

Chapter 1 

The air in Courtroom 4B crackled with restless energy, thick with the sharp tang of lemon polish and the musk of stale ambition clinging to worn oak benches. Lauren Hollis gripped the edges of the lectern until her knuckles bleached bone-white beneath skin still raw from last night’s anxious picking. The Price Pharmaceuticals merger case—her firm’s highest-profile litigation in a decade—was unraveling faster than her composure, each misstep snagging on the jury’s bored stares like silk catching on barbed wire. 

“M-Mr. Jennings,” she stammered, feeling the flush spread from her cheeks down her neck, a slow burn that pooled low in her belly as opposing counsel’s smirk widened into something sharp and predatory. Her tongue felt swollen, glued to the roof of her mouth as if he’d stolen all the moisture from the room. “Your client’s f-failure to disclose the—” 

Tap. Tap. Tap. 

Judge Raymond Voss’s fountain pen drummed against the bench with the rhythm of a heartbeat gone feral, each strike vibrating through the soles of Lauren’s cheap pumps. She forced her gaze upward and found his glacial blue eyes already pinning her in place, dissecting her like a specimen beneath glass. Sweat bloomed beneath the scratchy polyester of her boxy navy suit—a clearance-rack special that smelled of mothballs and quiet desperation—trickling between her shoulder blades in a slow, maddening crawl. 

“Is there a question buried in that soliloquy, Counselor?” Voss’s baritone voice cut through the stifling air, smooth and dangerous as a blade dragged over velvet. The silver at his temples glinted under the harsh fluorescent lights as he leaned forward, the motion making his black robe strain against the impressive breadth of his shoulders. Lauren’s throat tightened as she imagined the musculature beneath the fabric—power coiled tight, restrained. “Or shall we adjourn until you locate it?” 

A wave of laughter swept through the gallery, prickling her skin like a thousand needles. She felt her blouse cling damply to her lower back, the waistband of her skirt digging into her hips as she fought to stand straighter. Breathe. Just breathe. But the words tangled in her throat, collapsing into a barely audible, “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

She stumbled back to the plaintiff’s table, the hollow click-clack of her thrift-store pumps echoing like gunshots in the cavernous silence. Her co-counsel, Martin, kept his eyes glued to his notes, but the muscle in his jaw twitched—a tiny, furious earthquake she felt in her own bones. 

“The court will recess for fifteen minutes.” Voss’s gavel cracked down, sharp and final as the snap of a spine. 

Lauren fled, pushing through the heavy doors with trembling hands. The hallway air felt cold against her overheated skin as she rushed toward the ladies’ room, her pulse hammering in places it shouldn’t—the base of her throat, the inside of her wrists, the secret curve where her thighs pressed together with every hurried step. She barely registered the muffled clatter of the courthouse around her, the echo of her own ragged breathing drowning out everything but the phantom sensation of Judge Voss’s gaze still tracing the lines of her body—like a touch she couldn’t scrub away.


Chapter 2 

Dust motes danced like taunting specters in the sickly yellow glow of the courthouse library’s overhead lights, clinging to Lauren’s slumped shoulders like funeral ash. She chewed the inside of her cheek until bitter copper bloomed on her tongue, her gaze welded to the damning transcript sprawled across the desk. Objection overruled. The words throbbed in time with the pulsing ache behind her temples, each syllable a fresh humiliation. Every misstep from the courtroom replayed behind her eyelids in brutal HD—the fumbling over chain of custody that made the jury shift in their seats, the way her voice had cracked on Brady material like a pubescent boy choking on his first lie. 

Her phone buzzed again, a violent tremor against the scarred wood. Jason’s message glowed with cheerful cruelty: Maybe stick to writing briefs, babe. You’re not a courtroom kind of girl. 

The door hissed open before she could hurl the device into the nearest wall of law journals. 

Judge Voss filled the narrow aisle between towering shelves, his shadow stretching toward her like an accusation made flesh. Lauren froze, her breath clotting in her throat as he prowled closer with the lethal grace of a predator circling wounded prey. The crisp starch in his collar scraped against his corded neck with every measured step, the sound somehow louder than the blood roaring like a trapped animal in her ears. 

“Miss Hollis.” His voice was a winter lake—smooth, deep, lethally cold. “I’ve seen cadavers with more courtroom presence. At least they know when to stay silent.” 

She flinched when his knuckles grazed her calf while retrieving the fallen binder, the contact searing through her sheer stockings like a brand. The heat lingered, crawling up her thigh in a slow, insidious wave that made her toes curl inside her sensible pumps. 

“You whimpered through that cross like a beaten dog.” He dropped the binder with a thud that reverberated up her spine, rattling her molars. “Tell me, do you enjoy humiliation? Or is incompetence your particular flavor of kink?” 

Lauren’s nails bit half-moons into her clammy palms. “I p-prepared—” 

“Poorly.” He braced a hand on the carrel, caging her between the furnace heat of his body and the unyielding wood. His cedar-and-whiskey scent invaded her space—masculine, expensive, unforgiving. “Addison tore you apart because you’re soft. Untrained.” His thumb brushed the frantic rabbit pulse at her wrist, the pad rough against her fluttering skin. “But malleable. Wet clay waiting for skilled hands.” 

Her mouth went desert-dry, tongue sticking to the roof as her traitorous nipples tightened beneath her prim blouse. “What do you want?” 

“To remake you.” His breath ghosted over her earlobe as he leaned down, lips hovering a forbidden millimeter from her skin. “Strip away the trembling, the hesitation. Forge you into something sharp enough to draw blood.” The silver gavel on his tie clip glinted—a threat, a promise, a perverse temptation. “You’ll come to my chambers tonight. You’ll kneel when told. You’ll take every lesson I carve into that pretty skin.” His teeth scraped the shell of her ear, the sharp sting pulling a gasp from her throat. “Or you’ll spend the rest of your career losing to men who smell weakness like sharks scenting chum.” 

Lauren’s thighs pressed together, the sudden slick heat between them a betrayal her body refused to conceal. Her whispered yes hung between them, trembling and ripe, the word tasting like both surrender and salvation on her swollen tongue. 

Voss smirked, sliding a thick ivory card across the desk, his fingers deliberately brushing hers. A live wire jolt zipped up her arm. “Seven sharp. Wear skirts that bruise knees and stir imaginations.” 

The door swallowed him whole, leaving her alone with the echo of his command and the throbbing ache between her legs. Lauren traced the embossed letters on the card—Chambers 4B—her skin humming where he’d touched her, marked her, claimed her. The fluorescent lights flickered above, casting shadows that licked up the walls like eager tongues savoring the promise of corruption.


Chapter 3 

Lauren’s knuckles hovered inches from the heavy oak door of Judge Raymond Voss’s private chambers, the brass nameplate gleaming like a warning under the courthouse fluorescents. Her breath hitched, fingers trembling as she counted the ridges in the wood grain—one, two, three—before rapping twice, the sound swallowed by the oppressive silence of the hallway. The air felt charged, as if the entire corridor held its breath along with her. 

“Enter.” 

The command rolled through the door, deeper than it had sounded in the library, vibrating in her bones. She turned the knob, the click echoing like a bailiff’s gavel in the cavernous room. Raymond’s chambers were a cathedral of power: floor-to-ceiling legal tomes with spines cracked from use, burgundy leather chairs that sighed under the weight of decades of deliberation, and a mahogany desk so polished she could see the strained reflection of her boxy taupe suit jacket in its surface—the fabric suddenly feeling too tight, too frumpish against her flushed skin. 

He didn’t look up from the brief he was annotating, his silver fountain pen scratching ominously across the page. “Close the door, Miss Hollis.” 

She obeyed, the latch thudding into place like a cell door slamming shut. Her heels sank into the plush carpet as she approached the desk, each step muffled but heavy with intention. The air thickened with the scent of old paper and his sandalwood cologne—an intoxicating blend that made her pulse skip. She could see the precise line where his tailored shirt met the strong column of his neck, the way his robe draped over broad shoulders that seemed to carry the weight of every verdict he’d ever delivered. 

“Sit.” He finally glanced up, his steel-gray eyes pinning her to the visitor’s chair. She perched on the edge, knees locked together, hands folded in her lap to hide their tremor. The leather creaked beneath her, cool through her skirt despite the heat pooling low in her belly. 

“You lost the Thompson motion today.” He leaned back, steepling his fingers, the light catching the platinum band of his Rolex. “Because you quoted Marbury v. Madison like a nervous undergrad instead of weaponizing Daubert. Do you know why?” 

She opened her mouth, but her throat tightened—the familiar vise of her stammer clamping down. “I—I—” 

“Stand up.” 

Lauren rose on unsteady legs, her pantyhose whispering against the skirt she’d ironed three times that morning. The hem rode up her thighs as she moved, exposing a sliver of skin above her stocking tops. Raymond circled the desk with predatory grace, his black robes swirling around him like storm clouds gathering before a downpour. She could smell the starch in his collar now, mixed with something darker—a hint of perspiration beneath the cologne. 

“Kneel.” 

Her pulse roared in her ears, blood rushing south as her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra. “Your Honor, I—” 

“You came to me for mentorship.” He loomed over her, his shadow swallowing the amber light from the desk lamp, casting her in a penumbra of uncertainty and desire. “Kneel, or walk out that door and let your career die whimpering in moot court.” 

The carpet fibers prickled through her stockings as she lowered herself, the muscles in her thighs trembling with the effort to descend slowly, gracefully. Her skirt hitched higher, the waistband digging into her hips as she settled back onto her heels. Raymond watched every inch of her descent, his gaze lingering where her thighs met the taut nylon. He settled into his high-backed judge’s chair, crossing his legs with deliberate slowness. The tip of his oxblood wingtip grazed her collarbone, then nudged upward along the column of her throat until the cool leather rested against her parted lips. She could taste the polish—bitter and rich—as his instep pressed insistently. 

“Recite the holding in Daubert,” he commanded, his shoe flexing lightly against her mouth. “And if you stammer, we start over.” 

Lauren’s eyes burned, but she inhaled—deep and shuddering—the scent of his dominance flooding her senses. “Daubert v. Merrell Dow… established the judge’s role as gatekeeper for scientific evidence,” she began, the words stumbling over the pressure of his sole, then gaining strength as his heel pressed harder, silencing her fear. Her tongue darted out instinctively, wetting her lips and brushing the fine grain of Italian leather. “Th-the trial court must assess… whether the reasoning is scientifically valid…” 

His toe tapped her bottom lip approvingly before sliding lower to trace the line of her chin. “Louder. Imagine the jury’s back row.” 

She straightened her spine, voice steadying as she quoted precedent, each syllable shaped by the leather threatening to slip past her teeth. Her humiliation simmered, cheeks blazing, but beneath it—undeniable, electric—ran a current of submission so potent it made her thighs slick. A surrender that felt like the first true win she’d had in months, her body responding to his control with a traitorous throb between her legs. 

Raymond’s low chuckle vibrated through her skull as he shifted his foot, the toe now pressing against the flutter of her pulse point. “Good girl.” The praise rolled through her like warm bourbon. “Now, let’s discuss your penalty for citing Marbury in a hearsay objection…” His other foot rose, tracing the inseam of her stocking where it met bare skin, the blunt tip of his shoe finding the sensitive hollow behind her knee. “I think you’ll find my methods of correction… quite thorough.”


Chapter 4 

Lauren’s knuckles whitened around the strap of her briefcase, the leather biting into her palm as Judge Raymond Voss prowled around her in his chambers. His gaze was a scalpel, slicing through her carefully constructed armor, peeling back layers of professionalism until she felt utterly exposed. The air thickened with the scent of aged paper and his bergamot cologne—a citrusy, smoky sting that coiled in her lungs like temptation itself. 

“This,” he drawled, pausing to flick the shoulder pad of her boxy navy suit jacket with two disdainful fingers, “is a sin against every courtroom you’ve ever stepped foot in. You might as well drape yourself in sackcloth and ashes. Tell me, Ms. Hollis—” His voice dipped, low and dangerous, as he closed the distance between them, “—do you enjoy surrendering before the fight’s even begun?” 

Her throat tightened, words clotting beneath the weight of his scrutiny. “I thought—professionalism demanded—” 

“Professionalism,” he cut in, his breath warm against her temple as he leaned in, “isn’t armor. It’s a blade. And that shapeless sack you’re swimming in?” His knuckle brushed her jawline, tilting her face up to meet eyes the color of storm-churned ice. “It’s a butter knife in a gunfight. We’re starting over. Now.” 

The boutique’s marble floors gleamed like a frozen lake beneath the relentless glitter of chandeliers. Lauren’s pulse skittered as a saleswoman glided forward, holding up a blouse so sheer the peach-hued silk might as well have been smoke. It rippled in the air, revealing every shadow, every curve of the black lace bra Raymond had plucked from a velvet-lined display moments earlier—his fingers lingering over the scalloped edges as if memorizing the pattern. 

“This is practically… transparent,” Lauren choked out, the flush on her neck blazing hotter. 

“Obviously.” Raymond didn’t glance up from the stiletto he cradled, its needle-thin heel a polished obsidian dagger in his palm. “Subtlety is for losers, Ms. Hollis. Power doesn’t beg for attention—it demands it. Let that opposing counsel choke on his objections when he realizes the woman dismantling his case has a neckline deep enough to drown in.” 

In the dressing room, Lauren’s trembling fingers wrestled with the blouse’s pearlescent buttons. The crimson pencil skirt hugged her hips like a lover’s possessive grip, the fabric straining with every shallow breath she took. When she finally stepped out, Raymond’s gaze swept over her like a physical touch—pausing at the flutter of her exposed collarbones, the dangerous curve of her calves, the way the silk clung to the swell of her breasts. 

“There you are,” he murmured, voice rough as gravel. His thumb brushed the frantic rhythm of her pulse, his other hand splaying possessively at the small of her back. “Now lose the schoolgirl martyr act.” 

Before she could protest, he yanked the elastic from her ponytail. Chestnut hair tumbled over her shoulders in a riot of waves, strands catching the light like molten chocolate. “Hey—!” 

“You think they won’t see the weapon you’re hiding?” he growled, fists twisting in her tresses, tilting her head back until her lips parted on a gasp. “Let them stare. Let them underestimate the wildfire under all that prim silk.” 

Monday morning, the firm’s lobby fell silent as Lauren strode through its hallowed halls. Briefcases thudded against marble. A paralegal’s coffee cup tipped, dark liquid pooling like spilled ink as eyes tracked her progress. Her stilettos struck the floor with the precision of a metronome, each click a declaration. In the elevator’s burnished brass doors, her reflection was a shock—hair cascading in untamed waves, the blouse gaping just enough to reveal the lace-edged camisole beneath, the skirt hugging every dip and curve like it had been painted on. 

“Hollis?” Mark from litigation nearly tripped over his own oxfords as he intercepted her at the coffee urn. His gaze snagged on the shadow between her breasts, his throat working. “Did you, uh… grow?” 

She nearly fumbled her Americano, the heat of the cup nothing compared to the phantom burn of Raymond’s palm between her shoulder blades—his silent command straighten, own it, burn them alive. “Yoga,” she blurted, arching her spine as she turned, silk whispering against her suddenly tight nipples. “Very… centering.” 

In Courtroom 4B, the opposing counsel’s pen clattered to the floor when she rose to eviscerate his motion. Raymond’s voice curled through her memory—Unbutton them slowly, one legal fallacy at a time. 

Her opening argument wasn’t a rebuttal—it was an execution. She wielded Carrington v. State like a scalpel, her voice syrup-sweet and venom-sharp. The judge leaned forward, transfixed, while the defense attorney’s collar grew damp with sweat. 

“Impressive,” Raymond murmured as she swayed back to the plaintiff’s table, her hips a hypnotic pendulum. His knee pressed against hers beneath the mahogany, a brand of heat through the silk. His hand slid up her thigh, fingers skimming the lace border of her stocking, his thumb finding the damp seam of her panties. 

He pressed—not enough to unravel her, just enough to steal the air from her lungs as she bit back a whimper. 

Victory, she decided as the gavel cracked, tasted like leather-bound law books and the salt-slick ache between her thighs—a heady, illicit cocktail that left her trembling long after the verdict was read.


Chapter 5 

The courtroom’s hollow silence pressed against Lauren’s eardrums like deep water pressure, each breath she took sounding unnaturally loud in the cavernous space. She stared down at the legal pad where her own handwriting blurred—angry slashes of ink mirroring the evisceration she’d just endured. Richard Fenton’s smirk still hung in the air, a poisonous vapor lingering long after he’d gathered his files, the citrus-and-brine scent of his cologne stinging her nostrils like a taunt. 

Leather soles struck marble behind her, sharp and deliberate. She didn’t need to turn to know Judge Raymond Voss’s broad silhouette would eclipse the feeble afternoon light bleeding through the courthouse windows, his shadow swallowing her whole as he approached. 

“Up.” 

His command peeled layers off her composure, the single syllable vibrating through her bones. She rose slowly, her pencil skirt clinging to trembling thighs, the fabric whispering against her heated skin as she straightened. 

He circled her like a prosecutor examining a compromised witness, his gaze a physical weight sliding over her throat, her collarbones, the frantic pulse at her wrist. “Look at me when your incompetence requires cleaning.” 

Her chin lifted on puppet strings, meeting eyes the color of storm-lashed steel. His knuckle grazed her jawline—a mockery of tenderness that sent an unwelcome shiver down her spine. “You handed Fenton that win wrapped in your stuttering deference. Now you’ll retrieve some dignity, one groveling syllable at a time.” 

Her throat tightened, sweat pricking the small of her back beneath her silk blazer. “Your Honor, I—” 

“Raymond.” His thumb pressed against her bottom lip, silencing her, the pad rough against her mouth as he dragged it slowly to the corner. “When I peel you open in private spaces, you’ll use my name. Remember that during your apology.” 

He steered her toward the aisle, his palm scorching through the thin fabric of her blazer, fingers splayed possessively just above the swell of her ass. Fenton leaned against the prosecutor’s table, revulsion blooming in Lauren’s gut as his gaze snagged on her uneven breath, his lips curling as her blouse fluttered with each shallow inhale. 

“Speak,” Raymond murmured, his fingers flexing at the base of her spine, a silent warning. 

“Mr. Fenton.” The words tasted like broken glass, sharp and metallic. “My performance today was… unbecoming. You deserved competent opposition.” 

Fenton’s chuckle slithered over her skin, oily and thick. “Competence isn’t sewn into designer skirts, sweetheart. Though I’ll admit”—his stare dropped to her chest, lingering on the hard peaks of her nipples betraying her beneath the silk—“the view almost distracted from your pathetic precedent citations.” 

Raymond’s hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her ass through the snug skirt, fingertips digging in just enough to make her breath hitch. “Again. Louder.” 

She repeated the humiliation, voice trembling this time, Fenton’s nostrils flaring as Raymond’s fingers flexed—a hidden claim staking territory beneath the courtroom’s pretense of decorum. 

“Charming.” Fenton straightened his tie, eyes glittering with cruel amusement. “Do train her better, Voss. I’d hate to see potential wasted between the sheets instead of the courtroom.” 

The slap of his briefcase closing echoed like a cell door slamming shut. 

Raymond propelled Lauren backward until the defense table dug into her hips, the edge biting into her flesh through the thin fabric. “Sit.” 

She obeyed, leather sighing beneath her weight as he caged her between his arms, their faces inches apart, his breath warm and spiced with coffee as it fanned over her lips. 

“You flushed when he called you sweetheart.” His knee nudged hers apart beneath the table, the heat of his thigh branding her through the silk. “Did humiliation prickle your nipples into bullets, Lauren? Make your cunt clench around nothing?” 

Her gasp lodged in her throat as his hand vanished under her skirt, calloused fingertips grazing the lace border of her stocking tops, the contrast between the delicate thread and his rough skin making her tremble. She jerked, earning a punishing dig of nails into her inner thigh, the sharp sting pulling a whimper from her lips. 

“Still.” Raymond’s breath heated her ear, his teeth grazing the lobe as his middle finger circled her exposed clit, slow and deliberate. “Or I’ll have you recite apologies on your knees in the holding cell while the bailiff watches.” 

Her hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the pressure, the slick sound of his fingers moving against her obscenely loud in the empty courtroom. 

“Filthy girl,” he growled, plunging two fingers inside her without preamble, the stretch burning deliciously as he crooked them just so. “Dripping for the man who gutted you. Does it ache? This empty little hole begging to be filled?” 

Lauren’s head thumped against the chair back, courtroom fluorescents swimming as he worked her ruthlessly, his palm grinding against her clit with every thrust. Every curl of his fingers mirrored Fenton’s verbal carve-up—each punishing stroke a reminder of power relinquished, of her body betraying her shame with wet, eager surrender. 

He withdrew slick fingers, glistening in the sterile light, and smeared her wetness across her cheekbone, the scent of her arousal thick between them. “Chambers. Now. Or I’ll fuck this lesson into you on the bench where I sentenced your client—let the ghosts of every convicted felon watch you come undone.” 

The gavel’s phantom crack followed her staggering exit—justice reduced to the shudder wracking her body with every step, her thighs sticky, her pulse throbbing between her legs. His command lived under her skin now, hotter than shame, a live wire sparking with every brush of fabric against her oversensitive flesh.


Chapter 6 

The air in Raymond’s chambers hung thick—a cloying mixture of aged leather and bergamot that clung to Lauren’s throat like a confession. She stood rigid before the mahogany monolith where he’d first ordered her to her knees, her palms slick against the seams of the pencil skirt he’d chosen that morning. Above the door, the security camera’s unblinking red eye watched, a mechanical sentinel to her unraveling. Her pulse drummed against her clavicle, betraying the practiced calm she’d rehearsed in the elevator mirror. 

“Recognition of protocol precedes competence, Ms. Hollis.” Raymond’s voice sliced through the silence without lifting his gaze from the legal brief spread before him. His judicial robes draped the stand behind his chair like a shadow waiting to descend, the velvet hem grazing the floor with imperial indifference. The lamplight caught the silver streaks at his temples, turning them molten. 

“Yes, Your Honor.” The honorific scraped her tongue raw—a title that now tasted of submission rather than respect. She swallowed, throat tight as her gaze flickered to the brass scales of justice perched on the bookshelf. How perfectly they balanced. Unlike her. 

“Demonstrate.” 

Her eyes dropped to the parchment he slid across the desk. Ten rules in his razor-edged script, the ink still gleaming wet in the lamplight as if freshly excised from his mind. But it was the sleek silver device beside it that froze her breath—a polished egg humming with silent potential, its smooth surface reflecting the tremble in her fingers. 

“Vocalize each stipulation,” Raymond commanded, finally meeting her gaze. The glacial blue of his eyes promised punishment, their intensity pinning her in place more effectively than handcuffs. “While acquainting yourself with… judicial apparatus.” 

Her fingers closed around the vibrator. Cold metal kissed her skin, seeping into her bones as she slowly hitched the skirt’s hem, nylon stockings whispering against trembling thighs. She didn’t hesitate—hesitation invited cruelty—and pressed the device against her clit through damp lace. The first low pulse wrenched a gasp from her lips, a shockwave of sensation radiating up her spine. 

“Begin.” 

“Rule One—” Her voice fractured as the vibration deepened, a relentless thrum against her swollen flesh. “Counsel will address the Court—” 

The buzzing climbed, a crescendo tightening her belly into knots. “—properly at all times.” She gripped the desk edge, knuckles bleaching white as the wood grain bit into her palms. The vibrations skated higher, teasing the sensitive bundle of nerves until her hips gave an involuntary twitch. 

Raymond’s thumb slid across his phone screen. The device shuddered violently, tearing Rule Two from her throat in a broken staccato. “R-Rule Two! C-Counsel will submit—” Her breath hitched as the vibrations shifted—sharpening to a pinpoint focus that liquefied her knees. The lace grew slicker, clinging to her heat as she fought to keep her stance. 

By Rule Four, her blouse clung to sweat-slicked shoulders, the silk plastered to her skin like a second punishment. “Rule Five—” she panted, the words dissolving into a whimper as the toy’s rhythm stuttered, mimicking the frantic tattoo of her heartbeat. Her free hand fumbled against the desk, scattering papers as pleasure coiled tighter, hotter. 

“Eyes on the text.” His chair scraped back, the sound like a gunshot in the charged air. “Or must I sanction your inattention?” 

The vibrator surged to a brutal frequency without warning. Lauren cried out, her thighs slamming together as pleasure detonated through her, muscles clenching around nothing. “Rule Seven!” she screamed, her voice wild and wet. “Counsel will—oh God—will not question—” 

Wingtips clicked against hardwood as he rounded the desk. She smelled his cologne then—vetiver and something darker, primal—before his polished shoe wedged between her legs, driving the vibrator harder against her. The pressure bordered on pain, amplifying the shocks of ecstasy until her vision blurred. “Finish,” he growled, leather soles grinding into the carpet. 

She sobbed through clenched teeth. “Rule Eight: Counsel will n-not… will not…” The words dissolved into a shuddering wail as her hips bucked against the pressure, her body bowing off the desk as the orgasm crested. It crashed over her in scalding waves, tearing a ragged scream from her throat as the vibrator milked every last spasm. 

Raymond crouched, his palm flattening over the lace-covered device, trapping it against her pulsing core. “Inability to articulate suggests contempt,” he purred, his thumb hovering over the remote control. “What plea do you offer?” 

Her body arched off the desk, toes curling in her heels. “Guilty!” 

“Louder.” 

He twisted the vibrator a quarter turn. The new angle pressed mercilessly against her G-spot, wringing another shattered cry from her lips. The orgasm ripped through her like a verdict—blinding, brutal, leaving her collapsed against the desk, saliva smearing the polished wood. Raymond watched her convulse, his breath warming the shell of her ear as she gasped through the aftershocks, each tremble drawing a fresh slickness between her thighs. 

“Adequate penance,” he murmured, retrieving the glistening toy. Her lace clung to it for a heartbeat before surrendering with a damp snap. “Court adjourned.” 

The door clicked shut. Lauren slid boneless to the rug, the musk of her climax fouling the sterile air. She pressed her forehead to the cool floor, trembling not from shame, but from the terrifying realization: she’d begged for the gavel’s fall. And tomorrow, when his shadow darkened the threshold again, she’d spread her palms on that mahogany altar and beg louder.


Chapter 7 

Granite chilled Lauren’s palms as she braced herself against the kitchen counter, the veins in her wrists standing taut like violin strings. Jeremy’s knuckles whitened around the edge of her page—the one Raymond had defaced with ink that seemed to bleed into the paper itself. “Your throat deserves a gavel’s weight when you swallow objections.” The words throbbed under the sterile light, each syllable a fresh indictment that made her skin prickle. 

“Professional development?” Jeremy’s laugh was a blunt instrument, his breath hot with scorn. He flicked another sheet toward her, the rustle sharp as a juror’s verdict slip hitting the floor. The page fluttered, revealing Raymond’s looping script near the bottom: “Open wider next time. I’ll test your gag reflex properly.” “Tell me,” Jeremy hissed, leaning in until she caught the stale coffee on his tongue, “does His Honor grade your oral arguments on a curve? Or does he just hold your hair back while you choke on his—” 

Her pulse hammered against her collarbone, a drumbeat syncing with the memory of Raymond’s leather chair creaking beneath her knees. She could still taste him—oak-aged bourbon and expensive cologne—as his fingers had tightened in her hair last Thursday, guiding her mouth down with a growl that vibrated against her lips. “Debriefings don’t end until I’m satisfied, counselor.” The humiliation had coiled in her belly, hot and slick, sharpening her focus like a blade. 

“It’s not—” 

“Save it.” He swept the papers into his leather satchel—the one she’d bought him after he’d whispered forever against her neck in that Cabo sunset—and yanked the zipper like a guillotine. “The partners will love seeing how you earned your wins. Does he make you proofread his opinions while you’re on your knees? Or do you just lick the dissent right off his bench?” 

The memory ambushed her: Raymond’s thumb tracing the seam of her lips as she’d parsed a dissent, her tongue darting out to taste the salt of his skin. The slow drag of his zipper beneath her chin, the weight of him pressing against her cheek. She swallowed bile, her thighs clamping together at the phantom ache. “Jealousy’s unbecoming, Jeremy.” 

His sneer could’ve etched glass. “Enjoy fucking your career into oblivion.” 

--- 

The conference room’s frost-glazed windows turned the city into a smeared watercolor, skyscrapers bleeding into the gray sky. Twelve suits dissected her with clinical precision, Raymond’s annotations laid bare between crystal water pitchers like evidence in a trial. 

Eleanor Shaw tapped a crimson-smeared margin. “The court finds counsel’s hesitation contemptible. Twenty strokes for insubordination.” Her eyebrow arched, a smirk playing on her veneer-perfect teeth. “Creative sentencing, Hollis. Tell me, were the stripes still visible when you argued Michaelson?” 

Durand’s pen hovered over Lauren’s third-quarter billing report, the numbers spiking like a fever chart. “These notes coincided with your 47% success rate increase.” His gaze lingered on a post-it stuck to a torts brief: “I’ll fill every hole you’ve got—including the one in your case law.” 

“Pressure clarifies priorities,” Lauren said, her spine rod-straight under the weight of Raymond’s phantom grip cinching her waist. She could almost feel his teeth grazing her earlobe, his voice gravel-rough as he’d cornered her in the judges’ library: “You’ll win this motion. And when you do, I’ll make sure you feel it for days.” 

A junior partner snorted into his espresso. “What’s the going rate for judicial pressure these days? Hourly or flat fee?” 

Durand silenced him with a glare as cold as a bailiff’s handcuffs. “Your motion in Davies turned on Voss’s obscure precedent citation.” He leafed through her annotated brief, pausing at a sticky note: “Reward follows compliance. Assume the position.” His gaze lifted, stripping her bare. “You’ve demonstrated… exceptional compliance.” 

Lauren’s thigh throbbed where Raymond had clamped her flesh during that victory—her skirt shoved to her hips, face pressed into law reports smelling of dust and power as he’d driven into her from behind. “This is how ambition cums,” he’d rasped, fingers twisting in her hair with every thrust, her choked moans muffled by the leather-bound volumes. She’d left that night with the taste of him on her lips and the imprint of his belt buckle blooming purple on her hip. 

Eleanor slid a partnership agreement across the polished table, the pages whispering like a lover’s promise. “Our clients pay for results, not courtroom chastity.” She smirked, her scarlet nail tapping the clause about discretion. “Though I imagine His Honor’s methods are tax-deductible. Continuing education, isn’t that right?” 

Durand’s gold pen gleamed like a blade as he offered it. “Sign before the Post gets copies.” 

Lauren scrawled her name without blinking, the ink pooling like fresh blood. The nib caught on the paper, tearing a tiny gash—a wound to match the one in her chest where Jeremy’s betrayal festered. 

But as the partners’ applause echoed hollow against the glass walls, she recognized the savage truth humming in her veins: her submission had become a weapon, honed between clenched teeth and silk-tied wrists. And Raymond had just handed her the holster—along with the safety off.


Chapter 8 

The boardroom’s mahogany table swallowed the space whole, its polished surface gleaming like a dark mirror that reflected the hungry stares of every partner lining its edges. Lauren stood framed by floor-to-ceiling windows, Manhattan’s skyline sprawled beneath her like a conquered kingdom. Her dove-gray pencil skirt hugged every curve, tapering just below her knees to emphasize the lethal click of her stilettos against marble. The fourth pearl button of her sheer blouse—left deliberately undone—was a sartorial dare Raymond had fastened himself that morning, his knuckles grazing the swell of her breast as he lingered, whispering, “Let them choke on their envy while I feast on what’s mine.” 

David Cranton’s gold fountain pen slithered across the promotion letter like a serpent, the nib catching fluorescent light as he signed away her ascension. “The Kensington merger is yours,” he said, sliding the document across the table. His wedding band tapped the clause detailing her obscene seven-figure bonus. “Seems Justice Hollis’… mentorship has sharpened your instincts beyond what we could’ve taught you in a decade.” 

Dry, masculine laughter rippled through the room, puckering the air with stale ambition and cigar smoke. Lauren traced the embossed firm letterhead with a lacquered nail, remembering how Raymond’s teeth had claimed this same collarbone just last night while he dissected the merger’s poison pills. “They’ll give you anything,” he’d growled into her skin, his hands tightening around her throat as he pushed her against his leather-bound bookshelves, “if you make them fear what you’ll do when you’re on your knees. Or bent over their desks.” 

“Thank you,” she purred now, folding the crisp paper into her folio with deliberate slowness. The silk of her blouse hissed like a secret as she turned, catching Durand’s gaze lingering not just below her waistline but tracing the outline of her hips, her thighs, the barely-there tremble in her fingers that she’d trained to look like anticipation instead of exhaustion. 

Raymond’s chambers exhaled vetiver and aged paper, the scent wrapping around her throat like a noose she’d gladly tighten herself. He stood before his towering law library, black robe parted to reveal a vest stretched taut over the hard planes of his chest—a chest she’d mapped last night with her tongue. Without turning, he lifted a tumbler of bourbon, the amber liquid catching the dying sunset as if he’d bottled fire. 

“Did they creak when they bowed?” His voice roughened the silence, vibrating through her spine. 

Lauren locked the door. The click echoed through her bones, a prelude to surrender. “Durand’s pupils dilated when I mentioned your name,” she said, stepping closer, letting her heels punctuate each word. “Like a damn predator spotting prey.” 

“As they should.” He finally faced her, glass abandoned on a stack of legal briefs. His gaze stripped her faster than fingers ever could, lingering on the undone button, the flush creeping up her neck. “Blouse. Now.” 

The silk sighed as it slipped from her shoulders in a decadent slide, pooling around her stilettos like a fallen flag. Raymond circled her slowly, wingtips scraping the parquet as he inspected the black lace bra he’d chosen this morning—a match for the shadows in his eyes. His thumb hooked beneath a strap, snapping it against her skin. “Kensington’s breach provisions,” he commanded, breath scorching her nape as he pressed against her from behind. 

“Section 12(b) permits termination for—” 

A vicious buzz snarled to life between her thighs, violent as a struck gong. She gasped, knees buckling as the hidden vibrator surged, her thighs clamping around the relentless thrum. 

“Articulate,” Raymond growled, his thumb circling the remote in his pocket, dialing the intensity higher until it gnawed at her sanity. 

“Termination for—fuck—material breach requires—” 

He seized her hair, wrenching her head back until her throat arched like a swan’s. “Louder.” 

“Thirty days’ notice!” The words tore from her as the device twisted into a scream, white-hot and merciless. She clawed at his wrist, her body bowing against him, every muscle taut as a live wire. 

“Good.” He released her, watching her stumble against his desk, palms flattening on scattered deposition transcripts. “Now plead.” 

Lauren braced herself, the leather blotter cool beneath her feverish skin. “M-Mercy.” 

“Wrong court.” He unzipped his trousers, freeing his cock—a thick, ruddy verdict she’d memorized by taste and touch, by the way it filled her until she choked on his name. “Beg properly.” 

She dropped to her knees, the vibrator still devouring her resolve. “Let me come,” she whispered, lips brushing the tip of him, salt and musk flooding her senses. 

His palm cracked across her cheek, the sting blooming like ink in water. “You’ll come when I say you’ve earned it.” 

He shoved her face-first onto the desk, lifting her skirt to reveal bare skin. No panties—another of his edicts, another way to keep her perpetually unmoored. The first thrust stole her breath; the second shattered her into a thousand jagged pieces. She chanted “guilty” into the leather, each syllable syncopated with the brutal snap of his hips. When the orgasm ripped through her, brutal and blinding, it felt like perjury—a lie she’d swear to again and again. 

Raymond adjusted his cufflinks as she reassembled herself, her reflection in the window a mess of smudged lipstick and swollen lips. “Kensington’s CEO fucks his paralegal in the document room,” he remarked, straightening his tie with surgical precision. “Twice a week. Uses the confidentiality agreements as napkins.” 

Lauren blotted her mouth with a trembling thumb, meeting his gaze in the glass. “Already subpoenaed her text messages. And the security footage from last Thursday.” 

His grin was a sliver of blade. “There’s my vengeance.” 

Her new office smelled of tempered glass and unspoken possibility. Lauren ran her palm over the steel desk, cold and smooth as a fresh indictment, imagining the carnage she’d orchestrate here—the careers she’d dismantle, the whispers she’d sharpen into knives. Through the window, Raymond’s silhouette watched from his chambers across the street, a shadow carved from smoke and sin. 

She raised her middle finger slowly, a smirk curling her lips as his phone lit up in her hand. 

Miss me already? 

The answering buzz between her thighs was her only reply.
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