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Jill felt a shiver run down her spine as the final notes of the symphony echoed through the concert hall. She had been lost in the music while fantasies of unspoken desires and secret cravings swirled in her head, playing out to the intensity of the concerto.  The intermission lights flickered to life, pulling her out of her reverie, and she made her way to the bar for some refreshment.
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After ordering a glass of wine, she found herself standing next to a man she hadn't noticed before. He was tall, with a clean shaven face and piercing blue eyes. "Quite the performance, wasn't it?" he said, offering a warm smile.

"It was," she replied, her voice for some reason a little too eager. "The way the soloist stood up to the orchestra... It's like a battle of wills."

The man, who introduced himself as Reginald Rhys, nodded thoughtfully. "Indeed, a single instrument against the might of the ensemble. It's a metaphor for life, wouldn't you say?"

Jill took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his. "I often feel like that... like I'm fighting against the world."

Reginald leaned closer, his voice a soft caress against her ear. "Perhaps you'd like to tell me more about it?"

She smiled agreeably, and the conversation continued until it was time to return to their seats for the second half of the concert.

"How about coffee and dessert after the concert?"  He quickly asked before they parted.

"That would be lovely."

The second half of the concert passed in a blur, and before Jill knew it, she and Reginald were leaving the concert hall behind, walking into the warm embrace of the summer evening. The stars twinkled above, and the gentle hum of the city was a comforting backdrop to their conversation. They stopped at a small café, the soft glow of the pendant lights casting a cozy ambiance over their table as they shared a decadent dessert.  “Clearly, you enjoy classical music,” Reginald began.  “What sort of books do you like to read?”

"I've always had a soft spot for Victorian literature," Jill confessed, her cheeks flushing a delicate shade of pink. "Especially the erotic kind."

Reginald's smile grew knowing. "Ah, the thrill of the forbidden fruit. Tell me, what is it that you find so intriguing about those stories?"

Her heart racing, Jill took a deep breath. "The... the way the characters are forced to confront their desires. It's so raw. So intense."

"And do you ever consider doing some of those things you read about?"

Her eyes searched his, seeking reassurance. "Only if I were to be... um... coerced," she murmured, feeling both scandalized and thrilled by her own admission.

Reginald leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers. "Coercion can be a delicate art," he said, his voice dropping to a seductive whisper. "But when done right, such seduction can unlock hidden treasures."

The air was thick with unspoken promise as they left the café. He nodded towards his convertible BMW parked nearby.  "Would you like to take a ride with the top down?" he asked.  "It's a beautiful night."

Jill smiled a positive response and Reginald opened the passenger door for her to slide onto the tan leather seat.

With the cool breeze whispering through her hair as they drove away from the city lights, Jill's pulse quickened as she found herself pondering what she might have gotten herself into.  Yet she felt so at ease with Reginald.

"Why don't we take a little detour?" he suggested, turning the car onto a secluded road. "I know a place where you can truly appreciate the beauty of the night."

They pulled over at a scenic lookout, the city a dazzling tableau of lights beneath them, and Jill felt a sudden thrill of excitement mixed with apprehension. The evening had taken a surprising turn, and she had no idea where it would lead.  But she knew she was ready to find out.

"You know," he began, his voice a gentle command, "the only way back to civilization from here is a rather long walk."

Jill's eyes widened, and she felt a sudden urge to ask for his help, but she held back.

"But," he continued, "If you asked nicely..." He let the words hang in the air, a silent dare that seemed to echo through the quiet night.

Her voice trembled slightly. "What...what would you have me do?"

He turned to her, the moonlight casting a silver glow on his face. "I’d like you to show me your legs," he said, his gaze intense. "Maybe just past the top of your stockings."

Jill felt a rush of heat between her thighs. It was just like in her favorite stories, the kind she read alone in her room at night.  Her body was suddenly aflame with desire. She bit her bottom lip and her heart raced as she slowly lifted the hem of her long dress, revealing the silky black stockings that hugged her legs. "Is this what you’d like to see?" she asked, her voice a whisper of longing.

Reginald nodded, his eyes raking over her with a hunger that made her knees weak.  "Indeed! It makes me curious, though. Are you wearing panties?"

Her hands shook as she slid her dress up to her waist, seductively revealing her lacy black panties. The cool air caressed the bare skin of her thighs. She watched his pupils dilate as he felt the  thrill of the power he had over her mixed with her own growing arousal.

"Your fantasies are written all over your face, Jill," he told her, his voice a purr. "But I want to hear them spoken aloud."

Jill’s cheeks burned, but she couldn't resist the temptation. She leaned closer, her breasts pressing against him. "I.. .I fantasize about being forced to be exposed," she confessed, her voice a tremulous whisper. "And... and be made to do things I shouldn't want to do.".

He reached out, his thumb brushing against her bottom lip, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her body. "And who might be this man who would make you do these things.?"

"Oh, that would be you," she breathed, her eyes locking onto his. "You, Mr. Rhys."  The world around her faded away as she spoke.
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"I'd be delighted to help you experience the adventures you crave."  Reginald stroked the side of her face.  "All you have to do is whatever I tell you."  He smiled.  "Take off your shoes."

Jill kicked her shoes off without taking her eyes from him.

"Now your stockings."

Her legs were soon obediently bare, and with a trembling nod, she allowed him to guide her to step out of the car into the soft, fragrant night. The world around her was a blur of shadow and light, her senses heightened with anticipation. The cool grass caressed her bare feet as they touched the ground, and the gentle evening breeze played with her hair.

He took her hand and led her to the back of the car, his grip firm and reassuring. "Lean against the car," he said, his voice a gentle command.

Her body was a symphony of sensations as he slid his hands under her dress. Up her legs, until his hands were at her waist. She felt so vulnerable, and yet so safe with him.

He stepped closer, his breath hot against her ear. "What would you like, Jill?"

Her voice was a whisper of need. "I... I want you to look at me," she said, her voice shaking. "To be exposed to you."

With a predatory smile, his hands continued moving up her sides, fondling her breasts before sliding under her arms.  She instinctively raised her hands above her head, then gasped as the cool air kissed her skin when he slid her dress off over her head.

"Such a pretty sight," he murmured. 

Jill felt her firm breasts bounce gently as the garment was removed. The night air caressed her sensitive nipples, the cool making them stiffen. She watched his lingering gaze as he savored her body, naked now except for her panties.

He took her hand and made her walk around the front of the car, to the railing of the overlook, and made her stand out in the open, looking down on the city lights below.
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"I'm going to completely strip you now," he whispered, then pulled her panties off, revealing a closely trimmed triangle of pubic hair above her otherwise smooth pussy.

"Think about it, Jill,” he whispered.  “All those thousands of people down there."  He stood behind her and enveloped her in his arms.  "Any of them with a scope could be looking at you right now."

She pushed herself back into the comfort of his hug while his right hand moved in front of her, seeking out her pussy.  "You're all wet here," he whispered.

"You've made me so," she panted back.

He began to rub her clitoris, his touch feather-light at first, but then increasing in intensity. She bit her bottom lip to stifle a moan, but her body betrayed her, arching into his touch. Her legs quivered and she gripped the railing tightly, her eyes closing as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. He rubbed harder, and faster, until she was panting with need. Then, just as she was about to arrive at an orgasm, he stopped.

Her eyes shot open, and she looked back at him over her shoulder, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Please, don't stop," she begged.

"You may only cum when I tell you that you can," he said, teasingly.  He leaned down and whispered in her ear. "But if you're a good girl for me, I might let you."

Her eyes widened and she nodded as she understood.  He turned her to face him and he resumed his ministrations, his thumb circling her clitoris with just the right amount of pressure. Her breathing hastened and she felt her knees go weak, but she remained standing with his left arm holding her in position.

"You do want to be a good girl for me, don't you?"

"Oh yes,"  she eked out through an open mouth.  

"Then you will cum now."

With a cry that echoed through the night, she climaxed, her body spasming with the force of her release. He held her up as she rode out the waves of pleasure, her breath coming in shuddering gasps. When she had finished, he loosened his hold and she slid her down to her knees, the ground cold and hard beneath her.  "Open your mouth," he instructed.

She did so without hesitation, watching as he unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his erect cock. It was thick and heavy, and she could
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