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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Everything Katie thinks she knows about her life is a lie, starting with the belief that she is wholly human.

It all begins when she goes on a date with Ezra, the college heartthrob, who wastes no time taking her apart despite being surrounded by people in the middle of a crowded movie theater. That should be the most exciting thing to have ever happened to her, except their exhibitionist behavior draws the attention of a red-eyed man who claims to know her- who claims that she does not belong in the human realm.

Suddenly, she is thrown into a world of magic and mystique- into a life that is completely different from the one that she grew up knowing. According to Percival, they are meant to be together and her body readily agrees. She all but throws herself at him, the need to feel his skin against her a burning, aching thing that can't be ignored. It doesn't matter that the man is a dragon and he is definitely so much more than she can take. She just knows she wants him- all of him. The frightening thing isn't that he does not want her in return- it is that he wants her even more.

...
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​​​​Sneak Peek
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"Did I say you could let go of the popcorn?" he whispered, breath hot against the side of her face. 

It wasn't safe for her to loosen her jaw, even if he didn't have a hand over her mouth, so she shook her head and put her shaking fingers back to the cardboard. The contents shook along with her trembling fingers, a sound that was thankfully masked by the ongoing explosions in the movie. 

For a terrifying moment, she wondered if this was all a prank. Any moment now, the other people in the theater was going to turn towards them and start snapping pictures of her with her legs spread, her skirt folded over her lap and her pussy exposed. 

"Should we keep going?" he asked, no judgement in his voice, and that fear faded to nothingness. 

No. Ezra was known to fuck everything on legs, but he wasn't the kind to kiss and tell. In fact, none of the women he had went out with had anything bad to say about him, which was a feat because he had gone out with so many of them. Some even twice. If all his dates went this way, she understood why. 

She shook her head. Maybe she should tell him that she had never had sex before so he would show mercy on her, but he was toeing the line of exhibitionism and she thought sex would probably never be this exciting again, so she kept her mouth shut and nodded. 

"Good girl," he whispered, making her shiver. She should probably put some thought into why those two words had such an effect on her, but that was for later, when her brain wasn't melting out of her ears. 

His palm slowly pulled away from her mouth. It left her lips and cheeks feeling cold and slightly damp, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from making a sound when he cupped her sex again. 

"Stay still, stay quiet," he reiterated against the side of her head and then went back to stroking her. 

The movie passed in blurs of colors and bursts of sound. The popcorn in the bucket slowly disappeared as he stuffed his mouth with his free hand while she edged closer and closer to losing her mind as he edged her again and again. At some point, she had begun to shake, every inch of her body trembling in the small theater seat along with the bucket in her lap, making the popcorn inside shift in a constant, soft susurrus. She couldn't remember the last time she had been denied for so long, been driven to the edge only to be gentled back again and again until it felt like she could be touched on any part of her skin and she could come apart. 

​
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​​​​​Chapter One
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​​It wasn't that Katie didn't believe Ezra when he said he wanted to bring her on a date. 

It was just that people like Ezra, who was rich, smart, and handsome, didn't date people like Katie, who was none of those things and especially not that last one. She barely passed her classes in school and while she had friends, she couldn't help but feel like they were just tolerating her presence. 

All her life, she felt like there was something missing, like she had been given an incomplete puzzle set and asked to put together the pieces to make a whole that could never be. 

So, for Ezra to ask her out wasn't just shocking to her, it was surprising to his legions of admirers as well. 

"I've been wanting to see this movie forever," Ezra said, voice quiet and muffled by the mask that he wore to hide the lower half of his face. He said it was because he had a slight cough, but she couldn't help but wonder if he was wearing a mask to keep others from recognizing him in case they were to run into a familiar face. 

A thick warm hand settled across her shoulders as he leaned closer and she shifted in her seat. Even though she had agreed to go on a date with him, she wasn't sure if she was prepared for what the date entailed. 

"I'm really glad you came with me," he whispered, tugging down his mask to press a kiss to her temple. 

"Er... you're welcome," she said uncomfortably because what else could she say? 

Thankfully, he took pity on her and smoothly moved into a steady stream of surprisingly quiet opinions regarding the previews as they came and went, dictating which ones did or didn't deserve the cinema ticket fees and why. It wasn't any different from going out to movies with friends, except he wasn't a friend. They had barely exchanged a few words between one another and now he was touching her like it was his god-given right and she was practically crawling out of her skin with the unfamiliarity of the whole situation. 

The only thing that provided her with a sense of comfort, of safety, was the fact that they were far enough at the back of the cinema that it wouldn't be too awkward if she had to leave immediately. 

The arm on her shoulder drew back and away from her and she relaxed minutely. It wasn't that she didn't like him touching her. 

It was just that she wasn't feeling particularly like being touched today, like there was electricity pulsing right beneath the surface on her skin, a static shockwave that wasn't painful, but did not feel particularly pleasant either. 

"Shh... you're so tense. Relax," he whispered right next to her ear, sending heat all the way down to her belly. Fingers pried hers from the arm rest and put them on the side of the popcorn bucket, apparently in order to lift the arm between them. "I want you to hold onto the popcorn bucket for me, okay?" 

She nodded and then realized that he couldn't really see her in the dark and said, "Sure." Did he need to use the bathroom already? The movie was just getting started. Obediently, she grabbed the popcorn bucket with both hands and got a pleased hum vibrating the lobe of her ear in such a way that it sent a shiver through the whole of her body. 

He moved and she shifted in her seat a little, making space for him so that he could slide out of the seat and leave for the bathroom, but his hand reached for the zipper of her skirt at the side and she jerked, grabbing his wrist with her free hand in a grip that was probably the wrong side of tight. 

"What are you doing?" she hissed as the opening credits started rolling. Despite the white text, the background was black, keeping the theater in darkness, but movies never stayed that way for long and she had no intention of being arrested for public indecency. 

"Making you feel good and relaxed," he whispered back, the tips of his fingers stroking between her legs at her clit, making her breath stutter. As much as she was trying to grip her teeth to keep herself from being aroused, he could probably tell from the way her breath hitched that she was getting turned on. 

The thing was, she had sort of expected this too. Ezra was incredibly good-looking and something of a man whore. He had slept with half of the faculty in her department and getting fucked by him was probably a rite of passage at this point, but she just hadn't expected that he would do this in a theater surrounded by a hundred other people. 

"No need to panic," he hummed. "I picked these seats for a reason." 

They were in the top corner seats, which didn't mean much exactly when they were right at the top of the staircase, but she was closer to the stairs and his larger body was between her and everyone else in the row. He was big enough to shield them from her view, which likely meant the reverse too. And as long as he wasn't too obvious in what he was doing, then they shouldn't get caught. 

But she was aware of the risks as well. One wrong move, one moan from her during a quiet scene, one person climbing the stairs, one person getting up from their seat, and then game would be over and they would be in so much trouble. 

Still, against her better judgement, her fingers were already loosening from his wrist and he was unzipping her skirt and tugging the front open, folding the skirt over her lap. There was really no need to take off her skirt, seeing as he could access her pussy by just tugging her skirt up, but this made the whole thing hotter somehow. If he had merely bunched up her skirt at her waist, she could quickly tug it down if someone were to get close enough to see what they were doing, but by undoing the skirt, there was no way to explain themselves. 

She had worn a lace pair of underwear that was as pretty as it was flimsy and he did not even bother to pause to admire the frills before tugging it aside. It was a bit too tight for that, however, and he decided that he could finger her through the thin material of panties without tugging it aside, at least for now. 

She inhaled sharply when he cupped the heat that was rapidly growing between her legs and just... stayed there. The opening credits were ending the movie was starting and he's just... cupping her sex and not doing anything. He was completely calm and still, as if they were just holding hands, but her pussy was quickly growing wet, the barest touch of his fingers between her slit enough to make her whimper. The material of her panties were quickly soaked through and he wasn't even stroking her. 

Yet, she was so turned on she could hardly breathe, much less pay attention to the movie. 

Somehow, as she was sitting there frozen in that weird mix of arousal and petrified, he just kept eating that popcorn. It was the only thing giving her any measure of time, because she wasn't even sure her brain was absorbing any of the movie through either her eyes or ears. Everything had turned into a haze around her except that one point of contact between her and Ezra, and her gaze fixed on the slowly disappearing popcorn. 

When a third of it was gone, he finally moved his hand, sliding two fingers up her slit until he was touching her clit, and then back down. His fingers were quickly growing slick with a combination of her own arousal and sweat from the humidity. It was mortifying, but it still sent arousal zinging through her system and her fingers almost ripped the bucket in her hands apart when she jerked. 

"Shhh..." he hushed against her ear and it took a moment for her to realize it sounded like she was choking before she forced her vocal cords to shut down. Luckily, the screen was covered with explosions that were blasting out of the speakers and she could barely hear herself. She turned her head towards his shoulder until a kiss was pressed against her hair and he shrugged her off. "Stay upright, Kitty. We gotta keep up the game." 

"Katie," she corrected, her voice oddly shrill, as she nodded and locked down all of her muscles. It was a good thing she did because she almost flung the popcorn over the crowd when he stroked her a second time, but this time, he didn't stop. All of her concentration into being still and silent and not destroying the popcorn bucket he was still eating from at the same time he was rubbing her pussy. 

Slowly but surely, her arousal eroded her worry of being discovered as her orgasm coiled tighter and tighter in her center. 

He tugged her panties aside and she did not even register the discomfort of the too-tight bands digging into the inside of her thigh as his bare fingers touched her, teasing her opening without pressing inwards. 

Still, that was enough for her to want to reach orgasm. He had kept her on the edge for so long that she didn't need penetration for it. She clenched her legs together, thigh muscles contracting and trapping his hands between her legs, but it didn't stop him from continuing to press his fingers between her pussy lips, the tips of his digits circling and playing with her hole. Her breath huffed out of her nose in fast and faster exhales as she approached orgasm and she locked her jaw and shoved her head back into her seat to keep from thrashing, from rocking into his fingers and shaking the seats. That would surely give them away, but she almost didn't care. She wanted to twist around in the seat and ride his fingers right there in the theater, but just as suddenly as he began to touch her, he stopped. 

His hand was gone. 

The rocketing pressure simmered at the precipice before fading away. 

For a long time, she could only stare unblinkingly into nothingness, deaf and blind to the sights and sounds of the movie. Only when her orgasm faded, leaving a dull pounding in it's place, did she turn to look at Ezra, who was wearing a shit-eating grin on his face and holding a finger to his lips in the universal sign for silence. 

She glared at him, but it didn't have any effect on the man. 

When her head rolled back to face forward again, mind stuck on the audacity of the man to bring her so close to orgasm and then just abandon her, right in the middle of a crowded theater. His expert fingers slid her panties back into place to cover her now soaked pussy and then he was cupping her again. 

She couldn't help the little whimpering noise that escaped her throat nor the way she arched a little out from her seat, chest pressing into the air as he began to move his fingers up and down. It was just as slow and light as the first time, but she had almost reached orgasm once and just that touch was enough to light her on fire. It made her entire body tremble as she forced her spine back to the chair, keeping her mouth shut to keep any sounds from escaping. Not crushing something had never been so difficult and the popcorn bucket on her knees shook from the effort of it. 

Ezra, on the other hand, kept snacking as if nothing as amiss. 

The second time her orgasm threatened to overpower her, the popcorn was half gone and she could barely stay still. She didn't know if she wanted him to stop more or if she wanted him to let her come here. Before she could really think it through, she let go of the bucket with one hand, intent on grabbing his wrist to her, but before she could even make contact, he not only stopped, but pulled his hand back entirely. 

She turned to him once more, her mouth parted to demand- demand something. His hand- the one that he had been using to finger her- slapped over her mouth to keep her from talking. She could smell her own arousal on his fingers and her cheeks flamed red. She could touch herself, she knew, but that wasn't part of the game. 

"Did I say you could let go of the popcorn?" he whispered, breath hot against the side of her face. 

It wasn't safe for her to loosen her jaw, even if he didn't have a hand over her mouth, so she shook her head and put her shaking fingers back to the cardboard. The contents shook along with her trembling fingers, a sound that was thankfully masked by the ongoing explosions in the movie. 

For a terrifying moment, she wondered if this was all a prank. Any moment now, the other people in the theater was going to turn towards them and start snapping pictures of her with her legs spread, her skirt folded over her lap and her pussy exposed. 

"Should we keep going?" he asked, no judgement in his voice, and that fear faded to nothingness. 

No. Ezra was known to fuck everything on legs, but he wasn't the kind to kiss and tell. In fact, none of the women he had went out with had anything bad to say about him, which was a feat because he had gone out with so many of them. Some even twice. If all his dates went this way, she understood why. 

She shook her head. Maybe she should tell him that she had never had sex before so he would show mercy on her, but he was toeing the line of exhibitionism and she thought sex would probably never be this exciting again, so she kept her mouth shut and nodded. 

"Good girl," he whispered, making her shiver. She should probably put some thought into why those two words had such an effect on her, but that was for later, when her brain wasn't melting out of her ears. 

His palm slowly pulled away from her mouth. It left her lips and cheeks feeling cold and slightly damp, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from making a sound when he cupped her sex again. 

"Stay still, stay quiet," he reiterated against the side of her head and then went back to stroking her. 

The movie passed in blurs of colors and bursts of sound. The popcorn in the bucket slowly disappeared as he stuffed his mouth with his free hand while she edged closer and closer to losing her mind as he edged her again and again. At some point, she had begun to shake, every inch of her body trembling in the small theater seat along with the bucket in her lap, making the popcorn inside shift in a constant, soft susurrus. She couldn't remember the last time she had been denied for so long, been driven to the edge only to be gentled back again and again until it felt like she could be touched on any part of her skin and she could come apart. 

It wasn't like she didn't know what orgasm denial was. Sometimes, when she touched herself in the safety of her own bed, she would bring herself almost to the brink and then pull back just so she can keep getting to that almost-there pleasure that made her skin sing. 

There was a hazy moment where she broke, where she tried to plead, but she only got as far as a rasped, "Ezra-" before she was being kissed. His mouth was warm and wet and so heavy, a gravitational force sucking her in. His hand was still between her legs, two fingers pressing against her slit, his thumb working on her clit and she almost reached for him in that moment, but the tips of her fingers were stuck to the popcorn bucket and she had forgotten how to get her fingers to release that grip, like her body had gone completely out of her control.

As badly as she needed to come, she found herself in a strange sort of stasis, where everything was perfect and she could have gone on that way forever, pressed back into her seat with his palm pressing between her legs and his mouth devouring hers. 

It was her first kiss and there was a lot more tongue and saliva than she had anticipated. Was kissing normally this awkward? She felt like she should be doing something with her tongue- with her hands, but it was hard enough to focus on not spilling the rest of the popcorn all over the floor and not bucking into his hands and not moaning so loudly that they would draw the attention of everyone in the theatre. 

The only thing that could have gone wrong was him stopping, which was something she hadn't considered a possibility until he actually did it. He kept their mouths sealed to absorb her confused whines as he slid her panties back over her wet slit and then covered her skirt over her exposed thigh. With only one hand, he somehow managed to force the zipper of her skirt closed. 

Before she could find any words to express her opinion on this turn of events, the bucket of popcorn was ripped from her hand and strong fingers were wrapping around her wrist, dragging her blindly down the stairs. She barely registered them leaving the theater. 
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Chapter Two
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The only reason she was aware of it was the door banged when it hit the wall as he pushed ahead and the bright light that greeted them once they left the theater.

She was so dizzy with arousal, with need, that she didn't even resist or consider any form of rebellion. So when she was dragged through another door that almost hit her, she barely registered that one either. The only thing that really clicked was the moment her back was slammed into a tiled wall, a metal bar digging into her lower back, and he was devouring her mouth again. 

Between the tight press of their bodies as he sucked the breath from her, she could feel her skirt being tugged upwards and her panties being yanked down. The second she hissed at the cold air against her pussy, he was gone. 

Katie blinked at the wall opposite her, hands hanging in the air, before she realized that Ezra hadn't disappeared. He had dropped to his knees. Her chin dropped so she could blink down at him instead. 

He gave her a wink and a grin before tugging one of her legs over his shoulder, making her yelp as she struggled to keep her balance, hands flailing behind her to grab onto the bar that was digging into her back. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Daisv Rose





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





