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I OWN YOU: PART ONE

He picked the lock on the front door – it took him less than a minute – and quietly entered the house.

The house was still and moonlight shone through the windows and puddled on the floor. His eyes had adjusted to the dimness already; he had been waiting, hidden, in the park across the street for hours. He could see everything he needed to see.

She’d been drinking wine with some friends and they’d left about an hour before, and now the lights in the house had gone out.

He crept quietly through the house. He knew the floor plan well already and there was no hesitation as he went down a side hallway towards her bedroom.

He struggled to keep his breathing under control as he gently pushed open the door to her room.

She lay quietly on her back, one arm above her head, the other resting on her stomach, her breasts rising and falling softly with her breath. He knew they were 32 C cups from the tags in the underwear he had stolen a few days before.

He took out his telephone and began making a video of her as she slept. There was a night-vision type feature on the camera, but he thought she would show up well enough in the moonlight coming through the large window. Her face was innocent and perfect in the pale light, her skin alabaster. Her red hair spread across the pillow.

She slept quietly, her full lips parted just slightly.

He stroked the bulge in his jeans as he looked at her. She was only half-covered by the sheet; she wore a sheer thin tank top with spaghetti straps.

Her head rolled to the side slightly with a soft sigh.

It was very difficult to control himself, to keep his breathing even. But he’d had a lot of practice in situations far more difficult than this.

He stroked his cock through his jeans as he watched her breasts rising and falling slowly with her breath. He could see the dark shadows of her nipples, a slight bulge, under the white top.

Finally he slowly reached over and touched one of the dark shadows, gently stroking it with his forefinger.

The nipple slowly puckered and hardened through the thin tank top; her breath caught and she groaned softly, lazily slapping his hand away and rolling onto her side.

He smiled.

She had tossed the sheet off her; it was a warm night. Now he could see her ass, smooth and muscular and round, in her tiny white string panties.

He continued to film her with the video on his phone, stroking himself.

He reached over and gently placed his palm on one of her ass cheeks, cupping it. God, so warm

She lay still, but he thought that the rhythm of her breathing had changed.

He could barely keep himself from panting as he moved one finger between her ass cheeks and touched her pussy gently through her panties.

It was such a thrill how warm it was. He felt like he could cum without even touching himself.

She shuddered a little and he felt her ass and legs clench suddenly as she woke with a start.

He wrapped his hand with her long red hair and clamped his other hand over her mouth, dropping the phone on the bed.

“Don’t scream,” he said. “Don’t fucking move.”

She squealed into his hand as her eyes widened in terror for a moment as she awoke fully, as she focused on him, as she realized what was happening. She began trying to squirm out of his grip.

Finally she felt his strength, realized it, admitted her own weakness, and nodded her head with a whimper.

“If you’re a good girl, I won’t hurt you. Okay?”

She groaned softly, her voice muffled by his hand. “Mmm-hmmm!”

He kept his hand on her mouth. “Do you know why I’m here?”

She shook her head, her body trembling.

He looked down at her body and licked his lips. “I’ve been watching you for a long time, do you know that?” he said calmly.

She groaned fearfully into his hand and he felt a tear rolling down her cheek onto his hand.

He bent down and kissed the tear away. “Shhh, don’t be scared. I said I won’t hurt you.”

He finally removed his hand from her mouth.

She breathed deeply, her eyes glaring into his and he leaned in to kiss her gently on the forehead, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and hatred.

“Am I going to have to tie you up, or are you going to be a good girl?” he asked.

She bit her lip timidly and looked down. “What … what do you want? Why are you here? What are you … going to do?”

“I’m just going to teach you a few things … about why it’s important not to torment men.” His voice was calm and even.

Her bottom lip quivered. “I don’t … torment men.”

“Of course not. You’re just a sexy little slut, aren’t you?”

She growled bitterly back at him. “I’m not a slut!”

“So you’re a good girl? So you’ll do whatever I say?”

“Yes … I … yes. Just … don’t hurt me.”

“I told you I won’t hurt you as long as you’re a good girl.”

He kissed her cheek again. She recoiled.

“You don’t recognize me,” he said. “You don’t know who I am.”

She looked at him. Maybe she did. She’d seen pictures of him. . .

“You put my brother in the hospital,” he said through gritted teeth.

She looked at him, terror and realization in her eyes.

“I didn’t,” she finally said. “He did that to himself.”

“Those things you did put him there,” he spat. “Those things you did to him.”

“It … I … you can’t know that. You can’t say that. I didn’t … You weren’t there.”

“I’m saying it. He’ll never tell anyone else those things. But he told me.”

“You were away. You were in … he said … Iraq?”

“And I came back when my brother tried to kill himself. Because of you. After he wrote me a letter explaining all the things you did to ruin his life.”

She shook her head. “It’s … not … I can’t … people do things, say things, when they’re angry that …”

He spoke again. “My brother doesn’t lie. You know what you did, and you know what you said, and you know what it did to him. Nothing you could ever be convicted for … but you killed him. He’s still breathing, but you killed him with the things you said and did to him. As surely as if you’d shot him.”

His voice was quavering with contained anger and she felt herself trying to shrink back into the bed. She shook her head. “I never … “

He stared at her witheringly, his dark eyes blazing, and she looked down, hopelessly.

“He wouldn’t want this,” she said finally. “He wouldn’t want you to do this to me.”

“He’s in a coma. He doesn’t want anything.”

She stared at her hands, tears now flowing freely down her face.

He picked up the phone and started filming her again.

She quivered in fear. “What are you going to do? Please don’t hurt me.”

“Take that little top off now,” he said.

She blushed heavily, the blush visible even in the dim moonlight, as her trembling hands gripped the bottom edge of her top and slowly peeled it over her head, revealing her breasts.

“Very nice,” he whispered. “Your nipples are so hard … I like it. Are they sensitive?”

She looked down, humiliated and angry. “Oh god,” she said.

“Answer me,” he warned her.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, they’re sensitive.”

“Do you like to touch them?”

She bit her lip and whined, “Yes.”

He continued to film her as he spoke.

“Do you like to squeeze them? Or play with the nipples? Or both?”

“I … just play with them. The nipples.”

“Good girl. Answer my questions honestly. You’re a good girl.”

She nodded helplessly, more tears spilling from her eyes.

“Do you like it when men suck your nipples?”

He began to stroke her hair affectionately as he filmed her tear-streaked face and heaving breasts.

Her lip curled and trembled as she felt his hand on her hair. “Yes.”

“How do you feel now?”

“I’m scared,” she choked. “Humiliated. Exposed.”

“Yes, you are. You don’t feel so hot and in control now, do you?”

“No … no, I’m not in control.”

She was panting with fear and he was filming her breasts, heaving with fright as she struggled to control her breathing.

“Yes … so helpless and exposed. Helpless little slut. Nothing left but those little panties. Do you want to take them off now?”

Her voice broke in a quivering sob. She shook her head.

“What’s that?” he asked. “Answer me.”

“No,” she said.

“No?”

“I don’t want to … “

“You just want me to see your tits, and not your pussy? That sounds like a bad girl. That sounds like a tease. You’re not a little tease, are you?

“I … I didn’t want you to see my tits. I’ll … I’ll take them off if you want me to. But I don’t want to!”

“Hmmm … why did you take your top off then, if you didn’t want me to see your tits? And why do you let me see your lacy little panties?”

He was still filming with the camera, stroking the bulge in his crotch.

“Because you told me to do what you said, and I wouldn’t get hurt! So I did! I didn’t want to!”

“What I said was that I wouldn’t hurt you if you were a good girl. Does a good girl show a guy she just met her tits?”

She hissed bitterly. “Fuck you, asshole!”

He dropped the phone and grabbed a handful of her hair and with the other grabbed a nipple between thumb and forefinger and twisted it. “Bad little slut,” he said.

She shrieked and shuddered, grabbing at his arm weakly as she groaned, “OWWWW PLEASE STOP!”

He pinched harder.

“It hurrrrrts!” she hissed.

“You want me to be gentle, hmmm?”

“Don’t hurt me,” she pleaded.

He released the nipple and gently bent his head down to kiss it, still holding her hair.

She whimpered.

“Gentle like this, hmm?” he said. He stroked the hard nipple with his tongue.

Her breath caught.

“Gently, or hard?” he said. “You want me to use my teeth?”

She didn’t answer and he gave her other nipple a quick sharp bite.

She cried out.

“Answer me when I ask you a question. Hard, or gently?”

“No, no teeth!” she said. “Please … don’t … just … yes, be gentle.”

Her breath was quick and shallow, her body shuddering as his tongue slid across her sore nipple, her breath shaking as she looked down at him in shock.

“Say it.”

“I … like it gently.”

“You like it when I kiss your nipples gently?”

She sobbed. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I like it when you kiss my nipples gently.”

He raised his head and kissed her on her tear-stained cheek again. “Good girl.”

He bent his head down and took the other nipple into his hot wet mouth.

Her mouth dropped open and her head pressed back against the pillow. He felt her squirm weakly, her thighs pressing together, as another whimper escaped her lips.

He released her hair and took the other full breast in his hand and he sucked and licked and kissed her nipples, first one and then back to the other.

Her back arched and her hands fell limp to her side, surrendering her breasts to him, her breath coming fast now.

He moved his head down and kissed her stomach still fondling her breasts with his big rough hands.

She whimpered again and he felt her body go slack beneath him, her thighs parting slightly.

“Do you want to take your panties off now?”

He sat up, picking up the camera again, filming her as he stroked her hair and then reached over to touch her hard nipples again.

Her mouth hung open for a moment, her bottom lip quivering as she finally whimpered in defeat, “Yes.”

“Good girl.” He smiled down at her. “Ask me nicely if you can take them off.”

Her voice trembled with humiliation as she looked up into the camera and gasped, “Please can I take off my panties."

He stroked her hair. “Yes, you can take them off.”

She hooked her thumbs into the waist of the panties and slowly slid them down her thighs and off.

“Give them to me,” he said.

She held them up to him – a white thong with a bit of lace.

He took them and rubbed them on his cheek thoughtfully, smiling down at her. He slipped them into the back pocket of his jeans.

“Very good. Such a good girl. You like to masturbate, don’t you?”

“Please … “

“Please what?”

She didn’t say anything.

“Answer me. Do you like to masturbate?”

She nodded softly, looking down. “Yes.”

“I’ve watched you, you know. Through the window.”

She moaned, a sound of anguished humiliation, a sound of hopelessness.

“But you’re often under the cover. I couldn’t see how you did it. So tell me … how do you do it?”

She sobbed again. “I rub my clit.”

“Show me how you do it.” He said and held up the camera.

“No,” she choked fearfully. “No, god, please, just leave, leave me alone.”

“Touch yourself … and then I’ll go.”

She looked up at the camera and slowly slid her hand down her stomach, gasping.

“Good girl,” he said. “It’s okay.”

She reached down and rubbed one finger over her pussy lips, which were already swollen and moist. Her pussy quickly became very wet as she began rubbing her fingers around her clit in quick circles.

He watched, enrapt, continuing to film.

Her thighs tensed and she moaned, her hips lifting slightly.

He kissed her hard on the lips

Her eyes widened as she whined into his mouth, her body melting beneath him as her eyes fluttered.

He sat back up.

“Now touch your breasts with the other hand.”

A few more tears spilled down her pale perfect cheeks.

“It’s okay. Everything is okay … just do it. You want to do it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she answered. She moaned weakly as she rubbed one nipple with her fingers, brushing it, her hips rocking up as the humiliation heightened her arousal. She teased one nipple with her fingers, and then the other.

“How do you feel now?” he asked softly.

He began stroking his cock through his jeans again and then bent down to lick one of her hard nipples gently as she rubbed her own clit.

“I feel so weak … helpless … I’m at your mercy.”

“Just a helpless little slut, aren’t you?”

She groaned as her thighs began to quiver and her toes began to curl. “Yesss,” she hissed.

“Can you make yourself cum like this, you little slut?”

“Yessss,” she moaned.

He stepped back and put the phone on the nightstand, propped against the wall so it could capture them on the bed together in the moonlight.

She let out another moan of humiliated arousal. Her legs were spread wide now. He moved between them, kissing the inside of her thigh as she rubbed her clit.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” he said.

“Ohhh god,” she moaned, her hips lifting. “I’m about to …”

He plunged his mouth down on her pussy as she said it and forced his tongue as far into her as he could.

She cried out and her back arched, her whole body shaking as she broke and came hard, groaning and trembling like captured prey.

She collapsed back onto the bed, whimpered timidly, more tears rolling down her face, as she felt his tongue pressing inside her desperately lapping for her juice.

When she stopped shaking, he lifted his head and kissed her, sticking the tongue that had been fucking her tight cunt into her mouth.

She squirmed and tensed a moment before surrendering to the kiss, tasting her juice on his face. She broke the kiss and licked her juice off his chin.

His hands were on her ass and tits and he kissed her and they twined together on the moist tangled sheets.

“You said you’d leave after I did that,” she whimpered.

“Oh, I will leave. After I fuck you.”

She sobbed and hugged him tighter.

“Do you want me to fuck you now, slut? Or do you want to suck my cock first?”

She felt his rough hands on her and gasped breathlessly, “Fuck me … hard … please … take me now … take me like a little bitch …”

“Okay, little slut, get on all fours, and I'll take you like a bitch.”

She rolled onto her hands and knees, lowering her face to the mattress, moaning.

“Are you ready, little slut?”

“Yessss … “

“Are you a good girl?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “I’m a good girl.”

He opened his jeans and took out his stiff cock. He rubbed the swollen purple head against the lips of her pussy, which were glistening in the moonlight.

“I know you’re a good girl.” He grabbed her hair and slowly drove his hard cock into her from behind.

She clawed at the sheets and groaned out loudly, feeling his cock stretching her as he pressed it in slowly, making her feel it.

“You won’t tease anymore, will you?”

“No … no … I’ll be good.”  

“A good little slut, a good little whore,” he whispered.

He pulled his cock almost all the way out, leaving the head inside her.

She looked back over her shoulder at him, her folds spasming around him. “Please … please …”

“You want it?”

“Yes,” she begged. “Please … give it to me … “

He paused a moment, enjoying her whimpering, and then slammed the length of his cock into her.

She moaned out, her body shuddering, as she clutched the sheet with a growl.

“Ooooooh fuck!” she cried. “Fuck me … please … fuck me …”

He began thrusting steadily and smoothly into her while he pulled her hair hard. “You love to get fucked, don’t you … such a dirty little slut …”

Her body rocked with every thrust, her ass pressing back against him as she stretched her hands out in front of her in surrender.

He slapped her firm ass, hard. “Tell me what a little slut you are.”

She yelped and groaned, her toes curling, as she screamed out in humiliation, “I’m a fucking slut!”

He stepped up his rhythm, fucking her hard, pounding into her.

The bed rattled and the headboard banged against the wall.

“Get your hand up there, rub that clit again while I fuck you,” he gasped.

Her hand curled up under her, between her legs, rubbing her clit quickly.

He stepped up the pace, again, faster and deeper.

“Ohhh, god, OOOHHHHH I’m gonna cum!” she cried.

He felt her pussy tightening around him and her whole body started to quiver.

He touched his thumb to her asshole, feeling it clench, and she began squealing helplessly, cumming uncontrollably beneath him as he pounded into her.

The spasming warmth around his cock had barely ceased as he pulled out and shot hot white ropes of cum across her ass and back. He threw back his head and screamed at the ceiling.

When he’d stopped shaking, he released her and she collapsed onto the bed, sobbing.

He fell into bed beside her and put his arms around her.

She bit her lip and buried her face against his broad chest, sobbing.

“Good girl. Good little slut.”

“Yes.”

“You belong to me, now. Understand? I own you.”

She sniffled. “Yes. You own me.”

“I’m leaving now. But don’t worry. I’ll be back. I’m not going to tell you when. But I’ll be back.”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes sir.”

He kissed her on the cheek and stood up. He took the phone from the nightstand and disappeared into the night.

To be continued in …


I OWN YOU: PART TWO
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He visits her in her home again – this time in broad daylight. In the cold hard light of day, there is nowhere to hide.

What does he really want from her? What is the real story of the events leading to his brother’s suicide attempt?

Only one thing is clear -- he owns her …

Buy it HERE on Amazon! Only 99 cents!

Or BUY THE ENTIRE BUNDLED COLLECTION AS A COMPLETE NOVEL:
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Buy it HERE ON AMAZON! Only $2.99


If you liked that story, you might also like:
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Jana’s Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica

Jana is blond and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.

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; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.

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 ...

Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery?

This 45,000 word novel of BDSM and dark erotica is based on the collected Jana’s Journey stories, previously published. It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and an added epilogue.

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon


NAUGHTY BITS: FIVE STORIES OF DUBCON AND TABOO
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising voice in dark, taboo, and dubcon erotica and this collection features five of her hottest stories, which will take you to your limits – and beyond.

Included in this collection are:

TAKING THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER

The neighbor’s hot 18-year-old daughter is drunkenly staggering down the street, returning from a party; Richard, a 38-year-old divorcee who lives next door, offers to let her sober up in his house. After she passes out, can he resist such a beauty?

STEPDAD, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE

Victoria has a little problem – her Stepdad won’t have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around in front of him in her bra and panties. But he has a little idea to help her get rid of her sexual tension …

BOUND BY THE BURGLAR

Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife. She has everything a woman could want. But one night she wakes up and finds a stranger in her room. He ties her to the bed and tells her he’s only going to steal some things. When he threatens to steal a video that could permanently change her life, she offers him something more valuable – her body …

AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION

Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school. They have a little problem, however – they’ve been giving detention for sexting in class. They have some ideas for making detention with their English teacher a little more interesting however …

THE GARDENER AND THE TEENAGE TEASE

Karen is 18 years old and the pampered and spoiled daughter of a rich man; Mark is 29 and working as a gardener after getting out of the army. She thinks he's crude and low class; so why does she always sunbathe when he's around? He thinks she's a little tease; so why does he always watch her? But one day in the billiard room all the teasing is going to stop ... 

BUY NAUGHTY BITS: FIVE STORIES OF EROTICA 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 no t 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 www.natashastevenserotica.wordpress.com
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