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"One tall pumpkin spiced latte, thank you," she tells the barista before she can ask what she wants. Then, she takes three careful steps to the side and waits for her order without grimacing.

Dom is sitting with his client with his back to her, but even without looking at his face, she can tell he's pissed. His posture is all tense muscles. Even the way he's picking up his coffee is stressed.

She picks up her drink and finds a chair that looks marginally more comfortable than the wooden ones. It's right behind Dom's seat too, which means he will have to see her before he leaves. Perfect. She sits down.

"Oh, ffuu-" she grimaces. The soft cushion forces the toy deeper inside her than it had been before and she freezes, breath caught, the sensation rocking along her already electrified nerves.

Dom freezes mid-drink and the man he's talking to glances at her. He's an older gentleman, something in his forties, probably. she knows she's gotten his attention instantly. The thought make something inside her clench and tighten. She sips on her drink and looks elsewhere, trying not to appear suspicious as she eavesdrops on their conversation without really paying too much attention. It's not hard. She doesn't understand half of what they're saying anyways.

His business associate leaves first, giving her a leery smile that she wishes she could wash away from her brain like, yesterday. Then, Dom stands up and gazes at her with knowing eyes that makes her breath stutter.

Her fingers dig into her thighs, trying to gain some measure of control over herself.

"Did John send you to pick me up, darling?" he asks, sliding into the seat opposite hers.

She's just glad they aren't leaving yet. She's not sure if she can take it right now. She's a second away from another orgasm. "Yeah," she says, hiding her face behind the too-sweet drink.

"You look uncomfortable. Are you feeling well?" he asks with a knowing smile.

It makes her blush harder. Her eyes flutter close as she shifts in her seat and she lets out a low moan, like she's enjoying her drink instead of teetering on the cusp of orgasm. "I'm uh- I feel good," she says and it's true. That's just the problem. She feels too good.

"Are you done with your drink? I would like to head home now," he suggests.

She nods jerkily and manages to give him a shaky smile. "Okay." She wonders if he knows, if John had talked about his plan to stuff her full of cock before sending her off on her errand. Maybe this was Dom's plan. It feels more like his plan. John's so possessive with her that he would barely let her out of the house without a jacket on. Even when she's wearing t-shirts! He's ridiculous, but she enjoys it too much to complain.

Dom's fingers are tight on her elbow as he guides her out of the cafe and leads them towards his car.

She's glad for his grip. It's something else for her to focus on other than the way the dildo slides in and out of her with every move, the tight pantyhose pushing the dildo back in with every step. She thinks she may have gotten away with it. Maybe he truly doesn't know. It would be fun to show him, once they get back to their house.

His car is nestled between two SUVs and he climbs into the passenger seat at the back without even thinking about it. She's used to Dom and John being in the front seats.

It's not until she's sliding into the passenger seat of the car that Dominic makes his move. He grabs her leg and drags her to the edge of the seat. She yelps and lets herself be pulled to the door, twisting in the seat and swinging her other leg back out of the car.

His breathing is heavy, his piercing blue eyes even more piercing.

"Show me," he orders.

She considers playing coy with him, telling him that there's nothing to show, but he's trained her better than that. She lifts the satin of her skirt up to her waist, revealing her panty-hose encased legs. The way her legs are parted makes it so that it's perfectly obvious how she's stuffed to the brim by the dildo inside her.

His throat works as if he's trying to say something but can't find the words for it. He pushes at her knees, forcing her legs wider and the pantyhose stretches tight against her cunt. She whimpers and cries out as the toy pushes into her a little deeper. He presses firmly against her knees and he glances up sharply, wordlessly telling her to keep them there.

Her gaze darts around in the parking lot, fearful of being caught in the open like this.

"Such a dirty little thing," he finally breathes out, his gaze locked onto the flared base of the dildo. He grabs the base of the toy, pulling it out slowly as far as her tight pantyhose would allow, and keeps it there for a long moment as he takes in the size of the dildo. "Did John put this in you, baby girl?" he asks finally, exhaling slowly as he does.

She licks her lips and nods.

"Did he tell you to show me how full you are, or did you come here all on your own?"

She whimpers, hips jerking erratically. "John- ah- John sent me," she whispers.

"Took the bus?" he asks.

She nods, shuddering as he slowly works the toy in and out of her.

"Is this the newest one we got?" His eyes are transfixed on her cunt as he slowly withdraws the thick toy again.

"Ye- yeah," she stutters. "Can I come, daddy?" she asks.

He hums, as if considering her request. His hand on her thigh tightens to an almost-bruising grip as he thrusts the toy as far back into her as it will go

She bites off her scream as it slams against her cervix. The feeling makes her spine arc and her toes curl.
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Chapter One: ​​Three to Dance
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Emma kind of wishes she hadn't gone to this stupid bar with all the stupid Alpha males who think rainbows come out of their asses because they're such bigshot football players.

They didn't even win the game, not that it matters, because they're athletes, so of course, she should be swooning over them.

She was kind of hoping the bouncer would actually do his job and stop her from entering the club without a valid ID, but he took one look at Lily and fell straight for her charms. Or her gigantic boobs. Whichever. Point is, he's not doing a good job and should be fired for letting them in. Lily's like, two months away from twenty one and she's only just turned eighteen.

It might've been more tolerable if she was drinking, but again, she's eighteen, and her mom's a cop. She's a good girl. Sue her.

Lily thought it would be a good idea for her to hang out with someone not in their Criminology course. Honestly, she should stop listening to Lily's bright ideas. Lily's not even here right now. Emma saw her disappear into the back with the Quarterback like, two minutes after showing up. Lily's kind of addicted to sex. She's quite proud of it too. She uses protection and carries a pepper spray in her bra. She's never had to use it, but it doesn't hurt to be careful. The woman practically oozes sex appeal. She's pretty sure one of her ancestors is like, a succubus or something. She once caught a guy limping out of Lily's room in the middle of the night. Limping! Lily is a sex goddess.

Emma is a virgin.

By choice, mind you. It's not like people hasn't asked. She's quite a bombshell, thank you very much. Tom (or is it Troy?) has been trying to get in her pants for the past half hour.

She's running out of ways to turn him down gently and is somewhat mean about it now. Not that it works any better. The guy either has the thickest skull in the bar, or is just so in love with himself that he can't even phantom being turned down.

She sidles closer to the edge of her seat away from the young man as he brags about some game they won like, three years ago or something. She's pretty sure their university team hasn't won a game in so long.

Either way, she's not really paying attention to him. She just wants him to go away while she waits for Lily to finish making out or whatever it is that she does with strangers in the employees-only section, and walk back to the dorm with her. She'll give her another five minutes before she gives up on her. The staff will have to go into that room eventually right? She hopes they kick her out soon so they can both leave.

"Another drink?" Troy (Tron?) asks, ignoring the fact that she has taken zero sips of the last two drinks he put in front of her.

"No, I'm good, thanks," she says automatically. It's the same thing she's been saying every time he offers her a drink. She's fairly sure he's putting stuff in them. Why else is he so insistent on her drinking? Or maybe he just wants to get her drunk.

"It's on me," he says with a playful wink and laughs like he's told a funny joke.

"I'm not going to drink, thank you," she says. It's not that he's not hot, which he is. It's just that he's so painfully boring. "I'm eighteen. I can't drink yet," she says. Maybe he'll get off her back when he realizes she's not twenty-one. Except that plan totally backfires because now he's looking at her like he's found some sort of hidden gem and she feels all the hair on her arms rise up uncomfortably. "Um... I should get going," she says, deciding that Lily's going to be fine without her for five minutes. She'll text her later. She makes to stand up, but he grabs her arm to stop her. She stares at his fingers around her arm and wills him to let her go. When that doesn't work, she tries it with words, "Look, I'm really not into you."

"You will be," he says with a smirk that is probably meant to be charming but fails spectacularly and feels like a threat instead.

She glances to the side for help and wishes she had been talking to him instead. The man sitting on the other side of her is a Greek God, tanned skin and perfectly sculpted facial features with a body to match. He looks like he's in his thirties, which is, alright, a little too old for her, but he is really working that suit. She swallows the lump in her throat and remembers that she's in mortal danger when Tron (Tony?) squeezes her arm.

The hot stranger is looking at her with concern, piercing blue eyes staring straight into her soul. Except she doesn't want him to look at her soul, just her panicked gaze will do, thank you.

"Come on, I'll show you around," Tony (Trevor?) insists, like there are places he can magically conjure in the bar or something.

She catches hot and sexy's gaze. "Help?" she whispers under her breath desperately. She really doesn't want to make a scene and she's two seconds away from kneeing Trevor in the balls, so she kind of hopes Mr. Hot and Sexy has a better plan.

He leans forward, lips brushing her ear as he says, "It'll be my pleasure."

A hot jolt of pleasure sizzles down her spine from where his breath touches her bare skin. Suddenly, there's a pair of warm, possessive arms around her chest, right under her breasts.

Trevor (Trojan?) turns around to figure out why she's not budging from her seat and she swears his face turns a bright red when his sight lands on them. She swallows hard and tries her best to look like she belongs in Mr. hot and sexy's hard, toned chest. Maybe if she looks like she lives there, Trevor would go away.

"Who the fuck are you?" he demands.

"Dominic Wilson. Pleased to meet you," he says, extending a hand to the man even as he presses a warm kiss on her neck. It takes all of her self control to keep from moaning. She tilts her head slightly, giving him ample access to the skin on her neck.

Thrown by Dominic's suave introduction, he takes his hand, "Tobias."

She knew it was something starting with 'T'! Two points for Emma!

"Emma, I thought we were gonna go somewhere?" Tony asks, sounding so much like a child that she sees Dominic rolling his eyes.

"I um... I'm gonna stay a bit," she murmurs. It's hard to think when Dominic's mouthing up her neck like that. He sucks the fragile flesh into his mouth and licks over her pulse.

Tony looks like he's two seconds away from stomping his feet and saying, 'I saw her first!' but does the smart thing and lets her go.

She lets out a sigh of relief. "Thank god," she murmurs, sinking into the man's chest before realizing she's sinking into a stranger's chest and should probably pull away at  some point, but she's so comfortable.

She tries subtly to move away, but Dominic just tugs her back against his chest with his arms around her waist. The bartender eyes them suspiciously, but doesn't try to break them apart for indecent behavior. Judging by the way the couple in the corner are rutting against each other, they're probably fucking and he doesn't even care. She's pretty sure nothing short of murder would get the bartender interested.

"Found someone, Dom?"

Emma jolts at the appearance of another man beside them. It's getting a little crowded here. The new guy is drop dead gorgeous, which really isn't fair. His level of hotness rises exponentially when he crosses his arms, showing off delicious, toned biceps, and grins.

"This is Emma," Dom says, not even bothering to look up from where his face is pressed against her cheek. "She's the one."

"The one?" she murmurs.

The stranger cocks and eyebrow. "Have you asked her? Consent is important, Dom."

She can feel the man roll his eyes even though she can't see him.

"Emma, I'd like you to come home with us," he says.

She's probably hearing this. What's the word for auditory hallucinations? Paracusia? Her mouth opens and closes a few times, but she's not sure if she knows enough words to respond to that question. Latin might be helpful? Maybe? What comes out of her mouth is, "Whaa?"

"I think you'll be fun to take home and play with."

Her legs have gone weak. "Wha?" she repeats dumbly.

"Mm... I see the appeal," the stranger notes, dragging his eyes down her body appreciatively. "She's pretty innocent though," he says.

"How would you know that?" she demands, and then blushes when she realizes she's just given herself away. She swears under her breath while the two men chuckles.

"I'm Johnson Hill. Everyone just calls me John. Are you interested in us?" he asks.

Her brain short circuits and takes a few seconds to reboot. She blinks at the guy. "Wait, really? Is this like, some sort of weird sex thing? Cause I'm pretty sure I'm not drunk enough for that."

Instead of looking annoyed or pissed, John is fondly amused. "You really found an innocent one, Dom," he comments. "Are you certain she's the one?"

"Hey, I'm a catch, alright? Top of my class and everything," she says, feeling oddly insulted by the insinuation that she's not good enough.

"Of course you are," Dominic growls at her throat, his arms squeezing possessive around her waist for a second before he releases her. "It would be interesting, wouldn't it?"

"How old are you?" John asks abruptly.

"Twenty one," she answers without thinking.

He smirks. "Try again."

"Eighteen," she admits. "But I haven't drank anything yet, so you can't get me in trouble."

He eyes the drinks in front of her and notes that they're all still filled to the brim.

"Travis bought them for me and I didn't think it'd be safe to drink them," she waves at the drinks.
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