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“You can’t fail me, Mr. Sanders!”

We sat across from each other in the
professor’s corner office in the Science building. The place was
full of shelves, books, scattered papers,
chalkboard-diagrams—pretty much what you would expect from a
physics professor.

He furrowed his wrinkled
brow. “It’s Doctor Sanders, Miss Sweet.”

I sighed. I wished he would just call
me Krystal, like everyone else.

He continued. “And I most certainly
can fail you. I am your professor. Failing students who do not show
up to class or turn in work is what professors do.”

I struggled not to roll my gorgeous
brown eyes. Dr. Sanders was known around campus for running a tight
ship when it came to his class, and I had to admit that the
reputation was well-earned. If nothing else, he was one tough nut
to crack.

I wished, suddenly, that I had figured
out how hard he was going to be at the beginning of the
year.

He was an older gentleman—very much a
gentleman in the old style of the word, always wearing impeccably
tailored suits and keeping his healthy expanse of peppery beard
hair very well-groomed.

“Don’t they also help students succeed?” I asked
hopefully.

“They do!” He smiled.

My hopes rose just slightly. I leaned
forward, letting my breasts really swell forward in my tight top—my
36D cleavage right out in the open for him to enjoy. “And doesn’t
that include me?”

“Do you remember what I said about students who turn in work
and show up to class? The whole ‘helping’ bit mostly applies to
them.”

He was sarcastic, if nothing else. He
didn't even bat an eye at my cleavage, which usually had men
drooling and almost near to jacking off right in front of me. That
was something I liked—holding that kind of hot power over men. Men
seemed to like it too—they loved a sexy babe who knew that what she
was really supposed to be about was showing off and looking
hot.

Dr. Sanders did not seem to be such a
man, unfortunately.

The whole problem I have
with Dr. Sanders and his class is that I hate science. I hate hate
hate it. I’ve never liked it, never used it, don’t care about, and
in fact I hope it gets buried in some cosmic trash pile with the
rest of the junk when the universe finally ups and ends. Chemistry,
biology, phrenology, tautology, entymology, and especially physics.

Even now, after my whole
crazy episode with that amazing machine, I still am no fan of
science at all. This whole discussion with Dr. Sanders happened
something like three weeks ago, and even back then, in ancient
history, I hated science too. I only wished that I could
have studied it a
little bit more.

But, ugh, no, really. All
of my problems in this class were Dr.
Sander's fault. Between his requirements
for weekly written responses to science journal articles, his
endless rounds of quizzes and tests, and his enormous expanses of
lab work, Dr. Sanders was practically setting up the entire student
body to fail his class. How could I be expected to do all that work
when there was so much on TV to watch, so many websites to follow,
and so many hot outfits to make me look even more fantastically
gorgeous so that the legion of cute boys at this college could
admire me?

I mean, a super cute babe
like me just doesn’t do
science class, right? I’m supposed to find some
well-to-do college guy who will buy me hot fur coats and sexy
jewelry to show off my extra-hot gymnastically-trained-and-toned
body, who will take me out to expensive dinners with fancy French
wines, and who will make sure I never worry about anything ever
again.

That’s practically the only
reason why hot babes like me go
to college, especially preppy ivy-league schools
like mine—to meet rich, sweet guys to marry.

It’s not like I’ll
ever use the degree in business that I'm
working for. Business classes are just where all the future rich
guys are. And if I’m getting a business degree—let alone a business
degree just so I can hook up with a sugar-daddy—why on earth would
I ever need science?

Well, I guess it all turned out for
the best, didn’t it? I guess I should actually be thanking Dr.
Sanders. Maybe?

Nah. He was a big smelly jerk and I
hated him. He just sat there at his desk, looking me over, waiting
for a response.

What the weirdest thing
about his looking at me was that there was nothing really sexual in
his gaze. No, in fact, he seemed to actually be interested in what I had
to say to what he said. I wasn’t really used to that at
all.

I had never slept with
anyone for a grade before—heck, I had never even really
flirted for a grade
before. Most of the time, because I’m pretty and friendly,
professors just want to give me an easy time of it. Men are easy
like that: show them a pretty smile, and pretty soon they’re just
in pieces.

But not Dr. Sanders.

I tried harder. I crossed my legs,
unbuttoned my blouse.

“Surely there must be something I can do to improve my
grade?”

But the ploy was lost on him. Even
worse than being offended by it or rejecting it, he seemed not to
notice at all.

“No, I’m afraid not.” He shook his head, a little sad. “Grades
are final, and that’s all.”

I really don’t understand his lack of
caring. I’m not exaggerating when I say that I’m a super hot babe.
I’ve got killer long dark hair and this amaaaaazing tight, tiny
body. I’m seriously super hot. Men go out of their way to tell me
so.

I take selfies constantly
and upload them to my blog—and guys all the time tell me how they
jerk off to shots of my tight abs, or my cute bubble-shaped ass in
my tiniest spandex shorts. They seem to love the way my hair floats
down all the way around the curve of my ass. And the shots
they really seem
to love are the ones of my tits—I’m always taking hot photos of my
firm, bouncy cleavage, pushed up and together and forming that
perfect sexy valley in tiny tops or mini dresses or spandex sports
bras. Those get shared around the net like crazy—and that's really
fun for me, getting my good looks shared by men.

I pout hard. “There’s no
kind of like, lab work or something I can do? Staying after work?
I’ll do anything for this grade.”

Again, I pushed my cleavage forward,
and again, he ignored it. Instead, he considered my words for
several moments, his hand lost in the mass of his beard.

“Yes…yes! You must come by my laboratory at eleven o'clock.”
He started to rummage through a mess of papers on his desk. “We
need an extra pair of hands.”

I smiled to myself. I knew
what that meant.
Finally, he wanted me.

Was I willing to sleep with him? Oh, I
don't know. Why not? He was cute for an older guy.

Toying with my blouse, I slid one
slender finger along the curves of my tits. “You’ll need me to
do…lots of work with my hands?”

“Yes, quite a bit.” He didn't even look up, attending papers
in front of him. “We need someone to hold flasks, work with the
burners, dump out trash, that sort of thing. You’d truly be a lot
of help.”

Oh. My. God.

He is so clueless.

“And I’ll pass the class?”

“That still depends on your final, I should say,” he chuckled.
“But doing this is the only way that you could pass the class.”

So that was it. I had to go to the
lab.

 


* * * * *

 


It was late when I arrived, but I
arrived on time—right at eleven o'clock. It was dark outside, but
warm. Of course, I was only on time to the building, not to the
lab. I never thought that it would take me several minutes to
figure out how to get to the lab from the outside, or even get
inside at all!

The building for the lab was built
from brick, and had a long kind of capital K-shape to it with doors
wrapping all the way around. As such, there were a lot of potential
entrances, and I had to check each and every one. Walking around
the outside, every locked door made my heart beat a little faster.
What if I was too late, and Dr. Sanders wouldn’t let me help out at
all?

I knew I was going to be
wearing a lab coat, most likely, and I wanted to still be able to
show off underneath it. So, I had on a tiny orange skirt and sexy
white pumps, really giving my eyeful and a mind-full (of dirty
thoughts) to anyone who happened to see me. Since Dr. Sanders
hadn’t paid nearly enough attention to my tits earlier, I wore a sweater that
was even briefer and tighter than before.

That ought to show him, I
thought. He could judge me for my brains all he wanted, but my body
was definitely A plus material. I was thoroughly confident that I
could make him see that so long as I worked at it. And I had
such a body to
work.

But, as I searched around, I could
find no one, nothing. There was no one there—I didn't even see any
security guards. I didn’t get it. Didn’t he tell me eleven? Maybe
he meant eleven in the morning?

No, no of course not. I wouldn't have
made such a stupid mistake.

Finally I found an open window—just
cracked open. For a moment, I debated on whether to try and get
through it. A nearby rock that looked ready-made for stepping on
ended my momentary quandary—I thought of the rock as a sign that I
should try and get in.

Of course, I didn't stop to think for
a second that I actually must have had the wrong time, if
everything was locked up tight. I simply assumed that Dr. Sanders,
scatterbrained fool that he was, must have forgotten he told me to
be there. If he couldn't pay attention to my smoking hot sexiness
when I was right in front of him, then surely forgetting to open
the door wasn't beyond him.

And so, positioning myself on the
precariously small stepping surface of the rock, I hopped inside
the open window, and found myself in a laboratory.

The inside of the lab was dark, and I
had to take a moment to let my eyes adjust. Slivers of light shone
in through the window I came through, as well as a few others on
other walls. I was able to start to make out tables full of strange
metal equipment, wires and cables thrown all about the room like
tossed spaghetti.

Across the room was an enormous
machine—tall and cylindrical, twice the height of a person. I
started to notice an odd humming in the air. And, now that I was
paying attention, the air itself actually felt like it was
throbbing with energy. Clear on the other end of the room from the
machine was the door—presumably to the hallway. I started toward
it, but then hesitated.

What was this machine? Surely it would
be labeled somehow. I could find out, and then appear all smart the
next time I had a discussion with some cute science guy, and maybe
be that much more likely to get him to do my homework for
me.

And so I approached the tall machine,
fascinated for reasons that I had trouble determining all the way,
and momentarily forgot all about my appointment with Dr. Sanders.
In the front of the cylindrical metal structure was a tall door
with a small window. Below the window was a big symbol—three blades
positioned around a circle, the universal sign for radiation. Uh
oh.

I was in the wrong place, in more ways
than one. Time to leave.

I headed toward the door, but my sexy
high heel caught on a wire, and I tripped, spreading forward.
Trying to catch my fall, my hands flung out and grabbed the nearest
thing I could—which just so happened to be the control panel for
the big machine.

For a moment, nothing happened. The
monstrous terror of the situation was held back by a tiny string of
hope that maybe I hadn't pressed anything important.

Then, the machine hummed even louder,
spreading out a strange golden glow from its window.

Oh no.

There was a sound like ten thousand
thunderstorms locked inside of a bottle—and then a big whoosh as
all the air swept out of the room and my lungs.

Somehow I found myself on the ground,
coughing and gasping. It seemed like there had been some kind of
shockwave that had just toppled me over completely. My ears rang,
and my skull throbbed with a low, hard headache.

Then, I looked up.

There was a man waiting above
me.

There was a
huge man waiting above
me.

He was hard to make out completely in
the dark of the laboratory, but then he turned, sniffing at my
prone body. The orange glow from the machine—the door now wide
open—illuminated his neanderthal-type qualities.

His face was overshadowed
by an enormous, strong brow. His jaw was lantern-shaped, his nose
brutal in its appearance, obviously having been broken several
times. A small loincloth, crafted from the skin of some dead
animal, covered his crotch. Every part of him was solid, pure
muscle—rippling and coiling as he examined my very still body. I
was frozen with fear, completely not understanding what was
happening. And even as I was terrified, I had to admit
something...well, something primal
about my instant attraction to him. He was
unequivocally a man, and my pussy quivered with arousal.

But, at the same time, he was…well,
how do you say such a thing?

He was a caveman, pure and
simple.

I could hardly believe it, of course.
How do you believe that a caveman is standing right in front of
you? How do you come to terms with the fact that you have just
activated what is more than likely a time machine?

It turns out that I reacted by my
cuntmoistening instantly as I stared up at this incredible hulk of
male above me.

The look on his face must have been
the exact opposite of what I saw in Dr. Sanders—it wasn’t
disinterest. No—not by a long shot!

It was lust, pure and simple. His
long, strong tongue continually slid over his lips, each sniff he
took of my body becoming more and more heated..

He stood up tall, stretching out his
thickly muscled arms. The cords of his neck, his shoulders, were
almost thicker than my entire torso. In his arousal, the loincloth
over his crotch rose up impressively, and then fell away with a
small, annoyed tug as he stood over my hips.

 

Some kind of verbage fell out of his
mouth. I shook my head, not understanding. He repeated whatever it
was, saying, as far as I could tell, “Urg.”

I shrugged, trying to back away. “No,
I'm sorry. This is all a mistake. Let me go find someone who can
help you, and—”

He had no interest in listening to
anything I said. His hands, large and menacing, came down on my
body.

“No!” I cried out, swatting against his arm.

But he didn’t seem to care.
No, even if he knew what I was saying, he knew even better what I
needed. With ease, he set me down on the table. His hands on my
thin, narrow waist kept me in place. I banged hard against his
naked arm and chest, but these blows were useless—he was solid
muscle, and anything he wanted
to do, he was going to do.

He was going to fuck me whether I said
I wanted him to or not. His cock, throbbing and meaty, ran over my
scantily-clad naked thighs. I squirmed heatedly and tried to tell
myself that all the wet movement was because I was afraid—but I
knew deep down I was just turned-the-fuck-on. His muscles were like
concrete.

His precious meat was enormous—I
wouldn’t have been surprised if he had clubbed other cavewomen over
the head with it and dragged them back to his cave. Unconsciously I
began to drool, my eyes sort of glazing over as he inched closer
and closer. He tore off my panties like they were nothing—annoyed
with them as he had been with his loincloth. His hands gripped my
hips hard, his penetrating pulsing cock hovering over my cunt. With
a groan, he thrust forward.

Then he was inside of me.

I…well. What can I say? I loved
it.

The instant his cock slipped into my
pussy, I was in heaven. He was so fucking big! His meat drove hard
into my tight walls, filling me up entirely. My hands ran up to his
hot, caveman chest, so thickly muscled and haired. His hairs were
like black tangles of rope, hard and bristly. He smelled like a
fresh kill, like I had summoned him the second after he took down
some enormous mammoth.

That was so hot, knowing he could hunt
and kill like that. That he could provide, like a real
male.

The look in his eyes was wild
excitement. I began to moan and cry out, and his hands came up
around my mouth, and then my throat. So intense. He wanted me
quiet—clearly not wanting potential predators to come by and ruin
his good time.

He grunted, thrusting his enormity
into me again and again, so hard and so virulently powerful, and my
cries of pleasure only got louder. And so, his grip on my throat
only got harder.

I had no idea I loved being choked.
But he—Urg, as I came to call him—he loved it, his piston-like fuck
rhythm hurrying faster and faster as he squeezed my future-girl
throat harder. And I loved it because he fucked me so incredibly
well. Every thrust was heaven—and every bit of heaven was spliced
with the hot choking of my throat.

His strokes picked up. He was going to
cum, I could feel it. My legs wrapped around his backside, pulling
him in hard—so hairy, it felt like I was sliding up against some
animal. He was an animal of a man, at least.

And then, just as I wanted, just as I
needed, his hot seed released into me, his thrusts pumping in time
with the delicious eruption. Squealing in pleasure from being
filled so suddenly, I came—hard—and then I came again as his
thrusts spurted arythmically into me.

Even with his caveman intelligence, he
knew he was giving me something special. A smug smile had formed on
his brutish face. I came forward, kissing him on his thick neck,
his broad shoulders, openly thanking him for taking me with so much
force.

There was a sound from inside of the
machine. Urg pulled his loincloth back up and walked away from me,
toward the light. He kept making odd, confused grunts, but seemed
compelled somehow to step into the light.

Before I could say anything, he was
gone.

The yellow light dissipated, and then
the door of the machine closed. Was it programmed somehow to return
any matter from the past that transported to the future? Maybe my
body had been a distraction from the call for a time, but after Urg
came, he had to obey the machine.

I don't know—just speculation. I never
got to find out much about that mysterious time machine, if that's
what it was. For all I knew at the time, maybe Urg wasn't a caveman
at all—maybe he was some avatar of manly fucking from the future.
Maybe the machine was some teleportation device, and he was just
Russian.

How would I know? Science is
hard.

In a daze, my clothes practically
hanging off my body, I walked down the hall, almost drunkenly
wavering from one end of the hall to the other. A great deal of
time had passed, and the morning light was up outdoors. A few spare
students walked around, eyeing the obvious amount of skin I had
showing.

Dr. Sanders came ripping around a
bend, nose buried in a book. “Ah!” he said with a smile. “Miss
Sweet! You’re here early! That speaks well for your grade, my dear!
Come, let’s get to work.”

 


* * * * *

 


Later on that day, Dr. Sanders let me
know that my work in the lab—which I barely remembered in my
post-fuck-session-haze of memory—let me pass the class. I was glad,
but of course, I couldn’t let that be the end of my encounters with
Urg.

Doing a little
wiki-research, I found that other cavewomen looked nothing like me.
I could walk with confidence knowing I was the completely and
absolutely hottest piece of ass Urg had ever had—a legacy that
would last for thousands
of years. He’d tell his kids about how fucking hot I was—I
would be a standard.

So, after a long nap and a heaping of
recovery food in the form of grains and veggies, I decided I would
see Urg again. At least one more time. I owed him that much. He was
so manly, and he had fucked me so very well.

Of course I was going to go out of my
way to see him again.

That night, I dressed up just for
Urg—I found a hot leopard print bikini and some knee-high leather
boots. I covered myself up with a trench coat, and made my way out
to the lab again, braving the cool weather in my skimpy outfit. My
long dark hair bounced behind me as I walked across
campus.

Certainly, I wondered if
somehow I was messing with forces far beyond my control with what I
was doing. How could you interact with what you thought was a time
machine and not be at least a little worried that you might be
ending all of creation somehow?

But, I had already used it once and
nothing bad had come to pass. Certainly one more time wouldn't
hurt.

And besides, if this thing
was that dangerous, would they really leave it just in the middle of a
college university where anybody could break into the lab and
accidentally use it because they tripped due to really tall heels?
That seemed unlikely at best.

But then, I would have thought fucking
an honest-to-god caveman was just about the unlikeliest thing that
could ever happen.

Anyway, I decided to leave all that
thinking and sorting out to lawyers and scientists and all of those
sort of people. That's what they were for.

Me, on the other hand? I
was made for fucking—and very specifically, I was pretty sure I was
made for fucking Urg. Or rather, being fucked very,
very hard
by Urg.

So I broke back into the lab the same
way I had the night before. I suppose the scientists there had the
day off and hadn't tried to fix the open window—or maybe they just
weren't very observant of their surroundings. I remember thinking
that if the window hadn't been open, I would have probably gotten
more drastic about how I chose to break in—but luckily that wasn't
the case.

I approached the machine
again, still humming just the same as last time. Cautiously, I
pressed buttons on the control panel, hoping I wasn't somehow going
to cause a nuclear explosion.. I thought I had been careful about
remembering what I hit last time—but who knew? Maybe I’d summon
some sabretooth tiger or some futuristic cyber-dragon
thing.

The machine made the same enormous
thumping-whumping noise as it did the time before—but this time I
was a little prepared, my hands over my ears and all of me kneeling
down behind a table. When the noise stopped, and the golden light
flooded the room, I stood up to greet Urg, dropping my trench coat
with a flourish.

And, he was there. But, it wasn’t just
Urg this time.

Oh no. It was four of them.

I could almost imagine the
scene. Urg returns to his people, and tells a story of sleeping
with some goddess. The three mightiest among them—and, all naked
and ripped and incredibly
well-hung, they all seemed rather mighty
indeed—stayed with him to fuck the goddess alongside him whenever
she appeared.

“Urg,” said Urg. He
slapped the meaty chest of the caveman next to him, who was
shorter, with a broader forehead. “Brog.”

“Brog,” I said
slowly.

Brog smiled, stepping forward with
viciously lustful intent. His friends followed him, silent and
large. They looked maybe like distant cousins, each with dark long
hair and the same shade of brown eyes. Their dark brown skin shone
in the golden light of the machine.

I realized very quickly that this just
wasn't going to be about Urg fucking me and his friends watching.
Oh no. This was going to be about all of these cavemen fucking me
all at once, just because they wanted to.

I mean, obviously, right? I was hot.
They were ripped and masculine and each of them with a rather
potent member. And all they understood in their world was killing
and fucking.

Mmmph. I don't know how I restrained
myself as long as I did. As it was, I tried foolishly to back away,
and knocked down some pieces of lab equipment.

“Oh,” I said, shaking my head as Brog came forward. My eyes
were like saucer plates. “No…no…please…”

Just like Urg had, though, Brog seemed
to know what I needed better than I did. He forced me down on top
of a table and ripped my leopard bikini away. Within moments, his
huge hands held me down and his hot cock was inside of my tight,
wet pussy, filling it up completely.

For a moment or two more as he was
inside of me, I resisted—but it just felt so fucking good! There
were so many of them, fighting was useless, stupid. It was dumb to
fight when they all had these incredible hard cocks that were so
hard just for me.

Urg slid forward, slapping Brog's
chest. He wanted a go at my pussy. Not wanting them to fight, I
rose up and guided Urg over to my mouth, and eagerly began sucking
him like that. His eyes grew—first in surprise, and then in
complete rapture. His hands sank back around my neck, choking me
softly while his meat bulged in my esophagus. As far as Urg knew,
this was probably the first blowjob in the history of
man.

The big silent two cavemen didn't seem
to know what they were doing, casually thumbing at their cockheads
while they watched me get fucked by Brog and suck off Urg. I called
them over, momentarily popping my mouth off of Urg. Very quickly, I
slid my hands around their huge meaty cocks, tugging up and down
and aiming straight at my tits.

I wanted to be covered in
caveman cum. I wanted to be slathered in it, to drown in it. I
wanted to have my entire body soaked by their hot, white, creamy
perfect goo that was created just
for me, only
for me.

The situation wouldn't allow for
anything else—it had become a caveman gangbang. Frantically, I
jerked off two of the big men while Brog fucked me with his
enormous member, my long legs wrapped around his head. But even
better than all of that was how Urg fucked my hot caveslut
face.

Caveslut. Oh yeah. The hottest piece
of ass they’d ever known in their entire cavemen lives. That was so
perfect.

Something about Urg was just so
special. I loved his meat shoved down my throat, I loved the hard
bristles of his hairy patch of pubic hair shoved into my face. My
body felt electric as he shoved into my again and again.

The cavemen all began to grunt at
roughly the same time, and I could tell I was about to have a
shower of cum unloaded on me. My pussy tightened on Brog's cock in
anticipation.

Brog, feeling that hot tightening,
came first. Even as a caveman, he knew somehow I was just made to
be ruined by his cum, so he pulled out and sprayed all over my
belly. The other two that I jerked off followed suit, their thick
skulls knocking together as they erupted onto the mess of hot goo
that Brog had already unloaded.

Urg was last. He tightened his grip
around my throat and pulled out as well, unleashing his spray all
over my tits, clearly cumming much more than the others. It was
obvious why he was the leader. I came with him, watching his
incredible cock spurt and vibrate right above my face, licking the
shaft and head while the goo spurted out above me.

They all hung over my body for several
seconds, admiring me as my orgasmic throes took over and I rubbed
their collection of hot caveman semen into my smoking hot babe
body. It was a sight I knew they'd never forget. And, turns out, I
was right.

After a minute, though, the machine
called them back—and they had to answer the call.

I watched with more than just some
admiration as they walked back into the yellow light of the
machine. Urg stopped, just for a moment, to gently kiss me on the
forehead—which struck me.

He really cared for me. And I
realized, as I watched him fade into the light, I cared for him
too, very deeply, and that feeling was growing all the
time.

 


* * * * *

 


I visited Urg two more times. Once, he
was by himself, and the other time he brought one other friend. He
became rather tender, at the end—even grunting out my name, in a
caveman sort of way.

I had lots of dreams about how we
might make it work—that I might try to keep him here in my time.
But these were pipedreams, of course. I don't think it ever would
have truly worked out. Still, I do wonder from time to time what
might have happened if I had been able to visit the machine with
leisure.

But then, one night, I showed up at
the lab, and the machine was gone. I suppose they caught on to my
exploitation of their machine—or maybe they just had it confiscated
or destroyed. It did seem rather dangerous.

I’ll never be able to go back, as far
as I know—but it was fun while it lasted. And in the meantime,
there's been a rather wonderful side effect.

Whatever tribe Urg was part of was
rather influential in its region, and then later on influential in
the world. Lines of kings and emperors and the like came straight
from where Urg originated from.

Or, that's my guess,
anyway.

It turns out now, I'm the
ideal female. For thousands of years, all any man has ever wanted
when they've wanted to fuck is me. All any girl has wanted to look
like has been me. All Western artwork is dedicated solely to babes
who are as hot as I am. And now, here I am in the future, just
so able to take
all that affection and do whatever I want with it.

Dr. Sanders definitely gave me an A.
When he got a good look at me the other day as I was walking across
the quad, he dropped to his knees and started jerking
off.

I get all the cocks I want—and I've
even found a group of guys who fuck almost as hard and ruthlessly
as Urg and his friends.

Still, though, I do miss Urg, even
with all the extra attention now.

I know, I know, I never would have
thought it either.

But it really happened. My heart was
taken by a caveman.
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* * * * *

Your opinion influences
other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this
sexy story, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know
what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty
terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in
touch.

You can:


See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via
my 
Facebook
Author Page!

Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with
me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of
my favorite
dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

 


 


 


Subscribe
to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
for a private link to THREE completely free
stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll
receive exclusive access to regular special offers and
discounts!

 


 


Hope to hear from you
soon!
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