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I have no idea how this happened... Well, that’s not entirely true. I know how it began, but I never imagined it would spiral this far. All I wanted was some extra money to party with my friends, dance at clubs, maybe buy a few rounds of shots. Simple enough: find a sugar daddy online, send a couple flirty photos, pocket the cash. But now I’m stuck in this strange situation I can’t seem to untangle. Or maybe I don’t even want to.

It started innocently enough. This guy “Master”, he calls himself, slid into my messages on a discreet app. Offered me €200 a week just to send some pics: a low-cut top, a skirt hiked up, nothing too wild. Since I’m a broke student in Amsterdam, juggling rent and a crap barista job, I said yes. Big mistake. The money came through, sure, but his requests kept growing. Bolder, riskier, more twisted each time. Now he’s got me hooked on what he calls “Exposure Missions,” these bizarre tasks he texts me and pays me when I send him a video.

Today’s orders hit my phone at sunrise, buzzing me awake in my tiny flat near the canals. Three tasks, each one crazier than the last. 

First: choose a place and wear something “revealing”. He demands a micro skirt that doesn’t cover my ass or pussy, no underwear, just thigh-high stockings and a cropped top that’s barely there. Pick a location, any spot in town, and stand there exposed for five minutes, everything on display. I can stop when someone sees me or if I am in danger. 

Task two: spank myself until one ass cheek is noticeably red, make sure atleast one person sees it.

Task three: touch myself, slide fingers inside, and make sure atleast one person sees me. 

Record it all with a camera 360 degrees camera.

I stare at the messages for what seems like hours, my hand trembling, thinking about all the ways this could go wrong. I should say no. The rational part of my brain screams it. But there's another voice whispering: *Think of the money. Think of the thrill.*

Somehow, Master knows exactly which buttons to push. Each mission comes with a bonus: €2000 today if I complete all three tasks. That's rent for two months. Two months of not having to worry about bills or picking up extra shifts.

"This is insane," I mutter to myself while pacing in my cramped apartment. But I'm already scrolling through my closet, pulling out that ridiculous micro skirt he sent me last month. The one I swore I'd never wear outside. The fabric barely covers anything, especially when I move. The crop top isn't much better, thin white cotton that becomes practically transparent in the right light.

I check the time: 10:27 AM. Amsterdam is already buzzing with tourists and locals. Where could I possibly do this without getting arrested? My mind races through options: a secluded corner in Vondelpark? Too many joggers. A quiet side street? Too residential.
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