.”

“Thank you so much Amy for letting me
eat your pussy.”

“Good. You’re welcome, you filthy old
man. Now eat it,” she said, and pulled his face and hot probing
tongue into her crotch, humping her clit against his mustache.
“Work that dirty old tongue just like you dream of, old
man!”

After she’d come, she went home and
started getting her Halloween costume ready.






When she got out of the Principal’s
car in front of the Haunted House, everybody in line stopped
talking and using their phones to look at her.

She wore a standard sexy witch
costume; a tight leather bustier with a short skirt. Her tits were
thrust up in a push-up bra and they were enough to stop traffic by
themselves, but she’d added spider-web black stockings with a black
garter belt, and the skirt she wore was short enough to show it
off. With the six-inch spike heels making her long legs even
longer, and her blonde hair in porn-star curls under her black
witch hat, she was fucking gorgeous and everybody in the line
watched her as she led the Principal behind her and took her place
in the line.

Amy just smiled at them as she waited
for the tour to start. She knew several of them were sneaking
pictures with their phones; she didn’t mind.

The tour started and she led the
Principal inside by the hand.

When they got inside, the first room
was full of blood-soaked zombies clawing at her from behind a wire
fence. When they saw Amy’s tits in the witch costume, they mostly
stopped clawing and stared at her. Amy rolled her eyes at
them.

Some of them tried to claw at her tits
but she stepped out of the way and smiled at them, drawing her
shoulders back and shaking her tits back and forth.

In the next room, there was a masked
man in a blood-soaked butcher’s apron, standing over another man
chained to a table. When he saw Amy, his butcher’s apron developed
a tent in the middle of it because of his pounding
erection.

Amy smirked at them.

In the next room, there was a witch
with a green face and big warty nose, throwing frogs and snakes
into a smoking cauldron. The witch cackled and waved her broomstick
at them as lights flashed behind her.

Amy turned to the Principal and the
other visitors to the haunted house behind them. “Who’s a better
witch?” Amy asked, pulling up her skirt a bit to show more of her
garter belt.

Everyone said, “You, Amy!” and stared
at her, completely ignoring the other witch.

Then the group was walking down a
foggy, very dark corridor and it was difficult to see anything. Amy
felt the Principal’s hand on her ass and she rubbed back against
him.

Then Amy heard a door open nearby, and
strong arms grabbed her around the waist and pulled her through it,
and then the door slammed again.






An ultraviolet black light went on,
and Amy saw a glowing skull in front of her. She realized she was
lying on dirt and was surrounded by tombstones.

“I’m not scared of this bullshit,”
said Amy. “These tombstones are made of plastic and
paper.”

“Oh no?” said a deep voice, and she
turned around and saw a glowing cock floating in the
air.

Or rather, a cock covered with a
glowing green condom.

It was a big cock, a huge cock.
Attached to a body in the shadows. She thought she recognized that
cock …

“I know it’s you, Owen!” said Amy.
Tall, handsome Owen was a fairly new guy in town, and one of the
main instigators of the group sex session at the nude
beach.

Now that her eyes were adjusting, she
saw that he was completely naked except for a glow-in-the-dark
condom and a glowing skull mask.

“Yeah, it’s me. You like that big
cock, Amy?”

“You know I liked it,” said Amy,
licking her lips. “I just don’t like you much, that’s all,
Owen.”

“You made a ton of money off me at
that nude beach thing, didn’t you?”

“I made a bit,” said Amy, smiling.
“You thought you were banging me against my will, but I was getting
paid. I’d say that’s better than you ending up in jail for it,
don’t you think?”

The skull face moved closer. “Well,
now it’s time for my paycheck. No cameras around now,” said Own. “I
want to fuck you on my terms.”

“And what terms are those?” asked Amy.
She had to admit that his cock looked very good.

“Rough and hot,” said Own, “and in
front of your boyfriend the Principal.”

A door nearby opened and in the dim
light she could see the Principal, dragged into the room by two
other men dressed in black with glowing skull masks on. The
Principal’s starched white shirt was glowing in the
blacklight.

“What’s going on here!” cried the
Principal. “What’s happening here? Amy? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me,” said Amy.

“You have a choice, Amy. You can fuck
me now, right here in front of the Principal … or I will file a
civil suit against you to get my share of the money from that nude
beach video.”

“Do you think they’d believe you? You
forced yourself on me!” said Amy.

“I’ll tell them it was your fantasy.
Do you think they’ll believe a slut like you? The whole town will
testify against you!”

“Don’t do what this ruffian says, Amy!
He’s just doing this to get back at me because he was expelled from
the high school last week!”

“That’s right,” said Owen. “I’ve got a
bone to pick with you, too, old man. Now shut up and stand there
and watch everything.”

Amy thought about it. She certainly
didn’t want to go to court with him, not now, not when she was so
close to starting her career. And she certainly didn’t want to give
up any of the money she’d made from her video.

“Hmmm … all right, all right,” she
said, finally. “What do you want me to do?”

“First … I want you to strip. Slowly.
Sexily.”

“I … well, okay, I can do that.”
Practically the whole internet had seen her naked, after all, what
were a few more people?

Amy took off her witch’s hat and put
it in the corner as Owen turned on another light so that he could
see her better.

Amy shook her golden curls and began
to dance, gyrating her hips as she unzipped the tight bustier and
let it fall. Her breasts, bound in the black lace push-up bra, were
spectacular, and her nipples were visible through the thin
lace.

“Amy! What are you doing! For goodness
sake!” cried the Principal.

“That’s it, Amy. You’re doing very
good,” said Owen. His cock was pulsing in front of him like a
baseball bat.

Amy turned around and unzipped her
skirt and let it fall, dancing on her spike heels, now clad in
nothing but black lace bra, tiny thong panties, and her garter belt
and spike heels. She turned around to let him see her ass, shaking
it at him.

“Oh my god, Amy!” said the Principal.
“Don’t do this?”

“Why not?” asked Amy. “Why can’t he
see my ass? He likes my ass, don’t you, Owen?”

“I do,” said Own.

“Everybody does!” said the Principal,
and the two men in the skull masks holding his arms also nodded
their heads.

“Do you want to see me take off my
bra? Do you want to see my tits?” asked Amy.

“Oh yeah,” said Owen.

She squeezed her own tits through the
bra, pinching the nipples through the lace between thumb and
forefinger. She then turned around and backed towards Owen, shaking
her ass, and said, “Unhook it.”

Owen just laughed and said, “Make the
Principal do it.”

Amy laughed also and backed towards
the Principal, and said, “Unhook it, you dirty old man. Unhook it
so the whole room can see my tits.”

The two men with skull masks released
his arms, and with shaky hands, the Principal unhooked her
bra.

She moved away from him, spinning
around on her high heels, holding the bra in place with her hands
over her big tits.

Then she let it drop, and the four men
in the room gasped at her big beautiful breasts, the hard pink
puckered nipples nearly an inch long.

Amy shook her shoulders and raised her
hands over her head, loving the attention and loving the feel of
their eyes on her body. This was turning out to be a very
interesting Halloween.

Now only in her panties and garter
belt, Amy said, “Sit down, Owen, and I’ll give you a lap
dance.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” said
Owen.

He took a seat and she straddled him,
rubbing her thong-covered crotch against his huge condom-covered
cock, and thrust her tits into his face, which was still covered
with the skull mask. The skull mask had a small mouth hole, and
Owen managed to suck one of her nipples into it, and she gasped and
threw her head back in pleasure.

“Oh, I love to have my tits sucked,”
said Amy, and moved the other breast to his skull-mouth, his pink
tongue darting through the hole in the mask.

She pulled her tits away, giggling
with pleasure, and then bent down and tongued Owen’s nipples as she
rubbed her now-soaking wet thong over his hard cock, and Owen
reached between her legs and pulled the thong to the side and
slipped one finger into her.

“Amy! This has to stop!” said the
Principal. But his voice was weak and she could see the bulge in
his pants.

Amy turned around and rubbed her big
round firm ass on Owen’s junk, and he moaned out loud.

Now Amy was completely turned on. Her
pussy was sopping wet and her nipples were as hard as pencil
erasers.

“All right,” she said breathlessly.
“I’m ready to get fucked.” She hooked her thumbs into the panties
and stripped them gracefully down her long legs and over her spiked
heels, then rubbed the wet panties across her tits and tossed them
in Owen’s skull-face.

“Maybe you should fuck her first,
Principal,” said Owen, stroking the glowing erection in front of
him.

“Oh my god!” said the Principal. “I
don’t … I can’t …”

“What’s the matter, Principal? Are you
shy?” asked Amy. “Don’t you like my pussy anymore?”

“I like it very much but … Amy, I
can’t! Not like this! Not in front of these boys!”

“Too bad for you,” laughed Amy.
“Because I’m sure they can, if you can’t.”

“I definitely can,” said Owen, moving
forward and turning down the lights again so his glowing skull and
glowing condom were more impressive and scary looking.

“Right here,” said Amy. “Right on the
floor, fuck me from behind, like the little Halloween whore that I
am.” She got down on her hands and knees on the floor, pointing her
ass at him.

Owen knelt down behind her and slapped
her ass hard with one big hand. Amy yelped.

“Again!” said Amy. “Spank my ass
harder before you fuck me!”

Amy spanked her as hard as he could,
and she arched her back, her tits brushing the ground and her
spiked heels digging back into Owen’s legs.

They both cried out in pleasure as his
huge cock entered her hot wet pussy. She thrust back against him as
he drove into her.

“Oh god I love it when you fuck me
with your big cock, Owen!” yelled Amy as she worked her hips,
gyrating them around his cock.

“I love the way your pussy feels,”
said Owen. “Now reach up and feel that clit while I fuck
you.”

She reached back between her legs and
began stroking her clit as Owen rammed into her.

“My mouth is free,” said Amy. “Want to
come over here and have me suck you off while Owen fucks me?” Amy
asked the Principal.

“Oh my god! Amy! I
couldn’t!”

“You want to stand there and jack
off?”

“I … oh my god, Amy! Don’t do this to
me!”

“You deserve it, you old asshole,”
said Owen.

“Yeah, you dirty old man. Fucking a
young girl, less than half your age!” said Amy.

One of the other guys in a skull mask
came forward and unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock and
pulled on one of the glow-in-the dark condoms.

“Are you ready, Amy?” He moved in
front of her, palming his big hard-on.

She recognized the voice. It was Paul,
the quarterback of the school football team. Or at least he had
been before he’d graduated. She’d fucked him before, and had
enjoyed it.

“Oh yeah, Paul, give me that big cock
in my mouth,” said Amy.

He shut her up by plugging his big
cock into her mouth, and she arched her back in pleasure, gulping
and gagging on the big dick while Own continued to fuck her hard
from behind.

“Oh my god! Amy! What are you doing?”
asked the Principal, watching everything through his
fingers.

She just moaned in response, as the
two dicks spit-roasted her.

After some time, all of them moaning
in pleasure, she withdrew and stood up.

“Now you,” she said, and approached
the third man in the skull mask.

“It’s me, Amy, your former volleyball
coach,” he said.

“Oh! Wow. I’ve … always wanted to fuck
you.” She unbuttoned his jeans and pulled out his cock, which was
already quite hard from watching the double-teaming of Amy. She
squatted carefully on her high heels, and sucked his cock until it
was rock hard.

“Okay, now I want you to lie on the
ground, Paul,” she said.

He obeyed her now; all of them would
do whatever she told them, they were all shaking they were so
crazed with lust, crazed with desire for her hot cunt.

Paul lay down, and she straddled his
hard cock and rode it for a while, Paul squeezing her big firm tits
and pinching her nipples, as she threw her head back in ecstasy,
moaning in pleasure, grinding on him.

“Now … Owen … I want you to fuck me in
the ass while he fucks me. Double penetration. You think you boys
are up for it?”

“Amy!” yelled the Principal. “Don’t do
it!”

“Fuck yeah I’m up for it,” said
Own.

He got behind Amy, sitting between
Paul’s spread legs, and rubbed the glowing condom against her
spread asshole. It was still slick with her pussy juices and he
slid it in easily.

Amy’s whole body started to vibrate
with pleasure, and her face was slack with lust and ecstasy. “Oh
god! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” she yelled.

They fucked her hard, Owen gripping
her hips and slapping her ass while he fucked her butthole, and
Paul slamming his dick up into her hot wet pussy while he squeezed
her big tits hard.

“Coach! Come over here and let me suck
your cock, I want all three of you! Fill all my holes!” she
screamed.

The coach stepped carefully around
Paul’s head and gave his cock to Amy. She went purely insane with
lust as the cock slipped in and out of her hot tight mouth and the
two other men double penetrated her.

She orgasmed once, and then again, and
then a third time.

She was like a wild thing, and all
four of them moved as one single living creature, throbbing and
gurgling and growing in heat and passion and fucking harder and
faster until all their bodies started to shake.

“Oh FUCK!” yelled Owen. “I’m going to
cum!”

Amy took the coach’s cock out of her
mouth long enough to say, “Cum on me! Take that condom off and cum
all over my ass!”

Owen ripped the condom off, and
sprayed hot ropes of semen across Amy’s curvaceous
buttocks.

Amy doubled her suction on the coach’s
cock, and when he began to moan and shake and she knew he was going
to cum, she slipped his cock out of her mouth and began jacking it
frantically until he exploded a hot spray of fluid all over her
face. He howled in pleasure and Amy moaned and bounced harder on
Paul’s cock as the cum covered her cheeks and forehead and
lips.

When the coach was finished, Amy got
off of Paul’s cock and with one smooth motion pulled the slippery
glowing condom off and pumping his huge hard cock in her
fist.

“Cum on my tits,” said Amy, face
dripping with cum, and bent down and smashed her tits around his
cock. Paul screamed in pleasure and started to spasm, and jets of
cum shot up out of his cock.

She moaned in pleasure and lowered her
face so the spraying cum would hit it, and then took the pulsing,
oozing cock and rubbed it all over her big firm tits and hard pink
nipples, until they were thoroughly covered with his
seed.

Thoroughly exhausted, all four of them
sat down in a heap, their arms all around her.

“Amy! How could you do this in front
of me?” asked the Principal.

“It was easy,” Amy said.

Owen and the other two men
laughed.






As Amy cleaned herself up and got her
costume back on, Owen was laughing and sneering. “Did you learn
your lesson, Amy?”

“Oh yes, Owen,” she said
innocently.

“And you, Principal?”

“Oh, god, you young scallywags!” said
the Principal. “This is an atrocity!”

The three men were laughing and
high-fiving each other as Amy and the Principal went out the secret
door and left the haunted house.






The Principal was weeping as they got
into his car and left.

“Oh shut up,” said Amy.

“So are you going to go out with Owen
now?” asked the Principal, miserably.

“Owen? Well, he’s got a nice cock and
he’s a good fuck but he’s not too bright. He wanted to fuck me on
his own terms … but unfortunately, he didn’t know I had a camera
hidden in my witch hat,” said Amy cheerfully. She showed it to
him.

The Principal looked at her. “Oh my
god! You made another video? And me standing there like that … oh
Jesus! I’ll be ruined. You can’t release it!”

Amy smiled at him and kissed him on
the cheek. “No? Well … what’s in it for me?”


 TAKEN AT
THANKSGIVING






When Amy came to the Thanksgiving
table wearing nothing except a white lace bra, white lace panties,
a garter belt and white thigh high stockings and white six-inch
spike heels, her stepfather and twin stepbrothers gaped at her
gorgeous body in amazement.

Amy smiled and greeted her stepfather,
a tall and muscular 40-year-old named Russ, a manager of a
construction firm. He had been a builder all his life and he had
big rough hands and a broad hairy chest, and a chiseled and
handsome face under short grey hair. She then turned to her two
stepbrothers, Glen and Nick, and greeted them. “Happy Thanksgiving,
everybody!”

“Jesus Christ, Amy,” said her father.
“What the hell is this? We started eating twenty minutes ago. We
thought you weren’t coming down here.”

Glen and Nick, both tall and handsome
twin 20-year-olds back from college where they were both on full
lacrosse scholarships, just stared at her gorgeous firm young body,
her tits barely concealed by the little lacy 36-C bra.

Indeed, the turkey and dressing and
all the other stuff – mashed potatoes and green beans and all that
– were there on the table. All of them had already started
eating.

“Well,” said Amy, smiling, standing
and staring at them with her hands on her hips, “Now that my mother
has left, I thought I would give all of you a special Thanksgiving
treat.”

Russ had kicked Amy’s mother Katie out
of the house a bit less than a month previously, shortly after
Halloween. He had come home to find her in bed with the local
school Principal, a man who looked like a professor but had a cock
like a porn star. They were planning to get divorced, and she was
living with the principal now. The town was abuzz about the
scandal.

There had been a lot of scandals, and
a lot of problems with the family recently. Amy had become an
internet celebrity and made a considerable amount of money, after
she had broadcast her gangbang at the nude beach over the internet,
tricking a good number of town men into thinking they were taking
advantage of her but secretly recording it.

As Amy had planned, Amy’s mother was
particularly ashamed by this, and Amy felt she’d finally gotten
revenge against her mother for all the cruel words and strict
reprimands for her sexuality when she was younger. Amy’s mother had
been a real bitch. She’d driven Amy’s real father away with her
constant cheating, but always condemned Amy for her slutty clothes
and ways.

And now she was gone. But of course no
one knew that Amy had blackmailed the Principal into fucking her
mom …

“What Thanksgiving treat?” said Nick,
pushing his wavy blonde hair out of his eyes. “We’ve seen you in
your underwear before.”

She smiled at him. “Indeed you have,
Nick dear. You spied on me changing many times, didn’t you?” she
asked sweetly.

Nick shifted uncomfortably in his
chair and Glen looked down at the food on his plate.

“Oh, don’t worry. You know I liked it.
You know I left my door open just a tiny, tiny crack so you could
see me. Did you see anything you liked, sweet
stepbrothers?”

Glen looked at her and nodded. “You
always let us see you in your underwear but never completely
naked,” he said accusingly.

She smiled at him. “Oh yeah. And you
came in my room and looked through my panties, didn’t you? Did you
smell them?”

Neither of them answered.

Russ spoke up. “Amy, that’s enough. Go
up to your room and get dressed. That’s enough of this
nonsense.”

“Oh, stepdad. Always appropriate.” She
turned to Russ, moving to stand behind him, and them bending down
to kiss him on the cheek, pressing her hot tits against the back of
his neck as she did so.

He squirmed uncomfortably, and his
face began to turn red. “You were always so proper. So appropriate.
All those times I rubbed my hot young tits against you or put my
hand on your leg, you always moved away. Such a gentleman. I could
see your boner, though, stepdad. I mean, you are … very well
hung.”

“Amy!” he said. He was shaking a
little.

“I spied on you, stepdad. After mom
left for work. I’d watch you change, sometimes. Did you leave the
bathroom door open a little specially for me?”

Russ put his hands over his face, and
nodded.

“I mean, my mother was a very
good-looking woman,” said Amy, speaking softly into Russ’s ear,
“but she’s not nearly as young and hot as me, is she? And I mean,
she’s not here now. We’re not even going to be related by marriage
anymore. If you want to look at me, Russ, I’m going to give you the
chance.”

Russ looked at her again, his eyes
wide. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” said Amy, standing up again.
“We’ve established that you guys like to look at me. Now that Mom’s
not here anymore, I think I’m going to give you a special treat.
You can watch me… watch me cum. Would you boys like to see that?”
Amy turned to the twins.

They just stared at her. They turned
to each other, and then they turned back to her. “See you … come
where?”

She smiled and put a fingertip in her
mouth. “See me have an orgasm I mean, silly.”

“This isn’t right, Amy,” said Russ.
Her former stepfather. But there was a lot of doubt in his
voice.

“What could possibly be wrong about
it?” said Amy, as she cleared a space on the dining room table,
pushing the turkey and dressing to the side. “I mean, we’re not
related to each other anymore, are we? And this is something you’ve
always wanted, isn’t it? And we can all get back at my bitch mother
this way. A special Thanksgivinng treat.”

Amy put some sexy R and B music on the
stereo in the room, and then crawled onto the table on her hands
and knees, and all of them gaped at her golden breasts encased in
the tight lace, her big round firm heart-shaped ass, her long
golden legs. She still had her summer tan from the nude beach, it
seemed, as it had stayed warm well into November.

Amy smiled at them and tossed her
hair. “You like my panties and garter belt, Glen and
Nick?”

They could just nod their
heads.

Amy shook her ass back and forth,
dancing a bit for them, then sat up and clutched her tits through
the white bra.

“What do you think? You guys want me
to take my bra off? Russ? Do you want to see my tits,
Russ?”

“I … Amy … this is wrong!” said Russ,
his voice hoarse.

“That sounds like a yes to me,” said
Amy, and reached between the cups of the bra and unlatched the hook
there. She continued to hold the cups over her big swollen golden
tits, though.

“Say it,” said Amy. “Say you want to
see my tits and I’ll take it off.”

“I … Amy … I …” Russ
stammered.

“I’ll put it back on and leave,” she
warned.

“No,” said Russ quickly. “Don’t do
that.”

“Tell me that you want to see my tits
now!” she demanded.

“I … want to see your tits, Amy.
Please show me your tits, oh god, I’ve wanted to see them for so
long.”

“That’s better,” she said, and took
the bra off and tossed it to him.

 

The three men looked with awe at the
perfect round golden tits on display in front of them, and Amy sat
on her knees, then brought her hands up to her perfect beautiful
big firm tits and began kneading and squeezing them, smiling at the
boys. “That feels so good,” she whispered. “I love to be
touched.”

The twins got out of their seats and
were moving forward, but Amy turned to them and said, “Sit your
asses down and don’t get up until I tell you! I’ll leave if you do
that again. For now, you just watch.”

The two big muscular young men sat
down, wordlessly, their eyes wide.

Amy continued to squeeze her tits, the
big pink nipples now hard and puckered, nearly an inch
long.

Amy looked around the dinner table and
saw a bottle of olive oil; she poured some on her tits and oiled
them thoroughly. “Mmmm, that feels so good,” she purred. “I bet
you’d like to put your cock between them, wouldn’t you?” she asked
Russ.

Russ could only nod, unable to tear
his eyes away.

“My mom never let you put your cock
between her tits, I bet,” teased Amy.

Amy pinched her nipples hard and then
ran her hands down her waist to the band of her panties. She knelt
down again and looked back over her shoulder, over her heart-shaped
ass at the twins. “What do you think boys, should I take my panties
off now?”

“Oh yeah,” said Glen. “Take those
panties off.”

“Yeah,” said Nick. “Let’s see that
pussy. Your ass is so fucking beautiful, Amy.”

Amy ran the panties down her thighs –
she had put them on over the straps of the garter belt so she could
leave it on while she took off the panties – and then skinned them
down over her high heels.

“Which one of you should get them?”
she asked, innocently, clutching them to her breasts. “Nick or
Glen, hmmm …”

Nick said, “I want them.”

Glen said, “Give them to
me.”

She walked on her hands and knees to
them, carefully, around the plates and dishes, and waved the lacy
white little thong panties under Glen’s nose. “You like that? You
want these little panties?”

“Yeah,” said Glen hoarsely. “Give them
to me.”

She turned to Nick and did the same
thing, rubbing the delicate silk and lace over his razor stubble.
“You like the way that smells, Nick? That’s my pussy,” she
whispered.

“Yeah,” he said. “I love it. Let me
have them.”

“No,” she said, lips full and pouting,
and then turned and tossed the panties to Russ. “He’s the only
gentleman here.”

Glen and Nick cried out in
disappointment, while Russ raised the panties to his nose and
sniffed.

Amy now lay on her back on the big
dining room table. “Are you ready, guys? Are you ready to see
little Amy have an orgasm?”

“Jesus Christ yes!” yelled
Russ.

“Oh fuck yeah,” said Glen and Nick in
unison.

Amy spread her legs, showing her bald
moist pussy, still wearing her high heels and white thigh-high
stockings, and extended her hand up to Russ’s face.

He kissed her hand.

She gently inserted two fingers into
his mouth, making him suck on them. “Get them really wet,” she
whispered. “Wet those fingers so I can put them in my pussy. I
mean, I’m already really wet now, from showing my body to you guys,
but I want my fingers wet from your mouth.”

Russ eagerly sucked her fingers, until
they were dripping wet.

She strummed her hard nipples with the
wet fingers, making herself moan, and then took her hand and slid
it down her stomach.

“Are you ready, guys?” she
moaned.

They all said yes.

She rubbed the two wet fingers over
her moist trim pussy lips, spread them a little, and then gently
and slowly, slid the two fingers inside herself.

Amy raised her hips so she could get
better access to her g-spot, and began writhing and moaning on the
table, her high heels digging into the wood.

“Oh god,” she moaned, fingering
herself with one hand and squeezing and jiggling her big breasts
with the other.

Nick and Glen were both rubbing their
cocks through their jeans; Russ had broken out in a sweat and was
trembling with lust.

“Ohhhhh god,” said Amy, whipping her
head back and forth, pinching her hard nipples and thrusting two
fingers in and out of her pussy … in and out … in and out … smooth
and even thrusts, right into her g-spot, her whole body turning red
and her breath coming out in moans.

The men were like statues, staring
with their mouths open, their hands manipulating their hard cocks
in their pants, their hearts pounding as they watched the hottest
girl in town, the hottest girl they’d ever seen, the girl they’d
all wanted for so long, writhe and moan and work her pussy on the
dining room table in front of them.

“It turns me on so much when you watch
me,” Amy whimpered, and then her back arched and her mouth opened
wide, her neck straining and her whole body shaking as she had a
huge orgasm.

Amy relaxed back onto the table,
smiling and purring in pleasure.

She then took a bit of cranberry sauce
on her wet fingers and smeared some on her left breast, and then on
her right breast. She put a few pieces of turkey on her stomach,
some mashed potato around her navel, and a bit of dressing between
her legs.

“All right,” she said. “Are you guys
ready to eat?”

All of the men stood up, panting with
lust.

“Come here,” she said, as the twins
approached her on opposite sides of the table. She took their hands
and pulled them towards her chest. “Suck the sauce off my tits,
Glen and Nick.”

She wrapped her fingers in their wavy
blonde hair and pulled their heads down to her tits, and the two
strong young men eagerly buried their faces against her beautiful
bosom. They enthusiastically licked the cranberry sauce off of her
tits, and then began sucking and biting at her hard
nipples.

“That’s it … be rough. You can bite, I
like it rough,” she said, moaning her pleasure as the two forced as
much of her tits into their mouth as they could.

She clutched their heads against her
chest, throwing her head back and letting out lewd moans of intense
pleasure.

As they sucked, she raised her head
and looked at Russ. “You want some turkey and potatoes, Russ?” she
asked.

“You know I do, Amy,” said Russ, his
face slack with lust.

“Do it. NO hands,” she
said.

He lowered his head to her stomach and
navel and began eating the turkey and potatoes, and when it was
gone, his mouth was kissing and licking her firm golden
skin.

“OH! That’s it. Oh, that’s so good.
You guys are giving me the best Thanksgiving ever,” she
moaned.

The room was noisy with the sound of
the men sucking and licking the food off her body.

Finally her legs were spread wide, Amy
was moaning, “Eat my pussy, Russ. I want you to eat my pussy
now.”

Russ buried his face between Amy’s
legs and made quick work of the dressing that was there, and then
jammed his tongue into her hot wet pussy, and it was the sweetest
and most delicious thing he’d ever tasted, better than anything
else on the table by far.

“You like that pussy, Russ?” gasped
Amy, raising her head to look down at him and watch as his mouth
worked her steaming cunt. “Does that pussy taste better than my
mom’s?”

Russ didn’t answer, he was too busy
doing the alphabet and making Amy’s body spasm with pleasure.
Meanwhile, the twins were sucking Amy’s tits hard, keeping her
nipples stiff and her body throbbing with the hot fire of
lust.

Amy felt herself getting close to
orgasm again as the hot mouths of the men she had lived with for
the last five years worked on her. “Suck on my clit, stepdad, and
stick your finger in my asshole,” she gasped, “and you can make me
cum again.”

He did, and her body exploded in an
even larger orgasm. Her flailing arms knocked food off plates and
dishes and silverware off the table, Amy’s mind and body lost in a
spiraling wave of heat and pleasure.

When the pleasure waves subsided, Amy
sat up. “Oh my god, that was awesome.”

“We’re not finished yet,” said the
twins. Both of them had unzipped their jeans and pulled their
underpants down and pulled out their big throbbing
cocks.

“Ooooh!” said Amy. She looked
appreciatively back and forth at the two members on either side of
her. She reached out her hands and grasped the big veined pink
cocks and stroked each of them. “Oh, god, I’ve wanted to touch
these cocks for so long. Whenever we’d go on summer holiday
together, oh god, and I’d see you guys in your swim suits, on my
god the bulges under there turned me on so much. I’d have to go
have a bath and touch my pussy and think of your cocks.”

The twins were moaning in pleasure as
she massaged the cock meat up and down their shafts. “It’s like
going skiing,” she laughed. Her eyes were big and blue and
sparkling as she looked up at them and then at the pulsing
blue-veined dicks in her hands.

She licked her full pouty lips and
admired the cocks, felt the hunger inside her building. When she
was unable to resist anymore, she took Glen’s big cock into her
mouth and sucked it eagerly. When his moaning reached a fever
pitch, she spit it out and then took Nick’s big cock into her
mouth, slipping it in and out of her lips, which were wrapped
tightly around it.

“I can’t fit both your cocks in my
mouth at the same time,” she said, smiling. “What can I do about
that?”

She lay back on the table and began
rubbing both of the cocks on her tits. The feel of her big warm
tits against the heads of their cocks was wonderful and the two
young men were trembling with pleasure now.

As Amy rubbed the two young men’s
cocks against her tits, making all of them shake and moan with
pleasure, Russ dipped his fingers in the cranberry sauce and spread
Amy’s legs a bit wider. Her reached down below her sopping pussy
and spread a bit of cranberry sauce on her asshole, and then bent
down and began swirling his tongue around there.

It made Amy scream with pleasure, and
she rubbed the cocks against her tits harder, and then she had
another orgasm, and the hot heaving breasts against their spasming
cocks made the twins cum, and they both shot hot semen all over
Amy’s big golden globes.

Russ raised his head, his face smeared
with cranberry sauce, and he grabbed Amy’s thighs and pulled her to
the edge of the table. “All right Amy. Are you ready to get
fucked?”

“Oh god yes,” she moaned, rubbing her
hands over her cum-splattered breasts. “Please fuck me now, I’ve
wanted to fuck you for so long …”

He took out his huge cock and rubbed
the swollen purple head against the slick lips of her pussy,
rubbing it up and down, both of them moaning at the delicious
friction. “You like my big cock, huh Amy?”

“Oh god yes,” she moaned again. “Give
it to me now!”

He thrust the cock inside of her,
filling her pussy, making her whole body shake and clench around
it.

“OH GOD!” yelled Amy. “OH GOD IT FEELS
SO GOOD IN MY PUSSY!” she screamed.

“Oh … oh … you feel so good, Amy, I
love the way your pussy feels.”

He thrust slowly into her, as the
twins stood to the side jacking their cocks until they were hard
again. She was feeling her big tits again, jiggling them, her tits
still covered with sticky cum and olive oil and cranberry sauce.
She raised her head and cupped her breasts and pushed them upwards
and began licking the tasty mix off of her own nipples.

She was moaning again, crying out in
pleasure as Russ fucked her. He began thrusting harder, and her
body began working again, slamming her hips back against the big
cock Russ was punishing her with.

The twins’ cocks were hard again, at
this point, and they thrust them at Amy’s face and she licked and
sucked the two hard rods, going insane with lust as Russ continued
to nail her pussy.

“I want to fuck your mouth, Amy,” said
Glen. “No more dilly dallying with my cock, I’m going to shove this
thing all the way down your throat.” He pulled her head towards him
and muffled her cries of pleasure by filling her tight wet mouth
with his big dick.

“And I’ve always loved your tits, Amy,
so I’m going to put my cock between them and fuck them,” said Nick.
He stripped off his clothes, revealing the rippling toned body of a
Greek god, and climbed on top of Amy. He poured a little more olive
oil between her big firm tits and then pushed them together and
slid his big cock between them.

The four of them were moving like one
now, all the men fucking her with the same rhythm, Russ fucking her
hot tight box, Glen pounding her wet mouth and full lips and deep
throat, and Nick sliding his big dick between the delicious firm
hot oily mounds of her tits. Her moans of pleasure, muffled by
Glen’s dick, took on a deep urgent tone and her body seemed to grow
hot as she neared her fourth orgasm.

Finally they all came. Amy’s body
vibrated all over as she came again. Russ pulled his cock out and
spurted semen all over her belly, while Glen came in Amy’s eager
gulping mouth and throat. Nick sprayed cum all over Amy’s beautiful
white throat and neck. She spasmed and moaned in pleasure as she
came and all the men, sweating and trembling, moaned their pleasure
as well.

They were all still gasping, naked and
sweaty together on the ruined Thanksgiving table, when Amy’s mother
walked in the front door and looked in disbelief at the scene in
front of her.

Amy smiled. Her mother had arrived
right on time, just as Amy had invited her.

Amy’s mom began to scream.


 CHRISTMAS
CUCKOLD






This will be the best
Christmas ever, thought Amy.

Amy was visiting her sister and her
sister’s husband for Christmas.

Amy was the town bad girl. She loved
sex and she loved to look sexy. The town had alternately criticized
her and lusted after her, ever since she’d started growing her
impressive tits at age 13. 18-year-old Amy was blonde and
blue-eyed, tall and slim and busty, with a 34d bra size and a
little tramp-stamp tribal tattoo on her lower back.

Amy’s sister Carla, on the other hand,
was quiet and studious and everything that the young hell-raiser
Amy was not. Five years older than Amy, Carla had been an
honor-roll student and finished law school at the top of her class,
and then married the son of one of the richest men in town a year
previously.

Carla had red curly hair and brown
eyes; she was beautiful also, but she’d never flaunted it like Amy,
burying her looks behind eyeglasses and no make-up. Her chest
wasn’t nearly as big as her younger sister, but Carla still had a
great body. She’d been captain of the school volleyball
team.

At 23, Carla was already as serious
and mature as a much older woman. She’d prepared the Christmas tree
and Christmas dinner carefully, and wrapped and placed all the
presents carefully.

“Amy, we’re so glad you could come,”
said Carla, after they’d finished the delicious turkey
dinner.

“What about Russ and the twins?” asked
Carla’s husband Bob. He was a few years older than Carla – he’d
just turned 30. He was already balding however, and already a bit
paunchy. He had a soft face with a weak chin. He opened another
bottle of wine and poured glasses for all of them.

“Oh,” said Amy. “Things have been
difficult at home since Mom left Russ.” She could see Bob staring
at her tits, her magnificent cleavage on display in the push-up bra
and tight, low cut dress she wore. She shifted, leaning forward,
enfolding her tits with her arms and pushing them up even more,
smiling at Bob with a twinkle in her eye.

In fact, Amy had engineered a
complicated plan for revenge on her family; she’d blackmailed the
well-hung school principal into fucking her Mom so that Russ could
catch them, and then she’d fucked Russ and the twins at
Thanksgiving, arranging it so her mom could see them.






Everybody had been at each other’s
throat. Amy had loved it.

Finally, a few weeks before Christmas,
Mom had checked herself into a rehab center and Russ and the twins
had decided to visit family in a different state.

This left Amy with the house to
herself for the holidays, and she’d been having the time of her
life, entertaining all of her favorite men (and a few women) in the
town. She was planning to leave the town and move to Los Angeles in
January, so she was trying to live it up good before she
left.

“So, Amy, what have you been up to?”
asked Bob, trying and failing in his attempt to look somewhere
other than Amy’s tits.

“Oh, well, I think you know, Bob,”
said Amy.

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Bob
quickly.

“Come on, Bob,” said Carla with a
smile, lazily circling the rim of her wine glass with one finger.
“You know what we’re talking about. Amy’s become quite the internet
celebrity.”

“Oh, ah, well, uh, ah, well, I might
have heard something about that,” said Bob nervously, loosening her
collar.

“What exactly did you hear?” asked
Amy, innocently.

“Well, uh, that you were, uh, some,
uh, videos of you, on, the new nude beach …” he was turning red and
stammering now.

Amy pressed her tits together, leaned
forward, and smiled at him again. “Yes,” she whispered. “I sort of
had a … gangbang at the nude beach.” Amy giggled, and so did
Carla.

“Such a naughty girl,” said Carla.
“You always were!”

“I know it,” said Amy. “What can I
say? I love it! I love to be touched and held … and fucked
…”

The two women laughed again, and Bob
shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Really, Amy,” he
said.

“Are you embarrassed, Bob?” asked Amy.
“Sex is natural and healthy, right?”

“Er, uh, well, yes, with the right
person, yes. But putting it on the internet, are you sure that’s a
good idea, Amy?”

“I made a ton of money out of it,
actually. We weren’t all born with the big bucks, like
you.”

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat,
again.

“Yes, Amy,” said Carla, standing up.
“Bob thinks pornography is wrong. But … of course that doesn’t stop
him from watching it.”

“Oh, well, uh,” stammered Bob. “I
don’t really, not very often.”

“No?” asked Amy. “You don’t like to
watch porn?”

“Not really, not very often,” repeated
Bob.

“That’s funny, Bob, because I checked
your browser history yesterday, and it seems that you watched Amy’s
video,” said Carla, crossing her arms and staring at her
husband.

“Oh, well, somebody sent me the link,
I didn’t want to say anything, somebody sent me that link and I
clicked it but I turned it off immediately.” Sweat was breaking out
on Bob’s forehead now.

“And it seems that you watched it
several times a day, for several weeks,” said Carla,
standing.

“Oh, uh …” Bob said, his face bright
red. He looked down at the leftover mashed potatoes on his plate,
looking like he was about to weep. “You shouldn’t be looking at my
computer anyway!” he said sullenly.

“Oh, well, Bob, it’s okay,” said
Carla. “I mean, Amy is family right? You’ve seen her on holidays
and stuff in her bikini, anyway.”

“I … uh, well, I mean …”

“I mean, you can look, as long as you
don’t touch, right?” said Carla. “I think it’s time to open some
Christmas presents now!” Carla finished off her glass of wine and
brought a couple of beautifully-wrapped gifts over.

Amy downed her glass of wine and stood
up and let out a little “whoo!” The tight black dress she wore
clung to her fit and voluptuous figure. “Me first!”

Carla presented her with a flat box
with red wrapping and a green ribbon. “Here you are, Amy. Merry
Christmas!”

Amy squealed with delight and ripped
open the box with no hesitation. Inside was some lingerie; a sexy
red lace teddy with white trimming. There were also some red
thigh-high stockings, and a Santa hat.

“Oh Carla!” said Amy. “It’s lovely! I
think I’ll try it on now.” Amy swept the package up and took it
into the bathroom.

Bob looked around nervously,
harrumphed and took a big swig of his wine.

Carla handed Bob a smaller flat
box.

“Thank you, darling,” said Bob,
without much enthusiasm, and opened the box.

Inside was a pair of fur-lined
handcuffs.

“Er, uh, honey?” asked Bob with a
question in his voice and on his soft, slightly drunk
face.

Carla bent down and kissed him on the
lips. “Well, honey, if you’re looking on the internet for
stimulation, obviously our sex life needs a little bit of a kick. I
mean, really, not much has been going on in the bedroom lately, has
it?”

“Well, er, you know I’m very tired
from working hard recently,” said Bob.

“Of course, honey,” said
Carla.

Amy emerged from the bathroom, and Bob
gasped. The clinging red lace teddy was low cut in the front and
cut high on the thighs; Amy’s spectacular bust and generous hips
and long muscular legs were well displayed by it. The red
thigh-high stockings and Santa hat added a dose of Christmas cheer
to the sexy outfit.

“What do you think, Bob?” asked Amy,
cupping her own breasts. Her nipples were visible dark shadows
under the red lace. “Do I look good?”

Bob just stared, his jaw
dropping.

“It’s your next Christmas present,
Bob,” said Carla. “A lap dance from Amy. But you can look, but you
can’t touch,” she said into his ear, and took his arms and pulled
them behind the chair, and then handcuffed them.

“Honey! What are you doing?” asked
Bob. But he could not conceal his excitement that suddenly and
mysteriously one of his fantasies was coming true.

Amy put on a sexy song, one of her
favorite R and B numbers, and began to dance, her gorgeous body
gyrating sexily to the music.

“Well what do you think of your gift,
honey?” asked Carla

“This is ... quite a surprise!” said
Bob, rattling the handcuffs. “Say, these handcuffs almost feel
real!”

“Oh, they are very real,” said Carla.
“If I do something, I do it all the way, you know that,
Bob.”

Amy spun around, shaking her
gorgeously large and muscular heart-shaped ass in time with the
music.

“Oh my god!” cried Bob. “You have a
great ass, Amy.”

“I know it, Bob,” said Amy. She
dropped to her hands and knees and approached Bob slowly, her
gorgeous cleavage drawing his eyes. “Did you enjoy seeing it on
those videos I made on the internet?”

“Oh, god, yes!” said Bob.

“And did you enjoy watching those men
fuck me?” Amy asked in a high-pitched little girl voice.

“Oh, god help me, yes I did!” said
Bob.

Still on her knees, she danced for
him. Amy rubbed her breasts against his chest as she stood up
again, and Bob had obviously pitched a tent in his khaki Dockers.
He had a huge boner.

Amy climbed into his lap and wrapped
her legs around him.

“I can touch you, of course,” said
Amy. “But you can’t touch me.”

Bob just nodded, lost in the magical
sensation of her rubbing against him.

She gyrated in his lap until she felt
like he was close to cumming, and then she stood up, turning around
so he could see her ass again.

“You like to watch, huh Bob?” asked
Carla. Bob had almost forgotten about his wife, who was standing
behind him, drinking wine and watching the show.

“Oh, well, uh … I do, yes!” said
Bob.

“You know, I found a few other
interesting facts, when I examined your computer browser. You watch
a lot of live webcam shows, don’t you Bob?”

“My god!” said Bob. “You can’t just
snoop through my computer like that!” He struggled against the
handcuffs again, but he was held fast.

“And you know Bob, another interesting
thing is all the money that you’re sending to that girl in the
Ukraine. I mean, I know you have a lot of money, but do you really
think that’s the best use for your cash?”

“Carla!” yelled Bob. “Release me at
once! What’s going on here?”

Carla stepped in front of Bob and put
her arm around Amy. “Oh, well, Bob, let’s think of this as a little
marriage counseling. We’re going to address some of the limits and
boundaries of our relationship.”

“What … what do you mean?” Bob asked
fearfully.

“Well, Bob, have you ever
heard the expression, what’s sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander?”

“Well … I … yes, I guess I have but …”
Bob was struggling and straining against the handcuffs, now, but he
couldn’t get free.

At that, the front doorbell
rang.

“Ah, Carla, I think that’s your
Christmas present,” said Amy.

Amy went to the front door and opened
it.

Owen walked in.

Tall and muscular Owen had just moved
to town the previous summer; he had been one of the main
instigators in the nude beach gangbang, and he and Amy had a rather
contentious fuck-buddy relationship.

“Hello, Amy,” said Owen in his deep
baritone voice.

“You’re not wearing it, Owen,” said
Amy, crossly.

Somewhat embarrassed, Owen took a
Christmas bow out of his pocket and put it on top of his
head.

“Your Christmas present has arrived,
Carla,” said Amy.

“What the hell is going on here?
What’s the meaning of this?” asked Bob, unnerved at the sight of
the tall handsome young man standing in his living room.

“This is Owen, Bob. Owen is … uh,
well, I called in a favor.” Said Amy, giggling.

“Blackmail, that’s not a favor,” said
Owen. His dark hair hung in curls on his forehead as he ran his
dark eyes up and down Amy’s smoking hot body.

“Well, in this particular case, you
don’t mind too much, do you Owen?” asked Amy, standing on her
tiptoes to put her arms around him and kiss him on the lips. He was
nearly 6 foot 5 inches tall.

“Not too much,” he
admitted.

“Remember when we cuckolded the
Principal in the Haunted House?” asked Amy.

“Was that really cuckolding? I mean,
you two aren’t married,” said Owen.

“Hmmm, do you know, I’m not
sure.”

Carla handed Owen a glass of wine.
They were on the fourth bottle of the night. “I think you have to
be married to cuckold somebody, technically speaking.”

“Cuckold! What are you talking about!”
yelled Bob. “What the hell are you three doing? Get out of my house
this instant!”

Carla smiled and poured another glass
of wine.

Then she threw it in Bob’s
face.

He cried out in shock and
surprise.

“What the fuck is going on!” he
yelled, seeming as if he were about to burst into tears.

“Well Bob,” said Amy. “You like to
watch, don’t you? So watch. Watch while Owen fucks your
wife!”

Bob stared at her,
dumbfounded.

Owen shrugged his massive shoulders
and took off his black t-shirt. His rippling torso and massive
pectorals glistened in the soft lighting of the living room, the
tribal and dragon tattoos around his pectorals and over his
shoulders dark and sinister looking.

Even Amy, who’d seen plenty of
gorgeous men in her day and had seen Owen in intimate circumstances
on several occasions, stared at him and made a soft admiring
sound.

“You look great, Owen,” said Amy.
“Don’t you think so, Carla?”

“He’s certainly in much better shape
than my husband,” said Carla.

“Carla!” yelled Bob.

“Shut up,” said Carla.

“I’m training for my first MMA fight,”
said Owen.

“Well, Owen,” said Amy, still standing
there in her Santa hat. “What are you waiting for?”

Owen finished the glass of wine in one
swig and tossed the glass on the floor, shattering it.

He moved forward with a growl and took
Carla into his arms, lifting her off the floor.

Carla was wearing a conservative
business skirt and a white blouse with a string of pearls, and
still wearing high heels. Owen kissed her deeply on the lips, a
long passionate kiss, and her tongue eagerly sought out
his.

Bob cried out as they did
so.

“Now, be quiet, Bob, or I might have
to put a gag in your mouth,” said Amy. “I might use my panties or
something.”

“It’s okay,” said Carla. “I like to
hear him whimper.”

Owen sat Carla’s ass on the edge of
the table, holding her with one while he swept the remains of the
Christmas dinner off the table with the other. The plates and
silverware clattered and splashed and clanged on the
floor.

Amy felt her panties getting wet just
watching. And seeing the Christmas dinner table made her remember
the thanksgiving four-way she’d had with her stepfather and
stepbrothers.

Owen grabbed the front of Carla’s
white blouse and ripped it open down the front. Her pearl necklace
broke apart and the pearls bounced across the table and rolled over
the floor. Carla’s pink lace bra and smooth creamy white cleavage
was revealed.

“I bought you that necklace!” yelled
Bob. “It was very expensive!”

“I don’t give a shit,” said Carla,
taking Owen’s muscular jawline in her smooth fine white hands and
raising her lips to his again.

They kissed long and hard on the
table, her husband moaning and rocking, handcuffed to the chair a
few feet away.

Amy giggled, standing behind Bob. “Oh,
come on, Bob, it’s all in the family, right? You like to watch and
Owen and I like to be watched. It’s all good, right?”

Bob said, “I can’t believe this is
happening!”

Carla slid out of the remains of her
white blouse; Owen eased her down on the table, kissing her neck
and throat, and then moving to her cleavage.

“That’s it, Owen,” said Amy. “Kiss her
neck. And get down to those tits. Her skin is so fair, isn’t it
beautiful?”

“Very,” said Owen. “And
tasty.”

Carla moaned as Owen buried his mouth
between her tits and kissed her cleavage.

“Rip her bra off, Owen,” said Amy.
“Get her tits out.”

Own raised his torso for a moment, and
took both her breasts, covered in the pink lacy bra, in his hands.
She moaned and arched her back and he squeezed her tits, and then
he hooked his fingers around the cups of the bra and ripped it
apart at the wire between the cups.

Carla’s breasts sprang free, her
nipples small and pink and hard.

“What are you waiting for, you big
dummy,” yelled Amy. “Get in there and suck them!” Amy stepped
behind Owen and slapped him hard on the ass.

Owen growled again and buried his face
in Carla’s chest again, his mouth pursing around one of the stiff
pink nipples. Carla cried out and clutched his head to her breast,
her fingers wrapping in his dark curly hair.

“Oh my god,” said Bob. “Carla, don’t
do this! You can’t do this!”

“I can do it, Bob,” said Carla. “And I
am doing it!”

“Carla! You’re my wife! This isn’t
fair! This isn’t right!”

“Bob, you haven’t fucked me in months
because you’re too busy jacking off with your stupid webcam whore,”
said Carla. “So you can watch while a real man fucks me, and see if
you can remember how to do it!”

She clutched Owen’s head to her other
breast, and he sucked and licked it eagerly. She arched her back
off the table, wrapping her legs around his muscular torso. Her
skirt was hiked up around her waist now, and a flash of her pink
lace panties could be seen.

“Are you going to be a gentleman and
eat her out, Owen?” asked Amy sweetly. “I think her pussy needs a
lot of extra attention.”

“It’s already wet and hot as hell,”
said Owen. “I can feel it through my jeans.”

“Still, I think Bob would like it if
you eat her pussy for a while,” said Amy. “What about you, Carla?
You want it?”

“Oh, god, yes,” moaned
Carla.

Owen’s head moved down her torso,
kissing her flat stomach and below her navel. Carla’s face was
contorted in ecstasy, but her eyes lingered on her helpless
husband. Owen pushed her skirt up around her waist, and then rubbed
his face against the pink lace panties covering the mound of her
crotch, and Carla cried out in pleasure. “Oh god, yes, eat my
pussy!” she yelled.

“Carla! No, Carla, no! Don’t do this
to me! I’ll do anything! Please! I’ll give you anything!” Bob was
in tears now, his lower lip trembling.

Owen pushed her panties to the side
and buried his face in Carla’s slick hot pussy, thrusting his
tongue into her wet hole.

“OH my god, that feels so good,”
yelled Carla. Her hands came up and began squeezing her own
breasts, pinching her small hard nipples as she thrust her hips
against Owen’s face and probing tongue.

“Carla! No! Please! I’m so sorry about
those webcam girls!”

“Girls? We thought there was only
one,” said Amy. “Suck on Carla’s clit, Owen, Bob hasn’t learned his
lesson quite yet.”

Owen began murmuring , humming a bit
as he took Carla’s clit between his lips and worked it with his
tongue. Her whole body began to shake and vibrate like electricity
was passing through it, and she pinched her nipples hard between
thumb and forefinger. “Oh, oh, oh oh my god oh my god, keep doing
it keep doing it just like that I’m going to cum oh my god I’m
going to cum oh my god oh my god OHHHH!”

“Put your fingers in there, Owen,”
said Amy, standing behind Bob and rubbing his shoulders. “See if
you can feel her g-spot.”

Bob was shaking his head back and
forth but unable to take his eyes off the spectacle. His wife had
never looked so beautiful.

Owen slid one of his big fingers
inside of Carla’s small tight wet cunt, and the effect was
immediate. Carla arched her head back and her creamy white skin
began to flush red as she had an orgasm, trembling and
spasming

“Ohhhhhhh,” said Carla, squeezing her
breasts together and spreading her legs, then stripping off her
panties and throwing them at her husband. “Oh that was so
good.”

Owen stood up and took his big cock
out of his jeans. “Ohhhhh, Owen, let me suck that big cock, let me
make you feel as good as you made me feel.”

Owen moved around to the edge of the
table, standing opposite Bob, smiling across the table at him, as
Carla turned her head to the side and opened her mouth wide to
accommodate Owen’s enormous cock. Bob let out a loud sob of
misery.

Owen smiled as he slid the big veined
dick between Carla’s plump eager red lips.

“Oooh, Bob,” said Amy, bending to
whisper in Bob’s ear as she rubbed her tits against the back of his
head. “Look at it, it looks like an anaconda snake disappearing
into a cave.”

Owen held Carla’s red hair in his big
fist and began smoothly and slowly fucking her face, his cock
pumping into her mouth like a piston, her lips wrapped tightly
around it. She gulped and gagged on it.

While she sucked his cock, she reached
down and began stroking her wet pussy again, and before too long
she was moaning in pleasure and sliding one of her own fingers in
and out of herself.

“Oooh, she loves it, Bob, she just
loves to suck his cock, look at her, look at how she’s moaning
around that big dick,” said Amy, whispering into Bob’s ear. She
looked at Bob’s lap and saw that he again had a huge erection. Not
as Big as Owen’s, of course, but big.

Finally Owen pulled his big rod out of
her mouth and moved back between her legs again. “Are you ready to
get fucked? Huh?” he grunted.

“Oh yeah,” murmured Carla, feeling her
own tits again. “I want your cock so bad,” she said.

“And you Bob? Are you ready for me to
fuck your wife?” asked Owen.

“Oh god, this can’t be happening, this
can’t be happening,” moaned Bob.

Owen slapped her pussy with the
swollen purple head of his throbbing erect dick and few times, and
she cried out in pleasure.

Bob cried out in humiliation and tried
to close his eyes and lower his head, but Amy put her hand on his
forehead and pulled his head back.

“You have to watch, Bob,” said Amy.
“You have to see how much she loves to get fucked by
him.”

Owen teased her with his big prick for
a while, inserting just the head into her soaking wet slit, while
reaching down to help her play with her tits.

“You sure you’re ready?” asked
Owen.

“Oh, please, please, please, give it
to me, give me that cock,” moaned Carla.

“I think she’s ready Owen,” said Amy.
“How about you Bob? You think she’s ready?”

“Yes,” said Bob, bursting into fresh
tears now. “She’s ready to get fucked. Please fuck her, please fuck
my wife and let me watch.”

“Good boy,” said Amy, kissing him on
the forehead.

Carla threw her head back and screamed
in pleasure again, as Owen finally gave her the full length of his
cock.

He held her legs, one of her high
heels on his shoulder, as he rammed his cock into her, making the
whole table shake.

Bob watched, shaking in his chair,
rubbing his legs together like a cricket, unable to do anything to
finish off the sustained throbbing hard-on he had. “Oh, god, give
it to her!” he cried out. “Fuck my wife, please! Fuck her
harder!”

Owen was hammering into Carla now, and
Carla was gripping the edges of the table, breathless, making
babbling sounds and wrapping her legs tight around Owen as he
fucked her hard, varying the rhythm, fast and then slow, fast and
then slow, until she was begging and moaning helplessly, her whole
body shaking.

“Oh god I’m cumming again!” she
screamed, clawing at her own breasts, which were red and swollen
now, as Owen fucked her harder.

“Ready to see me cum on your wife,
Bob?” asked Owen.

“I think he is,” said Amy. “He’s a
good boy now.”

“Yes, cum on her! Cum on my wife!”
yelled Bob.

Owen pulled out and she eagerly
grabbed his big cock with both hands and jacked it off. It only
took a few strokes, and then Owen threw his head back and moaned as
he unloaded hot white ropes of cum all over Carla’s stomach, and
some of it even shot all the way up to her tits.

She rubbed the hot cum onto herself,
on her tits and belly, and then smeared some on her fingers and
tasted it, moaning in pleasure.

Bob was shaking in his seat, and he
also threw his head back and moaned. Amy looked down, giggling, as
she saw the hot cum spread on the crotch of his pants.

When Carla stopped shaking, she turned
to her husband. “Have you learned an important lesson today,
Bob?”

“Yes,” he said. “I’ll be a good boy
from now on.”

She took one of her cum-smeared hands
and held it up to his mouth. “Kiss my hand and promise,” she
said.

Bob kissed Owen’s semen off his wife’s
fingers, weeping as he did so.

“God bless us every one,” said Amy.
“This is really the best Christmas ever. Now come on, Owen. I’m
horny as hell and I need you to fuck me hard.”

“My pleasure,” said Owen, stroking his
already hardening cock.
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Get it NOW as an e-book or paperback.

Elena is an underwear
model and trophy wife with a dark past.

Joshua is a former NAVY
Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs
the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in,
ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full
consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And
that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and
blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to
steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's
ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has
some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky
but far more depraved and deadly than theirs...

Warning! GRAPHIC CONTENT.
Contains graphic scenes of sex and bondage under conditions of
dubious consent, as well as scenes of enema punishment.
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Buy I OWN YOU now at your favorite
e-book retailer!

He picks the lock and
quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man
in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger.
Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former
boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom
wants to get even ... and he wants her.

This novel collects the
six parts of the shocking new dark erotica serial by Natasha
Stevens, best-selling author of JANA'S JOURNEY. Once again she will
take you to places very dark and disturbing ... and very
hot.

Buy I OWN YOU now!
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Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX now at your favorite
e-book retailer!

18-year-old Victoria has a
problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many
times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs
up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of
other ideas …

This collection follows
the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage
cheerleader Victoria and her stepfather (and the hot Russian
babysitter!) in three stories:

STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW
TO MASTURBATE

STEPFATHER, CAN I WATCH
YOU HAVE SEX WITH THE BABYSITTER

STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW
TO HAVE SEX WITH A GIRL
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Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK
SLUTTY DAUGHTER now at your favorite e-book retailer

It all seemed like a dream
...

38-year-old divorced
former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one
evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia,
staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a
short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is
sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he
even want to?

What's more, Richard is
divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad.
And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to
get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help
Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works
of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Blistering hot and full of
twists and turns, this is another shocking new taboo erotica
novella from Natasha Stevens, the author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I
OWN YOU.
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Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE at
your favorite e-book retailer!

An extreme horror BDSM
dark erotica thriller!

Tara is desperate to
escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a
way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university
far away ... and $50,000. 


But in return, she must endure three
days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios,
which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new
definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through
tattooing and piercing. 


Everything will stop if she says one
word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new
life? 


But someone doesn't want Tara to go
anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 


Warning! Contains graphic content,
including violence and abuse. Intended only for mature readers. Get
it NOW at your favorite e-book retailer!
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Natasha Stevens is a bold
an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic
School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a
wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her
erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the
boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and
story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve
older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of
sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark
and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always
win.

Find more works by the
author here at Natasha Stevens’ 
author page

Visit the author’s website
at http://www.natashastevenserotica.com
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