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My life took a sharp turn before I hit 26, all because of her—her presence derailed me from the ordinary path and bound me to her as her slave. I used to be just another college grad, working as a salesman with solid performance and a growing network. My career was on an upward trajectory, and as my income climbed, I started to build some savings and found myself with more free time. That’s when I stumbled across online forums dedicated to BDSM. I wasn’t hooked, not really—just curious. I had a weakness for beautiful women, especially those with a commanding presence, and I’d dabbled in light play with a couple of stunning dominatrixes. Nothing serious, just foot worship or a bit of humiliation.

I dated a girl for a while—tall, gorgeous—but it fizzled out quickly. Oddly, the breakup only deepened my fascination with BDSM, particularly with tall, striking women who could dominate me. Still, I never thought I’d truly become a slave. Pain scared me too much. I just admired beautiful women—tall ones with long, slender legs and a cold, commanding aura.

Thankfully, my career kept progressing. The small company I joined, which had barely a dozen employees when I started, ballooned into a firm with over a hundred people. My steady performance earned me a promotion to sales manager, and I began thinking about settling down, maybe finding a nice girl to marry. But BDSM lingered in the back of my mind, a nagging curiosity I hadn’t fully explored.

Then, one ordinary workday, everything changed. The company was rocked by explosive news: our boss had fallen critically ill. In a private firm like ours, it was cataclysmic. The next day, we gathered in the conference room for an emergency meeting, whispering nervously as we awaited updates. The vice president seemed oddly calm, though he wore a mask of sorrow. The boss’s chair sat empty until, right on cue, the sharp click of high heels echoed down the hallway. A moment I’ll never forget unfolded as she walked in.

She was stunning, maybe 23 or 24, tall and elegant in a sleek black business suit. Her figure was impeccable, her knee-length skirt revealing long, pale, slender legs perched on modest heels. She stood at least 5’7”, maybe taller. Dark sunglasses obscured her face, but she radiated beauty. Behind her trailed another striking woman—big eyes, full lips, curvaceous, and dressed just as professionally. The tall one took the boss’s seat, her voice calm and melodic, with a husky edge that sent half my soul reeling. “The meeting can begin,” she said to the vice president.

“Yes, yes, of course,” he stammered, then addressed us. “Let’s start. I’d like to introduce our new boss, Miss Lindsey. Please welcome her.”

Lindsey spoke, her voice steady and captivating. “Thank you all for your contributions to the company. I’m here to announce that my father, the former CEO, suffered a sudden brain hemorrhage two days ago. He’s stable but still unconscious. As his only daughter, I’m stepping in as acting CEO per the company’s bylaws. These past few days have been tough, and my eyes are a bit swollen, so I’ll keep my sunglasses on. I hope you understand.”

Her words clarified the situation, and she went on to deliver reassuring remarks about the company’s stability. In truth, the business was already running smoothly; the CEO’s role was mostly strategic, so her presence wouldn’t disrupt daily operations. But God, she was breathtaking. Even the woman beside her, clearly her assistant, was a rare beauty. My submissive impulses stirred, and I couldn’t help stealing glances at her legs under the table, hoping she wouldn’t notice. I thought I caught her looking my way, but those sunglasses hid her eyes. The meeting wrapped up quickly, yet her image burned in my mind long after I left.
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