
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Hey there, reader 

Thanks for coming to spend time with a KILLER. 

I appreciate you taking the time (and the risk).

If you enjoy the book, feel free to leave a quick review wherever you got it. It really helps more than you’d think.

Now, let's get crazy..

Mia
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​Check out more on The Naughty Step

This is what you can expect...

​ALL SUBSCRIBERS:


●  Three filthy stories of fucking, slurping, sweating and cumming per week (normally Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday).



​PAID SUBSCRIBERS:


●  An extra TWO EXCLUSIVE stories that really push the boundaries and normally land me in hot water (Tuesdays and Thursdays mostly)



50% OFF PAID - LIMITED TIME OFFER

Here is the important bit my friends:

I don’t do “niches”. I write about whatever is making my pussy drip at any given moment.

One day it could be swingers eating each others assholes, the next it could be stepbrothers bonding over filling each others mouths with cock.

Anything (legal) can and does go. So be open. And be ready.

Come sit next to me on The Naughty Step...

MIA X X X
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​Chapter One
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The text came at 5:03 AM, right when my first alarm was about to go off.

Sorry Rebecca. Family emergency. Can't work anymore. Good luck with Lily.

I stared at my phone screen, coffee mug frozen halfway to my lips. Miranda—nanny number four in six months—had just quit via text message. Not even a phone call. Not even a decent excuse.

"Shit." I set the mug down so hard coffee sloshed onto my kitchen counter. "Shit, shit, shit."

Today was the Hartwell presentation. The biggest pitch of my career. Three months of research, late nights, and caffeine-fueled strategy sessions, all leading to this morning at nine AM sharp. And now I had no childcare.

My phone buzzed. Curtis. Of course.

I let it go to voicemail, already pulling up my contacts list. Emergency Nanny Services. Bright Beginnings Childcare. Anything with a 24-hour guarantee.

"Mommy?" Lily appeared in the kitchen doorway, clutching Mr. Whiskers to her chest. Her dark hair stuck up in sleep spikes, and her eyes held that worried look she got when she sensed my panic. "Why are you making your scary face?"

"I'm not making a scary face, sweetheart." I forced a smile while speed-dialing the first agency. "Go get dressed for school. We need to move fast this morning."

"Is Miranda coming today?"

The phone rang once. Twice. Come on, pick up.

"Miranda had to... go help her family." I couldn't meet Lily's eyes. "But we'll figure something out."

"That's what you said about Jessica. And Katie. And—"

"Lily. Clothes. Now."

She padded away, and I caught myself in the hall mirror. Sharp features, tired eyes, yesterday's mascara doing me no favors. I looked exactly like what Curtis always said I was—a stressed-out workaholic who couldn't keep her life together.

"Bright Beginnings, this is Karen."

"Thank God. This is Rebecca Flanders, I need emergency childcare for today. My regular nanny just—"

"I'm sorry, Ms. Flanders, but our emergency service requires 24-hour advance notice."

"I understand that's your policy, but this is truly an emergency. I can pay double rate—"

"I'm sorry. Company policy."

Click.

I dialed the next number. Then the next. Everyone wanted 24-hour notice. Everyone had policies. Everyone was sorry, but no one could help.

My phone buzzed with a voicemail notification. Curtis, probably calling to gloat about how I couldn't handle basic parenting responsibilities.

"Mommy, I can't find my blue shirt."

"Check the laundry room," I called back, scrolling through more numbers. Sitter City. Nanny Network. Care Connections.

The kitchen phone rang. Work line.

"Rebecca, thank God you're up." David's voice, my boss, sounding frazzled. "I need you here by seven-thirty. Hartwell moved the meeting up an hour—something about catching a flight to Singapore."

My stomach dropped. "Moved up? David, I can't—"

"This is the big one, Rebecca. The account that puts us on the map. I need my best presenter there."

"I know, but I'm having a childcare situation—"

"Figure it out. Seven-thirty."

He hung up.

I stood there holding the phone, everything crashing down at once. No nanny. Meeting moved up. Curtis circling like a vulture, just waiting for me to fail.

"Mommy?" Lily's voice was smaller now. "Are you okay?"

I wasn't okay. I was the opposite of okay. But Lily needed her mother to have her shit together, at least on the surface.

"Everything's fine, baby. Just some grown-up stuff to sort out."

"Is Daddy coming to get me?"

The fear in her voice broke something in my chest. Curtis had been making noises about custody, claiming I was too unstable to be a primary parent. Every childcare crisis just gave him more ammunition.

"No, honey. Mommy's going to handle this."

I had to. I always did.

My phone rang again. Unknown number.

"Rebecca?" A warm voice, slightly breathless. "This is Claire Peyton. From Lily's school? I got your number from the emergency contact list."

Claire. Thank God. Lily's teacher from last year, the one who actually seemed to care about more than just test scores.

"Claire, I—"

"I heard through the parent network that you might need emergency help today. I don't have class until ten—I could watch Lily this morning if you need."

I nearly cried with relief. "You would do that?"

"Of course. But Rebecca..." Her voice turned gentle but firm. "This can't keep happening. Lily needs stability, and you need to accept that you can't control everything."

I wanted to argue, but she was right. Four nannies in six months wasn't normal. Neither was having panic attacks over childcare at 5 AM.

"I know. You're right. Can you be here by seven?"

"I'll be there in twenty minutes. And Rebecca? We're going to figure this out properly. After your presentation."

I hung up feeling lighter than I had in months. Claire was coming. The presentation could happen. Crisis averted.

For now.
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​Chapter Two
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I made it to the office by seven-forty, only ten minutes late for the meeting that could make or break my career. The Hartwell executives were already seated around the conference table, three men in expensive suits looking like they'd rather be anywhere else.

"Gentlemen," David stood as I entered, "Rebecca Flanders, our senior marketing strategist."

I set up my laptop with practiced efficiency, muscle memory taking over while my brain screamed about everything that could still go wrong today. The presentation loaded. My notes were organized. I could do this.

Thirty minutes later, I'd walked them through our complete market analysis, brand positioning strategy, and implementation timeline. The youngest executive—Thompson, I think—actually leaned forward when I showed them the projected ROI.

"These numbers are impressive," he said. "But what's your contingency plan if the Q4 rollout hits delays?"

I clicked to my backup slides. "I've modeled three different scenarios..."

By the time I finished, even the skeptical one in the corner was nodding. David looked like he wanted to kiss me.

"We'll be in touch," the lead executive said, shaking my hand. "Very thorough work, Ms. Flanders."

After they left, David practically bounced over to my desk. "Rebecca, that was brilliant. Absolutely brilliant. They loved the segmentation analysis."

"Think we got it?"

"I think you just saved this company." He grinned. "Take the afternoon off. You've earned it."

I should have felt victorious. Instead, I felt hollow. Like I was performing success rather than living it.

My phone buzzed with a text from Claire: Lily's at school. Come home. We need to talk.

The drive back to my house in Riverside felt longer than usual. Claire's Honda was still in my driveway, and I could see her through the kitchen window, probably making herself at home like she always did.

I found her sitting at my breakfast bar with a cup of my good coffee, looking annoyingly comfortable for someone who'd just saved my ass.

"How'd it go?" she asked.

"Good, I think. Great, actually." I poured myself coffee from the pot she'd made. "David thinks we got the account."

"That's wonderful. Now sit down."

"Claire—"

"Sit."

I sat. Claire had that teacher voice that brooked no argument.

"Four nannies, Rebecca. In six months. What's happening here?"

I stared into my coffee. "They keep leaving."

"Why do they keep leaving?"

"I don't know. Maybe they can't handle the schedule—"

"Or maybe you're making it impossible for anyone to do their job." Claire's voice was gentle but firm. "When was the last time you let someone help you without micromanaging every detail?"

"I don't micromanage."

She raised an eyebrow. "You made Jessica text you every hour with updates. You gave Katie a three-page list of instructions for making Lily a sandwich. You criticized Miranda for the way she folded laundry."

"Those were reasonable—"

"They were control issues." Claire leaned forward. "Honey, I've known you since college. You've always been intense, but this is something else. When's the last time you slept more than five hours a night?"

I opened my mouth to argue, then closed it. She wasn't wrong.

"Curtis is threatening to take Lily," I said finally.

"He can't do that."

"He can try. He's already documenting every time I'm late for pickup, every nanny who quits, every work crisis that affects my parenting." I rubbed my temples. "He says I'm prioritizing career over family."

"Are you?"

The question hit like a slap. "Of course not. Everything I do is for Lily."

"Then prove it. Stop trying to be perfect and start being present."

Before I could respond, the front door opened. Male voices in my foyer. I knew that laugh.

Curtis.

"Rebecca?" His voice carried that lawyer tone—reasonable on the surface, condescending underneath. "We need to talk."

I exchanged glances with Claire, who squeezed my shoulder and grabbed her purse.

"I'll pick up Lily from school," she whispered. "Give you two some space to work this out."

Curtis appeared in the kitchen doorway as Claire left, looking every inch the successful attorney in his tailored suit. Still handsome, damn him. Still carrying himself like he owned every room he entered.

"Interesting that your friend has to handle pickup because you're home in the middle of a Tuesday," he said, helping himself to coffee from my machine.

"I had a work thing this morning. Major presentation."

"How'd it go?"

The question sounded genuine, which made it worse. Curtis could still do that—slip past my defenses with moments of actual caring.
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