
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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 1
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The funeral reception was finally over, and I stood in my empty kitchen, staring at David's coffee mug in the sink. Three weeks. Three weeks since my husband dropped dead of a heart attack at fifty-eight, and I still couldn't bring myself to wash that damn mug.

"Ella?"

I spun around to find Steph standing in the doorway, her dark hair pulled back in that severe ponytail she'd worn since high school. My stepdaughter looked older than her twenty-two years, all sharp angles and intense eyes that seemed to catalog every detail.

"I thought you'd gone back to school." I wiped my hands on a dish towel, buying time. Steph had always made me uncomfortable, though I'd never been able to put my finger on why.

"I dropped out." She stepped into the kitchen with that predatory grace she'd inherited from neither parent. "Didn't seem important anymore. Not after Dad."

The way she said 'Dad' made something twist in my stomach. David had been her father, yes, but there'd always been something cold about their relationship. Clinical. Like she was studying him rather than loving him.

"Steph, you can't just throw away your education because—"

"Because my father died?" Her head tilted, watching me. "I think staying here is more important. You shouldn't be alone."

I forced a smile. "I appreciate the concern, but I'm fine. Really."

"Are you?" She moved closer, and I caught her scent—something dark and expensive that reminded me of funeral flowers. "Because you look like you haven't slept in weeks. Or eaten properly."

She wasn't wrong. The tailored black dress I'd worn to the funeral hung loose on my frame now. I'd been living on coffee and the occasional piece of toast.

"Grief affects everyone differently." I turned back to the sink, needing the distance. "I just need time."

"Time." Steph's voice carried something I couldn't identify. "Dad wouldn't want you wasting away like this."

The mention of David hit like a physical blow. I gripped the edge of the counter, fighting back tears I'd thought were finally under control.

Then Steph's hands were on my shoulders, warm and surprisingly gentle. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to upset you."

I should have stepped away. Should have maintained the careful distance David and I had established with his daughter over the years. Instead, I found myself leaning into her touch, starved for any kind of comfort.

"He was everything to me," I whispered.

"I know." Her voice was soft, understanding. "He talked about you constantly. How beautiful you were. How lucky he felt."

Her hands moved to my arms, turning me around to face her. Up close, I could see flecks of gold in her dark eyes. When had she gotten so tall? She was almost David's height now.

"You don't have to go through this alone," she said. "I'm here now."

Something in her tone made me step back, but she followed, backing me against the counter. Not aggressively, just... purposefully.

"Steph—"

"Let me help you." Her hands framed my face, thumbs brushing away tears I hadn't realized were falling. "Let me take care of you the way Dad would have wanted."

The touch was too intimate, too knowing. I caught her wrists and gently pulled her hands away.

"That's sweet of you, but I can take care of myself."

For just a moment, something flickered across her features. Disappointment? Annoyance? Then her usual composed mask slipped back into place.

"Of course you can." She stepped back, giving me space. "I just thought... we could help each other. I'm grieving too."

The guilt hit immediately. Here I was, so wrapped up in my own pain that I'd forgotten Steph had lost her father. The only parent she had left.

"You're right. I'm sorry." I reached for her hand, squeezing gently. "We should stick together. David would have wanted that."

Her smile was radiant. "Exactly what I was thinking."

But as she squeezed back, her grip lingered a beat too long. And when she finally let go, her fingertips trailed across my palm in a way that sent an unwelcome shiver up my arm.

I was just being paranoid. Grief did strange things to people. Made you read meaning into innocent gestures. Steph was David's daughter, for God's sake. She was trying to comfort me the only way she knew how.

"Are you hungry?" I asked, desperate to return to normal stepmother-stepdaughter territory. "I could make us some dinner."

"I'd love that." She settled onto one of the bar stools, watching me move around the kitchen. "It's nice, having someone to cook for again."

I pulled ingredients from the refrigerator, hyperaware of her gaze following my every movement. "How are your classes going? You mentioned psychology, right?"

"Human behavior," she said. "Specifically, how people respond to trauma and loss."

My hands stilled on the package of chicken. "That's quite a coincidence."

"Is it?" Her voice carried an odd note. "I've always been fascinated by the way grief can make people... vulnerable. Open to new experiences they never would have considered before."

I glanced over my shoulder. She was leaning forward, elbows on the counter, chin resting on her clasped hands. Studying me with those intense dark eyes.

"I'm not sure I follow."

"When we lose someone important, it creates space. An emptiness that needs to be filled." She paused. "Sometimes that space gets filled by the most unexpected things."

The chicken slipped from my suddenly sweaty hands, hitting the counter with a wet thud. "Steph, I don't think—"

"I'm just saying that grief can be an opportunity for growth. For exploring parts of ourselves we've kept hidden."

I busied myself cleaning up the mess, mind racing. Was she talking about herself? About me? Or was I reading too much into an innocent academic observation?

"I think I'm too old for that kind of exploring." I tried to keep my voice light. "At forty-two, I'm pretty set in my ways."

"Are you?" She stood, moving around the counter toward me. "Because from where I'm standing, you look like someone who's been playing it safe for too long. Someone who's never really let herself want what she wants."

She was close enough now that I could feel her body heat. Close enough that when I turned, we were nearly chest to chest.

"What do you think I want?" The question slipped out before I could stop it.

Her lips curved in a smile that was anything but innocent. "I think you want to feel alive again."

My breath caught. This was wrong. Whatever was happening here was wrong on every level. But when she reached up to touch my face, I didn't pull away.

"Steph—"

"You're so beautiful when you're confused." Her thumb traced my cheekbone. "Dad never deserved you."

That broke the spell. I jerked back, putting distance between us.

"Don't." My voice was sharper than I'd intended. "Don't talk about your father like that."

Something cold flashed in her eyes before she composed herself. "You're right. I'm sorry. I'm not thinking clearly."

She moved back to the bar stool, but the damage was done. The air between us had shifted, charged with something that made my skin crawl and burn at the same time.

"Maybe I should go to my room," she said quietly. "Let you have some space."

"That might be best." I couldn't look at her. "We're both tired. Grieving. Not thinking straight."

"Of course." She stood, pausing at the kitchen entrance. "Ella?"

Against my better judgment, I looked up.

"I meant what I said about taking care of you. David would have wanted that."

She disappeared upstairs, leaving me alone with my racing heart and a growing certainty that bringing Steph home had been a mistake.

But as I stood there in the kitchen, surrounded by the memories of my life with David, I couldn't shake the feeling that it was already too late to undo whatever I'd just set in motion.

—-
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THAT NIGHT, I LAY IN bed staring at the ceiling, replaying every moment of our kitchen encounter. Had I imagined the innuendo in her words? The way her touch lingered just a moment too long?

Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe grief had finally driven me over the edge, making me see seduction where there was only innocent comfort.

A soft knock on my bedroom door made me sit up.

"Ella? Are you awake?"

Steph's voice was barely a whisper through the wood. I glanced at the clock—2:47 AM.

"What's wrong?" I called back, not getting up to open the door.

"I can't sleep. I keep thinking about Dad."

The pain in her voice sounded genuine. Real. Maybe I had been reading too much into things. Maybe she really was just a grieving daughter looking for comfort.

"I know it's hard," I said. "The first few weeks are the worst."

"Could I... could I come in? Just for a few minutes? I don't want to be alone right now."

Every instinct screamed at me to say no. To maintain boundaries. But the vulnerable note in her voice pulled at my heart. She was David's daughter. She was hurting.

"Okay. Just for a little while."

The door opened slowly, and Steph stepped inside wearing a silk nightgown that skimmed her thighs. The hall light behind her rendered the fabric nearly transparent, outlining every curve of her body.
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