

    
        
          Intruder Gets Pegged - A First Time Femdom Erotica Short Story

        

        
        
          Scarlett Steele

        

        
          Published by Dark Secrets Publishing, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      INTRUDER GETS PEGGED - A FIRST TIME FEMDOM EROTICA SHORT STORY

    

    
      First edition. September 13, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Scarlett Steele.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1540181039

    

    
    
      Written by Scarlett Steele.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Intruder Gets Pegged - A First Time Femdom Erotica Short Story

Intruder Gets Pegged

Sign up for Scarlett Steele's Mailing List

Further Reading: Pegged by His Femdom Girlfriend - A Tale of First Time Female Domination and Male Humiliation


All Right Reserved © Scarlett Steele 2017

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Authors note: All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to female domination, pegging for the first time and a busty young women taking a man on the ultimate ride he will ever experience.........

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed and read by adults only.

Sign up to the mailing list to 

download the free book below

http://eepurl.com/bxqj-P

[image: Cover.jpg]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Intruder Gets Pegged


[image: ]


My friends warned me when I leased the flat on the east side of the city. “Too many shady characters over there. Better have good locks,” they said. Someone breaking into my flat isn’t something I really worried about until my neighbor had her jewelry box stolen.

“The bastard took off with my graduation ring and my grandmother’s diamond and pearl broach. I am sick over it. Who would do such a thing?” Sabrina asked.

I shrugged because it had never happened to me. “Do you have renter’s insurance?” I asked.

“Oh Jenny, I didn’t even consider that. I believe it’s Van Smith from up the street. I’ve seen him lurking around when he thinks no one is watching,” Sabrina said.

“Van Smith?” I asked. I know Van, he’s a tall good-looking man, but he has shifty eyes. He seemed like a quiet type. He acted like he’s a gift to women. I’ve seen him with different women at the Pierced club. 

“Yeah, watch out for that guy. He’s bad news,” Sabrina said as she left my flat.

Van Smith has a new thing coming if he tries to break into my flat. The more I thought about it the madder I became. I mulled over a plan in my mind to get back at the guy if I ever caught him breaking into my place. But before I could properly prepare I had to go to work at the boutique on the corner.

When I got off work that afternoon I enjoyed the walk in the dusk of the day, the last rays of the sun warmed the air, but the air in the shadows sent a chill straight through me. I rounded the corner to my flat and was startled when who but Van Smith came walking from behind, his face flushed and he walked fast trotting across the street before I reached my driveway. I squinted in his direction, his footing fast as he disappeared inside his flat.

“Hmm,” I said as I quickened my pace and entered my home, the locks securely in place. I made a bee line to the back door and discovered the lock partially opened, but he didn’t come in. Shaking my head, I shut the door securely and decided it was time to put my plan into action. Mr. Van Smith needed to be taught a lesson he’ll never forget.

I sat at my computer and typed in what I was contemplating. After two hours of research a plan came together that put a weird smile on my face. I winced when I realized how sadistic I could think if I carried through with this plan. Maybe there’s a wicked person lurking inside of me? Maybe it’s people like Van Smith that brings out the worst sadistic nature in others. Whatever the case I shrugged as I plucked my credit card from my wallet and placed a big order. Smiling, I looked forward to bringing the plan to fruition if the bastard breaks into my home.

After I set up my brand new guest bed, I smile as I run a cloth over the bars making the chrome gleam. The box of goodies I placed in the bottom of my closet. I made sure all parts worked as it should, all locks clasped, all keys unlock, all appliances whir to life after I’ve inserted the batteries. Yes, it should all do nicely. Now for the bait.

I made sure my car stayed parked in the garage, out of sight. Since I walk to work daily, I rarely drive it unless I need to trek to the other parts of the city. But for now, the car stays put as I prepare for the possibility of someone breaking into my home and stealing my stuff. Van Smith had struck again, the family three doors down. I’ve been watching secretly and Van takes far too many strolls up and down our quiet street with too many incidences of things turning up missing. 

I noticed Van watching me from his caddy-cornered flat across the street whenever I leave. He’s hit every flat around me but mine is the golden egg. He’ll come out to his porch when I leave so he can visibly watch as I head to work. Today, I have the day off but he doesn’t know that. I saw him not too long ago as he watched out his window at others leaving. I wait for the right moment and step out in my work smock, so he thinks I’m heading that way. I glance over at him and wave big letting him know I acknowledge him. He nods, no smile.

I hurry along and rounded the corner; he stands on his porch watching as I go. As soon as I am out of sight, I double back and run straight up the alley behind the flats, staying in the shadows in case he’s already made his way to my home. I duck inside the back door being as quiet as possible and making sure everything there is in place.

As fast as I can I tear out of my clothing and put it away and slip into the leather teddy. I want to look the part when the man discovers me. The four-inch black leather boots are a nice touch completing the outfit. 

Afterwards, I check to see if anyone is approaching the flat and seeing no one I quickly do my hair and face. As I twirled in front of the mirror I gaze at a woman who looks like she could destroy anyone who crossed her path, especially with the baton in my hands. After stuffing it and the appliance along with the handcuffs into a bag and place it in the closet I’m ready to meet Van Smith should he try to rob my home. I’ll teach him a lesson he’ll never forget and hopefully break him of this nasty habit of stealing from others.

Sneaking to the front room I peek out the window and see no one on the street. I tiptoe to my bedroom where I wait for the possible break in hunkered near my closet. I keep my ears peeled for any noises coming from the doors, Van’s habits have been to jimmy the locks at the back doors. I glance outside and see nothing but suddenly someone is on my back patio. I placed the table right up next to the back door, so when bumped, the empty tin can planter would tumble down and the small garden spade would cause a loud crash, thus alerting me.

I freeze in the hallway when the tin crashes and it doesn’t stop Van from jimmying the lock, the clanking around signaling his arrival as I rush off to my closet on tippy-toes and quietly shut the door. I can hear him if he comes into the bedroom. I hold the gun in my hands ready to scare the shit out of the man. He may victimize me at the moment, but I plan to turn the tables on the man turning him into the victim when he opens my closet door.

My heartbeat thumps hard in my ears as I wait. The muffled sounds come from the kitchen and dining room as Van opens drawers and rifles through
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