
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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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"You nervous?" David asked, not looking up from his tablet where he scrolled through tech blogs with the same enthusiasm most people reserved for watching paint dry.

"Excited," I lied, touching my wedding ring. The diamond caught the light, throwing tiny rainbows across the marble surface. "It's a good opportunity."

He nodded absently. "That's great, honey. Really great."

Honey. When had that become his default? Not Lisa, not babe, just honey—generic sweetener for a generic life.

The irony wasn't lost on me. Here I was, about to start my dream job as creative director at Manhattan's most prestigious ad agency, and all I could think about was how my husband had become background noise in my own life.

"I should get going," I said, standing and smoothing my pencil skirt. I'd chosen my armor carefully—charcoal Armani blazer, cream silk blouse, heels that made me tower over most people. If I was going to reinvent myself, I might as well look the part.

David finally glanced up. "You look nice."

Nice. Another generic word in his increasingly limited vocabulary.

"Thanks." I grabbed my purse and keys. "I'll probably be late tonight. First day and all."

"No problem. I'll grab Chinese."

Of course he would. Tuesday was Chinese food night in the Lennon household, just like Monday was pizza night and Wednesday was whatever frozen meal struck David's fancy at the grocery store. Spontaneity had been systematically eliminated from our marriage like a computer virus.

I paused at the door, studying my husband of twelve years. When had he become so... beige? Everything about him blended into the background—his khakis, his polo shirts, his carefully neutral opinions on everything from politics to what movie we should watch.

Last night's attempt at intimacy flashed through my mind, and I suppressed a grimace.

He'd rolled over around ten-thirty, his hand finding my hip with the mechanical precision of a man following a schedule.

"Lisa?" His voice held that questioning tone that meant he was hoping for sex but didn't want to actually ask for it.

I'd been reading a thriller about a woman who faked her own death to escape her boring life. The irony hadn't been lost on me then either.

"Mmm?" I'd closed the book, already knowing where this was headed. Tuesday night. Schedule maintained.

His kisses tasted like toothpaste and obligation. The first one landed on my neck, clinical and measured. I turned to meet his mouth anyway, wondering if tonight might somehow be different. It wasn't. His tongue slipped between my lips with the enthusiasm of someone completing a chore. I kissed back harder, trying to spark something.

David's hand slid under my sleep shirt, callused fingers dragging across my stomach. I shivered—not from desire but from the coolness of his touch. He mistook it for encouragement.

"You like that?" he whispered, his breath hot against my ear as he pulled my shirt up and over my head.

I nodded because it was easier. His mouth moved to my breast, tongue circling my nipple in perfect, even circles—always the same pressure, always the same speed. Ten clockwise rotations before he switched to the other side. I'd counted once, months ago. The number hadn't changed.

"God, you're beautiful," he murmured, his hand sliding down my stomach and beneath the elastic of my underwear. His fingers parted me, finding wetness that wasn't entirely genuine. My body responded even when my mind wandered. Evolution's cruel joke.

I reached for him, wrapping my hand around his erection. Hard, thick, familiar. I stroked him the way he liked—firm pressure, steady rhythm. No surprises. His breath caught. A genuine reaction. I held onto that small victory.

"Take these off," he said, tugging at my underwear, his voice husky with something that might have been passion once.

I lifted my hips as he pulled them down my legs. His boxers followed, tossed somewhere in the darkness. The sheets rustled as he settled between my thighs, his weight pressing me into the mattress. I opened my legs wider, accommodating.

He pushed inside me with one smooth thrust. Not rough, not gentle—efficient. The stretch and fullness was pleasant enough. Physical sensation without emotional connection. Sex reduced to its mechanical components.

"Christ," he gasped against my shoulder, beginning to move. In, out. Steady as a metronome. 

I wrapped my legs around his waist, tilting my pelvis to take him deeper. My hands found his back, nails grazing lightly—not enough to mark, just enough to remind him I was here.

"Harder," I said, surprising both of us.

He complied, increasing his pace. Sweat gathered where our bodies pressed together. The headboard tapped softly against the wall. I closed my eyes, trying to lose myself in pure sensation. My body tightened around him.

"Like this?" he panted, reaching between us to touch me where we joined.

His fingers circled my clit—the same motion he'd used on my nipples. Predictable. But my body didn't care about predictable. It responded anyway, pleasure building against my will.

"Yes," I gasped, and meant it. My back arched as something like desire finally flickered to life.

He misinterpreted my response as his cue. His rhythm faltered, hips jerking forward as he groaned my name. Heat flooded inside me as he came, his body tensing and then relaxing in a sequence I knew by heart.

I was close, teetering on the edge of satisfaction. But he was already finished, collapsing against me for exactly thirty seconds before rolling away and reaching for the tissues he kept in his nightstand. Always prepared, my David.

"That was amazing," he'd said, the same thing he always said. "You're amazing."

I'd smiled in the dark, staring at the ceiling fan that made the same soft whirring sound every night. Amazing. Another word that had lost all meaning through repetition.

"Love you too," I'd whispered, and meant it. That was the worst part—I did love him. I just wasn't sure I liked who I'd become in loving him.

Now, standing in our pristine kitchen, I felt that familiar ache of disappointment settle between my ribs. This job was supposed to change things. Supposed to remind me who I used to be before I became Mrs. David Lennon, suburban wife and professional people-pleaser.

"Have a good day," David called from behind his tablet.

"You too."

I walked out the door and didn't look back.

—-
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THE ELEVATOR AT BAKER & Associates was exactly what I'd expected—polished steel and ambient lighting that made everyone look like they belonged in a magazine. I studied my reflection in the doors, adjusting my glasses and checking my lipstick. You've got this, I told myself. You didn't claw your way to the top of Rochester's advertising scene to fall apart now.

The doors opened on the fifteenth floor, revealing a reception area that screamed expensive taste. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked Manhattan, and the furniture looked like it belonged in a museum of modern art.

"Lisa Lennon?" The receptionist was perfectly polished, from her sleek black hair to her manicured nails. "Welcome to Baker & Associates. Edgar Trent is waiting for you in Conference Room A."

Edgar. 

My new boss and, according to industry gossip, one of the most brilliant creative minds in advertising. I'd studied his campaigns like other people studied scripture, analyzing every element for the genius that had made him a legend.

I followed the receptionist's directions down a hallway lined with award plaques and framed magazine covers. Each one reminded me that I was now playing in the major leagues.

Conference Room A was all glass and chrome, with a view that made my throat tight with possibility. Edgar stood with his back to me, studying the city below. Even from behind, he commanded attention—tall and lean with salt-and-pepper hair that looked like he'd run his hands through it.

"Lisa." He turned, and I was struck by how much presence he had in person. His dark eyes seemed to see everything, and his smile was warm but assessing. "Welcome to the circus."

"Thank you. I'm excited to be here."

"Are you?" He gestured for me to sit, settling across from me with the fluid grace of someone completely comfortable in his own skin. "Most people say they're excited when they mean they're terrified."

I laughed despite myself. "Okay, I'm terrified. But also excited."

"Better. Honesty is rare in this business." He leaned back, studying me with an intensity that made me want to fidget. "I've seen your work from Rochester. Impressive stuff. But this isn't Rochester."

"I know."

"Do you?" His voice was gentle but challenging. "Because the Lisa Lennon who created that brilliant campaign for Morrison Industries—she was fearless. She took risks. She didn't play it safe." He paused. "I need to know that woman is still in there somewhere."

The question hung between us like a dare. Was she still in there? The woman who'd once pitched a campaign so audacious it had nearly gotten her fired, then won three industry awards? The woman who'd believed in her own vision enough to fight for it?

"She's in there," I said quietly. "She's just been... sleeping."

Edgar's smile was sharp and approving. "Good. Because I have a feeling this place is going to wake her up whether she wants to be awakened or not."

A soft knock interrupted us. The door opened to reveal a woman who made my breath catch in my throat.

She was petite, maybe five-three, with platinum blonde hair that looked like she'd just rolled out of bed in the most perfect way possible. Her blue eyes were the kind of bright that seemed almost artificial, and her smile was pure trouble wrapped in innocence.

"Edgar? Sorry to interrupt, but Lisa's assistant orientation is scheduled for nine-thirty."

"Of course." Edgar stood. "Lisa, meet Nancy Parker. Nancy, this is Lisa Lennon, our new creative director."

Nancy stepped forward, extending a hand that felt surprisingly strong for someone so small. "I've been dying to meet you," she said, and something in her voice made my pulse quicken. "I've heard so much about your work."

"All good things, I hope," I managed, trying to ignore the way her thumb brushed across my knuckles as we shook hands.

"Oh, definitely." Her smile widened, and I caught a glimpse of something sharp behind those innocent blue eyes. "I have a feeling we're going to work very well together."
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