
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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).
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​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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​Fuck Yes, Like That


[image: ]




I trudged up the stairs to my flat, keys jingling in my hand, the weight of a crap day at the office clinging to me like cheap perfume. 

After twelve hours of spreadsheets and that wanker of a boss breathing down my neck, all I wanted was a hot shower and my bed. But as I pushed the door open, the place wasn't empty like it should’ve been. Lights were on, low and dim, and there was this weird, rhythmic thumping coming from the living room. 

My flatmate, Lena, was supposed to be out with her gym buddies, sweating it out or whatever. Yet here I was, frozen in the doorway, hearing what sounded suspiciously like moans.

What the hell? I dropped my bag quietly, heart picking up speed. Burglars? No, that was stupid. But the noises got clearer—gasps, a low chuckle. I edged forward, peeking around the corner. There she was, Lena, sprawled on the couch in nothing but her sports bra and those tiny running shorts, legs spread wide. Her hand was buried between her thighs, eyes glued to her phone screen, which was propped up playing some porn clip. Lesbian stuff, from the looks of it—two women going at it rough, all slaps and grabs.

I should've backed out, given her privacy, but my feet wouldn't move. Lena and I had been mates for years, sharing this poky flat since uni, but we'd never crossed that line. Flirty jokes, sure, especially after a few drinks, but this? Watching her touch herself, her fingers slick and urgent, made my stomach twist in a way that wasn't just shock. Heat crept up my neck. Bloody hell, Kira, get a grip.

She shifted, and her eyes flicked up—caught me standing there like a deer in headlights. "Kira? Shit!" She yanked her hand away, scrambling to pause the video, face turning beet red. But then she laughed, that deep, throaty sound she always made when cornered. "Well, this is awkward. Thought you'd be later."

I forced a grin, trying to play it cool, but my voice came out shaky. "Yeah, well, boss let me go early for once. Didn't mean to interrupt your... solo session."

She sat up, not bothering to close her legs fully, that cheeky smirk spreading. "Solo? Boring as hell. You could join, make it interesting." Was she serious? Her eyes raked over me, lingering on my skirt and blouse like she was sizing up a meal. We'd joked about this before—drunken what-ifs—but now? The air felt thick, charged. My pulse hammered. Part of me wanted to bolt, but another part, the one that'd been single for months, whispered to stay.

"Join how?" I said, stepping closer despite myself. Humour to defuse, right? "You want me to narrate or something?"

Lena patted the couch beside her. "Nah, something more hands-on. Come on, Kira, don't act like you haven't thought about it." She was right—I had, in weak moments. But saying it out loud? That was trouble. Still, I sat, the cushion warm from her body. She leaned in, her breath minty from gum, and before I could overthink, her lips brushed mine. Soft at first, testing. I froze, then kissed back, tentative. Her hand slid to my thigh, squeezing. Okay, this was happening.

We pulled apart, both breathing harder. "See? Not so bad," she murmured, fingers tracing higher. I swatted her hand playfully, but didn't move it away. "You're a menace, Lena."

"And you're curious." She grabbed my wrist, guiding my hand to her shorts. Under the fabric, she was soaked. My fingers slipped in easily, brushing her heat. She gasped, bucking slightly. "Fuck, yes. Like that."

This was escalating fast. I rubbed circles, feeling her swell under my touch. She yanked at my blouse, popping buttons, exposing my bra. Her mouth latched onto my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. "Ouch, easy!" I laughed, but it came out breathless.

"Make me." She pushed me back against the armrest, climbing over, straddling my lap. Her weight pinned me, hands rough as she tugged my skirt up. We wrestled a bit—me trying to regain control, her pinning my arms down with a grin. "You're not getting away now."

I twisted free, flipping us so I was on top. "Oh yeah?" I ground down against her, feeling the friction through our clothes. She moaned, loud and unashamed. We were both laughing through it, but the heat built quick. I peeled off her bra, exposing her perky tits, nipples hard. I pinched one, hard, making her yelp. "Payback."

"Bitch," she hissed, but her eyes sparkled. She shoved me off, and we tumbled to the floor in a heap, a proper scuffle now—grabbing, shoving, both trying to dominate. I ended up on my back, her knee between my legs, pressing just right. "Gotcha."

By the time we paused, panting, we'd stripped each other mostly bare. I looked down—my knickers gone, her shorts tossed aside. We'd achieved something, all right: full-on commitment to this madness. But then her phone buzzed, the porn video restarting accidentally. On screen, one woman was rimming the other, tongues deep in asses. Lena's eyes lit up. "Oh, that's a twist. Ever tried that?"

My gut flipped. "What? No. You?"

She winked. "Not yet. But now's good."

Shit. This was about to get way more intense.

Lena didn't give me time to protest. She flipped me onto my stomach on the rug, the coarse fibers scratching my skin. "Spread 'em, Kira. Let's see if you're as brave as you act." Her hands gripped my ass cheeks, pulling them apart. I tensed, a mix of nerves and thrill shooting through me. "Lena, wait—"

"Shh, relax." Her breath was hot against my skin, then her tongue flicked out, tentative at first, circling my hole. Bloody hell, it was weird—wet, probing, sending shivers up my spine. I squirmed, but she held me down, one hand pressing my back. "Taste good. Salty from your day."

"You're disgusting," I muttered, but my body betrayed me, pushing back against her mouth. She laughed, the vibration humming through me. "You love it, slut." Dirty talk now? It amped things up, her words sharp and teasing. She plunged deeper, tongue fucking my ass while her fingers found my clit from below, rubbing fast.

The pressure built, my hips grinding against her hand. But she stopped abruptly, sitting back. "Your turn. Fair's fair."

I rolled over, glaring but intrigued. "Fine, but you asked for it." I pushed her onto all fours, admiring her toned backside—gym rat perks. I hesitated, then dove in, tongue tracing her rim. She tasted musky, earthy, and she moaned loud, encouraging. "Deeper, Kira. Eat my ass like you mean it."

I did, surprising myself with the enthusiasm. My hands spread her wider, fingers dipping into her pussy too, syncing the motions. She rocked back, fucking my face essentially. "Yes, you filthy bitch. Just like that."

We were both sweating now, the room smelling of us. But tension ratcheted when she reached back, grabbing my hair. "Harder. Make it rough." I obliged, nipping at her skin, slapping her ass cheek hard. She yelped, then laughed. "Ow, fucker! Again."

I smacked the other side, leaving red marks. This was getting brutal—pulling hair, scratching nails down backs. She flipped around suddenly, tackling me again. "My go." We fought for top, rolling across the floor, bumping into furniture. A lamp wobbled, nearly toppling. Why the hell was everything suddenly so quiet outside? No neighbors banging on walls—yet.

She won the tussle, pinning me face-down again. This time, her fingers joined her tongue, one slipping into my ass, stretching me. I gasped, the burn mixing with pleasure. "Too much?"

"No—keep going." But it hurt a bit, and I bucked against her. She added another finger, scissoring. "Good girl. Take it."

The struggle intensified; I twisted, trying to throw her off, but she was stronger. "Fight all you want, Kira. You're mine now." Her free hand smacked my thigh, then found my foot, lifting it to her mouth. Foot fetish? She'd never mentioned that. She sucked my big toe, tongue swirling, while finger-fucking my ass. The combo was insane—ticklish, erotic, wrong in the best way.

"Lena, what the—"

"Shut up and enjoy." She bit lightly on my arch, making me jerk. Humour cut through: "Taste like office drudgery. Needs salt."

"Piss off," I laughed, but it turned into a moan as she switched feet, worshipping them like delicacies. My body was on fire, conflicted between the weirdness and the building ache in my core.

Then, the twist hit. As she worked me over, I felt a warm trickle—her piss, deliberate, splashing down my back. "Lena! What the fuck?"
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