
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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
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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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​Chapter One
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My lungs burned as I surfaced from my hundredth lap, knowing my times still weren't fast enough to make the Olympic team with only six months left until trials.

The empty pool at 5 AM reflected nothing but my own desperate face and the harsh fluorescent lights overhead. I'd been training alone for months since Coach Martinez quit—something about "creative differences" with my father, though I suspected it had more to do with Dad's daily phone calls questioning every training decision. 

I hauled myself out of the water, chlorine dripping from my auburn hair onto the deck. The silence echoed my isolation. No teammates cheering. No coach timing my splits. Just me, the water, and the crushing weight of expectations that felt heavier than the pool itself.

My phone buzzed. Dad, right on schedule.

For fucks sake...

"How were your times?" His voice cut through the speaker without preamble.

"Morning to you too." I toweled off, already dreading this conversation.

"Don't get smart with me, Erika. The Nike rep called yesterday. They're concerned about your performance trends."

I closed my eyes. "My performance trends are fine."

"Fine doesn't get you to Paris. Fine doesn't justify the money we've invested—"

"The money you invested," I corrected. "I never asked for any of this."

Silence stretched between us. Then: "We'll discuss this when I visit next week. Find a coach, Erika. A real one this time."

The line went dead. I stared at the phone, fighting the urge to throw it into the pool. Instead, I grabbed my gear bag and headed to the locker room, where the morning's first swimmers were starting to arrive.

"Rough practice?" Riley appeared beside me, her dark hair still messy from sleep. My roommate had this annoying habit of showing up exactly when I needed her most.

"Rough conversation with Dad." I shoved my wet suit into the bag. "He wants me to find a new coach. Such an asshole"

"Maybe he's right." Riley's voice was gentle, but I caught the concern underneath. "You've been training alone for months. That can't be healthy."

"Healthy?" I laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Since when is Olympic-level swimming supposed to be healthy?"

Riley grabbed my arm as I tried to walk past her. "Since your best friend started worrying you might drown yourself in pursuit of a medal. Or evolve into a Great White Shark."

The words hit harder than they should have. I looked at Riley—really looked at her—and saw the worry etched in her brown eyes. 

When was the last time we'd hung out? 

When was the last time I'd thought about anything other than the pool?

"I'm fine," I said, but the words felt hollow.

"You're not fine. You're obsessed." Riley's psychology major was showing. "There's a difference between dedication and self-destruction, E."

Before I could argue, my phone rang again. Unknown number.

"Don't answer it," Riley warned, but I was already swiping to accept.

"Erika Bell?"

"Speaking."

"This is Coach Davidson from State. I heard you might be looking for training support."

I caught Riley's eye roll in my peripheral vision. "Maybe. What kind of support?"

"I've got an opening in my program. Elite level training, proven results. I can have you ready for trials."

The words should have excited me. Instead, something felt off about his tone—too eager, too promising. "I'll think about it."

"Don't think too long. Elite swimmers don't stay available forever."

After I hung up, Riley shook her head. "That sounded sketchy as shit."

"Everything sounds sketchy as shit to you lately." I shouldered my bag and headed for the exit.

"Because everything is sketchy as shit lately!" Riley called after me. "When's the last time you hung out with anyone besides me? When's the last time you went to a party or had fun or—"

"I don't have time for fun." The automatic response came out harsher than I intended.

Riley's expression softened. "That's exactly my point."

I left her standing in the locker room and headed to my first class, but I couldn't focus on anything the professor said. My mind kept cycling between Dad's disappointment, Riley's concern, and the growing panic that maybe I really wasn't good enough. 

Maybe all the sacrifices—mine and everyone else's—had been for nothing.



By evening, I was back at the pool. 

I told myself it was for recovery swimming, but really I just needed to be in the water. The pool was officially closed, but I had a key from my work-study job. The building felt different at night—quieter, more intimate. 

Just me and the water, the way it used to be before everything got complicated.

I was halfway through a warm-up set when I noticed I wasn't alone.

Someone was swimming in the lane next to mine, moving through the water with a grace that made my technique look clumsy by comparison. I couldn't see much in the dim emergency lighting, just the shadow of someone who clearly knew what they were doing. Their freestyle was textbook perfect—long, reaching strokes that sliced through the water without a splash, their body rolling with each breath like they were born in chlorine.

Competitive instinct kicked in.

I picked up my pace, trying to match their rhythm. My stroke rate increased, but I kept my distance per stroke long, focusing on the catch and pull. They noticed immediately—I could sense them glancing over mid-breath—and responded by increasing their speed.

Soon we were racing—no official start, no finish line, just two swimmers pushing each other through the water.

The first few laps were a careful dance of escalation. They'd edge ahead by half a body length, and I'd respond by shortening my breathing pattern from every third stroke to bilateral breathing, pulling harder through the water. When I managed to pull even at the wall, they'd push off with more force, their underwater dolphin kick carrying them further before surfacing.

Lap after lap, we stayed even. My technique began to deteriorate as fatigue set in—my left hand was crossing the center line, my kick was getting sloppy, but I refused to give up. This stranger maintained perfect form even as their pace increased, their stroke as smooth at sprint pace as it had been during warm-up.

By the tenth lap, my lungs burned and my shoulders screamed in protest. Every breath felt insufficient, the familiar taste of over-oxygenated pool water filling my mouth. But something about this anonymous competitor brought out a stubbornness I thought I'd lost. They were fast—possibly faster than me on a good day—but I was desperate. And desperation, I'd learned, could be its own kind of strength.

The mysterious swimmer seemed to sense my determination. What had started as casual speed work was becoming something else entirely. Each flip turn became a statement, each length a challenge thrown down and accepted. They were no longer just swimming fast—they were hunting, staying exactly parallel to me, matching my stroke for stroke with predatory precision.

On the twelfth lap, they made their move. Coming off the wall, their underwater phase lasted impossibly long, and when they surfaced, they were a full stroke ahead. For a moment, I felt the familiar taste of defeat—that bitter recognition that I was out of my league.

But then something shifted. Maybe it was the months of early morning training sessions, or the memory of every race I'd lost by giving up too early. On the final length, I found something extra—some reserve of determination I didn't know I still had. I lengthened my stroke, pulled deeper, ignored the fire spreading through my lats and deltoids. My kick picked up, driving from my core rather than just my legs.

Stroke by stroke, I clawed back the distance. With ten meters to go, we were dead even. With five meters, I could see them fighting their own battle with exhaustion—their stroke rate had increased but their distance per stroke was shortening. 
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