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I OWN YOU: PART TWO

She opened the door and froze in place, her mouth dropping open in shock.

“Remember me, slut?” He smiled at her, pleasantly. He wore jeans and a grey t-shirt, and running shoes, and he looked normal and unthreatening, except for his muscles which were well-defined under the tight t-shirt.

She looked at him in shock and terror. “What do you want? Why are you here?”

He just smiled at her, calm and relaxed. “I told you I’d be back. Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

She glared at him. “No! I’m not … I’m going to call the police.”

He just smiled at her. More of a smirk, actually. “Are you?”  He held up his phone. “Are you going to let them watch the video I made?” His eyes were a bright and unrelenting blue; she hadn’t been able to see them in the dark when he had visited her in the night a week previously.

She looked at him, and then at the phone, and licked her lips. “It shows you raping me. You broke into my house and raped me. You’ll go to jail.”

He just smiled. “And you came like a little slut, didn’t you? Would you like to watch it again? Do you remember what you did? I know you had been drinking a bit.”

She looked down timidly, blushing in humiliation. “I … I remember.”

“And how would you feel if the police saw that? If your friends saw it? Your parents?”

She sobbed and tears rolled down her cheeks. “What do you want?”

“Be a good girl and open the door and invite me in.”

She sobbed again as she moved aside and let him inside, shutting the door behind him.

He stepped inside, looking around at the bright sun-soaked living room. Then he looked at her. “Did you miss me?”

She crossed her arms in front of her. She felt very vulnerable in a green sundress and sandals with no bra. “What do you want from me?”

He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, and she recoiled.

He smiled. “Come on, let’s sit down and talk like civilized adults.”

She hissed as she glared into his blue eyes. “You fucking raped me! And you want to talk like civilized adults!"

He just smiled at her again. “And you’re afraid I’ll touch you now?”

She nodded her head violently, tears spilling down her cheeks.

“Don’t worry. I won’t touch you. Unless you ask me to.”

She wiped a tear away. “Okay, fine. Talk.”

“I raped you … and you came like a little bitch slut, didn’t you?”

Her face broke and more tears rolled down her face. “I … I couldn’t help it!”

He moved closer. “You touched yourself for me, and let me film it. You let me watch while you played with yourself.”

“I know what happened!” She folded her arms across her breasts.

“Come on, let’s sit down. Maybe you’d like a drink?”

“I have friends coming over in a few hours! You can’t stay here! I'm not sitting down. You're going to talk or leave ...”

“Don’t you remember what we discussed last time? About being good.”

“I wasn’t in my right mind!” she yelled.

“No?”

“No! I was … confused, and terrified, and a little drunk.”

“And how do you feel now?”

“Angry!”

He smiled at her. “Of course, you will be. At first. But then you’ll realize that I’m trying to … make things right. Now let’s sit down, unless you want this video on the internet tonight.”

She bit her lip slowly walked over to the couch sitting down. “What do you want?”

“We can talk about my brother, if you want,” he said.

She looked away again. “I … I know he’s still in the coma. I called.”

“You called,” he sneered. “Isn’t that sweet. You called to see if he’s still in the coma that you put him in.”

“That’s not true!” she cried. “He did that to himself! I can’t help that!”

He just looked at her with his piercing bright blue eyes.

“I don’t know what he told you … but … it was only his side of it! How can you know what happened when you were away in Iraq?” she pleaded.

He just looked at her thoughtfully for a minute. “Well, let’s not talk about that yet. Let’s talk about what is a matter of public record.”

She looked at him.

“You had him co-sign a loan on a house for you, a house that you intended to resell, and that you have as yet been unable to resell.”

She looked at him, and then spoke again, “Well … I … he entered into that agreement of his own free will. He … it was just an investment, right? I mean, sometimes they don’t work out.”

His face clouded with anger. “Sometimes they don’t work out. And sometimes a man is so blinded by his … desire for you that he couldn’t think straight.”

“I … can’t help how he felt about me.”

He glared at her. “You don’t think you led him by his dick into fucking bankruptcy?”

She was looking at her hands. “He … he … I was going to pay him back.”

“You know his business was having problems. You know he shouldn’t have entered into something like that at that point,” he spat.

She looked down.

“What do you want?” she repeated. “Do you want money?”

“Like I said, I just want to make things right,” he said, and smiled again.

“By raping me?” she yelled. “You want revenge? Didn’t you get it?”

He held up the telephone. “And filming it. Don’t forget that.”

“And … you want to make me what? A sex slave?”

“Sex slave? I didn’t say anything about sex. You’re the one who mentioned sex.”

She looked down. “I know what you want,” she said softly.

“So what do I want?” he asked.

“You want to own me! You told me that! I remember! You’re going to use that video to make me do and say what you want. ”

“Hmm, and maybe what you want. Didn’t you enjoy the orgasms I gave you?”

She sobbed. “I don’t want to be a slave!”

“No?” he asked sweetly, and looked into her green eyes. She looked away, more tears coming.

“You didn’t answer my question. Why didn't you wear a bra today?  Were you expecting me?”

“I usually don’t at home. They’re uncomfortable,” she said softly.

“I know you have sensitive nipples. Did you take it off at home, or you didn't wear one at all today? 

“I never put one on today.”

“So your nipples were exposed all day. You like that, hmm, men looking at your nipples?”

She folded her arms across her breasts whimpering timidly, “Stop …”

“Stop what?”

“Talking and looking at me like that.”

“It’s okay; you can admit it, if you like it when men look at you. I know you liked it when I watched you.”

“I don’t! I just don’t wear a bra sometimes!”

“When I made a video of you touching yourself.”

“Stop!”

“And you never think about men watching you? Watching your tits? You were writhing on those sheets like a little bitch in heat when I watched you.”

She groaned as her knees clenched together, and she turned her face away. “You fucking bastard.”

He held up his phone. “Do you want to see yourself moaning? Cumming?”

She whined, “No … please nooo …”

“So you don’t enjoy it when men watch you? Only when I watch you?” He pulled up the video on his phone and pressed the screen and the video began: Her in the moonlight, on her bed, one hand between her legs, another teasing and playing with her nipples.

Her mouth dropped open, her bottom lip quivering as she watches her body writhing on the small screen, a tear rolling down her cheek. "Please turn it off ..."

He put his arm around her. “How does it make you feel to see yourself like that?”

She squirmed beneath his arm as a pained look came over her face. “Humiliated.”

“So helpless … so humiliated. So hot …” he kissed her on the cheek, gently.

“This would ruin me,” she said. “Please don’t show it to anybody.”

“Can you imagine how it would feel? If anybody saw this, except me?”

“Yes …”

“How would you feel?”

“I would … be destroyed. I would want to die.”

He pulled her a little closer.

“Don’t worry, you know I’d never betray you. I won’t tell anybody what a little whore you are. How you love it when I watch you.”

She groaned weakly, looking at his calm smug grim, knowing he had won.

“Does it make you hot, to watch that? I have to admit, it makes me hot.”

Her eyes fluttered slightly, and she looked at him, then looked down. “Yes,” she said.

He slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her closer and kissed her on the cheek

“I can give you a copy.”

She squirmed against him and put her hand on his hard thigh. “No … no thank you. Someone might find it.”

“I’ll keep it safe. So it isn’t uncomfortable to go without a bra?”

“No … I like it.”

“So you’d be more comfortable without anything at all, hmm? You can take off your dress now, if you want.”

She looked at him a moment, knowing it was inevitable, feeling her body begging her to surrender, and stood up slowly, sliding the shoulder straps off her dress and letting it fall to the floor before sliding off her panties

He smiled at her. “Good girl. Give me the panties.”

She picked up the panties and shakily handed them to him. They were peach colored – no lace today.

He leaned forward without standing and kissed her on the stomach, on the navel. She made a whimpering noise.

He unzipped his jeans and pulled out his thick cock, already fully hard.

“Now kneel down. You know what you want to do.”

He turned on the camera again.

She slid down to her knees in front of him, looking up into his eyes intensely. She blushed fiercely, her face turning bright red as the camera video came on but she scarcely hesitated as she opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around it, slowly worshipping his cock with her mouth.

“Ohhhhh,” he moaned, licking his lips. “Ohhhh, that’s it.”

She slid her lips slowly up and down it, up and down, filling her throat with it.

“Ohhh, that’s it. You like that cock in your mouth, don’t you?”

She nodded and whimpered around his cock as she pressed her tongue against the shaft, sucking faster. “Mmm-hmmmm, mmm- hmmm,” she tried to express the affirmative, mouth full of his thick hard cock.

“Good girl, you’re so good now …” he said, stroking her hair as she sucked. “Suck that cock … gently … slowly … make your lips nice and tight.”

She slowly pulled it out of her mouth, her lips moist and red and swollen, and used her tongue to swirl around the head.

“Ohhh!” he said. “Oh, put it back in your mouth, little slut. I didn’t say you could take it out yet.”

She eagerly thrust it back between her lips, her body almost rolling with her bobbing head as she sucked him deep and slow, letting him watch her eyes as she did, looking straight up into the camera.

His breath was coming fast now, and he was beginning to shake, his hips thrusting his cock into her hot eager mouth.

“You have my permission to touch yourself while you suck me, slut ...”

She moaned her pleasure around his cock as she eagerly felt her own breasts while she sucked, pinching her hard nipples between her fingers.

“Such a good little slut,” he said, voice liquid with pleasure. “Good little whore.”

She was breathless, moaning unintelligibly – “Rrrrmmmm, mmmm, rmmm-hmmm, rrrrmmm,” -- choking on his cock, and when she reached down between her legs to feel her clit while she sucked, he grabbed her hair and held it, thrusting hard into her hot eager mouth, making her gag and choke as he came.

His cock popped out of her mouth as she choked on the mouthful of cum, some of it spilling out onto her chin, and she gasped and coughed and he said, “Swallow it. All of it.”

She did so, looking up at him with tears in her big green eyes.

He stroked her cheek. “Good girl. Open your mouth and show me that you swallowed it all.”

She obediently opened her mouth, extending her pink tongue and closing her eyes.

“Very good,” he said. He took her hands and pulled her onto the sofa next to him, as she burst into renewed tears, sobbing.

He put his arm around her and hugged her. “Shhh, shhh, it’s okay. You did such a good job. You’re such a good girl, such a good little slave to me.”

She wept gently in her arms as he used her panties to wipe the last of the cum off her chin.

“You sucked my cock so well. Do you want to see the video?”

She bit her lip and shook her head, looking away, down at the sofa. “No. Please no,” she said softly.

“I’ll keep it safe. Do you want me to fuck you now?”

She nodded, putting her face against his chest.

“What’s that? Hmmm? Answer me.”

“Yes,” she said softly.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I want you to fuck me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Please, yes,” she whimpered, looking up at him. “Please fuck me now.”

“Are you sure you want it? You said you don’t want me to touch you, didn’t you?”

“No, please, please, god, fuck me now,” she was speaking into his neck, kissing it, and he could feel the hot tears on his neck and face.

He picked her up easily and carried her into the bedroom, and the primitive helplessness of the posture made her breathless, her pussy swelling with heat. She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him as he carried her.

“Why are you doing this to me?” she whimpered.

He kissed her on the cheek.

“You know why,” he said.

He threw her down on the bed. She let out another whimper of helpless pleasure.

He stripped off his t-shirt and pants and boxer shorts. His cock was once again hard and fully erect as he climbed on top of her and forced himself between her legs. She was already panting in anticipation and when his cock pushed between the soaking wet swollen lips of her pussy she cried out and raked her fingernails down his back.

He moved it in and out slowly, his muscular arms wrapped around her like iron bands.

“How do you feel?” he growled, looking into her eyes.

“Oh god, I feel so helpless,” she moaned.

“And you love it?”

She whimpered and looked away, but her hips began moving in time with his thrusts.

“Hmmm? You like to feel helpless? Hmmm?”

“Yes! Oh god yes!” she said, her eyes squeezed closed.

“You love it when I treat you like a dirty whore?”

“Oh god, please, oh god please …” She was beginning to pant now, more tears spilling out of her eyes and down her face.

“Please what?”

She just moaned and clutched his muscular ass, wrapping her legs around him, her hips rising to meet his slow, steady deep thrusts.

“Answer me,” he growled, pulling out. “Please what?”

“Please don’t stop!” she begged, and he thrust hard and fully into her again, eliciting another scream of pleasure.

“Answer me,” he yelled. “Do you love it when I treat you like a dirty whore?”

“OH GOD YES!” she yelled.

“Do you love it when I fuck you like a dirty whore?”

“Oh god yes yes yes,” she yelled, her fingernails scratching his back as he began pounding into her faster and faster, “I love it when you fuck me like a dirty whore!” Admitting it caused her to cum, her body turning scarlet and her face contorting as she had a long sustained orgasm, her whole body throbbing with it.

“Do I own you?” he asked her softly in her ear.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

He took the pace down a little, fucking her slowly, letting her rest a little, a gentle rhythm, but he was still hard as a rock and she was soon gasping for breath again.

He reached under her and grasped her ass in both hands, and began fucking her a little harder.

He pressed one slick finger against her asshole and she moaned loudly, squirming awkwardly under him.

“You like it there, little slut?” he said, pressing his finger in further.

She looked away timidly as she gasped, biting her lip, and she felt her sphincter clench around his finger. “Ooooh … uh … uh,” she panted. “I know I have no choice … ”

“Don’t worry little slut … that’ll be next time that I take your ass. Today I’m just going to fuck your pussy until you can’t stand it anymore.” He began slowly easing his finger in and out of his asshole as he began to fuck her harder.

She burst into tears again. “Oh god …”

He slid his finger all the way into her asshole as he stepped up the pace, driving his cock all the way in and pulling it all the way out.

She shook and cried out, “Oh, fuck!”

“Who owns you?” he snarled.

“You do!”

“And you love it?”

“Yes!”

“You want me to stop?”

“No!”

“You sure?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop!”

He continued pounding until she was nearly hyperventilating, crying out and clutching desperately at him, clawing helplessly at him, and when she came a second time, he didn’t even slow down, he kept going at full throttle.

It went on and on, for twenty more minutes, thirty minutes, forty minutes, more than an hour, fucking her relentlessly, mercilessly, occasionally biting her lightly on the neck or shoulders.

“Oh god you’re hurting me and you don’t even care!” she cried, and he laughed, pulled her hair with one hand, and bit one of her nipples hard as he fucked her to her third orgasm, making her scream and beg him to stop.

She was nearly unconscious by the time she finally felt him pull out and a jet of hot cum sprayed all over her belly.

He climbed off her and she lay with her eyes closed, breathing shallowly, fresh tears starting to silently stream from beneath her eyelids.

She heard him dress and he bent to speak in her ear. “I’ll be back. Be waiting for it. And I’ll be watching you. So be careful what you do.”

Then he was gone and she lay there crying for a while, the semen drying on her belly, and then she realized that the front doorbell was ringing.

Her dinner guests had arrived.

To be continued in …


I OWN YOU: PART THREE

The third chapter in the shocking dark erotica tale from Natasha Stevens
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She is in her office. The telephone rings.

It’s him. The man who has used and degraded her. The man who blames her for his brother’s suicide attempt.

He is not content to humiliate and control her at home; he wants to use her at her office, as well.

And she will do whatever he tells her.

Because he owns her.

This is the third installment in the shocking new dark erotica series by Natasha Stevens.

Buy it HERE on Amazon.

Or buy the entire serial as a complete novel:
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Buy it HERE only on Amazon!


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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