
        
            
                
            
        

    
STALKING THE CHEERLEADER

[image: ]

PART ONE
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All rights reserved. This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Warning! Steamy content.

You find yourself standing in the bustling high school hallway, surrounded by throngs of chattering students as they make their way to class. The fluorescent lights flicker overhead, casting a harsh glow on the locker-lined walls adorned with colorful posters for upcoming events. The air is thick with the scent of perfume, cologne, and the faint aroma of cafeteria food wafting from down the hall.

Amidst the sea of faces, your gaze is drawn to Megan, the school's most popular cheerleader. She stands confidently, her long blonde hair cascading down her back in loose curls, framing her stunning features. Her bright blue eyes sparkle with mischief as she leans against her locker, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of her glossy pink lips.

Megan is the epitome of high school fashion, her outfit perfectly coordinated to showcase her enviable figure. She wears a crisp white crop top that hugs her toned midriff, the fabric stretching taut across her ample chest. The hemline of her top barely meets the waistband of her low-rise jeans, revealing a sliver of smooth, tanned skin. Her jeans are painted on, accentuating the curves of her hips and thighs, and are adorned with a silver chain that drapes loosely from her belt loop to her back pocket.

Completing her look are a pair of white high-top sneakers, their pristine appearance a stark contrast to the scuffed floors of the hallway. Around her neck hangs a delicate gold necklace, a small heart pendant nestled between her collarbones. Her ears are adorned with a pair of sparkling stud earrings, catching the light with every movement of her head.

As you approach Megan, you can't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through your veins. Your palms are sweaty, and your heart races as you prepare to ask her the question that could change everything. You take a deep breath, steeling yourself for the moment of truth.

“Hey Megan. I’d like to talk to you about the party after the game next Friday. Come outside to my car with me, and we'll discuss this further ...”

Megan raises an eyebrow at your bold statement, a smirk playing on her glossy lips.  "Oh? Is that so, Mark? And here I thought you were just another clueless jock trying to get into my pants." She pushes off her locker and takes a step towards you, her hips swaying seductively. "But I suppose I can indulge you, if only to watch you squirm as you realize you're in way over your head."

With a flick of her hair, Megan turns on her heel and strides towards the exit, her sneakers squeaking against the linoleum floor. She glances back over her shoulder at you, her eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and challenge.

"Well? Are you coming, or did you suddenly grow a pair of cold feet?"

Megan follows you out to your car in the tree-shaded parking lot, her hips swaying provocatively as she walks. She slides into the backseat, crossing her long legs and leaning back against the leather seats. The interior of the car is dim, lit only by the fading afternoon sunlight filtering through the tinted windows.

As you climb in after her, Megan fixes you with a piercing gaze, her blue eyes seeming to bore into your very soul. She reaches up and traces a finger along your jawline, her touch feather-light yet electrifying.

"So, Mark," she purrs, her voice low and sultry, "you think you have what it takes to keep up with me? I'm not some easy conquest, you know. I've broken hearts left and right in this school."

She leans in closer, her lips mere inches from yours, her breath hot against your skin. "But something about you... intrigues me. Maybe it's your arrogance, or the way you carried yourself when you asked me out. So tell me, Mark... are you ready to play with fire?"

“Absolutely,” you say, and put your arm around her waist and gently kiss her on the lips. Megan melts into the kiss, her lips soft and pliant against yours. She wraps her arms around your neck, pulling you closer as the kiss deepens. Her fingers tangle in your hair, tugging lightly at the strands.

When you pull back, Megan's cheeks are flushed, her breathing slightly ragged. She looks at you with hooded eyes, a mix of desire and challenge swirling in their depths.

"Mmm, not bad, Mark. Looks like you've got some moves after all." She trails a hand down your chest, her nails scraping lightly against the fabric of your shirt. "But don't think for a second that this means you've won me over. I'm still not sure if you can handle me."

She shifts in her seat, uncrossing her legs and recrossing them, the tight jeans whispering in promise. Megan catches you staring and smirks, a wicked gleam in her eye.

"See something you like, Mark? Too bad you'll have to earn the privilege of seeing more." She leans back against the seat, her posture relaxed yet regal, like a queen holding court. "So, what's your plan? How do you intend to prove yourself worthy of the great Megan Thompson?"

You lean in and kiss her neck and jawline, and gently take one of her full breasts in your hand.

Megan gasps softly as your lips press against the sensitive skin of her neck, her head tilting to the side to give you better access. She arches into your touch as your hand cups her breast, the thin fabric of her shirt doing little to conceal the hardening nipple beneath.

After a moment, Megan places her hand over yours, stopping your exploration. She turns her head to look at you, her eyes dark with desire but also a hint of warning.

"Easy there, tiger. We haven't even left the school parking lot yet." She sits up straighter, adjusting her top to cover herself. "I may have agreed to this date, but that doesn't mean I'm going to jump your bones in the backseat of your car like some dumb little slut."

Megan fixes her hair, smoothing down any stray strands and reapplying her lip gloss from her purse. She snaps the compact shut with a decisive click.

"If you want to impress me, Mark, you're going to have to try harder than that. Take me somewhere nice, buy me dinner, maybe even a little dancing afterwards. Show me that you're not just a horny jock looking for a quick lay."

She opens the car door and steps out, smoothing her skirt as she does so. Megan leans back in, her head resting on the door frame as she looks at you with a challenging smile.

"Think you can handle that, Buffman? Or are you ready to admit defeat already?"

“I think you like that pretty well,” you say. “Your nipples are hard enough.”

Megan rolls her eyes at your comment, but there's a hint of a smirk playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Oh please, like I can't control my own body. It's called a physical reaction, Mark. It happens when I get cold, too. Do you think it means that I’m going to do whatever you ask?"

She steps back into the car and slams the door shut, her expression one of mock indignation.

"But since you seem to think you're such a stud, why don't we put your skills to the test? I know a place downtown that has great lobster and a live band. Let's see if you can impress me with more than just your hands. Try a little conversation and a lot of class, hmm?”

Megan leans back in her seat, crossing her arms over her chest and fixing you with a challenging stare. “Think you're up for the challenge, Buffman?"

She quirks an eyebrow at you, her blue eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and anticipation. It's clear that Megan isn't one to back down from a challenge, and she fully expects you to rise to the occasion.

“Sure,” you say. “We can meet tonight at 5:00 pm. It’s a date.”

Megan nods, a sly smile playing on her glossy lips. She opens the car door and steps out, her hips swaying provocatively as she walks away. Megan pauses for a moment, glancing back over her shoulder at you with a wink before continuing on her way.

As you watch her go, you can't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation for what the night might hold. You have a feeling that this is going to be a date like no other.

You follow Megan back to her house, keeping a safe distance to avoid being noticed. As she unlocks the front door and steps inside, you wait a few moments before cautiously approaching the house. You know her family won't be home for a while, that they don’t arrive home until after 5:00pm, giving you the perfect opportunity to surprise her.

With a deep breath, you turn the doorknob, finding it unlocked. You slip inside, closing the door softly behind you. The house is quiet, save for the faint sound of Megan moving around upstairs. You make your way to the staircase, your heart pounding in your chest as you ascend to the second floor.

As you reach the top of the stairs, you hear Megan's voice drifting from her bedroom. She seems to be talking to herself as she gets ready for your date. You creep down the hallway, stopping just outside her door. You can hear her humming softly, the sound muffled by the closed door.

Taking a deep breath, you reach for the doorknob, turning it slowly. The door creaks open, revealing Megan standing in front of her closet, a towel wrapped around her body. She's in the process of drying her hair with another towel, her back turned to you.

For a moment, you simply stand there, taking in the sight of her. The towel hugs her curves, the damp fabric clinging to her skin. Her long blonde hair is slicked back, droplets of water trailing down her neck and back.

Suddenly, Megan whirls around, catching you in the act. Her eyes widen in surprise, followed by a flash of anger.

"What the hell are you doing here, Mark? How did you get in?"

Megan's eyes narrow as she takes in your threatening words. She may be caught off guard, but she's not one to go down without a fight. She tosses the towel aside, revealing her naked body, and steps forward, her hands clenched into fists at her sides.

"You think you can just barge in here and do whatever you want? You've got another thing coming, Buffman. I'm not some helpless little girl." She lunges at you, her hands outstretched, aiming for your face. You quickly sidestep her attack, grabbing her wrist and twisting her arm behind her back. Megan cries out in pain, struggling against your grip.

"Let me go, you bastard! I'll scream bloody murder!"

You tighten your hold on her, your other hand clamping down over her mouth, muffling her cries. You drag her towards the bed, throwing her down on the mattress. Megan scrambles to sit up, but you push her back down, pinning her wrists above her head.

Megan yells, "Get off me, you sick freak! I'm not playing around!"

Her eyes are wide with fear now, but there's still a defiant glint in them, a refusal to submit to your will. You lean down, your face mere inches from hers, your breath hot against her skin.

"Oh, I'm not playing around either, Megan. You've been asking for this, with the way you tease and taunt me. Well, now you're going to get it."

You release her wrists, your hands sliding down her body, your fingers digging into her soft flesh. Megan trembles beneath your touch, her eyes squeezed shut, tears leaking from the corners. But you can tell she's not giving up, not yet.

“Now, if you do everything I say, you'll be just fine ... understand?”

Megan glares up at you, her blue eyes blazing with defiance even as tears streak down her face. She spits in your direction, the saliva landing on your cheek. "Go to hell, you sick bastard. I'm not afraid of you."

She tries to kick you off, but you quickly pin her legs down with your own, rendering her immobile. Megan's chest heaves with panicked breaths, her skin flushed and damp with sweat. “I swear to god, if you lay a finger on me, I'll make you pay. I'll scream so loud the whole neighborhood will hear me."

Despite her bravado, you can see the fear creeping into her eyes, the realization that she's completely at your mercy. Your hands slide up her thighs, your fingers brushing against the delicate skin of her inner thighs.

"Shut up, Megan. You're not in a position to make threats. Now, be a good girl and do as I say, and maybe I'll go easy on you."

You lean down, your teeth grazing her earlobe, your hot breath sending shivers down her spine. Megan whimpers, her body trembling beneath you, but she refuses to give in, her spirit unbroken.

Megan cries out as you roughly squeeze her breasts, her back arching off the bed. She tries to push you away, but your grip is too strong. "Stop it! Get your filthy hands off me!"

She gasps and moans despite herself as you latch onto her sensitive nipples, sucking and biting the hardened buds. Tears stream down her face, but whether they're from pain or unwanted pleasure, you can't tell.

"I hate you! I hate you!" she sobs, her fists beating weakly against your shoulders.

But even as she protests, you can feel her body responding to your touch, her nipples stiffening under your mouth. You slide a hand down her stomach, your fingers teasing the edge of her shaved pubic mound..

“Looks like someone's enjoying this. Your body doesn't lie, Megan."

You dip a finger between her legs, feeling the wetness gathering there. Megan jerks her hips, a strangled moan escaping her throat.

"No... don't... please..."

But her pleas are halfhearted, her hips rocking subtly against your hand. It's clear she's fighting her own desires, torn between revulsion and a shameful, growing arousal.

You gently tease her clit with your finger as you suck gently on one nipple; she moans and spreads her legs. Megan's body writhes beneath you as your fingers tease her most sensitive spot, her hips bucking involuntarily. She lets out a choked moan, her head thrashing from side to side on the pillow.

Her breath began to come more quickly. "Ahhh! No, stop! Please, I can't take it anymore!"

Finally you dip your finger into her slick hole; it slides in easily, all the way, going deep.

Her pleas dissolve into whimpers and gasps as you continue your relentless assault on her body, your mouth latched onto her nipple, sucking and nipping at the tender flesh. You can feel her inner walls fluttering around your finger, her arousal building despite her protests.

You slide a second finger inside her, pumping them in and out, curling them to hit that special spot deep within her. Megan's back arches off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god!"

She's close, you can tell. Her breath comes in short, sharp gasps, her body tensing beneath you. You double your efforts, your fingers plunging deeper, your mouth sucking harder.

With a final cry, Megan shatters, her body convulsing in ecstasy. She clings to you, her nails digging into your back, her legs wrapping around your hand as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her.

As she comes down from her high, Megan goes limp beneath you, her chest heaving, tears streaming down her face. She looks up at you, her eyes filled with a mix of hatred and shame. "You bastard... I can't believe you did that to me..."

But even as she speaks, you can see the conflict in her eyes, the unwilling arousal still simmering beneath the surface. It's clear that this is far from over.

To be continued!
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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


[image: ]

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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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!
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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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