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Introduction: Breaking the CEO










Some women are made to rule.

 

Eva Sinclair was one of them.











As the youngest self-made CEO in the city, she had clawed her way to the top of the corporate world, crushing competitors, silencing doubters, and building an empire with nothing but sheer intelligence and ruthless determination.

 

She was untouchable. Unbreakable.











Until

 

Adrian Blackwell


 
arrived.










A billionaire investor with a reputation for

 

devouring companies and the people who ran them


 
, Adrian didn’t negotiate. He took. And the moment he laid eyes on

 

Eva Sinclair


 
, he decided that

 

she


 
was his next acquisition.











Not just her company. Her.











One hostile takeover later, Eva finds herself backed into a corner, no longer the one giving orders but the one forced to obey. Adrian doesn’t just want control over her business—

 

he wants control over her body, her mind, her submission.


 
And he has no intention of letting her go until she learns what it means to

 

truly belong to him.











But Eva isn’t one to surrender easily. She fights, she resists, she pushes back at every turn—only to find herself caught deeper in Adrian’s web.

 

Every punishment, every whispered command, every humiliating lesson makes it harder to deny the truth.












She doesn’t just hate his control.











She craves it.










And Adrian?

 

He won’t stop until she’s completely his.















🔥

 

"Breaking the CEO" is a dark, intense Daddy Dom romance filled with power struggles, forced obedience, psychological games, and deliciously humiliating punishments. If you love dominant men who don’t take no for an answer and heroines who fight until they have no choice but to surrender, then buckle up—this is going to be a ruthless ride


 
.

 🔥







Chapter One: The Fall of a Queen










Eva Sinclair stood in the tinted glass elevator of Sinclair Tower, watching the

 

New York skyline stretch beneath her


 
. The city pulsed with life, the streets moving in chaotic perfection, a world she had conquered with her own hands.










This was her empire.










And she was its queen.










Her reflection in the glass stared back—

 

sharp, elegant, untouchable.


 
A silk blouse that clung to her curves in all the right places, a black pencil skirt cut to the knee, and heels that announced her presence with every step.

 

Everything about her was calculated, controlled.











That was why she refused to believe the whispers.










For the past forty-eight hours, rumors had spread like wildfire—

 

a hostile takeover, a billionaire stepping in to claim what wasn’t his.


 
But no one had dared to give her a name.

 

No one was foolish enough to look her in the eye and tell her that she was losing.











She exhaled slowly, her manicured nails tapping against her clutch.











Let them try.











The doors slid open, and she stepped into the top floor of

 

her


 
building—polished marble floors, floor-to-ceiling windows, and a staff that scurried out of her way without needing to be told. Her assistant, Lauren, met her with hurried steps, her blonde hair tucked into a tight bun.










“Ms. Sinclair,” she said, falling into step beside her, “the emergency board meeting has started. I tried to stall, but they—”










Eva didn’t slow her pace. “Who?”










Lauren swallowed. “Adrian Blackwell.”










The name was a slap to the face.










She had never met him in person, but

 

she knew his reputation.


 
Adrian Blackwell was a corporate raider, a billionaire investor who built his empire by

 

destroying others


 
. He was a

 

strategist, a manipulator, a man who saw weakness and devoured it.












He was a predator.











And apparently, he was sitting at

 

her boardroom table.











Eva clenched her jaw, her heels clicking like gunfire against the marble as she pushed the door open.










The room was full.










A dozen men in dark suits sat around the

 

long mahogany table


 
, shifting uneasily as she entered. None of them met her eyes, not even the ones she had personally put into power.

 

Cowards.











And at the head of the table, leaning back in a chair like he already owned the place, sat

 

him.











Adrian Blackwell.










Tall.

 

Dangerous.


 
A man carved from power itself.










He wasn’t wearing a tie, his crisp white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, his black suit tailored to

 

perfection


 
, molding to broad shoulders and a frame built for

 

intimidation.











But it was his

 

eyes


 
that held her still—

 

storm-gray, unreadable, patient.


 
He didn’t need to announce himself.

 

The room belonged to him.











Eva didn’t sit. She stood at the opposite end of the table,

 

her table


 
, her nails digging into the polished wood. “Would someone like to explain why a man who doesn’t own a single share in Sinclair Enterprises is sitting in my boardroom?”










Adrian smiled.

 

Slow. Amused. Infuriating.











“I do own shares,” he said smoothly. His voice was deep, rich, with the kind of confidence that only came from

 

winning.


 
“Fifty-one percent.”










The air

 

shifted.











Eva’s stomach turned to ice, but she didn’t let it show. She

 

never let it show.











She tilted her chin up, her voice sharp. “That’s impossible.”










Adrian exhaled as if he had all the time in the world. “It was impossible. Until it wasn’t.”










A folder slid across the table.










She didn’t open it. She already knew what was inside—

 

paperwork, filings, a list of shareholders who had sold out from under her.











Betrayal.










Her hands curled into fists.










“You have no authority here,” she said, her voice even, measured. “Sinclair Enterprises is my company.”










Adrian’s lips twitched. “Correction, Ms. Sinclair.”










His voice dropped lower,

 

like a velvet threat


 
.











“It was your company. Now, it’s mine.”











The silence was

 

suffocating.











Her chest burned with something

 

dangerous


 
—rage, humiliation, the unbearable realization that she had been outplayed.










By

 

him.











Adrian leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table, fingers laced together. “You have two options, little queen.”










Eva’s pulse roared.

 

Little. Queen.











She wanted to rip his throat out.










“You can sign the papers, step down gracefully, and walk away with your reputation intact.” His voice was calm, smooth, as if he was

 

doing her a favor.











She didn’t blink. “And the second option?”










Adrian tilted his head.

 

Like a wolf watching prey.


 
“You stay.”










She narrowed her eyes. “Under what terms?”










A slow, knowing smirk.











“Mine.”











Something twisted in her stomach.










She hated him.

 

Hated the way he sat in her chair, the way he filled the room, the way he looked at her like she was already his.











“Absolutely not,” she snapped.










Adrian exhaled, standing slowly, his movements controlled, deliberate. He

 

crossed the room toward her


 
, his presence suffocating in its intensity. The closer he got, the more

 

she felt it.











His dominance. His control.










He stopped just inches away.










Eva refused to back down.










His smirk deepened. “I knew you’d say that.”










Her breath was unsteady, though she hid it well. “Then why offer?”










Adrian reached out, slow, unhurried, brushing a single finger under her chin.











A touch so light, so arrogant, it sent a shiver down her spine.











“Because I like breaking pretty little queens.”










The room

 

disappeared.











There was nothing but

 

him.


 
The way he loomed over her, the scent of his expensive cologne, the raw confidence of a man who had already won.










Eva’s breathing was

 

shallow, uneven.











She

 

hated him.











She

 

wanted to destroy him.











But the worst part?











Her body betrayed her.











Heat curled low in her stomach, a foreign ache that made her want to step closer—

 

to fight him or to fall, she wasn’t sure.











Adrian’s smirk was slow, indulgent. He had

 

felt her shiver.











He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear, his breath warm.










“You can fight me,” he murmured. “I hope you do. But we both know how this ends.”










His fingers traced lower,

 

just barely


 
brushing over the curve of her hip.











“With you on your knees, begging me to ruin you.”











Eva’s breath hitched.











No. No, he wouldn’t win.











Her body was a liar.










Her mind?

 

Still sharp. Still ruthless.











She lifted her chin, forcing her voice to stay steady.










“I don’t beg.”










Adrian pulled back slightly, studying her. His eyes were

 

calculating


 
, a predator assessing how long his prey could run.










Then, finally, he smiled.

 

“You will.”









Chapter Two: Daddy’s Rules




Eva stormed into her office, her breath coming fast, her pulse hammering in her throat. The door slammed shut behind her, but it did nothing to dull the rage boiling under her skin. Adrian Blackwell had taken everything—her company, her control, her seat at the head of the boardroom—and he had done it without so much as breaking a sweat. She paced in front of the massive window overlooking the city, hands clenched into fists, nails digging into her palms so hard it almost hurt. She needed the pain, something to ground her, something to keep her from letting the sickening heat that curled low in her stomach take root.

She could still feel him, his breath against her ear, the smug arrogance in his voice as he whispered that she would beg for him. The worst part? The way her traitorous body had reacted. A shiver. A flutter of something dark and desperate that she refused to acknowledge. She was Eva Sinclair. She did not submit.

The intercom on her desk buzzed, and Lauren’s voice, hesitant and careful, came through the speaker. “Ms. Sinclair, Mr. Blackwell is requesting a meeting in your office. He’s already on his way up.”

Eva sucked in a sharp breath, her fingers twitching at her sides. The audacity of this man. He didn’t request meetings—he demanded them, took what he wanted without asking permission. If he thought she would roll over and accept whatever plans he had in mind, he was about to be sorely disappointed. Straightening her spine, she moved behind her desk, taking a seat in her leather chair, crossing her legs, and schooling her expression into one of cold indifference. Let him come. She would not break.

The door swung open without a knock, and Adrian stepped inside as if he owned the place. Technically, he did, but that was beside the point. He was as composed as ever, his suit perfectly pressed, his movements effortless and controlled, a man who never second-guessed himself. He shut the door behind him, clicking the lock into place.

Eva’s brows lifted. “Really? You think locking the door is going to intimidate me?”

Adrian smirked, moving toward her desk with the slow, measured steps of a man who knew exactly what effect he had. He didn’t sit, didn’t ask permission to occupy her space. Instead, he leaned down, placing his palms flat against the glossy surface of her desk, bringing his face far too close to hers. “I don’t need to intimidate you, little girl. You’re already terrified.”

Eva forced herself to hold his gaze, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing how her stomach twisted at the way he said those words—little girl—like he already owned her. “You’re delusional if you think for a second that I’m scared of you.”

Adrian’s smirk widened, a slow, knowing thing. “Oh, I don’t think you’re scared of me, Eva. I think you’re scared of how much you like this. Scared of what it means that you can still feel my breath on your skin. Scared that I can already see exactly what you are beneath all that power and control you cling to so desperately.”

Her pulse skipped, a warning sign, a red flag telling her she needed to get out of this conversation before it unraveled her. She pushed back from her chair, rising to her feet, forcing distance between them. “If you came here to play mind games, you can leave. I have real work to do.”

Adrian let out a low hum, straightening to his full height. “That’s adorable. You still think you’re in charge.” He stepped around the desk, closing the space she had just put between them, forcing her back against the edge. “Let’s be clear about something, little queen. Your power in this company is an illusion. You work for me now. And that means you follow my rules.”

Her nails dug into the desk behind her. “And what exactly are these rules?”

Adrian leaned in, his voice dropping lower. “For starters, you will show me respect. You will not challenge me in board meetings, you will not undermine my authority, and you will not act like a brat just because you don’t like the way things turned out.”

Eva lifted her chin, her voice sharp. “And if I do?”

His hand moved before she saw it coming, gripping her chin, tilting her face upward, his thumb brushing over her lower lip in a slow, deliberate stroke. The touch sent a jolt of heat through her, unwelcome and undeniable. “Then there will be consequences.”

A slow, dangerous heat spread through her chest, warring with the icy rage in her veins. She hated him. Hated the way he stood too close, the way his fingers pressed against her skin like he had every right to touch her. But most of all, she hated how her breath caught in her throat, how her thighs clenched together at the way he said consequences.

She forced herself to sneer. “Is that supposed to scare me?”

Adrian chuckled, the sound low and indulgent. “No, sweetheart. It’s supposed to make you wet.”

Her entire body went stiff. A sharp inhale. A rush of humiliation, anger, and something else—something darker. She clenched her jaw, eyes flashing with fire. “You are disgusting.”

His grip on her chin tightened, just slightly, enough to make her pulse hammer against her ribs. “And yet, your pupils are blown, your pulse is racing, and you haven’t tried to move away.”

Her breath came quicker, her nails biting into the desk’s surface. She wanted to shove him away, slap the smug arrogance off his face, but her body was betraying her, betraying every wall she had spent years building.




Adrian released her, stepping back, his gaze still locked onto hers. “Tomorrow morning, I expect you in my office at eight sharp. You will not be late. You will not question my authority. And if you choose to ignore my rules—” He reached into his jacket pocket, pulling out a small, silver object, tossing it onto the desk beside her. A

 

lockable leather collar, sleek and custom-made.


 
“Then you will wear this for a full day at the office, and everyone will know exactly what you are to me.”




Eva’s stomach plummeted.

Adrian’s smirk deepened. “Be a good girl, and you won’t have to find out just how serious I am.”




She didn’t move as he turned and left, her entire body humming with rage, with something much worse than rage, something

 

she refused to name.





When the door clicked shut behind him, she exhaled a shaky breath, looking down at the collar on her desk. Her fingers twitched, itching to throw it across the room, to destroy it, to burn it to ash.

Instead, she did nothing.

Because deep down, beneath the fury, beneath the hatred, beneath the fire in her veins…

She knew Adrian Blackwell had just won the first battle.

And the war had only begun.





Chapter Three: Consequences of Disobedience







Eva had spent years building a reputation—unyielding, fearless,

 

untouchable.


 
She walked into rooms where men twice her age underestimated her, and she left them

 

ruined.


 
She was

 

a force.


 
A queen. A woman who bowed to no one.







So why the hell was she standing in front of Adrian Blackwell’s office at

 

7:59 a.m.,


 
stomach tight with frustration, heart hammering against her ribs?




Because he had backed her into a corner.

Because that damn collar still sat on her desk.




Because if she didn’t show up,

 

she knew he would make good on his promise.





Her nails dug into her palms as she exhaled sharply, steeling herself before pushing the heavy oak doors open.




Adrian sat behind his massive desk, the city skyline stretching behind him like a kingdom he ruled. He didn’t look up immediately, his focus on the papers in front of him, pen gliding smoothly across the page. The deliberate

 

disregard


 
sent a flicker of heat down her spine, a slow burn of anger that made her back straighten, her jaw lock.




She was not insignificant.




She was

 

not


 
some submissive thing waiting to be acknowledged.




Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she approached his desk. “I’m here.”

Adrian’s lips curved, a slow, knowing smirk, but he didn’t lift his eyes. “Are you?”

Her patience snapped. “You gave me a time, I arrived on time. Now tell me what the hell I’m doing here.”

That finally made him look up.

The sharp, storm-gray eyes pinned her in place, assessing, dissecting. He leaned back in his chair, fingers steepling together, the corner of his mouth twitching with amusement. “That attitude, sweetheart, is exactly why you’re here.”




Eva’s pulse

 

skipped.








Before she could respond, Adrian stood, smoothing down the sleeves of his

 

charcoal-gray suit


 
, every movement measured, precise,

 

in complete control.


 
He rounded the desk, and even though she fought it, her body reacted, stiffening when he got too close.







“You’re under the impression that you still hold power here,” he said, voice smooth, patient—

 

a man speaking to someone who hadn’t yet learned their place.


 
“That’s adorable, but let me clarify something.”







His fingers brushed the edge of her blouse, just barely grazing the silk,

 

not touching her, but making damn sure she felt the heat of his presence.





“You are no longer in charge,” he murmured. “You belong to me now, and I intend to teach you exactly what that means.”




Eva

 

laughed,


 
sharp and bitter, because if he thought she was going to roll over and obey, he was even more delusional than she’d assumed. “You don’t own me, Adrian.”







His smirk deepened, and then—

 

so fast she barely processed it—he grabbed her wrist.





A sharp inhale.




A

 

pull.








Her back hit the edge of his desk, her wrists pinned against the wood, her breath

 

snatched from her lungs.





She refused to flinch.




Refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing how

 

effortlessly


 
he overpowered her.




Adrian leaned down, his lips a whisper away from her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “We both know that’s not true.”




Her fingers

 

twitched


 
, an instinct to push him away, but his grip

 

tightened


 
just enough to remind her

 

who was stronger.





“I gave you rules,” he murmured. “And you’ve already broken one.”

Eva’s stomach twisted. “And what rule is that?”




Adrian smiled, dark and slow,

 

like a predator who had just cornered his prey.





“No brattiness.”




Heat

 

flooded


 
her chest, a mixture of anger and something much worse—something

 

she wasn’t ready to name.








She

 

did not belong to him.


 
She would

 

not submit.








Adrian exhaled, shaking his head. “Such a shame. I gave you a chance to be good, and you couldn’t help yourself.” He released her wrist, stepping back, his expression

 

mocking, knowing, infuriating.


 
“Now you get to learn what happens to disobedient little girls.”







Eva clenched her jaw, refusing to let him see how much those words made her

 

pulse throb.





“Sit,” he ordered.

She didn’t move.

Adrian’s brow lifted. “Do you want me to make you?”

God, she hated him.

She hated him because she didn’t know if she would fight it.




She

 

hated


 
the thought that maybe, just maybe, she wanted to see exactly what that would mean.




With stiff movements, she lowered herself into the sleek leather chair in front of his desk, her hands curling into fists in her lap.




Adrian walked behind her, and she went rigid,

 

hating


 
that she couldn’t see him,

 

hating


 
how exposed it made her feel.




A drawer slid open. The soft rustle of something being removed.




Then,

 

cold leather pressed against her throat.








Eva’s

 

lungs froze.





She knew what it was before she saw it.




That

 

damn collar.








Adrian’s hands were slow, deliberate,

 

a man taking his time as he buckled the thick leather into place.








Eva’s breath came

 

too fast,


 
her heart hammering against her ribs, panic and

 

something far worse


 
clawing at her insides.




“You think this will break me?” she hissed, forcing her voice to stay steady.

Adrian’s fingers slid against her pulse, his touch deceptively gentle.

“No,” he murmured, fastening the last buckle. “But it will remind you that you’re not as strong as you think you are.”




Her

 

breath hitched.








Adrian moved to stand in front of her again, looking down at her with

 

the kind of possession that made her skin burn.








His fingers traced the edge of the collar, tilting her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You’re mine, Eva,” he said, quiet but

 

deadly certain.


 
“And the sooner you accept that, the easier this will be.”







Eva

 

hated him.








She hated him

 

because he was right.








And she

 

hated herself


 
because her thighs

 

pressed together


 
, because her breath

 

shuddered


 
, because for the first time in her life, she

 

wasn’t sure if she wanted to fight back.








Adrian smiled, stroking her cheek like a man

 

admiring his work.





“Good girl,” he whispered.




And that was the moment Eva realized—

 

she had already lost.







Chapter Four: Bound to Obedience







Eva was furious. Furious at Adrian, furious at herself, furious at the collar snug around her throat like a

 

claim


 
she hadn’t agreed to. But most of all, she was furious that she was here, wrists cuffed behind her back, thighs forced apart by a

 

metal spreader bar


 
, completely exposed and utterly at his mercy.







She had spent the entire day fighting him, challenging his authority at every turn, and for a moment, she had felt a

 

brief, intoxicating taste of victory.


 
Blocking his access to his own server, disrupting his precious corporate directives, thinking she had

 

finally turned the tables on him.


 
But Adrian Blackwell was not a man who tolerated disobedience. And now, she was learning that in

 

the most humiliating way possible.








His hands moved with slow, deliberate precision as he fastened the last buckle of her restraints, ensuring she couldn’t squirm away from what was coming next.

 

“You should’ve learned by now, sweetheart,”


 
Adrian murmured, stepping back just enough to admire his work.

 

“Every time you fight me, you only make things worse for yourself.”








Eva clenched her jaw, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing her crack.

 

“If you think tying me up is going to make me suddenly obey you, you really don’t know me at all.”








Adrian smirked, his storm-gray eyes gleaming with amusement.

 

“Oh, I know you better than you think. I know you like control, that you’ve spent your whole life building walls so no one could take it away from you. But here’s the thing, Eva…”


 
He leaned down, fingers trailing

 

so lightly


 
over her bare thigh that she almost didn’t feel it—

 

almost.


 

“I also know how badly you want to let go.”








A rush of heat surged through her, sharp and unwanted, curling low in her belly like a traitorous whisper. She refused to acknowledge it.

 

She refused to acknowledge how his voice alone sent a shiver down her spine, how the dark promise behind his words made her pulse quicken.









“You’re delusional,”


 
she hissed.







Adrian chuckled, standing to his full height.

 

“Am I?”








The remote in his hand was sleek, black, deceptively simple. She had seen him pick it up earlier, but now that he was pressing

 

a single button


 
, she realized what it controlled.




A vibration hummed to life between her legs.




Eva gasped, her body

 

jerking against the restraints, against the cold steel bar keeping her legs spread wide.


 
The soft, pulsing sensation started slow—just enough to

 

tease


 
, to

 

taunt


 
, sending waves of warmth through her core that made her

 

thighs clench involuntarily.








Her breath hitched.

 

No. No, no, no.






Not like this.





Adrian watched her carefully, his smirk deepening.

 

“I can already see it, sweetheart. The way your body reacts, the way you want to fight it, but you can’t. You’re already getting wet for me.”








Eva’s cheeks burned hot, humiliation crashing into her in a way she wasn’t prepared for. She shook her head, tugging at the restraints, but the cuffs were

 

unyielding


 
, the spreader bar keeping her

 

completely open


 
to the steady, maddening hum of pleasure.








“Turn it off,”


 
she gritted out, hating the breathlessness in her voice.







Adrian tilted his head, studying her like she was a puzzle he was slowly, methodically solving.

 

“Why? Don’t like being out of control, little girl?”








Her stomach clenched. That damn

 

nickname.


 
He had been calling her that more and more, stripping away the power she had spent

 

years


 
perfecting, reducing her to something small, something vulnerable.

 

Something his.








He pressed another button, and the vibration

 

intensified


 
.







Eva

 

bit her lip to keep from making a sound


 
, but she couldn’t stop the way her back arched against the chair, the way her hips

 

instinctively


 
sought more friction. She had never felt anything like this—

 

utterly helpless, yet so painfully aware of every sensation, every pulsing wave of pleasure building between her legs.








Adrian made a satisfied sound, his fingers tracing up the length of her

 

exposed inner thigh,


 
dangerously close to where the vibrator was nestled against her swollen clit.

 

“So desperate already,”


 
he murmured, almost like he was amused.

 

“I wonder how long you’ll last.”








Eva’s breath came out in short, uneven pants.

 

“Fuck you.”








Adrian smirked.

 

“That’s the plan.”








She

 

wanted to hate him.


 
She wanted to find some way to resist, to fight, to hold onto the anger that had carried her this far. But her body was

 

betraying her, piece by piece, nerve by nerve.


 
The pleasure was

 

building too fast


 
, coiling tight, the relentless vibrations

 

pushing her toward the edge.








She couldn’t—

 

she wouldn’t.








She squeezed her eyes shut,

 

desperately trying to will it away


 
, but Adrian wasn’t going to let that happen. His hand

 

moved lower


 
, fingers sliding

 

just barely


 
over the toy, pressing it

 

harder


 
against her throbbing clit. The added pressure sent a sharp

 

jolt of white-hot pleasure


 
through her, and a

 

whimper slipped out before she could stop it.








Adrian’s grip on her thigh tightened.

 

“There she is.”








Eva’s eyes flew open, panic flashing through her.

 

No. She wasn’t going to give him this.


 
She wasn’t going to—







Adrian pressed the remote again. The vibrations

 

spiked, turning into a deep, pulsating rhythm that sent her spiraling.








Her body

 

jerked violently against the restraints


 
, her legs trembling as the pleasure

 

overtook her, drowned her, destroyed her.


 
She bit her lip so hard she thought she might taste blood, but it didn’t matter—

 

the orgasm crashed into her anyway, fast and sharp and uncontrollable.








A strangled moan tore from her throat, her body

 

convulsing


 
in the chair, the humiliating sound filling the air, the weight of Adrian’s gaze

 

heavy on her, drinking in every second of her surrender.








She slumped back against the chair, chest heaving, her mind

 

spinning.






Oh my God.





Adrian gave her a moment, let the aftershocks pulse through her, let the weight of what had just happened

 

sink in.


 
Then he leaned down, brushing his lips against her ear, his voice thick with satisfaction.





“That was one.”





Eva’s breath

 

hitched,


 
her stomach twisting.





One?


Adrian pulled back, his smirk dark and devastating. He lifted the remote, his thumb hovering over the button.


“I wonder how many more you can take.”




Chapter Five: Public Submission







The restaurant was elegant—dim lighting, expensive wine, and the kind of clientele that thrived on power. It was the kind of place Eva Sinclair had always belonged in, the kind of place where she

 

commanded attention


 
just by walking through the door. But tonight, she wasn’t in control.







Tonight,

 

she was Adrian Blackwell’s possession.








The moment she stepped into the private dining room, she felt the shift—the weight of his authority pressing down on her like a second skin. He was already seated at the head of the table, the dark gray of his tailored suit making him look

 

every bit the king he was.


 
A few of his closest associates were there—powerful men and women who ran billion-dollar empires, people who had

 

no idea


 
what Adrian had done to her before they arrived.




Or maybe they did.




Maybe they noticed the slight hitch in her breath, the way she moved a little

 

too carefully


 
, her body hyper-aware of

 

what was inside her.








The

 

beads.








Smooth. Unyielding. A reminder that Adrian

 

owned her body, her pleasure, her very breath.


 
She had dressed herself in sleek black silk, her dress hugging her curves in all the right ways, heels giving her that perfect, powerful posture. But beneath it?

 

She was vulnerable. Open. A plaything wrapped in luxury.





And Adrian knew it.




His eyes met hers across the room, and in that moment,

 

she belonged to him.








“Come,” he said, his voice

 

low, commanding, private.





Her legs carried her forward before she could think to resist.




She had been

 

so defiant


 
before dinner, standing in his penthouse with her arms crossed, her lips curling in challenge.

 

You expect me to wear these?


 
she had taunted, tossing the smooth glass beads onto the bed,

 

fully aware


 
of what he was asking.







Adrian had just smirked, his eyes dark with amusement.

 

No, sweetheart. I expect you to keep them in.





She had fought. She had pushed back.




And now? Now she was

 

dripping for him


 
under the table, her thighs pressed together as the plug inside her sent

 

delicious, tormenting sparks through her core.








She sat beside him, exactly where he had instructed. His fingers traced her wrist under the table,

 

silent ownership


 
, his touch igniting something deep in her bones. His voice was smooth,

 

perfectly controlled,


 
as he spoke to his colleagues, effortlessly commanding the room.




But his fingers?




They drifted lower, ghosting over the silk of her dress, a whisper of

 

power.


 
A promise.




And then—

A vibration.




Eva’s

 

body locked up


 
, her fingers gripping the edge of her napkin as

 

pleasure coiled hot and tight


 
in her stomach. He had turned the beads on.







She inhaled sharply, forcing herself to keep still, to

 

act normal


 
, even as

 

waves of sinful heat spread through her.








Adrian continued talking, his voice rich and deep as he discussed market trends, mergers, numbers she should have cared about—

 

if she wasn’t seconds from losing herself right there at the table.








His hand slid beneath the tablecloth, fingers curling around her bare thigh. He squeezed—

 

a silent demand.


 

Stay still, little girl.








Her jaw tightened. He was

 

playing with her


 
, testing her, seeing how far he could push before she broke.







And God, she was

 

so close.





The conversation flowed around them, laughter, the clinking of glasses, the hum of business deals in the making. No one suspected a thing.




No one knew that beneath the polished exterior,

 

Eva was shaking, trapped between agony and ecstasy, her entire body under his control.








Adrian leaned in, his breath brushing the shell of her ear.

 

“You like being on display, don’t you?”





Her nails dug into her palm, every muscle in her body coiled tight.

“Say it,” he murmured. “Or I turn it higher.”




A threat. A promise. A test she was

 

desperate to fail.








Her lips parted, a whisper escaping before she could stop it.

 

“I like it, Daddy.”








Adrian chuckled softly,

 

low and approving.


 
He turned the vibration up.







Eva nearly

 

moaned aloud.








She swallowed it back at the last second, her breath coming in

 

shaky, uneven gasps


 
, her pulse racing. Her

 

clit throbbed


 
, her thighs trembling, her entire body riding the

 

razor’s edge


 
of release.







Adrian dragged his fingers up her thigh, so

 

slow, so cruel, so perfect.








“You don’t come,” he ordered,

 

quiet, firm, absolute.





Eva clenched her fists under the table.




If she disobeyed, she knew

 

he would punish her.








She knew he would take her back to his penthouse and

 

make her regret it in the most sinful way possible.





But maybe…

Maybe she wanted to be punished.







Epilogue: Ruined and Rebuilt




Eva had fought him. She had pushed, resisted, challenged him every step of the way.

And now?




Now she was on her knees in his penthouse,

 

her body wrecked, her mind hazy, her soul surrendered.








Adrian stood over her, a satisfied smirk playing at his lips. He

 

owned


 
her now, in every way that mattered.

 

She had given herself to him, piece by piece, orgasm by orgasm, until there was nothing left but submission.





She had been a queen once.

And now?




Now she was

 

Daddy’s perfect little girl.
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