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CONFESSIONS OF A KIDNAPPER, CHAPTER 1
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Christi sat with her legs crossed, looking steadily across the barren white room at the man who had abducted, raped, and tortured her.

In her conservative blue business suit and skirt and cream-colored blouse, she nonetheless still felt that she had made a dramatic entrance, her full head of auburn curls flowing around her face and shoulders. Part of the prison’s visitation rules required that she dress conservatively and not wear high heels; even so his eyes widened and nostrils flared and he let out an audible gasp as she sat down and he actually bit his lips when she crossed her legs, even though the skirt came to her knees.

Michael was handcuffed to a bracket on the white table that separated them, and he wore an orange jumpsuit. She knew they were not being monitored or recorded, as she had requested, and she had a “panic button” in her hand to alert the guard standing right outside the door.

For all that, she didn’t feel the slightest bit nervous.

“You look … incredible,” he said, his voice a bit hoarse.  He cleared his throat. “I can’t. … tell you how good it is to see you again. Twenty-five fucking years.”

She smiled thinly at him. “You look … better than expected.” His head was shaved, and the stubble she saw was grey rather than blonde, but he still had the same piercing blue eyes and his skin was smooth and mostly unscarred.

Except for the one she had given him, across his cheek, twenty-five previously.

He shrugged. “Lots of time to exercise, right?”

“I’m sure.”

“I’ve seen you on TV a few times, so I’m not too surprised. But you must understand … it’s been a long time since I’ve been in the same room as a beautiful woman.”

“Yes,” she said. “But it hasn’t been a long time since I’ve been in the same room as a demented sexual predator.”

He smiled broadly, and his teeth were still white and even. “Yeah, I’m anxious to hear about that. You’re a, what, psychologist now?”

“I’m a psychiatrist. I went to med school. I also have a master’s degree in counseling psychology, though.”

“Well. Who would have thought that the little porn star slut would do so well?”

Her thin smile did not change and her gaze did not falter. “I thought it.”

He winked.

A not-uncomfortable silence stretched out as they looked each other over.

“Restorative justice, that’s what they call these confrontations,” he said. “Restorative justice. Nice name. I read a few news articles about how controversial they are. Some victims say the closure is a tremendous relief.”

“And others felt it allowed their attacker to abuse them psychologically one more time,” she said, still looking him in the eye.

“So what are we going to talk about?” he said.

“Everything,” she said. “We’re going to talk about all of it.”

“I swear to God, this is just … a dream come true. After all these years, I get to see you again. It’s very … gratifying. I mean, I knew you could never have forgotten about me.”

“No, but I made an effort not to think about you every day.”

“Did it work?”

She sighed. “Sometimes.”

“Now me, on the other hand,” he said, rolling his head back on his neck and closing his eyes. “I thought of you. Every. Single. Day. I even managed to get some pictures of you, a copy of that centerfold you did back in the day. I would have gotten in serious trouble if they’d found them, of course, but I had them.”

Her thin smile disappeared. “Yes, that’s something I live with. So many pictures and videos of me from those days, but now they’re all over the internet.”

“Seemed like a good idea at the time, huh?” he laughed.

“That was something we always said to ourselves, back in the 80s. Not so many people will ever see this. Not so many people watch pornography, not so many people buy those magazines or even the videos.”

“Huh,” he said. “Enough people to make you a small fortune, though.”

She nodded and shrugged. “It made some producers a small fortune, and me an even smaller one. But now, with the internet, porn is an everyday part of life for a lot of people.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “That must be … something else. I hear about it from the young ones here. I’ve seen a bit of it on smuggled-in smart phones. My god, to carry that much lust around in your pocket, that would be amazing.”

“Yeah. We really let a genie out of the bottle.”

He leaned forward. “What do you think the effect on the young ones is? Or will be?”

“The jury’s still out. But it’s not looking promising. Increased impotence seems to be one unexpected effect.”

“That I can’t understand at all,” he said, shaking his head. “The more porn I bought, the harder I got.”

“And the more you wanted me,” she said.

He nodded thoughtfully. “Oh yes.”

“How long?” she asked. “How long did you plan it, before you carried it out?”

“Hmm, well, of course, I was busy with … other things, for years and years there, but … I thought of you a lot.”

Her gaze did not falter.

He looked up at the ceiling. “But the question, when did I actually get the idea to go after you? Well, it’s funny, you get ideas, and then you start planning them, and sometimes you think, well, I’ll do this, or I won’t do it, sometimes you surprise yourself. I mean, I found out where you lived fairly easily.”

Some of this had come out at trial, but she had deliberately shut out a lot of it at that time. “Just followed me from the agency, right?” At that time, twenty years previously, there had been only two major talent agencies for adult film performers and nude models in the city.

“Sure. I mean you had that red Corvette. It was easy to follow you. Such a little snot you were, I could tell. You didn’t look around you once. Except when you were checking out your own reflection in shop windows.”

She could imagine herself, curls blowing in the wind, driving down the road and doing just that, enjoying the sun and her youth and all the attention she got, and of course completely unaware of the beautiful blonde beast watching her and following her.

“We tried to pick you up the normal way, once,” he said. “You don’t even remember it, do you?”

“I don’t,” she said. They had mentioned this after kidnapping her, but she honestly could not recall.

“Kara and I hit on you in a bar, but you didn’t have much time for us. It was a real letdown for both of us.” Kara was Michael’s first wife, as blonde, blue-eyed and beautiful as he was, and just a conscienceless.

“I honestly have no memory of it. What … did you say to me?”

“Kara approached you and said she had seen your films.”

“Well, I never went with fans,” she said. “Not fans who weren’t in the business, anyway.”

“I figured maybe it was something like that. I mean, we were good looking. Usually when she asked, girls went.”

“I bet they did. So you decided to kidnap me?”

“Well, it’s not so … straightforward as that,” he said. “It’s not like you just decide to do it and do it. You decide to do it and look for an opportunity, consider whether you can get away with it … I mean, first of course, I decided to rape you.”

She sat very still in the chair.

“I figured I could follow you, or break into your apartment, and do it there, but I … I knew at that point, that wouldn’t be enough. I had to have you.”

They locked eyes again.

“And Kara, also? She liked that idea?”

He waved his hands, rattling his handcuffs, and looked away. “She liked the idea,” he said. He started to say something else. “But she didn’t like how much I … loved you. You know that.”

“Yeah,” she said. She took a deep breath and let it out. “You couldn’t think of how to do it … so you waited until Halloween.”

He brightened and sat up in his chair. “I think of this … a lot. It was, literally, probably the best day of my life.” 

She sighed. “And the worst day of mine.”

He looked at her closely. “Really? The absolute worst? You’ve seen some bad shit in your life. I know that.”

“Yes, Michael. Being taken from my home and imprisoned, being raped by someone I didn’t know, that was the worst day of my life.”

“Hmmm,” he said, shaking his head. “I mean, you fucked strangers all the time on camera. To me that seems worse.”

Her eyes blazed at him. She took a deep breath. “Have you been raped in here?”

He shifted in his seat.

“Be honest with me, and I’ll be honest with you.”

He looked at his hands. “Yes. It was rough in here at first, for me. Sex offenders are pretty low on the totem pole in here. I got raped and beaten up. Spent a lot of time in protective custody.”

She looked back at him. “And how did that feel?”

“Protective custody?”

“No, the rape.”

“Well, it was horrible, of course. Painful. Humiliating,” he said calmly. He looked around the room. “My lawyer told me that none of this is being recorded. You’re not … wearing a wire or anything.”

“No. And nothing you say in here can be used against you in a court of law.”

“Or at my parole hearing? That’s coming up in a few years.”

“I know,” she said. “Talk to me honestly, and I’ll talk to you honestly. That’s all I want today.”

“Figured maybe you were trying to … I don’t know, entrap me, record me saying some bad shit to play to the parole officers. You learn fast in prison to watch what you say.”

“No, Michael. That’s not why I’m here.”

“Writing a book? Something like that?”

“No, Michael. It’s just … time to be honest.”

And she unbuttoned the top button on her white blouse, showing the beginning of her generous cleavage.

He looked at her carefully, and she looked back.

He licked his lips.

“I bet you’re hard right now,” she said.

He nodded. “Since you walked in here.”

“I’ll say some things that I’d never want revealed in court. All the things I didn’t say in my statement at the trial.” She had been permitted to make her witness statement through video, so had not attended the trial. “I’ll say things I’d never wanted recorded. About how I came when you fucked me, and how I loved to eat your wife’s pussy.”

He was breathing heavily now.

“They’re not watching us, Michael. But they’re right outside.”

She unbuttoned another button on her blouse and revealed the lacy edges of the cups of her bra. “So tell me, Michael. Just talk to me honestly. Have you been raped in here?”

He nodded, shifting in his seat restlessly, his eyes locked on her creamy pale cleavage.

“Say it,” she said.

“Yes,” he said. “I’ve been raped. Three men raped me, the first year I was here.”

“Did you even feel … the irony of that?”

“No,” he said. “I just thought about how I was going to get back at them. And I did, eventually. It’s not easy for … sex offenders in here, but there was a certain celebrity involved because I’d fucked you. The famous porn bitch.” He said it not with a sneer, but with a look of tender affection that made her sicker than anything he’d said so far.

“And I made friends in here,” he said with a shrug. “Eventually.”

“The Aryans. The Nazis.”

“The whites,” he said. “That’s how it is in here. You stick with your people. And once you became a talking head on the news, talking about sex addiction and abusive relationships and victim’s rights and all that, they hated you even more, and I made more and more friends.”

She uncrossed her legs, letting him see her white stockings, making him lick his lips again. “Let’s get back to Halloween. The night you kidnapped me.”

“Twenty-five years ago exactly, huh? Man, time flies, even in prison.” He thought for a moment. “Well, I figured Halloween was a good night for it. You lived downtown, there would be a lot of people partying, and nobody would be paying much attention. The cops would be busy.”

“You were just waiting outside my place?”

“Well, sort of. On that street. Then I saw … whatzisname, your boyfriend there, Danny, drinking at one of the bars near your place with that mask in his hand, and it just clicked. I knew I could get away with it. The outline of the plan had been in my head for some time, but I saw the possibilities so clearly that night. I knew, I just knew, that is was going to go exactly the way I wanted it.”

She frowned. “You were right, it seems.”

“How is Danny, anyway? I had heard you married him.”

“He died recently,” she said.

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”

“No, you’re not.”

“No, you’re right, I’m not. He was a creepy fuck, in my opinion. The Dark Prince of Porn. He seemed scary.”

She stood up. “He had some issues, but he dealt with them through consensual fantasy, unlike you, you sick little bastard,” she said.

He looked at her and nodded. “I watched his films a lot,” he said. “I got a lot of ideas there.”

She exhaled noisily and sat down again. “And did you speak to him, in the bar where you saw him?”

“No, I didn’t. I watched. He was hitting on all the girls, there. Charming bastard. But he had a full-face white mask on, really creepy, and he was wearing just wearing black clothes, much the same as I was, and we’re about the same height. So I figured it would at least get me in your door.”

She was beginning to feel cold sweat breaking out as she remembered. A little bit high, getting ready for Halloween, waiting for Danny, brushing and spraying her hair, teasing it out in the style of the times. She remembered her face in the mirror; the full red cupid’s bow lips, the big green eyes with too much eye-shadow and false eyelashes. The baby face so full of lust.

“I just followed him into lobby of your building and knocked him flat in the elevator,” he said, a look of warm nostalgia on his face. “I had this thing, a sap, it’s called, sort of a piece of leather with a piece of flat metal in it. I ordered it out of a magazine. You had to order stuff out of magazines in those days. He barely got his hands out of his pockets. He wasn’t quite as oblivious to the outside world as you were, but he didn’t really see it coming.”

“And then you put on his jacket and his mask, and knocked on my door.”

“I took him to the basement, first. Tied him with duct tape. Of course, I had my stuff with me in a bag. And then I knocked on your door. I wasn’t sure whether I should say anything. I figured you knew what mask he was going to wear, but I thought maybe you’d recognize the voice. I so deeply wanted to say Trick or Treat.”

“I said it when I answered the door.”

“My god, it was all I could do to not cum in my pants right there. You answered the door naked except for that famous white garter belt and white stockings that you’d worn in so many of your movies, just white lace panties and no bra … your big full tits, my god …” he was lost in the memory, and his breathing was heavy now.

“And I’m wearing that now,” she said, uncrossing her legs. “Oh, not the same one, of course, but a similar one. And I have on a bra this time; that’s one of the visitation rules. Can’t go braless.”

“Oh fuck,” he said. “You fucking little slut. Fucking little whore.” He was speaking tenderly again, making her skin crawl. A voice she’d heard before.

She took a deep breath and leaned forward. “I thought you loved me,” she said, eyes wide. “You told me you loved me so many times when you held me captive. You can’t love me if you think I’m a fucking little whore, Michael.”

“Fuck, that’s the problem. I loved you but you were a whore, so I had to punish you. I had to keep you from doing that.”

“And there I was … almost naked. Defenseless. I opened the door and let you in. I was a little stoned. I, honestly thought it was Danny.”

“You were pretty obviously thinking about yourself, and the little show you were about to put on.”

“Yes,” she said, looking into his eyes. “That I was. I was so horny, all the time, back in those days. I mean, I know a lot of actresses who just sort of fell into to doing porn, or did it for the money. But I got into it because I loved to fuck, and I loved to be watched.”

And she unbuttoned another button on her blouse.

He took a deep breath and straightened up. “I jack off when I think about it nearly every day,” he said.

“Unfortunately, I often do too, when I masturbate. It usually stops everything … dead.”

“Not me,” he beamed. “I think I’m going to cum in my pants right now just thinking about it. I wish my hands weren’t handcuffed to the table, I’d take it out right now and I bet I’d cum with only one stroke. Maybe you could come over here and help me?” he asked with the twinkling blue eyes that had lured so many innocent women to horrible fates. Those eyes were only slightly dulled by a quarter-century of imprisonment.

She pursed her lips, the pout that had helped make her famous, and batted her eyes at him. “If I had your cock in my hands … I’d rip it off with my fingernails.”

He looked down and chuckled. “Oh fuck, you looked so hot that night. The little devil horns and the white stockings. And the red candles. You started dripping that hot candle wax all over your belly, and then your nipples …”

“Uh huh,” she said. She took of her jacket, and unbuttoned another button of her blouse, spreading it open and letting him see her bra.

“Oh god,” he said. “And when you started touching your pussy, and finally I heard that famous moan of yours, the famous orgasm, and I could smell you, the perfume and the hairspray and your fucking buttery wet cunt, I couldn’t control myself anymore. I honestly tried to wait, but I had to have you.”

They looked at each other.

“And you tried to hold me off, but I held your wrists,” he said. “Was that when you started to know?”

She thought about it. “No. You had gloves on. I would have known from your hands. Danny grew up doing hard work, construction and such. He had a man’s hands.”

He shook his head. “Even when I took out the knife and put it to your throat, you didn’t know. He did shit like that to you all the time, I guess. I saw some of the movies, I guess I thought you cut that shit out when the cameras stopped rolling. But you loved it. I could tell. You wrapped those long legs around me and dug those high heels right into my ass and begged for more.” 

“Danny was … mercurial. Sometimes he was fast, sometimes he was slow, sometimes he was rough, sometimes he was gentle. Maybe that’s why I loved him. He was full of surprises.”

“But … couldn’t you tell that it wasn’t his cock?” he seemed honestly confused. “I saw it in movies, it seemed like his was bigger than mine.”

She shrugged. “You were wearing his jacket. That was his smell. Your bodies are about the same size, you weigh about the same … and he’s got blue eyes, also.”

“You never looked in my eyes. You were watching yourself in the mirror, the whole time. I’ve never seen a house with as many mirrors as yours. I turned you over and fucked you from behind and you were watching yourself the whole time. That fucking moan, oh god, I can still hear it.”

She smiled sadly. “I used to love to watch myself fuck, yeah. That apartment. I never saw it again. I liked that place.”

“Then you knew, when I came inside you.”

She nodded. “He never had done that before. Never.”

“Professional habit, I guess.” He smiled. “Oh, god, the look on your face, when the mask came off. And you saw me. Really saw me.”

“Maybe you can understand the feeling,” she said. “Where everything you thought you knew, turns out not to be real? It wasn’t the first time I’d felt like that in life, but … that was the worst.”

He shrugged. “To me, your life was all fake, anyway. It wasn’t real. Until I got there. Then it was real.”

She sighed and shook her head. “There were a lot of fake things, it’s true. But real things also. And you became … the most real.”

“You tried to fight more than a lot of girls,” he said. “I think you deserve some credit for that. I mean, really. I don’t want to get into … I mean, I don’t want to criticize them, but a lot of girls would just sort of fold up and start begging. Crying. Trying to reason with me. You didn’t do that. You understood, I think.”

“I’ve spent the last twenty years studying it, and I still don’t understand it. But I could see there was no … reasoning with you.”

“I mean, I wish you had recognized me, from the time I tried to pick you up. That would have been cool. If you’d realized. And you know, the jacket, and jeans, and when I put the mask back on, it really protected me from your fingernails. It was hard to breathe and see in it, was the only problem. Putting a stocking over your head is much better for that sort of thing. It really feels … sexy.”

She exhaled and raised her hair off her neck, posing for him.

“Oh god, that’s so good. You cunt, you little fucking cunt …”

“Not so little anymore, Junior.”

He chuckled. “No, I guess not. Neither of us are.”

“So admit it; did you get that idea from movies, putting the mask on and tricking me into fucking you? There were a couple of movies in the 80s that had similar scenes, horror movies and comedies both …”

‘Well, yeah, I saw them. Maybe so. It wasn’t in the front of my head, though. The main thing was the shaved head story.  You would hear this all the time, about some kid who had been kidnapped and the kidnapper shaved their head so nobody would know who the kid was. I heard that story a lot, but it wasn’t a true story, was it? It was a … what do you call it …”

“Urban myth.”

“Yeah, I guess so. Anyway, shaving all your fucking hair off was such a turn on. You had that big hair that was popular at that time, and it was surprisingly hard to get it off.”

“I didn’t have much fight left in me after you shot me up with … animal tranquilizer, was it?”

“Yeah, Kara stole it from the veterinarian where she worked. I was afraid of course, that it would kill you, like it killed Kara’s cousin.”

Kristi frowned at the mention of Kara’s cousin. The video that Michael had shown her of he and his wife raping her cousin and then realizing in the middle that she was dead was not exactly the worst thing they’d shown her, but it was certainly one of the worst.

“But I figured otherwise, to get you out of there, I’d have to beat you so badly that you wouldn’t be any good to me. As it turned out, it worked fine.”

“I took so many drugs on my own, I probably had some tolerance,” Kristi said, her voice sounding faraway in her own ears.

“And I used less of the stuff. After I got your arms taped behind your back, and got you bent over the bathtub, it was easier. Your hair was so thick and full of hairspray though, the blade of the trimmer kept getting gummed up. I thought the battery might die before I finished.”

“Your lucky night, I guess.”

“I guess so. I figured I didn’t want to be in your house more than 30 minutes or so, because I thought Danny might wake up or somebody might find him. I mean, he was handcuffed to a pipe and it was Halloween though, and I knew the landlord wasn’t there that night, so really I guess in the back of my mind I knew I didn’t need to worry.”

“And figured you had time to fuck me in the ass before you went.”

He snickered. “Yeah. Well, I was so boned up after I shaved your head I knew I wasn’t going to last long.”

“For all the drugs, I remember it very, very vividly. There are a lot of … gaps in my memory. But not that. I remember the way my stomach hurt with the edge of the tub digging into it, and the feeling like it was splitting me in half. And your dick in my ass, of course.”

“It was over fairly quickly,” he said, almost apologetically.

“Unlike the year of captivity. Or the walk through the street.”

He brightened. “I mean, how awesome was that? I knew it would work. You were all beat up and drugged, and I was leading you by a dog collar, and everybody thought it was just a great Halloween show.”

They looked at each other.

She remembered it vividly, being dragged down the street by the dog collar and chain around her neck, her head freshly shaved and face bruised, hands handcuffed behind her back, wearing a schoolgirl skirt and blouse and no bra or panties … only the white garter belt she’d made famous in her movies. All those faces around her, the masks, monsters and demons and cartoon characters and TV stars, the spinning neon lights, the laughter and the smell of alcohol and vomit on the crowded street. It had all the intensity of a nightmare, but it had been real.

“I mean, do you really think anybody knew? Maybe some of those guys who felt your tits. Your tits were pretty famous.”

“Yeah. I wonder, I really do.” She remembered quietly whimpering for help, barely able to stand, but everyone had just laughed as Michael had shown groups of revelers her tits and invited them to feel them, before dragging her to his car.

She looked at the blue-eyed monster in the orange jumpsuit across the table from her.

She opened her shirt all the way now, revealing the D cups of her bra, the hard nipples visible beneath the thin lace. She used one red fingernail to pull one cup down so one hard puckered nipple was showing. “They’re even bigger than they used to be,” she said. “Although not so firm, of course.”

“I loved that my white mask had a mouth hole big enough to allow me to suck your tits,” he said though gritted teeth.

“So did you scream, when they fucked you up the ass, like I screamed?”

He looked down. He was breathing heavily.

“More I’m sure,” he said after a pause. “You were drugged.”

“And my ass was used to getting fucked?”

He nodded, looking down, beginning to shake. “Oh god,” he moaned.

“Did they talk to you? Did they ask you if you liked it?”

He made a miserable moaning sound.

“Look at me, Michael. Look at my tits. Look at my face.”

He looked up, his nostrils flaring and his eyes wide.

“They got paid to fuck you up the ass, Michael, did you know that? Did they tell you that? Of course, most of the Mafia connected porn people were on the other coast, but I knew them. I knew one of them well. He was the last of a breed of 70s gangster that was dying out quickly in the 80s, and in fact he was dying of cancer. But he arranged it. Favors and gifts for their families, I think.”

His lips were trembling, and he was shaking his head. “No,” he hissed.

“Yes,” she said calmly. “Yes, Michael.” She arched her back, and pulled the other bra cup down and teased both nipples with her long red nails. “Cum for me, baby. Think of how powerful you felt when you were fucking me and humiliating me.”

“Ohhhhh …”

“Now think of those big bucks fucking you up the ass. Think of how helpless and frustrated you felt and cum for me. You can’t touch your cock there, but if you squeeze your legs together I bet you can do it …”

“Oh, god. No, no, no …”

“Did they suck your tits? Somehow I doubt it. I don’t think they kissed you, either.”

“Oh, fuck. No, no, no …”

“Those big cocks inside you, I know how they feel. But feeling balls hitting your balls from the back, for example I can’t imagine how that felt.”

He pounded his feet on the floor and let out an anguished wail, his body trembling, and she knew he had ejaculated. She could smell it. 

“He assured me that at least three big guys fucked you up the ass, and he offered to have you killed, but I said no. Think of that, Michael. You’re alive because I let you live.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No. I don’t believe it.”

“No? Well, that’s just the beginning of what we have to talk about, actually …”

To be continued in …
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Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …

[image: ]

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 good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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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.

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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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 ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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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’ Amazon author page

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


This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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