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The next morning, the text was waiting for her when she woke up.

Unknown number: DON’T FORGET YOUR COMMAND FOR TODAY.

Megan's breath caught in her throat as the memory of the command sank in. A short skirt and no panties, in broad daylight, where anyone could see her? The thought filled her with a mixture of dread and humiliation. “He can't... he can't make me do that. It's too risky, too exposed. If anyone saw me like that...”

But even as she thought it, Megan knew she had no choice. She was utterly at the mercy of this monster, your whims and demands now dictating her every move.

With a heavy sigh, she typed out a response, her fingers shaking as she tapped out the words.

Megan: I... I'll do it. Just... please don't make me regret this.

***

Megan stepped out of the car, her heart pounding in her chest as she made her way towards the lecture hall. The short skirt, a scrap of fabric barely covering her backside, swished around her thighs with each step. She could feel the cool morning air on the exposed skin of her legs, a constant reminder of her shameful state.

As she walked, Megan could feel the weight of stares from her fellow students, their eyes lingering on her exposed legs and the indecent amount of skin on display. She fought the urge to tug at the hem of her skirt, to cover herself and regain some modesty.

Reaching the lecture hall, Megan took a deep breath and stepped inside, her heart racing as she made her way to her usual seat. She could feel the eyes of her classmates following her, their wyourpers and sniggers filling the air.

As she sat down, Megan tried to focus on the lecture, but her mind was elsewhere. She couldn't shake the feeling of being watched, of being judged. And she knew that somewhere in the room, her tormentor was watching her every move, relishing in her discomfort and humiliation.

The minutes ticked by agonizingly slowly, each second feeling like an eternity. Megan squirmed in her seat, the plastic chair slick against her skin, a constant reminder of her compromised position.

She didn't dare look around to try and spot her blackmailer, terrified of drawing any more attention to herself. Instead, she stared straight ahead, her face burning with shame as she waited for the lecture to end and for her ordeal to continue.

Megan's phone buzzed quietly in her bag as the text message arrived. With a racing heart, she opened it, her eyes scanning the words that seemed to burn into her mind.

Unknown Number: Good girl. You obeyed me. That's what you need to keep doing. And you know why.

Megan's stomach turned as the true meaning behind the words sank in. Of course she knew why - to keep her secrets safe, to prevent the ruin of everything she held dear. But the knowledge did little to ease the shame and humiliation that coursed through her veins like acid.

With a trembling hand, Megan typed out a response, her fingers shaking as she held the phone beneath the desk.

Megan: I know why. I won't forget. I'll do whatever you want, just please... be gentle with me.

She hit send, a bitter laugh escaping her lips at the irony of begging for gentleness from the one blackmailing her. But desperate times called for desperate measures, and Megan knew she had to do whatever it took to keep her life from shattering around her.

As the lecture droned on, Megan could feel the weight of the unknown figure's power pressing down upon her, a constant reminder of her new reality. She was no longer the untouchable head cheerleader, the one who held the power. No, now she was the puppet, dancing to the twisted tune of her captor's whims. And God help her, but she would do whatever it took to keep her strings from being cut.

Another message arrived.

Unknown Number: Spread your legs a little so more people can see. Don’t be shy.

Megan's heart raced as she read the latest command, a fresh wave of panic and humiliation washing over her. The idea of spreading her legs, of purposefully exposing herself to the entire lecture hall, made her stomach churn with dread.  He can't be serious... He can't want me to...

But even as she protested, Megan knew she had no choice. Hesitantly, she slowly parted her thighs, the short skirt riding up even higher on her legs. She could feel the cool air of the lecture hall kissing the newly exposed skin, a stark reminder of her shameful display.

Megan tried to focus on the lecture, to block out the stares and wyourpers that now seemed to fill the room. But she could feel the weight of hundreds of eyes on her, drinking in the sight of her nearly exposed shaved pussy and the creamy skin of her inner thighs.

Her face burned with humiliation as she sat there, frozen in place, unable to close her legs without drawing even more attention to herself. She had never felt so vulnerable, so utterly degraded and ashamed.

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as the reality of her situation sunk in. She was completely at the mercy of this stranger, forced to debase herself in public for your twisted amusement. And she had no idea what other humiliations he had planned for her.

As the lecture dragged on, each minute feeling like an eternity, Megan could only pray that somehow, someway, this nightmare would end. But deep down, she knew this was only the beginning of her torment, and the true depths of her captor's cruelty were yet to be revealed.

Unknown number: How do you feel? I thought you liked it when men looked at you ...

Megan's heart raced as she read the cruel text message, a bitter laugh escaping her lips. The irony of your words stung like a slap in the face.

Megan: (typing angrily) You think I LIKE this? You think I ENJOY being forced to expose myself like a cheap whore in front of a room full of strangers?

She paused, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she struggled to regain some semblance of composure.

Megan: I may have liked the attention before, but this... this is different. This is a violation, a sick game of power and control. You're not giving me a choice, you're taking it away. There's nothing enjoyable about being blackmailed and humiliated like this.

Megan's fingers shook as she hit send, a fresh tear sliding down her cheek. She knew her captor would see through her anger, would know that beneath the surface, she was terrified and broken.

Megan: (wyourpering) Please... please don't do this. Don't make me do this. I'm begging you...

But even as she typed the words, Megan knew it was futile. Her pleas would fall on deaf ears, ignored by a man who seemed to delight in her suffering. She was nothing more than a plaything to him, a puppet for your twisted amusement. And God help her, but she was powerless to resist.

She bit her lip, tears streaming down her face as the weight of her predicament crashed over her. The short skirt rode up even higher on her thighs as she sat there, frozen in horror at the thought of what she was being forced to do.

Megan: I can’t do this. I need to go to the toilet.

Unknown Number: (typing coldly) You will. You don't have a choice, Megan. Unless you want everyone here to see the videos.

Megan's heart raced as she read the cruel words, the reality of her situation sinking in. With a shaking hand, she grabbed her phone and bag, standing on trembling legs to make her way to the bathroom.

As she walked, she could feel the eyes of her classmates burning into her, their wyourpers and sniggers filling the air. She knew they were talking about her, speculating about the reason behind her bizarre attire and behavior. But she was beyond caring what they thought. Her only concern now was obeying the twisted commands of her blackmailer, no matter how humiliating or degrading they might be.

Reaching the bathroom, Megan slipped inside the stall, locking the door behind her. With a trembling hand, she reached under her short skirt, hooking her fingers into the waistband of her black panties. She hesitated for a moment, a last flicker of defiance and shame warring within her. But the memory of her captor's threat, the knowledge that he could destroy everything she held dear with a single word, forced her to comply. She had never felt so exposed, so utterly at the mercy of another's whims and desires.

She jumped at the sound of the bathroom door creaking open, her heart leaping into her throat. Someone was coming in, and she knew with sickening certainty that it was him. Her captor was here, ready to claim your prize. This is it... this is the moment I become completely your. Your to use, your to control, your to degrade.

She stood frozen, her back pressed against the sink, as a shadow fell across the floor. The figure stepped closer, and Megan could feel the heat of your presence radiating off him, the weight of your power and control bearing down upon her.

She clutched her bag tighter, a final desperate attempt to hang onto some shred of her dignity. But she knew it was futile. In a matter of moments, she would be stripped of everything - her clothes, her pride, her very sense of self. And she would be powerless to stop it.

Megan's heart pounded wildly in her chest as she heard the footsteps grow closer, the shadow looming larger across the bathroom floor. With a trembling hand, she reached up and squeezed her eyes shut, blinking back the tears that threatened to spill over.

She stood rigidly, her body trembling like a leaf in the wind. The anticipation of what was to come, the knowledge of her impending submission, made her feel physically ill. But she had no choice but to obey, to surrender herself completely to this monster’s twisted whims.

“Close your eyes. Don’t look at me,” you say.

She looked down, afraid to move.

She could feel the heat of her captor's gaze on her, raking over her near naked body, drinking in every inch of exposed skin. The knowledge that he was admiring your handiwork, reveling in her forced submission, made her stomach churn with revulsion.

Unknown Voice: (smirking) Good. I like that. I like seeing you like this, so obedient and eager to please me. It's going to be fun breaking you in completely.

Megan's heart raced at the ominous promise in your words, a shiver of fear running down her spine. The implication was clear - he wasn't finished with her yet. No, he had so much more planned, so many more ways to degrade and humiliate her for your twisted amusement.

Megan: (wyourpering, a tremor in her voice) Please... please don't hurt me. I'll do anything you want, just name it. I'm yours to command.

The words tasted bitter on her tongue, but Megan knew she had no choice. She was completely at your mercy, a puppet dancing to your sick tune. And she had no idea how long this nightmare would last, or how far he would take her descent into depravity. But one thing was certain - her life would never be the same again.

“Just stand there .... eyes closed, hands at your side .... let me touch you and don’t move or look at me,” you say.

Megan froze as she felt you step closer, the heat of your body radiating against her chilled skin. Her heart pounded wildly in her heaving chest, a fresh wave of fear and humiliation crashing over her as she braced herself for your touch.

Megan quickly complied, lowering her arm and letting her panties fall to the floor with a soft rustle. She stood rigidly, her arms pressed against her thighs, as she felt the stranger's presence looming over her.

Suddenly, she gasped as she felt your hands cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her shirt. Your fingers sank into the soft flesh, squeezing and kneading her sensitive mounds with a possessive, almost punishing grip.

“Ahh! Please... please be gentle...” gasped Megan.

She bit her lip hard, trying to stifle any further sounds of protest or unwanted pleasure. Tears streamed down her cheeks as the reality of her situation sank in - she was completely at your mercy, helpless to resist as you took liberties with her body.

“Gentle? Oh, I don't think you deserve gentleness, do you Megan? Not after all the pain you've caused…”

Your fingers dug harder into her soft flesh, your thumbs brushing over her hardening nipples through the thin material of her bra. Megan shuddered, a confusing mix of revulsion and shameful arousal coursing through her veins.

“No,” whimpered Megan, voice choked with emotion. “No... no I don't. I deserve ... I deserve to be punished.

She stood motionless, eyes closed and tears streaming down her face, as you continued your violating groping. Each squeeze and caress sent a jolt of unwanted pleasure through her body, only adding to her humiliation and despair. She was utterly at your mercy, a plaything for you to use. And God help her, but some twisted part of her almost wanted to please him, to be the obedient little toy he demanded.

Megan gasped as she felt the stranger's hands leave her breasts, leaving her skin tingling with a mix of revulsion and shameful arousal. She stood trembling, her arms still pressed rigidly at her sides, as she heard your next command.

“I can’t …” She trailed off, the humiliating realization dawning on her. With shaking hands, she reached down and slowly gathered the hem of her already short skirt. She bunched the fabric in her fists as she began to lift it higher and higher, exposing more and more of her bare thighs.

As the skirt inched up, Megan could feel the cool air of the bathroom kissing her naked skin, making her acutely aware of her complete vulnerability. She paused with the skirt hiked up to her hips, her most intimate area now exposed and on display for her captor's twisted amusement.

“Mmm, very good,” you say. “I like seeing you like this, Megan. So helpless and vulnerable, at my mercy.”

Megan shuddered, a fresh wave of tears spilling down her cheeks as the true depth of her degradation sank in. She had never felt so ashamed, so utterly debased and powerless. And yet, some dark, secret part of her thrilled at the knowledge that she could bring him such pleasure, such a sense of domination and control.

She gasped, “ I... I'm at your mercy. I have no choice but to obey you, to do as you say. Just please... please don't hurt me.”

She stood with her skirt bunched up around her waist, completely bare and exposed, as she awaited your next command. The bathroom seemed to spin around her, the fluorescent lights flickering and distorting her vision. She had never felt so dizzy, so overwhelmed and out of control. But most of all, she had never felt so utterly, completely your.

Megan gasped, a choked cry of shock and humiliation escaping her lips as she felt the stranger's fingers suddenly plunge into her most intimate place. Her body jolted at the unexpected invasion, her hips instinctively jerking back before she forced herself to remain still.

“Oh God... please, not this... anything but this... “

She clenched her teeth, trying to stifle any further sounds of protest or unwanted pleasure as your fingers began to move inside her. They pumped in and out of her tight channel, stroking and probing her sensitive walls with a brutal, punishing rhythm.

Megan's face burned with shame as she stood there, skirt hiked up and legs spread, being violated in the most intimate way possible. Tears streamed down her cheeks as the horrible realization sunk in - she was completely at the mercy of this stranger, helpless to resist as he used her body for your own twisted gratification.

“You're so tight, Megan. So virgin-tight. I knew you'd be like this, always holding yourself back, saving yourself for the right man to claim you. Well, now that man is me …” you laugh.

Megan whimpered, a confusing mix of revulsion and shameful arousal coursing through her veins as your fingers continued their relentless assault on her most sacred place. She could feel herself growing wet, her body betraying her as it responded to your touch in a way that made her want to scream.

“Please don't make me feel this way... I don't want to want this... I don't want to want YOU...”

But even as she protested, Megan knew it was a lie. Some dark, secret part of her thrilled at being at the mercy of this powerful, dominating man. And as your fingers pumped harder and faster, she could feel that shameful part of her rising to the surface, threatening to consume her completely.

Megan gasped and shuddered as the stranger's fingers suddenly withdrew from her most intimate place, leaving her feeling empty and aching with a shameful, unwanted need. She stumbled slightly, her legs trembling and unsteady from the intensity of the violation.

“Bend over the sink, Megan. Now. And keep your eyes closed, just like I told you.”

Megan hesitated for a mere second, a last flicker of resistance and pride warring within her. But the memory of her captor's threat, the knowledge that you could destroy everything she held dear with a single word, forced her to comply.

With a shuddering breath, Megan turned and bent over the sink, gripping the cold porcelain rim tightly. The cool surface bit into her skin through the thin fabric of her shirt, a stark contrast to the heat radiating off the stranger's body as he loomed behind her.

She could feel the rough denim of your jeans brushing against the backs of her thighs, the knowledge that he was still fully clothed while she was exposed and bare sending a jolt of fear and humiliation through her.

Megan squeezed her eyes shut tight, blinking back the tears that threatened to spill over. The bathroom went blurry around her, the fluorescent lights flickering and distorting her vision. She had never felt so vulnerable, so utterly powerless and at the mercy of another's whims.

“Please be gentle … please don’t hurt me …” she whimpered.

She braced herself for what was to come, her body rigid and tense as she awaited your next move. The uncertainty was almost as unbearable as the anticipation of further degradation. Tears streamed down her face and she felt herself about to hyperventilate ….

… and then realized she was alone in the bathroom.

TO BE CONTINUED!


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!
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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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