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I OWN YOU: PART FIVE

He crouched in the bushes outside, watching her through the bathroom window.

She was just getting out of the shower. His breathing came quickly, in anticipation of the night to come as well as the usual thrill at seeing her beautiful body, the beautiful firm high tits and slim waist and round muscular ass.

He stroked the bulge in his jeans as she began to dress. She slipped on the sleek, low-cut evening gown, squeezing and adjusting her breasts and admiring herself in the mirror.

He moved around to the back door and quietly keyed it open with a copy he’d made.

She was getting ready for her second date, with one of the nicest guys she had ever met. She had added a little soft curl to her red hair and now she made sure her lipstick was perfect.

She considered whether she needed a bra, and decided she didn’t. Her tits looked good. As always.

She smiled and turned around, trying to see how her ass looked in the dress. She turned and picked her phone off the dresser top in her room, walking into the living room as she answered it.

It was her date. “All right!” she said. “See you soon!” She pulled on her high-heeled pumps as she hung up the phone.

She saw the car pull up in the driveway and she peered through the front window; he’d brought flowers. She smiled. So old-fashioned and romantic.

She smiled as she waited in the living room, waiting for her date to knock. She didn’t want to appear too eager.

“Hello, little slut,” said a voice behind her.

She jumped as she turned around, seeing him, just as her date knocked at the front door. She froze, like a dear in headlights. “Oh my god,” she said softly.

He just smiled at her.

“So you didn’t forget me? That’s good,” he said, smiling.

“Oh my god,” she said. “I waited … and you just … never came back.”

It had been two months since she had seen him: The man who had used her, who had blackmailed her, who had fucked her repeatedly. The brother of her former boyfriend, the former boyfriend who had tried to kill himself.

The tall and good-looking former soldier who seemed to want nothing but total control over her.

He had forced her to confess all the things she had done to his brother, and then he had fucked her every day for a week, giving her the most intense orgasms of her life.

And then he had disappeared.

He smiled. “Well I’m back now. I’ll be right here in your bedroom waiting for you.”

“Please … not now …”

“You can get rid of him ... or invite him in to watch these videos of you, if you want …”

He held up his telephone, thumbing the screen – on the screen she was screaming and begging for more as he fucked her. “Or maybe he’d like to watch us fuck? Hmm? I could let him have sloppy seconds, I guess.”

Her bottom lip quivered, tears rolling down her cheek, nodding and crossing her arms over her chest as she looked at him. “Okay, wait,” she said softly. “I’ll … get rid of him.

She turned and opened the door, still crying. “I’m sorry … I just got a call. There’s been a death in the family. I really need to be alone now.”

“Oh … well, I’m sorry for your loss. Is there anything I can do?” asked her date, concern and sympathy on his handsome, innocent face.

“No, no. Nothing right now. Please … just … I need to be alone. I’ll call you soon.”

She accepted the flowers her date had brought. After watching him walk down the sidewalk and get into his car, she closed the door to her house.

And then she locked it.

She looked at the flowers, tears streaming down her face, and laid them on the coffee table before she sadly moved back to the bedroom.

He was sitting on the edge of her bed, smirking at her, as she entered. “So, did you miss me?”

She just glared at him, arms crossed, nostrils flaring.

He smiled, looking at her patiently. “You’ve been waiting.”

She sobbed. “I waited. I … I sat home every night for months. Waiting for you.”

“I know. I watched.”

She looked at him in horror. All those nights she’d sat home alone, drinking wine and crying. She’d blocked out all her friends, buried herself in work during the day and wine at night, thinking about him constantly, tearfully masturbating as she remembered all the things he’d done to her, the humiliating, powerful orgasms he’d given her.

And he’d just been watching.

She growled as she walked towards him, glaring into his blue eyes. “I hate you!”

“And you love that guy?” he asked mildly. “He treats you nice, I bet.”

“I … finally decided to go out with him! He’s been asking me out for weeks. He works at my office. We had coffee the other day at he was really nice …” she said meekly.

“He’s nice to you. But you know you don’t deserve it …”

She broke down, letting out a moan of frustration, sagging against the wall. “Why! Why are you doing this? Haven’t you … done enough to me?”

“I don’t know? Have I? Are you still a little tease? A slutty little whore who uses men for their money, like you did my brother?”

She looked away timidly.

“I saw the car that guy was driving … a Lexus. Bet he’s got plenty of cash.”

She looked down, started to speak, and then didn’t.

“And look at that low cut gown. I bet you were looking forward to him staring at your tits all night.”

She wiped a tear away, and said nothing.

“Or were you actually going to let him touch them?” he asked sweetly. “You look so fucking hot tonight.”

In spite of herself, she felt herself flush with pleasure at the compliment. But she threw her shoulders back. “I was going to let him do whatever he wanted!” she said defiantly.

“Oh really. Were you going to let him do all the things I did to you? Because I could show him these videos, he might like that.”

She glared bitterly at him and spat, “He wouldn’t want to do what you did to me, because he’s not a sick fuck like you! But if you’re asking me if I would have let him fuck me … yes, I would have!”

He smiled at her, his eyes gleaming. She had expected rage, but he was calm. Even happy.

She thought she knew why; she had given him something to punish her for.

He held out his hand.

“Come here. Lay across my lap. You’re getting a spanking for that.”

“No!” she said. “Get out of here.”

He just continued to smile, holding out his hand, his blue eyes boring into her big wet green ones.

She held his eyes, defiantly.

Until her lips began to tremble and she let out a sob of fear and humiliation and burst into tears.

“There there,” he said. “Good girl. Just come over here and take your spanking. It’ll be okay.”

She walked over slowly. She lay over his knees, blushing heavily. Her breasts brushed thrillingly against his legs.

“Are you ready?” he asked softly. “Do you want it with my hand? Or I could use that hairbrush over there. Or my belt.”

She looked sadly down. “Do whatever you want. You own me.”

He grabbed her hair in his hand and kissed her tenderly on the back of her neck. She shuddered.

“That’s right,” he said. “So I’ll use my bare hand. It’s more personal. Okay?”

“Yes,” she said softly.

“Tell me why I’m spanking you,” he asked, in the same soft voice, giving her hair a gentle tug.

“Because I was disrespectful,” she said, wincing at the tug on her hair.

“That’s one reason,” he said.

He slapped her on the round muscular ass hard, five times, through the fabric of her dress.

She winced and gasped with every stinging slap.

He put one hand under her, squeezing her breasts through the gown.

She moaned and drew in breath, and he slapped her hard on the other ass-cheek, five more times.

“Now tell me the other reason.”

Her voice trembled as she hissed, “I … don’t know …”

“Think harder,” he said, spanking her ass harder five more times.

She gasped at the fiery burning in her ass, which spread into her crotch and ignited a fire of arousal there.

“Because … be … because I was going to let him fuck me?”

“Yes,” he said, and kissed the back of her neck again. “And the last reason?”

She whined, “I don’t knoooow!”

He was squeezing her breasts more fervently as she writhed and squirmed in his lap.

He kissed her on the neck again and whispers in your ear, “Think.”

He slapped her ass harder than ever, a stinging rain of blows on her ass, moving from cheek to cheek until she was crying out in pain.

When he finished, she groaned with a sob, “I don't know...please"

“Please what?”

“Please … Master …”

He paddled her ass hard and repeatedly for fifteen seconds, without stopping, until they were both breathless.

“Please what? What do you want from your master?”

“Oh god … please … just stop … please just …”

“Just what?” He stuck one hand inside the neckline of her evening gown, and was feeling one breast, toying with a hard nipple.

“Just punish me like you want to punish me, sir,” she said meekly.

“That’s it,” he said, leaning down to speak into her ear. “I’m spanking you because you want to be spanked.”

He pulled her hair, pulling her head back, and spanked her ass harder and harder for nearly a minute.

She sobbed bitterly, head hanging in shame as she took blow after stinging blow, as he drove home exactly how much he owned her. He held her hair as he did so, pulling her head back.

He finally stopped. “Okay, stand up, little slut. Little baby.”

She winced as she got back to her feet, the cheeks of her ass burning, glaring at him, her lips parted, lipstick smeared, makeup running down her tear-streaked face

He just looked at her, smiling. “Go stand in the corner.”

She trembled with rage, dumbfounded, her ass burning, shaking as she bit her lip and turned and slowly walked quietly to the corner of the bedroom.

“Good little girl,” he said. “How do you feel?”

She hissed, “I hate you!”

He laughed. “Of course you do. But you’ll do everything I tell you, won’t you.”

She put her forehead against the wall and whimpered. “I have no choice.”

“Why?”

“Because you own me,” she said.

“And that’s even better than love, isn’t it? It’s more honest. More … permanent.”

She sniffled and said nothing.

“Now take off that evening gown,” he said.

She groaned weakly as she heard the command, the sound dripping with helpless frustration as she slowly slid the straps off her shoulder and let it fall to the ground, revealing her body in only narrow-cut purple lace panties and no bra, still in her high heels.

She kept her face towards the wall, her ass still tingling, still bright red, and her hands clenched into fists at her side.

He moved behind her, and he said, “Stand still. It’s time for your shot. In the ass this time.”

She drew in breath. She remembered the sodium amytal he had given her on his previous visits. “Sir … you don’t need to do that,” she said softly. But she arched her back to make her ass more accessible to him.

“Don’t move,” he said, and she felt a sharp pain in her left buttock. She bit her lips and waited, whimpering, while he injected the drug.

She heard him move back and sit on the bed again. She waited, motionless, her forehead against the wall.

““No bra,” he said. “What a slut. You were looking forward to letting that guy look down your dress tonight, weren’t you? Teasing him with those tits …”

She shook her head, feeling more tears come.

“Answer me. You love it when men look at you, don't you? You don’t need to tease him; I can just send him a copy of one of my videos …”

She sobbed. “Please no! Yes … I … I wanted him to be attracted to me …”

“You wanted to make him hot … fuck him… admit it.”

“I … no, I just wanted to look nice …”

“And then use him, hmm? Take money from him. Control him.”

She shook her head. “Oh god, no. No, I … just … I just …”

“What? Just what?”

“Just wanted a nice date,” she said meekly.

“You wanted to tease him. Little whore. Say it. Say, I wanted to tease him with my tits.”

She felt the warm rush of the drug through her, her whole body relaxing.

She felt the warm pleasure of surrender as she nodded, slowly, folding her arms across her breasts. “I … I wanted to … tease him with my tits. With my … big tits.”

“Turn around,” he said, his voice warm with approval. “Let me see them.”

She turned around slowly, tears rolling down her cheeks as she lowered her hands to her side, seeing the cruel, calm smile on his face as he looked at her breasts. A tear rolled down her breast and perched on her stiff pink puckered nipple for a moment before falling.

“Why are you crying, little slut?” he asked softly. “Don’t you like it when I look at you?”

Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t like anything about you … or what you do. I just … I have no choice but to obey you.”

“And what about what you did to my brother? Don’t you feel like you deserve it?”

She looked down. “I … I did some bad things to him. I know that. But I don’t deserve this.”

“You don’t deserve orgasms? Hmmm? You don’t deserve to get fucked? That sounds like a tease again.”

“Oh god,” she said, and sobbed again.

He smiled patiently at her. “Touch those big tits for me. I see the nipples are hard already. Wouldn’t you like to touch them?”

Her hands slowly drifted up to her breasts, her fingers rolling around the nipples slowly as her bottom lip quivered.

“I love it when you obey me,” he said. “Such a good little slut. Come over here.”

He took off his shirt, revealing his rippled muscular torso, and lay down on the bed.

She blushed heavily, looking down as she moved in towards him.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

She blinked and wiped away tears and nodded.

“Unzip my pants, and take out my cock.”

She reached down, trembling, as she unzipped his jeans and opened the fly, his big stiff pink cock flipping out, and she took in a breath as she wrapped her small hand around it, pulling it free. It throbbed in her palm.

“That’s it … good girl. Now get on the bed. Sit on one of my legs. Straddle that leg.”

Her breath quickened as she climbed onto the bed, still wearing her high-heeled pumps, as she put her knee on the other side of his leg and lowered her mound down onto it, whining.

“Hump it … hump my leg like a little dog.”

Shaking with a sob, she arched her back and pressed her pussy down against his leg and began rocking her body, making herself even wetter.

“That’s it … I can feel how hot your pussy is, right through those little purple panties. Right through my jeans.”

She rocked back and forth, still stroking his cock, pressing her clit against his muscular leg, making herself moan.

“Little whore in your purple panties. You wanted to show off for him, didn’t you?”

She took the humiliation silently, humping his leg as she whimpered over and over and slowly stroked his big stiff cock.

“Answer me, little whore. You bought those little purple panties just for him, didn’t you? So dirty … dirty little user …

“Yes,” she said quietly. “I … I wanted to show off for him … make him hard …”

“Like you’re making me hard? You wanted to play with his cock, just like you’re playing with mine?”

Her head rolled back as her eyes fluttered, as she started to feel her body turning against her, the wetness between her legs and her still-tingling ass cheeks. “Yes …” she said.

“How do you feel now?”

“I hate myself for being so weak,” she moaned.

“It’s okay … you’re a good girl. You’re doing just fine. Now … just bend forward, and put my cock between your tits.”

She whimpered and looked down, more tears falling.

“Don’t even pretend you don’t like this. I can feel how wet your pussy is.”

She looked into his eyes as she leaned down and wrapped her tits around his cock, causing him to gasp. “I… I can’t help it,” she said. “I’m a weak little bitch.”

“Weak little bitch who will do exactly what I tell her,” he said, smiling at her. “Such a good girl.”

He stroked her hair and looked into her eyes as she gently moved her tits up and down around his cock. “How do you feel? Do you feel like a little slut?”

“Yes … a total little slut …”

“What would he think if he saw you now? If he saw how hot and wet you are?”

Her ass bobbed behind her as she continued to hump his leg, rocking her body and sliding his cock up and down between her breasts. “It’s … humiliating. He would … think I’m a … little whore … and never talk to me again …”

“But you don’t care, do you … you like that cock between your tits.”

She made a whining, mewling noise and looked down, tears spilling on his flat stomach.

“Don’t you, little slut?” he lightly slapped her face, then stroked it lovingly.

She flinched and said, “I … give up … you own me. You won’t let me go. Yes … I like it.”

“What do you like?”

“Your cock between my tits.”

“You’re my little slut, right?”

She moaned weakly. “Yes … I’m your little slut.”

“You want me to fuck you, little slut?”

“Yes, please.”

“Ask me if you can take your panties off.”

Her eyes fluttered, her mouth hanging open as she panted weakly, her voice aching with humiliation and desire. “Can I please … take off my panties? I’ll be a good girl.”

“Suck my cock first, and I’ll let you take off your panties. Make that cock nice and wet.”

She slid her body down a little, her breasts bouncing on his rock-hard abdomen, and softly wrapped her lips around his cock, rolling her tongue around it slowly as she took it into her mouth, bobbing her head on it slowly, worshipping it with her mouth, displaying her complete surrender.

“Oh yeah. Tell me how much you love it. I love to hear you talk with my cock in your mouth.”

She sucked it deep, pulling back so the swollen purple glans was in her mouth, muffling her voice as she gurgled, “Ah uuu it”

“That’s it. Good girl. Take off your panties now and then you can fuck me.”

She slid her thumbs into the waist of her panties, arching her back so he could see her ass over her back as she slid them off slowly, past her high heels.

“Good little girl. Do you want to fuck me now? I’ll let you fuck me, if you want it.”

She licked his cock and then looked up at him, her green eyes glistening with tears and lust. “I want you to fuck me. Hard. I want you to … break me.” She gave his cock another long slow lick and then kissed the head.

He moaned in pleasure, one hand coming up to pinch one of his own nipples. “No, you’re going to fuck me tonight, slut. Just like you wanted to fuck that guy. Sit on my cock and fuck me.”

She whimpered, breathless, as she reached down and maneuvered his cock upwards, and pressed it against her pussy lips, and there was a helpless moment of pure ecstasy as she lowered herself onto it.

“Ohhhh god,” she whimpered.

“Good little slut,” he send through clenched teeth, as he put his hands on her hips and held her in place as he began thrusting into her.

“OOOOOHHHHH!” she said and reached up, taking his hands and putting them on her breasts, squeezing them onto her big tits.

“You missed me, didn’t you, you little whore? You missed that cock.”

“Yes,” she said softly, breathlessly.

“Say it louder,” he said, pinching her nipples hard.

“OH! Oh god, yes sir.”

“Tell me how much you missed that cock.”

“Oh, god, sir, I missed your cock so much, you saw me, I sat home and cried and cried, I missed it so much.”

“Yeah, I watched … I watched you masturbate, missing my cock, and I jacked off, right outside your window.”

She whimpered and cried out as he began thrusting harder. “Did you make more videos of me, sir? I imagined you watching me, every time I masturbated, I imagined you watching me, god it made me so hot.…”

“Just like you’re hot now?”

“Oh god yes, oh god yes, I’m so hot, I’m so glad you’re here fucking me …”

“Touch that clit. Reach down and touch that clit while I fuck you.”

One hand moved between her legs and she began shaking all over, rubbing her clit with one hand and squeezing her breasts with the other. Her whole body flushing scarlet. He reached back and one finger tickled her asshole and that drove her over the edge, and she threw her head back as she came.

He rolled her over, grabbing her hair and drove himself between her legs, pounding harder into her, and she surrendered completely to him, crying out, “OH GOD, FUCK ME!” wrapping her legs around him, and he drove himself harder and harder into her, and she felt like she was melting into the bed, all reality disappearing except for the white hot wet pleasure spreading out from her pussy, the pleasure of surrendering to him, her body trembling as he pounded her pussy again and again, nothing left in the world except his hard muscular body and big hard cock.

Her whole body began to shake, uncontrollably, and she clutched at him, raking her long fingernails across his back and pounding his rock-hard ass with her heels, and she cried as she came, bawling hysterically as she gurgled her uncontrollable pleasure.

Gasping, he pulled out. He straddled her chest and rubbed his cock between her tits and she moaned as she opened her mouth, her tongue snaking out and she was gulping, her mouth opening and closing, like a baby bird waiting to be fed.

“You ready for it?” he grunted, stroking his thick veined cock through his powerful fist.

“Oh god sir, please, please, give me your cum, cum on my face, please cum on my face …”

He let out a yell of angry pleasure as he started to cum, and hot ropes of cum shot across her face, sticky and hot and salty into her mouth, across her cheeks, onto her forehead.

He thrust his pulsing cock into her breast, against her nipple, and another burst of cum shot out all over her left breast.

“Touch it,” he said, breathless, backing up to watch her.

Murmuring with pleasure, she reached up to touch it, luxuriating in the hot sticky stuff, and put her hands on it, smearing it all over her tits and face.

“Oh, that’s it. Lick that cum off your tits.”

She moaned and extended her tongue and touched it to the stiff, sticky nipple, gently lapping the hot semen.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her hair, lying next to her on the bed.

“Please don’t leave me again sir,” she said meekly.

“I’m going to stay here all weekend,” he said, putting his arm against her and pulling her sticky face against his chest. “We’re not going anywhere.”

“Oh god, sir, thank you,” she whimpered.

To be concluded in …
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He owns her. He controls her life completely now.

She is his slave.

But in a moment of accidental freedom, she realizes the truth.

Everything he has told her is a lie.

Does she have the strength to get free?

Does she even want to? 

This is the shocking conclusion to I OWN YOU, available now on Amazon.
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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 a complete added epilogue, A TRIP TO PRAGUE.

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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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!


SLUTTY SCHOOLGIRLS
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GABRIELLA AND VALERIA VOLUME 1

Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school, but they've got a little problem behaving in class -- and a bit of a problem keeping their panties on after class. They frequently get detention, but they have a lot of ways to make it more enjoyable … involving, spanking, bondage, and lots of hot sex with their teachers!

This book collects the first three stories of the sexy saga of Gabriella and Valeria, previously published (and blocked!) on Amazon as AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION, AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION 2: THE NURSE’S OFFICE, and AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION 3: THE VOLLEYBALL COACH.

WARNING! This book contains graphic sexual content and all kinds of naughty behavior that may offend some reader, including (but not limited to) spanking, dirty talk, thumbtacking, FF sex, FFF sex, FMF sex, discipline and humiliation, and use of sex toys. Don’t read it … unless you think that sort of thing is really hot.

Buy it 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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