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CHAPTER 1

I F….ed in front of him

“Payback”

“ God. I just don't know what to do about it this time. Seriously, I'm drawing a total blank.”

I blew out a frustrated breath and flopped on my back on the bed. Zane flopped down next to me and we both stared at the ceiling. “Well. What did he do this time, Anna?”

I wrinkled my nose. “Well the week before last, he loaded my laptop and phone up with a stupid amount of porn. I couldn't turn either of them on without seeing cocks and cunts all over the place. So, I just had a bunch of gay porn videos and magazines sent to his office.”

Zane raised an eyebrow. “So, what did he do about that?” “Ugh. The worst thing, probably. You know that presentation I was supposed to do for my English class?”
“Yeah?”
“He replaced some of the slides with pictures of his dick. No lie.” “That's- wait, how do you know it's his?”

“ He told me later. I mean, I know I wouldn't lie about having that hideous thing.” I shuddered.
“So, what now?”
“I have no idea. I was hoping you'd have something. I mean, you're pretty smart and evil.”
Zane laughed and rolled onto his side to look at me. “My aunt's
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been telling you things, has she?” I grinned. “Maybe.” 

After step dad remarried almost a year ago, we ended up with a huge family. My step-mom is pretty awesome – and her family is, too – but I'm still surprised at just how many cousins I got out of

the deal. Like Zane: dark hair, dark eyes, pale skin, and totally cute. Not exactly a beefy, muscular guy, but I'm not really that particular. I never have been. If there's a cock attached, I'm game for it.

In fact, that's kind of what started the whole dirty game my step dad and I play. Every time I got a new boyfriend, he would torment the guy with pictures of my past boyfriends. And I don't mean normal photos: I mean, he's found every single cache of dirty pictures I've ever taken with my boyfriends and he lays those out.

So, when he started dating after he and mom split, I started to do the same thing. It's just escalated since. When I realized my nowstep-mom wasn't going to bail after seeing all the trash I dug up on him, the game changed.

And that's precisely why I needed help. I was running out of nasty ideas – and, worst of all, Father's Day was just around the corner. It was do or die time.

Zane pursed his lips thoughtfully and chewed on his inner cheek.
“Well,” he said after a long moment, “You could tell him that you 

made a video of all the awesome things you two have done together. Then, when he's sitting down, you make sure he can't get up or anything. Tell him it's a huge surprise or something. And, instead of that video, you show him, I don't know, like a sex video

of your mom and some guy or... something. ”
“Or it could be me and some guy,TWISTED” I reasoned. “And it would probably be better if I told him I got him a stripper, instead. Way more believable that way.”

“ That would probably work better.” He paused and wrinkled his nose. “But what guy would you want to be in on that? I mean. It could be pretty terrible if it's someone he knew or...”
“Why? Who's he going to be mad at? The guy that fucked me or me for showing him the thing in the first place? He's a total pussy when it comes to confrontation.”
“I hope you're right about that.”
“I am. Trust me.” I grinned. “So. Now, I just have to figure out the right guy to do the dicking.”

Zane was silent for a moment. I could feel the weight of his gaze through my sheer blouse. There was no denying that he'd had a thing for me for a long time. He just didn't know what to do with it. And, I guess, that's part of why I snagged him instead of one of my other new cousins.

I snuck a hand over and cupped his crotch. I worked my fingers gently into the denim, feeling out the size of his sack and the shape of his cock. He was already half-hard when I got a grip on him and I could practically feel him swelling in my hand.

“You're the worst,” he finally croaked out with a laugh.
“Funny,” I said. “Everyone tells me I'm the best.” 

I rolled over to face him and leaned in to steal a quick kiss from his lips. His breath was hot and he was trembling. He was also as hard as a rock. And why wouldn't he be? I knew good and well that I was what most guys liked – blond hair, boobs, and legs for days. I was probably the best cheerleader in high school, but that's based on a completely biased vote from the football team.

So, of course, cute and kind-of-emo Zane would be intimidated.
MARGUERITE DE LYONWho wouldn't be? 

I stroked his thick cock through his jeans and nibbled at his lip. He moaned and shifted a little; he pressed his hips against my palm and fumbled for my breasts.

“Nervous?” I asked.
“A little,” he breathed. “I mean, you're... fuck. You're too hot for me.” 

I snorted and gently pushed him onto his back so I could straddle his hips. “You're going to have to nut up if you want to help me with this nasty little trick,” I said.

His eyes widened and I grinned.
“I already have a camera guy lined up,” I added. “So I just need a dick... and yours feels pretty good.” 

Before he could speak, I bent down and locked lips with him. His tongue shivered against mine and I ground my hips against his in retaliation. He took a nip at my lower lip and I grinned. He was finally starting to get it. Zane hooked his hands around my waist and pulled me down a little harder. His mouth met mine hungrily and it wasn't long at all before we were fumbling at our clothes and tearing them off.

He sucked on my lip and tongue until they felt bruised, but I didn't let him off easy; after all that biting, I'm sure he was tasting his own blood.

He felt pretty big through the denim but, once all the clothes were off? He was huge. His dick was thick and veiny, a meaty monster of a thing – TWISTED definitely not what I imagined he would have, not in a thousand years. His bush was trimmed and that made it look even bigger. And then there were his balls – heavy and fat. All of it looked so good that I could practically feel myself salivating.

He started to get up but I pushed him back down.
“I just have to get a taste of this,” I told him and down I went. I 

wrapped my lips around the bloated head of his dick and ran my tongue along the cumslit with a throaty moan of bliss. I bobbed my head a little, my lips playing along the corona of his cockhead, and, when he whimpered, I took him even deeper. Inch by slow inch, I began to swallow that thick, meaty prick of his. My tongue rubbed vigorously at the divot just below the head, which made him really moan with pleasure.

I suckled hard for a moment, then released, but only to take another inch or two. He was already hitting the back of my throat, but I wanted more – and he wanted more, too. I wrapped a hand around his spit-slick manhood and gripped him tightly. A few hard, quick pumps of mouth and hand got him throbbing even harder than before. His hips jerked and twitched as he tried to fuck my mouth, but I wasn't ready for that, not just yet.

I pulled free from his fat cock with a wet pop. My hand kept moving – firm, steady, with a bit of a squeeze at the tip of his dick.
“I should have known you were packing something like this,” I teased.
“You wouldn't have believed me if I told you.”
“Mm.”
I scooted up and straddled his hips again. I wasn't sure how it was
going to fit, but I was going to find a way. I settled over his cock MARGUERITE DE LYON 

and rubbed my slick, practically drooling, pussy along the swollen head of his delicious manhood. His hips rolled up instinctively and I tsked at him.

I made him wait until I decided to sink down onto him and take him slowly. Inch by achingly slow inch – for both of us, I'm sure – he began to vanish into my soaking wet cunt. I could feel him stretching me out and it felt good – too good, almost. Every little bit I took was electrifying and I could feel tingles of sensation building in my belly and spine. I bit my lower lip and moaned.

He grabbed for my hips again and tried to pull me down, but to no avail. I pushed back and clenched down on his cock, which made him whimper.

“Too tight for you?” I teased.
“Maybe a little.”
“Or maybe you're just too big, hm?”
He grinned lopsidedly up at me and I grinned right back. 

I took him as far as I could take him, but there was still a good inch or two of that meaty dick left. My deepest parts were aching with the pressure, but it didn't matter; it all felt too good, entirely too good, for me to pull back now. I just savored how much he stretched me out and gyrated my hips slowly to really get a feel for him
I began to rise with the same slowness as before. It was driving him completely insane – and I loved it. I rode him nice and slow like that, up and down, inch by deliberately slow inch, until I could feel his cock twitching with frustration and need. I guided his hand to my pussy and pressed his thumb to my swollen clit.
“Rub there,” I breathed. “ TWISTEDJust like that- yeah. Just like... mmm.”

He was a quick study. He rubbed his thumb around my engorged clitoris and teased at the hood of it. I began to ride faster and take him even deeper. Everything was a slick, hot, noisy mess – and it was perfect. He kept pressing on my pleasure button and I kept getting wetter and wetter and wetter. It was just too intense for me to hold out forever. I could feel everything burn brighter inside me
– and then it all just went.

My thighs quivered and my belly blazed; everything felt like it was full of fire and electric sparks. I cried out and he held on, his hands switching up to seize my hips and help me ride it out. Then his hips were driving up, hard and fast, to pound that pillar of a prick into my poor, abused pussy.

I could feel his dick shudder and throb until it finally went with a convulsive sensation. I felt a rush of sticky heat blossom within and I breathed a sigh of bliss. He was panting and sweating and shaking in the aftermath; I wasn't much better. When he went soft, I slid off of him and began to finger my swollen, aching cunt.

He was just so full of cum! It kept drooling out of me until, eventually; I had to get a towel to clean up. His cock kept pumping out more precum, too – and I couldn't help myself. I leaned over to get a lick or two from his spamming cumslit. It made him jerk and laugh – and it made me laugh a little, too.

“Father's day?” He asked. “Father's day,” I said.
“It's a date, Anna.”
***
I left Zane to deal with the rest of the arrangements for the room. I MARGUERITE DE LYON 

handled the camera man, or whatever you call that guy nowadays that shoots video – it was someone my step dad trusted, so of course I trusted the guy, too. I made sure he had a tablet or whatever to film the thing, even though I'd have preferred a proper

digital camcorder. The sound on that tablet was going to be shitty. Anyway. I promised I'd blow him later, but that was all off the record and what was he going to do? Tell my step dad if I didn't do it? I was already going to be doing some salacious stuff in front of him.

And “salacious” was probably the biggest understatement of the year. 

Zane and I figured out just what we were going to do, too, but I left it to him to figure out if he wanted to do anything else as a surprise. I really didn't care; I just wanted to see step daddy suffering a bit.

The room was a dimly lit stage, effectively. A bed was there and a single chair was placed a short distance from it – just far enough for him to see the action, but not so far that he could possibly ignore it. Lots of muted lighting and curtains and stuff. The guy I hired to 

handle the camera was already there by the time I arrived with step dad, but it was pretty easy to avoid him. 

And step dad was stupid enough to let me blindfold him. I'll never get over that. I lead him into the room, blindfolded, and made sure he was seated before I tied his hands to the chair. I took the blindfold off and used that to add another layer to the knot. It wasn't a complicated knot; he would be able to get out of it if he really wanted to, but I made sure it felt hard to get out of.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. What's going on here?” He eyed me suspiciously. I fought the urge to grin at him.
“
Hey, it's just part of the deal, step dad. Strippers, you know? Hey,
TWISTED
Zane? Would you mind getting the music out?” 

And that was the first sign that everything was wrong for him. Zane came out completely naked, with a boombox in one hand. He waved at my step dad with a grin and set the box up to start playing that terrible '70s porn music that everyone secretly loves.

“ What the hell, Anna.” The question fell flat when I walked away and started peeling off my shirt. I put on the best slut strut I could and I could tell he was totally infuriated and confused by what was happening.

Good, I thought. 

Zane stood next to the bed, his half-erect cock already starting to twitch. Even at half-mast, it was impressive. Deliciously thick and laced with veins; it was pretty much my favorite kind of dick at the moment. I knelt in front of him, took his heavy balls in one hand and wrapped my other around the base of his rapidly swelling prick. With a sidelong look to my step dad, I began to take Zane's bloated cockhead into my mouth. I did it just like I did before, nice and slow with a lot of moaning. My hips wiggled a little with the desire to have that monster of a dick buried into my tight, juicy box.

I began to slurp while I sucked, with drool dribbling from my mouth and splattering on my thighs. When I was done teasing him with my tongue and lips, his prick was practically spitting precum. I licked a fat bead of the stuff from his engorged head and let it turn into a glistening strand before breaking it.
I smiled up at Zane, winked, and popped up onto the bed to spread my thighs. Step dad wasn't going to get much of a show out of that, but I could still look at him over my cousin's head to watch and see just when he'd get up and leave.

Zane hitched my skirt up and planted his mouth right on my hot, 
soaking cunny. His tongue dove between my folds and pressed at MARGUERITE DE LYON 

the entrance with enthusiasm. He wasn't all that good at it, but that's okay; he more than made up for it by doing it a lot. He wrapped his lips around my stiff, swollen clit and suckled gently. The tip of his tongue teased the tender bulb at the end and made me squirm. I dug my fingers into his hair and urged him to start licking deeper. Harder.

He ran the blade of his tongue along my entire pussy and I could just feel him getting it all wet with extra spit. Zane sucked on my pussy lips and bit my inner thigh; all of it was just so good that I was almost out of my mind with the sensations. Then he pulled back, grabbed my hip, and flipped me over. There was a bit of scooting to be had, but it was just enough to give step daddy a good, oblique view of what was going to happen next.

And step dad was still there. I could hear him grunting and growling, but he was too far beyond words – and I could see why. His cock was so hard, it was straining against the denim of his jeans. His hands were still tied, so I could only imagine just how frustrated he was on all fronts. I could almost see where the precum was staining through his jeans, too. It was pure insanity – and it was a bit thrilling, too. Not just that he was watching – but that someone was. I bit my lower lip and winked at him.

“How do you like it so far, step daddy? Pretty good show, mm?”
“You dirty, dirty little slut,” he finally snapped. “Do you want me to tell your mother what you're doing?”
“Should I tell her that you watched?”
His cheeks went nearly purple and he shifted uncomfortably in the chair.
Behind me, Zane was squeezing something down the crack of my TWISTED
ass. Lube. Of course it would be. That was probably the surprise he had in store for me.
But, I was wrong. At first, anyway. 

He began to push these little beads into the tight hole of my ass. One and another and another – for what felt like forever. He kept his other hand on my pussy and kept rubbing my clit. He kept me on the edge of orgasm the whole time. Maybe he was better at it than I thought.

Zane pushed just the head of his heavy, swollen cock past my soaking folds to butt up against the entrance of my sex. He rocked his hips slowly and I could feel the things shifting in my ass. The feeling was absolutely divine.

“Oh, it feels so good, step daddy,” I cooed. “Keep doing that, baby. 

Yeah. Just fuck me as hard and deep as you can. ” And though I was talking to Zane, I kept my eyes on my step dad the whole time. All he could do was make inarticulate noises of aggravation – and his cock wasn't helping. I could almost see the veins pressing into the fabric at one point and, though he tried shifting his hips to find relief, he didn't find it.

And Zane was just so good about all of it. He grunted a little and buried his beefy cock to the hilt in my already aching cunt.
“Are you being a dirty girl?” He panted. “Do you need a spanking?”
I wiggled my hips and clenched my pussy down on his dick. “Maybe,” I moaned.
He reached and seized my ponytail – and pulled me back into a severe arch that made me forget just how sore my sex was. His
other hand came down on my ass hard enough to leave a welt. It MARGUERITE DE LYON
was loud and it stung and I yelped out with pleasure and pain. He did it again and I begged for another.
“Keep that up and you just might,” he hissed. His hips rocked and, 

with a hand at my hip and the other knotting up my hair, he began to hammer my swollen, throbbing pussy for all that he was worth. I was lost in the wave of mixed pleasure and pain, every thrust sending a fresh wash of tingles down my spine and to my toes. I 

was seeing stars by the time he finally slowed down – but I knew it wasn't because he'd finished.
He withdrew and my juices dribbled out to coat my thighs. 

“ What...?” I began to ask and then I was unable to speak again. He was poking around my ass to find something. And when he did? A fresh series of new sensations rocked through me. I completely forgot that I was doing this to torment step daddy; it was all just a rush of good things that sent shivers to my core.

The beads were coming out, one by one. Slick, soft sounds came with each one and I found myself squirming with anticipation at each gentle tug. By the time he finished pulling them out, I was breathless and fingering myself with a desperate sense of need. I earned another slap on the ass for my troubles.

“Anna, you're a bad, girl,” Zane teased. “Such a bad, bad girl.” 

“ How bad am I, mm? How bad, step daddy?” I glanced over my shoulder at him and then slid a look askance to where my actual step dad was still sitting. Some part of my brain wondered why he hadn't worked himself free. It was weird – a dirty little thrill – but not enough to shut things down. If anything, it just turned me on more; of course he'd like to see just how far this would go.

He was probably planning his revenge.
Something firm and spongy and warm pressed against my tingling 
TWISTED
asshole. I looked back at Zane just as he growled out, “I'm going to do more than give you a spanking, you naughty girl.” 

He began to push that beast of a dick into my ass and I had to bite the knuckles of a finger to keep from crying out. It hurt a little – even if he was going slow – but it also felt good on a totally new level. He was big enough to stretch my pussy out, but the feeling of him stretching my ass out was something surreal. There was a lot of lube at least and that helped, but it was still so strange to feel that throbbing monster of a cock slide into my forbidden hole.

Then he hauled off and spanked my other buttcheek to balance out the redness. 

I squealed with pleasure when he began to thrust in earnest. Zane was slow at first; thoughtful, I guess. But then he seized my ponytail in his hand and latched onto my hip with the other to keep me still. He began to fuck me harder like the naughty, naughty girl

I was – and I loved it. I loved all of it. I could feel my thighs getting wet with my juices and lube; I could feel every inch of his thick manhood as he pounded into me. The sound of his hips hitting my butt; of my tits slapping together – all of it was intoxicating.

He finally reached around to start rubbing away at my clit, but he didn't need to. I was already on the edge of orgasm from everything else and that little press and rub was enough to send me, screaming, over the edge. I don't know what happened. I really don't. It was just... too much and too good and too taboo and too everything.

I think I heard my step dad grunting with frustration at some point. I think he got free right around the time that I found release. I heard a furious, slick sound like someone jerking off – and I don't know if it was step dad or the guy manning the camera. It didn't 

really matter. I was left a trembling mess and, finally, Zane pulled MARGUERITE DE LYON
out and left me feeling weird and empty.
He jerked his cock hard a few times and I could feel the hot, sticky beads of his cum splattering over my back and ass. He rubbed the 

stuff into one of my asscheeks with the pulsing head of his prick – and then he stuffed his still-hard dick into my ass again. He kept going, even though I could feel him twitching. It was too much sensation for him, I knew.

But he loved it. I loved it. I rocked my hips back to meet his and he eventually had to stop because his cock had softened too much to make it any good.

I flopped onto the bed and finally looked over. Step daddy was gone. No surprise there, really. A puddle of jizz was on the floor nearby and that answered the other questions I had. I smiled to myself and rolled onto my back. Zane had collapsed into a boneless heap next to the bed. He was panting and laughing – but mostly just panting to get his breath.

“You're the worst, Anna,” he finally said. “Seriously. You should have seen him.”
“I saw a little,” I said. “I missed when he got up and left, though.”
“Oh, he was pissed Horny and pissed. I think he was jerking off out of spite.”
“Oh man.”
“What do you think he's going to do to get back at you?”
“Nothing. I don't think there's anything he can do. It's not like he can fuck your aunt in front of me; I've walked in on that already.
TWISTED ”
“Accidentally?”
“Nah. On purpose. To prove a point. They're too fucking loud, I swear.”
He laughed.
The camera guy finally ambled over and he was pretty obviously hard. I tilted a sidelong look up at him and grinned.
“So, Stevie? How'd you like it?”
“Your step dad is going to be so pissed when he finds out I filmed this thing.”
“Let him. It's not like he'll find out unless you tell him, you know?”
Zane crawled off to get some water. I stayed sprawled out on the bed – and Stevie fumbled a bit with his belt.
“I know,” he said. “But, uh. Anna... what are you going to do with the video, anyway?”
“Keep it for now, I guess. I'll figure something out. C'mere.” 

He shuffled closer and I reached out to undo his belt. His dick bounced free and I marveled at just how different it was. Maybe it was because he was an older guy – one of my step dad's friends, 

even – or maybe that's just how some cocks are made. His bush was a crazy tangle of blond hair and his dick was curved a bit to
one side. Uncut, too, which was a little weird for me. I pushed the MARGUERITE DE LYON 

foreskin back a little and shoved the tip of my tongue between the folds of the foreskin and the edge of his purpled cockhead. I ran it around a few times before I took the whole head into my mouth to suckle greedily on.

He was a big guy, probably as big as Zane, but it was harder to tell. Stevie was a pretty tall and athletic guy, so that put things into a different perspective. His balls were smaller and tighter, his cock wasn't quite as veiny – but it was exactly what I was looking for at the moment.

I drooled liberally all over his dick and soon began to take him all the way to the back of my throat. I slurped and sucked and gurgled around his cock with pleasure. But, he was pretty worked up and I knew it wasn't going to last long. He was already throbbing with an urgent need and the taste of him was almost overwhelming. He rocked his hips into my hand and lips, but I kept a solid grip and refused to let him go deeper. I wanted to tease him with my tongue
– and that's hard to do when he's halfway down my gullet. When I felt his balls tighten and his cock stiffen further, I kept him right there, at the back of my throat, while I jerked him off with my hand.

He came and he came hard, flooding my throat and threatening to choke me. He just had too much spooge to work with. Entirely too much... and that gave me a whole other set of terrible ideas. In that moment, though, my throat worked quickly to swallow down every last drop of his musky seed. I stroked and squeezed his prick to get everything out – and then I flopped back, content.

He went soft pretty quickly – a bit disappointing, sure, but still. I gave his balls a pat and grinned up at him. “I might have a need for you again, you know? If this continues. I don't think he can come up with anything to top this... but if he does,”
“I'll do whatever you want,”TWISTED he interjected quickly. “Seriously. Anything at all. You just give me the word.”

“ And that's why I like you Stevie.” I didn't want to say that's probably why my step dad liked him, but the snort of laughter he gave said plenty. He knew.

When Zane came back, we all settled into a comfortable silence – until I just couldn't take it any more. Contingency plans had to be made – and they were willing to listen.

Step dad was going to be so angry next time. If there was a next time. 

CHAPTER 2 “Party”

“Ooh, he's an asshole! Such an asshole!” I pounded my fists into the pillow and flailed on my bed.
“What's up, Anna?” Zane looked up from his tablet and squinted at me.
“Watch this. Seriously.” I rolled onto my side and held up my tablet to show him the short clip my father had sent. 

It was just one short clip of a dozen, mostly because he was a colossal jerk. That particular one was a few terrible seconds of him being balls deep in my best friend – now my ex-best friend, because that kind of thing is pretty gross. But it wasn't just her. He got his hands on almost all of my female friends. Blowjobs, anal – he even got the two straightest girls I knew into a threesome.

That was extra frustrating, because I always kind of wanted to give Diana's pussy a good licking and she turned me down every time. And, somehow, my step dad gets her to go down on Kendra? So, so wrong. To be fair, I was always more into cocks than vaginas, but every now and again, a girl would kind of trip that trigger for me.

“ Well, you did kind of do something terrible in front of him,” Zane pointed out. He was already at a half-chub at the memory; he tried to hide it, but I could tell.

“Kind of, but it's not like I screwed his best friend and showed him.”
Zane sucked his teeth thoughtfully. After a long moment, he asked,
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“What about that guy? The guy filming the whole thing?”
“That? That was Stevie.”
“One of your step dad's friends, right?”
“Well, yeah.”
“How many friends does he have?”
“I don't know- not too many. Six or seven or something?”
Zane was quiet for a long time. I watched another clip and nearly threw my tablet in frustration. 

“ Well. I heard my aunt talking about your step dad's birthday coming up,” he finally said. “Maybe you should do something then.”

“Maybe.” I pursed my lips thoughtfully.
“You know, invite all his friends over or have Stevie do it or whatever.”
“And then, what? Fuck all of them?”
“On his birthday cake, even. Why not?”
“I don't know. I don't think he'd sit through that like he did with the other thing,” I said.
“
Anna, please. He stayed. He could have gotten out of there at any
TWISTED 

point. At the very least, he'll end up seeing the start of the whole thing. That could be enough. If he doesn't stay, I can just shoot the whole thing and send it to him like he sent you those clips.”

I sucked my teeth and hummed thoughtfully.
“That could work.” I motioned for him to come closer and Zane complied, like the good boy he was. 

I unzipped his pants and released his mostly hard prick. After a few good rubs and a quick lick, he was rock-hard and ready to go. I pulled the head of his cock into my mouth and gave it a good, luxurious sucking that left him swaying and moaning. His fingers laced loosely through my hair while I ran the tip of my tongue around the swollen corona of the head of his dick. I rolled my tongue against the divot under the head and he started moaning all over again. His hips pressed forward and I teased back with a throaty chuckle.

I pulled free with a wet-sounding pop. His disappointment was palpable. I patted the bed and grinned up at him. He clambered onto the bed and I was quick to push him down, forcing him onto his back while his thick, glistening cock pointed into the air. I hitched my skirt up a little and settled over him, just enough for his dick to get a taste of my waxed pussy lips. I was already pretty hot and bothered, but feeling his dick so close – oh, it was maddening. I rubbed my cunt all over his cockhead, slicking it up nicely with all of my juices.

He grabbed my hips and I pushed down to take him, inch by slow inch, into my greedy pussy. His hips lifted; mine dropped down. He was hilted inside me and I started to roll my hips in slow gyrations that drove him totally nuts. His fingers bit deeper into my hips and I squealed a little. The feeling was intense, but it was good.

I started off nice and slow. A steady pace, meant to make him MARGUERITE DE LYON 

really feel every square inch of my hot, wet cunny. He groaned and squirmed on the bed and I smiled to myself. I made him suffer for a little while under that torture but it didn't last long for either of us. It wasn't long before I was riding him as hard and fast as I could. With a tilt of the hips, I could get the fire building in my own belly. And, my God, it felt so good when I finally came. I could feel him cumming first; he shoved his hips up to meet mine and his fat cock pulsed and throbbed deep inside me. That feeling alone was almost enough to send me over. I pressed down and kept grinding on him until I couldn't stand it any more.

Everything was dark and blissful for a little while – and then I came out of it and blew out a breath. I rolled off of him and slid my fingers between my thighs to feel the slickness there.

“I'll give you Stevie's number,” I said. “And you get things arranged with him.”
I planted a kiss on his cheek and shooed him from the room while I thought about the nastier parts of this grand birthday bash.
***
It was the cheesiest plan I'd ever come up with.
Literally. 

After a couple of hours of plotting, we decided that I would show up as the pizza delivery girl and all of step dad's friends would have a shot at sinking their salami, so to speak.

Up until that point, it was supposed to be a surprise birthday party for step dad – the best kind of party, too, with lots of booze and probably a whore or two. Actually, I would have been disappointed if there weren't any prostitutes or strippers.

I didn't need to worry at all. Stevie and Zane were a pretty TWISTED 

dangerous team when it came to planning the rest of the details. They didn't need me at all once we figured out when and where I'd come into things.

“It'll be perfect, Anna,” Stevie reassured me. “Trust me. The guys will have a blast.”
“I'm sure they will,” I laughed.
“Anything you want me to tell them before things begin?”
I thought about it and shook my head. “Not really. I mean, if they start hitting me, that's not cool. But, you know me. Easy as fuck.”
“Fucking easy,” Zane chimed in with a laugh and I cuffed his shoulder.
“Pretty much. You know I'll have my lady-revenge-boner up pretty hard.”
“Why are you guys doing this, anyway?” Stevie sounded wary. Cautious. 

I shrugged. “He started by tormenting my boyfriends, I turned it around on his girlfriends... and, when that stopped working, we started on each other. I guess that's just how we are, you know? I love my step dad and I know he loves me, but this other thing...” I furrowed my brow. “I don't know. It's just a thing we do. Other people have their sports or movies or family outings or whatever. We have our fucked up revenge porn. Sort of.”

Stevie and Zane looked at each other, but neither said anything.
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“Anyway,” I said. “This might be the thing that ends it all. I kind of hope it is.”
“And you kind of hope it isn't, right?” Zane asked. 

“ Yeah. I mean, it's fun and all. I love seeing him get all red-faced and furious about it. But, there's only so much more I can think to do to him.”

“Fair enough.” 

Stevie started messing with his phone. “I need to start getting the arrangements done. Zane, you're going to have to hang out in the closet until Anna shows up. If he sees you first, he'll know something's up.”

“Right.”
“And you just need to get a delivery outfit and some pizzas,” he continued.
“No problem there. I used to work at some delivery place and never returned the outfit. The pizza, that'll be super-easy.”
And it totally was. 

Just a few hours later and things were coming together. All of my step dad's friends were there, guys with names like Gus and Bill and Hank. I didn't know their real names and I didn't care. Stevie gave them all animal masks to wear so I just started thinking of them like that. Step dad wore one, too, which was kind of funny.

He probably tried to get the two prostitutes to do the same, but I TWISTED
didn't see them wearing any. Kind of disappointing, really. 

I just sat in my car in the parking lot of the crappy no-tell motel they'd picked. I had to slouch down a bit so no one could see me and I made sure my car was well-hidden. Still, I was able to see the

parade of guys with masks and the pair of prostitutes without – a redhead and a dark-haired gal, both of them were pretty hot from behind. Zane got in there, too. Stevie left to get step dad and it was another half hour or so before the call came.

“Hey, so. We need some pizzas.” Stevie was a terrible actor, but 

that was okay. There was a lot of loud music and laughter in the background. Someone was bellowing about a beer run. All in all, it sounded pretty awesome.

“Sure. I'll be there.”
He mumbled something else into the phone, but I didn't hear it and it didn't matter.
I showed up at the door about fifteen minutes later – hey, gotta play the ruse up to the hilt, you know? - and knocked hard. 

Stevie answered with a lopsided grin and pulled me in. He pulled on his snake mask and shut the door behind me. I heard it lock, even though I knew it wouldn't do much to stop step dad if he decided to split.

“Hey, guys!” Stevie called. “Pizza's here!” 

There were scattered cheers. Two guys were pretty busy with the whores, though and the others looked decently trashed. Good, I thought. There were two beds; a horse-masked guy and the redhead were on one, but the other was clear. The dark-haired chick and a guy in a dog mask were in the corner and I was pretty sure an

amazing blowjob was happening over there.
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I dropped the stack of pizzas off on the table next to where my step dad was sitting. I gave him a wink and I could tell he was already a little worked up – in more ways than one. I don't know how much he'd been drinking or whether he'd already had a little naughty company, but I could swear that I saw something in his eyes when he shifted in his chair.

“ Who wants to give our delivery girl a tip, eh?” Stevie was probably the worst. I had to bite back a groan at the sheer corniness of it all.

“C'mon guys,” Stevie called. “Let's show Anna how grateful we are, eh?” 

It was some guy in a cat mask that showed up first. Then a guy in a bird mask. They looked at each other cautiously. Stevie had to smack them both on the ass to get them going. I stripped off my top and shorts; they'd have to wrangle the rest. I wasn't going to let them have it that easy.

Of course it was the guy with the cat mask that hitched his mask up enough to expose his mouth. He pulled my thong aside and pressed his tongue to my pussy. I could practically hear him purring while he did it, too. Bird-guy dropped his pants and I turned my head. He had a short, fat cock; it was veiny and framed with a lot of hair. Manscaping just wasn't a thing, apparently. It didn't matter, though.

He was uncut, too, which was even better. I took his thick, throbbing dick in my mouth and began to suck it noisily. I slurped and suckled, with my tongue grinding around between the head and foreskin. I grabbed the rest of his fat prick in my hand and kept a firm grip on it, so I could focus completely on the head. My other hand cradled his heavy balls, until I got the wise idea to start rubbing a knuckle along his taint. That seemed to do the trick for him, because he was soon rolling his hips and trying to fuck my face. TWISTED

It was pretty hard to focus, though. Cat-man was doing too well at his chosen job. I could feel his tongue sliding all over my bare pussy, feeling out the folds and diving between them to tease at my cunny's entrance. He sucked on those fat, juicy lips and gave my clit a flick or two with his tongue. I arched a little and moaned around the swollen prick in my mouth. I could feel Cat-man's tongue sliding lower and lower and he was drooling. A lot. Like, it was starting to trickle down my ass crack.

I kept up with Bird-guy's dick until I felt another cock butting up against my arm. I looked askance and saw Dog-dude there. His whore had clearly moved on, but I couldn't tell where. His prick was hard and slick and shiny with spit. Just a regular cock, I guess; nice, if bent a little. I pulled my mouth from Bird-guy's prick and started to suck on Dog-dude's; I kept a hand on the Bird, though, and started to give him a slippery handjob that left his hips rocking. He moaned again and I could feel him stiffening even more than before.

I slowed down on him to focus on Dog-dude, but it was pretty difficult. Cat-man's tongue finally dropped down into the cleft of my ass and I writhed on the bed. I could feel him pressing at my other hole eagerly and I lifted my hips to press my ass against his mouth. He grabbed my ass cheeks and he soon buried his face in them, licking and groaning eagerly all the while.

I caught a glimpse of my step dad just out of the corner of my eye. He was starting to get up, but the two girls were quick to intercept him and get him to sit back down. He was the only one that wasn't in a mask, of course; I knew he wouldn't go for that kind of thing. He was also the only one that was protesting a little, but it was

only a little – and only until the girls go his pants down. I got just a little peek of step dad's cock before I was completely drawn into whatever Cat-man was doing between my ass and pussy.
His fingers were pressing into my cunt, feeling around as if he
knew just what he was looking for. And when he found it? I really MARGUERITE DE LYON 

don't know what happened next. The orgasm hit me like a freight train and I had to pull off of Dog-dude's dick before I completely wrecked him. My body seized up and all I saw were stars for what felt like forever. I could feel Bird-guy's cock jerk and spasm; I could feel his hot jizz splattering on my arm and cheek. He moaned and pulled away, leaving me with a single fistful of cock and a pussy that was spitting juices all over the Cat-man.

Then he was up, on the bed, with his monster of a cock already out and super-hard. I had thought Zane was big, but this guy – I seriously wondered if I'd even be able to handle it. My eyes widened and I could see him grinning. Of course he knew. With something that size, how couldn't he?

He flipped me over with a hand, putting me on all fours. Dog-dude stuck with it, though; as soon as I was settled, he was feeding me his delicious dick all over again. It was even better than the Bird

guy's was – at least Dog-dude shaved his balls. 

Behind me, I could feel Cat-man getting situated. His bloated cockhead rubbed all over my soaked ass and pussy, pressing in teasingly before pulling away. He pressed against my ass, only to sandwich his dick between my ass cheeks. He fucked my cheeks like that for a little while, only to pull back. His cock bumped up against my cunny and then he began to thrust. He was almost too big, honestly. My pussy ached while it stretched around him and I panted around Dog-dude's dick all the while. Another cock nudged at my arm and I had a feeling it was Mister Horse over there – which it was. I took his heavy, meaty cock in hand and began to jerk him off.

Dog-dude panted and pulled his cock away, leaving me free to start sucking on Mister Horse. It was harder than I thought, though. He was pretty wide and I had to nearly dislocate my jaw to take him in, or so it felt. It was difficult to balance on just my knees while my hands were on the two different cocks, but Cat-man helped. He 

had his hands on my hips and kept me steady while he started to TWISTED
really hammer away at my drooling, aching pussy. 

The wet slap of hips on hips and the smell of hard-fucking was almost overwhelming. I could only sneak looks at what was going on with my step dad. He was still sitting there, with both the ladies kneeling in front of him. Both of them were taking turns sucking 

his dick – until they both got the bright idea to kiss and suck his cock between those kisses. It was so hot that it got my pussy wet all over again. I could tell they were fingering themselves, too. It was amazing.

Cat-man pulled out and left me panting a bit, but it wasn't for long. He said something to Dog-dude, but I couldn't tell what it was. Not that it mattered, really. Dog-dude pulled out of my hand and slid under me on the bed. He peeled my bra off and pulled his mask up enough to start sucking at my tits. I could feel his cock grinding against my pussy – and that's when I realized just what was going to happen.

Cat-man's fat, bloated beast of a cock pressed up against my asshole and I sucked in a breath. He began to push, slowly, until the head of it finally popped past my tight ring. He was nice about it, at least. He didn't try to jam the whole thing in there, but I knew he wasn't going to be totally gentle about it, either.

Below, Dog-dude finally got his dick up and into my stretched pussy, filling me with a whole new sensation. I was seeing stars again – and it was hard not to. The feeling of being so completely filled in both holes was positively divine. I mewled and rocked my hips against their deliciously fat dicks and they obliged me. Catman spat down the crack of my ass to lube things up a little and that's when the real fucking took over.

They were pounding away in unison and the only thing I could do was focus on sucking Mister Horse's ultra-thick dong. He tasted masculine and strong – and he was juicy. His cock drooled precum

the whole time and it felt as if he were practically filling my mouth MARGUERITE DE LYON 

with every face-fucking thrust. I could only barely watch step dad from the corner of my eye, but he seemed to be enjoying himself, too. The two ladies were taking their time with him, one of them riding his cock while the other was still on her knees, licking away at both his cock and her pussy. But, I could also see him watching me – and that sent a dirty little thrill down my spine. I flashed him a naughty little smile and I just knew he saw it.

Zane was somewhere, I knew; I just couldn't see him. And Stevie? I wasn't really sure where Stevie was at all. Maybe he was watching? I didn't know – and didn't care, really. I was too busy

seriously focusing on what I was doing – and what Cat-man and Dog-dude were doing, too.
Because, my God, what they were doing was beautiful. 

After a certain point, the pain from being stretched around their cocks became pure pleasure and I found myself cumming hard a couple of times. I just couldn't help it. Couldn't fight it. It was just a sudden rush of sensation and then I lost myself in the sea of sensations that they filled me with.

Cat-man came first. I could feel him swelling up and hardening inside me a few seconds before he finally let out a huffed sound. He grabbed my hips hard and pounded my bruised ass ferociously for a few thrusts before he began to pump me full of cum. The throbbing of his cock and the throbbing of my ass felt entirely too good despite the fact that I knew I wouldn't be sitting right for a few days at least.

Then he pulled out and Dog-dude did the same. He pulled on my hips and drew me down onto his cock again; only, this time, he jammed himself into my cum-filled ass. He grunted and puffed and drilled away at my sensitive hole until I could feel him throbbing urgently within. The second hot rush of cum was just as thrilling as the first – and why wouldn't it be? It was the first time two guys

had filled my ass with jizz like that. Dog-dude gave my tits a quick TWISTED 

suck and lick before he crawled out from under me, leaving me with a leaking hole and a sense of emptiness that I really couldn't describe.

How silly of me to forget all about Mister Horse, with his heavy, hot cock still in my hand. All I could think to do was to start sucking him fiercely, practically gobbling his thick manmeat down. I sucked and slurped greedily, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. He didn't last nearly long enough, though. Not long enough for me, anyway. He must have been pretty turned on from watching me get pounded, because his prick went super-hard within a few seconds. His balls tightened and he soon filled my mouth with what felt like a bucket of hot cum – seriously, he was a prodigious producer. I struggled to swallow all of it, but some leaked from the corners of my mouth anyway.

I flopped onto my belly when he was done. I had to catch my breath. I was a sweaty wreck and everything pulsed and throbbed and ached with a weird sense of urgency. It wasn't enough, even if it should have been. All I wanted was something more and I just didn't know what more to do.

And then the whores came over. 

My eyes were shut, so the feeling of a tongue on my sore pussy was enough to bring me into startled awareness. My hips lifted a little and the tongue dug deeper, sliding into the cleft of my ass. I glanced down to see the redhead basically licking my ass clean of cum and that, alone, was almost enough to drive me to the edge of orgasm. It was just so hot to see her down there, her head buried

between my thighs and my ass in her hands – and then my view was interrupted. 

It was the other girl. She straddled my chest, her glistening pussy laid bare for me to get a good, long look. I didn't even give it a second thought: I just stuck my tongue out and started flicking the tip against her swollen clit.
I couldn't remember which one fucked my step dad – and, at that
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moment, I really didn't care. I'd have been more than happy to eat either one of them out; they were both super-hot and super-easy. 

The dark-haired girl settled over my face and I began to lick and suckle hungrily at her swollen cunt lips. I buried my tongue into her slit and grabbed her ass to keep her still. Then I drew the broad blade of my tongue up and over her whole pussy. She tasted so good. And the other girl did so much better – when she was done licking the spooge from my asshole, she moved right back up to start kissing and licking all over my tender pussy. She latched her lips onto my clit and I did the same to the girl on my face – it was just so much, almost too much. I was already sensitive and sore and all that did was make me writhe and squirm and mewl.

It was hard not to completely lose it between the two of them. It was just so perfect. 

I saw a brief flash of light as the front door opened and closed. I was pretty sure my step dad left – but, by then, it probably didn't

really matter. He saw everything I wanted him to see. The rest of this? Zane would keep it and we could use it later for something. 

That was enough to pull me briefly back into reality – but only briefly. I battered the dark-haired chick's swollen clit with the tip of my tongue before I took it between my lips. I gave her hooded

pleasure button a good, long, lick-sucking, and she was soon crying out with pleasure. 

The redhead, the one between my thighs, looked up with a twinge of jealousy. Then she ducked her head back down and doubled her efforts on my engorged cunt. All that effort paid off a few minutes later, when I totally went right back over that orgasmic edge. Again.

I'd lost count of how many I'd had, which, honestly, was probably the best problem I could ever hope to have.TWISTED 

The two prostitutes crawled off and away, leaving me sweaty, sticky, and more or less alone on the bed. The other guys were starting to filter out for the night, which eventually left just me, Zane, and Stevie-the-snake behind with a giant stack of pizzas.

Zane tossed a towel and a bottle of water to me. Stevie sat on the edge of the bed. Both of them had raging boners, but I didn't reach to touch either one of them. I just gave them a sly look before I shut my eyes.

“God. I'm so sore,” I moaned. “I'm never going to be able to sit again.”
“Yeah, he was kind of a beast, wasn't he?” That was Zane.
“A bit.”
“If I'd known,” Stevie said, “I'd have got a little something in before they wrecked you. I figured they'd be into it but, damn.” 

I laughed. “Well, if you're that pent up,” I teased, “You can just jerk off on my tits or something. That's probably the only part of me that isn't fucked up or blown out.”

Of course, I was only half-joking. Stevie shifted around on the bed and had to get up to straddle my hips. He dropped his pants just enough to free his cock and he did just that – he began to jerk off with an urgency that surprised me a little. It didn't take him long, either. Just a minute or two and there he was, with his bloated cock spitting thick beads and pearls of jizz all over my belly and tits.

I grinned and managed to squirm things around enough to lick the
tops of my breasts to get the film of cum and sweat off. It was a MARGUERITE DE LYON
pretty awesome thing to be honest; having bigger boobs helped a lot in that department. Zane huffed a little and looked away.
“C'mon. I know you want to,” I said and elbowed him.
“I don't want to get it on your boobs,” he said. “Your back, on the other hand...”
“Oh, c'mon.” I laughed and rolled onto my belly. I shoved my ass 

in the air and even reached back to separate my cheeks so he could see my virtually destroyed holes. That seemed to do the trick for him. He hitched up onto his knees behind me and I heard him

beating off – and then I felt the hot ropes of spooge splattering along my ass and over my pussy. 

I slid my fingers over the mess and rubbed it into my pussy lips and ass cheeks with a throaty moan of pleasure. It felt pretty good, really.

“Hey, Anna?” Stevie reached over to ruffle my hair.
“Mm?” 

“ Remind me never to get on your bad side, hey? You should have seen the look on your step dad's face. I have no idea if he can actually top this, you know? He's a clever guy, but...” He trailed off.

“ I got some pretty good shots,” Zane chimed in. “Heck, we could probably edit it up nicely and sell it to someone, if we really wanted to.”
“Nah,” I said. “ TWISTEDI'd rather we just kind of keep this personal for now.

It's more fun that way.”
And, oh, what fun it was. 

CHAPTER 3 “Pride”

“ Shitcocks.” It was the only word I could utter. The only word that came to mind. And, sure, I know it's actually two words smooshed together, but at that moment? It was just one, big, ugly word that wasn't big enough or ugly enough to describe a thing.

The thing I was trying to describe? It was the awful, terrible, completely no good thing my step dad sent me. 

Turnabout is fair play, they say, and that's pretty true here, too. After his fucked up birthday, he'd avoided me – and there were a 

few weeks there when he didn't even come home. My step mom kept saying he was on business and she believed it, I guess.
When he came back, he gave me a box – and told me to open it on my birthday.
The asshole.
I mean, he didn't have the balls to do this stuff in front of me. But he absolutely had the balls to take things entirely too fucking far. 

I kicked the box full of portable hard drives and flash drives, but not too hard. If I was being honest with myself, then I'd say all of it was just turning me on to the point of frustration. I just had no idea why. I kicked the box again and huffed.

And then I called Zane.
He showed up a little while later and raised an eyebrow at the box full of, well, everything. He let out a low whistle.
“
So,” he said. “Looks like he's been building a collection.
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“A little bit,” I grumped. 

“ And gauging from that,” he nodded at my screen, where a couple of videos were playing at the same time, “shit. The man's a total genius at this.” His face fell. “There's no way you can get him back for that. Or that. Or- what the fuck is going on there?”

“You don't want to know,” I said. “I don't want to know.” I didn't look, but I had an idea of which one he was talking about.
“On the upside,” Zane pointed out, “you have all the blackmail you'll need for, oh, half the people in the county.”
“And then some.”
“Well, fuck.”
I made a face.
“So, what now? What should we do?”
“We? It's 'we' now? I thought this was your thing?” Zane squinted at me.
“Well, it is, but...” I flapped a hand. “You helped me with the other things. Maybe you can help me with this one last one?”
He shook his head. “I'm no good for that. I mean, I love fucking you and stuff, but I'm pretty sure your step dad will legit kill me if he sees me again.” TWISTED “He's not mad at you,” I pointed out. 

“ Yeah, keep saying that to yourself until you believe it,” he replied with a shrug. “You didn't see the look he gave us last time. It was the look of nightmares. Nightmares, I tell you.”

“Well, whatever.” I flopped on my bed. “What should I do, then? I'm all out of ideas.”
“I dunno. Maybe talk to my aunt? She's pretty creative with other stuff.”
“My step mom? Seriously? You honestly think she'd help me think up something nasty to do to my step dad?”
“Man. You don't know her that well, do you?”
“Well, I... I guess not. She didn't seem too bumped when I showed her all the other stuff early on, when they were first dating.”
“She's a pretty dirty girl, Anna. Seriously. Talk to her.”
I eyed him skeptically.
“How do you know that?”
He grinned. “Stevie told me.”
I laughed. “Go figure.”MARGUERITE DE LYON
“Yeah. Anyway. I need to go back. Good luck with Aunt Sheena.”
“I'll need it.”
*** 

I didn't really interact much with Sheena. There wasn't much need. I had college and a part-time job; she was off doing whatever the heck it was that she did. I'd see her with step dad sometimes, but it felt more like she was an outdoor housecat that sometimes wandered into the house.

She wasn't really family and that's why it felt okay to fantasize about her sometimes. 

Because she was hot. Not refined and pretty – just straight up, no holds barred, hot. She had the body of a stripper – lean and 

muscular and curvy in all the right places. Her hair was black, her skin was dusky, and her eyes were a piercing blue. Like I said: totally hot.

And she was only a few years older than me. Step dad went completely off his rocker after he divorced my mom. He dated a bunch of age appropriate women, I guess, but they didn't really work for him. He came home with Sheena a year or two ago – and things haven't been the same since.

So, yeah, I didn't know her that well. We didn't spend time together or anything. She had a busy social life – extra-busy when step dad was out – and she didn't bring a lot of people home. Usually, she 

just brought her female friends but, the more I thought about it, the more I wondered what kinds of friends were into wearing glitter for fun.
I found out in short order.TWISTED

I knocked on the door to her room – another weird thing, by the bye; they kept separate rooms – and waited for her to answer. I 

knew she was home. Her car was there and I'd seen her earlier. I guess I didn't see her leave and come back with company. 

There was some swearing on the other side of the door and I could hear her moving around in there. There were thumps and more thumps and then the door opened just a crack. I could smell sex in the air. Seriously. It was strong. It smelled good, sure, but man. They must have been at it for a while. Sheena's makeup was fucked up and her hair was a mess, but she was grinning like a fiend.

“Hey, Anna,” she said. “What's up? You need something? Want us to tone it down up here or...”
“No, no. I mean, I was going to ask for your advice on something, but if this is a bad time...”
“It's the worst,” she said, “but, fuck it. C'mon in. Crystal, Stevie, it's cool. It's just Anna-girl.” 

“ Stevie? Seriously?” I poked my head in when the door opened further. He waved sheepishly at me from the corner of the bed. I also knew Crystal – she was the cunt-licking redhead from step

dad's party. Suddenly, I felt a little warm – and a lot hot and bothered. Of course they were all naked. Why wouldn't they be? 

I stepped into the room and was assaulted by their fuck-mist, but that just made me even more horny. It was stupid and crazy – but it kind of felt good, too. I suddenly felt overdressed, but it seemed

equally weird to strip down, so I just stayed clothed.
MARGUERITE DE LYON “So,” she said, “What's up? What's going on?”
“It's kind of a long story. But. If you have a laptop and a few minutes, I can explain.”
She had both. 

So, I explained it all. The game took a bit to explain, but once she understood, the rest came quickly. I told her about Father's Day and his birthday – and she laughed.

“ Oh, so that's what that was all about, hey?” She clapped with twisted delight. “Glad I didn't decide to invite myself, then. God, you know how furious he would have been if he saw me chowing down on your sweet little box?”

It takes a lot to make me blush, usually. Her words made me blush.
“I don't really...” 

“ Oh, shut it. Crystal told me all about it. She knows what she's doing, trust me. And if she says she'd love to go down on you again and again? She's serious.”

I looked at Crystal and she grinned lopsidedly before lifting her hand to her mouth to pantomime some solid cunt-lapping. I squirmed a little and looked away, but the damage was done. I didn't need to see her to know she was creeping closer.

“So, anyway,” I said. “He gave me a box full of these things and hard drives. So, here.” I plugged the flash drive in and fell silent while she settled in to watch.TWISTED 

The horrible, horny bitch that she was, Sheena settled back on the bed to watch while she palmed her swollen pussy. They must have just finished something – or they were just getting started. Hard to tell. Either way, I watched her fingers work along her pussy lips and lift to caress her hooded clit.

I squirmed again and forced myself to look away. 

I found myself face to face with Crystal. She wasn't shy about anything – and she was especially not shy when it came to getting

her hands and lips on me. She leaned in to give me a kiss, a kiss that quickly deepened when she got a hand between my thighs. The skirt I was wearing just made it easier for her to get to my panty-clad cunt; she was eager to get at it, that much was certain.

I kissed her back hungrily and pressed into her hand. She moaned throatily and pulled away, but only to start stripping my shirt and bra off. It was kind of nice to not have to be the one in charge of

what was happening – even nicer when she was totally into what she was doing. Her mouth latched around one of my hard nipples and she suckled hungrily, all the while that she rubbed and fingered my throbbing, needful pussy.

I was only vaguely aware of Stevie and Sheena getting up to sexy times next to us on the bed; it was pretty hard to focus on what they were doing while I was being treated so well and so thoroughly. She switched to my other nipple and I moaned. I reached up to tangle my fingers in her hair, while she gently urged me back on the bed. My face was pretty near to where Sheena was
– and when I turned my head to look at her, she grinned impishly. Then she squirmed closer, just enough to plant her lips against mine.

Stevie was pounding away on her pussy, but I could see him thrusting harder and faster after that quick kiss. I ran my tongue
out to lick her lips and she purred, only to return the favor. Our MARGUERITE DE LYON
tongues met and it was absolutely electric.
And then Crystal got under my skirt and everything went sideways in the best way possible. 

She sucked on my pussy through my panties, wetting the cloth down and letting me feel her tongue teasing through the fabric. I squirmed and writhed in place – until Sheena urged Stevie to get off of her for a moment. She rolled onto all fours next to me and began to kiss me in earnest. Stevie took up his position behind her again and gave her ass a solid slap or two before he was right back to fucking her silly. Or fucking himself silly, really.

She and I were too busy with other things. Our mouths locked in a fierce, passionate kiss that left me feeling all tingly. Crystal, meanwhile, finally peeled my wet panties away and latched her mouth on my slick, swollen cunt to give it a good, deep kiss with tongue. She slid the edge of her tongue between my folds and flicked at my engorged clit with abandon. I shuddered and moaned against Sheena's mouth and she reached over to fondle my tits.

Then she moved again, just enough to dangle one of her fat breasts over my head. I couldn't help it. I latched onto her nipple greedily and began to suck hard. She purred again and wriggled in place. She knotted the fingers of a hand in my hair and I shivered under her touch. I licked her nipple, then flicked it with the tip of my tongue. I caught it in my teeth to give it a gentle nibble and she seemed to approve wholeheartedly.

I heard Stevie finally cum; he came loudly and pretty hard from the sound of things. I squinted in his direction to watch him and, when he pulled out, I pulled my mouth away from Sheena's boob.

“Here,” I told her and stretched out to pat her thigh. She didn't need me to say any more.
She wiggled around and sat on my face, filling my mouth with the
taste of her pussy. She was just starting to drool cum from her TWISTED 

swollen pussy lips and I was quick to start licking and sucking to clean every last fold. The salty taste of Stevie's jizz and her sweeter nectar went well together. I couldn't get enough of it. I dug my tongue into her throbbing cunt and ran the flat blade of it across the whole slit.

Crystal latched onto my clit and began to suck in earnest, leaving me to squirm in place and struggle to keep focus. It just kept getting harder and harder; between my mouth on Sheena and Crystal's mouth on me, I was going completely crazy with pleasure.

A few minutes later and I went right over the edge. I sucked hard on Sheena's cunt while I arched and bucked and ground my hips against Crystal's mouth. She latched her hands around my hips and held me in place; she burrowed deeper, somehow, and drank 

deeply of my juices. I was squirting hard and I knew it – and, more, she seemed to totally love it.
Everything went dark for a moment as I was lost in the throes of sexual oblivion. When I came out of it, I began to practically abuse 

Sheena's cunt with my tongue – and she loved every second of it. She twisted her fingers in my hair and began to ride my face fiercely, smearing her juices all over. She came hard a minute later
– and she was just as squirty as I was. Stevie's cum mingled with hers and I kept drinking until she was done. She flopped onto her side and panted, while I wiped my face. Crystal grinned up at me and I tousled her hair playfully.

“Want me to do you, too?” I asked her.
She shook her head. “Nah. Stevie got me before you came in. I'm good.”
“Well, yeah, I know you're good.”MARGUERITE DE LYON
She laughed.
Sheena glanced at her laptop. “So. What are we doing again?”
“That, I hope,”
“On the screen?” She grinned devilishly.
“Oh, God, no. No. I mean... what we just did. But that won't really work for what I want to do.” 

Sheena reached over absently to stroke my breasts. “Well,” she began. “I could tell your step dad that I wanted to punish you – and that he should be there for it. You've been such a bad, bad girl, from all you've told me.”

“I guess that might work.”
“I guess the problem will be keeping him there,” she said after a moment.
“I don't know,” Stevie said. “He seems to have trouble leaving before she's done. Not sure what's up with that.”
Sheena pursed her lips. “I guess we'll take that. Maybe you or Crystal could be there and handcuff him to his chair?” 

“ Maybe.” Sheena flapped a hand. “ TWISTEDWhatever. I'll figure it out,” she decided. “He's going to be so angry and so turned on by the time we're done with him... he'll regret doing all of it.”

“I hope you're right,” I said.
“Even if I'm wrong, we'll still have a lot of fun.”
*** 

Over the next week, Sheena worked on the plan. She kept me in the dark for most of it, though, and I wasn't sure what to make of that. I had no idea what I was in for – and maybe that was the point. She made a big show of yelling at me whenever step dad was around; I would flee to my room when she did and pretend to cry.

He didn't come to check on me. Maybe he had an idea that she was handling whatever punishment was going to happen. Maybe she outright told him. I'm not really sure. In any case, she told me to meet in his room a few hours before he came back from work.

“ Here. Put this on.” She held out a white monokini with a puffball on the butt, and a headband with ears on it. When I put the thing on, I looked a little like a sheep. She put a choker on me and flicked the bell that hung from it.

She put my hair up in pigtails and put a bit of curl in there. I was looking more and more like a weird human lamb – and it was pretty awesome. And then she brought out the hooves.

I raised an eyebrow.
“Just put your hands in this one and this one.”
“What? Why?” MARGUERITE DE LYON
“Just trust me,” she said – and I did. 

She put another set of hooves on my feet. It just felt super-weird; I couldn't walk right and I definitely ended up with a nose-scratch that I couldn't itch properly. The hooves just didn't do the trick like a fingernail would.

“Now. Bend over the bed. Present your ass to the door. Mm. Just like that. You're such a good naughty girl,” she crooned.
I grinned at her over a shoulder and gave my ass a wiggle. She patted it tenderly, and then she just... left. 

“ Stay put,” were the last words she said to me before she went into the bathroom. So I did. I stayed. I moved and tested the jingling of

the bell. I pawed at the blankets with my not-hands. I blew stray hair out of my face.
When she returned it was with a playful growl. She hopped onto the bed and I couldn't help but laugh.
“Why not Little Bo Peep?” I asked. 

“ Little Bo Peep doesn't eat lamb,” Sheena said with a wink. And, to be fair, she was a lot more convincing as the Big Bad Wolf. She had the ears and the furry bikini – and an ass plug with a tail attached. Her hands were free, though, and that meant she could molest me all she wanted.

And she did.
She fondled my tits beneath the monokini and rubbed at my nipples through the cloth. She pinched them gently, then a bit
harder, until I uttered a surprised squeak of a sound. Then she TWISTED 

leaned in to kiss me and I could feel myself getting hot and wet all over again. Just the feel of her mouth on mine and the sheer scandalousness of what we were doing – it made me wiggle in place. It was almost too much.

“So, hey. I thought Stevie and Crystal were going to be here.”
She shook her head. “Nah. I thought it would be better if this were a family affair.”
I made a face. “Well, damn. I was hoping someone was going to record this.”
She grinned. “Who said it wasn't being recorded? This is going to be amazing, Anna. Trust me.” 

I eyed her askance, but there wasn't much time left. Step dad was coming down the hall. Sheena got to her feet and planted a hand on one of my ass cheeks. She gripped it firmly and gave it a squeeze.

“Just do what I tell you to do,” she murmured.
“Okay.”
The door opened. I could only imagine the confusion on my father's face.
“What the Hell is this?” He wanted to know. 

“ I told you. I'm going to punish your little girl because she's been a naughty little bitch.” Something in Sheena's tone changed. It was more authoritarian. More powerful. It sent chills down my spine.

The door shut and I could hear my step dad putting his laptop case MARGUERITE DE LYON 

down. Then he took the chair that Sheena had set up near the bed. I could imagine him with his arms crossed and a raised eyebrow. He wasn't amused. I didn't dare look back.

“Well, go on,” he said, but he sounded dejected. Weak. It was a funny thing, really. 

The hand on my ass gripped hard and I could feel her nails biting into my skin. Then she hauled off and slapped my ass. I could feel her moving behind me, could feel her hips grinding against my ass cheeks. Then she was on my other side and laying into my buttocks with a series of hard, fast spanks that left me panting when she was done.

She wasn't done. She dug under the bed for a box – she was far more prepared for this than I ever would have been. The next thing to hit my sore butt was a broad, leather paddle. It made a satisfying smack and I could feel my skin turning red. It burned – but it felt so good that I had to bite back a moan. She laid into my ass with another solid smack, then another, until both of my buttocks were bright red. They'd be pretty bruised tomorrow, I just knew it, but at the time, I just knew that it felt good and that it was totally worth it just for her to do it.

“I think that's enough,” my step dad said, but she silenced him quickly. 

“ Oh, no. No. This ends now, do you understand? All of it. And I'm going to make sure of it.” I glanced over my shoulder to see her

brandishing the paddle in his direction. Then she tossed it back into the box and reached over to grab my ponytail. 

She pulled firmly and forced me upright. I was a little wobbly with the hooves and I teetered a little. She straightened me out. And then she pulled my head back and pressed on the back of one of

my knees. I went down pretty easily, but she guided me to the TWISTED
floor. She urged me into a kneeling position and she turned my head so I was looking up at her. 

“ Such a naughty little lamb,” she hissed. She winked, but just for me. “Step daddy's little girl is going to be mommy's bitch from here on out, isn't she?'

“Yes, she is,” I murmured.
She pressed my face into her crotch and I could smell her. She smelled horny as Hell. “Louder. And say 'mommy' when you do.” 

“ Sorry, mommy. Step daddy's little girl is going to be mommy's little bitch,” I said breathlessly. Something about it was just... it just turned me on too much.

I slid a look toward my step dad and he was already hard. His fat cock was straining against his jeans – and he made no effort to hide it. Maybe there was no hiding it. His eyes were on her, at least,

rather than on me. Maybe this is what they got up to when I wasn't around. 

She pulled her bikini bottom aside and laid her pussy bare for me to look at. “Lick mommy for step daddy,” she demanded – and she didn't need to tell me twice. I ran my tongue out and began to lap at her slick cunt lips, the broad flat of my tongue gliding over her

pussy. She rocked her hips forward and rubbed my face in her cunt, making me dig my tongue deeper and deeper. I sucked on her clit and nibbled her lips and she was fighting the urge to moan with pleasure, I could tell. When I tried to get another good lick in, she pulled me away. A strand of thick fluid connected my mouth to her

cunt – and then she was forcing me forward onto my hooves and knees.
She straddled my ass and tugged my pigtails, making me look up MARGUERITE DE LYON
and up at step dad and his raging, jean-covered hard-on.
“Mommy's going to make your pussy ache when she's through with you,” Sheena growled.
I moaned. I hoped it sounded like I dreaded what she was going to do – but I was probably deluding myself. 

She pulled me back up again and whirled me around. She was a lot stronger than she looked, but I should have guessed as much. I was bent over the bed and held there for a full three seconds before she lifted her hand. I kept still. Sheena dug in the box for something or another. Then I heard the sound of buckles being put into place. Once she was satisfied with that, I felt her hitching my monokini to a side to expose my ass and pussy.

I heard the sound of a zipper slowly being undone. 

I was distracted by the sound of something cold being squirted onto my ass. She slapped my aching ass cheeks with a palm and then the cold stuff – lube, of course – was worked between my cheeks all the way down to my cunt. She rubbed at my clit a little and I bit my lower lip against the pleasure of it. Then she was peeling her hand away and spanking me again, hard and fast like before.

“So ungrateful,” she chided. 

Another hard spank followed and then I felt something pressing at my ass. Hard. Plastic. I didn't dare look back. Once it was finally inside, she pushed it steadily in – and it kept getting wider and wider until I was pretty sure it wasn't going to fit. Then it got small and my ass snapped shut. I could feel the flat disk resting against my ass cheeks. A plug. Of course. I felt relieved – and then it just 

felt weird. I'd never had one and it felt like it was just... I don't TWISTED
know. It moved when I moved and it made me feel weird and full. 

She smooshed my ass cheeks together around, then let my sore flesh go. She hitched my hips up with a hand – and I realized all too late what she was doing with the other one. I felt something thick and rubbery grinding against my wet pussy and I knew.

She began to feed the head of her strap on into my cunny, doing it slowly at first. It was a big one, too; it stretched me out nearly as much as Zane did. She got the head in, then got another few inches in, only to start rocking slowly. It squelched and slid easily back and forth, rubbing with sweet friction against my inner walls.

It was a sense of false security that I should have known better than to fall for.
As soon as she was able to easily sink that massive length of (what I hoped was black) rubber into my cunt, she pulled back – and began to hammer at my slick pussy. She was fucking me harder and faster than any man I'd ever had – and I liked it. I liked it a lot.

She reached to catch my pigtails and pulled me up into a severe arch. My hooved hands barely touched the bed and she leaned in, grinding her hips against my sore ass. She sank her teeth into the meat of my shoulder and gave a throaty sound of pleasure that I couldn't help but shiver at. I moaned, lost in the combination of pleasure and pain. It wasn't the kind of orgasmic pleasure that I was hoping for, but it was something else – something new. I liked it.
She let go of my hair and grabbed my tits, only to paw them out of the monokini. She fondled my breasts and pinched my nipples hard, sending conflicting waves of pleasure and pain racing down my spine. Then she started to tug, gently, on my nipples while her hips rolled and pressed against me. Between the plug and the dildo, I was feeling pretty euphoric – stretched out and full and the nipplepulling just brought me back into the moment. I turned my head and she caught my mouth in a hungry kiss that was full of teeth and tongue. MARGUERITE DE LYON

Then she shoved me forward on the bed and pushed my hips down. I made a protesting sound of some sort, but it all made sense when she pushed herself forward and began to fuck me deeply. It wasn't as fast as before, but it was still pretty hard and heavy and deeper than before. Her fingers dug into my hips and I could hear the sound of her strap on sliding in and out of my almost drooling pussy.
I turned my head just a little to one side to watch out of the corner of my eye.
And then it made sense.
My step dad was up and off his chair. He was behind her and, as far as I could tell, he was fucking her while she was fucking me. It was such a filthy little thrill that I bit my lip and shut my eyes. My pussy got wet all over again at the very idea; he still had to make the point that Sheena was his woman first and foremost. Or some other bullshit like that, I'm sure. It didn't matter.

I wanted to get a hand under me to start fingering my clit, but the hooves were a no go. But, I guess Sheena must have guessed what I wanted, because I felt her sliding a hand down to rub and press at my pleasure button.

It didn't take long before I was crying out and panting with pleasure. She thrust a few more times before she pulled out and forced my dad to take a step back, too.
He gave a few more thrusts before she disengaged and turned a stern face onto him. “I'm going to punish you later, do you

understand?” 

“ Doesn't look like that much of a punishment,” he grunted, but he fell silent when she grabbed his hard, heavy cock and tugged him into the bathroom.

I rolled onto my back and stayed there for a while, with the plug still in my ass while I heard them fucking hard and furious in the bathroom.
If she thought that would put an end to our gameTWISTED – she was sorely

mistaken.
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