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He lowered a hand down my belly, reaching the growing wetness between my legs and I crossed them instinctively, clenching my thighs tightly together as if that would be enough to stop him.

His wandering hand continued downwards, squeezing between my clenched legs to rub against the engorged clit. 

Passionate tide overtook rational mind and I lost myself in his passionate kiss, convinced that nothing would ever make me feel this good ever again. 

He swallowed my whimpers as he rubbed my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my spine. 

His eyes dilated with pleasure as I responded to his kiss. 

A hardness between his legs pressed insistently against me and I reached out and gripped his shoulders, curling my fingers through the fabric of his shirt. I moaned into his lips and he shuddered. 

His erection grew larger and thicker. He drew back from my lips and kissed my shoulders, branding me with his molten lips. My sex pulsed with need and I opened my legs willingly. 

Dampness soaked me, allowing his fingers to delve into my hole easily. My breath came in short pants and I squirmed in place. 

"You're ravishing," he growled and I flushed in embarrassment. 

With his free hand, he rolled my nipple and lowered his head to capture the sensitive tip into his mouth. 

"Ohh!" I screamed, stars exploding in front of my eyes. He bit gently on my nipple and a full-body tremor went through me. 

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned. He chuckled as he moved his attention to my other nipple, careful not to ignore it. Dark curls covered his eyes and I closed my own, unable to withstand the primal desire in them.  

As he took my nipple to his lips, he inserted another finger into me. 

"Sir, your presence is requested outside," a voice interrupted at the worst possible moment. 

I pushed him away quickly and attempted to cover myself from the prying eyes of the stranger. 

"I will be there when I'm ready," Nicholas growled, glaring at the employee. There wasn't a doubt in my mind that the man would be jobless by the end of the day. 

The stranger didn't seem to care much for his job though. He was too busy staring at me. 

I tried to cover as much of myself as I could, but it was hard considering I was completely naked. 

Other staff members of the hotel were coming in. They were probably on their break and was hoping to use the room to relax. Instead, they were being treated to the sight of my very naked body. 

"Is there anything we can do to help you, Sir?" the man asked brazenly, licking his lips in lust. 

My face and upper chest flushed red in embarrassment but the hardened expression on Nicholas's face relaxed and he looked contemplative. 

"Why don't you just stay and watch? I'm sure Ella here would enjoy the company," he said suddenly. 
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Wet Dresses and Stolen Kisses
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Every year, the best and brightest alumni of Brazen High gathered at the Club Sahara Ballroom in Pennsylvania to celebrate how far they had gotten since graduation. 

Nicholas Gentry raised his glass filled with no-doubt expensive liquor and took a sip, letting the bubbly drink cool his burning throat as he put out a barely-used cigar that felt like it cost more than my entire semester's tuition. 

I knew because I had the privilege of setting out the cigar box for him earlier that evening, when the staff mistakenly took me for one of their own instead of a guest. The box was gold and diamond engraved and had the Gentry family emblem on the lid. I hid into the bathroom to change into my gown right afterwards. 

He would reach for another once he was done with his yearly speech. He sponsored these gatherings for god knows what. He never seemed to enjoy himself here. The event was recorded and sent to the headmaster, who would brag about having some of the most influential graduates as he showed parents the video.

I had only seen him in magazines and newspaper articles. Seeing him from the furthest corner the luxurious Ballroom was no different. He was still too far away to see and his speech was too muted to hear anything. 

"I hate these events," Jackson said, helping himself to one of the drinks. 

"Put it back," I whispered hastily, looking around to make sure nobody saw him. "You'll get in trouble if you get caught!" 

He shrugged, "We're legal now, in case you've forgotten. I'm only here because the invitation said there'll be free booze." 

I rolled my eyes. At 21 years of age, Jackson and I were the youngest members of the alumni group. We graduated top and second of our class and Mr. Gentry had graciously sponsored our tickets. It was the perfect time to network, but I haven't been able to leave the little corner I had gotten myself into since the beginning of the event. 

Jackson had been pouting since he got here, probably since his parents made him come instead of letting him drive back to home to visit his girlfriend. Jenny wasn't pleased when she realized he would be coming here with me. She had nothing to worry about, though. Jackson and I were strictly friends.

I wondered where Jackson managed to get his tux from. It fitted him well, if a little too tightly.  

It had taken significant effort to find a gown that suited the occasion. The gold gown was rented for a hefty hundred and fifty dollars for a three days and all my accessories were borrowed from relatives. 

"You look gorgeous," Jackson surprised me by saying when the applause for Nicholas's speech died down. We joined in the applause half-heartedly. 

I blushed a brilliant red, "Thank you. You don't look too bad yourself." And I was telling the truth. Our friends had always joked that he was too good-looking to be as smart as he is, but I knew he worked harder than anyone to get good grades.

The only reason why I managed to win was because he was the star quarterback of Brazen High while my only 'physical' activity was playing the piano.  

"Thanks," he grinned, running and impatient hand through his hair. "So, I've had my drink," he said with an air of finality. "Wanna bail?" 

I stared at him in surprise, "You mean, leave?" 

"What? You think I'm going to stay with these old, pompous jerks for the evening? No thanks.  I'm just here cause the flight was sponsored."

Before he could continue talking, the double entrance beside us opened and Nicholas Gentry strode in. I glanced to the stage, surprised by how he had managed to magically disappear from the front of the room and appear in the back. It was magic.  

I felt his eyes on me the moment he stepped in and when he spoke, it was all I could do to not shudder. 

"I hope you aren't having too boring of a time." His voice vibrated in a deep bass that reverberated through my spine pleasurably. 

Nicholas Gentry had a reputation that every woman was aware of. He was rich. He was powerful. And he was kinky. 

Girls would gather together and giggle about the urban legends featuring him. One of the more outlandish tales involved his eighteenth birthday celebration, when he fucked the sexy English Teacher in the classroom as students watched from the windows. 

News tabloid ran stories of his one-night stands until people grew tired of reading them. Then, they started running stories of what he did to them during the one-night stands. Ropes, nipple clamps, blindfolds, whips, handcuffs, paddles...
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