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The sun glares down mercilessly, its rays reflecting off the polished marble floors of the academy’s training grounds. Sweat prickles at the back of my neck as I adjust my grip on my staff, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat radiating from the fire mage across from me. Rin. Just thinking his name makes my jaw clench. He’s smirking, of course, his fiery red hair seeming to glow with an inner flame that matches his personality. Reckless. Arrogant. Annoying.

“Ready to get burned, Ice Prince?” Rin taunts, his voice dripping with mock sweetness. He twirls his staff casually, the flames dancing at its tip like eager puppies.

I ignore his provocation, focusing on the task at hand. Sparring. That’s all this is. A chance to prove my superiority, to show him that discipline and precision trump brute force any day. “Focus, Rin,” Master Zhao booms from his observation platform. “This is a training exercise, not a playground brawl.”

Rin rolls his eyes, but the smirk remains. “Don’t worry, Master. I’ll be gentle with the little snowflake.”

My fingers tighten around my staff. Snowflake. He’s been calling me that since our first class together, a nickname that grates on my nerves like nails on a chalkboard. I’m not a snowflake. I’m Shiro, top of my class, a master of ice magic. I don’t need to resort to petty insults like him.

The bell chimes, signaling the start of the match. Rin lunges forward, his movements explosive, a whirlwind of fire and fury. I dodge his initial attack with ease, my body moving instinctively, years of training guiding my every step. I counter with a swift ice shard, aiming for his exposed flank. He deflects it with a burst of flame, the clash of our elements sending a shiver down my spine.

The fight intensifies, a dance of fire and ice, each move calculated, each strike precise. But Rin’s recklessness is his downfall. He overcommits to a powerful flame blast, leaving himself vulnerable. I seize the opportunity, summoning a wall of ice to block his attack and sending a barrage of ice shards his way.

He stumbles back, his smirk faltering for the first time. Victory is within my grasp. I raise my staff, ready to deliver the final blow, when a strange sensation washes over me. A tingling, like a thousand tiny needles pricking my skin.

“What the—?” Rin’s voice cuts through the air, his expression shifting from surprise to confusion.

My body feels heavy, my movements sluggish. I try to raise my arm, but it’s like trying to lift a mountain. Panic claws at my throat. What’s happening to me?

“Shiro?” Rin’s voice is closer now, concerned. “Are you okay?”

His hand touches my shoulder, and a jolt of electricity courses through me. My vision blurs, my thoughts becoming muddled.

“Sit,” Rin commands, his voice firm.

My legs give way, and I collapse onto the ground, my staff clattering beside me.

“What—what did you do?” I manage to croak, my voice barely audible.

Rin’s eyes widen as realization dawns on him. “Shit. I didn’t mean to—I was just trying to—”

“Sit. Stand. Say you hate me.” His commands come rapid-fire, each one sending a jolt through my body, forcing me to comply.

I’m a puppet on his strings, my willpower nonexistent. The humiliation burns hotter than any flame. “Stop,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. “Please, stop.”

Rin’s smirk returns, but there’s a hint of uncertainty in his eyes. “This is... unexpected.”

He kneels beside me, his face inches from mine. “Say it, Shiro. Say you hate me.”

My lips move against my will, the words tasting like ashes on my tongue. “I hate you.”

A flicker of something crosses Rin’s face, something akin to guilt. But it’s quickly replaced by a mischievous glint.

“Stand up,” he orders, his voice low and commanding.

I obey, my body moving mechanically.

“Walk towards me.”

I take a step forward, then another, my feet moving of their own accord.

“This is... fascinating,” Rin murmurs, his eyes gleaming with a dangerous light. “A forbidden spell, triggered by accident. Who would’ve thought?”

Forbidden spell. The words send a chill down my spine. I’ve heard whispers of such spells, dark magic that bends the will of others. But I never imagined I’d be the victim of one.

“Rin, please,” I plead, my voice cracking. “Undo this. You don’t understand what you’re doing.”

He ignores my plea, his gaze intense, calculating. “On your knees.”

My knees buckle, and I find myself kneeling before him, my head bowed.

“Look at me,” he commands.

I raise my eyes, meeting his fiery gaze.

“You’re mine now, Shiro,” he says, his voice a dangerous whisper. “Completely and utterly mine.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and something else, something I can’t quite name.

“Stand up,” he orders, his voice softening slightly. “Let’s see what else you can do.”

I rise, my body still under his control. He steps closer, his presence overwhelming.

“Turn around,” he murmurs, his breath tickling my ear.

I obey, my back to him, my heart pounding in my chest.

His hands rest on my shoulders, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “Relax,” he whispers, his lips brushing against my ear. “This is just a game, remember?”

Game. The word echoes in my mind, mocking me. This is no game. This is a nightmare.

His hands slide down my arms, his touch sending shivers down my spine. “You’re so tense, Shiro. Loosen up.”

His fingers trace the line of my jaw, his touch feather-light, sending a jolt of desire coursing through me. Desire? No, this can’t be happening. Not with him.

“Close your eyes,” he whispers, his breath hot against my skin.

I obey, my eyelids fluttering shut.

His lips brush against my neck, sending a wave of pleasure crashing over me. “You like that, don’t you?”

I bite my lip, trying to suppress the moan threatening to escape. This is wrong. So wrong. But his touch is intoxicating, his commands irresistible.

His hands roam lower, resting on my hips. “Turn around,” he murmurs.

I turn, facing him, my eyes still closed.

His lips find mine, his kiss demanding, possessive. I surrender to the sensation, my body responding to his touch, my willpower nonexistent.

His hands move to my shirt, unbuttoning it slowly, his fingers brushing against my skin, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

“Open your eyes,” he commands, his voice husky.

I obey, meeting his gaze, my breath coming in short gasps.

He steps back, taking in my exposed chest, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re beautiful, Shiro.”

The words send a flush of heat through me, a mix of embarrassment and something else, something I can’t deny.

His hands move to his own shirt, unbuttoning it slowly, revealing his toned chest, his skin glistening with sweat.

“Touch me,” he commands, his voice low and commanding.

My hands reach out, hesitantly at first, then with growing boldness, tracing the contours of his chest, his muscles tensing beneath my touch.

He leans in, his lips brushing against my ear. “You want me, don’t you?”

I don’t respond, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

“Answer me,” he insists, his voice firm.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word slipping out before I can stop it.

A triumphant smile spreads across his face. “Good.”

He steps back, his eyes roaming over my body, his gaze intense, hungry.

“Kneel,” he commands.

I obey, my knees hitting the ground, my head bowed.

He steps closer, his presence overwhelming. “Look at me.”

I raise my eyes, meeting his gaze, my heart pounding in my chest.

He reaches down, unbuckling his belt, his movements slow and deliberate. “Suck it,” he orders, his voice low and commanding.

My hands tremble as I reach out, my fingers wrapping around his hardness, my touch hesitant at first, then growing bolder.

He groans, his head falling back, his eyes closing in pleasure. “That’s it, Shiro. Just like that.”

I hesitate, my mind battling with my body’s desires. But his command is irresistible, his touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

I lean in, my lips brushing against his skin, my tongue darting out, tasting him.

He moans, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements. “Deeper,” he urges, his voice hoarse.

I obey, taking him deeper into my mouth, my lips and tongue working in tandem, my body responding to his touch, his commands.

He thrusts into my mouth, his movements becoming more urgent, his breath coming in short gasps.

“Faster,” he commands, his voice tight with pleasure.

I increase my pace, my lips and tongue moving in a rhythm that matches his thrusts, my body surrendering to the sensation.

He groans, his hands tightening in my hair, his body tensing as he nears the edge.

“Swallow,” he commands, his voice a harsh whisper.

I obey, my throat constricting as he releases himself into my mouth, his essence filling me, his taste overwhelming.

He shudders, his body going limp, his breath coming in short gasps.

I pull back, my lips swollen, my body trembling with the aftermath of pleasure.

He regards me, his eyes dark with desire, his expression unreadable.

“Stand up,” he commands, his voice soft.

I obey, my legs shaky, my body still reeling from the intensity of the experience.

He steps closer, his hands resting on my hips, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

“You’re incredible, Shiro,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear. “Completely and utterly incredible.”

His words send a flush of heat through me, a mix of embarrassment and pride.

He steps back, his eyes roaming over my body, his gaze intense, appraising.

“But we’re not done yet,” he says, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “There’s so much more to explore.”

His hands move to my pants, unbuttoning them slowly, his fingers brushing against my skin, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

“Lie down,” he commands, his voice low and commanding.

I hesitate, my mind battling with my body’s desires.

“Do it,” he insists, his voice firm.

I obey, lying down on the cool marble floor, my body exposed, vulnerable.

He looms over me, his
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