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I OWN YOU, PART THREE

The phone rang and when she answered it he said, “Hello, slut.”

She let out a gasp, and her breathing picked up as she felt a cold rush. “Oh, god. You.”

She didn’t have to ask how he had gotten her work number. He seemed to know a lot about her – in fact, nearly everything about her.

She knew almost nothing about him; mainly that he was a former soldier and the brother of her former boyfriend.

Her former boyfriend that had tried to kill himself almost three months previously.

She heard his soft chuckle over the line. “Not god. Just me. Did you miss me?”

“I … I have to admit I’ve been thinking about you.”

“Waiting like a good little slave?”

“I mean, I’ve just been … waiting for you to return. Wondering what you would do next,” she said. Her heart was pounding and her mouth was dry.

“You missed me,” he said. “You missed getting fucked by me.”

Three weeks previously, he had entered her house in the night and forced her to have sex with him, and made a video of it. He had followed up a week later with a daytime visit in which he had fucked her for hours, giving her repeated orgasms, making her beg helplessly and surrender herself completely.

She whimpered and felt herself starting to tear up. “God help me … but I did. I’ve been thinking about it.”

“Thinking about what?”

“You.”

“Me doing what?”

“Using me … ordering me to do things …”

“Ordering you to do what?” he teased.

She took a deep breath. “Ordering me to touch myself … “

“And?”

She let out a quiet but agonized sob. “And suck your cock … and fuck you.”

“I never ordered you to do that. I told you to do what you wanted to do. To be a good girl. Do you touch yourself when you think of me?”

She sniffled. “I have, yes.”

“Do you use that vibrator hidden in your jeans drawer?”

She whimpered. “Sometimes. Have you been watching me? Every night I feel like you are!”

“Oh really?” he laughed. “No, not every night. Just occasionally. Do you leave the shades up, thinking that I’m watching you?”

She sobbed again. “Yes.”

“You love the thought of me watching while you play with yourself … so dirty. So filthy.” He spoke with a low, kind voice.

She wiped tears from her eyes. “I can’t help it.”

“You missed it. You missed being controlled,” he said. “There’s a lot of freedom in surrendering completely, isn’t there?”

““Yes,” she said. “There is.” She was aware she was toying with a lock of her hair.

“Nice not to have to be the bitch in charge of everything, hmm?”

“It … yes,” she said. “Yes.”

“Call me sir.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, feeling a tear run down her neckline into her bra.

“I still own you,” he said. Not a question.

But she answered, “Yes, sir.”

“So two weeks ago, when your friends arrived … did you let them in? After you cleaned my cum off your stomach, of course.”

“I told them I had come down suddenly with something, food poisoning. I … they don’t know what to think. In general, they don’t know what to think about me, recently.”

“You haven’t been acting like yourself, recently,” he said, with a small laugh.

“No, I haven’t.”

“My brother is still in a coma. Have you been checking on him?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I hope you haven’t done anything stupid like send him flowers. If I found out you did that, I’d have to punish you.”

The word punish sent a thrill through her but she said, “No sir. Nothing like that.”

“Because you know that he’s there because of you.”

She hesitated.

“You still can’t quite admit that yet, hmmm?”

“Sir … did it ever occur to you that I already felt terrible about all that? I liked him a lot …”

He made a hissing noise. “You liked him because he gave you things you wanted. He was like … a pet. A pet with a fat wallet.”

“Sir … “ she whined.

“I watched you for weeks. I saw no evidence that your life was in any way affected by what happened to him.” His voice was quivering with anger.

“There were a lot of sleepless nights!” she said, petulantly.

“But you don’t feel you put him there, particularly.”

She began to speak, but her voice trailed off.

“Do you feel you treated my brother well, then?”

“Sir …”

“Answer me.”

“No, I don’t … feel like I treated him well. But …”

“You know how much he loved you. And you walked all over him.”

“I … felt he just wanted to fuck me. I didn’t think of it as walking all over him.”

“Never mind the loan he co-signed for you. Let’s talk about the gifts he bought you. Do you think it was right for you to accept that jewelry?”

“I … I thought he could afford it.”

“Don’t lie to me!” he yelled. “You knew his company had problems. He talked about it with you.”

She was quiet. She bit her lip as a tear rolled down her face.

“Answer me,” he said in a more even voice.

“Yes, he talked about it with me.”

“But if he offered you something … you took it.”

She nodded her head quietly, realized he couldn’t hear that, and then quietly said, “Yes.”

“Doesn’t that make you a whore? A filthy little whore?”

“Whores fuck people for money,” she said softly.

He chuckled. “And that’s not you. You didn’t fuck him.”

“I … “ she hesitated again.

“You’re going to say you did fuck him?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Fucked him just enough to leave him wanting more.”

“I didn’t think of it like that.”

“I don’t think you thought about it at all. It’s just killer instinct you have. Bitch.” His voice was dripping with anger.

“I … sir, I can’t feel responsible for what he did or thought!”

“Because you haven’t learned yet.”

She sobbed. Tears were flowing down her face now.

“But you know that you need to be punished, now, anyway. That you’re a good little slave.”

“I … I know that you own me.”

“You know that I could ruin you with that video.”

“Yes. Yes, sir. Please don’t show it to anyone, sir.”

“I have your father’s email address right here. I could send him the file right now. Do you want that?”

“Oh god, no,” she sobbed, more tears coming. “Please don’t, sir.”

“What are you wearing now, little slave?”

She wiped her eyes. “I’m wearing my … usual work clothes. Blouse and a skirt.”

“And?”

“Bra … panties, nylons, heels.”

“Hmmm … tell me more about your bra.”

“It’s peach colored … lace cup. Hooks in back.”

“That sounds very nice, little slave. And matching panties?”

“Well … they’re white. French cut.”

“Sounds very nice.”

“Thank you, sir. They are nice.”

“Were you thinking of me when you put those on this morning?”

“I … yes, I think of you when I open my underwear drawer. I look for things that are missing … wondering if you have them.”

“Oh, I like that. Does it remind you how vulnerable you are to me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Just a sexy little bitch. It’s a business skirt, I guess. I didn’t see you today, but I have occasionally watched you come out of the house and drive to work.”

The thought of him watching her caused her pussy to grow hot and wet.

“Yes, sir. A bit past mid thigh.”

“Uh-huh. And your heels?”

“Black. About four inch, sir.”

“Is anyone watching you now? Anybody around?”

“Uh … there are some employees outside my office.”

“I want you to touch yourself for me, slave.”

She squirmed in her seat. “Sir … what if someone sees me?”

“Yeah, what if? Remember the video I have. EVERYONE can see you, if I want.”

“Please don’t do that, sir,” she said, a sob in her voice.

“You’ll do whatever I tell you, won’t you?”

She paused. “Yes, sir. I could close the door, sir.”

“No … not yet. Just now, if you’re sure no one is looking … touch your breasts.”

She felt heat growing between her legs and crossed her legs under the desk. “Yes, sir.”

“Touch them … hold them as long as you’re sure no one is watching.”

She leaned behind the monitor of her computer a bit, putting on her phone’s headset and took both breasts in her hands, squeezing them lightly through the fabric of her blouse and bra. She murmured her pleasure into the phone.

“Does it feel good?” he asked. “You like to have your breasts touched, I know, but you like to have your nipples touched more.”

“Yes, you know that.” He’d recorded her on video saying it. And doing it. Her nipples were so hard now that she could feel them through the fabric.

“Feels good in your little peach bra, hmmm? 32 C, as I know …”

“You remember, sir.”

“I’m looking at the panties you gave me last week right now. I’m holding them. They’re peach-colored, with lace … I guess these are the matching bottoms to the bra you’re wearing. Are your nipples hard now?”

“Very.”

“Pinch them, through the blouse and bra.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, and moaned softly in her throat as she pinched them.

“Pinch them hard, now. You’re a bad little slave and you need to be punished.”

“Mmmmm.” She pinched them hard. “I’m not a bad slave, sir. I do what you tell me.”

“You haven’t fucked anybody else?”

“No, sir. I’ve been thinking of you and masturbating.”

“Keep pinching them.”

She hissed her pleasure into the phone. “Yes sir.”

“Cross your legs. Press them together tightly.”

“Already did that,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Sir.”

“Are you wet?”

“Mmmmm, very wet, sir. Pinching my nipples still. It feels so good. I wish it were your teeth, sir.”

“Do you want to close the door now? Or is it better when somebody might come in and catch you? When you feel slutty and helpless?”

“They work for me, sir. Please. I’m their manager.”

“Please what?”

“Please may I close the door?”

“Are you afraid, you whore?”

“A little, sir.”

“Don’t want anybody to see you being a slut?”

“No sir.”

“How do you feel now?”

“Horny, blushing, embarrassed … and submissive. Sir.”

“Ask me nicely if you can close the door.”

“Please sir, may I close the door?

“Why?”

“So I’m … not on display to other employees as you use me, sir.”

“Beg for it.”

Her voice rose, “Oh please sir, don’t make me humiliate myself in front of my employees. Please let me close the door. Please, I’m a good slave, I’ll do anything.”

“Okay, little slut. You can close the door now.”

“Thank you, sir.” She put the phone down and got up, aware that her panties were damp, her knees a bit weak.  She closed the door firmly.

“Back, sir.”

“Okay … now, unbutton that blouse.”

“How far, sir?”

“Well … three buttons down, at first. Just enough to see the peach bra.”

“Yes sir.” She opened them, slowly, looking down and seeing more of her cleavage appear.

“Now squeeze them some more, put your hands inside your blouse and touch them through the bra.”

“Yessss, sir,” she moaned. Her eager warm hands went inside the blouse and cupped her breasts inside the bra, squeezing and jiggling them.

“Tell me that you’re a little whore who loves to touch yourself.”

“I’m a … total whore who enjoys touching myself,” she moaned, languidly feeling her own tits.

“All right, let’s take your blouse off now. Can you take it off completely?”

“What if someone walks in?”

“No lock on the door?”

“No, sir.”

“If someone walked in, they’d know you’re a total little whore. Are you afraid of that?”

“Exactly, sir.” She licked her lips. “Oh god sir, please, don’t humiliate me in front of my employees.”

He just laughed. “What kind of stockings do you have on? Or are you wearing pantyhose?”

“Thigh-highs, sir.”

“Good girl. You thought of me when you put those on today, didn’t you.”

She whimpered. “Yes, sir.”

“Put one hand between your thighs, and squeeze your legs together, tight.”

She did so, and moaned, her breathing coming faster now. “Feels good, sir.”

“Now reach inside your blouse and pull one of your bra straps down. Pull the bra cup down around the breast. So your nipple is free.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now suck on one finger, make it wet.”

She stuck her finger in her mouth and licked it first gently, hesitantly, then sucked it eagerly. She moaned while she did it so he could hear it over the telephone.

“Now touch it to that hard nipple.”

She took the wet finger out of her mouth and stroked her hard puckered pink nipple with it, and threw her head back and moaned. She rolled the wet finger lightly over the hard bud.

“Does it feel good?” he asked.

“Very good , sir. I wish it was your tongue, sir.”

“Suck your finger some more, just like you were sucking a cock.”

She did it, noisily, loving it. “Are you touching yourself while I do this, sir?”

“I have your panties wrapped around my cock right now, little slave.”

“Ohhhh, sir.” She loved the idea of it.

“Now pinch that nipple hard with those wet fingers.”

“It feels so good sir,” she whispered.

“Can you lick your own nipple, slave? Have you ever tried.”

She felt herself blushing fiercely. “I can do it. I’ve done it.”

“Do you want to do it now?”

“I do.”

“Ask me.”

“Sir, can I please lick my own nipple?”

“Again.”

“Please please please may I lick my nipples to please you, master?”

“Do it. Slowly. Use that tongue good.”

“Mmm, yes sir.” She cupped her breast and bent her head down and extended her hot tongue against her hard pink nipple, gently flicking it.

“God that gets me so hot, sir,” she whispered into the phone.

“Do you want to stick that wet finger in your panties now, little slut?”

“May I?”

“Say please.”

“Please, sir.”

“Please what?”

“May I please finger myself, sir?”

“Lick your nipple one more time. Lick the other one.”

She pulled the other bra strap down and cupped the breast and extended her tongue again, moaning in pleasure as she licked her own nipple.

“I did it sir. Please can I touch my clit now?”

“Not yet,” he said, and she moaned in frustration, a pouty noise. “What about your employees? What if they walk in and see what a slut you are?”

She moaned in helpless frustration.

“Do you like slow licks, or fast licks?”

“Mmmm, I like slow, sir.”

“How do you feel?”

“Horny and slutty as hell, sir.”

“Sit  up straight. Cross your legs.”

“Yes sir.” She sat up straight in her wheeled office chair, leaning back a bit.

“Arch your back a little – stick those tits out.”

“Mmm, yes, sir.” The pulled-down cups of the bra were holding her tits up and the nipples felt like there was electric current running through them. “My nipples are so hard sir,” she said.

“Pull the skirt up.”

“How far, sir?”

“Just to the edge of your panties.”

“Good girl.”

“Uncross your legs now. And run your fingernails over the top of your thighs. Where the thigh-high stockings end.”

She did, and she again hissed with pleasure. “Yes, sir. Doing it, sir.”

“Just slowly … back and forth … ”

“Mmmm, sir.”

“How do you feel now?”

“Hot and slutty … submissive.”

“Now spread your legs a little more.”

She did. “Opening, sir.”

“Now you can use your fingertips and fingernails on your inner thighs. Just stroke them, lightly, slowly.”

“Oh, god sir, it feels so good. I want you to fuck me, sir, will you fuck me tonight sir? Please? Or I can go out for lunch and meet you somewhere…”

“No, little slut. Do what I tell you.”

“Yes sir. Thank you sir.”

“Spread your legs ... wider ...”

“They’re spread wide, sir.”

“Now with one hand, pinch one nipple, and you can put the other on top of your panties now. But only on the outside. Touch your pussy through your panties.”

“Mmm, it’s so warm and wet sir. Don’t you want to fuck it?”

“Yeah, I do. Can you rub it over the panties while you lick one of your nipples?

She whimpered in pleasure at the anticipation. “May I, sir?”

“Go ahead.”

She was glad she had the headset for the telephone. She moaned with her tongue out, letting him hear the lewd sound as she licked her own tits again.

“Now pinch that nipple hard. How does that feel? Pinching that nipple hard?”

“Good and hurts and … I’m so scared somebody is going to come it, sir.”

“And that makes you even hotter, doesn’t it?”

She could only whimper in response as her fingers pressed against the moist fabric of her panties, feeling the swollen hot mound there.

“Do a good job so your employees can see you. Little bitch.”

“Oh no please,” she gasped, and ran her tongue over her nipple again.

“Do you want to touch your clit now?”

“Oh god, sir. So much, sir.”

“Ask me if you can do it.”

“Oh god sir, please let me touch myself. I’ll do anything … “

“Will you get out of that skirt and blouse, and sit there in your panties and bra and heels, like a little office whore?”

“Oh god sir, yes, I will, you know you own me and I’m a little office whore.”

“Take it off. Everything except your bra and panties and heels.”

“And thigh-highs, sir. Don’t forget those.”

“Do it.”

She stood up, panting and feeling herself flushing scarlet as she took off the blouse and unzipped the skirt and wiggled out of it.

She sat down in the chair again, the leather smooth and cool and sexy against her bare skin.

“Can I touch my clit now, sir?”

“Yeah … go ahead and put one hand in your panties … “

“Ohhh, sir!” she cried out as her finger rubbed up and down her wet labia. She felt like she’d never been this wet.

“You feel such a whore, don’t you, sitting there in your panties, little office whore fingering herself … rub that little clit, slave …”

“Oh god,” she moaned. She felt her whole body beginning to shake, her whole body flushing, her toes starting to curl.

“You don’t care if anybody sees, do you … horny little slut …”

“Oh, god, no sir, no …”

“You’re proud to be a little slut, aren’t you?”

“Oh god, sir, please …”

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum!”

“Cum for me, little whore … little slut …”

She cried out and began making the small circles that always made her cum, tugging one hard nipple with thumb and fore finger, and she started to cum, and she knew she was making loud moans of anguished, humiliated pleasure, and she didn’t care if anybody heard, and her whole body began to tremble and she threw her head back and came, and came, a fire that ran through her whole body.

It seemed to go on forever. Finally her moans of pleasure fell off to whimpers.

“That’s a good little slave,” he said.

“When will I see you again?” she asked weakly.

He just laughed, and hung up.

She was aware somebody was knocking softly on her office door and asking if she was okay.

“I’m fine,” she said, tearfully. “Don’t come in.”

Would she ever be fine, ever again?

She hugged her legs and put her head in her arms and began to cry again.

TO BE CONTINUED IN …


I OWN YOU: PART FOUR
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She receives another telephone call from him.

He gives her clear instructions:

Go home.

Dress in her sexiest underwear.

Wait for him.

And be ready to confess all the things she did to his brother before he attempted suicide.

This is Part Four and the darkest episode yet in the shocking new Dark Erotica series by Natasha Stevens.

Available now! But it HERE 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 EROTICA
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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!
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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

OEBPS/image_rsrcE7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcEB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcE5.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcE9.jpg
Jana's Journey
E3 w the complete collection

¢

|\ "

Watashaﬁevéns





OEBPS/image_rsrcEA.jpg
NAUGHTY

i
(B\% k

Ve STOR[ES OF
TABOO EROTICA






OEBPS/image_rsrcE8.jpg
[ OWN YOU

\ (D





OEBPS/image_rsrcE6.jpg
[ OWN YOU

Pt One






