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PART TWO: DRESS UP
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Megan glares at you, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her unwanted orgasm. “You bastard,” she whispers again, pulling the sheets of her bed around herself. “Get out of here. Now.”

“Not yet.”

“What else do you want?” She tries to sit up, but her legs give out beneath her, and she collapses back onto the bed. The tears continue to flow, her face a mask of humiliation and anger. "This isn't funny. What you did to me... it's not right. I trusted you, and you betrayed that trust."

Her voice breaks on the last word, a sob catching in her throat. She turns her face away from you, her hair falling over her eyes like a curtain. "Just go. Leave me alone. I never want to see you again."

But even as she says the words, you can see the hesitation in her eyes, the flicker of uncertainty. It's clear that she's torn, her pride warring with the shameful heat still pulsing through her veins.

“No … no, we’re not finished yet. Hmm. Let’s see… how about white?” You rummage through Megan's underwear drawer, pulling out a matching set of white lace bra and panties. You dangle them from your finger, a wicked grin spreading across your face as you turn to face her. "Let's get you dressed, shall we?”

Megan stands up from the bed, her legs shaky but determined. She faces you, her shoulders squared, her jaw set in a stubborn line. “Get the hell out of my room before I call the cops and report you for sexual assault. And if you ever come near me again, I swear to god, I'll make you regret it."

“You didn't even notice that I set my telephone on the table and recorded everything that just happened.” You indicate the phone propped against some books on the desk.

Megan's eyes widen in horror as the realization of what you've done hits her. She staggers back, her hand flying to her mouth, stifling a gasp. "You... you recorded it? Oh my god, you sick freak!"

She lunges for the phone, but you quickly snatch it out of reach, a triumphant grin on your face. Megan's face crumples, tears spilling down her cheeks. “Please, don't do this.”

“Do what?”

“Show anybody that video!”

“No, you certainly don’t want the world to see you cumming like that … I mean, you sure were turned on… so wet …”

Megan sits up slowly, her eyes fixed on the delicate lingerie in your hand. She swallows hard, her throat bobbing with the motion. "You're sick, you know that? Sick and twisted."

But she makes no move to stop you as you approach the bed, the lace panties dangling from your fingers. With a swift motion, you yank her legs apart and slide the panties up her thighs, over her hips, and onto her waist. Megan inhales sharply as the lace brushes against her sensitive skin, still slick with her own arousal.

Next, you reach for the bra, holding it open and waiting for her to slide her arms through. Megan hesitates for a moment, then complies, her movements stiff and mechanical. You clasp the bra behind her back, your fingers lingering on the smooth skin of her shoulders.

"There. Don't you look pretty?”

She said nothing.

“What’s the matter. Don’t you like it when men look at you? You never minded when I looked at you before. When you let me look up your skirt or down your shirt. When you teased me. Well, you wanted me to see your bra and panties, right? So here I am.”

Megan glares at you, but there's a hint of uncertainty in her eyes, a crack in her tough exterior. It's clear that she's not used to being at someone else's mercy, and the experience is unnerving her. Megan glares at you, her eyes flashing with a mix of anger and humiliation. She remains seated on the bed, making no move to pose or show off her body to you.

"You're out of your fucking mind if you think I'm going to dress up like some kind of Barbie dolll for you. I'm not your goddamn plaything." She crosses her arms over her chest, her chin jutting out defiantly. Despite her bravado, you can see the tremor in her hands, the way she's gripping the bedsheets tightly.

You remove the white garter belt and dark sheer stockings from the underwear drawer. “Oh, of course I know you had this. I’ve been in here many times when you weren’t here. I’ve been waiting to see you in this, so … put it on. Slowly, now.”

"You think you can just do whatever you want to me? That you can force me to degrade myself for your sick amusement?"

“Hmm. Well, I guess you have one option to find out. How will you feel when you know all those guys, all those girls, even teachers, are watching you cum your brains out … and all with just my fingers. Imagine it.”

Megan gazes up at you, her blue eyes wide and desperate, silently pleading for mercy. She's completely at your mercy now, any semblance of control stripped away by your threat.

“What do you want?” she asks quietly, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I already told you, all I want you to do is put on this garter belt and your nice white lace bra and panties for me. Show me your panties like you did in class all those times before.”

“Okay,” laying back on the bed, uncrossing her arm. “Look at me. You can look at me. Then you have to give me those videos, okay? Delete them, please?” She drops her arms to her side now and is standing with her back straight, letting you see her.

You smile. “Well, now that you’re such a bad girl, maybe you should try on some black bra and panties. I’m sure you have some really slutty ones, hmm? Only slutty girls like you wear black panties.”

“Yes. I have them. Of course I do.”

“Get them. Try them on for me.”

Megan's shoulders slump in defeat, her face a mask of humiliation and despair. She stands up and approaches the drawer, reaching for the lingerie with shaking hands, her fingers brushing against the delicate lace as she pulls them from the drawer. “These?” she asks.

“Are they your sluttiest?”

“I … guess so. If you think so.”

“Then put them on. Take off the white and put on the black.”

She hesitates for only a moment, and then turns around, pulling down the straps of the white bra. “Will you … unhook it?”

You chuckle and kiss her on the neck as she does so. She shivers in revulsion as she tosses the bra on the floor and then skimmed the panties quickly down her legs.

She stands naked in front of you for a moment, nipples rock hard, and then slides the black panties up her legs, the lace stretching taut over her mound. Next, she reaches for the bra, fumbling with the clasp, which hooked in the front.

“Mmm. Extra slutty. And the garter belt, of course.”

She straps on the belt and slowly rolls the stocking up each leg, pulling them snug around her creamy, toned thighs before attacking them with the garters.

Megan stands before you, clad only in the skimpy undergarments, her body trembling with a mix of fear and shame. "Is this what you wanted to see? Me, dressed up like some kind of slutty present for you to unwrap?" She gestures to her body, her voice dripping with contempt.

“Exactly what I wanted.”

"Well, congratulations. You've successfully humiliated the head cheerleader. I hope you're proud of yourself."

Megan turns away from you, unable to meet your gaze. She wraps her arms around herself, as if trying to shield her body from your predatory stare. "What now? What other sick games do you have in store for me?"

“High heels. You have some Louboutin shoes, I'm sure."

Megan shakes her head, a bitter laugh escaping her lips.

"Of course you know about my Louboutins. You've been stalking me, haven't you? Watching me, learning everything about me, just so you could use it against me like this."

“That’s right.”

She turns to her closet, rummaging through the rows of designer shoes until she finds a pair of red-soled heels. With a sigh of resignation, she slips them on, the high arches forcing her to stand on her toes. “There. Happy now? I'm your perfect little doll, all dressed up for your sick amusement."

She takes a few unsteady steps, the unfamiliar heels throwing off her balance. Megan catches herself on the edge of the dresser, her knuckles turning white from the force of her grip. “What’s next, Mark? Are you going to make me parade around town like this, let everyone see what a pathetic, broken thing you've reduced me to?" There's a note of hysteria creeping into her voice, her eyes wild and desperate as she stares at you. “Or maybe you'll just keep me locked up in here, your own personal sex slave, to use and abuse whenever you feel like it. Is that it? Is that what you want?"

“You’re full of good ideas, my little princess. But no. I’m not going to do any of those things.”

You kiss her gently on the cheek and she recoils at your words, her face twisting in disgust.

"Don't call me that. I'm not your princess, I'm not your anything. You're just a pathetic, power-hungry creep who gets off on tormenting girls weaker than you." She takes a step towards you, her eyes blazing with a mix of fear and defiance. "You may have me trapped right now, but don't think for a second that this is over. I will find a way out of this, and when I do, you'll pay for what you've done to me."

Megan's voice drops to a low, menacing whisper, her words dripping with venom. "So go ahead, do your worst. Humiliate me, degrade me, break me down into nothing. But remember, every action has a consequence, and yours will be coming soon enough."

Megan flinches as your lips brush against her cheek again, a shudder running through her body.  "Don't touch me. Don't you dare fucking touch me again, you sick bastard."

You laugh. “Okay. I wont touch you anymore. Not today.”

She spits the words at you, her blue eyes blazing with a mix of revulsion and impotent rage. But beneath the anger, you can see the fear, the knowledge that she's completely at your mercy. "What more do you want from me? I'm wearing the stupid lingerie, the heels. Isn't that enough for you?"

Her voice breaks on the last word, a hint of desperation seeping through. Megan knows that this is only the beginning, that you won't be satisfied until you've utterly broken her.

“Now of course, there's a nice silicon dildo in your lingerie drawer also. Right at the bottom, not even very carefully hidden. I want you to get it, and show me how you like to use it.”

Megan's eyes widen in shock and disgust at your request. She shakes her head vehemently, her ponytail swishing back and forth. "Absolutely not! I'm not going to degrade myself like that for your sick amusement, you pervert!" She takes a step back, putting distance between herself and the lingerie drawer. Her hands ball into fists at her sides, her whole body trembling with a mix of fear and rage. "What more do you want from me?”

You laugh. “Mmm. Your soul, maybe. Your dignity, definitely.”

Megan glares up at you, her face a mask of fury and humiliation. "Is this what gets you off, Mark? Hurting girls weaker than you? You're such a pathetic, spineless coward!"

“Okay, Megan. I’ll just go home and upload these videos. We’ll see wheat people think about me … and you.”

Tears of frustration and humiliation well up in Megan's eyes, but she blinks them back fiercely. She won't give you the satisfaction of seeing her break. She's pleading now, her pride crumbling under the weight of her terror. Megan knows that she's in a no-win situation, that no matter what she does, you'll always find a way to torment her further. "Fine. You win, okay? I'll do your sick little game. But then you’ll delete that video? This can end here, Mark. It might ruin my life … but, it would ruin both of our lives. Please, let’s end this here and today, okay?”

You just smile at her.

With shaking hands, Megan reaches into the drawer and pulls out the silicone dildo, holding it up like a white flag of surrender. Her face is pale, her eyes haunted, but there's still a spark of defiance in her gaze. "Happy now, you sick fuck? I hope you enjoy the show, because it's the last one you'll ever see."

“Oh, don’t be like that, little princess. You know you love to be watched.”

She looks up at you, her blue eyes swimming with tears, silently begging for mercy she knows won't come.

Megan glares at you, her eyes flashing with a mix of anger and humiliation. She slowly gets to her feet, her legs shaking slightly. Megan takes a deep breath, steeling herself for what she knows she has to do.

"Fine. You want a show? I'll give you a fucking show." With trembling hands, pulls the panties to the side and rubs the dildo on the still-wet slit of her pussy. "You're a fucking pig, Mark. Getting off on violating me like this. I hope you choke on your own cum, you disgusting pervert."

Slowly, reluctantly, Megan starts to touch herself, her fingers trailing over her breasts and down her stomach. She bites her lip, trying to hold back a sob as she slides the dildo between her legs. "Is this what you want? To see me humiliate myself, pretend to pleasure myself for your sick fantasies?"

Tears stream down her face as she moves the toy, her hips rocking back and forth. Megan fixes you with a hateful stare, her eyes burning with impotent fury. "I hope you enjoy this, you sick fuck. Because after today, you'll never touch me again."

“I do enjoy this very much, Megan. And your resistance is very arousing. I won't touch you, don't worry ... I'll just jack off on you while you do that."

And with a deep breath and a shudder, the dildo was fully inside her. She glares at you through her tears, her eyes burning with hate and humiliation. She pulls it almost all the way out and then put it in again, and then fell into a steady rhythm. The wet sounds of the dildo fill the room, mingling with Megan's ragged breaths and suppressed sobs.

As much as it sickens her, a small part of Megan can't help but feel a twisted thrill at being so utterly dominated, so completely at your mercy. The realization only makes her hate herself more.

You smile as she follow your instructions. Your cock is hard and throbbing in your hands as you sit on your knees to her side.

"That's it, jack off to my degradation, you sick fuck. I bet this is the closest you've ever gotten to a real woman. Pathetic." Megan's words are cruel, but her voice wavers, betraying her fear and despair. She knows that this is only the beginning of her torment, that you'll never be satisfied until you've utterly broken her.

She squeezes her eyes shut, trying to block out the sight of you stroking yourself to her humiliation. Megan focuses on the pain and pleasure of the dildo, using it to fuel her anger and determination to survive this nightmare.

“Now now, you’re not making this any easier on yourself by being mean.. Nobody is going to believe you if you tell anybody. Everybody saw you accept my offer for a date, and everybody saw you get into my car.”

Megan's eyes widen in horror at your words, a new wave of fear washing over her. She stops moving the dildo, her hand trembling. Megan's stomach churns with revulsion at your words, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. She continues to move the dildo mechanically, her body betraying her even as her mind rebels against your sick demands.

“Please, Mark, don't do this. I'll do anything, just let me go. I won't tell anyone, I swear."

She looks up at you, her blue eyes wide and pleading, silently begging for mercy. Megan knows that you hold all the cards now, that her life is in your hands.

"I'm sorry for being mean. I'll be good, I promise. Just please, don't ruin my life. I'll be your plaything, whatever you want. Just don't destroy me." The once proud, defiant cheerleader is gone, broken by your twisted games. In her place is a shell of a girl, ready to do anything to appease you, to avoid the inevitable destruction of everything she holds dear.

“Now, just lie back and make yourself cum again. That was so nice when that happened wasn't it? You liked it when I touched you, right? And you'll like it when I jack off on you. Would you like me to jack off on your tits, or your face?”

Tears stream down her face as she pleads with you, her voice cracking with desperation. Megan's pride has been shattered, leaving behind nothing but a broken, terrified girl. “I can't... I can't take any more of this. Please, just let me go. I won't tell anyone, I swear. Just don't... don't make me do that."

“Well,” you say. “What would you rather do?”

Megan looks up at you, her eyes wide with fear and desperation. She swallows hard, her mind racing as she tries to think of a way out of this nightmare. "I... I don't know. Anything but that, please. I'll do whatever you want, just don't make me degrade myself like that." She takes a shaky breath, her voice dropping to a whisper.

She looks at you with pleading eyes, her body trembling with a mix of fear and revulsion. Megan knows that her fate is in your hands now, that you hold the power to either grant her this small mercy or crush her completely.

“Okay ... well, do you want to suck my cock instead? Hmmm?”

Megan recoils in disgust, her face twisting in revulsion at your suggestion. "No! I'm not going to put that filthy thing in my mouth, you sick freak!

Tears stream down her face as she pleads with you, her voice cracking with desperation. Megan's pride has been shattered, leaving behind nothing but a broken, terrified girl.

"Please, Mark, don't do this. I'm begging you. I'll do anything else, just don't make me... make me put that thing in my mouth.”

“Then decide. Face … or tits?”

“Oh god,” she moans, sliding the dildo deep inside of her. “Tits, cum on my tits.”

“Okay … no problem,” you say as your cock erupts with hot ropes of cum.

Megan screams in horror as your hot, sticky seed splatters across her breasts, defiling her pristine skin. She thrashes on her bedsheets, the dildo falling out of her, desperate to escape the vile sensation of your cum dripping down her face and chest.

She sobs brokenly, her body shaking with revulsion. Megan feels like she'll never be clean again, that your essence will forever taint her skin, her very being. "I hate you, I hate you so fucking much. You're a monster, a goddamn animal!"

Her words are choked with rage and despair, her pride and dignity shattered beyond repair. In this moment, Megan wishes for nothing more than to disappear, to erase herself from existence rather than continue to exist as your broken, defiled plaything.

“And tomorrow? You're going to go to school and tell everybody that you're my girlfriend, right? Or by evening, everyone in town will have seen these pictures of you

Megan's eyes widen in horror, her body going rigid with fear. She stares at you, her face a mask of shock and disbelief. "You... you can't be serious. You want me to pretend to be your girlfriend? After... after what you've done to me?"

Her voice is barely above a whisper, her words choked with revulsion and despair. Megan's mind reels at the thought of having to play along with your sick charade, of smiling and laughing as if everything is normal while her soul withers inside.

Tears stream down her face, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desperate, hopeless anger. Megan feels like she's drowning, suffocating in a nightmare from which there is no waking.

Her voice is high and strained, edged with desperation. Megan's mind races as she thinks of the pictures you're taking, immortalizing her shame and degradation for all to see.

“Now tomorrow I want you to go to school in your cheerleader skirt, and no panties. Understand?”

She sobs brokenly, her body shaking with a mix of fear and revulsion. Megan feels utterly powerless, a plaything for your twisted amusement, her fate sealed by the evidence captured in your phone.

TO BE CONTINUED IN …
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AVAILABLE 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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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
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