
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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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​Splash Party
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I shouldn't have worn the nice jeans. Rookie mistake.

My ass was soaked through as I crouched in the garden, digging my fingers into mud while replanting Mel's hydrangeas. Rain pelted my back, and I swore under my breath as another worm squirmed away from my trowel.

"Syd! Get your ass inside before you drown!" Mel shouted from the back door, her voice barely carrying over the downpour.

I looked up, squinting through rain-blurred glasses at my roommate's silhouette. She stood with one hand on her hip, the other holding open the sliding glass door. Classic Mel pose – impatient but still waiting for me.

"Two minutes!" I yelled back, jamming the last plant into place.

"You said that ten minutes ago!" She disappeared inside, leaving the door cracked.

I sighed, gathering my gardening tools. The things I did for this woman. When she'd mentioned her dead plants this morning over coffee, I'd volunteered without thinking. Just another pathetic attempt to be useful to her.

Three years of living together, and I still acted like a lovesick puppy around Melanie Voss.

By the time I made it inside, I resembled a drowned rat more than a thirty-year-old landscape architect. Water dripped from my clothes onto the kitchen tiles.

"Jesus, Syd," Mel said, tossing me a towel. "Strip before you flood the place."

I caught the towel and froze. "What?"

"You heard me." She grinned, eyes traveling down my mud-splattered form. "Those clothes need to go in the wash immediately."

Something in her tone made my pulse quicken. We'd always flirted – that was our thing – but this felt different.

"Turn around then," I said, attempting to sound casual.

Mel laughed. "Nothing I haven't seen before. Remember Cancun?"

I blushed. Spring break six years ago. We'd been drunk, shared a hotel room, and... well, we'd sworn never to mention it again.

"That was different," I muttered, peeling off my soaked t-shirt. Cold air hit my skin, and I shivered.

Mel leaned against the counter, making no move to turn away. Her eyes lingered on my black sports bra. "Was it?"

I swallowed hard. "Mel..."

"Your jeans too," she said, her voice dropping lower. "They're filthy."

My fingers trembled slightly as I unbuttoned my jeans. This was crossing a line we'd carefully maintained for years. The wet denim clung to my thighs as I worked them down, acutely aware of Mel's gaze following every movement.

"You're enjoying this," I accused, standing awkwardly in my underwear.

She didn't deny it. "Maybe I am."

The air between us crackled with tension. Years of careful friendship teetered on the edge of something dangerous.

"Why now?" I asked.

Mel pushed herself off the counter and stepped closer. "I heard you last night."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"Through the wall." Her eyes held mine. "Saying my name."

Fuck. I'd touched myself thinking about her, like I had countless times before. But I'd never been loud enough for her to hear. Or so I thought.

"I can explain—" I started, but she cut me off.

"No need." Another step closer. "I've been waiting for you to make a move for three fucking years, Syd."

"You have?" The towel slipped from my hands.

"God, you're oblivious." She reached out, fingers tracing a water droplet sliding down my collarbone. "Yes."

I barely had time to process her words before her mouth was on mine. The kiss was nothing like our drunken fumbling in Cancun. This was deliberate, hungry. Her tongue pushed past my lips, and I moaned embarrassingly loud.

"Bedroom," she muttered against my mouth. "Now."

We stumbled through the apartment, leaving a trail of her clothes along the way. By the time we reached her room, Mel was down to a lacy bra and panties that made my mouth water.

She pushed me onto the bed, climbing on top to straddle my hips. "Three years of watching you bring home those boring women," she said, grinding against me. "Three years of listening through the wall."

"You listened?" I gasped as she leaned down to bite my neck.

"Every time." Her hands slid beneath my sports bra, palming my breasts. "None of them made you sound like you did saying my name."

I arched up as she pinched my nipples. "Jesus, Mel."

"Take this off," she commanded, tugging at my bra.

I sat up just enough to yank it over my head, then reached for her. But Mel caught my wrists, pinning them above my head.

"No touching yet," she said. "I've waited too long for this."

She shifted down my body, her mouth leaving a trail of bites and kisses. When she reached my soaked underwear, she looked up with a wicked smile.

"Wet from the rain... or for me?"

"Both," I admitted. No point lying now.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly dragged the fabric down my legs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but the hungry look in her eyes made it worth it.

"Spread your legs," she ordered.

I hesitated, suddenly self-conscious.

"Sydney." Her voice softened. "Let me see you."

Slowly, I parted my thighs. Mel settled between them, her breath warm against my center.

"Fucking beautiful," she murmured before giving me a long, deliberate lick.

I bucked up with a strangled cry. Her tongue was relentless, circling my clit with perfect pressure. My hands found her hair, tangling in the short strands.

"You taste even better than I imagined," she said, sliding a finger inside me. "And I've imagined this a lot."

She added another finger, curling them in a come-hither motion that made my vision blur. I was embarrassingly close already, my hips working against her mouth.

Then she stopped.

"No," I groaned, trying to pull her back. "Don't stop."

Mel crawled up my body, her fingers still buried inside me but motionless. "I want to watch your face when you come for the first time."

She started moving her fingers again, her thumb replacing her tongue on my clit. I clutched at her shoulders, digging my nails in as the pressure built.

"Let go, Syd," she whispered, kissing me deeply so I could taste myself on her tongue.

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. I cried out her name – louder than I ever had through the wall – as my body convulsed around her fingers. She worked me through it, only slowing when I collapsed back onto the mattress, panting.

"Fuck," I breathed. "That was—"

"Just the beginning," Mel finished, sliding her fingers out and sucking them clean. "Turn over."

Still dazed from my orgasm, I rolled onto my stomach. Mel straddled the backs of my thighs, her wet center hot against my skin. She leaned forward to whisper in my ear.

"I want to taste every inch of you."

Her tongue traced down my spine, making me shiver. When she reached the small of my back, her hands spread my ass cheeks apart.

"Mel?" I tensed, suddenly nervous.

"Trust me," she said, her breath teasing my exposed hole. "I've heard the noises you make when you touch yourself here."

Before I could respond, her tongue circled my asshole in a deliberately slow lick. The sensation was so intense, so taboo, that I buried my face in the pillow to muffle my moan.

"None of that," Mel said, reaching up to turn my face sideways. "I want to hear every sound."

She returned to her task, her tongue becoming more insistent. One of her hands snaked beneath me to circle my clit, and I felt myself building toward another orgasm already.

"Please," I gasped, not even sure what I was begging for.

Mel seemed to know. She slid a slick finger just inside my ass while her other hand continued working my clit. The dual pressure was overwhelming, forbidden, and exactly what I needed.

"You're going to squirt for me," she said, her voice confident. "I can feel how close you are."

"I don't—I can't—" I'd never squirted before, always thought it was something my body just didn't do.

"Yes, you can." She curled her fingers just right, pressing firmly against my g-spot while her thumb continued circling my clit. "Let go, Sydney."

The pressure built to an almost unbearable level. I felt like I needed to pee, tried to hold back, but Mel was relentless.

"Don't fight it," she urged. "Just let go."

When it happened, it was unlike anything I'd experienced before. Pleasure crashed over me in waves as fluid gushed from between my legs, soaking Mel's hand and the sheets beneath us.

"Holy shit," I gasped, trembling with aftershocks.

Mel withdrew her fingers gently, then flipped me over to kiss me deeply. "Told you," she murmured against my lips.

I lay there, dazed and spent, as she straddled my thigh and began grinding against me. Her pussy was slick with arousal, and I could feel her clit hard against my leg.

"My turn," she said, her voice strained. "Watch me ride your leg like I've imagined doing for years."

I grabbed her hips, helping guide her movements as she worked herself against me. Her head tipped back, exposing the elegant line of her throat, and I couldn't resist sitting up to bite it.
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