
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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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​A Matinee Cock
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I spotted him the moment I walked into the darkened cinema—tall, broad-shouldered, sitting alone in the back row. 

Even in the dim light, I could see he was watching me instead of the pre-show ads.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I climbed the steps. 

Fuck.

Oh fuck I was already getting hard.

The Tuesday afternoon showing of some art-house flick had attracted exactly four other people, all clustered near the front. Perfect.

"Is this seat taken?" I asked, pointing to the space beside him.

He smirked, his eyes never leaving mine. "It is now."

I slid in next to him, acutely aware of how our thighs almost touched. The armrest between us might as well have been electrified.

His cologne—something woodsy and expensive—made my head swim. I glanced sideways, taking in his profile: strong jaw, full lips, designer stubble. Definitely not my usual type. Definitely out of my league.

"Name's Damon," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear.

"Pete," I replied, trying to sound casual while my pulse raced.

The lights dimmed further as the movie began. Some French drama with subtitles that immediately lost my attention because Damon's hand had landed on my knee.

"First time?" he asked quietly, fingers tracing small circles.

"At this cinema? No, I—"

"First time with a man."

My mouth went dry. "That obvious, huh?"

His laugh was low, private. "Your face when you saw me watching you. Like a deer in headlights."

I should've been embarrassed, but something about his confidence put me at ease. "Yeah, it's my first time."

His hand slid higher, fingertips pressing into my inner thigh. "We can stop anytime."

"Don't," I managed, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

On-screen, the protagonist wandered through Paris, lamenting some existential crisis. In my seat, I was having one of my own as Damon's hand found my zipper.

"Relax," he murmured, expertly opening my jeans one-handed. "Nobody's watching."

But I was watching him—the way his tongue darted out to wet his lips, how his eyes gleamed in the reflected light of the screen. When his warm hand wrapped around my pulsing cock, I almost gasped aloud.

"Nice," he said, sounding genuinely impressed.

I'd never considered myself anything special in that department, but the appreciation in his voice sent a surge of confidence through me. 

He stroked slowly, his grip perfect—firm but not too tight.

When he found my slimy pre-cum and wiped it around my cock-head, I could've showered him with a thick, pent-up load right there.

Shit.

Oh fuck I had to hold it back.

Make it last.

"I've been watching you come to these Tuesday showings for weeks," he confessed, his thumb circling the sensitive head. "Waiting for you to notice me."

The thought of him observing me, wanting me, was intoxicating. I reached over, tentatively placing my hand on his thigh.

"Bolder than I expected," he said with approval. "Go ahead."

His cock strained against expensive trousers. When I freed it, I couldn't help but stare. Thick, uncut, at least an inch longer than mine.

I think I drooled a little.

"Second thoughts?" he asked, noticing my hesitation.

"Just... appreciating the view."

He chuckled, guiding my hand to muscular length. "Like this," he demonstrated, showing me the rhythm he preferred.

For several minutes, we sat side by side, stroking each other's dribbling dicks in the dark as the movie played unwatched. The occasional French dialogue provided cover for our quickened breathing.

Then Damon leaned close, his lips brushing my ear. "Turn around. Face the wall."

"What about—" I glanced toward the front rows.

"They can't see shit. And I want to see that ass I've been dreaming about."

The command in his voice brooked no argument. 

I awkwardly shifted, kneeling on my seat and facing the wall. Damon wasted no time pulling my jeans and boxers down to mid-thigh.

His sharp intake of breath was better than any compliment.

"Fucking perfect," he whispered, cupping both cheeks and easing them apart. "Round and firm. Like it was made for me."

His hands explored reverently, squeezing and spreading. When his thumb brushed against my hungry virginal hole, I jolted.

"Sensitive," he noted with satisfaction. "You've never had anything in here, have you?"

I shook my head, too overwhelmed to speak.

"Don't worry," he said, retrieving something from his pocket. "I came prepared."

The snap of a cap opening, then cold wetness as he pressed a slick finger against me.

"Push back," he instructed. "Like you're trying to—"

"I know how it works," I hissed, immediately regretting my tone. "Sorry, I'm just..."

"Nervous. I get it." His voice softened. "We'll go slow."

But my body had other ideas. As he circled with gentle pressure, my muscles suddenly relaxed, and his finger slid in to the first knuckle, my asshole a mouth and his fingers a thick straw that my rectum wanted to suck deep..

"Fuck," I gasped, too loudly.

Someone in the front row turned around. We froze, his finger still inside me. After what felt like an eternity, they faced forward again, and Damon curled and twisted and stretched my butt-hole.

I rubbed and slapped my cock as he licked the back of my neck.

"You need to be quieter," Damon whispered, working his finger deeper. "Can you do that?"

I nodded, biting my lip as he added a second finger. The stretch burned, but underneath was a pleasure unlike anything I'd felt before.

"Christ, you're tight," he groaned. "Can't wait to feel you around my cock."

The crude words sent electricity down my spine. I pushed back against his hand, wanting more.

"Eager," he said approvingly. "But not here. I've got a place two blocks away."

He withdrew his fingers, leaving me empty and aching. I took his hand and sucked in his fingers, cleaning my ass-juice off his digits.

“Fuck me”, he whispered.

We adjusted our clothes with shaking hands and slipped out of the cinema.

The walk to his apartment was a blur. 

As soon as his door closed behind us, his mouth was on mine, hungry and demanding. We stumbled toward his bedroom, shedding clothes along the way.

"On your stomach," he ordered once we reached his king-sized bed.

I obeyed, my cock trapped painfully between my body and his expensive sheets. Damon knelt behind me, spreading my legs.

"I've been fantasizing about this ass for months," he said, his hands roaming over my back, my thighs, always returning to squeeze my cheeks. "So fucking perfect."

His tongue traced my spine, moving lower until—

"Holy shit!" I yelped as his beard brushed my sensitive skin, his tongue circling my hole.

And then his tongue was inside me.

Stretching and fucking my hole, while his hands kept my cheeks spread wide.

No one had ever done this to me before. It felt filthy and intimate and incredible all at once. He devoured me, alternating between broad strokes and pointed jabs that had me clutching the sheets, his hot breath entering me as he chuckled.

"Damon, fuck, I can't—"

"Can't what?" he asked, raising his head. "Can't take how good it feels? Can't wait for my cock? Tell me."

"Both," I admitted, my voice muffled by the pillow.

He laughed, reaching for the lube on his nightstand. "Turn over. I want to see your face when I push inside this tasty fucking hole."

I rolled onto my back, legs spread shamelessly. 

Damon knelt between them, rolling on a condom with practiced ease. He poured a generous amount of lube onto his fingers, working it over his cock and then between my cheeks.

"Oh," I moaned as he pushed two fingers inside me again. "That's—"

"Just wait," he promised, positioning himself. "This is better."

The blunt pressure of his cockhead against my sphincter made me tense. Damon leaned down, kissing me deeply as he pushed forward.

The initial penetration was uncomfortable bordering on painful. I broke the kiss, panting against his neck.

"Breathe," he instructed, holding still. "It gets better."

And it did. As my body adjusted, discomfort gave way to a fullness that sparked pleasure with each tiny movement.

"More," I urged.

He pushed deeper, watching my face intently. When he was fully inside me, we both groaned.

He slid out, pulling the ripples of my sphincter inside out, then back in, so deep his hairy balls pressed hard against my cheeks.

"So fucking tight," he muttered. "You good?"

I nodded, beyond words. He started moving, shallow thrusts that gradually increased in depth and speed. Each drag against my insides found spots I never knew existed.

The slick sounds of our bodies joining filled the room, obscene and arousing. Sweat beaded on Damon's forehead as he picked up pace, his expression intense.

Lube and ass-cum sploshed up hios cock and around my fuck-hole.

Every thrust made me looser, sent him deeper, made me yelp like a cat.

"Touch yourself," he commanded.

I wrapped my hand around my neglected cock, matching his rhythm.His thickness stretching me, my hand stroking in time.

"Damon, I'm going to—"

"Do it," he growled. "Let me see you cum with my cock inside you."

His words pushed me over the edge. 

I arched off the bed, my rock solid cock spurting across my stomach and chest and touching my lips. My muscles clenched around him, triggering his own release. 

He thrust erratically, groaning my name as he filled the condom.

He kissed me as he pulsed into my ass, sharing my cum, sucking it off my body.

Afterward, we lay side by side, catching our breath. "Not bad for a first-timer," he said, smirking.

"It was... educational."

He laughed, pulling me against his chest. "Same time next Tuesday?"

I traced patterns on his sweat-slicked skin, already planning to cancel next week's appointments. "I think I might need some remedial lessons before then."

​
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​Park Your Ass On My Cock
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I never expected that Monday morning jog to end with my face buried between two sets of cheeks, but here we are.

It started with a text from my ex, Lizzie. 

We'd broken up six months ago when she came out as trans, not because I had a problem with it, but because she needed space to figure herself out. 

The message was simple: "Park. 10am. Bring coffee."

I arrived at Oakridge Park fifteen minutes early, two steaming cups in hand. The morning air was crisp, autumn leaves crunching under my feet as I claimed a bench near the duck pond.

"Javier!" 

I turned to see Lizzie striding toward me, her confidence radiating like a supernova. Her auburn hair cascaded down her shoulders, catching the morning light. The hormone therapy had softened her features, and she wore a fitted leather jacket that hugged her curves perfectly.

"You look amazing," I said, handing her the coffee.

"Thanks." She sat beside me, leaving a careful gap between us. "Sorry for the cryptic text. I needed to see you."

"Everything okay?"

She sipped her coffee, watching a pair of ducks fight over a piece of bread. "Better than okay. I'm good, Javi. Really good."

"I'm glad." And I meant it.

"I've been meaning to call you for weeks, but..." She shrugged. "I wasn't sure where we stood."

I nodded, understanding the complexity. "And where do we stand?"

Her gaze met mine, those familiar green eyes still holding the same intensity they always had. "That depends on how open-minded you're feeling today."

Before I could ask what she meant, a slender figure approached from the jogging path. The woman had platinum blonde hair cropped short, piercing blue eyes, and was wearing running gear that showed off an impressive collection of tattoos.

"This is Kit," Lizzie said. "My girlfriend."

My stomach dropped. Of course Lizzie had moved on. What had I expected?

"And before you get the wrong idea," Kit said, extending her hand with a grin that could only be described as wicked, "we share."

My coffee nearly went down the wrong pipe. "I'm sorry, what?"

Lizzie's hand found my knee. "Remember how we always talked about trying new things? Well, I've done a lot of exploring since we split. And Kit and I thought..." She exchanged a look with the blonde. "We thought you might want to join us."

The park suddenly felt very public and very warm despite the autumn chill.

"Right now?" I asked, my voice embarrassingly high.

Kit laughed, a musical sound that sent blood rushing south. "My place is five minutes away."

I should have asked questions. Should have thought about the complications, the history, the future implications. Instead, I found myself nodding and following them out of the park like a man hypnotized.

Kit's apartment was a minimalist dream—all clean lines and modern furniture, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. 

I barely had time to take it in before Lizzie's lips were on mine, familiar yet new. 

"I've missed this," she whispered against my mouth.

Kit circled us, predatory and patient. "She talks about you all the time," she said, her accent slightly European. "About your hands, your mouth." Her fingers traced down my spine. "Your cock."

My brain short-circuited as four hands began undressing me. 

Kit's touch was teasing, exploratory. Lizzie's was knowing, confident. They worked in tandem, stripping me down until I stood naked in the living room, achingly hard.

"Fuck, I forgot how gorgeous you are," Lizzie said, running her palms over my chest.

Kit whistled low. "You weren't exaggerating."

They led me to the bedroom, a sprawling space dominated by an emperor-sized bed. Kit pushed me onto it, then turned to Lizzie. "Show him."

Lizzie's eyes flickered with uncertainty before she nodded. Slowly, she peeled off her jacket, then her blouse and jeans, standing before me in black lace lingerie that highlighted every curve.

"You're fucking stunning," I said, meaning every word.

She unhooked her bra, revealing small, perfectly formed breasts. "HRT has been kind." Her hands hesitated at the waistband of her panties. "But I'm still... I haven't had bottom surgery yet."

I sat up, reaching for her hand. "Rox, I don't care. You know that."

The tension in her shoulders eased. She slid down her panties, revealing her semi-hard cock nestled against smooth skin.

And it dripped, a single tear of tangy pre-cum.

"That's my girl," Kit murmured, kissing Lizzie's neck before turning to me. "Your turn to unwrap me."

I rose from the bed, drawn to Kit like a magnet. 

She was compact but strong, her muscles defined under tattooed skin. I peeled off her running top to find nothing underneath. Her breasts were small and high, nipples pierced with silver bars.

"Shit," I breathed.

"Keep going," she commanded.

I knelt to help her out of her leggings, discovering she'd been commando the whole time. Her pussy was smooth and glistening, clearly already aroused.

"Now," Kit said, pushing me back onto the bed, "we play."

What followed was a blur of sensation. 

Kit straddled my face, her wetness coating my beard as I lapped at her hungrily. Meanwhile, Lizzie's mouth enveloped my cock, her technique remembered from our years together.

Kit ground against my tongue, controlling her pleasure. "That's it, use that mouth," she gasped, pulling my hair.

I felt Lizzie shift, and suddenly a second mouth joined hers on my shaft. They traded my cock between them, tongues swirling, saliva dripping messily down my balls. 

Sucking, licking, spitting, gagging, snorting.

I peered underneath the leaky faucet that was Kit’s cunt to watch them.

The sight alone nearly made me lose control.

"Wait," I gasped, pulling away from Kit. "I need a minute or this ends too soon."

Kit smirked. "We can't have that." She reached for Lizzie. "Show him what you've learned."

Lizzie crawled up the bed, positioning herself on all fours above me. Her cock hung heavy, brushing against my chest. Kit moved behind her, spreading Lizzie's cheeks with her hands.
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