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Chapter 1: Unexpected Tension
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The night was quiet, the soft hum of city lights spilling through the window. Ivy adjusted the strap of her dress nervously, her fingers tracing the edge of the silk fabric. It clung to her curves in all the right ways, emphasizing her shapely form, the swell of her breasts barely restrained beneath the lace of her neckline. She shivered, partly from the cool air and partly from anticipation, feeling her pulse quicken as Malcom’s presence drew near.
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Malcom leaned casually against the doorway, dark eyes studying her intently. He wore a fitted shirt that outlined his broad chest and the strength in his arms, the sleeves rolled up just enough to suggest both authority and ease. Ivy’s breath hitched as she noticed the slight smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.
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“You’ve been quiet all evening,” he murmured, voice low and rich, sending a shiver down her spine.
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Ivy swallowed, her throat suddenly dry, heart hammering. “I... I was just thinking,” she managed to say, trying to steady herself.
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His gaze drifted slowly over her, lingering on the curve of her hips, the swell of her chest, and the way the fabric of her dress hugged her so perfectly. “Thinking about me?” he asked, a teasing edge to his tone that made her cheeks flush.
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She licked her lips nervously, feeling the heat pooling between her thighs. “Maybe...” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper.
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Malcom took a step closer, the space between them shrinking until Ivy could feel the warmth radiating from his body. His hand brushed against hers almost accidentally, though the intent was unmistakable. She gasped softly, feeling the electricity of his touch travel through her body.
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“You’re trembling,” he observed, his voice husky. “Do you want to stop, or... do you want to see how far this can go?”
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[image: ]


Ivy’s thoughts scattered. The combination of his proximity, his touch, and the subtle dominance in his tone made her dizzy. Her body ached in ways she hadn’t anticipated, every nerve alive, and a soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips.
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“I...” she hesitated, biting her lip as her hands fidgeted with the hem of her dress. “I don’t know...”
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“That’s fine,” he said with a slow, deliberate smile. “Sometimes not knowing is the best part.”
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As he stepped closer, Ivy’s mind spun. She wanted to resist, to pull back, but her body betrayed her. She wanted more—more of this tension, this teasing, this unbearable anticipation. Her breath came in shallow pants, each inhale shaky as she imagined the things he might do, the sensations she might feel if she allowed herself to give in.
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Her eyes flicked to his mouth, imagining it tracing over her neck, over her shoulders, lingering on the swell of her breasts, teasing her until she couldn’t think straight. “Y-You know exactly what you’re doing...” she whispered, her voice trembling.
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“And you know you like it,” he countered, his lips curving into a smirk as he leaned just a little closer, his breath hot against her ear.
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Ivy’s knees felt weak. Her fingers clutched the fabric of her dress, and a soft, breathy moan slipped from her lips as desire surged through her. Her body was on fire, every inch of her alive, every nerve ending craving the next touch, the next tease.
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Malcom’s hand found hers again, his grip firm yet possessive, and he guided her slowly back toward the wall. The proximity, the tension, the electric anticipation made Ivy’s head spin. “I... I don’t know how much longer I can—”
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He silenced her with a mere look, dark and commanding. “Then don’t think. Just feel.”
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Ivy shivered, breath coming in small, rapid gasps as he closed the final space between them. Her mind whirled, body tingling, and she realized she was completely and utterly at his mercy.

____
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Ivy’s heart raced like a drum, every beat echoing in her chest as Malcom’s hand rested lightly on the small of her back, guiding her against the smooth surface of the wall. She could feel the warmth of his body pressing against hers, a delicious weight that made her knees weak. Her fingers trembled as they grazed his chest, the fabric of his shirt smooth beneath her touch, the firmness of his muscles betraying the strength she could feel through it.

––––––––
[image: ]


Malcom’s gaze raked over her again, lingering on the curve of her breasts, the swell visible through the delicate lace of her lingerie. “Your body... it’s impossible not to notice,” he murmured, his voice low, almost a growl. “So responsive... so perfectly made for this.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Ivy swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. She parted her lips, letting out a soft, involuntary moan as his thumb traced a light, teasing circle along her hip. “Y-You... you’re driving me crazy,” she whispered, voice trembling. She could feel her breath hitching with each of his movements, each small brush of his hand sending shivers down her spine.
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Malcom tilted his head, a slow, knowing smile playing across his lips. “That’s the point,” he said, leaning closer so that his face was just inches from hers. His warm breath brushed over her cheek, and Ivy felt the heat pool lower in her belly. “You want this, don’t you?”
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“I... I can’t... it’s too much,” she admitted, though her body betrayed her words. Her chest pressed forward slightly, brushing against him, her nipples hardening beneath the lace, and she felt a delicious ache of need spread through her.

––––––––
[image: ]


His hand slid from her hip to rest lightly on her waist, fingers teasing the curve of her side. “Then let go,” he whispered, voice husky and commanding. “Stop thinking. Just feel. Your body wants it, Ivy. You know it.”
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Her breath came in shallow pants, fingers clutching at his shirt as she tried to steady herself. She wanted to resist, to step back, but her body leaned in, craving the contact, the teasing, the tension. She felt her chest press closer to his, heart hammering as she let out a soft, breathy moan. “I... I think... my... my breasts... want your mouth...” she confessed, cheeks burning as she spoke, the words tumbling from her lips with a mix of shyness and desire.
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Malcom’s eyes darkened, a low chuckle escaping him as he captured her gaze. “Is that so?” he murmured, voice thick with anticipation. “Well... they won’t have to wait much longer.”
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He leaned closer, brushing his lips along the curve of her shoulder, teasing, igniting a fire that raced down her spine. Ivy gasped softly, body trembling as the warmth of his mouth moved lower, sending waves of heat through her. Her hands moved instinctively, fingers threading through his hair, pulling him closer, guiding him to where her desire burned brightest.
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“Ohh... yes... like that...” she moaned softly, pressing herself against him, each subtle movement of her hips making the tension between them grow unbearable. Her body was alive, every nerve ending on fire, responding to his touch in ways she hadn’t expected.
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Malcom’s hands moved to the small of her back again, pulling her flush against him as he whispered in her ear, “Ivy... you feel so perfect... every reaction, every shiver... I could watch you like this all night.”
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Her breath hitched, lips parting, letting out a trembling sigh. “I... I can’t... I’m... I need...” Her words dissolved into soft moans, the desire too intense, too overwhelming to articulate. Her fingers grazed the edge of his belt, testing the boundary, feeling the firmness beneath the fabric, and a low growl of approval rumbled from him.
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“Patience,” he murmured, voice rough, yet teasing. “Every inch of you is mine tonight... and I’ll make sure you remember it.”
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Ivy’s knees threatened to buckle, but the feel of him holding her steady, the weight of his body pressed against hers, made her feel a dangerous mix of surrender and craving. Her mind spun in dizzying circles, thoughts scattered between anticipation, excitement, and the overwhelming pull of raw desire.
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She leaned her head back, letting out a breathy, shivering moan. “Please... just... don’t stop...” she whispered, voice trembling, cheeks flushed, her fingers clutching at his shirt as if it were a lifeline to the pleasure coursing through her body.
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Malcom smiled, lips brushing her earlobe. “Ohh, I won’t,” he murmured, voice low, husky, full of intent. “Not until every part of you trembles... until you can’t think, only feel...”
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Ivy’s breath came in quick, shallow pants, body pressed tight against his, and she realized, with dizzying clarity, that she was utterly lost to the moment—lost to him. Every touch, every whisper, every brush of his lips ignited a fire that only he could control, and she didn’t want it to end.
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Her body arched instinctively, pressing her breasts closer, teasing him, while her hands traced over his chest, shoulders, exploring, learning the contours of him, memorizing every curve, every line. The tension built, each second stretching into eternity, until Ivy’s mind was a blur of shivering anticipation and desperate need, and all she could do was surrender to the exquisite pull of desire that Malcom wielded so effortlessly.

____
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Ivy’s body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alive with need. Her back pressed firmly against the wall, the cool surface a stark contrast to the heat that radiated from Malcom’s body. Each subtle brush of his hands, the teasing of his lips along her shoulder and neck, made her shiver uncontrollably. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, a low, hungry intensity that sent tremors down her spine.
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Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging him closer, guiding him as much as he guided her. “Malcom... please...” she whispered, breathless, cheeks flushed. Her words were soft, trembling, almost pleading. “I... I can’t take it... it’s too much.”
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His lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “You can,” he murmured, voice low and husky. “You want this as much as I do. Every shiver, every gasp... it tells me that.”
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Ivy’s chest rose and fell rapidly, the lace of her lingerie pressing lightly against her hardened nipples. She leaned into him, letting her breasts brush against his chest, teasing, aching, practically calling out for his attention. “They... they’re
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