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The Project


Acrisp blend of fresh paint and polished wood hung in the penthouse air—that unmistakable aroma of wealth that never announces itself but is always heard. I tugged at the hem of my blouse, praying the wrinkles I’d ironed out that morning hadn’t already crept back in.

My shoes clicked loudly on the tile as I carried the last box of props inside — glass vases, throw pillows, things I’d begged and borrowed from friends just to make the space look lived in. The agency had taken a chance on me with this staging job. One penthouse. One chance to prove I wasn’t just some wide-eyed twenty-one-year-old with a degree and zero experience.

But wow, this place…

I paused in the center of the room, staring out through floor-to-ceiling windows at the sprawl of the city. Everything glittered under the late-afternoon light. The skyline stretched forever, and for a second I forgot how tight my budget was, how Maya had reminded me just last night that rent was due, and how my parents kept asking when I’d “find something stable.”

This job wasn’t stable. It was terrifying.

I shoved a hand through my hair, grabbed a vase from the box, and moved it to the massive walnut dining table. It looked ridiculous, one little splash of flowers in a space that could seat twelve. My chest squeezed. What if it wasn’t enough? What if they hated everything?

I knelt to unpack more, my knees sinking into the soft rug. Carefully, I arranged a stack of art books on the coffee table, adjusted the angle twice, then pushed them half an inch left. My fingers shook.

This mattered too much.

I thought about Maya again — older, smarter, already established in her career. She’d scoffed when I told her about this job. “A billionaire’s penthouse? They’ll eat you alive, Emma. You’re too young, too sweet.”

I hated that she was right. I was young. I was inexperienced. I was… out of my depth.

But I wanted this. Desperately.

I moved to the sofa, tugging a throw blanket into what I hoped looked like casual perfection. My reflection in the glass caught my eye — a girl with big brown eyes, too-tight bun, and a blouse that was definitely from the clearance rack. I looked like someone playing dress-up in a world that wasn’t mine.

I sighed, adjusting a pillow, and tried not to think about how one man’s judgement could make or break this opportunity.

The man whose name was on the building.

Marcus Hale. Billionaire developer.Marcus Hale. Billionaire developer. A man whose projects I’d studied in class, whose name professors invoked with reverence, as if summoning an architect deity who bent skylines to his will. I’d Googled him, of course — dark hair, broad shoulders, devastating smile. Thirty-eight. Nearly twice my age. I’d Googled him, of course — dark hair, broad shoulders, devastating smile. Thirty-eight. Nearly twice my age.

Old enough to be my father.

I blushed just thinking about it, and I shook the thought away. I wasn’t here for him. I was here to work. To prove myself.

I bent to adjust the rug, tucking one corner tighter under the sofa leg. My heart pounded stupidly, nerves spiking even though the room was empty.

Any minute, he’d be here.

And I’d have to stand in front of a man who had built empires, while I tried to convince him that my cheap vase and borrowed books made his million-dollar penthouse feel like home.

I exhaled shakily and wiped my palms down the front of my skirt.

This was it.

The sound of the elevator sliding open echoed through the penthouse like a warning bell. I froze with a pillow half-fluffed in my hands, my stomach twisting.

Heavy footsteps crossed the tile floor. Each step measured, purposeful, taking its time— like whoever it was didn’t need to rush for anyone.

Then he appeared.

Marcus Hale.

I’d seen his photos online, but in person… God, in person he was something else. Broad-shouldered, tall, suit perfectly cut across his chest. Dark hair swept back, just enough silver at his temples to make him look distinguished, not old. Sharp jaw, steady eyes that moved over the space — and then over me.

I almost dropped the pillow.

“Miss Brooks?” His voice was smooth, low.

“Yes—yes, that’s me,” I stammered, heat rushing up my neck. I set the pillow down too quickly, fingers fumbling. “Emma Brooks. I’m staging this unit for you. Well, for your company. Just for the showing.”

One dark brow arched as he took in the vases, the art books, the throw blanket I’d agonized over. “You did all this yourself?”

I nodded quickly, tucking a strand of hair back from my face. “It’s not much, I know. I’m working with a limited budget, but I—I wanted it to feel warmer, more inviting. Like somewhere people could see themselves living.”

He walked past me, slow and measured, examining the space. His shoes clicked against the floor, every step echoing in my chest.

“Warmer,” he repeated, pausing at the dining table. His fingers brushed the vase. “Inviting.”

I bit my lip, suddenly wishing I’d done more, spent more, been more.

His gaze shifted back to me, sharp and assessing. “You’re very young.”

My stomach sank. “I—I just finished my degree. This is my first big project.”

One corner of his lips angled upward, a gesture too calculated to be genuine warmth.

“First?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, then immediately wanted to bite my tongue. Sir? Really?

But the word felt right in my mouth, even as shame prickled in my chest.

He didn’t comment. Just kept watching me, eyes lingering a fraction too long before he turned back toward the windows.

“You arranged this?” He gestured to the sofa, the books, the blanket.

“Yes,” I said quickly. “I know it’s not—professional staging, not what you’re used to, but—”

“It’s simple,” he cut in. “Not bad. Not polished either.”

I swallowed, throat dry. “I can do better.”

He finally turned fully back to me, hands in his pockets. His presence filled the room, bigger than the space, bigger than me. His eyes dragged over me slowly, from my too-tight bun to my cheap blouse, down to my trembling hands.

Something hot and heavy settled in my stomach.

“You’ll have more opportunities to prove that,” he said at last.

My heart thudded. “I will?”

“Yes. I like to know who I’m working with.” He stepped closer, close enough that his cologne hit me—like fresh-cut cedar and crisp hundred-dollar bills.

My breath froze, and I had to tilt my head back to keep his gaze.

“Don’t disappoint me, Miss Brooks.”

His words weren’t loud. They didn’t need to be.

I nodded quickly, gripping my notebook like it could keep me from shaking apart. “I—I won’t.”

His gaze dropped to my lips for a heartbeat before returning to meet mine, calculating. The corner of his mouth lifted almost imperceptibly.

“We’ll see.”

Marcus walked the length of the penthouse like he owned the air itself. His pace was unhurried, his gaze sharp. He paused at the bar, opened a drawer, closed it again. Tapped the edge of the marble counter with one broad hand before moving on.

I trailed behind him, notebook clutched against my chest. Every time he shifted, I scribbled some nonsense down — like I’d actually be able to improve anything when my brain was too busy memorizing the way his shoulders stretched the fabric of his jacket.

He stopped in front of the windows, staring out at the skyline. For a long moment he said nothing, just stood with his hands in his pockets, looking down at the city like it belonged to him.

And maybe it did.

“This view sells itself,” he said finally, his voice quiet but firm. “The rest is just dressing.”

I nodded quickly. “Exactly. That’s why I tried to keep things simple, not distract from the architecture.”

He hummed, still looking out. “Simple can be good. But simple can also mean forgettable.”

My chest tightened. “I—I understand. I can add more elements, something bolder.”

He turned his head then, eyes cutting to me.

“You’re nervous,” he said flatly. Not a question.

Heat flushed my face. “It’s just—this is my first time staging something like this. I want to do well.”

His gaze lingered, assessing. Then he stepped away from the windows, brushing past me as he moved toward the hallway that led to the bedrooms. I stumbled after him, trying not to stare at how tall he was, how every movement seemed deliberate, like he never wasted energy.

He entered the master bedroom, looked at the bed I’d dressed with crisp linens, and the neutral throw pillows. He tugged one corner, adjusted it a half-inch, then glanced at me.

“You worked hard,” he said simply.

My eyelids fluttered. "I appreciate it."

The words shouldn’t have made my chest swell, but they did.

He moved again, circling the room, and I stayed close. Too close. When he paused at the dresser, his hand trailed across the polished surface, then stilled.

“You’ll learn,” he murmured, more to himself than to me. “Everyone does, if they pay attention.”

I nodded, jotting something meaningless down to keep my hands busy. My throat was dry, my pulse pounding.

When he turned to leave, I stepped aside to let him pass. His hand brushed my lower back, just enough to guide me out of the way.

It was nothing. A polite gesture. The kind of touch you’d forget instantly.

Except I didn’t.

His palm was warm, firm, and it lingered half a second too long.

A warm rush flooded my veins, settling into a slow burn beneath my ribs.

I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing my face neutral, but I knew I was flushing again.

He said nothing. Just walked back toward the living room, his presence filling the space, his footsteps echoing.

I followed, my hand still tingling where he’d touched me.

Marcus’s footsteps carried him back to the center of the living room. He turned slowly, taking in the space one final time — the flowers, the books, the throw blanket draped just so. His eyes narrowed like he was running calculations I couldn’t see.

I stood near the sofa, notebook in my arms, every nerve in my body waiting for his verdict.

Finally, he spoke. “It will do.”

I exhaled, maybe too loudly, relief rushing through me.

His gaze slid to me again, sharp and unreadable. “Not perfect. But no one expects perfection from a first outing.”

“I can improve,” I said quickly, words tumbling out before I could stop them. “If you give me another chance, I’ll make it better.”

He studied me for a long moment, the weight of his stare making my knees feel weak. Then he nodded once. “There will be other properties.”

Other properties. The words hit me like a jolt — a lifeline, a promise.

“You’ll be hearing from my office,” he continued, slipping a phone from his jacket pocket and tapping the screen once before tucking it back. “They’ll arrange the next showing. I prefer consistency. Familiarity.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “Familiarity?”

One smiled slightly, a ghost of amusement that never reached his eyes.

“Yes. I don’t like cycling through faces. Too much time wasted on introductions. Better to keep people I can rely on.”

The way he said it — deliberate, final —

sent a flutter of uncertainty through me.

Was he talking about staging? About me? Both?

I nodded, clutching my notebook tighter. “I—I’d be honored.”

He stepped closer, his presence filling the space between us. For a heartbeat, I thought he might touch me again, like he had in the bedroom. My skin prickled with anticipation, shamefully eager.

But he only adjusted the cuff of his sleeve, eyes locked on mine. “You’ll be contacted within the week.”

I nodded again, too quickly, like some nervous intern. “Yes, Mr. Hale.”

His brow lifted slightly, as though amused, then he turned toward the elevator.

I stayed frozen in place, pulse hammering as the soft chime sounded and the doors slid open. He stepped inside without another word, his tall frame framed by chrome and glass. Just before the doors closed, his gaze flicked back to me once more.

It wasn’t warm. It wasn’t kind. But it lingered.

And then he was gone.

The silence in the penthouse was crushing. I let out a shaky laugh, pressing a hand to my chest.

Other properties.

The words echoed in my head, echoing through the empty penthouse like a whispered contract.

It hadn’t been praise. Not exactly. But it wasn’t dismissal either.

I gathered my things slowly, my hands still trembling. The space looked different now — like his presence had seeped into the walls, left an imprint I couldn’t scrub away.

By the time I locked up behind me, one thing was clear.

This wasn’t the last time I’d see Marcus Hale.


The Billionaire


The elevator doors closed, sealing me off from the penthouse — and from her.

Emma Brooks. Barely twenty-one if my instincts were right, though her file would confirm it later. Shy, nervous, clutching that notebook like it was the only thing keeping her from disappearing completely.

And yet, beneath the timid posture, there was a heat she couldn’t hide.

I’d seen it in the flush of her cheeks when she stumbled over her words. The way her pulse jumped at her throat when I touched her back. The way she whispered Sir without even realizing it.

That one word had told me everything I needed to know.

I slid my phone from my pocket, scanning the calendar as the elevator hummed toward the lobby. Meetings stacked back-to-back, calls waiting, numbers to crunch. I had empires to build. But my mind wasn’t on any of it.

It was on her.

Young. Too young, some would argue. But youth was exactly the point. No jaded edges, no practiced seduction, no games. Just that raw, unpolished hunger she didn’t even know she was showing me.

I stepped into the lobby, nodded once at the doorman, and crossed to the waiting car. The driver opened the back door, and I slid inside.

“Office,” I said curtly.

The city blurred past the windows as I leaned back against the leather. My reflection stared at me in the glass — sharp suit, steady jaw, eyes still replaying the sight of Emma’s flushed face.

Vanessa would hate this. She’d already tried circling closer than she should, dropping hints, leaning too far across my desk. Efficient, yes. Loyal, yes. But wrong in every other way.

She’d notice the shift the moment Emma started showing up again.

And Emma would show up again.

I didn’t keep people around unless they proved useful. She had an eye — untrained, rough, but there. And more importantly, she had a presence that would keep me entertained far longer than another polished interior designer with a bloated portfolio.

I wanted to see how far I could push her.

My cock stirred at the memory of her wide green eyes, the way she looked at me like I was too much. I wanted to see that look again — when I had her on her knees, when she realized just how much of me she could take.

A faint smile appeared on my face. She’d learn. They always did.

The car turned onto Fifth, the skyline cutting sharp against the sky. I closed my eyes briefly, letting the

purr of the luxury sedan steady me.

Work first. Always work first.

But soon enough, Emma Brooks would walk into another one of my properties. Nervous. Flushed. Ready to be ruined.

And this time, I wouldn’t settle for brushing her back.

The elevator doors opened straight into my office, a perk of paying obscene rents on the top floors of my own buildings. The city sprawled beyond the glass walls, but I barely glanced at it as I crossed the room and dropped into the leather chair behind my desk.

“Afternoon meetings start in twenty,” Vanessa said, already waiting with a folder in hand. She wore a fitted black dress that clung in ways she knew I’d notice, heels sharp enough to be weapons.

I glanced at the folder. “Leave it.”

She set it down with a smile that was more suggestion than courtesy. “Long day?”

“They’re all long.”

Her hand lingered on the edge of the desk, manicured nails tapping once, twice. “Maybe you need a better way to relax between them.”

I didn’t look up. I flipped the folder open, scanned the first page. Numbers, projections, nothing I hadn’t expected.

“You’re efficient,” I said flatly. “That’s what I need.”

She leaned closer, just enough that her perfume drifted across the desk. “I could be more than efficient, Marcus.”

I lifted my eyes then, meeting hers. Cool. Sharp. Final.

“You’re paid to keep my calendar,” I said. “Not my bed.”

A flash of irritation broke through her mask before she smoothed it over with another smile. “Of course. Just… offering.”

“Don’t.”

The word hung in the air, sharp enough to cut. She stepped back, smoothing her dress like she hadn’t just embarrassed herself.

“Very well,” she murmured. “Shall I confirm Locke for Wednesday?”

“Yes.” I closed the folder and set it aside. “And schedule a follow-up at the Madison penthouse. Same stager.”

Her brows flicked up — just a fraction, but I saw it. “Miss Brooks?”

“Yes.”

“She’s… very young.”

“Sharp eye,” I said, voice cool.

Her smile had all the warmth of a scalpel. “Is that why you want her back?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to.

Vanessa cleared her throat, retreating to the door with stiff grace. “I’ll arrange it.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone with the hum of the city.

I leaned back in my chair, fingers steepled.

She wasn’t wrong. Emma was young. Barely more than a girl. But she’d blushed when I touched her, whispered Sir like she’d been waiting her whole life for someone to demand it from her.

That wasn’t inexperience. That was instinct.

And instinct was something I could shape.

My cock stirred again at the memory of her soft voice, the nervous way she looked at me like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to run or drop to her knees.

Vanessa’s curves, her practiced lines — I couldn’t even remember the first time she’d hinted at wanting more. It was dull. Predictable. Boring.

But Emma?

Emma would be anything but boring.

I reached for my phone, already drafting a message to legal about the next contract. Not for the penthouse, not really. For Emma Brooks.

She just didn’t know it yet.

***

Steam rolled across the glass as I stepped into the shower, water pounding against my shoulders. Heat sluiced down my back, chasing away the day’s tension, but not the image of her.

Emma Brooks. Twenty-one, maybe twenty-two. Too young, too soft, too nervous. And yet, every glance, every tremble of her hands had fed the part of me that wanted to claim her whole.

I braced my palms against the tile, muscles straining under the spray. Years in the gym had carved me sharp — shoulders broad, chest inked with black lines that marked victories and losses I didn’t talk about. Tattoos crawled across my ribs and bicep, reminders that I’d built myself into this body the same way I’d built my empire: deliberate, relentless, unflinching.

The water hammered across them, tracing scars she hadn’t seen, scars she wouldn’t know how to read.

I rolled my neck, steam rising off me in thick waves. My cock was already swelling, hardening as I pictured her face.

Wide green eyes staring up at me. Her cheeks flushing pink the moment I invaded her space.

Her mouth fell open at my touch against her spine. The way she whispered Sir, so soft I almost thought I’d imagined it.

No polish. No pretense. Just raw innocence begging to be undone.

I wrapped a hand around myself, slow, deliberate, stroking from base to tip. Heat surged through me, stronger than the water pounding my shoulders.

She’d blush when she saw me like this — big, thick, veined, more than her college boy could’ve given her. She’d choke on it, tears streaming, saliva glistening on her lips.

And she’d thank me for showing her what it meant to be fucked by a man, not a boy.

My grip tightened, muscles in my arm flexing. Water cascaded across my chest, down my abs, over the dark ink etched along my side.

I groaned low in my throat, thrusting into my own fist, primal and raw.

She’d be shy at first, too shy to touch. But I’d guide her hand, press it over my cock, make her feel the size of what I’d give her. She’d try to look away, but I wouldn’t let her. I’d make her see what she did to me.

Steam curled around my face as my breathing grew ragged, each stroke faster, harder. My free hand slammed against the wall, knuckles white as I pictured her on her knees, that innocent mouth stretched wide, eyes tearing up but never pulling away.

“Oh Emma, Fuck,” A primal sound tore from my throat, reverberating against the shower walls.

Heat surged through me, white-hot, my muscles clenching as pleasure erupted from me in pulsing waves, spilling down the tile, carried away by the pounding water.

I stood there, chest heaving, water cascading across my skin. Muscles flexed under the spray, tattoos slick with heat, the air thick with steam and sex.

Slowly, I loosened my grip, leaning my forehead against the cool tile. My cock still twitched, half-hard even after release, because one thought anchored itself in my skull and refused to leave.

Emma Brooks wasn’t just going to stage my penthouses.

She was going to learn exactly what kind of man I was — and exactly what kind of man she’d begged for without even realizing it.

***

Morning light cut sharp across my office windows, the city already grinding below. I’d been up since five, gym, shower, black coffee. Discipline had built my empire, and I didn’t skip steps.

But discipline didn’t keep my thoughts from drifting.

Emma Brooks.

She’d been in my head all night, even after I’d emptied myself in the shower. The memory of her wide eyes, the pink flush on her throat, the way she tried to steady her hands while I watched her work. She tried to hide behind professionalism, but I caught every quickened breath, every flush that crept up her neck when I moved closer. I wanted to see how far that blush could spread.

I wanted her back in my world.

I tapped the phone on my desk, calling Vanessa in. She swept through the door like she owned the room, tablet in hand, heels sharp against the wood.

“Your first meeting’s at nine with Cole,” she said crisply. “I moved the Tokyo call to tomorrow, and Locke’s still holding for Wednesday.”

I nodded once, scanning the calendar. “And the Madison penthouse?”

Her eyes flicked up. “It’s not scheduled yet.”

“Make it a priority.”

She hesitated — a fraction too long. “With Miss Brooks again?”

I looked up at her, expression flat. “Yes.”

Her mouth tightened, but she typed a quick note on her tablet. “Of course.”

“I want her on every property until I say otherwise,” I added.

That got her attention. Her lashes lifted, and for a moment her mask slipped. “Every property?”

“Yes.”

“She’s… inexperienced.”

I let a slow smile touch the corners of my mouth. "She’ll learn."

Silence stretched. Vanessa’s jaw tensed, but she nodded, scribbling the instruction down like she hadn’t just been cut out of another part of my life.

I leaned back in my chair, dismissing her with a glance. “Close the door on your way out.”

She hesitated at the threshold, her smile tight, then pulled the door shut with enough force that the sound echoed through my office.

Alone again, I reached for the pen on my desk, turning it idly between my fingers.

Emma Brooks. She didn’t even know it yet, but she was already mine.

Not because of the staging contract. Not because I’d decided she was useful.

Because from the moment she blushed under my gaze, she’d given me every piece of leverage I needed.

And when I had her on her knees — when her soft mouth wrapped around me, when her little body stretched to take what I gave her — she’d understand what it meant to be chosen by Marcus Hale.

The phone buzzed, interrupting the thought—a reminder for the morning meeting.

I straightened, smoothing my tie, switching gears. To the board, to the investors, I was ice. Calculation. Ruthless precision.

But underneath it all, a new hunger sharpened everything.

Emma wasn’t just another girl I could fuck and forget. She was the kind I could mold, shape, keep.

And I would.


The Jealous Assistant


“You look like you didn’t sleep.”

Maya’s voice carried across our cramped apartment as I stumbled into the kitchen. She was already dressed for work, hair pulled back, blazer sharp, coffee mug in hand like the world had bent itself to her schedule.

“I did,” I mumbled, though my yawning exposed my lie. I poured cereal into a chipped bowl, avoiding her eyes.

“You’ve got shadows under your eyes,” she said, raising a brow. “That penthouse gig is already chewing you up?”

I sank into the chair opposite her, spoon in hand. “It’s… intimidating.”

“Intimidating how?” she pressed, sipping her coffee.

I hesitated, chewing the inside of my cheek. The words slipped out before I could stop them. “He’s… he’s just so—”

Maya smirked. “Hot?”

Heat rushed up my neck. “I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to,” she shot back. “Your face said it.”

I groaned, covering my eyes with one hand. “He’s thirty-eight, Maya. He’s a billionaire. He’s—”

“—completely out of your league,” she finished for me, blunt as always. “And don’t tell me he makes you nervous, because that much is obvious.”

I peeked at her through my fingers. “Fine. Yes. He makes me nervous. Like… my stomach twists every time he looks at me. And not in a bad way.”

Maya set her mug down, leaning forward. “Emma. You’re twenty-one. You’ve barely even been with anyone.”

“One person,” I corrected softly. “And it wasn’t… anything like this.”

She groaned dramatically. “You’ve talked to him once and you’re already comparing him to your ex?”

“I’m not—” I started, then stopped. Because I was. Every second Marcus had looked at me, spoken to me, brushed against me, it had been sharper, heavier, more consuming than anything I’d felt before.

Maya shook her head. “Be careful, Em. Guys like him?

"They see girls like you as disposable. Just another pretty distraction."I forced a weak laugh, stabbing my spoon into the cereal. “It’s not like anything’s going to happen. He’s my boss. Sort of.”

“Sort of?”

“It’s just one project.” I shoved a spoonful into my mouth to stop myself from saying more.

Maya didn’t look convinced, but she let it drop, grabbing her bag and slinging it over her shoulder. “You’ll text me if he does anything sketchy?”

“Yes,” I lied.

She kissed the top of my head, then swept out the door in a cloud of perfume and authority.

I sat there long after she left, staring into my cereal like it might give me answers.

He’s too old. Too powerful. Too dangerous.

And still, I couldn’t stop thinking about the way his hand had pressed against my back, warm and deliberate. The way his eyes had dragged over me, slowly, like he already owned me.

I cleaned up quickly, forcing myself into a fresh blouse and skirt, and headed back toward the penthouse. My heart pounded harder the closer I got, every step echoing the same truth I didn’t want to admit to my sister.

I wanted Marcus Hale to look at me like that again.

***

The elevator glided to a stop, its doors opening straight into the penthouse. My arms were full with another box of props — lamps, a blanket I’d borrowed from Maya’s closet, anything to soften the space.

I wasn’t expecting anyone else. Which is why I almost tripped when I saw her.

A woman stood near the kitchen island, tablet in one manicured hand, phone pressed to her ear. Sleek black dress hugging every curve, dark hair perfectly straight, heels tall enough to add an extra layer of intimidation. She looked like she belonged here — unlike me, lugging in a thrift-store blanket.

“Yes, Marcus, I’ll confirm it now,” she said smoothly into the phone, then ended the call with a practiced smile. Her eyes slid over me like I was furniture.

“Emma Brooks?” Her voice was cool, clipped.

I nodded, shifting the box awkwardly. “That’s me.”

She didn’t offer to help. Just tapped her tablet. “Vanessa Price. Mr. Hale’s assistant.”

Assistant.

The word sank like a stone in my stomach. Of course a man like Marcus would have someone like her running his life. Calculating. Beautiful. Mature.

“I—I’m just here to finish the staging,” I said quickly, setting the box down and brushing my hair out of my face.

She gave a tight little smile. “Yes. He told me.”

I flushed under her gaze. Was it my cheap skirt? My scuffed shoes? She looked at me like she knew every insecurity already.

Vanessa tapped her tablet again. “He’ll be here shortly. Don’t let me stop you.”

I bent to pull a lamp from the box, trying to focus, but my ears burned. He told me. Told her what? That I was nervous? That I was barely out of school? Or worse — that I’d blushed and stammered like a child the whole time he was here yesterday?

I plugged in the lamp with shaking hands, adjusting its angle too many times. Vanessa moved gracefully around the kitchen, checking her phone, making a note, looking every inch like she belonged at Marcus’s side.

Unlike me.

The sound of the elevator chime made me jump. Marcus stepped out, suit perfect, expression calm. My heart lurched the way it always seemed to around him.

“Marcus,” Vanessa greeted smoothly, her voice softening. She touched his arm lightly as she handed him the tablet, her fingers lingering a fraction too long.

He barely glanced at her touch. “Locke confirmed?”

“Yes. Wednesday at two.”

“Good.” He scanned the screen, then handed it back. “Leave us.”

Vanessa hesitated, her lips tightening, before nodding. “Of course.” She shot me one last look, unreadable, before striding into the elevator.

The doors closed, leaving me alone with him.

I tried to focus on the lamp again, but my fingers wouldn't cooperate, fumbling with the cord. “Your assistant… she must be good at her job.”

“She is.”

I swallowed hard. “She, um… she must be with you a lot.”

His gaze cut to me, sharp enough to pin me in place. For a long moment, he said nothing. Just studied me with those steady eyes, like he could see straight through to the thoughts I was trying so hard to hide.

Heat crawled up my throat. I turned back to the lamp, cheeks burning.

Of course she’s with him. Of course he’d want someone like her. Mature. Polished. Sexy.

Not someone like me.

I fussed with the lamp again, trying to steady it on the table. My fingers trembled so badly the shade tilted.

“Here,” Marcus said, stepping closer. His presence behind me sent a shiver racing down my spine. He reached past, adjusting the base with one sure twist of his wrist. “You’re overthinking it.”

“I just… want it to be right,” I whispered.

He leaned over me, the heat of his body pressing against my back. “Perfection is boring,” he murmured, straightening the shade with a flick. “Confidence sells more than a lamp ever will.”

I nodded quickly, though my pulse was skittering out of control. My notebook slipped from under my arm and landed on the floor with a soft thud. I bent instinctively to grab it, but so did he. Our hands brushed, his larger and warm, swallowing mine.

I froze.

“Easy,” he said, his voice low. He didn’t move away. Instead, his hand closed over mine, steadying it as I clutched the notebook. Slowly, deliberately, he drew my hand upward — guiding it to his waist.

My breath stopped when my knuckles brushed the hard outline straining against his trousers. I pulled back instinctively, but his grip tightened, firm, unyielding.

And then he pressed my palm flat against him.

“Feel that?” His voice was rougher now, darker.

I swallowed hard, unable to look anywhere but at the floor. Heat surged through me in a dizzying wave.

“This is what you do to me,” he said, pressing my hand firmer, the ridge of his cock hot and thick under the fabric. “Standing there in your cheap skirt, trying so hard not to blush. Do you have any idea what that does to me?”

A soft sound escaped me — half gasp, half whimper. I wanted to pull away. I wanted to lean in. My body didn’t know the difference anymore.

He chuckled low in his chest, the sound vibrating through me. “Of course you don’t. You’re too innocent to know.”

His words seared straight into me. Innocent.

He said it like it was both a sin and salvation—something to be punished and worshipped in the same breath.

“I—” I tried to speak, but the words tangled.

Heat coursed through me, a throbbing pulse that demanded attention. “Not yet,” he murmured, releasing my hand finally. The sudden absence of his grip made me sway forward. “Not here.”

I dragged in a shaky breath, my palm still tingling where he’d pressed me against him. My fingers curled reflexively, as if they remembered the shape even without his guidance.

He stepped back, adjusting his cuff, his expression already schooled back into that cool control. But his eyes burned when they locked on mine, and I knew he wasn’t unaffected.

My lips parted, but nothing came out.

“Finish the staging,” he said calmly, like he hadn’t just made me touch his cock. “I expect it ready before the end of the week.”

And then he turned, walking toward the window, leaving me trembling, flushed, wet, my heart pounding against my ribs.

I stared down at my hand, the hand he’d used to show me exactly what I did to him, and realized I would never be able to forget the heat of him under my palm.

I tried to steady my breathing, but it was useless. My palm still burned, my thighs pressed tight together, and my head spun with the weight of what Marcus had just said.

This is what you do to me.

I bent to fuss with the lamp again, pretending to care about the angle of the light, anything to keep from looking at him while my body shook with leftover heat.

The elevator chimed.

I flinched. Marcus didn’t move, still staring out the window like the city owed him something.

Vanessa stepped in, heels clicking across the tiles, tablet tucked against her hip. Her gaze swept the room, then landed on me — too sharp, too knowing.

“Marcus,” she said smoothly, though her voice carried an edge this time. “Your call with Cole is in ten.”

He didn’t turn. “Reschedule. This takes priority.”

Her brows flicked, the barest crack in her polished veneer. “Of course.” She pivoted toward me, lips stretched into a cold, professional mask. "Miss Brooks. Finding everything...comfortable?"

I swallowed, forcing my voice steady. “Just finishing up.”

Her eyes slid to the lamp, then back to me. “Interesting choice.” The words dripped with false sweetness.

My face flushed hot, but I bit down on my tongue. I wasn’t about to defend a lamp to her.

Vanessa turned to Marcus again, her tone shifting lighter. “Do you need me to stay? Go over the Locke prep?”

"I don't require your assistance." His voice cut through the air like a blade, leaving no room for discussion.

For a second, I thought I saw her jaw tighten. But then the smile was back, fixed in place. “Very well. I’ll clear the rest of your afternoon.”

She moved past me toward the elevator, her perfume sharp as it trailed behind her. As she passed, her hand brushed my arm — light, intentional, her voice low enough only I could hear.

“Enjoy it while it lasts, sweetheart.”

Something cold and leaden settled in my gut.

By the time I turned, she was already stepping into the elevator, her heels clicking like punctuation marks. The doors slid shut, leaving silence in her wake.

I stood frozen, her words echoing in my head.

Enjoy it while it lasts.

Was that a warning? A threat? Or just bitterness leaking through the cracks?

Marcus finally turned from the window, his gaze steady on me. He didn’t ask what she’d said. He didn’t have to.

“You’ll be here again tomorrow,” he said simply, like it was a fact, not a request. “Same time.”

I nodded quickly, my voice cracking. “Yes, Mr. Hale.”

A smile came across his lips, his gaze locked on mine. "Good girl."

The words slid down my spine like warm honey, settling low in my belly where I couldn't—wouldn't—acknowledge what they stirred.

I gathered my things in shaking hands, too flustered to look at him again. My reflection in the glass showed me a girl flushed, trembling, and undone. And I knew Vanessa had seen it too.

As the elevator carried me down and away from him, one thing became clear:

Maya was right.

This was dangerous.

And I didn’t care.


The Billionaire's Club


The private dining room at The Sterling was already set when I arrived — low light, dark wood, and enough distance from the main floor to keep unwanted ears away—a place built for men like us.

Alex Cross sat with his usual composure, navy suit sharp, his phone face down on the table like even his distractions obeyed him. Richard Locke nursed a glass of water, eyes flicking between the door and the screen of his tablet, already calculating numbers no one had asked him to run. Damian Ward leaned back in his chair, jacket undone, the faint smirk on his face suggesting he was already bored and looking for something to tear apart.

And then there was Emma.

She walked half a step behind me, blouse crisp, skirt modest, her notebook clutched to her chest. She looked small in the room, out of place — and that was exactly why I’d brought her.

“Gentlemen,” I said smoothly, sliding into the chair at the head of the table. I gestured to her. “Emma Brooks. She’s staging the Madison property for me. I wanted her eye on the Parkview proposal before we finalize interiors.”

It wasn’t a lie. The Parkview tower was my next crown jewel, a mixed-use behemoth where every detail would be dissected by buyers, investors, and rivals alike. Having a fresh set of eyes — young, inexperienced, honest — could reveal flaws the architects had glossed over.

But that wasn’t the whole reason.

I wanted her here because I wanted to see how she’d react when she realized the caliber of men I spent my time with.

Richard’s gaze flicked up, clinical, like he was scanning her data points. “She’s young.”

“She’s sharp,” I countered, my voice flat.

Damian’s smirk widened as he let his eyes drag over her slowly, deliberately. “Sharp, huh? I thought you preferred polished.”

Alex didn’t look at her at all. He just sipped his whiskey, expression unreadable.

Emma shifted in her seat beside me, cheeks coloring. She kept her eyes down on her notebook, pretending to take notes, though I could see her hand trembling.

“She has instincts,” I said, breaking the silence. “Raw, but useful. Better than the overpriced firms trying to recycle the same sterile designs in every high-rise from here to Hong Kong.”

Richard hummed, unimpressed but not arguing. Damian chuckled low, eyes still on her.

“So this is your new decorator,” he said, his tone carrying more weight than the words. “Funny. I don’t remember you bringing decorators to lunch before.”

I turned my head slowly, meeting his gaze across the table. My voice dropped. “This one’s different.”

Damian’s smirk deepened, like I’d just confirmed something he’d suspected.

Emma’s pulse was visible at her throat. I let my hand rest lightly against her knee under the table, hidden from view. She jolted, just slightly, then forced herself still.

“Show them,” I murmured to her. “Your notes.”

She startled, then fumbled with her notebook, sliding it open on the table. Her sketches — rough layouts, scribbled color palettes, notes on flow — were messy but earnest.

Richard leaned in, studying the page with a faint frown. “Not technical.”

“Instincts,” I repeated, sharper this time.

Alex finally glanced at the notebook, then at Emma. His gaze was brief, cool, but enough to make her flush scarlet. He said nothing.

I closed the notebook and set it aside. “She’s staying on Parkview.”

No one argued. Not because they agreed, but because they knew better than to waste their breath.

The waiter entered then with the first course, breaking the tension. But Emma’s blush lingered, and Damian’s smirk stayed fixed.

Good. Let them see. Let them know.

She was mine.

The waiter poured wine, set plates, and retreated, leaving the four of us in the low hum of privacy again. The conversation shifted to acquisitions, construction delays, and politics. I spoke when needed, deflected when I chose.

Emma sat beside me, notebook balanced on her lap, pretending to take notes she’d never use. Her hands were tight around the pen, knuckles white, shoulders stiff. She was doing everything in her power not to draw attention.

Which made it all the more tempting to draw it myself.

My hand slid casually onto her thigh beneath the white linen tablecloth. She flinched, the pen slipping in her fingers, but she didn’t look up.

Good girl.

I spread my fingers wider, stroking lightly, moving the hem of her skirt higher with the back of my hand. Her thighs pressed together, a futile attempt at resistance, and I pressed harder until they parted just enough to give me room.

Richard was droning about tech valuations. Damian cut in with a sharp, dismissive laugh. Alex, as usual, said little. None of them cared what I was doing under the table.

I let my hand slide further up, until my palm pressed against the thin cotton of her panties. Heat radiated through the fabric, damp already.

Emma’s breath faltered, so soft I almost missed it.

I rubbed my thumb slowly against the damp spot, teasing circles, never enough pressure to satisfy. Just enough to make her bite her lip and squirm in her chair.

“Problem?” I murmured low, close to her ear.

She shook her head quickly, pen trembling against the page.

“Good,” I said, voice even. “Keep taking notes.”

Damian leaned back in his chair, smirking at something Richard said. His eyes flicked toward Emma, lingered, then back to me. He didn’t know, couldn’t see, but the bastard always had good instincts.

I pressed harder, middle finger sliding up and down the line of her slit through the soaked fabric. Her thighs trembled against my hand. She shifted, trying to close her legs, but my grip was firm, keeping her open.

I didn’t look at her. I didn’t need to. My attention stayed on the conversation, discussing zoning restrictions, as though my fingers weren’t stroking my shy little decorator under the table.

She gave a tiny gasp, then covered it with a cough. Alex’s eyes flicked her way for a fraction of a second, then dismissed her again. Richard didn’t notice at all. Damian smirked wider, like he smelled blood in the water.

My cock hardened at the power of it — teasing her in a room full of men who had no idea, or maybe they did, and I didn’t give a damn either way.

I pinched the soaked fabric gently between two fingers, tugging, then let go. Her hips jerked helplessly, her pen dragging a meaningless line across the page.

Leaning close, I let my lips brush her ear. “You’ll cum for me when I decide. Not before.”

She shivered, biting her lip so hard it must have hurt.

I pulled my hand back slowly, resting it on the table as if nothing had happened. She stayed rigid beside me, thighs pressed tight together, notebook clutched like a lifeline.

Damian was still talking, his words a blur. I caught the smirk he shot my way, but ignored it.

Let him wonder.

Emma kept her eyes down, cheeks flushed crimson, pulse racing so fast I could see it at her throat.

She was ruined for the rest of the meeting.

Exactly how I wanted her.

The car door shut with a heavy thud, sealing us off from the noise of the city. Emma sat beside me in the backseat, notebook balanced in her lap, her eyes fixed on the skyline blurring past the tinted windows.

I didn’t speak. Neither did she.

But the silence was loaded.

Her breaths came shallow, uneven, her fingers gripping the edge of the notebook until the paper bent. Every so often, she shifted in her seat, as if she couldn’t find a position that didn’t burn.

She was still wound tight from the restaurant. From my hand on her under the table. From the way Damian had looked at her, like he could smell the want on her skin.

“Did you enjoy lunch?” I asked finally, my tone casual.

Her head jerked toward me, eyes wide. “I—yes. I mean, it was… intimidating.”

“Intimidating,” I repeated, letting the word roll. “What exactly intimidated you?”

Her cheeks are reddened. “All of it. Them. You.”

A hint of a smile played at the corner of my lips. “Me?”

Her gaze darted back to the window. “You make it hard to… to think straight.”

Good.

I let the silence stretch again, my hand resting on the leather seat between us. She kept glancing at it, like she expected me to touch her again, like she both wanted it and dreaded it.

Finally, I leaned back, voice low. “You held yourself together better than I thought you would.”

Her brows knit, confused. “I didn’t say a word.”

“Exactly.”

Her mouth opened like she might speak, then closed again. The rapid rise and fall of her chest told me everything her silence tried to hide.

I reached out, not to touch her, but to drag my finger down the edge of her notebook. The faint scrape made her shiver.

“You want me to touch you again,” I said calmly, not a question.

Her head snapped up. “I—”

“You’re flushed, your breathing’s uneven, and you haven’t stopped squirming since we sat down.”

She made a strangled noise, clutching the notebook tighter against her lap.

“Say it,” I pressed, my voice sharp. “Say you want me to.”

Her lips trembled. “I… do.”

I let my hand settle on her knee then, light, deliberate. Not moving higher, not giving her what she craved, just enough to make her skin heat under my palm.

“You’ll wait,” I said, my thumb stroking once across the fabric. “When I decide, you’ll get more. Not before.”

Her knees clamped shut, but there was no missing how she rocked in her seat, her stilettos boring into the car's plush carpet like she was fighting to anchor herself against a rising tide.

I leaned closer, lips brushing her ear. “By the time I finally fuck you, you’ll beg me for it.”

She couldn't breathe for a moment, her pulse slamming against her throat like a trapped bird against the car's shadowy interior.

I withdrew my touch and reclined against the leather, face impassive as though we'd been discussing nothing more significant than the weather.

The rest of the drive passed in silence. But her flushed cheeks, the way she kept adjusting her skirt, the sheen of sweat at her hairline — they told me everything I needed to know.


First Fuck


The penthouse was quiet except for the soft thud of the door locking behind us. I set my notebook on the console table with hands that wouldn’t stop shaking. The city glowed beyond the glass, a thousand windows flickering, but all I could see was him—tie loosened, jacket off, sleeves pushed to his forearms like he’d already decided how this was going to go.

“Come here,” he said.

I did, breath snagging in my throat when he reached up and cupped my face with one broad, warm hand. My pulse went wild under his thumb. He watched it, then watched my mouth.

“You want this?” he asked, voice low enough to feel more than hear.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word catching. “I want… you.”

“Good.” His mouth grazed mine once—just a brush—before he stepped back and dragged the chair from the dining table a few feet, angling it toward the window. He sank into it like a king. “On your knees.”

Heat flashed through me so fast my vision stung. I sank to my knees on the plush carpet, inhaling leather and expensive cologne that couldn't quite mask the raw, animal scent beneath—the unmistakable signature of his skin.

His hand moved to his belt, the buckle making a soft clink against his watch. He paused, eyes locked with mine.

"Take it off for me."

My fingers fumbled at the buckle, at the button, the zipper. When I freed him, my breath caught. The weight of him filled my palm, hot and pulsing against my skin. I traced the ridge where the flesh darkened, where a bead of moisture caught the light. My gaze travelled up to where his shirt hung open—the shadow between each muscle deepening as his breathing changed, the edge of what looked like a wing or flame in black ink just visible beneath the fabric. Near his hip, a thin white line, raised slightly under my thumb when I dared to touch it. I couldn't look away from that scar, couldn't stop wondering what had caused it, who he'd been when it happened.

“Look at me while you taste it,” he said.

My lips parted, the silken heat of him pressing against my tongue. His fingers tightened in my hair, his exhale a sharp hiss that broke into a ragged whisper. "Slower." The salt-musk taste bloomed as I circled the ridge with my tongue. His thighs tensed beneath my palms. "There." His head fell back, throat working. "Good... God, that mouth."

I took more, letting my tongue trace the underside, my hand sliding to stroke the base. He was bigger than anything I’d ever had; my jaw ached immediately, but the ache felt like permission. He guided me with tiny pressures—forward, hold, back—his breath roughening when I hollowed my cheeks.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, head tipping against the chair. “Open wider. Breathe through your nose. Don’t rush. Make a mess of me.”

I did—my lips stretched wide, jaw aching as I pulled back, a glistening thread connecting us before I sank down again. My knuckles whitened around the base of him, each pulse against my palm matching the thunder of my own heartbeat. The sharp tang of his skin flooded my mouth, like brine and iron, primal and raw, sending warmth through me as I took him further into my mouth.

“Use your hand too,” he said, voice rough and straining. “Twist at the base. Gentle—good. You learn fast.”

Pride flared stupid and bright in my chest. I wanted every sound he made. I wanted them because of me.

His palm pressed at the back of my head and I let him, letting him set the pace, letting him slide deeper until my eyes watered. He didn’t force; he coaxed, patient and filthy. “Relax your throat. That’s it. Look up at me.”

I looked. His eyes were darker than I’d ever seen them, pupils blown, mouth roughened at the edges. A muscle jumped in his jaw. The sight sent a rush between my legs so sharp I rocked instinctively against the rug.

He noticed.

"Look at you," he murmured as his free hand slid beneath my skirt, fingertips grazing where thin cotton clung damply. "Can't even wait, can you?"

A mortified sound slipped out of me around his cock. He chuckled, then pushed the fabric aside and slid two fingers against me, slow, teasing circles that made my knees slide wider on the rug without thinking.

“Open,” he said, and I did—my muscles obeying commands my mind hadn't yet processed.

His fingers pressed inside, stretching, filling, the angle perfect and shameless. My mouth went sloppy on him, moans vibrating down his length as he worked me with an easy rhythm that said he knew exactly what he was doing.

“Good girl,” he rasped. “Take me and show me how wet you are at the same time. That’s it—fuck, feel how tight you get when I curl my fingers? There. Right there. Don’t run from it.”

I didn’t; I couldn’t. My hips rolled helplessly into his hand while I bobbed on his cock, the dual heat scrambling everything I thought I knew about my body. He added a third finger slowly, letting me breathe through it, thumb sweeping my clit in lazy, devastating strokes that made sparks fire behind my eyes.

“Listen to you,” he said, low and pleased, as a broken noise tore out of me. “Sounding like my favorite song.”

The world went soft at the edges as he pushed deeper. My throat constricted, then yielded, tears springing to my eyes while saliva traced a path down my jaw. The sound he made—half growl, half reverence—sent heat spiraling through me. "God, the way you take it," he rasped. "Don't stop. Keep working the base—exactly like that."

He pulled his fingers free of me, and I whimpered around him, instantly empty. He brought those fingers to my mouth, smeared my juices over my tongue beside the weight of his cock.

“Taste how turned on you are,” he said. “Taste what you’re doing to yourself while you do it to me.”

Heat detonated low in my belly. I sucked his fingers clean, hum buzzing against his length, and he swore, hips flexing once, hard.

“Hands behind your back,” he ordered suddenly.

I obeyed, lacing my wrists and sitting up taller on my knees, my mouth open. He held his cock at my lips and fed it to me, slow, savoring, controlling every inch.

“That’s my good girl,” he breathed. “Eyes up. Tongue flat. Take it… Take all of it.”

He eased me down until the stretch went from burn to bliss, then drew me back, letting me breathe, letting me fall into his pace: down, hold, up; down, hold, up—his thumb stroking my cheek, coaxing, praising, filthy.

Beyond the window, city lights scattered like fallen stars—a world I once thought I wanted, now dimmed by what was happening in this room.

When he finally let me come off him with a wet pop, I was panting, mascara smudged, jaw aching, body humming.

“Stand up,” he said, voice rough silk. He rose with me, towering, the front of his shirt open now—cut abs, the deep V at his hips, ink and muscle and heat.

“Turn around. Hands on the table.”

My breath stuttered. The lamp’s warm pool of light slid across walnut and glass and my shaking fingers.

"Good," he said, his breath hot against the shell of my ear. The rasp of his open zipper scraped my skin as he pressed closer, the weight of him sliding along my inner thigh. His palm splayed across my lower belly, fingers spread wide, pulling me back until I felt every hard plane of him against my spine, the heat of him burning through my clothes. When he exhaled, his chest expanded against my shoulder blades, and I could feel his heartbeat hammering in time with mine.

His hand slid down again, between my legs, and I arched with a helpless noise as his fingers found me—soaked, open, desperate.

“Yeah,” he groaned. “Just like that. I’m going to fuck you, Emma.”

The way he said it—simple, certain—knocked the breath from my lungs.

“Please,” I gasped, head tipping back to his shoulder. “Please.”

"Ask me nicely," he murmured,

his mouth quirking into a wolfish smile when I whined. "You'll have what you need. But only after I've made you tremble for it."

His fingers went back to work, and I forgot how to be anything but nerves and want.

The table creaked as Marcus drove into me, his cock stretching me with every thrust. My fingers were white-knuckled on the edge, my breath tearing out in gasps. He set the rhythm, hard and deep, every movement shoving me further into the polished wood.

"Christ," he breathed against my neck, his voice breaking. "The way you take me—like we were built for each other."

I moaned helplessly, my body burning, liquid heat dripping down my thighs. My ex had never lasted long enough for me to even feel stretched. Marcus was different. He was relentless, skilled, too much, and I couldn’t get enough.

Without warning, he withdrew completely. The sudden emptiness left me gasping, my body folding forward as my arms struggled to hold me upright.

"Lie back," he commanded, each syllable rough as sandpaper against stone.

I blinked, dazed. “What?”

“On your back,” he repeated, already tugging me upright. His hands were unyielding, spinning me until I perched on the edge of the table, skirt bunched high, panties hanging useless around one ankle.

Before I could breathe, he dropped to his knees.

“Oh my God—”

His hands shoved my thighs open, and then his mouth was on me, hot and merciless. His tongue swept through my folds in one long, devastating lick, then circled my clit until my back bowed.

“Marcus!”

“Yeah, say it like that,” he muttered against me before diving back in, sucking, licking, devouring me like he hadn’t eaten in days.

I tried to grab his hair, but he caught my wrists, pinning them to my stomach with one big hand. “No,” he commanded. “You don’t get control. You sit there and take what I give you.”

And I did — trembling, panting, crying out when he slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right while his tongue flicked my clit.

“Shit, you taste good,” he groaned, the vibrations making me shake. “Sweet little pussy dripping for me. You gonna cum on my tongue, Emma? Hm? You gonna soak my face?”

“Yes!” I gasped, my hips jerking despite his grip. “I can’t—please—I’m so close—”

“Good. Let go. Show me how bad you needed this.”

That was all it took.

Pleasure detonated through me like a white-hot supernova, my cry echoing through the glass walls of the penthouse. My legs clamped around his shoulders, but he held them apart, tongue working me until I was shaking and begging.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth and chin were glistening, his smile wicked. He wiped his face with the back of his hand, then stood, towering over me again. His cock was still hard, slick from my body, veins bulging down the thick shaft.

“Open,” he ordered, tapping it against my lips.

I obeyed, sucking the taste of myself off him, but he only let me for a moment before shoving me back flat on the table.

“Now I finish what I started,” he said.

He positioned himself and drove forward in one merciless motion, stretching me completely. A cry tore from my throat as my back arched off the cold surface, my fingers clawing at his skin beneath the parted fabric of his shirt.

"Just like that," he rasped, his rhythm turning relentless, each movement more intense than the last. "Feel every inch. You know what's happening? I'm claiming you, ruining you for anyone else."

“Marcus!” I sobbed, overwhelmed, pleasure crashing in again and again with every thrust.

He bent over me, mouth on my throat, his teeth grazing as his hips slammed between my thighs. The table groaned beneath us, rocking with the force of it.

“Such a tight little hole,” he panted, sweat dripping down his chest. “So fucking wet. I could fuck you all night and you’d still beg me for more, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes!” The word tore from me, raw and desperate. “Don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

His thrusts grew ragged, deeper, harder. His hand slid between us, fingers finding my clit, grinding it mercilessly.

“Cum with me,” he ordered, voice breaking. “Now. Cum while I fill you.”

The orgasm hit like a lightning strike, my body convulsing around him, every muscle seizing with pleasure. He roared my name, burying himself deep, cock pulsing as he spilled inside me, hot and endless.

For a long, dizzy moment, there was nothing but heat and pounding hearts and the sound of our ragged breaths filling the penthouse.

Then Marcus leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “Messiest, tightest little fuck I’ve ever had.”

And fuck me, I wanted him to do it all over again.

The table was cool under my back, but inside I was still burning. Marcus leaned over me, braced on his hands, chest rising and falling hard. His cock pulsed as it softened, still inside me, still keeping me full. I could feel his cum leaking deeper, warm and heavy, and the thought made me shudder.

“Fuck,” he muttered, dragging a hand down his face, sweat streaking along his jaw. His eyes dropped to where our bodies were still joined, his lips twisting into something primal and possessive.

“Look at that. Took every inch. Didn’t think you had it in you, but you did.”

Heat rushed to my face. “I didn’t either.”

He pulled back slowly, thick and wet, and I whimpered at the loss. His cum spilled out immediately, hot against my thighs, sliding down to the table beneath me.

Marcus’s gaze darkened. "Look at you, leaking my cum like that." His voice dropped lower. "Makes me want to keep you just like this."

I tried to close my legs, mortified, but he stopped me with a firm hand at my knee. “Don’t. Let me see it.”

I froze, heat crawling over my skin as he studied the mess he’d made of me. His thumb traced a lazy path through the wetness on my inner thigh, leaving a glistening streak behind.

“You ever had someone finish inside you before?” he asked.

I shook my head, eyes wide.

“Didn’t think so.” He leaned down, his mouth grazing my ear. “Get used to it.”

A shiver ran down my spine. I should have felt ashamed, wrecked, ruined. Instead I felt… alive. Buzzing. Addicted.

He straightened, tucking himself back into his trousers, but his eyes never left me. “How many guys have you been with?”

The question hit like a slap. I hesitated, then whispered, “One.”

His brows lifted, amused. “One? Figures. Some fumbling little boyfriend who didn’t know what the fuck he was doing?”

I looked away, humiliated. “…Yeah.”

Marcus chuckled, low and dark. “Explains why you’re so damn tight. Why you came so fast. No one ever gave it to you properly.”

I swallowed hard. “You’re… different.”

“Different?” He smirked. “Try better.”

The arrogance should have grated. Instead, my body responded with a treacherous warmth spreading through me, defying how thoroughly he'd already unraveled me minutes before.

Marcus watched me, sharp eyes catching every twitch, every breath. “You like that I fucked you raw, don’t you?”

Heat flooded my cheeks. “Marcus—”

“Answer me.”

I swallowed, my voice breaking. “…Yes.”

“Good girl.” He leaned down, his hand gripping my jaw, forcing me to hold his gaze. “Next time you’ll beg for it. Tonight was me taking the edge off. The next round? That’s when I really ruin you.”

My stomach flipped, part dread, part hunger.

He released me, stepping back. “Clean yourself up. You’ll come back tomorrow.”

I sat up slowly, my thighs sticky, my limbs quivering with a bone-deep fatigue that couldn't mask the hungry ache still pulsing beneath.

My skirt was a wrinkled mess, my panties useless around one ankle. I wanted to disappear, but I also wanted more.

As I slid off the table, my knees nearly buckled. His cum slid down my inner thigh in another hot trail, and I bit my lip so hard it stung.

Marcus noticed. Of course he did. His grin was wicked. “Careful. Can’t have you walking out of here looking like you’ve just been fucked senseless. Even if that’s exactly what you are.”

My face burned hotter. He didn’t offer me a tissue, didn’t soften his words. He just watched, satisfied, as I tried to gather myself, his cum still dripping down my thighs like proof of what had just happened.

I smoothed my skirt with trembling hands, but couldn't smooth away the truth burning inside me: I'd let him take me once, and I was already counting the seconds until he'd do it again.

***

The water in our apartment shower was lukewarm at best, sputtering out in an uneven spray, but it still made me hiss when it hit my thighs. I braced a hand against the tile, head tipped back, and watched the last streaks of him swirl down the drain.

Marcus Hale.

Every time I closed my eyes, I felt him again — the weight of his body, the snap of his hips, the filthy way he praised and mocked me in the same breath. My body ached in places I hadn’t known could ache, and yet all I could think was how badly I wanted more.

I should have felt ashamed. Maya was right. I was twenty-one, just starting out, and I’d let my billionaire client fuck me raw over a table like I’d been waiting my whole life for it.

And the worst part? She wasn’t wrong — I was glowing.

I stepped out, wrapped a towel around myself, and tried to avoid the mirror. My lips were puffy, cheeks flushed, eyes still heavy. I looked like someone I didn’t recognize — someone who’d been wrecked and loved every second of it.

By the time I crawled into bed, I was exhausted, but my body wouldn’t stop replaying every detail. The taste of him. The way he’d said get used to it. The heat of his cum sliding down my thighs.

Sleep finally dragged me under, but even then, my dreams were filled with him.

***

Morning sunlight cut across the kitchen table. Maya was already up, scrolling through her phone, a mug of coffee in hand. She glanced up as I shuffled in, hair damp, oversized T-shirt hanging off one shoulder.

Her brows lifted immediately. “Well. Someone looks… different.”

I tried for casual. “What do you mean?”

She smirked, setting her phone down. “You’re glowing. Like you just got laid for the first time in a year.”

My face went hot instantly. “Maya—”

Her eyes widened. “Oh my God. You did.” She leaned forward, incredulous. “Tell me it wasn’t him.”

I froze.

“Emma.” Her voice sharpened. “Please tell me it wasn’t Marcus fucking Hale.”

I stared at the counter, words catching in my throat. Silence stretched.

She groaned, dragging a hand down her face. “Jesus Christ, Em. You’ve known him five minutes. He’s twice your age. He’s your boss. Do you want to tank your entire career before it even starts?”

My chest tightened. “It’s not like that,” I whispered.

“Oh, really?” she snapped. “What’s it like then? He’s going to sweep you off your feet? Put a ring on it? He’s a billionaire. You’re… you.”

I flinched at the words, tears stinging my eyes. “It’s not about that. I just—”

“You just let him fuck you.” Her tone was bitter, sharp as glass. “And now what? You think you’re special?”

I shook my head, but the worst part was that a part of me did feel special. Like he’d seen something in me no one else had. Like he’d decided I was worth his time, and that meant something, even if it shouldn’t.

Maya sighed heavily, softer now. “You’re my little sister. I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“I can handle it,” I lied.

Her eyes narrowed, but she didn’t push. She just sipped her coffee, watching me like she was waiting for me to break.

I grabbed a glass of water to busy my hands, my phone buzzing on the counter at the same moment. My heart lurched when I saw his name light the screen.

Marcus.

I didn’t open it. Not in front of her. But the rush of heat between my legs betrayed me anyway.

I could pretend all I wanted, but the truth was brutal in its simplicity:

I wasn’t handling it at all.


Control


The conference table was lined with reports, charts, and half a dozen executives waiting for me to weigh in. I should have been focused on numbers, on the zoning hurdles threatening Parkview, on the investors who wanted reassurance that their millions were secure.

Instead, my mind kept drifting back to last night.

Emma’s lips wrapped around my cock. Her body spread across the table, trembling, dripping with me. The way she’d gasped my name like she’d never said it before.

I shifted in my chair, jaw tightening. Control, I reminded myself. Business came first.

“Marcus?” one of the executives ventured, tentative. “Your thoughts on the variance proposal?”

I looked up, sharp. “Approve it. If the council balks, we’ll buy another seat.”

The room went silent. Pens scribbled. No one argued. They never did.

The meeting wrapped quickly, my orders clear, and I left them scrambling in my wake. Back in my office, I loosened my tie and dropped into the chair behind my desk, staring out at the skyline.

“Busy night?”

Vanessa’s voice cut through the silence as she stepped in, tablet in hand. She didn’t wait for permission—she rarely did.

I didn’t glance at her. “What do you want?”

She moved closer, her heels sharp against the floor. “Your schedule for the week. Locke confirmed for Wednesday. Cross wants a call by Friday. And the design brief for Madison is due—”

Her eyes flicked up from the tablet, narrowing on me. “—which you assigned to Brooks again.”

Emma.

I let the silence stretch, knowing it made Vanessa itch. “Yes,” I said finally. “She’s handling it.”

Vanessa's lips pressed into a thin line. "Quite the hire. Fresh out of college, isn't she?"

"She delivers results," I said, voice like stone.

"Interesting." Vanessa set the tablet on my desk with a deliberate click, her fingertips trailing across the polished surface. "I wonder what else she delivers."

I finally looked at her, meeting her gaze head-on. “Careful.”

Her mouth twisted into a knowing half-smile. "Five years at your side, Marcus. I recognize that look." She leaned slightly forward, gaze cutting into mine. "And it has nothing to do with property lines or profit margins."

Jealousy rolled off her in waves. Not subtle, not even masked anymore.

“You’re stepping out of line,” I said evenly.

She leaned in slightly, dropping her voice. “Am I? Or are you?”

The air thickened between us. I could have snapped, fired her, ended it cleanly. But instead, I let the silence speak, a deliberate reminder of who held the power here.

Vanessa was smart enough to know when she’d pushed too far. She straightened, smoothing her skirt with practiced grace. “Your calendar’s clear until three. Shall I confirm Brooks for this afternoon?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

Her jaw flexed, but she nodded. “Very well.”

She pivoted sharply away, though her eyes remained on mine a moment longer than necessary, heavy with unspoken meaning.

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone again.

I leaned back in my chair, the faintest smile on my face. Vanessa was right about one thing—Emma was a distraction.

But she was my distraction.

And I wasn’t about to give her up.

The office should have held my attention. Contracts spread across my desk, calls waiting, numbers flashing on the monitor. A man with my empire couldn’t afford a distraction.

And yet my mind kept straying back to her.

Emma's body arched across the table, her voice fracturing into breathless sounds as I claimed her. The way her mouth had yielded to me, lips parted and glistening. How her throat had constricted around me when I pushed past her limits. The searing heat when I'd finished, skin against skin, nothing separating us.

My cock thickened instantly at the memory, pressing hard against the line of my trousers. I shifted in the chair, but it was no use—the images kept coming, sharper each time. Her wide eyes. Her trembling thighs.

Her voice breaking into a whisper when I demanded more from her lips than just the word "please."

Christ.

I raked my fingers across my jaw, forcing the air from my lungs in a controlled release.

I’d fucked women across three continents. Models, heiresses, executives who thought they could seduce leverage out of me. Some had been younger, yes—but never this young. Emma Brooks was barely twenty-one, fresh out of school, probably still figuring out how to balance a budget on her own.

And I was bending her over furniture, filling her until she couldn’t breathe, making her come on my tongue and cock like it was the only thing she’d ever been good at.

For half a second, I wondered if it was wrong. If I’d crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Then I remembered the sound of her moan when my fingers curled inside her. The way she looked up at me with spit dripping from her chin, begging without words. The sight of my cum leaking down her thighs.

No, it wasn’t wrong.

It was perfect.

And I wasn’t about to stop.

The door opened without a knock.

Vanessa stepped in, folders in hand, her expression perfectly schooled. But she wasn’t as good at hiding herself as she thought. Her heels struck the floor too sharply, her movements a fraction too precise, her chin tilted a little too high.

She didn’t look at me as she set the folders on my desk, the slap of paper against wood louder than necessary.

“Sign where flagged,” she said flatly.

I took the pen, not breaking her silence, not giving her more than the tilt of my head.

She lingered.

Her perfume was sharper than usual, heavy in the air, deliberate. She smoothed her skirt with both hands, a useless gesture, then stood with her shoulders squared, staring just past me instead of at me.

I signed the last page, closed the folder, and pushed it toward her. “That all?”

Her lips twitched upward at the corners, a grimace masquerading as professional courtesy.

“For now.” Her voice was clipped, stripped of its usual silk.

She clutched the folder against her chest, a shield of leather and paper, and pivoted toward the exit.

At the threshold, she paused, just for a second, her knuckles whitening around the leather.

She didn’t look back.

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving the faint echo of her jealousy behind.

I leaned back in my chair, a cold smile playing at the corner of my mouth. Cold. Bitter. Trying not to show it, but I’d seen the crack.

Vanessa thought she was indispensable. She’d built her career on being the gatekeeper, the woman who knew my schedule better than I did, the one who anticipated my needs before I voiced them.

But she wasn’t Emma.

She never would be.

My cock pulsed again at the thought of Emma’s soft thighs trembling around my face, the taste of her juices on my tongue. She was young, yes. Too young, maybe. But innocence wasn’t a weakness. It was a challenge. And I’d never been a man who walked away from challenges.

I checked the time. Less than two hours until she walked through my door.

Two hours until I had her mouth on me again.

The hours between meetings usually vanished. Calls blurred into negotiations, numbers into signatures, and by the time evening came, I barely noticed.

Not today.

Every tick of the clock grated, every glance at my phone too tempting. I’d built a career on patience, on letting opponents sweat themselves out, but waiting for Emma was a different kind of torture.

I skimmed contracts without reading them. I barked instructions on calls that should have lasted an hour but ended in ten minutes. My mind refused to stay on business.

All I could see was the way her lips had stretched around my cock. The way she’d whimpered when I told her to beg. The warmth of her pussy clenching while I filled her raw.

I adjusted my tie, shifting in my chair as my cock thickened again. Pathetic. I didn’t get hard during the workday. Not for board members, not for models, not for anyone.

But Emma had ruined that balance in a single night.

I pushed away from the desk and crossed to the window, the city sprawled at my feet. Glass towers and streets that never slept, every inch of it mine to command. And yet, the thought of one twenty-one-year-old walking into my office consumed me more than any empire.

Vanessa’s voice echoed faintly in my mind, clipped and cold, her perfume still lingering in the office. She’d wanted me for years. Offered herself in a dozen ways, subtle and not so subtle.

She was the Rolex of executive assistants—precise, expensive, status-appropriate. The kind of woman men like me collected along with corner offices.

But she bored me. She always had.

Emma didn’t bore me.

She unsettled me, flushed when I touched her, trembled when I pushed too far, but kept coming back for more. She hadn’t tried to seduce me. She hadn’t known how. And that innocence only made it sweeter to watch her crumble when I pressed the right buttons.

A girl like Emma shouldn’t have been in my world. Too soft. Too unpolished. Too easily broken.

But I wanted her anyway.

No—because of all that.

I checked the time again. Ten minutes to four.

The pulse in my cock throbbed steadily, insistent, like my body already knew what was coming. I adjusted myself in my trousers, jaw tight, imagining the look on her face when I told her to get on her knees in this very office.

She’d blush, hesitate for half a breath, then obey. And when her lips slid over me, Vanessa would know—whether she walked in or not—that Emma Brooks had taken what she never could.

The thought made me smirk at my own reflection in the glass.

Five minutes to four.

I stayed by the window, watching the city pulse beneath me, until I heard the faint chime of the outer door and Vanessa’s clipped voice announcing, “Miss Brooks is here.”

Showtime.


Obsession


Vanessa’s eyes were knives as she led me through the outer office. She didn’t say a word, but her gaze burned into me, sharp and accusing.

I clutched my notebook to my chest, knuckles white, as she rapped twice on Marcus's door and announced my name with all the warmth of an ice pick.

“Miss Brooks.”

Marcus didn’t look up from his desk. “Send her in.”

The door clicked shut behind me. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

He looked up then, eyes sweeping over me slow and deliberate, taking in every detail — blouse, skirt, the nervous way I clutched the notebook to my chest. He leaned back in his chair, the faintest smirk on his mouth.

“Close the door, Emma.”

I did, my heart thundering.

He didn’t speak, just watched me until I flushed hot under his gaze. Finally, I blurted, “I couldn’t stop thinking about last night.”

One brow arched. “No?”

I shook my head quickly. “All day. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw you. I felt you.” My voice dropped, shame and heat tangling in my throat. “I couldn’t stop thinking about… your cock in my mouth.”

His expression darkened instantly, eyes going almost black. He said nothing, just waited, letting me stumble further into the confession.

“I want to do it again,” I whispered, my voice breaking.

Silence thickened between us. My chest rose and fell too fast.

Then his chair scraped back. He didn’t say a word, didn’t order, didn’t demand. He just leaned back, spreading his thighs slightly, the outline of him straining against the front of his trousers.

My lungs seized, oxygen trapped in my throat.

I set the notebook down on his desk with trembling fingers and stepped closer, my desire outpacing my reason. My knees hit the rug, and suddenly I was between his legs, looking up at him from the floor.

His jaw flexed, a muscle ticking as he watched me. “Show me.”

The metal of his belt buckle was cool against my trembling fingertips. Each tug of his zipper's teeth sent vibrations up my arms. When the last barrier fell away, he filled my vision—flushed dark against the crisp white of his shirt, a bead of moisture catching the light at the tip. My tongue pressed against the roof of my mouth, collecting saliva.

"God," I whispered, my voice barely audible even to myself. "I missed this."

My fingers circled him at the root, unable to fully close around his thickness, as I bent down to taste him. I traced the ridge with my tongue, swirling around the sensitive crown until he sucked in a sharp breath, his neck arching against the chair.

"There," he muttered, his voice dropping to a rasp that vibrated through my bones. "Show me how badly you've been craving it."

I parted my lips, taking him inside, feeling my mouth stretch to accommodate his size. The strain in my jaw came immediately—a delicious discomfort that pulled a moan from deep in my throat. The tang of sweat and heat filled my mouth as his breathing grew ragged above me, the sound of his pleasure fuelling my own.

I bobbed slowly at first, then deeper, my hands twisting at the base, spit slicking everything. Drool slid down my chin, and I didn’t care. All I cared about was the sound of his groan when I took him deeper, the way his thighs tensed beneath my palms.

"Christ," he breathed, fingers threading through my hair, a gentle pressure that suggested rather than demanded. "Tell me you've thought of nothing else since this morning."

I moaned around him, my answer muffled but clear.

“Look at the state of you,” he muttered, hips lifting slightly, feeding me more. “Look at you, on your knees in my office like you can’t get enough.”

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes as I gagged softly, but I pushed down again, wanting to prove it, wanting to give him everything. My throat fluttered around him, and he groaned, head tipping back against the chair.

“Christ,” he moaned. “I’ll never get tired of this view.”

His hand tightened in my hair, and I let him guide me, my body pliant, my mouth open, my tongue stretched flat to take him deeper. Saliva glazed my mouth and trickled down my face onto the expensive wool of his suit pants, but I couldn't bring myself to pause. I couldn’t.

I was the one who had asked for it.

And I didn’t want it to end.

Marcus’s thighs tensed beneath my hands, his cock thick and throbbing against my tongue. He was close — I could feel it in the way his grip in my hair tightened, the way his voice dropped rough and broken when he muttered, “Just like that, don’t stop, fuck—”

I swallowed him deeper, gagging softly, spit running down my chin. My knees ached on the rug but I didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was the weight of him pulsing in my mouth, the low growl building in his chest.

Then he pulsed against my tongue, flooding my mouth with bitter warmth that I couldn't help but swallow.

“Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, hips flexing, his hands pinning my shoulders as he shuddered through his release.

His voice was wrecked, his chest heaving, his cock twitching as I swallowed, throat working desperately to take it all.

I closed my eyes, moaning softly, proud that I’d done this, that I’d made him lose control like this.

What I didn’t know was that we weren’t alone.

The faint click of the office door opening went unnoticed by me, drowned out by Marcus’s ragged groans. But he noticed. His eyes flicked up, dark and sharp, and locked on Vanessa as she froze in the doorway.

For a moment she didn’t move, didn’t breathe, didn’t speak. Her hand still gripped the door handle, knuckles white, her eyes wide with shock.

Marcus didn’t flinch.

He kept his hand in my hair, holding me on him as he finished spilling down my throat. He made no attempt to hide it, no attempt to stop me. His gaze stayed on Vanessa, steady and unbothered, as if daring her to say a word while I knelt between his legs with his cock in my mouth.

I swallowed hard, sucking him clean, still unaware of the audience. My focus was only on him — on the taste, the heat, the filthy pride that I’d given him exactly what I’d begged for.

“Good girl,” Marcus muttered, his thumb stroking the corner of my mouth as I licked him clean. “Knew you’d take every drop.”

His praise sent my pulse racing. I swiped my hand across my wet chin, looking up through my lashes to catch his approval, oblivious that his gaze had shifted beyond me.

Only when I shifted back, still on my knees, did I hear the sharp inhale.

My head snapped toward the door.

Vanessa stood frozen in the threshold, her face pale, her eyes burning with something between fury and disbelief. Her tablet hung limp at her side, forgotten.

My stomach dropped to the floor. Heat flooded my face so fast I thought I might faint.

“Oh my God—” I scrambled, nearly knocking into the desk as I tried to get to my feet. My hands shook, my mouth still tasting of him, my shame crashing in a wave.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, completely composed now, tucking himself back into his trousers with slow precision. His eyes never left Vanessa.

“You’re early,” he said flatly, as if she’d interrupted a business call instead of catching me swallowing his cum.

Vanessa’s mouth opened, then shut, her chest rising fast. She looked at me, at him, back at me, like the ground had shifted beneath her heels.

I wanted the earth to swallow me whole.

Marcus, though? He was unbothered. Smug, even. He let the silence stretch, daring her to break it.

And finally she did.

Her voice was brittle, cracked at the edges. “I—needed your signature.”

Marcus nodded toward the desk, casual as anything. “Leave it.”

For a long second she just stood there, her eyes flicking to me with raw, naked jealousy. Then she dropped the folder onto the desk with a thud, spun on her heel, and walked out without another word.

Marcus chuckled low, leaning back in his chair like he’d just won something. “Well,” he drawled, eyes glittering with amusement, “that was fun.”

The slam of the office door made me jump. I was already on my feet, fumbling with my skirt, dragging my sleeve across my chin as if I could erase what had just happened.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, my voice thin, frantic. “She saw. Marcus, she saw everything—”

My chest heaved, the taste of him still heavy on my tongue. I spun toward him, wild with panic. “She’s going to tell people. Everyone. I’ll be—” My throat closed. “I’ll be ruined.”

Marcus leaned back in his chair, buttoning his cuff with steady, deliberate movements, as if this were nothing more than another Tuesday. His eyes slid over me once, calm, unreadable.

“She won’t say a word,” he said flatly.

I stared at him, horrified. “How can you be so sure? Did you see her face? She hates me. She’ll run straight out there and—”

“Emma.” His tone snapped through my panic, sharp enough to still me. He tilted his head, gaze cutting. “If Vanessa wants to keep her job, she’ll keep her mouth shut.”

I swallowed hard, shaking my head. “What if she doesn’t care about the job?”

He smiled, amused. “She cares. More than anything. Don’t kid yourself—Vanessa lives for the title, the paycheck, the proximity. She’s been orbiting me for years. She won’t throw it away because she’s jealous.”

The word stung. “Jealous?”

He smirked faintly. “Of course. She’s been trying to get into my bed since the day I hired her. Late-night emails. Business trips she volunteered to extend. Too much perfume, too many blouses missing a button.” He gave a low, dismissive chuckle. “Five years of offering herself, and nothing. Then you walk in here—young, unpolished, nervous as hell—and within days, you’re on your knees swallowing my cum. You think she took that well?”

Heat flared across my face like a match struck against skin. What began as mortification transformed in its descent, becoming a current that hummed and claimed, settling low in my body with insistent warmth.

“So she won’t say anything?” I asked, my voice small.

He leaned forward now, forearms braced on his thighs, his gaze locking mine. “No. She’s smart enough to know her place. If she wants to keep her title and her salary, she’ll keep her mouth shut. She knows I don’t tolerate disloyalty.”

I pressed my trembling hands against the edge of his desk, trying to steady myself. “I don’t know if I can even look at her again.”

His smile was slow, deliberate, cruel at the edges. “You’ll look her in the eye every day. And every time you do, you’ll know what she saw. You’ll know what she’ll never have.”

My heart pounded so hard it hurt. His words sank deep, twining through my panic until it felt less like fear and more like twisted pride.

“She watched you choke down every drop,” he said, his voice a rasp. “And she knew she’d never take her place where you were.”

I bit my lip, pulse racing. My whole body still trembled, but it wasn’t just from fear anymore.

“She’s nothing,” Marcus said finally, leaning back again, composed as ever. “You’re the one I wanted. Remember that.”

I nodded, breath shallow, shame and satisfaction colliding in a way that left me dizzy.

Vanessa had seen.

And he hadn’t cared.

If anything, he’d seemed to enjoy it.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, already reaching for the folder Vanessa had left on his desk, dismissing me with a flick of his hand. “Back to work,” he said, as if I hadn’t just been on my knees for him.

I hesitated, my pulse still racing, the taste of him still clinging to the back of my throat. But there was nothing else to say, nothing to calm the storm of shame and satisfaction raging inside me. I gathered my notebook, clutching it tight, and walked to the door on shaky legs.

The handle was cool in my hand. I opened it, forcing myself to straighten my shoulders before stepping into the outer office.

Vanessa was waiting.

She sat at her desk, tablet untouched, pen resting idly against the surface. Her posture was rigid, her face carefully blank, but the moment her eyes landed on me, the mask cracked. Fury blazed in her expression, sharp and naked.

Her gaze raked over me, lingering on my flushed cheeks, my swollen lips, the faint smear of mascara under my eyes. Her nostrils flared, and her mouth twisted.

“Slut.”

The word was quiet but venomous, spat like poison.

I froze for a heartbeat, heat searing my skin.

I crushed the notebook against my chest, cardboard corners digging into my palms.

Vanessa leaned back in her chair, her smile sharp and bitter. “Think this makes you special? You’re just another warm body. He’ll get bored of you like he does everything else.”

The words should have gutted me. Maybe a part of me knew she was right — Marcus wasn’t the type of man to promise forever. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

Because she had seen.

And I had been the one on my knees.

I let the silence stretch, her words hanging in the air like a challenge. Then, slowly, deliberately, I turned to look at her.

Her eyes narrowed, waiting for me to flinch, to break, to stammer some excuse.

Instead, I smirked.

Small, sharp, and loaded.

Her face tightened, fury crackling in her eyes. She looked like she wanted to lunge across the desk and claw at me.

But she didn’t. She couldn’t.

Because Marcus was right — she wanted her job too much.

I adjusted my notebook under my arm, turned without a word, and walked out. My heels clicked against the marble floor, each step steadier than the last, my pulse still racing but my chin high.

The elevator doors slid shut behind me, cutting off Vanessa’s burning glare.

Only then did I let out the breath I’d been holding, sagging back against the wall. My knees wobbled, my chest tight, but a grin tugged at my lips anyway.

She could call me a slut all she wanted.

I was the slut Marcus Hale wanted.


Ultimatums


The office was quiet again after Emma left, her soft footsteps fading into the elevator. I leaned back in my chair, adjusting my cuff, savoring the faint trace of her perfume that still lingered in the air.

I didn’t bother calling Vanessa in. I knew she’d come.

Vanessa arrived precisely when I knew she would. She opened the door with a deliberate care that couldn't mask her fury, each click of her heels against the marble floor like the second hand of a time bomb. She closed the door firmly—not quite a slam, but enough to announce her displeasure—before taking her position across my desk, spine rigid, the tablet pressed against her chest as if it might protect her from what was coming.

Her mask slipped almost instantly.

“Why?”

I didn’t look up from the papers I was signing. “Why what?”

Her voice cracked, anger seeping through. “Why her? She’s a child, Marcus. She’s barely out of school, she doesn’t know the first thing about you, about this world—”

I set the pen down slowly, finally meeting her gaze. “Careful.”

Vanessa’s lips trembled, but she didn’t stop. The words tumbled out sharp and raw. “I’ve been here five years. I’ve given you everything. My time. My loyalty. I’ve stood beside you when no one else would. I thought—” She cut herself off, her chest heaving. “I thought one day you’d see me.”

Silence stretched.

Her eyes glossed, though she tried to mask it with fury. “What does she have that I don’t? Why was I never good enough?”

I let the question hang in the air before answering, my tone even, deliberate. “Because you offered yourself.”

Her brows furrowed. “What?”

“You dangled yourself in front of me for years,” I said flatly. “The late-night emails. The too-short skirts. The way you always volunteered for travel. You wanted me to take you. And I don’t take what’s offered.”

Her face blanched, then flushed scarlet.

“I take what I want,” I continued, voice sharp enough to cut. “And what I want is Emma. Not you.”

A strangled noise caught in her throat, half-swallowed pride dissolving into raw hurt.

The silence that followed was heavy, jagged. She looked at me like the ground had just disappeared beneath her.

Finally, I leaned forward, folding my hands on the desk. “You have two choices. You shut your mouth, do your job, and keep collecting your paycheck. Or you walk out that door and you’re finished here. Forever. There’s no middle ground.”

Her throat worked, swallowing hard as the weight of the ultimatum sank in.

“You wouldn’t—”

“I would.” My tone left no room for doubt. “I’ve fired men with more leverage than you for less.”

Her hand tightened on the tablet, knuckles white. She looked like she wanted to throw it at me, to scream, to tear the room apart. Instead, she forced her chin up, blinking back the heat in her eyes.

“You’ll regret this,” she whispered.

I leaned back, smirking faintly. “No. You will if you make the wrong choice.”

She turned sharply, her heels stabbing the floor as she stormed to the door. She yanked it open, then paused, her back stiff. For a moment, I thought she might whirl around and say more. But she didn’t. She just left, the door slamming hard enough to rattle the glass.

I picked the pen back up and signed the next page without missing a beat.

She wouldn’t quit.

She wouldn’t risk losing what she’d built.

And as long as she stayed, she’d choke on the knowledge that Emma Brooks had taken what she’d spent five years begging for.

Exactly how I wanted it.

***

I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to convince myself I could breathe again. My hands shook every time I touched my notebook, every time my phone buzzed, every time I replayed the image of Vanessa’s face in that doorway.

But by three-thirty, I was being ushered into a design review. This time, it wasn’t just Marcus and Vanessa.

Three others were seated around the conference table — Patel from finance, Nolan from acquisitions, and Harper, one of the junior designers. They murmured among themselves, papers spread out in front of them. Vanessa sat at her usual place near Marcus, tablet balanced neatly in front of her, legs crossed sharp enough to cut.

She scanned me head to toe as I crossed the threshold.—blank face. But underneath, I felt the venom.

My throat tightened as I eased into the vacant chair at the far end of the table, my portfolio pressed against my chest.

Marcus didn’t glance at anyone at first. He flipped through a contract, signed it with a neat stroke, then finally looked up. His gaze locked directly on me. “Let’s hear it.”

My throat tightened. Everyone was watching now.

“I, um—” I cleared my throat quickly. “I’ve been revising the staging plan for Madison. I think we need a warmer palette in the lobby to offset the glass — too much steel and it risks feeling sterile.”

Patel scribbled something in his notebook. Nolan leaned back, considering. Harper adjusted her glasses, waiting.

Marcus didn’t move, just said, “Go on.”

I flipped through my sketches, laying them out carefully. “If we use deeper tones in the furniture and textured fabrics, it’ll balance the modern edge. It’ll make it feel like a place people want to live in, not just admire from the street.”

Before anyone else could respond, Vanessa scoffed softly.

“With respect, Marcus,” she said smoothly, voice pitched to carry across the table, “she’s not a trained architect. Staging is one thing, but this—” she gestured at my sketches with a flick of her pen, “—is out of her depth.”

Heat shot up my neck. The shame burned hotter with every pair of eyes on me.

But Marcus didn’t even look at her. His gaze stayed locked on me. “She’s right,” he said evenly.

My heart dropped into my stomach.

A subtle smile formed at the corners of his lips. “Out of her depth means she sees things the rest of you don’t. That’s exactly why she’s here.”

The room shifted. Harper raised her brows. Nolan gave a small, approving nod. Patel’s pen stilled.

Vanessa’s smile faltered.

Marcus gestured at my sketches, his tone final. “These adjustments stay. Procurement will have samples by Friday.”

“Marcus—” Vanessa tried again, her voice tight.

“Not a discussion,” he cut in, sharp enough to silence the room.

The table went still.

I tried to hide it, but pride swelled in my chest.

For the rest of the meeting, Marcus kept directing questions at me. What pieces I envisioned. How the palette would transition to the upper floors. Not once did he ask Vanessa’s opinion. Not once did he even glance her way. By the time it wrapped, her posture was stiff enough to crack.

When the others gathered their things, Patel offered me a small nod of acknowledgement, Harper smiled faintly, and Nolan muttered something about “fresh perspective.” Vanessa didn’t move, her tablet clutched tight, her nails digging into the leather cover.

Marcus slipped on his watch, already standing. “Emma,” he said casually, “you’re riding with me to the investor meeting tomorrow. Be ready at eight.”

I froze. “Me?”

“Yes.” His smirk was subtle, deliberate. “You’ll take notes.”

Heat flooded my face. “Of course.”

Vanessa’s nails clicked against her tablet as she snapped it shut. The sound was sharp enough to make the others glance her way.

I caught her glare as I turned to leave.

But this time, I didn’t flinch.

***

The conference room emptied quickly, the scrape of chairs and shuffle of papers fading until it was just me and the glass walls reflecting the skyline.

Patel had left with a nod in Emma’s direction. Nolan had muttered something about “fresh perspective.” Even Harper, who barely spoke in meetings, had smiled faintly at Emma when she gathered her sketches.

And Vanessa—Vanessa hadn’t looked at anyone. She’d left stiff and silent, her heels too sharp against the marble, her smile too brittle.

Exactly as I wanted.

I loosened my tie, sinking into the chair at the head of the table, watching the city crawl below. I hadn’t needed Emma in that meeting. I could’ve made the decision without her sketches, without her words.

But I wanted her there.

I wanted them all to see her.

Young, nervous, face flushing when she spoke—but sharp. Braver than she thought. And I wanted Vanessa to watch me shut her down, to feel the humiliation she’d been trying to sling at Emma land back on herself instead.

The memory of it pleased me.

Five years of loyalty, of carefully placed buttons and perfume, of thinking she could wear me down by being indispensable. All of it undone by one twenty-one-year-old girl who walked in with trembling hands and sketches that shouldn’t have mattered.

And yet they did.

Emma’s ideas weren’t revolutionary. But they were different. Fresh. The kind of thing no one else at the table would’ve dared suggest. Because Emma hadn’t been taught to play safe, she didn’t know the rules—so she broke them without realizing.

That was what made her valuable. That was why I’d chosen her.

Not because she begged. Not because she offered.

Because I wanted her.

I stretched an arm along the back of the chair, my other hand drifting to my lap. My cock hardened again at the memory of her on her knees only an hour earlier, eyes wide and wet, swallowing every drop like she’d craved it.

Vanessa’s face when she walked in flashed in my mind—the shock, the fury, the jealousy she couldn’t hide. She’d seen what she’d never have.

That was almost as satisfying as the orgasm itself.

Almost.

I adjusted myself with a low chuckle. The driver would be ready in the morning. Emma would sit beside me in the back of the car, nervous, probably fiddling with that notebook of hers. And before we even made it to the meeting, I’d have her straddling my lap, her voice breaking while the driver sat thirty inches away, pretending not to listen.

The thought made me groan softly under my breath.

Vanessa would choke on her bitterness. The executives would learn quickly whose ideas carried weight. And Emma—Emma would keep breaking rules she didn’t even know existed.

I pushed back from the table, standing, smoothing down my tie again.

Business was under control. The empire was steady.

But Emma Brooks was my favorite new investment.

And I had no intention of letting anyone forget it.

***

I left the office just after six, my notebook clutched against my chest. My pulse still hadn’t settled from the meeting. Every time I thought about Marcus shutting Vanessa down in front of the others, something hot twisted inside me — pride, yes, but nerves too.

Tomorrow I’d be in a car with him, riding to a meeting I had no business attending. I didn’t know if I was more terrified or thrilled.

Back at the apartment, I dropped my bag by the couch and was about to collapse when my phone lit up with Mom.

My stomach lurched.

I swiped to answer, forcing brightness into my voice. “Hi, Mom.”

“Emma! Finally. Your dad and I were just saying we hadn’t heard from you in days. How’s the new job?”

I sank onto the edge of the bed, twisting the hem of my skirt between my fingers. “It’s… good. Busy. A lot to learn.”

Dad’s voice came faintly in the background. “She’s probably working too hard already.”

“Am not,” I said quickly, then laughed too high, too sharp. “It’s just… a lot of responsibility, that’s all.”

Mom’s tone softened. “We’re proud of you, honey. Landing a position with a firm like Hale Developments right out of school? Not everyone gets that chance.”

My throat tightened. If they knew what I’d done to earn it, they wouldn’t be proud at all.

Dad’s voice carried clearer now. “Tell us about your boss. What’s he like?”

I froze. Images flooded my head: Marcus unbuttoning his shirt, Marcus’s cock heavy against my tongue, Marcus groaning when he emptied inside me.

I swallowed hard. “He’s… intense.”

“Intense?” Mom laughed. “That sounds scary.”

“No, not scary. Just… he knows what he wants. And he doesn’t waste time.”

Dad chuckled. “That’s how those billionaire types are, I suppose. Always moving a mile a minute.”

“Yeah.” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat quickly. “Something like that.”

Mom’s voice warmed again. “Do you like it there, though? Are you happy?”

I pressed my free hand to my stomach, still sore from Marcus’s grip at the table earlier, still remembering the way his eyes had lit when he defended me in front of everyone.

“Yes,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

They both laughed lightly, proud, reassured.

We talked for a few more minutes — about Dad’s golf game, about Mom’s new garden project. I gave them pieces of my life that were safe, clean, nothing like the reality pulsing under my skin.

By the time we hung up, I lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

They thought I was working hard. Climbing the ladder. Proving myself in some polished, respectable way.

And part of that was true.

But the other part — the part where I’d spent my afternoon on my knees swallowing my boss’s cum, where tomorrow I’d sit beside him in the back of a car with a driver inches away — that was mine alone.

I covered my face with my hands, groaning into the quiet. “What the hell are you doing, Emma?”

But the truth was, I already knew.

I was doing exactly what I wanted.


In Transit


The black sedan idled at the curb, its tinted windows gleaming in the morning sun. My pulse thundered in my ears as I smoothed my skirt and approached, notebook tucked under my arm. The driver opened the rear door, his face neutral, but I still flushed as I slid into the backseat.

Marcus was already there. Dark suit, tie sharp, sunglasses hooked at the open collar of his shirt. He looked like sin dressed for a boardroom.

“Morning,” he said, voice smooth, amused.

“Morning,” I managed, though my voice trembled.

The door shut behind me. The car pulled smoothly into traffic, city rising around us.

For a few minutes, silence hung. I kept my hands tight around my notebook, staring out the window, trying to remember that this was supposed to be professional. That I was here to take notes, to learn.

But Marcus didn’t let silence last.

“You’re nervous,” he said simply.

I glanced at him. “I just… I don’t want to embarrass you.”

One corner of his lips lifted in that knowing way of his. “Emma. You couldn’t. Not with me.”

The way he said it — steady, certain — made my pulse skip.

Then his hand slid across the leather seat, warm against my thigh.

I sucked in a breath, turning toward him, my protests evaporating when his eyes caught mine. Dark. Hungry. Certain.

“Come here,” he murmured.

I didn’t think. I leaned in, and his mouth was on mine.

His lips collided with mine, demanding and fierce, as his fingers traced a burning path up my inner thigh. The notebook slipped from my grasp, hitting the car floor with a soft thud that I barely registered through the roaring in my ears as I clutched desperately at his lapels.

“You’ve been thinking about this since yesterday,” he muttered against my lips. “Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered, shame and need tangling. “I couldn’t stop.”

“Good.” His mouth claimed mine again, his tongue plunging, his teeth nipping at my lower lip until I whimpered.

The car rocked gently beneath us, the hum of traffic outside, the driver silent but right there. My body burned at the risk, at the certainty he didn’t care if we were overheard.

His fingers found their way beneath my skirt, seeking the warmth beneath cotton already damp with desire. I buried my face against his shoulder, teeth sinking into wool to trap the sound threatening to escape my throat.

"So ready for me," he murmured, his touch slipping past the damp barrier of silk, finding the heat beneath. "Do you want me to fuck you right here, with the driver listening?"

My head tipped back, a moan breaking free before I could stop it. “Yes—please—”

His chuckle was dark, filthy. “Climb on.”

I froze, wide-eyed. “Here?”

"Right here," he commanded, already freeing himself from his slacks, his arousal evident and imposing. "Prove to me this isn't just talk."

Desire overrode reason, my limbs moving of their own accord. I straddled his lap, knees sinking into the leather seat, my skirt bunched high around my hips. His cock brushed against me, hot and rigid, and I nearly came from the friction alone.

He grabbed my ass, guiding me down slow. The stretch made me cry out, muffled against his mouth as he kissed me through it.

“Take it all,” he rasped, hands tight on my hips. “Ride me, Emma. Let him hear how good I fuck you.”

I started to move, slow at first, then harder, my thighs burning as I rose and fell, his cock splitting me open with every thrust. The car’s suspension jolted with the rhythm, the sound of wet skin and broken moans filling the space.

Marcus groaned, biting at my throat. “Fuck, look at you. Taking my cock like it's what you were born to do."

I clung to his shoulders, kissing him hard, desperate, my tongue tangling with his as the heat built sharp and fast. His fingers found my clit, rubbing ruthlessly, and I shattered with a cry, my body clenching around him.

He moaned, his grip bruising on my hips, thrusting up into me harder, faster. “That’s it. Milk my cock. Make me come inside you before we pull up.”

The car slowed, the hum of traffic changing as we neared our destination.

His fingers dug into my hips as his body went rigid beneath me, a guttural sound tearing from his throat as he pulled me flush against him, his release pulsing in hot waves that I could feel spreading through my core.

I collapsed against his chest, panting, sweat dampening my skin, my heart still racing as the car rolled to a smooth stop.

The driver’s voice came calm, unaffected. “We’ve arrived, sir.”

Marcus smirked, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Perfect timing.”

The driver’s calm voice jolted me back to reality. My heart still thundered, my thighs quivered around Marcus’s lap, and his cum was already sliding hot between my legs.

Marcus didn’t move. His hands stayed heavy on my hips, holding me down on him for another breath, his cock still pulsing inside me. His mouth brushed my ear. “Don’t rush.”

I whimpered softly, clutching his jacket. “Marcus, I—”

“Shh.” He pressed a kiss to the side of my neck, then finally lifted me off him, his cock slipping free with a wet sound that made me flush all over again.

I scrambled to adjust my skirt, tugging it down frantically, but it was useless — the fabric clung, wrinkled, bunched. My panties were still shoved aside, sticky and damp.

Marcus, meanwhile, tucked himself away with slow, calm precision, like he hadn’t just fucked me raw in the back of a moving car. He smoothed his tie, fastened his cuff, and leaned back with that faint, infuriating smirk.

“You’re a mess,” he said simply, his eyes dragging down my flushed face, my puffy lips, my trembling thighs.

"There's no way I can go in looking like—" I gestured frantically at my disheveled state, my voice a desperate whisper.

“Yes, you can.” He reached over, brushing his thumb across my lower lip where a faint smear of lipstick still clung. “You’ll keep your chin high and act like nothing happened.”

“But—”

He caught my jaw in his hand, forcing me to meet his gaze. “Emma. You’re fine. No one will know but us.”

His command left me dizzy with contradiction—mortified yet aroused, my heartbeat thundering in my ears while heat pooled between my thighs.

The driver opened the rear door, standing stiff and professional. I couldn’t meet his eyes. I grabbed my notebook from the floor, clutching it against my chest as Marcus slid out first, tall and composed, every inch the billionaire businessman.

He didn’t look rumpled. He didn’t look fucked. He looked perfect.

I stepped out after him, my legs shaky in my heels, the cool air hitting my still-damp skin under my skirt. I was certain everyone could see it, smell it, know.

Marcus placed a steadying hand at the small of my back as we walked toward the glass doors of the building. “Relax,” he murmured, just for me. “You’re glowing. Let them wonder why.”

My cheeks burned hotter.

Inside, polished marble gleamed, assistants hustled, and voices echoed. We were led toward the conference room, Marcus striding easily beside me. I forced my steps steady, clutching my notebook so hard the edges bent.

Every time I shifted my weight, I felt it — the sticky warmth between my thighs, his cum still inside me.

I wanted to die of embarrassment.

And yet, twisted deep inside, I wanted to grin.

Because no one else knew. No one else could see what he’d just done to me in the back of that car. No one else would ever know the way his cock had stretched me open, the way his cum still dripped down my thighs while I walked beside him like his professional designer.

Marcus leaned down slightly, his voice a rasp in my ear as we reached the boardroom doors. “Be good, Emma. Sit pretty, take notes, and remember exactly who’s inside you.”

I bit my lip hard, my face flaming, my pulse spiking so hard I could barely breathe.

The doors opened. A room full of executives turned toward us. Marcus strode in like he owned the air itself.

And I followed, head high, my secret burning in every step.

The boardroom was sleek and cold, all glass and steel, the kind of place where voices dropped into polite tones and everyone tried to look more powerful than the person beside them.

I sat near the end of the long table, notebook open, pen poised. My heart was still racing, my thighs sticky, my core aching with the reminder of what Marcus had done to me in the backseat minutes earlier.

Investors filed in — gray suits, gold watches, careful smiles. They nodded to Marcus, murmured greetings. He returned them with his usual calm authority, sliding into the head chair like he owned the room. Which he did.

I tried to breathe evenly, to focus on the spreadsheets projected on the screen, the numbers the finance team rattled off. But every shift of my legs reminded me of the mess between them. His cum still inside me.

And Marcus knew it.

Halfway through a presentation, his hand slid under the table.

I froze, my pen stuttering across the page.

His fingers found the bare skin of my thigh, just above my stockings. He stroked idly, deceptively gentle, before sliding higher. My lungs locked.

Please, not here—

But he didn’t care. He pushed my skirt up, slow, deliberate, until his knuckles brushed my damp heat. I bit the inside of my cheek, staring down at my notes as if the world hadn’t just tilted sideways.

His finger traced through our mingled arousal, collecting the evidence of what we'd done, then painted it in a slow, deliberate stroke across my bare skin.

His cum.

I nearly dropped my pen, my whole body trembling.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, his other hand on the table as if he were fully engaged in the discussion. Only I knew what he was doing. Only I felt the filthy circle his finger traced on my skin, spreading the evidence of what he’d done to me.

I couldn’t look at him. If I did, I’d break.

So I kept my eyes on the charts, my pen scratching gibberish, my pulse loud in my ears. My thighs clenched helplessly, though it only pressed me harder against his touch.

He stopped suddenly, withdrawing his hand, leaving the heat behind. I exhaled too quickly, my chest heaving.

He glanced at me then, just a flick of his eyes. Smug. Knowing.

I wanted to sink through the floor.

But beneath the shame, a forbidden pleasure unfurled: the thrill of it. Sitting there in front of half a dozen investors, ink bleeding across my page while his cum glistened on my skin. No one else knew. No one else would ever know.

The meeting droned on. Marcus asked pointed questions, nodded at answers, and steered the conversation back when it drifted. He was calm, commanding, untouchable.

And the whole time, I sat beside him with my thighs trembling, marked and ruined under the table.

By the time the meeting adjourned, my notebook was a mess of half-formed sentences and shaky lines. I gathered my things with clumsy hands, avoiding everyone’s eyes.

Marcus stood easily, buttoning his jacket, already discussing follow-ups with an investor as if nothing had happened.

I followed him out, my legs shaky, my core still wet with him.

The sedan waited at the curb, driver standing by the open door. Marcus strode ahead of me, crisp and unshaken, while I trailed a step behind. My thighs still trembled, my core sticky with his cum. Every step reminded me of what he’d done to me in that boardroom, how he’d marked me while half a dozen investors discussed numbers like nothing was happening.

I slid into the backseat, smoothing my skirt over my lap. Marcus followed, settling beside me, calm and composed as if the meeting had been nothing more than routine.

The car eased into traffic. For a long moment, silence stretched.

I couldn’t take it. “You—” My voice cracked. I tried again. “You touched me in front of everyone.”

His smiled faintly. “No one saw.”

“That doesn’t make it better,” I whispered fiercely, heat flooding my face.

“It makes it perfect,” he said smoothly, leaning back in his seat. “They’ll remember your nervous little notes, not the fact that you were dripping with me under the table.”

I clenched my legs together, heat crawling up my neck and flooding my cheeks.

“You’re insane,” I muttered, though my pulse betrayed me, racing faster with every second.

He smirked. “Maybe. But you loved it.”

I opened my mouth to protest, then shut it again. He was right. I hated how right he was.

The city blurred past the windows. I forced my gaze away from him, focusing on the streets, the people outside, anything but the smug heat in his eyes.

But then his hand slid onto my thigh again, casual, possessive. “Tomorrow, you’ll come back in like nothing happened. You’ll sit at your desk, do your work, and walk past Vanessa every day with that glow on your face.”

My stomach flipped. “She’s going to hate me.”

“She already does,” Marcus said calmly. “She’s hated you since the second she realized you had what she never would.”

I bit my lip. “She won’t stop.”

He chuckled low. “She doesn’t need to. Let her glare. Let her call you names under her breath. It won’t change the fact that she’ll sit there every day knowing you’re the one who gets fucked in my office, in my car, wherever I want.”

Something wild fluttered beneath my ribs—half humiliation, half terrible triumph.

Marcus tilted his head, watching me. “That’s power, Emma. Not hers. Yours.”

I swallowed hard, clutching my notebook tighter. “I don’t feel powerful.”

“You will,” he said simply.

The car rolled to a stop outside the office. The driver stepped out, opening the door with his usual blank expression. Marcus didn’t move right away, just let his hand trail from my thigh to my knee, a small, final touch that left me buzzing.

Then he slid out smoothly, buttoning his jacket, unbothered. I followed, my legs shaky but my chin a little higher.

Because he was right.

Vanessa would hate me.

But she couldn’t touch me.

And I wasn’t going anywhere.


Epilogue


The penthouse was quiet when I led her inside. Floor-to-ceiling glass framed the city below, lights pulsing like veins in the dark. My home. My fortress.

Emma trailed a step behind, clutching her bag, her wide eyes taking in the space like she’d stepped into another world, which she had.

“Sit down,” I told her, gesturing to the leather sofa.

She obeyed instantly, lowering herself onto the cushions, her skirt riding higher over her thighs. My cock stirred at the sight, but I forced myself to focus.

I crossed to the desk in the corner, opened a drawer, and pulled out the folder I’d had waiting for days. I carried it back, setting it on the table in front of her.

Her brows furrowed. “What’s this?”

“Your future,” I said simply.

She blinked, lifting the folder. Inside: a contract. Hale Developments letterhead. Terms outlined in neat, legal language.

“Exclusive interior design consultant,” I explained, sinking into the chair across from her. “Full-time. Your salary is three times what anyone your age would typically be offered. Plus expenses, travel, and access to every project I want you on.”

Her lips parted. “Marcus, I—this is—”

“It’s yours.” I leaned forward, bracing my forearms on my thighs. “If you want it.”

She looked up at me, eyes wide. “And if I don’t?”

I smirked faintly. "No pressure. It's yours if you want it. If not, we keep the work clean."

Her cheeks flushed, her fingers trembling as she flipped through the pages. She read every line, asked two questions, and then nodded in response. She knew exactly what it meant: security, success, power. But also me. Always me.

I watched her chest rise and fall, watched the war play out across her face — nerves, desire, guilt, hunger.

Finally she whispered, “Yes.”

"Independent Contractor through Grey Properties. Different Manager."

This stands even if we don’t, no performance ties."

"Good," she says. "I'm saying yes to the work, and yes to you, because I want to."

I took the folder from her hands and set it aside. “Good girl.”

Relief and pride flashed in her eyes, and that was all it took for my restraint to snap.

I stood, pulling her up with me, and pushed her gently back onto the sofa. She gasped as I spread her thighs and sank to my knees in front of her.

Her breath caught. “Marcus—”

“Shut up,” I muttered softly, hooking my fingers into her panties and dragging them down her legs. “This isn’t business anymore.”

Her skin was warm, soft, trembling under my palms. I slid my hands up, pushing her skirt higher, baring her completely. Her pussy glistened, still tender from the day’s use, swollen and begging for my mouth.

I lowered my head, inhaling the sweet, heady scent of her arousal.

And then I tasted her.

***

The first flick of his tongue stole the breath from my lungs.

My head tipped back against the cushions, my fingers clutching at the leather as heat shot through me.

Marcus Hale, billionaire, tycoon, ruthless in every room I’d ever seen him in, was on his knees, eating me like I was the only thing in the world that mattered.

I gasped, thighs trembling as his tongue licked deeper, stroking through my folds, circling my clit with ruthless precision. He groaned into me like I was his favorite meal, and the sound made me cry out, my back arching.

“Marcus—oh God—”

His hands pinned my hips, holding me down, forcing me to take every stroke of his tongue. He was relentless, steady, and focused, just as he handled contracts and deals. No hesitation. No mercy.

Every flick, every swirl built higher, tighter, until my body was shaking. I tangled my fingers in his hair, helpless, dragging him closer even as I writhed against his mouth.

The city lights glowed beyond the glass, but my world had narrowed to this. To him. To us.

I thought of my parents, proud of my “career.” Of Maya, always warning me about mistakes. Of Vanessa, seething every time I walked past her desk.

And then I thought of this — of the contract with my name on it, the penthouse at my back, his tongue driving me closer to the edge.

"I was twenty-one and very sure of what I wanted."

"I chose Marcus, in every way that mattered."

Shame should’ve burned me alive. But it didn’t.

Instead, pride did.

Because I had what no one else had.

The pressure broke sharply and brutally, my orgasm tearing through me as I screamed his name, my body clenching, spilling, collapsing against the cushions. He didn’t stop. He licked me through it, tongue stroking every wave until I was sobbing, laughing, gasping for air.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth glistened, his eyes dark and hungry. He smirked, dragging his thumb across his lower lip.

“You taste like trouble."

I laughed breathlessly, tears streaking my cheeks, my body boneless.

And in that moment, I knew.

This was insane. Dangerous. A game I shouldn’t even be playing.

But it was also perfect.

My job. My contract. My billionaire. My life.

I closed my eyes, still trembling, still glowing, and thought:

I have the perfect life.

Marcus brushed his lips against my thigh one last time before rising, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His tie was crooked, his grin unapologetic.

“I should clean up,” he said, adjusting his cufflinks. “I’ve got a fundraiser tonight. Damian Ward asked me to back Harrington’s campaign. You’ll come with me, won’t you?”
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