
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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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​The Wrong Kind of Plumber
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The sink was fucked. Again.

I glared at the dripping faucet like it had personally offended me. Water pooled in the basin, brown and grimy, because of course the pipes had to be ancient as hell in this shithole apartment. Landlord wouldn’t fix it. Said it was "my problem" when I texted him. So here I was, at 9 PM on a Thursday, Googling "emergency plumber near me" with one hand and chugging cheap rosé with the other.

The first guy who answered sounded like he was phoning from a crack den. The second hung up when I asked for a quote. The third—well, the third had a voice like warm honey and a name that made me snort-laugh into my wineglass.

Brick.

"Yeah, that’s my name," he said, deadpan. "Brick Malone. I can be there in twenty."

"Great," I muttered. "Just—great. Don’t break anything else."

—-
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BRICK SHOWED UP THIRTY minutes later, toolbox in one hand, a grease-stained baseball cap pulled low over his eyes. He was built like, well, a brick shithouse—thick arms, broad shoulders, the kind of guy who probably bench-pressed refrigerators for fun. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing forearms dusted with dark hair and old scars.

I leaned against the doorway, arms crossed. "Took you long enough."

He grunted, stepping inside. "Traffic. Also, your building’s got a shitty buzzer system."

"Tell me something I don’t know."

He didn’t. Just dropped his toolbox by the sink, crouched down, and started poking at the pipes like he was defusing a bomb. I watched his biceps flex under his t-shirt and told myself I was not checking him out. I was just making sure he didn’t rob me.

Then the water turned off. Just—stopped. Mid-drip.

I blinked. "Uh. That’s it?"

Brick stood up, wiping his hands on his jeans. "Temporary fix. Your whole system’s fucked. Need to replace the valves."

"Of course I do."

He turned to face me, and holy shit—his eyes were this weird, piercing blue, like someone had cracked open a glacier and stuck it in his skull. He was looking at me like he was measuring me for a coffin.

"Payment upfront," he said.

I rolled my eyes. "How much?"

He named a number that made my wallet whimper.

"Fine," I snapped, stomping to my bedroom to grab cash from my nightstand drawer. I yanked it open—

—and my entire collection of special toys tumbled out.

A silicone strap-on. A glass dildo. A pair of cuffs. A bottle of lube with a very suspicious stain on the label.

Brick’s shadow filled the doorway.

I froze. "Oh. Uh. That’s—"

"Not my business," he said, but his voice had gone rough. His eyes locked onto the strap-on like it had just insulted his mother.

I swallowed. "Yeah. Not your business."

He didn’t move. Just stood there, big and quiet and looking, while I scrambled to shove everything back into the drawer. My fingers fumbled. The glass dildo clattered against the floor.

Brick bent down and picked it up.

His thumb brushed over the ridged surface. "This the kind of thing you use on yourself?"

My face burned. "None of your damn business."

He smirked. "Sounded like an invitation."

I snatched it from his hand. "Get the hell out."

He didn’t. Just leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. "You’re the one who called me, sweetheart."

"I called a plumber."

"And you got me." His gaze dropped to my mouth. "Guess you’re stuck with me."

I should’ve kicked him out. Should’ve called the cops. Should’ve something.

Instead, I said, "You’re an asshole."

He grinned. "Yeah. But I’m a useful asshole."

—-
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FIVE MINUTES LATER, I was pinned against the wall, Brick’s mouth on mine, his calloused hands rough under my shirt. He tasted like cigarettes and cheap coffee, and his stubble scraped my chin, and I hated that I was already wet.

"Fuck," I gasped, breaking the kiss. "We are not doing this."

He chuckled, low and dark, his breath hot against my ear. "Sure we’re not."

His fingers dug into my hips, lifting me like I weighed nothing. My legs wrapped around his waist on instinct. The ridge of his cock pressed against my thigh, thick and hard, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

"Bedroom," he growled.

"No."

"Then I’ll fuck you right here."

I glared at him. He glared back.

I lost.

—-
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HE THREW ME ONTO THE bed like I was a sack of potatoes. I bounced, then scrambled up onto my elbows, watching as he stripped off his shirt. His chest was a mess of old bruises and newer ink—a snake coiled around one pec, a name I couldn’t read tattooed over his ribs.

"Like what you see?" he asked, kicking off his boots.

I rolled my eyes. "You wish."

He laughed, then grabbed my ankles and yanked me to the edge of the bed. My skirt rode up. His fingers hooked into the waistband of my tights and ripped.

"Hey! Those were expensive!"

"Shut up." He tossed the shreds aside, then dragged his nails up the inside of my thighs. I shuddered.

"Sensitive?"

"Fuck you."

His fingers found my clit through my underwear. "Already planning to."

I hissed as he rubbed slow, deliberate circles, the fabric damp and clinging. "You’re such a—ah—dick."

"Yeah." He leaned in, his breath hot against my ear. "But you’re gonna love it."

Then he tore my underwear off with his teeth.

—-
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HIS MOUTH WAS EVERYWHERE—ON my neck, my tits, my stomach, biting and sucking until I was a mess of bruises and whimpers. His fingers were inside me before I could protest, curling just right, and I arched off the bed with a cry.

"Jesus, you’re dripping," he groaned, licking his fingers clean. "Taste like sin."

I grabbed a handful of his hair. "Less talking, more—fuck—"

He flipped me onto my stomach.

A second later, his tongue was between my ass cheeks.

I yelped. "What the hell—?"

"Relax," he murmured, his breath hot against my hole. "You’ll like it."

I didn’t. At first. It was weird and messy and intimate, his tongue pressing and swirling, his fingers still working my pussy from below. But then—

Oh.

Oh, fuck.

A whine tore out of me as my toes curled. "Brick—"

"Yeah, baby?" His voice was a dark chuckle against my skin. "You gonna squirt for me?"

"I—nnngh—shut up—"

He didn’t. Just kept licking, kept fingering, kept ruining me, until my thighs were shaking and my vision went white and I came so hard I did squirt, all over his face, the bed, the fucking floor.

Brick groaned like I’d just given him a gift. "Fuck, that’s hot."

I collapsed, boneless. "I hate you."

He laughed, then flipped me over and crawled up my body. His cock was out, thick and veiny, leaking at the tip. He stroked himself once, twice, then pressed the head against my pussy.

"Wait—"

He didn’t. Just shoved in, hard and deep, and I screamed.

"Fuck! Too much—"

"Take it." He grabbed my hips, slamming into me until I was seeing stars. The bed creaked. The headboard banged against the wall. My neighbors were definitely hearing this.

I didn’t care.

I raked my nails down his back. "Harder, you bastard—"

He groaned, then flipped me onto my hands and knees. His cock pulled out, then—

—oh god—

—pressed against my ass.

I froze. "No. No way—"

"Relax." His hand smacked my ass, sharp and stinging. "You’ll take it."

"I won’t—"

He spat on his fingers, then worked them into me, slow and relentless. "You will."

It burned. It hurt. But then—

Then it didn’t.

Then it was good, his fingers stretching me, his cock sliding back into my pussy, filling me up until I was full, so full—

"Brick—please—"

"Please what?" He bit my shoulder. "Fuck your ass? Make you beg?"

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

He didn’t make me wait.

—-
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IT HURT. OH GOD, IT hurt, the stretch, the burn, his cock pushing in inch by inch while I whimpered into the pillow. But then—

Then it was everything.

Then I was moaning, pushing back against him, my pussy empty and aching, my ass full of him.

"Fuck, you’re tight," he groaned, his hips slapping against my ass. "Gonna make you squirt again."

I couldn’t even speak. Just nodded, my face buried in the sheets, my fingers clawing at the mattress.

He reached around, found my clit, rubbed.

I exploded.

This time, it wasn’t just my pussy. My ass clenched around him, my whole body locking up as I came so hard I pissed, a hot gush all over his fingers, the bed, him.

Brick groaned, his cock pulsing inside me as he came, his cum filling me up until it dripped out when he pulled away.
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