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​Chapter One
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The slap of leather against flesh echoed through Second Circle. Hushed murmurs whispered through the large room, the approval of the crowd virtually palpable as a woman cried out. Intrigued, Sutton drew closer, stopping on the fringe of the gathered members.

Another slap split the air. Another muffled moan lifted to the ceiling. The intoxicating sounds mingled together, drawing across her skin in a provocative caress that made her shiver.

Oh God, how I have missed the sounds and smells of submission.

The injury she’d sustained several months ago had kept her from indulging in this part of her life. And now she only had weeks to go before she was cleared to perform again. Just today, she’d gotten the go-ahead to begin participating in something more rigorous than yoga. She seriously doubted the doctor had understood the gleam in her eye as he’d handed her the slip of paper.

She’d forced herself to take her time getting ready to visit the club tonight, indulging as she hadn’t in months. She’d even scented her bathwater with heliotrope and vanilla, two of her favorite scents. The smoothness of her silk-and-lace bra pressed against her flesh, making her feel luxurious and sinfully sexy.

Amazing how those things combined with one little piece of paper made her feel as though she was a woman again. Now she stood watching a scene at the private Atlanta fetish club, desperately aching to be the submissive she could only hear.

Overcome with curiosity, she wove through the swarm of people. The effort paid off when she reached the front edge of the crowd just as a flogger struck the submissive’s thigh. The woman arched against the table, but Sutton knew it was a futile attempt. The Dom who stood over the woman had denied her any kind of movement by using an intricate network of knots to secure her wrists and calves. He’d also utilized a spreader bar to hold her legs wide open. To further add to her precarious position, he’d stuffed a ball gag between her lips.

The energy between the couple and the sound of the sub’s whimpers touched off a gentle throb between Sutton’s legs. A flogger snapped over pink flesh, an intoxicating impact of fabric against skin.

Sutton inhaled sharply right along with the sub.

She would give anything to be the one bound before the audience. Wrists and ankles tied with rough rope and then bolted to the floor by a single string of metal links. Body positioned so her slick cunt was openly displayed for the audience. Her injury meant she’d been denied the exquisite torture of being bound and under someone else’s command. Not anymore. Soon, her drought would come to an end.

The crack of leather drew Sutton’s attention back to the moment.

But instead of gazing longingly at the sub, she turned her attention to the Dom wielding the instrument. He appeared adept at ensuring the audience focused entirely on the sub, yet he managed to hold a commanding presence over the entire moment. His dark hair was wet with perspiration at his nape, a visual display of the level of effort needed for this kind of scene.

She wondered how long they’d been at this before she’d arrived. How long he’d kept the sub on edge. From the shade of the red on the sub’s thighs, ass, abdomen and breasts, it appeared to have been a while.

Impressive.

Sutton knew what she saw took considerable skill. Her interest in the sub waned as she studied the Dom with even more curiosity. Though he wielded the flogger with a firm grip, Sutton noticed he clearly monitored the submissive’s needs. That factor alone made him even more appealing.

It didn’t hurt he was attractive as well. With sun-streaked brown hair and yards of hard flesh stretched over lean muscles, he had a physically commanding presence. Based on his deep tan, he appeared to be Italian. Possibly French? She wondered if he had a sexy accent to go along with his good looks. He looked to be around her five-foot-nine height, something else she found attractive. She wanted to look a Dom in the eye— when she’d been given permission, of course.

Sutton licked her lips in anticipation as the strips of leather streaked through the air. The sub gave a high-pitched wail as the bands hit. Judging by the tone, Sutton knew the woman was about to climax. The Dom evidently knew it as well, as he eased off on the frequency of those hits.

Damn, he was good. Really good.

She felt a sudden rush of excitement flood her body as every nerve ending came alive at the same time. Never had she wanted to be someone else more in her life. To be at the attentive, and highly skilled, Dom’s mercy. To feel the slide of the flogger against her throbbing flesh. To beg for mercy as she teetered on the rim of ecstasy.

The Dom swung the flogger in a figure-eight pattern, the strips of leather hitting against the sub’s ass and thighs in quick succession. When her skin had been painted a succulent hue of red, the Dom stopped and shoved the flogger into the pocket of his pants. He slowly circled the bound submissive, his gaze carefully scrutinizing the woman. With a slight nod to show his pleasure, he spun on his heel, turning his back to the audience.

A soft hum filled the tense air. The sub whimpered, pulling at her bindings. Sutton watched the woman closely. She wasn’t struggling because she needed more from the man who’d abandoned her. She seemed to be struggling to get away.

What the heck?

Curious, Sutton stepped closer, positioning herself beside a man who acknowledged her with a curt nod. She returned the gesture with a casual smile, her concern focused on the alarming situation unfolding before her.

The Dom on the stage reappeared from the shadows, a butt plug clutched in his hand. Sutton blinked. Not just any plug. He also carried a small box, thin wires trailing from it to the flared end of the plug.

Electroplay.

While Sutton had never been subjected to an electrically charged dildo, a friend had once explained the item to her in great detail. She’d also explained the power and consuming nature of the electricity when it touched aroused skin. Though Sutton had never yearned to try electricity play, she still found the thought fascinating. To see such a display her first night back was thrilling.

The Dom paused, his sharp gaze sweeping over the crowd. When his gaze landed on Sutton, her heart gave a sharp thump. Panic did a few cartwheels in her stomach as she bit her lip and folded her arms in front of her. His expression altered as he gave Sutton a half-smile and moved his gaze away.

When he tilted his head toward the man beside her, Sutton’s insides settled. For a moment, she’d thought the guy had been about to pull her onstage. Electricity wasn’t included in any of her kinks. It wasn’t out of the question, but the thought of trying something so new when she’d been out of the game for so long unnerved her.

She wasn’t interested in such a volatile reintroduction to the lifestyle. Besides, she was on a guest pass tonight. No play for her.

She took a moment to cast a sidelong glance to the man standing beside her and noticed he wore a dark-blue shirt and tight, faded jeans. An intricate network of colorful tattoos covered his left arm, while the right arm was free of any ink. Thick black bands circled his substantial biceps while heavy-duty gauntlets surrounded each of his wrists, the leather bands so wide, they nearly reached his elbows.

This guy was massive. Even bigger than the Dom in the middle of the scene. Boyfriend of the sub, maybe? His gaze seemed to be focused entirely on the stage, as if he had something he needed to protect. His focus was sharp and unwavering. Cop, perhaps?

“You’re missing the show.”

With a start, she realized the man she’d been staring at had spoken. Great, let’s just be rude your first night at a new club. “Sorry.”

His gaze flicked to her for a moment before returning to the stage. “You seemed interested earlier. Just didn’t want you to miss anything.”

“Thanks.”

Gaze on the stage again, she watched as the Dom skimmed his hand over the sub’s ass, tracing the marks he’d left. The sub gave a strangled gasp as she strained against the thick chains. His free hand slid against her exposed pussy a few times, wetting two of his fingers before slipping them inside her.

The sub gave a sharp cry as the Dom took his time pushing his fingers in and then slowly withdrawing. He kept this up for a bit, never varying the speed he fucked his fingers into her. The sub gave another muffled sob when he withdrew and slapped her bottom with the flat of his hand.

He brought the toy level, skimming it just above the surface of the woman’s skin. Her legs jumped from the near contact, her hips thrusting upward as sparks of power coursed through the glass instrument between the two surfaces.

Though she struggled with her restraints, she clearly offered herself. A contradiction Sutton was familiar with. A lot of Doms were extremely fond of creating such a sensation in their submissives. It was a facet of her life she’d missed. Sure, in the interim, she’d gotten off using one of her vibrators, but to truly and willingly submit to someone you trusted?

The ultimate euphoria.

Tension filled the room as the Dom shifted his hold and slowly began to work the instrument inside the sub’s ass. She cried out, her words slurred and unrecognizable around the gag. He ignored her, taking his time to leisurely work the toy in and out at a pace that suited him, not her.

The woman’s entire body went rigid as the plug slipped fully into place. Her ankles and wrists strained against the bindings. The Dom on the stage spread his hands over her reddened flesh, pulling her ass cheeks apart in order to display the buried toy to the audience.

Sutton amended her earlier thought.

This Dom wasn’t simply good at his duties, he was a fucking master.

He stood, tugging the zipper of his pants to expose his thick cock. A few appreciative murmurs sounded from a group of women standing behind Sutton. His hand hit against the sub’s ass. The crack of the noise brought a halt to the quiet whispers.

Jesus.

“No, I don’t think he has anything to do with what’s going on up there.”

She’d spoken out loud, hadn’t she? Damn. Biting her lip, she nodded in apology to the man next to her. She’d gotten so caught up in the scene playing out on the stage, she’d forgotten she wasn’t alone.

He smirked. “It’s all right. Ward is putting on quite the scene. One of the better ones I’ve seen him do.”

Well crap. Talk about being blinded by the obvious. His attention to the scene certainly made sense now. He wasn’t here for the sub. He was the Dom’s lover. “Do you come to watch him often?”

The smirk widened to a full grin. “Ward’s impressive, but not that impressive. I prefer partners with less testosterone. Just monitoring things.”

Her interest in the scene vanished despite the fact it appeared things were reaching a climax. His attention to detail suddenly made sense. The man beside her wasn’t just anyone. He was the club monitor. Should a scene get out of hand, he’d step in without batting an eye to gain control of the situation. He was there to make sure everyone maintained safe, sane and consensual.

He wasn’t just a dominant force at the club to be reckoned with—he was the Dominant. As far as everyone in the room was concerned, he could pull rank over anyone, Doms included, and stop a scene if he thought things had gotten too out of hand.

While she may have admired Ward for his skills flogging his submissive, this man intrigued her more. She didn’t entirely understand why. Perhaps the mystery drove her interest.

A thin woman dressed in a slinky vinyl miniskirt appeared out of nowhere, offering a bottle of water to the man. His head dipped in thanks even though his gaze never left the stage.

Observant.

She liked the quality. A lot.

It meant he took his position of power very seriously.

He opened the bottle, his sharp gaze still focused on the stage. Sutton used the opportunity to study him more closely. The profile of his face was just as magnificent as the rest of him. His sandy-blond hair brushed the collar of his shirt, framing a square jaw David Beckham would be jealous of. The bridge of his nose held a slight bump, more of an imperfection than a sign he’d broken it at some point in his life.

He cast her a sidelong glance. “I ain’t so pretty you need to miss the best part of the show, grá.”

Wow. Talk about one hell of a sexy accent.

Blowing out a shaky breath, Sutton returned her gaze to the stage. The sub’s hips bucked in time to the Dom’s aggressive thrusts, her voice carrying through the attentive crowd. A few seconds later, the sub gave a high-pitched wail as an orgasm punched through her. When the woman’s wails grew louder and more intense, the audience started to clap.

The noise seemed to fuel the couple on the stage, driving them both into a mesmerizing frenzy. Another keening wail tore loose from the woman before her body sagged against the bindings, her body trembling from the powerful release. Ward slipped out of her, tucking his still-hard cock back in his pants as he began the process of cleaning up.

As the gathered crowd started to move away, the man beside her dropped his arms to his sides. “If you’ll excuse me.”

“Of course.” The monitor jumped onto the stage just as Ward lifted his submissive into his arms. He kissed the top of her head as the other man approached. They spoke quietly for a few moments before Ward stepped off the stage with the sub in his arms and headed for a darkened area in the back corner. Several people attempted to approach the retreating couple, but a stern glance from Ward caused them to suddenly become interested in something else.

The man she’d been talking to kneeled, collecting the discarded lengths of chains and ropes puddled on the stage. She immediately understood his duty and moved forward without thinking. “Need some help?”

He used the back of his hand to brush his hair out of his eyes. “Bucking for good-reward points? Off to an early start for a newbie.”

“How did...”

Those wide shoulders of his lifted. “It’s my job to know. Relax, I’m just giving you a hard time. Also part of my job.” He winked. “Here, can you drop these into the box over on the back corner of the stage? The latch is a little tricky.” Working together, they finished the task of cleaning the scene area in a few minutes.

Might as well go for introductions now, she’d embarrassed herself enough by gawking at him earlier. “Sutton Bristow.” Her hand shot forward and she was pleased to note it only quivered a little. Approaching a Dom wasn’t something she was accustomed to. Everyone had known her at her former club, where there’d never been a shortage of Doms willing to scene with her. But that was back in New York. Here in Atlanta, it was a whole new ballgame.

She had to start from scratch.

He smiled, warmth touching his brown eyes as he took her outstretched hand. A bolt of something she could only describe as outright lust shot through her entire body when their flesh met. The reaction caused her to contain her excitement at his touch. Just as wonderful as she’d thought it would be. It could only get better from here.

“Adam Waters.”

A tall man with dark hair passed in front of them, touching one of his fingers to his brow. Adam returned the gesture before unbuckling the gauntlets around his wrists. “Care to keep me company at the bar for a bit?”

Her gaze swept the now active club. Clothing had started falling away as scenes began to rev up. The aroma of sex became more potent, spearing through her already-trembling core. “Aren’t you working?”

“Ben just took over for the night. So I’m all yours.”

She recalled the black gauntlets around the wrists of the man. Obviously the leather straps were a way to mark the monitor on shift, an easy way for someone in need to seek them out. Which explained why Adam had removed them.

“Lucky me. My own personal welcoming committee.”

“Lucky you indeed.” They stepped through a pair of frosted-glass doors to enter the social area of the club. A cool breeze refreshed her heated skin. “Two ice waters, please.” He touched the padding of the stool beside him in invitation.

She sat, relieved to have somewhere to rest. Her leg had started to ache a bit after standing during the intense scene. No doubt it would have to be treated later, a chore she didn’t relish as it involved dunking her leg in a bathtub full of icy water. There were some tortures she liked—that kind of therapy fell somewhere around the bottom of her list.

“Nothing harder than water after a busy night of work?”

“Never been a fan of alcohol during a scene, to be honest. I prefer to be the only thing in my sub’s head. But no, the club doesn’t serve alcohol of any kind. Former owner’s rules. New owner agreed as well, so the regulation stuck. Energy drinks, filtered water and fruit juices are all that you’ll find here.”

“Good rule.” The water cooled her parched throat. Evidently, the scene had gotten to her more than she’d realized. “Thanks.”

“What brings you here tonight?” He sipped, tapping his fingers against the glass as he swirled the drink around. “Come to see the famous Cutter Ward in his element? At least this one.”

Interesting comment. “What do you mean?”

“Ward likes to show off even though he rarely keeps a sub for an extended period of time. Mostly because he’s gone so much during race season. Most of the crowd here tonight came to specifically see him do a scene. Been a while since he’s been here.”

“Travel a lot?”

“Professional stock car driver. Most of the time he’s out on the track making a bunch of left turns. Can think of better ways to spend my time, personally. But hey, to each their own. He’s around more during the off season. Has a race out in California this weekend and this is his one night off.”

“Explains why the place is packed on a Tuesday night. Here I thought it wouldn’t be busy.” She smoothed her hand over the slick wood in front of her. “I didn’t visit to see anyone specifically. Coming off an injury that has kept me away from all this. Doctor just cleared me for something a little more strenuous than lotus position.”

“Injury?” His sharp gaze swept over her body. Had it been a stranger out on the street, she would have felt violated. “What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“A transverse stress fracture of my right tibia. Caused by repetitive movements, or so they say.” She hated talking about her injury because it reminded her too much of her shortcomings. How much such a thing kept her away from what she loved the most.

“So you’re an athlete.”

“I’m a dancer.” Her mouth twisted. “Most wouldn’t classify what I do as athletic.”

He shot her a devastating smile and she felt her insides melt. Yeah, he could stare at her however long he wanted to. “I’ve seen enough dancing to know it can be pretty damn athletic.”

She looked forward to moving again, getting her blood flowing by doing something other than the non-stressful exercises she’d been relegated to. The yoga poses she’d been working on were certainly relaxing while still allowing her to maintain some muscle tone, but she missed the flow of dancing on a stage in front of an audience.

“I’ve been sitting around on my ass for five weeks and there’s no way I can return to the stage after this long period of rest. I’m supposed to start physical therapy soon.”

“Is that so?” He shifted, pulling a business card from his back pocket before presenting it to her. “I just happened to own a rehabilitative care facility.”

She brushed her finger over the smooth surface of the card, the texture of the raised letters rubbing against her skin. The name Moving Waters caused her to smile. “Fancy that. I have an appointment with one of your employees at the end of the week.”

Surprise registered on his face. “Small world, then. Of course, if you’re anxious to get back in the game, shouldn’t you stop wasting time sitting here talking to me?”

“A friend of mine called in a favor with the owner. Sloane sponsored me so I could have a pass to see if things at Second Circle work for me. Means I only get to play observer tonight.” The costly membership fee had given her pause. But after what she’d observed and her interest in Adam, she hoped to be an active participant soon.

“And do you like what you see?”

“Yes.” She pushed an unsteady hand through her hair. “This place is very different from my old stomping grounds.”

“How so?”

She shook her head, glancing around the exposed space. “Hardware isn’t this...open. There’s a central area where members can congregate, but it’s not nearly as large as this place. Everything there is so closed off. Very isolated.”

“Sounds very secretive.”

“In some ways, yes.” Privacy was an important aspect of Hardware. A key factor she’d liked in New York City because of her starring role in several Broadway shows. Second Circle was just as private, but without feeling confined. She’d have to mention something to Master Gibson, the owner of Hardware, when she returned. “But I needed something very removed from my life there while I’m here in Atlanta.”

“And your Dom doesn’t mind you visiting another club while you’re living here?” 

“One heck of an assumption you’re making.” She sniffed as her lips pressed together. “Maybe I’m here looking for a sub to play with.”

The corner of his mouth lifted in a sly half-smile. He pushed his glass away before lifting a finger to her neck. A chill shot down her side as he stroked condensation from his glass down the column of her throat. If her body grew any hotter, the water would steam.

He shifted closer, pressing his hard body against hers.

When she shivered, he cupped his hand into a fist to grab a handful of her hair. The world closed in around her, tightening until they were the only two people in existence. He tugged, forcing her head back as he stood. Breath whooshed from her lungs as he pressed his body against her arm. They were so close, she could feel the strong, sure beat of his heart against her arm.

Unlike her rapid pulse, his did not waver.

“Stunning.” The soft rumble of his deep chuckle sounded in her ear as he dipped lower. “You were intrigued by Ward’s scene. You wanted to know what it would feel like to be the one experiencing the slaps of his flogger. Even feel the spark of the electricity from the violet wand as he slowly fucked it into your ass.”

Scary how accurate he was.

A shiver traveled across her back as he skimmed his lips against the shell of her ear. Her pussy bloomed with heat and wetness, damping her thin lace panties.

“Your body kept reaching for the stage because you wanted to be the one tied up and on your knees at a Dom’s mercy.” She held her breath, waiting to hear more of his seductive voice explaining in such exacting detail. “You are very much a submissive, damhsóir.” The sound of the foreign word caused her to finally release a breath as he slowly withdrew, skimming his fingers over a few knobs of her spine. Arousal followed everywhere he touched. “Now, I’m not fond of lies. Why don’t you try your answer again?”

The span of time she’d been away from the lifestyle meant she’d forgotten a Dom’s ability to dig deep and expose so much using so very little. “I don’t have a Dom.”

“That’s more like it.”

Swallowing, she gathered the tattered edges of her courage. “Are you asking?” 

“Are you offering?”

She blinked. Was she? Crap, she wasn’t supposed to engage in a scene tonight. She wasn’t a member. He’d certainly caught her interest. While the idea was tempting, she reminded herself she’d come here tonight specifically to acclimate to the atmosphere again. She wasn’t ready to jump in with both feet no matter how gorgeous Adam looked, what he promised her or how achy he made her cunt.

Besides, she didn’t want to piss off the owner the first night by not following the rules. She liked this place. A lot. There was something about the club that certainly caught her interest enough to want to sign the membership papers right this very minute.

“No. Not tonight. I came to see if this is the place for me or if I should just wait until I go back home.”

“Fair enough.” His fingers touched the back of her hand. “If you need anything while you’re here, just ask for the welcoming committee.” He winked, brushing away the water ring.

She wondered what kind of show he put on when he took the stage. Most Doms had some kind of specialty they excelled in—flogging, sensation play, water torture, even breath control. The assortment was as wide and varied as the Doms themselves.

The muscles of his ass flexed under the fabric of his tight jeans as he leaned over a group of people chatting at a table. The sight caused vividly pornographic images to play in her head. With a start, she realized she might have wanted to be the sub on the stage, but now she didn’t want to be just any sub.

She wanted to be Adam’s sub.
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​Chapter Two
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As Brandi prattled on about the lousy service she’d gotten at the bar, Adam watched Sutton finish the last of her water. She fidgeted with the hem of her very-fitted shirt, playing with a button as she glanced around the social area. She balled her hands at her sides, hauled in a deep breath and slid back though the frosted glass doors.

Odd.

For someone only scoping out the club for membership, she seemed agitated. Perhaps gauging if the activities of the club were in line with her limits? She did say she was here tonight to get a lay of the land. He wasn’t convinced she’d return based on the description of her previous club. This place was too open and in-your-face for her.

Shame.

He would have liked to discover what would really set her off.

She might have wanted to appear casual with her oxford shirt and unremarkable miniskirt. But as she’d helped him clean the staging area, he’d caught fleeting glimpses of lace thigh-highs held in place with garters. As he’d suspected, a naughty vixen under layers of conservative fabric. Layers he would have been fond of slowly peeling away one excruciating moment at a time.

Those quick flashes of lace and skin had gotten his cock rock hard in the blink of an eye. He’d always enjoyed hints of femininity, was a sucker for a woman in sexy lingerie. The tantalizing lace of her thigh-high stocking had nearly undone him. And the way she’d reacted when he’d pushed on her boundaries a little? Yeah, he wanted to know more about the enigmatic woman.

“Adam, are you even listening to me?”

The woman’s voice grated on his nerves, but he put on his best smile. “I’ll have Mariana bring you a complimentary drink to make up for your troubles.”

Brandi sniffed, literally turning her nose up at the idea. “Where is Diane?”

“Off for the night, I’m afraid. You’ll just have to settle for me and what I have to offer tonight, Ms. Woods.” She would have known he was in charge tonight if she’d bothered to read the information Diane sent the members. Or even give a passing glance to the bands around his biceps, a signal responsibility fell squarely on his shoulders. He knew no matter what, some people just felt entitled. Brandi Woods was one of those Dommes who thought her leathers were woven from gold and treated everyone as such regardless of their position.

Her heavily kohl-rimmed eyes narrowed. “Fine. Have Mariana bring a round of drinks for everyone at the table as well. Complimentary, of course.”

“Of course.” Turning, he signaled to the bartender to fix whatever she’d done. More than likely, Mariana hadn’t made a mistake. Brandi had always been a difficult customer, so there was some comfort in the fact she was right on pace to uphold her reputation tonight. Good to knew she didn’t contain her attitude only to nights Diane worked.

The infallible Mariana rolled her eyes and started fixing a round of drinks.

Done handling social duties for the moment, Adam slipped through the doors separating the two areas of the club. He told himself he only wanted to ensure Sutton didn’t get in over her head. He shouldn’t care. She was a virtual stranger. But something about her drew him, pulling at his natural instincts as a Dom.

Her husky voice had slid over him like a perfectly aged whisky. Her reaction when he’d pushed a little had been perfect. He’d known she hadn’t been serious about being a Domme, but he hadn’t been able to resist teasing her. He liked a give and take with a sub who possessed a sense of humor.

Her skin had felt softer than he’d expected. Her hair silkier, her raspy breath heavenly. Had he known her better, he would have undone a few of those buttons to find out if her breasts really were as tempting as they looked wrapped in an unimaginative packaging.

He wasn’t a fan of a body covered so much inside the club. He didn’t need to have a sub’s body naked and exposed to him, but enjoyed seeing her wear a bustier, a see-through bra or maybe a corset plumping her in all the right places and playing up her lush curves.

Pretty wrapping for a very tempting package.

His eyes adjusted to the low lighting in the room, scanning the area with a cursory examination to make sure everything was all right. He trusted the monitor on duty to keep things on the level, but he was in charge of the rest of the club now since Diane had taken a personal day. He still didn’t know what the hell she’d meant by the statement when she’d emailed him.

Wasn’t his business to question, though.

He caught sight of Sutton just as Santiago, a relatively new Dom at the club, approached her. She dipped her head in greeting, folding her hands behind her back in respect. From this angle, he saw the way the position thrust out her breasts, straining the buttons on her damn stuffy shirt.

Santiago noticed too, judging by the way he’d blocked her forward progress. No doubt he’d read her stance as a position of offering. She moved to the side to allow him to pass, but he followed, a lecherous grin curving his lips.

Adam caught Ben’s gaze, pleased to find the observant monitor had already taken note. Confident he could handle the situation, Adam leaned against the wall as he folded his arms across his chest.

Playing observer wasn’t something he was overly fond of. He preferred to be in the middle of the action or patrolling the room to make sure everyone kept their wits about them. This turn Diane had thrust upon him at being this in charge didn’t suit him at all.

He wanted to start the games, not oversee them.

Sutton seemed polite enough, but the determined Dom didn’t want to take her courteous dismissal at face value. His body pushed closer to hers. She retreated, but the aggressive Dom matched her step for step. The hairs on the back of Adam’s neck rose even as he noticed Ben shifting closer to the escalating incident.

Undeterred by Sutton’s brush-off, Santiago became more persistent, closing his hand around her shoulder to restrain her. His large fingers wrinkled her shirt as he tightened his hold. He spun her, gesturing to the nearest available area. Sutton’s body language altered perceptibly when he forced her to walk forward. She tried to shake out of his hold, but his grip was too tight and her face screwed up in pain.

As he pushed away from the wall, Adam jerked his chin toward Ben, pleased to note the other man already moving through the crowd. They reached the couple just as Sutton swore loudly at Santiago.

“Get your filthy mitts off me, you prick.”

“Shut up, slut.” Santiago growled, tightening his grip enough so Sutton yelped. He clutched at her shirt, yanking the fabric open so the shirt hung loosely on her lithe frame.

“Enough.” Adam clamped his hand over Santiago’s meaty one, pushing against a pressure point so the man had no choice but to release her shoulder. He snaked one arm around Sutton’s waist, pulling her away from the enraged Dom and placing her directly into Ben’s hold. Ben spun, putting his body between hers and the action.

They turned away just as Santiago’s other hand shot out to catch Adam in the jaw. Bright pain bloomed through the side of his face and radiated down his neck. Instead of reacting, he used the pain to turn the anger back on the highly offensive man.

When Santiago’s fist came at him again, Adam caught it. He tugged hard, causing Santiago to stumble forward. Adam turned his body, twisting around to ram his elbow hard into Santiago’s nose.

As cartilage cracked, blood began to pour down Santiago’s face. The gory sight gave him the illusion of being menacing in the dim lights. He snarled, his teeth pink from the blood coating his lips. “You’re gonna pay for that.”

Screams split the air as Santiago lunged. Adam crouched lower than the large man’s hunched form, barreling forward into his waist seconds before he hit. Their bodies collided with a sickening thud, the force nearly stealing Adam’s breath. Pushing away the pain, he thrust up with his legs, his arms catching Santiago around the back of his knees.

They both fell, off balance. Santiago grunted as Adam landed on top of him. Adam used the momentum to continue flipping, bringing Santiago’s legs around with him. The position allowed Adam to pin Santiago for a few seconds while Ben reached down and placed him in a choke hold.

Santiago continued to struggle until Ben repositioned so his knee was planted in Santiago’s back in the kidney area. Santiago gave a sharp howl of protest, but allowed his body to go limp in surrender.

Adam ran a hand over his face, glad to see his fingers came away clean. No blood. The bastard was lucky. His jaw tingled where the cheap shot had landed. The spot would hurt later, no doubt. But right now, his injuries were the least of his concerns. He didn’t want the man anywhere near the rest of the clientele.

“Get this insignificant asshole out of here.”

The fucker sneered as Ben yanked him to his feet. Joey, one of Diane’s favored submissives and a cop, appeared from the crowed and gestured to Ben. Knowing they could handle the unruly man, Adam turned to find Sutton waiting for him. His gaze met hers, a smile turning up one side of her mouth.

She was all right.

He let out a relieved breath. “Everything okay?”

“Nothing a trip to the seamstress won’t fix. Or the dump.” She flipped up the trailing ends of the shirt, shrugging as she tied the ends into a knot just below her breasts. “Pretty sure I have no interest in wearing this one again.”

His gaze flicked lower. Black lace cupped ample breasts. He’d been right. Staunch and prim on the outside, sinner on the inside. He looked forward to discovering just how deep the latter part of her went. The caress of her fingers against his aching jaw startled him. 

“Oh. Sorry, I just wanted to make sure my knight in shining armor wasn’t too badly bruised.”

He captured her hand as she retreated. “I’ll live.” Fire scorched his skin where she’d run her fingers over his injury and it wasn’t because of the bruise he felt forming. “Seems as if you got a little bit more adventure than you were looking for tonight. Hopefully this won’t sway your decision to come back to the club.”

“You certainly know how to give a girl a reason to return. I mean really, where else would I find a Dom who comes to my rescue so proficiently? Hard to keep away from such efficient and personal service.” Those brilliant crystal eyes, blue and intense, sparkled. “I’m going to take off now, but you should really get some ice on your jaw. Wouldn’t want to see your handsome face permanently marred.”

* * * * *
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Sutton lay on her back, her hands pressed against the mat under her. Torrance, her assigned physical therapist at Moving Waters, held a long, flat metal scale against her calf in order to test her range of motion. “A few more degrees. Better than last week. As long as the trend continues, you’ll be back to the stage in no time.”

“You only say that because you enjoy torturing me five days a week.”

“You may be right.” He made a mark on his paper, tracking her progress. He studied it for a few minutes, his mouth curving into a frown. “Are you doing those exercises I gave you?”

“Nightly.” His eyes narrowed so quickly, she laughed and held up her hands. “I swear. I’m too afraid you’ll come after me if I don’t.”

He chuckled, directing her to roll over so they could begin the next round of exercises. Lying on her stomach, Sutton watched a few other patients work through their own physical therapy routines. The spacious room held a variety of equipment, all designed to help those recovering from an injury and those looking for more flexibility.

Moving Waters had become a second home for her in the past week since her initial appointment. She spent so much time here, she’d gotten to know most of the staff, but had yet to see the enigmatic owner.

She’d been all ready to jump back in the scene with both feet. Feet that were now suddenly as cold as ice. She kept telling herself it was because she wanted to get through a few weeks of therapy, but even she knew a grandiose lie when she heard one.

She was nervous because she’d been away for so long. Plus, she didn’t know Adam’s schedule at the club. Just her luck to show up and miss him completely. Why waste the time? Maybe she’d gather enough courage to finally walk back through the club doors tonight. Or just call it a day, chalk up the membership fee she’d plunked down as a lost cause and wait until she went back to New York before she picked up that part of her life again.

Laura, the receptionist, stuck her head around the wall. “Torrance, you have a call.”

He shifted his grip on her ankle as he pushed her heel toward her butt. “I’m right in the middle of a session with a client. Can you take a message?”

“They said it’s important.”

Torrance continued on despite the urgent tone of Laura’s voice.

Sutton glanced over her shoulder, noting the line of stress between the young man’s eyebrows. “Go on, I can use a breather.”

“Actually, I can finish up here for you, Torrance.” Recognizing the deep voice, Sutton looked up to find a familiar face staring down at her. “If it’s all right with your client.”

If I’m going to hurt, at least he’s a master at delivering pain.

While he wasn’t in the form-fitting tee and black jeans she’d last seen him wearing, he still looked sinfully delectable. Dressed in baggy shorts and a tank, Adam Waters was downright gorgeous. The airy fabric of his shirt left his shoulders exposed, the tan shade of his skin causing the chocolate-brown color of his eyes to stand out. Sweat darkened the blond hair at the nape, as if he’d just finished an intense workout.

His long, powerful legs showcased muscles that rippled with each step he took. Add in a chiseled jaw and the fact he’d stepped in to rescue her from the pesky menace who’d tried to assert his dominance and she was pretty certain Adam was the complete and total package.

Her pulse jumped at the thought of working with him. “It’s fine. Really.”

Her regular physical therapist sprung up and Sutton waited while the other man took the vacant spot. He wrapped his large hands around her calf and lifted so it was at a ninety-degree angle to her thigh.

The lingering shadow of a bruise darkened his jaw, another reminder he’d swooped in and saved her. And didn’t that just add to the list of things she found attractive about him. Surely the man had to have a flaw somewhere. He couldn’t be so perfect he didn’t have a ding in his armor.

No freaking way.

She reminded herself that she was there to recuperate, not break down how attractive her physical therapist was. “Moonlighting as a rehab tech when you’re not flogging a sub?”

A smile played over his lips. “Took an interest in therapy when I had some downtime between bandaging wounds. Whatever little of it there was. Found I wanted to help them get better in the long turn, not just make sure they made it through the night. Soon I was working on rehabilitation at the base more than treating the initial injury. Just took off from there. Besides, can’t an owner keep an eye on his investment?”

“This is quite a different atmosphere than Second Circle.” The warmth of his hand radiated against her skin. She found herself concentrating on the gentle touch far more than she ever had with Torrance. So much for keeping this strictly professional.

“You seem surprised.” He positioned her leg flat on the mat. Her reaction wasn’t just because his hands were on her. It was the fact those skilled hands caressed her leg, moving it with care as he put her through each position listed on the damn clipboard of Torrance’s. He gently nudged her along through each movement.

This wasn’t just someone who took pride in his work. He reveled in it.

His fingers glided in a seductive gesture, teasing as much as it heated. Her skin tingled wherever he touched, raising the fine hairs on her arms from the intensity. Her blood flowed warmer, heating her wherever he touched as he moved from place to place.

When he brushed his fingers against the thin skin on the back of her knee, her heart rate stuttered. He didn’t move away with any kind of expediency. In fact, he seemed to be exploiting the fact she’d reacted. His touch firmed a bit, her eyes flying open when the tip of one of his fingers brushed over her thigh.

She cleared her throat in an effort to keep things all business. “I know you said you owned this place, but I have to say this just wasn’t what I would have expected for a Dom.” She thought about what she’d seen at the club. The care and guidance required for both physical therapy and D/s play wasn’t dissimilar.

“I’m allowed to have a life outside of the club. Have to make money somehow.”

“Of course. Responsibility always sucks the fun out of everything, doesn’t it?”

He shifted, lifting her leg for a series of stretches before he replaced it and picked up the other one. “You have one outside of the club, don’t you? A life, I mean. Or else you wouldn’t be here.”

“I’m also not a Domme.”

“As we both discovered already.” His gorgeous smirk appeared for a split second. “I enjoy helping people, so it seemed a natural thing to do after I retired from the Army.” Hearing the slice of his past didn’t surprise her. In the brief time they’d talked she’d gotten the vibe he needed order amid chaos.

“Former Army, owner of a physical rehabilitation clinic and Dom at Second Circle. Is there anything you don’t do?”

He frowned. “I seem to be doing the last item on the list less and less because this place is taking up so much of my time.”

“Do you ever sleep?”

“On occasion.” He scribbled a note on her chart, moving the pen effortlessly over the piece of paper. “Looks as though Torrance is doing a good job with your schedule. Five days a week is pretty aggressive.”

“I’m hoping to get back to dancing as soon as possible.”

He offered her a hand. “Then physical therapy will certainly help you get your strength and flexibility back.”

“That’s what I’m counting on.” The feel of his skin tingled against her palm even after he released her hand. He was taking care of her, soothing and calming her so he could do his job. She had no right to get sexually excited by his touch. Yet a warm deliciousness continued to spread through her without encouragement.

“Just don’t rush it too much or you risk sustaining a worse injury. You’ll find yourself back on your ass.” She followed him, sitting when he gestured to an elevated bench. “So all of this explains why you’re here, but it doesn’t explain why you came to Second Circle.”

“Not obvious?”

He grunted, tapping her shoulder as he directed her to lie on her stomach. “Odd then you haven’t been back to the club since your first night. I thought maybe Santiago scared you off. Or Diane’s membership fees.”

“It would take a lot more than an ass such as him to scare me. And just so you know he didn’t scare me, I sent in all my paperwork to join the next day. I’m a full-fledged member of Second Circle now. At last for the next month.”

“So what scared you off?”

“Nothing. Just been busy trying to get better.” She couldn’t admit to him she’d been stalling, coming up with excuses and reasons to avoid going back. While she wanted to return, she also had a very strong interest in him. Back at Hardware, it had been rare for her to approach a Dom about a scene.

They’d always come to her.

“Ah,” he stated without any real emotion. He touched her with a seductive stroke. Her skin tingled wherever he moved, raising the fine hairs on her arms. Her blood flowed faster, heating her as he shifted from place to place down her legs.

When he brushed against the thin skin on the back side of her knee again, her heart rate stuttered. His touch didn’t move away with any kind of expediency. In fact, he seemed to be exploiting how she reacted to him. As though he knew exactly what his attention was doing to her. His touch firmed a bit, her eyes flying open when the tip of one of his fingers brushed high on her thigh. Again.

Her thighs tightened, her pussy dampening the crotch of her panties as her nipples started to tingle. She licked her lips, daydreaming about how he’d look waiting for her on a stage at Second Circle for their very first scene. As she approached, he waited, nude except for wide bands around his biceps. The lack of clothing allowed her unencumbered access to the sight of his very impressive erection standing high and curving just slightly to the right. She released a soft groan, thinking about how it would feel to have his massive cock inside her mouth.

“Sutton? Are you okay?”

Oh damn, she hadn’t just vocalized her little fantasy, had she? She swallowed, wincing with embarrassment. “I’m fine.”

Maybe she could pass off the noise as pain for something he’d done. Trying to contain her panic, she pushed up off the bench and turned over. Her breath caught as her gaze lifted to find him looking at her. A mix of curiosity and interest played across his expression.

He offered his hand again, and she hesitantly accepted. Once she stood, she jerked away, unwilling to let him feel how shaky her hands were after his...attention. But the knowing gleam in his eyes told her it was too late. He knew exactly what he’d done to her, how his touch had affected her.

Double dog damn.

“Why don’t we set up your next round of appointments?”

“Sure.” She followed him out to the front counter, trying her best not to notice how the silky fabric shifted over his butt as he walked. And she’d thought her hormones had been zinging wildly out of control earlier.

Now they were zipping off the charts.

Triple dog damn.

There was a note on the high reception counter signaling Laura had stepped away for five minutes. Adam slid into her chair, his bulky form looking ridiculous in the compact secretarial chair. “Looks as though you prefer mornings.”

She tapped her finger on the counter as he started scribbling in the appointment book. “It’s easier with my teaching schedule.”

“You teach too?”

Maybe she’d gotten lucky and he hadn’t really noticed she’d gotten aroused during his massage after all. “I’m directing a production for underprivileged kids while I’m here. Keeps me from sitting around moping about what I can’t do.”

When they agreed upon times and dates for her next round of appointments, Adam pushed a white card across the high counter toward her. She palmed it, sliding it into her pocket without looking and nodded in thanks as she stepped outside into the hot sun. Sweltering heat, courtesy of the July sun, had baked the inside of her car so sweat coated her flesh as she slid behind the wheel.

As she placed the card Adam had given her into a slot on the visor, she noticed a circle in the top corner with a small two in the center. Not Moving Waters’ logo. Second Circle’s logo. There was also a date under the circle. A quick glance at her vehicle’s center console display confirmed it was today’s date. 

Sunlight flashed on something and she lifted her gaze to find Adam standing on the easement, a sly smile teasing the corners of his mouth. He strolled to her car, signaling for her to roll down the window. She pressed the button, her body vibrating at his close proximity.

He tapped his hand against the window casing. “I thought maybe you could finish up whatever it was you had going on back in there.”

“I...no. You just tweaked something I didn’t expect. Caught me off guard.”

“You know, I have a lot of experience delivering pleasure and pain. Both at the club and here.” He folded his arms and leaned against her car. The position placed his face just inches from hers. “And back in there? That was most definitely pleasure. Shame you stopped. I would have liked to see how hard I could’ve made you come surrounded by all those unsuspecting people.”

The sensations bracketing her body intensified. And it wasn’t because of the oppressive humidity. He flashed a suggestive grin worthy of another daytime-sex fantasy as he pushed away from the car and waved. Spinning on his heel, he casually strolled back to the door, glancing over his shoulder before ducking inside.

She released a slow breath as she curled her hands around the steering wheel, waiting as the air conditioner blew cool air across her heated face. Looked as though she’d finally gotten the courage she needed to step back through the doors of Second Circle.

* * * * *
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Tweaked something.

Bullfuckingshit.

She’d been turned-on. A lot.

Of course, the thought of Sutton aroused had made him rock hard. He’d ended up spending the rest of the day feeling the uncomfortable press of his erection against his shorts as he tried to sort out paperwork.

Adam shoved a hand through his hair as he stepped up to the high counter used for a bar in the common area at Second Circle. As he slid onto one of the elevated stools lining the drink area, he was reminded of the hardness of his cock. Residual effect from earlier or was he excited by the thought of Sutton possibly showing up at the club tonight?

She’d practically been writhing on the table as he’d massaged her leg. He had no idea what she’d been thinking, but hell if he cared. All he knew at this particular moment was how much he wanted to have her writhing underneath him again.

Mariana slid a low-calorie energy drink toward him, along with a plate of cookies. He nodded in thanks, grateful for something to wet his throat and something to snack on. Typical of a Georgia summer, the heat outside had reached uncomfortable levels. And it was only July.

August would probably be hotter than Hades.

As he snacked on one of Diane’s decadent chocolate chip cookies, he stared blindly at the slender can between his fingers.

Sutton Bristow.

The woman was certainly quite the mystery. She was obviously interested in stepping back into this kind of scene. Despite her assurance Santiago hadn’t frightened her off, he knew that wasn’t entirely true. He’d heard it in her voice during her therapy session earlier today. There was something she didn’t want him to know. While hesitations were to be expected, it wasn’t as if she was new to the lifestyle. She’d seemed totally at ease watching Ward and Jordan during their scene.

In fact, she’d been aroused by their play. So what had her so unsettled?

He’d found himself wondering about her more and more. So much so, he’d opened the client files to find out more. An unethical breach of patient confidentiality, but as the owner of Moving Waters, he justified his curiosity as need to know. She was one of his clients, right? He’d also looked over her schedule and had made it a point to be around for her appointment. Torrance’s phone call had been pure coincidence.

Except Adam didn’t believe in coincidence.Having his hands all over her body had been pure nirvana. Feeling her react to his hands had been exquisite heaven. Her inquisitive nature certainly made a strong case for him to conduct a scene with her at the club.

If she accepted the invitation he’d extended. “You know, you don’t do pensive well, Adam.” 

“What?”

“You’re thinking awfully deep about something that has you...shit. You’ve got company.” She pointed over his shoulder, a frown marring the lines of her angular face. He turned, expecting to see a pissed-off Diane, and instead found a submissive who didn’t seem to be able to take no for an answer.

“Melissa.”

“Master.” She sunk to her knees, bowing her head.

Ah, hell. Not again. He tried to keep his irritation in check because he’d long ago discovered Melissa Stanton wanted him to get mad. She thrived on the emotion. “Stop calling me that. I never have been and never will be your Master.”

Despite his strong tone, she locked her hands behind her back and spread her legs slightly. Shiny black leather stretched across her generous breasts, the fabric cinching tight at the waist before flaring wide to rest against her thighs. The dark cloth complemented her ivory skin and the jet-black hair she’d pulled back using a clip made to resemble a pair of handcuffs.

No one would argue Melissa wasn’t beautiful. Her attitude needed the adjustment.

He threaded his fingers through his hair, pushing the locks away from his face. Anger boiled in his stomach and he gulped the rest of his drink to give himself a few minutes to bleed away his ire.

Composed, he stood. “Get up. Right now.”

Instead of listening, she bent forward, presenting herself on all fours. Her inability to listen stood as the exact reason why he’d never gone further than friendship. He had a hard limit when it came to Melissa. A limit he vowed to never break.

Not now. Not ever.

She’d infuriated him enough the first time they’d sat right at one of the very tables in this room and she’d chattered on incessantly about what their scene would be like. After five minutes with her, he’d known they had no shared interests. The glaring, bold sign had been all he’d needed to know in order to keep his distance. He didn’t mind a submissive who challenged him, but Melissa was difficult and obstinate.

Not a good combination.

Sighing heavily, he grabbed her arms and pulled her to her feet. “This isn’t the place or the time.”

“Of course it is. We’re at the club.” Her garishly red-painted lips bowed into a deep frown.

“And I’ve told you time and time again—no. I’m not interested in playing with you.” He softened his voice, lest he come off sounding like an insensitive jerk. “We’ve talked about this. You deserve to find a Dom who welcomes your temperament and enthusiasm. I am not that Dom, no matter how much you want me to be.”

“You can be. All it takes—”

“No, Melissa.” He noticed Sutton pushing through the main doors, her gaze already searching the club. Hopefully for him. “I can’t.” He deliberately moved away, putting as much distance from Melissa as he could. The film of her overt and unwanted display of submission coated his skin much like spent motor oil. He’d need a scalding-hot shower to scrub it away.

He slipped a peppermint candy from his pocket, crumpling the cellophane wrapping as he shoved the small treat between his teeth. He smiled at the few members before he came to stand in front of Sutton. She grinned as he leaned forward to brush a gentle kiss across her cheek.

“Want to get out of here?”

Sutton started to reply but was cut off by Melissa’s high-pitched whine. A tone that sounded suspiciously similar to his name. “Have an admirer, do you?”

Adam glanced over his shoulder, half expecting to see Melissa on her knees in whatever presentation she’d concocted in her mind he preferred. “Something like that.”

“Can’t say I blame her.”

Adam’s gaze narrowed as he turned back. “You two are nothing alike.”

“I don’t know. She seems to be working really hard for your attention. I can understand where she’s coming from.” Her gaze roamed over him, those blue eyes hiding nothing about the fact she enjoyed what she saw.

“Big difference. You already have my full attention.”

“Yet you’re trying to usher me out of the very club I came to get even more of your attention.”

Sutton’s eyebrows rose as Melissa molded her body to Adam’s. “I thought we were going to do a scene tonight.”

“Melissa, we have never done a scene and we never will.”

“But you’re supposed to teach tonight.” She slid her fingers through his hair, twirling the strands. “You said I could help.”

He cringed at the whine coloring her voice as he clutched her wrist to pull her hands away. “I never said anything of the—”

Sutton set a casual hand on Adam’s forearm. “Think you can show me to the changing area?”

Melissa scowled. “Who are you?”

“Adam’s sub for the night. He mentioned he was in a bit of a bind and I promised I would lend a hand.”

Melissa frowned, her eyes darkening the longer she examined Sutton. “I’m sure one of the other subs can show you where to go. I have an appointment I need to get to.” She flounced away, obviously upset she’d been brushed off.

“She seems to be quite the handful.”

“A few, in fact. Certainly more than I want to tackle.” He sucked on the candy a few times to help erase the taste of the stagnant air slithering through him.

Something was going to have to be done about Melissa. Her persistence would be admirable under normal circumstances. But lately, her inability to take no for an answer edged toward obsessive. If he didn’t nip this in the bud soon, the situation would spiral out of control.

He pushed away his thoughts about the fixated woman and turned to the very interesting one standing in front of him. “Thank you.”

Sutton shrugged. “Payment for saving me the last time I was here. It was the least I could do. So what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. She’ll come back in a few days and start all over.”

Her hair shifted around her shoulders as she shook her head. “I meant about tonight. She said you were supposed to teach something?”

“Yeah, I have the main stage in there tonight.” He gestured to the frosted doors. “I usually do some kind of teaching scene for anyone interested. One of those was scheduled for tonight. I can move it. I wasn’t really prepared anyway.”

Sutton shifted her weight between her feet and Adam noticed her outfit then. A dress. Simple and elegant. She’d chosen an unadorned black sheath that stopped just above her knees. The fabric hugged her curves and showcased those spectacular breasts. He wondered what kind of lingerie she had on. 

“Do you give lessons in everything here?”

He coughed, erasing the explicit images playing in his head. “Not everything, no. Diane Blankenship, the owner, handles most of the punishment demos if someone requests one. Ben Youngblood used to handle multiple partner scenes until a few years ago.”

“And Ward handles electroplay?”

“No. He just likes to show off. Because of his work schedule, he isn’t here regularly enough. And most of us who teach don’t actively participate. Not as though someone always has to teach. You can learn just by being very observant.”

A smile touched lips she’d slicked some light-pink confection over. Whatever it was, he wanted to kiss it away. “I imagine a well-versed teacher who takes the time to explain things would know better. I could probably stand a few lessons myself. My old club didn’t have anything like this.”

“Shame, I’ve always thought education is an important aspect of our lifestyle. Necessary, really.”
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