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Melissa stood on the doorstep, fingers nervously twisting the edge of her designer bag, heart pounding a little harder than she’d expected. She adjusted her white dress, a piece she’d carefully selected for today, the fabric flowing like silk around her, clung perfectly to her lean figure, every inch tailored to perfection. This was it—finally visiting Tom’s home for the first time. Her hand hovered, then knocked softly on the door, the sound crisp against the quiet afternoon. She smiled, her nerves finally calming. Zuzanna would want it this way. The door swung open—and there he was.

Tom.

Famous as a fashion photographer, but even more famous as a womanizer and playboy. His social media feeds were full of pictures of him with different beautiful women all over the world.

But there was only one woman that Melissa cared about. Her eyes went wide for a split second before narrowing dangerously. Of course, she’d seen him hanging around Zuzanna more than a few times now. Always lurking in the background, acting casual, but Melissa knew that he was trouble.

“Well, hello, Melissa. It’s been a long time. Nice to see you,” he smiled. He didn’t look surprised at all; as always, relaxed and confident. And handsome. He wore khaki trousers and a white linen shirt.

Her lips curled into a sneer. "I came to talk about Zuzanna.” Her tone was scathing, accusatory. Her voice dropped lower, threatening. “What exactly are you doing with her, huh?”

“Well, it’s both business and pleasure with me, as usual. I’m not sure it concerns you.”

“It does. She’s my roommate and my best friend. You’ve got no idea how much she could be—how much she will be. And I’ll be damned if I’m going to sit back and watch some asshole like you destroy her.” Her hands clenched tighter around her arms, and her jaw set, the words practically spat out. "If you care about her at all, you’ll back off. You’ll leave her the hell alone. Mr. Boyfriend," she added, the title dripping with venom.

“Ha. Well. It’s a little late for that,” he said.

Melissa's eyes flashed with anger, her cheeks flushing at the mocking tone in his voice. How dare he act so casual, as if he hadn't been preying on Zuzanna's innocence? She took a step forward, her heels clicking sharply against the pavement, the movement causing her dress to swish around her thighs. "Don't give me that bullshit," she snapped, her voice low and dangerous. "I know exactly what's going on here. I'm not stupid." She jabbed a finger towards his chest, her nails perfectly manicured and sharp. "You think you can just waltz in here and charm your way into Zuzanna's life? Take advantage of her sweet nature?" Her eyes narrowed, a cruel smile playing at the corners of her lips. "Well, think again. I won't let you hurt her. She's too good for someone like you."

Melissa's gaze traveled over him, taking in his appearance with a critical eye. He was handsome, she had to admit, in a rugged, masculine way. But it was a cheap kind of attractiveness, the kind that would fade with time. Zuzanna deserved better. Someone who would cherish her, protect her. Not some player looking for an easy target.

"You know, I've heard all about your reputation," she continued, her voice dripping with disdain. "The way you go through girls like tissue paper, leaving a trail of broken hearts all over social media. Well, Zuzanna isn't just another conquest for you to toy with." She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his face. "So do us both a favor and stay the fuck away from her.”

With that, she brushed past him, shouldering her way into the foyer. Her heels clicked across the hardwood floor as she strode towards the living room, her head held high. She wouldn't let him see how much this bothered her, how much it scared her to think of Zuzanna getting hurt.

“Or what,” he asked?

Melissa froze mid-step, her heart skipping a beat at his challenge. She whirled around, her eyes flashing with a mix of outrage and fear. How dare he question her? As if she needed to justify herself to the likes of him?

She stalked back towards him, her hips swaying with each step, the fabric of her dress stretching taut over her curves. She stopped just inches from him, her face tilted up to meet his gaze. Her lips curled into a sneer, a dangerous glint in her eye. ”I’ll tell everyone. Everything. What you are doing to her, and what you tried to do to me.”

to take advantage of her innocence." She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his neck. "Or maybe I'll just show them what a pathetic loser you really are. I bet they'd love to see you groveling at my feet."

She pulled back, a cruel smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She knew she was playing with fire, but she couldn't help herself. The thought of Zuzanna being hurt by someone like him made her blood boil.

"But you know what? I don't want to waste my time on a piece of shit like you," she spat, turning on her heel to leave. "I have better things to do than to stand here and argue with a loser. Like spending time with people who actually matter. People who aren't complete and utter scumbags."

She strode towards the door, her head held high, her chin jutting out defiantly. She wouldn't let him see how much this bothered her, how much it terrified her to think of Zuzanna falling for someone so clearly unworthy of her affection.

“Well, I have some news for you. Would you like to see some of the pictures that Zuzanna has made for me?”

Melissa's blood ran cold at his words, her stomach twisting into knots. She stopped dead in her tracks, her hand gripping the doorknob tightly. No. No, she couldn't let him do this. She wouldn't let him taint Zuzanna's innocence, sully her reputation with his filthy lies.

She whirled around, her eyes blazing with fury. "You shut your fucking mouth," she hissed, taking a step towards him. "You don't know anything about Zuzanna or me. You have no idea what we've been through together."

Her mind raced, trying to think of a way out of this. She couldn't let him show her anything, couldn't risk him planting false evidence in her mind. But at the same time, she couldn't just walk away. She had to protect Zuzanna, had to make sure he never hurt her again.

She took a deep breath, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. "Listen to me, you piece of shit," she spat, her voice trembling with barely contained rage. "I don't care what kind of sick fantasies you've cooked up in that disgusting mind of yours. I know Zuzanna better than anyone, and I know she would never do anything like that with you."

She took another step forward, her eyes narrowing to slits. "So you can take your little threats and shove them up your ass. Because I'm not going anywhere until you promise me that you'll stay the fuck away from her. Forever."

Her heart hammered in her chest, her palms sweating with the effort of keeping her composure. She knew she was playing a dangerous game, pushing him like this. But she couldn't back down. Not when Zuzanna's happiness was at stake.

“Well it would be better to see some of the pictures and videos on the big screen of course, but I have plenty on my phone. And believe me, she’s already signed all the releases. It wouldn’t even be illegal if I sold them to the dirtiest sites on the internet.”

Melissa's heart seized, her breath catching in her throat at the sight of the phone in his hand. Oh God. No. It couldn't be true. Zuzanna wouldn't... she couldn't have...

She felt like she'd been punched in the gut, all the air leaving her lungs in one swift blow. Her knees trembled, threatening to give out beneath her. But she couldn't show weakness, not now. Not with Zuzanna's reputation on the line.

She straightened up, squaring her shoulders and lifting her chin defiantly. "You're bluffing," she said, her voice shaking slightly but still strong. "There's no way Zuzanna would do something like that. She's not like that."

But even as the words left her lips, doubt crept into her mind. What if he was telling the truth? What if Zuzanna had been hiding something from her all this time? The thought made her stomach churn with nausea.

She took a step back, her eyes darting between his face and the phone in his hand. She couldn't risk it. She couldn't let him show her those pictures, let him taint her memories of Zuzanna with his twisted fantasies.

Slowly, reluctantly, she turned back towards the living room, her steps heavy and leaden. "Fine," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'll come back. But you better not be fucking with me, Tom. I don’t want you to …”

She didn't finish the sentence, didn't need to. The threat hung heavy in the air between them, a silent promise of retribution. As she walked back into the living room, her mind raced with scenarios, each more horrifying than the last. She couldn't bear the thought of losing Zuzanna, of seeing her friend's reputation ruined because of this asshole's manipulations.

“Come here and sit down next to me on the sofa. Let’s talk about this like civilized human beings. I mean, you come in here shouting threats at me, what am I supposed to think?”

Melissa's heart raced, her palms slick with sweat as she slowly made her way back to the sofa. Every fiber of her being screamed at her to run, to get as far away from this vile man as possible. But she couldn't. Not with Zuzanna's future hanging in the balance.

She lowered herself onto the cushion beside him, the expensive silk fabric cool against her heated skin. She kept her eyes fixed straight ahead, refusing to look at him. Refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing the fear and revulsion that surely showed on her face.

Her mind whirled with possibilities, trying desperately to find a way out of this nightmare. She was a fighter, dammit. She wouldn't let this bastard win. She clenched her fists in her lap, nails digging into her palms painfully. She had to stay strong. For Zuzanna. For both of them.

"Fine," she bit out through gritted teeth. "I'm here. What now, asshole?"

She kept her tone as cold and defiant as she could manage, refusing to show any weakness. She would play along with his sick games for now. But she would find a way to stop him. To protect Zuzanna from this monster wearing a human skin.

No matter what it took, she would make sure Zuzanna's dreams didn't end up shattered on the floor of this living room. Even if it meant sacrificing her own pride. Her own dignity.

She was in this for the long haul now. And she would do whatever it took to come out on top.

“Why did you walk out of the photo studio that day? Our first photo session. All those years ago.”

“You know why! I was uncomfortable with what happened.”

“You kissed me, as I remember.”

“That doesn’t mean I wanted to do anything else! I just got carried away!”

“I saw the way you looked at me. You weren’t afraid of me. You were afraid of yourself.” He picked up a camera that was nearby. “You look so beautiful now. Can I take a few pictures of you?”

Melissa's stomach churned with nausea at his words, bile rising in the back of her throat. She couldn't believe this was happening. That she was trapped in this nightmare, forced to play along with this sicko's twisted games.

She shifted on the couch, putting as much distance between them as possible without being too obvious. The last thing she wanted was to give him any ideas, any encouragement for his perverted fantasies.

"Don't flatter yourself," she spat, her voice dripping with disdain. "I wouldn't touch you with a ten-foot pole, let alone let you lay a hand on me." It was a lie, of course. She’d never stopped dreaming about him, thinking of herself when she was alone, when she couldn’t sleep … when she was in the shower …

He snapped a few pictures. “A natural beauty. And so full of emotion. Concern for your friend. Anger, of course. Brings a flush to the cheeks that’s very appealing.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, hugging herself tightly. The gesture was meant to be defensive, but it also served to press her breasts together, creating an enticing display of cleavage. She cursed herself for it, hating that she was inadvertently playing into his hands.

"Look, just tell me what you want," she said, her voice tight with barely contained rage. "I'll do it, okay? Just don't hurt Zuzanna. Don't ruin her life because of some sick fantasy of yours."

She knew she was playing with fire, offering herself up as a sacrifice to save her friend. But what choice did she have? She couldn't let Zuzanna pay the price for her stubbornness. She just hoped to God that she could find a way out of this mess before it was too late. Before she lost herself completely to this monster's twisted desires.

“Just let me take a few pictures of you. Maybe move a little closer,” he said calmly. Again the camera was between them, and again she felt its allure, as she always had.

Melissa's heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She knew she should resist, should fight him with every ounce of strength she had. But the thought of Zuzanna's reputation being destroyed, her dreams shattered... it was too much to bear.

Slowly, reluctantly, she scooted closer to him on the couch. The movement caused her dress to ride up slightly, exposing more of her smooth, creamy thighs. She hated herself for it, hated that she was giving him even a glimpse of her body.

She kept her eyes fixed straight ahead, refusing to look at him. Refusing to acknowledge the way his presence seemed to fill the space around her, suffocating her with his toxic masculinity.

"There," she said, her voice tight and strained. "Is this close enough for you, you sick fuck?"

She regretted the words as soon as they left her lips. Antagonizing him now could only make things worse. But she couldn't seem to help herself. The anger and fear inside her demanded an outlet, and insulting him seemed like the only way to maintain some semblance of control.

She just prayed that whatever he had planned, it would be over quickly. That she could endure whatever he threw at her and still come out the other side intact.

“Hmmm, no, a little bit closer. And uncross your arms ... although it does make your tits look nice when you do that.”

She clenched her fists in her lap, nails digging into her palms hard enough to draw blood. The pain grounded her, reminded her that this was real. That she was really here, trapped in this nightmare with no clear way out.

“Have you and Zuzanna ever been lovers? Is that what this is about?” he asked, his voice a low purr.

She shook her head vehemently, her eyes wide and wild. "No," she whispered, her voice cracking. "No, I would never... it’s not like that. She's my friend, my best friend. I love her."

The words tasted bitter on her tongue, like ashes and betrayal. Because how could she claim to love Zuzanna, when she had failed to protect her from this predator? When she had allowed herself to be manipulated, to be used as a pawn in his sick games?

“Do you want to know how she likes to be touched? What makes her hot? Being watched, of course, makes her hot. Just like you.”

Melissa's heart seized in her chest, her breath catching in her throat. The mere thought of Zuzanna being touched, being violated by this monster... it made her stomach churn with nausea. She looked away, unable to meet his gaze. Unable to face the cruel smirk she knew would be twisting his lips. She felt dirty, tainted. As if his mere presence had soiled her, had marked her as his property.

"Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Don't make me do this. Don't make me talk about her like that."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew it was futile. He held all the cards now, and she was nothing more than a powerless pawn. A sacrifice on the altar of his twisted desires. She closed her eyes, trying to block out the reality of her situation. Trying to pretend that she was somewhere else, anywhere else. And pray that somehow, someway, she would find a way to protect the one person who mattered most to her.

Even if it meant destroying herself in the process.

“I bet you’ve touched her … rubbed her back? Kissed her when you were drunk? You can tell me.”

Melissa's eyes snapped open, her gaze locking with his. In that moment, she knew there was no escape. No way out of this nightmare. He held all the power now, and she was nothing more than a helpless puppet, dancing on his strings. She took a deep, shuddering breath, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. She would do what he asked. She would tell him what he wanted to know. But she would not break. She would not let him see her crumble.

"Fine," she spat, her voice low and venomous. "You want to know what Zuzanna likes? She likes being treated with respect. She likes being appreciated for her mind, her talent, her kindness. She likes being loved for who she is, not for what she can do for you."

She leaned forward, her eyes blazing with a fierce protectiveness. "She likes knowing that someone cares about her, that someone would do anything to keep her safe. That someone would never, ever use her or take advantage of her trust."

She sat back, her chin lifted in defiance. "But you wouldn't understand that, would you? You're too busy fantasizing about her, objectifying her, treating her like some kind of prize to be won. Well, guess what? She's not a prize. She's a person. And she deserves so much better than you."

She knew she was pushing her luck, knew that her words could easily provoke his wrath. But she couldn't help herself. She had to stand up for Zuzanna, had to make it clear that she would not be intimidated into silence.

"So go ahead," she said, her voice cold and challenging. "Do your worst. But know that I will never, ever stop fighting for her. Even if it means going down in flames myself."

She held his gaze, her eyes shining with a fierce, unbreakable determination.

“Well maybe it wasn’t her I was fantasizing about. Maybe it wasn’t her I wanted. Maybe it was you. And maybe that was the only way to get another chance.”

Melissa recoiled as if she'd been slapped, her eyes flying wide with shock. She scrambled back on the couch, putting as much distance between them as possible. Her heart raced, pounding against her ribcage like a caged animal desperate to escape.

"You... you're lying," she whispered, her voice trembling. "You're just trying to mess with my head, to get a reaction out of me."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they rang hollow. The look in his eyes, the cruel smirk twisting his mouth... it all spoke to a twisted desire, a hunger that seemed to zero in on her like a laser.

She hugged herself tightly, her nails digging into the soft flesh of her arms. She'd always known he was a predator, but to think that she might be his prey... it made her stomach churn with nausea.

"Why?" she asked, her voice small and broken. "Why me? I'm not like Zuzanna. I'm not... I'm not special."

The words tasted bitter on her tongue, like the ashes of her own self-worth. She'd always seen herself as Zuzanna's protector, her guardian angel. But now, faced with the reality of Biff's desires, she felt small. Vulnerable. Exposed.

“Oh, you are. Very special.”

"Please," she whispered, her eyes pleading with him. "Don't do this. Don't make me a part of your sick games." But even as she begged, she knew it was futile. He held all the power now, and she was nothing more than a pawn in his twisted game.

“Do you like it when I look at you?”

Melissa's breath hitched in her throat, her pulse racing with a mix of fear and something else, something dark and primal that she couldn't quite name. She knew she should be repulsed by his gaze, should feel violated and degraded by the hunger in his eyes. But instead, she felt a twisted thrill, a perverse excitement that made her skin prickle with heat.

She swallowed hard, her tongue darting out to wet her suddenly dry lips. "No," she whispered, but the word sounded weak even to her own ears. "No, I don't like it. I don't want you looking at me like that."

But even as the denial left her lips, she knew it was a lie. There was something about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel seen, desired, wanted in a way she'd never experienced before. It was terrifying and thrilling all at once, a dizzying rush of adrenaline and arousal.

She squirmed on the couch, her thighs pressing together as a familiar ache began to throb between her legs. She hated herself for it, hated that her body could betray her like this, could respond to his twisted desires with such wanton need.

"Stop it," she hissed, her voice trembling with a mix of anger and desperation. "Stop looking at me like that. Stop making me feel... stop making me want..."

But she didn't even know what she was asking for anymore. All she knew was that she was lost, drowning in a sea of sensation and emotion that she couldn't begin to control. And the worst part was, some dark, secret part of her didn't want to be saved.

She was falling. Falling into a trap of her own making, a web of lust and lies that she knew would only end in ruin. But god help her, she couldn't seem to stop herself. All she could do was surrender to the inevitable.

“You know how to protect her, from me, I think …”

Melissa's heart seized in her chest, her breath catching in her throat. She shook her head vehemently, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. "No," she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. "No, I can't do that. I won't do that. Not for you, not for anyone."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because what choice did she have? If it came down to sacrificing her own dignity, her own self-respect, to protect Zuzanna... then she would do it. In a heartbeat.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide and pleading. "Please," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. "Don't make me do this. Don't make me choose between my friend and my own sanity."

But she knew it was futile. He held all the power now, and she was nothing more than a pawn in his twisted game. A sacrifice on the altar of his perverse desires.

She held his steady smoldering gaze for a long time, and then finally looked away. “Just tell me what you want," she said, her voice flat and lifeless. "And it's yours."

The words tasted like ashes on her tongue, like the bitter dregs of her own broken dreams.

“Pull up your dress some more. Show me you panties,” he said, casually.

Melissa's hands shook as she reached for the hem of her dress, her fingers trembling with a mix of fear and revulsion. She knew she should resist, should fight him with every ounce of strength she had. But the thought of Zuzanna's reputation being destroyed, her dreams shattered... it was too much to bear.

Slowly, reluctantly, she began to inch the fabric upwards, revealing the creamy expanse of her thighs. She kept her eyes fixed on the floor, unable to look at him as she exposed herself to his hungry gaze.

The dress crept higher and higher, until finally, the lacy edge of her white panties came into view. She felt sick, disgusted with herself for allowing this to happen. But what choice did she have?

"There," she whispered, her voice tight and strained. "Are you happy now? Is this what you wanted? Can I leave now?"

She hated the tremor in her words, hated the way her voice betrayed her fear and desperation. She wanted to lash out, to claw at his eyes and tear his throat out for making her feel so powerless. But she couldn't. She was trapped, caught in a web of her own making. And the only way out was to submit, to give him what he wanted and pray that it would be enough.

"Please," she begged, her voice barely audible. "Don't make me do anything more. I'll do whatever you want, but please... don't hurt me. Don't break me."

“Break you? Well that sounds awful. What would it take to break you?”

Melissa's heart raced, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She knew what he wanted, knew what he was capable of. But the thought of it, of succumbing to his twisted desires... it made her blood run cold.

“I could lose myself. In you. I know it’s possible.” She looked up at him, her eyes wide and pleading. "Please," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Don't do this. Don't break me. I'll do anything, anything you want. Just don't...”

“Don’t what? You seem kind of confused …”

She hated the way her voice trembled, hated the way her body betrayed her fear and desperation. "I'm sorry," she choked out, tears streaming down her face. "I'm so sorry. Please, just... just let me go. Let me leave this place. I won't tell anyone, I swear. I'll keep your secrets. Just don't... don't hurt Zuzanna …”

“Oh, you can leave anytime you like. You know that.”

She knew it was a lie, knew that he would never let her go. But she had to try, had to hold onto some shred of hope that this nightmare would end somehow, someway.

She shook her head, tears streaming down her face. "No," she whispered, her voice broken and defeated. "No, please. Don't do that. I'll... I'll do what you want. I'll give you what you need. Just please, don't hurt her."

She hated herself for it, hated the way her body betrayed her, the way her mind submitted to his twisted desires. But what choice did she have? If it came down to sacrificing herself or destroying the one person she loved most in this world...

“Go ahead. Stand up. And take off that nice white summer dress now,” he said.

She didn’t hesitate, but Melissa's hands shook as she reached for the hem of the skirt, her fingers fumbling with the delicate fabric. Slowly, reluctantly, she began to pull the dress over her head, feeling the cool air caress her exposed skin as the dress rose. She kept her eyes fixed on the floor, unable to look at him as she exposed herself further to his hungry gaze.

The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her clad in just her lacy white bra and matching panties. She felt sick, disgusted with herself for allowing this to happen. But what choice did she have?

"There," she whispered, her voice tight and strained. "Are you happy now? Is this what you wanted?"

“It’s very nice,” he said, and took a few more pictures. “I love how much you love to be watched. You have the true soul of a model.”

She hated the way her voice betrayed her fear and desperation. She wanted to lash out, to claw at his eyes and tear his throat out for making her feel so powerless. "Please," she begged, her voice barely audible. "Don't make me do anything more. I'll do whatever you want, but please...”

“Well, I didn’t make you do anything. I asked you nicely, right?”

“Don’t … hurt me,” she said.

“Oh, I won't hurt you. come here and sit on my lap.”

Melissa's heart raced, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She knew what he wanted, knew what he was asking of her. But the thought of submitting so completely, of giving herself over to his twisted desires... it made her blood run cold. But she also felt a hot rush between her legs, like nothing she’d ever felt before.

Slowly, hesitantly, she approached the couch where he sat, her bare feet padding softly against the carpet. Each step felt like a betrayal, a step further into a nightmare from which she might never wake. As she drew near, she could feel the heat of his gaze on her body, could sense the hunger in his eyes as they roamed over her nearly naked form. She swallowed hard, her throat tight and dry.

When she reached him, she hesitated for a moment, her hands clenched at her sides. Then, with a deep, shuddering breath, she lowered herself onto his lap, straddling his thighs. The contact sent a shiver down her spine, a mix of revulsion and something darker, more primal that she didn't want to acknowledge.

"There," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Is this what you wanted? Is this enough?"

“Yes. It’s a very nice start.”

“Promise me you won’t hurt Zuzanna anymore,” she said. “Promise me.”

“I’ll never hurt either of you. I promise.” He put his strong arms around her waist.

She hated the way her body responded to his proximity, hated the way her skin tingled where it touched his. But she couldn't deny the spark of heat that ignited within her, the unwanted desire that threatened to consume her entirely.

She knew it was wrong, knew that she was betraying everything she stood for. But in that moment, caught in the web of his twisted desires, she couldn't seem to care.

"Please," she breathed, her lips barely moving. "Just... just don't make me lose myself. Don't make me forget who I am." But even as the words left her lips, she knew it was already too late. She was lost, drowning in a sea of sensation and emotion that she couldn't begin to control. And the worst part was, some dark, secret part of her didn't want to be saved.

“Do you feel how hard you made me already?” he asked.

Melissa felt a wave of nausea wash over her as she became acutely aware of the hardness pressing against her. She squirmed on his lap, trying to put some distance between them, but there was nowhere to go. She was trapped, pinned in place by his body and his twisted desires. She ground her panty-covered crotch against the bulge in his pants

"Don't," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Don't say things like that. Don't make this any more than it already is."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because she could feel it, could feel the evidence of his arousal throbbing against her. And as much as it disgusted her, as much as it made her want to claw at her own skin... there was a part of her, a dark, shameful part, that thrilled at the knowledge that she could affect him so strongly.

She hated herself for it, hated the way her body betrayed her, the way her mind spun with forbidden thoughts. But she couldn't deny the heat that pooled low in her belly, the ache that pulsed between her thighs. It was wrong, so wrong... but it felt so good to be wanted, to be desired with such intensity.

"Please," she breathed, her hips shifting involuntarily against his. "Please, don't make me do this. Don't make me want this." But even as the words left her lips, she knew it was futile. She was already lost, drowning in a sea of sensation and emotion that she couldn't begin to control.

Because deep down, in the darkest recesses of her heart, she knew that this was what she'd always craved. This forbidden desire, this twisted hunger for something she could never have. And now that she'd finally found it, now that she'd finally given in to her deepest, darkest fantasies...

She never wanted it to end.

“I'm not making you do anything, and if you want it ... show me what you want."

He reached between them and unzipped his trousers, pulling his cock free. Melissa's breath caught in her throat as she stared down at his fully erect member, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should look away, should protest and push him off her lap. But the sight of him, hard and ready and throbbing with need... it sent a shiver of forbidden desire coursing through her veins.

Slowly, hesitantly, she reached out a trembling hand, her fingers hovering just inches from his shaft. She could feel the heat radiating off him, could see the way he pulsed and twitched with anticipation.

"I... I don't know what I want," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "I don't know how to do this."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because her body was screaming at her, demanding satisfaction, craving the touch of his skin against hers. She'd always been curious, always wondered what it would feel like to be taken, to be claimed by a man. And now, with him so close, so hard and ready...

She couldn't resist any longer.

With a shaky breath, she wrapped her fingers around his length, marveling at the way he throbbed in her grasp. She stroked him slowly, tentatively, her thumb swirling around the tip to gather the bead of moisture that had formed there.

“Like this?" she breathed, her eyes locked on his. "Is this what you want?"

She knew it was wrong, knew that she was betraying everything she stood for. But in that moment, lost in the haze of lust and desire, she couldn't bring herself to care.

All that mattered was the feel of him in her hand, the way he pulsed and twitched with each stroke of her palm. And the dark, secret part of her that thirsted for more, that craved the forbidden pleasure that only he could give.

"Please," she whispered, her voice trembling with need. "Please, show me what to do. I want... I want to learn how to please you.”

“That’s a good start. A very good start.”

Melissa gasped as she felt his hands on her breasts, his touch searing through the thin lace of her bra. She arched into his touch instinctively, her body betraying her even as her mind screamed in protest.

"No," she whimpered, her voice trembling. "No, we can't... we shouldn't..."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because her body was singing with pleasure, every nerve ending alight with sensation. She'd never been touched like this before, never been desired with such raw, primal hunger.

And as much as it scared her, as much as it went against everything she believed in... she couldn't deny the dark thrill that shot through her at the thought of surrendering to his desires.

His hands kneaded her flesh, his fingers teasing her nipples through the lace until they pebbled and strained against the fabric. She squirmed on his lap, her hips rocking against his muscular thigh of their own accord.

"Please," she breathed, her head falling back as he dipped his head to mouth at her neck. "Please, don't... don't make me feel this way. It's wrong... it's so wrong..."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew it was a lie. Because deep down, in the darkest recesses of her heart, she wanted this. Wanted him. With a hunger that terrified her, a craving that consumed her entire being.

She was lost, drowning in a sea of forbidden desire. And the worst part was, she never wanted to be saved.

“Yeah, it’s totally wrong … and you're so hot ... I can feel how hot your pussy is already against my leg.”

Melissa's breath hitched in her throat as she felt his hardness pressing insistently against her core, separated only by the thin, damp fabric of her panties. She squirmed on his lap, torn between the desire to grind against him and the urge to flee, to escape this twisted situation before it was too late.

"No," she whimpered, her voice barely audible. "No, we can't... I can't..."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because her body was screaming at her, demanding satisfaction, craving the forbidden pleasure that only he could give.

She'd always been a good girl, always followed the rules and done what was expected of her. But now, faced with this temptation, this dark desire... she found herself wavering, her resolve crumbling with each passing second.

His hands roamed her body, his touch igniting sparks of pleasure wherever he went. She arched into his touch, her hips rocking against him of their own accord. She could feel the heat building between her thighs, the ache that pulsed in time with her racing heart. And the dark, shameful part of her that thirsted for more, that craved the forbidden fruit he offered.

"Show me," she whispered, her eyes locking with his. "Show me what to do. Make me yours." And in that moment, she surrendered herself completely, body and soul, to the twisted desires that consumed them both.

“I think you know what to do,” he purred, reaching behind her to unhook her bra. Melissa cried out as he yanked her bra off and latched onto her sensitive nipples, his tongue swirling around the hardened peaks. Jolts of electric pleasure shot straight to her core, making her squirm and writhe on his lap.

"Ah! Oh god..." she moaned, her head falling back. She tangled her fingers in his hair, torn between pushing him away and pulling him closer. "We shouldn't... this is wrong..."

But even as the words left her lips, she knew they were a lie. Because her body was singing with need, every nerve ending alight with sensation. She'd never been touched like this before, never been desired with such raw, primal hunger.

And as much as it scared her, as much as it went against everything she believed in... she couldn't deny the dark thrill that shot through her at the thought of surrendering to his desires.

She felt dizzy with lust, drunk on the forbidden pleasure of his touch. Her panties were soaked through, her core throbbing with need. She knew she should stop this, should push him away and run. But she couldn't seem to make her body obey.

He reached between her legs, and Melissa gasped as she felt his finger slip past her panties and inside her, her walls clenching around the sudden intrusion. It was a foreign sensation, both strange and exhilarating. She could feel herself dripping around his digit, her arousal coating his skin.

"Oh god," she moaned, her head falling back. "That feels... I've never... oh!"

She was lost in a haze of pleasure, her body singing with need. Every stroke of his finger sent shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through her veins, stoking the fire that burned within her core.

She knew this was wrong, knew that she should be pushing him away, running as far and as fast as she could. But she couldn't seem to make her body obey. Because it felt too good, too right, even as it went against everything she believed in.

"Please," she whimpered, her hips grinding against his hand. "More... I need more."

She was drowning in sensation, in the forbidden pleasure of his touch. Her mind was clouded with lust, consumed by the desire to be taken, to be claimed by him in every way imaginable.

And so she surrendered herself completely, body and soul, to the twisted desires that consumed them both. Letting him explore her most intimate places, discovering the secrets of her pleasure.

She was his now, utterly and completely. And there was no going back.

“Show me how much you want me to fuck you,” he said. “Suck my cock. Suck it like you want it,” he said, his voice low and harsh and urgent in her ear.

Melissa's heart raced as she stared down at his thick, hard cock, glistening with pre-cum. She knew what he wanted, what he expected of her. And despite the voice in the back of her mind screaming at her to stop, to run away... she found herself drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

Slowly, hesitantly, she lowered her head, her breath ghosting over his shaft. She could smell the musky scent of his arousal, feel the heat radiating off his skin. It was intoxicating, addictive, and she knew she was already hooked.

With a shaky breath, she parted her lips and took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head. He groaned above her, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her movements.

She bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each pass. The taste of him filled her senses, salty and slightly bitter. It was overwhelming, but she found herself craving more, needing to please him, to make him lose control.

She hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could sense how close he was to the edge. And the knowledge that she was the one bringing him there, the one driving him wild with desire... it sent a rush of power through her veins.

She wanted to make him come undone, wanted to see him lose himself in the pleasure only she could give. And so she redoubled her efforts, taking him as deep as she could, swallowing around him until he was hitting the back of her throat. She was lost in the moment, in the forbidden bliss of pleasuring him. And she never wanted it to end.

“That’s very good … you suck cock so well. Even better than Zuzanna.”

She whimpered and shook her head, a tear rolling down her cheek as she gagged herself on him.

“Let me see you play with yourself while you suck me.”

Melissa moaned around his cock as she slid her hand between her thighs, her fingers brushing against her swollen, aching clit. She was dripping wet, her arousal coating her fingers as she touched herself.

She rubbed herself in slow, teasing circles, matching the rhythm of her bobbing head. Each stroke sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her core, stoking the fire that burned within her.

She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could taste the salty-sweet flavor of his pre-cum on her tongue. It was intoxicating, addictive, and she found herself craving more. She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper. Her other hand gripped the base of his shaft, pumping in time with the movement of her head.

She was lost in the moment, in the forbidden bliss of pleasuring him. Her body sang with need, every nerve ending alight with sensation. She could feel her own climax building, could sense the pressure mounting deep within her core. She rubbed herself faster, harder, chasing the release that hovered just out of reach.

She heard the camera clicking, her eyes closed, and knew he was taking more pictures,  and then, with a final, muffled moan around his shaft, she came undone, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

She had never felt anything like it before, had never known such intense, all-consuming pleasure. And she knew, in that moment, that she was his, body and soul.

“Such a good girl, you cum very nicely. But this is only beginning,” he said. He pulled her up by her hair and kissed her. His still erect cock stood straight out. “Are you ready? I think you know where to put it."

Melissa's heart raced as she stared at his throbbing cock, its engorged head slick with her saliva and his pre-cum. She knew what he wanted, what he expected from her. And despite the voice in the back of her mind screaming at her to stop, to run away... she found herself drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

She rose from her knees, her legs trembling slightly as she positioned herself above him. Slowly, hesitantly, she reached down and grasped his shaft, guiding it to her entrance.

She could feel the heat of him against her, could sense the anticipation thrumming through his body. And as much as it terrified her, as much as it went against everything she believed in... she knew she couldn't stop now.

With a shaky breath, she sank down onto him, a gasp escaping her lips as he stretched and filled her. It was a foreign sensation, both strange and exhilarating. She could feel every inch of him inside her, pulsing and throbbing with need.

She began to move, rocking her hips in a slow, tentative rhythm. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins, stoking the fire that burned within her core.

She braced her hands on his shoulders, her head falling back as she lost herself in the sensation of him moving inside her. It was wrong, so wrong... but it felt so good, so right.

And so she surrendered herself completely, body and soul, to the twisted desires that consumed them both. Letting him claim her, possess her, make her his in every way imaginable.

“That it … so good ... your pussy feels so good ... you like to fuck me don't you, you little slut ... you like to fuck your friend's boyfriend …”

Melissa moaned, her body trembling as he thrust up into her, filling her completely. His words sent a dark thrill through her, the forbidden nature of their coupling only heightening her arousal.

"Yes," she gasped, her hips grinding down against his. "I like it... I like fucking you... being your little slut..."

“You don’t care about Zuzanna now, do you?”

“No, no, I don’t care !” She knew it was wrong, knew that she should feel ashamed for desiring him, for betraying her friend's trust. But in that moment, lost in the haze of lust and pleasure, she couldn't bring herself to care.

All that mattered was the feel of him inside her, the way he stretched and filled her so perfectly. The way his hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements, urging her to take him deeper.

She rode him harder, faster, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. She could feel another orgasm building, the pressure mounting deep within her core.

"Oh god," she moaned, her nails raking down his chest. "I’m going to cum again. Don't stop... please don't stop..."

She was so close, teetering on the brink of ecstasy. And she knew, in that moment, that she would do anything for him, give herself completely to satisfy his desires. Because he owned her now, body and soul. And there was no going back.

With a final, keening cry, she came undone, her body shaking and convulsing around him as wave after wave of intense, all-consuming pleasure crashed over her.

And as her spasms slowed, she lay breathless and helpless on his sofa, knowing it still wasn’t over, just as she knew that she would never be the same again.

“I’m sill hard as a rock. And you still have one more hole to go, right? You want it in that one? Hmmm? the really naughty one?” he said into her ear.

Melissa felt a shiver run down her spine at his words, a mix of trepidation and dark excitement. She knew what he was suggesting, knew that it was the ultimate taboo, the final line that couldn't be crossed. But even as her mind recoiled at the thought, she could feel a fresh wave of arousal pooling between her thighs. The idea of giving herself to him completely, of letting him claim every inch of her body... it sent a forbidden thrill through her veins.

"I... I don't know," she stammered, her voice trembling.

But even as the words left her lips, she knew it was a lie. Because deep down, in the darkest recesses of her heart, she wanted it. Wanted him. With a hunger that terrified her, a craving that consumed her entire being.

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest as she slowly, hesitantly turned over onto her stomach, her chest on the sofa cushion, on her knees, presenting her ass to him. She felt exposed, vulnerable, like a lamb laid out for slaughter.

"Okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "You can... you can have it. All of me. I'm yours."

And with those words, she surrendered herself completely, body and soul, to the twisted desires that consumed them both. Letting him take her, claim her, make her his in every way imaginable.

Even the ways she'd never dared to dream of before.

He looked down at her small tight asshole. He spit on it, and used his thumb to rub it in. Melissa shuddered as she felt his spit smeared on her most intimate place, a shiver of fear and anticipation rippling through her body. She gripped the sofa cushions tightly, bracing herself for what was to come.

She'd never done this before, had never allowed anyone to even touch her there. It was the last of her taboos, the final barrier she'd never dared to cross. But now, with him standing behind her, his hard cock throbbing with need... she found herself wanting to give him everything.

She gasped as she felt him move, his fingers gripping her hips, aligning his shaft with her tight, virgin hole. Her body tensed, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins.

And then, with a single, powerful thrust, he entered her.

Melissa screamed, a sound of pain and shock and dark, forbidden pleasure. It hurt, god it hurt, but it hurt so good. The burn of the stretch, the pressure, the overwhelming sensation of being so utterly, completely filled...

She sobbed into the couch cushions, tears streaming down her face as he began to move. Each thrust sent shockwaves of sensations through her.

Melissa sobbed, tears streaming down her face as he began to move, his thrusts starting out slow and measured. Each inch of his hard cock dragging against her virgin anal walls sent jolts of pain and unwilling pleasure surging through her trembling body.

"I can't... it's too much..." she whimpered, her nails digging into the sofa cushions. But even as the words left her lips, she found herself arching her back, pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts. Her body betrayed her, craving more of his punishing pace.

“You can take it,” he said. “Shut up.”

His hands gripped her hips tighter, his fingers sinking into her soft flesh as he began to thrust harder, deeper. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a crude, primal rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart.

Melissa's mind was lost in a haze of sensation, her thoughts scattered and fragmented. She was no longer an anal virgin, no longer an innocent girl. She had crossed the final line, surrendered herself completely to the twisted desires of her friend's boyfriend.

“You like that, don’t you? So dirty, so naughty …” he cooed.

And as he pounded into her relentlessly, claiming her last untainted place, she knew there was no going back. She was his now, utterly and completely, his personal plaything to use as he saw fit.

She screamed and moaned, a litany of broken cries and pleas spilling from her lips. The pain slowly gave way to a dark, forbidden pleasure, her body beginning to crave his brutal pace.

"Harder," she gasped, her voice ragged and desperate. "Fuck me harder... ruin me... make me yours..."

Melissa convulsed and shook beneath him, her body wracked with the force of her climax. Tears streamed down her face as wave after wave of dark, forbidden ecstasy crashed over her, the pain and pleasure blurring together until she could no longer tell them apart. “Ahhh! Oh god, yes! Don't stop!" she shrieked, her voice breaking as she bucked and writhed against him. Her nails raked across the sofa cushions, leaving crescent-shaped indents in the fabric.

Her sphincter spasmed around his pistoning shaft, gripping him like a vice as her orgasm tore through her. She'd never experienced anything like it before, the intensity overwhelming her completely.

She was drowning in sensation, in the depraved bliss of being used so roughly, so thoroughly. Her mind was empty, wiped clean by the sheer force of her climax.

Melissa collapsed onto the sofa, her body going limp as the final aftershocks of pleasure rippled through her. She was completely spent, utterly exhausted from the intensity of their coupling.

She knew she would be sore tomorrow, would feel the ache of his possession with every step. But in that moment, all she could do was lay there, trembling and crying softly, her body still twitching with the lingering sparks of her release.

She had given him everything, had surrendered herself completely to his darkest desires. And now, she knew she would never be the same again.

TO BE CONTINUED IN …
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COMING SOON!


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Amara works for a very special agency that provide the best and most dedicated domestic help in the world. Her first job is as the live-in maid for Ivan, the son of a Russian billionaire in Dubai. He is a handsome alpha male, and she is a sweet and beautiful submissive. The first time they meet, it becomes clear that this will be a very special relationship indeed …

BUY IT HERE ON AMAZON!


DEMON LOVERS
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Jessica and Jennifer are two 19-year-old college girls with some dark interests. They've spent the evening experimenting with Ouija boards in a room full of pentagrams and lit candles, doing rituals that they found on the internet. To their surprise, a dark force appears. And suddenly Jessica and Jennifer are experimenting with something even more unexpected - each other.

Buy it HERE on Amazon!
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Jana is blonde and beautiful and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey HERE on Amazon
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get  BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon!
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com
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