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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This bundle contains four standalone stories that have scenes including exhibitionism & voyeurism, spanking, domination, bondage, humiliation, group-sex, filming, double penetration, and submission.

This bundle includes:

Flight Control

There’s lust forty-thousand-feet in the air.

Vanessa follows one bad decision after another and falls straight into the arms of a powerful man almost twice her age as he takes her apart in a private plane, using toys and expert hands on her inexperienced body.

Just when she thinks he's going to claim her once and for all, he steps away, leaving her to writhe in the agonizing pleasure as she's brought to the edge with no hope of relief. Until he shows up again. Only this time, he's not alone. He's brought friends with him and they're all going to claim her together.

Start Reading Here 

Lost Control

The message from her benefactor comes from nowhere. She knows it was too good to be true. The amount of money she has gotten from him in exchange for just her company through a computer screen is just ridiculous. It's time she pays her debts and she's afraid of what she needs to do.

The men who greets her at the high-rise building knows exactly how she can pay up. Anxiety morphs into fear twists into pleasure as she surrenders to the strangers in every way imaginable, giving them her everything.

Start Reading Here

––––––––
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Absolute Control

Innocent and naive 'Kitty' Kate finds herself in the clutch of the most powerful man in town... and loving every second of it. The dominating billionaire is used to getting his way and she is entangled in the brutal strength of his passion.

It is only when he starts bringing other men into what's meant to be private that she realizes just how much she is in over her head.

It's too late to turn back now. She is helpless to do anything but surrender as they show her pleasure beyond her wildest dreams, taking her apart with their hands and mouths, and with their hard, virile bodies.

Start Reading Here

Office Disciplinary Control

Harley knows she's in big trouble when she's caught misusing the company credit card. Mr. Daemon is an imposing man, glaring at her as he demands payment that she doesn't possibly have. But he isn't going to take her to the police. Not if she does what he wants...

If she had known what she was getting herself into, she would have said no.

It's too late now.

She's blindfolded and tied down, punished in front of her peers for her indiscretions and filmed. To add further humiliation to her punishment, she is taken for the first time and filled in every way imaginable, stretched and used up for their perverse pleasure.

Start Reading Here
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​​​Look Inside Flight Control
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She is enthralled with his touch, losing herself in it easily. The weightless sensation only intensifies everything she's feeling. With every touch and tug, she floats in the air, weightless.

He drags his mouth from her neck to her lips and he's kissing her finally, his tongue as controlling as every other part of him. It's a passionate kiss, one that consumes. She fears she would orgasm just from the way he's kissing her, his fingers pumping in and out of her slowly, dragging his fingers in and out and in and out, pulsing with a rhythm that only he understood.

When he splays his fingers inside her, deliberately stretching her as his free hand moves to her ass and finds the curvature that dips inwards.

Her gasp is swallowed in his mouth as he penetrates his fingers into her anal hole, opening her there too.

Both holes filled, she loses herself in the euphoria, in the pleasure that is too overwhelming for words. Yet, she knows this isn't enough. She needs more. She needs something bigger, something harder. She needs his cock inside of her.

His fingers move in and out of her two holes easily, stretching her. The swing sways with his movement, making it easier for him.

She wants to ask him what he plans to do when he suddenly moves away from her again, her holes gaping, inner walls clenching and trying to close around nothing.

He picks up a long string of anal beads from the table. "We'll just fill you up here first," he says.

She's never tried anal before. She has never tried anything before and she wishes she was brave enough to argue and tell him to slow down, but a part of her is too curious to ask him to slow down. She wants to see what would happen if he keeps doing what he wants- she wants to feel what will happen.

He walks around her and she suddenly understands why the whole swing is made with the soft sort of mesh that lets him open up a hole where her opening is and spread her cheeks wide.

She hisses when he applies cold lubricant into her, using his fingers to press into the walls and coat her insides with copious amount of lube first.

His lips are warm on her neck, kissing her lightly as he opens her up, two fingers, and a third once she is stretched open enough to take him.

His touch is almost tender as his other hand rests on her stomach, pressing her inwards so her body is fucking into his fingers.

Start Reading Here 
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​​Look Inside Lost Control
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"Quiet, baby," Master whispers, curling his arm around her waist tighter, keeping her in place. "Your Daddy's playing the piano. We shouldn't disturb him," he says. "That would be rude, wouldn't it?"

She swallows the lump in her throat and nods, letting him guide her to the couch. She tries to wriggle out of his grasp and sit in the corner, but he yanks her into his lap.

"Shh..." he hums when she struggles. "Just relax." His hand snakes between her legs, rubbing her through her sweatpants. She jolts, letting out a yelp as he begins to rub up and down her heat. Her eyes widen and she turns towards the piano, only to see Daddy still immersed in the symphony he's playing. It's soothing, but she's the furthest thing from calm at the moment.

"You- you shouldn't," she starts.

He hushes her, hand reaching up her shirt, easily tugging her bra out of the way so he can toy with her nipples. She shudders, knees weakening as they pebble almost immediately. Her body grows warmer with every touch. She can feel the hard heat of his length pressing up between her cheeks from underneath him, his arm around her waist working to both keep her there and position her in such a way that she's not sitting on his cock. She shifts, trying to put some distance between them, but all she manages to do is rub up against his cock even more. She whimpers, her breasts pressing into his palms, the underside of the bra poking uncomfortably into her skin.  "Look at you, rubbing your ass up to my cock like a little slut."

"I'm- m' not," she whimpers.

"Aww. You really are an innocent little kitten, aren't you?" he says, rolling her pebbled nipples between his forefinger and thumb. "You're going to feel so good, pretty thing," he croons. "You'll be begging for us to ruin you in no time."

"N-no," she whines, tearing up as he continues to alternate between massaging her breasts and tugging her nipples, his free hand still rubbing up and down between her legs. "I- I don't- I don't understand," she whimpers. "Daddy?" she calls out, hoping he could put an end to this, come and explain everything to her. He said he wanted her to experience school and have fun with her peers. And even if he had changed his mind about that, she thought he would be the one to take her first time and she would have been fine with that.

The man at the piano stops playing and sighs. He stands and turns around, letting her see him for the first time.

The first thought she has, oddly enough, is that he looks younger than his pictures. His eyes are what drew her to him in the first place, dark and dangerous, hiding a depth that she wishes she could reach and even those look different. Lighter, somehow. He's supposed to be in his early forties, but he looks younger, probably something in his thirties. She wonders why the profile picture would make him look older, but then again, he's on the site as a 'Daddy', so maybe looking older gets him more results and they probably edited his eyes to look more mesmerizing.

"Daddy?" she whimpers again, gasping when Master pinches her nipples.

His lips curl up. "Aw, look at you," he says, his voice matching the sneer and she doesn't know why she thought getting his attention was a good idea in the first place. He moves in towards her and all she feel is trapped. "You know why you're here, don't you? You put your pretty little face up on that slutty website because you want to be fucked," he says.

"N-no," she denies, moaning as Master grabs her thighs and spread her legs open so that Daddy can rub her between her lets with his fingers. He's pretty gentle about it, just rubbing up and down, not really too upset about her clothes still being in the way, but then he tugs her shirt up over her breasts and she makes a small, frightened sort of noise and his eyes light up in a way the she knows isn't going to be good for her.

"Look at you. We haven't done anything yet and you're all worked up already," he says.

She shakes her head, wanting to deny it even though it's true. Everyone here know it's true and there's no use denying it but she wants to anyways. "I'm not- I'm not a slut. I just- I needed- I wanted-" she trails off on a sob, starting to cry again.

"Aww. Poor baby. It's alright. Daddy's not going to judge you," he says.

Master- the man behind her- snorts. "There's nothing wrong with wanting to be fucked," he says.

She blinks at him. That is probably the nicest thing he's said to her all night. "Really?" she mumbles, leaning into Daddy's napkin as he wipes at her damp cheeks. She likes it better when they're being nice to her.

"Really," he says and she can feel him smiling when he presses his lips to her neck, kissing her there.

Start Reading Here
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​​Look Inside Absolute Control
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He straps her onto the medical table in the dungeon and used a speculum to keep her hole nice and open. Then, he used his fingers to scoop out the come that's in her pulsating walls.

The sensation is both humiliating and amazing, especially when he takes out the camera and started videotaping the whole thing.

"Such a lovely little cunt you have, darling," he hums.

She keeps her eyes clenched shut when she feels the soft pad of his finger on her inner walls, like he's testing her stretch.

"You're so pretty inside, baby, all pink and soft," he says, adjusting the stretch of the speculum, opening her up a little bit more.

"Ah, ah, no- I can't- I can't," she gasps.

"You were doing pretty well, taking so many cocks in your pretty little cunt earlier," he says and presses a kiss on her inner thigh. His other hand holds the camera steady, recording the way her inner walls try to close together. "So pretty," he groans and lowers the camera to pump his cock.

He stands and aims the head of his cock to her opening, the speculum giving him a straight passage into her hole.

"Oh, oh, you're- you're gonna," she gasps when she feels the hot spurt of his come inside of her hole, splattering into her inner walls. She comes again, her inner walls squeezing the speculum holding her open forcefully, her legs jerking, trying to come free from the restraints.

Start Reading Here
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​​Look Inside Office Disciplinary Control
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"What do you want me to do?" she asks.

He grins. "Looks like we're finally getting somewhere."

"What is it?" she asks.

"Morale is a little low after some of the men found out what Karen has done," he says. "Someone of her level spending so much money. I need someone to put them back in a good mood."

"Like... entertainment and stuff?"

He chuckles and put his hand on her shoulder, heavy and frightening.

She inhales sharply through her teeth, suddenly even more afraid. "Don't act innocent with me," he says, his fingers curling over to circle around his neck and moving further down, tugging her shirt a little out of the way.

She doesn't realize she has been unbuttoning her blouse buttons in her panic. "I don't- I didn't mean," she starts.

"You want an out? This is it," he says and does away with the rest of her buttons off.

She's too stunned to do anything as he yanks her shirt off, leaving her in only her bra. It's a pretty bra, brand new, courtesy of the credit card, an indulgence she's regretting by the second because he's looking at her breasts with a look that can only be described as hungry.

"We could settles this here, now," he says. "Or I can call the law enforcement on you, as I had done on your predecessor."

"Law- law enforcement?" she echoes. "Like the police?" she asks, her voice going pitched and more than a little bit scared.

"Yes, love," he says, his hand pressing the side of her face.

The endearment feels like she's being mocked, but a part of her can't help but melt into his touch, wish that he really means it. It's a ridiculous thought. She shakes her head.

"Is that a no?" he asks. "You could step away, if you want."

"No! I mean, yes!" she says. "I don't- please don't call the police. I'll pay back the money, I promise."

"How do you intend to pay me back if you no longer have a job?" he asks and though his tone is stern, his hand on her cheek remains soft and grounding.

"You're going to fire me?" she squeaks, grabbing her shirt and tugging it around herself, trying to keep her modesty.

"You understand I have to," he says and he sounds so reasonable, like he's making perfect sense.

"But if I- if I do what you want, then- then," she stutters and licks her lips. "Then you won't fire me?"

"Only if you're good," he says, fingers dancing across her naked shoulders, sending shivers down her spine. She leans into his touch, feeling his calloused fingers on her skin and wishing he would touch her more while also thinking she shouldn't let him touch her like this.

Start Reading Here

Control 1
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Group Domination & Humiliation

Arian Wulf

Copyright 2020 Arian Wulf

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.
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This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by strangers as others watch (and join in). There are also scenes of humiliation, sex toys, exhibitionism & voyeurism, double penetration, bdsm, spanking, and much more. 
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She is enthralled with his touch, losing herself in it easily. The weightless sensation only intensifies everything she's feeling. With every touch and tug, she floats in the air, weightless.

He drags his mouth from her neck to her lips and he's kissing her finally, his tongue as controlling as every other part of him. It's a passionate kiss, one that consumes. She fears she would orgasm just from the way he's kissing her, his fingers pumping in and out of her slowly, dragging his fingers in and out and in and out, pulsing with a rhythm that only he understood.

When he splays his fingers inside her, deliberately stretching her as his free hand moves to her ass and finds the curvature that dips inwards.

Her gasp is swallowed in his mouth as he penetrates his fingers into her anal hole, opening her there too.

Both holes filled, she loses herself in the euphoria, in the pleasure that is too overwhelming for words. Yet, she knows this isn't enough. She needs more. She needs something bigger, something harder. She needs his cock inside of her.

His fingers move in and out of her two holes easily, stretching her. The swing sways with his movement, making it easier for him.

She wants to ask him what he plans to do when he suddenly moves away from her again, her holes gaping, inner walls clenching and trying to close around nothing.

He picks up a long string of anal beads from the table. "We'll just fill you up here first," he says.

She's never tried anal before. She has never tried anything before and she wishes she was brave enough to argue and tell him to slow down, but a part of her is too curious to ask him to slow down. She wants to see what would happen if he keeps doing what he wants- she wants to feel what will happen.

He walks around her and she suddenly understands why the whole swing is made with the soft sort of mesh that lets him open up a hole where her opening is and spread her cheeks wide.

She hisses when he applies cold lubricant into her, using his fingers to press into the walls and coat her insides with copious amount of lube first.

His lips are warm on her neck, kissing her lightly as he opens her up, two fingers, and a third once she is stretched open enough to take him.

His touch is almost tender as his other hand rests on her stomach, pressing her inwards so her body is fucking into his fingers.
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​​​​Chapter One: Disaster Date
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Vanessa is rapidly losing interest in her 'date'. He's good-looking and pretty interesting in theory. He's an entrepreneur and is always on the look for great ideas. She just didn't think he would be on the look for said great ideas while he's on a date with her.

He had been droning on and on about how much money he could stand to make on his latest 'revolutionary idea'. It has something to do with solar panels and self-filling water. Or something. She really stopped paying attention ten minutes ago.

A ridiculously hot guy walks into the bar and she gladly lets herself be distracted by the strong jaw and powerful build.

She wishes she could trade her date for that guy.

The online dating website had set her up with the guy and their time together is looking less and less like a date and more and more like a scam. She makes a mental note to block the guy after she manages to extract herself from her current predicament.

It's not like he didn't try to be interesting. He was all suave and interested in getting her in bed when they first got together but now that he realized she's a flight attendant for private jets, he began to think of her as a job opportunity rather than a quick lay.

She doesn't know which is worse, really.

She's a flight attendant trainee, which is to say she does everything a flight attendant does, but she's doing it for free at the moment. She's only eighteen, though. She's lucky to have this job in the first place.

She has a lot of online courses that she has yet to finish hand once her training period is completed successfully, her employers agree to pay for her to get an actual degree so she can be a paid stewardess.

Oh great. The guy's trying to pitch ideas to her so she can invest. Or get some of her rich clients to invest. He promises to double- no, triple- her initial investment.

Losing interest in her date altogether, she focuses instead on the hot guy, who's getting more and more attractive by the second. He  finds a seat in the most isolated part of the bar, a booth in the corner. His dark hair is so black it almost glistens in the fluorescent light and his clothes, even from afar, looks expensive. He wears them really well, too.

She's experienced with rich people wearing clothes that don't work for them at all. His suit seems tailored specifically for his dimensions, shifting appropriately when he moves. He manages to get a drink and she silently approves of the choice of whiskey on rocks.

Her date had ordered two glasses of beer without asking her what she wanted. She's lucky the bouncer let her in at all. She's nowhere close to twenty-one years old. She isn't interested in drinking it, though. She tried beer once before and she doesn't like the bitter taste it leaves behind.

"Vanessa, are you listening to me?" her date asks.

"Huh?" She turns her attention back to her date, whose name she realizes she has forgotten already.

"So, what do you think?" he continues. "I think five-thousand to start and we'll go from there??" he flashes her a smile that makes her want to slap his face.

She has five thousand dollars in her bank, but only through painstakingly saving every penny she earns. She wants to get a degree and even if her employer sponsors her education, she still needs to pay for food and accommodations. "Look," she starts, trying to find a way of letting him down gently. "I thought this was a date, not a marketing opportunity?" she says finally, letting every bit of her disappointment drip into her voice.

"Oh," his face falls. "But you'll think about it, right?" he insists. "You'll be earning your money back in no time at all. You don't really need to go to college. I mean, the whole point is to make money and if you can-"

She stands up to get out of the uncomfortable situation. "I- I've got to go," she says, not even bothering to  come up with a good reason.

"Wait," he cries out suddenly. His hand shoots out and he grabs her by her wrist hard enough to pinch.

She tries to yank her hand back instantly, but his grip is tight and it only causes herself more pain.

"Just- why don't you sit down and have a drink before you go? You barely touched the drink," he says, gesturing to the beer on the table in front of her.

"Why don't you drink it?" she counters, pushing it towards him. "I'm not really a fan of beer," she says. A part of her wonders if he's being pushy because he doesn't even have enough to pay for the drinks, but she recalls him paying for the drink the moment it was set down, so that's not it.

To her surprise, he eyes her drink with distaste, which is odd considering he had downed his own glass so readily. The expression passes as quickly as it had appeared and she wonders if she was imagining things. "I'm sorry for being pushy. I know I can be really passionate-"

Pushy, she thinks to herself.

"-when it comes to my projects. Why don't you sit down? I've been talking about myself all day. Tell me about yourself," he urges, nudging the drink her way.

That's- well, that's nice of him, actually. She doesn't have much free time to herself and she would really like to have a good time. He's good-looking enough and she's always been interested in having sex with a hot white guy. Not that she's had much experience in that regard. She's been trying to put herself out there and experiment a little bit, live free and be more... open-minded  with new experiences and all that, but it's difficult when the people she seems to meet are douches.

"Sit. Have a drink. You can decide whether you still like me after you finish that," he says.

He's being awfully insistent about her drinking the beer. She sets her jaw and tries to remember if she had left him alone with her drink. "I'm not a fan of beer," she repeats.

"The brew here is really good," he insists.

"Why don't you drink it and I'll have something else?" she is pushing it at this point, trying to get him to drink it himself.

His jaw tense and there's real anger in his eyes for a second before he manages to mask it with a smile that doesn't quite reach his eyes. She attempts to pull her hand away but it's impossible. She has always been petite and she's feeling that size difference now. He's not even a particularly big man and he's able to keep her right where he wants her.
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​Chapter Two: Knight
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She could scream and cause a scene, but she's never been one to start trouble and this place is foreign to her. It's only supposed to be an overnight stop for her before she's flying again the next day.

She should tell him that she forgot something important and she needs to head back to the office. She opens her mouth and says, "Did you put something in my drink?" Damn it.

"How dare you!" he exclaims immediately, his face going several shades darker. She doesn't know why she ever thought him good looking.

"Why don't you drink it yourself if you didn't put anything in it?" she asks.

"How dare you!" he responds again, like a broken record with no other way of defending himself other than to sound outraged. She wonders if this has never happened before and it's why he's so thrown by it.

"Drink it," she insists. "Then, I'd believe you."

"How dare- how dare you accuse me of something like that! I would never!" he swings his hand wide and tips the glass over, spilling it's content all over the table. They're beginning to gather a crowd. It's hard not to, with him grabbing her wrist so tightly and being so loud even though she's barely raised her voice at all. "Now look what you've done," he says as though it wasn't a deliberate act to get rid of evidence.

She raises her brows at him.

"You're a fucking ugly cunt anyways," he says, letting go of her hand and twisting away with every bit of intention to play the part of a scorned lover as he stomps out of the bar, but his path is suddenly blocked by someone. The very same man Vanessa had been ogling the whole date.

He gestures at the mess at the table. "Perhaps you should apologize for that," he says and there's something about his tone that suggests it's not a suggestion.

The man looks incredibly unattractive as he opens and closes his mouth a few times, like he can't quite get his mouth to form the right words. Maybe he's trying to say 'how dare you' again.

Vanessa puts the glass upright, if only for there to be something to do with her hands. She gathers some napkins and tries to mop up the dripping water.

"No, don't do that, doll," the stranger hums. "He made the mess, make him clean it up."

Her date looks absolutely outraged by that, but he is still gaping like a fish out of water, unable to form the words.

"Or would you rather I bring this to the station? I don't suppose I would find anything suspicious if I searched  you now?" he pushes back his suit a little, showing off the firearm that he is carrying.

She startles. He's either a police officer or the mafia.

"Did you drink anything he gave you?" he asks, turning his attention to Vanessa suddenly.

The sheer attractiveness of the guy is like a sledgehammer to the stomach. He's even more handsome up close, wearing a tight black t-shirt and black jeans under a leather jacket. Stubble brushes over a jaw that was so perfectly shaped it might as well have been carved out of stone. His eyes are the most distinctive part of his feature though, dark as sin and deep as night.

She shakes her head when the question finally sinks in.

"Good he says and grabs her date by the lapels of his shirt. Do you think you can keep getting away with what you're doing, Leonard?" His voice contains a growl and just a hint of a curl on a lip.

She is close enough to see the way the man has unsheathed his gun and is pressing it up to her date's crotch. The acrid smell of piss fills the air.

"Detective Peter, we can handle it from here," someone says, stepping up behind the giant of a man. Unlike Peter- Detective Peter- the police officer behind him is in his full uniform.

"No, I can handle it," Detective Peter insists. "You can have him after I shoot his dick off. That'll stop him from ever doing this again, hm?"

"Are you- you can't do this!" her date exclaims. He's too afraid to struggle, but too afraid not to. He tries to pull away and she finds a pleasant sort of irony in seeing him in the position she was in earlier.

"Detective!" the officer says and another policeman in uniform appears behind him.

For a second, she thinks they're going to pull the detective off of him, but they merely continue in a softer tone, "at least bring him out back away from the cameras."

The grin he has is predatory and truly frightening and she can't really blame him for being so terrified, but the officers laugh and say. "Alright, Detective. Just give him here and we'll bring him in for processing."

"I can get you fired for this!" her date seems to have found his tongue again.

"Not really," Detective Peter sneers. "See, the last woman you tried this trick on? She's the daughter of one very powerful politician. You were called in by your HR department this morning, weren't you?" he continues. "By this time tomorrow, you will no longer have a job. There is one of two ways this can go down. You can admit to your crimes and suffer the consequences of your actions quietly, because the young woman doesn't want things to be made public, or your face can be published in papers everywhere for the next oh, week or so? These news don't really stay on the front page for very long. What do you think?" he turns to his colleague.

"I'd say a month."

"Personally, I would go with option two, the nuclear method. Draw out the court proceedings and maximize fallout. You will never get a proper job again. What do you think, Doll?" he turns to her.

She doesn't know what she should be agreeing to, but she notices the crowd they're gathering and think that can't be much good. "I think he should go with the first option."

"I say you should listen to her," he says and leans in, whispering softly enough that only the people close to them can hear him. "If you don't take the deal, I will personally see to it that your life and everything you love are ruined. I have my eye on you."

"Alright, I think he gets the point," the police officer says and drags the man away from the Detective, who grins as he puts what appears to be a tea cozy back on the table.

"Oh," she startles. She really thought he had a gun in his hand.

He grins when he catches her look of surprise.

"On the house. We're sorry for this, Miss," the bartender has set a colorful drink in front of her.

"Thank you for your cooperation," Detective Peter raises his own glass to the man, who rolls his eyes.

"Fuck off, Peter," he says, but he's laughing and pouring him a drink as well. "Thanks for coming in and handling this. Jenny was pretty sure she saw him spike another woman's drink the night before, but we couldn't be sure. Will the charges stick?" he asks.

She feels like she's being involved in something that she really shouldn't be a part of.

"Saw him drop something in her drink earlier. Idiot has a whole pack of the pills," Detective Peter says. "The charges will stick."

She should slowly back away and disappear. It's only polite to thank the men for saving her. "So all that- all that about a politician's daughter? It was all a lie?" Damn her curiousity.

Peter grins at her. "It's incentive for him to do the right thing," he says. "But he has also been getting complains lodged against him in the company. He's a bad man being put away."

"Oh," she murmurs. "Um- Thank you?" she says.

"Not a problem," he grins. "Why don't I get you a drink?"

"I'm not-" she chews on her bottom lip, suddenly afraid of getting in trouble.

"You're not even twenty-one, are you?"

The bartender sneakily tries to take her drink back, but she quickly tugs it towards her before she can think about it. It looks sweet and colorful. She sips at it quickly, enjoying the strawberry-melon tasting concoction and feeling it burn down her throat in the most pleasant ways. "Who says I'm not twenty-one?"

Peter laughs. "One drink, and then you can't stay here."
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​Chapter Three: A New Date
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He's a man of his word. She is only allowed a single drink before he escorts her out of the bar. And then they're kissing outside of his car. He tastes like something burning. At first she thinks that she shouldn't do this. He's just another stranger.

Except he saved her from a terrible thing and she feels like she could- she should trust him.

He keeps his hand on her thigh in the car and asks her to tell him about herself, as if he isn't slowly tugging her skirt up and fingers brushing against the inside of her thigh until he's touching the apex of her legs, almost against the place where the wet heat is strongest.

"What- uh- what're you-" she stutters. The scenery suddenly turns familiar and she's so distracted with recognizing building structures and street names that she stops thinking about how close his fingers are to her sex. "I- I know this place," she says. She has always had a good memory for places and locations. "I was here this evening. Are you driving us to the airport?" Her heart beats more rapidly. She should be afraid- worried- she shouldn't have gotten a car with a stranger. Anything could happen.
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