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The expansive ballroom of Ms. Harrington's (The Countess) upscale penthouse pulsed with power and privilege. Designer chandeliers scattered prismatic light across the polished marble floors, where high-profile insiders mingled in sleek designer wear, all exchanging sharp smiles and measured pleasantries.

Poppet stood beside Ms. Harrington, her posture impeccable—back straight, shoulders at ease, chin slightly lowered to exude both deference and grace. The outfit chosen for her was a provocative masterpiece: a midnight blue silk dress that clung to her curves before flowing to the floor, with artfully placed cutouts that revealed teasing hints of skin while reserving an air of mystery.

"Ms. Anderson is approaching," Poppet murmured in a hushed tone meant only for Ms. Harrington's ears. "Her husband’s financial difficulties must be worse than the rumors—the diamonds at her throat are nothing but imitations."

A satisfied smile tugged at Ms. Harrington’s lips. "Excellent," she whispered, then turned to greet her guest with a practiced warmth.

"Annabelle, darling!" Ms. Harrington exclaimed, extending her hands toward the approaching woman.

Ms. Anderson glided across the marble, her movements graceful despite the evident strain behind her smile. She was statuesque, with ash blonde hair swept into an intricate up-do that accentuated her elegant neck. The dress she wore—a silver column that caught the light—was Valentino from two seasons ago, another subtle tell.

"Countess," Ms. Anderson replied, accepting the air kisses with practiced ease. "Your gatherings remain unparalleled.”

Throughout the evening, Poppet drifted through the gathering like liquid smoke, putting every meticulously honed skill on display. While serving wine to the Chief Trade Officer, she bent at exactly the angle that Darian had rigorously trained her to master, offering a controlled glimpse of her décolletage while locking eyes in a silent communication of both readiness and restraint.

"Your assistant is extraordinary," the officer commented to Ms. Harrington later, his gaze following Poppet as she moved seamlessly among the clusters of guests. "Such rare, refined training—it's not often you see this level of precision."

Ms. Harrington accepted the compliment with a nod, her statuesque frame commanding attention without effort. At fifty-two, she possessed the kind of beauty that transcended age—sharp cheekbones beneath flawless skin, platinum blonde hair swept into an architectural arrangement that framed piercing blue eyes that seemed to penetrate whatever they beheld. "Poppet is one of my most valuable assets," she replied, her voice a controlled melody of authority and charm. "I find excellence requires... specialized attention."

"Darian’s work," Ms. Harrington continued, her tone laced with satisfaction. "He has a knack for unveiling the true potential of his acquisitions."

Under the weight of approving glances, Poppet glided among the attendees. Every gesture was a deliberate performance—the subtle sway of her hips as she paused, the smooth extension of her arm offering exquisite treats from silver trays, the measured modulation of her voice when responding to inquiries. She was a living work of art in motion, and Ms. Harrington collected compliments like prized investments.

When Mr. Severin requested a demonstration of her protocol, Ms. Harrington gave a single, refined nod. In one fluid motion, Poppet gracefully sank to her knees before him—head bowed to perfection, hands restfully placed on her thighs with palms up, fingers soft and deliberate—embodying the complete surrender that had taken weeks of Darian’s exacting instruction to perfect.

The assembled elite watched with hungry eyes as Poppet maintained her position, the silk of her dress pooling around her like dark water. The months of Darian's meticulous conditioning were evident in every line of her body—the gentle arch of her lower back that pushed her hips backward while presenting her chest forward, the precise angle of her neck that conveyed both submission and dignity. The room fell into an appreciative hush.

"Exquisite," Mr. Severin murmured, circling her kneeling form with measured steps. His Italian loafers clicked softly against the marble floors.

"May I serve you, sir?" she asked, her voice carrying just enough to be both intimate and performative for the listening crowd.

"Magnificent," Mr. Severin murmured, glancing at Ms. Harrington rather than at Poppet. "The discipline in her eyes—you can clearly see the respect she has for her Master. Darian has outdone himself."

A thin, victorious smile played on Ms. Harrington’s lips. "She understands that her behavior tonight reflects not only on herself, but on him as well. And, by extension, on me."

As the evening wore on, Poppet executed every command flawlessly. She recited poetry while pouring wine; she demonstrated her agility when asked to retrieve a fallen napkin; and she maintained perfect composure even when Mrs. Westerly deliberately spilled champagne on her décolletage to test her reaction.

"Not even a flinch," Mrs. Westerly remarked with reluctant admiration. "My Jasper cost twice what you paid for her training, and even then he would have cursed out loud."

Ms. Harrington merely inclined her head, accepting the unspoken acknowledgment of superior taste.

Later, as a live quartet serenaded the room with a gentle waltz from the corner, Mr. Blackwell leaned forward in his chair and requested that Poppet dance for the gathered guests. Responding to a subtle nod from Ms. Harrington, Poppet stepped gracefully to the center of the polished wooden floor.

Her gown shimmered under the soft glow of the chandeliers, and her movements were a symphony of elegance and poise. With every step, her hips swayed with a controlled sensuality, each turn of her wrist and arch of her back an artful tease.

It was an intoxicating dance that echoed Darian's meticulous instructions—an embodiment of desire that whispered rather than shouted, a promise of allure wrapped in an air of mystery and refinement. Her eyes glinted with a playful spark, inviting intrigue without ever crossing the line into overt display.

"God damn," someone whispered from the crowd. "It’s like watching pure desire incarnate."

Ms. Harrington observed as the eyes of her guests darkened with longing, as conversations stalled, and as wine glasses hesitated mid-raised toast. This was power—the kind born from possessing what others craved, from showcasing luxury in its most intoxicating form.

When the dance concluded, Poppet held her final pose for a measured three beats before gracefully lowering her arms and returning to Ms. Harrington's side. The room's applause was restrained but earnest—the kind of appreciation that came from those who recognized true excellence.

"You've exceeded expectations," Ms. Harrington whispered, her fingertips barely grazing Poppet's bare shoulder. The touch was possessive, a reminder of ownership that sent a tremor through Poppet's carefully composed demeanor.

Senator Wallace approached next, his wife's manicured hand resting in the crook of his elbow. "I must say, Countess, you've outdone yourself with this acquisition. Such poise is rare in today's market."

"Indeed," his wife added, her eyes appraising Poppet with the same critical assessment she might give a painting at auction. "Our Elise could benefit from similar... refinement. Would you consider having Darian take her for a session or two?"

Ms. Harrington's laugh was musical but edged with steel. "My dear, Darian doesn't offer 'sessions.' His training is comprehensive or nothing at all. But I'd be happy to arrange an introduction."

As the Wallaces moved on, Poppet felt the atmosphere shift. The initial showcase portion of the evening was transitioning to something more intimate. Select guests remained while others made elegant departures, understanding without explicit instruction that they weren't invited to what would follow.

"Prepare the Blue Room," Ms. Harrington murmured, her lips barely moving. "And change into the garnet ensemble."

"Yes, Mistress," Poppet replied, slipping away with practiced invisibility.

In the opulent dressing room adjacent to the Blue Room, Poppet's nimble fingers deftly released the snug clasp of her midnight silk gown. The garment cascaded to the floor, revealing her luminous skin beneath.

She methodically donned the garnet leather harness that lay in waiting. The ensemble was audacious in its craftsmanship—an intricate weave of straps that accentuated rather than concealed. It framed her breasts with brazen precision, cinched her waist with exacting confidence, and vanished provocatively between her thighs.

The change was dramatic and intentional, each strap positioned to follow Darian's meticulous blueprint of allure. Poppet remembered his words clearly: "The second look must heighten what the first only suggested."

His voice echoed in her mind as she applied a fresh coat of deep red to her lips, the color as bold as her new attire. She evaluated her reflection, ensuring the transformation achieved the desired escalation from enticing elegance to untamed invitation. With the same fluid grace that marked her every movement, Poppet slipped from the dressing room.

When she returned, only seven guests remained, arranged on low couches in the Blue Room. The lighting had dimmed to a sapphire glow, and Ms. Harrington sat at the room's focal point, a glass of amber liquor held loosely in her fingers.

"Ah, there she is," Mr. Severin said, his voice rougher than before. "Fuck, that's quite a transformation."

"Poppet," Ms. Harrington said, her voice carrying an undercurrent of command, "Mr. Blackwell has expressed interest in testing your... oral capabilities. Would you care to demonstrate?"

"It would be my pleasure, Mistress," Poppet responded, turning toward the man with a gaze that promised both submission and expertise.

Mr. Blackwell leaned back in his plush chair, loosening his tie with a single finger. The sapphire lighting caught the platinum of his wedding band as he spread his knees in silent invitation.

"By all means," he said, his voice a cultured rumble that barely concealed his eagerness.

Poppet approached with measured steps, her garnet harness catching the light with each movement. She sank to her knees between his legs, maintaining perfect posture as she'd been taught. The remaining guests shifted in their seats, attention riveted to the tableau before them.

"May I, sir?" she asked, hands hovering near his belt.

He nodded, one hand coming to rest possessively on her head. "Show me what Darian's taught you."

With deft fingers that never fumbled, she undid his belt and zipper, easing the fabric apart with practiced care. His cock sprang free, impressively thick and already straining with anticipation. A small, appreciative sound escaped her lips—exactly as she'd been trained, neither exaggerated nor insincere.

"She's been instructed to always express genuine admiration," Ms. Harrington explained to Mrs. Wallace, who watched with parted lips. "Darian abhors false flattery."

Poppet moved with exquisite deliberation, lowering her lips toward him in a display of technical perfection
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