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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen years of age and consenting adults. This book features explicit content, kinks, and themes that may be triggering to some, including: bdsm, bondage, wax play, breathplay, reverse age gap, unequal power dynamics in the workplace, femdom, dominant female, submissive male, and scenes with physical hurt (caused by an object).

If you are uncomfortable with these kinks/themes, DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.


ONE


Magnus

I walk into the office at eight on the dot, coffee in one hand, boredom in the other. The open floor breathes that fresh plastic smell of new binders and carpet cleaner. Monitors blink awake. Phones blink red. People blink out of my way.

She is already at her desk.

My boss Gabriella Alvarez sits like a statue carved out of discipline. Dark hair in a smooth bun, lipstick precise, legs crossed, pencil skirt hugging a body that has no business existing in a building full of spreadsheets. Her gaze skims the floor, cataloging everything that isn’t where it should be. Then it lands on me.

“Good morning, Mr. Eiriksen.” Her voice is low, controlled, the kind of tone that files down rough edges. “Bring the crate by the door to my desk.”

I don’t look at the crate. I look at her mouth. Then I look at the crate so I don’t stare at her mouth like an idiot.

“It’s not part of my job,” I say. “You can get it.” The words come out flat and gruff. I don’t soften them. I’m thirty-five, and set in my ways.

A few heads lift over cubicle walls, curious and terrified. No one talks to her like that. Except me. Old habit. I learned a long time ago to meet authority with a straight spine.

She doesn’t blink. “It is part of your job when I say it is. Bring the crate.”

“No. I don’t have time. I have to finish the estimates before noon.”

For a breath, the office goes quiet. We watch each other across ten feet of rug and good lighting. There’s heat in my chest and static under my skin. I slept with someone last night and it didn’t take. Maybe that’s why I’m pricklier than usual this morning. The girl had a pretty face and liked to be choked and told what to do. I did it. She shook and cried out and thanked me twice. I went home, showered, stared at the ceiling, and felt nothing but the hollow thud of another box checked.

I want something else. I don’t know how to ask for it. I don’t even know how to look for it without feeling stupid.

“Fine,” Gabriella says.

She stands. The movement is clean and economical, all certainty and line. She crosses the floor, heels tapping, hips precise, and bends to grip the crate.

I know I should take it from her. I don’t. I watch.

Her skirt stretches over a round, perfect ass. No forty-year-old woman should be that sexy. She must put in hours at the gym to have those glutes and thick thighs. Her high heels add a touch of sexual allure to her otherwise pain, corporate outfit.

She lifts the crate without a sound and carries the weight like it’s nothing.

I swallow heat and hate myself a little.

She sets the crate on her desk, opens it, starts sorting. Papers slide and stack under her hands. Her nails are sharp like claws. I imagine them raking over my naked back, leaving marks. A shiver trembles through me. She doesn’t look at me again. I take my seat and pretend to open an email.

Dennis, my coworker, drifts past, whispering, “Dude.”

I keep my eyes on the screen. “What.”

“You’re suicidal.”

“Go to your desk.”

He goes. I click the mouse at nothing. I smell Gabriella’s perfume, something cool and citrus that cuts the room in clean lines. It makes me want to stand straighter. It makes me want to kneel. It makes me angry that I want either thing.

I was in the military for a decade before I decided to quit for the security and bigger paychecks of corporate America. I used to give the orders. The real kind. The kind that decide whether men go home or don’t. I trained my voice to be steady and my face to be empty. I got good at it. Too good. Now people move when I speak, and sex has turned into another version of that. I push. She yields. I direct. She obeys. But at the end of it all, I feel like I’m pretending, acting like someone I don’t want to be.

When I left the military, I hoped for a different life. I wanted to be someone different, someone who doesn’t have to act macho and strong all the time. But old habits die hard. I still don’t know how to slip out of this alpha male avatar that has clung to me for years.

“Suzie, can you photocopy this?” Gabriella’s voice has that cultured, Ivy-league tone to it. She went to Harvard, after all. She’s like the perfect woman.

Gabriella’s mouth is screwed in that unimpressed frown as she goes through the papers. I know she has a meeting with one of our contractors in the afternoon, and I’m supposed to be writing estimates for our order.

I clack the keys on my keyboard, but my mind is elsewhere.

It’s on my boss. The sunlight from the floor-to-ceiling windows skims Gabriella’s face. Her skin is tanned, a beautiful shade of brown that makes me itch to want to put my hands on her. I’m pale as a sheet of paper, with light blonde hair and light blue eyes. With my bulky, muscular frame and 6’4 body, I look like a Viking, thanks to my Nordic heritage.

I intimidate half the people on this floor. She does, too, but it’s not because she’s built like a wall.

Her face is classically beautiful, like one of those old Hollywood actresses. Big eyes. Thick lashes. Lips that are lush, but not Kylie Jenner level plump. Her makeup is subtle, but it highlights those dark, mysterious eyes. She’s so beautiful, she makes people tongue-tied. With her Harvard degree and low tolerance for disrespect and misogyny, she is the epitome of the hard-nosed corporate career woman.

“You’ve been staring at her for a while.” Dennis, whose cubicle happens to be right next to mine, raises his eyebrows at me.

“I’m not staring at her. I’m staring out of the window, waiting for lunchtime. She just happens to sit right in front of the window.” The lie slips out of me easily.

“Dude, I’ve been married for six years,” Dennis says. “I know what lust looks like.”

“Shut up, Dennis. Mind your own business.”

With a sigh, I blink at the ceiling. Why the hell am I fantasizing about my older, unattainable boss?

I’m hot. I have a great body. I have no problem getting laid, and absolutely no problem giving women rough, filthy sex that leads to multiple orgasms.

But it’s getting repetitive. I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to have someone to please. Someone who would demand things from me, instead of trying to please me. To be punished and flogged.

I’ve never been into hardcore BDSM. But these days, as my dissatisfaction with my sex life grows, I find myself considering other options.

My gaze drifts to Gabriella, who is bent over, putting the crate on the floor next to her table. Fuck, she’s gorgeous. Older. Off-limits. More authoritative. My boss. Everything about her tickles the right parts of my psyche.

If I stare at my boss’s ass one more time, she’s going to sue me for sexual harassment.

I drag my focus back to the computer, staring at the estimate for the latest mall that our company is building in Ohio.

“Mr. Eiriksen,” Gabriella says without looking up. Her voice snaps me out of my overthinking. “We are meeting the Calhoun Group at ten. Your estimate needs to be printed and tabbed. Ten sets. You have twenty minutes.”

The authority and command in her voice rakes down my spine like an icy hand. Fuck. She looks hot telling me what to do. And I need to drag my head out of the gutter ASAP if we’re to make the Calhoun meeting on time.

I stand. “You’ll have it.”

“I will.”

I pull the file, run the numbers one more time, print, collate, punch, tab. She moves around me once, silent, reading over a page as it comes from the printer. The scent of her lotion hits my nose. I keep my hands steady. When she steps closer, warmth folds around me like she’s a small sun. I don’t look. If I look, I’ll stare. If I stare, she’ll cut me in half with one sentence, and I’ll like it.

“Hurry,” she says softly.

“Yes, ma’am.” It slips out. I hear it like a dropped coin in an empty room.

Her head tilts. I don’t look up. I staple the last set and stack them.

She takes the stack for herself and gives me the rest. That’s the first touch. Her knuckles brush mine. I feel a spark from the contact. It goes all the way down, right to my toes. I curl them inside my shoes.

“Elevator,” she says. “We have to go now.”

We walk. I’m an inch behind her, then even, then a step ahead to hold the door. She doesn’t thank me.

In the elevator, I catch our reflection in the mirrored panel. I look like a bouncer someone dressed in slacks. Blonde hair. Pale eyes. Shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows because I run hot and long sleeves feel like cuffs I didn’t choose.

Gabriella’s gaze snags on me. And there’s a furrow between her eyebrows. I’ve displeased her, and this time, I don’t know why. She looks at me like I’m a problem to be solved.

“Your sleeves are rolled up.” She closes her eyes, exasperated. “Unacceptable for a client meeting. And you need a tie.”

“I don’t own a tie.”

She gives me one of her small, surgical frowns. “Everyone owns a tie.”

“I didn’t go to Harvard.” It comes out harsher than I mean it. “I missed that seminar.”

Her mouth tightens. She’s wearing brown lipstick today. I wonder how much hotter that irritated mouth would look in red lipstick. She never wears red to work, though. Only brown and nude colors.

Her hand presses against the elevator doors that are starting to close. I can feel Dennis laughing in my head, telling me I’ll get fired if I keep pushing Gabriella. But I like pushing her. I want to know how she’ll react. How she’ll discipline me.

Gabriella exhales, short and quiet. “Stay here.”

She steps out, heels fast on the tile, crosses the lobby to her office, returns in less than a minute with a slim navy tie and a look that says she has already scheduled the rest of my life. She waits until the doors close again before speaking.

“Turn around,” she says.

“I can put on a tie.”

“I’m aware. Turn around.”

I do. The word slides into me and settles. She steps closer, reaches up, and sets the silk at my collar. Her fingers brush my throat. Warmth flares where skin meets skin. I hold very, very still. She flips the tail, measures, crosses, tightens, smooths the knot with a practiced pull. When her sharp nails graze the side of my throat, blood rushes to my cock. I’m aroused, and it’s the worst time to be. The rustle of the fabric feels too soft compared to the maddening jerks of my heart. I can hear nothing but my heartbeat. I wonder if she can feel it, too, though her fingers.

But she seems to be more focused on the tie than my pulse rate.

Gabriella is not nurturing. She is not gentle. She is efficient and exact. I feel taken care of anyway, and the realization heats my chest like a slow pour of whiskey. Nobody has ever tied a tie for me. It feels strangely intimate.

“Why do you have a spare tie?” I ask, straightening.

“I bought it for you.”

I blink. “For me.”

“Yes. I knew you would be a problem when we inevitably had to meet clients. Solving problems is part of my job.” She snugs the knot up, close against my throat, and looks into my eyes for one sharp second. “Stop rolling your sleeves.”

I unroll them without thinking. She watches me button the cuffs like a school principal checking a tardy student’s uniform. The elevator doors open. We step into the garage. Rows upon rows of cars are neatly parked. I don’t know what car Gabriella drives but we stop in front of a gray Mercedes-Benz sedan.

It suits her. Sophisticated, high-class, expensive, and efficient.

She takes out the keys and I reach for it, grabbing them from her palm.

“I’ll drive.”

Her throat tightens, the muscles poking through skin. “I prefer to drive.”

“I’ll drive,” I repeat. “My route is faster.”

She looks at me like I’m a stubborn dog. “We have a set arrival time, not a race. Give me the keys.”

I hold her gaze. The stubborn dog digs in. “You can navigate. You’re the boss. Use the time to prepare for the presentation.”

Her mouth tightens, then smooths. “Fine. But if you scratch my car, I’ll make you pay.”

Her petty threat makes my mouth quirk up in a half-smile. She’s a sore loser.

She gets in like she’s entering a meeting room she intends to dominate. I start the engine. The cabin fills with low bass and the faint scent of leather. She buckles her seat belt and opens the folder on her lap.

We slide into a pocket of silence that doesn’t feel empty. She flips through pages, marks a line with a neat stroke, and asks three questions about the estimate without looking up. I answer, my voice smoother now, calmer. With her sitting there, precise and cold, I can almost hear the click of an invisible collar around my throat. I fight the image. I fail. My hands feel too big on the wheel. My body remembers last night, the girl’s fingers digging into my forearms while she begged and obeyed. It had been easy in the way things are easy when you don’t care about the outcome.

This doesn’t feel easy. This feels like a cliff.

“You are quiet,” she says.

“Thinking.”

“About the client, I hope.”

“Sure.”

Her eyes flick to mine. “That sounds like a lie.”

“Maybe it is.”

She considers that, not amused, not angry, just taking in data. “You will not speak in the first ten minutes of the meeting unless I ask you to. You will observe. When I bring you in, you will be precise and brief. Is that clear?”

My jaw tightens. The word yes sits on my tongue, heavy and unfamiliar. I don’t like being told when to speak. I don’t like being told, period. I also like the way my pulse jumps when she draws boundaries like lines on a map I want to cross.

“Clear,” I say.

“Good.”

We hit a red light. She reaches over me without warning and straightens the tie, fingers quick at my throat before retreating to her side like the touch never happened. My skin buzzes in the wake of her hand.

Her slender fingers are both beautiful and dangerous. A sizzle of heat pricks my groin. I grit my teeth. This woman was born to be a domme, but with her reserved, ice queen persona, I doubt she even has a sex life.

“Why me,” I ask.

She doesn’t pretend not to understand. “Because you know the numbers, and Dennis messed up the last time he came with me.”

A commonsense reason. My heart deflates a little, but then, what did I expect?

“You don’t like the way I look,” I protest, just because I’m fizzing with restless energy and verbally crossing swords with her relieves the tight ache that seems to have taken up permanent residence in my chest.

She crosses one leg over another. Her skirt rides up, revealing a peek of her golden thighs. My mouth goes dry. I struggle to swallow.

“It is not about what I like,” she mumbles.

We’re alone inside the car. Awareness envelops me like a thick blanket.

I’m aware of my size next to her quiet precision. Aware of how easily she decides things for other people and how naturally I push back. Aware of the heat that runs through me when she takes five seconds to tie a knot that tightens every time I swallow.

She rubs her eyes, yawning as I turn. Up close, her skin is perfect and her makeup is flawless, but her eyes are red. She probably stayed up working last night, and didn’t sleep. She’s such a workaholic.

A tenderness I don’t recognize presses against my belly. My fingers want to slide across her smooth cheeks. I want her head resting on my shoulders. I want to make her feel better. I want to make her lower her guard. I want to be useful to her.

Something behind my ribs loosens and burns at the same time. I imagine what it would take to make her really tired. Not in the way people mean when they talk about work. In the way that leaves a body warm and shaking and satisfied.

I grip the wheel harder. We pull into the garage under the Calhoun building. I park clean. She checks the time and nods once.

“Two minutes early,” she says.

“Because my route is faster.”

“Because I planned for your stubbornness.” She opens her door. “Bring the sets.”

The meeting goes well. It ends earlier than anticipated, and Gabriella seems pleased by the results. The drive back to the office is short and uneventful. There’s no playful banter because this time, she presses her head against the window and falls asleep.

I spend far too much time staring at her sleeping face. She looks dominant even when she sleeps, but also vulnerable in a way that makes me want to hug her.

I shake the useless thought from my head by the time we make it back to the office. She goes to the cafeteria, but I brought lunch from home. Dennis is eating at the desk beside mine, talking to his wife.

He hangs up when he sees me.

Dennis wipes his mouth with a napkin and eyes me like he is about to sell me a timeshare.

“You look less murderous than usual,” he says. “Good meeting?”

“Fine.”

“Good. I have something for you.” He digs in his backpack and pulls out a black envelope that looks like it belongs at a billionaire’s wedding. He taps it against the desk, then slides it toward me. “Merry Christmas.”

“I do not do Secret Santa.”

“It is not Secret Santa. Open it.”

I break the wax seal. Inside sits a heavy, matte-black card with silver lettering. The logo is a single crown and a discreet address. No photos. No slogans. Just a name. The Hothouse.

“What is this,” I ask.

“A club.”

“What kind of club.”

“The kind where you can be free.” He grins, then lowers his voice. “Private. Invitation only. You do not find it unless they want you to. They have a vetting process. There are rules. Consent, paperwork, quiet doors. You show up with this pass, and they let you in for a month.”

I flip the card. My thumb drags across raised ink. I do not know why the paper feels like a decision.

“You’re trying to sell me a sex club? I don’t need that,” I say.

“It is a, you know, lifestyle place. Different rooms. Different tastes. Some people watch. Some people play. Some just talk.” He points at the fine print. “They cater to everything. Soft and slow, hard and strict, ropes, discipline, praise. I heard they have a whole floor for female tops if that is your thing.”

My chest tightens. I keep my face quiet. “Female tops.”

“Dommes,” he says. “Women who lead. Women who like men who follow. I know big guys like you have pride and a complex. I am not judging. This is a safe place for all that.”

He says it casually, but he is watching me. My mouth is dry. I set the card on the desk because my hand is suddenly too warm.

“You think I need this?”

“You spend far too much time staring at our boss.” There’s a knowing glint in his eyes that unnerves me. I can’t believe I’m so obvious that even Dennis, a bald, middle-aged guy with two kids and a boring sex life, thinks I need a domme. “You spent last Christmas alone. You told me your parents did not call.” He says it like a fact he kept in his pocket for a day like this. “You do not talk to your family. You do not date.”

“I am not lonely.”

“Sure.”

I stare at the card so I do not stare at Gabriella’s closed office door. The crown glints. There is a list of rules on the back. Confidentiality. No drugs. No photos. Safewords. Etiquette. It reads like a manual written by someone who has seen what happens when people confuse fantasy with chaos.

Dennis unwraps a protein bar and keeps going. “My wife’s friend works the front desk. They comped her a month for a referral, and she passed it to us. We do not need it. I thought of you. I am not trying to be weird. Take the pass, go see what the world looks like when the lights are lower and people are honest about what they want.”

Honest. I think of last night. The girl’s pretty mouth saying ‘please’ because she thought it turned me on. I think of a different please. One that would feel like it had weight. One that would feel like a door opening. I hate that my pulse speeds up.

“I am not into whips and chains,” I lie.

“You are six four and built like a linebacker. Nobody is chaining you to anything you do not want. That is the point. Choice.” He leans back. “I heard they do screenings. You go in, you talk to someone, you pick your comfort level. Maybe you do nothing. Maybe you sit and watch. Maybe you meet someone who knows how to talk to a guy who never shuts his mouth unless he has a reason.”

I close the envelope and slide it back. Dennis pushes it to me again with one finger.

“Do not be alone again this year,” he says. “It is Christmas next week. Go out. Eat good food. Watch weird rich people play adult games. Or do nothing and drink at the bar. It is nice. Leather chairs. No one bothers you unless you want them to. And if you hate it, throw the pass away.”

The card is heavy in my hand. I tuck it into my drawer, then take it back out and put it in my jacket. I do not like the idea that anyone can guess what churns in my head.

I like it even less that he might be right.


TWO


Magnus

Lonely Christmas rolls around before I can fully prepare myself.

I never bother with a Christmas tree. Or lights. Or a wreath. My apartment looks like a hotel room that forgot how to be festive.

I try to read. I try to cook. I end up pacing. The pass Dennis gave me sits in my jacket like a small engine. I think of Gabriella at her desk, glasses on, hair up, a laptop open in some snazzy apartment with neat stacks of paper and a view that costs money. She would work through holidays and call it balance.

I’m curious about what I’ll find if I go to The Hothouse. Will I find what I’ve always been looking for? A domme who can tame me?

I like strong women, but it’s not easy for me to submit. I’m naturally strong, protective, and rebellious, so I tend to resist commands. That’s why whips and floggers are the only way to make me obey.

I like to be broken, to be beaten into submission. Deep inside, I’m a masochist who longs for a strong woman to put me in my place.

After a restless hour and googling femdom and The Hothouse, I make up my mind. I’ll go there, have a drink, look at what’s on offer, and leave if nothing catches my fancy.

The Hothouse hides behind an unmarked door on a quiet street. Inside, warmth washes over me. Leather. Low music. A lobby that smells like expensive candles and better secrets. The receptionist takes my card with a professional smile, checks my ID, and gives me a calm, complete briefing. Consent. Privacy. House etiquette. How to ask. How to refuse. Where to go if I feel out of my depth. I sign where she points. She clips a small tag to my lapel and waves me in.

The main floor feels like a private hotel carved into shadows. There are velvet chairs and tall mirrors. Elegantly dressed people flit around like they’re at a soiree.

A woman gives quiet instructions to a kneeling man, and he breathes like each word is oxygen. When she touches his jaw, he shivers in a way that feels private even from across the room. Heat stirs low in my gut. Shame threads through it. I don’t look away. I don’t step closer.

I find the bar and nurse a whiskey that tastes like wood and winter. People pass, unbothered. No one stares. No one judges. A man laughs into a woman’s palm. A rope artist coils blue silk with the ease of practice. For a minute, I can breathe.

Then I see her.

Black corset. High heels. Leather gloves that shine like a promise. Gabriella Alvarez walks through the room like the air belongs to her. Calm. Commanding. Breathtaking. She wears a simple black mask, but it does nothing to hide the mouth I have been trying not to watch for weeks. Her gaze slides over bodies and stops on me. In that instant her mask slips, just a fraction, just enough to flash shock and something sharp under it.

My glass is still in my hand, but I could swear I dropped it. I move like a man possessed. I don’t have a plan, or any idea of what I’ll say to her.

But I want to be close to her. To inhale her presence. She looks like every domme fantasy come to life. I want to touch her, taste her, beg her to do horrible things to me until I’m coming apart.

I corner her. She’s 5’9, but she looks so small pressed against the wall with me towering over her.

“Funny meeting you here,” I drawl. “Don’t tell me Dennis gave you a pass, too.”

She grinds her teeth. “I’d hoped we could ignore each other. And no, Dennis didn’t give me a pass. I’ve been a member for years.”

I scoff. “So this is what an ice queen does in her free time. Would never have thought I’d see you in a place like this. Is this how you live out your fantasies of punishing men?”

Her eyebrows knit together. Her hands curl into fists at her side. I notice she’s holding a flogger. It heats my blood. “Watch your tone, Mr. Eiriksen. I’m not ashamed of what I do. But it looks like you are.”

That hits me straight in the chest. A mixture of shame and defiance curls low in my stomach. I hate how vulnerable I feel. It would be so easy to lie, to tell her I like punishing women, too. That I’m as dominant as her.

But wreathed by the cloud of her seductive vanilla and lilly perfume, I lose my mask.

“It’s my first time here,” I admit. “At the club. You’re the only person I know here.”

I place a hand gently on her shoulder. “Mind showing me around?”

“If you need a tour, the receptionist or any of the waiters will be happy to help.” Her mouth falls into a straight line. “Good day to you, Mr. Eriksen.”

“Wait.” I cage her body with mine, not letting her escape.

She glares at me. I do not move. When she reaches for my arm to steer me, I catch her hand without thinking. Her eyes widen at the contact, not fear, just a jolt. Her glove is warm against my palm. My pulse bangs once, hard.

Fury sits neatly under her composure. “Let me go,” she says, voice low and exact. “And you need to leave, too. You are breaking the rules.”

“I am a member,” I say, pulling away to give her space. I’m afraid she’ll leave but she stays. “You can’t order me around here.”

Her chin lifts a fraction. “I can and I will.”

“Not unless I let you.”

Every nerve in my body pulls tight. The tension between us thickens until breathing feels like work. The power struggle between us is as heady as a drug. She’s older than me, more experienced, and this is her world. Yet, I want to make a place for myself in it.

“Do you have someone tonight?” I ask her in a softer voice.

“That’s none of your business.” Her reply is curt.

“What about me? I’m willing to be your submissive. Teach me.”

She coughs like I just made the worst joke of all time. “You? That would hardly be appropriate. We work together. I don’t mix business with pleasure.”

Her words sting, but they don’t kill the spark already burning in the air between us. I lean against the wall, trying to look casual, but my heart beats so loud I can hear it in my ears.

“Why not?” I ask, voice low. “You think I can’t handle it? You think I’d break if you told me to get on my knees?”

Her nostrils flare. “You’ve already broken the first rule—respect. You don’t know the first thing about submission.”

I take a step closer, watching the fine tremor at the edge of her jaw. “Then teach me. You’re always teaching me at work—how to behave, how to dress, how to fix my mistakes. Maybe you can do the same here.”

“This isn’t the office, Magnus,” she says sharply, my name rolling off her tongue like a reprimand. “And I don’t play with people I supervise. It’s unethical. Reckless.”

“I’ll make sure nobody finds out,” I murmur. “No one has to know. What happens here stays here.”

Her eyes flash. “That’s not the point. I’m not risking my career, or yours, because you’ve suddenly decided to explore a fantasy.”

“It’s not sudden,” I say, my voice darkening. I cradle her face in my palms. “You think I haven’t imagined this? You, ordering me to stay still. You, putting me in my place. You’ve been under my skin since the day I met you.”

Her composure flickers for a heartbeat. Her lips part, color rising high on her cheeks, but then she recovers. “You’re projecting, Mr. Eiriksen. Go home.”

I huff out a laugh. “You can pretend you don’t see me, or you can admit you’ve wanted this as much as I have.”

Her mouth opens, then closes. Her face is red now, that perfect calm splintering around the edges. She’s aroused. And so am I. My cock is stiffening even though we’ve exchanged nothing but mere words. She has such a powerful effect on me. I can’t remember the last time I wanted a woman to touch me more, even if that touch is painful. “I don’t⁠—”

“Don’t what?” I press. “Don’t want to? Don’t dare to?”

“Enough.” She turns, meaning to walk away.

I move on instinct. My hand finds her wrist, my body blocking her path. I pin her wrist against the wall. I crowd her like a caveman, like a beast that has been let out of its cage. That’s how I feel. All the nameless desires thrashing around inside me have a purpose now.

I’m shocked by my own behavior. I never act this rough around women, never manhandle them. But there’s something about Gabriella that unleashes the inner wildness in me. She’s not like other women. She’s strong. She can take it. Or at least, that’s what I think.

“I won’t tell anyone,” I reassure her my voice rough with need. “I just want to know what it’s like to kneel for you. To be made to submit with whips and chains. I’ve never been obedient, but I think you can make me obey.”

If she looks into my eyes, she’ll see how desperate I am. I’m raw, exposed, more vulnerable than I’ve ever been as I beg her for the one thing only she can give me—discipline.

Gabriella’s pulse leaps beneath my hand. For a moment, she’s still, staring up at me like she’s weighing the danger. Then her instincts take over. Her features tighten. I see it coming before it happens.

She raises her hand and slaps me across the face—a sharp, ringing crack that turns my head. The sting blooms across my skin. My cheeks feel raw and sore already. I’m certain this will leave a mark.

“Don’t you ever touch me without permission,” she hisses. Her eyes are watery, like she’s surprised at her outburst, too.

The command slices straight through my chest. My breath catches. “Yes, ma’am.”

The words slip out before I can stop them, a reflex more than a choice. Her eyes widen, just slightly, as if the sound of it hits her somewhere deep.

She steps back, reassembling her poise piece by piece. “Leave, Magnus. Now.”

I nod, pulse hammering, but I can’t stop staring at her. At the red imprint of her hand on my cheek. At the faint tremor of her fingers where she hides them behind her back.

I turn and walk away before I say something that’ll destroy us both. But even as I push through the heavy door and out into the cold night, I can still feel her everywhere—the heat of her palm, the scent of her perfume, the echo of her voice. Even our banter replays in my head, making my heart beat faster.

My cock is steel hard. It feels painful to even walk with my erection. Every step creates friction as my boxers rub against the sensitive head of my dick, making the ache worse.

I manage to take the steps away from her through sheer grit. That’s my punishment. I pushed too hard, and Gabriella confirmed what I’ve always feared—that I can’t really be molded into a submissive. I’ve pretended for too long, and now I can’t change my behavior.

I can’t let go of control, even though it’s what I want.


THREE


Gabriella

I can’t face him at the office. When he walks in through the door two days later, I don’t even lift my face to look at him.

I can’t. Not after what happened at the club. We didn’t even do anything and it’s already so awkward.

My pulse kicks every time I hear his voice, that deep rumble that fills the space between us. I keep my eyes glued to my monitor, pretending to review the quarterly report for the third time.

Then Dennis’s voice breaks through the clatter of keyboards.

“What the hell happened to you, man?”

Against my better judgment, I look up.

Magnus is standing by his cubicle, sleeves rolled up, a faint red mark still visible on his cheek. The sight makes my stomach tighten. I didn’t think I’d hit him that hard, but apparently I had.

He shrugs, tone casual. “It’s nothing.”

“Nothing?” Dennis scoffs. “Looks like someone smacked you good. I didn’t think you’d actually get into the hardcore stuff at that club, dude.”

Magnus’s eyes flick toward me for half a second before returning to his screen. “It’s my fault,” he mutters.

I freeze. My fingers tighten on the pen I’m holding until it almost snaps.

Dennis laughs, oblivious. “I told you those dommes don’t mess around. You should’ve started with something light, not gone straight for the advanced course.”

I can’t listen anymore. Guilt prickles at my chest, sharper than I expect. Because the truth is, he’s right.

Magnus isn’t just another man. He’s my employee. My responsibility.

And the look in his eyes when I slapped him—shock, then arousal, then obedience—still plays on repeat in my head.

I glance at him again. He’s typing furiously, jaw set, muscles shifting beneath his shirt like caged energy. I know that look. He’s trying to distract himself. Trying to forget.

I should let him. I should keep this boundary intact, bury the entire night and pretend it never happened.

But my mind refuses to cooperate.

I’ve trained submissives before. Men who were far more experienced, polished, and eager than Magnus. None of them stirred anything in me. I’d guide them, dominate them, care for them, and walk away detached.

But him… he’s chaos in human form. Gruff, untrained, defiant. And there was something in his eyes when he begged me. He’s the type who has too much discipline, and that’s his undoing. He wants me to take away control, to make him the vulnerable, real man he wants to be.

The domme inside me likes the idea of reforming a big, brutish, rough alpha male like him into a sweet, pleading submissive. That’s the sort of thing that tickles my domme instincts.

he’s kind of man who makes you want to tame him just to see if it’s possible.

That mark is my fault, too. In different circumstances, it’d be a mark of possession I left on him to remind him who he belongs to. We didn’t actually play out a scene but the way I acted, and the way he acted afterward, is almost like a half-scene.

And because of that, I know exactly what I owe him. Aftercare.

I stand, grab my purse, and call out, “Mr. Eiriksen.”

Heads turn. He looks up, wary, eyes flicking from my face to the bag in my hand.

“Step outside with me for a moment.”

He hesitates, but for once, he doesn’t argue.

When we reach the hallway, I keep walking past the conference rooms and the elevators until we reach the janitor’s closet tucked at the end of the corridor. I open the door and slip inside, motioning for him to follow.

He frowns but obeys. “What are we doing here?”

“Close the door.”

He does. The light hums faintly above us. The space smells faintly of disinfectant and metal. There’s a single chair in the corner. I sit on it and gesture toward the floor.

“Kneel,” I say quietly. “Put your head on my lap.”

His eyes widen. “Sorry?”

“You heard me.”

He stands frozen for a moment, chest rising and falling like he’s trying to decide if this is real.

“I slapped you out of anger,” I continue. “That was irresponsible. As a domme, I should have ensured you received proper aftercare.”

He blinks. “Aftercare?”

“Yes. It’s what a domme does when she inflicts pain. She takes responsibility for the mark she leaves.” I open my purse and take out a small tin of arnica balm and a vial of aloe and vitamin E gel. They soothe bruises, reduce swelling, and help the skin heal faster.

He kneels slowly. “You carry those around?”

“I always come prepared,” I say.

He hesitates, then lowers his head onto my lap. The weight of him feels strange. Heavy and warm. His hair is soft against the fabric of my skirt, his breath slow and unsteady. My heart betrays me, quickening with every second.

I dip my fingers into the balm and rub it gently over the faint mark on his cheek. The skin is rough beneath my touch, the warmth of it seeping into me.

He exhales, voice low. “I like this.”

“What exactly?” I ask, even though I already know.

“Lying here,” he murmurs. “Being taken care of.”

“Everybody likes aftercare, Magnus.”

He tilts his head slightly, eyes half-lidded. “Have you changed your mind?”

“About what?”

“Being my domme.”

I pause, fingers hovering over his skin. “No.”

“I’ll behave better next time. I promise.”

“I don’t trust your promises.”

He lifts his head, meeting my gaze. There’s sincerity there, raw and unguarded. “Please.”

The word knocks something loose in me. I sigh, setting the tin aside. “One scene,” I whisper. “That’s all. Then you’re on your own.”

His entire expression changes. Relief, excitement, and a flash of something boyish light up his face. “You mean it?”

“Yes.”

He grins, an actual grin that lights up his entire face. It’s disarming. I’ve never seen him smile before. He’s always so controlled, so brooding. Seeing him like this feels like a victory I didn’t plan for.

And it scares me.

Because I’ve never cared about a submissive’s emotions outside of a scene. I’ve never wanted to make anyone happy. I’ve never wanted to see them smile for me.

I can’t afford an emotional entanglement, not with Magnus.

“When our scene is over,” I say firmly, “you’ll forget what you saw at the club. You’ll find someone else to play with.”

His smile falters. “I’d rather stay with you.”

“That’s not an option.”

He hesitates, then nods. “All right. One scene.”

“Good boy,” I whisper before I can stop myself.

His eyes darken, his throat working. “You have no idea what that does to me.”

I stroke his hair, then his face, tracing the faint red mark my hand left. Leaning down, I press a soft kiss to the spot. My mouth loves the rough texture of his skin, the prickly stubble growing on his jaw because he couldn’t shave for two days. “I’m sorry for hitting you.”

He stiffens, breath hitching. “You don’t have to apologize,” he mutters. “I liked it.”

I choke out a laugh. “Of course you did. You’re a masochist.”

He flashes a smile again, this one more honest, and my chest aches. He looks like a puppy when he’s grinning. I never thought a man like Magnus could look cute or make my stomach flutter, but God help me, he does.

“Saturday,” I say, pulling back into the role that protects me. “Seven o’clock. The Hothouse. If you don’t come, I’ll assume you’ve changed your mind.”

He nods, eyes still on me like I’ve become the only thing keeping him breathing.

“Now go,” I whisper. “Before someone sees us.”

He leaves, silent and steady. The door shuts behind him, and I exhale.

My hand lingers in the air where his warmth had been, and for the first time in years, I wonder if I’ve just made a mistake that will ruin us both.


FOUR


Magnus

The Hothouse feels different tonight. Warmer, darker, more alive. My chest hums with something between anticipation and nerves as I step through the door and hand over my coat. The music is slow, the lights low, and the air thick with perfume and tension.

I should not be this excited. I should be terrified of what she has planned for me. But my body hums with the memory of her voice, her slap, the way she said good boy.

I walk deeper into the main lounge, and that is when I see her.

Gabriella Alvarez.

She sits in a velvet armchair like it was built for her. One leg crossed over the other, posture perfect, eyes calm and assessing. The light glints off the black leather of her skintight dress, molded to every elegant curve of her body. The neckline is low, showing a glimpse of golden skin and the smooth rise of her cleavage. Her breasts are full, perfect and so soft that I want to feel them in my palms. I doubt she’d let me, though. But when she does, it’d be so sweet.

She looks sinful. Dangerous. Untouchable.

Then she crooks her finger at me like I’m her pet dog.

The gesture is small but commanding. Her lips curve in a slow smile that sends a current through my veins. She is treating me like her possession, like a slave she has the right to command, and every rational thought screams that it should humiliate me. Instead, I feel drawn to her like a moth to flame.

My boots sound loud on the polished floor as I cross the room. Every head turns, every step amplifies the thud of my heartbeat.

She waits, serene, watching me with those dark eyes that always make me forget who I am supposed to be.

When I stop in front of her, she tilts her head, a faint whiff of vanilla and lilies drifting toward me. My mouth goes dry. I want to devour her. I want to see that calm face twist with pleasure. Yet I also crave the way she controls me, the way her stillness pulls me under.

“On your knees,” she says.

The words cut through me like a pulse. Every instinct screams to resist, to stand tall, to prove I am no man’s toy. But when I breathe her in and see the glint of red lipstick against her tanned skin, my resistance melts away. I kneel, and it feels like the most natural thing in the world.

“Mistress,” I whisper.

A faint smile touches her lips. “That’s better.”

She studies me like a general assessing a soldier. “Tell me, Magnus, what is your tolerance for pain?”

“I won’t complain even if I’m bleeding,” I say, voice rough. “I used to be in the military. I’ve been wounded before. Nothing I can’t take.”

Her eyes flicker with amusement. “I’m not interested in pointless manly posturing. I need to know how much you can take in the bedroom. Do not bore me with your pointless exploits on the battlefield. I don’t care about how many people you’ve saved or what heroic deeds you did for the country.”

The words sting, but not the way I expect. All my life I’ve been around men who have told me that my strength is the only thing I can offer in a relationship. That I’m a desirable man only as long as I’m strong and I can endure pain. The women I sleep with want me for the same reason—because I have the dominance, endurance, and strength that they crave.

My ultra-masculinity has always been the only thing about me that women were attracted to.

But Gabriella is different. She doesn’t want a soldier. She wants a slave. She doesn’t need someone who can endure; she needs someone who will break for her.

It feels freeing to have my masculinity treated as useless and undesirable. Like she’s stripping away the armor I’ve spent years polishing. For the first time, I realize that I don’t want to be the unbreakable man. I want her to make me softer, gentler, more human.

“I can take as much pain as you want to give me,” I answer. “Until my skin is red and peeling.”

Her eyes narrow.

She picks up a riding crop from beside her chair and traces the leather tip slowly across my shoulders and chest. The touch burns and soothes at the same time.

“I like when you’re obedient,” she says quietly.

Then she slaps the crop against my chest. The crack is sharp, and my body jerks.

“Take off your shirt,” she orders.

The sting from the crop is buzzing under my skin like a live wire. I wish for her smooth fingers caressing the spot where she hurt me. Tension sharpens in my groin. How good would it feel to have her stroking that raw, painful spot in my chest, the one she just created? Hurt/comfort is my ultimate fantasy.

“No.” I gnash my teeth. “I want you to touch me. I want you to take it off. I want to feel your fingers on me.”

She sighs, the sound elegant and annoyed. “You’re acting like a touch-starved puppy.”

“I am a touch-starved puppy. That’s where I’m here, kneeling for you,” I say before I can stop myself.

Her expression flickers for a second before she masks it with control again.

I need contact with her skin more than I need oxygen. I want the coolness of her touch soothing the burning in my chest. I crave the intimacy that I felt when she let me lie on her lap and took care of me in the janitor’s closet. When she kissed me, I could feel angels singing in my head.

“If you want my touch, you’ll have to earn it.” Gabriella runs a finger over her jawline. “I don’t give out caresses for free. You have to take the pain I give you first. Then I’ll let you have some comfort.”

“Please.” I do the one thing I’ve never done in my life—I beg. I sound pitiable, with my small, whiny voice.

But she doesn’t melt.

“I’m not taking you to a private room, or anywhere else, until you prove that you can follow instructions,” she says. Her voice is low, almost intimate. “I am your mistress. I know what’s best for you. You must never question that.”

The ache for her attention becomes unbearable. I grit my teeth, then bend forward and press my lips to her boots.

I kiss her boots, desperate to prove how much I can degrade myself for just one touch. “Please,” I mutter.

She hisses. She jerks her leg, pushing my head back with her heel. “You will have to be punished for your disobedience.”

The crop comes down again, harder this time. Pain flares across my chest, sharp and immediate.

“Take. It. Off.”

The words leave no room for argument. No warmth. Only command.

I realize she means what she said. If I want anything from her, I must earn it.

Slowly, I start unbuttoning my shirt. My hands shake slightly as I pull it free and hand it to her.

She folds it neatly, smoothing the fabric with deliberate care. Then she smiles, soft and satisfied. “That wasn’t so hard now, was it?”

I shake my head.

She rises, towering over me in her heels. The leather dress moves with her, catching the light. She is everything I’ve ever wanted and everything I’ve spent my life pretending I didn’t need.

“Follow me,” she says. Her tone is calm again, composed, powerful.

I stand, half-dazed, pulse still pounding from her touch and her words.

She looks over her shoulder once, eyes gleaming. “Now we’re going to play for real.”

I follow, no hesitation left in me. Only hunger. Only surrender.


FIVE


Gabriella

The private room is dim and quiet, a cocoon of red light and velvet shadows. I close the door behind us and let the soundproof lock click into place. He stands in the middle of the room, shirtless, shoulders squared, chest rising and falling. Every line of him is power. Broad, solid muscle. A faint sheen of sweat glints on the hair across his chest.

He is enormous. A man built for war, not worship. Yet he stands here waiting for my command.

I circle him slowly. “Hands behind your back.”

He obeys, though I can see irritation in the set of his jaw. He hates holding still. He hates the control. I can almost feel the restlessness radiating off him.

“Breathe in,” I tell him softly. “Hold. Exhale.”

I pace around him, close enough that my perfume brushes the air between us. I don’t touch him, not yet. This is the part I love most—the testing of limits, the wordless conversation of restraint and hunger.

His eyes follow me, growing darker with each pass. He wants contact. He wants heat. And I deny it, letting him stew in that frustration until his pulse drums visibly at his throat.

His knees must be hurting from kneeling for so long.

“Get up,” I tell him, intending to tie him to the bed. That’s probably the only way I can get him to stop fidgeting.

But comes to his feet and moves too quickly. One second I’m in front of him, the next my back hits the bed. He pins me there, his body caging mine.

Breath leaves my lungs. I’ve never been flattened on the bed by a man this size before. My heart races, both from fear and anticipation. Against all logic, my pussy grows warm. I press my thighs together, tension thrumming between my legs. I feel the slow trickle of moisture coating my inner channel.

God, I’m aroused, and we just started.

“Magnus,” I start, but his mouth is already at my neck, his breath ragged. He kisses me like a starved man, sucking on my neck, my shoulders, my collarbones. I feel the rough graze of his teeth against my skin. Each contact sends sparks to my core.

He’s not like my usual subs. They’re sedate, quiet. But he’s greedy and lustful and way too proactive. I’ve never felt like I was being devoured by animal before. Magnus has no control, only a deep, endless hunger for my flesh.

“I need you,” he growls. His hands grip my hips like he’s afraid I’ll vanish. The strength in him could hurt if he didn’t hold himself back.

The wetness of his saliva registers against my skin. He sucking on my boob flesh now like a needy baby, licking and biting my breasts.

“You’re so hot, mistress. Your breasts are so soft.” He breathes hard, hugging me like he’s scared of letting me go. It’s endearing how much he needs me.

He’s all instinct, all heat and desperation. A wild thing that doesn’t yet know how to yield. And I understand, suddenly, that brute control won’t work on him. He needs a different kind of dominance.

I reach for his face, fingers firm against his jaw until he looks at me. “Listen to me.”

His chest heaves, the need in his eyes both raw and boyish.

“I’m going to kiss you,” I say quietly. The words freeze him. His breathing slows. That stillness gives me back the upper hand. He craves that kiss more than anything, and now he’s waiting for my permission to have it.

“That kiss will cost you, though,” I murmur.

He swallows hard. “How much?”

“Five minutes of absolute obedience. You’ll lie on the bed, not moving at all, no matter what I do.”

He growls in frustration. I can see how badly he wants to argue, to demand, to drag me into the heat he’s barely containing. His cock is hard. I can feel it pressing against my stomach, demanding to be sated.

But he forces the words out through clenched teeth. “Fine.”

“Good boy,” I whisper.

The nickname makes something flicker in his expression—anger, maybe, or surrender—but then his eyes soften.

I rise just enough to meet him halfway, my hand still at his jaw. The kiss that follows is nothing like I expect.

His mouth is rough, hungry, needy, but it feels honest. I feel the tremor that runs through him when I tighten my grip in his hair. My breath hitches. His groan vibrates against my lips, pulling something low and hot from my chest.

When I finally pull back, both of us are breathing hard. My pulse pounds in my ears, my control a fragile thread.

“That,” I say softly, “is what obedience earns you.”

Magnus stares at me, chest heaving, and nods. The wildness in him has quieted, tamed for now.

I smooth my hand through his hair and let him see the satisfaction in my smile. “Now,” I whisper, “let’s see if you can keep earning it.”

I drag my hand over his stomach, feeling the rigid muscles jump under my touch. He shivers, eyes locked onto mine, a plea in their depths. I skim over the bulge in his pants, and he sucks in a breath. His cock strains against the fabric, a thick, hard ridge that makes my mouth water.

"That's the hardest cock I've seen in a while," I murmur, tracing the length of him through his pants. "You must be in pain."

He nods, a desperate jerk of his head. "Please," he begs, voice hoarse. "Make me come."

I press a finger to his lips, silencing him. "Shhh. Remember, you promised to be quiet for five minutes."

His breath hitches, chest rising and falling rapidly. I stroke his erection through the fabric, and he grunts, breaths becoming fast and unsteady. The power I have over him is intoxicating. I love the way he squirms, the way his body responds to my touch. But I know this wild thing can turn feral again if I’m not careful.

I undo his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet room. I pull down his boxers, revealing his huge, veiny cock. It's as thick and big as I'd expect from someone his size. The head is sensitive, already dripping pre-cum. I swirl my finger around the tip, and he closes his eyes, a sound that’s almost a cry escaping his lips.

"I love the sound of a grown man crying," I whisper, my pussy convulsing at the sight of him so vulnerable. I’m getting turned on, the heat between my legs growing unbearable. I know I need his cock as much as he needs my pussy, but I can’t have him acting out and pushing me down again when we’re fucking.

I walk over to the cabinet and take out some ropes. He watches me, eyes glazed with arousal, jaw tight with need he isn’t allowed to express. I tie his wrists to the bed frame, making sure the knots are strong. He doesn’t protest, only watches me with a hungry gaze.

I step back, admiring my work. "You look like a proper submissive now," I say, running my fingers over his bound wrists. "Tied to the bed, legs spread, cock leaking pre-cum and crying like a boy." This is exactly how I like him.

I touch his cock again, teasing his balls, and he starts to make noises, a mix of pleasure and pain. I pull down my panties, showing him the scrap of fabric. His eyes widen, and he strains against the ropes, desperate to taste me. But I shake my head. "You can’t taste me," I say, climbing on top of him.

I sit on his fat cock, feeling him fill me completely. I ride him hard, my hips moving in a rhythm that makes him almost burst. His body shakes, and I slap the crop against his thigh, a sharp crack that makes him gasp.

"Stay still," I command, my voice a low growl.

He tries, his body trembling with the effort. I lean forward, my breasts brushing against his chest as I ride him faster. His cock hits all the right spots, making me moan. The pleasure builds, a hot, heavy pressure in my core.

I reach down, circling his balls with my fingers, feeling them tighten. He’s close, so close. I slow down, denying him the release he craves. His body strains against the ropes, a frustrated groan escaping his lips.

"You will come when I say so," I tell him, my voice firm.

He nods, eyes pleading. I lean back, changing the angle, and ride him slower, deeper. His cock throbs inside me, and I feel my own orgasm building, the pleasure so intense it’s almost painful.

"Now," I gasp, my body convulsing around him. "Come for me, Magnus."

He roars, the sound primal and desperate. His cock pulsates, and I feel the hot rush of his release inside me. My own climax hits me hard, waves of pleasure crashing over me, leaving me breathless and shaking.

I collapse on top of him, his heart pounding against my chest. We lie there, our breaths mingling, our bodies slick with sweat. I stroke his hair, feeling the tremor that runs through him.

"Good boy," I whisper, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead.

His eyes flutter closed, a contented sigh escaping his lips.


SIX


Magnus

The ropes come loose one by one. I feel them slide away from my wrists, leaving behind deep red marks that throb in time with my heartbeat. My muscles ache, my body heavy, every breath a mix of exhaustion and peace.

Gabriella moves quietly beside me, her touch careful and precise. The sound of the last knot being undone is the only thing keeping me grounded. My arms fall free, and I flex my hands slowly, feeling the burn of release.

I can’t move for a moment. What just happened between us has rearranged something inside me. The control she took, the way she spoke to me, the quiet strength in her touch—it’s like she reached into a locked place I didn’t know existed and turned the key.

She leans over me, her hair brushing my chest, and presses a soft kiss against my lips. “Are you okay?” she asks, her voice low and gentle.

I nod, my throat tight. “Better than okay. I’m happy.”

The word makes her pause. She blinks, surprised, like she’s not used to hearing it. Then she kisses my cheek again. “You did well,” she murmurs. “It wasn’t easy to make you obey, but you finally did.”

I smile faintly. “I’m the kind of man who doesn’t listen unless he’s beaten. But you… you didn’t have to go that far. You still made me submit.”

She studies me for a long second, something unreadable in her eyes.

“I like your style of domination,” I add. “It fits me. You fit me. I want to do this again with you.”

Her expression softens, but her words are careful. “It was a one-time thing, Magnus. I can’t complicate our work relationship.”

“It won’t complicate anything,” I say quickly. I reach for her hands, wrapping them gently in mine. “You don’t want this again?”

She hesitates. “I’ll have to think about it.”

The uncertainty makes something inside me twist. I’ve spent years not wanting anyone, not needing anyone. Now, after one night, I can’t imagine not being near her again.

She brushes her thumb across my cheek and then stands. “Come on,” she says quietly. “You need a bath.”

I follow her into the adjoining bathroom. The lighting is soft, the air warm and faintly scented with jasmine. She turns on the tap, tests the temperature with her hand, and begins to fill the tub. The sound of rushing water mixes with the hum of my pulse.

When she guides me to sit in the tub, I don’t resist. The heat soothes every ache, washing away the tremors still clinging to me. Gabriella kneels beside me, sleeves rolled up, and dips a sponge into the water. She drags it gently over my shoulders, my arms, my chest.

It’s the simplest thing in the world, and somehow the most intimate. No power play. No command. Just care.

I close my eyes, letting her touch calm the noise in my head. No one has ever done this for me before. Not a single person.

Without thinking, I reach for her and pull her closer. My arms wrap around her waist, holding her like she’s the only thing keeping me steady.

“Stay like this,” I whisper. My voice cracks, but I don’t care. “I just want to feel your warmth.”

She freezes for a second, then exhales. Her hand slides into my hair, her fingers stroking slow and tender. “All right,” she says softly.

I rest my head against her stomach, listening to her steady breathing. She always knows what I need when the noise fades—the stillness, the touch, the quiet promise that I can let go.

For now, that’s enough.

I don’t know what tomorrow will bring, or whether she’ll change her mind, but tonight she’s here. And in her arms, for the first time in years, I feel whole.


SEVEN


Gabriella

I like dominating Magnus Eirikson.

The realization hits me like a ton of bricks. I like bringing that brute to his knees. I especially like how soft, clingy, and needy he becomes when he holds me. Under all that macho bluster, he’s just a big, overgrown boy who wants to be babied by me.

And I love babying him. I love holding his trembling, broken body and kissing him back to life. It fills some part of me, a part I didn’t even know I possessed.

I tell myself to focus on work. On numbers, deadlines, and project proposals. But every time I try, my mind drifts back to him.

Magnus.

He’s sitting across the office, broad shoulders hunched over his monitor, typing with that controlled intensity that hides more emotion than he’ll ever admit. Every so often, he lifts his head, and I can feel the weight of his gaze even when I pretend not to look.

I shouldn’t think about what happened. I shouldn’t remember the way he looked when I untied him, the marks on his wrists, or the way he clung to me like I was something holy. But the memories keep pushing through my resolve, like cracks spreading in glass.

I’m supposed to be composed. Collected. A woman who commands order in a room full of chaos. But ever since that night, I’ve been losing control piece by piece.

What unsettles me most isn’t that he wanted me. It’s that I wanted to be wanted.

Magnus doesn’t submit the way other men do. Most of my submissives are quiet, careful, pliant. They follow directions perfectly, and I reward them for their discipline. But Magnus… he resists. He fights. He claws at me like he’s drowning and I’m the only thing keeping him alive.

And somehow, that need makes me feel alive too.

When he demanded my affection, my attention, my touch—it wasn’t meek or hesitant. It was raw, desperate, and full of hunger. He wanted me with his whole being. That shouldn’t have affected me the way it did, but it did. It made me feel seen. Needed. Desired.

The truth is, I’ve never let anyone need me before.

And that terrifies me.

Because the more I let him close, the less I recognize myself. He makes me soft when I should be firm, uncertain when I should be precise. I’m supposed to control the dynamic. Yet, with him, control feels like a fragile thing that slips through my fingers every time he looks at me like I’m the center of his world.

By lunchtime, I’ve almost managed to convince myself to bury it all again—to go back to the Gabriella Alvarez who runs this office with an iron will and a cool smile.

Then I hear his footsteps.

He stops beside my desk. The air shifts. His presence always fills a room like a storm about to break.

“Have you made up your mind?” he asks. His voice is low, careful, but I can hear the hope hiding beneath the question. “I’m free tonight.”

I don’t look up right away. “I told you, Magnus. I’m not going to do it again.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see his jaw tighten. His expression hardens, that rare flash of displeasure crossing his features. My stomach twists at the sight of it. He’s quiet for a long moment, eyes on me like he’s trying to will me into changing my mind.

Then, in a softer tone, he says, “Are you free after work?”

I finally meet his gaze. “Why?”

“I want to grab dinner with you.”

The words catch me off guard. “Dinner?”

He nods. “I just want to thank you. For what you did for me.”

I study him. The way he’s standing, hands shoved in his pockets, trying to look casual but failing miserably. I can see right through him. He wants more. There’s an edge to his voice that isn’t gratitude—it’s longing.

But still, something about his request makes my chest tighten.

I’ve never been asked out before.

Not once.

Men admire me. They fear me. They want me, yes—but from a distance. I’m too polished, too educated, too untouchable. They prefer women they can impress, women they can control. I’ve always been too much of a mirror, reflecting their inadequacy back at them. They were afraid of being rejected by me, of having their fragile confidence decimated by my indifference, so they never even dared to ask.

I’ve always been more competition and less companion to men.

That’s why Magnus confuses me. I’m his boss. He must certainly feel like I am better than him. Yet, he doesn’t care. Either he’s way too secure in his masculinity, or he likes being with a woman that makes him feel inferior. I’d wager it’s the second. And if it is, then he’s rarer than I first thought.

My instinct says no. My heart hesitates.

“If it’s just dinner,” I say finally, keeping my tone even, “I can make time.”

He smiles. It’s small, but it lights up his face in a way that hits me square in the chest. “Then I’ll see you after work.”

I nod, pretending not to notice the way my pulse speeds up. “Fine.”

He walks away, and I watch his broad back as he returns to his desk. The entire office hums quietly around me, but all I can hear is the sound of my own heartbeat.

For the first time in my life, a man has asked me on a date, or at least to a meal with no professional intention. But what if that’s the hopeless romantic inside me hoping for more than what Magnus can give?

Maybe the only reason he wants to buy me dinner is because he wants a sexual relationship with me. I’ve never been seen as a woman, only as a domme, and in the past, that was enough.

And I know I’ll be hurt if this ‘date’ proves to be just another attempt at him coaxing me into dominating him.

But I have to take a chance. Or I’ll always wonder.
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The parking garage smells faintly of rain and gasoline. I pause at the bottom of the steps, scanning the rows of cars until I spot him leaning against a dark gray sedan. Magnus straightens when he sees me, and before I can say a word, he takes my hand and presses his lips to it.

The gesture shouldn’t make me blush. I’ve had men kneel for me, worship me, beg to be punished. But somehow, this simple kiss feels more intimate than all of that.

“You’re punctual,” I say, trying to sound composed.

He smiles, that quiet, self-assured kind of smile that always unnerves me. “I didn’t want to keep you waiting.”

Then he reaches into his car and pulls out a bouquet of red roses.

I blink, startled. “You got me flowers?”

He nods. “Picked them up during lunch, right after I asked you out.”

“You had time to do that?”

“I made time.”

I take the bouquet from him, the scent sweet and heady. “It’s a nice gesture,” I admit. “But it doesn’t mean I’m going to put out by the end of the night.”

He chuckles, the sound low and easy. “I’m not expecting you to. I just like touching you, even when it’s not about sex. I want to know more about you. Your mysterious nature drives me insane.”

Before I can reply, he pulls me gently into his arms. His hug is warm, solid, and unexpected. For a moment, I let myself melt against him, realizing how strange this is. We’re not in a scene. There are no roles here, no dominance, no submission. Just two people standing in a dim garage, holding each other.

And I’m letting him in.

When he lets go, my pulse hasn’t calmed.

“Ready?” he asks.

I nod, and we get in the car.

The restaurant is quaint and quiet, the kind of place that smells faintly of herbs and wood smoke. Candlelight flickers across small round tables. The walls are lined with old photographs, and there’s soft jazz playing in the background. It’s nothing extravagant, but the atmosphere feels private, almost comforting.

He glances at me as we sit. “You expected somewhere more high-end? A Michelin star, maybe?”

I smile faintly. “I don’t really care if we end up at McDonald’s. I’m not difficult to feed.”

“I don’t know what kind of places you eat at,” he says. “Or what you like. I don’t even know what kind of life you live outside the office.”

“I don’t cook,” I say honestly. “Mostly takeout.”

He grins. “I could’ve guessed that. You’re a workaholic.”

“I prefer the term efficient.”

“I imagine you living in a glass tower,” he continues, half teasing. “Floor-to-ceiling windows. Expensive view. Drinking wine or champagne every night.”

I raise an eyebrow. “You imagine that often, do you?”

He shrugs. “Only when I’m trying to figure you out.”

“Well, you’re not wrong,” I say. “I do live in a high-rise. And yes, I drink wine and eat cheese after work. It’s my way of unwinding.”

He leans forward, intrigued. “Then I’d guess you soak in your expensive bathtub after, and come out smelling like a sophisticated garden.”

I laugh softly. “You’re frighteningly good at guessing. And you’re right again.”

He tilts his head. “Can I guess more?”

I nod. “Go ahead.”

He smiles and gestures for the waiter. When we’re handed menus, he glances at me. “Would you mind if I ordered for you?”

I look at him over the top of the menu. “Yes, I would mind.”

He pauses, then lowers his voice. “Then maybe you could order for me instead.”

The quiet suggestion sends a ripple through me. He said it so casually, but the subtext is clear. A flicker of submission, subtle and deliberate, slipped neatly into a dinner conversation. It takes my breath for a moment.

“If that’s what you want,” I murmur.

He nods.

I order a glass of Merlot for both of us, then choose an appetizer of baked brie with honey and toasted walnuts, and a plate of garlic butter shrimp. For the main course, I ask for the house steak for him and a roasted vegetable risotto for myself.

When the waiter leaves, Magnus grins. “You ordered steak for me?”

“I figured you’re a big, bulky, meat-and-potatoes kind of man,” I say lightly. “I tried to guess what you’d eat.”

He laughs under his breath. “You’re stereotyping me.”

I tilt my head. “Just like you stereotyped me earlier as a rich, fancy Harvard graduate living in a glass tower?”

He smirks. “Fair point. Maybe we’re both more predictable than we think.”

The conversation softens after that. I ask about his childhood, curious.

He hesitates before answering. “I didn’t get along with my parents. My dad was strict. Authoritarian. I pushed back. Constantly.”

I nod slowly. “That doesn’t surprise me at all. But why join the military if you hated being told what to do?”

He shrugs. “My grades were terrible. The military seemed like a way out. I thought physical strength was all I had to offer.”

“You have a lot of pride in your physical strength,” I remark.

He shifts in his chair. “For a very long time, it’s the only thing I had, the only thing that I could rely on to survive. If course, I’ve got a degree now, so I know I have brains, too. Not just brawns.”

“Yet, you act like a wild mutt.” I twirl a strand of my hair around my finger.

“I am trying to tone it down,” he admits, not offended by my statement. “But it’s been ingrained into me. It’s hard to let go of old habits.”

“You know, with that kind of muscle and power, you could easily be a dom. I’d say it suits you better than being a sub.”

A harsh laugh echoes in his throat. “I tried it already.”

“You didn’t like it?”

“Not as much as I liked being your toy.” He grins, a sensual, knowing smile. “I might be stereotypical, but I do have surprises. I break the mold sometimes.”

“Don’t we all?”

“What about you is something nobody could guess?” he asks, looking genuinely interested in me.

“I read romance novels,” I answer. “I’m a hopeless romantic. I’ve never been asked out on a date. I’ve never been on a date before. I don’t know if this is a date, but if it is, it’d be my first.”

“Gabriella.” My voice sounds like a drug in his voice. “It is a date. And I can’t believe nobody ever asked you out.”

“I intimidate men. It’s mostly intentional. But, I used to think there would be someone secure enough, perceptive enough to see through my polish and understand that I need connection, too.”

“Does that mean I’m your first?”

“First date? Yes. Do you feel special?”

He leans back against his chair, all casual. “I feel lucky. The first man to date a beauty like you. What an honor.”

Candlelight flickers across his features. The lines on his forehead are deep. I have the urge to caress them. We’re both older but age looks good on him. I imagine how he’d look at fifty, at sixty, as his hair starts to gray. He’d be handsome, still, and the desire to see him when we’re older burrows into my chest. I’ve never wondered what anybody would look like as an old man, or wanted to hang around long enough to find out.

The waiter returns, pouring our wine. Magnus watches me lift my glass by the stem and take a sip.

“You look hot,” he says suddenly.

I blink. “Drinking wine?”

“Being yourself.”

The compliment lands deeper than it should. My pulse jumps.

“Men don’t usually say that,” I admit quietly. “They find me too polished, too sharp, too opinionated and demanding. I make them feel like they’re not good enough.”

He meets my gaze. “I want you to be demanding. I want you to push me to give you what you need.”

I narrow my eyes slightly. “So this is what it’s about, then? You like being degraded, and dating me would give you that?”

He shakes his head. “No. I don’t feel inferior to you at all. We’re just different people, with different lives and tastes. I like those differences. I don’t know anyone like you—accomplished, smart, stable, powerful. I think you’re rare.”

The simplicity of his answer catches me off guard. It’s not defensive, not performative. It’s honest.

I’m forty; he’s thirty-five. I like dating a mature guy who expects me to be a mature woman, not a desperate and innocent twenty-year-old with a bigger bank account.

For the first time since we met, I realize there’s a quiet depth beneath all that muscle and defiance. Something steady and grounded.

And sitting across from him, in the soft light of a small restaurant, I begin to wonder if this is how losing control starts—not with chaos or passion, but with something as simple as being seen.


EIGHT


Magnus

“I want to see your house.” My grip on the steering wheel loosens. I didn’t drink earlier even though she ordered wine for both of us. I made her drink both glasses and now she’s drowsy in my car. “Besides, it doesn’t look like you’ll be able to make it up by yourself. You’re woozy.”

“I’m fwine…” She’s so cute when she’s drunk and slurring her words. Beside me, I see her chest rise and fall. Her breasts are straining against her white shirt.

At the next red light, I reach over to brush a strand of hair from her face. Her eyes are closed, lashes dark against her skin. For once, she doesn’t look like the flawless executive who commands every room she enters. She looks human. Touchable. Mine, if only for a moment.

Gabriella has that aura of being unreachable, as if no one’s ever been allowed close enough to see who she really is. But tonight she let me glimpse it—tiny cracks in the armor where warmth and loneliness hide.

I see more of her now, things I ignored before. I notice the desperate glances she gives me, the hope buried under the sharpness of her gaze.

She wants to be loved, even if she doesn’t know how to ask for it. And for the first time in years, I want to be the man who gives it to her.

I want to take her on dates she’ll never forget, kiss her goodnight as I tuck her under my arms. I want to wake up in her bed and have her tell me what to do. I want to kiss her, buy her flowers, sleep on her lap and do all the cute, nauseating things that couples in love do.

In the past, I’d have balked at the idea. But with her, it seems bearable.

When we pull up to her building, I unbuckle her seatbelt and murmur, “We’re here.”

She blinks slowly. “Already?”

“Yeah.” I step out and open her door. She tries to stand, but her heel folds under her ankle.

“Whoa,” I say, catching her before she can fall. She’s unsteady.

She laughs, leaning against me. “Never thought a guy would have to carry me. Feels like a weird role reversal.”

I lift her easily, one arm under her knees and the other around her back. “Maybe. But I like holding you.”

“You really love touching me, don’t you?” she teases, her voice faint against my shoulder.

“Yeah,” I admit. “I never got much affection as a kid. And in the military, it wasn’t exactly encouraged. Guess I’m still hungry for it.”

Her head rests against my chest, and for a second, I feel her relax completely. The elevator doors open, and she reaches for the keypad by the door of her apartment. I steady her hand as she types in the code.

Inside, the place is exactly what I imagined. Sleek, minimalist, and expensive. Pale marble floors, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the skyline, soft lighting that makes everything look warm and distant at the same time. There’s a faint scent of lilies in the air, probably from one of those luxury candles she favors.

I set her down gently on the couch. She sinks into the cushions and looks up at me with a sleepy smile.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

“Anytime.”

I’m about to step back when she grabs my collar and pulls me down beside her.

“Easy,” I murmur. “You said you weren’t going to put out on the first date.”

“I’m not asking you to have sex with me,” she says quickly, eyes half-lidded. “I just… like feeling your huge body pressing down on me. I like being trapped by your muscle. You’re warm.”

I hesitate, but then sit beside her, letting her head rest against my chest. Her fingers find my hair and begin to stroke it absentmindedly. The touch is slow, soothing, almost maternal.

“When you pushed me down at the club,” she murmurs, “I liked that you were bigger. It made me feel… safe. Powerful too. Like, if I can control a mountain like you, I can do anything.”

I don’t know what to say, so I just sit quietly, breathing her in.

She keeps stroking my hair, and before I know it, she pulls me closer until my head rests against on her breasts. She’s so soft, so maternal right now. Her bosom is the world’s sexiest pillow and I bury myself in it, inhaling her scent, snuggling closer. She kisses the top of my head, her hand sliding through my hair again.

“I like babying you,” she says softly. “You’re this huge, dangerous man, but you melt when someone touches you.”

I close my eyes, the sound of her heartbeat filling the silence between us. No one’s ever held me like this. No one’s ever made me feel wanted in this way—not as a soldier, not as a man who’s supposed to be hard, unshakable.

For the first time in years, I feel safe enough to let go.

If I’m not careful, I know I’ll get addicted to this. To her warmth. To the quiet power she has when she lets herself be gentle.

Or maybe, I already am.


NINE


Gabriella

That was the best date of my life. I mean, I don’t have a lot to compare it to, but it ticked all the boxes. I felt special and pampered, even a little dominant and sexy when I was with Magnus. Most of all, I felt like a woman who was with a man who cares about her, who wants to give her an unforgettable night.

Later, as Magnus rested against my chest, I felt a flicker of an emotion I’ve never felt before—possessiveness. I wanted to make him stay the night, hold him close, never let him go. But how could I have explained that to him without sounding needy and pathetic?

So I released him from my arms after ten minutes of pure bliss.

But I don’t intend to let our bond go.

We became more than a dom and sub last night. But I will assert the dynamic between us at work today, remind him that my softness isn’t always accessible to him. I don’t know why I’m afraid of letting that feminine, vulnerable part of me be seen.

At the office, I maintain my tone—cool, measured, professional. But underneath that veneer, I’m humming with awareness. When he walks in, our eyes meet, and the smallest smirk curves his mouth, as if he knows I’m remembering the feel of his head against my chest.

I keep my expression neutral. “Good morning, Mr. Eiriksen.”

“Good morning, Ms. Alvarez,” he replies smoothly, but his eyes linger a second too long.

Throughout the morning, I find small ways to reassert control—assigning him tasks in clipped tones, correcting small mistakes in front of others, calling him into my office for quick, meaningless updates. He doesn’t argue, doesn’t push back. He just listens, his voice polite, his gaze steady.

And I can tell he’s enjoying it.

It’s a game for both of us—this dance between professionalism and possession.

Then, at lunch, I see her.

One of the women from marketing, all long legs and a bright laugh, leaning over Magnus’s desk. She touches his arm when she talks to him, and he smiles politely. It shouldn’t bother me. I’ve never cared about who flirts with my employees. But suddenly, every muscle in my body tightens.

Jealousy burns sharp and low.

I retreat to my office and bury myself in reports, but the numbers blur on the screen. When Magnus steps inside to drop off a file later, I don’t look up. I thank him curtly, then dismiss him without another word.

It’s petty. Cold. Deliberate.

He senses it immediately.

By midafternoon, he knocks on my door again. “Can I have a word?”

I glance up, eyebrows raised. “Is it work-related?”

“Sort of.” His tone is quiet, firm. “You’ve been acting hot and cold.”

“I’m your boss. I have to be a bitch sometimes.” I didn’t intend to sound so harsh. “If that’s all you had to complain about, leave.”

“No, I’m not leaving.” Magnus inches into my office. “You know this is more than you being bitchy. You’ve been overwhelmed by work and snapped at me before, but now you’re acting like I killed your cat.”

The words hit harder than I expect. “That’s ridiculous.”

“You were watching me during lunch.” He confronts me directly. I love his straightforwardness, the masculine assertiveness that makes our relationship more fraught than a typical dom/sub or boss/employee dynamic ought to be. “Were you jealous seeing me with another woman? Wondering if I liked her enough to ask her out?”

“I guess your affections switch easily, Mr. Eiriksen. I hope you don’t intend to take her to the same place you took me to.” The words burn my throat. I hate that he’s making me act like a bitter woman whose husband cheated on her. I feel powerless, not knowing if he likes someone else, if he doesn’t need me anymore. I can’t control his feelings, even if I can control his pleasure, and that means I’m at his mercy.

“I don’t intend to take her anywhere,” Magnus says, eyes wide. His glassy blue irises look almost transparent as light hits them. “You’re jealous, though. You want me to be faithful to you?”

Shit. I hate feeling like I’ve been caught out. “I never said that.”

“You’re not even my domme, Gabriella. We just went on one date.”

His words make shame spring in my gut. I feel like a pathetic loser of a woman, clinging to a man who never wanted me. Reading too much between the lines and building a love story in my head. God, I’m not twenty.

“I’m sorry,” I mutter. “I guess I misunderstood things between us.”

“No.” Magnus strides closer. “You didn’t. I want you to be my dom and my girlfriend. And I think you need to admit that you want the same.”

I swallow, our eyes clashing in a silent war. I never beg subs for anything. They’re beneath me, under my control. I can find a sub anytime I want. But a boyfriend? Magnus said he wanted me to be his girlfriend.

I know I want that, too. I want this big, bulky, defiant Viking as my boyfriend. I want him in my bed. I want him in my kitchen and in my life. I’ve never blurred the boundaries with anyone before. Never wanted to.

If you want to own me, Gabriella, own me everywhere. Not just when it’s convenient.”

My breath catches. His eyes are steady, his expression open—not defiant, not submissive, just honest. And I realize what he’s offering isn’t control. It’s connection.

He isn’t asking for scenes. He’s asking for something deeper.

“I can’t,” I whisper. “It would cross too many lines.”

“Then punish me instead,” he says softly. “Just don’t ignore me.”

For a long moment, I just stare at him. Then I reach for the nearest file and drop it on his desk. “Fine. You want punishment? I’ll drown you in work.”

He grins. “Yes, Ma’am.”

The rest of the day turns into its own quiet ritual. I give him impossible deadlines and impossible eye contact. He thrives on it. Every time I issue a task, he meets my gaze like he’s drinking from it. Every time I raise an eyebrow, he straightens his spine.

By evening, most of the office is empty. He’s still at his desk, typing the last of his reports. I walk past, and there’s a coffee waiting on the edge of my table.

“Exactly how you like it,” he says.

I don’t respond, but the corner of my mouth twitches.

When the last light outside fades and the office falls quiet, I find myself standing behind him, reading over a document he’s editing. I lean in, close enough to smell the faint trace of soap on his skin.

“Right here,” I murmur, pointing to a line on the screen. “That’s the correction you missed.”

He turns slightly, and our faces end up inches apart. His breath catches. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

The word coils low in my stomach. I freeze for half a second, then tilt my head and press my lips softly to his. It’s brief, but enough to make both of us tremble. He stares at me expectantly.

“I want it,” I admit, so quiet that it’s barely more than a whisper. “I want to be your domme. I want us to be exclusive.”

Magnus grins like he won a prize. “Yes, ma’am.”

I cradle his face, rubbing my thumb against his cheek. He made me break. He made me admit that I wanted more. And I don’t even resent him for it.

My mouth finds his. I suck on his lip, drawing out this moment of precious contact. But he’s a beast and he always needs more.

He pushes his tongue into my mouth. He’s demanding, licking every corner of me, stroking fires in places that have been cold for too long. His arm comes around me and he easily lifts me onto his lap. I devour his mouth with mine. Our tongues dance in a fierce, endless tango of lust and passion.

By the time we come up for breath, my pussy is warm and wet, vibrating with ache.

“That’s enough for one day,” I whisper against his mouth.

He smiles faintly. “Does that mean I can go home?”

I shake my head, my pulse quickening. “No, Magnus. It means you’re coming home with me.”

He exhales slowly, as if that’s the answer he’s been waiting for all along.
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The door clicks shut behind us, and I can’t contain the wild desire coursing through me any longer. I push Magnus against the wall, pinning his wrists over his head with a firm grip. His eyes widen, surprise and lust mingling in their depths. I lean in, my mouth crashing onto his, tasting him with a hunger that’s been building all day. My tongue licks his lips, his face, every inch of him I can reach. He groans, the sound vibrating against my mouth, fueling my need.

“My pussy is soaking wet,” I murmur against his lips, feeling his breath hitch. “All because of you.”

His eyes twinkle with anticipation. He wants this as much as I do.

I tear off his shirt, buttons popping as I rip it open. My hands slide under his pants, finding his thick, hard cock. I stroke him, feeling him swell in my grip. My thumb drags over the swollen head, where I know he’s most sensitive. He whimpers, his cock stiffening, a drop of pre-cum already forming at the tip.

“Look at you,” I tease, my voice low and sultry. “So desperate. So needy. So hard from your mistress’s touch.”

I continue to stroke him, my hand tracing the length of his shaft, feeling the veins pulsing under my fingers. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his body trembling with each touch. I squeeze gently, then harder, watching his face contort with pleasure and desperation.

“Please,” he begs, his voice a broken whisper.

I smirk, leaning in to bite his earlobe. “Please what, Magnus? What do you want?”

He shudders, his cock throbbing in my hand. “I want your pussy, ma’am. I want to eat you out, taste your sweetness.”

I pull back, my eyes locked on his. “Then get on your knees.”

He doesn’t hesitate. He tears off his belt, unzips his pants, and frees his cock. It bobs, thick and hard, dripping pre-cum onto my expensive floors. I grab the back of his neck and force him down, feeling the power surge through me.

“Look at this mess you’re making,” I chide, my voice firm. “Such a slutty sub, leaking all over my floor. You’ll lick the floor clean later.”

He nods, his eyes never leaving mine. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I push him to his knees, feeling the rush of dominance and lust. He reaches for my skirt, slowly sliding it down my hips, his touch reverent. His hands skate down my skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He worships me with every movement, making me feel like a goddess.

He rubs my clit through my panties, the sensation sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me. I’m soaking through the fabric, my pussy aching with need. He slips his fingers under the elastic and pulls them down, his breath hot against my skin.

“Magnus,” I murmur, my voice tight with need. “Make me come with your mouth.”

He pushes his head between my thighs, his tongue finding my clit instantly. He licks me, sucks on me, his mouth working me into a frenzy. I grip his hair, holding him in place as he devours me. His tongue dips inside, thrusting in and out, mimicking the rhythm of his cock.

“That’s it,” I gasp, my hips moving against his face. “Eat my pussy like a good boy.”

He groans, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. His tongue returns to my clit, flicking and sucking, his fingers slipping inside me, curling to hit that perfect spot.

“Fuck, Magnus,” I moan, my body trembling. “You’re so good at this. Such a perfect sub.”

He continues to pleasure me, his tongue and fingers working in sync, driving me closer to the edge. I can feel the climax building, a hot, heavy pressure in my core.

“I’m close,” I pant, my grip on his hair tightening. “Make me come, Magnus. Make your mistress come.”

His mouth moves faster, his tongue lashing against my clit, his fingers pumping in and out of me. The world narrows down to the sensation of his mouth on me, the sounds of his wet sucking, and the scent of my arousal.

And then I’m there.

“Fuck!” I scream, my body convulsing as the orgasm rips through me. I drench his face and lips in my juices, feeling the waves of pleasure crash over me. My legs tremble, my grip on his hair the only thing keeping me steady.

Magnus licks me through the orgasm, his tongue gentle now, soothing the sensitive flesh. I release my hold on his hair, my body slowly coming down from the high.

I step back, catching my breath. Magnus looks up at me, his face glistening with my cum, his eyes hungry for more.

“Now,” I say, pointing to the floor. “Lick every drop off.”

He obeys without hesitation, his tongue sliding over the floors, cleaning up the mess he made. I watch him, feeling a surge of pride and lust. He’s such a good boy, so eager to please.

And I know this is just the beginning. There’s so much more I want to do with him, so many more ways I want to push him, to break him, to make him mine.

Because Magnus Eiriksen is mine. And I’ll be damned if I let anyone else have him.


TEN


Magnus

I wake up to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the sheer curtains, the room bathed in a gentle, warm hue. The bed is massive, draped in luxurious sheets that smell faintly of lavender and something uniquely Gabriella. My face is nestled between her naked breasts, large and lush, the softest pillows I’ve ever known. I can’t resist the urge to squeeze them, feeling their heavy, supple weight in my palms. They’re crowned with brown areolae and hard nipples that beckon my touch.

I swirl my tongue around one hard peak, savoring the texture and taste. Gabriella moans softly in her sleep, the sound making my cock stir. I switch to the other breast, suckling hard, rolling the nipple between my lips and tongue. The soft, rhythmic sucking makes her moan again, louder this time. She stirs, her fingers finding my hair and tugging me away firmly.

“Bad boy,” she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep. “You didn’t ask for permission to suck on my tits.”

I look up at her, a sheepish grin on my face. “Sorry, Ma’am. You just look so delicious.”

She yawns, stretching languidly, her body a vision of athletic curves. “You need to cook me breakfast as punishment,” she says, her voice still tinged with sleep.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I reply eagerly, more than happy to serve her. I suckle on her nipple one more time before she lightly slaps my cheek. I grin and climb out of bed, watching as she stirs out of the sheets and walks to the bathroom. Her ass is plump and round, jiggling slightly with each step. I love how her body moves, the perfect blend of strength and softness.

I throw on my pants from last night, but my shirt is beyond repair. I shrug and head to the kitchen, bare-chested. Her fridge is surprisingly well-stocked with fresh vegetables, eggs, and a variety of cheeses. I decide on a veggie omelette with a side of fresh fruit. I chop the vegetables quickly, the sound of the knife against the cutting board rhythmic and soothing.

As I’m whisking the eggs, I feel her presence behind me. She wraps her arms around my waist, pressing her soft body against my back. “You look like such a good boyfriend when you’re cooking for me,” she murmurs, her voice warm and affectionate.

I turn to kiss her, feeling a surge of happiness. “Breakfast will be ready soon,” I say, my lips lingering against hers. “Do you have a shirt I can wear? You destroyed mine last night.”

She chuckles, a soft, sensual sound. “I may have bought you a shirt already.”

She slips away, returning a moment later with a crisp, white button-down. I grin, slipping it on. “A tie, a shirt...have you bought a whole wardrobe for me?”

“Maybe,” she says, smiling mysteriously.

I finish plating the omelette and fruit, setting it down in front of her. She looks stunning, her face fresh and unguarded, without a trace of makeup. There’s a warmth in her eyes I haven’t seen before, a softness that makes my heart ache with tenderness.

“Enjoy,” I say, watching as she takes her first bite. The way she savors the food, her expressions open and unfiltered, is a joy to see.

As she eats, I find myself struggling to contain a well of emotions bubbling up inside me. I realize I love her. The thought fills me with warmth and a strange sense of vulnerability. I want to tell her, but it feels too soon, too raw. So I feed her breakfast, tamping down my feelings every time they surge, hoping the moment will come when words will match the emotions swirling in my chest.
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It’s been a few weeks since Gabriella and I started this thing between us, and every day feels more unreal than the last. We went to an amusement park yesterday, laughing and screaming on the roller coasters like kids. The day before that, we lounged around her apartment, me lying on her lap while we watched Netflix. It was cozy, intimate, and perfect. I can’t believe she’s still with me. I can’t believe how much I love her.

I glance at her across the office, her dark hair pulled back into a sleek bun, her lips painted a deep red. She’s focused on her screen, but I can’t stop staring. I wonder how I’m going to tell her. I’m not sure she feels the same, and I don’t want to scare her away. It was hard enough to get her to agree to date me.

“You look less lonely, man.” Dennis’s voice cuts through my thoughts. He’s leaning over the cubicle wall, a knowing smirk on his face. “Did you manage to find someone?”

I nod, a small smile playing on my lips. “Yeah, I did.”

He grins wider. “Good for you. She must be something special to get you looking like that.”

I just chuckle, not wanting to give away too much. But yeah, Gabriella is special. More special than anyone knows.

Later that evening, I find myself at the club, the familiar dim lighting and the scent of leather and perfume wrapping around me like a comforting blanket. The private room Gabriella and I have come to claim as ours is bathed in a soft red light, velvet curtains draped sensually around the walls. In the center stands a massive four-poster bed, covered in black silk sheets. The atmosphere is heavy with anticipation, the air thick with the promise of pleasure and pain.

Gabriella enters the room, and my breath catches. She’s dressed in a black leather corset that hugs her curves perfectly, pushing her breasts up and creating a valley of cleavage that makes my mouth water. Her matching leather skirt is so short it barely covers her ass, and her thigh-high boots complete the dominant look. She’s a vision of power and sex, and I can’t take my eyes off her.

“Strip,” she commands, her voice low and sultry. “Lie down on your stomach.”

I obey without question, my heart pounding in my chest. The silk sheets are cool against my heated skin as I stretch out on the bed, my body already thrumming with anticipation.

“There won’t be any whips today or ropes. I trust you to behave yourself,” she murmurs, running a gentle hand down my back. Her touch is feather-light, teasing. “Today, we’re going to play with wax.”

My cock twitches at the words, a surge of arousal making me bit my lip. We haven’t done wax play before, and the thought of trying something new with her excites me.

She steps back, and I hear the flick of a lighter. The scent of burning candle wicks fills the air. “This is going to sting a little,” she says, a hint of amusement in her voice. “But you can take it, can’t you, Magnus?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I reply, my grip tightening on the sheets.

The first drop of wax hits the small of my back, a sharp sting that makes me gasp. The sensation is unlike anything I’ve felt before, the heat intense but fleeting, leaving a tingling warmth in its wake. She continues, dripping wax slowly down my spine, the burn fading into a pleasurable heat that makes my skin sing.

I squirm, my arousal growing more intense with each drop. The pain morphs into something else, something transcendental. My cock aches, pressed hard against the mattress. The combination of pleasure and pain is heady, intoxicating.

She moves lower, the wax now hitting the curve of my ass. I groan, my body writhing as the sensation intensifies. She laughs softly, a sound of pure satisfaction.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she murmurs, running her fingers lightly over the hardened wax. “So responsive.”

She slides her fingers under the waistband of my pants, tugging them down along with my boxers. I lift my hips to help her, my cock springing free, hard and desperate for her touch. She runs her fingers lightly over my inner thighs, making me shiver.

“The wax is going to feel hotter here,” she says softly. “Right next to your cock.”

I bite my lip, a mix of apprehension and excitement flooding through me. The first drop of wax hits my inner thigh, and I jerk, the sting sharper, more intense. She continues, dripping wax closer and closer to my cock, the pain exquisite, the pleasure almost unbearable.

“Please,” I groan, my body shaking with need. “Please, Ma’am.”

She leans down, her breath hot against my ear. “What do you need, Magnus?”

“I need you,” I gasp. “I need your mouth on me. Please.”

She smiles, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. “You’ve been such a good boy,” she murmurs. “Taking the pain so beautifully. Maybe I should reward you.”

I nod eagerly, my heart pounding. She moves to the side of the bed, her hands gentle as she pushes my legs apart, positioning herself between them. Her fingers wrap around my cock, and I groan, the sensation almost too much to bear.

She takes me into her mouth, and I see stars. Her mouth is hot and wet, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. The pleasure is intense, the combination of the stinging wax and her skilled mouth sending me spiraling.

She sucks me deep, her head bobbing up and down, her fingers wrapping around the base of my cock. I can feel the pressure building, the pleasure coiling tight in my core.

“Gabriella,” I gasp, my hands fisting in the sheets. “I’m going to come.”

She doesn’t stop, doesn’t pause. She takes me deeper, her throat working around me. And then I’m there, the orgasm tearing through me, my cock pulsing as I come in her mouth. She swallows every drop, her fingers gentle as she milks me dry.

I collapse onto the bed, my body shaking with the aftershocks of pleasure. She moves up beside me, her lips glistening, a satisfied smile on her face.

“You were amazing,” she says softly, her fingers running through my hair.

I can’t find the words to respond, my body still trembling with the intensity of the experience. All I know is that I love her. I love her with every fiber of my being. And I hope, someday soon, I’ll have the courage to tell her.


ELEVEN


Gabriella

I wake to the weight of him wrapped around me. His arm draped over my waist, his chest pressed against my back, his breathing warm against the back of my neck. For a moment I just lie there in the soft light of morning, enjoying the rare feeling of safety.

Then I move slightly, trying to slip from his grasp. He tightens his hold instantly like a dog guarding its bone.

“Mine,” he murmurs, voice still thick with sleep. The possessiveness in his rough rasp sends a shiver through me.

The single word pulls a smile from me. A ridiculous one, soft and private. I turn in his arms so I can see his face. His lashes flutter once before settling again, and I find myself brushing my fingers through his hair.

He looks peaceful like this. No tension in his jaw, no guarded expression hiding how he feels. Just Magnus.

I lean forward and kiss his temple. Then his cheek. Then the corner of his mouth. He stirs, his hand sliding to my hip, anchoring me to the bed like I’m something he refuses to lose.

His eyes open slowly. “Morning.”

“Morning,” I whisper back.

In one smooth movement he rolls, pinning me beneath him, his body covering mine with a mixture of possessiveness and reverence. He kisses me, slow at first, then deeper as the fog of sleep lifts. The eagerness in his touch always surprises me in the best way.

Most submissives I’ve trained are calm, contained. They wait for permission before wanting. But Magnus isn’t like them. He loves boldly. He desires fiercely. He kisses me like he’s afraid the sun will rise and take me away.

And I like it. I like his hunger.

He props himself up, arms on either side of my head, his smile crooked and warm. “You trying to sneak off?”

“I have work,” I tease.

“So do I,” he says, not moving.

He’s been spending more nights here than not. Taking me on dates. Walking me to my car after work. Eating lunch with me like it’s the best part of his day. At the office he’s obedient when I tell him to be, insolent when he wants attention, and always looking at me like I hung the moon just for him.

And when he stares at me with those big, soft eyes, tail practically wagging, my chest tightens in ways I can’t ignore.

I stroke his jaw with my thumb. “You are exhausting to manage, you know.”

“You love managing me.” He dips his head, kissing my neck. “I love when you manage me.”

I laugh quietly, slipping my hand into his hair again. “I do love bossing you around.”

His eyes soften. “I know.”

The realization hits me quietly. I’m falling for him. Not as a dominatrix or as a boss or as a woman indulging a fantasy. I’m falling in love with him.

It terrifies me. It thrills me. I don’t run from it.

Instead, I kiss him again, slow and lingering.

He groans, forehead pressing gently against mine. “Do we have to leave this bed?”

“Yes,” I whisper, because if we don’t, we’ll never stop.

He pouts. Yes, a six-foot-four, muscle-bound former soldier pouts.

I push at his shoulder lightly. “Let me go or I’m going to give you a very hard time at the office today.”

His grin turns wicked. “Promise?”

“Promise,” I say, trying not to laugh.

He releases me, hands raised in surrender. “Then go. I want you at your bossiest.”

The sincerity in his tone steals my breath for a moment. He wants all of me—my power, my demands, my sharpness. Not despite those things, but because of them.

I sit up and stretch, feeling his gaze slide down my spine like fingertips.

I may need time. I may need space to figure out exactly what this feeling is becoming. But I know one thing with perfect clarity.

Whatever this is with Magnus, I want to keep it.

Even if it scares me.
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Magnus looks completely lovestruck.

Hopelessly so.

I stand at his desk with his chair pulled close to the monitor. He leans back slightly so he can look up at me, eyes shining with that ridiculous mixture of adoration and eagerness.

The man is six foot four and built like a battering ram. Yet one quiet instruction from me and he melts into place.

“Use a larger font size,” I say, my voice low and precise. “Fourteen. Not twelve.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replies instantly, fingers moving across the keyboard.

“And change the color. Not that dull red. The same red as your coffee mug.”

He glances at the mug, then back at me like I have just told him the secret meaning of life. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I know exactly what I am doing.

He knows exactly what I am doing.

We both enjoy it.

I point to another section. “That bullet point needs to be rephrased. Add the words on schedule at the end.”

His lips curve. “Yes, Ma’am.”

His tone is polite, but the dark look in his eyes promises mischief later. I pretend not to notice how close his knee is to mine.

Then a harsher voice cuts through the moment.

“Bossing people around as usual, Alvarez.”

I stiffen.

Standing behind me is Daniel Hartman, director of Strategic Operations. The man has a permanent sneer carved onto his face and a grudge that could outlive us all. He was suspended for harassment a female employee six months ago. I was the one who walked in on them and reported his behavior. He holds a grudge against me, even though I know she’s not the first woman Daniel has taken advantage of.

“What are you doing here?” I ask. Our departments don’t work closely together. Thank goodness. Seeing him often would be a nightmare.

Daniel leans closer, voice loud enough for nearby coworkers to hear. “Everyone in the staff room says the same thing. You are miserable to work with. You push too hard. No wonder nobody likes you.”

He reaches out and pats Magnus’s shoulder. “She is a nightmare, son. If she gives you trouble, you march right to HR. Tell them she’s abusing her power to make unreasonable demands.”

Magnus’s body goes very still. He slowly reaches up and peels Hartman’s hand off him. His expression darkens, jaw clenched, eyes sharp.

My heart skips. He looks like an angry guard dog.

“Gabriella is a great boss,” Magnus says, voice cool and lethal. “She is teaching me. Even when she is swamped. I am grateful for her guidance.”

Hartman’s face twists with annoyance.

He turns his attention to me. “Maybe try acting like a woman. People might respect you more if you were not so cold. Otherwise you are going to die unmarried and alone.”

I meet his gaze evenly. “I never said I wanted to get married.”

He huffs, annoyed that he could not rattle me, and storms away muttering something about feminism ruining the workplace.

The moment he disappears around the corner, Magnus reaches under the desk and takes my hand in his. He lifts it and presses a warm kiss to my knuckles.

“I like you the way you are,” he whispers. “And if marriage is what it takes to shut him up, I would marry you tomorrow.”

My heart flutters in a way I do not appreciate. “Are you proposing to me?”

He smiles sheepishly. “I like you a lot. I think I might even love you.”

The softness of his voice nearly undoes me. I squeeze his hand, steadying both of us. “Thank you for the protective display. Not that I needed it.”

“I know,” he says, still holding my hand. “But I liked doing it anyway.”

Footsteps approach, and Magnus quickly drops my hand. Dennis arrives, raising both eyebrows like he has walked into a soap opera filming.

“Seriously,” Dennis snorts. “You two do not have to stop flirting just because I walked in. I have known something was up for weeks. Anyone with eyes knows.”

Magnus’s ears turn red. I clear my throat. “Dennis. This stays between us. I don’t want to get Gabriella in trouble.”

He nods. “Obviously. My wife is the only one who knows and she is a high school English teacher. The closest thing she has to gossip is which student plagiarized their essay this week.”

Magnus exhales in relief. “Thanks, man.”

Dennis grins, pointing between us. “Keep making each other happy. It looks good on you.”

“Thank you, Dennis. I appreciate your discretion,” I say, clearing my throat and trying to regain my sense of authority.

“You don’t have to be so secretive about it,” Dennis answers. “There’s no policy against dating in the workplace. There are other workplace couples at the office, too.”

“I know, but I don’t want people finding out until we’re ready to…” I say.

“Alright.”

He heads off, leaving us in a silence that feels warm, intimate, and charged.

Magnus turns slightly in his chair, gazing up at me again as if I hung the stars in the ceiling tiles. My pulse jumps.

This thing between us is no longer just power games and private scenes.

It is real.

It is dangerous.

And I am already in too deep to pull away.


TWELVE


Magnus

I stir my coffee absentmindedly, barely hearing a word the headhunter says until he leans forward with a grin that tells me he thinks he has me hooked.

“It is a senior leadership role. High responsibility. Top benefits. Company car. A luxury apartment with a skyline view. And the salary is more than double what you make now.”

He slides the folder closer. The numbers are impressive. Ridiculous, even.

“You have the perfect background,” he continues. “Military leadership. Engineering expertise. They need someone like you, Magnus.”

I should be excited. Anyone else would be. But my mind keeps drifting back to Gabriella asleep in my arms this morning.

He mistakes my silence for interest and presses on. “This is a major opportunity. A stepping stone to a very powerful career.”

Career. Money. Status.

I’ve never pursued those things. But in the past, I’d have jumped on this offer without a second thought. But now? I have something more precious than a dazzling career and a huge bank account. I have a woman I respect, a woman I love, and a woman who makes me feel like the world’s a better place. After all the horrors I have seen during my time as a soldier, Gabriella is the sanctuary, the shelter that my soul needs.

I can’t let her go, not when things are going so well between us. At this rate, I’ll be able to tell her about my feelings and ask her to move in together by the time Christmas rolls around. That’s in a three months. I’m so close to having the kind of relationship I’ve always dreamed of.

I guess having a higher paying job would make me feel like I’m more at Gabriella’s level. She might be more inclined to see me as a long-term partner if I made more money, though given her independent nature, I doubt she cares much about my income.

Still, it wouldn’t hurt if I had more to offer her than just my heart.

I clear my throat. “Where is it located?”

“Seattle,” he answers. “They want you on site full time.”

My stomach sinks.

Seattle. Far from New York. Far from Gabriella.

Far from the woman I love.

The headhunter leans back, confident. “Think about it. You deserve to climb higher.”

I nod because I do not trust my voice. “I will think about it.”

We shake hands. He leaves with a satisfied swagger, already counting his commission in his head.

I sit there for a moment, staring into the dark swirl of my coffee. My mind is a war zone.

More money. More respect. More power.

But none of it matters if she is not in the picture. She’s all I want. I like working in the same office as her, seeing her every day at work, spending my lunch breaks with her, talking.

I stand to go when a chair scrapes behind me. I turn, and every nerve in my body fires at once.

Gabriella rises from the table directly behind mine.

My heart lurches. “Gabriella. What are you doing here?”

She holds a closed folder to her chest, her posture stiff. “I was meeting someone. A new domme from the club. She wanted advice. I thought a public place would be best.”

Her voice is steady, but her eyes… they are glossy. Betrayal. Hurt. Fear. All at once.

She must have heard everything.

“It is a good offer,” she says quietly. “You should take it. It would be brilliant for your career.”

I shake my head quickly. “No. I do not want to leave you.”

“You cannot let me hold you back.” Her throat moves as she swallows. “Magnus, you deserve success. You deserve to build something. Don’t limit yourself because of me.”

“I am not limiting myself. I know what I want.” I step closer, but she steps back. “You are my world. Being with you is what I want right now. Not a fancy car.”

Her eyes drop to the floor. Guilt shadows her features. I know that look. She is already planning to push me away.

“I saw your face,” she whispers. “You looked interested. Part of you wants this. You cannot deny that.”

“Part of me wants a lot of things. But none of them matter if I am not with you.”

She inhales sharply, as if the words hurt. “There will be dommes in Seattle too. Clubs. Whatever you need. You can find someone else.”

“No.” I shake my head. “I only want you.”

That finally makes her look up. Her eyes shimmer, and for a second, she looks so vulnerable I want to grab her and never let go.

“We are meeting at the club tonight,” I say, softer. “Like we planned.”

She nods. “Yes.”

But the nod is empty. The air between us feels wrong. Hollow.

She turns to gather her things, and when she looks at me again, something in her gaze has shut down. The warmth she usually gives me, the connection, the spark… dimmed. Hidden behind a wall I thought I had already torn down.

She leaves without another word.

I stand alone in the café, gripping the back of a chair to stay grounded. The bright career future sits in that folder on the table, waiting for me to sign away my life.

But the only future I want… just walked out the door looking like she already let me go.


THIRTEEN


Gabriella

I have to do this even if it kills me.

I should feel powerful here.

Inside the quiet red room where I have always been in control.

But tonight, my knees feel weak. My heart feels too heavy. I keep pacing, the soft leather of my heels barely audible against the padded floor.

This place has always been a sanctuary for me. A space where emotion does not interfere with dominance. Where boundaries hold firm and desire stays in neat compartments.

Yet I stand here waiting for him, close to tears like a fool.

The door opens and Magnus walks in. Shirt already half undone, boots silent, eyes lighting up the moment he sees me.

That smile.

It breaks me.

I turn away for a second to breathe. I cannot fall apart in front of him. I must be strong if I am going to let him go.

I tell myself that I am freeing him.

I tell myself he deserves more.

I tell myself he might resent me if I become the reason he turned away from a future he has earned.

I tell myself everything except the truth.

That I do not want to lose him.

He steps closer. “You look beautiful.” His voice is soft. Hopeful.

I tighten my grip on the crop in my hand. It gives me the illusion of control. “Tonight will be our last time,” I say. “After this, I will not be your domme anymore.”

He goes still. Eyes wide. “What? Why?”

“You know why,” I reply quietly.

“I do not,” he says, voice turning rough around the edges. “I told you I am not interested in that job. I am happy where I am.”

“It does not matter,” I force out. “This was supposed to be temporary. A few scenes. A little thrill. Nothing more. We have gone too far, Magnus. It is starting to affect our work. It could ruin both of our careers.”

He steps forward and takes my hands, lowering himself slightly so he is level with me. “I do not care. I never cared about climbing higher. I care about you. I want to move in with you. I want to be with you every night and every morning.”

My breath catches. My vision blurs.

He wraps his arms around me in a firm embrace. He is trembling. “I love you. I have never loved anyone before, but I love you with my heart and soul. I want to be with you, Mistress.”

My throat burns. His warmth feels like home and danger at the same time. I grip his shirt like it is the only thing keeping me upright.

“I love you too,” I whisper. “I have never loved anyone before either.”

He leans back slightly, a hopeful smile starting to form.

“That is why this will be our last time,” I say before I lose the courage to finish. “If I do not end it now, I never will.”

Pain flashes through his eyes. “Gabriella, please. Listen to me. I cannot lose you.”

I cannot listen. If I do, I will break.

I guide him backward until the back of his legs touch the bed. He looks at me, eyes shining, pleading. I push him down gently. He sits, breathing hard.

“Gabriella. Do not do this.”

I bring my finger to his lips, forcing a small, steady smile even as my heart shatters in my chest.

“Be quiet, Magnus.” My voice is soft but firm. “I intend to make our last night unforgettable.”

His eyes overflow with emotion. Mine sting in response. I stroke his cheek with a tenderness that terrifies me.

Tonight, I will love him like I never have before.

Because tomorrow, I must teach myself how to live without him.

As his domme, I have responsibility for ensuring his welfare. That’s exactly what I’m doing by letting him go. I’m fulfilling the vow I made to him and myself the first time I took control.

Magnus tries to protest. “Gabriella, we should talk about this. You can’t just⁠—”

I cut him off, my hand wrapping around his neck, fingers squeezing gently but firmly. “The time for talking is over, Magnus.” My voice is low, steady, a command that brooks no argument. “Now, it’s time for me to show you real pain.”

His eyes widen, a mix of fear and excitement flashing through them. He tries to speak again, but I squeeze harder, feeling his pulse quicken under my fingers. “Shh, be quiet. Be a good boy for me.”

I release my grip, running my fingers down his chest, feeling every ridge and valley of his muscles. My nails dig into his skin, leaving red trails in their wake. He hisses, his body tensing, but he doesn’t pull away. I lean in, my breath hot against his ear. “You’re going to take everything I give you tonight. No safewords. No mercy.”

His cock twitches, already hard and straining against his pants. I tease him through the fabric, my fingers tracing the length of him, feeling him grow harder under my touch. “You like that, don’t you? The thought of me hurting you. Making you scream.”

I unbutton his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, freeing his cock. It’s thick and heavy in my hand, the smooth skin hot to the touch. I stroke him slowly, my thumb circling the sensitive tip. He groans, his hips lifting off the bed, seeking more friction.

“Not so fast,” I murmur, my other hand wrapping around his throat again, squeezing lightly. “You come when I say you can. Not a moment sooner.”

His eyes roll back, a choked gasp escaping his lips. I can see the struggle in his face, the battle between pain and pleasure. It’s a beautiful sight. I lean down, my teeth grazing his nipple, biting down hard enough to make him jerk.

“Fuck, Gabriella,” he gasps, his body writhing beneath me.

I smile, my nails raking down his chest, leaving angry red welts in their wake. “That’s Mistress to you,” I correct, my voice sharp.

His cock is leaking pre-cum, the head slick and glistening. I rub my thumb over it, spreading the wetness down his shaft. He moans, his body trembling with need. I can see the veins in his neck bulging, his muscles taut and straining.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” I whisper, my lips brushing against his. “So ready to come for me.”

I straddle him, my panties the only barrier between us. I grind against him, feeling his cock rub against my clit. The friction sends sparks of pleasure shooting through me, my pussy growing wetter with each movement.

He groans, his hands gripping my hips, fingers digging into my flesh. I lean down, my breath hot against his ear. “You feel that? That’s how wet you make me. That’s how much I want you.”

I reach between us, pushing my panties to the side, and guide his cock to my entrance. I sink down onto him, a low moan escaping my lips as he fills me completely. He’s so big, stretching me, hitting every spot inside me that makes me see stars.

I ride him hard, my hips moving in a relentless rhythm. His hands grip my ass, helping me move faster, deeper. The sound of our flesh slapping together fills the room, a primal, raw symphony.

“You feel so good,” I pant, my body slick with sweat. “So fucking good.”

His face contorts, a mix of pleasure and pain etched into every line. I can see the emotion in his eyes, the depth of his feelings for me. It makes my heart ache, my body tremble with the intensity of it all.

I lean down, my mouth finding his, our tongues clashing in a desperate, hungry kiss. He bites my lip, the sharp pain sending a rush of heat straight to my core. I ride him harder, faster, my body chasing the release I know is coming.

“Gabriella,” he gasps against my lips. “I’m close. Please.”

I sit up, my hands gripping his chest, nails digging into his skin. “Come for me, Magnus. Come inside me.”

His body tenses, a low growl ripping from his throat as he comes, his cock pulsing inside me. The feeling of him filling me pushes me over the edge, my own orgasm tearing through me, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over me.

I collapse onto his chest, my body shaking with the aftershocks. He wraps his arms around me, holding me close, his heart pounding against mine.

“I turned down the job offer already.” His words are soft, whispered against my ear.

I still, shocked. “What?”

He nods, his lips brushing against my temple. “I did it the moment I got back home.”

Tears well up in my eyes, spilling over before I can stop them. “You’re crazy.”

He chuckles, the sound rumbling through his chest. “Yes, I am. Crazy for you, Gabriella. I don’t want happiness or success or status if I can’t share it with you. I’m happy anywhere if you’re mine. So please, stop punishing yourself. Be mine.”

I sob, the tears flowing freely now. “I’m already yours, you stupid giant. I have been yours for a long time.”

He smiles, his thumb wiping away my tears. “Then why the hell did you try to push me away?”

“Because I was scared,” I admit, my voice shaking. “I thought you’d leave eventually. I thought it would be easier if I ended it first.”

He shakes his head, a soft chiding in his eyes. “You should have been honest with me. With yourself.”

I nod, sniffling. “I know. I’m sorry.”

He kisses my forehead, his arms tightening around me. “It’s okay. Just don’t do it again. I have no plans of leaving you. Especially not when the sex is this great.”

I laugh, the sound watery but genuine. I look up at him, my heart overflowing with love. “I want you to move in with me. Whenever your lease ends.”

He grins, his eyes lighting up. “I practically live at your place already. And I look forward to unwinding after work with wine and cheese and taking expensive baths in your bathtub.”

I smile, my fingers tracing the lines of his face. “You’re welcome to do that. I’m glad I found you, Magnus. I had given up on finding any real connection. I thought I was too old, too dominant. But you… you’re perfect for me.”

He leans down, his lips brushing gently against mine. “You’re perfect for me too, Gabriella. You’re the one who showed me how to be authentic, how to be myself. I love who I am with you. And I love you. So much.”

I kiss him deeply, pouring all my love, all my emotions into it. He’s mine, and I’m his. And nothing in the world could make me happier.


EPILOGUE


Magnus

Three months later…

Months pass. The seasons turn. The city changes again and again.

But she is still mine.

And I am still hers.

At work, she is the same Gabriella Alvarez everyone knows. Immaculate bun. Crisp voice. Steel in her spine. Our coworkers have no idea about the shift beneath the surface.

No idea that when her hand lingers just one second longer on a folder I pass to her, I feel that electric current run from my wrist straight into my ribs.

No idea that when I answer her quietly under my breath

“Yes, Ma’am,”

I do it to hear that tiny, satisfied breath she takes.

No idea that after five o’clock, the world belongs to us.

Tonight is Christmas Eve again.

One year since the night I walked into The Hothouse and saw her standing there like desire made flesh.

One year since she slapped me and I said yes like a prayer.

I step inside her apartment. It smells like wine and winter. She is curled up on the couch with her laptop, glasses on, looking like the goddess of work-life imbalance.

“I brought you something,” I say, setting the small velvet box on the coffee table.

She raises an eyebrow. “A gift?”

“For our anniversary.”

She laughs under her breath. “That was not a date, Magnus.”

“It was the best night of my life,” I tell her. “The night I met you. The real you. I’ll remember that slap for as long as I live.”

Her teasing fades. Her eyes soften. She reaches for the box, hands careful. When she opens it, the breath she takes is slow and shaky.

Inside is a leather collar. Simple. Elegant. A silver ring at the front.

She touches it like it is precious. “You want me to own you, Magnus? Want me to be your master at home and treat you like a dog?”

“Yes, please, Mistress,” I say. “I want to surrender to you in every way possible.”

Her eyes glimmer. She closes the box and sets it aside, then pats her lap gently. “On your knees.”

The word is warm. Intimate. Sacred.

I do not even think before I kneel at her feet and rest my chin on her thigh. She opens the box again, lifts the collar, and places it around my neck with careful hands.

The buckle clicks.

And my whole world centers.

Her fingers trace the new band of ownership on my throat. “My good boy,” she whispers.

Shivers run down my spine. I feel loved. I feel owned. The headiest combination that has ever existed.

She strokes my hair with slow tenderness, then tips my chin up and kisses me. The kiss feels like home and future all at once.

“I am very pleased with your good behavior,” she murmurs against my lips. “So I plan to give you a reward tonight.”

She winks.

I grin, heat blooming in my chest.

“I cannot wait.”

She pulls me into her arms, and I hold her back just as tightly. In this embrace, there is no fear. No doubt. Only surrender and strength braided together.

One year behind us.

A lifetime ahead.

Hers to command.

Mine to give.
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