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TAKEN AT THE HAUNTED HOUSE






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

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

They’d all been happy to fuck her but few had
been happy to be polite to her afterwards; that’s why she’d taken
her revenge on the town, going to the new nude beach and having a
fabulously rough and sexy group sex session with a dozen men, while
others watched. She’d secretly recorded it and broadcasting it on
the internet, making herself a small fortune and shaming everyone
in town.

She was preparing to move to Los Angeles and
start a career in lap-dancing and porn, now that she’d graduated,
and she had plane tickets on January 2nd.

She did want to spend the holiday season in
town, though; she was having so much fun being the uncontested
queen of the place.

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

She rejected them all – except for the
hottest ones.

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