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I OWN YOU: PART FOUR

He grabbed her from behind when she walked into her bedroom.

She screamed and kicked, her heart hammering, as a strong arm locked around her neck and another grabbed her around the waist.

Through the adrenalin rush of terror, she realized it must be him.

He turned her around and pushed her against the wall, holding his hand over her mouth and smiling at her as she focused her eyes, wide with terror, on his calm blue ones.

‘Hello slut,” he said. “Did you miss me?”

She nodded, her mouth still covered by his gloved hand. She was trembling with fear and adrenaline, and she felt like she was about to pee herself.

He released her and stepped back, still smiling at her. “Good little slave.”

“Oh my god, oh my god,” she said, her hands on her chest, looking down.

“I told you that I’d be coming over here tonight, didn’t I?”

“But I … I …” she looked down, struggling to compose herself.

He had called slightly before she had left work. He had told her to put on her sexiest underwear and wait for him.

And be ready to get fucked.

She was breathless when he said it and her panties had grown wet almost immediately.

But he had said one other thing:

Be ready to confess.

“I just … you just scared me,” she said weakly, unable to look at his eyes.

He grabbed a handful of her red hair, not pulling it, just holding it tight. “I’ll come when I want. Whenever I want. Right?”

A shiver raced through her. “Yes, of course, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped forward and kissed her on the cheek, and she let out an exhalation of terror and arousal.

It had been four weeks since she’d first seen him, when he’d visited her in the night and forced her to have sex with him, making a video of it all the while.

It had been three weeks since she’d seen him again , three weeks since he’d visited her during the day and forced her to submit to him, fucking her endlessly, driving her into a frenzy of lust.

One week previously, he’d called her in her office and forced her to masturbate while talking to him.

She had been thinking about him non-stop. Watching crowds for him, unable to sleep for waiting for him.

“Have you been watching me?” she asked, shifting uncomfortable foot to foot. She still wore her office high heels.

“Of course,” he said, smiling.

“I heard your brother was out of the coma,” she said quietly.

His brother. Her former boyfriend.

Her former boyfriend who had tried to commit suicide.

She jumped as he slammed the palm of his hand into the wall beside her head, hard, with a loud bang.

“He is. And might be taking solid food by the end of the month. And you are absolutely forbidden to call the hospital again or visit him, do you understand?”

“Yes sir,” she said meekly.

“DO YOU UNDERSTAND!” he yelled, pounding the wall again to emphasize his point.

“YES!” she cried fearfully.

“Yes what?” he snarled.

“Yes sir! Yes I won’t call the hospital again!”

“Why?”

“Uh … because you told me to!”

“And what will happen if you do?”

“I … you … you’ll use the videos …”

“That’s right. Everyone in your life will see what a whore and a filthy little slut you are. Do you want that?”

He stood close to her, his blue eyes glaring into hers, holding her face so she couldn’t turn away.

She shook her head and said meekly, “No sir.”

“He is there because of you,” he said with a voice of quiet menace. “He tried to commit suicide because you were driving him insane. You took all he had to give and laughed.”

“Sir, I don’t … I didn’t …”

“Didn’t what? Didn’t take his co-signature on a house loan?”

“No, I did that but … It wasn’t … It was an investment …”

“Didn’t take his gifts? Didn’t lead him on?”

“I took gifts, I took gifts, but I can give them back, I didn’t, it’s not …”

“SHUT UP!” he yelled, holding her by the neck, but not yet hurting her; just holding her in a way that let her knew she could not possibly escape. “It’s too late for that, whore.”

She sobbed and closed her eyes.

“You fucked him,” he whispered in her ear. “You fucked my brother to get more gifts, to get him to sign that loan …”

“We were drunk,” she said helplessly. “We were friends, I didn’t …”

“DIDN’T WHAT?” he yelled. “Didn’t care about his fucking feelings? Didn’t care if you used him?”

She began weeping helplessly. Her bladder felt like it was about to burst.

“I don’t know!” she whined, drawing it out.

His lips were on hers, then, and she kissed him back, hard, throwing her arms around his neck.

“God, I wanted to see you so much,” she gasped, face covered with tears.

He grabbed the front of her blouse and ripped it open, sending buttons flying, revealing her high firm breasts in a lacy white bra.

“Oh god,” she moaned as he pulled the blouse off her and threw it on the floor.

He felt her breasts, squeezing them hard through the bra as he looked at her clinically. She moaned and held her hands against the wall, arching her back.

With a sudden violent yank, he gripped the C-cups of the bra and ripped it apart at the fabric between the cups.

She threw her head back, feeling her pussy get wet.

“You love being helpless, don’t you bitch,” he said.

She nodded.

“Take off your skirt.”

She unzipped it and stripped it off, standing there in her 4-inch pumps and white panties.

“Good little bitch,” he said.

She was squirming, squeezing her legs together.

“Have to pee, hmmm?” he said, amused.

She nodded.

He stepped back and watched her, smiling, and began making a video again with his phone.

He filmed her for what seemed an interminable time as she stood, squirming, blinking tears from her eyes.

She waited, the pressure in her bladder building.

He smiled at her. “Take the panties off and give them to me. But don’t take your heels off,” he said.

She did so and handed the white panties to him. “May I use the toilet now, sir?”

He just smiled. “No, not yet. Just stand there.” He held the phone steady on her.

“Oh please, sir,” she said.

“Don’t want to wet yourself, do you?”

“No sir.”

“Maybe I should just force you to do it on the carpet there.”

“No, please sir.”

“What are you going to do for me, if I let you pee?”

“I’ll … I’ll do whatever you ask me to do, sir.”

She had her hands pressed to her belly now, and was stepping from foot to foot.

“Go ahead,” he said, and followed her to the bathroom and continued to make a video of her as she peed.

The physical relief she felt was nearly orgasmic. The humiliation of him watching her only heightened it.

“Little dirty whore,” he said.

She wiped and stood up.

“Look at yourself,” he said, grabbing her by the hair again and forcing her to look at herself in the mirror. Her face was tear-streaked and her mascara was running down her face.

She whimpered at her sad helpless reflection.

“Get in the shower and clean yourself up,” he said.

She did, and he filmed it, as she soaped her whole body and rinsed off in the hot water.  She rinsed her hair out but did not wash it. She turned off the water and was about to get out when he stopped her.

“One last thing,” he said.

She looked at him, wet and naked, her hair hanging in sexy wet strands around her face.

“Your ass,” he said, unsmiling.

Her eyes widened.

“Put a little bath gel on your finger.”

She did so.

“Now turn around.”

She did.

“Reach back there … rub the gel into your asshole.”

“I … okay,” she said, and reached back, ran her finger back along the ass-crack, and shivered when she felt the silky pucker of her asshole. She circled it with her soapy finger and moaned.

“Okay. Now rinse. Take the shower head and use it on yourself there.”

She did so, moaning and biting her lip.

“Your pussy, too,” he said.

He was still filming. The hot water pulsated against her nether regions as she used the jet of the showerhead to wash her pussy, and he smiled at her pleasure.

“Turns you on, hmmm?” he asked.

She nodded.

“You masturbate like that,” he said. Not a question.

She nodded again.

“Could you cum soon?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she gasped, moving the jets of hot water across her pussy.

He laughed at the whine of disappointment when he reached over and turned off the water.

“Now get out,” he said.

She walked out, still dripping wet, and he dried her off with a towel himself.

“I … sir, should I dry my hair?”

“No … I like it wet like that. Messy. Like a sloppy filthy whore.”

He led her by the hand back into the bedroom.

“All right. Now, what’s your favorite sexy bra and panties to wear?”

She opened a drawer and pulled out a red lace bra and narrow cut matching panties, both see-through except through the rose vine pattern that wrapped around them.

He smiled. “Very nice. They’ll match your hair. Go ahead, put them on.”

She stepped into the panties and pulled them up before putting on the bra.

“Who did you buy those for? For me?”

“No … I’ve had them.”

He had turned on the video on his phone again and was filming her as she dressed.

“How do you feel? Sexy? Like a hot little bitch?”

She looked down, feeling herself blush. “They do look good on me.”

“Yes, very nice. Some thigh-highs … put on some thigh-highs.”

She pulled on a sheer black pair.

He kissed her on the cheek again. “I’ll have to buy you a garter belt and some stockings. “Now lie down on the bed.”

She walked over to the bed and laid back on it, looking up at him as she let her hands fall over her head.

“Do you like to be tied up, little slut?” he asked softly.

She bit her lip. “I … don’t know.”

“I’ll give you a choice. A good hard spanking, or I’ll tie you to the bed.”

Her mouth dropped open, beginning to breathe heavily, squirming a little as she blushed heavily and said softly, “Tie me up.”

“Good little slave.”

He bent and kissed her on the lips. She kissed him back, hard, without raising her hands to touch him.

“Hold your hands out, little slave.”

She extended her hands and he rather gently tied her wrists together with nylon cord from his pocket. He then pulled her arms over her head and tied the loose end to the headboard of the bed.

Her breath quickened as she pulled on the cord, finding it secure but not uncomfortable. Her body lay straight, her legs rubbing against each other nervously.

“Are you scared, little baby?” he smiled down at her.

She nodded with a whimper.

“What are you scared of?”

“I … just have no control. You could do anything to me …” Her big wet eyes looked up at him.

“Yes I could.”

“I don’t think you’ll hurt me, but if you did …. I’m just scared …”  Her voice was soft and breathy.

“Have I hurt you yet?”

He sat on the bed beside her and stroked her cheek gently with one big calloused hand.

“I … a little, only a little,” she squeaked.

He put his thumb in her mouth and she sucked on it, breathlessly.

“I’ve twisted your nipples … what else hurt you? When I bit you?”

She nodded and murmured around the thumb in her mouth, looking up at him.

“And when I fucked your pussy hard? Did that hurt?”

She closed her eyes and made a whimpering noise and he felt her tongue caress the thumb in her mouth.

He bent down in her ear and whispered, “You fucking loved it, you bitch.”

She let out a muffled cry, a sob. A tear rolled down her face.

He removed his hand and stood, moving to tie the cord around one of her ankles. He then tied the other end to the bed leg.

“What are you crying for?” he asked, gently.

“I … just never been helpless like this.”

“Because you’ve always been a bitch and tease, right? You’ve always been the one in control.”

“Yes,” she whispered, closing her eyes.

He kissed her gently on the lips again. “But not anymore, right?”

He tied the cord around her other ankle.

“No,” she said. “Now … you have the power.”

He roughly pulled her legs apart, sending her a little message that made her gasp, and pulled the end taught as he tied it to the other leg of the bed.

He took out his phone again and turned on the video. “That’s right,” he said. “Say it again.”

She closed her eyes. “You have all the power …” she whimpered.

“And I can do anything I want to you?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“You can do anything you want to me.”

He smiled down at her. “Anything?”

She looked into the camera. “Anything. You … you own me.”

“And I can punish you, because you’re a bad little whore?”

She nodded and bit her lip. “If I’ve been bad … that is your right.”

“But you’re a good girl now.”

“Yes,” she sobbed.

He kissed her hard, his hands feeling her breasts through the thin lace bra.

She kissed him, sucking on his lips, arching her back, her body rising into his hands.

He kissed her ear and neck, and she tilted her head submissively to the side, exposing her neck.

“Good little slut,” he whispered into her ear.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she gasped.

He could feel her hard nipples through the bra and he pinched them hard between his fingers, making her let out a sharp cry of pain. She was panting now, her body tensing and pulling the ropes tight.

“Did that hurt?”

“Oooh, yes sir.”

“Don’t want me to hurt you?”

She gasped breathlessly. “Ohhh, sir. I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

He smiled. “Good answer.”

He stood and took a small case from his pocket; he extracted a hypodermic syringe.

“Sir … what are you going to do with that?” she said, her voice high-pitched with fear.

He smiled down at her. “It’s just a little medicine, honey. To relax you.”

“Please sir … drugs? I never use drugs!”

“You just drink like a fish. It’s sodium amytal. Do you know what that is?” He held the syringe up and tapped it to get the air bubbles out.

“I … maybe I heard of it on TV, I …” she was struggling against her bonds but they were holding her firmly.

“Sometimes they refer to it as truth serum, but that’s kind of silly. It’s no magic potion. No, it will just … relax you.”

“Sir, please don’t, I don’t want to …” she whined as he gripped her forearm. “Please sir no no no not this sir not this …” she was almost screaming now, her voice high and terrified.

His grip on her arm tightened painfully. “Don’t squirm around or you’ll make the needle break off. You don’t want that, do you?”

She shook her head in terror. “Please sir please sir please don’t please don’t please don’t …”

“Shhhhh,” he said, as he found a vein. “This won’t hurt. Unless you make the needle break off.”

There was a small pinch as he found the vein and injected the clear liquid into her. She looked at it, and him, in mute horror, her heart racing.

He had a cotton ball in the same case and he lovingly pressed it against the small puncture wound.

Her face visibly relaxed and she stopped tugging at the bonds. She closed her eyes.

He looked at his watch and checked the pulse on her wrist with his finger. “I imagine you’re already feeling that.”

“I … guess so.”

“See, it’s not so bad, is it?”

“No,” she said, smiling a little. “It’s not bad.”

“You know I wouldn’t hurt you, right? Not unless you make me.”

She closed her eyes, her breathing deep and heavy.

“Kiss me,” she said softly, and he kissed her hard on the lips. Her tongue snaked out and caressed his.

He moved his head down and kissed her cleavage, and she squirmed in pleasure as she looked down at him in awe, her breath coming fast.

“Want me to suck your nipples?  Right through the bra?”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

He wrapped his lips around her right nipple, through the bra, sucking on the lace.

She shuddered as she moaned softly.

He moved his mouth to the other nipple, and sucked and licked until the lace was wet.

Her thighs quivered as she felt the wetness on her panties, rolling her head back with a soft growl of humiliation.

He sat up to look down at her. “How do you feel?”

“Helpless,” she said, dreamily.

“And?”

“Humiliated,” she whimpered, eyes closed.

He laughed. “So helpless and so humiliated and so so hot …”

He put his rough strong hand on her inner thigh, and she whimpered again.

She was breathing quickly, licking her lips as she felt his hand moving up her thigh, and she heard herself whining and whimpering like a bitch dog as it drew closer to her pussy.

“You love to be degraded don’t you … little bitch …” He smiled down at her as his hand met the wet lace of her panties. “You little whore. These panties are already wet.”

She whimpered timidly, “I … I can’t help it.”

“I know … you’re such a slut. Such a little whore. Aren’t you?” He brushed the edge of his hand lightly up and down on her lace-covered pussy.

She sniffled as a tear rolled down her cheek, “Yes … I’m a little whore … I feel so dirty … “

“You love it when I touch you, don’t you?”

She bit her lips as she rocked her hips desperately into his teasing, maddening hand. “Yesss …”

“Are you ready for me to go inside your panties, slave?”

She nodded, moaning.

“Say it.”

“Please put your hand inside my panties, sir, please touch my pussy, oh please, please …”

“Shh,” he said, as he gently eased his hand into her panties, his big fingers touching her wet slit.

She trembled as she moaned out loudly.

“Feel good, little slut?”

“Yes, sir.”

He gently parted her pussy lips with his fingers to find her swollen clit, and touched it gently with the tip of his middle finger.

Her hips rocked up as she whimpered in helpless pleasure, her toes curling as she looked down at the hand manipulating her pussy.

“Tell me how you feel, slut …”

“I’m … I feel like a helpless little slut …”

He kissed her on the lips. “That’s it,” he said. “Go on.” He stroked her cheek with his other hand as he masturbated her gently, stoking the clit with tantalizing slowness.

“You own me,” she murmered. “I’m so helpless, so weak … you can do anything you want to me …”

Her hips rocked faster, her eyes widening, her breasts heaving with her frantic breath.

“You love it when I punish you, don’t you.”

“Yes!”

“You loved using my brother, didn’t you. You loved feeling powerful over him.”

“Ohh … god, yes, I did!”

“Loved to tease him …”

“Yes, I’m bad, I’m a bad little tease,” she babbled, whipping her head from side to side, her hips bucking.

“Loved to take advantage of him … loved his money.”

“Oh god yes!”

“Tell me what a little whore you are,” he whispered in her ear.

“I’m such a whore, I’m such a nasty whore, oh god, oh god …”

“Tell me how weak and helpless you are …”

“Oh, god, I’m a weak little fucking bitch, I can be raped, and violated, and blackmailed, and I can’t help but like it, OOOOOHH GODDD!”

He kissed her hard on the lips, his other hand falling to her breasts and squeezing them as he sped up the pressure on her clit. He pulled the cups down around her tits so her nipples were bare, her breasts bound and thrust up by the bra.

She moaned frantically into his mouth, her body shaking, her hips rocking as she inched closer to cumming, her toes curling and feet clawing at the sheets as she strained at the bonds holding her.

He unzipped his jeans and took out his cock, stroking it in rhythm to the pressure on her clit.

Her eyes fluttered, her whole body shaking as she looked over at him, as she looked over at his cock, his thick, veined, beautiful swollen cock, and her back arched as she squealed frantically and began to orgasm.

He slammed two fingers inside her, forcing her to break beneath him, as he continued to press her clit with his thumb, and she thrashed her head back and forth and screamed her pleasure as she came.

The whole room seemed to be spinning. Her mouth hung open, gasping as she looked up into his eyes. “Oh god, sir, that was so good, I’ve never cum like that before …”

He pressed one slick finger against her asshole.

She squirmed awkwardly, with a look of fear, as his finger pressed to her ass.

He was now calmly and languidly pulling his throbbing cock through his fist.

“Are you ready to take it there, little slut?”

“Ooooo, I have no choice. I’ll take it there.”

“So dirty … so filthy …”

He began to slowly slide his slick finger into her asshole.

She winced and drew in breath. “Oooh, fuck …”

He eased the finger into her, while he began rubbing the head of his cock against one of her stiff nipples.

She looked away timidly as she gasped, biting her lip.

He felt her sphincter tighten around his finger.

She groaned softly, rolling her head to the side, arching her back and turning to the side to allow him to rub his cock against her tit and the hard puckered nipple.

“Do you feel like a cheap whore, now?” he asked.

“Yesss, I’m a cheap little whore. You know I am.”

He pushed the finger as far as he could into her asshole, and she let out a low moan of pleasure, her body slackening as she accepted it.

He rubbed his cock more quickly against her hot firm breast, and she saw drops of pre-cum sliding off of it, glistening on her in the moonlight coming in through the window.

She looked at his cock, licking her lips and whining in pleasure. He withdrew his finger almost all the way, moving it in little circles.

“You like that cock, little slut? Did you enjoy sucking it?”

“Y … yes … I liked it … I didn’t want to … but I loved it when you fucked my face …”

“You want my cum on your tits, helpless little slut? I think I’d like to cum once before I fuck you here.”

He dug the finger hard into her anus again.

She groaned as the finger penetrated her again. “Yes Sir! p..please cum on my tits ..."

He grunted and began to shake as he came, unloading hot white sticky ropes of cum across her left nipple and breast. It trickled down into her cleavage and over the red lace of her bra.

He barely paused after he finished; he was untying her legs, and turning her over.

Her hands were still tied to the headboard as she rolled onto the sheets, feeling the sticky cum on her chest adhere to it. He propped her ass up by shoving a pillow beneath her stomach.

She felt herself whimpering helplessly and then there was a sharp stinging on her buttock as he slapped her ass hard.

“Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes …” she murmured.

“Ready for what?”

“Ready for you to fuck my ass.”

“You don’t care if I hurt you?”

“No, no sir, I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

“Why?”

“Because you own me. Because I deserve it.”

“Because you’re a little fucking bitch, who drove my brother to try to kill himself?”

“Yes! Oh god, yes, I’m a fucking bitch who deserves to be punished.”

She felt something press against her anus and she moaned.

When he began to force his big stiff cock inside her she felt like she was ripping open; she screamed in pain.

“That’s right, scream, bitch. Scream like the bitch you are. Nobody can hear you. Nobody cares.”

“OOOHHH GODDD!” she cried as he forced it all the way inside her. Tears were streaming down her face now and she began to sob uncontrollably. The pressure was tremendous, like nothing she’d ever felt before.

Now he was all the way inside her, his chest against her back, his hot breath on her neck.

“I’m fucking your ass, slut,” he hissed in her ear. “Feel good?”

“It hurts, sir!” she cried.

“I don’t care. You know that I don’t care if it hurts,” he purred in her ear.

He pulled it out partially, and then slowly forced it in again.

She wept. “Oh god, yes, I know sir. I know you don’t care …”

“And you know you deserve it.”

“Oh god, yes, I know sir.”

He found his stroke now, beginning to fuck her ass smoothly and slowly. She moaned and clawed at the sheet with her fingers, pulling at the nylon cord that still tied her to the bed.

“OOOOHHH GOD SIR!” she cried out.

He gasped into her ear. “You fucking whore, you fucking cunt, you worthless slut …”

“Oh god sir, oh god, oh god …”

“Did you feel so powerful as I feel now, when you fucked my brother?”

“Oh god sir, oh god sir, yes, yes, yes, I hated him so much for his weakness, it made me so hot to use him like that …”

“You hated him like I hate you?’

“Oh god yes sir I’m so fucking worthless!” she squealed as his rhythm picked up to a furious thundering pounding, pain and pleasure driving into her, and he put his arm around her neck and started to choke her as he pounded, and she came again and she couldn’t breathe and spots filled her vision and her head and the bed and the world was spinning and she felt herself rising, and she began to lose consciousness and she’d never felt anything like it …

And then it was over.

When she awoke, she was alone. He was gone.

Her hands were still tied to the headboard. There was a steady dull pain in her rectum and the sheet was stuck to her breasts with his dried cum.

She began to weep softly, and after some time, began to chew at the knots of the cord binding her wrists.

TO BE CONTINUED IN …


I OWN YOU: PART FIVE
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Two months have passed since the last visit from the brother of her ex-boyfriend, the cruel abuser who has blackmailed and used her.

He seems to have forgotten her, and she is beginning to put her life back together. She has met a new man and is readying herself for a second date.

But he has not forgotten her.

And he has not forgotten that he owns her.

Buy the next shocking installment of I OWN YOU 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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