
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Hey there, reader 

Thanks for coming to sit on The Naughty Step. Whether you're here for one story or the whole sexy ride, 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, lets get nasty..

Mia
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​Check out more on The Naughty Step
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This is what you can expect...

​ALL SUBSCRIBERS:


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





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​PAID SUBSCRIBERS:
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●  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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​You Want Rough?
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I slammed the door to our dingy flat harder than I meant to, the sound echoing off the peeling wallpaper like a gunshot. My shitty day at the warehouse had me fuming—boss breathing down my neck, forklift breaking down again—and all I wanted was a cold beer and to crash on the couch. But there was Lena, my girlfriend of two years, lounging on the sofa in nothing but her ratty tank top and shorts, smirking like she'd won the lottery. "About time you showed up, Quinn," she said, her voice all gravelly from those cheap cigarettes she smoked. "We've got company."

I froze mid-step, spotting the other woman perched on the armrest. Tall, with wild red hair and a tattoo snaking up her arm—definitely not one of Lena's usual bar mates. "Who the hell is this?" I snapped, dropping my bag by the door. The air smelled like stale smoke and something sweeter, like cheap perfume mixed with trouble. Lena had been hinting at "spicing things up" for weeks, ever since our sex life hit a rut, but this? Walking in on her with some stranger felt like a slap. I wasn't jealous—okay, maybe a little—but more pissed that she'd sprung it without a heads-up.

The redhead—Vic, she introduced herself with a lazy grin—crossed her legs, her foot dangling in these scuffed black boots that screamed attitude. "Lena said you'd be game," Vic said, eyeing me up and down like I was dessert. "Said you're the type who likes to play rough."

I shot Lena a glare. "You told her that? What is this, some kind of setup?" My pulse picked up, not just from anger but that twisted spark of curiosity. Lena and I had our kinks—nothing tame—but bringing in a third? We'd joked about it, but jokes don't usually come with tattoos and smirks.

Lena stood up, sauntering over with that sway in her hips that always got me. "Come on, Quinn. You've been bitching about work all week. Thought we'd blow off some steam." She grabbed my wrist, pulling me closer, her fingers digging in just enough to make it clear she wasn't asking. Vic watched, amusement flickering in her eyes.

I yanked my arm back, but not hard enough to break free. "Blow off steam? By ambushing me with your new pal?" Part of me wanted to storm out, but damn it, the tension in the room was electric, and my body's betrayal was already kicking in—heat pooling low in my gut.

Lena laughed, low and throaty. "Jealous much? Vic here's just visiting from out of town. We met at the pub last night, got talking... one thing led to another." She leaned in, her breath hot on my neck. "You in or out?"

Vic slid off the armrest, closing the distance. "Make up your mind, Quinn. Lena promised a good time." Her hand brushed my arm, light but insistent, and I shoved her back— not gently. She stumbled a step, but her grin widened. "Feisty. I like it."

That did it. I grabbed Vic by the collar of her shirt, pulling her close. "You want rough? Fine." But Lena jumped in, wedging between us, her hands on my shoulders. "Easy, tiger. Let's take this to the bedroom before you two break something."

We tumbled into the room in a mess of shoving and laughter-edged snarls. I pinned Vic against the wall, my forearm across her chest, breathing hard. "Think you can just waltz in here?" She twisted, kneeing me lightly in the thigh— enough to sting but not injure. I retaliated by grabbing a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back. Lena watched, egging us on. "That's it, girls. Work it out."

The scuffle turned heated fast. Vic flipped me onto the bed, straddling my waist, her boots digging into the mattress. I bucked her off, rolling on top, and we wrestled like that for a minute, grunts and curses flying. Finally, I got the upper hand, holding her wrists down. "Yield?" I panted.

She smirked. "Only if you make it worth it." We both laughed, the fight bleeding into something else—something hungry. Lena clapped slowly. "Nice show. Now, let's get to the fun part."

I'd won the tussle, sort of—got Vic to back off first—but as we caught our breath, Lena dropped a bomb. "Oh, and Quinn? Vic's not just any friend. She's the one I told you about—the ex from years back. Surprise."

My stomach twisted. Lena's ex? The one who'd supposedly broken her heart? This wasn't just a random hookup; it was layered with history, and I'd just walked right into it.

The revelation hit like a sucker punch, doubling the mess in my head. Lena's ex, Vic, here in our flat, and we'd just grappled like idiots. But the air was thick with that post-fight adrenaline, and instead of bolting, I felt a reckless pull. "You sneaky bitch," I muttered to Lena, but there was a grin tugging at my lips. "Fine. Let's see what you've got planned."

Lena's eyes lit up. "That's my girl." She pushed me back onto the bed, Vic following suit. They teamed up now, hands everywhere—Lena yanking off my shirt, Vic working on my jeans. I swatted at them half-heartedly, but the resistance only fueled the fire. "Slow down," I growled, but Lena just laughed. "No chance. You've been too uptight lately."

Vic's fingers traced my thigh, inching higher. "Lena said you like it dirty. Prove it." The challenge stung, especially knowing their history—did Lena compare us? That thought gnawed at me, upping the stakes. I had to show I could handle this, outdo whatever memories they had.

But things escalated quick. Lena whispered something to Vic, and suddenly they were both on me, lips and teeth nipping at my skin. I tried to flip the script, grabbing Lena's ass and squeezing hard, but Vic pinned my arms, her knee pressing into my side. "Not so fast," she teased. The room felt smaller, hotter, like the walls were closing in. A door slammed somewhere in the building—probably neighbors—but it made me jump, heart racing. Then the AC kicked on with a rattle, blowing cool air over my exposed skin, goosebumps rising. Why did everything feel so amplified?

I struggled against Vic's hold, twisting free and shoving her onto her back. "My turn." I climbed on top, grinding down, our bodies clashing in a rough rhythm. Lena joined in, her hand slipping between us, fingers probing. But Vic fought back, rolling us over in a tangle of limbs. We crashed into the nightstand, knocking over a lamp—crash, darkness flickering. The tussle was messier this time, elbows and knees flying, breaths coming in gasps. I landed a solid push, sending Vic sprawling, but she dragged me with her.

We ended up on the floor, me on top again, both laughing through the strain. "Give up yet?" I demanded.

Vic bucked her hips, almost throwing me off. "Not even close." Lena hovered above, smirking. "Keep going, you two. This is gold."

But as I pinned Vic down for good, catching my breath, another twist hit. Lena leaned in close. "Oh, and Vic? She's not just my ex. She's the one who taught me everything I know about... well, you'll see." Her wink said it all—Vic wasn't here by accident; Lena had orchestrated this to push my buttons, test my limits. And damn if it wasn't working.

The implication sank in like lead—Lena using her ex to school me? It piled on the pressure, making every touch feel like a competition. I was in deeper than I thought, no easy out.

Things spiraled from bad to worse after that. Lena and Vic ganged up, their hands rougher now, nails scraping my sides as they stripped me bare. "You think you can handle us both?" Vic taunted, her boot pressing against my thigh—hard enough to leave a mark. The clock on the wall ticked louder, like a countdown, and I realized we had to keep it down or the nosy landlord might bang on the door. But quiet wasn't happening; our breaths were ragged, bodies slamming together.

I tried to regain control, flipping Lena onto her stomach and grinding against her ass, but Vic yanked me back by the hair. "Not without me." The pull stung, and I elbowed her in the ribs—playful but sharp. She retaliated by shoving me face-first into the pillows, her weight pinning me. "Stay put, Quinn. Let's see how you like this."

The struggle intensified, us rolling across the bed in a frenzy of grabs and shoves. Lena joined the fray, her fingers digging into my hips as she tried to hold me still. We knocked over more shit—a glass of water spilling, soaking the sheets. The cold wetness shocked me, adding to the chaos. Why was everything going haywire? A sudden creak from the floorboards outside—footsteps?—made us freeze for a second, hearts pounding. False alarm, but it ratcheted the nerves.

I broke free, tackling Vic to the mattress, my knee between her legs. "Enough games." But she twisted, kneeing me in the gut—oomph—and we grappled harder, sweat flying. This fight was brutal, ending with me straddling her chest, both of us heaving. "Got you," I gasped.
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