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Carl saw the blonde-haired girl hitch-hiking and he knew he had to stop and pick her up.

She was wearing a white miniskirt and stockings, and a small white top, even though it was getting considerably colder as the sun went down, and in fact a little rain was falling now. She had nothing but a large purse with her.

When he pulled the car up next to her, she leaned in, her cleavage bulging into the v-neck of her top, and smiled at him. “Hi there? Will you give me a ride?”

Carl knew he didn’t look very dangerous. He was 55 years old and although he was in decent shape for a man his age, his hair and nearly-trimmed beard were grey. The girl looked at him with big green eyes full of innocence.

“Well, where do you want a ride to, sweetheart?” asked Carl.

“Anywhere away from here, it’s just so cold,” she said, looking up at the grey sky.

“What’s your name, Sweetheart?”

“Natasha.”

“You have an accent,” he said, opening the door for her.

“Yes, I’m Russian, but I’ve lived in the United States for about a year.” She pulled herself into the car, and he appreciated her long legs and white high-heeled pumps as she did so.

“Why are you out here by yourself?” he asked, pulling the car back onto the road, driving into the setting sun.

“Well, I met a guy on the internet and I came to stay with him after we talked for some time, but he was a real asshole. He refused to drive me back to town.” She shivered in the seat.

“You’re cold, hmm?” asked Carl.

“Yes,” she said.

“Look at what you’re wearing, not much there. Want me to put my arm around you until the heater warms up?” he asked, turning it on.

“Oh, well,” she said, looking at him doubtfully.

“No pressure,” he said.

“I guess if you could do that, it would be nice.” She smiled at him.

He put his arm around her bare shoulders, touching her neck. “Oooh, you are cold.”

“Your fingers are hot,” said Natasha.

“And your clothes are wet from the rain.”

“Yes, and I don’t have an umbrella.”

“You’re shaking a little, are you scared?”

“No,” she smiled. “I am just frozen!”

“Well, do you have anywhere to stay tonight? Somewhere to warm up?”

“Well, actually, no. My bus ticket home is tomorrow morning; I’ll have to wait all night at the bus station.”

“Hmm, I could drop you at a hotel.”

She frowned. “I don’t much like hotels. And I don’t have much money.”

“Well, we could go to my cabin.”

“Is it near here?”

“Yes, not far at all,” he said, and turned onto a dark road.

“Thanks!” she said. “I really am freezing, and wet… and to be honest, I don’t have any documents. I’m an illegal.”

“Oh, don’t worry, sweetheart. Your secret is safe with me,” Carl said and smiled at her.

“I … you know it won’t be for free, right?” she asked quietly.

“Of course, sweetheart. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

He drove the car down a dark and empty road and eventually parked in front of a small cabin in the woods.

“Here you are, you’ll be fine here, Natasha,” he said, getting out and opening the door for her and even offering her his hand as she got out of the car. “You can warm up and then I’ll take you to the bus station, or wherever you want to go.”

“Oh, you’re so good with me!” said Natasha shyly.

Carl smiled at her and stoked her bare shoulders again.

They walked up the path to the small plain cabin. Natasha walked carefully on her high heels on the muddy path.

Carl opened the door and took her into the dark front room. She stepped inside

Carl closed the door behind him and locked it. Then he switched on the light.

She saw that there wasn’t much furniture … a sofa and a television, a door to the toilet, a bed in the corner … and a metal table?

And a video camera on a tripod? 

She frowned at the room.

“All right,” said Carl. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.”

“Wow, it’s almost as cold in here as it is outside.”

Carl just smiled at her and took her by the hand and pulled her under the single bright light in the middle of the room, and then moved behind the video camera and turned it on.

“Okay,” said Carl. “You can take off those wet clothes now. Slowly.”

She saw the red light of the camera and frowned. “But why are you taping me?”

Carl smiled at her. “Don’t worry. Everything will be fine. As long as you do what I tell you. Now take off that sundress …”

“No please!” she said, stepping backwards.

“Maybe you’d like some whiskey first?” asked Carl. He indicated a bottle and some plastic cups on a table nearby.

“I … yes, maybe I should,” said Natasha, nervously, looking around at the two windows – which were covered with bars.

“We have all the time in the world,” said Carl. “Pour me one also, would you?”

With shaking hands, she poured a plastic cup of whiskey for herself and another for Carl. She handed it to him and then stepped in front of the video camera, still trembling.

“We have all the time in the world,” repeated Carl, and drank his whiskey. He then checked to make sure she was still in the view of the camera, and adjusted it a bit.

She sipped the whiskey.

“You're not scared, are you?” asked Carl.

She shook her head, looking at him with her lower lip trembling.

“A little girl like you, dressed like a slut, walking alone at night, you’re not scared of anything.”

She grabbed the lowest side of the top and pulled it over her head, feeling the heat from the whisky inside her.

“Oho! Good girl!” said Carl. “Not feeling so cold now, are you? But I warned you … go slowly.”

She reached behind her and started to unhook her white lacy 36 C bra.

“You’re not going slowly!” he said.  “I warned you. I might have to hurt you for that.”

“I feel warm now,” she said. “Why? Why would you hurt me?” she asked, in a panic.

“I didn’t tell you to take off your bra yet!” he said, still watching her through the video camera. “You have to do what I tell you.”

She let her hands fall to her sides.

“Take off the little skirt, next. I want to see you in your bra and panties and stockings.”

She slowly pushed down the skirt to her knees, until it fell to her ankles.

“How do you feel now?” Carl asked, continuing to film her.

She looked down. “I’m nervous and scared,” she said.

“Why? Don’t you like it when men watch you?”

“But the camera …” she said. “Men don’t watch me a lot …”

“I don’t believe it,” said Carl. “I bet they watch you all the time.”

She shook her head. “Usually they face me to the wall and …”

He laughed at that. “Your nipples are still so hard, I can see them through the bra. Let me see you pinch them. I want to watch you, see, I won’t make you face the wall. Not yet.”

She cupped her big tits and pinched her nipples, her eyes closing from the pleasure.

“Good,” said Carl. “How does that feel?”

She had some tears in her eyes now. “Like I am not worth … anything.”

“Aww, don’t cry, poor little thing,” said Carl. “Do you want to take off your bra now?”

She put her hands behind her back and unhooked her bra so it fell to the floor, her big tits jiggling and her nipples very hard from the cold and the pinching.

“I asked you if you wanted to do it,” said Carl. “You should answer me when I ask you questions.”

She nodded, standing there under the light, naked except for her panties and stockings and high heels.

“Look at those hard nipples. Do you want to touch them?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes sir.”

She touched her erect nipples, rolling her fingers around them.

“Do you feel like a slut standing there?”

“I do,” she whispered. “I do very much.”

“You should,” said Carl. “Look at those stockings. You love it when men watch you, don’t you?”

She nodded. “I do, yes. It’s why I dress like this.”

“Take off your panties now,” said Carl. “Do you want to take them off?”

“I rather don’t, sir,” she said softly.

“Why not?” asked Carl, surprised.

“I … because I am not clean shaven, sir.”

Carl smiled. “Well, I can deal with that.”

She slowly removed her panties.

“Give them to me,” said Carl.

She handed them to him, and he sniffed them deeply before putting them in his front pocket.

Carl said, “Okay, that's good. You can leave the stockings and high heels on.” He pointed to a table over in the corner. “Go lie on the table now.”

She walked to the metal table, her high heels clicking, and lay on it, feeling its coldness.

“Good girl,” said Carl, handcuffing her hands above her head to a rail connected to the table.

She sniffled and her lip was trembling, but she refused to cry.

“Just going to spread your legs a little now. It’s okay, isn’t it?” He pulled her legs apart.

“I feel so … exposed!” she said. Her breathing became deeper.

“Are you scared, honey?”

“Yes I am!”

“Why are you scared?” he asked, chaining each leg to rails on opposite sides of the metal table.

“Please, you won’t hurt me? I have heard rumors of some females who were tortured in these woods!”

“Oh really? Do you think I will hurt you?” 

Natasha said,”I don’t know!”

“I told you I wouldn’t, as long as you do what I say, and answer my questions,” said Carl.

“I prefer not to have chains on!” she said loudly.

He stroked her legs. “Why did you wear these stockings today?”

“I wanted to … get that guy’s attention that I told you about but even so he wouldn’t drive me to the bus station!”

“Oh, poor baby. And now look at you.”

She looked at him fearfully.

“Just lean back and try to relax,” he said, softly.

He opened a black case, and took out a pair of rubber gloves. He pulled them on with a snap, and then took out a tube of KY petroleum jelly.

He smeared some onto the fingers of the latex gloves.

“KY jelly?” she asked, terrified.

“Yes,” he said. “It’s just for lubrication. Just relax now,” he said. “I’m just going to check your pussy out, first.”

She tried to close her legs but they were handcuffed to the rails of the table and she couldn’t.

Carl showed her two fingers, covered with jelly.

“Okay? I’m going to put these inside of you,” he said, smiling down at her.

He then showed her a large shiny metal speculum.

“AAAGHHHHH!” she screamed.

“You can cry and beg if you want, it’s okay.” He slid the two fingers into her cunt, and they went in very easily.

He curled his fingers inside her.

“How does that feel?” he asked

“You bastard!” she yelled, and then spit at him.

“Oh, it hurts?” he asked mildly. With his other hand, he took her panties out of his front pocket and wiped the spit off his face … and then stuffed them into her open, screaming mouth.

“You can cry and beg, but no spitting. Just nod your head if you understand. Does it hurt when I put my fingers inside you?”

She twisted her legs and squirmed, and he could feel the muscles inside of her clenching around his fingers.

She nodded her head, screaming into the panty gag. She was shaking her ass back and forth on the table.

Carl smiled down at her and took his fingers almost all the way out, and then started playing with the swollen bud of her clit with his thumb, rubbing it quickly.

Natasha started to sweat, her head shaking back and forth.

He removed his fingers and then roughly shoved the speculum into her now-creamy snatch and opened it to its full extension.

“Do you want me to take the panties out of your mouth? Are you going to be a good girl?”

She nodded her head up and down, trying to yell. “MMMMRFMM! MFMFMFMRMM!

He smiled at her, and then took the panties out of her mouth.

“It’s okay, go ahead and scream. There’s nobody to hear.”

She creamed loudly as he twisted the speculum out of her.

He forced his fingers deep into her pussy again. “So wet here … you’re just a little slut, aren’t you?”

She began shaking and rattling the handcuffs, screaming loudly.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” he asked.

“No!” she said.

He was squeezing her breasts with his other rubber-gloved hand, squeezing them and jiggling them.

“And your tits seem to be in good condition, also … how about this, does this hurt?” he asked, and then pinched one of her hard nipples.

She screamed again.

He took a small clamp from his bag and put it on the left nipple, and she screamed again.

“Please stop sir! It hurts!”

He waited until she stopped yelling, and then put a clamp on the right nipple.

She was biting her lips, covered in sweat now, her whole body turning red from the pain … and the pleasure as he fingered her pussy deep and hard.

“Huh, you like that? Are you going to cum, you dirty little bitch?”

She screamed as he twisted her tits and spread his fingers inside of her.

“It feels like you’re stretching me apart!” she yelled.

“Want me to stop? Hmm?”

“OH god,” she moaned. “NO … I mean, yes! I mean …”

“I think you’re going to cum like a little bitch slut,” he said.

“Mercy, please sir!’

“Don’t you like it rough?”

“OH, god, I am not a little whore sir!” she screamed.

“You’re going to cum for me tonight,” he said, “Or you’re not leaving here!”

“OH GOD SIR YES I THINK I’M GOING TO CUM!” she said, as he slammed the fingers in and out of her, and he felt her pussy muscles clenching and her whole body started trembling and she yelled, “I’M CUMMING, OH MY GOD IM CUMMING!”

When she stopped shaking he pulled his hand out, looking down at her on the table, naked except for white slutty stockings.

“How do you feel now? Did that feel good?”

“You make me feel less than a whore!” she said, crying.

“Everything seems to be okay in your pussy,” he said, taking her breasts in both gloved hands and squeezing and caressing them. “Now let me check out your tits.”

“You are an evil dirty old man!” she yelled.

He just smiled and laughed at little and then bent down and licked gently at her nipples. When she moaned aloud, he began sucking them hard, greedily, and then he bit the left one hard enough to make her scream again.

“Everything seems to be in order. Now I’m just going to turn you over and check your asshole.”

He uncuffed her ankles and rolled her over, then cuffed her ankles again. Now she was lying on her stomach.

“I am so exposed!” she cried as she felt him spreading her ass cheeks apart.

“Such nice legs,” said Carl, running his hands up and down the smooth back of her legs. “Such a good girl. You’re not a hooker are you?”

“No!”

“You’re just a good girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am a good one!”

He dipped one finger in the lubricating gel again and touched her puckered asshole with it.

She cried out. “No! Not my asshole!”

“Yes,” said Carl, bending down to speak in her ear.

He began wiggling his finger into her anus, slowly, rotating it gently as he did it.

She screamed again, and then closed her eyes tight, afraid of what would happen next.

“Well, I’m afraid it’s not very clean back here. Do you have problems making poo?”

She sobbed loudly.

“Answer me. Do you have problems?”

“Please no, take mercy on me!”

“Answer me.”

“Yes, I have problems! I haven’t … used the toilet for a few days! Mercy!”

“Well, I can certainly help you with that,” Carl said.

He took the enema bag from his black bag, and then went to the sink and filled it with warm water.

“Ohhhh nooo!” she yelled when she saw him doing it.

“Shhh, just relax,” he said, and began greasing her anus with the lubricating jelly, and then gently began pushing the nozzle inside her butthole.

“Ayyyyyiiiiiii!” she screamed.

“Are you ready, sweetheart?” he asked.

“Please no!” Natasha shouted.

“Please no? Don’t you want to be clean?”

“Yes! I … no! I … I don’t know!” she sobbed.

“Are you ready to start?” he asked.

“I have no choice!” she yelled.

She felt the liquid going inside her as he slowly squeezed the water out of the back and through the rubber tubing into her asshole.

“OH MY GOD OH NOOOOOOO!” she screamed and rattled her chains against the metal table.

“This is about a liter of water … can you handle it?”

She raised her ass a little and nodded her head in affirmation, face down on the table and glad she didn’t have to see him doing it. 

“Hmmm? How does that feel?” Carl asked.

“Oh no, oh no, this is a nightmare!”

He just laughed and slowly squeezed more water into her.

“Please, please, let me go to the toilet, please!” she finally cried.

“No, honey,” said Carl, softly. “You need to hold it.”

He put the last of the water inside of her.

She was sweating all over now

“How does it feel? Do you feel less than a whore?”

She couldn’t speak; she was just squeezing the muscles in her ass, trying to hold the water.

“ANSWER ME!” yelled Carl.

“Please … how can you do this to me … it’s not … human!” Natasha gasped.

“That’s good. All right, you can use the toilet now,” he said, and unlocked the handcuffs which had been holding her down on the table.

She climbed off the table, and walked slowly towards the open door to the toilet …

But she couldn’t hold it.

She fell on her knees and screamed, crying and sobbing.

“Oh, bad girl!” said Carl, smiling. “There’s a mop and bucket there by the bathroom. Get it and clean that up. Now.”

She stood and took the mop and bucket, and turned around, crying at the mess, wrinkling her face and sobbing in humiliation at the stink.

She wiped most of it up with the mop.

But Carl wasn’t satisfied yet, in more ways than one. “Get down on your hands and knees and scrub the floor with this sponge,” he said, handing her a spray bottle of oil soap.

She got down on her knees – still wearing only the white stockings, which were now torn and soiled with her own filth – and sobbed as she scrubbed the floor.

Behind her, Carl unzipped his pants and pulled out his big throbbing erection. He’d taken a Viagra tablet before he left the house, just in case, and it had worked like a charm.

She heard him unzip his pants and knew what was coming. In spite of herself, her pussy was still wet.

He knelt behind her and began to rub the big purple head of his cock against her pussy lips.

“Oh mercy sir,” she said softly, pushing back against him.

“Shhhhh, easy, my little pet. My dirty little girl. You want this big cock now, little hitchhiker?”

“I know I have no choice,” she moaned, and pushed back as she slid it all the way in.

He removed it slowly, almost completely, until she gasped for breath, and then slipped it back all the way in again. He did it again, and again.

“Ask me to fuck you harder, my plaything.”

“Oh please sir,” she sniffled. “Fuck me harder.”

He began thrusting harder and harder, until both of them were breathless.

Then he removed something from his coat pocket.

It was a gym sock – packed with hard wet sand and rocks.

“Tell me, baby, have you ever heard of something called donkey punching?”

“Oh god sir! No!” she cried.

“The idea is that if I knock you unconscious while I’m fucking you, the spasms you’ll have in your pussy will be unforgettable. I’ve never been able to get it to work …” he said, and swung the sock down at the back of her head.

It worked. He hit her dead center and knocked her out, and the spasms brought him to the best orgasm of his life.

He left her lying on the ground on the wet dirty floor for a while, as he finished the bottle of whiskey.

Then he handcuffed her to the pipe under the bathroom sink, and went to sleep.

Carl woke up suddenly, his mouth dry and his head spinning a bit from the whiskey. He felt something touching his wrist, something cold, and he shook his hand hard trying to get it off and there was pain as the cold bit into his wrist.

He tried to sit up, and he couldn’t.

He saw that his left wrist was handcuffed to the railing of the bed, and when he tried to move his legs, he saw that his right ankle was cuffed to the other railing of the bed.

“Oh what the fuck!” he yelled and looked up.

Natasha was standing there in front of the bed. She had apparently taken a shower, and she was naked now except for her white high heels. She was pale and cold and beautiful, like an ice statue.

“What the fuck! How did you…?”

She held up her left hand and pulled the thumb down to the wrist. “Double jointed. I pushed it out of the socket and slipped right out of the handcuffs.”

“You bitch!” he yelled.

She smiled down at him. “I’m afraid I told you a few lies, Carl. The man that I met on the internet … well, he wasn’t too angry to drive me into town. He couldn’t drive, after the things I did to him.”

“What?” Carl looked up at her in dumbfounded horror.

“I mean, he was still breathing when I left … I think …” She smiled her wicked smile again.

“You better let me go, you bitch!” yelled Carl.

“Oh, I will. Eventually.”

Carl screamed for help … but he knew there was nobody to hear.

“Calm down there, Carl. Don’t ruin your voice. There’s no hurry. We’ve got all the time in the world, like you said.”

She went out into the living room and got the black bag.

The End …? 


AUTHOR’S NOTE: This tale is based on a true story. Michael H. Kenyon was convicted for a string of armed robberies and sexual assaults in the 1970s during several of which he administered enemas to his female victims. He served six years in prison and was released in 1983.

In addition, convicted female serial killer Eileen Wuornos’ first victim Richard Mallory had been committed from 1958 to 1964 for treatment and observation resulting from a criminal charge of assault with intent to rape. She maintained at the beginning of her trial that he was trying to rape her and she had shot him in self-defense.

Her last words before being executed were: “Big mother ship and all, I’ll be back. I’ll be back.”

Donkey punching seems to be a myth. Don’t try any of this at home, of course.


50 SHADES OF BLACK
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(Originally published as BLACK ALPHA TAKES THE CLUB GIRL)

Black Alpha saw the little blonde white club girl go out the back door of the VIP area of the club and he followed her.

He’d seen her before, many times; she was kind of a mysterious bitch and nobody knew much about her -- other than the fact that she was hot and had a kickin’ bod. She wore a black mini-dress with her big firm tits tucked up on display; one thing she was famous for was that she never wore panties in the club, and when she got to dancing hard, half the guys in the club had seen her slick shaved pussy.

Black Alpha knew that she’d been hanging around the club for a couple months and she talked a good game, but she hadn’t fucked anybody that he knew. He’d heard guys complaining that she’d accepted a ride home with them, or taken the drinks and drugs they’d offered her, but then refused so much as a kiss.

She was smoking a cigarette out back, looking kind of drunk, a bit unsteady on her high heels, giggling to herself. People weren’t supposed to use that back door, except security, but they made exceptions for hot girls.

And VIPs like Black Alpha.

He smiled at her. “How you doin’, girl? You look a bit wasted.”

She smiled back at him. Big blue eyes blinking under some heavy eye shadow and long lashes. “Yeah, a little.”

“I seen you around the club lately.”

“I’ve seen you, too,” she said. She had a little bit of a foreign accent, but he couldn’t quite place it, and her English was good.

“Maybe you need a line to keep you going?”

Her eyes were glossy and shining. “Maybe I do.”

“Poor girl, you need a little boost, huh?” He approached her and put an arm around her bare shoulder.

She stepped away, still smiling. “I’m warm enough, thank you very much.”

“Come on over here and I’ll get you fixed up,” he said.

He took her hand and gently led her into the dark alley behind the club, past the garbage dumpsters.

“So what’s your name, girl?”

She smiled. “Do you really need to know?”

“Well, I can just call you girl, if you want.”

“They call you Black Alpha, I’ve heard that. Everybody in there is afraid of you.”

He smiled. “And are you afraid of me?”

“No, not yet,” she said, following him, a bit unsteady on her heels, giggling.

“You not afraid of nothing, I see that,” he said.

She giggled. “Okay, what do you have?”

He put his arm around her slim waist and pulled her close to him in the dark alley. “I got whatever you need,” he said.

She looked around, hair falling in her eyes. “Hey, why are we back here?”

“Just back here, baby. Nobody can see us. Don’t want nobody to see you back here, do you?”

She giggled.

“So what do you want? What do you need?” he asked. She leaned against him and he felt her big firm tits pushing against his side and he felt his cock start to harden.

“I could use a bump,” she giggled.

“Of course I got that. You like to dance, huh?”

“Yeah, so?”

“And you like to tease men, too, I hear. Like men to watch you.”

She giggled. “I like to have fun. So come on tell me, what do you got?”

“Of course you like to have fun,” he said.

He moved around so he was standing between her and the exit to the alley; there was no way out.

He took out a little packet of cocaine and held it up.

Her eyes got bright in the dim lights of the alley. “Oh, yeah.”

“So you don’t wear no panties, bae, why is that?” he asked. 

She giggled. “I don’t know, I just don’t like them when I go out. I’m wearing a bra though.”

“One of those WonderBras, I think, too.” He put his hand on her ass through her short skirt. “You kept dancing so hard, let half the men in the club see up your dress, you like it when men look at your pussy?”

She smiled. “They can look if they want. So can I have a line?”

“Sure baby,” he said. “Let me see your bra first. Pull up your top for me.”

She smiled. “Hey, come on, be nice.”

“I’m being nice!” he said. “Very nice. You like men to watch you, don’t you? You just said.”

He opened the small packet of cocaine and let her see it.

Her eyes widened when she saw it.

“You like to have fun, don’t you? Just show me your bra, that’s all I ask.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “Fine!” and pulled her top up for a moment, letting him see her big tits in the push-up bra.

“What’s the matter? Thought you like it when men look at you.”

“Yeah,” she said. “But I just need a little boost.”

“Are you ashamed of your body?” he asked. “Nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Of course not!” he said.

“So pull it up all the way, let me see them titties.”

“Let me do the line, and sure.”

He put a little coke on the back of his hand and offered it to her.

She gave a big smile and leaned forward, sucking it up her nose.

“Ohh, thanks!” she said.

She looked around to make sure nobody was around, and pulled her top up over her head. She laid it, and her purse on a box near some garbage cans.

“So why you wear a bra if you don’t wear no panties?”

“I don’t want my tits bouncing around when I dance!”

“What do you mean, your nipples all sensitive, something like that?”

He put another bump on his hand.

“Well, also this top is very sheer,” she said.

“Girl, that’s a tease, don’t want men to see your nipples but let ‘em look up your dress.”

“May I?” she asked, looking at the bump.  “People can’t just see up my skirt, I’m careful.”

“Not all the time.”

“Okay, not all the time. What’s the big deal?”

“Well you know it’s not nice to be a tease,” he said, and offered her the bump.

She frowned, confused, and then sniffed the cocaine.

“Don’t you think you’re a tease?” he asked.

“I think I’m nice,” she said. She smiled as the rush from the coke hit her.

“You’re not bad,” he said. “Now pull your bra straps down, let me see your nipples.”

“How old are you?” she asked.

“29. And you?”

“22.”

She casually lowered one of her bra cups and let him see her little pink nipple, already hard in the cool night air.

“That’s it. You’re a good girl, I see that.”

“Yeah, I am,” she smiled. “Had a good look now?”

“That’s a nice little nipple … sensitive?”

“Yeah, a bit.”

He reached forward and pinched her hard nipple gently between his big strong black fingers.

“Like that?” he asked.

She shrugged. “As long as it’s not too hard.”

He pinched her nipple hard and then stepped back.

“Hey! OW!” she said, and clutched her hand to her tit and sore nipple.

“Take off your top and bra,” he said. “All of it, take all that shit off.”

“Hey you’re demanding,” she giggled. “We’re outside, don’t you think I should keep it on?”

“Oh you’re embarrassed? Or are you scared?” he asked.

He prepared another small bump of cocaine.

She shrugged, “Well, I’m not scared if you’re not.”

Seeing the bump, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, tugging it off. Her big tits didn’t jiggle they were so firm.

“Ohh, that’s it. You’re my girl, aren’t you? You got some nice tits.”

“I’ve been told that,” she giggled.

“You want me to touch them?”

She giggled. “I just met you. You already pinched me! You play too rough.”

“You like to touch yourself?”

“I guess I have.” She smiled looking at him. “What is it you want?”

“Let me see you touch those titties. Touch them for me.”

She casually reached out and ran her hand over the smooth white skin of her tits.

“Now it’s my turn,” he said.

“No!” she said, giggling. “No way!”

“Don’t you want another bump?” he asked, smiling.

“All right … you can touch one. But only for a second, okay? And be nice!”

“Oh, I’m very nice. Left one, or right one?”

She giggled. “Left one.”

He reached over and his big hand squeezed her left breast, gently at first and then fully engulfing it. She bit her bottom lip and moaned. He felt the hard nipple poking him in the palm of his hand and he stroked it with his thumb as he withdrew his hand.

“All right, take off your skirt now,” he said.

“Hey, you’re asking a lot!” she giggled, pulling her shoulders back so her tits stuck out more. Her nipples were pointing straight at him.

“All right, take off your skirt now.”

“Hey, you’re asking a lot!” she giggled. But she playfully lifted up her skirt  and opened her legs a bit so he could see her ripe shaved pussy. “Is that what you wanted to see?” she asked sweetly.

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I wanted to see… you little tease.”

“Now how about another bump?”

Black Alpha smiled at her and then offered her another bump, which she sucked up eagerly.

Her then moved in and put both his big back hands on her big firm tits.

“You don’t know me, do you?” she giggled, arching her back and moaning as he massaged her tits.

“I know you now,” he said.

“You perv,” she whispered, smiling.

“You slut,” he said.

“I’m just high, that’s all,” she said, giggling.

He moved to kiss her and she stood on tiptoes to kiss him back.

After the kiss he stepped back and pinched both her nipples hard.

“Hey!” she said. “Gently!”

He unzipped his pants. “You know what to do next, I think, little white club girl slut.”

“One more hit, and yes,” she said, looking at him with glassy eyes.

He gave her the coke with one hand and stuck the other hand between her legs, under her skirt. One of his big fingers slid easily into her wet pussy, making her gasp.

She sucked up the cocaine and squirmed, turned on as he fingered her, grinding her hips on his hand.

“So tell me… what did you see of me, inside the club?” she asked, breathlessly.

“I saw this… nice tight little pussy…”

“Go on and take off my skirt,” she said.

He slid it off her.

She was standing in the dirty alley behind the club in just her heels, now, her tight smoking hot body shining with red neon from a sign at the front of the alley. 

He rubbed his finger across her wet pussy lips, and bent his head down and sucked one of her hard pink nipples.

She moaned in pleasure and clutched the back of his head. “Fuck, this is nasty, we’re in a back alley!” she said.

“Do you feel like a little whore?” he asked in her ear.

“Yeah, shit, I don’t even know you,” she said, but she clutched his head back down to her titties, making him suck the other nipple.

Then she pushed him away. “I should get back inside. Give me my clothes back.”

“Oh no,” he said. “You’re not going anywhere.”

“So you had your look at my privates, you got what you wanted.”

“Oh, no, I ain’t got nothing close to what I want,” he said, bending down and biting one of her nipples.

“Ouch! Be nice!” She pushed his hand out of her pussy and stepped back, clicking on the cement in her high heels as she tried to walk away, still naked. “Okay, that’s enough!”

“You’re not going anywhere,” he repeated. He slapped her bare white ass hard.

“OW! What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing’s wrong with me, slut.” He said, grabbing her around the waist.

She stared at him, her eyes glassy. “What do you want?”

He pulled his huge cock, already fully erect, out of his pants. 

“Okay, okay,” she said, looking at it and licking her lips. “Let’s just go inside for a while.”

“What’s the matter? Scared?” he asked.

“This is just a bit much to do outside,” she whined.

“Yeah,” he said, pointing down at his big dick. “A bit much!”

He pinched one of her nipples hard and grabbed her by the hair and turned her around.

“Hey no!” she yelled.

There were a few garbage cans with lids on them behind her; he bent her over one of them, pressing her face against the cold dirty metal.

She stumbled, her legs spreading wide. “Hey come on!” she said loudly. “You know I can play!”

He rubbed his cock against her bare ass.

“Oh, I’m gonna be very nice. Very nice to that sweet little pussy of yours,” he said.

“Hey I got naked and that’s all you asked me!” he said. “I didn’t say you could do this!”

“Yeah, you did. And now I’m gonna fuck you.”

“Just be nice!” she whined, starting to cry.

“I’m gonna be nice. I’m gonna fuck you nice,” he said. He began pushing his cock into her from behind, forcing her face and tits down against the cold metal.

She cried out as he pushed into her, but she was very wet and he slid in easily.

“Oh, your pussy feels so good.”

She grasped at the edge of the dirty garbage can, bracing herself and pushing back against him as he began to fuck her harder.

“You like that, you little slut?” he asked.

“I don’t have any choice!” she said.

He began thrusting harder, her slim body jerking from the thrusts, the garbage can rattling against the nearby big dumpster.

“Tell me what a little slut you are,” he said, pulling her hair.

“I am a slut!” she yelled, crying. “I need this when I’m high!”

“You love it when men watch you? You love to tease? I know you been fucking around with my boys and teasing, I’m gonna take your pussy for them!”

“I … need to be seen!” she cried.

He reached around and under and squeezed her titties hard as he fucked her from behind.

She was lying flat now, offering him her body, thrusting her ass at him as he fucked her.

“You’re mine now, you little slut, ain’t you?” he asked, fucking her harder.

She whimpered. “Yes! Yes!”

He stuck one of his fingers in his mouth and licked it and then reached down and touched her asshole, forcing his finger inside.

She moaned loudly. “Oh, you’re raping me,” she cried.

He stuck his finger in her asshole and began rubbing his cock with it, through the walls of her anus.

Suddenly there was a loud sound of phone ringing, from her purse which was on a box nearby.

“Let me answer my phone at least! It’s my dad!” she cried.

“Oh, your daddy? Bitch wants to talk to her daddy,” he said.

Feeling angry, he pulled the phone out of the purse and answered it and handed it to her.

“Tell your daddy you’re getting fucked!” he yelled at her.

“Daddy help me!” she cried. “I’m in an alley behind the club and I’m getting …”

“Getting fucked!” he yelled. His cock felt huge and throbbing in her hot tight pussy and his knees started to shake. It turned him on so much to dog the little white bitch like this.

“Ohh, god!” she yelled, as she started to shake and turn red.

“You gonna cum, you little bitch, you gonna cum?” he asked

“OH GOD I AM, OH GOD HELP ME!” she yelled, and her phone fell from her hand as she orgasmed. He picked it up and started making pictures of her.

He pulled his cock out and shot hot ropes of white cum all over her back and ass as she cried and whimpered, making pictures all the while.

She collapsed crying onto the dirty floor of the alley.

His knees were still shaking but he laughed as he managed to text the pictures to the person on her phone saved as “DADDY.”

She looked up at him, “Oh, god! You bastard! You’re such a bastard! My daddy is gonna kill you!” she said.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, smiling. “He better bring a lotta friends, he wants to do that.”

“He has a lot of friends!” she yelled. “My daddy is Ivan Volkov!”

Black Alpha’s eyes got wide. Ivan Volkov was a Russian mobster, and in fact the story was that he owned this club!

“You lying bitch,” he said, but he opened her wallet and saw: her name was Elena Volkova .

At that moment, a big black Mercedes with tinted windows pulled up at the head of the alley, and several very large men in dark suits got out of the car …

The end …? 


50 SHADES OF BROWN
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I heard a crash outside the house, and leapt from my bed. My first thought was to go for the gun, but then I had a sudden quick sinking feeling that it wasn’t anything dangerous at all.

No, I had a feeling it would be my ne’er-do-well stepdaughter, Amanda.

I looked out the window of the front room, and sure enough, there she was, staggering up the driveway, dressed in a skirt so short it barely concealed her panties, and a tight white top – no bra – that tightly held her generous breasts. The nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric. I could see her car behind her – parked on top of our shattered mailbox.

I opened the door still wearing nothing but my t-shirt and underwear, my arms folded, and blocked her entrance to the house. She was giggling as she tried to get her keys out of her purse.

“Do you even know what time it is, young lady?”

“Late,” she giggled. Her pupils her huge and dilated from beneath her long straight brown hair.

“You are completely wasted,” I said. “And look at what you did to the mail box!”

She assumed a pose of completely false humility. “I’m sorry, stepdad.” She shifted back and forth on her high heels, cupping her arms under her breasts and pushing them together, so her cleavage looked even more delectable.

I shook my head and stepped aside and let her in the house. “When your mother gets back from her business trip, she’s going to be very angry.”

She looked at me with her huge blue eyes, the panic reaching her through whatever combination of drugs and alcohol she was currently under the influence of. “Oh, no! Daddy, don’t tell her!”

“And why would I not tell her?” I said.

“I … well, couldn’t you just like … spank me or something?” she said, batting her eyes and moving a bit closer to me. She moved closer until one of her big warm breasts was pressing against my arm. She laid a small hot hand on my chest. “Please, daddy.”

“I’m not your daddy,” I said. “I’m your stepdad.” I’d been married to her mother for nearly a year, and she’d been flirting with my constantly during this period, running around the house in her bra and panties, asking me to rub her back and put oil on her when she sunbathed, and even trying to sit on my lap once while we were watching television when her mother was away.

I grabbed her hand and took it off my chest.

“No, I think I have a different idea. Now that you’re 18, let’s get this sorted out once and for all. Come to my office tomorrow after school.”

She frowned. “I thought your … day off was tomorrow? Isn’t the clinic closed?”

I smiled. “Yes, it is. Now, give me your keys and I’ll move your car. You can go sleep it off. You’re going to have a long day tomorrow,” I said.

The next day at 3:30pm, she arrived promptly, still wearing her school uniform of white blouse and knee-length plaid skirt. She’d be graduating in a few months, but until then she was bound by the rules of the school, as she was bound by the rules of the house. And I was about to teach her that the rules of the house were a bit more strict than she’d thought.

I met her in the lobby of the office. She didn’t even look hungover; there was the resilience of youth for you. In fact, she looked at me with eyes full of saucy defiance. “So what are we going to do? Or rather, where are we going to do it?” she smiled.

I smiled back. I was wearing my OR scrubs already. “Come on into the back,” I said.

As we walked through the empty clinic and back into one of the examination rooms, she walked in front of me; her hips were swaying back and forth. She wasn’t afraid at all.

Silly girl.

When we got into the examination room, she laid her purse on a chair and stood in the middle of the room and began unbuttoning her blouse, showing the white lacy bra she wore beneath it, her cleavage deep and inviting. She looked me right in the eye and licked her lips and said, “I’ve been waiting for this for so long.”

She tried to step forward and put her arms around me and I stepped backward.

I smiled at her coldly. “Oh, it’s not going to be anything like you expect. Now button your shirt up, because I didn’t tell you to unbutton it yet.”

She frowned at me. Then she shrugged. “Okay, we’ll do it your way.”

“We will,” I said. “Now, stand there, and don’t move until I tell you.”

She stood, now somewhat nervous, as I washed my hands thoroughly and pulled on my mask and then slowly, my latex gloves.

“All right, now you may undress,” I said. “Take your top off, first.”

Looking at me now with a combination of excitement and apprehension, she unbuttoned her white blouse and slowly pulled it open, her big breasts held firmly in place in the white lace bra she wore.

“You wore that especially for your stepdad, didn’t you?”

“I … noticed that you liked it,” she said, somewhat shyly. “When I’d walk through the living room wearing this one, you’d … pay more attention.”

“The lace is … elegant,” I said.

She slipped her blouse off her shoulders and let it drop on the floor. She stood in her bra, now seeming more confident, her full breasts drawing up as she pulled her shoulders back.

“Pick up the blouse,” I said. “And fold it neatly, and put it on the chair.”

She looked at me. “You’re joking,” she said doubtfully.

“If you don’t do each and every thing I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it, I’m going to send your mother a text message right now that you came home drunk and high last night, and smashed our mailbox to bits.”

She drew in breath. “Oh, no please, don’t do that. Please, okay, I’ll do what you tell me.” She quickly bent and got the blouse and folded it neatly and put it on the chair.

“Now take off your shoes,” I said. “Leave your knee socks on, though.”

She began to kick her shoes off carelessly – but then changed her mind and bent and carefully removed them. My cock twitched as I saw her breasts threaten to spill from her bra as she bent forward.

She placed them under the chair that she’d put her blouse on. “There,” she said. “Did I do good, stepdad?”

“Yes,” I said. “But you will call me Dr. Brown for the rest of the day. Understand? You will need to earn the right to call me stepdad. Or Daddy, for that matter.”

She looked at me, and licked her lips. “Yes, Dr. Brown.”

“Now, take your skirt off. Don’t let it drop on the floor.”

She reached behind her and slowly unzipped it, and carefully lowered it down her legs and stepped out of it. Her panties – cut high on her thigh – were also white lace, and the sight of her juicy mound tightly covered with white lace made my mouth water.

“All right,” I said when she’d finished. “Now, take off your skirt. Don’t let it drop on the floor.

I made her stand there while I walked around her and inspected her as she stood in the center of the room under the bright overhead lights, wearing nothing but her white lace bra and panties and knee socks. Her skin was golden and flawless, her tits and ass full and firm, without an ounce of cellulite. Her nipples were now visible eruptions on the surface of the white lace.

“Your nipples are hard,” I said, from behind her. “Are you turned on, or is it cold in here?” I’d deliberately turned the air conditioning up higher than normal.

“Both,” she said. Her voice was a bit shaky now; I could tell she was getting nervous. 

“All right,” I said. “Take off your bra now.”

I stood in front of her and watched as she reached behind herself and unhooked it, and let it lay covering her breasts for a moment, and she was savoring my reaction as she slowly peeled it off her magnificent breasts.

They looked even bigger without the tight bra; they didn’t even jiggle, they were so firm. The nipples were hard and pink and pointing at me. She laid the bra on top of her blouse and skirt. She ran her hands up her ribcage and took her breasts in her hands, squeezing them and licking her lips as she looked at me.

“Stop!” I said coldly. “I didn’t tell you to do that. Not yet.”

She looked down. “Sorry, Dr. Brown.”

“Take off your panties,” I said.

Looking me in the eye as she did so, she slowly peeled them down her legs and stepped out of them. She made to put them on the chair, and I said, “Stop. Give them to me.”

Her eyes huge, she handed them to me.

I put them under my nose and sniffed. “Fragrant and musky,” I said. “Unusual smells can be indicative of infections and disease. That’s good for you.”

She nodded and bit her bottom lip. “Umm … thank you, Dr. Brown.”

I approached her and moved behind her. “Don’t move. Keep your hands at your side,” I said as I reached around her and began feeling her big breasts with my latex-gloved hands. They were full and round and firm and warm, and they filled my hands and then some.

She moaned and began to reach her hands back to touch me, and I commanded her to stop and be still.

She complied, still moaning and breathing heavily, as I felt her up. My little brat of a stepdaughter.

I squeezed and palpated them and her breathing came fast and heavy now, and my cock was hard as a rock. I pressed it against her ass, through my OR scrubs, as I felt her tits, and she pushed it back against me.

“Your tits feel fine. No irregularities,” I said.

“Thank you, Dr. Brown,” she moaned.

“And your nipples? Are they sensitive?” I said, as I began touching them with my fingers.

Her moaning intensified and she threw her head back. “Oh, yes, Dr. Brown. Very sensitive.”

I pinched her nipples hard between my thumb and forefingers, and she cried out, a mixed cry of pleasure and pain.

“Now, get onto that table there,” I said.

She smiled. “Are you going to … have sex with me, Dr. Brown? Or is this the spanking?”

“Don’t speak until I ask you a question,” I said sharply.

She nodded and turned towards the table and bent over it, pointing her beautiful heart-shaped ass at me. She climbed onto it, pausing when she was on all fours to look back at me, her eyes full of nervous lust. Then she lowered herself to her belly.

“Extend your hands,” I said. “Hold onto this post here … that’s good.”

And I quickly handcuffed her.

She looked up at me, eyes wide. “Handcuffs? But I …”

“Didn’t I tell you to shut up, and not speak until you’re spoken to? Hmm? I will send your mother a text message right now if you’d like. Do you want that?”

“No,” she said humbly. “Please don’t do that.” She rattled the handcuffs experimentally; the chain was linked to the post at the end of the table.

“Don’t pull too tightly on them,” I warned her. “You might hurt yourself.”

She made a whimpering noise.

“All right, now … spread your legs. Put your ankles in the stirrups there.”

The table had been designed to accommodate people both face up and face down. She put her feet in the stirrups and I sealed them into place with the Velcro straps, and then adjusted them even further apart until her legs were spread as wide as the table would allow.

“It doesn’t hurt you, I think,” I said. “You were a gymnast, after all.”

She merely nodded and whimpered in response.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, stroking her hair. “You’re scared?”

“Yes,” she said.

“This wasn’t what you imagined at all, was it?”

“No,” she said meekly, and let out a sob.

“Oh, are you going to cry, little baby? I thought you were a hot little slut, who got everything she wanted. Isn’t that you?”

“No,” she said.

“Aren’t you a hot little tease who can use your body to get everything you want?”

“No, no,” she said. “I’m not a little tease!” she said.

“Not today,” I said. “Because a tease makes promises and offers she doesn’t keep. Today you’re going to do everything I want you to do, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she said meekly.

I rubbed her muscular ass with my latex-gloved hands. She made a little moaning noise and writhed against her bonds. I spread her ass cheeks and looked at her tight puckered little anus.

“Your asshole looks fine. No lesions there. I would guess that you’re an anal virgin.”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

I reached between her legs below her asshole and rubbed my fingers against the slick outer lips of her pussy, and she cried out in pleasure.

“Your pussy is wet. Are you excited, you little slut?”

She just moaned in response.

“Answer me!” I said. “Are you excited by this?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“You like to be tied up ?”

“I’ve never felt … helpless like this before, but oh god, I’ve dreamed of you touching me like this for so long!” she whimpered.

I stroked my finger along her slit, slowly, teasingly, enjoying her moans and the way she tried to thrust her pussy against my fingers. I kept withdrawing my fingers, just touching her lightly, until she was panting like a dog and begging me. “Oh, please, Dr. Brown,” she said. “Please please please put your finger in me, oh please put your finger in me!”

“Just one finger?” I asked.

“Oh, please, start with one and then two!”

“You little slut,” I said firmly. “Why would you think I would want to do something like that?”

I easily found her sweet bud of a clit and began tickling it, causing her to cry out and making her whole body tremble. She continued to writhe, and began rubbing her breasts against the leather surface of the table.

Finally I slid two fingers easily into her sopping-wet pussy, and she screamed again with pleasure, her whole body flushing.

“Was that an orgasm, little slut?” I withdrew my finger, and spanked her hard once on one of her firm ass cheeks. “I hope not. I haven’t given you permission to cum yet.”

“Oh, Dr. Brown,” she panted. “Oh, oh please!”

“Shut up,” I said, coldly. “I can tell you’re not a virgin, you don’t need to lie about that.”

“No, no Dr. Brown, I’m not a virgin.”

“You love to get fucked, don’t you? I can tell.”

She moaned and said, “Oh, yes, Dr. Brown.”

I took a container of lubricant and smeared some on the first two fingers of my latex-gloved hand and reached down and placed one slick latex-covered finger against her asshole.

She bucked and cried out. “Oh, Dr. Brown!”

I gently tickled her anus with my slick forefinger, and she continued to writhe and moan, with a new note of desperation in her voice. A note of desperation that was music to my ears!

“No indications of any problems here. Have you ever had a cock in your ass, little bitch?”

“No,” she whimpered. “No, Dr. Brown, I never have.”

“A finger?”

“No, no, nobody has ever touched my asshole.”

“That’s good. That’s what I wanted to hear,” I said soothingly, and began grinding my finger slowly past her sphincter. The latex squeaked a bit despite the thick layer of lubricant, and I took my time and slid my finger into her up to the first knuckle.

“How does that feel?” I asked her, and she was breathless, moaning helplessly, but she managed to gasp, “It feels good.”

“You want more?”

“Mmmmm,” she said, “Yes, more.”

“Too bad,” I said and withdrew my finger, and reached for the anal thermometer on the table. I lubed it up thoroughly and then touched the cold metal tip of it to her asshole, and was delighted when she let out a scream.

“What’s that?” she gasped, voice full of panic.

“I’m just going to take your anal temperature,” I said. “Just relax. Don’t flex or resist, you might injure yourself.”

She began whimpering, clutching at the metal pole at the head of the table. “Oh, please, Dr. Brown! Please! Don’t put that in my ass!”

“Oh, all right,” I said quietly. “Let me just call your mother and tell her about last night …”

“Oh no!” she said, and began to cry.

“I’ve been waiting for your tears,” I said. “I enjoy listening to them. Now, you can make a choice. I’ll put this thermometer in your ass and take your temperature, or I’ll call your mother.”

She cried a bit harder, and finally said, “All right, put it in my ass.”

“Say, put the thermometer in my ass, Dr. Brown, I’m ready for the procedure.”

She sobbed. “Put the thermometer in my ass, Dr. Brown, I’m ready for the procedure.”

I inserted the tip of the thermometer into her sphincter, and slowly slid it into her, enjoying her panting and moaning.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

“Oh, god, it’s cold, it feels so cold,” she moaned.

“But you enjoy it,” I said. “You enjoy the helplessness of it, and you enjoy being humiliated in front of your stepdad.”

She moaned again.

“Two full minutes,” I told her. “To get an accurate temperature reading.”

She moaned and sobbed, but her breathing was rapid and her body was flushing again.

After two minutes, I removed it. “Well, your temperature is a little high, but under the circumstances, it’s probably okay.”

She sighed in relief. “Is that all? Can I go now?”

I just laughed. “No, of course not. That was all just to prepare you for your enema.”

She cried out again. “Oh no please! Not an enema!”

“Oh, stop pretending you don’t enjoy the humiliation. But of course you have a choice – an enema or a call to your mom.”

“Oh, god you know what I choose!” she cried.

“Say it.”

She sniffled and sobbed again. “Please, Dr. Brown, give me an enema. Don’t call my mom and tell her what I did.”

I walked to the head of the table and began preparing it in front of her, so she could see it. I hung the bag from the pole at the head of the table and filled it. “I’m going to use milk, because it’s good for a young body. Calcium and all,” I said, smiling. I showed her the nozzle as I attached it to the tube. “This is going into your ass, and then I’ll start the flow. It’s the largest one available, but I think you can handle it, don’t you?”

Her eyes were huge and full of tears, but she licked her lips in anticipation, and her face was still flushed and sexy. “Oh, god, please don’t hurt me.”

I chuckled. “Why would I hurt you? I’m a medical professional.”

“Oh, god, I won’t ever be bad again, I’ll never come home drunk again!” she said as I walked behind her and began gently circling her anus with my finger, re-greasing it.

“Now, just relax. The more you fight, the more it will hurt,” I said.

I began to insert the nozzle into her asshole, slowly, rotating it as I put it about six inches into her asshole.

She gasped and moaned, gurgling and grunting as I slid it slowly into her butt. “How does that feel, hmm?”

“Oh, oh, Dr. Brown,” she moaned. “It’s like nothing I’ve felt before.” Her voice was thick with desire.

“I’m just going to put this bedpan under you, and then we’ll begin,” I said. I put the bedpan in place, and then adjusted the valve and began the flow.

She made noises that were more music to my ears. Combined moans of distress and arousal, rising in pitch and volume. She was practically squealing.

“Oh my god, oh my god, it’s filling my belly, it’s completely filling me! Ohh, ohhh …”

“Feels good?”

“Oh my god it feels so amazing!” she cried. “The pressure … oh, oh Dr. Brown.”

“Now, hold it. Don’t release it until I tell you,” I said.

“Ohhh, Ohhhhh,” she moaned. Her stomach gurgled loudly and she shifted on the table and let out another moan.

“There will be some cramping, I assume, but just relax and it will pass. Shift as you need to. Or as you can, anyway.”

When the bag was empty I removed the nozzle. “Hold it!” I said sharply. “Hold all of it in your belly until I tell you to let it go.”

My cock was rock hard, and I moved around in front of her and took it out of my scrubs. Her face was red and contorted, streaked with tears, her lips swollen and her hair hanging in her big eyes, but she immediately fixated on it.

“Oh god, Dr. Brown, can I suck it? Please let me suck it!” she cried.

“Are you going to be good?”

“Yes! Please!”

I moved my throbbing cock closer to her lips. She extended her tongue to it and I drew it away. “Are you going to come home late again?”

“No! I promise!”

“Are you going to tease me?”

“No! No! I’ll do whatever you tell me!” She opened her mouth wide, extending her tongue, moaning in pleasure.

I slid my cock into her hot wet mouth. She wrapped her lips tightly around it as I slid it as far into her mouth as possible. Her eager moaning provided extra sensation as she eagerly sucked my hard cock.

I eagerly fucked her mouth for a full minute; I could feel my orgasm building and knew it wouldn’t take much longer. Then enema inside her was waiting to come out, also.

I took my cock out and she made a loud whine of disappointment.

“Are you ready for me to cum in your mouth?”

“Oh god yes! Please, Dr. Brown! Please!”

“You can call me Daddy now,” I said. “Beg your Daddy for that cock.”

“Oh please Daddy, please let me suck your cock, please please!”

I slid my cock all the way into her mouth and down her throat, and said, “You can let go of the enema now.”

Our simultaneous moans filled the room as I grabbed her hair and unloaded my cum into her mouth and throat, and she let go of the enema into the bedpan. The burst of hot semen going into her mouth seemed almost as much volume as the hot gurgling enema coming out of her. 

After I’d stopped shaking, I pulled my wet cock out of her mouth, and bent down and kissed her on the forehead. “Sweetheart, you are forgiven.” I unlocked the handcuffs.

Breathless, she looked up at me and smiled.

“I forgive you too, Daddy,” she said. “But I don’t know if Mommy will forgive you.”

I paused and looked at her. “Now, I don’t think anyone will believe you, so don’t …”

“Well,” she said, in an innocent voice, “they might believe me after they see the video.”

I looked around, a cool feeling rushing through me.

“That’s right. The camera is hidden in my purse there. It’s broadcasting through wifi to a cloud account, so don’t think you can just grab the camera and smash it or anything.”

We looked at each other for a long time, her small saucy smile growing larger as my frown deepened. She turned over on the table but didn’t get up or get dressed. She let me look at her naked nubile body stretched out before me.

“And what do you want?” I finally asked.

She reached down and took one hard pink nipple between her fingers, and reached down between her legs to stroke the moist pink pussy lips there.

She bit her lip and said, “Come on, Daddy. Fuck me and we’ll talk about it.”

The end … for now!


50 SHADES OF RED
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(Originally published as CUCKOLDED BY THE RUSSIAN BILLIONAIRE)

The Russians pulled up in a late-model Cadillac Escalade, an enormous car full of enormous men.

I stepped to the driver’s side window. “What’s this about? It’s late and it’s cold.” I was trying to act in control, like the hot-shot young financial manager that I considered myself to be.

“Shut up,” said Denis, the driver, his bright green eyes shining out from his shaggy fringe of dark hair.

They got out of the car, the two top-ranking members of the Russian gang for which I worked as an accountant and money launderer. Denis, the lean and handsome young dark-haired dude, the youngest member of the gang at 25. And then Sergey, the second-in-command, with his weight-lifter’s build and handsome leathery brown face and shaved head.

And then the man himself – Ivan Volkov. Six foot five, clad in an immaculate black suit and a watch that cost more than most people’s car, his grey hair closed crop and his face handsome and emotionless. His dark grey eyes matched his hair, and were as cold as the Arctic tundra. Ivan Volkov, the Russian billionaire who was without a doubt the most powerful man in the city.

The fact that he was here told me a simple truth: there would be no getting out of this.

Denis opened the trunk to the huge car and showed me:

My wife was inside, eyes wife, writhing and struggling, bound hand and foot with zip-ties and gagged with a rubber ball.

I looked at the Russians and said, “What … what the fuck is this?”

“As you Americans say,” Sergey smiled at me. “It’s payback.”

Denis and Sergey were hauling my unconscious wife from the trunk. They must have grabbed her coming out of the gym – she was wearing a tight Lycra top and yoga pants. One tennis shoe remained, the other having been lost somewhere. Her blonde hair hung in wild tangles, and her jaw bulged from the pressure of the rubber ball in her mouth.

“Oh my god, what did you do to her?” I yelled. The Russians just regarded me with their cold eyes.

We walked inside, Sergey carrying my wife, still unconscious and wrapped in duct tape, over his shoulder as easily as I would carry a bag of groceries.

The warehouse was full of crates, dark and intimidating and badly lit. I looked around it nervously as our footsteps echoed around us.

Sergey tossed my wife down in a greasy old easy chair, like a bag of old laundry. She was screaming into the ball gag and struggling against the zip-ties that were fastening her hands behind her back and securing her ankles together.

Her eyes swung around the room in a panic, looking at the big Russians and the dirty warehouse.

Denis was busy readying a set of vise-grip pliers. Sergey was plugging in a large hand-held power drill. Ivan Volkov was testing a selection of large hammers, considering their weights as he banged them against a wooden table.

Finally Tori stopped screaming and just looked in silent terror at the men and me.

“Honey … please … try to calm down,” I said. My little blonde trophy wife wasn’t used to this kind of treatment. She was used to being pampered, not bound and gagged and hauled around.

“What … the fuck … is going on here?” she said, her eyes wide and her voice hoarse with terror.

“These are the Russians I’ve been working for,” I said. 

Denis smiled his big white smile. “Privet,” he said. Russian for hello.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Sergey.

Ivan Volkov just nodded.

“Listen …” she began. “I don’t know what you’ve got in mind here but …”

“What I want to talk about today is embezzlement,” said Sergey. His English was crisp and clear despite a bit of a Russian accent.

Tori looked at the big Russian gangsters and then at me, her eyes still wide, her full red lips trembling.

“You know what embezzlement means,” said Sergey, “or is that too much of a big word for you? Perhaps you just prefer the word steal?”

I felt my bowels turn to water, and I suddenly couldn’t breathe. I clutched my stomach, and felt my face began to twitch.

“I know what it means,” she said, wanly.

“Tori, you and your husband have been embezzling money from my employer Mr. Volkov.”

“That’s not true,” I said, shaking my head.

Sergey opened a briefcase and pulled out a plastic file folder, and took out some printed-out screenshots.

“Here we are. Take a look at a few of these. You’ve been charging some mysterious little administrative fees here and there, various percentages, at the legitimate businesses you use to launder our money. Then you are funneling it into an offshore account in the Cayman Islands. And you were not authorized to do any of this.”

I shook my head. “No, no way. That’s not true. You’ve got this all wrong.” But my voice was high and damn near hysterical.

Tori gaped at me, goggle-eyed. The Russians all chuckled.

She looked around terrified at me and the Russians. “What do you want?”

“Well, of course you will give the money back,” said Sergey. “Although I understand you have probably spent it all, or most of it. And we can round the amount off. Let’s say $450,000.”

I gulped. “You want me to just … give you $450,000.”

“You should understand,” said Volkov, “That such an amount of money means virtually nothing to me. But a man such as myself cannot allow people to steal from him, even small amounts of money.”

Sergey said, “I set up another shell corporation in St. Kitts, you can just transfer funds directly into that account. I understand that you will probably require some time to pay the full amount.”

I squinted at them, feeling my legs shake. “And … and that’s all? I’ll just … pay you back?”

Denis smiled. “Oh. Well, of course not, actually. Just as a little gesture of trust, of forgiveness … your wife will suck our dicks. And then we will fuck her.”

My wife started screaming again, so Denis stuck the rubber ball back in her mouth.

She looked at me, his eyes full of anger and hatred. Then she looked to the Russians, who were standing, arms crossed.

“You can’t do this to my wife,” I said, sounding lame and weak even to myself.

“No? Okay then. We will take your right hand,” said Ivan Volkov.

My tough bitch of a wife started crying like a little girl.

Sergey came forward, pulling an enormous switchblade from his pocket and clicked it open, and used it to slice the zip ties off Tori, who was still shaking and shuddering, tears running down her face. Sergey gently removed the rubber ball from her mouth, and the sound of her ragged breathing and sobbing filled the room again.

“I have no doubt that the money is gone because a woman like this requires it,” said Denis. “A bitch like you needs money more than she needs love, food, or oxygen. Well, this is your chance, Tori, finally to do your wifely duty. Do the right thing. To earn your keep.”

Tori’s lower lip was trembling and she had her eyes squeezed shut.

I waited anxiously, trying to imagine life with one hand.

“All right,” she said. “I’ll do whatever you need me to do.”

“All right. Undress for us,” said Sergey.

With trembling hands, my wife pulled her pink Lycra top over her head. Her beautiful breasts were packed tightly into a black sports bra, and the yoga pants clung to her shapely hips and ass and long legs.

“Very nice,” said Denis.

“Quality,” said Sergey.

Ivan Volkov just nodded again, but his head tilted at a predatory angle. His eyes were fixed like lasers on Tori’s flawless body.

“I’m sorry, Tori,” I whined.

“Shut up,” she said, and now her body language had changed. She was back to being the sexy, confident creature she’d always been, doing what she needed to do.

She stripped off her yoga pants, and stood there in her black sports bra and black panties.

“You want me completely naked?” she asked, in a low voice.

Sergey raised his knife; the giant switchblade gleamed in the dim light.

My wife let out a gasp.

Sergey smiled and stepped forward and raised the knife. Her eyes went wide as he grabbed her tits with one hand, then used the knife to slice between the cups of the sports bra. Her breasts bounced free, the pink nipples hard and puckered.

“Remember who is in control here, woman,” he warned.

She nodded, beginning to tremble again.

I let out a sob.

“Shhh, there, bro,” said Denis. “It’s all going to be fine.”

Sergey folded the knife back up and put it away. Then he took off his black sweatshirt and stepped forward. He had the body of a professional weight lifter, his pectoral muscles enormous and smooth – shaved, I assumed – over a six-pack stomach. His back was wide and v-shaped, with a number of Russian gangland tattoos, mainly stars and Cyrillic characters forming words I didn’t know.

He pulled out his cock; it was impressively big and very straight, with a considerable girth and a big, well-shaped purple head, already hard as a rock and throbbing.

“Here you go, sweetheart. I’m sure you’ve sucked a lot of these. Ever been with a Russian before?” Sergey asked.

Tori blinked and looked down, and then shook her head.

“No? Never? This is your lucky day then.”

Tori nodded her head, blinking away more tears. “It’s … too big. My mouth is small.”

“Just put as much of it in your mouth as you can, and slide those big lips up and down it.” Sergey, as usual was speaking in his low, kind voice. “If you use your teeth … I will knock them all out.”

Tori hesitated only for a moment, and then licked her lips and took the big cock in one hand.

Sergey let out a little moan as Tori stroked his cock, slowly, and then gingerly opened her mouth as wide as it would go and put the big cock in it.

I was aware I was licking my own lips.

Tori was sliding the cock in and out of her mouth slowly, moaning around it as it filled her mouth, and then she relaxed and closed her eyes and slid it as far into her throat as she could, eliciting a grateful groan from Sergey. Sergey had shaved his pubes, I noticed, as he assumedly shaved the rest of his body.

Tori began bobbing her head more quickly now, becoming more enthusiastic, beginning to emit little groans of pleasure, which were of course muffled by Sergey’s big dick.

“That’s it,” said Sergey. “You suck cock like a champion, lady.”

Ivan Volkov chuckled at that and pulled his own cock out. It was enormous, uncircumcised and shrouded in thick pubic hair. The strong musky scent of it reached me even over the dust and motor oil and such in the old warehouse. Then he took off his suit jacket and shirt and folded them carefully and laid them on a chair. The hair on his muscular chest and back and shoulders seemed to be gleaming with sweat; it was kind of hot here in the warehouse, and it was only going to get hotter.

Sergey grabbed the back of Tori’s head and thrust enthusiastically forward, making Tori gag, and then his face contorted and he shouted, “FUCK!” and unloaded his cum into her mouth.

Tori coughed and gagged as he pulled out, and some of the pearly white drops spilled out.

“Swallow it,” warned Sergey, stepping back. “Swallow all of that cum.”

Tori blinked, moaned, closing her eyes. Tori had a look of slack hunger on her face, now, and threw her head back and moaned, swallowing the hot mouthful of Sergey’s cum, a few strands running down his chin.

“Come on Denis, my boy” said Ivan Volkov. “Double header.”

Denis pulled his cock out – also hard already, and I was struck that it seemed very pale. He wasn’t circumcised, so he pulled his foreskin back, revealing a pale pink glans.

I was aware of vague stirrings of excitement in my stomach. My face flushed with sweat as I realized that my cock was beginning to get hard.

Ivan Volkov and Denis moved forward, their erections pointing at Tori’s face like accusing fingers.

Tori gasped and grabbed Denis’s cock with his left hand, and Volkov’s cock with his right hand. She stoked both of them, tenderly, looking up at the two men towering over her.

“Touch it harder,” said Volkov. “You won’t break it. It’s hard as a rock, you’ll see.”

Tori began pumping harder, and to my amazement, I saw, even in the dim light of the warehouse, the veins on their cocks beginning to pulse as the cocks darkened with more blood.

“Kind of like going skiing, eh?” asked Denis, and laughed, as my wife pumped the two cocks in her hands.

“All right, get that thing in your mouth now,” said Volkov. “Get it all the way in there.”

Tori opened her mouth like a hungry baby bird, and Denis drove his cock straight in.

He was thrusting quickly already, making Tori gag; he pulled out and Tori coughed and spit, bile and a bit of leftover semen from Sergey flowed out onto her chest and dribbled down onto her big breasts.

Tori took a deep breath, opened her mouth wide, and sucked the cock all the way in, bobbing her head eagerly on it, swallowing it all the way to the root, making muffled choking sounds on it but keeping it firmly in her throat.

“My turn,” said Volkov, and Denis pulled out again, jacking off his cock himself, as Tori turned towards Volkov’s giant purple head.

It crossed her lips and into his mouth. The cock was so big Tori looked like she was going to dislocate her jaw sucking it, but she did it, and even managed to get most, if not all, of it into her throat.

I was aware that I was moaning loudly myself, at this point, and I was fully erect at the sight of these three big Russians fucking my wife’s face.

Volkov was thrusting hard into Tori’s face, and Tori’s face was turning purple because she clearly couldn’t breathe, but judging from her grunts and groans of pleasure, she didn’t mind at all.

Denis was stroking his cock as he watched, and when Volkov finally gasped and pulled out, Tori mewled in weak surrender as she turned back to Denis and moaned, “Give it to me, give me your cock.”

Denis slid his cock between Tori’s eager lips, thrusting his hips, and his cock slid in and out of Tori’s tightly pursed lips, and finally Denis cried, “Oh fuck I’m cumming suck my cock I’m cumming!”

“Ohhh, yeah,” I moaned. “Fuck her face,” I said, before I could stop myself.

But he pulled out as he came, and Tori took the pulsing rod in her hand and eagerly jacked it as a spray of hot white cum splashed on Tori’s reddened face.

Volkov chuckled, and then grabbed Tori’s hair and anger-fucked her swollen eager mouth, forcing his huge pulsing throbbing dick into Tori’s face, growling with combined hostility and pleasure as his huge hairy frame began to shudder as the orgasm began to build.

Tori was like a woman possessed now and she eagerly gripped Volkov’s big hairy balls with one hand and Volkov shouted something in Russian, and pulled out and a huge geyser of white cream sprayed from the end of his dick. It looked like a champagne bottle erupting.

When the two men stepped back, Tori’s head fell backwards, her face and her bobbing, heaving breasts covered with spit and cum. Tori closed her eyes, breathing deeply.

“Now that was some good head,” said Volkov, soothingly. “Now, the boys can take your pussy, and then I will take your asshole.”

She nodded, her lower lip trembling, but her eyes opening again.

She stood up and stripped off her panties, revealing her perfectly shaved mound.

Sergey grabbed my wife’s arm, and lifted her onto a crate, moving between her legs; his cock was hard again, and she let out a cry of pleasure as Sergey thrust his dick into her. He wasted no time, pounding into her, his ass rolling, and she bounced around like a marionette, her tits jiggling, as the Russian gangster fucked her, his shaved head gleaming with sweat in the dim light.

He pulled out when he came, and she eagerly took a hot spray on her stomach.

She moaned and rubbed the hot cum into her stomach and then up onto her tits, helpless with lust. She leaned back and spread her legs again. “Again, more,” she moaned.

Denis had stroked his cock back up to full-mast again, and she lay flat on a crate and wrapped her legs around his waist as he moved into her, stroking slowly, reaching down to squeeze and jiggle her full tits as he fucked her, her moans filling the warehouse, echoing around, and I heard the unmistakable sound of her having an orgasm, her hands coming up and pinching her own nipples.

Ivan Volkov moved forward, stroking his gigantic hard cock.

“Give me your ass,” he said firmly.

My wife, lips swollen and eyes heavy with lust, her tits and stomach covered with the hot cum of these Russian gangsters, turned her shapely ass towards him and bent over the crate, bracing herself.

His cock was already pulsing in front of him, straight and hard.

“Do you want me to use oil?” he asked. “I am a gentleman, so I will give you the choice.”

She hesitated, biting her lip, and then reached between her legs and touched the wetness there. Looking back over her shoulder at him, she reached back around and rubbed some of her pussy wetness onto her asshole, sliding the tip of her wet finger into her anus.

“No,” she said, looking into his wolf-like eyes, “No lube. Just fuck my ass, hard.”

She was trembling, I could see that, but her voice was thick with lust.

I was aware my cock was pounding in my trousers. I don’t think I’d ever been so erect.

Volkov began to slowly insert his un-lubricated cock into my wife’s puckered anus. I heard myself gasp with excitement, and she moaned and braced herself against the crate, pushing back against the giant Russian.

“Ohhh god,” moaned Tori, panting, and I too was panting, naked under the dim lights of the warehouse, so turned on at seeing this rough alpha male gangster fuck my bitch trophy wife.

She was shaking, her head thrown back and her tits bouncing as he fucked her ass hard, but she braced herself with one hand and reached the other between her legs, parting the pussy lips and curling two fingers inside herself, finger-fucking herself as the giant Russian fucked her ass.

“Oh, god, fuck me harder!” yelled Tori, fingering herself quickly, and Volkov let out a battle cry and began driving his cock in fiercely, passionately, fervently, a warrior, a conquering hero ripping the butt of his enemy.

My wife’s body was turning scarlet as she came, her face contorted with pleasure, shaking and moaning helplessly.

Finally Volkov pulled out and again sprayed another massive splash of hot cum all over my wife’s back.

I felt a pulsing between my legs, and began to shake as waves of pleasure went through me … and realized I too had ejaculated. I’d come without even touching my cock.

She fell flat on the crate, gasping for breath.

Volkov nodded approvingly. “Tori. Get dressed. That was very good. I’ll give you the choice. Come with me. If you want. Or go with your weak little worm of a husband.”

Eyes wide, I watched as my wife wordlessly gathered up her sports clothes.

She nodded at me, briefly, and it was clear she was going with him. She didn’t even need to say it.

“Shall I wash off?” she said.

“No,” said Volkov. “And don’t get dressed. Get in the car and we will go.”

“Yes, sir” she said briefly. It was hard to believe this meek and submissive woman was the same angry conniving bitch that I’d married, who had convinced me to steal money from these gangsters. He had tamed her utterly, this Russian alpha billionaire.

Naked and covered with drying cum, my gorgeous wife … former wife?  walked out of the warehouse, a few steps behind the Russian gangsters.

The End … ?


And now a special bonus chapter from Natasha Steven’s thrilling new dark romance Russian mafia thriller, THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT!
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Chastity

One of my clients recently joked that I was the best, highest-paid escort in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out something like that, though.

First of all there are no official listings of rates and people understandably keep such numbers as private as they can. Plus, my hourly or nightly rate doesn’t reflect the gifts that I get from my clients, or the airfares, and so forth.

Okay, there are some websites and forums with unofficial anonymous ratings, of course.

And I am very highly rated, there, it seems.

But, I mean really, what’s an escort, or a whore, when you come right down to it?

I mean, do trophy wives count? They end up with far more money than me.

But then again, if you average out it by the hour, maybe not. When I’m not working, I’m not working, you know?

And there have been a few people who auctioned off their virginity, for bids of hundreds of thousands of dollars. I never got offered anything like that for one night, but then again those were probably mostly hoaxes, scams, and marketing ploys.

Suffice it to say I’m paid well for what I do, which is not just fucking.

It’s spending time with people – men and women, of course – and making them feel good for a while. Being good company.

And then fucking them.

But I make people feel good any way I can.

And I mean, how would you judge who is the best escort in the world otherwise? Best at sex?

I mean, I’m good, but I don’t think I have supernatural abilities or anything.

People fuck for all kinds of reasons, most of them for no money. The talented amateurs, the semi-pro party girls, and everything in between. 

But I enjoy it, and that’s more that a lot of escorts can say. It’s not just an act with me.

Not all of it, anyway.

More of my clients joke about the name Chastity, in relation to my job involving so much sex.

I’ve learned to smile and make clients think it’s the first time I’ve heard that joke.

I’m good at my job.

Vladimir

One of my victims recently joked that I was the best hit man in the world.

I don’t know how you’d figure out something like that, or even why you’d want to.

People kill other people for all kinds of reasons, good and bad, and most don’t make money from it. Extremely accomplished professional killers in the military and intelligence services, as well as in crime organizations and mafia groups, commit highly skilled assassinations and don’t get paid much of anything.

And there are people who kill their wives or husbands or parents, and manage to make it look like an accident or whatever, and end up with millions of dollars.

I’ve never made THAT kind of money for a hit.

But of course, I am well paid for what I do.

But the best?

How should I know?

I mean, I’m a good marksman, excellent at hand-to-hand combat, skilled at all kinds of surveillance and counter—surveillance and intelligence gathering.

But the best in the world? I mean, by the nature of the business, the best assassins in the world are the ones nobody knows about at all.

Really, it’s not exactly rocket science to walk up behind somebody and shoot them in the head.

It’s the stuff after the killing that gets complicated.

You make sure you get rid of the weapon, make sure that there were no witnesses, and try to minimize any other physical evidence. (Most of the stuff you see on TV about Crime Scene Investigation is exaggerated – there are DNA and hair fibers from everybody laying everywhere. Unless they already know who might have done it, it doesn’t help much.)

But I do have a few other specialized skills, I should say.

I’m the guy you call – or rather my contract organizer calls – when you DON’T want it to look like an accident.

When you want somebody to die unpleasantly.

The guy that joked about me being the best assassin in the world was an acquaintance, a guy who provided computer-related technical support for my contract organizer.

Nonetheless, I was paid to kill him, so I did.

I strangled him.

It takes about four minutes to kill somebody by strangulation, but I choked him for a couple minutes at a time, and then let him regain consciousness, before repeating the process.

He was brain-dead, and shit and pissed himself before he died, just as my employer requested.

Apparently the guy was trying to blackmail my contract manager.

Bad idea.

Anyway. I’m good at my job.

Chastity

Tonight I’m going to fuck a Russian billionaire.

Russian billionaires are some of the better kind of billionaires to fuck. They tend to be in good shape and not bad-looking, with high cheekbones and a nice tough Alpha-dog manner about them.

(As opposed to American tech billionaires, who are big blubbery babies in my experience, or Middle Eastern billionaires, who are big slobs of the first order.)

Of course, fucking Russians brings back a few bad memories.

But that’s nothing I can’t deal with.

I’ve fucked this one a few times before. With his close-cropped grey hair, Arctic wolf eyes and the finest suits, he’s everything an escort could want in a Russian billionaire.

Clean. Polite. Generous. Well-hung, but not so well-hung as to be … problematic.

To my surprise, he’s brought his trophy wife with him. She’s only a few years older than me – a former Miss Russia, if I remember correctly from the new stories. They hired a bunch of popular singers to play at their wedding, paying them millions of dollars a song. That made the news.

I look her over, smiling, and she looks back, with crystal blue eyes and beautiful fair skin, platinum jewelry and precious stones dangling in her deep cleavage. She’s a true beauty.

But then so am I. I’m not intimidated.

Like all too many Russian beauty-queen whores, she has the eyes of a predatory animal and the seething sexuality of a predatory animal, as well.

But then my own sexuality begins to turn on, the scent of money and power and hot hot sex filling my nose and brain, and making my pussy and nipples tingle.

I’m going to enjoy this.

I’m sitting across the table from them, in a private booth in a corner of the restaurant connected to a monumentally expensive hotel, making small talk. I just finished a salad – I never eat much of anything when I’m with clients beyond salad, nothing oily, heavy, or stinky -- and I’m drinking a club soda. I haven’t had a drop of alcohol in nearly ten years, and I consider being sober a matter of professionalism as well as just a plain matter of staying healthy and sane.

Speaking of bad memories.

But then again, I don’t ACT completely sober. A little giddy giggly behavior goes a long way.

But only a little.

Unlike the Russian bitch, my smile is warm and genuine, and my panties are already wet. I lick my full lips as I look over at her.

The security guards are sitting a couple tables away. Two of them. I’ve been with enough rich guys that I’ve gotten pretty good at spotting security. It’s not their fitness or their size, it’s their eyes, which are checking out the room – and checking out everybody, not just the women.

His wife is wearing a short silver dress and my eyes are again drawn to her high firm tits cleft deeply in the décolletage of it. They’re real, or they’re as expensive and high-quality as everything else she wears.

The billionaire notices where I’m looking and he loosens his tie a bit.

Vladimir

Tonight I’m going to kill a Russian billionaire.

Fucking Russians.

My countrymen.

Although it’s been a while since I lived there.

I think I’ve killed more of them than any other.

But if you must kill people for money, let it be Russian billionaires.

They are more insect than human, in my experience. They live to feed on the world, and that’s about it. Businesses, products, resources, women, men. Everything is there only for them to use.

Oh sure, they might sponsor a charity project or two to make sure they’ve got some support in their home town, maybe. Or to make sure there are good roads and sanitation and schools in the cities where their mistresses, baby mommas, and relatives live.

Otherwise, their vacuous lust for consumption is matched only by vampire bats and lamprey eels.

This guy is a particularly vile specimen, having made his fortune in buying up privatized state industries cheaply in Russia’s bad old days, with money he made from various illegal acts which included sex trafficking of Russia’s most abundant natural resource, hot and slender young women.

When the government finally started to turn on him, he fled the country, buying residence in America and investing in various vapid attention-seeking pastimes like sports teams as well as investment houses that figured out ways to steal money that were only legal because they were so complicated nobody had figured out how to make them illegal yet.

I’m going to enjoy killing him.

He’s been on TV a lot recently, talking about the corruption in the Russian government. Maybe that had something to do with the contract on him, I don’t know.

Of course he has security out his ass, but that probably makes him overconfident. He likes to fuck girls in his limo, while driving around the city, and that’s a big vulnerability. If he was doing it in a well-guarded house or apartment, or even a hotel, I wouldn’t be able to get him.

But the limo, while armored, has several advantages for me which are disadvantages for his security.

Obviously he doesn’t want his security in the back of the limo with him watching him fuck. He’s not THAT kind of a kink.

So there are two guys in the front seat, one driving. Both highly-trained armed security, and the limo is bulletproof and rigged up with the usual alarms and such.

There’s a rotating team of four of them, and I’ve been watching them for a week or so.

Chastity

Of course I’m a great conversationalist.

I have to be.

But that’s not hard, with most guys.

Smiling and nodding appreciatively is about all that’s required. And telling them how big their cocks are, of course.

Tonight, the conversation, as often with Russians, revolves around expensive shit they’ve bought recently. It’s not a subject of world-shattering interest to me, but I like clothes and shoes and handbags as much as the next girl and I make it my professional business to keep up with the latest information about it. Her high-heeled pumps cost more than our waiter makes in a month, probably.

Underneath the table, the former Miss Russia is rubbing her feet against my bare legs.

And fuck is it turning me on!

I mean, rubbing legs under the table, that’s so high school right?

Maybe that’s why I’m enjoying it.

She’s kicked off her expensive top-dollar spike-heeled pumps and is running her delicate little well-manicured toes, clad in expensive silk stockings, up and down my bare calf.

After she finishes her second bottle of champagne, she asks me if I’m worth what they’re paying me.

“Your husband buys only the finest things, so why should I be any different?” I say, batting my eyes at her.

She smiles at me for the first time.

Her little foot is rubbing between my knees now; I slide my dress up a bit, and spread my legs, and she slides her warm silky foot down my thigh until it’s pressing against my moist, black lace panties.

The billionaire is too much of a … well, too much of a billionaire to bend down under the table and look, although I’m sure he can tell by looking down at his wife’s legs what she’s doing.

“And do you like that, Chastity?” he asks.

I blink my eyes and lick my lips, letting a look of barely-contained lust be my answer. I squeeze my thighs together around her foot as she gently pulsates it against the lace covered mound between my legs.

He smiles with his even white teeth. Unlike his wife’s tits, I’m sure they’re not real, but I’m sure they’re top quality and very expensive.

Like everything else he owns.

Vladimir

It doesn’t take much effort to poison two of his security guys.

I put a toxin on the door handle of the tail car, while it was parked in the parking area nearby. That was easy enough. Getting close to the limousine was harder, but I managed to do it during the dinner hour rush.

Nothing deadly; just a botulism-derived toxin embedded in an emulsifying agent, DMSO, to spread it into their bloodstream from contact. They’ll all be coming down with symptoms similar to food poisoning in a couple of hours. Fever, diarrhea, that kind of thing.

The limo is parked in front of the hotel while the billionaire has dinner. Two are inside with him – probably just beginning to feel feverish and nauseous -- and two are waiting in the limo.

I’m in a simple disguise – a curly wig and glasses. I’ve grown a short beard for the occasion. I have a drink alone in the bar near the restaurant, pretending like I’m doing important stuff with my tablet computer, but I’m using it to occasionally access the live video feed to the camera I’ve installed outside near the limo.

It’s not even the stupid wig and glasses that make me blend in. I’m very good at disappearing. At 6’0 and 180 pounds I’m just average-sized enough to not stand out, and I disdain the pumped-up chemically-enhanced muscles so many men strive for these days. My strength is what it needs to be, built of thousands of reps of sit-ups, pull-ups, and push-ups, but I’m not swollen like a circus attraction.

Also, I’m good at appearing clumsy, uncoordinated, and ultimately forgettable. Perhaps because that’s what I was as a child. Who’d have thought it would come in handy?

I see the billionaire and his trophy wife, and then her. The escort, blonde hair spilling down her bare shoulders.

That’s all I dare to let myself see of her.

I make a point of not giving them more than a cursory glance, because his two guys in the restaurant will be looking to make sure nobody is checking out the boss. Or his women.

But the escort, I have other reasons for not wanting to look at.

I push that distraction from my mind and concentrate on work, and try not to think of her bare shoulders.

Finally one of the security guys gets out of the limo to use the toilet – which he is surely going to do in the bathroom of the lobby of the hotel. I’ve seen him do it a couple of times before, and I gave both of them a slightly less-concentrated dose of the same toxin I used on the others. I knew one of them would have to go eventually.

I go into the toilet first. This toilet is usually empty, as it accommodates only one at a time – this is a classy place, after all, and there’s another larger one in the bar and restaurant area. It’s perfect for my purposes; first you walk into a large room with a sink, and then there’s another door to the toilet.

I go into the toilet, past the second door, and wait.

When the security guy comes in, he has the usual reaction anybody has when they walk in on an occupied toilet: He looks away and tries to close the door.

And that kills him.

I hit him in the throat with the edge of my hand before he can close the door and pull him by his collar into the toilet stall, closing the door behind him. He gurgles and chokes, but doesn’t make much noise.

I lock my forearm around his neck and lock my hand in the crook of my elbow, cutting off his oxygen as well as the blood flow to his brain, and he begins to lose consciousness within a few seconds.

I hold him for the full four minutes until he’s dead.

I always feel a little twinge about killing security guys, but they knew the risks when they took the job.

And no telling what this guy had done for his boss.

Or his bitch wife.

I let the body settle onto the very clean marble floor of the toilet, and put on his uniform. It’s just a black jacket over a white shirt; but he does have a fucking chauffer cap.

How stupid.

The guy was a bit taller than me, but we’re about the same shoulder width. It’ll work just fine.

Have to ditch my beard quickly, though, and a few passes with a battery-powered electric razor from my computer bag does that easily enough.

I leave him there, and go out, locking the door with a copy of a key which I’d stolen from the maintenance department a few days previously.

Just to complicate the matter a bit, I take a tube of super glue from my pocket and inject some into the lock.

No cameras on the entrance to the bathroom; this is a classy joint, like I said.

I go back to the limo, get inside it, and as the driver turns to me I shoot him twice in the head with my silenced 9mm handgun.

Now silencers, or suppressors as they are more accurately called, are not as quiet as they look in movies. They’d don’t make that little pneumatic PHUT PHUT noise.

It sounds more like a hand clapping.

And then the sound of a bullet cracking through skull, that’s pretty loud, too.

Inside the confines of the limo driver’s cockpit, it’s loud enough that I’m glad I’m wearing earplugs, but I know nobody will hear it through the armor of the car, or see it through the tinted windows.

The body slumps against the far window, blood trickling from the holes in the side of his head, and his feet kick a bit, and then he’s still.

I take out the earplugs. I have a bit of tinnitus, a ringing in my right ear, from being in too many gunfights. Though I admit that there are far worse injuries that can result from gunfights.

And I’ve had those, also.

Chastity

I’m riding her foot, squeezing my legs together around it, and she pushes it against my wetness.

I look around the restaurant nervously, and the billionaire laughs a bit. “Do you want her to stop, Chastity?”

I shake my head and bite my lip.

The beauty queen is looking me right in the eye, smiling, as she rubs my pussy with her foot, and her fingertips are tracing over the slopes of her breasts, revealed in the low cut silver dress.

She dips one finger inside the neckline of her dress, inside her bra, and licks her lips.

“Shall we get the check?” asks the billionaire.

Oooh, this is going to be a good night.

Vladimir

When the two other security guards bring the billionaire out and deposit him, his trophy wife, and his slut for the evening in the back of the limo, they check in by radio but don’t bother to open the door and say hello. I gave the right radio call signal in my perfect Russian. Why should they even look in the tinted windows?

I’d monitored their radio communications for the week I’d watched them, so I knew exactly what to say and when. I hear the door in the back close and I pull the car out into traffic and drive into the streets of the city.

Chastity

It’s a bit different than you’d imagine, being a highly-paid escort.

I mean, I am with men more nights than not. And they are often kind and affectionate and treat me well.

But still, I remain a thing they pay for.

Do they think of me much differently than their expensive cars?

We both give them pleasure, but…

When I’m alone, however, I’m really alone.

I mean I have a few acquaintances. Girls at the gym and the salon.

But I don’t really hang around with other escorts, really. I know a few, of course. We work together occasionally. We tend not to hang out together when we’re not working because we’re all, at the end of the day, competition for each other.

And we want to get away from work in our free time, I suppose.

So I don’t have anybody in my life at the moment who I can discuss my job with, so I can’t really be honest with anybody.

That’s a very special kind of loneliness, having a big secret like that.

But I’m philosophical about it.

I’m certainly not the only one with secrets.

Vladimir

It’s a bit different being a highly-paid assassin than you’d think.

I watch movies and it’s always the lone assassin cleaning guns in his room or playing the cello alone on the dock of his lake house or something like that.

I do my jobs alone, apart from some intelligence support from my contract arranger, and that’s one reason why I’m so in demand. It would be a lot easier to work with a team, but with me, you get no witnesses, and no accomplices.

But when I’m not working?

I socialize like any 28-year-old guy, I guess.

I have a few buddies from the gym, guys who also work in security and military contracting who also can’t talk about their jobs much.

Girls?

Well. That just wouldn’t work, for reasons which will be clear soon enough. Fortunately my work gives me certain opportunities to fulfill my needs, and that’s enough. That’s the world I live in.

But I can’t have too many close relationships in this job, for obvious reasons.

I mean, I told you already about the job where I had to strangle my acquaintance. I wouldn’t say I really liked that guy, but he was okay.

I had friends when I was in the Spetznatz, the Russian special forces, and when I worked for a private military contracting company later. They were better friends because there weren’t so many secrets. Or at least, we shared secrets. It’s funny how talking about work is such a big part of friendships and relationships.

You’d think it would be easier to separate work and life, but it isn’t. For anybody.

Least of all for those of us with illegal jobs.

Maybe that’s why crime syndicates are often family based.

But friendship is over-rated in my opinion, anyway.

Family too.

Chastity

I’m sitting across from them in the back of the limo, the leather seats so buttery soft they feel like you could sink into them. The seats run along three sides, and there’s a bar and music center along the right side next to the door.

The billionaire pours himself a scotch.

The billionaire’s wife strips down to her expensive underwear. It’s a silvery-grey lace, matching the dress which now lies on the seat next to her, and her white stockings stop at mid-thigh.

She’s kept on the high heels. 

She’s watching me with those cold blue eyes as she has yet another glass of champagne.

The billionaire has taken off his tie and jacket and begun unbuttoning his white shirt. His wife and he kiss for a bit, surprising me with their tenderness, and then he instructs me to take off my dress.

I do so, as gracefully as I can in the confines of the backseat, and without removing my own high heels, which are expensive if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

My underwear is black, and expensive, if perhaps not so expensive as hers.

And my tits are perhaps not as big as hers, also.

But mine are definitely real.

She is fucking gorgeous, there’s no doubt about that, but I look down at my own flat smooth stomach and full breasts, and can’t resist the urge to take my breasts in my hands and squeeze them, and squeezing my legs together, feeling a warm glow in my pussy, still aroused from her rubbing her foot against it.

The expensive leather feels good on my ass.

God, I love fucking in limos.

“Do you want to kiss my wife’s pussy, Chastity?” asks the billionaire.

I smile. “I do. And do you want to watch me eat your wife’s pussy, Ivan?”

“I do,” he says, taking off his shirt and revealing a muscular shaved chest and some old school Russian prison tattoos, stars and crosses and spider webs. Only a few.

That brings back a short bad memory, but I’m good at putting those in the boxes they belong in.

I look at the ripe mound of his wife’s crotch beneath those expensive panties and I lick my lips.

Vladimir

Security inside the actual limo is a bit of a joke.

There’s an intercom, of course, but no open connection.  He doesn’t want to be disturbed by his security, I guess. He could be dead already back there, for all I know.

The partition is up and there’s a camera for rear view behind the limo but nothing to show what’s actually going on in the back.

The limo is armored, I’d know that even if I couldn’t feel its ponderous added weight as I drive it, and the back door locks automatically, but there are ways around that, as with anything.

Soundproofed, too. I can only hear a bit of faint music and the occasional giggle from the back as I drive in the usual random pattern through the streets. There’s a speaker through which I can hear the traffic around me, but almost nothing in the back.

I look at the camera and I can see the tail car behind me, their solemn faces behind the wheel beginning to twist in discomfort.

Finally I get a radio call from the tail car, saying that they’re both feeling sick and they’re afraid they may have been poisoned.

Chastity

The billionaire’s wife has spread her legs and pulled her panties to the side, revealing her billion-dollar pussy.

And a nice little pussy it is!

Trim and tight and pink, and of course waxed smooth.

She runs her finger over the moist slit, and her labia open a bit, like a flower.

I smile at her, my big open smile that can make even the hardest heart melt a little – one of the things that surely makes me, if not the best escort in the world, than certainly one of the best.

I get on my hands and knees on the limo floor in front of her. The thick carpeting is nice and comfy and soft on my knees.

Her pink tongue protrudes between her full lips for a moment and her eyes are dancing.

“Are you ready?” she asks. She pulls the straps of her bra down off her shoulders, and her hard pink nipples appear above the edge of the cups. She teases the stiff buds with her bright, perfectly manicured fingernails, and then puts one finger in her mouth, then uses the wet finger to stoke each nipple in turn.

I smile at her. “Are you ready?” I ask.

“Yesssss,” she says, drawing out the sound as her husband the billionaire reaches over and cups one of her full breasts in his big hand and pulls her close and kisses her.

I butterfly kiss my way up her inner thigh, in the white creamy flesh above the top of her thigh-high stockings.

“Are you sure?” I ask.

She reaches down and strokes her finger up and down her pussy lips. They’re now glistening – her pussy lips and her fingers -- even in the low light inside the limo.

“I’m sure,” she says.

“Ask her nicely, Nadia,” says Ivan. “She’s our guest for the evening.”

“Kiss it,” she says softly, putting her hand on the side of my face and stroking my cheek. “Kiss it now.”

I slide my tongue slowly up the length of her slit, and she moans loudly.

Vladimir

The tail car warns me that they’re going to pull off, and that I should take the principal to the safe location and call for backup security.

I answer, in my flawless Russian, in the affirmative, with the proper call signals, imitating the clipped cadence of the guy who had been driving. All security guys kind of talk the same anyway. I’d been listening to their radio communications all week and could passably imitate all of them, if I needed to.

Another of my talents.

But they were professional, and Russian, so they didn’t talk much anyway.

In the rear view mirror, the tail car pulls off.

I exit from the crowded city streets and head toward the industrial area.

Chastity

I am sucking on the billionaire’s wife’s clit, and she has her husband’s billion-dollar dick out, jacking him off as he watches me tongue-fuck his wife’s hot tight pussy.

She’s beginning to spasm and jerk as my tongue finds all the right places.

At one point she stabs me in the thigh with one of her spike heels but I let the pain galvanize me and dig my tongue in further, swirling it around her clit, and then slide two fingers into her, and she cries out in Russian. “Bozhemoi!”

That means “Oh my god!” in Russian.

I’ve learned how to say that in various languages, if nothing else.

She grabs my hair and pulls my head up out of her crotch, and kisses me hard. Soon our mouths, our faces, are both covered with her pussy juice and smeared lipstick.

She kisses my neck, making me moan, and hugs against me, the lace of our bras whispering together. She has he legs wrapped around my waist as we make out some more, and she unhooks my bra and eases it off me.

We rub our tits together, back and forth and up and down, and she pulls my hair and kisses me between the breasts, then kisses and sucks my hard nipples, flicking them with her tongue.

I’m enjoying it, moaning and writhing, rubbing my fingers through the silky curls of her hair, until she bites my left nipple, hard. I cry out.

I can’t say I don’t enjoy that a bit, also.

“Now suck my husband’s cock,” says Nadia the trophy wife.

The billionaire’s rich dick is hanging from the fly of his suit trousers, hard and heavy and throbbing in his lap, and I look at it and take it in one small hand, and begin licking the head gently, tentatively, savoring it, like a girl with a popsicle.

Then I take it all the way into my mouth, into my throat.

His crotch is shaved, also; there is a bit of stubble, as silver as the hair on his head, but I like the rough feel of that against my cheeks quite a bit.

“Suck his balls,” she says. “Jack him off while you suck his balls,” she says. Her accent is a bit heavy but her English is really very good.

But I suppose this is a vocabulary set she’s practiced plenty of times.

I gently take each of his nuts, in turn, into my mouth; they’re the size of plums. I massage them with my tongue.

“Now suck it again,” she says. She has her head on her husband’s shoulder, stroking his nipples with her long fingernails while she watches me suck him.

I take his cock all the way into my mouth again, letting it fill my throat, until I gag, and then I wrap my lips tight around it and slide it slowly in and out of my mouth, worshipping it.

He is moaning, also watching me as my head bobs up and down in his lap.

“Touch yourself, whore. I want to watch you touch yourself while you suck my husband’s cock,” she says.

My hand slides into the waistband of my panties and eagerly encounters my hot hard little clit, stroking it in tandem with the rhythm of my cocksucking.

I reach over and put my hand on his wife’s thigh, and she bends down to speak in my ear.              

“You want to fuck my husband, whore?” says Nadia.

“Yes,” I say, between mouthfuls of cock.

“Did I say you could take his cock out of your mouth? Keep his cock in your mouth and tell me again, do you want to fuck him?”

“Mmmm-hmmmm,” I moan around a mouthful of throbbing Russian cock. I’m sliding it in and out slowly, moaning around it.

“Then fuck him now, whore. Let me watch you fuck him.” She leans back in the seat, one hand squeezing one of her breasts and the other sliding into her own panties.

His big cock leaves my mouth with an audible pop of suction, and I climb into his lap, although that’s a little awkward and I’m careful that I don’t poke holes in anything or anyone with my heels, and I’m very wet but I still gasp as he enters me, stretching my wet eager pussy.

Vladimir

The soundproofing is good, but I can hear somebody having an orgasm in the back seat.

I feel my lips press together tightly, and don’t let myself think about that.

Not yet.

There are assassins who won’t kill women or children.

Me?

I won’t kill children.

Women?

No problem.

Women are just as evil as men.

No doubt about that.

My first was a Georgian woman. That would be Georgia, the former Soviet territory, not Georgia the American state.

She was a terrorist of the type known as a “black widow.” To avenge the death of her husband in a Russian military campaign there, she recruited other young widows to work as suicide bombers.

One took down a whole plane.

I abducted her and spent a weekend with her before she died.

I’m not proud of it, but it is what it is.

It became my specialty.

The warehouse that I chose is not far from the highway, of course. I pull into the completely dark back alley that leads to one of the back entrances, which I’ve rigged up with an automatic opener so I can drive right in.

I drive across the empty warehouse floor towards the three boxes.

Chastity

I am fucking the billionaire.

He’s thrusting hard into me and I’m bouncing up and down eagerly in his lap, facing him, straddling him.

His wife is playing with her pussy as she watches me, her bright fingernails dancing, glittering as she toys with her clit.

She reaches over with one hand to squeeze my tits, and I bring my hands up and squeeze her hand to my full, firm breasts, kneading myself, maximizing my own pleasure.

I’m very close.

“Are you going to cum, little whore?” she asks sweetly.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moan and I throw my head back and cry out.

But I don’t cum.

I never do.

I’m close, of course. I’m very close. The pleasure is intense, my whole body is filled with heat, and I’m literally surfing on the edge of one, every muscle right on the verge.

But I don’t cum.

It doesn’t take much art to fake an orgasm, especially when you’re really close. It’s just like… you stop moaning and relax, and people think you’re done.

That’s about all it takes.

I don’t know why it’s always like that.

I enjoy the fucking of course.

But it’s like that last little piece of myself I can’t quite give away, maybe.

I don’t know whether I should be ashamed of that or proud of it.

I collapse off the rich guy’s cock, panting, onto the side seat of the limo, and Nadia climbs onto his still throbbing cock.

And then the side door of the limo begins to slide open.

Vladimir

I open the door and when the billionaire turns towards me his face is already contorting with anger at my interruption.

The handheld Taser weapon that I’m using fires two small darts attached to wires that deliver a shock of 50,000 volts. This is enough to scramble somebody’s brain for a few minutes, and is painful, but doesn’t cause any permanent damage.

One of the darts hits him in the side of the face, and the other hits him in his bare shoulder.

The electricity flows through him … and into his wife, who is bouncing up and down on his dick.

Both of them jolt and shudder, as the electricity crackles and hums through them, and their eyes roll into their heads, and they collapse onto the seat.

And she looks at me.

Her.

Chastity

Him.

His face is chiseled now, and his hair is close cropped. He’s wearing a white shirt and he has a gun tucked into his belt.

His eyes are gleaming in his head like emeralds.

He looks so fucking gorgeous.

I have a moment to think that, before I realize I’m about to piss myself with terror.

He’s the spitting image of what his brother used to look like.

And he’s pointing the gun at me now …

Vladimir.

Her.

Her hair is blonde now. Her face is covered with smeared makeup but is rosy, flushed with sex.

Her beautiful big tits are bouncing as she struggles to stand up, to get out of the way, to cover herself, to take aboard all this new information, this sudden change in the evening.

She looks so fucking gorgeous.

I feel my dick starting to harden.

“Stop,” I say, in a low graveyard voice.

Her face cracks apart as she looks at me; her lips tremble. “You,” she whispers. “Vlad. What … how …”

“Shut up,” I say, and wave the gun at her, my silenced 9mm Glock, waving her to step out of the car.

She fumbles with her dress and I say, “Forget it. Leave it. Out. Now.”

She looks at me and tears are spilling from her eyes now, making more streaks in her streaked makeup.

She looks so hot.

I want to take her in my arms. I want to hold her and tell her not to be afraid.

But telling her that would be a lie.

To be continued!
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By Natasha Stevens (writing as Dahlia Morgan)

The Night Kitten flew backwards as the door burst open and hit her in the face. She tumbled over the kitchen table and crashed to the floor in a clatter of cutlery and shattered dishes, a tangle of black leather and long blond hair. 

“KNOCK KNOCK!” laughed the Heckler as he and his thug stormed into the room, slamming the door behind them.

She raised her head woozily to look at the two men standing above her.

The Heckler and his thug grinned down at her.

“Heckler, come in. You’re just in time for dinner,” she said, wiping a trickle of blood from the corner of her mouth.

He took off his purple bowler hat, revealing his frizzy balding head of red hair, and hung it on the coat rack.  “And you’re going to be the main course, bitch,” he said.

The Heckler was dressed as usual – an ill-fitting checkered sport coat and baggy trousers over a stained white shirt with red suspenders, a red carnation, and a  red bow-tie. He also wore a black domino mask covering his eyes.  The thug was dressed in more traditional thug attire – jeans and a black t-shirt and a leather  jacket, although he also wore a domino mask.

She leapt to her feet and lashed her foot out in a crescent kick at the Heckler’s head; he was fast for a fat man, but not fast enough to evade the Night Kitten.  Her foot swiped into his head with a loud THWAK and he flew backwards against the wall.

Fortunately she was still wearing her black leather uniform and high-heeled boots; she enjoyed the feel of the leather so much she often relaxed around the safe house in her costume. 

She dropped to a crouch coming out of the kick and jumped at the thug; regrettably this thug must be a bit Enhanced as well, because he blocked her tiger-claw strike at his face and grabbed her arm in a jiu-jitsu lock.

Then she saw the Heckler moving forward, extending his hand, and there was a bright flash behind her eyes and everything went dark.

When she came to, she was being held upright, with the thug holding her arms behind her back.

The Heckler smiled and held up his palm – there in the center of it was a plastic “joy buzzer” – a small electrode. “50,000 volts,” he said. “About like the usual police taser. But a bit more discreet and HANDY!” he said, guffawing with laughter.

“The hell do you want, Heckler?” muttered the Night Kitten, through clenched teeth. Her blonde hair was falling in her eyes and her domino mask had slid a little on the left side – she’d be damned if she’d ask them to fix it, however.

“I told you already, sugartits! I want to eat you like a fucking cupcake. And lick all the crumbs off my mustache,” he smiled, twirling one end of his waxed walrus mustache.

“How did you find this place?” she asked. It was one of five non-descript safe-house apartments she kept around the city.

“Oh, you’d be surprised what I know. One thing I really have ALWAYS wondered, though – me and the rest of the criminal community – what DO you wear underneath that leather jumpsuit?”

He gripped the zipper tab of the black leather jumpsuit she wore, and pulled it down a few inches, so that more of her deep cleavage was displayed.

“NO!” she screamed. “HECKLER, NO!”  She struggled but the muscular thug held her in his concrete grip. She raised her legs and kicked out at the Heckler and he slapped her again with the stun-buzzer, and she cried out and went limp.

“Such a smart girl, and yet so fucking stupid. What the fuck were you thinking, huh? Why steal from a guy like me, when there are plenty of harmless doctors and internet executives out there to steal from?” He chortled his deep belly-laugh again.

He pulled the zipper on her jumpsuit down to her belly button, revealing her large breasts in a black sports bra.

“Huh,” said the Heckler. “Sports bra. I was expecting something a little more frilly and lacy for some reason. Anyway! ” He reached his big white freckled hands down and grabbed her big breasts; semi-conscious, the Night Kitten stirred and mewled, protesting weakly.

“Can, uh, I get some of that, boss?” asked the thug.

“Maybe I’ll give you sloppy seconds, but only after I’m WELL finished with her,” laughed the Heckler again in his belly-shaking rumbling laugh.

Suddenly the window in the small kitchen exploded inward and a black armored figure burst through it in a shower of glass and flew into the room, screaming, “STOP IT, HECKLER!”

The armored figure flew feet first into the Heckler, knocking him backwards. The Heckler grunted and slammed against the refrigerator, then tumbled to the floor.

The thug released Night Kitten and rushed at the armored figure; the two large men collided in the center of the kitchen with a crash of muscle, bone and polycarbonate Kevlar armor.

The thug smashed a flurry of blows into the helmet and chestplate of the armored invader, but was then driven backwards by a side kick and a hammer fist that smashed his nose and knocked him down; the armored figure kicked the thug in the head with a large black boot and the thug finally collapsed in a heap, 

Without pausing, the armored intruder picked up the Heckler by the front of his coat and slammed the fat man against the wall hard. The armored man grabbed the Heckler’s wrist and twisted the hand and the electrode in the palm back at the face of the Heckler.

“Dark Spider,” gasped the Hecker. “No need for the fisticuffs! You want to be first, hey, man, go ahead!”

“SHUT YOUR FILTHY MOUTH!” roared Dark Spider, his voice hoarse and raspy behind the faceplate of the helmet he wore. “You fucking scum. I knew you were low, but I didn’t know you were THIS low. “

“Thanks Dark Spider,” gasped the Night Kitten behind him.

And then she laid her hand on his neck, in the small space between polycarbonate armor  plates – and the Dark Spider saw a white flash behind his eyes and crumpled unconscious to the floor in a clatter of armor and shattered dishes and broken glass.

The Heckler straightened the lapel of his sport coat. “Jesus, lady. He just about kicked the shit outta me.”

“Quit your complaining,” she said, removing the 50,000 volt joy buzzer the Heckler had given her from her hand. “I got shocked twice and you got to feel my tits. Your goon might have a cracked skull. You got off easy.”

“Aye,” he said. “The feeling of your glorious mammaries did indeed make me the lucky one in this transaction. So far, at least,” he said and winked, prodding the still-unconscious Dark Spider with his foot. “This is your lucky night, Dark Spider.”

The Heckler helped his thug get shakily to his feet; the man didn’t seem to have any broken bones, being Enhanced, but he probably had a concussion. “He’ll be okay,” said Heckler. “Anyway, we’re even now, hmm?”

“We are,” said the Night Kitten. She’d retrieved a shipment of the Heckler’s hallucinogenic drugs that a Russian gang had hijacked at the port. “Your drugs are in a white Land Cruiser parked outside.” She handed him the keys. “You want this shock thingie back?”

“No, you hold on to it. Thank you kindly for re-obtaining my hallucinogens, Night Kitten, and again thanks for the hooteriffic evening.”  The Heckler put on his hat and looked down at Dark Spider. “I mean, if it was just me I’d do something normal and old-fashioned like shoot him in the face.”

Night Kitten smiled at the Heckler. “Heckler, if we were normal old fashioned criminals, would we run around In these weird costumes? ”

His hearty deep belly laugh filled the room.

“Help me get him into the other room and onto the table, before you go,” she said.

When Dark Spider awoke, he was shackled, chained hand and foot, to a large padded table. As well, steel bands secured him around the waist, across the chest, and around the neck.

He struggled to turn his head – it was difficult with his helmet on while secured to the table, his head was supported partially by some kind of headrest. All of his armor, his costume, was still in place; but he noticed his utility belt was hanging over the back of a nearby chair.

“Wakey wakey,” said Night Kitten.

She stepped up next to the table and looked down at him, still wearing her black domino mask and her leather jumpsuit.

“What the hell have you done to me, Kitten?” demanded Dark Spider.

“Well, an incapacitating shock, and then a bit of bondage, obviously, my dark darling,” she said.

“But . . . this, why did you . . . you’ve never done anything like this before. Are you working for the Heckler?”

“Ha! No, in this case he was working for me. I called in a favor.”

“Why?” he said, voice tight.

“Hmmm, well, would you believe just because I wanted to get to know you better?” she said, smiling. “I’m not sure you would have accepted my invitation for cupcakes and cappuccino.”

He was silent.

“Anyway, wait here a second, I’m going to change into something less comfortable.”

She disappeared into the attached closet, and when she emerged, Dark Spider gasped audibly. She was an incredibly attractive woman at the best of times, in her tight leather jumpsuit and high-heeled boots, but now . . .

She wore a tight leather bustier, her large breasts and deep cleavage jaw-droppingly displayed. She also wore a black leather thong. On her long muscular legs were a pair of black thigh-high stockings connected by a gater belt to her waist, and on her feet were a pair of six-inch stilettos.

She wore a pair of black lace gloves, and the same domino mask; her long curly blond hair was casually drawn back in a pony-tail.

“Kitten …” began Dark Spider. “What the hell are you doing … “

She smiled down at him. “Oh this? I can’t wear this on the street, too often, you know, it’s not very practical. Not much leg protection. But I like to wear it during an interrogation.”

“Interrogation?” he said. “What . . . ?”

“First of all – is it Dark Spider, or THE Dark Spider?”

He made a rude noise. “Just Dark Spider. And you? The Night Kitten, or just Night Kitten?”

“Truthfully, I can’t decide myself.”

“What is it you want to know? My secret identity?” he asked.

“Not particularly. I mean, I left your helmet on, didn’t I?”

“Hmm,” he said.

“So, okay, here’s the second question of the interrogation – how long have you been watching me?”

He didn’t answer for a moment. “I’ve been looking for you ever since you stole that collection of Faberge eggs from the art museum.”

“That wasn’t the question,” she said sweetly. “The question was, how long have you been watching me?”

He was silent. “I’ve had you under surveillance for about a week,” he said.

“Surveillance,” she said, giving the word a musical tone. “Isn’t that just another word for, like, stalking, baby?”

He said nothing.

“I know you’ve been on that rooftop across the street for the last week, Dark Spider. And I know I’ve been undressing with the windows open. What I want to know is, did you watch me?” She was leaning down over the one-way visor to his helmet, wondering what his eyes looked like, wondering if his face was red with shame.

Dark Spider immediately began struggling fiercely against his bonds; there was a loud POP and a hum of electricity and he grunted, shuddered for a moment and then lay still.

“Oh, didn’t I mention,” said the Night Kitten, “that if you struggle with the chains, you might activate an electrical current which might well painfully incapacitate you?”

He just growled at her. “What do you want, lady?”

She moved her body sinuously and cupped her own breasts through the tight leather bustier. “I’m asking the questions tonight, Dark Spider. And the third question is, did you like watching me?”

“You know very well you’re attractive,” he said in a clipped voice.

She smiled.

“Listen, Kitten,” he continued, “kidnapping is a serious federal offense. And did you . . . am I drugged?” His voice was growing thick.

“Just a little sodium pentothal, darling. Nothing serious. Yeah, kidnapping is a serious offense. Stalking is a pretty serious offense, as well. You’re not a legally recognized officer of the law … or are you?”

“No,” he replied. “Private citizen. I was trying to get those Faberge eggs back and apprehend you, a wanted felon. Laws pertaining to bounty hunting sanction my activities,” he said sullenly.

“Oh really. And if I check your utility belt there, and I going to find some video footage of me undressing in my apartment?”

He didn’t answer again.

She laughed, a liquid, musical sound. “Relax, sweetheart. I’m not going to hurt you. Like I said, mainly I just wanted to talk to you.”

She began unstrapping his heavy black boots and removing them.

“STOP IT!” he yelled in a slurred voice.

“Just want you to be more comfortable, sweetheart.” She removed both the boots and his socks, tossing them casually on the floor. “Gitchy-gitchy-goo,” she said and scratched one fingernail down the sole of his foot.

Dark Spider twitched and spasmed and emitted an involuntarily chuckle. “Quit it!”

“That’s better!” she said, pleased, and tickled his other foot. He chuckled and spasmed again, this time so violently that he received a small shock.

“Oops!” she said. “Well, pleasure and pain go together sometimes, surely a guy who runs around the streets in armor pounding on criminals realizes that.”

“Listen. I don’t know what you’re doing, but let me go now, and I won’t . . .”

“Won’t what?” she said, leaning over the dark faceplate of his helmet, displaying her cleavage to him. “Won’t spank me?”

He didn’t answer, but she could hear his heavy breathing inside his helmet.

“We’ve tangled a few times, but you know there’s always been the sort of sexual tension between us. Tonight we’re going to work through that, that’s all.” As she spoke she walked around the table, cupping her own breasts and looking down at him thoughtfully.

“You know I’m not a real bad guy,” she continued. “So I move expensive things from one rich asshole to another rich asshole occasionally. The things you’ve seen on the street, I’m sure you don’t consider that very high on your list of crime-fighting priorities.”

“You break the law. You’re part of the problem,” he said, sounding a bit unconvinced, his voice now very slurred from the pentothal.

“Well, do I look like a bad person?” she asked sweetly, and pulled the cups of the bustier down, revealing her big breasts, pale in the moonlight coming in through the window.

He made a low moaning noise, but didn’t answer.

“Now, you on the other hand, in all this black armor, red highlights and the red spider insignia? You’re scary as hell.” she said.

She caressed her own breasts, thoughtfully, rubbing her erect nipples with her thumbs. “It must get awfully hot under there, though,” she said.

He made another grunting noise in response.

She ran her hand down the ballistic Kevlar plate on his chest, and moved it down to the formed codpiece over his crotch.

“Now, I’m guessing you’ve designed this so that you can open it quickly to use the bathroom,” she said. “That’s just common sense. You strike me as a guy who knows the importance of staying hydrated. I mean, there must be a . . . ah! Here we go!” she detached the codpiece place, which connected with a buckled strap around his waist. Underneath there was a zipper in the leather pants he wore underneath it.

“Night Kitten,” said Dark Spider, softly, breathlessly. “What are you doing? You can’t …”

“Can’t what?” she asked sweetly.

He didn’t respond.

She pulled down his zipper of his trousers slowly and opened the fly of his pants.

“Hmmm, briefs rather than boxers. Somehow I’m not surprised,” she said, and inserted her cool hand into the waistband of his underwear and soon his huge, fully erect cock was protruding towards the ceiling.

“Night Kitten,” he said. “This isn’t . . . why are you doing this?”

“Shhhh,” she said, languidly stroking his pulsing thick-veined cock with one lace-gloved hand and teasing her own breasts and nipples with the other hand. She looked up and down the length of his armored form on the table before her as his body began to shudder with lust.

“Do you want me to stop, baby?” she asked, in a musical voice. “If you want me to stop, just say so.”

He grunted.

“What?” she asked, leaping catlike onto the table and kneeling between his legs, still stroking his cock slowly.  “I didn’t quite understand that last part, Dark Spider. I asked you if you wanted me to stop,” she said playfully.

“No,” he said, voice low and rasping. “I don’t want you to stop.”

She sat on her knees between his legs and leaned over his cock, looking up at him. “Say it again, Dark Spider. Tell me that you don’t want me to stop touching your cock.”

“I don’t want you to stop touching my cock,” he said, hoarsely.

“Good boy,” she said. “Good little spider.”

She began rubbing the swollen purple head of his cock against her big hard pink nipples, and she purred in pleasure as Dark Spider made a choking growling noise beneath his mask and his hips began bucking.

“Do you want me to put it between my tits?” she asked, looking up at him through a few stray locks of her hair, smiling.

“Oh god, yes,” growled Dark Spider.

“It’s a bit of a disadvantage with tits like this,” she said. “Leaves me a little vulnerable in a fight, and it’s hard to wiggle thorough small windows and stuff. Mmmmm . . . but they do have their uses.”

She engulfed his cock between her big firm breasts, and he let out a hoarse moan of pleasure.

“Do you like it, Spider?” she asked. She held her tits together and massaged Spider’s cock with them, moving in a slow and gentle rhythm.

“I like it,” he said. “Oh, god, I love it.”

“Do you want me to put it in my mouth?”

He just moaned.

“Answer me, Spider.”

“Yes, I want you to put it in your mouth.”

“What do you want more, me to return the Faberge eggs I stole, or for me to put your cock in my mouth?”

“Your mouth,” he gasped.

“Come on, Spider. Full sentences,” she taunted him.

“I want you to put my cock in your mouth, oh god, I don’t care about the Faberge eggs anymore,” he grunted, his hips spasming, the Kevlar plates on his armor rattling.

She released his cock and reached over to a smaller end table to the side of the padded table upon which Night Spider lay. She paused to plant a kiss on the faceplate of Dark Spider’s helmet, and then held up the squeeze bottle.

She held it over his cock and distributed a generous squirt of the viscous liquid onto his cock, and then used her fingers to cover his engorged member with it.

“What . . .?” he said.

“Honey, of course,” she replied, and extended her hot wet tongue to lick up the shaft of his thick pulsing rod.

“Oh my god,” exclaimed Night Spider, moaning in deep uncontrolled grunts.

She slowly licked up and down the shaft of his cock, swirling her tongue around the head, until he was nearly howling with pleasure, and then she took the swollen, pulsing cock into her mouth.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around his cock as she relaxed her throat and slowly forced as much of his big dick as possible into his mouth, until her nose touched the moist curls of his pubic hair and she gagged.

“Oh god,” she grunted. “I’ve dreamed about this for so long,” she said in a voice quavering with pleasure.

“Me too,” he gasped. “Oh god, I’ve wanted you for so long.”

She forced his cock into her mouth again, and began moving it in and out quickly, her lips molded tightly and lovingly around it, using her hand at the same time, occasionally removing his penis to flick and swirl her tongue over the swollen purple head.

“Oh god please I’m going to cum oh god please don’t stop!” yelled Spider.

She forced the cock deep into her mouth as the pulsing intensified and his body stiffened and shuddered; with a cry of mortal agony, of deep exultation and shame combined, Dark Spider orgasmed in steaming salty bursts into the Night Kitten’s hot eager mouth.

She sat up and looked at him. By the shuddering and hollow moaning sounds he was making, she thought he might be crying. “I’ve never felt like this before,” he moaned.

“Ohhh, shhhh, baby, shhhhh,” she said soothingly and planted another kiss on the faceplate of his visor. “It’s okay, Spider. It’s okay. Isn’t this better than fighting in the streets? Or sitting on the rooftop watching me?”

He didn’t reply. She heard his heavy breathing.

She leapt gracefully off the table – impressive enough in itself, but more impressive since she was wearing stiletto heels -- and began to undress. She removed the bustier and her panties, but left her garter belt, stockings and heels on.

She picked up his utility belt and examined it.

“Hey,” he said weakly. “Don’t touch that.”

She opened a few of the pouches connected to it. “Let me see here. The usual stuff, but I’m guessing you’ve got a … ah ha! Yep.”

She turned back to him, holding the square foil pouch that held a condom.

“They can be useful in a lot of different situations,” said Dark Spider in a low voice. “You can fill one with drinking water in an emergency, for example.”

“Mmmm, is that so,” said Night Kitten. “They’re useful for preventing pregnancy when people fuck, too. Did you know that?” she said matter-of-factly.

He didn’t answered, although he rattled one of the chains that bound him.

She removed the condom from the foil envelope, and touched Dark Spider’s still-turgid cock with the other hand, squeezing blood into it, and then pulled the condom on over it.

Dark Spider made a soft, indeterminate sound somewhere inside his helmet.

She climbed onto the table and straddled him, rubbing her shaved pussy against his semi-erect member.

“Mmmm,” she said, reaching up to squeeze and lift her own breasts. “That feels so good. I love the way your leather pants feel under me. Some people like that PVC shit, or ripstop nylon or whatever, but give me good old fashioned leather any day.

“I considered slipping you some Viagra, when I dosed you with the pentothal, but I figured, a guy who spends his free time brawling with street crooks probably has some testosterone to spare,” she said, smiling up at the ceiling as she caressed her own breasts and slid the wet slit of her pussy the length of his rapidly-thickening cock.

“Have you got a woman, Night Spider? I don’t see you on TV with the other heroes.”

“I . . . no. Not really.”

“Mmm. The problem of this secret identity thing – you can’t share this part of you with some chick you meet in a bar, and when you’re out as Dark Spider, you’re trying to catch bad guys, not meet girls.”

“Yeah,” he whispered.

“Of course there are plenty of clubs in this city where you could laid pretty much immediately if you went in there in this kind of costume . . . but that’s not your scene, hmmm? Don’t want to tarnish the Dark Spider name. What about the other heroes, the female ones?”

“What about them?” he said.

“Well, for example, Warrior Women. Have you ever fucked her? She’s one tough bitch, I’ve fought her a few times.”

“No. She doesn’t . . . they don’t. . .” 

“She doesn’t go for you?”

“No.”

“You’re not one of the popular superheroes? A bit too brooding, dark and scary?”

He didn’t speak for a long moment. “I guess. I don’t see those guys much.”

“Yeah, you work alone. Like me. I’m sitting here considering your secret identity – I’m guessing you’re something blue collar, maybe a cop during the day, or a firefighter, former soldier? Somehow I’m guessing you’re not secretly wealthy. I envision you working out alone in your small room somewhere, watching MMA fights.”

He didn’t answer.

“Hey, I’m not criticizing. I clear a fair bit of money with art theft of course, but I spend a lot of time surrounded by people who don’t know me, or people who I hate.”

“Things are tough all over,” he said.

“So what was it like up there on the rooftop, watching me? You made videos, didn’t you?” she asked.

He paused. “Yes,” he said quietly.

“It turned me on so much when I knew you were watching me,” she whispered, pinching her own nipples between thumb and forefinger. “I came home and thought about you while I undressed. Did you watch me every night this week?”

“Yes,” he grunted.

“Oh, good. And did you watch me when I touched myself?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice strangled.

“Like you’re watching me now?”

“Yes.”

“You had good binoculars up there on the roof, I hope.”

“I did.”

“Did you touch yourself, while I touched myself? I thought about you doing it up there … . jacking off on that cold dirty rooftop while you watched me, here in my nice comfortable bed, fingering my pussy and thinking about you.” She spoke softly, hypnotically, while she rode him, moving her hips in gentle circles, his cock rapidly swelling beneath her.

He made another strangled groan.

“Oh you did, didn’t you? Did you blow loads right there on the roof? Or did you catch it in a handkerchief, something like that, so as not to leave any DNA evidence behind?”

He was making a low tortured moan now.

“How did you feel up there, all alone? Didn’t you want to come down here and just come in the window and take me?”

“Oh god, I did. I wanted to come in here and fuck you so much,” he moaned.

“But you were afraid?”

“I . . . not just afraid . . . I couldn’t . . . I can’t . . .”

“Because I’m the bad guy, and you’re the good guy?”

He made a low miserable moan.

“I think you’re ready to go now,” she said, reaching down and taking his cock, which was once again hard and straight and beginning to pulse.

She rubbed the latex-covered rod against her labia and gasped in pleasure, and then pulled it straight and sank down on it, crying out in pleasure as she did so.

“Oh god, Spider,” she moaned. “I love your cock so much.” Her hands came up again to feel her own breasts.

She slowly raised herself up, sliding up the length of his cock until only the head was still inside her, and paused, making a little whimpering noise, looking down at him, pinching her own hard nipples, and then sank down on him again, and both of them screamed in pleasure.

Dark Spider was making a whining, growling noise like a kicked dog now.

He bucked his hips against her. “Please,” he said. “Faster.”

“Ohhhh,” she said. “I’m liking it slow,” she said.

“Please,” he said, whimpering. “Faster.”

She bounced down hard on his cock again, his big cock pummeling her g-spot, causing her to shiver, and then the two of them began moving faster, totally in sync, lifting and falling together, the heat and pressure building at the juncture where their bodies, and souls, met.

Then, as they both came nearer to the climax, Dark Spider began pulling against his chains.

There was a loud POP as the electrical current rushed through the chains, and into Dark Spider … and into the Night Kitten.

Both of them screamed as the current rushed through them, their bodies jolting and shuddering as they were both driven to orgasm by the electrical current, and by their own fiery surging lust.

They both collapsed unconscious. The Night Kitten fell forward onto Dark Spider’s chest.

Exhausted, completely spent, the two of them slept peacefully.

An indeterminate time later, Dark Spider came back to consciousness.

The Night Kitten was getting dressed, putting on her black leather jumpsuit over a black sports bra and cotton panties.

She turned, hearing the chains and armor rattle as he stirred. “Just rest there, baby. Before I leave I’ll put your utility belt on top of you. I’m sure you’ve got something to help you escape, right? It’s what we do.”

“Yeah, I can escape any trap. Unless I don’t want to escape.”

She smiled at him. “I really enjoyed it, Dark Spider.”

“Will we … do this again?” he asked.

She bent down and kissed the visor of her face place, placing his utility belt on the table near where his hand was shackled. “I’m leaving a key to this safe house on the kitchen table. You can take it. We’ll share this safe house, how about that? But put in a new window, will you?”

“I know you have other places. How often do you come here?”

“I come here … occasionally. We’ll see what happens. No certainties or promises in this life,” she said.

“No,” he said. “No certainties. No promises.”

She leapt out the broken kitchen window and onto the fire escape, and disappeared into the night.

To be continued in … THE NIGHT KITTEN BOUND!
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The Night Kitten has come up with an ingenious plan to deal with her rival, the corrupt but popular sports hero / realty show star / costumed vigilante Warrior Woman. Her plan is to hack into Warrior Woman’s personal computer webcam and show the world what Warrior Woman really is.

But in a dark warehouse, Night Kitten finds the tables turned on her, and find herself captive and helpless and the blackmailer might become the blackmailed …

Warning! This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual acts as well as some violence. It is intended only for people over the age of 18 who love a good exciting story … with a bit of kink. Get it HERE on Amazon!


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this collection, be sure and leave a review or a link on the erotica forum of your choice. Believe me, it really helps a new author get established!

Also, if you’d like to see anymore of these characters, be sure and say so in a review, or in a comment at my website www.natashastevensbooks.com.

I mean, I’m sure we’re all wondering what’s going to happen between Black Alpha and Ivan Volkov, right?

Again, thanks for reading!


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get  BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon!
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He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …
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18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …

This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

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

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

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

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

But that would be a lie.

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

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!


[image: ]

An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

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

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

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

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

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

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


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

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