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     Sammi-Jo's bright red convertible cruises down the freeway, roof wound back for this scorching-hot summer's day.

     Sammi-Jo plays a favourite game - 'Peek-a-Boo'.        

     Black hair streams> The sun highlights a bright yellow lycra

T-vest that bares half her tits. Low-cut, it gives an eyeful of luscious cleavage, the thin fabric moulding her lusciously-full tits. Her deep-tanned complexion, in contrast with the bright yellow, appears almost black. 

     Sammi-Jo is happy. 

     She's happy because she's horny.

     Flaunting to strangers always makes her horny. 

     Sammi-Jo's 'Peek-a-Boo' is a game with a difference. 

     Drawing alongside a truck she thrills at the certainty that

in the cab a cock will rouse at the vision of sex she depicts. 

     A daring top for the tit-men. 

     A mini-skirt for the leg-men. 

     The white PVC mini-skirt (matching knee-length boots)

reveals the entire expanse of tanned, lightly muscled thigh.

     At their juncture her horny cunt chews a narrow strip of bright yellow silk.  

     After initial eyeball contact she accelerates a little, to cruise the centre lane a few hundred yards ahead. Without fail the truck is back on her nearside in minutes, the driver leering down. If encouragement is given in the way of lewd signs or shouts, she smiles sweetly, pulls down the vest to flash her tits, or slicks a finger up the hot strip of silk...

     A final smile, wave - on to her next 'victim'.

     By the time she swings the car through the park gates and slots it neatly into a parking bay, she's super-horny. A middle aged man with dog is in for a treat. 

     Sammi-Jo, in the car, has the vest-top pulled down - below her tits.

     She exposes herself to the stanger.

     He passes, gawping in shocked surprise.

     Sammi-Jo adjusts her top. Smiling, she gets out of the car.

     The car park is in the centre of the park itself, where an

old Mansion house stands. Shutters have been lifted in the warm weather and a temporary bar operates with people littered around drinking and enjoying the sun. Sammi-Jo saunters over to the bar, leans on it and orders a double Bacardi and Coke. 

     She's here in the park to fulfil a fantasy - to fuck with a stranger - any stranger - the stranger the better. 

     The plan is simple - to take a walk and see what occurs. As she contemplates her fate, she notices two Hells-Angel types in dirty jeans and leather jackets lounging against large motorcycles. The motorcycles look cleaner than their owners.  Empty beer bottles scatter the tarmac at their feet.

     It's obvious she's the subject of their muted conversation.

     Sammy-Jo leans forward, resting her tits on the bar.

     Her victims leer.

     The bartender leers.

     The fleshy poundage in their tight lycra confine decorate

his bar.

     The bikers leer. 

     The skirt has ridden up, exposing a perfect, tanned ass. The

canary-silk panties have slid into the cleft.

     Sammi-Jo's panties are wet. The idea of fucking the two dirty bikers appeals to her perverse mind. The more she thinks about it, the hornier she gets.

     She steals a glance.

     One is tall and powerfully built, the other smaller, leaner,

yet muscular. Both wear white vest tops displaying heavily tattooed, muscled torsos. Wide silver-studded black leather belts with flashy buckles decorate very tight, worn-thin jeans tucked into black leather biking boots. 

     Casually, she turns more toward them, pretending not to have any special interest. Their obvious lust though, makes this difficult. Trickles are running places deep in her cunt. 

     With mini-skirt to crotch level and tits thrusting, she gives them the works. Resting her ass on a bar stool she faces them, showing the yellow vee of silk pulled taut between the lips of her juicing-hungry cunt. 

     She wants them.

     She must have them.

     She downs the drink and turns back to the bar for another.

     Ass again - but this time she sticks it our more and sways

gently.

     The bartender takes his time leering down her cleavage. She takes the drink. 

     Next step. 

     She turns and looks directly at the bikers, seeing

immediately that her display has had the desired effect. The big one wears no underwear - obvious because a thick, fat, slug of a shape is moving down the leg of his tight jeans. He makes no effort to hide it. Her heart races that the man has no qualms about showing her his cock in this way. 

     The other has a thumb hooked over his thick belt. His fingertips press on the tight denim under which stands his cock, straight and hard against his lower belly. They are playing her game - testing her - showing her that they're horny for her.

     She stares right back. 

     They want her, she wants them. 

     Pretences gone, she lets them know it.

     Downing the drink, she strolls casually past them, tits

thrust, ass swaying. Passing within a few metres, she looks hard and long at the big biker's crotch, or rather at the pipe down his right thigh. Her gaze flicks upward and meets his. She licks her lips and flashes a sexy, white-flashing, pouty smile.

     She wants that cock.

     They MUST follow her.

     They do.

     A worn dry-mud path skirts a small wood away from the more

populated areas. She takes it and they catch up and follow. Their voices, deliberately loud, bring fresh excitement.

     'Man, look at the rich bitch's ass move under that skirt!'

The other laughs dirtily. 

     'It's not under, she's giving us the old c'mon, flashing her little panties and ass. And them fuckin' tits! Man, would I like to gerra 'andful of those ... an' I bet she sucks it - wouldn't you just love to see your cock between those pouty lips!'

     Sammi-Jo's heart races, relishing the unkempt bikers' crude

talk. They'd get what they wanted, and more. #

     She briskly turns off the path into the wood.

     Twenty paces on, the wood opens into a small grassy clearing surrounded by bushes, the little area bathed in sunshine.

     Perfect. 

     She moves quickly, lies on the grass, hands behind her head

- legs toward the approaching men. Her tits thrust proudly upward through the skimpy lycra vest. Her thighs are parted, giving full view of her yellow panties.   

     They almost stumble over her and stand and stare down for a few moments in surprise at her lying there, rudely exposing herself to them.  

     'So it's not just cock-teasin' after all baby?' drawls Pipe-Leg after a pause - 'yer really DO want to fuck?'

     Sammi-Jo quivers with excitement. She wants them quickly - wants to feel their hands pawing her body - wants to feel their cocks in her hands and cunt and mouth.

     She wants them to know it. 

     Staring up at them she snakes both hands over her tits and

down over her belly. She lifts the skirt, grips the side thongs of the tiny panties and pulls them harshly into her cunt.

      'I'll tell you what I want. I want you two big-cocked horny bastards to get your cocks out and stuff them in my mouth, cunt, ass, ears or anywhere else you want to put them. I'm horny as hell seeing those things in your jeans and hearing you dirty bastards filthy-talk.' 

     'Snake's gorra cock that won't disappoint, that's for sure.

It's prize o' the pack and 'e knows what to do with it. Snake's 'is name and that's where 'e gets it, see? E's Snake, I'm Mart.'

     Sammi-Jo doesn't want introductions. Flipping onto her knees in front of them, she reaches up and lovingly runs her hands over their crotches, looking upward with a pleading expression.

     Her mouth pouts sexily - she's panting with lust.

     Her hands are quick. In an instant she has them unzipped and

her hands delve into their flies, roughly pulling out cocks and balls. Neither wears underwear and in seconds she has two cocks swaying in front of her face.

     Mart was right - Snake's is a ten-incher - fat and still fattening as she grasps it. 

     Her hands squirm under their balls, middle fingers searching for asshole.

     Smell of oily denim beaten by clit-throbbing raw-cock smell.

     Her cunt reacts and she inhales deeply. 

     Pressing the cocks together she runs her lips, then tongue

up and down, suckling them from crown to base.  

     'Yeah. Babe ... suck it ... suck cock,' growls Snake, thrusting against her face. 'Nerrer mind the dirt, just get yer mouth roun' it. An' while yer at it let's have a feel at them titties.'   

     Rough hands push the vest downward, gorgeous tits spill out into eager hands, teats proud in lust. 

     She pulls the cocks into her face, loving the harsh, grubby, sweaty hands that grope her tits. 

     She salivates over the cocks, lips and tongue loving up and down the silky lengths. 

     Both have the skins tight over bulbous heads and she looks up into their faces, mouth open, wet lips pouting, as she slowly peels their cocks. 

     Her nostrils flare at the immediate pungent smell of cock.

     For Sammi-Jo that cock smell is a rush, a hit, like a snort

of amyl nitrate. 

     Her cunt aches. Her tits throb.

     Clear, viscous thickness has collected beneath, coating the

heads, still oozing from the piss-slits. 

     'Suck 'em babe,' Snake snarls, thinking she's going to refuse. His fingers squeeze hard at her right teat, twist it savagely. 

     'Suck 'em. Let's see that sexy mouth work.' 

     She looks up into their faces, pulls both cocks to hers and

smears the juice around mouth and nose, playing with the thick slickness.

     She performs.

     A picture of sexual arousal, staring up at them, an

expression of submission, feeding their basest desires by her actions. 

     The oil coats her mouth, nose and chin. She backs her head, making the stuff form bridges - cockhead to lips. She slowly wanks, squeezing more from the slits.

     She enjoys the power. 

     Mart is no long-stayer. He grabs his cock with one hand and

the back of her head with the other, at the same time shoving a booted foot between her thighs, kicking into her cunt. 

     'I hope ... you eat scum ... baby, 'cause there's a fuckin' load comin' your way...' 

     As Mart holds her head back, aiming the heavy spits of white thickness into her face and open mouth she fucks her cunt against the boot, pulling and squeezing her aching tits. 

     It is the situation that brings her off.

     Being on her knees, in a public park, her head held back and

a dirty cock spewing its load into her face. 

     Her tongue licks wildly, her mouth is wide in a wild,

sexual, silent laugh while the ripple, the surge, the sweet 

warmthShe feels the spunk clinging to her face but keeps sucking, wanting to keep him hard. He has other ideas. Pulling away, he leaves her with Snake's cock in her mouth and lies down under her with his face directly under her crotch. He looks up the tiny skirt at the soaked triangle of yellow silk, inches above. His voice is hoarse between her legs. 

     'Rub yer wet pants on my face babe and come on my mouth; I want to taste yer beaut' cunt.'  

     The base words wind her passions; she lowers her crotch to his face; her hips quiver with a tiny fucking motion. He mouths her sex through the thin silk; she rubs off on his face. His hands claw the yellow silk away, revealing at last her dripping sex with clit standing hard from neatly trimmed jet black hair, now flecked with white froth.      

     In spite of the new pleasure, Sammi-Jo still sucks on Snake's cock but at the same time reaches down and puts a hand under Mart's head, pulling his face hard into her. With legs splayed she fucks his face; a squelching sound.   

     Snake's cock erupts and she holds it close to her face aiming two heavy jets of spunk onto her lips and chin. Then quickly laying the spurting pole on her tongue, she opens her mouth wide to let him watch the rest of his scum spew down her throat and flow onto her tongue.  

     'Babe ... yer a fucking dream. That's the horniest suck-off I ever had. Snake watches as she sucks him clean. 'Them in the bushes liked it n'all.' He points behind her where several faces peer through at the randy trio. 

     'Whoever the fuck they are they'd better fucking well get lost,' mutters Snake.

     'No!' Sammi-Jo protests. If the furtive figures in the bushes are the ever-present park perverts who get off on watching unfortunate - or exhibitionist - couples fuck, then she has stumbled into a nest of perverts. They too would crave the sort of sex and depravity she was wanting to submit herself to.

     'Let them watch. Show them how to do it?' she asks Snake tentatively, hoping that flattery will calm him. 'Anyway, you'll never get rid of them after what they've seen. They'll never leave until we do -  or I do anyway.' Snake sees her point. 

     'O.K, the bastards watch, but they'd better not interfere.'

     Sammi-Jo stands and faces the bushes, legs apart with the

skirt straining above her crotch. She pulls her bared tits outwards, towards them.

     'C'mon get it boys. There's plenty, I'm all tit and cunt.' 

     'Hey slut! Not so fucking fast! We aint finished yet.' Snake

interrupts adding, 'those wimps only get what's left.' 

     Sammy-Jo is deaf to his comments. She is horny with a captive audience and she wants to perform. 

     She lies on her back, legs wide apart, booted legs toward the bushes. Pulling back soaked silk she pushes three fingers of one hand into her sex, lewdly poking herself for their benefit.  The sweet smell of cunt is in the air; she shakes her tits; her hand shuttles. One of the men makes towards her but Snake steps menacingly forward. 

     'No way brother. You don't get a touch 'till we've finished, and by then she'll be shagged out. So keep yer dirty 'ands to yourselves and just think how lucky y'are to watch the experts.' 

     Sammy-Jo is back on her feet, legs splayed; one hand frigs her crotch; the other pulls her teats. A cloudy, glazed look is over her face, and her voice is thick with lust. 

     'Let them come close and watch us fuck. I want to see them wank their little cocks while you fuck me with you big one. Come on fellas, join the party, but you'll have to wait your turn.'

     They file out. There are six of them, all middle aged except for a shy-looking youth of about eighteen. Sammy looks with interest at him, wondering what his involvement is with the perverts.      

     The others are typical park voyeurs but the boy seems too young to be involved in such activity. He is quite well built, good looking and seems proud of it. He wears a very tight pair of white satin running shorts and trainers, carrying a white t-shirt. Sammi-Jo, habitual crotch-watcher, notes the hard cock which strains the tight shiny fabric.    

     She unzips her skirt and drops it. The T-shirt is still stretched around her waist where the bikers pulled it. She pushes it down her thighs and steps out of it. Keeping on the skimpy pants and the boots, she runs giggling to the boy, pulls the crotch of her knickers aside, grabs his petite ass and pulls him against her, grinding her crotch into his.

     'Hang on to your spunk honey boy,' she whispers, 'I want to see you come and taste your young spunk.' Hearing Snake's protestations, she turns and runs back to him. The lad is left staring down in shock at the wet patch she has made on his shorts. 

     Sammy-Jo stands in front of Mart and Snake. She yanks the g-string up her ass and cunt and stands proudly with hands on hips; tits and sex pushed forward. 

     'Right fellas. What can Fuckpiece do for you now? Another suck, butt or cunt fuck, what's it to be?  

     Snake looks annoyed. Sammi-Jo is calling the cards and he doesn't like it. 

     'Watch it bitch' he says, unfastening the thick leather belt and pushing the tight jeans to his knees. He turns around, looks over his shoulder and snarls at her.

     'Suck ass, sexy bitch. Let's see if you get a thrill out o' licking ass.' 

     Kneeling behind him she presses her face into the mass of black hair. Underneath, big cods hang low and she squeezes them.  Excited remarks from around spur her on.

     'Fuckn' Hell. "Suck Ass", he says and she goes right in and does it! Look at the horny slut go, man! She's loving it!' 

     What Sammi-Jo does love is showing them just how much of a dirty bitch she is. She nuzzles noisily between the hairy cheeks and licks greedily, searching the tight hole. 

     Tongue worms around the tight ring; he relaxes and tongue slicks his asshole; wetly slobbering and sucking, she hopes that it is pleasing him. She slides a hand up his hairy thighs and gently squeezes the big hanging balls; reaches further to feel the weight of his cock in her hand. 

     The one-to-one situation doesn't last long. Hands grasp at her; pants are ripped down to her knees and rough denim scrapes the backs of her thighs. Mart's long cock slicks into her sex and he begins humping her. Holding on to her tits he thrusts roughly; watches her tongue the ass of his friend.   

     'You ... beaut ... fuck-horny .. ass-sucking slut. You

really enjoy that. Your .. tongue .. up his asshole ... fuck, I'm

spunking ... up your fanny slut, cop for this ... Aaah' 

     Dirty talk and the feel of his spunk-stream in her brings her off again and a warm flood of her juice seeps around the base of his cock.  

     Snake wonders what the noise is about and stoops low, looking through his legs just time to see his friend's cock slip out of Sammy-Jo; he sees his friend's hands pulling at her erect teats and is spurred him back into action. 

     Straightening up and turning around, he grasps his massive cock and gently slaps Sammi-Jo's face with it. Her mouth instinctively opens and tongue snakes as she tries to capture the beast; cock that she loves. 

     'No Babe. I want your ass. I want to feel that sweet ass squirming on this meat.'

     Sammy-Jo is no stranger to taking it that way but she looks apprehensively at the size of the threatened weapon as she obediently lies on her back and pulls her knees up to her tits, exposing cunt and asshole for him. She spreads juices from her cunt around to her asshole to lubricate it for him. Snake watches her do it, cock in hand, even though he has other ideas. 

     'No baby. Not like that.' He lies on his back pointing his cock skywards. 'Sit on it, horny bitch, and let me feel it stretch that pretty ring.'

     She straddles his chest, spunk drips from her cunt onto his belly; she wipes it with her hand and uses it on her asshole and then squats over the thick pole.

     'In the cunt first baby. Get it nice and wet then put it in your ass.' She holds the cock at its base and squats, lowering slowly so that it slides fully inside her. Both of them groan.

     'Fuck'n hell, it's like a greased glove. Leave it and fuck.'

     She sits on him and grinds her clit into his public bone,

shuttling her crotch. Impaled on the massive weapon she feels to be totally filled with it; as if it could come up her throat at any moment. 

     She moves; leans forward; twists his tits in her fingers; he groans; her tits bounce and sway with each thrust. The audience is getting restless, desperate to join the action. With the exception of the youth they all have their cocks in hand, wanking. 

     As she rides Snake, she stares at the youth who is squeezing himself through the shorts, watching intently. 

     'Let's see your cock boy,' she says, staring at him. He immediately blushes and averts his eyes. Snake interrupts. 

     'The fuck with that. Lie down on me; squash those tits on me, I want to feel them.' She shifts forward, expertly keeping his cock embedded deep in her. Her beautiful body looks tiny against his huge hairy frame. Closer to him now, the rank smell of stale beer and sweat invades her nostrils. As the rest watch her tanned ass rising and falling on the monster penis she squeezes cunt muscles taut, milking him. 

     Suddenly, with a thrust of his powerful hips he throws her up, his cock rears between the open cheeks of her ass spitting streams of cum which spatter her lower back and ass. In an instant she is off him and has the cock in her mouth; cleaning it and savouring the smell and taste of spunk and cunt.

     Mart moves behind her, spreading his friend's stuff onto her skin. His finger slides easily, deep into her ass. She moves onto all fours and relaxes her muscle allowing the reaming finger deeper access.  

     'Yeah, buttfuck the horny slut while I get hard again for it. Let's all watch her get a good bugger.' Snake's words echo in her head, sending shivers of excitement to her sex. 

     She kneels doggy-style and Mart climbs between her legs. The long thin cock slides easily up her ass; she strains to take the weight of his body as he leans in her and starts slow-fucking her. The youth has moved closer, he is now directly in front of her, still squeezing himself off through the tight shorts.  

     The brief view of him is blocked by Snake. He kneels in front of her, waving semi-flaccid meat in her face. Her mouth opens automatically and once inside, the cock starts swelling.  The long thin meat reams her ass with long slow strokes; her sex drips and she wants. Balancing Mart's weight she puts her right hand between her legs and frigs her dripping clit, the action is accompanied by a shout from one of the men.

     'Fuck! She can't leave that box of hers alone for a second.

The horny bitch's wanking off.' 

     Mart groans and his motion stops; the cock feels like a long turd trapped inside her. His warm milk coats the inside of her ass and the long thin object is slowly withdrawn. Snake has decided what he wants. 

     'OK babes. Asshole up! Get on yer back, spread those beaut Thighs show your cunt like before.'

     Sammi-Jo rolls onto her back and pulls her knees up To her tits. Shadows fall over her as the men pore over to get a better view. 

     Snake's weight crushes her thighs into her tits. Cock-in-fist he goes straight for her asshole. The head pushes against the tight ring, she releases and he is in; fucking his way inch by inch.

     Sammi-Jo pants with each thrust; she feels a mix of pain and pleasure as she tries to relax her muscles down to accommodate the intruding monster. Snake grunts his own way further in; it feels as though she is taking a shit but this great turd wants in, not out. 

     She looks into his face as he fucks; her bunched-up form quivers with every thrust. The weight of him crushes and she finds it hard to breath. His balls are now bouncing off her ass cheeks. He is fully inside her and he breathes into her face, breath rasping as he messes deep inside. 

     'You are ... the best fuck ...ever babe. I ain't never ...  had a chick like you.' 

     He rolls off her and lies panting while she straightens her stiff body. The men are clustered closely around and seeing the lust-crazed perverts eager to use her, gives her a surge of fresh vigour.   

     Kneeling on the flattened grass, knees apart, she stares down her ravished body. It is smeared with sweat, cum and juice.  Her tits glisten and spunk drips from her cunt, onto her thighs and the grass. Looking up she thrusts her tits out. 

     'C'mon and enjoy boys. It's yours.' 

     She sees the boy; a large stain decorates the front of his

shiny white shorts.

     'Poor boy. Let Mama clean you up,' she croons and shuffles forward. The men push the boy to meet her until his crotch is level with her face. Her tongue snakes out and she briefly licks the wet patch before grasping the tight waistband and peeling the shorts down.

     His young cock hangs semi erect, spunk oozing; spunk clings to the inside of the fabric. Her head nuzzles down, licking it; savouring his young spunk. She is pleased to feel his wet cock batter her face as it rapidly revives. 

     Her hand goes underneath to his balls and feels them; hairless. 

     'Mmm ... nice cock, nice balls,' she whispers, mouthing it from balls to tip while the men stand patiently watching the erotic spectacle. 

     Sammi-Jo's lips encircle the tip and as she wanks she sucks it to full erection, then she stands grasping it hard in her fist. Moving close she lifts her leg and lowers herself on the young meat, squeezing him expertly inside her. Her hands go behind him and she grasps his ass with both hands and grinds her cunt onto his meat. 

     The men watch her ass corkscrew as she fucks him. Her fingers work on his ass, searching the crack. Finding the centre, she embeds an index finger; he gasps and she feels the warm spurts shoot up inside her.

     Panting, she pulls off him and turns to face the rest, sinking again to her knees in submission. They cluster eagerly around her with their jeans or shorts around their ankles, cocks thrust at her face. She has a shock as an anonymous mouth fastens itself to her cunt; one of the men is lying under her, reaching his head for her used cunt. Yes, she has found perverts. She grunts with pleasure as the mouth works and sucks in the wet. 

     She grabs the nearest cock and wipes it on her face, savouring the heady sexual smell emanating from this and the others. She licks and sucks at the head, then swallows the full length; the head down her throat; her nose in its pubic hair. 

     The sight of her eager cocksucking is too much for two of them. They step forward, at the same moment spraying her face with semen as the one she is sucking creams in her mouth. 

     Sammy-Jo is in her element. Three at once and more to come; cock in mouth; spunk on face; mouth at her sex, and now one is probing the cheeks of her ass. Orgasm shakes and she sucks the new cock fiercely as she sends a flood of juice into the mouth between her thighs. 

     Time for change; she pulls away, lies on her back and opens her legs. The men wait, seeing what she wants. 

     'Do me,' she says quietly, her hands pulling her sex wide.

'Put your pervert cocks in and fuck me.' 

     A smallish man is quickest. He lies on her and drives in to the hilt.  

     'Horny tart,' he mutters, thrusting. Suddenly he stops and looks at the youth. 'Sit on her face, boy. See what it's like to have a slut lick your arse, she seems to like it.' 

     The boy comes close, his cock bobbing. He kneels over her head with his back to the man. 'No, boy! Turn the other way. I want to see you while she eats out your ass.' 

     The boy turns and kneels astride her head. she reaches up and splits his ass; her fingers search the crease; as he lowers onto her mouth her tongue is ready.  

     The pervert's face is in the boy's lap, as he planned. His head bobs forward and the boy's cock disappears. Now, with every thrust into Sammi-Jo he wanks it with his mouth until, with a moan, he comes, collapsing his full weight onto her and taking the full length in his mouth as he comes. 

     A moment later he rolls off exhausted and lies on his side playing with himself, watching the next take his place. This one is also eager for the dual pleasure and the young cock once again disappears from view. 

     The pervert's have their own ideas; their own fantasies are developing before their very eyes. 

     'Fuck his mouth boy. Slide you asshole on her face and fuck his mouth. He begins to move in the mans mouth, his ass rises and falls on Sammi-Jo's face for a few moments only, then he pulls out of the mouth and spurts into the man's face.  

     One by one they take their turn; often two at a time. She is soaked in sweat and the smell of sex; of semen, cock and cunt, steam in the heat from her body.  

     Sensing some of them tiring she pushes them away and crawls to Snake and Mart who are lying on the grass wanking and watching. 

     'Tie me and use your belt on my ass,' she says quietly. He looks at her in disbelief. 'It makes me come when a man whips me, I want you to do it ...  please?' 

     Snake stands uncertainly and unbuckles the thick belt. Mart does likewise. She offers her wrists to Mart. 

     'Tie me round that tree and whip my ass ... be rough'

     Mart pushes her towards the tree which is about one foot in

diameter with smoothish bark. He stretches her arms and uses his belt to secure her wrists at the other side.

     She presses her body against the rough bark; Snake takes position to one side. The men shuffle close. She lifts her legs slightly and by pulling on her bound wrists she squeezes herself against the tree; tits and cunt crushing into the bark, seeking sensation.

     The men stand and watch the luscious body; her ass is moving, fucking the tree; they see her scraping her tits against the bark. 

     When Sammi-Jo hears the belt swish, her ass, wet with juice, clenches in anticipation of the pain. The belt crashes with a 'thwack' on the lower cheeks; she grunts as the pain hits her brain and bounces down to add to the sensation in her cunt.

     Snake wields the belt four more times; each time her cunt ant tits buck against the tree; her body thrashes from side to side as the sensation of pain transmits from ass and tits to cunt where it is transformed into a delicious wracking orgasm.

     Even then she is not satisfied; she never is; only exhaustion ever forces her to stop. She shouts over her shoulder.

     'Turn me round, do my tits! I want you to thrash my tits;

I want to watch you hit me.' 

     Mart unties her and she quickly turns and presses her back against the tree, grimacing with the pain as her abused ass makes contact. She puts her hands behind the tree to be secured.

     Her face is a mask of desire, mouth open, breath panting, eyes blazing. She looks at them all, getting off on her deviant requests. All are erect at the unimaginable exhibition of depraved sexual gratification. 

     'Do it ... do it ... thrash my tits. Look at them, hard for pain, begging to be hurt. Hurt my tits.' 

     The belt cuts the air and her tits briefly flatten at the assault of the thick leather; the sound is electrifying. Four times Snake lashes them from both sides. She twitches and shakes; her knees tremble; her face is contorted in pain and lust; her mouth is open, tongue licking the air.  

     The fires in her abused body communicate with her brain as indescribable carnal pleasure. She is on a spiral of lust and never wants it to end. 

     'My cunt ... bastards,' her voice croaks and she shimmies her ass down the tree so that she can open her legs. Her sex is engorged and still discharging semen. She looks down over fiery red tits to her open legs.

     'Do it. Thrash my cunt.'

     Snake stands in front of her, the belt, in his right hand,

trails the ground behind him. She waits, head lowered; watching his target. His powerful arm flashes upwards and the leather flicks her slippery sex with a loud smack. Her body recoils with a thud against the tree; she whimpers softly. 

     Snake drops the belt and approaches her, slowly pumping his rampant weapon. 

     'I'm ready for another fuck, randy slut, how about you?' he taunts. 

     'Take my boots off ... then give me your cock.' Snake does as she bids, presses against her and roughly pushes himself into the slippery abused hole. 

     'How does it feel to have a cock in your sore box, Fuckpiece? Have I made it too sore for you to enjoy a fuck?' 

     'Fuckpiece', she thought. The name said it all. To them she was a fuckpiece and that was what she wanted to be. A slut; a tart; a woman out of control, totally abandoned to the pursuit of sexual pleasures. No; wrong. Also abandoned to giving sexual pleasure; she got hers by being their object of lust.  

     Snake stabs with powerful thrusts, determined to come again but uncertain whether he is able. When she speaks her words send a surge of fresh lust though him. Her voice is croaky, low, so that only he will hear. 

     'Do something for me. Frig your Fuckpiece; strum her clit and spunk inside her; then, wank me and piss. Your Fuckpiece wants to come; feeling your piss spurting inside her.'

     Snakes rough hand slides to her crotch and finds the hard erect bud; his finger makes contact at the moment he orgasms; he rolls it between thumb and forefinger.

     'Now ... do it to me now ... quickly ... as I come on your beautiful ... hot ... cock for the last time ... let me feel your beautiful hot piss ...      




