
        
            
                
            
        

    
Breaking Her

A Dark Maledom Romance of Psychological Domination, Discipline, and Complete Submission (The Claimed Series Book 2)


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: Corridor of Challenge

Ivy stood in the empty courthouse corridor, her briefcase still clenched in her white-knuckled grip. The echo of the judge’s gavel lingered in her mind, each strike a hammer against the flawless record she’d built over a decade. She’d lost—unfathomably, impossibly—to Gabriel, the man who’d just dismantled her case with surgical precision.

Her chest tightened at the memory of his closing argument.

She could still see him, standing before the jury, his tailored suit framing broad shoulders, his voice a low, controlled current that pulled everyone in. He hadn’t shouted, hadn’t gestured wildly like lesser attorneys—she’d always mocked those tactics. No, Gabriel had simply spoken, and the room had bent to him.

Her heels clicked sharply against the marble floor as she paced. She was Ivy fucking Reed, the attorney who found the crack in any defense, who turned witnesses inside out with a single question. How had she missed the fracture in her own argument until it was too late?

The corridor smelled of old wood and antiseptic, a sterile reminder of the institution she’d mastered. Or thought she had. Her pulse hammered in her throat, a traitor to the calm she projected.

Footsteps approached—slow, deliberate, the kind that didn’t rush for anyone.

She froze.

Gabriel emerged from the shadow of the hallway, his presence filling the space before he even spoke. He was a wall of controlled power—six-foot-three, dark hair swept back, gray eyes that didn’t just look at you but through you. His suit, charcoal and perfectly fitted, made her suddenly aware of the slight disarray of her own blouse, untucked at the hip from hours of frustration.

“Impressive work today, Ivy.” His voice was a low rumble, smooth as polished stone, carrying a weight that pressed against her skin. He stopped just close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his frame, a subtle intrusion into her personal space.

Her jaw tightened.

She forced herself to meet his gaze, though it felt like staring into a storm. “You got lucky, Voss. Next time, I’ll bury you.”

A faint smile curved his lips, not mocking, but knowing. “Luck had nothing to do with it. I saw the crack in your armor three months ago.”

Her stomach dropped.

Three months? She hadn’t even noticed him watching her that closely, hadn’t caught the way his eyes lingered in pretrial meetings, dissecting her every move. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, unbidden and unwelcome.

“You’re bluffing.” Her voice came out sharper than she intended, a defensive edge she couldn’t mask. She hated how it betrayed her uncertainty.

Gabriel tilted his head, studying her like a chessboard he’d already mapped out. “Am I? You overcommit to logic, Ivy—every argument a fortress, but you forget the human beneath it.”

Her breath hitched.

She wanted to snap back, to slice through his words with the precision she’d honed over years in courtrooms. But his gaze pinned her, stripping away the layers of control she’d wrapped herself in, leaving her raw and exposed in a way no cross-examination ever had.

He took a step closer, the warmth of his body now a tangible thing, brushing against the edge of her awareness. “I see where you break, Ivy. Let me show you.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

The words hung in the air, heavy and deliberate, a challenge wrapped in velvet. She should have laughed, should have turned on her heel and walked away from this arrogance, this audacity. But her feet stayed rooted, her body refusing to obey the logic screaming in her mind.

“What are you talking about?” Her voice was quieter now, almost a whisper, and she cursed herself for it. The corridor felt smaller, the walls pressing in as his presence loomed larger.

Gabriel’s eyes darkened, a glint of something predatory beneath the calm. “You’ve spent years controlling every room you enter, every person you face. But control isn’t strength—it’s a cage you’ve built for yourself.”

Her lips parted, but no retort came.

She hated how his words burrowed under her skin, how they echoed the quiet doubts she’d buried beneath case files and closing arguments. Hadn’t she felt it sometimes, late at night, the weight of always being the one in charge, the one who could never falter?

He didn’t touch her—not yet—but the space between them crackled with unspoken intent. “I can take that cage apart, piece by piece, until you feel what it’s like to surrender. Not because you have to, but because you want to.”

Her throat went dry.

Surrender. The word alone was a violation, a concept so foreign to her it might as well have been another language. Yet it lingered, curling through her mind like smoke, teasing at the edges of something she didn’t dare name.

“You’re insane.” She forced the words out, a last-ditch effort to reclaim the ground beneath her. But even as she spoke, her voice trembled, a crack in the facade she’d polished to perfection.

Gabriel’s smile returned, slow and deliberate, as if he’d heard the tremor and savored it. “Am I? Or are you just afraid to admit I’m right?”

Her hands clenched around the handle of her briefcase, the leather biting into her palm.

She wanted to argue, to tear into him with the sharp tongue that had won her countless cases. But his gaze held her captive, those gray eyes seeing past the attorney, past the armor, to the woman beneath who’d never been looked at quite like this.

The distant sound of a door closing echoed down the hall, a reminder of the world beyond this charged bubble. Colleagues could walk by any moment, could see her standing too close to opposing counsel, could sense the tension that hummed between them like a live wire. Her reputation—her shield—felt suddenly fragile.

“I don’t break, Voss.” Her defiance was a whisper now, a desperate bid to hold onto herself. But even as she said it, her body betrayed her, a flush of heat creeping up her neck.

He leaned in just enough that she could smell the faint cedar of his cologne, a scent that grounded and unsettled her all at once. “You do. And when you’re ready, I’ll be the one to guide you through it.”

Her pulse stuttered.

Guide. Not force, not demand, but guide—a word that implied choice, yet carried the weight of inevitability. Her mind spun, grasping for a counterargument, for anything to push back against the tide of his certainty.

She stepped back, finally, breaking the invisible thread that had tethered her to him. Her heel caught slightly on the uneven marble, a small stumble that felt like a metaphor for the moment. She hated that he saw it, that his eyes tracked every micro-movement with unflinching attention.

“I have work to do.” Her voice was steadier now, but the lie was evident even to her own ears. She turned, forcing her legs to move, to carry her away from the weight of his presence.

His voice followed her, low and unshakable, a promise woven into every syllable. “You’ll think about it, Ivy. You won’t be able to stop.”

Her steps faltered for half a second.

She didn’t turn back, didn’t give him the satisfaction of seeing how his words landed like stones in still water, rippling through her carefully constructed control. But as she walked toward the elevator, the corridor stretching endlessly before her, her mind was already replaying his voice, the rumble of it sinking into her bones.

The elevator doors opened with a soft ding, but she barely registered it.

Her reflection stared back at her in the polished metal, cheeks faintly flushed, eyes too wide, too unguarded. She hated that she could still feel the warmth of his nearness, a phantom heat that clung to her skin despite the distance she’d put between them.

She pressed the button for the ground floor, her finger trembling just enough to notice.

Gabriel had seen her lose today, had watched her falter in a way no one else ever had. And now, with a single conversation, he’d planted something in her mind—a seed of doubt, or desire, or both—that she couldn’t uproot no matter how hard she tried.

Her briefcase felt heavier now, a reminder of the armor she’d always relied on.

But his words echoed louder than the click of her heels, louder than the hum of the descending elevator. “I see where you break, Ivy. Let me show you.”

She closed her eyes, just for a moment, as if that could shut out the memory of his gaze.

It didn’t.

The elevator chimed again, doors sliding open to the lobby, but she didn’t move immediately. Her mind was still in that corridor, still caught in the web of his voice, the promise of something she’d never allowed herself to consider. Surrender—not as weakness, but as release.

Her fingers tightened around the briefcase handle, grounding herself in the familiar.

She stepped out into the bustling lobby, the noise of the world crashing back around her—phones ringing, voices overlapping, the clatter of footsteps. But none of it drowned out the echo of Gabriel’s words, the quiet certainty that he’d already found the crack in her foundation.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket, likely a client or a colleague, but she ignored it.

She needed air, needed space to rebuild the walls he’d so effortlessly begun to dismantle. Yet even as she pushed through the revolving doors into the sharp bite of the afternoon wind, she knew it was futile.

His proposition wasn’t just a challenge—it was a lure.

And some traitorous part of her, buried beneath years of control and discipline, was already reaching for it. She could feel it, a pull she couldn’t name, a heat pooling low in her belly that had nothing to do with anger or shame.

She stopped on the courthouse steps, the city sprawling before her, a battlefield she’d always conquered.

But Gabriel was a different kind of opponent, one who didn’t play by the rules she knew. And as she stood there, the wind tugging at her hair, she couldn’t shake the feeling that this loss in court was only the beginning.

Her breath came shallow, her mind racing with arguments she couldn’t voice.

Hadn’t she always prided herself on control, on being the one who never wavered? Yet in less than ten minutes, he’d stripped that certainty away, leaving her questioning everything she thought she knew about herself.

She started walking again, her pace brisk, as if she could outrun the weight of his words.

But deep down, she knew she couldn’t. Not when every step seemed to echo with his promise, not when her body still hummed with the memory of his nearness, his voice, his gaze.

The city blurred around her, a backdrop to the storm in her mind.

Ivy didn’t break. She’d built her life on that truth, had carved her name into every courtroom she’d entered with the sheer force of her will.

Yet Gabriel had seen something she hadn’t—something she’d hidden even from herself.

And now, as she moved through the crowd, anonymous among strangers, she couldn’t stop wondering what it would feel like to let him show her. To let him guide her to the edge of that break and push her over it.

Her lips pressed into a thin line, a futile attempt to lock away the thought.

But it was already there, burrowed deep, a splinter under her skin she couldn’t ignore. And as she hailed a cab, sliding into the backseat with a forced composure, she knew this was far from over.

The driver asked for her destination, and she gave it on autopilot.

Her hands rested in her lap, still clutching the briefcase like a lifeline. But her mind was elsewhere, tangled in the memory of gray eyes and a voice that promised to unravel her.

She stared out the window, the city lights streaking past.

Tomorrow, she’d face him again—another case, another battle. But tonight, alone with her thoughts, she couldn’t escape the truth: Gabriel had already started to claim a part of her she didn’t know how to defend.

Her fingers twitched, a restless movement she couldn’t suppress.

And in the quiet of the cab, with no one to witness her faltering, she let herself wonder—just for a moment—what it would feel like to let go. To let him take her apart, piece by piece, until there was nothing left to hide.

The cab pulled to a stop, and she stepped out into the night.

But his words followed her, a shadow she couldn’t shake, a promise of something darker, deeper, waiting just beyond the edge of her control. And as she unlocked her apartment door, the silence of her space felt heavier than ever, charged with the anticipation of what came next.


Chapter 2: Reluctant Return Call

Ivy sat at her polished mahogany desk, the city skyline a gray smear through the window of her corner office. Her fingers hovered over the phone, trembling just enough to betray the storm beneath her carefully constructed calm. She hated that small, involuntary twitch—a crack in the armor she’d spent years forging.

She’d won cases that made headlines, dismantled arguments with the precision of a surgeon. Yet here she was, undone by a single conversation, a single gaze from Gabriel. The memory of his voice, low and unyielding, coiled through her mind like smoke.

Her thumb brushed the screen, scrolling to his name. She shouldn’t. Every instinct screamed to delete it, to sever this thread before it could tangle further.

But her body remembered the heat of his presence in that courthouse hallway. The way his gray eyes had pinned her, not with anger, but with a certainty that felt like possession. Her chest tightened, a traitor’s rhythm she couldn’t silence.

She pressed call.

The line rang once, twice. Her breath hitched, a shallow gasp she swallowed down. She could hang up—preserve the illusion of control.

“Ivy.” His voice cut through, a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the phone and into her bones. No greeting, no question—just her name, claimed.

She straightened in her chair, gripping the phone tighter. “Gabriel. I’m… returning your call.”

A faint chuckle, dark and deliberate. “I knew you would.” His tone carried that same unshakable certainty, as if her resistance was a game he’d already won.

Her jaw clenched. She wanted to snap back, to wield her words like a blade and slice through his arrogance. But the heat pooling low in her belly mocked her defiance.

“I’m listening,” she said, forcing her voice to stay even. “What exactly are you proposing?”

“Come to me,” he replied, each word measured, unhurried. “We’ll discuss terms. My office, tonight, 8 p.m.”

Her pulse quickened. A meeting after hours, in his domain. Every logical part of her screamed trap, yet her mind spun with the image of his space—his control extending to every detail, every inch.

“And if I don’t?” She meant it as a challenge, but her voice wavered, betraying the crack he’d already found.

“You will.” His certainty was a weight, pressing down on her resolve. “You already know you want to.”

The line went silent, but his words lingered, a hook sunk deep. She set the phone down, staring at the screen as if it could offer some defense. Her hands were still trembling.

She spent the next hours in a haze, drafting motions and reviewing case files, but her focus fractured with every tick of the clock. Colleagues passed her door, their voices a distant hum, oblivious to the war raging in her mind. She was Ivy, the attorney who never faltered—yet Gabriel had reduced her to this restless, uncertain thing.

By 7:30, she was in a cab, the city lights streaking past like accusations. Her black pencil skirt and tailored blazer felt like a costume now, a flimsy shield against what awaited. Her fingers twisted in her lap, nails biting into her palms.

His building loomed ahead, a sleek tower of glass and steel, as imposing as the man himself. She stepped out, the evening air sharp against her skin. Her heels clicked on the marble lobby floor, each step a countdown to surrender.

The elevator ride was suffocating, the mirrored walls reflecting a woman she barely recognized. Her reflection showed tight lips, flushed cheeks, eyes too wide with something she refused to name. She pressed her hands flat against her thighs to stop their shaking.

The doors opened to a dimly lit hallway, his office at the far end. A plaque bore his name in crisp, unadorned letters: Gabriel, Senior Counsel. It felt like a warning.

She knocked once, the sound swallowed by the silence. Her heart thudded, a traitor’s drumbeat. She could still turn back.

“Come in, Ivy.” His voice, that low rumble again, seeped through the door like a command.

She pushed it open.

He stood behind a massive oak desk, sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with quiet strength. The room smelled of leather and something faintly metallic, a space carved out for power. His gray eyes met hers, unflinching, as if he’d been waiting for this moment for years.

“Close the door,” he said, not a request. His tone was calm, precise, a blade wrapped in velvet. She obeyed before she could think, the click of the latch echoing like a lock in her mind.

She stood there, rooted, as he rounded the desk with a predator’s grace. He didn’t rush, didn’t need to—every movement was deliberate, claiming the space between them. Her breath caught as he stopped just close enough for her to feel the heat of him.

“You came,” he said, a faint curve to his lips. Not surprise, but satisfaction. “Good girl.”

Her stomach twisted at the words, a humiliating rush of warmth spreading through her. She hated how they landed, how they burrowed into some hidden part of her and made it ache. She opened her mouth to protest, but nothing came.

He gestured to a chair across from his desk. “Sit.” Another command, delivered with that same unshakable calm.

She moved, her legs unsteady, and lowered herself into the leather seat. The fabric was cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the fire building inside her. She crossed her arms, a weak attempt at defense.

He didn’t sit. Instead, he leaned against the desk, towering over her, his presence a physical weight. Those gray eyes studied her, peeling back layers she’d spent a lifetime building.

“Let’s be clear, Ivy,” he began, voice low, almost intimate. “You’ve spent years winning by finding the cracks in others. But I’ve watched you, and I see yours.”

Her throat tightened. She wanted to argue, to throw his words back at him with the sharpness she wielded in court. But her body betrayed her, a flush creeping up her neck, her hands clenching in her lap.

“You crave control, but not the kind you think,” he continued, each word a deliberate stroke against her fraying resolve. “You want to be taken apart, piece by piece, until there’s nothing left to hide. And I can do that for you.”

Her breath hitched audibly. The room felt smaller, the air charged with the weight of his promise. She should stand, walk out, reclaim the power she’d always held—yet her body stayed rooted, pinned by his gaze.

He stepped closer, and she could smell the faint cedar of his cologne, feel the heat radiating from him. His hand reached out, not to touch her, but to rest on the arm of her chair, caging her in without contact. The gesture was enough—her pulse raced, a frantic rhythm she couldn’t control.

“Here are my terms,” he said, voice dropping even lower, a rumble that seemed to settle into her bones. “You come to me when I call. You follow my rules, my commands, without question.”

Her mind screamed against it, a litany of reasons why this was insanity. She was Ivy, a woman who bowed to no one, who’d built her life on unyielding strength. Yet her pussy clenched at his words, a humiliating wave of wet heat she couldn’t ignore.

“And in return?” Her voice was barely a whisper, a crack in the facade she’d tried to maintain. She hated how small it sounded, how desperate.

His lips curved again, a predator’s smile. “In return, I’ll show you what you’ve been hiding from. I’ll break you down until you’re mine, completely.”

Her fingers dug into the leather of the chair, nails biting into the surface. She wanted to lash out, to tell him he was wrong, that she’d never bend to anyone. But the heat between her thighs pulsed, a traitor’s confession she couldn’t silence.

He straightened, stepping back just enough to give her space—but not relief. His gaze never wavered, holding her captive even from a distance. “You don’t have to decide now. But you will.”

She swallowed, her throat dry, her mind a battlefield of defiance and need. Every part of her wanted to stand, to walk away, to prove she was still the woman who commanded courtrooms. But her body stayed, trembling, caught in the gravity of him.

“I don’t break,” she said finally, the words meant as a shield but sounding more like a plea. Her voice shook, undermining the conviction she’d intended. She hated that he heard it.

“You already are,” he replied, calm, certain, as if it were a fact already written. He crossed his arms, the movement drawing her eyes to the strength in his frame, the quiet power that didn’t need to shout. “You feel it, don’t you? That pull.”

She did. God help her, she did. A heat that had nothing to do with anger, a need that clawed at the edges of her control, threatening to spill over.

Her mind raced for a counterargument, a way to reclaim the ground she was losing. She’d dismantled men like him before—arrogant, self-assured, thinking they could own the room. But Gabriel wasn’t like them; he didn’t posture or bluster—he simply was, an unshakable force she couldn’t argue against.

He tilted his head, watching her struggle, and the faintest glint of amusement flickered in his eyes. Not mockery, but something darker, more intimate—like he enjoyed seeing her unravel. It made her skin prickle, her breath come faster.

“Think about it, Ivy,” he said, stepping toward the door, signaling the end of this round. His hand rested on the knob, but his eyes stayed on her, pinning her in place. “You’ll come to me when you’re ready. You already know you will.”

The words hung in the air, a challenge she couldn’t ignore, a promise that felt more like a sentence. She stayed in the chair, frozen, as he opened the door, the hallway light spilling in like a lifeline she wasn’t sure she wanted. Her heart pounded, each beat a reminder of how far she’d already fallen.

She stood finally, legs unsteady, and moved past him without meeting his gaze. The brush of his presence as she passed was electric, a silent claim she felt in every nerve. She didn’t look back as she walked down the hallway, but his words followed, a shadow she couldn’t shake.

The elevator doors closed behind her, sealing her in with her thoughts. Her reflection stared back, flushed and wide-eyed, a woman on the edge of something she couldn’t name. She pressed her hands against the cool metal wall, trying to ground herself, but it was useless.

She’d told herself she came here to evaluate, to hear him out and walk away with her power intact. But deep down, she knew the truth: Gabriel had already started to claim her, not with force, but with a certainty that mirrored her own hidden need. And as the elevator descended, taking her back to the world she’d always controlled, she couldn’t stop wondering how long she’d resist before she called him again.

Her fingers twitched in her lap, restless, as if already reaching for the phone. The city lights blurred outside the lobby windows, indifferent to the war inside her. But Gabriel’s terms lingered, a hook sunk deep, waiting to pull her under.

She stepped into the night, the air biting against her skin, but it couldn’t cool the heat he’d ignited. Tomorrow, she’d face him in court again, another battlefield where she’d once been untouchable. But tonight, alone with the echo of his voice, she knew this was only the beginning of her surrender.


Chapter 3: Silence Under Command

Ivy stood outside the conference room door, her hand hovering over the polished brass handle. The law firm’s corridors were silent this late, the hum of the city muted beyond the towering glass windows. Her reflection stared back at her, sharp in her tailored blazer, but her eyes betrayed the storm beneath.

She shouldn’t be here. Not after hours, not alone with Gabriel in a room where no one would interrupt. But her feet had brought her anyway, driven by a pull she couldn’t name or fight.

Her pulse thrummed in her throat. She’d spent the day in court, sparring with him across the aisle, her arguments sharp as scalpels but still falling short against his unshakable calm. Every word she’d thrown at him had bounced off, leaving her raw and restless.

The door opened before she could knock. Gabriel stood there, framed by the dim glow of the conference room lights, his presence filling the space like a physical weight. His suit was still pristine despite the late hour, the dark fabric tailored to his broad shoulders, his tie loosened just enough to hint at something dangerous beneath the control.

“Come in, Ivy.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in velvet. It wasn’t a question.

Her jaw tightened. She wanted to argue, to tell him she wasn’t his to summon, but her body moved before her mind could catch up. She stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that made her stomach twist.

The room was empty, the long mahogany table stretching out like a battlefield. Papers from their case were scattered across it, a reminder of the war they’d waged today. But this felt different—private, intimate in a way that made her skin prickle.

“Sit.” He gestured to a chair at the far end, his movements unhurried, precise. He didn’t need to rush; he knew she’d comply.

She didn’t want to. Every instinct screamed to stand, to keep her ground, to prove she wasn’t his to command. But her legs folded beneath her, and she sat, the leather creaking under her weight.

Her hands gripped the armrests. She hated how her body obeyed him, how it betrayed her before her mind could even form a protest. The heat creeping up her neck wasn’t just anger—it was something darker, something she didn’t want to name.

Gabriel didn’t sit. He stood at the head of the table, his presence looming even from a distance, his eyes locked on hers with a calculative intensity. It wasn’t just a look; it was a dissection, peeling back every layer of her carefully constructed armor.

“You argued well today.” His tone was measured, almost approving, but there was an edge to it, a challenge. “But you didn’t win.”

Her lips parted, a retort ready to spill out. She’d spent years honing her ability to cut through any argument, to find the crack in any defense. But before she could speak, he raised a hand, the gesture so subtle yet so commanding that her words died in her throat.

“Stop speaking, Ivy. Just listen to me now.” His voice was calm, unyielding, each word sinking into her like a weight.

Her mouth snapped shut. The urge to fight back clawed at her, a reflex as natural as breathing. She’d never been silent—not in court, not in her life, not ever.

But his gaze held her. It wasn’t anger or impatience she saw there, but a patience so absolute it unnerved her. He wasn’t forcing her; he was waiting, knowing she’d falter on her own.

Her fingers dug into the armrests harder. She could do this. She could stay quiet for a minute, prove she wasn’t some pawn in his game.

Ten seconds passed. Her mind raced, a thousand arguments bubbling up, itching to escape. She bit the inside of her cheek, the sharp pain grounding her for a moment.

Twenty seconds. Her chest tightened, the silence suffocating. She wanted to snap, to tell him this was ridiculous, that she didn’t play by his rules.

Thirty seconds. Her lips twitched, the words pressing against them like a dam about to break. Her eyes flicked to his, searching for a crack, a sign she was winning this silent battle.

Forty seconds. “This is absurd,” she burst out, her voice sharp, cutting through the quiet like a blade. Her breath came fast, frustration burning in her chest as she realized she’d failed.

Gabriel didn’t flinch. The corner of his mouth lifted, not in mockery, but in something closer to satisfaction. “Forty seconds. Not bad for a start.”

Her face flamed. She hated that he’d counted, that he’d known she’d break before she even tried. And worse, she hated the way his approval, even tinged with that quiet amusement, sent a shiver through her.

“You can’t help it, can you?” He stepped closer, each measured stride shrinking the distance between them. “Your need to fight, to argue, to prove yourself—it’s who you are.”

She glared at him, her defiance a fragile shield. But beneath it, her body hummed, hyper-aware of his nearness, of the way he filled the room without even trying. She wanted to stand, to put space between them, but her legs wouldn’t move.

He stopped just behind her chair. She could feel the warmth of him, a subtle heat that radiated from his body, close enough that it brushed against her senses without touching. Her breath hitched, traitorously loud in the silence.

“You’re not in court now, Ivy.” His voice was a low murmur, almost intimate, as if he were speaking a secret just for her. “You don’t need to win here.”

Her mind screamed at her to retort, to tell him she’d win anywhere, anytime. But the words wouldn’t come. They tangled in her throat, held back by the weight of his presence, by the way her body seemed to lean toward him without her permission.

He moved then, stepping to her side, his hand coming to rest on the back of her chair. It wasn’t a touch, not yet, but the proximity of his fingers—so close to her shoulder—made her skin prickle with anticipation. She hated how much she noticed, how much she wanted.

“Look at me.” The command was soft, but it carried the weight of inevitability. Her head turned before she could stop it, her eyes meeting his, caught in the steady, unrelenting depth of his gaze.

Her heart pounded. She felt exposed, stripped bare by that look, as if he could see every thought, every weakness she’d buried deep. And yet, she couldn’t look away.

“You’re fighting yourself more than you’re fighting me.” His words were precise, cutting straight to the core of her. “Every time you argue, every time you push back, you’re only proving how much you need this.”

Her lips parted, a denial ready to spill out, but his gaze silenced her again. She felt the heat pooling low in her belly, a shameful, involuntary response to his words, to the truth she didn’t want to face. Her mind railed against it, desperate to reclaim control, but her body was already surrendering, inch by inch.

He leaned in slightly, just enough that she could feel the warmth of his breath against her ear. “You want to stop fighting. You just don’t know how to let go.”

Her hands trembled on the armrests. She wanted to scream at him, to tell him he was wrong, that she’d never let go, never give in. But the words wouldn’t come, drowned out by the heat spreading through her, by the way her pussy clenched at the nearness of him, at the calm certainty in his voice.

He straightened, stepping back, but the space between them felt charged, electric. “We’ll try again. Silence, Ivy. Not a word until I say.”

Her chest heaved. The instinct to argue surged up, hot and fierce, but she clamped her lips shut, determined to prove him wrong this time. She could do this—she had to.

Ten seconds. Her mind buzzed, a litany of protests screaming inside her skull. She focused on her breathing, slow and deliberate, trying to drown out the need to speak.

Twenty seconds. Her eyes flicked to his, searching for a reaction, but his face was a mask of patience, his body still as stone. It infuriated her, how unaffected he seemed while she was unraveling.

Thirty seconds. Her throat burned with the effort of holding back. She wanted to lash out, to break this suffocating quiet, to reclaim the power she’d always wielded with her words.

Thirty-five seconds. “I can’t—” The words slipped out, sharp and desperate, before she could stop them. Her hands slammed against the armrests, frustration boiling over as she realized she’d failed again.

Gabriel didn’t react immediately. He let the silence hang, heavy and damning, before speaking. “Thirty-five. You’re getting worse.”

Her face burned, shame and anger warring inside her. She hated that he kept track, that he turned her failure into a game, a measure of how far she’d fallen. And yet, beneath it all, there was a flicker of something else—a twisted, unwanted thrill at being so thoroughly outmaneuvered.

He moved then, circling behind her chair, and this time, his hand came down to rest on her shoulder. The touch was light, almost negligible, but it seared through her, the weight of his fingers spanning across her collarbone, claiming space without asking. Her breath caught, her body frozen under his touch.

“You’re trying too hard to resist.” His voice was a low rumble, vibrating through her from where his hand rested. “Let it go, Ivy. Stop thinking.”

Her mind spun, a whirlwind of defiance and need. She wanted to shrug off his hand, to stand and walk out, to prove she was still the woman who commanded every room she entered. But her body stayed, pinned by the warmth of his touch, by the way his calm unraveled her piece by piece.

His hand slid down, slow and deliberate, until it spanned her waist, his fingers splaying wide, encompassing her in a grip that felt both possessive and inevitable. The heat of his palm burned through her blouse, igniting a fire she couldn’t extinguish. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, betraying her in a way that made her want to scream.

“Look at you.” His voice was a caress, dark and knowing. “Your body already knows what you need. Why fight it?”

Her eyes squeezed shut. She hated that he was right, hated that she could feel the dampness between her thighs, the way her hips shifted ever so slightly toward his touch. Her mind was a battlefield, resistance crumbling under the weight of her own desire, and she loathed herself for every second of it.

He didn’t move his hand, didn’t push further, but the pressure of his grip was enough. It was a claim, a reminder that he didn’t need to force her—she was already giving in, whether she admitted it or not. Her breath came in shallow gasps, each one a surrender she couldn’t stop.

“You’ll learn to be silent for me.” His words were a promise, delivered with that same unhurried certainty that made her tremble. “Not because I demand it, but because you’ll want to.”

Her mind reeled, grasping for a counterargument, for any shred of control, but there was nothing. She was unraveling, thread by thread, under the weight of his hand, the heat of his presence, the calm precision of his voice. And deep down, beneath the shame and the anger, there was a part of her—a small, traitorous part—that craved more.

He stepped back, his hand leaving her waist, and the absence of his touch was a shock, a cold void where heat had been. She felt unmoored, adrift without the anchor of his grip, and she hated herself for that most of all. Her eyes opened, meeting his, and the look there—dark, knowing, patient—sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

“We’re not done, Ivy.” His voice was a quiet threat, laced with a tenderness that made it worse. “Tomorrow, you’ll try again. And you’ll last longer.”

Her failure burned, a bitter sting that lingered as she sat there, trembling in the aftermath. But beneath it, there was something else—a pull, a hook sunk deep, drawing her further into his game. She didn’t want to play, didn’t want to lose, but as she stared into his unyielding gaze, she knew she’d be back tomorrow, chasing the silence she couldn’t yet give him.


Chapter 4: Lessons in Posture

Ivy sat at her desk, the polished mahogany a cold barrier between her and the chaos of her thoughts. The office was silent, save for the distant hum of the air conditioning, but her mind roared with the echo of yesterday’s failure. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, unmoving, as if typing out a brief could erase the memory of Gabriel’s hand on her waist.

She could still feel it.

The heat of his palm, the deliberate spread of his fingers, lingered like a brand on her skin. She shifted in her chair, thighs pressing together under her tailored skirt, and hated the pulse of warmth that answered. Her body was a traitor, wet and aching at the mere thought of his touch, and she loathed how easily it surrendered while her mind still fought.

The door opened without a knock.

Gabriel stood there, framed by the doorway, his presence filling the room before he even stepped inside. His suit was impeccable—charcoal, tailored to the hard lines of his shoulders, his tie a slash of deep blue against a crisp white shirt. That calm, unhurried gaze locked on her, and her stomach twisted, caught between dread and a humiliating flicker of anticipation.

“Stand up, Ivy.” His voice was a low rumble, smooth as polished stone, vibrating through the air between them.

Her breath hitched. She wanted to argue, to demand why, to throw up a wall of words as she always did in court. But her legs moved before her mind could catch up, pushing her chair back with a quiet scrape.

She stood, unsteady, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

His eyes tracked her, a predator’s gaze, taking in every detail—her rigid posture, the slight tremble in her hands, the flush creeping up her neck. He stepped forward, closing the distance with deliberate slowness, each movement precise and controlled. The air thickened, charged with the weight of his nearness, and her pulse hammered in her throat.

“You carry yourself like you’re still in control.” His words were quiet, almost conversational, but they sliced through her defenses with surgical precision. “That ends today.”

Her mind spun, grasping for a retort, a way to flip the narrative as she had done a thousand times in courtrooms. But nothing came—her arguments dissolved under the steady weight of his stare, and she hated how exposed she felt, standing there under his scrutiny. Her fingers twitched at her sides, itching to cross her arms, to shield herself, but she didn’t dare move.

He gestured toward the center of the room, a subtle flick of his hand. “Over there. Face the window.”

Her heart thudded, a wild rhythm she couldn’t control. She wanted to refuse, to plant her feet and demand an explanation, but the command in his voice was a tether, pulling her forward despite herself. Her steps were halting, the click of her heels echoing in the quiet office as she moved to stand where he directed, the floor-to-ceiling window framing the city skyline behind her.

She felt the weight of unseen eyes—colleagues in adjacent offices, security cameras tucked into corners, the ever-present threat of her reputation crumbling. The glass reflected her silhouette, a sharp contrast to the sprawling chaos of the city beyond, and her chest tightened at how vulnerable she looked. Her mind screamed to turn away, to reclaim some semblance of authority, but her body stayed rooted, waiting for his next instruction.

Gabriel moved behind her, his presence a palpable force even without touch. The low rumble of his voice came closer, brushing against her ear like a physical caress. “Stand still, Ivy. Let me position you.”

Her breath caught, a sharp intake that betrayed her. The words sank into her, heavy and inescapable, and her knees trembled as she fought the urge to bolt. She hated this—hated how his voice alone could unravel her, how it stripped away the armor she’d spent years building, leaving her raw and exposed in the middle of her own office.

His hands came to her shoulders, light but unyielding, guiding her posture with a precision that made her skin prickle. He adjusted her stance, one hand sliding down her arm to straighten it at her side, the other pressing briefly at the small of her back to arch her spine just so. The touch was clinical, almost impersonal, yet it ignited a fire under her skin, her pussy clenching traitorously as heat pooled between her thighs.

“You’re too tense.” His breath was warm against her neck as he spoke, his fingers lingering at her waist now, spanning wide as they had yesterday. “Relax into it. Let me shape you.”

Her mind rebelled, a storm of protest raging behind her closed lips. She was Ivy fucking Harper, the attorney who dismantled opponents with a single pointed question, who commanded every space she entered—how could she let him mold her like clay? But her body betrayed her again, softening under his hands, her shoulders easing as if they craved his direction, and she despised herself for every inch of surrender.

He stepped back, the absence of his touch a sudden void that left her reeling. She could feel his gaze, assessing her from behind, and the cold metal of an unseen restraint glinted in her peripheral vision as he pulled something from his pocket. Her stomach dropped, anticipation and fear twisting together, but she didn’t turn, didn’t dare break the posture he’d set for her.

“Arms behind your back.” His command was calm, a quiet expectation that brooked no argument.

Her pulse raced, a frantic drumbeat in her ears. She wanted to snap at him, to demand what the hell he thought he was doing, to remind him that this was her office, her domain. But her hands moved, slow and reluctant, crossing at the wrists behind her as if compelled by a force outside her control, and the shame of her compliance burned hot in her chest.

The cold metal of cuffs clicked around her wrists, the weight of them a shock against her skin. They were snug, unyielding, the chill seeping into her bones as the lock snapped into place with a finality that made her flinch. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her mind a whirlwind of panic and unwanted arousal, the dampness between her legs a humiliating reminder of how little control she truly had.

“Good girl.” His voice was a caress, dark and approving, and the words hit her harder than they should have, a warmth spreading through her despite the cold metal at her wrists. “See how much easier it is when you stop fighting?”

Her face burned, a flush of shame and need warring within her. She hated that praise, hated how it sank into her like a drug, how it made her want to hear it again even as her mind screamed against it. She was bound in the middle of her office, vulnerable to anyone who might walk in, and yet a part of her—a small, treacherous part—craved more of his approval, more of his control.

He circled around to face her, his eyes dark and unreadable as they traced over her bound form. The city skyline loomed behind her in the reflection, a reminder of the world she’d once dominated, now reduced to a backdrop for her surrender. Her chest heaved, each breath a struggle against the weight of her own desire, and she loathed how exposed she felt under his gaze, how every inch of her seemed to belong to him in this moment.

“Chin up.” His hand came to her jaw, tilting her face with a touch that was both gentle and commanding, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You look at me when I speak to you.”

Her throat tightened, words of defiance dying before they could form. His thumb brushed over her bottom lip, a fleeting contact that sent a jolt through her, and her pussy throbbed, wet and aching for more despite the cuffs, despite the humiliation. She hated herself for it, hated how her body leaned into his touch, how her mind fractured under the weight of his calm authority, leaving her grasping for any shred of resistance.

“You’re learning.” His voice was a low growl, laced with a satisfaction that made her shiver. “But posture is only the beginning.”

Her mind reeled, trying to parse the implication, to brace for what came next. She wanted to ask, to demand clarity, but her lips stayed sealed, her body locked in the position he’d crafted, the cuffs a cold reminder of her captivity. The heat between her thighs pulsed, a traitor’s rhythm, and she despised how much she ached for his next command, how much she feared it would break her further.

He stepped closer, his frame towering over her, filling her field of vision until there was nothing but him. His hand slid down her throat, fingers curling lightly around the base, not squeezing, just resting there—a claim, a promise of control he didn’t need to enforce yet. Her breath stuttered, her body trembling under the weight of his touch, and she felt the last threads of her resolve fraying, unraveling in the face of his unyielding precision.

“Look at you, Ivy.” His words were soft, almost tender, but they carried a darkness that made her core clench. “Bound and dripping for me, and we’ve barely started.”

Her face flamed, shame crashing over her like a wave. She wanted to deny it, to scream that she wasn’t, that she could still walk away, but the dampness in her panties was undeniable, the ache in her pussy a throbbing truth she couldn’t escape. Her mind was a battlefield, resistance crumbling under the weight of her own arousal, and she hated how much she wanted him to keep going, how much she needed to know what came next.

His thumb traced the edge of her jaw, a slow, deliberate motion that sent shivers down her spine. “You’re not in court anymore. You don’t need to argue your way out of this.”

Her chest tightened, the truth of his words cutting deeper than she expected. She’d spent her life winning by dismantling others, finding the cracks in their logic, but Gabriel had found hers—had seen the gap in her armor and slipped through without force, without hurry, and now she stood here, bound and trembling, unable to counter him. The realization was a bitter pill, swallowed with every shallow breath, and yet her body hummed with a need she couldn’t suppress, a need for him to push her further.

He stepped back, his hand falling away, and the loss of contact was a jolt, leaving her swaying slightly in her restraints. His gaze lingered, dark and calculating, as he retrieved something from the desk—a length of black silk, smooth and ominous in his hands. Her stomach twisted, anticipation and dread coiling tight, but she didn’t move, didn’t protest, her body locked in the posture he’d set as if it were the only thing holding her together.

“Eyes forward.” His command was a quiet blade, slicing through her hesitation as he approached with the silk. “Let’s see how well you hold this position when you can’t see me.”

Her pulse spiked, a frantic rhythm as the fabric brushed against her cheek, cool and soft before it settled over her eyes. The world went dark, the city skyline vanishing behind the blindfold, and her breath came in sharp, uneven gasps, the cuffs at her wrists suddenly heavier, the vulnerability sharper. Her mind screamed against the loss of control, against the way her senses heightened—every sound, every shift of air, now a magnified threat—but her pussy clenched, wet and desperate, and she hated how much she craved whatever came next.

His voice came from her left, a low rumble that seemed to surround her in the darkness. “You’re beautiful like this, Ivy. Helpless, waiting for me.”

Her face burned, the words sinking into her like a hook, pulling at something deep and unwilling. She wanted to snap back, to tear off the blindfold and reclaim her sight, her power, but her body stayed still, trembling under the weight of his approval, and the shame of her arousal pulsed hotter, wetter, between her thighs. Her mind was a fractured thing, resistance and need warring in equal measure, and she loathed how much she wanted to hear his voice again, how much she needed his next touch.

His hand came to her hip, sudden and firm, guiding her to step forward, the movement awkward with her hands bound and eyes covered. The cold metal of the cuffs bit into her wrists, a sharp contrast to the heat of his palm, and she stumbled slightly, her balance thrown by the darkness. He steadied her, his grip unyielding, and the low rumble of his voice was closer now, a dark promise against her ear.

“We’re not done, Ivy.” His words carried a weight that made her shiver, a threat wrapped in calm certainty. “Each instruction binds you tighter to my will, and soon, you’ll beg for more.”

Her breath caught, a sharp sound in the quiet office, as his words settled over her like a chain. She hated the truth in them, hated how her body already leaned toward him, how her pussy ached with a need she couldn’t deny, even as her mind clung to the last scraps of defiance. Tomorrow, she knew, she’d be back—bound tighter, craving deeper, falling further into the control she swore she’d never give.


Chapter 5: Breaking the Rules

Ivy sat at her desk, the late afternoon light casting long shadows across the polished wood. The office was silent, save for the distant hum of the air conditioning and the occasional clatter of a keyboard from a cubicle beyond her door. Her fingers hovered over the legal brief she’d been drafting, but her mind was elsewhere, tangled in the memory of last night’s session with Gabriel.

Her wrists still bore faint red marks from the cuffs, hidden beneath the sleeves of her tailored blazer. She shifted in her chair, the subtle ache a reminder of how she’d stood, blindfolded and trembling, in the same office where she’d once commanded juries with unshakable precision. The contrast gnawed at her, a bitter edge to the heat that lingered in her core.

She hated how much she wanted to see him again.

The door opened without a knock, and Gabriel stepped inside, his presence filling the room like a storm rolling in slow and inevitable. He wore a charcoal suit, tailored to his broad frame, every line precise, every movement deliberate. His dark eyes found hers immediately, and the weight of his gaze pinned her to her seat before he’d even spoken.

“You’ve been avoiding me today, Ivy.” His voice was low, smooth, a blade wrapped in silk. He closed the door behind him, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet space.

Her pulse quickened at the sound. She straightened, her attorney mask slipping into place as if it could shield her from the way her body already leaned toward him. “I’ve been busy, Gabriel. Some of us have actual work to do.”

The words came out sharper than she intended, her courtroom tone cutting through the air. She saw the shift in his expression, a flicker of something cold and unyielding beneath his calm exterior. Her stomach twisted, a warning she ignored as her defiance flared brighter.

He didn’t react immediately. Instead, he crossed the room with measured steps, stopping just behind her chair, his shadow falling over her desk. The heat of his body was close enough to feel, a phantom touch that made her skin prickle with awareness.

“You think you can speak to me like that?” His voice was quieter now, dangerously soft, each word deliberate as if he were dissecting her with every syllable. “After everything I’ve given you, every boundary I’ve pushed you past, you think you can wield that tone with me?”

Her breath caught, the sharpness of her own words replaying in her mind. She wanted to snap back, to argue that she wasn’t his to command, not here, not in her office where she’d built her reputation brick by brick. But the heat pooling between her thighs betrayed her, a traitor’s response to the quiet authority in his voice.

“I’m not one of your witnesses to intimidate, Gabriel.” Her voice held steady, but the tremor beneath it was undeniable. She gripped the edge of her desk, nails digging into the wood as if it could anchor her against the storm of him.

He leaned down, his breath warm against her ear, and the sudden closeness sent a shiver racing down her spine. “I don’t tolerate defiance. You know that.”

The words landed like a physical blow, stealing the air from her lungs. She felt the weight of them, heavy and unyielding, a reminder of every rule she’d agreed to, every line she’d crossed under his control. Her mind screamed to push back, to reclaim the ground she’d lost, but her body stayed still, frozen by the promise of consequence in his tone.

Then, without another word, he straightened. He turned toward the door, his movements as controlled as ever, and the click of the lock releasing was louder this time, a sharp snap that cut through her haze. The door closed behind him, and the warmth of his presence vanished, leaving her cold and unsteady in its absence.

She stared at the closed door, her chest tight with a mix of relief and regret. The silence of the office pressed in, suffocating, and the marks on her wrists seemed to throb in time with her racing pulse. She’d pushed too far, used the one weapon she knew—her sharp tongue—and now she was alone with the consequences.

Her fingers trembled as she reached for her phone, the screen a blur through the fog of her thoughts. She shouldn’t apologize. She shouldn’t bend.

But she did.

Her thumbs moved before her mind could stop them, typing out a message that felt like a surrender in itself. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to speak to you like that.

She hit send, and the weight of the words settled over her like a chain. Her breath came in shallow bursts, the silence of the room amplifying the thud of her heart. She waited, staring at the screen, willing a response to appear, but it didn’t come.

The absence of his reply was worse than any reprimand. It clawed at her, a hollow ache that spread through her chest and down to the heat still simmering between her legs. She hated how much she needed his acknowledgment, how much she craved the calm certainty of his voice to tell her she was still his to command.

Minutes stretched into an eternity, each tick of the clock on her desk a small torment. She tried to focus on the brief in front of her, but the words swam, meaningless against the memory of his shadow over her, the heat of his breath against her ear. Her defiance had been a spark, bright and fleeting, but now it was ash, leaving her raw and exposed in the quiet.

She shifted in her chair, the movement sending a jolt through her as the ache in her core pulsed sharper. Her pussy clenched, wet and desperate, a humiliating reminder of how much power he held over her, even now, even in his absence. She pressed her thighs together, trying to quell the need, but it only made it worse, the friction a cruel tease of what she’d lost by pushing him away.

Her mind replayed the moment over and over—the click of the lock, the coldness in his eyes, the way he’d walked out without looking back. She’d spent years mastering control, dismantling arguments with surgical precision, but Gabriel had dismantled her with nothing more than a look and a few quiet words. The realization burned, a bitter heat that mingled with the arousal she couldn’t shake.

She glanced at her phone again, the screen still dark, no notification, no sign of him. The silence was a weight, pressing her deeper into the chair, into the spiral of her own thoughts. She’d broken a rule, unspoken but ironclad, and now she was left with the fallout, a void where his presence should have been.

Her fingers twitched, itching to type another message, to beg for a response, but she stopped herself. That would be too much, too desperate, even for her. Instead, she sat there, the marks on her wrists a silent accusation, the memory of his voice a phantom that refused to leave.

She didn’t know how long she sat like that, lost in the tangle of regret and need, before the door opened again. Her head snapped up, hope flaring bright and painful, but it wasn’t Gabriel. It was a colleague, a junior associate with a stack of files and a hesitant knock that came too late.

“Ms. Reed, I just needed to drop these off,” the young man said, oblivious to the storm raging inside her. He set the files on her desk, his eyes darting away from the tension she knew must be written across her face. “Sorry to interrupt.”

“You’re not,” she lied, her voice clipped, the attorney mask snapping back into place. He nodded, retreating quickly, and the door closed again, leaving her alone with the silence once more.

She stared at the files, unseeing, her mind still on Gabriel, on the way he’d left her without a word. The warmth of his body was gone, but the imprint of it lingered, a ghost that haunted every inch of her skin. She shifted again, the ache between her thighs a relentless reminder of how much she’d lost in that single moment of defiance.

Her phone buzzed, and her heart leapt, a desperate surge of relief as she grabbed it. But it wasn’t Gabriel. Just a calendar reminder for a meeting tomorrow, mundane and irrelevant against the chaos inside her.

She set the phone down, her hands shaking now, the weight of her apology hanging unanswered in the void. She’d crossed a line, and the cost was this—this unbearable quiet, this gnawing need for his approval, his touch, his voice to pull her back into the space where she belonged. Her mind spun, resistance crumbling under the pressure of her own longing, and she knew she’d do anything to hear him say she was still his.

The thought terrified her. It wasn’t just about the physical anymore, the cuffs or the blindfold or the way his hands moved her with such precision. It was deeper, a psychological tether that bound her to him even when he wasn’t here, even when he’d walked away.

She glanced at the door again, half-expecting him to return, to step back into the room with that unhurried grace and claim her all over again. But it stayed closed, the lock silent, the space empty of everything but her regret. Her fingers brushed the marks on her wrists, a tangible reminder of where she’d been, where she wanted to be again.

Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, and she hated how much she needed him to come back, to punish her for her defiance, to push her past the edge she’d teetered on since the moment he’d left. She wanted his hands on her, firm and unyielding, positioning her exactly where he wanted, his voice a low command that stripped away every layer of her control. The fantasy played out in vivid detail—his fingers on her skin, his cock pressing against her, the weight of him claiming every inch of her until she shattered under his will.

But he wasn’t here. The office was empty, the city skyline darkening beyond the window, and she was left with nothing but the echo of her own surrender. Her breath came in shallow gasps, the need building to a painful peak with no release in sight.

She checked her phone one last time, the screen still blank, and the absence of his response was a final blow. It pulled her deeper, a slow descent into the submission she’d fought so hard to deny. She knew now, with a clarity that burned, that she’d wait for him as long as it took, that she’d beg if she had to, because the alternative—this silence, this void—was worse than any punishment he could devise.

Her fingers lingered on the phone, the unsent words trembling on the edge of her mind. She wouldn’t send them, not yet, but they were there, a silent plea for him to return, to break her all over again. And as the night deepened outside her window, she sat there, bound by her own need, waiting for the moment he’d claim her once more.


Chapter 6: Body Betrays Mind

Ivy sat at her desk, the weight of the previous night still pressing into her bones. The office was silent, save for the distant hum of the air conditioning, a sterile backdrop to the chaos roiling inside her. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, the case files open but untouched, her mind far from the legal arguments she was supposed to dissect.

She could still feel the ghost of Gabriel’s touch on her skin.

The marks on her wrists had faded to faint red lines, but they burned as if his hands were still there, binding her in place. She shifted in her chair, the ache between her thighs a persistent reminder of how close she’d come to breaking completely. Her breath hitched, a traitor to the composure she fought so hard to maintain.

The door opened without a knock.

Gabriel stood there, filling the frame with that effortless authority that made her stomach twist. His suit was tailored perfection, dark charcoal hugging the broad lines of his shoulders, his tie a precise knot against the crisp white of his shirt. His eyes, sharp and unreadable, locked onto hers, and the air in the room thickened.

Her knees trembled under the desk.

“Good morning, Ivy,” he said, his voice a low, measured drawl that slid under her defenses. He didn’t move closer, not yet, just stood there, watching her with that calculated distance that made her feel stripped bare.

She swallowed, her throat dry. “Morning,” she managed, the word brittle, her attorney mask slipping before she could catch it.

He tilted his head, a faint smirk curling the edge of his mouth. “You look... distracted.” His tone was neutral, but the weight behind it pressed into her, a silent accusation she couldn’t dodge.

Her cheeks burned. She straightened in her chair, forcing her hands to rest flat on the desk, willing herself to look unaffected. But her pulse hammered in her ears, betraying every inch of her resolve.

Gabriel stepped into the room, the door clicking shut behind him with a finality that made her flinch. He moved with that unhurried grace, each step deliberate, as if he owned every inch of the space—and her along with it. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the heat of him without turning around.

Her breath caught in her chest.

His hand rested on the back of her chair, not touching her, but the proximity was a weight she couldn’t ignore. “You’ve been thinking about last night,” he said, not a question, just a statement of fact, delivered with the calm certainty of someone who already knew the answer.

She wanted to deny it, to snap back with something sharp and cutting, to rebuild the wall she’d spent years perfecting. But the words wouldn’t come. Her mind spun, caught between the urge to fight and the deeper, darker pull to let him see how much he’d unraveled her.

Her silence was answer enough.

He leaned down, his breath warm against the shell of her ear. “I can see it in the way you’re sitting, Ivy. Tense, but not resisting.”

Her spine stiffened, a reflexive protest, but her body refused to move away. Heat pooled low in her belly, a slow, traitorous spread that made her thighs press together under the desk. She hated how much she wanted to lean into him, to let his voice wrap around her until she forgot how to argue.

“You fought so hard yesterday,” he continued, his tone almost tender, but laced with something darker, something that promised more. “But you’re still here, waiting for me to tell you what comes next.”

Her fingers curled into fists on the desk. She wanted to tell him he was wrong, that she wasn’t waiting for anything, that she could walk away right now and never look back. But the lie wouldn’t form, not when her pussy throbbed with every word he spoke, wet and aching for a touch she hadn’t even agreed to.

He straightened, stepping around to the side of her desk, and pulled something from his jacket pocket. A length of thin, black rope, neatly coiled, dangled from his hand, the sight of it sending a jolt through her core. Her eyes widened, a gasp slipping out before she could stop it.

Her heart raced.

“Stand up,” he said, his voice calm, a command wrapped in velvet.

She froze, her mind screaming to refuse, to hold onto the last shred of control she had in this sterile, corporate space. But her body was already moving, chair scraping softly as she rose, her legs unsteady beneath her. The weight of his gaze pinned her in place, heavier than any restraint.

Her resistance fractured, a crack widening with every second she stood there.

Gabriel stepped closer, the rope still in his hand, his presence looming as he looked down at her. “Arms behind your back,” he instructed, each word precise, leaving no room for misinterpretation. His eyes never wavered, that knowing smirk still playing at the corners of his mouth.

Her breath came in shallow bursts. She wanted to argue, to demand why, to push back against the way he dismantled her without even touching her. But her arms moved of their own accord, sliding behind her, wrists crossing as if they’d been trained for this moment.

The betrayal stung deeper than she could name.

He didn’t rush, didn’t fumble, just uncoiled the rope with a practiced ease that made her stomach clench. The first loop slid around her wrists, the texture rough against her skin, a stark contrast to the softness of his movements. The weight of it grounded her, even as her mind spiraled, caught between shame and a desperate, unfamiliar need.

Her pussy clenched, wet heat spreading despite herself.

He tightened the knot, not harsh, but firm, ensuring she couldn’t slip free. Each tug of the rope sent a shiver through her, her body responding before her mind could catch up, a traitor to every principle she’d built her life on. She bit her lip, stifling a sound she didn’t want him to hear, but his eyes flicked to her mouth, catching it anyway.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, his voice a low murmur that vibrated through her. He stepped back, just enough to survey her, bound and standing in the middle of her own office, the city skyline a mocking backdrop through the window. “But not from fear.”

Her face burned, the truth of his words cutting deeper than the rope. She wanted to snap at him, to tell him he didn’t know her, that she wasn’t this person, this thing that quivered under his gaze. But her body was already his, hips shifting slightly, seeking friction she hadn’t asked for, hadn’t wanted until this exact moment.

The humiliation was a living thing, curling tight in her chest.

Gabriel circled her slowly, his steps measured, the click of his polished shoes a steady rhythm against the hardwood floor. He stopped in front of her, his hand reaching out to span her waist, fingers splaying wide, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of her blouse. The contact was a shock, a brand that marked her as his, and her knees nearly buckled under the weight of it.

Her breath hitched audibly now.

“Your body already knows, Ivy,” he said, his voice a quiet certainty, each word sinking into her like a stone. “It’s listening to me.”

She wanted to scream, to deny it, to claw back the control slipping through her fingers like sand. But her pussy throbbed in time with his words, wet and desperate, a response she couldn’t suppress no matter how much she hated herself for it. Her mind was a battlefield, resistance crumbling under the relentless assault of her own need, every argument she’d ever won rendered useless against him.

He tilted her chin up with a single finger, forcing her to meet his gaze. The smirk was still there, but his eyes burned with something deeper, something that promised he’d already won. “You’re not fighting as hard as you think you are,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her lower lip, a fleeting touch that set her aflame.

Her lips parted, a silent plea she didn’t mean to make.

His hand slid from her chin to the nape of her neck, fingers curling gently but with enough pressure to remind her who held the reins. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t close the distance, just held her there, bound and trembling, her body a live wire under his control. The ache between her thighs was unbearable now, a pulsing need that drowned out every rational thought.

She hated how much she wanted him to push further.

Gabriel’s other hand tightened at her waist, guiding her backward until the edge of the desk pressed into her hips. He positioned her with that same calm precision, as if she were a piece on a chessboard, moved exactly where he wanted. The rope at her wrists pulled taut as she leaned back slightly, the strain a sharp reminder of her helplessness.

Her core tightened, heat spreading like wildfire.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a low growl now, laced with a satisfaction that made her shiver. “Bound in your own office, wet for me before I’ve even touched you where it counts.” His hand slid lower, just brushing the waistband of her skirt, a promise of more that made her gasp.

Her mind screamed to stop this, to remember the cameras in the hallway, the colleagues just beyond the door, the reputation she’d spent a decade building. But her body arched toward him, hips tilting in silent invitation, a surrender she couldn’t take back. The shame was a tidal wave, crashing over her, but it only fueled the need, made her wetter, made her ache for his cock in ways she couldn’t rationalize.

He didn’t give her what she wanted. Not yet.

Instead, his fingers traced the outline of her hip through the fabric, slow and deliberate, building the tension until she thought she’d break from it. “You’re close, aren’t you?” he asked, his tone almost clinical, but the heat in his eyes told her he knew exactly how far he’d pushed her. “So close to begging, even if your mind hasn’t caught up.”

Her chest heaved, each breath a struggle against the storm inside her. She wanted to deny it, to spit out a defiance that would prove she was still herself, still the attorney who cracked every case, every opponent. But the words died in her throat, drowned by the pulsing heat between her legs, the undeniable truth that her body had already chosen him.

He stepped back, just enough to break the contact, leaving her trembling against the desk. The sudden absence of his touch was a punishment in itself, a cold void where his heat had been, and her body cried out for it, a desperate, aching need she couldn’t ignore. Her wrists strained against the rope, the weight of it a constant reminder of how far she’d fallen.

“You don’t get to cum yet,” he said, his voice steady, a command that brooked no argument. “Not until I say you’ve earned it.” His eyes raked over her, taking in every detail of her bound form, the flush on her cheeks, the way her thighs pressed together in futile desperation.

Her pussy clenched, empty and aching, the denial a sharper edge than any touch.

Gabriel adjusted his tie, the movement casual, as if he hadn’t just dismantled her in the span of minutes. “We’re far from done, Ivy,” he said, his tone carrying a promise that made her stomach drop. “This is just the beginning of how much you’ll give me.”

Her breath stuttered, the weight of his words settling into her like a chain. She wanted to argue, to tell him he’d taken enough, that she wouldn’t bend further. But her body betrayed her again, a fresh wave of heat pooling low, a silent admission that she was already his to break.

He turned toward the door, pausing just before opening it. “Stay like that until I come back,” he instructed, his voice a quiet command that echoed in the empty room. “I want to see you exactly as I left you.”

Her heart pounded, the order sinking into her like a brand. She wanted to defy it, to untie herself the moment he was gone, to reclaim some semblance of control. But her body stayed still, bound and trembling, already waiting for his return, already craving the next step in her surrender.

The door clicked shut behind him.

She stood there, rope heavy at her wrists, the ache between her thighs a relentless torment. Her mind spun, resistance a fragile thread against the overwhelming pull of her own need, the undeniable truth that her body had chosen him long before her mind ever would. And as the silence of the office closed around her, she knew this betrayal marked a point of no return, binding her to Gabriel in ways she could no longer escape.


Chapter 7: Writing Her Desires

Ivy stood in the silent office, the rope still biting into her wrists. The ache between her thighs pulsed, a relentless reminder of Gabriel’s absence. Her breath came in shallow sips, each one laced with the bitter tang of her own surrender.

Her reflection stared back from the glass wall, a distorted version of the woman she’d been. Skirt still hiked up, blouse half-unbuttoned, the flush of shame and need painted across her cheeks. She hated how she looked—undone, vulnerable, waiting.

Her mind churned, grasping for the sharp edges of her old self. She was Ivy, the attorney who dismantled arguments, who found the crack in every defense. But here, bound by his rope, waiting for his return, that woman felt like a ghost.

The door clicked open.

Gabriel entered, his presence a quiet storm in the sterile room. Broad shoulders filled the tailored suit, his tie still pristine, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her minutes ago. His eyes, dark and calculating, pinned her in place without a word.

Her pulse spiked, a traitor’s rhythm.

“You’ve stayed just as I left you,” he said, voice low, a rumble that echoed in her bones. He crossed the room with unhurried steps, each one deliberate, a predator savoring the hunt. “Good girl.”

The praise hit like a physical touch, warmth spreading through her chest. She despised how it settled into her, how it made her want to hear it again. Her lips pressed tight, trapping the protest she couldn’t voice.

He stopped in front of her, close enough that the heat of him brushed her skin. His gaze raked over her bound form, lingering on the rope at her wrists, the disarray of her clothing. A faint smile curved his lips, as if he could read every fractured thought in her head.

Her body leaned toward him, a silent betrayal.

“I have something for you to do, Ivy,” he said, his tone calm, almost conversational. He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a slim notebook, the leather cover worn but elegant, paired with a sleek black pen. “A task.”

Her stomach twisted, unease curling tight. A task from Gabriel was never simple, never safe. Her mind raced, searching for the trap, the hidden edge she couldn’t yet see.

He placed the notebook on the desk beside her, the pen resting atop it like a challenge. “You’re going to write for me,” he said, his voice a velvet command. “Everything you want. Every detail of what you crave from me.”

Her breath caught, sharp and jagged.

Write it? The words echoed in her skull, each one a shard of glass. Expose herself on paper, lay bare the desires she could barely admit in the dark of her own mind?

Her hands, still bound, twitched at the thought of holding the pen. The rope bit deeper, a cold reminder of her helplessness. She wanted to refuse, to tell him he couldn’t force her to strip herself raw like this.

But her pussy clenched, a pulse of heat at the very idea.

Gabriel’s eyes never left her, his gaze a weight that pressed her down. “Write it all, Ivy. I want every detail,” he said, the words a quiet order that sank into her like ink into paper.

Her throat tightened, resistance clawing at her insides. She could argue in courtrooms, dismantle opponents with a single pointed question, but here, under his steady stare, her defenses crumbled like ash. The thought of putting her deepest wants into words—words he would read, words she couldn’t take back—terrified her.

Her chest heaved, each breath a struggle against the storm inside.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing the rope at her wrists, a feather-light touch that sent a shiver through her. “I’ll untie you for this,” he murmured, fingers working the knots with precision, no hurry in his movements. “But you stay right here. You don’t move until it’s done.”

The rope fell away, leaving her wrists raw, tingling. She flexed her fingers, the freedom a cruel illusion under his watchful eye. Her body ached to bolt, to escape the vulnerability of this moment, but her feet stayed rooted.

Her mind screamed at her to resist, to tear the notebook to shreds. But the memory of his voice, that low rumble promising more, looped through her thoughts like a tether. She hated how it pulled her, how it made her want to obey just to see what came next.

Gabriel stepped back, giving her space but not relief. His presence loomed, a silent command in the air between them. He nodded toward the desk, the notebook waiting like a confession booth.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the pen.

The cold metal bit into her fingers, heavier than it should have been. She stared at the blank page, the white expanse a mirror of her own fear. What did she want from him? The question gnawed at her, unearthing truths she’d buried deep.

Her mind flickered to the weight of his hand on her hip, the way he’d positioned her against the desk without asking. The memory of his calm precision, the way he claimed her space, her body, without a flicker of doubt. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, wet and aching, a betrayal she couldn’t ignore.

She pressed the pen to the page, the ink a slow bleed.

I want… The words faltered even in her head, shame burning through her. She wanted his hands on her again, rougher this time, pinning her down until she couldn’t think. She wanted his cock inside her, filling her until the world narrowed to nothing but him.

Her breath hitched, the pen scratching out the first line.

I want you to take me. The words stared back, raw and real, a confession she couldn’t erase. Her face burned, the exposure a knife in her gut, but her hand kept moving, driven by a need she couldn’t stop.

I want your hands on me, holding me down, making me feel small. Each sentence stripped another layer, peeling back the attorney, the fighter, leaving only the woman who craved his control. Her mind rebelled, screaming that this wasn’t her, that she didn’t need this, but her body hummed with the truth of it.

Her thighs pressed together, the ache building with every word.

I want to hear your voice, telling me I’m yours, telling me I’m pathetic for needing it so bad. The pen shook, but she couldn’t stop, the honesty spilling out like blood. She imagined him reading this, his eyes darkening with that quiet possession, and the thought made her wetter, a slick heat she couldn’t deny.

Her heart pounded, the office silent but for the scratch of the pen.

The door to the hallway loomed in her peripheral vision, the murmur of colleagues just beyond it a constant threat. If someone walked in, if they saw her like this, writing her shame for him, her reputation would shatter. The fear should have stopped her, but it only sharpened the edge of her need.

Her mind spun, resistance a fragile thread against the pull of her own words. She was Ivy, the woman who won every case, who never bent under pressure. But here, confessing her desires to Gabriel, she felt that woman slipping away, replaced by someone who ached to be broken.

The pen paused, her hand trembling over the page.

She’d written pages now, each line more raw than the last. I want your cock in me, fucking me until I can’t speak, until I’m nothing but yours. The words burned her, a surrender she couldn’t take back, but the act of writing them felt like release, like giving him a piece of her soul.

Her breath came in ragged gasps, the ache between her legs unbearable.

Gabriel hadn’t moved, his presence a steady weight behind her. She could feel his eyes on her, watching every flinch, every hesitation, as if he could read the words before they hit the page. The thought of him knowing, of him seeing her this exposed, sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate.

She wrote the final line, the pen nearly slipping from her grip. I want to be yours, completely, in every way you want to take me. The confession hung there, ink drying into permanence, a binding she couldn’t escape.

Her hand fell to the desk, the pen clattering softly.

She didn’t dare look at him, didn’t dare see the satisfaction in his eyes. The notebook lay open, her desires laid bare, a map of her surrender he could use against her. Her chest tightened, fear and need warring inside her, but her body buzzed with the aftermath of her honesty.

Gabriel stepped closer, his shadow falling over the desk.

He reached for the notebook, his fingers brushing hers as he took it. The contact sent a jolt through her, sharp and electric. She kept her eyes down, unable to face him, unable to bear the weight of what she’d given him.

Her heart thudded, a drumbeat of dread and anticipation.

He flipped through the pages, the soft rustle of paper the only sound in the room. Each turn felt like a verdict, a judgment on the rawness she’d poured out. She wanted to snatch it back, to burn the evidence of her weakness, but her hands stayed still, trembling at her sides.

Her mind screamed at her, a litany of self-reproach. How could she have written that? How could she have let him see the parts of her she’d hidden even from herself?

But her body betrayed her, heat pooling low, her pussy slick with the truth of her need. The shame only fueled it, a vicious cycle she couldn’t break. She hated herself for it, hated how much she wanted him to approve of what she’d written.

Gabriel closed the notebook with a deliberate snap.

Her breath stopped, every nerve on edge.

“I’ve read enough for now,” he said, his voice that same unhurried calm, but there was a darker edge to it, a promise she couldn’t ignore. He set the notebook back on the desk, his hand lingering on the cover as if marking it as his. “You’ve done well, Ivy.”

The praise washed over her, warm and dangerous.

Her knees weakened, the words sinking deep, deeper than they should have. She hated how they made her feel—owned, proud, desperate for more. Her mind clawed for resistance, for any shred of the woman who didn’t bend, but it slipped through her fingers like sand.

He stepped closer, his hand lifting to tilt her chin up. His touch was firm, inescapable, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes burned with something she couldn’t name, a mix of possession and satisfaction that made her stomach drop.

Her lips parted, a protest dying before it formed.

“You’ve given me a lot to work with,” he murmured, his thumb brushing her lower lip, a gesture so intimate it stole her breath. “But this is just the start. We’re going to explore every single thing you’ve written.”

Her heart lurched, fear and need twisting tight.

The idea of him acting on her words, of him taking her apart piece by piece with the map she’d drawn, terrified her. But her body responded, a fresh wave of heat between her thighs, a silent admission that she craved it. Her mind spun, caught between dread and the dark thrill of what came next.

Gabriel’s hand dropped, but his gaze held her pinned.

“Keep the notebook close,” he said, his voice a quiet command that echoed in the hollow of her chest. “You’ll be adding to it soon enough.”

Her breath stuttered, the weight of his words a chain she couldn’t shake.

The office around them felt smaller, the walls closing in with the threat of exposure, the murmur of colleagues a constant hum beyond the door. She was still Ivy, the attorney, the fighter, but that woman felt further away with every word she’d written, every look from him that stripped her bare. And as he stepped back, leaving her trembling at the desk, she knew this confession was a surrender she couldn’t take back, a door she’d opened that would never close again.


Chapter 8: Reading Her Truth

Ivy sat at the edge of her chair, the leather creaking under her weight. The notebook lay on the desk in front of her, a silent accusation, its worn edges curling slightly from her nervous handling over the past hour. Her fingers itched to hide it, to shove it into a drawer where no one—not even she—could see the words she’d bled onto those pages.

Her pulse hammered in her throat.

The office hummed beyond the glass walls, a muted symphony of phone calls and keyboard clicks. Colleagues moved like shadows, their glances occasional but piercing, as if they could sense the storm brewing behind her closed door. Ivy’s tailored blazer felt too tight, her skin prickling with the weight of her vulnerability, exposed not by action but by ink.

She’d written things she couldn’t say aloud. Confessions of need, of weakness, of a desire to be broken down and rebuilt under Gabriel’s unrelenting gaze. The shame of it burned her cheeks, even now, alone in her office.

Her hands trembled as she smoothed her skirt. She was still Ivy, the attorney who dismantled arguments with surgical precision, who won cases others deemed impossible. But that woman felt like a ghost, slipping further away with every line she’d scrawled in that damn notebook.

The door opened without a knock.

Gabriel stepped in, his presence a force that filled the room before he even spoke. His suit was immaculate, dark gray tailored to his broad frame, the crisp white shirt beneath open at the collar just enough to hint at the power in his chest. His movements were unhurried, deliberate, as if time itself bent to his will.

Her breath caught, a traitor to her composure.

He closed the door behind him with a soft click, the sound sharp in the charged silence. His gaze locked on her, dark and unreadable, but with that edge of knowing that always unraveled her. He didn’t smile, didn’t soften, just watched her as if he could see every thought racing through her mind.

“You’ve been waiting,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her chest. It wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact, as if he could feel the tension coiling in her body from across the room. He stepped closer, each measured stride a countdown to something she couldn’t escape.

Her fingers curled into fists on her lap.

“I haven’t,” she lied, her voice thinner than she intended. The words felt hollow, a flimsy shield against the weight of his presence. She hated how small she sounded, how easily he stripped her defenses with nothing more than a look.

Gabriel stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. The scent of him—clean, sharp, with a hint of something darker—wrapped around her, invasive and inescapable. Her spine stiffened, every nerve screaming to move, to run, but her body stayed rooted, betraying her yet again.

He leaned down, his breath brushing the shell of her ear. “You’ve been thinking about this all morning, haven’t you?” His voice was velvet over steel, soft but unyielding, and it sent a shiver racing down her spine.

Her lips parted, but no sound came out.

The heat of him so near made her dizzy, her mind scrambling for footing. She wanted to snap back, to wield the sharp tongue that had won her countless arguments, but the words dissolved under the weight of his proximity. Her pussy clenched, a humiliating pulse of need that she couldn’t ignore, couldn’t deny.

Gabriel straightened, but his presence lingered like a shadow over her shoulder. He reached for the notebook on the desk, his fingers brushing the cover with a deliberate slowness that made her stomach twist. The rustle of pages as he opened it was deafening, each turn a hammer against her fragile control.

Her heart lurched.

“You wrote this, Ivy,” he said, his tone calm but laced with a dark promise. “Now hear it from me.”

Her blood ran cold, then hot, a rush of panic and something worse—anticipation. She wanted to protest, to snatch the notebook from his hands and tear it to shreds, but her body refused to move. Her mind screamed, a frantic loop of no, no, no, but beneath it, a darker voice whispered yes, please, let him see.

Gabriel began to read.

His voice rolled over her, deep and measured, each word a blade slicing through her carefully constructed walls. “I dream of losing myself under his control, of being stripped of every argument, every defense, until I’m nothing but his to shape.” The low rumble of his tone turned her own confession into something tangible, something alive, and it burned through her like wildfire.

Her face flamed, shame flooding her in waves.

She couldn’t look at him, couldn’t bear the weight of his gaze while her words hung in the air between them. Her hands gripped the edge of the chair, knuckles white, as if holding on could anchor her against the storm of her own vulnerability. But her body betrayed her, heat pooling low, her pussy growing wet with every syllable he spoke.

Gabriel paused, letting the silence stretch, heavy and suffocating. “You wrote that, Ivy,” he said again, softer this time, but no less commanding. “Did you mean it?”

Her throat closed, words choking her.

She wanted to lie, to say it was a mistake, a moment of weakness she didn’t truly feel. But the truth throbbed in her chest, in the slick heat between her thighs, in the way her body leaned toward him without her consent. The attorney in her fought for control, for a rebuttal, but it crumbled under the weight of his voice, his calm certainty.

“I…” Her voice broke, barely a whisper.

Gabriel set the notebook down, the soft thud echoing in her ears. He moved to stand in front of her, his frame towering, filling her field of vision until there was nothing else. His hand reached out, tilting her chin up with a firmness that allowed no resistance, forcing her to meet his gaze.

Her breath stuttered.

His eyes burned into hers, dark and unrelenting, peeling back every layer she’d tried to hide behind. “You meant it,” he said, not a question but a verdict, delivered with the same precision he’d used to dismantle her in court. His thumb brushed her jaw, a gesture so intimate it made her tremble, and she hated how much she craved more of it.

Her mind spun, a whirlwind of shame and need. She was Ivy, the woman who argued for a living, who found the crack in every position and exploited it without mercy. But here, under Gabriel’s gaze, with her own words ringing in her ears, she felt small, exposed, utterly defenseless.

He released her chin, but his hand didn’t retreat far. It slid down to her shoulder, a light but possessive weight that sent a jolt through her. “Stand up,” he commanded, his voice quiet but unyielding, the kind of tone that didn’t allow for disobedience.

Her legs moved before her mind caught up.

She rose, unsteady, her knees weak under the intensity of his attention. The office around them felt smaller, the glass walls a reminder of the colleagues just beyond, of the reputation she’d fought so hard to build. But Gabriel’s presence eclipsed it all, his calm dominance a cage she couldn’t—or didn’t want to—escape.

“Turn around,” he said, each word deliberate, a thread pulling her tighter into his control.

Her heart pounded as she obeyed.

She faced the desk now, her hands bracing against the cool surface, the notebook still open to the page he’d read from. The vulnerability of her position hit her like a wave, her back to him, her body exposed to whatever he chose to do next. Her mind screamed at her to turn, to fight, to reclaim some shred of power, but the heat of his nearness behind her drowned it out.

Gabriel stepped closer, the warmth of his body pressing against her back. Not touching, not yet, but close enough that she could feel the promise of it, the inevitability. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her pussy throbbing with a need she couldn’t suppress, even as shame burned through her.

“You wrote about being stripped bare,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate, brushing against her ear like a caress. “Let’s see how much of that you can handle.” His words sent a shiver racing down her spine, her body responding with a fresh wave of heat, a slickness she couldn’t hide even from herself.

Her fingers dug into the desk.

One of his hands settled on her hip, the touch firm, grounding, but with an edge of possession that made her stomach drop. He didn’t rush, didn’t force, just held her there, letting the weight of his control sink into her skin. Her mind reeled, caught between the urge to push him away and the dark, desperate need to lean into it, to let him take everything.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, his tone almost gentle, but with that undercurrent of power that made her feel utterly owned. His hand slid up her side, slow and deliberate, tracing the curve of her waist through her blazer. The fabric felt like nothing under his touch, her skin burning beneath it, craving more.

Her lips parted, a silent plea she couldn’t voice.

Gabriel’s other hand joined the first, both now on her hips, positioning her with a precision that left no room for resistance. He pressed her forward slightly, bending her over the desk just enough that her chest hovered above the surface, her vulnerability laid bare. The position was humiliating, deliberate, and it sent a fresh pulse of heat through her, her pussy clenching around nothing, aching for something she couldn’t name.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a low growl now, but still controlled, always controlled. “So eager to be taken apart, even when you fight it.” His words cut through her, sharp and true, and she hated how they made her wetter, how her body arched toward him without her consent.

Her mind fractured, resistance crumbling under the weight of his voice, his hands, his sheer presence. She was still Ivy, still the fighter, but that part of her felt like a distant memory, buried under the raw, pulsing need to surrender. Shame and desire twisted tight, inseparable, each feeding the other until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

Gabriel’s hand slid down, under the hem of her skirt, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent a shockwave through her, her breath hitching audibly. He paused there, letting the anticipation build, letting her feel the edge of what was coming without giving it to her yet.

Her hips shifted, a tiny, involuntary movement toward his hand.

“Pathetic,” he murmured, the word laced with warmth, with affection, and it hit her harder than any insult should have. The humiliation of it burned, but so did the approval in his tone, the way it made her feel seen, wanted, claimed. Her pussy throbbed, slick and desperate, and she hated herself for how much she needed him to keep going.

His fingers moved higher, brushing against the lace of her panties, the fabric already damp with her arousal. He didn’t comment on it, didn’t need to—his touch said everything, the slow, deliberate way he traced the edge of the material, making her squirm under his control. Her mind screamed at her to stop this, to pull away, to reclaim some semblance of dignity, but her body was his, responding to every touch, every command.

“You’re so wet for this,” he said, his voice a quiet observation, as if he were merely stating a fact in court. His finger slipped beneath the lace, brushing against her folds, and she gasped, the sensation sharp and overwhelming. He didn’t rush, didn’t push, just explored her with a calm precision that made her feel utterly exposed, utterly his.

Her knees buckled, but his other hand on her hip held her steady.

The touch deepened, his finger sliding inside her, slow and deliberate, stretching her with a care that was almost cruel in its restraint. Her walls clenched around him, desperate for more, for release, but he kept his pace measured, drawing out her torment. Her mind was a haze, resistance gone, replaced by a raw, aching need that consumed her.

“Gabriel,” she whispered, the name slipping out before she could stop it, a plea, a surrender.

He hummed, a low sound of approval, and added a second finger, filling her further, his movements still unhurried, still in control. The stretch burned, but it was a good burn, a necessary one, and her hips rocked against him, chasing the edge he kept just out of reach. Her pussy dripped around his fingers, the slick sound of it obscene in the quiet office, a reminder of how far she’d fallen.

“You don’t get to cum yet,” he said, his voice firm, pulling her back from the brink with brutal clarity. His fingers stilled inside her, leaving her trembling, aching, so close but denied. The frustration clawed at her, but so did the dark thrill of his control, the way he held her pleasure in his hands, doling it out only when he chose.

Her breath came in ragged gasps.

Gabriel withdrew his fingers slowly, the loss of him a physical ache, and she whimpered, unable to stop the sound. He straightened her skirt with a casual precision, as if he hadn’t just taken her apart piece by piece, and stepped back, leaving her bent over the desk, trembling and unfulfilled. The warmth of his body was gone, but the weight of his gaze remained, pinning her in place.

“You’ve given me everything I needed today,” he said, his voice calm, satisfied, but with a promise that made her heart race. “But we’re far from done, Ivy. Your vulnerability is mine now, and I’m going to use every bit of it.”

Her stomach dropped, dread and anticipation twisting tight as she realized just how bare she was, how utterly at his mercy.


Chapter 9: Enacting Her Words

Ivy stood at the edge of her office, staring out the floor-to-ceiling window at the city skyline. The late afternoon light cast long shadows across her desk, illuminating the neat stack of case files she hadn’t touched in hours. Her reflection in the glass showed a woman she barely recognized—cheeks flushed, eyes too bright, lips parted as if waiting for a command.

Her body still hummed from yesterday’s encounter.

The memory of Gabriel’s fingers inside her, slow and deliberate, lingered like a brand on her skin. She pressed her thighs together, hating the slick heat that answered, the way her pussy throbbed at the mere thought of him. She was a criminal defense attorney, for God’s sake—known for dismantling arguments, for winning unwinnable cases—yet here she was, undone by a man who hadn’t even let her cum.

She turned away from the window, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood floor.

Her inbox pinged, a new email from Gabriel. The subject line read: Review Attached Brief. Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and anticipation, as she opened it and saw the document—her own words, the private desires she’d written under his instruction, now formatted like a legal brief, complete with numbered clauses.

Her breath caught.

Clause 1: Subject agrees to be bound at the wrists, positioned for inspection. Her eyes skimmed lower. Clause 3: Subject will vocalize need, regardless of shame. Each line was precise, clinical, a mirror of her deepest cravings laid bare in black and white.

Her fingers trembled as she scrolled.

She’d written it as a game, a way to test his control, to see if she could still wield some power through her words. But now, seeing them reflected back, she realized how thoroughly he’d read her—every hidden want, every unspoken ache, captured with a lawyer’s ruthless accuracy.

The office door opened without a knock.

Gabriel stepped inside, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. He wore a tailored charcoal suit, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders, his tie a deep crimson that drew her eye like a warning. His gaze locked on hers, calm and unhurried, as if he’d already won this round.

Her knees softened.

“Good afternoon, Ivy,” he said, his voice a low rumble, each syllable measured. He closed the door behind him with a soft click, the sound echoing in the quiet space. “I trust you’ve reviewed the brief.”

She swallowed, her throat dry.

“I have,” she managed, though her voice wavered. Her mind raced, searching for a defense, a way to regain footing, but his eyes held her in place, stripping away her usual sharpness.

He crossed the room in three deliberate steps, stopping just behind her.

His hand brushed the small of her back, a fleeting touch through her blouse, but it sent a jolt straight to her core. “Then you know what comes next,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Her heart pounded.

She wanted to protest, to argue that this was her office, her domain, that colleagues could walk by at any moment, that cameras in the hallway might catch a glimpse through the glass walls. But the weight of his presence, the quiet certainty in his tone, silenced her objections before they could form. Her body leaned into him, traitorously eager, even as her mind screamed for control.

He stepped around her, pulling a length of black rope from his jacket pocket.

The sight of it stopped her breath. It was smooth, almost silken, but thick enough to promise restraint, and he held it with the same casual precision he’d use to hold a pen in court. “Clause 1,” he said simply, his eyes never leaving hers.

Her hands twitched at her sides.

“Gabriel, we’re in my office,” she whispered, the words barely audible, a last-ditch effort at resistance. But her voice lacked conviction, and the heat pooling between her thighs betrayed her even as she spoke.

He tilted his head, a faint smile curving his lips.

“Exactly where you wanted to be exposed,” he said, referencing Clause 2 without needing to name it. His calm dismantled her, each word a calculated strike against her crumbling defenses. “Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears.

She hesitated, her mind a storm of conflicting impulses—run, fight, submit. But her body moved before her thoughts caught up, turning slowly, her wrists crossing behind her as if they’d always known this position. The vulnerability of it hit her like a physical blow, her chest tightening with both fear and a dark, undeniable thrill.

The rope touched her skin.

It was cooler than she expected, the weight of it heavier, and as Gabriel looped it around her wrists, each knot precise and unhurried, she felt the last of her control slip away. Her shoulders pulled back slightly, the position forcing her chest forward, and she was acutely aware of how exposed she felt, even fully clothed.

Her breath hitched.

He tightened the final knot, his fingers brushing against her skin with a deliberateness that made her shiver. “Good girl,” he said, the praise sinking into her like warmth, deeper than it should have, making her pussy clench despite herself. The words echoed in her mind, pathetic and perfect, and she hated how much she craved more.

She tested the restraint, a small tug, but it held firm.

The rope’s grip was unyielding, a constant reminder of his control, and her mind spiraled—what if someone walked in, what if the security feed caught this angle, what if her reputation shattered in an instant? Yet beneath the panic, a darker current ran, a sick thrill at the risk, at the idea of being seen as his, bound and helpless in the heart of her own territory.

Gabriel stepped in front of her again.

His hand spanned her waist, fingers splaying wide, the heat of his palm searing through her blouse. The size of him, the way his grip seemed to claim her entire midsection, made her feel small, fragile, a far cry from the woman who’d argued down prosecutors without flinching. “Clause 3,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “Tell me what you need.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came.

The shame burned hot, her face flushing as she struggled to form the words he demanded. Her mind rebelled, clinging to the image of herself as untouchable, as the attorney who never broke—yet her body ached, wet and desperate, her pussy throbbing with a need she couldn’t deny.

“Say it, Ivy,” he pressed, his thumb tracing a slow circle against her waist.

“I…” She faltered, her voice a whisper, barely her own. “I need you to… to touch me.”

The admission shattered something inside her.

It was raw, humiliating, a crack in the armor she’d spent years forging, and yet the moment the words left her lips, a weight lifted, replaced by a pulsing, hungry ache. Her eyes darted to his, searching for judgment, but found only that same calm approval, a look that made her feel both broken and cherished.

His hand slid lower.

Fingers brushed the waistband of her skirt, then dipped beneath, finding the lace of her panties already soaked through. The contact was light, teasing, but it sent a shockwave through her, her hips jerking forward before she could stop them.

She whimpered.

“Pathetic,” he murmured, the word soft, almost tender, and it struck her harder than any harsh tone could have. The humiliation mingled with the heat in her core, her pussy dripping against his fingers, and she hated how much she wanted him to keep going, to take her apart right here in the open.

He pushed the lace aside.

One finger traced her folds, slow and deliberate, spreading her wetness with a precision that made her tremble. Her bound wrists strained against the rope, the weight of it grounding her even as her mind spun, overwhelmed by the sensation of him exploring her so openly, so confidently.

Her knees buckled.

His other hand steadied her at the waist, his grip firm, unyielding, holding her in place as if she weighed nothing. “You’re so wet for this,” he observed, his tone clinical, like he was noting evidence in a trial, and the detachment only heightened her shame, her arousal, the way her body surrendered to his touch.

Another finger joined the first.

He slid inside her, stretching her with a slow, controlled thrust, her walls clenching around him instinctively. The burn was slight but delicious, a reminder of how empty she’d felt without him, and her breath came in shallow gasps, her hips rocking forward despite the risk, despite everything.

“Gabriel,” she gasped.

The name slipped out, a plea, a surrender, and his eyes darkened, a flicker of something possessive crossing his otherwise composed features. He curled his fingers inside her, hitting a spot that made her vision blur, and she moaned, the sound too loud in the quiet office, a reckless betrayal of her need.

Her mind fractured.

What if someone heard? What if the glass walls weren’t as private as they seemed, if a colleague passing by caught the shape of her bound form, the way she writhed under his hand? The fear spiked her pulse, but it also fed the heat between her legs, the dark thrill of exposure making her wetter, needier, a mess of contradictions she couldn’t untangle.

He added a third finger.

The stretch was fuller now, almost too much, but his pace remained unhurried, each thrust calculated to draw her closer to the edge without letting her fall. Her pussy dripped around him, the slick sound obscene, a constant reminder of how far she’d fallen, how completely she’d given herself over to this.

Her legs trembled.

“You don’t cum yet,” he said, his voice a quiet command, pulling her back from the brink with ruthless clarity. His fingers stilled inside her, leaving her aching, throbbing, so close to release but denied, the frustration a sharp, physical pain.

She whimpered, the sound raw.

The rope at her wrists felt heavier now, a tether to her helplessness, and her mind spun with the unfairness of it, the way he held her pleasure in his hands, doling it out only when he chose. Yet beneath the frustration, a deeper current ran—a twisted gratitude for his control, for the way he knew her body better than she did, for the way he made her feel owned.

He withdrew his fingers slowly.

The loss of him was a hollow ache, her pussy clenching around nothing, and she bit her lip to stifle another desperate sound. He adjusted her skirt with that same casual precision, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her in the middle of her own office, and stepped back, leaving her bound and trembling, her body a live wire of unmet need.

Her chest heaved.

Gabriel’s gaze pinned her in place, his eyes tracing every detail—her flushed skin, her parted lips, the way her bound wrists forced her posture into submission. “This is what you asked for,” he said, his voice low, final, each word a weight that settled into her bones. “Take it all.”

Her stomach dropped.

The promise in his tone, the unrelenting focus behind it, overwhelmed her, pushing past even what she’d imagined when she wrote those words. She realized, with a clarity that both terrified and thrilled her, that he wasn’t just enacting her brief—he was rewriting her limits, and she wasn’t sure she’d ever find her way back.


Chapter 10: Resting Her Case

Ivy stood in the center of her office, the late afternoon light filtering through the glass walls, casting long shadows across the polished floor. The ropes at her wrists were still tight, a lingering reminder of Gabriel’s control, their coarse texture biting into her skin with every subtle shift. Her skirt was smoothed back into place, but the fabric felt like a lie, a thin veneer over the chaos he’d unleashed inside her.

Her legs still trembled from his touch.

She could feel the ache between her thighs, the slick heat of her pussy where his fingers had been, a hollow need that pulsed with every heartbeat. Her mind spun, caught between the sharp edge of frustration and the deeper, darker pull of surrender. She’d written the brief, spelled out her desires in stark, humiliating detail, but living them—feeling them—was something else entirely.

The office was too quiet.

Beyond the glass, the hum of the corporate world continued—colleagues typing, phones ringing, the occasional murmur of a conversation. Every sound felt like a threat, a reminder of how exposed she was, how one wrong move could shatter the illusion of her competence. Her reputation as the unyielding defense attorney hung by a thread, and yet, the thought of being seen, of someone glimpsing her bound wrists or the flush on her cheeks, sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

She hated how much she craved that risk.

Her breath caught as the door clicked open, the sound sharp and deliberate in the stillness. Gabriel entered without hesitation, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. He wore his tailored suit like armor, every line precise, his broad shoulders and calm demeanor a quiet promise of control.

Her stomach dropped.

“Good afternoon, Ivy,” he said, his voice low, smooth, a blade wrapped in silk. He closed the door behind him with a soft click, the lock engaging with a finality that made her pulse spike. His eyes met hers, steady and unreadable, pinning her in place as surely as the ropes at her wrists.

She wanted to speak, to argue, to reclaim some shred of her old self, but the words died in her throat.

He crossed the room in measured steps, his polished shoes clicking against the hardwood, each sound a metronome counting down to her unraveling. He stopped just inches from her, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body, a contrast to the cool air of the office. Her skin prickled under his gaze, her bound hands twitching uselessly behind her back.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his tone almost tender, but laced with something darker, something possessive. His hand reached out, fingers brushing her cheek with a gentleness that belied the steel in his eyes. “Still fighting, even now.”

Her chest tightened.

She wanted to deny it, to snap back with the sharp wit that had won her countless cases, but the truth burned hotter than her pride. Every moment with him had chipped away at her defenses, exposing the raw, needy thing beneath—someone who didn’t just tolerate his control but ached for it. Her mind screamed against the admission, but her body, traitor that it was, leaned into his touch, desperate for more.

His thumb traced the line of her jaw, slow and deliberate, sending a shiver down her spine.

“You’ve argued long enough,” he said, his voice a quiet command, each word settling into her bones. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze, and the intensity there stole the last of her breath. “It’s time to rest your case.”

Her knees weakened.

The phrase echoed through her, a legal term twisted into something intimate, something final. She’d spent her career fighting to the last appeal, dissecting every argument until her opponent crumbled, but with Gabriel, there was no winning, no loophole to exploit. He’d found the crack in her armor long before she even knew it was there, and now, standing before him, bound and trembling, she felt the last of her resistance fracture.

I can’t fight anymore.

The thought came unbidden, sharp and clear, cutting through the fog of her arousal and shame. She’d spent weeks pushing back, clinging to the illusion of control, but every command, every touch, every quiet word from him had eroded her foundation. Now, the weight of her surrender pressed down on her, heavy and inevitable, and beneath the fear, there was a strange, twisted relief.

She didn’t want to fight anymore.

Gabriel’s hand slid from her jaw to the nape of her neck, his grip firm but not painful, grounding her in the moment. “Say it,” he instructed, his tone calm, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world to wait for her capitulation. “Tell me you’re done.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came.

The words were there, heavy on her tongue, but admitting them felt like stepping off a cliff. She’d built her life on precision, on never yielding, and yet the heat pooling between her legs, the ache in her core, told a different story. Her body had already surrendered, long before her mind caught up, and the betrayal stung as much as it thrilled.

“I’m…” Her voice cracked, barely a whisper.

His fingers tightened slightly at her neck, a subtle reminder of his control. “Louder, Ivy,” he said, his voice still soft, but with an edge that cut through her hesitation. “I want to hear it.”

Her face burned.

“I’m done,” she breathed, the words spilling out in a rush, raw and unguarded. The admission hung in the air, a confession she couldn’t take back, and the weight of it settled into her chest, both crushing and freeing. She felt the last wall inside her crumble, leaving her bare, vulnerable, utterly his.

Gabriel’s eyes darkened, a flicker of triumph crossing his otherwise composed features.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting deeper than it should have, a warm wave that spread through her, pooling in her belly. His hand moved from her neck to her bound wrists, his fingers brushing the rope as he stepped behind her, his body a solid wall of heat at her back. The proximity made her dizzy, the scent of his cologne—clean, sharp, commanding—filling her senses.

Her breath hitched.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low murmur. “You’ve rested your case, Ivy. Now you’re mine.”

The words sank into her, a claim that felt as binding as any contract she’d ever signed.

Her body reacted before her mind could, a fresh wave of heat rushing to her core, her pussy clenching around nothing as the ache intensified. She hated how those words owned her, how they stripped away the last pretense of independence, but the truth was undeniable—she wanted to be his, had wanted it since the moment he first looked at her with that calculating gaze. The realization was a gut-punch, a final surrender she couldn’t escape.

Gabriel’s hands moved to her hips, guiding her with that same unhurried precision, turning her to face the desk. The glass walls loomed in her peripheral vision, a constant reminder of the risk, the exposure, the colleagues who could glance in at any moment. Her pulse raced, fear and arousal twisting together until she couldn’t tell them apart.

“Hands stay behind you,” he instructed, his voice calm, as if he were giving a routine direction in court.

She nodded, unable to speak.

He pressed her forward, bending her over the desk, the cool surface a shock against her heated skin. Her bound wrists pressed into her lower back, the rope digging deeper as her weight shifted, and the vulnerability of the position made her heart pound. She was exposed, defenseless, her skirt riding up slightly, the air cool against her thighs.

Her mind spun.

What if someone saw? What if a paralegal walked by, caught the shape of her bent over her own desk, wrists tied, face flushed with need? The thought should have terrified her, should have spurred her to resist, but instead, it fueled the heat between her legs, her pussy growing wetter, slick with anticipation.

Gabriel’s hand slid up her thigh, slow and deliberate, pushing her skirt higher.

Her breath caught.

“You’re dripping,” he observed, his tone clinical again, a statement of fact that made her face burn. His fingers brushed the edge of her panties, tracing the damp fabric, and the light touch was torture, a tease that made her hips shift involuntarily, seeking more. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, the sound too loud in her own ears.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband, pulling the fabric down with a slow, deliberate tug.

Her legs trembled.

The air felt cold against her bare skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth of his hand as it returned, cupping her pussy with a possessiveness that made her gasp. His fingers slid through her wetness, spreading her open, and the slick sound was obscene, a reminder of how completely her body had betrayed her. She was soaking for him, desperate, and the shame of it only made her wetter.

“Such a pathetic little thing,” he murmured, his voice warm, almost affectionate, the words cutting deeper for their tenderness.

Her core clenched.

The degradation shouldn’t have thrilled her, shouldn’t have sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, but it did. She was pathetic, bent over her own desk, bound and exposed, aching for a man who’d dismantled her with nothing more than his words and his touch. And yet, beneath the humiliation, there was a twisted pride in being his, in earning that quiet, possessive tone.

Gabriel’s fingers circled her clit, slow and precise, building the pressure with ruthless skill.

Her hips bucked.

The pleasure was sharp, almost painful, spiraling higher with every touch, and her mind fractured under the weight of it. She was so close, teetering on the edge, her body a taut wire ready to snap, but she knew he wouldn’t let her cum—not yet, not until he decided. The frustration was a physical ache, a desperate need that clawed at her insides.

“Please,” she whispered, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

His hand stilled.

“Begging already?” he asked, his voice low, amused, a dark edge beneath the calm. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, the warmth of his body enveloping her, and his breath was hot against her ear. “You’ll cum when I say, Ivy. Not before.”

Her whimper was involuntary.

The denial was torture, leaving her throbbing, aching, her pussy clenching around nothing as the edge receded just out of reach. She wanted to argue, to demand release, but the weight of his body, the quiet certainty in his voice, silenced her. He owned her pleasure, her body, her mind, and the realization settled into her with a finality she couldn’t deny.

Gabriel straightened, his hand leaving her clit to grip her hip, steadying her.

Her chest heaved.

She felt the shift behind her, the rustle of fabric as he undid his belt, the quiet sound of his zipper lowering. Her pulse spiked, anticipation and fear twisting together, and she braced herself against the desk, her bound wrists a constant reminder of her helplessness. She wanted this, needed it, even as the last flicker of her old self screamed against it.

The head of his cock brushed against her entrance, hot and hard, a promise of what was to come.

Her breath stopped.

He didn’t thrust, not yet, just pressed against her, letting her feel the weight, the inevitability. “This is what surrender looks like,” he said, his voice a low growl, each word a weight that pinned her in place. “Take it, Ivy. All of it.”

She moaned, the sound raw.

He pushed inside her, slow and deliberate, stretching her with a burn that bordered on pain but melted into pleasure. Her walls clenched around him, desperate for more, and the fullness was overwhelming, a claim that went beyond the physical. He filled her completely, his cock buried deep, and the sensation shattered the last of her defenses, leaving her raw, exposed, utterly his.

Her hips pressed back against him.

Gabriel’s grip on her hip tightened, his other hand sliding up her spine to rest at the base of her neck, holding her in place as he began to move. His thrusts were slow, controlled, each one a deliberate reminder of his dominance, and the rhythm drove her higher, the pleasure building with every stroke. Her pussy dripped around him, the slick sound of their bodies a constant, humiliating reminder of her need.

Her mind blanked.

There was no room for thought, no space for resistance, just the overwhelming sensation of him inside her, claiming her, owning her. She was his, in every way that mattered, and the truth of it crashed over her, a wave she couldn’t fight. She didn’t want to fight.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice cutting through the haze, sharp and unyielding.

Her body obeyed.

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, shattering her from the inside out, her pussy clenching around his cock as pleasure ripped through her. She cried out, the sound muffled against the desk, her legs shaking as wave after wave washed over her, leaving her spent, trembling, a mess of sensation and surrender. Her bound wrists dug into her back, a grounding pain amidst the bliss, and she felt every pulse, every shudder, as if her body was no longer her own.

Gabriel thrust once more, deep and hard, his own release spilling inside her, hot and claiming.

Her breath came in gasps.

He stayed inside her for a moment, his weight a steady presence, his hand still at her neck, possessive even now. Then, slowly, he pulled out, the loss of him a hollow ache, and she felt the warmth of his cum trickle down her thigh, a mark she couldn’t erase. He adjusted her skirt with that same casual precision, as if he hadn’t just unraveled her completely, and stepped back, leaving her bent over the desk, bound and trembling.

Her chest heaved.

“You’ve rested your case, Ivy,” he said again, his voice low, final, each word a bond that tied her to him. “Now, we begin anew—under my terms.”

Her stomach dropped.

The promise in his tone, the unrelenting focus behind it, sent a shiver through her, a mix of fear and anticipation for what came next. Her submission was complete, a new beginning forged in his control, and she knew, with a clarity that both terrified and thrilled her, that there was no going back.
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