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    TAKING THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER 
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    “Mia?” said Richard, pulling his car up beside her on the dark road.  
 
    She was staggering and swaying a bit as she walked, her trim young 18-year old body clad only a short skirt and a bikini top.  
 
    She turned and looked at him, her sun-bleached brown hair hanging in her face in strands, her eyes glassy. “Oh … hello … uh ... Mr. Robertson.” 
 
    “Are you okay? Do you need a ride?” 
 
    She blinked and bit her lip. “Yes.” 
 
    “Come on, get in,” he said and leaned over and opened the door for her.  
 
    She fell gracelessly into the car, putting a hand over her face and moaning. “Ohhh … thank you so much. I really didn’t want to make that walk.”  
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I was at a party … down the road there … just got in an argument with the guy I went with. “ 
 
    “You’ve been drinking,” he said. Not a question. 
 
    She looked at him, her hair hanging in her face in disheveled sexy strands. She held his eyes for a moment and then grinned. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry,” he said, and sighed. “I won’t tell. I’ll get you home.” 
 
    She laughed a little. “There’s nobody to tell. I’m staying out at the house by myself this weekend.” 
 
    “Really? Where are your parents?” 
 
    “Bermuda, I think.” 
 
    “You’re staying by yourself?” 
 
    She looked at him again, her eyes heavy lidded with drunkenness, and smiled again. “Well, I told you, I just had a fight with him, I guess he’s not coming home tonight.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Richard. He was trying to keep his eyes on the road and not on her firm jutting breasts in the small bikini top.  
 
    She saw where he was looking, and smiled at him. 
 
    “Kind of cold for a bikini,” he said.  
 
    “Yeah, I was getting cold out there,” she said. “Really cold. Feel,” she said, and took his right hand, which was resting between the seats, and before he could react or pull away she had placed it on the inside of her own knee. 
 
    He pulled his hand away nervously. “Yeah, a little cold. You want me to turn on the heater?” 
 
    She slid down in the seat and moaned a little. “Ohhh, I’m so drunk. No, no heater, thanks.” 
 
    “Are you okay? You’re not going to be … sick or anything?” 
 
    She smiled at him. “No.” 
 
    They drove in silence for a moment, and she sighed deeply and closed her eyes and slid further down in the seat. Her short skirt hiked up enough that it was only barely covering her privates. 
 
    When he looked up at her face, she was smiling at him again, eyes heavy.  
 
    He cleared his throat. “You shouldn’t drink so much,” he said lamely.  
 
    She just smiled at him, with her full ripe lips, and he turned his eyes back to the road. 
 
    “I like to have fun,” she said. 
 
    A few minutes later, he turned into the circular cul de sac that her beach house shared with his, as well as one other.  
 
    He turned off the car, taking one last nervous look at her long golden legs.  
 
    “Can I come in to your house for a while?” she asked. 
 
    He’d been afraid she might ask that. “I … I’m not sure …” 
 
    She was smiling at him again. “Okay. Well, help me to the door, hmm?” 
 
    He got out of the car and opened her door and offered his hand; as she stepped out of the car, he saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
    She leaned against him and put her arm around him as she stood, and giggled. 
 
    “Maybe you should come in,” he said. “Have a cup of coffee or something.” 
 
    She just smiled at him, and leaned against him, pushing her firm breasts against his side. 
 
    He slipped his arm around her warm bare waist and led her into his house. 
 
    He didn’t bother to turn on the lights; there was some indirect lighting already on in the hallway. She walked unsteadily into the dim living room and flopped onto the sofa. She’d visited before several times, though always with her family.  
 
    “Black coffee?” he asked, from the kitchen. 
 
    “How about some whiskey?” she asked. She was looking at his tennis trophies.  
 
    He hesitated, started to speak, and then poured two.  
 
    He went to sit on the sofa, pressed again the opposite arm rest. He held the drink out to her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, looking at him and smiling. She sat up straight and stretched, arched her back, her breasts straining against the small bikini top. “You don’t play tennis at all anymore?” 
 
    “No, my elbow is shot,” he said.  
 
    “Too bad. We could play sometime,” she giggled.  
 
    She looked impossibly beautiful and even delicate in the dimly lit room. She wasn’t a big girl, except for her breasts. 
 
    “You’re divorced now, hmm?” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” he said.  
 
    She looked at him, smiling sadly. “She was hot.” 
 
    “Yeah, she was,” he agreed. 
 
    “I used to listen to my stepfather fucking her, you know. She was a bitch,” she said. “But I have to admit, she was hot.”  
 
    He didn’t know what to say to that.  
 
    “I’m 18 now. Did you know that?” she said. 
 
    He smiled, for the first time. “I think I did, yeah.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’m 18. And then some.” 
 
    She giggled and sipped her drink. “No, seriously. You look really young. I never knew how old you were.” 
 
    “Old enough. 38,” he said, and sipped his drink. 
 
    She had almost finished hers and was looking at him again. 
 
    “You’re drunk,” he said. 
 
    She giggled. “Yeah, I am. You’re looking at my legs,” she said. 
 
    He paused for a moment and then said, “Yeah, I am. Did you go out like that tonight, wearing only a bikini top? Or did you lose your shirt at the party?” 
 
    She giggled. “I had a little jacket thing, but I lost it.” 
 
    “Lost it?” 
 
    She giggled again. “I was kind of fooling around with a guy, out on the beach.” 
 
    “Not the same guy you went with, I guess.” 
 
    “No,” she said, and smiled at him. “Different guy.” 
 
    “Bad girl.” 
 
    She giggled. “Yeah, sometimes.” 
 
    He took a deep breath. 
 
    She continued to look at him, lids still heavy, as she spread her legs a bit. 
 
    She ran a hand lightly over her own thigh, and gripped the hem of her short skirt. 
 
    “I lost my panties, too,” she said. 
 
    “I saw,” he said, a little breathlessly. 
 
    “When I got out of the car,” she said. “I saw you looking.” 
 
    He just looked at her, and then looked down at her legs as she slowly pulled the skirt up. 
 
    “Want to look again?” she asked. 
 
    “You’re drunk, Mia,” he said. 
 
    She smiled. “That’s not an answer to the question I asked you.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” he said, and drained his whiskey. 
 
    She pulled her skirt up, but crossed her legs so that her pussy was mostly hidden. She was completely shaved.  
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    “You like that?” she asked. “Give me another whiskey.” 
 
    “Mia …” he said. 
 
    “Another,” she said firmly. 
 
    He stood up, walked quickly to the kitchen, and poured her one, his hands shaking a bit. 
 
    When he sat down next to her, she had pulled her skirt down again.  
 
    “You know what happened to my panties?” she asked. 
 
    “Lying on the beach, I guess, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Was he fucking you?” Richard asked. 
 
    She giggled. “No! Do you think I’m a slut? I just met him.” 
 
    “What was he doing?” 
 
    “He was fingering me,” she whispered, giggling again. 
 
    “How did that feel?”  
 
    “Good,” she said, “but not great, he was clumsy.” 
 
    “You’re … not a virgin, I guess.” 
 
    She sighed and smiled. “No, I’m not. I like to have fun.” 
 
    “The guy you were on the beach with wasn’t the same guy who took you to the party?” 
 
    She giggled. “No, he wasn’t. That guy is … a bore.” 
 
    “No wonder you wanted to meet a new guy.” 
 
    “I like to be touched,” she said, and uncrossed her legs. “There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    “I … don’t think so.” 
 
    “I like to get drunk and have fun. Dance. Kiss guys. Rub against them. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Put your arm around me?” 
 
    He moved a little closer, and put his arm around her warm waist, and one hand on her warm thigh. 
 
    She moaned and snuggled against him, pressing her firm breasts against him, and he let out a little gasp of pleasure. She turned her face up to him, and he smelled the whiskey. Her hand pressed on top of his, pressing it to her thigh. 
 
    “Didn’t he touch your tits, that guy on the beach?” Richard whispered. 
 
    “Hmm- mmm,” she murmured a negative, and took his hand and pressed it to one warm firm breast. They both gasped with pleasure as he kneaded it through the thin bikini top, her hand on top of his. She moved the hand to the other breast, moaning and writhing on the sofa. 
 
    She leaned her head back and tried to kiss him; he turned away, smiling, and nuzzled her neck. “Why would I want to kiss a naughty girl like you?” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she murmured, closing her eyes. “That feels so good.” 
 
    “You like it hard, or gently?” 
 
    “Hard,” she whispered, and he squeezed it hard, and he could feel the hard nipple through the thin fabric and he took it between his thumb and forefinger and pinched it.  
 
    She moaned loudly in pleasure, grabbed his head and kissed him hard on the lips. He tasted the whiskey and a night’s worth of alcohol as he sucked hungrily on her tongue.  
 
    Then she was squirming and thrashing in his arms and he backed up for a moment, releasing her, thinking she had finally come to her senses, but she stood up, and swaying a bit, slowly removed her bikini top. Her breasts didn’t jiggle at all; they were proud and high, the small hard nipples pointing at him as she cupped her breasts in her hands. 
 
    She smiled at him and tossed her hair, and then slid her skirt down to her knees. She swayed and almost fell down, and then removed the skirt completed.  
 
    Then she straddled him on the sofa, her young slim golden body, and he could feel her hot moist pussy against his crotch, even through his trousers, and her round and perfectly defined breasts were in his face, and she was clutching his head to them, her warm smooth skin that smelled of suntan oil. 
 
    “Suck my nipples,” she whimpered, and he made a hungry sound as he thrust his tongue into her hard nipples, moving from one to the other, then opening his mouth to see how much of her breast he could get into his mouth, massaging it with his tongue.  
 
    She cried out and threw her head back, wrapping her arms around his head.  
 
    He reached between her legs and one finger slid easily into her pussy, wet and impossibly ripe, like thrusting his finger into a warm peach. She cried out again and spread her legs further, bouncing her hips as he thrust another finger into her.  
 
    Her moans were loud and feverish as she bucked her hot pussy on his slick fingers. 
 
    “Oh god, just like that,” she said, shaking. 
 
    She reached down and quickly opened his pants and his stiff cock sprang free. She grabbed it, mewling in pleasure, looking down at it. “Ohhhh … fuck me …” 
 
    Breathlessly, he raised his hands and touched her breasts as she guided the cock into her and there was an explosion of pleasure and both of them gasped as it slid into her. 
 
    He pinched both nipples hard, eliciting another cry, and then held her around the waist and forced himself to go slowly, but she was on fire, her breath coming quickly and out of control, writhing and bucking across his lap. 
 
    When he reached down and began stroking her clit with his thumb, she made a low deep desperate-sounding moan, and cupped both her own breasts, pinching the nipples between long-nailed fingers. 
 
    Richard felt himself becoming breathless and light-headed. “Oh god, it feels so good,” he muttered. 
 
    “YES!” she said, “I’m about to cum! DON’T STOP!” she said, her whole body trembling, and then she threw her head back again and cried out loudly as she had an orgasm. 
 
    Her whole body was still shaking and she was murmuring her pleasure, eyes closed, as he pulled her off his lap and set her on the couch next to him, stroking his own cock which was still straight and pulsing. 
 
    Then she was kneeling before him, and she moaned as she fell on his cock with her mouth, and he moaned loudly in pleasure as her hot wet mouth engulfed him.  
 
    His cock was in her mouth, and she looked up at him with her big heavy-lidded eyes as she sucked and stroked quickly with one hand. She moaned around it, her head bobbing in rhythm with his hip thrusts, and she stroked it with one hand and sucked hard. 
 
    He clutched the arm rest of the sofa in a death-grip as he came in a long, slow, drawn out explosion, making his whole body spasm and she shuddered, as she literally sucked the cum out of him and swallowed every drop. 
 
    When he stopped shaking, he pulled her head up and kissed her hard. Her lips were still sticky. 
 
    “That was so good,” he said. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him, completely naked against him, her head on his chest. 
 
    “I thought so too,” she said in a faraway voice. “Can I sleep here tonight?” 
 
    “I …” he considered for a moment, his first instinct to say no. But there were no parents waiting for her at her house, and no wife here anymore. “Sure, you can sleep here.” 
 
    Her head against his chest, she said in a soft drifting voice, “I want you to carry me upstairs and lay me on the bed. I bet you have a nice big bed,” she said. 
 
    “It’s big,” he agreed. 
 
    “And then I want you to make love to me, when I sleep,” she said. 
 
    He let out a small laugh. 
 
    “No,” she said, her voice drifting off, “seriously … can you do that?” she was stroking his cock languidly as she spoke.  
 
     “But …” 
 
    She moaned, a soft sleepy faraway sound, as she stroked his cock, which pulsed and stirred in her cool grip.  
 
    “Please, I want you to fuck me anyway, Richard, in your bed, while I sleep. Make love to me while I sleep … I’ll feel it, I know I will … you’ll be fucking me and I’ll be dreaming about you fucking me …” 
 
    “Mia ... I can’t … it’s not …” 
 
    She let his cock go and lay on her back on the sofa now, and her breathing was becoming deep and slow. 
 
    “It’s my fantasy, Richard. Do it,” she said. “Fuck me while I sleep …” 
 
    And with that she seemed to fall completely asleep, her lips slightly parted, her eyes closed, her breathing deep and steady. 
 
    Richard stood up, holding his hand over his mouth, and his turgid cock in the other.  
 
    She was on her back, and her breasts moved steadily with her breath. Her nipples had flattened a bit, but her breasts did not sag at all. 
 
    Hesitantly, Richard reached for them and touched them, with both hands, and she made a soft murmuring noise but did not stir. 
 
    So warm.  He bent and kissed her on the cheek, smelling her fresh hair, and she made another little murmuring noise.  
 
    He sat watching her for a long time, and then finally picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.  
 
    Her dead weight was surprisingly difficult to carry; her head flopped against her chest and he thought again how delicate and beautiful she was.  
 
    He laid her on the big bed, on her back, completely naked on top of the white bedspread. The moonlight through the big picture window provided more than enough illumination to see and appreciate her gorgeous slim body.  
 
    Her breathing hadn’t changed, still coming in long slow rhythms. Her hair had fallen over her face and he tenderly pulled it away and straightened it. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and watched her for a time, his mind racing.  
 
    Finally he took off his shirt and then his pants. His cock was fully erect again, and he stroked it as he watched her.  
 
    He climbed on the bed and knelt next to her, his heart pounding.  
 
    She didn’t stir at all, still breathing steadily in deep sleep.  
 
    Holding his breath, Richard took his erect cock and stooped a little and gently began rubbing the head of it against one of her nipples. He watched in fascination as the tissue of the nipple began to wrinkle and stiffen until it was a hard little bud again. 
 
    His cock was throbbing now and a few drops of pre-cum glistened on its tip, and one oozed out and perched on the erect nipple.  
 
    He moved the cock to her other nipple and it leapt to attention even more quickly.  
 
    She made a murmuring noise in her throat, and he stopped moving; but she didn’t stir, still deeply asleep. 
 
    Jerking himself off, he kissed her on her smooth flat stomach, and she made a louder murmuring noise this time, and shifted slightly in her sleep, spreading her legs a bit.  
 
    He kissed gently, kissed a trail down past he navel and down to her shaved pussy.  
 
    He couldn’t get access to it, so he sat up and gently, very gently, put his hands under her thigh and slowly and carefully spread her legs, as she murmured again, now a drawn out liquid “mmmmm” from deep in her throat, but her deep breathing didn’t change, although each breath now contained an element of a purr of pleasure. 
 
    He kissed the inside of her thigh, and her leg shifted slightly, spreading, and he could smell the sweet scent of her pussy, and he was unable to resist as he gently ran his tongue over the outer surface of it. 
 
    It opened slowly, like a flower in the spring, as his hot tongue met the hot, rapidly-moistening lips, as he traced gentle circles over the outside of her labia. She again shifted, and her hips began to move in gently rhythmic response to his mouth.  He sucked on her clit and there was an intake of breath, a moan of pleasure, and then her breathing began to speed up, but still she didn’t stir.  
 
    He touched her asshole with one index finger, and she twitched in her sleep, letting out a groan of pleasure. He felt her sphincter contract. Then she lay still again 
 
    Finally, he could stand it no more, and gently climbed atop her, rubbing his stiff prick against her flat stomach, and then gently inserting the swollen head between her slick pussy lips.  
 
    “Oh my god,” he muttered, looking down at her innocent perfect face, absolutely motionless, her breath speeding up and coming quickly now through her parted lips. Her eyes were still closed, though her eyes seemed to be fluttering behind the lids. 
 
    He slid himself all the way into her, her impossibly warm yet incredibly still young body, and she rolled her head to the side and moaned, “Richard,” without opening her eyes or moving, but he could feel the pulsing and clenching inside of her as he gently stroked in and out of her.  
 
    “Oh my god,” he moaned again. It was crazy, it was crazy ecstasy. 
 
    He held himself over her, arms straight, and slowly and gently thrust into her hot motionless pussy. It was like nothing he’d ever felt before. 
 
    Her sleeping body was responding automatically, her hips began to move ever so slightly, and her head rolled to the other side, her breath coming quicker now, almost panting, her arms and legs still limp and motionless to her side. 
 
    Finally she started whimpering in her sleep as he began thrusting harder and harder, his face contorted with pleasure, and her lips moved again and whispered his name as her head moved to the other side. He felt her body begin to shake and saw it flush red in the moonlight; finally he could stand it no more and he pulled out and sprayed a hot fan of pearly cum across her stomach, and her head again rolled to the side limply, her breathing slowing.  
 
    He rolled off her, clutching his cock, looking down at her motionless body.  
 
    Again, her breathing was deep and regular. She looked like a perfectly innocent yet sexy little angel.  
 
    But what would happen tomorrow?  
 
    He lay next to her watching her sleep for some time, and then finally fell asleep himself. 
 
      
 
    The story of the Mia and Richard continues in …  
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    THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER: THE COMPLETE STORY 
 
    Turnabout is fair play! Richard wakes up one night with Mia standing over him … with her hand wrapped around his cock. And that wouldn’t be such a bad thing … except for his estranged wife, recently returned, who is sleeping soundly next to him. Can Richard resist Mia? Or at least not wake his wife?  
 
    Buy it HERE AT AMAZON, FREE on Kindle Unlimited! 
 
   


  
 


 
    STEPDAD, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE 
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    “Hey Stepdaddy,” I said, walking into his room wearing only my new pink lace bra and cotton thong panties. 
 
    “Hello honey,” he said, looking up at me and smiling. 
 
    Stepdad was a freelance writer and editor, so he worked at home; we’d changed the guest bedroom into his private office after he’d married my mom two years ago.  It was right next door to my room, in fact, and that was convenient for me when I wanted to flirt with him. 
 
    You see, I’d been trying forever to get my stepfather to have sex with me. But he absolutely wouldn’t! 
 
    It was driving me crazy! 
 
    Now that I was 18, I wanted him to be my first. He was the only man I knew that cared about my and listened to me and treated me gently and respectfully. There were lots of boys at school who wanted to fuck me, but they were impatient and crass. I wanted nothing to do with them. 
 
    My stepfather, now. He was a different story entirely. I loved his broad shoulders and trim waist – no middle-aged spread on him – and the touch of grey in his hair. So what if he was 22 years older than me? 
 
    But he’d resisted all my advances, and all my flirtations. Since shortly after he’d married my mother, I’d been parading around in my bra and panties every time my mother left the house, especially during her frequent business trips. He smiled and often complimented me on my choice of color or style, but that was all. My breasts were really developing now; up an entire cup size in the last year. I took every chance to rub them against him, and he responded only by smiling at me.  
 
    So far he hadn’t so much as patted me on the ass! Hugs and good-night kisses were frequent but brief and ... well ... fatherly! That wasn’t what I wanted at all. 
 
    I knew it wasn’t a question of attraction, however. The erections he got during these encounters were obvious, and he didn’t try to avoid me or tell me to stop this behavior, and his eyes lingered on my athletic young body. 
 
    He just wouldn’t have sex with me!  
 
    The frustration was getting to be too much for me. 
 
    I stepped up to his desk and his eyes slid from my long golden legs all the way up to my breasts tightly held by the pink lace.  
 
    “So what do you think?” I asked him. 
 
    “Very nice,” he said, smiling at me. 
 
    “Yeah, I really like this bra. It feels really good, I like the way it holds my breasts … some girls I know think lace itches, but I like it.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “Can I sit on your lap?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Now honey,” he said patiently, still smiling. “You know that’s not appropriate.” 
 
    “Oh Stepdad!” I pouted. “I can’t take it anymore! I think about you so much!” 
 
    “I know you do, honey. But you know it’s not appropriate for us to have sexual contact.” 
 
    “But how do you deal with it?” I said, hugging my arms together under my breasts and shivering, jumping up and down a little. “I get so hot around you! I want your hands on me!” 
 
    He smiled affectionately at me. “Well, honey, frankly, I masturbate and I think about you. That helps me resist temptation.”  
 
    I smiled back at him. “Really?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. Don’t you masturbate and think about me?” 
 
    I felt myself turning red, embarrassed at the thought of it. “I’ve never masturbated before! My father told me it was bad.” My real father – that asshole. The less said about him the better. 
 
    “Did he? Well … I think masturbation might be the answer to your problem, Victoria. You’ve obviously got a lot of pent up sexual energy, and masturbation can help you to take care of that.” 
 
    “Do you really think so? Daddy told me masturbation was wrong. He caught me masturbating when I was little and he spanked me good.” 
 
    “Mmm, I’m sorry to hear that. Masturbation is a very healthy thing.” 
 
    “Can you show me how, stepdaddy?” I said, holding my arms behind my back and shifting from foot to foot, letting my voice go child-like. 
 
    “Well, now, Victoria, I think you can probably figure it out for yourself! Most people do.” 
 
    “But this is important! You just said so! I need to know how to do it right! You taught me how to drive, you helped me with my English essays and now you can do this … pleeeease, Stepdad!” I said, looking in his eyes and moving a little closer to him, pressing one of my breasts against his arm, sending a thrill through me. 
 
    He sighed. “All right, Victoria. You’re right, this is important. You don’t have any serious boyfriend, and I don’t want you having sex carelessly, so you need to learn to masturbate.” 
 
    He stood up and put his arm around my shoulders, and I put my arm around his trim muscular waist and he led me back into my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” he said, “just lie down on your back on the bed,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, feeling my breath come more quickly as I eased down on the comfy thick white bed spread, resting my head on the pillow so I could look up at him. My long hair spilled around my head.  
 
    I smiled up at him and he smiled back. “How can I begin?” I asked. 
 
    “Well,” he said thoughtfully. “You can begin anyway you want, of course, but it’s a process of exploring what you like, so let’s start slowly and easily, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Just touch your arms with your fingertips first … just lightly. Yes, like that, just rub your fingertips lightly over your arms, up and down like that.” 
 
    “Should I use my fingernails, or the tips of my fingers?” 
 
    “You can use both or either, of course. Just do it slowly, gently. Lightly, at first.” 
 
    “Like this?” I said, softly, as I touched my arms.  
 
    “Yes, that’s right. Does it feel nice?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered, closing my eyes and smiling, enjoying the feel of his eyes on me as they took in my body, my chest rising and falling quickly with my excitement. “It tickles a little.” 
 
    “Okay, you can use your palms now, rub your arms with your palms, warm them up.” 
 
    I did so. 
 
    “Now touch your stomach the same way, with your fingertips. Just lightly trace them over your stomach.” 
 
    I traced my fingernails over my stomach, above my belly button, and moved them in circles over my hard abs. “Mmm, that tickles more,” I said, giggling a little.  
 
    “That’s normal, it’s fine. It’s just the warm up,” he said seriously. 
 
    “It makes my nipples hard,” I whispered. “Is it naughty to say that?” 
 
    “No, honey. It’s fine. Tell me exactly how you feel.” 
 
    “I feel waves of like … electricity, heat and electricity, moving from the places I’m touching, and going to my nipples, and making them tingle and get really hard,” I said. 
 
    “That’s fine, that’s just what we want,” he said, gazing down at me lovingly. 
 
    “Can I touch my nipples now?” I said eagerly. 
 
    “Slow down,” he said, smiling. “We’ve got all afternoon.” 
 
    “Yesss,” I said, drawing the word out into a moan. 
 
    “And we want it to be right, the first time, don’t we?” 
 
    “Yessss,” I said again. 
 
    “Okay, now trace your fingers over your stomach, down there between your naval and the top of your panties.” 
 
    “Mmmm,”I said. “That’s nice … so sensitive there … I really want to touch my breasts, now, can I touch them now?” 
 
    “Hmmm. . . well, okay, I guess so. But only over the bra, for now. And remember. Slowly!” 
 
    “Ohhh, thanks, Stepdad!” I said, voice overflowing with pleasure and gratitude. “I’ll do it slowly, I promise.” 
 
    I slowly slid my palms up my ribs, until I was cupping my own breasts. I heard myself moaning with pleasure. 
 
    “Should I squeeze them?” I asked, closing my eyes. “It feels so good . . .”  
 
    “Yes, dear. Go ahead and squeeze them.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” I said. “Mmmmm.” I kneaded them through the pink lace bra, squeezing them together, then holding them lightly and then again with more fervor. 
 
    “Be gentle now,” said my stepfather.  
 
    “But I like it,” I whined.  
 
    “Do you touch your breasts often?” he asked. 
 
    “Only in the shower, you know, when I’m washing. My daddy told me it was bad to touch myself in those naughty places.” 
 
    “Well that’s a shame. You have very sensitive breasts, hmmm?” 
 
    “Ohhh, yesss,” I moaned. 
 
    “You’re always pressing them against me. You like the way that feels?” 
 
    “Yessss,” I repeated. “They’re so sensitive, they’re been growing so fast, it seems like my nipples are always hard … I want you to touch them!” 
 
    “You know I can’t, honey. Haven’t any boys touched them yet?” 
 
    “No, I don’t want them to! I only want you to touch them.” 
 
    “But you know I can’t. But of course you can imagine those are my hands, as you touch your breasts.” 
 
    I looked up at him, smiling. “Or I can just think that it makes you happy to watch me touch myself, and that makes me enjoy touching myself even more. I can enjoy you watching me.” 
 
    He smiled and stroked my hair. “I do enjoy it, you’re right. I hope this makes you feel better, honey, more able to deal with your sexuality.” 
 
    “I think so,” I said, luxuriating in the warmth and pleasure of feeling my own breasts as my stepdad watched me. “Aren’t you going to masturbate?” 
 
    “Not right now, dear. Are those nipples ready to be touched?” 
 
    “Yes!” I practically cried out.  
 
    “Just through the bra, at first.” 
 
    I used my fingertips and fingernails to touch the hard bumps of my very erect and swollen nipples, though the pink lace, and my whole body shivered. “Oh, it’s ... the only word that fits is exquisite. It’s just exquisite. It sends pleasure all through me.” 
 
    “I’m glad you like it, honey.” 
 
    “Very very much, Stepdaddy, and I love it when you watch me. Are you sure you don’t want to touch me? Touch my breasts? I’d like that so much!” 
 
    “It’s not appropriate, dear. Go ahead and touch them, though. Enjoy.” 
 
    I did, moaning and beginning to writhe on the bed, squeezing my legs together, as I felt my breasts. “Daddy … I’m getting wet down there.” 
 
    “I’m not your daddy, honey.” 
 
    “I mean, Stepdaddy. I’m so wet, Stepdad!” 
 
    “That’s perfectly normal, honey. You’re going to take care of that soon, all of the pleasure is going to build and build until you have an orgasm, until you can release all the tension. Have you ever had an orgasm before?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t!” 
 
    “You’ve never had any lovers, you already told me that … but nobody has ever had their fingers in there?” 
 
    “No, Stepdad Nobody! I kissed a girl at camp last summer, and she tried to touch me there, but I wouldn’t let her. I wanted to save it for you!” 
 
    “And did this girl try to touch your breasts, also?” 
 
    “Well,” I admitted, “I did let her do that.” 
 
    “You said ...”  
 
    “I said no boys had touched them,” I said, and we both laughed at that. 
 
    “So this girl at camp, did she get under your bra?” 
 
    “No, only under the shirt and over the bra.” 
 
    “Like you’re touching yourself over the bra now?” 
 
    “Yes, just like this. But then she tried to take off my bra. I stopped her. She wanted to ...” 
 
    “Wanted to what?” 
 
    “It’s embarrassing.” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey, you can tell me. What did she want to do?” 
 
    “She said she wanted to . . .” my voice lowered a bit. “Suck my nipples.”  
 
    He was smiling languidly down at me, and I could see the bulge in his khakis. “Why did you stop her?” 
 
    “Well … I was shy, I guess. But I liked the idea, I think a warm mouth on my nipples would feel really good.”  
 
    “I think it does.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to show me how good it feels, Stepdad?” 
 
    “No, honey, that wouldn’t be appropriate. But now, you can pull the straps of your bra down, so that your nipples are bare.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “Don’t you want me to take the bra off now, Stepdad? Don’t you want to see my breasts?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t be appropriate, honey, you being naked in here with me. You’re going to have to keep your underwear on.” 
 
    “Stepdad, you’re teasing me!” 
 
    “I’m not,” he said. “I’m trying to help you deal with your sexual urges in a healthy way.” He was stroking the bulge in his khakis, through the cloth, now. 
 
    “And am I helping you to deal with your urges, Stepdad?” 
 
    “Yes, honey, you are.” 
 
    “Okay, and you want me to pull my bra straps down over my shoulders so that my nipples are showing?” 
 
    “Yes, because I think you need to touch them now. Some girls find it a little irritating to have their nipples touched, while others really like it,” he mused. 
 
    “I’m definitely one of those girls who really likes it,” I panted. “Oh my god, I want it so much.” I was still kneading my breasts, feeling very warm and wet between the legs now. 
 
    “Okay ... slowly ... take your bra straps and pull them down, pull the cups of your little lacy pink bra down until your nipples are bare.” 
 
    Panting, I did it, and my hard pink wrinkled nipples were pointing up at the ceiling. “Oh Stepdad. Can I touch them now?” 
 
    “No, wait a second. I want you to wet your fingers first. Put your fingers in your mouth and lick them and then you can use the wet fingers to touch your nipples. That will feel good, won’t it?” 
 
    I just moaned by way of response. I put my left forefinger in my mouth, sucking it and rolling my tongue around it.  It tasted a little like my skin cream, but it felt good. I then added the tip of my thumb and sucked on that. I looked up at Stepdad while I sucked. 
 
    “That’s it . . . ” Stepdad’s eyes were a little glassy now and he was breathing heavily. “Make your fingers nice and wet. Does it feel good to have something in your mouth?” 
 
    “Mmmm-hmmmm,” I said around my finger.  
 
    “You’ll make some nice guy very happy some day,” he said. 
 
    I took my fingers out of my mouth. “I hope that nice guy is you, Stepdad,” I said. I then sucked my right thumb and forefinger. 
 
    “Good girl, such a good girl. You’re doing just fine.” He was stroking his bulge faster now. 
 
    I took my other fingers out of my mouth. “Don’t you want to take your penis out, Stepdad?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t be appropriate, honey, you know that.”  
 
    I made a pouty noise and shook my head. “You’re teasing me again.” 
 
    “No honey, I’m not. Now, take those wet fingers and play with your hard nipples with them.” 
 
    I moaned loudly, practically crying out, when my wet fingers touched my nipples. It felt so good. 
 
    “Supposedly some girls can have an orgasm just from touching their nipples,” said Stepfather. 
 
    I was grinding my legs together now.  
 
    “Mmmm, I don’t know, I don’t know what an orgasm is yet, Stepfather, don’t forget that.” 
 
    “I won’t forget, honey. Don’t worry. I’ll help you. Does that feel good, pinching your nipples with those wet fingers?” 
 
    “Yessssss,” I said. “God, I’m so hot now.” 
 
    “Do you like it gently, or do you like to pinch them hard? Some girls like them pinched hard.” 
 
    “Oooh, I like it both ways, just pinch them gently and sometimes, hard.” 
 
    “That’s fine. You know ... you might be able to touch your nipples with your own tongue. Some girls can.” 
 
    “Do you think so?” I said, breathing heavily as I played with my swollen stiff nipples. “My breasts aren’t so big, really.” 
 
    “Well, not small also. They’re just right,” he said, and winked at me. “I don’t think it’s just a question of size ... maybe flexibility. Go ahead, give it a try.” 
 
    I craned my neck up and put my hands under my breasts and pushed them upward, but I could just barely touch the nipples with my tongue. Doing it just made me hotter though, especially the feel of my warm breath on them. 
 
    “Okay honey,” said Stepfather, his face a little red now and droplets of sweat visible on his forehead. “Now you’re going to move to your lower half.” 
 
    I smiled up and him. “Ohhhh, good! Oh thank you Stepfather I’m so, so hot down there!” 
 
    “I know you are, sweetheart. Okay, so, you can touch your breasts with one hand, and then slowly move your other hand down towards your panties.” 
 
    “Oh, Stepdad,” I squealed. “I love it so much when you tell me to touch myself. But don’t you want to touch me? Please, please, just touch me once!” 
 
    “No, honey,” he said, smiling peacefully. “That’s not possible. Okay, move your hand down … towards your panties … stop there at your belly button. Touch it a little, tickle it.” 
 
    “Mmmm!” I said, pouting again. “Can I touch myself down there, yet? Between my legs?” 
 
    “No honey, not yet. Raise your legs up a little, and touch your inner thighs.” 
 
    “Should I use both hands, or should I keep touching my breasts with one hand.” 
 
    “Well, which do you want to do, dear?” 
 
    “I think I want to keep touching my breasts with one hand,” I said. “I really like it.” I reached down and traced my fingernails across the delicate skin of my inner thigh.  
 
    “How does that feel?”  
 
    “I’m starting to feel like I’m on fire!” I said. “I’m so hot it’s starting to hurt!” 
 
    “Okay honey, do you want to touch your vagina now?” 
 
    “YES!” I cried, pinching my left nipple hard. “But isn’t it naughty?” 
 
    “No, honey it isn’t naughty at all, it’s healthy and beautiful. Go ahead, and touch it, through your panties.” 
 
    “Over the panties?” 
 
    “Only over the panties. Go ahead, rub it through your panties. Rub that hot little pussy through your panties, it’s okay, you’re such a good girl, it’s okay, go ahead.” 
 
    I rubbed my pubic mound, feeling the heat and moisture there, the pleasure and warmth spreading out all over my body, and the pressure building in me was making all my muscles tense and my whole body starting to shake.  
 
    “Yes, just touch it . . . rub it, slowly, up and down there. Only through those nice pink panties, though. Make circles with your hand, and touch your nipples at the same time. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It feels so good, Stepdaddy,”I moaned. “Can I please go inside my panties?” 
 
    He bent down and whispered in my ear. “Are you sure you’re ready?” 
 
    “Yes, Stepdaddy, I’m ready!” 
 
    “Are you going to have an orgasm for your Stepdad?” 
 
    “Yes, Stepdaddy!” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Oh, Stepdaddy! I’ll try, but I know I’d have one if you touched me, or if you had sex with me …” 
 
    “Shhh, honey. You know I can’t do that. But go ahead, put your hand inside your panties and touch yourself.” 
 
    My little hand eagerly slipped inside the waistband of my panties, and my fingertip traced over the wet lips of my pussy. I gasped. “Oooh, Stepdad. It’s so hot and wet. What should I do?” 
 
    “Well, just touch the outer lips, first. Rub your finger around them . . . how does it feel?” 
 
    “So good,” I moaned. 
 
    “Just the lips, okay honey? And keep touching your nipples, good girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Stepdaddy.” The swollen hot lips of my vagina were aching with pleasure now, enhanced by my tingling nipples, and the pressure was building inside me to an unbearable level. 
 
    “Do you know where your clitoris is, honey?” 
 
    “I … think so …” 
 
    “You’ll have to go inside your lips a little, and then move upwards towards the top, to find it …” 
 
    I moved my finger upward and cried out and convulsed as if I’d been shocked as my finger touched my clitoris. 
 
    Stepdad smiled down at me. “Yes, it’s very sensitive, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh god,” I moaned. “Stepdad . . . “ 
 
    “Just be gentle with it. Tickle it a little, touch it with your fingertip just a little. Don’t be rough with it.”  
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” I said, moaning, as my whole body started to shake. I felt sweat breaking out all over my body. “I feel like I’m about to explode,” I squealed. 
 
    “Okay, slow down a little, leave it alone for a second, touch your breasts some more . . . come on, darling, slow down, be a good girl. . . squeeze your breasts, that’s it . . .” 
 
    I was writhing uncontrollably on the bed, my body still shaking, grinding my thighs together and licking my lips uncontrollably. 
 
    “Okay,” said Stepfather. “Now what I need you to do it take that finger – the finger that you were using to touch your clit – and suck on it a little, make it wet.”  
 
    I eagerly tasted the finger with my tongue, and then wrapped my lips around it and sucked it. It didn’t taste like skin cream anymore – it had a sweeter, saltier flavor now. 
 
    “Oh, Stepdaddy,” I moaned. “Won’t you please fuck me? I want you so much.” 
 
    “I know you do sweetheart. But right now, you promised to masturbate for Stepfather, and I want you to do that.” 
 
    “Yes, Stepdaddy,” I moaned, and dipped my finger again down into my panties and slid it between my swollen pussy lips and pulled it up to find the clit, which again made me spasm with pleasure. 
 
    “Good girl,” said Stepfather. “Are you ready to have an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes, Stepdaddy,” I moaned. “Only for you, Stepdaddy, I’m so so hot,” The pressure was maddening now, a burning itch, all my muscles tensing, my whole body shaking from the pleasure radiating out from my clit. 
 
    Now Stepdad had inserted his hand into the waistband of his khakis and was manipulating himself under there as well. 
 
    “Stepdad,” I moaned. “I want us to have orgasms together. Won’t you please take it out and let me watch you stroking it?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t be appropriate,” he gasped. 
 
    “Ohhh, god, Stepdad, I’ll close my eyes. And you can jerk off on me, okay? I’ll close my eyes and you can do it on me . . . “ 
 
    “Oh Victoria,” he moaned. “Okay, close your eyes.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, and the pleasure seemed to be spinning me around the room. There was a sudden hot spray, something thick and sticky, all over my stomach, and the feel of that, and the idea of my Stepdad standing over me with his cock in his hand, the sound of his moaning, pushed me over the edge, and I had my first orgasm, my entire body heaving and shuddering. 
 
    When I opened my eyes again, Stepdad was zipping his pants back up. He looked embarrassed. 
 
    “Stepdad, what’s the matter? You didn’t do anything wrong! You didn’t touch me or anything!” 
 
    “Hmm, well,” he said. “Yes, technically, I didn’t. Do you want to get cleaned up?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said smiling. “I want to take a nice long hot shower. Do you want to watch me?” 
 
    “Well, a lot of people masturbate in the shower. I could, perhaps, give you some more advice.” 
 
    “What about putting a finger inside myself down there?” 
 
    “Well, yes, of course you can do that, also.” 
 
    “And ... uh ... well, it’s embarrassing …” 
 
    “What is it honey? Go ahead and tell me.” 
 
    “I’ve heard girls talking about . . . uh . . . sex toys. Dildos, I think they’re called?” 
 
    “Yes, and there are vibrators, also.” 
 
    “Do you think I should try one of those?” 
 
    “Well, honey, yes, if you want, I can certainly buy you one.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you Stepdad!” I said. I leapt up and kissed him on the cheek, feeling his semen drying on my stomach.  
 
    I put my arm around his waist and we walked together into the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    To be continued in … 
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    VALUABLES (BOUND BY THE BURGLAR PART 1) 
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    Elena felt something gently touch her cheek, and she stirred from sleep in the darkness.  
 
    It was a hand, a warm soft hand.  
 
    She murmured and nuzzled it and it caressed her cheek and neck. She’d been dreaming. Was she still dreaming? She was lying in her big comfortable bed …  
 
    Alone. 
 
    Alone because her husband was away on a business trip.  
 
    She started, rousing herself from the fuzziness of sleep; and saw that there was a man standing in her bedroom. 
 
    She switched on the light next to the bed and the stranger said, “Good evening, Elena, sorry to disturb you.”  
 
    She shrieked and clutched the covers around herself, an instinctive but useless gesture. 
 
    The man smiled down at her. He was young – in his mid-twenties – and had sandy hair and green eyes. He wore jeans and a black hoody over a black t-shirt.  
 
    “Who the fuck are you! Get the fuck out of here!” she screamed. 
 
    He held his finger to his lips. “Shhhhh,” he said.  “Don’t scream, okay? I mean, there’s not any chance anybody’s going to hear you, around here, but …” he said, putting his hand in his pocket. 
 
    Did he have a gun? A knife?  She began hyperventilating with terror, her eyes filling with tears. 
 
    “Shhhh,” he said. “Shhhh, calm down. Just calm down. I’m just a thief. A burglar. I’m here to rob you. That’s all. I’m not going to hurt you. Okay?”  
 
    She nodded her head, her breath still whistling raggedly and rapidly through her nose. 
 
    “Okay? Say that you understand I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
    “I understand that you’re not going to hurt me,” she said quickly. But did she believe it? He certainly didn’t look violent, but the news was full of pictures of men who didn’t look violent. “How did you get in here?”  
 
    “Shit, the kitchen door wasn’t even locked.” 
 
    “I mean, past the gate?”  
 
    “These gated communities are amazingly easy to get into. And if you’re young and white, it’s unlikely anybody will even ask you a question. Those rent-a-cops are probably sleeping anyway.” 
 
    “What do you want?” she asked again. 
 
    “I’m robbing you, I told you. I didn’t know you were here – I knew your husband was away on a business trip, and I thought you went with him.” 
 
    “I wasn’t feeling well,” she said. 
 
    “I just need to tie you up, and then I’m going to take some stuff, and I’ll leave. “ 
 
    “Tie me up?” she said in a small voice, and pulled the covers around her again. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, patiently. “I’m just going to tie you up, so you don’t call anybody, and sort through some things and then I’ll be gone.” 
 
    She looked around; could she make a run for it? Could she make it to her phone, and out of the room? 
 
    “Don’t try it,” he said, again patiently, but with a cold confidence that suggested she wouldn’t have much of a chance of escaping if she ran.  
 
    “How are you going to tie me up?” she asked, timidly.  
 
    “To the bed posts,” he said. “Just right there; you can lie there comfortably while I look around. Go back to sleep, even.”  
 
    “But ... I’ll ... how long will I be tied up?”  
 
    “Look, relax. Before I leave, I’ll untie one of your arms. By the time you untie yourself, I’ll be long gone.” 
 
    She looked at him, her huge blue eyes wide. “Do you promise you won’t hurt me?” she said in a small voice. 
 
    “Of course,” he said, warmly. “I already promised I wouldn’t hurt you.”  
 
    He pulled a coil of thin green rope from his coat pocket.  “Nylon paracord. Tie the end to your left ankle.” 
 
    She looked fearfully at it, flinching as if he’d thrown a snake on the bed.  
 
    “Come on,” he said, putting his hand in his coat pocket again. “Do it,” he said, a little more firmly. 
 
    “Okay!” she said hurriedly. “I will … but, I, I’m only wearing my nightie … can I, can I get dressed?” she asked weakly.  
 
    He grabbed the covers and pulled them off her, throwing the heavy duvet on the floor. She shrieked again and pulled her legs up and grabbed them, instinctively curling into a ball. She was wearing nothing but a short, mint green spaghetti-strap camisole and a pair of white cotton panties. 
 
    “Look,” he said. “I’ve seen plenty of pictures of you in underwear and bikinis in magazines and on the internet. I want to get out of here quickly, okay? So, let’s get moving here. Tie that cord around your ankle, now.” He was speaking more crisply and firmly now, gazing down at her steadily. 
 
    “Okay! All right!” she said. “Okay, I’ll do it, just … okay, hold on.”  
 
    She unraveled the green cord; her hands were shaking. There was about five feet of it. She wrapped one end of it around her slim pale ankle.  
 
    “Wrap it around twice, and then tie a knot.”  
 
    “I don’t ... I don’t know how,” she whined, and felt tears rolling down her face.  
 
    “You’re doing fine,” he said. “I’m sure you at least tie your own shoes occasionally,” he said mockingly.  
 
    She tied a knot in the cord and he quickly moved forward and grabbed the other end of it, and pulled it taut and wrapped the other end around the bedpost. 
 
    “Nooo,” she whined, starting to sniffle and cry. “I don’t want to be tied up,” she said weakly, as her leg stretched out straight towards the bedpost. 
 
    “Okay, now the other ankle,” he said. He tossed another small coil of paracord down on the bed. 
 
    “No,” she said petulantly. “One ankle is enough!” 
 
    “Let me show you what I found already,” he said, and removed his hand from his pocket. In it was a black plastic square that she recognized: her stun gun. She’d always carried it in her purse; the two electrodes could administer 50,000 volts, which would immediately incapacitate anyone unfortunate enough to touch them. 
 
    She sobbed and wrapped the second length of paracord around her other ankle.  
 
    He quickly grabbed the other end and stretched it to the other bedpost, pulling her legs apart; she instinctively screamed as her legs spread, covering her crotch with her hands and trying to pull her leg back; but he pulled the paracord taut and tied it firmly to the other bedpost. 
 
    “Shhh,” he said. “It’ll be okay. Almost there.” He bent and checked the knots. “Doesn’t hurt? Not too tight?” He checked the knots, and seemed pleased with them. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t hurt,” she sniffled. Not yet, anyway. “I ... just, okay, just get your stuff and go, okay?”  
 
    “I haven’t tied your hands yet,” he said patiently.  
 
    “No, don’t tie my hands! Please! Look, I’m tied up enough! I can’t get out of these knots without an hour of picking at them with my fingernails! And I can barely reach them!” she pleaded. 
 
    He didn’t respond, just grabbed her left wrist and wrapped a loop of paracord around it. She screamed again and started to try to twist free of his grasp, and this time he slapped a hand over her mouth.  
 
    “Look,” he said coldly. “I told you not to scream.” He was sitting on the bed now, over her, imposing, his fingers digging into the side of her face. “Just let me tie you up and soon this will all be over. I said I wouldn’t hurt you. So don’t make me do that, okay?” He was staring down at her now without any of the good humor she’d seen in his eyes before. 
 
    She nodded her head and made an affirmative sound, muffled by his hand. Her blonde hair was falling in her eyes now.  
 
    His grip was firm but rather gentle – he had strong hands but they were very soft – and wrapped her left wrist with the paracord, then tied it to the headboard of the bed. He took her right wrist and did the same, and now she was tied spread-eagled on the bed.  
 
    She started sobbing again, feeling completely helpless. Without the duvet the air conditioning seemed too high; it was chilly in the room. She was aware her nipples were hard and her skin was buzzing with gooseflesh.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time she’d ever felt helpless and vulnerable, but it was the first time in many years. 
 
    “There,” he said, and stepped back and looked down at her; he was smiling again. “Okay. Going to go do some work now. I’ll be back to check on you shortly.”  
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, he returned into the room. 
 
    She’d tried to escape from the cord; but the more she struggled, the more it seemed to bite into her flesh, and on her back with her limbs spread, she seemed to lack the leverage to pull strongly in any direction. 
 
    She lay in the dark thinking and crying for a while, shuddering with fear.  
 
    He was now carrying two of her husband’s expensive suitcases. One of them seemed to be full; she assumed it was now filled with some of her husband’s expensive things. 
 
    “So,” he said. “Now the hardest part for you. I’m going to steal some of your stuff.”  
 
    She made a whimpering noise. 
 
    “Are you okay? Do you want something to drink?” he asked. He looked honestly concerned. Such a nice, cute, innocent-looking guy. 
 
    She considered it. “No,” she finally said. She didn’t know how long she’d be here and didn’t want to need to use the bathroom. “But, please, do you have to steal my things? My husband has plenty of things here for you to take, very valuable things!” 
 
    He looked at her, looking bemused. “Oh, poor little rich girl doesn’t want to lose her things? Well, your husband will buy you more, won’t he.”  
 
    She started to speak, and then stopped. 
 
    “Oh?” said the stranger, looking at her, amused. “He won’t buy you more stuff?” 
 
    She looked away, turning her face to her arm. 
 
    “Hmmm,” said the stranger. “Some kind of trouble in paradise? The life of a trophy wife not all it’s cracked up to be? Your fat rich husband turns out to be a stingy bastard, after all?”  
 
    She closed her eyes and said, “The economic crisis affected all of us.” 
 
    “Hmf,” he said, opening her walk-in closet, and looking critically at all the expensive designer clothes and shoes.  “Yeah, I can see that. This closet is bigger than some apartments I’ve lived in.”  
 
    “So that gives you a right to tie people up and steal their stuff?” she said, finding some anger burning beneath the helpless vulnerability she felt.  
 
    “Hmm, no, of course it doesn’t,” he said absently. “No right about it. Just like you don’t have any right to all this stuff. He just gave you all this shit, right?” 
 
    “They were gifts!” she said.  
 
    “Well, easy come, easy go,” he said casually.  
 
    He removed some handfuls of clothes and tossed them on the floor. 
 
    “You know it’s not the first time I’ve been in here,” he said. “I’ve been in here twice before.”  
 
    She just looked at him. She thought she had noticed a few things missing recently – some jewelry, some clothes -- but she had so much stuff, it was actually hard to keep track of it all. She’d assumed that her mother or visiting friends had borrowed the things. 
 
    He opened the drawer that contained all her underwear and she said, “Hey! No!” 
 
    He came back towards the bed, carrying a big double handful of her underwear. “Are you kidding? This is the best part.” 
 
    She looked at him, eyes wide with terror, as he dropped the underwear on the bed and began sorting through it. He selected a few panties – he seemed to prefer the light colors – and tossed them in the heap of clothes he was collecting. He then chose a few bras, and threw them in the growing pile. 
 
    She bit her lips. What was he going to do with those? Somehow she didn’t think he was going to sell them on eBay. 
 
    He seemed to read her thoughts and turned to her, smiling. “Just souvenirs. Of course, I’ve seen you in underwear many times in magazines and stuff, but it is a real treat to see you live and in person,” he said, now beginning to sort through her jewelry. 
 
    “I don’t even have makeup on,” she said, softly. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I prefer the natural look.” 
 
    He lifted something. “Wow!” he said. “There’s a lot of nice jewelry here, but this is something outstanding.” 
 
    He was examining her favorite – a platinum necklace with an emerald pendant that was worth more than her Mercedes. 
 
    “No!” she cried. “Don’t take that.” 
 
    “Fatass will buy you a new one,” he said.  
 
    “No, look … okay, he’s … we’re going to be getting a divorce soon. “ 
 
    “Isn’t this thing insured?” he asked. 
 
    “I … I don’t know. Please, take all the other stuff, but leave that.” 
 
    “Awww, poor baby,” he said.  
 
    He sat down on the edge of the bed.  
 
    “Well, what do I get if I leave it?” he asked. 
 
    She looked fearfully at him. “What do you mean? What do you want? Do you want money? There’s $50,000 cash in the safe in his office!” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” he said. “There was, anyway. I took it already. I mean, what are you going to give me that’s yours, if I leave this necklace?” 
 
    “I … I don’t know …” she said softly and looked away from him. “What do you want?” 
 
    “Hmm,” he said. “What do I want. Well, seeing you tied up in your nightie on the bed, I must confess that I do get some, uh, carnal urges.”  
 
    She sobbed and looked away, and began crying again. “This is a nightmare,” she sniffled. 
 
    “Hey! Shhhh, shhhh, it’s okay,” he said, and touched her cheek; she flinched from his touch, then relaxed and he stroked her cheek gently. “I’m not going to do anything, I already told you that. I’m not going to hurt you. I told you, I ‘m just here to rob you.” 
 
    He stood up and took the platinum necklace. “Anyway, this thing will look great on this stripper I know,” he said and winked at her.  
 
    “No!” she said. “Okay, please, look what do you want from me?”  
 
    “Hmm, well, I’ll leave that up to you. Make me an offer, maybe I’ll reconsider what I steal.”  
 
    He stepped back into the closet and emerged a moment later carrying her white sable coat. “Hey, this is nice too. Of course it’s way too warm around here to wear them, but there’s a good resale value on these, to the Russian gangsters.” 
 
    She made a moan of unhappiness. She loved that sable coat. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re Russian, aren’t you? You women love to wear dead animals,” he said disdainfully. 
 
    “I’m Ukrainian,” she said softly. “If you knew what it was like there where I lived, you wouldn’t think it so strange that I like nice things. Or warm coats.”  
 
    “What, you grew up on a farm, had to eat fresh vegetables and stuff? Boo hoo.” 
 
    “It wasn’t like that!” she said sharply. “It was an industrial city, and there was nothing there but pollution and alcoholics.”   
 
    He picked up her MacBook Air and her phone from the nightstand and she cried out as if he’d struck her. 
 
    “Don’t take those! Please! There’s a lot of material on there that can’t be replaced!” 
 
    “Where? On the phone or on the computer?” he asked. 
 
    “Both!” 
 
    “Hmmm,” he said. He sat down on the edge of the bed and opened the phone, looking through it. “Pictures of you and your dumb friends at clubs … dopey apps ... a few episodes of dopey reality shows. Kind of hard to believe none of this can be replaced,” he said. “Aha! Here we are. A bunch of naked pictures of you. What’s the big deal? You think it’ll ruin your career?” 
 
    “No, it’s just ... ” she whined. 
 
    He looked at her craftily. “Ah ha ... and who took these pictures?” 
 
    She looked away again. 
 
    He opened her computer; she started to protest and then bit her lip.  
 
    “Some valuable stuff here, that can’t be replaced. Hmmm … ”  
 
    She turned her head to the side and tried to bury her face in her arm. 
 
    He found it quickly enough; she’d just made it two days before. 
 
    “Aha! Well, Elena, you are a bad girl! A sex tape! Who is this muscular gentleman? He is ripped!” said the burglar, smiling at her.  
 
    “My personal trainer,” she said, miserably.   
 
    “Well, that’s not very original. Anyway, it all becomes clear. You’re afraid that if I take all this stuff, these pictures and videos will be made public, and that will be the end of whatever huge divorce settlement you hope to get out of your fatass husband.”  
 
    She just made a whimpering noise.  
 
    “So what are you going to do for me, hmmm?” he said, looking frankly at her. 
 
    She started weeping again. “I don’t know.”   
 
    “I think you know,” he said. “I think we both know how you usually get what you want.”  
 
    She nodded, more tears spilling down her face. 
 
    “All right,” he said. “We’ll start with a fair trade. Let’s see – the platinum necklace. I’ll trade it for the camisole you’re wearing now.” 
 
    Her breathing quickened as her heart leapt in her chest. She couldn’t look at him as she nodded. 
 
    “Hmm? Tell me it’s okay, Elena.”  
 
    “It’s okay,” she said in a small voice. 
 
    “What’s okay? Tell me,” he said. 
 
    “You can take my camisole if you let me keep the platinum necklace,” she moaned miserably, tears sliding down her face. 
 
    He smiled. “Good girl. Lift your head a little,” he said, and gently slipped the necklace over her head and settled it around her neck, carefully positioning the emerald pendant between her breasts, which were heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She felt like she was going to hyperventilate again. 
 
    “Shhh,” said the stranger. “Just calm down. It’ll be okay. I’m going to take out a knife now, please don’t be afraid.”   
 
    She made a high-pitched whimpering noise as her eyes fixed on the short shiny blade he flicked out of his pocket.  
 
    “Are you going to cut me loose?” she asked warily. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I’m going to cut the camisole straps to get it off you.” 
 
    She made another high-pitched noise in her throat and turned her head to the side, trying to bury her face against her left arm, which was still stretched out to the headboard of the bed. 
 
    “Please don’t hurt me,” she wailed. 
 
    “Listen, Elena, you’re going to hurt my feelings! I told you very clearly that I’m not going to hurt you. But we just made a deal – the platinum necklace for the camisole. Do you want to change your mind?” he said. 
 
    “Noooo,” she moaned, drawing the word out. 
 
    “No, you don’t want to change your mind, or no, you don’t want me to take your camisole?” 
 
    “No, I don’t want to change my mind,” she sniffled.  
 
    “Say it again – do you want me to cut the camisole off you now?” 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned. 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes, I want you to cut the camisole off me now,” she whimpered. 
 
    “I mean, I’m sorry to cut it,” he said, as he lifted one thin strap and placed the knife blade underneath it.  “But it’s mine now, right? I can do anything I want with it, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, sniffling again. She was aware her back was arched a bit and her breasts were thrust forward. 
 
    He cut the left strap, but didn’t pull the thin lacy material off her breast yet.  
 
    He then cut the other strap, and again left the material lying on her breast. 
 
    “Are you ready, Elena?” he asked, quietly. 
 
    “Yessssss,” she groaned, beginning to weep harder. 
 
    He pulled the two thin straps down and exposed her breasts; the pink nipples were already stiff and tingling.  
 
    The camisole was just a puddle of fabric around her waist now. She felt her breath rasping through her open mouth now. 
 
    He then deftly sawed through the side of the camisole with his knife and pulled it from beneath her, and tossed it on the pile of clothes he was collecting.  
 
    He was admiring her breasts. “And they’re real, too?”  
 
    “Yes,” she whimpered. “Please, please don’t hurt me.” 
 
    “Shhh, Elena, shhh, I’m not going to hurt you,” he said. “Where did you get this idea? I’m not going to do anything to you that you don’t want me to do.” His face was close to hers now. 
 
    “Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh my god, please let me go, please just leave.”  
 
    “Okay,” he said. “I’ll just take the sable and your phone and the computer and go.” He stood up. “Nice meeting you, Elena.”   
 
    “Wait! No!” she said, crying. “Please, please don’t.” 
 
    “Listen,” he said. “I’m getting tired of this. You just keep crying, don’t, don’t. You better tell me what you do want me to do.” 
 
    “Don’t make me say it!” she said. 
 
    “Say what? There’s nothing to say yet. I offered you one fair trade, would you like to make another?” 
 
    “Yes!” she said desperately.  
 
    “And what do you want to offer?” He was still smiling. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, sniffling again, blinking her eyes. “My panties. My panties for the sable.”   
 
    “Now you’re thinking!” he said. “Good girl. And you don’t mind if I cut them off?” 
 
    “No,” she said tearfully. “Just cut them off me, it’s okay.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, examining her legs and waist. He deftly cut through the side of the waistband of her panties, and began tugging them off her. 
 
    He paused. “Ready, Elena?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whimpered. 
 
    In one easy motion he completely removed them. 
 
    She was now completely naked, shuddering, trembling, gasping and writhing against her bonds, spread-eagled on the bed.  
 
    “How do you feel now, Elena?” he asked, smiling down at her. He held the panties under his nose and the stroked his cheek with them. 
 
    “Oh god,” she moaned. “Helpless. Vulnerable.”  
 
    “Excited?” 
 
    She made a whimpering noise again and tried again to hide her face against her arm. 
 
    “I should confess,” he said, moving his face close to hers again, speaking softly into her ear. “I kind of did know that you were here tonight.” 
 
    “You did?” she asked, her voice soft with fear. 
 
    “Yes I did. And one other thing – on one of the other occasions I was here, I stole your Kindle.” 
 
    She’d wondered what had happened to that thing. 
 
    “And of course I saw the kind of stuff you read, and I guess that means I know what your fantasies are, too,” he said, and she whimpered again.  
 
    “If I put my hand between your legs,” he said, now breathing into her ear, “would it be wet down there already? I think this turns you on even more than it turns me on.” 
 
    “Yes,” she admitted, weakly, feeling the tears start again but feeling great relief in surrendering. 
 
    “Okay then, I’ll give you the phone if I can touch you down there and see how wet you are.”  
 
    She nodded immediately and said “Uh-huh” breathlessly. 
 
    “Uh-huh what?” 
 
    “Give me the phone and you can touch me there,” she said quickly. 
 
    “Sure,” he said, moving his hand gently down her thigh. Her legs were straining against the bonds in excitement but she relaxed a little at the gentleness of his touch. 
 
    His forefinger traced very lightly over the slick, swollen lips of her vagina. She gasped with pleasure and threw her head back against the pillow. He slid his finger teasingly up and down her wet slit. 
 
    She moaned and looked into his eyes. “Please,” she said. “Put your finger in me.” 
 
    “You’re sure it won’t hurt?” he asked, taunting. “I promised not to hurt you.” 
 
    “No, it won’t hurt,” she murmured, “it’ll feel good, please put your finger in my pussy.” She was practically whispering. 
 
    She cried out in pleasure and threw her head back when he inserted his finger slowly into her wet vagina, and she thrust her hips forward onto it – but then, maddeningly, he withdrew it. 
 
    “Wet down there, but not wet enough,” he said. 
 
    He brought the wet finger up and licked it, and then held it in front of her face, and she eagerly sucked it into her mouth, tasting her own juices.   
 
    His face was hovering over her breast now and she felt herself pushing it towards him. 
 
    “Do you want me to lick your nipples, Elena? They’re so hard now, I guess a nice hot wet tongue on them will feel very nice. Your nipples are so hard, I guess they’re very sensitive.” 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned. “They are. Very sensitive.” 
 
     “Do you want me to bite it?” 
 
    “No,” she murmured, “don’t bite it. Please don’t bite it.” 
 
    “Just lick it? Kiss it?” 
 
    “Yes ... just be gentle, lick it gently, please, just lick it gently.”   
 
    His tongue swirled around her hard pink nipple, and she gasped and moaned. 
 
    “Can I touch them?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh god, of course, yes, please, touch me, touch my tits, hold them, I want to feel your hands on them,” she moaned. 
 
    Both his hands came up and covered her breasts, as his mouth moved from nipple to nipple, licking and kissing and sucking, kissing her between the breasts while he squeezed them, luxuriating in them. 
 
    She was gasping and moaning, “Oh, oh, that feels so good, your tongue feels so good on my nipples.” 
 
    His mouth was moving down her stomach now, blazing a moist hot trail. 
 
    “Oh, yes, please, please,” she said, whimpering and panting, her body undulating against his kisses. 
 
    “Please what?” he asked, looking up at her and smiling. 
 
    She strained her neck to look at him. “Kiss my pussy,” she whimpered. “Kiss it, suck my clit …”  
 
    He gently pulled her pussy lips open with his fingers and licked her clit gently, in the same way he’d done her nipple. 
 
    She bit her lips and tried to stifle the vulgar moans emerging from her mouth. 
 
    He put her clit between his lips and began sucking and tonguing it, gently at first but then harder. 
 
    She cried out. “Oh, put your finger in me,” she moaned. “Put your finger back inside me.” 
 
    He slid his finger back into her, thrusting it in as he continued to suck her clit and she bucked her hips and began gurgling and moaning in pleasure. 
 
    She was whipping her head back and forth on the pillow, babbling “yes, please, please, please, please, please, PLEASE . . .” and he eased two fingers into her and curled them until he touched her g-spot and she felt herself having an orgasm, crying out hoarsely, her body spasming and bucking against the ropes that held her. 
 
    “Good girl, good girl,” said the stranger, raising his head from between her legs. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she moaned, and their lips met, their tongues caressing, and she licked her own wetness off his chin. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, opening his jeans and removing his long thick cock. “Now we need to negotiate for the computer.” 
 
    “Oh, god,” she moaned, eyes down, still trying to catch her breath. “Please just give it to me, I’ll suck your cock, don’t make me beg you to fuck my mouth …” 
 
    “Okay, open wide,” he said, taking her head in both hands and straddling her as he slowly inserted his cock into her wide open mouth. She formed her lips around it, making a moaning noise of pleasure and acquiescence. 
 
    She eagerly sucked it, moaning and murmuring her enjoyment around it, as he thrust into her face; occasionally he pulled out and she chased it with her tongue, swirling her moist pink tongue around the purple head and over the shaft as he caressed her face with it. 
 
    “All right,” he said breathlessly, pulling away. “Do you want me to fuck you now, Elena?” 
 
    “Please,” she said, looking into his eyes. “Please fuck me, don’t tease me anymore.” 
 
    “Do you want me to untie you?” 
 
    “No,” she moaned. “I love it, I love being tied up and helpless like this, I love being vulnerable …” She was aware she was babbling but she’d never felt quite like this before. 
 
    “All right, I’ll fuck you now ...”  
 
    They both cried out as he slid his cock into her silky wet pussy. He supported himself over her with his arms, so he could look into her face while he thrust rhythmically into her, slowly at first. 
 
    The pressure and heat was building inside her and she strained at her bonds. “Please, please, more, faster,” she moaned. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “YES!” 
 
    He began thrusting harder, lowering himself to kiss her breasts and neck while he did so. She screamed her pleasure at the ceiling.  
 
    Soon they were both gasping for breath, trembling, as he sped up until he was pounding into her, driving into her with all his lust, breathlessly, and the heat and pressure ballooned up uncontrollably through her and she had another orgasm, her mouth slack and her head thrown back. 
 
    She felt him begin to tremble as he withdrew, stroking his big wet cock. 
 
    “Where do you want me to cum,” he said, panting. “On your tits, or on your face?” 
 
    “Oh on my face!” she said, hungrily. “I want it all over my face!” 
 
    “All right, I’ll cum on your face,” he grunted, pulling out and pushing his swollen cock into her face as he stroked it. 
 
    She extended her tongue and when the tip of her tongue touched the tip of his cock, a hot spray of semen exploded into her face, covering her cheeks and forehead and eyelids. “Oh god,” she cried in pleasure, loving the hot sticky feel of it. 
 
    He collapsed on the bed next to her, gasping for breath. 
 
    But he quickly got to his feet.  
 
    “That was great, Elena, but I’ve got to run,” he said. “Do you want me to clean you off?” 
 
    “No,” she said, shamefully, exhausted, closing her eyes, feeling tears come again, feeling the semen drying to scales on her face. “Will you untie me, though?” she asked in a small voice. 
 
    He pulled out his knife and quickly cut through the paracord holding her left wrist.  “As I promised,” he said. 
 
    He covered her naked body with the sable and she murmured her thanks. 
 
    He was gathering the valuables.  “Okay, I’ll leave the computer here on the dresser,” he said. “After I make a copy,” he said, and inserted a flash memory stick into the computer, quickly copying the video to it. 
 
     She was so exhausted it took her a moment to realize what he was doing. “What!? No! You promised!”  
 
    “I promised I’d leave the computer, and I will. But I’ll keep a copy of the video.” He finished quickly and pulled the memory stick out and stuck it in his pocket.   
 
    As he turned to exit the bedroom, carrying the two bags, he looked back at her. “We can negotiate about the return of the video sometime later.” 
 
    “Oh my god,” she said, horrified, struggling to free her other arm but knowing she’d never get free in time.   
 
    “See you soon, Elena,” he said, and closed the bedroom door. 
 
    To be continued in … 
 
   


  
 


 
    Read the full story of Elena and the burglar in:  
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    BOUND BY THE BURGLAR: THE COMPLETE NOVEL 
 
    Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy. 
 
    One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. 
 
    And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband. 
 
    But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ... 
 
    This the latest shocking, sexy, and scary dark erotic romance from Natasha Stevens, author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I OWN YOU. 
 
    Get it HERE AT AMAZON! 
 
   


  
 


 
    AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION 
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    Resisting one sexy barely-legal teenage school girl might have been possible. 
 
    But resisting two?   
 
    They came back to the room, which also served as my office, after class, at 4:00pm. I’d written them up for using their telephones in class, and told them they’d get detention for it.   
 
    Valeria was Russian; her family had come to America five years ago. She was tall and slim, with long blond hair, big green eyes, and smooth white skin.  
 
    Gabriella was American by birth, but her mother was Venezuelan and her father was from Kenya; she had long curly dark hair, and was shorter than Valeria but more curvaceous. Her skin had a lovely golden cocoa color. 
 
    They were both eighteen – they’d be graduating soon – and were two of the hottest girls in class, and they certainly knew it. Not that there were many men around to appreciate them, at this all-female academy.   
 
    They both wore their uniforms, in accordance with regulations; plaid skirts – past the knee, of course – and white blouses, with a necktie with the school insignia. And white socks with their plain flat brown shoes.  
 
    They came into the room as confident as a couple of lionesses.   
 
    “Teacher!” pouted Valeria, sitting on the edge of my desk. “We’re so upset that you gave us detention!”  
 
    “Well,” I said, pushing back in my chair and considering them. “You did something wrong, and you get punished. That’s the way the world works.”  
 
    “But detention! Sitting in the library for two hours after school? It’s awful!” complained Gabriella. 
 
    “Yeah, we weren’t doing anything! Really! I was just sending Gabriella a picture that I made last night. Do you want to see it?”  
 
    She put her phone on my desk, a picture on the screen; it was a picture of her in pink lace bra and panties, posing on her bed, nibbling on a school pen.   
 
    I looked at it, and then at her. “Really, Valeria. Sexting? You might get two days of detention.” 
 
    She smiled at me. “Sexting? What sexting! I just wanted to show Gabriella the new underwear that I bought in the city yesterday. It’s nice, isn’t it? Don’t you like it?” 
 
    “It’s nice,” I admitted. “You remember that it’s against regulations to wear colored underwear with your white blouse, though, I hope.” 
 
    She smiled at me then pulled off her necktie, standing in front of my desk. “Oh, I follow the rules, teacher. You want to see?” Valeria deftly opened the first button of her blouse and toyed with the second. “Hmm, sir? Do you want to check, and make sure my bra is the right color?” 
 
    Gabriella removed her tie also. “Mine, too sir. Do you want to see mine? We follow the rules!”  
 
    “Well,” I said, throat dry and my erection already starting to swell. “I don’t know, taking off your uniforms, that would definitely be against regulations.” I pushed my chair back from my desk to appreciate these two gorgeous young creatures. 
 
    Valeria made a pouty noise. “Well I don’t have to take it off, I can just open it a little. . .” she opened the second button and leaned over, putting her arms on my desk, cupping her breasts between her arms and looking at me with those big green eyes as she displayed the beautiful firm pale cleft of her cleavage. 
 
    Gabriella moved closer to Valeria and said, “Don’t take all of his time up, you show off! He has to check mine, too!” She opened her blouse even further than Valeria – the second and third buttons -- and bent over to show her golden breasts and the white lace bra in which they were held. 
 
    “Well, girls . . . I uh, I’m not sure we’re following regulations here …” My heart was thudding and I felt light-headed. 
 
    Valeria stood up, pulling her blouse closed but not buttoning it. “Oh, regulations! I know, there are so many of them. It’s hard to keep from breaking them.”   
 
    Gabriella also stood up and pointed at Valeria. “In fact, she has on black panties today. I know the school rules don’t specifically address the color of our panties, but it kind of suggests that we need to wear white. To match the bras, I mean.”  
 
    “Well, I think you have freedom, on that issue,” I said, feeling myself start to sweat. 
 
    Valeria and Gabriella smiled at each other.  
 
    “Did you hear that, Val?” Gabriella said. “Your black panties are okay!”   
 
    “Anyway,” said Valeria, looking me in the eye. “It’s not fair, is it? Are there rules about what kind of underwear the teachers have to wear?”  
 
    “No,” I admitted.  “But you’re the students, and that’s just the way it is ...”   
 
    “Well, you’re not so much older than us, are you?” asked Gabriella, stepping around the desk and moving closer to me. 
 
    “I’m 29,” I said. 
 
    “So you remember what it was like to be 18,” said Valeria, moving around to my other side. “To be young and full of energy.”   
 
    “Yeah! Life is so full of … distractions … at this age!” said Gabriella. 
 
    “Well, anyway, ladies, I told you not to use your phones in class, and you were doing it.” I tried to take a stand. “If you think coming in here and flashing your breasts at me is enough to get me to cancel that … “  
 
    They were both standing close to me, on either side of my desk chair, and I could practically feel the body heat coming off of them. 
 
    “Oh but sir!” said Valeria. “No, we didn’t come here for that!” She stepped backwards. 
 
    “No sir!” said Gabriella. “We know we need to be punished. But we were thinking, detention, it’s just so boring! And it takes so long. Can’t we do something that could be over more quickly?”  She moved away also. 
 
    “For example?” I asked. 
 
    Valeria leaned over my desk again and displayed the cleavage between her beautiful young firm breasts again and the white smooth satin bra that encased them. 
 
    “Spanking,” said Valeria, finally, batting her huge wet eyes at me, unsmiling. 
 
    “You girls know that corporal punishment is not allowed at this academy,” I said, weakly. 
 
    “Oh, yes sir!” said Valeria. “I know, a big strong man spanking little girls like us? That would be totally inappropriate!” 
 
    “Absolutely! Your big hands on our soft little bottoms? It’s unthinkable,” said Gabriella, mockingly. 
 
    The two of them were circling me and my desk like vultures, now. 
 
    Finally Valeria came closer to me, leaning down to speak in my ear. “We think we should spank each other.”  
 
    I just looked at them, and it must have been a stunned look, because they both laughed. 
 
    “No, really sir!” said Valeria. “Don’t worry, I’ll spank her hard!” 
 
    “Yeah!” said Gabriella. “I won’t have any mercy. I will spank her ass until it’s red!” 
 
    “We’ll do it right here,” said Valeria, and leaned over my desk so that I could see her cleavage again and so her ass was right in position for Gabriella to spank. 
 
    I tried to speak, knowing I should protest, but knowing that I was never going to.  
 
    “You might want to stand up, or move your chair a little, sir, so that you can see … so that you know that I’m not taking it easy on her.”  
 
    “I can see fine from here,” I said, looking at Valeria’s tits. She was just smiling at me -- a small, knowing smile. 
 
    “Are you ready to take your medicine, Valeria?” Gabriella said kindly, pulling Valeria’s plaid skirt up. 
 
    I had to stand up and see that; indeed, Valeria’s small string panties were black, and her legs and heart-shaped ass were every bit as beautiful and flawless and firm as the rest of her. 
 
    “All right,” said Valeria, licking her lips and closing her eyes. 
 
    Gabriella’s small hand slapped down on Valeria’s ass, eliciting a gasp from Valeria. 
 
    “Is that all right sir, or should I do it harder?” asked Gabriella. 
 
    “Harder,” I whispered. 
 
    Her hand flashed down on Valeria’s ass again, and there was a louder crack this time, and this time Valeria let out a little cry, then bit her full bottom lip and moaned. 
 
    “Is that good, sir?” asked Gabriella. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “That’s just right.” 
 
    “Should I hit her again? How many licks does she get?” 
 
    “Uh,” I said, breathlessly. “I don’t know, really, how many do you think she deserves?” 
 
    “Oh, maybe ten? How about you, Val? How many do you think you deserve?” 
 
    “At least ten,” she said. 
 
    “Ten more, or ten total?” asked Gabriella. 
 
    “Ten more,” I said. They both smiled at me. 
 
    “Ready, Val?” said Gabriella, and smacked Valeria’s ass again, harder, and then harder again, and now she was really putting her weight into the spanks, and then a few more and the loud smacks echoed through the room as Valeria stifled her cries.  
 
    “Ohhh,” said Valeria. “How many is that?”  
 
    “That’s eight,” said Gabriella. “Four more. Come here, look sir! Her ass is nice and red.”  
 
    I stood up, mindful of the huge erection that was now very evident in my khakis, and saw that Valeria’s ivory-pale ass now had some bright red highlights. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “Very good, Gabriella. You’re doing a good job.”   
 
    Valeria now had her chest flat on the desk and purred, “Yes, Gabriella, I agree, you’re doing a very good job.”  
 
    I sat back in my desk chair and looked Valeria in the eye. “Are you going to break rules again, Valeria?”  
 
    “No, sir!” she said. “But I have four more spanks coming, and I’m afraid I’ll make too much noise. Can I suck on your finger while she spanks me?” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s appropriate, as we discussed. I’m not allowed to touch the students under any circumstances.”  
 
    “Even an emergency?” 
 
    “Well . . .” I considered. “I suppose, in an emergency.” This was certainly an emergency – I felt like I was going to have a heart attack if I didn’t touch her. “You could suck your own fingers,” I suggested. 
 
    “I can’t suck my own fingers, my fingernails are too long,” she pouted. 
 
    I extended my hand and she took my index finger in her wet mouth, rolling her tongue around it and tightening her lips around it. I couldn’t help but moan. 
 
    “Ready Val?” said Gabriella eagerly, and drew her arm back and gave Valeria four more hard spanks, putting a lot of energy into it.  
 
    Valeria moaned and gurgled around my finger, her tongue dancing around it. When she finally released my wet finger, I felt like I was about to cum in my pants. 
 
    “All right,” said Gabriella, bending down over the desk and assuming the position, again cupping her breasts between her elbows and eyeing the bulge in my pants, which I was now unable to keep from stroking. 
 
    Valeria was looking at me. “Aren’t you going to give her your finger, sir? We don’t want anybody to hear us!” 
 
    “I suppose we don’t,” I said hoarsely. 
 
    I put the first finger of my other hand in Gabriella’s mouth. She moaned and ran her tongue around it, as Valeria had done; but then she opened her mouth, took my hand and inserted both my ring finger and middle finger in her mouth. 
 
    “Ready?” asked Valeria, pulling Gabriella’s skirt up around her waist. “No problem here, sir; Gabriella’s panties are white. She likes white lace, don’t you Gabriella?”  
 
    Gabriella nodded and made an affirmative sound around my two fingers she was sucking. 
 
    Indicating the bulge in my crotch, Valeria said, “Sir, don’t worry if this turns you on. The school counselor tells me that it’s perfectly natural to get a bit excited at times like this.”   
 
    I just nodded, both ashamed and more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. 
 
    Valeria raised her hand and brought it down hard on Gabriella’s ass, and Gabriella gurgled and took my fingers so far into her mouth that she gagged. 
 
    “Should I spank her the same? Is twelve times enough?”  
 
    I could only nod now; I was getting close to cumming, rubbing myself through my khakis. 
 
    Valeria swatted Gabriella’s ass three more times, putting just as much force into it as Gabriella had. Even muffled by my fingers, Gabriella was moaning more loudly than Valeria had. 
 
    “Gabby likes to be spanked, doesn’t she?” said Valeria, sweetly, stroking Gabriella’s long dark hair. 
 
    Gabriella spit my fingers out of her mouth and was looking up at me, eyes moist with tears and glazed with lust. “Sirrr,” she whined. “Give it to me, please, let me suck your cock while she spanks me …”  
 
    “I can’t,” I said, but felt my prostate starting to spasm and knew that I needed relief, and that the rules didn’t matter anymore.  
 
    I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. Gabriella opened her mouth eagerly, like a baby bird, and closed her eyes as she took my engorged cock between her full lips and into her perfect wet mouth, meeting it with her lively tongue.  
 
    I cried out in pleasure, and Valeria was watching us closely and as the cock went into Gabriella’s mouth, Valeria’s hand flashed down again, eliciting another cry from Gabriella, now muffled by my cock.  
 
    With the six remaining spanks meeting the six thrusts into Gabriella’s hot wet mouth, I came with a cry of anguished pleasure, feeling like I was unloading from the very bottom of my body and soul. 
 
    Gabriella eagerly took every drop in her mouth.  
 
    Valeria made a happy sound, watching us closely, and then bent down to kiss Gabriella, sticking her tongue into that mouth that was full of my semen. The two moaned and kissed hard over my desk for a moment as I collapsed, breathless, into my desk chair. 
 
    But they weren’t finished with me.  
 
    They both stood up, as if they’d rehearsed it, and picked up their discarded neckties and began tying them around my forearms, binding me to the chair.  
 
    “Girls!” I said, still trying to catch my breath from the powerful orgasm I’d had. “What are you …?”   
 
    They both tied my arms down with bow knots and smiled at me. I suppose I could have ripped my arms free – if I’d really wanted to.   
 
    Valeria put her arms around Gabriella’s waist, and snuggled close to her, both of them smiling tauntingly down at me.  
 
    “We know you’re not allowed to touch the students, sir, so we want to help you resist temptation,” explained Gabriella, and planted another kiss on Valeria’s full lips, their tongues intertwining. 
 
    I just gasped and tried again to make a feeble protest. “Girls, this isn’t . . .”  
 
    “Not what?” said Valeria, bending down and rubbing her nose against mine. “Not allowed? You didn’t touch us!” 
 
    “A cock in my mouth, isn’t that touching?” asked Gabriella, innocently. 
 
    “No, I don’t think oral sex is specifically addressed in the school rules,” said Valeria. Valeria and Gabriella were unbuttoning their blouses now, and I could see their white bras and full breasts more fully now. 
 
    “Don’t take your shirt off, Val!” said Gabriella. “That would be against the regulations.”  
 
    “Oh, I know,” said Valeria, holding her shirt open with both hands. “See, sir? All white.”  
 
    Gabriella stood behind Valeria and snuggled up to her, cupping Valeria’s breasts from behind. “What do you think, sir? White enough?”  
 
    “Definitely,” I gasped. 
 
    “Her skin’s nice and white too, isn’t it?” said Gabriella, fanning one hand down to stroke Valeria’s flat stomach. 
 
    “Very,” I said. 
 
    “Do you like her tits, sir? It’s a shame you can’t touch them, they really feel nice ... so firm to the touch …”  
 
    “Yeah,” I croaked, “A terrible shame.” 
 
    Still feeling Valeria’s tits, Gabriella said, “I can feel her nipples right through the bra, sir, I think she’s excited.” 
 
    “I am,” said Valeria, her voice quavering with pleasure, and leaned her head back to kiss Gabriella. 
 
    “Is it okay if I pull her bra straps down and play with her nipples, sir?” asked Gabriella sweetly. 
 
    I could only nod. In my lap, my cock was starting to stir again, without even being touched. 
 
    “It’s okay, Gaby, I think the rules don’t address nipples, either,” said Valeria, moaning as Gabriella pulled the cups of her bra down and teased the big stiff pink nipples. 
 
    “I have such sensitive nipples, sir, oh it turns me on so much when she touches them,” groaned Valeria. “Even more than when she spanks me. Does that make me a bad girl?” 
 
    “Oh no,” I said hurriedly. “It’s perfectly natural, Valeria.”  
 
    “Did you hear that, Gabriella? The teacher thinks I’m a good girl,” purred Valeria. 
 
    “Well, you know . . . he put some things in our mouths, maybe we should put something nice in his mouth?” asked Gabriella, gently pinching Valeria’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers. 
 
    “Oh, I’d like that,” said Valeria. “How about you sir?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said, gasping.  
 
    “Like an apple for the teacher,” said Gabriella.  
 
    “Except it’s a nipple for the teacher,” said Valeria. She moved forward and pulled up her skirt and sat down on my left leg, straddling it. I could feel the exhilarating feverish warmth in her crotch as her legs wrapped around mine, the heat behind her panties on top of my thigh. 
 
    She pulled her shirt open and arched her back, then put her hands under her breasts and presented them to me.  
 
    “What do you think sir? Do you want to suck her tits?” asked Gabriella, pulling up her skirt and straddling my other leg. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered, and Valeria pressed her breasts forward, the left one tantalizingly close to my mouth and then pulled back. 
 
    “Yes what?” asked Valeria sweetly. 
 
    “Yes, I want to suck your tits, Valeria,” I said, and then she pulled my head and mouth against her breast and gasped in pleasure as my tongue and lips met with her hard pink nipple. 
 
    “Does that feel good, Val?” asked Gabriella. “It looks like it feels good …”  
 
    Valeria pulled my head against her other breast, and I eagerly tongued and sucked her other nipple.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” murmured Valeria, throwing her head back. “It feels really good. He’s got a talented tongue.” 
 
    “Awww,” said Gabriella. “Look, he’s hard again … “and I felt her small cool hand wrap gently around my rapidly-swelling cock. 
 
    I gasped into Valeria’s breasts, opening my mouth wide and seeing how much of her tit I could force in there. Valeria was grinding her crotch against my leg now, and I felt the heat and the moisture through the fabric of my khakis, as I could feel the edge of her bra cup digging into my chin. 
 
    “Hey!” said Gabriella. “What about me?” she pouted. 
 
    I looked at her; she had her blouse pulled open also, and she smiled at me as she released the clasp between the lacy cups of her bra and her breasts sprang free, the nipples small and brown but just as hard as Valeria’s. “Now I hope I’m not breaking the rules, sir,” she said, covering her own breasts with her hands. “I didn’t remove my uniform or my bra! I just opened it.” 
 
    Valeria pouted. “I don’t have any bras that open in the front. Should I buy one, sir?” 
 
    “I kind of like the way your bra looks pulled down around your tits like that, actually,” I said. 
 
    Now it was Gabriella’s turn to pout. “Don’t you like my bra, sir? Don’t you like my body?” She arched her back and cupped her bare breasts, rubbing her own nipples with her thumbs. 
 
    “Yes, you’re a good student,” I said as I moved my head towards her tits. She moved her hands and I attacked her breasts with my mouth, my tongue flickering over her nipples. My arms were straining against the bonds now, desperate to touch them, both of them, either of them. 
 
    “Suck them, sir, don’t be afraid to bite a little,” she lectured me. “I’m not as sensitive as Valeria; I like to be bitten a little.”  
 
    I gently sank my teeth into her nipple until she cried out, “Yes!” 
 
    Valeria took my cock away from Gabriella. “You have to share, Gabriella! You’re getting all the fun today,” Valeria pouted. 
 
    Valeria’s head bobbed down and I felt the exquisite wetness of her tongue encircling my penis. I moaned loudly, helplessly, into Gabriella’s tits.  
 
    Valeria sucked my cock only briefly, and then her head came up. “Why didn’t you tell me he had such a sweet cock, Gaby?” she asked.  
 
    “I thought you could taste it on my lips,” said Gabriella, and the two of them tongue-kissed again, their breasts pressing together around my face. 
 
    Then Gabriella pushed me back in the chair, pulling my tie open and unbuttoning the blue shirt I was wearing. 
 
    “He sucked our nipples so well, don’t you think we should suck his?” asked Gabriella. 
 
    “I don’t know. Some guys don’t like that. Do you like that, teacher?” asked Valeria. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, almost whimpering. “Yes, I like it.”  
 
    “And do you want it?” asked Gabriella, teasingly. She’d unbuttoned my shirt now and opened it up. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, panting. “Please, I want it.”  
 
    Gabriella moved her head down and kissed the center of my chest, and then began using her tongue gently on my left nipples, like a cat lapping milk. I shivered and moaned. At the same time, Valeria got back down on her knees and was sliding my cock in and out of her mouth with exquisite careful slowness.  
 
    “Oh god,” I moaned. 
 
    “Hear that Gabriella?” asked Valeria, standing up. “He’s praying. Isn’t it illegal to pray in school?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so, Valeria,” said Gabriella, pulling away from me and standing up. “He’s a bad boy.” 
 
    “I get to be first, Gaby,” said Valeria. “You got to swallow his cum, I get to fuck him first.”   
 
    She pulled her plaid skirt up around her waist, and pulled her little black string panties out of the way. Her pussy was completely shaved. She rubbed her finger against her own moist slit, and moaned as she straddled me, her plaid skirt pooling around us. 
 
    “No, girls, this isn’t right …” I complained. I made a brief show of struggling with the bonds that still tied my arms to the chair. 
 
    “I think he needs something in his mouth again, Gaby,” said Valeria as she straddled my lap and took my swollen cock in her hand and rubbed it against the wet lips of her pussy; this elicited simultaneous groans from the two of us.   
 
    Gaby put two fingers into my mouth as Valeria mounted me; my cock sank into Valeria’s sublimely tight and wet pussy with cry of pleasure from Valeria and a stifled moan from me. Gabriella’s long fingernails were hard and cold in my mouth, an alien yet erotic sensation. 
 
    Gabriella removed her fingers and briefly touched her nipples with them, and then dipped them into her white panties, where they worked busily.  
 
    I was bucking my hips, thrusting as Valeria rode me. 
 
    “Sir,” she said, “I told you my nipples are so sensitive, can you please suck them again and make me cum?” she begged in a liquid voice.  
 
    I buried my face in her breasts again, licking, sucking and finally biting, and she threw her head back and began moaning hungrily and bucking harder on my cock.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh!” she finally cried, biting her lips, trembling as she had an orgasm.  
 
    “My turn! My turn!” said Gabriella, eagerly, pulling her panties to the side of her pussy – she had a little dark landing strip, I saw -- as Valeria carefully stepped off me and stood up; Gabriella was in my lap and again I cried out in pleasure as Gabriella’s hot wet pussy engulfed my cock.  
 
    I was starting to shake uncontrollably now as Gabriella clutched my head to her tits, bouncing up and down energetically in my lap, pumping my cock inside of her. Valeria was standing behind Gabriella and she reached around and began squeezing Gabriella’s breasts, pushing them into my face as I sucked them. Then she reached down and touched Gabriella’s clit, causing Gabriella to mewl with pleasure. 
 
    Gabriella, too, seemed to orgasm in a matter of minutes, trembling and throwing her head back. Clearly the two girls had enjoyed their little games a great deal.   
 
    “AHHHHHHHH,” I started to feel like I was going to explode. Gabriella hurriedly climbed out of my lap, and both girls got on their knees and kissed and sucked my cock together, like two puppies fighting over a chew toy, and then my ears were ringing and I could hardly breathe and hot waves passed through me and when I finally ejaculated it felt like my heart had stopped.  
 
    I think I might even have passed out for a moment; they were kissing the semen off each other’s lips when I finally caught my breath and looked up at them.  
 
    They just smiled at me as they untied my arms and began buttoning their blouses back up and straightening their skirts.  
 
    “So, have we served enough detention for one day, sir?” asked Gabriella. 
 
    I said that I thought they had, but we made arrangements for another detention session the next week.  
 
    “Following the rules is important, you’ve certainly taught us that, sir,” said Valeria and winked at me as the two of them walked out of the classroom, arm in arm. 
 
      
 
    To be continued in … 
 
   


  
 


 
    If you’d like to read more adventures of Gabriella and Valeria, you can read them collected here:  
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    SLUTTY SCHOOLGIRLS: GABRIELLA AND VALERIA VOLUME 1 
 
    Gabriella and Valeria have a lot of trouble staying out of trouble … and a lot of trouble keeping their panties on after class!  
 
    This collection included the first three stories in the sexy saga of Gabriella and Valeria, two barely legal girls who love to have sex with older authority figures – including the school nurse and the volleyball coach -- and each other.  
 
    Buy it HERE NOW at Amazon!  
 
   


  
 


 
    A TRIP TO THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE  
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Jana sat with her knees pressed tightly together, waiting for the principal to arrive, not sure whether she should be scared or excited. 
 
    Did the principal want to praise her for something, or to punish her? She certainly couldn’t imagine that she’d done anything wrong, and her grades were excellent. 
 
    He’d called her into the office, and then gone outside to speak with the secretary. 
 
    She took her compact mirror out of her purse and nervously straightened her long honey-blonde hair and checked her makeup. It looked fine. Her big green eyes filled the mirror, and she smiled and winked at herself. 
 
    Finally he came back into the room, and she heard him saying goodbye to the secretary before closing the door behind him. It was 3:15 now and school had finished for the day. 
 
    “All right, Jana,” said Principal Stevens, sitting down behind his desk. “How are you feeling today?” He smiled at her. His piercing blue eyes met hers. He was a handsome man, with thick dark hair and smooth olive skin. All the girls in school had a crush on him. She’d only spoken to him a few times before. 
 
    “Fine, sir. Am I … in trouble?” she asked meekly. 
 
    “Do you feel like you deserve to be in trouble?” he asked, still smiling.  
 
    There was something cold in the smile, she thought. “I … no, I don’t think so.”   
 
    He looked at the file in front of him. “Your 18th birthday was last week,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, sir.”   
 
    “My birthday was last week also. I turned 43.”  
 
    “Twenty-five years older than me,” she said, crossing her legs and folding her arms in front of herself. She had wondered how old he was; he was certainly youthful-looking, with a trim muscular body and only a bit of grey hair around his temples.   
 
    “I see you’ve been paying attention in math class, anyway. Your grades are excellent and all your teachers say you work very hard. That’s not why you’re here. Do you have any idea why you are here?” 
 
    Her heart was thudding in her chest. “No, sir, I don’t.”  
 
    He stood up and paced in front of her, glancing down at her, his hands behind his back. He wore a grey suit and a dark red necktie. 
 
    “Your uniform, maybe? Do you think it meets regulations?” 
 
    She looked down at herself; the top two buttons of her blouse were undone, and she hadn’t noticed. Regulations were that only the first could be unbuttoned. 
 
    She felt her face growing red. “I’m sorry, sir.”  
 
    She hurriedly began to fasten the button. 
 
    “Stop,” he said coldly. “Leave it as it is.”  
 
    Her hands dropped into her lap again. She couldn’t look up at him, but felt his gaze bearing down on her. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, sir. I’ll fix it if … ”  
 
    “No, leave it. You came in here, with your blouse open enough for me to see your bra. What does that say about you?” 
 
    She felt her face growing red. “I … It was just an accident, sir. I didn’t notice it.” 
 
    “Look up at me, Jana.”  He was standing over her now, towering over her, so tall and broad-shouldered, his hands on his hips. 
 
    She looked up, shyly.  “I’m really sorry, it just came open accidentally.”   
 
    “Accidentally … and what color is your bra, Jana?”   
 
    She felt her face radiating heat. “Sir, I … ”   
 
    “Regulations in this school are for girls not to wear colored bras, because they must wear white blouses. What color is your bra, Jana?”  
 
    “It’s white!” she said, shocked. 
 
    “I don’t think so. It looks more pink, to me.”  
 
    “It’s white, but it has some little red designs on it,” she admitted. She felt the heat spreading down to her chest, and she couldn’t look up at him anymore. 
 
    He was pacing back and forth again. “Why did you do that, Jana? That’s two rules broken in one day. What would your mother think?”  
 
    “She’d be very upset,” Jana said quickly. Her mother had always warned her to be a good girl. “I wore it because I didn’t have another clean. I work as a babysitter some days, and my mother is very busy also, sometimes we get behind on the laundry.”   
 
    “You don’t have boyfriends, I know. You keep to yourself. You don’t socialize much. You’re very serious. Is your mother proud of you?”  
 
    “Yes, she is,” Jana said, all too aware that from his position the principal could see directly down her blouse into her shirt, could see her ample breasts, cupped in the tight lace white and red bra. It was one of her favorites, but she had known she shouldn’t wear it to school.   
 
    “You live alone with your mother, if I’m not mistaken. Immigrants from Russia, right?”  
 
    “Yes, sir. We came here five years ago. But my father was American.”   
 
    “I saw in your file that your mother is only 36. A little younger than me. Not married?”  
 
    “No sir. My father hasn’t lived with us for many years.” 
 
    “Your mother got pregnant at a young age, it seems.”  
 
    “Yes, sir.”  
 
    “Is that why you’re a good girl? She warned you not to make the same mistakes she did?”  
 
    “Yes,” she said, in a small voice. She felt herself begin to tear up. Her mother worked so hard and wanted only the best for her daughter. 
 
    “So what would your mother think, if she knew that you came in here, with your blouse unbuttoned, showing me your bra?” 
 
    Jana felt tears coming to her eyes. “But I didn’t do it on purpose, sir!”   
 
    “Just tell me. What would she think, if she knew that you did this?”  
 
    “I didn’t mean to do it! I’ll button it back up if you let me!”  Her hands moved up to fasten the button and she was surprised when he rather roughly pushed her hands away. 
 
    “I told you not to do that,” he said.  
 
    She looked down at her hands in her lap. She felt the heat radiating off her, so scared, so helpless, feeling her nipples tingle and tighten on her breasts, which felt all too exposed. 
 
    He sat next to her on the small sofa. “Aren’t you proud of your body, Jana?”  
 
    She couldn’t answer, looking down. 
 
    “Answer me, Jana.”  
 
    “I am,” she said. “I exercise a lot. I used to do ballet, back in Russia.”  
 
    “Why did you stop?” he asked. 
 
    “My breasts got too big,” she said, and then clutched her mouth in embarrassment at what she’d said. 
 
    Principal Stevens leaned back and smiled. “You know what we call girls who like to show off their bodies, but never go out with anybody? Never let anybody touch them?”  
 
    She looked down at her hands in her lap. 
 
    “Yes,” she said finally. “I know.”  
 
    “What’s that word, Jana?” he asked softly. 
 
    “Tease,” she said. “The other students call me a tease, a lot.”  
 
    “Do you think you’re a tease, Jana?” his voice was smooth and soft. 
 
    She felt a tear roll down her hot cheek and splash into her cleavage. 
 
    “No,” she said meekly. “I’m a good girl!”  
 
    “Does a good girl show off her breasts to the principal, Jana?” 
 
    She shook her head back and forth. 
 
    “I know how upset your mother will be. Won’t she be upset?”  
 
    “Yes! Very!” More tears rolled down her cheeks. 
 
    “Then I’ll give you a choice. Either I can call your mother and tell her what you did, or we can use corporal punishment.” 
 
    She sniffled. “What’s corporal punishment?” 
 
    “A spanking. It’s permitted here; your mother signed a form allowing it.”  
 
    “But … I … ” She felt more hot tears running down her chest into her bra. “I’m a good girl!” she said desperately. 
 
    “That’s why I’m giving you a choice, Jana. Don’t you see that I want to help you, here?” He stroked her long blonde hair.  
 
    “Yes,” she said quietly. She felt the warmth and strength radiating from him, as he sat a few inches away from her. “I know you want to help me.” 
 
    “I do,” he said softly. “So, what’s your choice?”  
 
    “Will it hurt,” she asked. “The spanking, I mean?” 
 
    She felt his whole body seem to expand as a huge smile broke out on his face. “Only a little, Jana.” 
 
    She nodded shyly, wiping tears from her eyes. “Okay, the spanking.” 
 
    “Very well. Lie across my lap here.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said, her lips trembling and the tears beginning to flow more freely now. 
 
    “Don’t cry, Jana, it will be okay.”  He stroked her hair again. 
 
    She leaned over him and moved her breasts across his lap, feeling a thrill of heat and sensation there as they encountered something hard there. She heard him gasp as well. 
 
    She settled into place, her stomach across his legs and her ass in the air, her breasts smashed against the sofa. She continued to weep quietly, her mind whirling with humiliation, fear, excitement. 
 
    “Are you ready, Jana?”  
 
    “Yes sir,” she said through her tears. 
 
    “You have to pull up your skirt for me,” he said, firmly. 
 
    She reached back and bunched up her skirt behind her. 
 
    “That’s it, Jana. Higher … a bit higher … ” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she felt as if she was watching herself from far away, as if she was not in control of anything anymore. Her world had changed so completely, in such a short time. 
 
    “Your panties are completely white, at least. That’s good. Are you ready?”  
 
    She nodded, afraid to speak now. She clenched her the muscles of her rear end and braced herself, feeling like she couldn’t catch her breath.  
 
    The first smack came like a thunderclap, sending a wave of heat and pain across her ass cheek. She cried out. 
 
    “You can scream, Jana, this room is soundproofed. Nobody can hear you. Nobody’s around here anyway.”  
 
    Before she could answer, more smacks came, and her ass felt like it was on fire. She howled, wiggling across his lap, again aware of the heat spreading to her breasts and now aware that there was moisture between her legs. 
 
    She felt his hand wrap in her hair, holding her in place. “Do you like that, Jana? Are you a good girl?” 
 
    “Oh god! Please stop! It hurts!” she begged. 
 
    “Ask me nicely,” he said. 
 
    “It hurts! Please, stop spanking me!” 
 
    “Say, ‘please, teacher, stop spanking my ass’.” 
 
    She was shocked to hear him say the word ass. She started to cry harder. “Okay, please, teacher, stop spanking my ass!” 
 
    More thunderous smacks came down on the hot tight cheeks of her burning red ass. She cried out again. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl?”  
 
    “Yes! Please!” 
 
    “Are you going to be a little tease?” 
 
    “No! No, I won’t!”  
 
    More spanks. 
 
    “Oh, god, why? I said no!” she begged, her head pulled back as he twisted his hand in her hair. “You’re hurting me!” 
 
    “You didn’t say sir,” he said, spanking her ass harder. 
 
    “No sir! I promise I won’t be a tease! I promise I will be a good girl! I’ll be more careful with my uniform, I’ll wear a white bra, I won’t be a tease, PLEASE, SIR!” she screamed. 
 
    Finally the spanks stopped. She felt his hand on her ass still, rubbing it gently, and he was stroking her hair as she sobbed. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “You’re a good girl, Jana, you did fine. Shhhh, shhhh. I’m proud of you.”   
 
    “Oh, god,” she moaned, wiggling back across his lap and sitting up, crying out when her reddened ass touched the sofa again, her skirt still bunched around her thighs, her makeup running down her face, her hair falling into her eyes. “I’m so sorry, sir, I’m so so sorry.”   
 
    “Shhhh,” he said. “It’s okay.” He put his arm around her and she cried more heavily, leaning into his chest, smelling his masculine smell. She felt her heart pounding, and her body felt so hot, the fire in her ass spreading between her legs, up her back, to her breasts. 
 
    “Now, I need to see your bra, before I can let you leave,” he said softly.  
 
    “But you saw it down my shirt already,” she sobbed. “You can see down my shirt now!” 
 
    “All of it. Come on, Jana. Be a good girl,” he said firmly. “You promised not to be a little tease again.”  
 
    “I know, I know,” she said. She leaned away from him, wiping her tears away.  
 
    “Don’t you want to be a good girl, Jana? Don’t you want to take your blouse off?” 
 
    “No,” she said miserably. “I want to go home. I’ve learned my lesson, I have,” she said, plaintively. 
 
    “I need to see your bra, all of it, and you need to do what I tell you. You showed some of it to me when you came in with those buttons open; you need to show me all of it. A good girl finishes what she started, and a good girl obeys.” 
 
    “But, I didn’t understand … I can’t …” she said, eyes down. “I didn’t mean to!” 
 
    “Are you ashamed of your body? Is that it?” 
 
    “No … “ she whined, drawing the word out. “I don’t know, you’ve got me all confused …” 
 
    “And a good girl obeys her principal, too. Take off your blouse and show me the bra you wore today. It’s what you want, isn’t it?” 
 
    Jana didn’t answer, her body trembling. 
 
    After a moment, she leaned back, facing, him, and unbuttoned two more buttons of her shirt, opening it to show the lacy cups of her bra. She felt her breath catch in her throat as she did so, felt her heart speed up again. 
 
    “Like this?” she asked softly. 
 
    “Yes, Jana, just like that.”  He was leaning back, and his hand was moving in his lap now. “Good girl. Stand up, take off your blouse.” 
 
    Closing her eyes, obeying without a protest, she unbuttoned the white blouse, stood up and dropped in on the floor.  
 
    She stood, breathing shallowly, almost panting, feeling the red flush on her face and her chest radiating heat. So hot. She was sure he could feel it even from a few feet away. 
 
    “You like it when men look at you, don’t you, Jana?” he asked, in a low voice. 
 
    She hesitated, then nodded.  
 
    “You know that you’re one of the most beautiful girls in this school. Such a body … 36 C?” 
 
    “38,” she said. She had her arms crossed below her breasts. 
 
    “You wore that bra so you could let boys look down your shirt today, didn’t you?”  he said, standing up. 
 
    She shook her head. A single tear rolled down her cheek.   
 
    “It’s okay. You can tell me, Jana.”   
 
    “I thought it looked nice when I put it on,” she said, opening her eyes and looking down at herself, her breasts heaving as she struggled to control her breathing. 
 
    “It does. It does look nice. You like it when they look down your shirt, don’t you?” 
 
    After a moment, she nodded her head again. 
 
    “But you don’t let them touch, never.” 
 
    “No, sir.” It was true. Her mother had warned her that touching would lead to other things. 
 
    “Very nice, Jana. You look very nice.”   
 
    “Thank you, sir. May I go now?” she asked. 
 
    “No, not yet. You’re not really ready yet. You haven’t really learned your lesson yet, have you?” he asked, walking around her in a circle as she stood shyly in the center of the room in her bra. 
 
    “I don’t know …” she said, feeling another tear splash on her chest. 
 
    “You’re not a tease, are you?”  
 
    She shook her head violently, tossing her honey-blonde hair. “I’m not, I’m not, stop saying that.” 
 
    “You always do what the teacher says.”  
 
    “Yes, I do,” she said, more firmly. 
 
    “Okay, take off your skirt, now,” he commanded. 
 
    Almost panting now, knowing it was wrong, but feeling a powerful jolt of pleasure pass through her in surrendering, she slipped out of her skirt and let it fall to the floor. 
 
    “How do you feel, Jana?” asked Principal Stevens. 
 
    “This is wroooongg,” she whined. 
 
    “Don’t you feel like you deserve it?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. 
 
    “Turn around, Jana. Show me your body.”  
 
    She obeyed without question now, raising her arms and doing a half-ballet turn. 
 
    “You never let the boys touch you, do you?” he asked again. 
 
    “No sir.”  
 
    “Don’t you like to be touched?”  
 
    “It’s … bad … bad things can happen.”   
 
    He laughed at that. “Bad things. Bad things don’t happen to good girls, do they, Jana?”  
 
    He looked at here for a moment, his hand moving between his legs. “Do you like to touch yourself?”  
 
    She shook her head again, standing still, back straight, looking down at her breasts. She couldn’t look at him; it was too powerful, she felt like she’d explode if she looked at him. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me, Jana.” 
 
    “Just … sometimes. In the shower, only. How can I wash if I don’t touch myself?” she asked, pleadingly. 
 
    “I mean, touching yourself for pleasure, Jana. Not washing.”  
 
    She bit her lip. 
 
    “Answer me, Jana. Where do you touch yourself for pleasure?” 
 
    “My ... “ she looked down at her chest. 
 
    “Say it.”  
 
    “This seems wrong, I … I can’t …”   
 
    She felt a stinging slap on her ass again, and she yelped. 
 
    “On the breasts! I touch my breasts sometimes, okay?” she said. 
 
     “Sir,” he reminded her. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she sobbed.  
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I touch my breasts for pleasure, sometimes, sir.”  
 
    “Just the breasts? Nowhere else?” 
 
    “No, sir. Only the breasts. I don’t want to ... if I touched myself somewhere else, than I might start wanting to ...  do bad things.” 
 
    He made a sympathetic sound behind her. “Oh, poor Jana. Such a good girl,” he said, and stroked her hair. She leaned her head back into his hand and sighed, relieved. She was a good girl. 
 
    She was shifting nervously from foot to foot now, standing straight, eyes down, still almost panting, still feeling a wetness and heat between her legs and in her belly like she’d never experienced before. 
 
    “But nobody else has ever touched them, hmm? Wouldn’t it feel good to be touched, Jana?” 
 
    She was trembling again. She couldn’t answer him. God, it would feel so good. 
 
    “Answer me, Jana,” he said into her ear. She felt the warmth and heat of him behind her, but he still wasn’t touching her. 
 
    “It would feel good,” she said in a rush. 
 
    “Do you want to touch them?”  
 
    “No, it’s dirty, I don’t do dirty things, it’s not safe, I’m a good girl, PLEASE. . .”   
 
    “Would you rather I touched them? Is that it? Do you want me to touch them?” 
 
    “No, please! I can’t think, you’re …” she had her arms crossed in front of her now, looking down at her breasts as more tears fell. 
 
    “Do you want to touch them now?” he asked into her ear, his warm breath on her neck. 
 
    “Yes,” she whimpered. Her breasts ached, the nipples so hard, it was all she could do to keep her hands off them. 
 
    “Ask me,” he said in her ear. 
 
    “Can I touch them, sir?” she whimpered.  
 
    “You may,” he said, after what seemed an eternity. 
 
    Her hands slid up her ribcage and cupped her breasts through the soft lacy bra, her small hands barely able to cover them.  
 
    She sighed, breathing heavily, and after a pause, she began squeezing them gently. She moaned, feeling herself grow weak in the knees, feeling more tears flow down and splash on her cleavage. 
 
    “Shhh,” said Principal Stevens. “It’s okay, don’t cry. It’s all right.” He moved closer to her and kissed the tears off her cheek gently. 
 
    “It’s dirty,” she said, miserably. “It’s not safe. This isn’t right . . .”   
 
    “Do you feel like a bad girl?” he asked, gently. 
 
    “I do,” she said. 
 
    “But you don’t want to stop, do you?” he asked. 
 
    “Nooooooo,” she said, softly, holding her tits firmly in both hands, and gasping for breath. 
 
    “What do you want to do, Jana?”  
 
    “Touch myself … ”  
 
    “So I can watch?”  
 
    “Yessssss …”  she sighed. She was pinching her nipples through the thin lace, now, eyes closed, her breath ragged. It felt good, good to touch herself and good to tell the truth. 
 
    “But you never touch yourself between the legs?” he asked, still speaking softly into her ear. 
 
    “Noooo, it’s wrong ... it’s dirty ... something bad will happen ...” she pleaded softly. 
 
    “You’re such a good girl, Jana. Go ahead. It’s okay. You can put your hand in your panties.”   
 
    “I … please don’t … it’s wrong, I can’t … ” She was rubbing both breasts with one hand now while the other stroked her stomach below her navel.  
 
    “Shh, Jana, it’s okay, you can do it, you’re a good girl. Go ahead ...” 
 
    She let out a long, low moan as her hand slipped into her panties and touched her clit. She gasped and groaned loudly, and her finger slid easily into the wetness between her legs. She was panting now; she felt a building pressure that she was sure was probably an orgasm, though she’d never had one before. 
 
    “Jana, Jana, what would your mother think?”  
 
    She opened her eyes and looked around, and saw him making a video of her with his phone.  
 
    “Oh my god! What are you doing?” She came crashing back to reality, realizing with horror what was happening.  
 
    He smiled cruelly at her. “How could I let a beautiful moment like that pass without something to remember it by?” 
 
    “Give me that!” she said, frantic, trying to grab the phone, but he grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back.  
 
    “I see you haven’t learned your lesson quite yet,” he said into her ear, holding her arms behind her back with one arm and pulling his necktie off with the other.  
 
    “What are you doing! You can’t ...” she struggled futilely; his grip was like iron and she had no chance of escape. “Let me go! Please!”   
 
    He tied her hands firmly together with his necktie, and then pushed her down on the sofa, raising the camera again to take another video. 
 
    “Please don’t!” she begged. “Don’t take pictures of me! What are you doing! I don’t want anyone to see me like this …”  She was crying and sobbing frantically now. 
 
    He moved to his desk and removed a pair of scissors. 
 
    “What are you going to do with that?” she said. “Please, don’t hurt me!”  
 
    She struggled to extract her arms from the tie; her breasts jiggled in the bra, her shoulders held back by the bonds. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you,” he said soothingly. “Sit up straight, Jana, and don’t move.”  
 
    She sat very still, breathless, watching him, panting.  
 
    “This bra does not meet regulations, Jana,” he said. “I’m going to have to confiscate it.” He slipped the blade of the scissors under one shoulder strap of the bra and snipped it apart. 
 
    “OH NO!” she cried. “Please, don’t! Oh no, no no no … ”  But she was so hot now that she felt her voice fading away to gasps. 
 
    Stroking the bulge between his legs, he snipped the other shoulder strap.  “Now sit very still,” he said, and she did so, weeping silently, as he inserted the scissors between the cups of the bra and sliced it apart. It fell away, her breasts bursting free. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay, don’t cry,” he said, kissing her tears away. She couldn’t help it, her sobbing worse than before. She tried to turn her head away from him and he picked her up – easily – and carried her to his desk, and laid her across it.  
 
    “I cleared my desk just for you today, Jana,” he said.  
 
    His hands fell to her breasts, his large hands enfolding them and squeezing. She gasped and moaned, bit her lips, as his head fell down and he was kissing between her breasts, over the pale slopes, and finally sucking and licking the very hard nipples. 
 
    “Oh, god, please, sir, please … please suck them … please …” Her head was thrown back and her back was arched, her arms pinned beneath her. 
 
    “You’re not going to tease anymore, are you Jana?” he asked 
 
    Barely able to get the words out, she gasped, “No, never, I won’t tease anymore, never again,  I’m a good girl,” she was aware that she was moaning loudly as his mouth covered her breasts. “Oh, god, please, please, please . . .”  
 
    “Please what?” he asked, raising his head from her breasts. “Please what, you little slut?” 
 
    “I’m not a little slut,” she said, weakly, moaning and writhing as he pulled her legs apart and held them. “Please, no, I’m not a little tease, no, no, I’m not a tease . . .”  
 
    He reached down and ripped her white panties off, and then forced them into her mouth, stifling her begging and pleading. 
 
    He buried his face between her legs, forcing his tongue into her slick shaved pussy.  
 
    She moaned into the panties that were gagging her, closing her eyes, feeling the pressure between her legs growing and struggling and writhing as he held her legs apart and licked and sucked at her clit.  
 
    “Mmmm! Urrnnnh! Hhhhhnmmmm!” The pressure was building and the heat spreading; when she felt his finger tickle her asshole, she bucked and spasmed and realized she’d had her first orgasm. Everything went dark for a moment. 
 
    She felt a light slap on her face, and the panties were being removed from her mouth, and she gasped for air, breathless, tears rolling from her eyes. 
 
    “Please,” she said, quietly “Please, please. . .” She struggled weakly but her arms felt like they’d gone numb beneath her. 
 
    “You know what’s next, Jana,” he said. He unzipped his trousers and removed his cock. She’d never even seen one before outside of biology books and on statues in museums. They never looked like that! 
 
    “No, no, please, I’m not a tease, I’m  a good girl, I can’t, it’s too big, please, please,” she begged. 
 
    “Don’t you want it?” he asked, sweetly. 
 
    “Yes, I do, but …”  
 
    He was between her legs now, rubbing his swollen cock against the lips of her pussy. She felt so slick and wet down there. “Oh, god, oh please ... “ she moaned, bucking forward, involuntarily, trying to scoot forward on the desk, her shoulders aching and hands numb from being tied up. “Oh god, I want it, please, I want it ...”  
 
    He smiled and stroked her face. “Such a good girl,” he said tenderly, as he drove his cock slowly into her. Her hymen gave way suddenly, and she cried out in pain and pleasure as he went inside of her.  
 
    “Oh, please, please, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes … ”  she whimpered helplessly and he filled her. She could hardly breathe. 
 
    “You like that, huh? Not a little tease. Not anymore.” 
 
    “No, please, no, I’m not a tease, I’ll never tease anymore!” she said, bucking her hips against him as he pulled her onto his cock. So much pressure and heat, she felt like she was going to burst apart. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll never tell anybody about this. I’ll never tell anybody you undressed and touched yourself in my office,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you, sir!” she cried out, tears spilling from her eyes and her breath coming fast and hard as she felt the pressure of another building orgasm 
 
    “I’ll never show anybody that video, either, if you’re a good girl,” he said, holding her tits in both hands as he thrust into her, faster and faster, harder and deeper. 
 
    She cried out as another orgasm burned through her, aware that lewd, incomprehensible noises were coming from her. “Oh, god, I’m such a slut, I’m such a bad girl,” she heard herself say. 
 
    He pulled out of her, stroking his cock. 
 
    “I don’t want to get you pregnant, my good girl,” he said, bending down to kiss her on the lips. She kissed him back hungrily, thrusting her tongue out, his mouth still slick with her pussy juices.  
 
    “Thank you sir,” she gasped. 
 
    He grabbed her by the hair and said, “Open wide. Make sure to keep your teeth away from it, okay? Cover your teeth with your lips. I know you’ve never done this before. Are you a good girl?”  
 
    “Yes, I’m a good girl,” she said, opening her mouth obediently. 
 
    “You want to suck it? You don’t want to get pregnant, do you?”  
 
    “No, no, I don’t, yes, please, I’ll take it in my mouth, I will, I won’t tell. . .”  
 
    He slipped his cock slowly into her mouth, while his hand slid back down between her legs and began rubbing her clit delicately. 
 
    She was soon vibrating with pleasure, gasping around his cock, raising her hips against his hand as he fucked her mouth. 
 
    “Very good, Jana,” he gasped, himself beginning to shake, thrusting into her face. “Oh, god, Jana, yes, yes, yes, yes yes . . ..” He stopped tickling her clit and thrust two fingers into her. 
 
    He cried out as he came, and her mouth was suddenly full of hot salty fluid, and she felt her body vibrating as she had a third orgasm, her body burning, bucking and spasming, his cock pulling out and spilling hot cum all over her chin and cheeks. 
 
    Everything went dark again. She was panting, barely conscious. She was only vaguely aware of him rolling her on her side and untying her hands. 
 
    “You were very good, Jana.” He said, putting his cock back in his trousers.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said meekly, curling into the fetal position on the desk. 
 
    “I’ll keep the bra and panties, and the video of course.” He gathered them from the floor. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said softly. She felt changed. Something was gone that would never come back. 
 
    But at the same time, she’d never felt anything so pleasurable as those orgasms. Absolutely nothing. She knew she’d need to experience that again, soon. 
 
    He was putting his suit jacket and tie back on, admiring himself in the mirror. 
 
    “I think we can do this every Friday, from now on,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, sir. I’d like that.” She considered that now that she had some experience, maybe she could make HIM beg for it, next time. 
 
    She got dressed and left. 
 
    A whole new life had opened to her. And while she’d lost her control in there, she thought maybe she knew some ways to get it back. She might start with Principal Stevens’s son. Or his stepdaughter. 
 
    She walked out into a different world. 
 
      
 
    The story of Jana and the Principal continues in … 
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    JANA’S JOURNEY: THE COMPLETE NOVEL 
 
    Jana was always a good girl, shy and devoted to her studies. But one day after school in the Principal’s office, everything changes. Jana finds herself drawn into a world of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage, of humiliation and revenge, a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his beautiful stepdaughter, his wife, and a mysterious former solder with his own agenda. 
 
    But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including herself, realizes. 
 
    But JANA’S JOURNEY, a dark erotica thriller, now HERE at Amazon. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    CHRISTMAS CUCKOLD 
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    This will be the best Christmas ever, thought Amy. 
 
     Amy was visiting her sister and her sister’s husband for Christmas.  
 
    Amy was the town bad girl. She loved sex and she loved to look sexy. The town had alternately criticized her and lusted after her, ever since she’d started growing her impressive tits at age 13. 18-year-old Amy was blonde and blue-eyed, tall and slim and busty, with a 34d bra size and a little tramp-stamp tribal tattoo on her lower back. 
 
    Amy’s sister Carla, on the other hand, was quiet and studious and everything that the young hell-raiser Amy was not. Five years older than Amy, Carla had been an honor-roll student and finished law school at the top of her class, and then married the son of one of the richest men in town a year previously.  
 
    Carla had red curly hair and brown eyes; she was beautiful also, but she’d never flaunted it like Amy, burying her looks behind eyeglasses and no make-up. Her chest wasn’t nearly as big as her younger sister, but Carla still had a great body. She’d been captain of the school volleyball team.  
 
    At 23, Carla was already as serious and mature as a much older woman. She’d prepared the Christmas tree and Christmas dinner carefully, and wrapped and placed all the presents carefully.  
 
    “Amy, we’re so glad you could come,” said Carla, after they’d finished the delicious turkey dinner.  
 
    “What about Russ and the twins?” asked Carla’s husband Bob. He was a few years older than Carla – he’d just turned 30. He was already balding however, and already a bit paunchy. He had a soft face with a weak chin. He opened another bottle of wine and poured glasses for all of them.  
 
    “Oh,” said Amy. “Things have been difficult at home since Mom left Russ.”  She could see Bob staring at her tits, her magnificent cleavage on display in the push-up bra and tight, low cut dress she wore. She shifted, leaning forward, enfolding her tits with her arms and pushing them up even more, smiling at Bob with a twinkle in her eye.  
 
    In fact, Amy had engineered a complicated plan for revenge on her family; she’d blackmailed the well-hung school principal into fucking her Mom so that Russ could catch them, and then she’d fucked Russ and the twins at Thanksgiving, arranging it so her mom could see them.  
 
      
 
    Everybody had been at each other’s throat. Amy had loved it.  
 
    Finally, a few weeks before Christmas, Mom had checked herself into a rehab center and Russ and the twins had decided to visit family in a different state.  
 
    This left Amy with the house to herself for the holidays, and she’d been having the time of her life, entertaining all of her favorite men (and a few women) in the town. She was planning to leave the town and move to Los Angeles in January, so she was trying to live it up good before she left. 
 
    “So, Amy, what have you been up to?” asked Bob, trying and failing in his attempt to look somewhere other than Amy’s tits.  
 
    “Oh, well, I think you know, Bob,” said Amy.  
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” said Bob quickly.  
 
    “Come on, Bob,” said Carla with a smile, lazily circling the rim of her wine glass with one finger. “You know what we’re talking about. Amy’s become quite the internet celebrity.”  
 
    “Oh, ah, well, uh, ah, well, I might have heard something about that,” said Bob nervously, loosening her collar.  
 
    “What exactly did you hear?” asked Amy, innocently.  
 
    “Well, uh, that you were, uh, some, uh, videos of you, on, the new nude beach …” he was turning red and stammering now. 
 
    Amy pressed her tits together, leaned forward, and smiled at him again. “Yes,” she whispered. “I sort of had a … gangbang at the nude beach.” Amy giggled, and so did Carla.  
 
    “Such a naughty girl,” said Carla. “You always were!” 
 
    “I know it,” said Amy. “What can I say? I love it! I love to be touched and held … and fucked …”  
 
    The two women laughed again, and Bob shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Really, Amy,” he said.  
 
    “Are you embarrassed, Bob?” asked Amy. “Sex is natural and healthy, right?” 
 
    “Er, uh, well, yes, with the right person, yes. But putting it on the internet, are you sure that’s a good idea, Amy?” 
 
    “I made a ton of money out of it, actually. We weren’t all born with the big bucks, like you.”  
 
    He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, again.  
 
    “Yes, Amy,” said Carla, standing up. “Bob thinks pornography is wrong. But … of course that doesn’t stop him from watching it.”  
 
    “Oh, well, uh,” stammered Bob. “I don’t really, not very often.”  
 
    “No?” asked Amy. “You don’t like to watch porn?” 
 
    “Not really, not very often,” repeated Bob.  
 
    “That’s funny, Bob, because I checked your browser history yesterday, and it seems that you watched Amy’s video,” said Carla, crossing her arms and staring at her husband. 
 
    “Oh, well, somebody sent me the link, I didn’t want to say anything, somebody sent me that link and I clicked it but I turned it off immediately.” Sweat was breaking out on Bob’s forehead now.  
 
    “And it seems that you watched it several times a day, for several weeks,” said Carla, standing.  
 
    “Oh, uh …” Bob said, his face bright red. He looked down at the leftover mashed potatoes on his plate, looking like he was about to weep. “You shouldn’t be looking at my computer anyway!” he said sullenly.  
 
    “Oh, well, Bob, it’s okay,” said Carla. “I mean, Amy is family right?  You’ve seen her on holidays and stuff in her bikini, anyway.” 
 
    “I … uh, well, I mean …”  
 
    “I mean, you can look, as long as you don’t touch, right?” said Carla. “I think it’s time to open some Christmas presents now!” Carla finished off her glass of wine and brought a couple of beautifully-wrapped gifts over.  
 
    Amy downed her glass of wine and stood up and let out a little “whoo!” The tight black dress she wore clung to her fit and voluptuous figure. “Me first!” 
 
    Carla presented her with a flat box with red wrapping and a green ribbon. “Here you are, Amy. Merry Christmas!” 
 
    Amy squealed with delight and ripped open the box with no hesitation. Inside was some lingerie; a sexy red lace teddy with white trimming. There were also some red thigh-high stockings, and a Santa hat.  
 
    “Oh Carla!” said Amy. “It’s lovely! I think I’ll try it on now.” Amy swept the package up and took it into the bathroom.  
 
    Bob looked around nervously, harrumphed and took a big swig of his wine.  
 
    Carla handed Bob a smaller flat box.  
 
    “Thank you, darling,” said Bob, without much enthusiasm, and opened the box. 
 
    Inside was a pair of fur-lined handcuffs.  
 
    “Er, uh, honey?” asked Bob with a question in his voice and on his soft, slightly drunk face.  
 
    Carla bent down and kissed him on the lips. “Well, honey, if you’re looking on the internet for stimulation, obviously our sex life needs a little bit of a kick. I mean, really, not much has been going on in the bedroom lately, has it?” 
 
    “Well, er, you know I’m very tired from working hard recently,” said Bob.  
 
    “Of course, honey,” said Carla. 
 
    Amy emerged from the bathroom, and Bob gasped. The clinging red lace teddy was low cut in the front and cut high on the thighs; Amy’s spectacular bust and generous hips and long muscular legs were well displayed by it. The red thigh-high stockings and Santa hat added a dose of Christmas cheer to the sexy outfit. 
 
    “What do you think, Bob?” asked Amy, cupping her own breasts. Her nipples were visible dark shadows under the red lace. “Do I look good?” 
 
    Bob just stared, his jaw dropping. 
 
    “It’s your next Christmas present, Bob,” said Carla. “A lap dance from Amy. But you can look, but you can’t touch,” she said into his ear, and took his arms and pulled them behind the chair, and then handcuffed them.  
 
    “Honey! What are you doing?” asked Bob. But he could not conceal his excitement that suddenly and mysteriously one of his fantasies was coming true.  
 
    Amy put on a sexy song, one of her favorite R and B numbers, and began to dance, her gorgeous body gyrating sexily to the music.  
 
    “Well what do you think of your gift, honey?” asked Carla 
 
    “This is ... quite a surprise!” said Bob, rattling the handcuffs. “Say, these handcuffs almost feel real!” 
 
    “Oh, they are very real,” said Carla. “If I do something, I do it all the way, you know that, Bob.” 
 
    Amy spun around, shaking her gorgeously large and muscular heart-shaped ass in time with the music.  
 
    “Oh my god!” cried Bob. “You have a great ass, Amy.”  
 
    “I know it, Bob,” said Amy. She dropped to her hands and knees and approached Bob slowly, her gorgeous cleavage drawing his eyes. “Did you enjoy seeing it on those videos I made on the internet?” 
 
    “Oh, god, yes!” said Bob.  
 
    “And did you enjoy watching those men fuck me?” Amy asked in a high-pitched little girl voice.  
 
    “Oh, god help me, yes I did!” said Bob.  
 
    Still on her knees, she danced for him. Amy rubbed her breasts against his chest as she stood up again, and Bob had obviously pitched a tent in his khaki Dockers. He had a huge boner.  
 
    Amy climbed into his lap and wrapped her legs around him.  
 
    “I can touch you, of course,” said Amy. “But you can’t touch me.” 
 
    Bob just nodded, lost in the magical sensation of her rubbing against him.  
 
    She gyrated in his lap until she felt like he was close to cumming, and then she stood up, turning around so he could see her ass again. 
 
    “You like to watch, huh Bob?” asked Carla. Bob had almost forgotten about his wife, who was standing behind him, drinking wine and watching the show.  
 
    “Oh, well, uh … I do, yes!” said Bob.  
 
    “You know, I found a few other interesting facts, when I examined your computer browser. You watch a lot of live webcam shows, don’t you Bob?” 
 
    “My god!” said Bob. “You can’t just snoop through my computer like that!” He struggled against the handcuffs again, but he was held fast.  
 
    “And you know Bob, another interesting thing is all the money that you’re sending to that girl in the Ukraine. I mean, I know you have a lot of money, but do you really think that’s the best use for your cash?” 
 
    “Carla!” yelled Bob. “Release me at once! What’s going on here?” 
 
    Carla stepped in front of Bob and put her arm around Amy. “Oh, well, Bob, let’s think of this as a little marriage counseling. We’re going to address some of the limits and boundaries of our relationship.”  
 
    “What … what do you mean?” Bob asked fearfully.  
 
    “Well, Bob, have you ever heard the expression, what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander?” 
 
    “Well … I … yes, I guess I have but …” Bob was struggling and straining against the handcuffs, now, but he couldn’t get free.  
 
    At that, the front doorbell rang.  
 
    “Ah, Carla, I think that’s your Christmas present,” said Amy.  
 
    Amy went to the front door and opened it.  
 
    Owen walked in.  
 
    Tall and muscular Owen had just moved to town the previous summer; he had been one of the main instigators in the nude beach gangbang, and he and Amy had a rather contentious fuck-buddy relationship. 
 
    “Hello, Amy,” said Owen in his deep baritone voice.  
 
    “You’re not wearing it, Owen,” said Amy, crossly.  
 
    Somewhat embarrassed, Owen took a Christmas bow out of his pocket and put it on top of his head.  
 
    “Your Christmas present has arrived, Carla,” said Amy.  
 
    “What the hell is going on here? What’s the meaning of this?” asked Bob, unnerved at the sight of the tall handsome young man standing in his living room.  
 
    “This is Owen, Bob. Owen is … uh, well, I called in a favor.” Said Amy, giggling.  
 
    “Blackmail, that’s not a favor,” said Owen. His dark hair hung in curls on his forehead as he ran his dark eyes up and down Amy’s smoking hot body.  
 
    “Well, in this particular case, you don’t mind too much, do you Owen?” asked Amy, standing on her tiptoes to put her arms around him and kiss him on the lips. He was nearly 6 foot 5 inches tall. 
 
    “Not too much,” he admitted. 
 
    “Remember when we cuckolded the Principal in the Haunted House?” asked Amy.  
 
    “Was that really cuckolding? I mean, you two aren’t married,” said Owen. 
 
    “Hmmm, do you know, I’m not sure.”  
 
    Carla handed Owen a glass of wine. They were on the fourth bottle of the night. “I think  you have to be married to cuckold somebody, technically speaking.” 
 
    “Cuckold! What are you talking about!” yelled Bob. “What the hell are you three doing? Get out of my house this instant!” 
 
    Carla smiled and poured another glass of wine. 
 
    Then she threw it in Bob’s face.  
 
    He cried out in shock and surprise.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on!” he yelled, seeming as if he were about to burst into tears.  
 
    “Well Bob,” said Amy. “You like to watch, don’t you? So watch. Watch while Owen fucks your wife!” 
 
    Bob stared at her, dumbfounded. 
 
    Owen shrugged his massive shoulders and took off his black t-shirt. His rippling torso and massive pectorals glistened in the soft lighting of the living room, the tribal and dragon tattoos around his pectorals and over his shoulders dark and sinister looking.  
 
    Even Amy, who’d seen plenty of gorgeous men in her day and had seen Owen in intimate circumstances on several occasions, stared at him and made a soft admiring sound.  
 
    “You look great, Owen,” said Amy. “Don’t you think so, Carla?” 
 
    “He’s certainly in much better shape than my husband,” said Carla. 
 
    “Carla!” yelled Bob.  
 
    “Shut up,” said Carla.  
 
    “I’m training for my first MMA fight,” said Owen. 
 
    “Well, Owen,” said Amy, still standing there in her Santa hat. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    Owen finished the glass of wine in one swig and tossed the glass on the floor, shattering it. 
 
    He moved forward with a growl and took Carla into his arms, lifting her off the floor.  
 
    Carla was wearing a conservative business skirt and a white blouse with a string of pearls, and still wearing high heels. Owen kissed her deeply on the lips, a long passionate kiss, and her tongue eagerly sought out his. 
 
    Bob cried out as they did so.  
 
    “Now, be quiet, Bob, or I might have to put a gag in your mouth,” said Amy. “I might use my panties or something.”  
 
    “It’s okay,” said Carla. “I like to hear him whimper.”  
 
    Owen sat Carla’s ass on the edge of the table, holding her with one while he swept the remains of the Christmas dinner off the table with the other. The plates and silverware clattered and splashed and clanged on the floor.  
 
    Amy felt her panties getting wet just watching. And seeing the Christmas dinner table made her remember the thanksgiving four-way she’d had with her stepfather and stepbrothers.  
 
    Owen grabbed the front of Carla’s white blouse and ripped it open down the front. Her pearl necklace broke apart and the pearls bounced across the table and rolled over the floor. Carla’s pink lace bra and smooth creamy white cleavage was revealed.  
 
    “I bought you that necklace!” yelled Bob. “It was very expensive!”  
 
    “I don’t give a shit,” said Carla, taking Owen’s muscular jawline in her smooth fine white hands and raising her lips to his again.  
 
    They kissed long and hard on the table, her husband moaning and rocking, handcuffed to the chair a few feet away.  
 
    Amy giggled, standing behind Bob. “Oh, come on, Bob, it’s all in the family, right? You like to watch and Owen and I like to be watched. It’s all good, right?” 
 
    Bob said, “I can’t believe this is happening!” 
 
    Carla slid out of the remains of her white blouse; Owen eased her down on the table, kissing her neck and throat, and then moving to her cleavage.  
 
    “That’s it, Owen,” said Amy. “Kiss her neck. And get down to those tits. Her skin is so fair, isn’t it beautiful?” 
 
    “Very,” said Owen. “And tasty.” 
 
    Carla moaned as Owen buried his mouth between her tits and kissed her cleavage.  
 
    “Rip her bra off, Owen,” said Amy. “Get her tits out.” 
 
    Own raised his torso for a moment, and took both her breasts, covered in the pink lacy bra, in his hands. She moaned and arched her back and he squeezed her tits, and then he hooked his fingers around the cups of the bra and ripped it apart at the wire between the cups.  
 
    Carla’s breasts sprang free, her nipples small and pink and hard. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, you big dummy,” yelled Amy. “Get in there and suck them!” Amy stepped behind Owen and slapped him hard on the ass.  
 
    Owen growled again and buried his face in Carla’s chest again, his mouth pursing around one of the stiff pink nipples. Carla cried out and clutched his head to her breast, her fingers wrapping in his dark curly hair.  
 
    “Oh my god,” said Bob. “Carla, don’t do this! You can’t do this!” 
 
    “I can do it, Bob,” said Carla. “And I am doing it!” 
 
    “Carla! You’re my wife! This isn’t fair! This isn’t right!” 
 
    “Bob, you haven’t fucked me in months because you’re too busy jacking off with your stupid webcam whore,” said Carla. “So you can watch while a real man fucks me, and see if you can remember how to do it!” 
 
    She clutched Owen’s head to her other breast, and he sucked and licked it eagerly. She arched her back off the table, wrapping her legs around his muscular torso. Her skirt was hiked up around her waist now, and a flash of her pink lace panties could be seen. 
 
    “Are you going to be a gentleman and eat her out, Owen?” asked Amy sweetly. “I think her pussy needs a lot of extra attention.”  
 
    “It’s already wet and hot as hell,” said Owen. “I can feel it through my jeans.”  
 
    “Still, I think Bob would like it if you eat her pussy for a while,” said Amy. “What about you, Carla? You want it?” 
 
    “Oh, god, yes,” moaned Carla. 
 
    Owen’s head moved down her torso, kissing her flat stomach and below her navel. Carla’s face was contorted in ecstasy, but her eyes lingered on her helpless husband. Owen pushed her skirt up around her waist, and then rubbed his face against the pink lace panties covering the mound of her crotch, and Carla cried out in pleasure. “Oh god, yes, eat my pussy!” she yelled. 
 
    “Carla! No, Carla, no! Don’t do this to me! I’ll do anything! Please! I’ll give you anything!” Bob was in tears now, his lower lip trembling. 
 
    Owen pushed her panties to the side and buried his face in Carla’s slick hot pussy, thrusting his tongue into her wet hole.  
 
    “OH my god, that feels so good,” yelled Carla. Her hands came up and began squeezing her own breasts, pinching her small hard nipples as she thrust her hips against Owen’s face and probing tongue.  
 
    “Carla! No! Please! I’m so sorry about those webcam girls!” 
 
    “Girls? We thought there was only one,” said Amy. “Suck on Carla’s clit, Owen, Bob hasn’t learned his lesson quite yet.”  
 
    Owen began murmuring , humming a bit as he took Carla’s clit between his lips and worked it with his tongue. Her whole body began to shake and vibrate like electricity was passing through it, and she pinched her nipples hard between thumb and forefinger. “Oh, oh, oh oh my god oh my god, keep doing it keep doing it just like that I’m going to cum oh my god I’m going to cum oh my god oh my god OHHHH!”  
 
    “Put your fingers in there, Owen,” said Amy, standing behind Bob and rubbing his shoulders. “See if you can feel her g-spot.” 
 
    Bob was shaking his head back and forth but unable to take his eyes off the spectacle. His wife had never looked so beautiful.  
 
    Owen slid one of his big fingers inside of Carla’s small tight wet cunt, and the effect was immediate. Carla arched her head back and her creamy white skin began to flush red as she had an orgasm, trembling and spasming 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” said Carla, squeezing her breasts together and spreading her legs, then stripping off her panties and throwing them at her husband. “Oh that was so good.”  
 
    Owen stood up and took his big cock out of his jeans. “Ohhhhh, Owen, let me suck that big cock, let me make you feel as good as you made me feel.”  
 
    Owen moved around to the edge of the table, standing opposite Bob, smiling across the table at him, as Carla turned her head to the side and opened her mouth wide to accommodate Owen’s enormous cock. Bob let out a loud sob of misery.  
 
    Owen smiled as he slid the big veined dick between Carla’s plump eager red lips. 
 
    “Oooh, Bob,” said Amy, bending to whisper in Bob’s ear as she rubbed her tits against the back of his head. “Look at it, it looks like an anaconda snake disappearing into a cave.”  
 
    Owen held Carla’s red hair in his big fist and began smoothly and slowly fucking her face, his cock pumping into her mouth like a piston, her lips wrapped tightly around it. She gulped and gagged on it. 
 
    While she sucked his cock, she reached down and began stroking her wet pussy again, and before too long she was moaning in pleasure and sliding one of her own fingers in and out of herself.  
 
    “Oooh, she loves it, Bob, she just loves to suck his cock, look at her, look at how she’s moaning around that big dick,” said Amy, whispering into Bob’s ear. She looked at Bob’s lap and saw that he again had a huge erection. Not as Big as Owen’s, of course, but big. 
 
    Finally Owen pulled his big rod out of her mouth and moved back between her legs again. “Are you ready to get fucked? Huh?” he grunted. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” murmured Carla, feeling her own tits again. “I want your cock so bad,” she said.  
 
    “And you Bob? Are you ready for me to fuck your wife?” asked Owen. 
 
    “Oh god, this can’t be happening, this can’t be happening,” moaned Bob. 
 
    Owen slapped her pussy with the swollen purple head of his throbbing erect dick and few times, and she cried out in pleasure.  
 
    Bob cried out in humiliation and tried to close his eyes and lower his head, but Amy put her hand on his forehead and pulled his head back.  
 
    “You have to watch, Bob,” said Amy. “You have to see how much she loves to get fucked by him.”  
 
    Owen teased her with his big prick for a while, inserting just the head into her soaking wet slit, while reaching down to help her play with her tits. 
 
    “You sure you’re ready?” asked Owen. 
 
    “Oh, please, please, please, give it to me, give me that cock,” moaned Carla. 
 
    “I think she’s ready Owen,” said Amy. “How about you Bob? You think she’s ready?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Bob, bursting into fresh tears now. “She’s ready to get fucked. Please fuck her, please fuck my wife and let me watch.”  
 
    “Good boy,” said Amy, kissing him on the forehead.  
 
    Carla threw her head back and screamed in pleasure again, as Owen finally gave her the full length of his cock.  
 
    He held her legs, one of her high heels on his shoulder, as he rammed his cock into her, making the whole table shake.  
 
    Bob watched, shaking in his chair, rubbing his legs together like a cricket, unable to do anything to finish off the sustained throbbing hard-on he had. “Oh, god, give it to her!” he cried out. “Fuck my wife, please! Fuck her harder!” 
 
    Owen was hammering into Carla now, and Carla was gripping the edges of the table, breathless, making babbling sounds and wrapping her legs tight around Owen as he fucked her hard, varying the rhythm, fast and then slow, fast and then slow, until she was begging and moaning helplessly, her whole body shaking. 
 
    “Oh god I’m cumming again!” she screamed, clawing at her own breasts, which were red and swollen now, as Owen fucked her harder.  
 
    “Ready to see me cum on your wife, Bob?” asked Owen.  
 
    “I think he is,” said Amy. “He’s a good boy now.” 
 
    “Yes, cum on her! Cum on my wife!” yelled Bob.  
 
    Owen pulled out and she eagerly grabbed his big cock with both hands and jacked it off. It only took a few strokes, and then Owen threw his head back and moaned as he unloaded hot white ropes of cum all over Carla’s stomach, and some of it even shot all the way up to her tits.  
 
    She rubbed the hot cum onto herself, on her tits and belly, and then smeared some on her fingers and tasted it, moaning in pleasure. 
 
    Bob was shaking in his seat, and he also threw his head back and moaned. Amy looked down, giggling, as she saw the hot cum spread on the crotch of his pants.  
 
    When Carla stopped shaking, she turned to her husband. “Have you learned an important lesson today, Bob?”  
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’ll be a good boy from now on.”  
 
    She took one of her cum-smeared hands and held it up to his mouth. “Kiss my hand and promise,” she said. 
 
    Bob kissed Owen’s semen off his wife’s fingers, weeping as he did so.  
 
    “God bless us every one,” said Amy. “This is really the best Christmas ever. Now come on, Owen. I’m horny as hell and I need you to fuck me hard.”  
 
    “My pleasure,” said Owen, stroking his already hardening cock.  
 
    To be continued in … 
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    For more adventures of Amy and Owen, read  
 
    HORNY FOR THE HOLIDAYS 
 
    Town bad girl Amy is planning to move to Los Angeles and establish herself in the world of pornography, but first she’s going to use her awesome sexuality to even a few scores around the town she lives in. Labor Day, Halloween, Thanksgiving, and Christmas will all be sizzling hot this year … 
 
    Buy it NOW HERE ON AMAZON! 
 
   


  
 


 
    MIND CONTROL PANTIES 
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    Devon carefully put on his rubber gloves and took the Mind Control Panties out of the plastic bag.  
 
    He had to be careful not to touch them; they were impregnated with a new and secret experimental chemical compound, derived from the powerful drug scopolamine.  
 
    Scopolamine had been used over the years – in various forms -- as an anticonvulsant, an anaesthetic and as a treatment for motion sickness. It had also once been used as a truth serum and more recently in South American countries as an aid to robberies. It could produce in higher dosages a kind of waking sleep, in which the patient seemed to lose willpower and memory and become very agreeable to suggestion. 
 
    These properties were the most interesting to Devon’s employers. The secret pharmaceutical laboratory where Devon worked had been experimenting with the drug in combination with various others and had finally discovered a very effective compound that the military hoped to use on suspected terrorists and war prisoners.  
 
    It was all top secret. Sneaking some out of the lab had been very difficult; Devon had to take out part of the formula one day, the other part on another day, but finally he’d done it.  
 
    And now, he thought, smiling, he would get to test it out.  
 
      
 
    Devon walked down to the apartment of his neighbor, Celia.  
 
    She answered the door and could not hide the irritation on her beautiful face when she saw him.  
 
    “Oh, hello, Devon,” she said. She was wearing a tight gymnastic leotard, and she looked stunning as usual. Celia was tall and slender, with honey-blonde hair and big brown eyes over high cheekbone. Her hair fell half-way down her back over her heart-shaped ass and her voluptuous breasts were prominent, the nipples visible bumps in the thin fabric of the sports bra she wore.  
 
    She knew Devon was staring at her, as usual, and she crossed her arms over her breasts. “I would invite you in, but I need to get ready, I have a date tonight at 7:00.”  
 
    “Yes, I know,” said Devon. “With Tim, right?” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” she said. 
 
    Two weeks ago, Celia had finally agreed to go out on a date with Devon, after months of keeping him in the “friend zone.” During the date, they had gone to a bar nearby and Devon had seen an old school friend named Tim, and introduced Celia.  
 
    She had spent the entire evening talking to Tim, a tall and handsome and successful investment banker.  
 
    Then she had left with him.  
 
    “Well,” said Devon. “I just wanted to give you a little gift. I know I kind of got angry at you when you left with Tim, but I … I want to give you my blessings. He’s a great guy, really.”  
 
    She put her hands on her hips. “Well, Devon, I don’t really need your blessings, but thanks anyway.”  
 
    “A little gift,” he said again, and cleared his throat. He presented the box to her. “Some … lingerie. A little something to … get you in the mood. Go ahead, open it.” 
 
    She opened the package and looked at the set – a matching black lace pair of thong panties with a garter belt and sheer black nylon stockings. 
 
    She smiled at him. “I think Tim will like these.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think so. You can tell him I bought them for you.” 
 
    Her eyes glittered with cruelty as she said, “Yes, I think I will do that.” 
 
    “Promise me you’ll wear them tonight?” 
 
    She could barely conceal a sneer and a laugh of derision. “I will definitely wear them tonight, Devon. Goodbye, Devon.”  
 
    She turned and shut the door. 
 
    Smiling, Devon went back to his apartment and waited.  
 
      
 
    As it got nearer to seven o clock, Devon sat watching the hallway through his peephole. He knew she wouldn’t leave too early and he knew that Tim wouldn’t go to her apartment to meet her; he wasn’t enough of a gentleman for that.  
 
    He was right -- she came out of the apartment at about 6:50pm. 
 
    As usual she looked stunning, in a short, low-cut red dress.  
 
    And Devon’s heart pounded when he saw she was wearing the black stockings he’d given her.  
 
    And, assumably, the Mind Control Panties. 
 
    He walked into the hallway towards her; he looked nervously at her face, and she looked back at him. She had a small smile on her face, and he noticed her pupils were a bit bigger than usual.  
 
    “Hello, Celia,” he said. “Can I … talk to you for a moment?” 
 
    “Hello, Devon. Yes, of course,” she said.  
 
    Her face was missing the look of irritation and disdain it had earlier. It looked sort of calm and relaxed and almost … childlike.  
 
    “Uh, oh. Thanks.” He was so nervous he almost couldn’t think of what to say. “I uh … could you, uh, please let me use your telephone for a moment?” 
 
    “Of course,” she said, immediately and handed the phone to him. 
 
    His heart raced. He knew she would usually be very unlikely to do this now … unless the drug was working.  
 
    “And … I’d like a … drink. Let’s go back to your apartment and have a drink.”  
 
    “Yes,” she said, immediately, and turned around and opened the door to her apartment. 
 
    Devon felt like jumping up and down with joy. Trembling with excitement, he followed her back into her apartment. 
 
    In the apartment, she was standing and staring blankly at him.  
 
    He sat down on the sofa. “I want a … beer,” he said. “Bring me a beer.”  
 
    Wordlessly, she opened the refrigerator and got one and brought it to him. She seemed to be a bit more spaced-out now than when he had first seen her. Her face seemed flushed, a bit red. 
 
    “Celia … sit down.” 
 
    She sat down on the sofa, her back straight, looking straight ahead. 
 
    “Cross your legs,” he said. 
 
    She did so, still wearing her expensive black high heels. 
 
    Devon smiled. “Okay, now stand up.”  
 
    She stood up, standing straight with her arms at her side. She was still staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Look at me.”  
 
    She looked at him. Her eyes seemed huge and unfocused, but she looked at him, seemed to recognize him, and blinked a few times. 
 
    “Now turn around.” 
 
    She spun around, quickly and clumsily. 
 
    “No, no, not like that. Turn around slowly. Raise your arms and turn around slowly.” 
 
    She blinked a few times and then raised her arms and slowly turned around.  
 
    Devon smiled and took Celia’s phone. He used it to send a text message to Tim saying that she was sorry, but she couldn’t make it tonight.  
 
    Then he turned the phone off.  
 
    His heart was pounding so hard he thought it might jump out of his chest. “Celia, I’d like to see you dance. Can you dance for me?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said.  
 
    “Put on your favorite sexy song … and dance for me.”  
 
    She stepped to the stereo and turned it on and put on a slow and sexy R and B song, and then she blinked a few times, smiling vacantly, and began to dance.  
 
      
 
    She moved sinuously and sexily, her hips grinding in slow motion. She shook her head and her hair fell in her face and she threw it back, lost in the music.  
 
    Devon was almost panting he was so excited. His cock was stirring in his pants.  
 
    “Now bend down … get on your hands and knees, Celia.”  
 
    She did, and the view of her breasts in her low-cut top and black lace bra gave him a full throbbing erection.  
 
    “Now come here, Celia,” he said.  
 
    She moved forward on her hands and knees, looking at him with her big vacant eyes.  
 
    “Do you know who I am, Celia?” he asked, curious.  
 
    “Yes, of course. You’re my neighbor Devon.”  
 
    “And do you know where you are?”  
 
    “In my apartment.” 
 
    “And do you know what you’re doing?” 
 
    “I was dancing for you,” she said. “Now I’m on my knees for you.”  
 
    Her speech was a little slower than usual but she didn’t sound drugged and he speech wasn’t slurred. She was looking at him when she spoke, but seemed to be looking past him rather than at him.  
 
    Devon was amazed how well the drug worked. There had been a few positive results with test subjects, but this was far beyond his wildest dreams.  
 
    “Come a little closer,” he said. “And sit up.”  
 
    She did. Now she was on her knees, standing on them, close enough so that he could smell her perfume, practically between his legs as he sat on the couch.  
 
    “I’m going to touch you, Celia,” he said, his voice squeaking, and reached out and touched her breasts.  
 
    Oh god! It was better than he’d imagined. They were so firm and full yet at the same time so soft and warm. He could feel the lace of her bra under the thin soft fabric of the dress.  
 
    Celia didn’t react at all. 
 
    Devon watched her expressionless face closely.  
 
    “Do you like it when I touch your tits, Celia?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said absently. 
 
    He thought for a second. “Show me that you like it.”  
 
    Her face relaxed and her eyes rolled up and she bit her bottom lip; she sighed and moaned and writhed a little, arching her back and pushing her tits into his hands.  
 
    He was breathing more heavily than she was as he squeezed her tits; he could now even feel her hard nipples under her bra, pushing against his palms.  
 
    His cock was so hard now he felt like he might come soon, so he took his hands away.  
 
    “Let me see you touch yourself, Celia. Show me how you like to have your titties squeezed,” he gasped.  
 
    She moaned and ran her hands up her side and gently cupped her full breasts with her small hands, licking her lips and closing her eyes as she squeezed them together and rubbed her hands over them.  
 
    “Tell me how turned on you are,” he said. 
 
    “I’m so turned on,” she moaned.  
 
    “Tell me how you love to touch your tits for me,” he said. 
 
    “I love to touch my tits for you,” she said. 
 
    “Look at me when you say it,” he said. 
 
    She looked into his eyes. “I love to touch my tits for you.”  
 
    “Now … take your dress off,” he said.  
 
    With one quick motion, she gripped the hem of the dress and pulled it over her head and tossed it aside. 
 
    “Damn, I forgot to tell you to do it slowly,” he said, but then he was simply stunned by seeing her there in the black lace bra and garter belt and stockings, and of course, the Mind Control Panties. On her knees, and … completely obedient to him.  
 
    His cock was so hard it was beginning to pulse, and he knew that he was probably going to cum soon.  
 
    “Pull the straps of your bra down,” he gasped. “But slowly!”  
 
    She slowly pulled down the left strap, revealing a big stiff puckered pink nipple, and then pulled the right strap down, revealing the other.  
 
    He sat up, moving a little closer and he could feel the body heat coming off her, smell not just her perfume but the smell of her skin, her musky excitement. 
 
    “Touch your nipples,” he whispered. “Make yourself hot for me.”  
 
    She touched her nipples with her fingertips, and threw back her head and moaned in pleasure. He reached over and stroked one with his thumb, then pinched it gently. 
 
    “Now take my cock out of my pants,” he gasped. Just saying it turned him on so much that he knew he wasn’t going to be able to hold out much longer.  
 
    She unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, and his hard cock jumped out, twitching in time with his heart beat. When she wrapped her hand around it, he cried out with pleasure.  
 
    “Stroke it, that’s it …” he gasped.  
 
    She calmly and emotionlessly jerked his cock, her hard pink nipples pointing at him.  
 
    He couldn’t resist and he bobbed his head forward and sucked one nipple into his mouth. It was as hard as a little berry and he flicked his tongue over it, then tested the edges with his teeth. She threw her head back and moaned. 
 
    He was close now. He leaned back on the sofa.  
 
    “Rub my cock head against your nipples … and show me how much it turns you on,” he said. 
 
    She stroked her nipples with the swollen purple head of his cock, first the left one, then the right one, and he moaned in pleasure.  
 
    She purred her pleasure and licked her lips again. Her tits were big enough that putting his cock between them would be possible and very pleasurable, but he didn’t want her to take the bra off; he liked the way it looked, with her tits pushed up by the pulled-down cups 
 
    “Now ask me if you can suck my cock,” he gasped. 
 
    “Can I suck your cock?” she asked, flatly.  
 
    “Beg. Ask me like you really want it,” he said.  
 
    “Oh please, please, please let me suck your cock,” she whined. 
 
    “Go ahead, suck it. And feel your tits while you do it.”  
 
    When her hot wet mouth engulfed his dick, he thought he was going to die from pleasure. It was the most amazing feeling, and his hips began bucking uncontrollably as her head bobbed, taking every inch of his cock into her mouth and throat, smoothly and effortlessly.  
 
    She was moaning around his cock and writhing, feeling her own tits now, moving her hips and squeezing her legs together.  
 
    He felt the orgasm coming, like a freight train, and he said, “Swallow it, swallow every drop of it, swallow it.”  
 
    His whole body started to shake and he screamed, “OHHHH FUCK!” as he came, an orgasm that seemed to last for minutes, his balls throbbing, and her head stayed in his lap the whole time and she drank down every drop.  
 
    When he stopped shaking, he commanded her to stand up.  
 
    “Stand there, slave,” he said. He took a drink from the beer she’d brought him and wiped sweat from his eyes.  
 
    As exhausted as he was, he could feel a thrill running through him again and his prostate clenched at the sight of her standing there, so tall and sculpted, her tits firm and nipples hard, her curvy ass sticking out, so fucking hot in her black bra and panties and garter belt and heels.  
 
    “Okay, sweetheart,” said Devon. “Let’s go back in your bedroom.” 
 
    Without a word, she turned and walked into her bedroom, clicking on her high heels.  
 
    He followed her, weak in the knees, watching her beautiful heart-shaped ass flex as she walked.  
 
    He moved up behind her and buried his face in her hair, which smelled so beautifully fresh and clean; he wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts with his hands, pressing his groin against her ass, and felt himself growing hard again. 
 
    But she wasn’t responding – she was like a soft warm statue – so he said, “Show me how much you like it when I touch you.” 
 
    She writhed and moaned and rubbed her ass back against him.  
 
    “Tell me that you love it when I touch you.”  
 
    “I love it when you touch me,” she said, breathlessly.  
 
    “Tell me how much you loved sucking my cock,” he said. 
 
    “I loved sucking your cock.”  
 
    “Say it again. Make me believe it.”  
 
    “I really, really, really loved sucking your cock,” she said. “I loved it so much.”  
 
    “Tell me that my cum tasted delicious,” he said into her ear.  
 
    “Your cum tasted so delicious,” she said, softly.  
 
    “I want to watch you play with yourself some more,” he said in her ear.  
 
    “Yes,” she said.  
 
    “Lay down on the bed,” he said.  
 
    She lay down, still wearing her heels, thigh-high stockings, garter, panties and bra with the cups pulled down around her tits.  
 
    “Ask me if you can touch yourself,” he said, stroking the rising erection in his pants. 
 
    “Can I touch myself?” She actually looked at him when she spoke this time, with wide innocent eyes.  
 
    “Not good enough. Ask me like you really want it.”  
 
    “Oh, please, please, please can I touch myself?” she said, voice dripping with anticipation.  
 
    “Good,” he said soothingly, sitting next to her on the bed and stroking her luscious golden-blonde hair. “I want you to give yourself the best orgasm you can, okay? I want you to cum for me. Like I came for you. Touch yourself and make yourself cum for me.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, running her fingertips lightly over her stomach and chest. She was breathing quickly already, almost panting, as one hand came up and cupped one breast and the other slid over the black panties, stroking her pussy through them.  
 
    “That’s it,” he said, bending down to whisper in her ear. “Touch your pussy for me and make yourself cum. Put your hand inside those panties.” 
 
    She was stroking both her breasts with one hand, moving from one to the other, occasionally pinching a nipple, as her hand slid beneath the waistband of the panties.  
 
    She threw her head back and moaned with pleasure. Her thumb and forefinger pinched her right nipple hard as the fingers inside her panties sought out the sensitive clit.  
 
    Devon was already hard as a rock again just watching her. He pulled his cock out and stroked it gently. He knew he could last longer now.  
 
    Celia was writhing and moaning and panting like a bitch in heat, pushing her pussy up against her hand, arching her back. She was shaking her breasts now, jiggling them with her hand, and Devon could see through the sheer lace of the panties that she had dug two fingers into her own pussy.  
 
    “That’s it, Celia. Fingerfuck yourself. Cum like the little slut you are. Cum good, and I’ll fuck you …” said Devon, still stroking his cock.  
 
    Her whole body began to shake, rolling with the waves of pleasure. “Oh, god, I’m cumming, oh god I’m cumming!” she yelled.  
 
    Devon couldn’t stand it anymore. He pulled her panties to the side and buried his face in her wet hot cunt as she orgasmed, forcing his tongue as far into her pussy as it would go.   
 
    She screamed her pleasure, arching her back and pressing her hips up so that her ass wasn’t even on the bed anymore. Her expensive heels were tangled in the sheets now.  
 
    When she collapsed back on the bed, Devon raised his face from her wet pussy said, “Ask me to fuck you now, Celia. And ask me nicely.”  
 
    “Please fuck me,” she said. “I really want you to fuck me.”  
 
    “Spread your legs. Pull those panties to the side.” Devon slipped out of his jeans and sweater and underpants, his erection bouncing in front of him. Even in the horned-up state he was in, he could remember that she needed to keep the panties on. The drug would stay in effect as long as she kept them on. 
 
    She eagerly pulled them to the side and spread her legs, her glistening shaved pussy open and ready.  
 
    He gently eased his cock into her and lowered his weight onto his arms, and it was even better than her mouth, tight and hot, so hot, and so so wet.  
 
    “Ohhh, fuck, oh god your pussy is so tight, oh fuck, you’re so hot Celia your pussy feels so good …”  
 
    He fucked her slowly at first, resting above her on his arms, looking down at her triumphantly as she rocked her hips back against his thrusts.  
 
    She was in a passive state again, looking at some point in the distance, so he said, “I want you to show me how hot you are, Celia. You can come again, can’t you? I can do two orgasms, surely you can,” he said mockingly.  
 
    “Yes,” she said, and she began to pant, stroking her breasts, moving her hips faster. 
 
    “Tell me how much you love it when I fuck you,” he gasped. 
 
    “I love it when you fuck me,” she said. 
 
    After awhile, he rolled her over so that she was on top.  
 
    “Come on, Celia, fuck me good,” he said, squeezing her breasts as she rode him.  
 
    She began moving her hips rhythmically, clutching his hands to her breasts, and then began bouncing up and down energetically on his cock as she got hotter and hotter.  
 
    “Make yourself cum again on my cock. Fuck me, Celia, fuck me hard and make yourself cum.” She began grinding her clit against his stomach as she reached the bottom of each thrust, and bouncing higher so his cock could fully enter her as she fell against him. Then, with his cock fully impaling her, she began moving her hips in a sort of figure-eight motion, reaching down to touch his nipples and throwing her head back and forth in pleasure, hair flying.  
 
    “OH FUCK!” Devon yelled. He’d never felt anything like it.  
 
    His orgasm gripped him so fully that it was almost like a seizure. It came from his toes and swept through his entire body. Celia was crying , “I’m cumming oh god I’m cumming,” but he could barely hear her the blood was rushing to his head so fast.  
 
    When it finished, she collapsed on top of him and he felt himself drifting away.  
 
    * * * 
 
    Devon realized he’d fallen asleep. And that he felt strangely groggy. Celia lay next to him, eyes closed, breathing shallowly.   
 
    A phone was ringing. The apartment phone.  
 
    An answering machine clicked on. “Come on Celia, pick up, I know you’re there!”  
 
    It was Tim’s voice.  
 
    And Celia was climbing out of bed to answer it.  
 
    Devon considered ordering her not to answer it, but then he decided it might be fun to fuck with Tim.  
 
    She answered the phone and Devon could hear Tim ask where she was and what she was doing. She answered simply, “I’m in my apartment. I fucked Devon.”  
 
    Devon laughed as he heard Tim cursing and screaming.  
 
    Celia held the phone out. “He wants to talk to you.”  
 
    Devon stood up and walked toward the phone. He was again aware that he felt strange, a little fuzzy. He’d only had the one beer, but … he did feel a little odd. Weak in the knees, but maybe that was just the orgasms.  
 
    “What’s up, Tim?” asked Devon triumphantly.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing, you asshole!” yelled Tim. 
 
    “You heard her,” he said. “We just fucked. And it was awesome!” 
 
    “You son of a bitch. Devon, go fuck yourself!” yelled Tim again and hung up.  
 
    Devon looked around and saw one of her dresser drawers was open … and he saw the pink dildo half-hidden among some t-shirts.  
 
    He felt himself turning towards it, his body operating on its own.   
 
    Oh my god, thought Devon, feeling as if he were in a bad dream where he couldn’t control his actions. The chemicals from the panties must have gotten into my system when I fucked her or ate her out, he thought with terror. Devon knew he was under the influence of the Mind Control Panties! 
 
    The last command he had heard continued to echo through his head:  
 
    Go fuck yourself. 
 
    So he pulled the dildo from the drawer and did it.  
 
      
 
    The End … ?  
 
   


  
 


 
    YOU OWN ME (I OWN YOU PART 1) 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    He picked the lock on the front door – it took him less than a minute – and quietly entered the house. 
 
    The house was still and moonlight shone through the windows and puddled on the floor. His eyes had adjusted to the dimness already; he had been waiting, hidden, in the park across the street for hours. He could see everything he needed to see. 
 
    She’d been drinking wine with some friends and they’d left about an hour before, and now the lights in the house had gone out. 
 
    He crept quietly through the house. He knew the floor plan well already and there was no hesitation as he went down a side hallway towards her bedroom. 
 
    He struggled to keep his breathing under control as he gently pushed open the door to her room. 
 
    She lay quietly on her back, one arm above her head, the other resting on her stomach, her breasts rising and falling softly with her breath. He knew they were 32 C cups from the tags in the underwear he had stolen a few days before. 
 
    He took out his telephone and began making a video of her as she slept. There was a night-vision type feature on the camera, but he thought she would show up well enough in the moonlight coming through the large window. Her face was innocent and perfect in the pale light, her skin alabaster. Her red hair spread across the pillow. 
 
    She slept quietly, her full lips parted just slightly.  
 
    He stroked the bulge in his jeans as he looked at her. She was only half-covered by the sheet; she wore a sheer thin tank top with spaghetti straps. 
 
    Her head rolled to the side slightly with a soft sigh.  
 
    It was very difficult to control himself, to keep his breathing even. But he’d had a lot of practice in situations far more difficult than this. 
 
    He stroked his cock through his jeans as he watched her breasts rising and falling slowly with her breath. He could see the dark shadows of her nipples, a slight bulge, under the white top. 
 
    Finally he slowly reached over and touched one of the dark shadows, gently stroking it with his forefinger. 
 
    The nipple slowly puckered and hardened through the thin tank top; her breath caught and she groaned softly, lazily slapping his hand away and rolling onto her side. 
 
    He smiled.  
 
    She had tossed the sheet off her; it was a warm night. Now he could see her ass, smooth and muscular and round, in her tiny white string panties.  
 
    He continued to film her with the video on his phone, stroking himself.  
 
    He reached over and gently placed his palm on one of her ass cheeks, cupping it. God, so warm 
 
    She lay still, but he thought that the rhythm of her breathing had changed.  
 
    He could barely keep himself from panting as he moved one finger between her ass cheeks and touched her pussy gently through her panties.  
 
    It was such a thrill how warm it was. He felt like he could cum without even touching himself.  
 
    She shuddered a little and he felt her ass and legs clench suddenly as she woke with a start.  
 
    He wrapped his hand with her long red hair and clamped his other hand over her mouth, dropping the phone on the bed. 
 
    “Don’t scream,” he said. “Don’t fucking move.” 
 
    She squealed into his hand as her eyes widened in terror for a moment as she awoke fully, as she focused on him, as she realized what was happening. She began trying to squirm out of his grip. 
 
    Finally she felt his strength, realized it, admitted her own weakness, and nodded her head with a whimper. 
 
    “If you’re a good girl, I won’t hurt you. Okay?” 
 
    She groaned softly, her voice muffled by his hand. “Mmm-hmmm!” 
 
    He kept his hand on her mouth. “Do you know why I’m here?” 
 
    She shook her head, her body trembling. 
 
    He looked down at her body and licked his lips. “I’ve been watching you for a long time, do you know that?” he said calmly.  
 
    She groaned fearfully into his hand and he felt a tear rolling down her cheek onto his hand. 
 
    He bent down and kissed the tear away. “Shhh, don’t be scared. I said I won’t hurt you.”  
 
    He finally removed his hand from her mouth.  
 
    She breathed deeply, her eyes glaring into his and he leaned in to kiss her gently on the forehead, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and hatred.  
 
    “Am I going to have to tie you up, or are you going to be a good girl?” he asked. 
 
    She bit her lip timidly and looked down. “What … what do you want? Why are you here? What are you … going to do?”  
 
    “I’m just going to teach you a few things … about why it’s important not to torment men.” His voice was calm and even. 
 
    Her bottom lip quivered. “I don’t … torment men.”  
 
    “Of course not. You’re just a sexy little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    She growled bitterly back at him. “I’m not a slut!” 
 
    “So you’re a good girl? So you’ll do whatever I say?”  
 
    “Yes … I … yes. Just … don’t hurt me.”  
 
    “I told you I won’t hurt you as long as you’re a good girl.”  
 
    He kissed her cheek again. She recoiled.  
 
    “You don’t recognize me,” he said. “You don’t know who I am.” 
 
    She looked at him. Maybe she did. She’d seen pictures of him. . . 
 
    “You put my brother in the hospital,” he said through gritted teeth. 
 
    She looked at him, terror and realization in her eyes. 
 
    “I didn’t,” she finally said. “He did that to himself.” 
 
    “Those things you did put him there,” he spat. “Those things you did to him.” 
 
    “It … I … you can’t know that. You can’t say that. I didn’t … You weren’t there.” 
 
    “I’m saying it. He’ll never tell anyone else those things. But he told me.” 
 
    “You were away. You were in … he said … Iraq?” 
 
    “And I came back when my brother tried to kill himself. Because of you. After he wrote me a letter explaining all the things you did to ruin his life.”  
 
    She shook her head. “It’s … not … I can’t … people do things, say things, when they’re angry that …”  
 
    He spoke again. “My brother doesn’t lie. You know what you did, and you know what you said, and you know what it did to him. Nothing you could ever be convicted for … but you killed him. He’s still breathing, but you killed him with the things you said and did to him. As surely as if you’d shot him.” 
 
     His voice was quavering with contained anger and she felt herself trying to shrink back into the bed. She shook her head. “I never … “ 
 
    He stared at her witheringly, his dark eyes blazing, and she looked down, hopelessly.  
 
    “He wouldn’t want this,” she said finally. “He wouldn’t want you to do this to me.”  
 
    “He’s in a coma. He doesn’t want anything.” 
 
    She stared at her hands, tears now flowing freely down her face.  
 
    He picked up the phone and started filming her again.  
 
    She quivered in fear. “What are you going to do? Please don’t hurt me.”  
 
    “Take that little top off now,” he said.  
 
    She blushed heavily, the blush visible even in the dim moonlight, as her trembling hands gripped the bottom edge of her top and slowly peeled it over her head, revealing her breasts. 
 
    “Very nice,” he whispered. “Your nipples are so hard … I like it. Are they sensitive?” 
 
    She looked down, humiliated and angry. “Oh god,” she said. 
 
    “Answer me,” he warned her.  
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes, they’re sensitive.” 
 
    “Do you like to touch them?” 
 
    She bit her lip and whined, “Yes.” 
 
    He continued to film her as he spoke.  
 
    “Do you like to squeeze them? Or play with the nipples? Or both?” 
 
    “I … just play with them. The nipples.” 
 
    “Good girl. Answer my questions honestly. You’re a good girl.” 
 
    She nodded helplessly, more tears spilling from her eyes.  
 
    “Do you like it when men suck your nipples?” 
 
    He began to stroke her hair affectionately as he filmed her tear-streaked face and heaving breasts. 
 
    Her lip curled and trembled as she felt his hand on her hair. “Yes.” 
 
    “How do you feel now?” 
 
    “I’m scared,” she choked. “Humiliated. Exposed.” 
 
    “Yes, you are. You don’t feel so hot and in control now, do you?”  
 
    “No … no, I’m not in control.”  
 
    She was panting with fear and he was filming her breasts, heaving with fright as she struggled to control her breathing. 
 
    “Yes … so helpless and exposed. Helpless little slut. Nothing left but those little panties. Do you want to take them off now?” 
 
    Her voice broke in a quivering sob. She shook her head.  
 
    “What’s that?” he asked. “Answer me.”  
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “I don’t want to … “ 
 
    “You just want me to see your tits, and not your pussy? That sounds like a bad girl. That sounds like a tease. You’re not a little tease, are you? 
 
    “I … I didn’t want you to see my tits. I’ll … I’ll take them off if you want me to. But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Hmmm … why did you take your top off then, if you didn’t want me to see your tits? And why do you let me see your lacy little panties?” 
 
    He was still filming with the camera, stroking the bulge in his crotch. 
 
    “Because you told me to do what you said, and I wouldn’t get hurt! So I did! I didn’t want to!”  
 
    “What I said was that I wouldn’t hurt you if you were a good girl. Does a good girl show a guy she just met her tits?” 
 
    She hissed bitterly. “Fuck you, asshole!” 
 
    He dropped the phone and grabbed a handful of her hair and with the other grabbed a nipple between thumb and forefinger and twisted it. “Bad little slut,” he said. 
 
    She shrieked and shuddered, grabbing at his arm weakly as she groaned, “OWWWW PLEASE STOP!” 
 
    He pinched harder. 
 
    “It hurrrrrts!” she hissed. 
 
    “You want me to be gentle, hmmm?” 
 
    “Don’t hurt me,” she pleaded. 
 
    He released the nipple and gently bent his head down to kiss it, still holding her hair.  
 
    She whimpered.  
 
    “Gentle like this, hmm?” he said. He stroked the hard nipple with his tongue. 
 
    Her breath caught. 
 
    “Gently, or hard?” he said. “You want me to use my teeth?” 
 
    She didn’t answer and he gave her other nipple a quick sharp bite. 
 
    She cried out. 
 
    “Answer me when I ask you a question. Hard, or gently?” 
 
    “No, no teeth!” she said. “Please … don’t … just … yes, be gentle.”  
 
    Her breath was quick and shallow, her body shuddering as his tongue slid across her sore nipple, her breath shaking as she looked down at him in shock.  
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I … like it gently.”  
 
    “You like it when I kiss your nipples gently?” 
 
    She sobbed. “Yes.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I like it when you kiss my nipples gently.” 
 
    He raised his head and kissed her on her tear-stained cheek again. “Good girl.”  
 
    He bent his head down and took the other nipple into his hot wet mouth.  
 
    Her mouth dropped open and her head pressed back against the pillow. He felt her squirm weakly, her thighs pressing together, as another whimper escaped her lips.  
 
    He released her hair and took the other full breast in his hand and he sucked and licked and kissed her nipples, first one and then back to the other.  
 
    Her back arched and her hands fell limp to her side, surrendering her breasts to him, her breath coming fast now. 
 
    He moved his head down and kissed her stomach still fondling her breasts with his big rough hands. 
 
    She whimpered again and he felt her body go slack beneath him, her thighs parting slightly. 
 
    “Do you want to take your panties off now?” 
 
    He sat up, picking up the camera again, filming her as he stroked her hair and then reached over to touch her hard nipples again.  
 
    Her mouth hung open for a moment, her bottom lip quivering as she finally whimpered in defeat, “Yes.”  
 
    “Good girl.” He smiled down at her. “Ask me nicely if you can take them off.”  
 
    Her voice trembled with humiliation as she looked up into the camera and gasped, “Please can I take off my panties."  
 
    He stroked her hair. “Yes, you can take them off.” 
 
    She hooked her thumbs into the waist of the panties and slowly slid them down her thighs and off. 
 
    “Give them to me,” he said. 
 
    She held them up to him – a white thong with a bit of lace.  
 
    He took them and rubbed them on his cheek thoughtfully, smiling down at her. He slipped them into the back pocket of his jeans. 
 
    “Very good. Such a good girl. You like to masturbate, don’t you?” 
 
    “Please … “ 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Answer me. Do you like to masturbate?” 
 
    She nodded softly, looking down. “Yes.”  
 
    “I’ve watched you, you know. Through the window.” 
 
    She moaned, a sound of anguished humiliation, a sound of hopelessness. 
 
    “But you’re often under the cover. I couldn’t see how you did it. So tell me … how do you do it?” 
 
    She sobbed again. “I rub my clit.”  
 
    “Show me how you do it.” He said and held up the camera. 
 
    “No,” she choked fearfully. “No, god, please, just leave, leave me alone.”  
 
    “Touch yourself … and then I’ll go.”  
 
    She looked up at the camera and slowly slid her hand down her stomach, gasping. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said. “It’s okay.” 
 
    She reached down and rubbed one finger over her pussy lips, which were already swollen and moist. Her pussy quickly became very wet as she began rubbing her fingers around her clit in quick circles. 
 
    He watched, enrapt, continuing to film.  
 
    Her thighs tensed and she moaned, her hips lifting slightly.  
 
    He kissed her hard on the lips 
 
    Her eyes widened as she whined into his mouth, her body melting beneath him as her eyes fluttered.  
 
    He sat back up.  
 
    “Now touch your breasts with the other hand.”  
 
    A few more tears spilled down her pale perfect cheeks.  
 
    “It’s okay. Everything is okay … just do it. You want to do it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered. She moaned weakly as she rubbed one nipple with her fingers, brushing it, her hips rocking up as the humiliation heightened her arousal. She teased one nipple with her fingers, and then the other. 
 
    “How do you feel now?” he asked softly.  
 
    He began stroking his cock through his jeans again and then bent down to lick one of her hard nipples gently as she rubbed her own clit.  
 
    “I feel so weak … helpless … I’m at your mercy.”  
 
    “Just a helpless little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    She groaned as her thighs began to quiver and her toes began to curl. “Yesss,” she hissed. 
 
    “Can you make yourself cum like this, you little slut?” 
 
    “Yessss,” she moaned.  
 
    He stepped back and put the phone on the nightstand, propped against the wall so it could capture them on the bed together in the moonlight. 
 
    She let out another moan of humiliated arousal. Her legs were spread wide now. He moved between them, kissing the inside of her thigh as she rubbed her clit.  
 
    “Tell me when you’re about to cum,” he said.  
 
    “Ohhh god,” she moaned, her hips lifting. “I’m about to …”  
 
    He plunged his mouth down on her pussy as she said it and forced his tongue as far into her as he could. 
 
    She cried out and her back arched, her whole body shaking as she broke and came hard, groaning and trembling like captured prey.  
 
    She collapsed back onto the bed, whimpered timidly, more tears rolling down her face, as she felt his tongue pressing inside her desperately lapping for her juice.  
 
    When she stopped shaking, he lifted his head and kissed her, sticking the tongue that had been fucking her tight cunt into her mouth. 
 
    She squirmed and tensed a moment before surrendering to the kiss, tasting her juice on his face. She broke the kiss and licked her juice off his chin. 
 
    His hands were on her ass and tits and he kissed her and they twined together on the moist tangled sheets. 
 
    “You said you’d leave after I did that,” she whimpered.  
 
    “Oh, I will leave. After I fuck you.”  
 
    She sobbed and hugged him tighter. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you now, slut? Or do you want to suck my cock first?” 
 
    She felt his rough hands on her and gasped breathlessly, “Fuck me … hard … please … take me now … take me like a little bitch …” 
 
     “Okay, little slut, get on all fours, and I'll take you like a bitch.” 
 
    She rolled onto her hands and knees, lowering her face to the mattress, moaning. 
 
    “Are you ready, little slut?” 
 
    “Yessss … “ 
 
    “Are you a good girl?” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped. “I’m a good girl.”  
 
    He opened his jeans and took out his stiff cock. He rubbed the swollen purple head against the lips of her pussy, which were glistening in the moonlight.  
 
    “I know you’re a good girl.” He grabbed her hair and slowly drove his hard cock into her from behind. 
 
    She clawed at the sheets and groaned out loudly, feeling his cock stretching her as he pressed it in slowly, making her feel it.  
 
    “You won’t tease anymore, will you?”  
 
    “No … no … I’ll be good.”    
 
    “A good little slut, a good little whore,” he whispered. 
 
    He pulled his cock almost all the way out, leaving the head inside her.  
 
    She looked back over her shoulder at him, her folds spasming around him. “Please … please …”  
 
    “You want it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she begged. “Please … give it to me … “ 
 
    He paused a moment, enjoying her whimpering, and then slammed the length of his cock into her. 
 
    She moaned out, her body shuddering, as she clutched the sheet with a growl. 
 
    “Ooooooh fuck!” she cried. “Fuck me … please … fuck me …” 
 
    He began thrusting steadily and smoothly into her while he pulled her hair hard. “You love to get fucked, don’t you … such a dirty little slut …” 
 
    Her body rocked with every thrust, her ass pressing back against him as she stretched her hands out in front of her in surrender.  
 
    He slapped her firm ass, hard. “Tell me what a little slut you are.”  
 
    She yelped and groaned, her toes curling, as she screamed out in humiliation, “I’m a fucking slut!” 
 
    He stepped up his rhythm, fucking her hard, pounding into her.  
 
    The bed rattled and the headboard banged against the wall.  
 
    “Get your hand up there, rub that clit again while I fuck you,” he gasped.  
 
    Her hand curled up under her, between her legs, rubbing her clit quickly.  
 
    He stepped up the pace, again, faster and deeper. 
 
    “Ohhh, god, OOOHHHHH I’m gonna cum!” she cried. 
 
    He felt her pussy tightening around him and her whole body started to quiver.  
 
    He touched his thumb to her asshole, feeling it clench, and she began squealing helplessly, cumming uncontrollably beneath him as he pounded into her. 
 
    The spasming warmth around his cock had barely ceased as he pulled out and shot hot white ropes of cum across her ass and back. He threw back his head and screamed at the ceiling. 
 
    When he’d stopped shaking, he released her and she collapsed onto the bed, sobbing.  
 
    He fell into bed beside her and put his arms around her.  
 
    She bit her lip and buried her face against his broad chest, sobbing.  
 
    “Good girl. Good little slut.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You belong to me, now. Understand? I own you.” 
 
    She sniffled. “Yes. You own me.” 
 
    “I’m leaving now. But don’t worry. I’ll be back. I’m not going to tell you when. But I’ll be back.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Yes sir.” 
 
    He kissed her on the cheek and stood up. He took the phone from the nightstand and disappeared into the night.  
 
      
 
    The story continues in … 
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    I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL 
 
    He picks the lock and enters her house. 
 
    She awakens to find a man in her bedroom. Touching her. 
 
    But he is not a stranger. Not quite. 
 
    He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her. 
 
    And the man in her bedroom wants to get even. And he wants her. 
 
    But as she learns to embrace the raw lust, the humiliation, and the discipline, she will find that all is not as it seems …  
 
    Can she free herself? And does she even want to?  
 
    This is Natasha Stevens' most shocking tale of dark erotica yet. This is NOT a romance. It is a tale of control and compulsion. Intended only for adult readers.  
 
    Buy I OWN YOU now HERE ON AMAZON 
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    “What are you doing in here,” I said to my new stepbrother, as I walked into the rec room of our house. 
 
    My new stepbrother, Wade.  
 
    My new big hot muscular stepbrother.  
 
    He was practicing pool by himself when I walked in, the muscles in his arms flexing smoothly as he drew the cue back. He was wearing gym shorts and a blue sleeveless tank top; he was huge, about six and half feet tall his arms were solid muscle and slathered in tattoos.  
 
    He’d been away in Iraq, serving in the Navy, when my father married his mother. Then he’d come back and was living in the nearby city, trying to establish himself as some kind of professional fighter. MMA, I guess it’s called. There’d been an injury to his knee, though, recently, and he’d moved back in with us while it healed. Strangely, he’d hurt his knee in a fight at a nightclub, not in the ring.  
 
    Wade took his shot, sinking the 6 ball in the corner pocket, and then straightened and looked at me with his cool blue eyes. “I’m playing pool. What does it look like I’m doing?”  
 
    “It’s my time to do my yoga workout. I like to watch TV while I do it, and you’ve been in here long enough.” 
 
    “Do it in your room,” he said, regarding me with his big blue eyes. “You’ve got a TV in there, don’t you?”  
 
    Though our house was huge, his sudden entrance into my family was causing some tension, to say the least. I was just not used to having a guy around, particularly a huge athletic hot guy!   
 
    He checked me out slowly. I was dressed in my yoga outfit – a tight white Lycra top and my tight black knee length leggings. He was staring at my tits, of course. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my 36-C breasts were prominent and my nipples were visible through the thin fabric.  
 
    Okay, maybe I wanted him to look a little. 
 
    “I always work out in here,” I said, stepping forward.  
 
    “Well, I won’t disturb you. Go ahead.” 
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to be cleaning up outside by the pool? My daddy won’t like that mess you and your friends made out there last night.” 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing he’s not here then.” said Wade, smiling at me disdainfully. 
 
    “Hmf,” I said. “You act like you’re some kind of big shot. You’re just a pit fighter,” I said.  
 
    He looked at me sharply. “Don’t talk about stuff you don’t know about.”  
 
    “How’d you hurt your knee, anyhow?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged and shook his head.  
 
    “I read some stuff online. Some stories,” I said, moving closer.  
 
    “Yeah? What stories?” he asked, looking at me disdainfully.  
 
    “I heard you were involved with some Russian gangsters. They were trying to pay you to throw a match, or something, and that led to the fight that broke your knee.”  
 
    “You Googled me?” he asked with a crooked smile. “Are you cyber-stalking me?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I just saw it, that’s all.”  
 
    He shrugged his big shoulders and smiled, and now his smile was big and toothy, like a shark. “You read a lot of stuff online. That doesn’t mean it’s true.”  
 
    I took a deep breath, aware of my breasts rising … as was the tension between us.  
 
    “Listen to you talk,” I said, moving closer to him. “It’s a nice day.  Why don’t you go swim?” 
 
    “I felt like playing pool, that’s all,” he said.  
 
    “I don’t want you in here watching me exercise!” I said. I was standing about five feet from him now, my arms held behind my back, breasts pointing towards him. 
 
    I took a step closer.  
 
    “Oh no? Well you sure seem to like showing off your body down at the pool when you’re sunbathing.” 
 
    “Hmmmf,” I said. “You shouldn’t look at me when I’m sunbathing like that. It’s my house, I can sunbathe when I want to.” The previous week, I had been sunbathing topless by the pool when Wade arrived. I’d languidly covered my breasts with my hands as he swam fifty laps.  
 
    “It’s not your house, is it? It’s your daddy’s house. Funny how you always come out to sunbathe when I’m doing my swimming,” Wade pointed out. 
 
    I toyed with a lock of hair with one finger. “I like to work on my tan, that’s all. Don’t talk to me like that.” 
 
    “Talk to you like what?” 
 
    “Talk to me like I’m…” I let the sentence trail off. 
 
    “Like you’re a little tease?” 
 
    “I am not!” I said, moving a little closer to him. “Now, I mean it, you have to get out of here. I want to work out.”  
 
    “It’s okay, little tease, if you want to show off your body to me, you can do it in here in the air-conditioning. It’s pretty hot out there today.” He straightened up and turned towards me, smiling, and moved a little closer to me. We were less than three feet apart now. 
 
    I turned slightly away from him, crossing my arms under my breasts, looking down. “I’m not a little tease, don’t talk to me like that. I mean it.” 
 
    “Or what? Or you’ll tell daddy?” 
 
    “Yes!” I pouted, still looking down. I turned sideways to him, rocking my body back and forth a little.  
 
    “You’ll tell daddy that you were in here teasing me and showing off your body, and I was mean to you?” 
 
    “Yes! I mean … no! I’m not teasing you, why are you saying that?” I said, still pouting and looking down, and teasing him.  
 
    “Are you kidding me? You come in here in a tight top like that. You might as well just take it off, because I can see your tits clearly. Look at how hard your nipples are.” His voice was soft and low and sexy.  
 
    “Don’t talk to me like that!” I said again, turning towards him. “I just came in here to do yoga. You’re my stepbrother! Don’t be a pervert and don’t harass me! That’s illegal!” 
 
     “How old are you, anyway?” he asked.  
 
    “I just turned 18. And you?” 
 
    “I’m 25. Exhibitionism is illegal, too, did you ever think of that? Little rich teases who show themselves off for everybody to see.” 
 
    I looked into his blue eyes, then looked away again. “I’m not trying to tease you.” 
 
    “You didn’t answer me, why are your nipples so hard?” 
 
    “You’re very crude!” I said.  
 
    “Rude and crude and socially unacceptable,” he agreed. “But it’s not an answer. I guess it’s the air-conditioning, hmmm?” he reached over and put his arm around my waist. “Want me to put my arm around you and warm you up, hmmm?” 
 
    I didn’t move, and raised my eyes to look at him again. “Stop talking to me like that, about nipples and stuff. It’s not polite. You’re my stepbrother.” 
 
    “Yeah? And you’re a little brat and a tease.” 
 
    “I am not!” I said, my lips still pursed, pouting, looking up at him from under a lock of stray hair. “All the girls wear tops like this when they do yoga. It’s not teasing.” I turned towards him and laid my hand on the arm that was encircling my waist. It was as thick and solid as an oak railing, and finally touching him – the first time-- made my pulse race. My breathing quickened.  
 
    “And what about showing me your tits last week, hmm?” 
 
    “I just wanted to have an even tan. See?” I pulled one of the straps of my top down to show him that there was no tan line, and then I pulled it back into place. My heart was hammering now. 
 
    “I’ve seen you. You really like to oil yourself up when I’m around, too.” He moved closer, tightening the grip around my waist, and I didn’t resist. 
 
    “I have to protect my skin,” I said, moving a little closer. One of my breasts brushed against his rock-solid chest, and then I moved back a little. “My skin is very sensitive, that doesn’t make me a tease.” 
 
    “Very sensitive, I think. And last week, you started feeling your own tits when I was there.” 
 
    “I didn’t!” I said, putting a hand on his huge hard rock-solid chest and pushing backwards, as he tightened his grip around my waist and then added the other arm. “I was just covering them, I didn’t want you to see my…” 
 
    “Your tits?” 
 
    “My breasts!” 
 
    “Then why did you come in here dressed like this today with your nipples showing through? Don’t you want me to see them?” he asked in a low voice, pulling me closer at the waist. I squeezed his big hard pectoral muscles. It was like trying to push the wall – he wasn’t going anywhere.  
 
    He lifted me easily and sat my ass on the edge of the pool table.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll go put on a bra now,” I said. “I’m not a tease.” 
 
    He pulled the strap off my shoulder, and then tried to pull it down over my breast; I grabbed it and slipped it back into place, my heart racing. He grabbed the other strap and gently tugged it down, and I pulled it back into place also, shifting closer to him. 
 
    I licked my lips and hooked one of my legs around his legs.  
 
    “Okay, what color bra do you want to wear for me? Black and lacy? Or your blue one is nice. Although I also like that purple one. That’s hot.” 
 
    “You’re been watching me undress?” I asked. “I should tell daddy.” 
 
    “You parade through the hallways in your underwear, and expect me to believe that wasn’t for my benefit?” 
 
    “I just forget there was a guy here, that’s all, I said, looking into his eyes. He was pulling me closer so that our pelvises were touching now, and I put my hands on his trim hard waist.  
 
    “Yeah, you just forgot, three or four times, day and night?” he said. “Just teasing your stepbrother, that’s all. Little rich slut.” 
 
    “I’m not!” I said, squirming in his grip and grinding my pelvis against his. I could feel the huge solid bulge in his basketball shorts pushing against the thin fabric of my yoga pants. I whimpered and felt myself growing wet.  
 
    “Look at how hard your nipples are. Show them to me. Show me that you don’t have any tan lines again.” 
 
    “Noooo,” I said again, pushing against his chest. “Let me go! I’ll tell daddy.” 
 
    “I’d like to hear that. ‘Daddy, I’m such a little tease that my stepbrother finally grabbed me!’ You know he doesn’t like you wearing those slutty clothes. I’ve heard him scolding you.” 
 
     “They’re yoga clothes! I’m not a slut,” I said.  
 
    “No? Have you had anybody suck your nipples before?” 
 
    “Stop talking like that!” I said again, pushing harder against his chest as I locked my leg around his. “Stop talking like that and let me go! I’m not a tease or a slut!” 
 
    “Let you go?” he said. “Okay.”  
 
    He let me go. 
 
    I put my arms around him and pulled him back as he started to move away. I was so fucking excited! I couldn’t believe I was doing this but I just couldn’t control myself.  
 
    He put his arms around me again as I sat on the pool table. “If you’re not a tease,” he said, “you need to show me your tits then.”  
 
    I licked my lips and said, “Listen, let me go. This isn’t right. My Daddy will be very angry with both of us.” 
 
    “You think so?” he said. “Show me your nipples or I’ll tell your daddy that you were sunbathing naked.” 
 
    He tried to pull the strap off my shoulders again and I pulled his hands away. 
 
    I kissed him briefly on the lips, an electric hot moment that made us both gasp, and then pushed him away. “And you said you can see them already, can’t you?” I leaned back on my arms so that my breasts were better displayed. I licked my lips; I could still taste his kiss, and it was fucking delicious!  
 
    “I want to suck your tits,” he said and began kissing my throat and cleavage. 
 
    I moaned and tilted my head back submissively, rubbing the stubble on the back of his head as he licked my neck.  
 
    I tried to push him backwards again. “You can’t! Daddy could home any minute.” 
 
    “But you want me to suck them, right?” 
 
    “I just wanted you to look at me,” I said as he kissed my neck. “Do you really think I’m a little tease?” I asked in an innocent voice. “Do you think I’m pretty?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re pretty,” he said, straightening up to look into my big green eyes, and I kissed him again, and this time our tongues slid together.  “And I’d fuck you, if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
    “Oh, god, stop being crude!” I said, and he tried to put his hand on my breast and I pulled it away quickly. “You like my body, don’t you?” I leaned back on my arms again and looked down at myself. 
 
    “Yeah, I like it.” 
 
    “Don’t you think I have nice breasts?”  
 
    “Nice tits?” 
 
    “Nice breasts,” I corrected. “Don’t be crude.” I finally relented and stopped pushing his hands away and I sighed and arched my back, pushing my full breast forward as his huge rough hand engulfed it, sending a thrill through me. 
 
    “Yes. Very nice.” He was feeling them through my tight Lycra top with both hands now and I arched my back and moaned. 
 
    “So it’s not a bad thing to show my body to you, is it? It doesn’t mean I’m a tease? Or a slut?”  I let my legs be parted and he moved his body between them. 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” he said. He was grinding his crotch against mine now as I sat on the table, legs wrapped around him, rubbing his ass with the back of one thigh, my tight Capri yoga pants growing damp in the crotch. 
 
    I made another pouty noise. “I don’t want you to think that I’m a tease or a slut,” I said, and reached up and hooked my thumbs into the straps of my top. “I’ll show you my nipples.” 
 
    “But you’re my stepsister,” he smiled. 
 
    “Don’t you want to see them?” I asked innocently.  
 
    “If you want to show them to me.”  
 
    I pouted at him, and then kissed him again. 
 
    He leaned back and smiled cockily at me. “Okay, you can show me your nipples,” he said. 
 
    I pulled the left strap down, and then the right, both of my breasts bared but cupped at the base by the thin fabric of my top. “See? There they are. Little pink nipples.” I touched them with my thumbs. “They’re hard, you’re right. Do you think it’s the air-conditioning?” 
 
    “I don’t know, probably not. It’s pretty hot in here,” he said. 
 
    “It’s starting to warm up, it’s true,” I said. I lay completely on my back on the pool table, my crotch still hanging over the edge and pressing against his as he stood over me, dry humping me, my legs still wrapped around him, heels and calves rubbing over his muscular ass. 
 
    “Do you want to suck them?” I asked. I pinched my own hard nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, and moaned softly. 
 
    “Do you want me to suck them?” he smiled down at me. “It’s not right. Daddy wouldn’t like it. I’m your stepbrother.” 
 
    He bent down so that his warm breath was on my chest. I ran my fingers through his hair as he kissed me between the breasts. I moaned and shivered. “Ohhh, that feels nice.” 
 
    “You didn’t answer me. Do you want me to suck your nipples, even though your daddy wouldn’t like it?” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, I do. I want to feel your tongue on my nipples,” I whispered.  “Put them in your mouth. I want to feel your hot mouth on my nipples, I think that would feel awesome … but then you need to leave, okay? Then you have to stop and go out of here...”  
 
    “Your stepbrother sucking your nipples, that’s kind of slutty isn’t it?” 
 
    “Ohh, just a little,” I murmured.  
 
    “So you’re only a little bit of a slut?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned. 
 
    My stepbrother took one of my nipples in his mouth and I cried out, moaning at the sudden warm electric sensation darting through me as his tongue danced over it. “Oh, I love it,” I moaned. 
 
    He pulled my top down over my breasts, the straps pulled down my arms. 
 
    He moved to the other breast, sucking more roughly now, using his teeth, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from me. 
 
    “Don’t bite it!” I whined. “Just suck it…use your tongue…” 
 
    He was grinding his tongue into my nipple while squeezing my breasts with both hands; I had my back arched and both hands were rubbing through his short hair, clutching his head to my chest. 
 
    “Stop,” I finally moaned. “You have to stop. Daddy will be back soon.”  
 
    He responded only by lifting me momentarily to completely remove the small white top I wore, and then attacked my breasts with his mouth again. 
 
    “Ooohhhhh,” I moaned. “Please, stop, you have to stop, Daddy will kill us if he see us!” 
 
    He bit the other nipple and I cried out. I tried to push him away, and he grabbed my wrists and held me down on the pool table, and then bit my other nipple, eliciting another cry. 
 
    “Don’t bite me!” I whined again. “Please, you have to stop.” 
 
    “Shut up,” he said, his mouth muffled by my warm firm breast. 
 
    “Please, please” I said. “Please, we can’t! You’re my stepbrother! Daddy will kill us!” 
 
    “I can feel how wet your pussy is,” he said. Our crotches were still grinding together, separated only by the thin fabric of my panties and his basketball shorts. 
 
    “I can feel your big hard cock,” I moaned. “I love it when you suck my nipples, but please, please stop!” I tried to push him away again but he grabbed both my wrists easily with one huge strong hand. 
 
    He moved his head down and began kissing my stomach, and forced my legs apart and thrust his face against my crotch, still covered by the yoga pants, eliciting another cry of pleasure of me. He rubbed his face and mouth against the moist fabric over my pussy and I moaned again. 
 
    “Stopppppppp,” I whined. I continued struggling and trying to close my legs, but he used his shoulders to keep my legs spread wide. 
 
    And then he took handfuls of the fabric and ripped my yoga pants apart at the crotch. 
 
    “Oh god,” I moaned. 
 
    His head dove back down between my legs, and pulled my panties to the side and wriggled one huge hot finger into my extremely wet and receptive pussy.  
 
    “Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. Do you like it?” 
 
    “Ohhh, your pussy is fine, girl. It’s so wet. So smooth and tight, it’s like wet silk in there,” he said.  
 
     “Oh god,” I moaned. “You can’t do this, I just told you that you could suck my nipples,” I whined. 
 
    “You love it,” he said. “You’re so wet,” he said. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, licking my lips and thrusting my hips as he forced his finger deep into me. “Ohhhhhhh, please, please.”  
 
    “Please what?” he asked. 
 
    “Daddy won’t like it,” I moaned. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right, Daddy won’t like it at all.” He bent his head down and dug his tongue between my labia and began sucking my clit, as he thrust a second finger into my tight pussy.  
 
    “OOOHHHH!” I cried out again. “Ohhh god it feels so good!” I began thrusting my hips against his finger and face more forcefully. 
 
    He released my wrists and used his other hand to reach up and squeeze my breasts as he kissed my clit and fingered me. Unable to control myself, I reached up and began pinching my own nipples, rapidly losing my mind with lust.   
 
    “Ohhh, god, I’m going to have an orgasm,” I said. “We can’t do this. Not here! Please, please, please, don’t do this. You’re my stepbrother!” 
 
    “Shut up,” he moaned into my pussy. 
 
    “Oh god, it feels so good. Oh please you have to stop!”   
 
    He dug in harder with the two fingers, sucking my clit hungrily between his lips, and I bucked and arched my back and cried out as I had a huge orgasm, my whole body shaking with it.  
 
    “Ohh, god, please,” I said, when I stopped gasping. “Please stop, please you have to go now!” 
 
    “I thought I told you to shut up,” he said, straightening up and grabbing me by the hair. He kissed me long and hard, his lips still slick with my pussy juices. “You like the way your pussy tastes, you little rich tease?” 
 
    I whimpered again. “I’m not a tease!” I said. 
 
    “I know you’re not. You’re not going to tease me anymore. You’re going to do everything I want you to do.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, god,” I said, as he reached down and ripped the front of my white panties apart..  “No, we can’t do this!” 
 
    He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his cock, long and thick. “Play with my cock now. Come on, play with it.” 
 
    I made another whining noise as he took my hand and wrapped it around his thick pulsing penis. I began pulling it slowly up and down, looking at it with wide eyes and wet lips, mesmerized by the sight of the huge hot dick. 
 
    “Ohhh, you’ve done this before,” he said. “You like that nice cock, don’t you? You like to play with a nice big cock, hmmm?” 
 
    “Ohhh, please,” I said softly. “No, we can’t do this. Please . . .” 
 
    “Please what?” he asked sweetly. “Please what, hmmm?” He reached down and pinched one of my nipples hard, making my again cry out. 
 
    “Please give it to me,” I said softly.  
 
    “You want me to fuck you, hmmm?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, a plaintive whine, looking up at him.  
 
    “You don’t care about your daddy now?” he asked, squeezing my breasts with his rough hand as I stroked his big cock with my small soft hands. “I’m your stepbrother, after all.”  
 
    “Noo, please, fuck me, quickly, before he comes back.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll fuck you,” he said. 
 
    I still lay on the pool table and he moved between my legs again and began rubbing the dark-purple head of his cock against my slick pussy lips.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” I said. “It’s so big, it’s too big …” I said. 
 
    “You can take it, little tease,” he said, and slid the head of his cock inside of me. 
 
    I gasped and made a low growling sound like a hungry animal. My hands clutched at his hips. “More,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, my little rich bitch of a stepsister wants more?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I gasped. “I want it inside of me.” 
 
    “What do you want inside of you?” 
 
    “Your cock!” 
 
    “Are you sure? Don’t you think that makes you a little slut? Won’t daddy think you’re a little slut?” 
 
    “No, no,” I said, “I don’t care, I don’t care, give it to me,” I panted. 
 
    “Tell me that you want your stepbrother’s cock,” he said.  
 
    “Oh, god, I want my stepbrother’s cock!” I moaned. 
 
    “I’m just some fighter, huh?” 
 
    “No! Please, give it to me …”  
 
    He thrust his cock all the way into me, all the way to the root, stretching me and filling me completely, and I cried out in pleasure, the room spinning around me.  
 
    “You’re not a little tease anymore, are you?” he asked. “Now you’re a little slut.” 
 
    “YES!” I cried out, breathless with pleasure, pushing myself against him.  
 
    “Say it,” he said. 
 
    “I’m a little slut!” I screamed. “Please, fuck me!” 
 
    He pulled his cock out and then thrust it into me again, and I screamed my pleasure and rocked my hips against him. “Oh, god, give it to me, I love it, please give me your cock, please fuck me, please fuck your little slut stepsister!” 
 
    He thrust violently into my wet pussy, holding my hips and pulling me against him. I raised my head to watch him fucking me, pulling on my own nipples as he slammed his cock into me, hard and rhythmically. I gurgled and moaned, breathless and shaking on the table.  
 
    As I felt the heat and pressure of another orgasm approaching, he pulled out of me, and as all the beautiful pressure faded away, I screamed, “Oh god no! Please don’t stop! Don’t stop fucking me!” 
 
    He bent down and kissed me again, and grabbed me by the hair. “Come on, little stepsister slut, I want you to suck my cock now. I want to come in that hot little mouth of yours,” he said. 
 
    “Ohh, yes, I want to suck your cock,” I said. He pulled me sideways on the pool table so that he had access to my mouth; I opened my mouth obediently and extended my tongue, like a baby bird waiting to be fed. 
 
    He reached down between my legs and inserted two fingers into me again; I was so wet that they slipped in easily, and I moaned in pleasure and reached for his pulsing cock, trying to pull it into my mouth. 
 
    “Don’t do it till I tell you,” he said, and slapped my flushed cheek with his big thick cock. 
 
    I moaned hungrily, and reached down to rub my own clit as he fingered me. 
 
    “Are you a good little slut? Are you ready to suck it?” he asked, and slapped my cheek lightly again with it. 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped. 
 
    “Are you gonna suck it good? Hmm? Gonna suck your stepbrother’s cock good?” 
 
    “Yes, I promise,” I said. 
 
    “Not going to be a little tease?” He punctuated this sentence by slapping my face again with his huge cock, and I shuddered. 
 
    “No I’m not,” I moaned. “I promise, I’ll suck it good, stepbrother, please let me suck it.” 
 
    “Okay, go ahead and suck it,” he said. “Bitch.” 
 
    I hungrily took his big throbbing cock into my mouth, moaning my pleasure around it, caressing the head with my tongue before I took it between my swollen full red lips. 
 
    He threw his head back and moaned in pleasure as I eased his cock into my throat. “Ohh, you like to suck that big cock, don’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I moaned my affirmation around it. 
 
    “You don’t care if your daddy sees you now, do you?” 
 
    “Hmm-mmm” I moaned again, this time negative, my mouth full. 
 
    “Such a bad girl, what would daddy think? Little slut sucking her stepbrother’s cock,” he teased me, reaching down to pinch a nipple as I sucked. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” I moaned in protest. 
 
    He withdrew his cock from my mouth, a string of saliva and pre-cum trailing from the head to my mouth. 
 
    “No, please!” I said. “Let me suck your cock, cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “In your mouth? Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said, reaching for it with my tongue as he held it just out of reach, tantalizingly close. “I want it in my mouth, I want your cock in my mouth, I want your cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Not on your tits?” 
 
    I made a pouty noise of protest. “I want it everywhere but right now I want it in my mouth.”  
 
    “Good girl. Suck it good or I won’t fuck you anymore.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I’m such a bad little tease. Please let me suck it.”  He rubbed the tip gently across my forehead and nose and briefly towards my lips.  
 
    Panting, I lifted my head to try to suck it and he slapped me across the bridge of the nose with it again. 
 
    I whimpered and writhed on the table, still rubbing my own clit and playing with one of my nipples as he teased me with his cock. My mouth was open wide and a stream of saliva was falling from it, my mouth watering as I hungered to taste his dick again.  
 
    “Okay, suck it good and make me cum,” he commanded. 
 
    I again swallowed his cock, ravenously. He thrust between my hungry swollen lips, growing more frenzied, moaning and grunting in pleasure as I toyed with my clit, as my body began to approach orgasm again, the waves of pleasure rolling off my clit and the pressure and taste as his cock filled my mouth and throat, as he fucked my face.  
 
    Finally the wet hot pressure of my tight mouth and eager sucking was too much and his whole body began to shudder; the vibrations caused me to moan more fervently in anticipation and finally he exploded in my mouth, a hot salty mouthful and I came for a second time, my finger quickly stroking my own clit, moaning in pleasure around the mouthful of cum as he pulled his cock out, streams of sticky whiteescaping and running down my chin. 
 
    When we caught our breath, he used my Lycra top to clean the semen off my chin.  
 
    I sat up and put my arms around him, sighing in pleasure. “You don’t really think I’m a slut, do you?” I asked meekly. 
 
    “Not yet,” he said.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I murmured into his broad muscular chest.  
 
    “You’re not a slut because I haven’t fucked your ass yet,” he whispered in my ear. 
 
    I whimpered. “Oh, no, my ass?” I said weakly. 
 
    But he was moving my hand down to his cock, which was still semi-hard and slick with my saliva and pussy juice. “Come on, play with my cock. It’s nice and wet now, so it’ll go into your ass more easily.” 
 
    “Nooo,” I pleaded, stroking his cock smoothly, looking down at it and licking my lips. But my body and pussy, despite the two orgasms, were already starting to quiver with lust again. “Ohhhh, are you sure? What if Daddy comes in?” 
 
    “Well, he’ll just have to wait, if he wants to use the pool table,” he said. He was feeling my breasts as I stroked his cock and we kissed deeply, sucking on each other’s tongues as his cock sprang back to its fully hard state. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” I whimpered as he turned my around and bent me over the table, face down, my bare breasts on the smooth green baize of the pool table. 
 
    I felt his finger dip into my pussy, briefly and I let out a moan. 
 
    “Just to make it wet,” he said, and I felt the finger tickle my asshole. My sphincter clenched and a shiver of pleasure went through me. 
 
    “Ohhh, god,” I moaned. “Oh god, are you sure it’s okay? Is it going to hurt?” 
 
    “Of course, little stepsister,” he said. “But you want it don’t you?” 
 
    I moaned. “Yes, I want it.” 
 
    “You don’t care if Daddy sees? Hmmmmm?” As he spoke he thrust his finger slowly and incrementally into my asshole. 
 
    I began to pant and bit into my own forearm and moaned a negative response. “Nooo,” I said. 
 
    “No what? You want me to stop? Hmmm?” The finger pushed farther in, making me shudder, and then withdrew. 
 
    “No! Don’t stop!” I gasped. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, and forced his finger rhythmically back inside of me, and I moaned and gasped in pleasure.  
 
    Then I felt something larger – his cock – begin to push at my asshole. 
 
    “Ohhhh god,” I moaned. “Oh, please, it’s too big, don’t hurt me …”  
 
    “Oh, you want me to stop? Hmm?” He withdrew his cock, still rubbing it tantalizingly against my anus. 
 
    “No! Don’t stop!” I begged. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you again? Huh?” 
 
    “Oh yes, please, please.” 
 
    “Please what?” The cock was pushing against the tight ring of my asshole again. I felt it spread and relax in anticipation. 
 
    “Please, fuck me,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Fuck you where?” 
 
    I whined, “Ohhhhh, you know where!” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “In the ass! Fuck my ass, please fuck it. Please fuck my ass, stepbrother.” 
 
    He began to push his cock hard into my asshole, and I cried out in pleasure, thrusting back against it, relaxing my anus, enjoying the pressure. 
 
    “You like that, hmmm?” he said, bending down to whisper in my ear, reaching under me to pinch one of my nipples and entwining the other hand in my hair. “Little slut likes it in the ass, hmmmm?” 
 
    My response was simply to moan, helpless with lust.  
 
    He began to thrust harder, and I cried out again, answering, “Yes, oh god, yes, I love it, I love it when you fuck me in the ass!”  
 
    He thrust harder, finding his stride now, pumping hard smooth strokes into my ass while pulling my hair and pinching my nipple hard, and I started to moan helplessly, incoherently, lost in lust, deep animal grunts, pure sensation and heat and pressure, building and building and building … 
 
    Finally I came, for the third time, clawing at the pool table, my entire body trembling, sphincter spasming as he rammed in and out of me, and he threw his head back and yelled, “Oh fuck,” as he pulled his cock out and sprayed hot white ropes of cum all over my back.  
 
    I collapsed on the pool table, breathless, a few tears spilling from my eyes.  
 
    He bent down and spoke into my ear. “Do you feel like a slut, Emma?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked. 
 
    “Yessssss,” I said softly, smiling, turning my head to kiss him. “Welcome to the family, Wade,” I said.  
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    In the cage, he's called The Brute ... at home, she just calls him stepbrother! 

There's a hot new guy in 18-year-old Emma's life and home, in the form of a tall and savagely handsome MMA fighter bad boy stepbrother. Living with the family after an injury, he's a hard-partying, sexy, and selfish alpha male with a bad attitude, and she's fed up with him. 

But why does she get so hot when he's around? 

And what's more, his illegal cage fighting has put him on the wrong side of the Russian mafia. And he wants to involve Emma in a very dangerous plan to rob some very dangerous people ...

This is the latest steamy and shocking dark romantic new adult contemporary thriller from Natasha Stevens. Buy it HERE on Amazon, FREE on Kindle Unlimited!. 
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    By Natasha Stevens (writing as Dahlia Morgan) 
 
      
 
    The Night Kitten flew backwards as the door burst open and hit her in the face. She tumbled over the kitchen table and crashed to the floor in a clatter of cutlery and shattered dishes, a tangle of black leather and long blond hair.   
 
    “KNOCK KNOCK!” laughed the Heckler as he and his thug stormed into the room, slamming the door behind them.  
 
    She raised her head woozily to look at the two men standing above her. 
 
    The Heckler and his thug grinned down at her.  
 
    “Heckler, come in. You’re just in time for dinner,” she said, wiping a trickle of blood from the corner of her mouth.  
 
    He took off his purple bowler hat, revealing his frizzy balding head of red hair, and hung it on the coat rack.  “And you’re going to be the main course, bitch,” he said. 
 
    The Heckler was dressed as usual – an ill-fitting checkered sport coat and baggy trousers over a stained white shirt with red suspenders, a red carnation, and a  red bow-tie. He also wore a black domino mask covering his eyes.  The thug was dressed in more traditional thug attire – jeans and a black t-shirt and a leather  jacket, although he also wore a domino mask.  
 
    She leapt to her feet and lashed her foot out in a crescent kick at the Heckler’s head; he was fast for a fat man, but not fast enough to evade the Night Kitten.  Her foot swiped into his head with a loud THWAK and he flew backwards against the wall.  
 
    Fortunately she was still wearing her black leather uniform and high-heeled boots; she enjoyed the feel of the leather so much she often relaxed around the safe house in her costume.   
 
    She dropped to a crouch coming out of the kick and jumped at the thug; regrettably this thug must be a bit Enhanced as well, because he blocked her tiger-claw strike at his face and grabbed her arm in a jiu-jitsu lock. 
 
    Then she saw the Heckler moving forward, extending his hand, and there was a bright flash behind her eyes and everything went dark.  
 
      
 
    When she came to, she was being held upright, with the thug holding her arms behind her back.  
 
    The Heckler smiled and held up his palm – there in the center of it was a plastic “joy buzzer” – a small electrode. “50,000 volts,” he said. “About like the usual police taser. But a bit more discreet and HANDY!” he said, guffawing with laughter.  
 
    “The hell do you want, Heckler?” muttered the Night Kitten, through clenched teeth. Her blonde hair was falling in her eyes and her domino mask had slid a little on the left side – she’d be damned if she’d ask them to fix it, however.  
 
    “I told you already, sugartits! I want to eat you like a fucking cupcake. And lick all the crumbs off my mustache,” he smiled, twirling one end of his waxed walrus mustache.  
 
    “How did you find this place?” she asked. It was one of five non-descript safe-house apartments she kept around the city. 
 
    “Oh, you’d be surprised what I know. One thing I really have ALWAYS wondered, though – me and the rest of the criminal community – what DO you wear underneath that leather jumpsuit?”  
 
    He gripped the zipper tab of the black leather jumpsuit she wore, and pulled it down a few inches, so that more of her deep cleavage was displayed.  
 
    “NO!” she screamed. “HECKLER, NO!”  She struggled but the muscular thug held her in his concrete grip. She raised her legs and kicked out at the Heckler and he slapped her again with the stun-buzzer, and she cried out and went limp.  
 
    “Such a smart girl, and yet so fucking stupid. What the fuck were you thinking, huh? Why steal from a guy like me, when there are plenty of harmless doctors and internet executives out there to steal from?” He chortled his deep belly-laugh again. 
 
    He pulled the zipper on her jumpsuit down to her belly button, revealing her large breasts in a black sports bra. 
 
    “Huh,” said the Heckler. “Sports bra. I was expecting something a little more frilly and lacy for some reason. Anyway! ” He reached his big white freckled hands down and grabbed her big breasts; semi-conscious, the Night Kitten stirred and mewled, protesting weakly.  
 
    “Can, uh, I get some of that, boss?” asked the thug. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll give you sloppy seconds, but only after I’m WELL finished with her,” laughed the Heckler again in his belly-shaking rumbling laugh. 
 
    Suddenly the window in the small kitchen exploded inward and a black armored figure burst through it in a shower of glass and flew into the room, screaming, “STOP IT, HECKLER!” 
 
    The armored figure flew feet first into the Heckler, knocking him backwards. The Heckler grunted and slammed against the refrigerator, then tumbled to the floor.  
 
    The thug released Night Kitten and rushed at the armored figure; the two large men collided in the center of the kitchen with a crash of muscle, bone and polycarbonate Kevlar armor.  
 
    The thug smashed a flurry of blows into the helmet and chestplate of the armored invader, but was then driven backwards by a side kick and a hammer fist that smashed his nose and knocked him down; the armored figure kicked the thug in the head with a large black boot and the thug finally collapsed in a heap,   
 
    Without pausing, the armored intruder picked up the Heckler by the front of his coat and slammed the fat man against the wall hard. The armored man grabbed the Heckler’s wrist and twisted the hand and the electrode in the palm back at the face of the Heckler.  
 
    “Dark Spider,” gasped the Hecker. “No need for the fisticuffs! You want to be first, hey, man, go ahead!” 
 
    “SHUT YOUR FILTHY MOUTH!” roared Dark Spider, his voice hoarse and raspy behind the faceplate of the helmet he wore. “You fucking scum. I knew you were low, but I didn’t know you were THIS low. “ 
 
    “Thanks Dark Spider,” gasped the Night Kitten behind him.  
 
    And then she laid her hand on his neck, in the small space between polycarbonate armor  plates – and the Dark Spider saw a white flash behind his eyes and crumpled unconscious to the floor in a clatter of armor and shattered dishes and broken glass. 
 
      
 
    The Heckler straightened the lapel of his sport coat. “Jesus, lady. He just about kicked the shit outta me.” 
 
    “Quit your complaining,” she said, removing the 50,000 volt joy buzzer the Heckler had given her from her hand. “I got shocked twice and you got to feel my tits. Your goon might have a cracked skull. You got off easy.”  
 
    “Aye,” he said. “The feeling of your glorious mammaries did indeed make me the lucky one in this transaction. So far, at least,” he said and winked, prodding the still-unconscious Dark Spider with his foot. “This is your lucky night, Dark Spider.” 
 
    The Heckler helped his thug get shakily to his feet; the man didn’t seem to have any broken bones, being Enhanced, but he probably had a concussion. “He’ll be okay,” said Heckler. “Anyway, we’re even now, hmm?” 
 
    “We are,” said the Night Kitten. She’d retrieved a shipment of the Heckler’s hallucinogenic drugs that a Russian gang had hijacked at the port. “Your drugs are in a white Land Cruiser parked outside.” She handed him the keys. “You want this shock thingie back?”  
 
     “No, you hold on to it. Thank you kindly for re-obtaining my hallucinogens, Night Kitten, and again thanks for the hooteriffic evening.”  The Heckler put on his hat and looked down at Dark Spider. “I mean, if it was just me I’d do something normal and old-fashioned like shoot him in the face.” 
 
    Night Kitten smiled at the Heckler. “Heckler, if we were normal old fashioned criminals, would we run around In these weird costumes? ” 
 
    His hearty deep belly laugh filled the room. 
 
    “Help me get him into the other room and onto the table, before you go,” she said.  
 
      
 
     When Dark Spider awoke, he was shackled, chained hand and foot, to a large padded table. As well, steel bands secured him around the waist, across the chest, and around the neck. 
 
    He struggled to turn his head – it was difficult with his helmet on while secured to the table, his head was supported partially by some kind of headrest. All of his armor, his costume, was still in place; but he noticed his utility belt was hanging over the back of a nearby chair.  
 
    “Wakey wakey,” said Night Kitten.  
 
    She stepped up next to the table and looked down at him, still wearing her black domino mask and her leather jumpsuit.  
 
    “What the hell have you done to me, Kitten?” demanded Dark Spider.  
 
    “Well, an incapacitating shock, and then a bit of bondage, obviously, my dark darling,” she said.  
 
    “But . . . this, why did you . . . you’ve never done anything like this before. Are you working for the Heckler?”  
 
    “Ha! No, in this case he was working for me. I called in a favor.”  
 
    “Why?” he said, voice tight. 
 
    “Hmmm, well, would you believe just because I wanted to get to know you better?” she said, smiling. “I’m not sure you would have accepted my invitation for cupcakes and cappuccino.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “Anyway, wait here a second, I’m going to change into something less comfortable.” 
 
    She disappeared into the attached closet, and when she emerged, Dark Spider gasped audibly. She was an incredibly attractive woman at the best of times, in her tight leather jumpsuit and high-heeled boots, but now . . . 
 
    She wore a tight leather bustier, her large breasts and deep cleavage jaw-droppingly displayed. She also wore a black leather thong. On her long muscular legs were a pair of black thigh-high stockings connected by a gater belt to her waist, and on her feet were a pair of six-inch stilettos. 
 
    She wore a pair of black lace gloves, and the same domino mask; her long curly blond hair was casually drawn back in a pony-tail.  
 
    “Kitten …” began Dark Spider. “What the hell are you doing … “  
 
    She smiled down at him. “Oh this? I can’t wear this on the street, too often, you know, it’s not very practical. Not much leg protection. But I like to wear it during an interrogation.” 
 
    “Interrogation?” he said. “What . . . ?”  
 
    “First of all – is it Dark Spider, or THE Dark Spider?” 
 
    He made a rude noise. “Just Dark Spider. And you? The Night Kitten, or just Night Kitten?” 
 
    “Truthfully, I can’t decide myself.” 
 
    “What is it you want to know? My secret identity?” he asked.  
 
    “Not particularly. I mean, I left your helmet on, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Hmm,” he said.  
 
    “So, okay, here’s the second question of the interrogation – how long have you been watching me?” 
 
    He didn’t answer for a moment. “I’ve been looking for you ever since you stole that collection of Faberge eggs from the art museum.” 
 
    “That wasn’t the question,” she said sweetly. “The question was, how long have you been watching me?” 
 
    He was silent. “I’ve had you under surveillance for about a week,” he said. 
 
    “Surveillance,” she said, giving the word a musical tone. “Isn’t that just another word for, like, stalking, baby?” 
 
    He said nothing.  
 
    “I know you’ve been on that rooftop across the street for the last week, Dark Spider. And I know I’ve been undressing with the windows open. What I want to know is, did you watch me?” She was leaning down over the one-way visor to his helmet, wondering what his eyes looked like, wondering if his face was red with shame.  
 
    Dark Spider immediately began struggling fiercely against his bonds; there was a loud POP and a hum of electricity and he grunted, shuddered for a moment and then lay still.  
 
    “Oh, didn’t I mention,” said the Night Kitten, “that if you struggle with the chains, you might activate an electrical current which might well painfully incapacitate you?” 
 
    He just growled at her. “What do you want, lady?” 
 
    She moved her body sinuously and cupped her own breasts through the tight leather bustier. “I’m asking the questions tonight, Dark Spider. And the third question is, did you like watching me?”  
 
    “You know very well you’re attractive,” he said in a clipped voice. 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “Listen, Kitten,” he continued, “kidnapping is a serious federal offense. And did you . . . am I drugged?” His voice was growing thick. 
 
    “Just a little sodium pentothal, darling. Nothing serious. Yeah, kidnapping is a serious offense. Stalking is a pretty serious offense, as well. You’re not a legally recognized officer of the law … or are you?”  
 
    “No,” he replied. “Private citizen. I was trying to get those Faberge eggs back and apprehend you, a wanted felon. Laws pertaining to bounty hunting sanction my activities,” he said sullenly.  
 
    “Oh really. And if I check your utility belt there, and I going to find some video footage of me undressing in my apartment?” 
 
    He didn’t answer again. 
 
    She laughed, a liquid, musical sound. “Relax, sweetheart. I’m not going to hurt you. Like I said, mainly I just wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    She began unstrapping his heavy black boots and removing them.  
 
    “STOP IT!” he yelled in a slurred voice. 
 
    “Just want you to be more comfortable, sweetheart.” She removed both the boots and his socks, tossing them casually on the floor. “Gitchy-gitchy-goo,” she said and scratched one fingernail down the sole of his foot. 
 
    Dark Spider twitched and spasmed and emitted an involuntarily chuckle. “Quit it!” 
 
    “That’s better!” she said, pleased, and tickled his other foot. He chuckled and spasmed again, this time so violently that he received a small shock.  
 
    “Oops!” she said. “Well, pleasure and pain go together sometimes, surely a guy who runs around the streets in armor pounding on criminals realizes that.” 
 
    “Listen. I don’t know what you’re doing, but let me go now, and I won’t . . .” 
 
    “Won’t what?” she said, leaning over the dark faceplate of his helmet, displaying her cleavage to him. “Won’t spank me?” 
 
    He didn’t answer, but she could hear his heavy breathing inside his helmet.  
 
    “We’ve tangled a few times, but you know there’s always been the sort of sexual tension between us. Tonight we’re going to work through that, that’s all.” As she spoke she walked around the table, cupping her own breasts and looking down at him thoughtfully. 
 
    “You know I’m not a real bad guy,” she continued. “So I move expensive things from one rich asshole to another rich asshole occasionally. The things you’ve seen on the street, I’m sure you don’t consider that very high on your list of crime-fighting priorities.”  
 
    “You break the law. You’re part of the problem,” he said, sounding a bit unconvinced, his voice now very slurred from the pentothal. 
 
    “Well, do I look like a bad person?” she asked sweetly, and pulled the cups of the bustier down, revealing her big breasts, pale in the moonlight coming in through the window. 
 
    He made a low moaning noise, but didn’t answer. 
 
    “Now, you on the other hand, in all this black armor, red highlights and the red spider insignia? You’re scary as hell.” she said. 
 
    She caressed her own breasts, thoughtfully, rubbing her erect nipples with her thumbs. “It must get awfully hot under there, though,” she said. 
 
    He made another grunting noise in response. 
 
    She ran her hand down the ballistic Kevlar plate on his chest, and moved it down to the formed codpiece over his crotch.  
 
    “Now, I’m guessing you’ve designed this so that you can open it quickly to use the bathroom,” she said. “That’s just common sense. You strike me as a guy who knows the importance of staying hydrated. I mean, there must be a . . . ah! Here we go!” she detached the codpiece place, which connected with a buckled strap around his waist. Underneath there was a zipper in the leather pants he wore underneath it.  
 
    “Night Kitten,” said Dark Spider, softly, breathlessly. “What are you doing? You can’t …” 
 
    “Can’t what?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    He didn’t respond.  
 
    She pulled down his zipper of his trousers slowly and opened the fly of his pants.  
 
    “Hmmm, briefs rather than boxers. Somehow I’m not surprised,” she said, and inserted her cool hand into the waistband of his underwear and soon his huge, fully erect cock was protruding towards the ceiling. 
 
    “Night Kitten,” he said. “This isn’t . . . why are you doing this?”  
 
    “Shhhh,” she said, languidly stroking his pulsing thick-veined cock with one lace-gloved hand and teasing her own breasts and nipples with the other hand. She looked up and down the length of his armored form on the table before her as his body began to shudder with lust. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop, baby?” she asked, in a musical voice. “If you want me to stop, just say so.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    “What?” she asked, leaping catlike onto the table and kneeling between his legs, still stroking his cock slowly.  “I didn’t quite understand that last part, Dark Spider. I asked you if you wanted me to stop,” she said playfully. 
 
    “No,” he said, voice low and rasping. “I don’t want you to stop.”  
 
    She sat on her knees between his legs and leaned over his cock, looking up at him. “Say it again, Dark Spider. Tell me that you don’t want me to stop touching your cock.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to stop touching my cock,” he said, hoarsely. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Good little spider.”  
 
    She began rubbing the swollen purple head of his cock against her big hard pink nipples, and she purred in pleasure as Dark Spider made a choking growling noise beneath his mask and his hips began bucking.  
 
    “Do you want me to put it between my tits?” she asked, looking up at him through a few stray locks of her hair, smiling. 
 
    “Oh god, yes,” growled Dark Spider. 
 
    “It’s a bit of a disadvantage with tits like this,” she said. “Leaves me a little vulnerable in a fight, and it’s hard to wiggle thorough small windows and stuff. Mmmmm . . . but they do have their uses.” 
 
    She engulfed his cock between her big firm breasts, and he let out a hoarse moan of pleasure. 
 
    “Do you like it, Spider?” she asked. She held her tits together and massaged Spider’s cock with them, moving in a slow and gentle rhythm. 
 
    “I like it,” he said. “Oh, god, I love it.”  
 
    “Do you want me to put it in my mouth?” 
 
    He just moaned. 
 
    “Answer me, Spider.” 
 
    “Yes, I want you to put it in your mouth.”  
 
    “What do you want more, me to return the Faberge eggs I stole, or for me to put your cock in my mouth?” 
 
    “Your mouth,” he gasped. 
 
    “Come on, Spider. Full sentences,” she taunted him. 
 
    “I want you to put my cock in your mouth, oh god, I don’t care about the Faberge eggs anymore,” he grunted, his hips spasming, the Kevlar plates on his armor rattling. 
 
    She released his cock and reached over to a smaller end table to the side of the padded table upon which Night Spider lay. She paused to plant a kiss on the faceplate of Dark Spider’s helmet, and then held up the squeeze bottle.  
 
    She held it over his cock and distributed a generous squirt of the viscous liquid onto his cock, and then used her fingers to cover his engorged member with it. 
 
    “What . . .?” he said. 
 
    “Honey, of course,” she replied, and extended her hot wet tongue to lick up the shaft of his thick pulsing rod. 
 
    “Oh my god,” exclaimed Night Spider, moaning in deep uncontrolled grunts. 
 
    She slowly licked up and down the shaft of his cock, swirling her tongue around the head, until he was nearly howling with pleasure, and then she took the swollen, pulsing cock into her mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she moaned around his cock as she relaxed her throat and slowly forced as much of his big dick as possible into his mouth, until her nose touched the moist curls of his pubic hair and she gagged. 
 
    “Oh god,” she grunted. “I’ve dreamed about this for so long,” she said in a voice quavering with pleasure. 
 
    “Me too,” he gasped. “Oh god, I’ve wanted you for so long.” 
 
    She forced his cock into her mouth again, and began moving it in and out quickly, her lips molded tightly and lovingly around it, using her hand at the same time, occasionally removing his penis to flick and swirl her tongue over the swollen purple head. 
 
    “Oh god please I’m going to cum oh god please don’t stop!” yelled Spider. 
 
    She forced the cock deep into her mouth as the pulsing intensified and his body stiffened and shuddered; with a cry of mortal agony, of deep exultation and shame combined, Dark Spider orgasmed in steaming salty bursts into the Night Kitten’s hot eager mouth.  
 
    She sat up and looked at him. By the shuddering and hollow moaning sounds he was making, she thought he might be crying. “I’ve never felt like this before,” he moaned. 
 
    “Ohhh, shhhh, baby, shhhhh,” she said soothingly and planted another kiss on the faceplate of his visor. “It’s okay, Spider. It’s okay. Isn’t this better than fighting in the streets? Or sitting on the rooftop watching me?” 
 
    He didn’t reply. She heard his heavy breathing. 
 
    She leapt gracefully off the table – impressive enough in itself, but more impressive since she was wearing stiletto heels -- and began to undress. She removed the bustier and her panties, but left her garter belt, stockings and heels on. 
 
    She picked up his utility belt and examined it. 
 
    “Hey,” he said weakly. “Don’t touch that.” 
 
    She opened a few of the pouches connected to it. “Let me see here. The usual stuff, but I’m guessing you’ve got a … ah ha! Yep.” 
 
    She turned back to him, holding the square foil pouch that held a condom.  
 
    “They can be useful in a lot of different situations,” said Dark Spider in a low voice. “You can fill one with drinking water in an emergency, for example.” 
 
    “Mmmm, is that so,” said Night Kitten. “They’re useful for preventing pregnancy when people fuck, too. Did you know that?” she said matter-of-factly. 
 
    He didn’t answered, although he rattled one of the chains that bound him. 
 
    She removed the condom from the foil envelope, and touched Dark Spider’s still-turgid cock with the other hand, squeezing blood into it, and then pulled the condom on over it.  
 
    Dark Spider made a soft, indeterminate sound somewhere inside his helmet. 
 
    She climbed onto the table and straddled him, rubbing her shaved pussy against his semi-erect member. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she said, reaching up to squeeze and lift her own breasts. “That feels so good. I love the way your leather pants feel under me. Some people like that PVC shit, or ripstop nylon or whatever, but give me good old fashioned leather any day.  
 
    “I considered slipping you some Viagra, when I dosed you with the pentothal, but I figured, a guy who spends his free time brawling with street crooks probably has some testosterone to spare,” she said, smiling up at the ceiling as she caressed her own breasts and slid the wet slit of her pussy the length of his rapidly-thickening cock. 
 
    “Have you got a woman, Night Spider? I don’t see you on TV with the other heroes.” 
 
    “I . . . no. Not really.” 
 
    “Mmm. The problem of this secret identity thing – you can’t share this part of you with some chick you meet in a bar, and when you’re out as Dark Spider, you’re trying to catch bad guys, not meet girls.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he whispered. 
 
    “Of course there are plenty of clubs in this city where you could laid pretty much immediately if you went in there in this kind of costume . . . but that’s not your scene, hmmm? Don’t want to tarnish the Dark Spider name. What about the other heroes, the female ones?” 
 
    “What about them?” he said. 
 
    “Well, for example, Warrior Women. Have you ever fucked her? She’s one tough bitch, I’ve fought her a few times.” 
 
    “No. She doesn’t . . . they don’t. . .”   
 
    “She doesn’t go for you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re not one of the popular superheroes? A bit too brooding, dark and scary?” 
 
    He didn’t speak for a long moment. “I guess. I don’t see those guys much.” 
 
    “Yeah, you work alone. Like me. I’m sitting here considering your secret identity – I’m guessing you’re something blue collar, maybe a cop during the day, or a firefighter, former soldier? Somehow I’m guessing you’re not secretly wealthy. I envision you working out alone in your small room somewhere, watching MMA fights.” 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not criticizing. I clear a fair bit of money with art theft of course, but I spend a lot of time surrounded by people who don’t know me, or people who I hate.” 
 
    “Things are tough all over,” he said. 
 
    “So what was it like up there on the rooftop, watching me? You made videos, didn’t you?” she asked. 
 
    He paused. “Yes,” he said quietly. 
 
    “It turned me on so much when I knew you were watching me,” she whispered, pinching her own nipples between thumb and forefinger. “I came home and thought about you while I undressed. Did you watch me every night this week?” 
 
    “Yes,” he grunted. 
 
    “Oh, good. And did you watch me when I touched myself?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, his voice strangled. 
 
    “Like you’re watching me now?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You had good binoculars up there on the roof, I hope.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Did you touch yourself, while I touched myself? I thought about you doing it up there … . jacking off on that cold dirty rooftop while you watched me, here in my nice comfortable bed, fingering my pussy and thinking about you.” She spoke softly, hypnotically, while she rode him, moving her hips in gentle circles, his cock rapidly swelling beneath her. 
 
    He made another strangled groan. 
 
    “Oh you did, didn’t you? Did you blow loads right there on the roof? Or did you catch it in a handkerchief, something like that, so as not to leave any DNA evidence behind?” 
 
    He was making a low tortured moan now.  
 
    “How did you feel up there, all alone? Didn’t you want to come down here and just come in the window and take me?” 
 
    “Oh god, I did. I wanted to come in here and fuck you so much,” he moaned. 
 
    “But you were afraid?” 
 
    “I . . . not just afraid . . . I couldn’t . . . I can’t . . .”  
 
    “Because I’m the bad guy, and you’re the good guy?” 
 
    He made a low miserable moan. 
 
     “I think you’re ready to go now,” she said, reaching down and taking his cock, which was once again hard and straight and beginning to pulse.  
 
    She rubbed the latex-covered rod against her labia and gasped in pleasure, and then pulled it straight and sank down on it, crying out in pleasure as she did so. 
 
    “Oh god, Spider,” she moaned. “I love your cock so much.” Her hands came up again to feel her own breasts. 
 
    She slowly raised herself up, sliding up the length of his cock until only the head was still inside her, and paused, making a little whimpering noise, looking down at him, pinching her own hard nipples, and then sank down on him again, and both of them screamed in pleasure. 
 
    Dark Spider was making a whining, growling noise like a kicked dog now. 
 
    He bucked his hips against her. “Please,” he said. “Faster.”  
 
    “Ohhhh,” she said. “I’m liking it slow,” she said. 
 
    “Please,” he said, whimpering. “Faster.” 
 
    She bounced down hard on his cock again, his big cock pummeling her g-spot, causing her to shiver, and then the two of them began moving faster, totally in sync, lifting and falling together, the heat and pressure building at the juncture where their bodies, and souls, met.  
 
     Then, as they both came nearer to the climax, Dark Spider began pulling against his chains. 
 
    There was a loud POP as the electrical current rushed through the chains, and into Dark Spider … and into the Night Kitten. 
 
    Both of them screamed as the current rushed through them, their bodies jolting and shuddering as they were both driven to orgasm by the electrical current, and by their own fiery surging lust.  
 
    They both collapsed unconscious. The Night Kitten fell forward onto Dark Spider’s chest. 
 
    Exhausted, completely spent, the two of them slept peacefully. 
 
      
 
    An indeterminate time later, Dark Spider came back to consciousness. 
 
    The Night Kitten was getting dressed, putting on her black leather jumpsuit over a black sports bra and cotton panties.  
 
    She turned, hearing the chains and armor rattle as he stirred. “Just rest there, baby. Before I leave I’ll put your utility belt on top of you. I’m sure you’ve got something to help you escape, right? It’s what we do.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can escape any trap. Unless I don’t want to escape.” 
 
    She smiled at him. “I really enjoyed it, Dark Spider.” 
 
    “Will we … do this again?” he asked. 
 
    She bent down and kissed the visor of her face place, placing his utility belt on the table near where his hand was shackled. “I’m leaving a key to this safe house on the kitchen table. You can take it. We’ll share this safe house, how about that? But put in a new window, will you?” 
 
    “I know you have other places. How often do you come here?” 
 
    “I come here … occasionally. We’ll see what happens. No certainties or promises in this life,” she said. 
 
    “No,” he said. “No certainties. No promises.” 
 
    She leapt out the broken kitchen window and onto the fire escape, and disappeared into the night. 
 
      
 
    To be continued in … THE NIGHT KITTEN BOUND! 
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    The Night Kitten has come up with an ingenious plan to deal with her rival, the corrupt but popular sports hero / realty show star / costumed vigilante Warrior Woman. Her plan is to hack into Warrior Woman’s personal computer webcam and show the world what Warrior Woman really is.  
 
    But in a dark warehouse, Night Kitten finds the tables turned on her, and find herself captive and helpless and the blackmailer might become the blackmailed … 
 
      
 
    Warning! This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual acts as well as some violence. It is intended only for people over the age of 18 who love a good exciting story … with a bit of kink. Get it HERE on Amazon!  
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