

Chapter 1

The tension in the air was palpable as Emily stood before Malcolm Hardy's expansive desk, her heart pounding against her ribs like a trapped bird. The senior partner leaned forward, his elbows resting on the polished mahogany surface, his fingers steepled together as he regarded her with those unsettlingly blue eyes. They were the color of a summer sky, yet held a chill that made Emily shiver despite the warmth of the office.

"Tell me about your relationship with David," Malcolm said, his voice dropping to a lower register that seemed to vibrate through Emily's chest.

Emily shifted uncomfortably in her chair. "It's fine," she replied automatically.

"Bullshit," Malcolm countered, a small smile playing on his lips. "I've seen the way you look when you think no one is watching. Your engagement is just another item on your to-do list, isn't it? Check the box, move on to the next task."

Emily's eyes widened, but she couldn't deny the truth in his assessment. How could he possibly know that? She had been so careful to maintain her professional demeanor, even when David's name came up in conversations.

"You're observant," she managed to say, trying to keep her voice steady.

"Among other things," Malcolm replied, his gaze never leaving hers. "I'm also a man who appreciates a challenge, and you, Emily Chen, are a fascinating challenge."

A shiver ran down Emily's spine as his words hung in the air between them. There was something in the way he said "fascinating challenge" that sent heat spreading through her belly. She had heard the rumors about Malcolm, of course – the way he could make any woman feel seen, desired, and utterly at his mercy. Now she understood why.

"As I mentioned," Malcolm continued, leaning back in his chair and stretching his long legs out in front of him, "I believe in complete dedication. To your work, yes, but also to yourself. You're neglecting your own needs, Emily. And that neglect is showing in your performance."

Emily's breath caught as she noticed how the fabric of his suit pants hugged his powerful thighs. She quickly looked away, but the image was seared into her mind.

"I'm here to be your mentor," Malcolm said, his voice softening slightly. "To help you find that balance. But I need to know that you're serious about this opportunity. That you're serious about yourself."

As he spoke, he stood and walked around his desk, his movements fluid and graceful for a man of his size. He came to stand behind her chair, close enough that she could smell the clean scent of his cologne and the faint, masculine smell of his skin. Emily's hands tightened on the arms of the chair, her knuckles turning white.

"Have you considered what complete dedication might entail?" Malcolm asked, his voice low in her ear.

Emily's heart was hammering so loudly she was certain he could hear it. "I'm not sure," she whispered.

"Let me be more specific," Malcolm said, his breath warm against her neck. "It might mean long hours together. It might mean working weekends. It might mean leaving your personal life at the door when you come to work."

His hand brushed against her shoulder, and Emily couldn't suppress the gasp that escaped her lips. The contact was brief but electric, sending sparks of awareness through every nerve ending.

"Or," Malcolm continued, his hand coming to rest on the back of her neck, "it might mean something else entirely."

Emily's head was spinning. She should pull away, should protest at this increasingly inappropriate behavior, but something held her in place. Something in his touch, his voice, his very presence was intoxicating, and she found herself leaning into his hand rather than away from it.

"I need to know that you're willing to do whatever it takes to succeed," Malcolm said, his thumb tracing circles against her skin. "That you're willing to explore the boundaries of your comfort zone."

As if to illustrate his point, his other hand came to rest on her thigh, the warmth of his palm seeping through the fabric of her skirt. Emily's breath hitched, and she could feel her body responding to his touch – her skin flushing, her heart racing, a warmth spreading between her legs that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

"Take some time to think about it," Malcolm said, removing his hands and stepping back. "Consider what you're willing to sacrifice for your career. For yourself."

Emily stood on unsteady legs, her mind reeling from the encounter. As she walked back to her office, she couldn't shake the feeling of his hands on her body, the memory of his voice in her ear, the promise of possibilities that lay just beneath the surface of his words. She knew that whatever decision she made, her life would never be the same.




Chapter 2

The elevator ride up to the fifty-fifth floor felt both agonizingly slow and terrifyingly fast. My reflection in the polished steel doors showed a woman who appeared composed, but whose eyes betrayed the turmoil within. The navy blue suit I had so carefully selected this morning now felt like a cage, constricting at the chest as I took shallow breaths. With each rise of the elevator, my heart beat faster, a rhythmic thudding that seemed to echo in my ears. The sterile smell of the elevator car mixed with my own subtle perfume, creating a strangely intoxicating atmosphere that only heightened my nerves. Malcolm Hardy had summoned me again, this time not as potential mentee but as something more. The cryptic further instructions had arrived via encrypted message at precisely 8:00 PM, instructing me to present myself to his private suite in ninety minutes. The coded language hinted at a session that would require my "full participation" and "unwavering focus." I had spent the entire ninety-minute journey in a state of heightened anticipation, my mind racing with possibilities of what might await me. As I stood in the elevator, I straightened my already impeccable blazer, smoothing non-existent wrinkles from the fabric. My fingers trembled slightly as they adjusted the delicate gold watch on my wrist, a small piece of jewelry that seemed both a comfort and a reminder of the professional world I was momentarily leaving behind. When the doors slid open with a soft ping, I stepped into a private penthouse suite that was far more extravagant than any office space I had witnessed in my three years at Sterling & Reed. The floor-to-ceiling windows framed a breathtaking view of the city lights, twinkling like scattered diamonds against the inky darkness of the night sky. But it was the man standing in the center of the room who commanded my immediate attention. Malcolm had changed from his business attire into something more casual yet infinitely more intimidating—a charcoal gray V-neck sweater that clung to his muscular frame, black tailored trousers, and bare feet. His hair, usually impeccably styled, was slightly tousled, as if he had been running his hands through it. The transformation was startling, rendering him somehow more dangerous, more approachable, and yet somehow more remote than ever. "Emily," he acknowledged, his voice lower than in his office, vibrating with a familiarity that made my stomach clench and my knees feel unexpectedly weak. "You're punctual. I appreciate that." The simple greeting sent a shiver down my spine, and I struggled to maintain my composure. "Thank you, Mr. Hardy," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, though I had been practicing this moment for the past hour and a half. He closed the distance between us in three long strides, reaching out to trail a finger along my jawline. His touch was warm, firm, and impossibly gentle all at once, sending electricity through my entire body. "In this space, when we are alone, you will call me Malcolm. Or sir. Whichever comes more naturally." I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry, the simple touch sending electricity through my entire body. "Malcolm," I tried out, the word feeling strange and forbidden on my tongue, yet strangely right. "Good girl," he murmured, his thumb brushing against my lower lip, the touch sending waves of sensation straight to my core. "Now, let's get down to why you're here." He led me to a seating area arranged with a central chair and what appeared to be a medical stool. The chair was leather, rich and dark, inviting yet intimidating at the same time. I sat hesitantly, my posture stiff and unbending, my hands clasped primly in my lap. Malcolm moved around me with predatory grace, his presence enveloping me completely. His scent—a mix of expensive cologne, something woodsy, and an underlying masculine musk—wrapped around me, making it difficult to concentrate on anything but his nearness. The soft padding of his bare feet on the expensive hardwood floors was the only sound in the spacious room, creating a rhythm that seemed to pulse in time with my accelerating heart. "Relax, Emily," he commanded softly, placing his hands on my shoulders. "This is a safe space. A place for you to let go of all that professional restraint." I managed to lean back slightly as his hands began to knead the tense muscles in my neck. The massage was professional at first, methodical and precise, his thumbs pressing into knots I hadn't realized were there, his fingers working the tight fascia along my spine. I let out a soft sigh, my body beginning to yield to his expert touch. But gradually, his touch grew more personal, more deliberate. His fingers traced the line of my collarbone, dipped into the hollow of my throat, and then slid beneath the collar of my blouse to rest on the sensitive skin just above my breastbone. The warm press of his palm against the swell of my breast through my bra sent a jolt of desire straight through me, and I couldn't suppress the soft gasp that escaped my lips. "A junior associate shouldn't carry so much tension," he observed, his voice a low rumble near my ear, his warm breath tickling the sensitive skin just below my lobe. "What's troubling you, Emily? What keeps you up at night?" My mind raced. Should I tell him the truth? That it was his firm expectations, his piercing gaze, the way he watched me in meetings that kept me awake? "My career," I managed to say, though I knew that was only part of the truth, a safe answer that wouldn't reveal the depth of my obsession with him. "Liar," he whispered, his lips brushing against my earlobe, the contact sending shivers of anticipation down my spine. "You're thinking about me. About what I might do to you." The admission hung in the air between us, thick with possibility, charged with electricity that seemed to hum in the space between our bodies. I wasn't sure if it was a question or a statement, but my body's immediate response betrayed me completely. My breathing hitched, becoming shallow and rapid, my nipples tightening into hard peaks beneath my lace bra, almost painfully so. The warmth that had begun to spread through my core when his hands had first touched me now bloomed into a full-fledged heat, pooling between my thighs and spreading upward. Malcolm seemed to sense my growing arousal. Instead of moving away, he allowed his hand to rest more fully on my breast, his fingers splaying across the lace-covered flesh, his thumb brushing repeatedly over my already sensitive nipple. I bit my lip to hold back a moan, but it escaped anyway, a soft whisper of sound that seemed to echo in the silent room. "The presentation was good," he said, his voice shifting back to the professional tone I recognized from our office encounter, though there was a new undertone to it now, something raw and predatory that made my pulse quicken. "But your delivery was lacking. Tonight, we'll work on that." With his words hanging in the air, he moved his hands to the buttons of my blouse, undoing them with slow, deliberate movements that made my heart hammer against my ribs. Each button released sent a new wave of anticipation through me. I should have stopped him, should have reminded him that this was highly inappropriate, that I was engaged, that he was my senior partner. But the words died on my lips as his fingers brushed against my abdomen, sending waves of pleasure through me that obscured all logical thought. His knuckles grazed the sensitive skin just above the waistband of my skirt, and I couldn't suppress the shudder that rippled through my body. "The presentation was good," he repeated, his fingers now working the second button free, the cool air of the room meeting my overheated skin. "But your delivery was lacking. Tonight, we'll work on that." As he spoke, he continued his methodical undressing, his fingers deftly working the buttons of my blouse, each click echoing in the silence of the penthouse suite. The fabric parted to reveal the black lace bra I wore beneath, and I felt vulnerably exposed, yet incredibly turned on by his steady, purposeful movements. "We'll be working on your vocal projection," he continued, his gaze fixed on my breasts as he worked the third button free. "When you're making a point, you need to make sure everyone in the room hears you. Understand?" I nodded, my lips parting as his thumbs brushed over my nipples through the thin fabric, the sensation making me gasp. "Words, Emily," he corrected, his voice firm but not unkind. "Give me words." "Y-yes," I stammered, my mind struggling to form coherent thoughts as his hands continued their exploration of my body, his touch sending sparks of desire through every nerve ending. "Louder," he demanded, his hands squeezing my breasts through the lace, the sensation both delightful and almost overwhelming. "Make me hear you." "Yes," I cried out, the sound echoing in the spacious room, my voice finally carrying the confidence he expected. "Better," he approved, releasing me suddenly. "Now, stand up, Emily. It's time to begin your training in earnest." I complied, my movements unsteady as I rose to my feet, my blouse hanging open to reveal my partially exposed body. Malcolm circled me like a predator sizing up its prey, his fingers tracing patterns on my back as he moved, the touch sending waves of anticipation through me with each pass. "Your posture is all wrong," he noted critically, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through me. "You hold your body as if you're expecting punishment. Let's change that." He moved to stand behind me, his hands coming to rest on my hips, the heat of his palms seeping through the fabric of my skirt. "Arch your back slightly," he instructed, his voice soft against my ear, his breath warm against my neck. "Push your chest out. Own your body, Emily. It's the most powerful tool you possess." I did as he said, my body responding to his guidance, the professional mask I wore so carefully at the office falling away, replaced by something more primal, more instinctual. When I looked at my reflection in the window, I barely recognized the woman staring back at me—confident, bold, and eager, with eyes that sparkled with desire rather than the usual anxiety. "Better," Malcolm approved, his hands sliding around to my stomach and then upward, cupping my breasts through the lace of my bra. "Now, for the real work." He turned me to face him, his expression intense, his eyes dark with desire that mirrored my own. "Tonight, we'll be working on your vocal projection. When you're making a point, you need to make sure everyone in the room hears you. Understand?" I nodded again, my lips parting as his thumbs brushed over my nipples through the thin fabric, the sensation making me gasp. "Words, Emily," he corrected, his voice firm but not unkind. "Give me words." "Y-yes," I stammered, my mind struggling to form coherent thoughts as his hands continued their exploration of my body, his touch sending sparks of desire through every nerve ending. "Louder," he demanded, his hands squeezing my breasts through the lace, the sensation both delightful and almost overwhelming. "Make me hear you." "Yes," I cried out, the sound echoing in the spacious room, my voice finally carrying the confidence he expected. "Good," he praised, releasing me suddenly. "Now, bend over the chair. It's time for your first real lesson." My heart hammered against my ribs as I positioned myself over the chair, my chest pressed against the cool leather, my ass lifted in the air. The position left me feeling incredibly vulnerable, yet strangely empowered by the submission. Malcolm's hands slid the skirt of my suit up, revealing the black thong I wore beneath. He ran a fingertip along the elastic edge, sending shivers of anticipation through me, the light touch sending waves of pleasure that made me shudder. "I'm going to spank you, Emily," he announced, his voice calm and matter-of-fact, yet with an underlying current of excitement that made my pulse quicken. "Not because you've done anything wrong, but because it will help you learn to take direction. Every sound you make, every movement, will be part of your training. Do you understand?" I nodded again, feeling a strange mix of excitement and trepidation, my body already responding to the promise of what was to come. "Words," he reminded me, his hand coming to rest on my ass cheek, the warmth of his palm a stark contrast to the cool air of the room. "Yes, sir," I managed to say, the honorific slipping out naturally, as if I had always known this was how I should address him in this context. "Good girl," he murmured, his hand moving in slow circles on my ass, the touch sending waves of anticipation through me. "This is going to hurt, but it's going to help you. Trust me." I braced myself, my fingers gripping the edges of the leather chair, the smooth surface providing a satisfying contrast to the rough texture of his hand. But nothing could have prepared me for the sharp stinging sensation that followed. His hand connected with my flesh with a resounding smack, and I gasped, my body jerking forward despite myself. "Did I say you could move?" he asked, his voice sharp with disapproval, though I detected a hint of approval in the tone. "No, sir," I replied quickly, my voice already breathless with anticipation. "Stay still," he ordered, delivering another smack to the other cheek, the sound echoing in the spacious room. This time, I managed to stay in position, though my body still shuddered with the impact. "Count after each one. Let me hear your voice." "One, sir," I cried out, the pain already mixing with something else—something hot and liquid that was spreading through my core, making me unbelievably wet. He continued, alternating between my cheeks, each smack harder than the last, the sound of his hand against my flesh creating a rhythm that seemed to pulse through my entire body. "Two, sir," I called out, my ass now burning with a delicious heat that radiated outward, warming my entire body. "Three, sir," I moaned, shifting my hips involuntarily, unable to resist the natural reaction to the sensation. "Four, sir," I gasped, my fingers gripping the chair even tighter, the leather smooth beneath my palms. "Five," I whispered, my voice barely audible as the sensations overwhelmed me, a mix of pain and pleasure that was becoming increasingly difficult to distinguish. "Louder," Malcolm demanded, his hand coming to rest on my throbbing flesh, the warmth of his palm a welcome contrast to the stinging sensation. "Make sure I can hear you across the room." "Five, sir!" I shouted, my voice echoing in the penthouse suite, the sound of my own voice a surprise even to myself. "Good girl," he praised, his hand sliding between my legs, the touch electrifying after the heat of the spanking. "And now, for the real lesson." His fingers pushed aside the thin fabric of my thong, finding me wet and ready, the evidence of my arousal unmistakable even to my own surprised ears. I moaned as he traced my folds, his touch sending waves of pleasure through me, making me forget everything except the sensation of his fingers on my most intimate places. "You're so responsive," he observed, his voice thick with approval, his fingers continuing their exploration. "I knew you would be." He slipped a finger inside me, and I cried out, my body arching toward his touch, the intrusion both delicious and overwhelming. "Malcolm," I whispered, his name tasting like forbidden fruit on my tongue, a secret pleasure we shared in this private moment. "Focus, Emily," he commanded, adding another finger and increasing the pace, the sensation making it difficult to form coherent thoughts. "This is part of your training too. You need to learn to multitask, to handle multiple demands at once. Can you do that?" I nodded, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my body trembling with the effort to maintain the position he had commanded. "Yes, sir," I managed to say, the words coming out as a breathless whisper. "Good," he murmured, his thumb finding my clit and applying firm pressure, the sensation making me gasp with pleasure. "Come for me, Emily. Let me hear you." The orgasm hit me like a freight train, tearing through my body with an intensity I had never experienced, the waves of pleasure so strong they seemed to override every other sensation, every other thought. I screamed his name, my body convulsing with the force of the climax, my fingers digging into the leather chair as I rode out the storm of sensation that washed over me. Malcolm held me as I rode out the pleasure, his fingers still inside me, his other hand stroking my hair, his touch grounding me in reality as I floated on a sea of ecstasy. When I finally stilled, he slowly pulled his fingers from my body, bringing them to his mouth and tasting me with a satisfied expression, the sight of him doing so sending a fresh wave of desire through me. "Now," he said, his voice returning to its professional tone, though there was a new warmth to it that hadn't been there before. "Let's talk about your next assignment."




Chapter 3

The summons arrived on a crisp Tuesday morning, jolting Emily from her monotonous routine. Malcolm Hardy's office had instructed her to meet him at his penthouse at 8 PM sharp. The address alone - 1210 Park Avenue, in a building that scraped the sky - sent a shiver down her spine. This was no ordinary mentoring session.

Emily arrived twenty minutes early, nervously checking her reflection in the mirrored elevator doors of Malcolm's exclusive building. She had deliberated for what felt like hours over her outfit - professional yet slightly provocative. Her gray pencil skirt hugged her curves perfectly, and her white blouse was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lace of her bra beneath. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a severe bun, but a few gentle waves escaped around her face, softening her professional appearance. The elevator doors opened directly into the penthouse, revealing a breathtaking view of the city skyline.

"Emily. You're punctual." Malcolm's voice was deep, resonant, and immediately commanding. He stood in the center of the expansive living room, dressed in dark slacks with his shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms dusted with dark hair. The room was sleek, modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows and tasteful, minimalist furniture. A leather sofa in deep burgundy invited relaxation, while a glass coffee table displayed an arrangement of black roses. The scent of sandalwood and expensive whiskey hung in the air.

"Yes, Sir," Emily replied, her heart racing as she remembered his instruction from their last meeting. Her eyes drank in every detail of him - the confident set of his shoulders, the intelligent glint in his dark eyes, the slightly crooked smile that somehow made him appear both approachable and terrifyingly powerful.

"Good. Please, come in." Malcolm gestured toward the plush, cream-colored sofa that seemed to float above the marble floor. "Would you like something to drink? Tea? Water? Or perhaps something stronger?"

"Water, please, Sir," Emily managed, her throat suddenly dry as desert sand. She took a tentative step into the penthouse, feeling the plush carpet beneath her heels. The city lights were beginning to twinkle below, creating a glittering tapestry against the darkening sky. This was a world away from her cramped apartment and the sterile environment of the law firm. The penthouse was a masterpiece of design - spacious yet intimate, with every detail carefully curated. An abstract painting in bold reds and blacks dominated one wall, its commanding presence echoing Malcolm's own.

Malcolm moved toward the kitchen area with the grace of a predator. Emily's eyes followed him, admiring the way his slacks hugged his firm backside and the powerful muscles of his thighs. He returned with a crystal glass of water, which he handed to Emily with deliberate slowness, his fingers brushing against hers just long enough to send a jolt through her entire being.

"You seem nervous," he observed, his eyes piercing as they studied her face. He circled around her slowly, a panther assessing its prey. "Your breathing has changed. Your pupils are dilated. Your hands are trembling slightly."

"I am, Sir. This is... unusual," Emily admitted, trying to hide the fact that her nipples had hardened almost painfully beneath her blouse. She crossed her legs, suddenly acutely aware of the growing warmth between her thighs.

"Unusual can be good. Or bad. Depends on your perspective." Malcolm sat in an armchair across from her, his posture relaxed but authoritative. He watched her steadily, his dark eyes missing nothing. "Our sessions at the office were productive, but I believe you need a different kind of training."

Emily took a small sip of water, trying to steady her nerves. "What kind of training, Sir?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Malcolm leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. "The kind that requires complete surrender. The kind that tests your limits and expands your boundaries."

Emily swallowed hard, unsure what he meant but feeling her body responding with increasing interest.

"Stand up, Emily," he commanded gently, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her very bones.

She complied, setting her untouched water on the coffee table and rising to her feet. As she stood, Malcolm's eyes swept over her body, taking in every curve, every line, every detail of her appearance.

"Turn around. Slowly," he instructed, his voice firm yet remarkably gentle.

Emily did as instructed, feeling his gaze like a physical touch on her skin as she completed a full rotation. She was hyperaware of the way her skirt swayed around her thighs, the way her blouse clung to her back, the way her heels click-clacked softly against the marble floor.

"Good. Now, kneel."

The instruction hung in the air for a moment. Emily hesitated, her mind racing through a dozen scenarios. This was not what she had expected. Malcolm's eyes never left hers, waiting, patient but unyielding.

"Now," he said, his voice firm.

Emily slowly lowered herself to her knees on the plush carpet, feeling the soft fibers against her skin. Her professional demeanor melted away under the intensity of his gaze, replaced by something raw and vulnerable and terrifyingly exciting. She was exposed, vulnerable, and at his complete mercy.

"Look at me," Malcolm commanded.

Emily lifted her eyes to meet his, feeling a jolt run through her at the raw power she saw there. He was in complete control, and she was utterly at his mercy.

"Who do you belong to, Emily?"

The question caught her off guard. "I... I'm not sure what you mean, Sir," she stammered, her heart pounding in her chest like a trapped bird.

Malcolm leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. "I want to be very clear about our arrangement. When we are together, you belong to me. Your time, your attention, your body. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir," Emily whispered, a strange sensation stirring in her belly - a mix of fear and anticipation that she couldn't quite name.

"Good." Malcolm stood and walked behind her. "Stay there."

Emily remained kneeling, her heart pounding in her chest. She heard Malcolm moving around the room, the soft rustle of fabric, the click of a cabinet opening and closing. A drawer slid open, then closed. When he returned, he was holding not one but two items: a black silk blindfold and a silver collar, delicate yet imposing.

"Close your eyes," he instructed, his voice soft but commanding.

Emily obeyed, feeling the cool silk slide over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Without the ability to see, her other senses heightened dramatically. She heard Malcolm's steady breathing, felt the warmth of his body as he moved closer, smelled the faint scent of his cologne - something woodsy and masculine, like cedar and sandalwood with a hint of something wild and untamed.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

Emily parted her lips, feeling something soft and smooth press against them. She recognized the taste of leather - a ball gag, designed to keep her silent and deepen her sense of submission. Malcolm gently pushed it between her lips, fastening it behind her head. The leather felt strange, foreign, yet oddly comforting in its restraint. Then, she felt the cold metal of the collar against her neck, being fastened around her throat. It was snug but not uncomfortable, a constant reminder of her position, of her belonging. The click of the clasp echoed in the silence of the room.

"Stand," Malcolm said, his voice gentle but firm.

Emily rose to her feet, wobbling slightly due to her restricted vision and the unfamiliar sensation of the gag. Malcolm's hands guided her, one firmly placed on her lower back, the other on her elbow, steadying her with an authority that sent shivers down her spine.

"Walk forward," he instructed, his voice low and commanding.

Emily took tentative steps, her senses straining to anticipate her surroundings. She felt the carpet change beneath her feet, then the smooth, cool surface of hardwood floor. Malcolm guided her forward, his touch both guiding and restraining, until her shins touched something soft - a bed covered in what felt like silk or satin, cool against her bare legs.

"Sit," he commanded.

Emily sat on the edge of the bed, her hands gripping the comforter beneath her. The fabric was luxuriously soft, a stark contrast to the constrained feeling of the collar and gag. The bed dipped beside her as Malcolm sat down, his weight causing a slight shift in the mattress that she felt through her entire body.

"Lie back," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her.

Emily reclined, her head resting on the pillows. They were down-filled, soft and cool against her heated skin. She felt Malcolm's weight shift as he positioned himself beside her. Then, she felt his hand on her thigh, slowly, deliberately tracing a path upward, pushing her skirt higher with each pass. His touch was firm yet gentle, commanding yet respectful, exploring and claiming her body simultaneously.

Emily's breathing grew shallow, a strange mix of fear and anticipation building inside her. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, unaccountably aroused. Malcolm's touch was like electricity, sending jolts through her entire nervous system with every caress. He moved his hand to the buttons of her blouse, deftly undoing them one by one, exposing her lacy bra to the cool air of the room. Emily jumped slightly at the sensation, her nipples hardening beneath the fabric with a painful intensity.

"Shh," Malcolm soothed, his hand resting on her stomach. "Just feel."

Emily tried to relax, to surrender to the sensations, to trust in his guidance. Malcolm's hands moved with purpose, exploring her body with practiced ease. He unhooked her bra, his fingers trailing along her sensitive skin as he removed it, leaving her breasts exposed to his touch and the cool air. Then, he slid his hand into her panties, his fingers finding her already wet folds. Emily gasped, a muffled sound against the gag, her hips bucking involuntarily at the contact.

"Not yet," Malcolm murmured, his voice low and commanding, his breath warm against her ear. "You don't come until I say you can."

He continued to tease her, his fingers circling her clit with maddening slowness, dipping inside her with deliberate precision, bringing her to the edge of climax again and again, only to pull back at the last moment. Emily whimpered, the sound strained against the gag, her body aching with a need that bordered on pain. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the way her body trembled beneath his touch, the way her nipples stood at painful attention.

"You want to come, don't you?" Malcolm asked, his voice husky, his eyes watching her every reaction even though she couldn't see him. "You're desperate for it, aren't you?"

Emily nodded, a jerky movement that conveyed her urgent need. "Please, Sir," she whispered, her voice barely audible against the gag, but Malcolm seemed to understand, to read her body's language as if it were his own.

"Beg me," he commanded, his voice firm with authority.

"Please, Sir," Emily whispered, her voice trembling with desperation. "Please let me come. I need it so badly. I'll do anything you want, just please..."

Malcolm chuckled, a low rumble in his chest that vibrated through her entire being. "Not yet, little sub. You have a lot to learn about patience. About control."

He continued his torment, bringing her to the edge time and time again, until Emily was writhing on the bed, her body slick with sweat, her mind a blur of sensation and need. She had never felt so intimately exposed, so completely at someone else's mercy, and yet, she had never felt more alive. Every nerve ending was screaming for release, every muscle was coiled with tension, every breath was a gasp of anticipation.

When Malcolm finally allowed her to climax, it was with a force that left her trembling and breathless. His fingers moved with purpose, circling her clit with just the right pressure, his thumb brushing against her swollen nub, sending her crashing over the edge with a violence that stole her breath away. She bucked against his hand, her hips rising off the bed as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. Her body convulsed, her muscles spasming with the intensity of the release, and a sound escaped her lips - a cross between a moan and a scream - that was strangled by the gag.

As she lay there, gasping for air, the blindfold still covering her eyes, she knew nothing would ever be the same. Her world had shifted, and in that moment of pure ecstasy and surrender, she understood the power of submission. She belonged to him now, body and soul, and she wouldn't have it any other way.




Chapter 4

Emily arrived at Malcolm's penthouse with trembling hands. The elevator ride up had been excruciating, her heart pounding against her ribs with each passing floor, each ding of the elevator echoing in her chest like a countdown to something inevitable. When the doors finally slid open, she found herself in a spacious, elegant foyer that opened into a breathtaking living space with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city skyline, all twinkling lights and towering glass monuments to wealth and power.

"Come in, Emily," Malcolm's voice resonated from the adjoining room, deep and commanding, yet not unkind.

As she stepped into the penthouse, Emily noticed the room was dimly lit, candlelight flickering across the walls and creating dancing shadows that made the space feel both intimate and mysterious. Malcolm was seated in a leather armchair, his large frame almost swallowing the furniture, a glass of whiskey in his hand. He wore a crisp white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms dusted with dark hair, his hands looking strong and capable as they cradled the glass. His eyes, intense and commanding, never left her as she approached, following her every movement with a predatory fascination that made her pulse quicken.

"Take off your jacket," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument, yet somehow making her want to comply.

Emily hesitated for a split second, her fingers fumbling with the buttons of her tailored jacket, feeling exposed as she slipped it off her shoulders and folded the fabric neatly before placing it on a nearby table. The act of undressing for him, even partially, felt somehow intimate and vulnerable, as if she were peeling away layers not just of clothing but of her own carefully constructed persona.

"Now, stand before me," Malcolm commanded, gesturing to the space in front of his chair, his eyes never wavering from her face.

Her heart raced as she positioned herself where he directed, her professional attire suddenly feeling restrictive and inadequate against the heat that was beginning to bloom within her. The air seemed charged with something electric, something that made her skin prickle and her breath catch in her throat.

"Look at me," Malcolm said, his voice soft yet firm, a velvet command that she couldn't resist.

When her eyes met his, she saw not judgment but an overwhelming presence that commanded her full attention, a man who knew exactly what he wanted and wasn't afraid to take it. His gaze was both assessing and appreciative, trailing from her face down to where her blouse clung to her curves, then back up again to settle on her lips, slightly parted in anticipation.

"From now on, when we are here, you will address me as 'Sir'," he explained, swirling the amber liquid in his glass, watching the way the light caught the liquid before continuing, "And you will refrain from speaking unless I give you permission. Do you understand?"

"Y-yes, Sir," Emily stammered, her voice barely above a whisper, the word feeling strange and yet somehow right on her tongue.

Malcolm's eyes narrowed slightly, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Repeat that."

"Yes, Sir," she said more clearly this time, feeling a strange sensation of submission mixed with excitement at the authority in his voice and the way his eyes seemed to see right through her.

"Good girl," he nodded approvingly, the praise sending a warm flush through her. "You're learning."

His hand moved to her chin, gently lifting it until her eyes met his once more, and in that moment, she understood that their dynamic had shifted irrevocably. He was in control, and she was here to please him, to learn from him, to submit to him in ways she had never imagined.

"You have a beautiful body, Emily," he said, his voice dropping to a husky timbre that sent shivers down her spine. "A body meant to be worshipped and controlled."

Emily felt a flare of heat between her thighs at his words, a reaction that both shocked and intrigued her, making her wonder at the depths of her own desires. Malcolm noticed the subtle shift in her breathing, the way her pupils dilated slightly, and a small, knowing smile curved his lips.

"Tell me what you're feeling," he commanded, his thumb tracing lightly along her jawline, a feather-light touch that made her want more.

"Aroused, Sir," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper, almost shy to speak of her own body's treasonous response to his command.

"Louder," he insisted, his touch moving downward to rest on her collarbone, his thumb brushing against the skin just above her bra. "I want to hear you say it. I want to know that you're aware of how your body responds to my presence."

"Aroused, Sir," Emily repeated, more confidently this time, the word flowing more easily now as she embraced the honesty of her reaction to him. The heat between her legs intensified, a throbbing ache that made her shift her weight from one foot to the other.

"Good girl," Malcolm praised, his hand moving to her hair, his fingers tangling in the silken strands as he gently pulled back her head, exposing her throat to his gaze. "That arousal belongs to me now. Do you understand? Your pleasure is mine to give or withhold, mine to command. You exist here only to feel what I allow you to feel."

"Yes, Sir," Emily nodded, understanding dawning on her as Malcolm's ownership of her pleasure became clear. The thought should have frightened her, this surrender of control, but instead, it made her feel safe, protected, and intensely alive. In his presence, she was no longer just Emily, the professional woman with all her responsibilities and worries. Here, she was simply a vessel for his pleasure, and that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Malcolm reached into his pocket, producing a small, slim vibrating wand that hummed quietly in his hand. "Tonight, I'm going to introduce you to the concept of orgasms on my terms," he explained, his voice low and promising. "They belong to me, and I will grant them when I see fit. Your body will learn to respond to my commands, to my touch, to my will."

Emily's eyes widened at the sight of the device, a mixture of fear and excitement coursing through her as she imagined what that vibration would feel like against her most sensitive areas. The unknown was both thrilling and terrifying, and she found herself anticipating his next move with breathless anticipation.

"Lie back on the floor," Malcolm instructed, patting his thigh and gesturing to the plush carpet beneath them, which looked impossibly soft and inviting. "Spread your legs for me. I want to see what belongs to me."

Emily complied, lowering herself to the floor with a grace she didn't know she possessed, her movements becoming more fluid under his watchful gaze. She spread her legs slightly, feeling the cool air of the penthouse brush against her inner thighs, a contrast to the heat building within her. Malcolm positioned himself between her legs, his eyes never leaving her face as he leaned forward, the wand still in his hand.

He ran the wand slowly along her inner thigh, the vibration buzzing against her skin in a maddening tease, making her muscles jump and her breath catch. He circled closer to her center, the vibration growing stronger, but never making direct contact with her clit, which was now throbbing with need.

"Not yet," he whispered, reading her body language, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her squirm beneath him. "Your body needs to learn patience, to understand that pleasure comes on my schedule, not yours. When you come, it will be because I allow it, because I command it."

Minutes passed as Malcolm continued his slow, maddening exploration of her body with the wand, occasionally circling closer to her center before pulling back, each time leaving her breathless and aching for more. Emily's breathing grew shallow, her hips twitching involuntarily as she struggled to contain her growing arousal, her nails digging into the carpet as she fought against the overwhelming sensations.

"Beg for it," Malcolm commanded, his voice low and husky, almost a growl that vibrated through her. "Beg for the release that only I can give you."

"Please, Sir," Emily whispered, her voice desperate and needy, almost a plea for mercy. "Please let me come. Please touch me where I need it most."

"Louder," he insisted, his thumb pressing lightly against her clit through her panties, the pad of his thumb rough against the sensitive flesh, sending sparks of pleasure through her. "I want to hear you beg. I want to hear you admit that you need me."

"Please, Sir! I want to come for you!" she cried out, her voice trembling with need, her body arching off the floor, seeking more of his touch, more of the pressure that he was so expertly withholding. "Please, I need to feel it. I need to come."

"Beg properly, Emily," Malcolm growled, removing his thumb and replacing it with the cool vibration of the wand, pressing it firmly against her clit through the thin fabric of her panties. "Beg like you mean it. Tell me what you want."

"Please, Sir, please may I come?" Emily pleaded, her voice trembling with desperation. "I'll do anything you want. I need to come for you, Sir. Please grant me this. Please let me feel that pleasure you promise."

Malcolm's eyes darkened with desire, his expression almost feral as he watched her writhe beneath him. "You may come," he finally granted, his voice barely a whisper, yet commanding and absolute as he pressed the wand firmly against her clit, the vibration intense and direct now.

Emily's body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her back arching off the floor, her hands gripping the carpet as she cried out. Malcolm controlled her release, his free hand resting on her stomach, holding her down as the sensation overwhelmed her senses, the pleasure far more intense than she had ever experienced alone. Her mind was a blur of ecstasy, the world narrowing down to just this moment, this sensation, this man who held her pleasure in his hands.

"Yes, Sir! Oh yes!" she screamed, her body bucking against his hand, the orgasm wrenching cries from her throat that echoed through the penthouse. "I'm coming for you! I'm coming so hard!"

Malcolm watched her with fascination, his eyes never leaving her face as she rode out the orgasm, his hand never wavering from its position against her clit, prolonging the sensation until she was trembling and gasping for breath, her body slick with sweat, her skin glowing with satisfaction and release.

When the tremors finally subsided, Emily lay panting on the floor, her body boneless and replete, her mind floating in a haze of pleasure. Malcolm turned off the wand and placed it on the table beside them, his eyes never leaving her, his expression one of intense satisfaction.

"That was just the beginning, Emily," he promised, his voice full of unspoken possibilities and promises of more to come. "You're learning, but there's still so much more to discover about your body and mine. Tonight was merely an introduction to what I can give you, to what you can feel under my guidance."

Emily nodded, understanding that her sexual awakening was just beginning, guided by the firm hand of the man who now controlled her pleasure completely, and she couldn't wait to see what else he would teach her, what else he would show her about herself and her desires.




Chapter 5

The dim lighting of the hotel room cast long shadows across the walls, highlighting the tension in Emily's shoulders as she stood outside Room 1204. Her fingers trembled slightly as they traced the hem of the expensive black dress Malcolm had bought for this precise moment. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, the open back dipping tantalizingly low. She had felt both exposed and empowered when Malcolm had presented it to her that afternoon, his fingers grazing her spine as he helped her into it.

She took a deep breath, the scent of expensive hotel soap and something distinctly masculine lingering in the air. The knock she delivered to the door seemed to echo in her chest, her heart pounding against her ribs like a trapped bird. When Jack Miller opened the door, his presence was immediately commanding. He was older than she had expected, with sharp features and eyes that swept over her with an appreciative hunger that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Emily Chen, I presume? Please, come in," he said, his voice a rich baritone that seemed to vibrate in her bones.

As she stepped inside, her eyes adjusted to the low lighting. At first, she didn't notice Malcolm sitting in the corner, partly obscured by shadows. But then he shifted slightly, and the gleam of his watch caught the light. Her body relaxed fractionally—he was here, watching, orchestrating everything. He gave her a subtle nod, and she knew she had to proceed.

Jack led her to the center of the room, where a single, elegant but uncomfortable-looking wooden chair had been placed. "Please, have a seat," he instructed, gesturing with a hand that seemed almost too large for his frame.

Emily sat, her back straight, hands folded primly in her lap as Malcolm had taught her. Jack began to circle her, his movements deliberate, his eyes never leaving her face. "Malcolm has told me so much about you," he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate tone. "I must say, he wasn't exaggerating about your beauty."

His finger trailed along her collarbone, the touch feather-light but sending jolts of electricity through her nervous system. "Malcolm says you're learning to submit. I'd like to see how far along you are."

With that, he unzipped his pants, the sound seeming unnaturally loud in the quiet room. His erection sprang free, thick and impressive, and Emily felt her breath catch in her throat. "Open your mouth," he commanded, his voice firm now, leaving no room for hesitation.

Emily parting her lips, her eyes darting to where Malcolm sat in the shadows. His approval was evident in the slight tilt of his head. Jack stepped closer, his cock brushing against her lips before he guided it into her mouth. Emily closed her eyes, focusing on the task at hand—the way Malcolm had shown her, the rhythm he preferred, the way to use her tongue to maximum effect. The salty taste of him filled her mouth as she worked, her cheeks hollowing with each suck, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside.

As she performed the act, a strange sensation began to build in her core. The knowledge that Malcolm was watching, that he had arranged this, that he was testing her submission, created a powerful cocktail of excitement and taboo pleasure that she couldn't ignore. Her breathing grew heavier, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her dress, betraying her growing arousal.

Jack's hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements, setting a faster pace. "That's it," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Just like that."

The sounds of the act filled the room—the wet slide of her lips, Jack's increasingly ragged breathing, the soft moans escaping her own lips. With each thrust, each command, Emily felt herself becoming more and more disconnected from the physical act and more connected to her submission to Malcolm's will. She was doing this for him, performing for him, and that realization intensified her arousal beyond anything she had experienced before.

Jack came with a groan that seemed to reverberate through the room, spilling his hot seed into her mouth. Emily swallowed as instructed, her eyes never leaving Malcolm's. He gave her another approving nod, a small smile playing on his lips.

"Excellent," Jack said, zipping up his pants. "You're a natural. Malcolm has trained you well."

He then directed Emily to the large bed in the center of the room, his eyes scanning her body with renewed hunger. "Now, let's see how you handle something more... demanding," he said with a wicked grin.

As Jack proceeded to use Emily's body for his pleasure, fucking her on the bed while Malcolm watched from the shadows, Emily maintained her focus on her lover. The thickness of Jack's cock filling her, stretching her in ways she was still adjusting to, the weight of his body pressing her into the mattress—it was all secondary to the knowledge that Malcolm was enjoying the show. With each thrust, each command, each moment of submission, she felt herself becoming more and more lost in the experience, her own pleasure building to dizzying heights despite the humiliation of being used by another man.

When Jack was finished, he kissed Emily gently on the forehead before leaving the room, leaving Emily alone with Malcolm. The powerful attorney walked over to the bed where Emily lay, her body still trembling with the aftermath of her experience. "Did you enjoy that?" Malcolm asked, his voice soft yet commanding.

Emily hesitated, knowing she should say what was expected. But in that moment, she felt compelled to be honest. "I don't know, Sir. It was... intense. Humiliating, in some ways. But also... exciting."

Malcolm smiled slightly. "Good girl. For being honest." He ran a hand along her thigh, the simple touch sending sparks through her sensitized body. "You passed the test, Emily. But this is just the beginning."

He then proceeded to make love to Emily with a tenderness that surprised her, his hands and mouth exploring her body with reverence. His fingers traced the curve of her waist, his lips finding the sensitive spot behind her ear, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were taut peaks of need. The contrast between Jack's rough taking and Malcolm's gentle possession was intoxicating, and Emily felt her body responding with renewed passion.

As he brought her to the edge of orgasm again and again, denying her release until she was begging, Emily realized that her submission to Malcolm was not about humiliation or degradation—it was about surrendering her pleasure to someone who understood her needs better than she did herself. When Malcolm finally allowed her to climax, it was with an intensity she had never experienced before, waves of pleasure crashing through her body as she cried out his name. In that moment, Emily knew she had made her choice—she belonged to Malcolm, and would do whatever he asked of her.




Chapter 6

Emily stood before Malcolm's desk, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge, the weight of his revelation pressing down on her chest like a physical force. His words echoed in her mind, a bomb detonating in the center of her being. The room seemed to tilt, and for a moment, she wondered if she might faint. But as her vision cleared, something unexpected began to stir within her—a dark current of arousal that made her thighs clench involuntarily. She had been performing for an audience, and the knowledge thrilled her as much as it terrified her. A secret part of her, the one Malcolm had so expertly cultivated, found a perverse excitement in the violation.

"Bring him here," Malcolm commanded, his voice calm as he poured himself a whiskey, the amber liquid catching the light as he swirled it in his glass. His eyes, the color of storm clouds, never left hers. "I want you to perform for him tonight. In my office. Behind that one-way mirror."

Emily's heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. "But Sir, I—"

"Enough," Malcolm cut her off, his tone leaving no room for argument. His eyes flashed with something dangerous, something that made Emily's stomach flutter. The command settled over her like a familiar blanket, and though fear still lingered, the thrill of submission began to take root.

The meeting room had been transformed into a stage, with the comfortable chairs removed and replaced with a single spotlit stool in the center. Emily's pulse quickened as she entered, the realizing she would be playing to an invisible audience. Behind the one-way mirror, she knew Daniel sat, watching unseen. Malcolm stood before her, his presence dominating the space, his silhouette backlit by the single lamp on his desk.

"Undress," he said, his voice low and commanding, carrying an authority that made her fingers tremble as they reached for the buttons of her blouse. "Slowly."

Emily took a deep breath, her eyes downcast as she began the slow reveal of her body. The first button slipped through its hole, revealing a glimpse of her lace bra. The second, and the third, until her blouse hung open, revealing her torso to Malcolm's appreciative gaze. The cool air of the office kissed her bare skin, sending a shiver through her that made her nipples harden into tight buds. She could feel Daniel's eyes on her, though she couldn't see him, and the thought sent a surge of liquid heat between her legs.

With practiced movements, she slipped her blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Her hands moved to her skirt, unzipping it and letting it pool at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lace underwear. Malcolm circled her slowly, his gaze roaming over every inch of her exposed skin, apprraising her like a valuable artifact.

"Kneel," he commanded.

Emily sank to her knees, the cool tiles meeting her skin with a shocking intimacy. She maintained her posture—back straight, hands resting on her thighs, eyes fixed on the floor—even as her mind raced with sensation. The chill against her knees, the way Malcolm's shadow passed over her, the imagined sight of Daniel watching from the darkness—all combined to create a cocktail of vulnerability and excitement that left her breathless.

"Tell me what you want," Malcolm said, his voice soft yet insistent, carrying the weight of a man who had come to know her desires intimately.

Emily swallowed hard, finding her voice. "I want to please you, Sir," she whispered, her tone growing stronger as she continued. "I want you to use my body. To remind me of my place. To make me feel what you want me to feel."

Malcolm's hand cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. Those stormy eyes seemed to see into her very soul. "Tell me how this has changed you," he instructed, his thumb tracing her lower lip.

Emily's voice dropped to a husky whisper, thickening with emotion and arousal. "You've awakened me, Sir. You've shown me what it means to truly submit. I don't just want your approval—I crave it. I need it. When you touch me, when you command me, it's like the world narrows to just us. To this moment. I've become someone who thrives on this power exchange, who finds freedom in surrender."

Malcolm's smile was a slow, predatory curl of his lips that sent a thrill of anticipation through Emily. He reached for a silk scarf on his desk and began to slowly wrap it around her eyes, the soft fabric tickling her skin as it plunged her into darkness. "Describe your experience with Jack," he instructed, his voice dropping to almost a whisper, as if sharing a secret between them.

Emily's breath hitched, but her training took over. She found her voice again, more confident this time, her words flowing like water as she recounted the events. "It was humiliating, Sir. Being used by another man while you watched. But knowing you were there, that you had arranged it... it made me hot. It was like a performance, and I was the star. I felt like an object of your pleasure, and that's what I've come to crave—being your possession, your plaything, the instrument of your desires."

Malcolm's hands began their exploration, one teasing her nipples through the lace of her bra while the other slipped between her legs, his fingers finding her already wet center with practiced ease. "Did you enjoy being his toy?" he asked, his voice thick with approval.

"Yes, Sir," Emily gasped as his fingers found her clit, beginning a slow, maddening circle that sent sparks of pleasure through her entire body. "I enjoyed being your toy. I enjoyed knowing that whatever he did to me was for your pleasure. It made me feel chosen, special in a way only you could understand."

"Good girl," Malcolm murmured, his fingers moving faster, his other hand now cupping her breast, thumb brushing over her already hardened nipple through the lace. "Now, I want you to come for me. For your fiancé. So he can see how much you need this."

Emily's body tensed, the pleasure building to a crescendo with each expert touch. Her hips began to move in rhythm with his fingers, chasing the sensation that was building within her. With a cry that echoed in the silent office, she climaxed, her body writhing under Malcolm's touch, waves of pleasure crashing over her in powerful, overwhelming waves. As she sagged against him, breathless and trembling, Malcolm removed the blindfold.

Daniel stood in the center of the room, his arousal evident through his pants, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. Emily's eyes flicked from him to Malcolm, her expression a complex mix of shock, defiance, and a newfound certainty she had never experienced before.

"You wanted this?" Daniel asked, his voice tight with emotion, his hand adjusting his obvious erection without conscious thought. "All of this?"

Emily squared her shoulders, finding a strength she hadn't known she possessed. "Yes, I did. And I do." She stepped closer to Malcolm, dropping to her knees once more before him, her position of submission now feeling more natural to her than standing. "Sir, I choose you. I want to leave Daniel and fully embrace my role as your submissive."

Daniel staggered back, a visible wound appearing on his face, but his arousal didn't subside. "This is who you are now?"

"Exactly who I am," Emily confirmed, her eyes never leaving Malcolm's. "And I want to show Sir exactly what I can do."

She turned back to Malcolm, her expression fierce with desire, her voice thick with need. "I want you to use me, Sir. I want you to tie me up and spank me until I'm screaming. I want you to fuck me hard while I call you master. I want you to make me beg for more, and then more, until I'm so exhausted I can barely stand. I want to feel your ownership, to live and breathe it until it's the only truth I know."

The power in her voice, the absolute certainty in her desire, sent a thrill through Malcolm that he could barely contain. He had known this moment was coming, had been cultivating it, but hearing her words, seeing the transformation in her, was more intoxicating than he had imagined possible. He knew then that Emily had truly found her place—and he was exactly who she needed to lead her there.
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