
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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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​No Harm Done
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I staggered into the house around midnight, my keys jingling like a bad omen. Work had been a slog, and all I wanted was a beer and bed. But the living room light was on, and weird noises floated down from upstairs—moans, rhythmic thumps. My gut twisted. Becky, my wife of eight years, should've been asleep by now. Or so I thought.

I froze at the bottom of the stairs, listening. Yeah, definitely moans. Hers. And a guy's low grunt. What the fuck? My heart hammered as I crept up, each step creaking like it was mocking me. The bedroom door was cracked open, spilling out a wedge of yellow light. I peeked through, and there it was: Becky on all fours on our bed, her red hair a mess, getting railed from behind by some tall bloke with a buzz cut. Ryan, her gym buddy. I'd met him once at a barbecue, thought he was harmless. Fuck me, was I wrong.

She arched her back, gasping, "Harder, Ryan, yeah, like that." He smacked her ass, thrusting deep, his balls slapping against her. My dick twitched despite the rage bubbling up. I should've burst in, but I just stood there, frozen, watching like a pervert. This was my house, my wife, and here I was, the idiot outsider.

I pushed the door open a bit more, and that's when Becky spotted me over her shoulder. Her eyes went wide, but she didn't stop rocking back into him. "Tom? Oh shit, Tom, wait—"

Ryan glanced back, smirking, not missing a beat. "Hey, mate. Didn't hear you come in." He kept pumping, like I was just the delivery guy.

"You bastard," I muttered, stepping inside. My fists clenched, but what was I gonna do? Fight a guy twice my size while he was balls-deep in my wife? Becky moaned again, biting her lip, clearly still into it. The conflict hit me hard—fury mixed with this sick arousal. My cock was half-hard already, tenting my jeans.

"Tom, don't freak," Becky panted, her tits bouncing with each thrust. "It's just... we were talking, and one thing led to—oh god, Ryan, right there."

I lunged forward, grabbing Ryan's shoulder. "Get off her, you prick." He shrugged me off easily, spinning around with his dick still out, glistening from her. We squared up, me shoving him, him shoving back harder. I swung a wild punch, clipped his jaw, but he laughed it off and pinned me against the wall with one arm. "Easy, Tom. She invited me. Said you were cool with sharing."

Becky sat up on the bed, flushed and naked. "I didn't say that exactly, but... Tom, you've joked about it before. Watching me with someone else."

That stung. Yeah, I'd teased about it in bed, dirty talk to spice things up. But this? Real life? My face burned. Ryan released me, chuckling. "See? No harm done. Unless you wanna join the fun."

I backed off, breathing heavy, but I'd gotten him to stop for a second. Achieved something, I guess—interrupted their fuckfest. Becky patted the bed. "Come sit, Tom. We can talk."

As I slumped onto the edge, Ryan stroked himself, eyeing me. Plot twist: Becky reached over, unzipping my fly. "You're hard, aren't you? Admit it turns you on."

Fuck. She was right. My cock sprang out, betraying me. Humiliation washed over, but I couldn't deny the throb.

Things doubled down quick. Becky grinned, wicked-like, and pushed me back on the bed. "Watch us finish, Tom. Touch yourself while you do." Ryan climbed back on, sliding into her from behind again, slower now, making sure I saw every inch disappear into her wet slit. She was soaked, lips puffy and red.

I gripped my dick, stroking slow, hating myself but unable to stop. "This is fucked up," I grumbled.

"Is it?" Becky teased, her voice breathy as Ryan picked up speed. "You love it. Look at you jerking off to your wife getting properly fucked. Ryan's bigger than you, isn't he? Thicker. Feels so much better."

Ouch. Humiliation spiked, my cheeks hot. Ryan snorted. "Yeah, mate, she's tight as hell. You must not stretch her out much."

"Shut up," I snapped, but my hand moved faster, pre-cum slicking my palm. The room smelled of sweat and sex, tension ratcheting up as they ignored me, focused on each other. Becky's moans got louder, her ass jiggling with each slap. A door creaked downstairs—wind? Neighbors? Didn't matter, but it jolted me, made the whole thing feel more exposed, like we could get caught any second.

Ryan pulled out suddenly, flipping Becky onto her back. "Suck it, Becks." She did, eagerly, her head bobbing while he knelt over her. I stroked harder, conflict tearing at me—part of me wanted to bolt, but the sight pinned me.

Then Ryan grabbed my hair, yanking me closer. "Your turn to watch up close." We tussled again, me shoving at his chest, him forcing my face inches from where Becky's lips wrapped around his shaft. I elbowed him in the ribs, hard enough to make him grunt, but he just laughed and held firm. Different fight this time, up close and personal, no punches, just grappling on the bed. I broke free, panting, but the damage was done—my dick was rock-hard from the proximity.

Plot twist: Becky popped off his cock, grinning at me. "Tom, you're leaking everywhere. You want a taste too? Of what a real man tastes like?"

No way. But she dipped her fingers in her mouth, then smeared them on mine. Salty, musky—her and him mixed. I sputtered, wiping it off, but the humiliation burned deeper, my hand betraying me by pumping faster.

Stakes climbed higher now. Ryan growled, "Time's up, Tom. She's gonna cum on my dick, and you're gonna watch every second." He plunged back into Becky, missionary style, her legs wrapped around him. She clawed his back, whispering how much better he was, how I never made her feel this full.

I jerked furiously, the pressure building in my balls, but I held off, torn between rage and this twisted thrill. A glimmer of hope flickered—maybe this was a one-off, maybe Becky would kick him out after and we'd laugh it off. Hell, she even winked at me mid-thrust, like I was part of it.

"See, Tom? Fun, right?" she gasped.

Ryan ramped it up, pounding her so the headboard banged the wall. I edged closer, thinking maybe I could join, touch her or something. But he shoved me back. "Nah, you watch." We clashed again, me trying to pull him off, him pinning my arms while still fucking her. The third altercation was brutal—sweaty bodies twisting, me kneeing his thigh, him headbutting my shoulder lightly. I got a hand free and yanked his hair, but he overpowered me, leaving me sprawled at the foot of the bed.

Becky screamed her orgasm then, bucking under him, eyes rolling back. "Yes, Ryan, fuck—I'm cumming!" It hit me like a gut punch. She'd never cum that hard with me. All hope shattered. Plot twist: As she came down, Ryan pulled out and aimed at my face. "Open up, cuck." Hot ropes splattered my cheek, my mouth—salty, thick. I gagged, but Becky held my jaw, forcing me to swallow some. "Eat it, Tom. Clean up what a real man left."

Humiliation peaked, my own load spilling over my fist as I stroked through the shame. I was done, utterly exposed.

Rock bottom came fast. Cum dripped down my chin, Becky laughing softly while Ryan wiped his dick on my shirt. "Pathetic, mate. Jerking off to your wife cheating." I felt small, broken, no escape in sight. But then instinct kicked in—years of bottling shit up at work, pretending to be tough. I wiped my face, stood, and grabbed Ryan's clothes from the floor. "Get out. Both of you, fuck this."

He laughed, but Becky's eyes softened. "Tom, wait—"
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