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The emerald silk clung to her like a second skin, cool and liquid against her flesh. Sera turned before the full-length mirror, watching the way the fabric caught the soft light of the hotel suite, the way the high slit opened along her left thigh with each shift of her weight. The gown's back plunged to just above the curve of her ass, leaving her pale skin bare and exposed. Her black hair was pinned in a chignon that felt too tight, too formal, but it left her neck open, vulnerable. The diamond necklace Devon had clasped around her throat earlier felt like a collar, a reminder. She swallowed, watching her reflection do the same, and felt the flutter of nerves low in her belly.

She heard the bathroom door open behind her, and then his footsteps, soft on the plush carpet. Her breath caught. She didn't turn, just watched his reflection appear in the mirror behind hers. Devon wore a black tuxedo that fit him like it had been sewn directly onto his body, the lines sharp and unforgiving. His dark red hair was styled back, and those green eyes of his—fuck, those eyes—were fixed on her with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

He moved closer, and she felt the heat of him before he even touched her. His hands settled on her bare shoulders, then traced down the exposed skin of her back, his fingers leaving trails of warmth. "You look like sin," he said, his voice low and rough. "Beautiful, perfect sin."

Her cheeks flushed, the pink climbing up her throat. "You're not so bad yourself," she managed, trying for bratty, but it came out breathless instead.

His lips curved, a small, knowing smile. He reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew a small black velvet box. Her heart kicked hard against her ribs. She knew what this was. They'd talked about it, planned it, but now that it was here, real and immediate, her mouth went dry.

"Open it," he said, holding it out to her.

Her fingers trembled as she took the box, flipping it open. The vibrator sat nestled in black satin, pink and sleek and unmistakable. The internal arm curved like a beckoning finger, and the external arm was designed to rest against her clit. She'd seen pictures, read the specs with him, but holding it now, knowing what he intended, made her cunt clench with a mix of anticipation and trepidation.

"Devon," she whispered, her voice thin.

"It's going to stay inside you all night," he said, taking the toy from the box. He turned her to face him, his green eyes locked on hers. "Every time I want to remind you who you belong to, I'll turn it on. Every time you're a good girl, I'll reward you. Every time you're not..." He let the sentence hang, and she felt her pulse throb between her legs.

She nodded, unable to form words. He smiled, that soft, devastating smile that made her knees weak, and then he lowered himself to kneel before her. The sight of him on his knees in that perfect tuxedo, looking up at her with those intense green eyes, was almost too much. She reached out, steadying herself with a hand on his shoulder.

"Hold the dress up," he instructed.

She gathered the silk in both hands, lifting it to her waist. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. The cool air of the suite kissed her bare cunt, and she shivered. Devon's hands slid up her thighs, his touch firm and possessive. His fingers traced the inside of her leg, moving higher, and she felt her breath stutter.

"Spread your legs a little wider, Angel."

She obeyed, shifting her stance, her thighs parting. His fingers reached her folds, and he paused, his thumb brushing over her clit with maddening lightness. She gasped, her hips jerking forward. He chuckled, the sound a low rumble that she felt in her bones.

"Already wet," he murmured, his gaze dropping to her cunt. "Such a good girl."

The praise sent a pulse of heat through her, and she felt herself grow wetter under his touch. He parted her folds with his fingers, exposing her entrance, and then he brought the toy up. The silicone was cool against her heated flesh, a contrast that made her whimper. He positioned the internal arm at her entrance, the curved tip pressing against her.

"Breathe," he said, his voice gentle but commanding.

She inhaled deeply, trying to relax, and then he pushed. The toy slid inside her in one slow, deliberate motion, filling her completely. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch, the fullness, the way it pressed directly against her G-spot. Her breath hitched, and her fingers tightened on his shoulder. He didn't stop, adjusting the angle until the external arm rested perfectly against her clit, the pressure firm and unyielding.

"Fuck," she gasped, her knees threatening to buckle.

Devon's hands steadied her hips, holding her in place as he made minute adjustments, ensuring the fit was perfect. The toy felt like it was molded to her body, the internal arm pressing deep, the external arm a constant, insistent pressure on her most sensitive spot. She could feel her cunt clenching around it, trying to adjust, and the sensation sent little sparks of pleasure through her.

"How does it feel?" he asked, his eyes still on hers.

"Full," she whispered. "So full. And the pressure on my clit... Devon, I don't know if I can—"

"You will," he interrupted, his tone leaving no room for doubt. "You will. Because you're my good girl, and you're going to make me so proud tonight."

The words washed over her, and she felt herself soften, submitting to his will. He stood, his hands sliding down her thighs as he let her dress fall back into place. The silk settled over her hips, and the toy shifted inside her, making her gasp again. Devon reached into his pocket and withdrew the small remote control, holding it up so she could see it before slipping it back into his jacket.

"You just focus on being a good girl, Angel," he said, his voice a low promise. "I'll take care of the rest."

She nodded, her throat tight. He leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her temple, and then he stepped back, offering her his arm. Before she could move, he pulled the remote out again, his thumb pressing a button. The toy came to life inside her, a low, deep rumble that vibrated through her core and against her clit simultaneously. Her eyes went wide, and a strangled gasp tore from her throat. Her knees buckled, and she grabbed onto his arm for support, her vision blurring at the edges.

The vibration was relentless, a steady, throbbing pulse that seemed to reach every nerve ending. Her cunt clenched around the internal arm, and the pressure on her clit intensified, the dual stimulation making her head spin. She could feel her arousal slicking her thighs, feel the heat building low in her belly, coiling tighter and tighter.

And then, just as quickly as it started, it stopped. The silence was deafening. She stood there, panting, her body trembling, her cunt aching and empty despite the toy still nestled inside her. She looked up at Devon, her eyes wide and pleading.

He smiled, a slow, wicked curve of his lips. "Let's go," he said, his voice calm and collected, as if he hadn't just made her almost come apart in the middle of their hotel suite. "The night's just beginning."

— — —
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THE BALLROOM WAS ALL crystal chandeliers and polished marble, the kind of place that smelled like money and expensive perfume. Sera felt the weight of the toy inside her with every step, the silk of her gown sliding against her bare thighs, a constant reminder of what Devon had done to her upstairs. His hand rested on the small of her back, his palm warm against her exposed skin, and she could feel the possessive pressure of his fingers. Around them, people in tuxedos and glittering gowns laughed and clinked champagne flutes, oblivious. She tried to focus on walking normally, on keeping her expression neutral, but her cunt kept clenching around the toy, anticipating.

Devon guided her through the crowd with easy confidence, stopping to greet an older man in a charcoal suit. The man was talking about market trends, something about emerging tech, and Sera nodded along, trying to look engaged. Devon's thumb traced lazy circles on her back, a soothing rhythm that should have calmed her but only made her more aware of him, of his control.

And then the toy buzzed to life.

It was a low, steady vibration, not as intense as the test upstairs, but in the middle of this crowded ballroom, it felt like an explosion. Her breath caught, and she felt her cheeks flush hot. The vibration pulsed through her core, the internal arm massaging her G-spot while the external arm hummed against her clit. She clenched her jaw, trying to keep her expression neutral, but her thighs pressed together involuntarily, seeking friction, seeking more.

The older man was still talking, his words washing over her in a meaningless stream. Devon's hand on her back didn't move, his expression calm and attentive, as if he weren't currently making her cunt throb with need in the middle of a conversation. She felt the first tightening in her belly, the beginning of an orgasm building, and her breath quickened. Her fingers curled around the stem of her champagne flute, gripping it so hard she thought it might shatter.

Just as the pleasure began to crest, just as she felt herself about to peak, the vibration stopped. It was cruel, leaving her aching and empty, her body screaming for release. She sucked in a breath, her eyes darting to Devon. He was smiling at the older man, nodding at something he'd said, completely unbothered. His thumb resumed its lazy circles on her back, a silent mockery.

She wanted to scream.

The older man finally moved on, and Devon leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. "You did well, Angel," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. "Let's dance."

He led her to the dance floor, pulling her into his arms as a slow, jazzy number began. His body was solid against hers, his hand splayed possessively on her
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