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​​​This is a standalone short story that stars a dominating black man who takes control of a young woman who yields to him utterly and completely.

It also contains scenes including first time sex (in cinema), exhibitionism, and domination. If dancing naked, public humiliation, and hardcore sex aren't your thing, then this many not be the book for you.
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When her eyes met his, she almost gasped. He was looking at her with an expression that scared her. There was a spark in his eyes that was tell-tale to what he was thinking. She drew away from him, but he held her too close.

She dropped her eyes, suddenly shy. 

"What're you thinking about?" he asked. 

"Nothing," she lied easily. 

"Would you like to know what I'm thinking about?" he asked. 

"Yes," she whispered, her feet moving automatically now, matching his every step. His strong frame held her up, guided her the right way. All she had to do was let him lead. 

"I'm thinking about undressing you the moment the light goes out," he said. 

More than a few eyes turned their way. Her eyes grew wide, fearful and aroused all at once. "What-" She cleared her throat slightly. "What makes you think I'll let you?"

"Because I'm not asking," he said. 

She stared at him. He certainly wasn't the sort of man to ask for what he wanted. He turned her one way, then the other, never stopping to ask or make sure if she was still following. It was hard to believe that she had just gotten to know him that morning. 

"It seems everyone has gotten their steps perfect," the instructor's voice announced. "And now, the lights are going off."

Her gasp followed the sudden darkness. She felt the subtle push from his strong arms as he continued to lead her in the dance, but she quickly lost her step, stumbling into his open arms.

"Oh!" she heard a voice from her left exclaim. Instinctively, she turned towards the source of the voice, but there was nothing to see. 

They were in complete darkness. 

"I see you're starting to get comfortable with the idea," he whispered breathily into her ear. She pulled herself together with a gasp. His hands grasped on either sides of her shoulders, holding her close to him. 

"I don't-" she began, but her breath caught. 

The music played peacefully in the background. She could hear the sound of clothes being abandoned, falling swiftly to the floor. 

Close as he was, she realized she wanted him closer. She sensed a danger and an intensity in him that she had never encountered before. She allowed his hand to move behind her. The sound of her zip parting sounded too loud to her ears. She worried that everybody could hear and know what was happening, that he was undressing her.

And she was letting him.
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Crystal's first thought when she saw the advertisement was pure disbelief. Someone had slid it together with the rest of her mail and she found herself quickly hiding it behind her normal-looking mail before anyone saw her. 

Her second thought was that someone was playing a fantastic prank on her. 

There was nothing like two naked people posing erotically on an A4-sized paper that would give people the wrong idea. The advertisement had big, bold letters printed on it that said: 

Dance Naked With Us!

Maybe it was a playful colleague. She looked around and tried to find the culprit but looked back down when she drew a blank. Whoever slipped the advert in was cheeky, that much was certain. Everyone at her job were either too engrossed in their work or too serious to have a sense of humor. 

She grinned, her first genuine smile in the months since she had moved to a new town get away from her ex. Mysteries always made her smile. 

When she packed her bags and moved back into her parents house, she had hoped to move into a small island in the middle of nowhere and live out the rest of her life in solitude. Not complete solitude, of course. She'll adopt a dozen dogs to keep her company. 

Nevertheless, she pulled herself to her feet and got herself to work the very next day, a headache brewing behind her eyes due to all the crying she had been doing the night before. Taking days off over a broken heart was something only the rich could do. She couldn't afford to miss work, especially not when she had to break her lease to move out. Her ex-boyfriend called her a dozen times throughout the night. She knew she should have his number blocked, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Every time he called, she ached to answer his calls and forgive him. 

Instead, she persevered and continued to nurse her broken heart. Harry was the first man she fell in love with. They had been together since they were in high school. She had lost her virginity to him... Outside a movie theater.

...

The movie continued to play in the giant screen in front of them, but Crystal and Harry weren't looking at the screen. In fact, Crystal wasn't looking at anything at all. Her eyes were clenched shut. Her hands gripped Harry's wrist tightly. She was appalled by her own boldness, but she didn't want to appear cowardly in front of her boyfriend. 

Harry was a football jock and incredibly popular in school. She was just a regular Jane. Nobody even paid her the slightest attention until Harry started showing interest in her. The black student was voted most likely to succeed in his class, despite the fact that he was failing half his classes. The only reason why he wasn't being held back was because he was the star member in their school's football team and that granted him certain priviledges. 

His fingers rubbed against the thin layer of her panties and she held back her moan with difficulty. She was soaking wet and he knew it. There were a few people sitting in front of them. Harry had gotten them the furthest seats from the screen. She had been confused why he had deliberately chosen such bad seats, but she understood the moment they sat down and his hand slid between her legs. 

His masculine scent oozed off him in waves, consuming her in a desperate lust that made her squirm in the discomfort of her own passion. There was nothing gentle about the way he massaged her inner thighs. His eyes were focused on the screen but his hand was moving further and further up to the apex of her leg until his fingers were rubbing against her pussy lips, engorged and throbbing. 

She drew back as a jolt of pleasure went up her spine. She drew in a sharp breath. 

He gripped her panties and bunched them, pulling up so that it rubbed against the inside her pussy, her lips spread apart by the thin fabric. 

Her hands went from grasping his wrists to covering her mouth as she swallowed moans of pleasure from escaping her vocal chords. 

A soft moan came out through her parted lips and Harry grinned savagely as he continued to tug at her panties, rubbing it against the engorged clit repeatedly. She bit her palms in an effort to keep quiet, but he was making it harder and harder. Without warning, his fingers slipped past her soaked panties and delved into her burning, throbbing folds, spreading them apart with his two digits. She felt herself opening like a flower for him and blushed a deep shade of red. 

With his free hand, he grabbed her tank top and pulled it down, pushing her breasts up. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her eyes shot open in surprise and she looked around to make sure they weren't being watched. 

They were still basked in darkness. 

On screen, a couple was making out as well. The kissing noises did little to ease the tightness inside her, threatening to spill outwards into a firework of passion. 

She didn't know what he was planning on doing, but she knew she wasn't going to stop him. The pleasure that he was sending down her belly was too much for her. She sank deeper in her seat, trying to hide herself from prying eyes. Glancing down, her face burned red from embarrassment. She could see how her breasts hung heavily against her chest, pushed upwards by her tank top. He had flipped her dress up and delved his fingers into her, sending pleasurable sizzles up her spine. 

"Harry," she whimpered, biting her lower lip. "Please," she murmured even though she wasn't sure herself what she was pleading for. 

He growled as he turned to her, his eyes shining from the reflection of the screen. He leaned towards her and took her lips with his, swallowing her whole. 

"Is this what you want?" he asked, warm and calloused fingers exploring her innermost secret, pushing her further and further into the abyss of darkness where only pleasure reigned. 

The female lead on the screen screamed something, reminding them that they were still in the middle of a theater. Thankfully, the rest of the people were too engrossed in the plot of the movie to look behind them. 

"Yes," she whispered, heart beating wildly against her chest in a noisy rhythm that she was certain he could hear. Despite being certain that she wanted whatever he had to offer, she was still scared. Thrilled and horrified, not just for being caught, but due to the unfamiliarity of everything. She was aware of how much more experienced he was compared to her. 

"Right here?" he asked, the corner of his lips curving into a smirk that let her know that he was only teasing. 

She grasped his forearms, feeling the muscles inside her tightening, squeezing his fingers. He groaned again, the sound vibrating through her bones pleasantly. Her mind was reeling from the intensity of the moment. She licked her lips and shook her head. "No," she whispered. 

"Where then?" he asked, all pretense of watching the movie abandoned. His free hand went to her breasts, massaging the soft flesh there. Her nipples were erect and aching for his touch. He played with the areola, teasing the sensitive flesh there. She arched her chest towards him, wanting his fingers to play with her nipples.

He closed his fingers around her nipple and she swallowed a moan. 

He was so handsome, his strong jaw and perfect lips soft and tantalizing. She wanted to kiss him. "Outside?" she suggested timidly. He grinned and lowered his head to hers, taking her in a passionate kiss that turned her into a puddle of desire. It was one thing to fantasize about kissing those lips and another to be doing it for real. They've made out before, but mostly stolen, fleeting moments in between classes. 
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