
        
            
                
            
        

    
His Property

A Dark Maledom Romance of Total Possession, Control, and Willing Surrender (The Claimed Series Book 1)


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Stolen Seat

Serena strode into the boardroom at 8:55 a.m., her heels clicking against the polished marble with the precision of a metronome. The air carried the faint scent of polished wood and stale coffee, a familiar arena where she’d orchestrated deals worth millions. At 29, as VP of Marketing, she owned every room she entered—until today.

Her chair waited at the head of the table, as it always did. The high-backed leather throne was her unspoken claim, a silent declaration of dominance in a world of suits and egos. She adjusted her tailored blazer, ready to command the quarterly review.

The room wasn’t empty.

A man sat in her chair.

Her step faltered, just for a fraction of a second. He didn’t look up from the tablet in his hand, his posture relaxed but unyielding, as if the seat had been molded to his frame. Broad shoulders filled out a charcoal suit cut so sharp it could draw blood, and the quiet authority radiating from him seemed to thicken the air.

Serena’s pulse ticked up. She forced her spine straighter, her chin tilting as she approached the table. Who the hell did he think he was?

“Excuse me,” she said, her voice smooth as silk but edged with steel. “I believe you’re in my seat.”

He lifted his gaze then, slow and deliberate, and the weight of it pinned her in place. Deep hazel eyes assessed her, not with curiosity, but with the calm certainty of someone who already knew everything he needed to. Cade, the private equity investor who’d acquired their company last week, sat in her chair like he’d been born to it.

Her stomach tightened.

“You’re Serena,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the polished table. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of ownership, as if her name itself belonged to him.

She blinked, caught off guard by the way her skin warmed under that tone. “Yes. And I’d appreciate it if you’d move.”

A faint smile curved his lips, not mocking but knowing, as if her request was a child’s tantrum he’d already decided to indulge—or ignore. He leaned back in the chair, one hand resting lightly on the armrest, claiming it further. “Take the seat to my right. We have business to discuss.”

Her jaw clenched. She could feel the eyes of the other executives trickling into the room, their whispers a faint hum behind her. Her reputation was a living thing, hard-earned, and she’d be damned if she let this man unravel it in front of her team.

But her feet moved.

She hated that they did.

She slid into the chair beside him, the leather cool against her thighs through her pencil skirt. The proximity was immediate—too close. His presence seemed to expand, filling the space between them with a heat she couldn’t ignore, the faint scent of cedar and something darker, like leather after rain.

Her fingers tightened around her portfolio. She was Serena goddamn Blake, architect of campaigns that had reshaped industries. And yet, sitting here, she felt the first crack in her carefully constructed armor, a fissure she couldn’t name.

Cade didn’t look at her as he addressed the room, his voice steady and unhurried, each word a quiet command that drew every eye to him. He spoke of restructuring, of vision, of control—words that should have been hers to wield. She should have been leading this meeting, not sitting at his side like some subordinate, her usual seat a silent taunt across the table.

Her mind raced. How dare he claim her space without a word, without a fight? And why did her body hum with something other than anger, a traitorous warmth pooling low in her belly at the sheer audacity of his presence?

She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs tightly as if that could contain the heat. It didn’t. It only made her more aware of the way his arm rested on the table, inches from hers, the sleeve of his suit brushing the edge of her blazer with every subtle movement.

Focus, Serena. She forced her attention to the presentation slides, to the numbers she knew better than anyone in this room. But her peripheral vision betrayed her, catching the way his fingers tapped lightly on the tablet, a rhythm that seemed to sync with her pulse.

Ridiculous. She was above this, above whatever game he was playing. And yet, her skin prickled under the weight of his nearness, her body responding to a silent command she hadn’t even heard.

The meeting dragged on, each minute a slow erosion of her control. Colleagues spoke, reports were delivered, but her focus kept slipping to the man beside her. Every time he shifted, the air seemed to shift with him, as if he controlled the very atmosphere of the room.

She hated that she noticed.

His voice cut through her thoughts again, addressing a question about marketing projections—her domain. “Serena will have the revised figures by tomorrow,” he said, not looking at her, as if her compliance was a given. “Won’t you?”

Her lips parted, a protest forming, but it died under the weight of his expectation. The room was watching, waiting for her to confirm or challenge. She swallowed, her throat dry, and nodded once. “Of course.”

Good girl, her mind whispered, unbidden, in a tone that wasn’t hers. Her face burned at the thought, and she gripped her pen harder, the plastic biting into her palm. Where had that come from?

She glanced at him then, a mistake. His eyes were on her now, just for a moment, and the intensity in them stole her breath. It wasn’t triumph or cruelty—it was something deeper, something that saw straight through her polished exterior to the trembling thing beneath.

Her pussy clenched, unbidden, a sharp pulse of heat that shocked her. No. She pressed her thighs together tighter, willing her body to behave, to remember who she was.

But her body didn’t listen.

The meeting adjourned, and the room began to empty, the murmur of voices and rustle of papers a distant noise. Serena stayed seated, needing a moment to compose herself, to reclaim the authority that had slipped through her fingers like sand. She couldn’t let him see how rattled she was.

Cade didn’t move either.

He turned his head, just enough to meet her gaze fully, and the air between them thickened. “You felt it,” he said, his voice quieter now, meant for her alone. The low rumble seemed to stroke her skin, raising goosebumps she couldn’t hide.

Her breath caught. “Felt what?”

His smile returned, faint but piercing, as if he could see the lie in her eyes. “The shift. The moment you realized this isn’t your room anymore.”

Her heart pounded, a wild thing caged in her ribs. She wanted to snap back, to tell him he was wrong, that she was still in control. But the words wouldn’t come, held captive by the truth in his gaze, by the way her body hummed in response to his nearness.

She hated that he was right.

Her mind scrambled for footing, for the sharp retort that would put him in his place. But all she could feel was the warmth radiating from him, the way his presence seemed to press against her, not with force but with inevitability. She was a fortress, impenetrable, and yet he’d found a crack without even trying.

“You’ll adjust, Serena,” he said, standing with a grace that belied his size, his suit shifting over broad shoulders as he straightened. “You always do.”

The words lingered, a promise and a threat woven together, as he stepped away from the table. She watched him go, her chest tight, her skin flushed with something she refused to name. But the weight of his gaze stayed with her, a silent vow that this was only the beginning.

Her fingers trembled as she gathered her things. She was still Serena, still the woman who’d built an empire of influence in this very room. And yet, as she stood, the empty chair at the head of the table mocked her, a reminder of the space he’d claimed without a word.

She couldn’t shake the heat in her core. It pulsed there, traitorously, a wet ache she couldn’t ignore, a reaction to a man who’d done nothing but sit in her seat and speak her name. The shame of it burned, but so did the need, a confusing tangle she didn’t know how to unravel.

Tomorrow, she told herself, she’d take back her chair. Tomorrow, she’d remind him—and herself—who ran this show. But even as she thought it, doubt curled in her chest, a whisper that Cade wasn’t a man who relinquished anything once he’d claimed it.

She left the boardroom, her heels clicking softer now, less certain. The corridor stretched long and empty before her, but she could still feel the echo of his voice, the warmth of his presence lingering on her skin. And deep down, in a place she refused to acknowledge, she knew he’d already begun to take more than just her seat.

Her resistance was a fragile thing, a wall of glass waiting to shatter. She told herself she’d fight, that she’d reclaim her power, but her body whispered otherwise, a slow, wet heat spreading where it shouldn’t. And as she stepped into the elevator, alone with her thoughts, she couldn’t escape the truth: Cade had already started to own her, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop him.

The elevator doors closed with a soft chime. Her reflection stared back at her, flushed and unsettled, a stranger in her own skin. Tomorrow, she thought, but the word felt hollow, a lie she told herself to keep from falling apart.

Because deep down, she knew. Cade wasn’t just a man who took seats. He was a man who took everything—and she was already caught in his grip, whether she admitted it or not.


Chapter 2: Beyond Office Hours

Serena sat at her desk, the glow of her laptop casting sharp shadows across her face. The office was silent, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning, a sterile reminder of the late hour. She’d stayed behind, long after her team had filtered out, determined to reclaim the ground she’d lost in that boardroom.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, unmoving.

The memory of Cade in her chair gnawed at her, a persistent ache she couldn’t shake. His voice, that low rumble, echoed in her mind, each syllable a weight that pressed against her resolve. She told herself it was anger, pure and simple, a professional affront she’d rectify with a flawless presentation tomorrow.

But her body told a different story.

A flush crept up her neck, unbidden, as she remembered the way his gaze had pinned her, dissecting her without effort. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, a futile attempt to smother the heat pooling there. She hated this—hated that a man she’d just met could unravel her with nothing more than a look and a few measured words.

She would not crumble.

Her phone buzzed, a sharp intrusion into the quiet. She glanced at the screen, expecting a late email from a client, but her breath caught at the name. Cade.

Her pulse quickened.

The message was brief, a single line that felt like a command carved in stone: Meet me in my office. Now.

Her first instinct was to ignore it, to let him wait, to prove she wasn’t at his beck and call. But her fingers betrayed her, trembling slightly as she set the phone down. The idea of defying him sparked a thrill she didn’t want to acknowledge, a twisted mix of rebellion and something darker, something wet and warm between her legs.

She stood, smoothing her skirt with hands that weren’t as steady as she’d like. The corridor stretched empty before her, the click of her heels unnaturally loud in the silence. Each step toward his office felt like a concession, a small surrender she couldn’t stop herself from making.

Her mind raced with justifications. This was business, nothing more. She’d hear him out, assert her position, and leave with her dignity intact.

But doubt curled in her chest, a whisper she couldn’t silence.

The door to his office loomed ahead, a sleek slab of glass and steel that reflected her own uncertain expression. She paused, her hand hovering over the handle, her reflection a stranger flushed with something she refused to name. Then, with a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding, she pushed it open.

He was there, behind a desk that wasn’t hers but felt like it should be. Cade sat with the same unhurried ease he’d displayed in the boardroom, his suit jacket draped over the chair, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms corded with quiet strength. His eyes lifted to meet hers, a slow, deliberate assessment that made her skin prickle.

“Serena,” he said, her name a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room. “Close the door.”

Her instinct was to resist, to leave it open as a statement of her independence. But her hand moved before her mind caught up, pushing the door shut with a soft click that felt final.

She hated the way her body obeyed him.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair across from him, his tone calm but unyielding. She moved to it, her movements stiff, every muscle taut with the effort to maintain control. But sitting felt like another concession, her body positioned where he wanted it, under his gaze.

Her heart thudded, loud in her ears.

“I’ve been reviewing your work,” he began, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled as if weighing her worth. “Impressive. You’ve built something formidable here.”

The praise caught her off guard, a warmth spreading through her chest despite herself. She wanted to dismiss it, to tell him she didn’t need his approval, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she nodded, her lips pressed tight, waiting for the catch.

“And yet,” he continued, his voice dropping lower, “I see room for… adjustment.”

Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something she refused to name. “Adjustment?” she echoed, her voice sharper than she intended, a shield against the way his words seemed to stroke her skin.

He smiled, faint but piercing, the same smile that had haunted her since their first meeting. “You’re used to leading, Serena. But leadership under me looks different.”

Her breath hitched.

“I’m assigning you a new role,” he said, his gaze never wavering, pinning her in place. “Direct report. To me. Outside of office hours.”

Her mind reeled, grasping for meaning, for a way to twist this back into her control. “I don’t understand,” she said, though a part of her did, a part that trembled with a heat she couldn’t ignore. “What does that even mean?”

“It means,” he said, standing with that same deliberate grace, his height suddenly imposing as he rounded the desk, “that I expect your full attention. Beyond these walls. Beyond the hours you’ve so carefully structured.”

Her chest tightened, her body frozen as he approached. He stopped just in front of her, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from him, close enough that her breath came shallow and quick. She wanted to stand, to match his height, to reclaim some semblance of power, but her legs wouldn’t move.

His hand reached out, slow and precise, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. The touch was light, barely there, but it burned through her, a brand she couldn’t escape. Her pussy clenched, a traitor to her mind, wet heat spreading where it shouldn’t.

“You’ll learn,” he said, his thumb brushing across her jaw, a gesture too intimate for this office, too claiming. “You’ll adapt. And you’ll do it on my terms.”

Her mind screamed at her to pull away, to slap his hand from her face, to storm out and never look back. But her body leaned into the touch, just a fraction, a betrayal she couldn’t stop. The shame of it burned, but so did the need, a pulsing ache that drowned out her protests.

“I’m not some subordinate you can order around after hours,” she said, her voice trembling despite her best efforts, a weak attempt to hold her ground. “I’ve built my career on my own terms. You don’t get to rewrite that.”

His thumb paused, pressing just enough to tilt her head further, exposing the line of her throat. “I’m not rewriting anything, Serena,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. “I’m claiming what’s already mine.”

Her breath caught, a sharp gasp she couldn’t hide.

The air between them thickened, charged with a tension she didn’t want to name. His hand dropped from her chin, but the ghost of his touch lingered, a heat that seared into her skin. She felt exposed, stripped bare under his gaze, her carefully constructed walls crumbling with every second she stayed in this room.

She wanted to run. She wanted to stay. The conflict tore at her, a storm of resistance and surrender she couldn’t navigate.

“Cameras,” she whispered, grasping at the last shred of logic, the reality of their setting. “Colleagues. My reputation—”

“Are irrelevant,” he interrupted, his tone final, as if the world outside this office didn’t exist. “This is between us. And you already know you’ll comply.”

Her mind rebelled, a silent scream of denial, but her body hummed with the truth of his words. She hated him for seeing it, for knowing the wet ache between her thighs before she could even admit it to herself. She hated herself more for the way her pussy throbbed at the thought of complying, of letting him take more than just her time.

He stepped back, returning to his side of the desk, the distance a sudden coldness she felt in her bones. But his eyes never left her, a tether that kept her bound even without his touch. “I expect you at nine. Don’t be late.”

The command landed like a physical weight, pressing against her chest, her resolve fracturing under it. She wanted to argue, to tell him no, to reclaim the power she’d wielded so effortlessly for years. But the words wouldn’t come, drowned by the heat in her core, by the memory of his hand on her skin.

She stood, her movements jerky, her hands smoothing her skirt as if that could smooth away the chaos inside her. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step a reminder of the space he’d claimed, not just in this office but in her mind, her body. She reached for the door, her hand trembling on the handle, the click of the lock releasing a sound too loud in the charged silence.

Her reflection in the glass mocked her, flushed and unsteady, a woman she didn’t recognize.

She stepped into the corridor, the cool air a shock against her heated skin. But his voice followed her, that low rumble echoing in her mind, a promise of more to come. She told herself she’d fight, that she’d find a way to take back control, but deep down, she knew.

Her resistance was fragile, a thread already fraying under his calm, unyielding claim.

As she walked back to her office, her phone buzzed again, a late-night message that stopped her cold. My place. Nine sharp. Don’t make me wait, Serena. Her breath hitched, her choice already made for her, a surrender she hadn’t voiced but couldn’t deny.

The corridor stretched endlessly before her, but she felt the weight of his expectation, a chain she wasn’t sure she wanted to break. Tomorrow, she told herself, she’d fight. But the lie tasted hollow, and the heat between her thighs whispered the truth—she was already his, whether she admitted it or not.


Chapter 3: Private Names Spoken

Serena stood outside the glass-walled conference room at 8:55, her tablet clutched like a shield against her chest. The corridor buzzed with the early morning hum of the office—colleagues murmuring over coffee, the distant clatter of keyboards, the occasional sharp ring of a phone. Her tailored navy blazer and pencil skirt felt like armor, but the tremor in her fingers betrayed her.

She hadn’t slept.

Last night’s message—My place. Nine sharp. Don’t make me wait, Serena—had seared itself into her mind, replaying on a loop as she tossed in her king-sized bed. She’d stared at the ceiling, her body a live wire of tension, her pussy aching with a need she refused to name. Every rational part of her screamed to ignore him, to reclaim the control she’d spent six years building as VP of marketing, to walk into this meeting and own the room like she always had.

But her body remembered his touch.

The ghost of his thumb on her chin lingered, a heat that refused to fade, and the memory of his voice—low, unhurried, claiming—sent a shiver down her spine even now. She hated the way her thighs clenched at the thought of nine o’clock, hated the wet warmth pooling between her legs as she stood here, pretending to be the woman who ran million-dollar campaigns. Her reflection in the glass mocked her—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, a woman fraying at the edges.

The conference room door swung open.

Cade stood there, filling the frame with his broad shoulders, his charcoal suit tailored to a precision that made her mouth dry. His tie was a deep crimson, a slash of power against the crisp white of his shirt, and his eyes—dark, calculating—locked onto hers with an intensity that pinned her in place. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to; his presence was a command all its own.

Her knees softened.

“Come in, Serena,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her chest. It wasn’t a request, and the way her name rolled off his tongue felt like a claim, a private weight that made the air between them thicken. She stepped forward, her heels clicking too loudly on the polished floor, each sound a reminder of the eyes that might be watching through the glass.

The room was empty but for him.

He’d chosen the head of the table—her usual seat—again, his laptop open, papers neatly stacked, as if he’d been here for hours, owning the space before she even arrived. The blinds were half-drawn, casting slatted shadows across the mahogany surface, and the hum of the air conditioning felt too cold against her heated skin. She stopped a few feet away, gripping her tablet tighter, her mind racing for a way to reclaim ground.

“You’re early,” she said, forcing her voice to steady, to carry the sharpness she’d honed over years of boardroom battles. “I thought this was a team meeting.”

His lips curved, a faint, knowing smile that made her stomach twist.

“It was,” he replied, leaning back in the chair, his posture relaxed but predatory, every movement deliberate. “I sent them away. This is between us.”

Her breath caught.

The words echoed last night’s conversation, a reminder of how he’d dismissed her concerns about cameras, colleagues, her reputation—all the things that had defined her world until he walked into it. Her mind screamed at her to protest, to demand an explanation, to remind him that she wasn’t some subordinate to be summoned. But the heat in her core pulsed, a traitor’s rhythm, and she felt the dampness in her panties grow under his gaze.

She shifted her weight, trying to hide the way her thighs pressed together.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair beside him, not across the table where she might have kept distance, but close, where his presence would be unavoidable. His tone was calm, unhurried, as if her compliance was a foregone conclusion. Her fingers tightened on the tablet, a silent rebellion, but her feet moved before her mind could catch up.

She sat.

The chair was too close, the warmth of his body radiating across the small space between them, a heat she could feel through the fabric of her blazer. His scent—clean, sharp, with a hint of something darker—wrapped around her, and she hated how it made her chest tighten, how it made her want to lean closer. She kept her spine straight, her jaw set, determined to hold onto the last threads of her control.

“I’ve reviewed your latest campaign projections,” he started, sliding a folder across the table, his fingers brushing the edge of her space, a subtle invasion. “Impressive. But I have notes.”

Her eyes narrowed.

She’d spent weeks on those projections, sleepless nights ensuring every detail was flawless, every risk accounted for. The idea of him—someone who’d just waltzed into her company—daring to critique her work made her blood simmer. She opened her mouth to retort, to defend her territory, but his gaze stopped her cold.

That look.

It wasn’t just assessment; it was possession, a silent promise that he saw more than her work, more than her title. Her throat tightened, words dying before they could form, and the heat between her thighs flared, a shameful response she couldn’t suppress. She shifted in her seat, the friction of her skirt against her skin a cruel reminder of how little control she had over her own body in his presence.

“Read them later,” he said, his voice cutting through her spiraling thoughts, smooth as a blade. “Right now, we’re discussing something more… personal.”

Her pulse spiked.

Personal. The word hung in the air, heavy with implication, and her mind raced back to last night, to the weight of his command, to the way her body had betrayed her with every word he spoke. She wanted to stand, to walk out, to prove she wasn’t his to summon—but her legs wouldn’t move, anchored by the intensity of his stare.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her voice quieter than she intended, a crack in her armor she couldn’t hide.

He leaned forward, just enough that the space between them shrank, the warmth of his breath a ghost against her skin even from this distance. His eyes never wavered, dark and unyielding, stripping away every defense she’d built over years of corporate warfare. “I mean how we address each other, Serena. In private.”

Her heart thudded.

Private. The word sent a jolt through her, a mix of dread and something darker, something she didn’t want to name but felt in the ache between her legs. She swallowed, her mouth dry, her mind scrambling for a foothold, a way to push back against the tide of his control.

“I call you Cade,” she said, forcing the words out, clinging to the illusion of equality. “And you call me Serena. That’s professional.”

His smile widened, slow and deliberate, a predator savoring the moment before the strike.

“Professional is for the boardroom,” he said, his voice dropping lower, a rumble that seemed to vibrate in her bones. “In private, you’ll call me Sir. Understood?”

Her breath stopped.

Sir. The word hit like a physical touch, a command that wrapped around her throat, tight and unyielding, stealing the air from her lungs. Her mind recoiled, a violent protest rising—I’m not yours, I’m not some submissive to be named, I’ve fought for every inch of my power—but her body reacted first, a rush of heat flooding her pussy, a wetness that soaked through her panties as if to mock her resistance.

She stared at him, lips parted, unable to speak.

“Say it,” he instructed, his tone calm, almost gentle, but laced with an authority that brooked no argument. His hand rested on the table, fingers splayed, a subtle reminder of how easily he could reach for her, how easily he could claim more than just her words. “Let me hear it, Serena.”

Her chest heaved.

The word burned on her tongue, a humiliation she couldn’t bear to voice, a surrender she wasn’t ready to give. But the weight of his gaze, the low timbre of his voice, the warmth of his nearness—it all pressed against her, a force she couldn’t escape. Her mind screamed no, but her body trembled with the need to obey, to feel the approval that might follow if she did.

“I…” She faltered, her voice a whisper, her hands trembling on the tablet in her lap.

He didn’t move, didn’t rush her, but his presence was a pressure all its own, a silent demand that filled the room until there was no space for anything but him. Her thighs pressed together, a futile attempt to stifle the ache, but the friction only made it worse, a reminder of how wet she was, how much her body craved what her mind rejected. She hated him for this, for unraveling her so effortlessly, for making her want to say it just to see what came next.

“Serena,” he said, her name a caress and a warning all at once, his voice wrapping around her like a chain. “I’m waiting.”

Her resolve fractured.

“Sir,” she breathed, the word barely audible, a surrender that felt like it tore something vital from her chest. It lingered in the air, a confession she couldn’t take back, and the heat in her core surged, a shameful victory for her body over her mind. She looked away, unable to meet his eyes, her face burning with the weight of what she’d just done.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise a velvet blade, cutting through her defenses, sinking deep into a part of her she didn’t want to acknowledge.

Her pussy clenched.

The words—good girl—should have infuriated her, should have sparked a fire of rebellion, but instead, they melted something inside her, a warmth that spread from her chest to her core, making her feel owned, seen, in a way she’d never been before. She hated how much she wanted to hear it again, how much she wanted to earn it, even as her mind recoiled at the thought. Her hands gripped the tablet so hard her knuckles whitened, a desperate attempt to anchor herself against the storm he’d unleashed.

He leaned back, the movement slow, deliberate, giving her space but not release, his eyes still holding her captive. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” he asked, his tone deceptively soft, a contrast to the power he wielded with every breath.

She didn’t answer.

Her mind was a warzone, resistance and surrender clashing with every heartbeat, her body a traitor that pulsed with need at the sound of his voice, at the memory of that single word—Sir. She wanted to stand, to run, to reclaim the woman she’d been before he walked into her life, but her legs wouldn’t move, her will bent under the weight of his calm, unyielding control. And beneath it all, the wet ache between her thighs whispered the truth—she was already his, in ways she couldn’t yet admit.

“Look at me,” he said, the command quiet but firm, pulling her gaze back to his despite every instinct to hide.

Her eyes lifted.

His stare was unrelenting, a dark promise that stripped her bare, seeing every fracture in her armor, every hidden desire she tried to bury. Her breath came shallow, her chest tight, and the heat of his nearness felt like a physical touch, a claim she couldn’t escape. She wanted to fight, to tell him no, but the word—Sir—still lingered on her tongue, a test she hadn’t yet passed.

“We’ll continue this tonight,” he said, his voice a low rumble, a promise of more to come, more to take. “Nine o’clock. Be ready to say it again.”

Her heart stuttered.

Tonight. The word hung between them, heavy with implication, a deadline she couldn’t ignore. And as she sat there, caught in his gaze, the dampness in her panties a constant reminder of her body’s betrayal, she knew—whether she fought or surrendered, he was already one step ahead.


Chapter 4: Claimed Without Words

Serena sat at her desk, the late afternoon light casting long shadows across the glass walls of her corner office. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, the report she was supposed to finalize blurred by the memory of his voice—We’ll continue this tonight. Her stomach twisted, a knot of dread and something hotter, something she refused to name.

She shifted in her chair, the subtle friction between her thighs a cruel reminder of how wet she’d been earlier, how wet she still was. Her mind screamed to focus, to reclaim the VP she’d been before Cade walked into her life, but her body hummed with a traitor’s rhythm, attuned to his last command. She hated how the word—Sir—still lingered on her tongue, a bitter aftertaste of surrender.

Her office door was closed, but the glass offered no privacy. Colleagues moved through the open-plan space beyond, their glances darting her way, curious or suspicious, she couldn’t tell. Her reputation as the unshakeable marketing head felt like a fragile shell now, one wrong move away from shattering under the weight of what she’d let slip in that boardroom.

The clock on her screen ticked closer to five. Every minute felt like a countdown to nine o’clock, his deadline looming like a guillotine. She wanted to cancel, to send a curt email claiming a prior engagement, but the thought of defying him sent a shiver down her spine, and not entirely from fear.

Her phone buzzed, a sharp interruption. A calendar reminder: Meeting with Cade, 5:15 PM, Executive Suite. Her breath caught, her pulse spiking as if he’d walked into the room himself.

She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt with trembling hands. The fabric clung to her hips, a reminder of how exposed she felt, even fully dressed. She grabbed her tablet, a flimsy shield against whatever awaited her, and forced herself to walk toward the elevator.

The ride up was suffocating. Her reflection in the mirrored walls showed a woman she barely recognized—cheeks flushed, eyes too bright, lips parted as if already waiting for his next word. She clenched her jaw, willing herself to be the Serena who’d closed million-dollar deals, not the one who’d whispered Sir like a plea.

The executive suite was silent when she arrived, the heavy door to Cade’s office slightly ajar. She hesitated, her hand hovering over the handle, every instinct screaming to turn back. But her body moved forward, drawn by a force she couldn’t name, a pull stronger than her pride.

He was there, behind the massive desk that had once been hers to command during board meetings. His suit jacket hung over the chair, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with quiet strength, his posture relaxed but predatory, a lion at rest. He didn’t look up as she entered, his attention on a document, but she felt his awareness, a weight that pinned her in place.

“Close the door,” he said, his voice low, unhurried, as if he’d expected her all along.

Her hand obeyed before her mind could protest, the soft click of the latch sounding like a trap snapping shut. She stood there, clutching her tablet, her heels rooted to the carpet, waiting for something—permission, punishment, she didn’t know. The air felt thicker now, charged with the scent of his cologne, sharp and masculine, invading her senses.

He finally looked up, his dark eyes locking onto hers with that unrelenting calm that stripped her bare. Her knees softened, a reflexive response she despised, her body already betraying her before he’d even spoken again. She wanted to speak, to assert herself, but her throat was tight, her words trapped behind the memory of his praise—good girl.

“Come here,” he said, the command soft but ironclad, no room for refusal.

Her feet moved, each step a small surrender, her mind racing to find a foothold of resistance. She stopped a few feet from his desk, her posture stiff, trying to hold onto the illusion of control. But his gaze dragged over her, slow and deliberate, as if he could see the dampness between her thighs, the heat pooling in her core.

“Closer,” he said, his tone unchanged, a quiet insistence that brooked no argument.

Her breath hitched. She took another step, then another, until she stood just on the other side of the desk, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from him. Her fingers tightened around the tablet, a desperate anchor against the storm brewing inside her.

He stood, the movement fluid, unhurried, his height looming as he rounded the desk to stand before her. Her heart thudded, a wild rhythm she couldn’t control, as he closed the distance, his body a wall of heat and power she couldn’t escape. She should have stepped back, should have reclaimed her space, but her legs wouldn’t move, her will bending under the sheer force of his presence.

His hand reached out, not to touch her face or her arm, but to take the tablet from her grip. She let it go, her fingers trembling as they brushed his, the brief contact sending a jolt through her. He set it on the desk behind him, the gesture deliberate, stripping away her last shield.

“Turn around,” he said, his voice a low rumble, calm but undeniable.

Her mind screamed no, a final flare of defiance, but her body was already complying, pivoting slowly until her back was to him. She felt exposed, vulnerable, the glass walls of the office beyond the door a distant threat—anyone could walk by, see her like this, see her submission. The thought should have terrified her, but it only deepened the ache in her pussy, a shameful thrill she couldn’t suppress.

His hand settled on her waist, fingers spanning the curve with a possessive ease that made her gasp. The warmth of his palm seeped through the thin fabric of her blouse, branding her skin, his grip firm but not forceful, as if he knew she wouldn’t pull away. She hated how right he was, how her body leaned into his touch, craving more even as her mind recoiled.

“Stay right there,” he murmured, his breath warm against the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine. “I like you like this.”

Her breath caught, a sharp intake that echoed in the quiet room. His words sank into her, a claim without force, a declaration of ownership that made her pussy clench, wet and aching for something she didn’t dare name. She wanted to move, to turn and face him, to reclaim some semblance of power, but her body stayed, held by his command as surely as if he’d bound her with rope.

His other hand joined the first, both now resting on her hips, his fingers splaying wide, encompassing her in a grip that felt like a cage and a cradle all at once. The heat of him pressed closer, his chest a solid presence behind her, not touching but near enough that she could feel the promise of it. Her mind spun, a whirlwind of protest and need, her resistance crumbling under the weight of his calm, unyielding control.

She should hate this. She should hate how easily he positioned her, how effortlessly he claimed her space, her body, without even asking. But the heat pooling between her thighs told a different story, a traitor’s tale of want, of surrender she couldn’t voice.

Her hands hung at her sides, useless, trembling with the effort not to reach back, not to touch him, not to give in further. Every breath was a struggle, her chest tight with the tension of holding herself together, of not melting into the warmth of his hands, the steady rhythm of his presence. She was Serena, VP of marketing, a woman who’d built empires with her words, yet here she stood, reduced to a trembling thing under his touch.

His thumbs traced slow circles over her hipbones, the movement deliberate, a silent assertion of dominance that made her knees buckle. She caught herself, a small gasp escaping her lips, and she felt his breath shift, a subtle acknowledgment of her reaction. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to—his hands, his nearness, spoke for him, unraveling her piece by piece.

She wanted to fight, to step away, to tell him she wasn’t his to position like a doll. But the thought dissolved under the heat of his touch, the weight of his command, her body a willing prisoner to the sensations he evoked. Her pussy throbbed, a desperate ache that begged for more, for release, even as her mind clung to the last shreds of defiance.

One hand slid up her side, slow and deliberate, fingers brushing the underside of her breast through her blouse. The contact was fleeting, almost accidental, but it sent a shockwave through her, her nipples hardening instantly, straining against the lace of her bra. She bit her lip, stifling a moan, mortified by how easily her body responded, how eagerly it betrayed her.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, his voice a low murmur, not mocking but knowing, as if he could see every fracture in her armor. His hand returned to her waist, steadying her, the warmth of his grip a contrast to the cool air of the office. She hated how much she needed that steadiness, how much she craved the anchor of his touch.

Her mind was a battlefield, resistance and surrender clashing with every heartbeat. She wanted to tell him to stop, to push him away, to reclaim the woman she’d been before he’d walked into her life and taken her chair, her control, her will. But the words wouldn’t come, drowned out by the pulse of need between her thighs, the wet heat that coated her panties, a silent confession of how much she wanted this, wanted him.

He stepped closer, the hard line of his body now brushing against her back, the heat of him overwhelming. She felt the bulge of his cock through his trousers, a firm pressure against her lower back, and her breath stuttered, her body arching into him before she could stop it. Shame burned through her, hot and sharp, but it only fueled the ache, the desperate want for more, for him to take everything.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a quiet promise, a denial that cut through her haze of need. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her still, preventing her from pressing back further, from seeking the friction she craved. Her pussy clenched, empty and aching, the denial a punishment worse than any touch, leaving her on the edge, trembling with unfulfilled desire.

He stepped back, the sudden absence of his heat a physical ache, leaving her cold and exposed. She didn’t move, couldn’t move, her body still locked in the position he’d placed her in, her mind reeling from the loss of his touch. Her breath came in shallow pants, her hands clenched into fists at her sides, fighting the urge to turn, to beg, to give in completely.

“Stay right there,” he repeated, his voice a low command, laced with a warmth that made her heart stutter. “I like you like this.”

Her breath caught again, sharper this time, a realization sinking in as cold as ice and hot as fire. She hadn’t moved, hadn’t even tried to, not once since he’d told her to stay—and the ease of her obedience terrified her more than anything he’d done yet.


Chapter 5: Secrets Laid Bare

Serena stood frozen at the edge of her office, the city skyline a blur through the glass behind her. Her hands still clenched into fists at her sides, the phantom heat of Cade’s touch lingered on her hips, a cruel reminder of how easily he’d dismantled her. The silence of the room pressed against her, heavy and suffocating, broken only by the faint hum of the air conditioning.

Her breath hadn’t steadied yet.

She could still feel the hard press of his cock against her lower back, the memory of it sending a fresh wave of heat through her core. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, a traitor to the woman she’d built herself to be. She wanted to move, to sit, to reclaim some semblance of control over her own body, but his command—stay right there—echoed in her mind, an invisible restraint tighter than any chain.

Her legs trembled under the weight of her obedience.

She hated this. Hated how her body had arched into him without permission, how her nipples still strained against her bra, how the dampness between her thighs mocked her every attempt to pull herself together. Six years of commanding boardrooms, of bending entire campaigns to her will, and now she stood here, a puppet to a man who hadn’t even raised his voice.

The door clicked open behind her.

Her spine stiffened, a jolt of adrenaline spiking through her veins. She didn’t turn—couldn’t turn—not with his words still holding her in place. The low, deliberate sound of his loafers against the polished floor sent a shiver down her back, each step a measured claim on the space she once owned.

“Still exactly where I left you,” Cade said, his voice a low rumble, smooth as velvet but weighted with possession.

Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something darker, hotter, pooling low in her belly. She wanted to snap at him, to tell him she wasn’t his to command, but the words caught in her throat, smothered by the memory of his hands on her skin. Her mind screamed resistance, but her body—her pathetic, desperate body—stayed rooted to the spot.

He stopped just behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from him. His presence was a physical thing, a wall of control that pressed against her without touch, suffocating her resolve. She caught the faint scent of his cologne, sharp and clean, and it made her head spin.

“Look at me, Serena,” he said, the command quiet but unyielding.

Her heart thudded, a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She didn’t want to obey, didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing the flush on her cheeks, the way her eyes would betray her. But her body turned before her mind could catch up, a slow pivot on her heel, her gaze lifting to meet his.

His eyes were dark, piercing, a storm contained behind a mask of calm. He stood there, tailored suit framing his broad shoulders, hands casually tucked into his pockets as if he hadn’t just unraveled her entire world. The corner of his mouth lifted, a ghost of a smile that made her chest tighten.

“You’re fighting it,” he observed, his tone almost gentle, but the weight of his gaze pinned her in place. “But you don’t have to.”

Her lips parted, a protest forming, but it died under the intensity of his stare. She felt exposed, stripped bare in a way that had nothing to do with clothing, as if he could see every crack in her carefully constructed facade. Her hands twitched at her sides, aching to cross over her chest, to shield herself, but she didn’t move—couldn’t move.

He took a step closer, the space between them shrinking to nothing. Her breath hitched, the proximity sending a fresh wave of heat through her, her pussy clenching with a need she refused to name. She hated how her body responded, how it leaned toward him without her consent, a moth drawn to a flame that would burn her alive.

“I see you, Serena,” he said, his voice dropping lower, a caress wrapped in steel. “More than you think.”

Her blood ran cold, then hot, a confusing rush of emotions crashing through her. What did he mean by that? Her mind raced, scrambling for an answer, for some way to reclaim the upper hand, but his words burrowed deep, unsettling her in a way his touch hadn’t.

“What are you talking about?” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper, trembling with uncertainty.

He didn’t answer immediately, letting the silence stretch, a weapon in itself. His gaze dropped briefly, taking in the way her blouse clung to her chest, the rapid rise and fall of her breathing, before returning to her eyes. The scrutiny made her skin prickle, her nipples tightening further, a shameful reminder of how little control she had left.

“You’ve always hidden it,” he said finally, his tone measured, each word deliberate. “That part of you that craves letting go. The part that’s tired of carrying the weight of every decision, every room, every victory.”

Her breath stopped.

How could he know? She’d never told anyone—not her closest friends, not her mentors, not even herself in the quiet of her own mind—how exhausting it was to be unbreakable, to be the one who always had the answers. The vulnerability of that truth, laid bare by a man who’d known her for mere days, sliced through her like a blade.

“I don’t—” she started, but the lie stuck in her throat.

She did. She felt it, that bone-deep weariness, the secret wish to surrender, to be held by something stronger than herself. And now he’d named it, dragged it into the light, leaving her nowhere to hide.

“You do,” he said, stepping even closer, his voice a low murmur that vibrated through her. His hand lifted, fingers brushing her jaw, the touch so light it was almost cruel in its restraint. “You’ve buried it under titles and campaigns, but it’s there, waiting for someone to claim it.”

Her knees weakened, the weight of his words and his touch combining to shatter what little resistance she had left. She wanted to deny it, to scream that he was wrong, that she was still the woman who owned every room she entered. But the heat pooling between her thighs, the way her body swayed toward him, told a different story.

His thumb traced the edge of her jaw, slow and deliberate, sending sparks skittering across her skin. Her pussy ached, wet and desperate, the dampness of her panties a humiliating confession she couldn’t ignore. She hated how much she wanted more, how much she needed him to keep going, to take everything.

“Stop,” she whispered, the word lacking conviction, a plea more than a command.

“Do you mean that?” he asked, his tone calm, almost tender, but his eyes burned with a knowing intensity. His hand didn’t move, his thumb still tracing that maddening line along her jaw, holding her in place with nothing more than a touch. “Or do you want me to keep seeing you?”

Her mind fractured, torn between the woman she’d been and the one he was unraveling. She should push him away, should reclaim her space, her power, her dignity. But the thought of losing his touch, of losing the way he saw her—truly saw her—terrified her more than surrender ever could.

She didn’t answer.

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze fully, the contact sending a jolt through her entire body. Her breath came in shallow pants, her chest tight with a mix of fear and longing, her pussy throbbing with a need she couldn’t deny. His calm, unhurried control was a cage, one she wasn’t sure she wanted to escape.

“You don’t have to fight,” he said, his voice a quiet promise, each word sinking into her like a brand. “Not with me.”

Her resolve crumbled, a slow, painful collapse, leaving her raw and exposed under his gaze. She wanted to argue, to tell him he didn’t know her, that he couldn’t possibly understand the weight she carried. But the truth of his words, the way they mirrored the ache she’d hidden for so long, stripped her of any defense.

His hand slid from her jaw to the nape of her neck, fingers threading into her hair, the grip firm but not harsh. The sensation sent a shiver through her, her scalp tingling, her body arching slightly into his hold before she could stop it. Shame burned hot in her chest, but it only fueled the ache between her thighs, the wet heat a silent admission of how far she’d fallen.

“Look at how you respond,” he murmured, his thumb brushing the sensitive spot behind her ear, a touch so intimate it made her gasp. “Your body knows what you need, even if you won’t say it.”

Her face flushed, mortification warring with the desperate pulse of arousal that threatened to drown her. She wanted to pull away, to hide from the truth in his words, but his grip held her steady, grounding her in a way that felt both terrifying and safe. Her pussy clenched, empty and aching, a traitor to every ounce of pride she’d ever had.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear, the low rumble of his voice sending a fresh wave of heat through her. “I know you’ve dreamed of this, Serena. Of someone taking the reins, so you don’t have to.”

Her heart stuttered, the accuracy of his words cutting deeper than she could bear. She had dreamed of it, in fleeting, shameful moments late at night, when the weight of her life pressed too hard against her. The fantasy of surrender, of being claimed, had always been there, buried beneath layers of ambition and control—until now, until him.

“How do you—” she started, her voice breaking, barely audible.

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his expression unreadable but intense, a storm of possession and understanding. His hand tightened briefly in her hair, a silent reminder of his control, before loosening, his thumb stroking the back of her neck. The tenderness in the gesture contrasted with the raw power of his presence, leaving her dizzy, unmoored.

“I see you,” he repeated, the words a quiet vow, weighted with meaning she couldn’t fully grasp. “Every part of you.”

Her breath caught, a sharp intake that did nothing to steady her. The vulnerability of being known, truly known, was more intimate than any touch, more invasive than any command. It stripped her bare in a way she hadn’t anticipated, leaving her trembling under the weight of his gaze, her body and mind no longer her own.

His hand slid from her neck, trailing down her arm, the contact light but deliberate, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. She shivered, her skin hypersensitive, her pussy throbbing with a need that bordered on pain. She wanted to beg for more, to give in completely, but the last shred of her pride held her silent, even as her body screamed for release.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a low murmur, echoing the denial from before, a promise of something more to come. His hand dropped to his side, the sudden absence of his touch a physical ache, leaving her cold and wanting. Her knees trembled, her body still locked in the position he’d guided her into, her mind reeling from the loss.

Her gaze dropped to the floor, unable to meet his eyes any longer, the weight of her vulnerability too much to bear. She felt the dampness between her thighs, the ache in her core, the way her body still hummed with the need for him, and it shamed her to her core. How had she let it come to this—let him see her, know her, in a way no one else ever had?

“Stay,” he said simply, the command soft but unyielding, a tether that kept her in place even as he stepped back.

Her chest tightened, a mix of relief and frustration warring within her. She wanted to move, to break free of his hold, but the thought of disobeying felt like a betrayal of something deeper, something she wasn’t ready to name. Her body stayed still, obedient, even as her mind churned with questions, with the burning need to understand how he knew.

The door clicked behind him as he moved toward it, the sound sharp in the quiet room, a lock snapping into place in her mind. How did he know? The question burned, a fire in her chest, as she stood there, exposed and vulnerable, waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter 6: Dressed by Command

Serena stood before her full-length mirror, the early morning light casting a pale glow over her reflection. Her fingers trembled as they smoothed the fabric of the tailored navy blazer, the pencil skirt hugging her hips just as he’d specified. She barely recognized the woman staring back, her usual sharp confidence replaced by a flicker of uncertainty that gnawed at her core.

She shouldn’t care this much.

The email had arrived last night, precise and unadorned, like everything Cade did. A list of instructions for today’s meeting at his office: the exact outfit, down to the shade of her lipstick—crimson, bold, a color she never wore. Her first instinct had been to delete it, to march into his office in her own charcoal suit and prove she still owned herself.

But she hadn’t.

Instead, she’d stood in her closet for an hour, pulling out the navy blazer she hadn’t touched in years, pairing it with the skirt that felt too tight, too exposed. Her hands had moved on autopilot, following his words as if they were etched into her skin. The act of dressing herself in his choices felt like slipping into a cage—one she’d locked herself.

Her breath hitched as she adjusted the collar, the silk blouse beneath it whispering against her skin. Every piece was a reminder of his control, a silent claim on her body before she even stepped into his presence. Her pussy clenched at the thought, a traitor to the anger simmering in her chest.

She hated this pull, this need to obey.

Her reflection mocked her, the crimson lipstick a slash of vulnerability on her lips. She’d always wielded her appearance like armor, commanding boardrooms with a glance, but now it felt like a costume, a role she played for him. The weight of that truth pressed down, heavy and unyielding.

She turned away from the mirror, unable to face herself any longer.

The drive to the office was a blur, her hands tight on the steering wheel, her mind racing with every possible scenario. What if someone noticed the outfit wasn’t her style? What if they saw the way her eyes darted, searching for him, waiting for his reaction?

Her reputation still mattered.

She’d spent six years building it, brick by brick, until she was untouchable—VP of marketing, the woman who could turn failing campaigns into gold. But now, under Cade’s shadow, those bricks were crumbling, and she couldn’t stop the collapse. Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and anticipation, as she pulled into the parking garage.

The elevator ride to the executive floor felt like an eternity.

Her heels clicked against the polished marble, a staccato rhythm that echoed in the empty hallway. She passed a colleague, Mark from finance, who gave her a quick nod but lingered on her outfit just a fraction too long. Her cheeks burned, the shame of being seen in this curated shell clawing at her.

She shouldn’t feel this exposed.

But she did, and it wasn’t just the clothes. It was the knowledge that she’d chosen to wear them, that she’d let Cade’s words override her own will. Her pussy throbbed, a humiliating pulse of heat, as she approached his office door.

She paused, hand hovering over the handle.

Her mind screamed to turn back, to rip off the blazer and reclaim herself, but her body stayed rooted, drawn to the inevitable. The memory of his voice, low and unhurried, echoed in her head—“I see you, every part of you.” It was a tether she couldn’t cut, a pull she couldn’t resist.

She pushed the door open.

Cade sat behind his desk, the morning sun framing him in sharp relief, his broad shoulders filling the tailored suit as if it were made for this moment. His gaze lifted from the papers before him, locking onto her with a precision that stole her breath. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to, his silence a command in itself.

Her knees softened.

She stood there, frozen in the doorway, the weight of his attention pinning her in place. Her outfit—his outfit—felt like a second skin, a brand she couldn’t wash off. She waited for him to acknowledge it, to comment on her compliance, but he didn’t.

He never did what she expected.

“You’re on time. Good. Let’s begin.” His voice was calm, a smooth blade cutting through the tension, each word deliberate and measured.

Her chest tightened.

She stepped forward, her movements mechanical, as if pulled by an invisible thread. The door clicked shut behind her, the sound a quiet lock snapping into place. She felt the weight of the cameras in the corners, the possibility of someone watching, and the heat between her thighs flared despite the shame.

She hated how much she wanted his approval.

Cade stood, rounding the desk with a grace that belied his size, his presence filling the room until there was no space left for her doubts. He didn’t mention the outfit, didn’t need to—his gaze swept over her, a silent acknowledgment that burned deeper than words. Her skin prickled under the scrutiny, every inch of her aware of his nearness.

Her breath caught.

He stopped just in front of her, close enough that the warmth of his body radiated against her, a subtle invasion she couldn’t escape. Her eyes dropped to the floor, unable to hold his stare, the crimson lipstick suddenly feeling like a spotlight on her surrender. She wanted to speak, to fill the silence with something—anything—but her throat was tight, her words trapped.

“Look at me.” His command was soft, unhurried, but it carried the weight of inevitability.

Her head snapped up.

His eyes were a storm, dark and unreadable, but beneath the surface, she saw something that made her pulse race—possession, raw and unrelenting. Her body responded before her mind could, a rush of heat pooling in her core, her pussy wet and aching under the skirt he’d chosen. She despised herself for it, for the way her resistance crumbled under a single look.

She shouldn’t want this.

But she did, and the truth of it clawed at her, tearing through the last vestiges of her pride. She’d walked into boardrooms and faced down CEOs without flinching, but here, under Cade’s gaze, she was nothing more than a woman stripped bare, waiting for his next move. Her hands twitched at her sides, itching to cover herself, to hide, but she didn’t dare.

His hand lifted, slow and deliberate, until it rested on her waist.

The contact seared her.

His palm spanned the curve of her hip, heavy and warm through the fabric, a claim that felt as permanent as a signature. Her breath hitched, a sharp sound in the quiet room, and she felt the tremble in her legs, the way her body leaned into his touch without permission. Shame burned hot in her chest, but it couldn’t drown the need pulsing through her.

“You wore it well.” His voice was a low murmur, the first acknowledgment of her obedience, and it hit her like a physical blow.

Her heart stuttered.

The praise, simple as it was, wrapped around her like a chain, binding her tighter to him. She wanted to protest, to tell him she hadn’t had a choice, but the lie wouldn’t form—she had chosen, and they both knew it. Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate, a silent plea for more of his approval, more of his control.

She was pathetic.

The word echoed in her mind, sharp and cutting, but it only fueled the heat between her thighs. She’d spent years proving she was anything but weak, yet here she was, melting under the weight of his hand, craving the next command. Her mind churned, a storm of self-loathing and desire, but her body stayed still, obedient, waiting.

“Sit.” His hand guided her toward the chair across from his desk, the pressure firm but unhurried, as if moving her were the most natural thing in the world.

She obeyed.

Her legs folded beneath her, the skirt riding up slightly, the fabric a constant reminder of his choices. His hand lingered on her waist a moment longer before withdrawing, the absence of his touch a cold ache she couldn’t ignore. She crossed her legs, trying to ease the throbbing in her core, but it only made it worse.

Her eyes darted to him.

He returned to his seat, his movements smooth and controlled, as if the moment hadn’t affected him at all. But she saw the flicker in his gaze, the quiet satisfaction of her compliance, and it sent a fresh wave of heat through her. She wanted to scream, to demand he stop playing these games, but the words wouldn’t come.

She was losing herself.

The meeting began, his voice a steady drone as he discussed quarterly projections, acquisitions, numbers she should have cared about. But her mind was elsewhere, trapped in the memory of his hand on her waist, the way his gaze had stripped her bare without a word. Her pussy ached, wet and needy, and she shifted in her seat, trying to focus on anything but the heat pooling there.

It was useless.

Every word he spoke felt like a caress, every glance a command, and she couldn’t escape the truth—she was here, dressed in his choices, sitting in his space, and she didn’t want to leave. The realization hit her like a wave, drowning the last of her resistance, leaving her raw and exposed. She’d never felt so seen, so owned, and the shame of it warred with a longing she couldn’t name.

“Serena.” His voice cut through her thoughts, sharp and deliberate, pulling her back to the present.

She blinked.

“Are you listening?” His tone held no irritation, only a quiet expectation, as if he already knew the answer.

Her face burned.

“I—yes.” The lie was weak, her voice barely above a whisper, and she saw the faint curve of his lips, a smirk that told her he knew exactly where her mind had been. Her hands clenched in her lap, the urge to hide overwhelming, but there was nowhere to go—not from him, not from herself. The heat between her thighs pulsed, a constant reminder of her body’s betrayal.

“Good.” He leaned back in his chair, his gaze lingering on her, heavy and unyielding, a silent approval that bound her tighter than any words could.

Her breath caught.

The room seemed to shrink, the air thick with unspoken tension, and she felt the weight of his stare like a physical touch. Her pussy throbbed, desperate for relief, for anything he might offer, but he made no move to close the distance. The denial was its own kind of torture, a slow burn that left her aching, unfinished.

She wanted to beg.

The thought horrified her, a jagged edge in her mind, but it was there, undeniable—she wanted to kneel, to plead, to give him everything if it meant feeling his hands on her again. She’d built her life on control, on power, yet here she was, unraveling under the quiet force of his presence, her pride in tatters at his feet. The conflict tore at her, a storm of need and shame, but her body stayed still, waiting, always waiting.

“Tomorrow,” he said, his voice a low promise, breaking the silence. “We’ll discuss the new campaign structure. Be ready.”

Her heart raced.

The words were mundane, professional, but the undercurrent was anything but. She felt the weight of his intent, the unspoken promise of more—of deeper control, of further surrender—and it sent a shiver down her spine. She nodded, unable to trust her voice, her mind already spinning with what tomorrow might hold.

His gaze held hers a moment longer, a quiet storm of ownership that left her trembling. Then he turned back to his papers, dismissing her without a word, the absence of his attention a cold void she couldn’t fill. She stood, her legs unsteady, the navy blazer and crimson lipstick a weight she couldn’t shed.

She left the office, the door clicking shut behind her.

The hallway was empty, the silence deafening, but she felt the ghost of his touch on her waist, the heat of his gaze lingering on her skin. Her pussy ached, wet and unsatisfied, a constant reminder of what she’d become under his command. She wanted to run, to tear off the clothes and reclaim herself, but the thought of disappointing him—of losing that quiet approval—stopped her cold.

Tomorrow loomed, a shadow on the horizon.

She walked to the elevator, her heels clicking against the marble, each step a surrender she couldn’t undo. The shame burned, but so did the need, a fire in her core that refused to be extinguished. She was his, dressed by command, bound by his gaze, and the truth of it was a cage she didn’t want to escape.


Chapter 7: Bound by Choice

Serena stood outside Cade’s office door, her hand hovering over the handle. The polished wood felt like a barrier, a final line between the woman she’d been and whoever she was becoming. Her heart thumped so hard she could feel it in her throat.

She shouldn’t be here. Not after yesterday, not after the way his gaze had stripped her bare, left her trembling in her own skin. But her feet had carried her here anyway, drawn by a pull she couldn’t name.

The hallway was silent, the corporate hush of early morning broken only by the faint hum of the air conditioning. Her navy blazer felt too tight, the crimson lipstick a mask she couldn’t hide behind anymore. She hated how much she’d thought about him last night, how her fingers had slipped between her thighs, chasing a release that never came.

Her pussy throbbed at the memory. Traitorous, desperate, already wet before she’d even seen him. The shame of it burned her cheeks, but it didn’t stop the ache.

She pushed the door open.

Cade sat behind his desk, as if he’d been waiting for her all along. His suit was immaculate, charcoal gray tailored to his broad frame, the white shirt unbuttoned at the collar just enough to hint at the strength beneath. His eyes flicked up, dark and unreadable, pinning her in place.

“Close the door, Serena.” His voice was a low command, smooth as velvet, no room for hesitation. Her hand obeyed before her mind could argue, the soft click of the latch sealing her inside.

She stood there, frozen under his gaze. Her breath came shallow, her body already responding to the weight of his attention. She hated how small she felt, how the room seemed to shrink around him.

“Come here.” Two words, delivered with that same calm certainty, as if her compliance was a foregone conclusion. Her heels clicked on the hardwood, each step a surrender she couldn’t stop.

She stopped a foot from his desk. Her hands clenched at her sides, fighting the urge to fidget, to hide. His gaze traveled over her, slow and deliberate, like he was cataloging every inch.

“You’re early.” A faint curve of his lips, not quite a smile, but enough to send heat pooling in her core. “Eager, aren’t you?”

Her face burned. She wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of the woman who’d commanded boardrooms, who’d never let a man speak to her like this. But the words wouldn’t come, drowned by the pulse between her thighs.

“I… I wanted to discuss the campaign structure.” Her voice was weak, a pathetic attempt at control, and she saw the glint in his eyes, the quiet amusement that told her he saw right through it. She shifted her weight, the movement drawing his attention downward, and she cursed herself for it.

“We’ll get to that.” He leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled, every movement precise and unhurried. “But first, there’s something else we need to address.”

Her stomach dropped. The air thickened, charged with a tension she couldn’t escape. She wanted to ask what he meant, to demand clarity, but her throat closed around the words.

He stood, the motion fluid, predatory, and rounded the desk to stand in front of her. His height loomed, his presence a physical weight that pressed against her without touching. Her breath hitched, her body already leaning toward him, desperate for contact she wouldn’t admit to wanting.

“You’ve been fighting this, Serena.” His voice dropped lower, intimate, like a secret shared between lovers. “But your body doesn’t lie. Not to me.”

She wanted to deny it. Wanted to scream that she wasn’t this weak, this pliable, that she was still the woman who’d built campaigns from nothing, who’d never bent for anyone. But her pussy clenched, wet and aching, and the lie died on her lips.

He stepped closer, the heat of him radiating through the thin space between them. His hand lifted, slow and deliberate, and brushed a strand of hair from her face. The touch was feather-light, but it sent a shiver racing down her spine.

Her knees trembled. She hated how much she wanted more, how her skin burned for the weight of his palm, the grip of his fingers. The internal war raged—pride against need, control against surrender—and she felt herself slipping, crumbling under the quiet force of him.

“Look at me.” A command, soft but unyielding, and her eyes snapped to his without thought. His gaze held hers, dark and consuming, stripping away the last of her defenses.

She couldn’t look away. Couldn’t hide the flush on her cheeks, the way her lips parted on a shaky breath. He saw it all, and the knowledge made her squirm, made the heat between her legs unbearable.

“You’re safe here.” His voice was a low rumble, a promise woven with steel. “Don’t move until I say.”

Her heart stopped. The words sank into her, heavy and binding, and she felt the shift, the moment her autonomy began to slip through her fingers. She wanted to protest, to step back, to reclaim herself, but her body stayed rooted, obeying before her mind could catch up.

He turned, moving to a drawer on the far side of the desk, and she watched, transfixed, as he withdrew a length of rope and a pair of metal cuffs. The rope was soft, black, the kind that wouldn’t chafe, but the cuffs gleamed cold and unyielding in the morning light. Her breath caught, fear and anticipation twisting together in her chest.

“What… what are you doing?” Her voice trembled, barely a whisper, and she hated how vulnerable it sounded. She should run, should demand an explanation, should do anything but stand here, waiting for him to claim her further.

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he approached, the rope coiled in one hand, the cuffs dangling from the other, his steps measured, deliberate. Her pulse raced, her mind screaming to move, to fight, but her feet stayed planted, bound by his earlier command.

“I’m giving you what you need.” His tone was calm, almost tender, but the weight of his intent pressed against her like a physical force. “You’ve been holding on too tight, Serena. It’s time to let go.”

Her mind reeled. Let go? She’d spent years building walls, crafting a life of control, of power, and now he wanted to dismantle it with rope and metal, with the quiet certainty of his voice.

She should say no. Should walk away, salvage what was left of her dignity, her independence. But her pussy throbbed, her body aching for the release of surrender, for the freedom of not having to choose.

He stopped in front of her, so close she could feel the heat of his breath. His fingers brushed her wrist, lifting her arm with a gentleness that belied the steel in his eyes. The rope touched her skin first, soft but unyielding, and she gasped at the weight of it.

Her breath came faster. The sensation was foreign, heavy, a tangible reminder of her loss of control, and yet it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core. She hated how much she wanted this, how her body leaned into his touch, begging for more.

He looped the rope around her wrist, the motion slow, methodical, each knot a deliberate claim. The texture scraped lightly against her skin, a contrast to the cold metal of the cuffs he secured over it, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet room. Her other wrist followed, bound and cuffed, until both hands were tethered in front of her.

She couldn’t move. Not without his permission, not without his will. The realization crashed over her, a wave of panic laced with a dark, undeniable thrill.

“Look at you.” His voice was a low growl, laced with approval, and it sent a shiver racing down her spine. “So perfect like this. So mine.”

Her cheeks burned, shame and need warring within her. She wanted to pull away, to tear at the restraints, to prove she wasn’t this person, this pliant thing under his command. But her body stayed still, trembling, waiting for his next move.

His hand slid to her waist, guiding her with a firmness that left no room for resistance. He positioned her facing the desk, her bound hands resting on the polished surface, the cold wood a shock against her heated skin. Her breath hitched, her mind spinning with the vulnerability of her position.

“Spread your legs.” A command, delivered with that same unshakable calm, and her body obeyed before her mind could protest. The movement shifted her blazer, hiked her skirt just enough to expose the lace of her panties, and she felt the flush of exposure, the weight of his gaze on her.

She was dripping. She could feel it, the wetness soaking through the fabric, a humiliating proof of her arousal, and she squeezed her eyes shut, unable to face the truth of it. But his presence behind her, the heat of him so close, made hiding impossible.

His hand slid under her skirt, fingers brushing the edge of her panties, and she jolted at the contact. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent a shockwave through her, her pussy clenching with desperate need. She bit her lip, suppressing a whimper, but he heard it anyway.

“So wet for me.” His voice was a dark caress, laced with that quiet amusement that made her squirm. “You can’t hide it, Serena. Not from me.”

She wanted to argue, to deny the obvious, but the words wouldn’t form. Her body was a traitor, responding to every brush of his fingers, every word from his lips, and the shame of it only fueled her arousal. She was unraveling, piece by piece, under the weight of his control.

His fingers slipped beneath the lace, tracing the slick heat of her pussy, and she gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily. The sensation was overwhelming, a slow, deliberate exploration that left her trembling, her bound hands gripping the edge of the desk for support. She hated how much she needed this, how her pride shattered under the precision of his touch.

“You’re close already.” His breath was warm against her ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “But not yet. Not until I say.”

Her whimper escaped, raw and desperate, and she felt the flush of humiliation at the sound. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the cuffs held her in place, a physical reminder of her surrender. Her mind screamed for control, for dignity, but her body arched into his touch, chasing the edge he dangled just out of reach.

He withdrew his hand, leaving her aching, unfinished, and she nearly sobbed at the loss. The denial was a sharp edge, cutting through her, leaving her pussy throbbing with unmet need. She wanted to turn, to demand more, but his earlier command—don’t move until I say—kept her frozen, bound by more than just rope and metal.

“Pathetic, isn’t it?” His voice was warm, affectionate, the degradation wrapped in a tone that made her melt. “How much you want this. How much you need me to decide for you.”

Her chest heaved, the truth of his words slicing through her. She was pathetic, reduced to this trembling, desperate thing, her power and status stripped away under the weight of his will. And yet, the shame only deepened her arousal, a vicious cycle she couldn’t escape.

His hand returned, not to her pussy, but to her waist, guiding her to turn and face him. Her bound hands pressed against his chest as he pulled her close, the hard planes of his body a stark contrast to her trembling softness. She looked up, meeting his gaze, and the intensity there stole her breath.

“You did well.” The praise hit harder than it should have, a warmth spreading through her chest, owned and proud in a way she didn’t understand. “But we’re not done.”

Her heart raced at the promise, the threat, the weight of what was still to come. She wanted to ask, to demand clarity, but her voice was gone, lost in the storm of need and surrender. Her body stayed pressed against his, waiting, always waiting.

He stepped back, his hands sliding to her wrists, checking the cuffs with a precision that made her shiver. The cold metal bit lightly into her skin, a constant reminder of her loss of freedom, and yet it grounded her, tethered her to him in a way that felt… right. The thought terrified her, but she couldn’t deny it.

“Tomorrow, we go deeper.” His voice was a low promise, a shadow on the horizon, and her pulse quickened at the implication. “Be ready, Serena.”

Her breath caught. Deeper. The word echoed in her mind, a mix of dread and anticipation, and she felt the ghost of his touch lingering on her skin, the ache between her thighs a constant reminder of what he’d withheld.

He released her wrists, the rope and cuffs still in place, and gestured to the door. The dismissal was silent, final, and yet it carried the weight of ownership, a quiet claim she couldn’t shake. She turned, her movements slow, the restraints a heavy burden and a dark comfort.

The click of the cuffs against each other followed her as she moved. Her freedom was his to give now, a truth sealed in metal and rope, and the realization left her trembling, caught between fear and a longing she couldn’t name. Tomorrow loomed, a threshold she wasn’t sure she could cross, but one she knew she wouldn’t resist.


Chapter 8: Exposed in Shadows

Serena stood before the full-length mirror in her penthouse apartment, the city skyline a glittering backdrop through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Her reflection stared back, a stranger in her own skin, wrists still bearing the faint red marks from last night’s cuffs. The ache between her thighs pulsed, a cruel reminder of Cade’s denial, a need left unmet under his unyielding control.

Her breath hitched.

She smoothed her tailored black dress, the fabric clinging to her curves, a shield of professionalism she’d worn like armor for years. Tonight, though, it felt flimsy, a thin veneer over the trembling vulnerability Cade had unearthed. As VP of marketing, she’d commanded boardrooms, her sharp mind and sharper tongue bending entire campaigns to her will—but now, her body betrayed her, still humming with the memory of his voice, his touch, his rules.

Her phone buzzed on the dresser, a sharp interruption.

Cade’s name flashed on the screen, and her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and anticipation coiling tight. She didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to hear that low, unhurried tone that stripped her defenses bare. But her fingers moved anyway, traitorously lifting the device to her ear.

“Serena.” His voice was a rumble, smooth as polished stone, carrying the weight of ownership. “Be downstairs in ten minutes. We’re going out.”

Her lips parted, a protest forming, but it died unspoken.

“Where?” she managed, her voice smaller than she intended.

“You’ll see.” A pause, deliberate, letting the silence press against her. “Wear the black dress. I know it’s already on.”

Her cheeks burned.

He’d known. Of course he had—always one step ahead, mapping her choices before she made them. She hated how her pulse quickened, how her body warmed at the thought of his eyes on her, assessing, claiming.

“I’ll be there,” she whispered, the words tasting like surrender.

She set the phone down, her reflection mocking her in the mirror. Six years of clawing her way to the top, of owning every room she entered, and now she was waiting for him, pliant under the weight of his command. Her mind screamed to resist, to reclaim the woman who’d never bent—but her body, treacherous and eager, already ached for his next move.

The elevator ride down felt endless, each floor ticking by like a countdown to exposure. Her heels clicked against the marble lobby floor, a sound that once meant power but now echoed hollow. She stepped outside, the cool night air brushing her skin, and there he was—leaning against a sleek black car, his presence a gravitational pull she couldn’t escape.

Her breath caught.

Cade straightened, his tailored suit cutting a sharp silhouette against the city lights, broad shoulders and unflinching calm radiating control. His eyes met hers, dark and piercing, a silent assessment that made her feel stripped bare before he’d even spoken. He opened the car door, a gesture both gentlemanly and possessive, and nodded for her to get in.

She hesitated.

“Serena,” he said, voice low, a quiet command. “Now.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up, sliding into the leather seat, the scent of him—clean, sharp, masculine—enveloping her. He closed the door with a deliberate click, the sound sealing her in, and rounded to the driver’s side with that unhurried grace that unnerved her. Every motion was precise, calculated, a reminder that he owned the space around him—and her, by extension.

“Where are we going?” she asked, her voice tight, clinging to a shred of defiance.

He didn’t answer immediately, starting the car with a low purr, his hand resting on the gearshift, fingers long and steady. “Somewhere you’ll be seen,” he finally said, his tone even, as if discussing the weather. “Somewhere your reputation matters.”

Her heart stuttered.

The implication landed like a stone in her chest—public, exposed, her carefully crafted image at risk. She wanted to argue, to demand he turn the car around, but the heat pooling low in her belly silenced her. The thought of being seen, of her surrender witnessed, shouldn’t thrill her—but it did, a dark, twisted thrill she couldn’t suppress.

She shifted in her seat, the leather cool against her thighs.

His hand moved from the gearshift to her knee, a sudden, firm weight that made her gasp. His touch spanned her skin, possessive, grounding, and she hated how her body leaned into it, craving more. “Stay close,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “Follow my lead tonight.”

Her throat tightened.

The words weren’t a request—they were law, etched into the air between them, binding her will to his. She nodded, a small, involuntary motion, and his thumb brushed her knee in silent approval, sending a shiver up her spine. Her mind railed against it, screaming that she was Serena fucking Daniels, not some obedient toy—but the warmth of his touch drowned it out, leaving her trembling in its wake.

They arrived at a sleek downtown lounge, the kind of place where deals were made over single malt and discreet glances, where her colleagues and competitors mingled. The valet took the car, and Cade’s hand settled at the small of her back, guiding her through the glass doors, his palm spanning her waist with effortless ownership. The low hum of conversation and clinking glasses surrounded them, eyes flicking their way—curious, assessing, recognizing her.

Her stomach dropped.

She felt the weight of those gazes, the unspoken questions about why Serena, the untouchable VP, was being led like a prized possession. Her cheeks flushed, shame and thrill warring within her, but Cade’s touch steadied her, a silent reminder of his rules. She straightened, forcing her mask of confidence back into place, even as her pulse hammered under her skin.

He guided her to a secluded booth in the corner, half-hidden by shadows but still visible to the room. The leather seat was cool against her thighs as she slid in, and he sat beside her, his presence a wall between her and the world, his thigh brushing hers with deliberate intent. Her breath shallowed, the proximity igniting a heat she couldn’t ignore, her pussy already wet from the sheer force of his nearness.

She clenched her fists under the table.

“Look at them,” Cade murmured, his voice a low growl meant for her alone, his breath warm against her ear. “They see you. They wonder.”

Her eyes darted to the crowd, catching a familiar face—a board member, his brow raised in subtle curiosity. She wanted to shrink, to hide from that scrutiny, but Cade’s hand slid to her thigh under the table, fingers pressing into her skin, anchoring her. The touch was hidden, intimate, a secret claim in plain sight, and her body responded, heat spreading where it shouldn’t.

She bit her lip.

“You’re mine tonight,” he continued, his tone calm, unhurried, as if stating an indisputable fact. “Act like it. Every move, every word—mine to guide.”

Her mind rebelled, a flicker of the old Serena clawing to the surface, the woman who’d never let a man dictate her actions. But his hand tightened on her thigh, a silent reprimand, and her resistance crumbled under the weight of his will, her body yielding even as her thoughts screamed. The betrayal stung, but the ache between her legs deepened, a pathetic, desperate need she couldn’t deny.

A waiter approached, and Cade ordered for them both—whiskey for him, a glass of wine for her—without consulting her, his voice smooth and authoritative. The waiter nodded, disappearing into the crowd, and Serena felt the weight of her silence, the loss of her voice under his control. She hated it, hated how it made her feel small, but the heat of his hand on her thigh turned that hate into something else, something dark and hungry.

She shifted, barely perceptibly.

His fingers slid higher, brushing the edge of her dress, the touch a promise and a threat. “Be still,” he said, voice low, a command wrapped in velvet. Her body obeyed instantly, freezing in place, even as her mind churned with humiliation and desire.

Her breath came faster.

Across the room, another colleague glanced their way, a flicker of recognition in his eyes, and Serena’s heart raced, the risk of exposure sharpening every nerve. She wanted to pull away, to reclaim some semblance of autonomy, but Cade’s presence held her captive, his calm dominance a cage she couldn’t escape. And deep down, in a place she refused to name, she didn’t want to.

His hand moved again, fingers tracing slow circles on her inner thigh, hidden by the table but brazen in its intent. The touch was deliberate, precise, igniting a fire that spread through her, her pussy clenching with need she couldn’t suppress. She pressed her thighs together, a futile attempt to stop the ache, but his fingers pressed harder, forcing them apart with effortless strength.

She gasped, soft and involuntary.

“Quiet,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her, his lips brushing her ear. “You don’t want them to hear, do you?”

Her face burned, shame and arousal twisting into a knot she couldn’t unravel. She shook her head, a small, desperate motion, and his thumb brushed higher, teasing the edge of her panties, the fabric already damp with her betrayal. Her mind screamed to stop him, to push his hand away, but her body arched into the touch, craving more, pathetic and eager under his control.

His fingers slipped beneath the lace, brushing her wet folds, and she bit back a moan, her hands gripping the edge of the table. The room spun, the hum of conversation fading under the roar of her pulse, every nerve focused on the slow, deliberate stroke of his fingers against her pussy. She was exposed, vulnerable, her reputation teetering on the edge of ruin, and yet the thrill of it—of being his, here, in front of them all—pushed her closer to the edge.

Her hips twitched.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a calm command, pulling his hand away just as the pressure built to a breaking point. The denial hit like a physical blow, leaving her aching, trembling, her pussy throbbing with unmet need. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but his earlier rules—not until I say—kept her silent, bound by his will more than any restraint.

Her chest heaved.

He leaned back, his hand resting casually on the table now, as if nothing had happened, his composure flawless while she unraveled beside him. The waiter returned with their drinks, and Cade thanked him with a nod, the picture of control, while Serena struggled to steady her breathing, her body still humming with the ghost of his touch. She hated him for it, hated how he could reduce her to this—a trembling, desperate thing, her power stripped away in the shadows of this public space.

Yet she craved it.

The realization clawed at her, a truth she couldn’t escape, her mind fracturing under the weight of her surrender. She’d built her life on control, on dominance in every arena, but Cade had dismantled it piece by piece, leaving her raw, exposed, and aching for more. And as she sat there, under the weight of curious eyes, she felt the pull of his rules tighter than her own will, a binding she couldn’t—wouldn’t—break.

He lifted his glass, the amber liquid catching the dim light, and turned to her, his gaze piercing. “To following my lead,” he said, voice low, a toast laced with promise and threat. Her hand trembled as she raised her own glass, the clink a quiet seal of her capitulation, and she knew—deep down—that tonight was only the beginning of a deeper fall.


Chapter 9: Ownership Declared Quietly

Serena sat at her desk, the hum of the office a distant drone beyond the glass walls of her corner suite. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, the latest campaign report glowing on the screen, but her mind wasn’t on the numbers. It hadn’t been for days.

Her body still thrummed with the memory of last night—his fingers teasing her under the table, the quiet command of his voice, the denial that left her trembling and raw. She shifted in her chair, the ache between her thighs a persistent reminder of how easily he’d stripped her control. Her pussy clenched at the thought, traitorously eager, and she hated the heat that pooled there.

She pressed her lips together, forcing her focus back to the screen. She was Serena goddamn Harper, VP of Marketing, architect of multimillion-dollar campaigns. She wouldn’t let Cade unravel her here, in the one place where her power still held.

The door to her office opened without a knock. Her pulse spiked before she even looked up. She knew it was him—only he would enter her space without permission.

Cade stood there, framed by the doorway, his tailored suit hugging the broad lines of his shoulders. His presence filled the room, a quiet invasion, his dark eyes locking on hers with that unhurried certainty that always made her stomach twist. He didn’t smile, didn’t need to; his authority was a weight she felt in her bones.

“Morning, Serena,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the air between them. He stepped inside, closing the door with a deliberate click, and the sound felt like a lock snapping shut. Her office—her sanctuary—suddenly wasn’t hers anymore.

She straightened in her chair, chin lifting in a practiced display of defiance. “What do you need, Cade?” Her tone was sharp, professional, a shield she wielded like a weapon.

He crossed the room in slow, measured steps, his polished shoes silent against the carpet. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body, a subtle intrusion that made her skin prickle. Her breath caught, and she cursed herself for it.

“I have a meeting with the board in ten minutes,” he said, his voice calm, almost conversational, but laced with something darker. His hand rested on the back of her chair, fingers brushing the fabric near her shoulder, not touching her but close enough to make her hyperaware of the distance—or lack thereof. “You’ll be joining me.”

Her jaw tightened. She wanted to argue, to tell him she had her own schedule, her own priorities, but the memory of his rules—follow my lead—clamped down on her tongue. Her mind rebelled, screaming that she wasn’t his to command, not here, not in front of her colleagues, but her body was already leaning into the pull of his presence.

She hated that her resistance felt like a performance now, a hollow act she played for herself. Deep down, in that dark, shameful corner of her mind, she knew she’d follow him. And worse, she wanted to.

“Fine,” she said, her voice clipped, as she pushed back from her desk. She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt with hands that trembled just slightly, and turned to face him. His gaze didn’t waver, pinning her in place, and for a moment, she felt like prey caught in a predator’s sights.

He stepped closer, the space between them shrinking until the warmth of his body was a tangible thing, pressing against her senses. Her breath hitched, and she took an involuntary step back, her thighs brushing the edge of her desk. His lips curved, just a fraction, a flicker of satisfaction that made her stomach flip.

“You look tense,” he said, his tone deceptively soft, as if he were commenting on the weather. His hand lifted, fingers grazing her jaw in a touch so light it shouldn’t have sent a jolt through her—but it did. Her pussy throbbed, a pathetic response to the barest contact, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from reacting.

“I’m fine,” she lied, her voice thinner than she intended. She wanted to pull away, to reassert some boundary, but his touch held her captive, a quiet claim that rooted her to the spot. Her mind churned, a storm of protest and need, but her body stayed still, obedient in a way that made her sick.

His thumb brushed her lower lip, a slow, deliberate motion that made her lips part before she could stop them. “You’ll do well in there,” he said, his voice a low murmur that seemed to sink into her skin. “You always do when you follow me.”

Her face burned, shame and arousal twisting into a familiar knot in her chest. She wanted to snap at him, to shove his hand away and reclaim her space, but the weight of his words—the promise of his approval—kept her silent. Her body betrayed her again, heat spreading through her core, her panties growing damp with a need she couldn’t suppress.

He stepped back, his hand falling away, and the sudden absence of his touch left her reeling. “Let’s go,” he said, turning toward the door, expecting her to follow without question. And damn it, she did.

The boardroom was a sterile expanse of glass and steel, the long mahogany table reflecting the morning light in sharp, cold lines. Serena walked in behind Cade, her heels clicking against the polished floor, each step a reminder of the eyes that would soon be on her. The room was already half-full, senior executives and board members murmuring over coffee, their glances flicking toward Cade with a mix of deference and curiosity.

He moved to the head of the table, taking the chair that had once been hers in all but name, the seat she’d commanded during every strategy session for years. Now it was his, and the symbolism wasn’t lost on her. Her chest tightened, a flicker of resentment sparking, but she smothered it as she took the seat to his right, her new place in this reshaped hierarchy.

She sat rigid, her hands folded in her lap, acutely aware of the cameras mounted in the corners of the room, their unblinking lenses a constant threat of exposure. Her reputation—her armor—still mattered here, even if Cade had begun to strip it away in private. She couldn’t let them see the cracks he’d carved into her.

The meeting began with the usual formalities, quarterly projections and acquisition updates, but Serena’s focus kept slipping. Cade’s presence beside her was a gravitational pull, his voice a low rumble that seemed to resonate in her chest every time he spoke. She could feel the warmth of his body even through the space between their chairs, a silent reminder of how close he’d been in her office just minutes ago.

Her mind churned, replaying the moment his thumb had brushed her lip, the way her body had responded without her consent. She shifted in her seat, trying to ease the ache between her thighs, but the movement only made it worse, her pussy throbbing with a need she couldn’t ignore. She hated how easily he’d reduced her to this, a distracted, desperate thing, even here in the heart of her professional domain.

One of the board members, Richard, a man who’d been her ally for years, turned to Cade with a question about the upcoming campaign rollout. Serena tensed, expecting to field it herself—it was her domain, after all—but Cade’s hand lifted slightly, a subtle gesture that stopped her before she could speak. Her stomach dropped.

“Serena handles that for me now,” Cade said, his voice calm, authoritative, the words carrying a weight that silenced the room for a split second. “She’s exceptional.”

The statement hung in the air, a quiet declaration that shifted something fundamental inside her. Her face flushed, a mix of pride and humiliation burning through her as every eye turned her way, assessing, acknowledging the new dynamic Cade had just cemented.

She wanted to speak, to clarify, to reclaim some shred of her autonomy, but her throat closed around the words. Her mind screamed that this wasn’t right, that she wasn’t his to claim in front of these people, but her body reacted to the praise, heat pooling in her core, her pussy clenching at the way he’d marked her as his with such effortless certainty. She was exceptional—for him—and the thought made her dizzy with a shame she couldn’t shake.

Richard nodded, accepting Cade’s words without question, and the conversation moved on, but Serena felt the weight of that moment settle over her like a chain. She glanced at Cade, his profile sharp and composed, and saw the faintest curve of his lips, a silent acknowledgment that he knew exactly what he’d done. He’d claimed her publicly, not with touch or overt command, but with words that bound her just as tightly.

Her hands trembled in her lap, hidden beneath the table, as her mind fractured under the realization. She’d spent years building her reputation, her power, in this very room, and in one sentence, Cade had reframed it all. She wasn’t just Serena, VP of Marketing, anymore—she was his, in a way that everyone here now understood, even if they didn’t know the full extent.

The meeting dragged on, but her focus was gone, her thoughts a tangled mess of resistance and surrender. She wanted to stand, to walk out, to reclaim some piece of herself, but the memory of his voice—Serena handles that for me now—kept her rooted to the chair. Her pussy ached, wet and needy, a pathetic response to the ownership he’d declared, and she hated how much she craved his approval, his control, even now.

When the boardroom finally emptied, Cade lingered, his gaze turning to her as the last colleague filed out. She stayed seated, her body tense, waiting for whatever came next, knowing she couldn’t predict it but feeling the pull of his will all the same. He stood, moving to stand beside her chair, his presence looming, the warmth of his body close enough to make her skin tingle.

“You did well,” he said, his voice low, the praise sinking into her like a drug. His hand rested on her shoulder, a light touch that felt like a brand, and her breath hitched, her body leaning into it before she could stop herself. Her mind rebelled, screaming that this wasn’t her, that she wasn’t this weak, this pliant, but the heat between her thighs told a different story.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, the warmth of his breath sending a shiver through her. “But we’re not done,” he murmured, his tone laced with promise and threat, a quiet reminder that her surrender—public or private—was far from complete. Her heart raced, anticipation and dread twisting together, as she realized his words had marked her as his in a way she could no longer deny.

She sat there, frozen, as he straightened, his hand lingering on her shoulder for a moment longer before he stepped away. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone in the empty boardroom, her body still humming with the weight of his claim. And deep down, in that dark, shameful place she couldn’t escape, she knew she’d follow wherever he led next.


Chapter 10: Surrender in Name

Serena sat alone in the empty boardroom, the silence pressing against her like a physical weight. The polished table stretched out before her, reflecting the harsh fluorescent lights, a stark reminder of the power she once wielded here. Her hands rested in her lap, still trembling from Cade’s touch, the ghost of his hand on her shoulder burning into her skin.

She couldn’t move. Not yet.

Her mind churned, a storm of conflicting thoughts tearing at the edges of her carefully constructed identity. She was Serena, VP of Marketing, the woman who’d closed deals worth millions, who’d stared down executives twice her age without flinching. But now, after Cade’s quiet declaration in front of the board—Serena handles that for me now—she felt the foundation of that identity crumbling, replaced by something darker, something she couldn’t name without shame.

Her breath hitched. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, a traitor to every principle she’d clung to. She pressed her thighs together, the friction only worsening the heat pooling in her core, and hated how much she wanted his voice in her ear again, his calm certainty stripping her bare.

The door opened with a soft click.

Cade stepped inside, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. His tailored suit hugged his broad frame, the fabric shifting with each unhurried step, and his eyes—sharp, calculating—locked on her like she was the only thing that mattered. He didn’t rush, didn’t falter, just moved with that infuriating control that made her feel small, exposed, already his.

Her heart stuttered. She wanted to stand, to meet him on equal ground, but her body refused, rooted to the chair by the weight of his gaze.

He stopped beside her, his shadow falling over her like a claim. “You’re still here,” he said, his voice low, smooth as polished stone. “Good.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came. She felt the flush creeping up her neck, the humiliation of being caught waiting for him, as if she’d already surrendered something vital. Her mind screamed to push back, to remind him of who she was, but the words dissolved under the steady intensity of his stare.

He pulled a chair close—too close—and sat, his knee brushing hers under the table. The contact was deliberate, a silent assertion of space, and her skin prickled at the warmth of him so near. He leaned forward, elbows resting on the table, his hands clasped with a precision that made her pulse race.

“Look at me, Serena,” he said, not a request but a command wrapped in velvet.

Her eyes snapped to his, and she hated how quickly she obeyed. Her chest tightened, a mix of defiance and need warring inside her, and she gripped the edge of her chair to steady herself. She wanted to tell him to stop, to leave her alone, to let her reclaim the pieces of herself he’d shattered, but the heat in his gaze drowned every protest.

“You’ve been fighting this for weeks,” he said, his tone even, as if stating a simple fact. “But you felt it in the meeting. Everyone did.”

Her face burned. She remembered the weight of every eye on her, the unspoken acknowledgment of Cade’s claim, and the way her body had responded, wet and eager, even as her mind recoiled. She wanted to deny it, to scream that she wasn’t his to parade like a trophy, but the truth pulsed between her thighs, undeniable.

He reached into his jacket pocket, pulling out a small coil of thin, black rope. The sight of it sent a jolt through her, her breath catching as he laid it on the table between them, a silent promise. His fingers lingered on the material, tracing its length with a deliberate slowness that made her stomach twist.

Her mind fractured. She should stand, walk out, end this before it went further, but the memory of his voice—we’re not done—kept her pinned in place, her body already anticipating what came next. She hated herself for it, hated the way her pussy clenched at the thought of that rope against her skin, binding her to him in a way she couldn’t escape.

“Stand up,” he said, his voice cutting through her spiraling thoughts.

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She rose, unsteady, her hands braced on the table as her knees threatened to buckle. She felt exposed, vulnerable, standing before him while he remained seated, his posture relaxed, utterly in control.

He stood then, his height towering over her, and stepped behind her without a word. His hands were on her wrists before she could react, guiding them behind her back with a firmness that brooked no resistance. The rope came next, the cool, smooth weight of it sliding against her skin as he began to bind her, each loop precise, methodical, a ritual of ownership.

Her breath came in shallow gasps. The rope tightened, not painful but unyielding, and she felt the loss of her freedom with every knot, her arms pinned, her body his to position as he saw fit. Her mind screamed against it, a final flare of resistance—she wasn’t this, she wasn’t some toy to be tied and claimed—but her pussy throbbed, wet and desperate, betraying her at every turn.

“Feel that,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear as he secured the final knot. “That’s you, giving in.”

Her knees weakened. She wanted to deny it, to spit the words back at him, but the weight of the rope, the cold bite of the metal table edge against her thighs as he pressed her forward, silenced her. She was trembling now, her body a live wire of shame and need, and she hated how much she craved his next move, his next word.

He stepped back, just enough to survey his work, and she felt his gaze like a physical touch, burning into her. “Beautiful,” he said, the single word sinking into her, warm and possessive, and her chest ached with a pride she didn’t want to feel. Her mind reeled—she shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t need his approval—but the heat between her thighs told her she did, more than she’d ever admit.

He moved in front of her again, his hand lifting her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You’ve fought so hard, Serena. But you’re done now, aren’t you?”

Her lips trembled. She wanted to say no, to cling to the last shred of her defiance, but the rope at her wrists, the weight of his touch, the calm certainty in his voice—they stripped her bare, leaving nothing but the truth. She was done, had been for longer than she’d let herself believe, and the realization crashed over her like a wave, drowning her resistance in its undertow.

He leaned closer, his lips brushing her jaw, a featherlight touch that made her gasp. “I’ve taken your boardroom. Your title. Your control. And you’ve let me, every step of the way.”

Her eyes stung. She blinked rapidly, refusing to let the tears fall, but the truth of his words cut deeper than she could bear. She had let him—every command, every claim, every public declaration—and now, standing here, bound and trembling, she couldn’t pretend otherwise.

His hand slid down her neck, over her collarbone, resting just above her racing heart. “Your body knows who you belong to. It’s time your mind caught up.”

Her breath hitched. The heat of his palm, the steady rhythm of his voice, the unyielding rope at her wrists—it was too much, overwhelming her until she felt like she might shatter. She wanted to scream, to push him away, but the ache in her pussy, the desperate need for his touch, held her captive more than any restraint.

He stepped back, just enough to unbutton his shirt with slow, deliberate movements, revealing the hard planes of his chest, the strength she’d felt in every touch. Her eyes followed the motion, helpless, and when he freed his cock, hard and thick, her mouth went dry, her body clenching with a hunger she couldn’t deny. She hated how much she wanted it, hated the way her mind blanked at the sight, every thought of resistance dissolving under the raw power of him.

“On your knees,” he said, his voice a quiet command that vibrated through her.

Her body obeyed. She sank to the floor, the cold tile biting into her skin, her bound wrists forcing her to lean forward, vulnerable, exposed. Her heart pounded, shame and desire twisting together until she couldn’t tell them apart, and she stared up at him, trembling, waiting.

He stepped closer, his cock inches from her face, and her breath came in ragged pants. “You know what to do,” he said, his tone calm, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Her mind rebelled one last time—she wasn’t this woman, wasn’t someone who knelt, who begged—but her lips parted, her tongue darting out, driven by a need she couldn’t fight.

She took him into her mouth, the weight of him heavy on her tongue, and a low groan escaped him, the sound sending a shiver through her. Her pussy ached, wet and empty, as she moved, her bound hands useless behind her, every motion a surrender to his control. She hated how good it felt, how right, to give in like this, to let him take what he wanted while her body screamed for more.

His hand tangled in her hair, guiding her, not rough but firm, a reminder of who held the power. “Good girl,” he murmured, the praise hitting her like a physical touch, warm and owning, and she moaned around him, the sound pathetic, desperate. Her mind spun—she shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t need his words to feel whole—but they sank into her, deeper than she could fight, binding her to him in a way she couldn’t undo.

He pulled back, his cock slipping from her lips, and she gasped, her chest heaving, her face flushed with shame and need. “Stand,” he said, his voice steady, and he helped her up, his hands strong, unyielding, as he positioned her against the table, her bound wrists pressing into her lower back. She felt the cold metal against her thighs, the vulnerability of her position, and her pussy throbbed, aching for him, even as her mind whispered one last, futile protest.

He stepped behind her, his hands sliding up her skirt, baring her to him, and she felt the cool air against her wet folds, the exposure making her tremble. “So wet for me,” he said, his fingers brushing her pussy, a light touch that made her gasp, her hips bucking toward him before she could stop herself. She hated how much she needed this, hated the way her body begged for him, but the shame only fueled the heat, driving her closer to the edge.

He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she bit her lip, a whimper escaping as he teased her, not entering, not yet. “Tell me who I am to you,” he said, his voice low, a command wrapped in silk, and her mind fractured under the weight of it. She couldn’t fight anymore, couldn’t pretend—she knew the word, had known it for days, maybe weeks, and now it clawed at her throat, demanding release.

“Master,” she whispered, the word slipping out, soft and broken, but it echoed in the quiet room, binding her to him in a way she’d never imagined.

Her body shuddered. The surrender was complete, the last wall crumbling as the truth of it settled over her, heavy and final. She was his, had always been his, and naming it aloud made it real, unbreakable, a chain she couldn’t escape even if she wanted to.

“Say it again,” he said, his voice thick with something she couldn’t name, a hunger that matched her own. “I want to hear it.”

“Master,” she said, louder this time, her voice trembling but sure, and the word felt like a release, a weight lifting even as it bound her tighter. Her eyes closed, tears slipping down her cheeks, not from pain but from the raw, overwhelming truth of her surrender. She was his, utterly, completely, and she couldn’t fight it anymore.

He thrust into her then, filling her in one smooth motion, and she cried out, her pussy clenching around his cock, the sensation overwhelming. He moved with precision, each stroke deliberate, claiming her with every inch, and her body arched, bound wrists straining as she gave herself over to him. The heat built, spiraling higher, her shame and need twisting together until she couldn’t tell them apart, until all she felt was him, owning her, breaking her, making her whole.

“Cum for me, Serena,” he said, his voice a quiet command, and her body obeyed, shattering around him, her orgasm crashing through her with a force that left her trembling, gasping, lost. She felt him follow, his cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his cum, and the warmth of it, the weight of him, grounded her even as she spiraled, her mind blank, her body his in every way that mattered.

He held her there, still inside her, his hands steady on her hips, and she felt the rope at her wrists, the cold metal of the table, the heat of his breath against her neck. “We’re not done,” he murmured, his voice a promise, a threat, a tether she couldn’t break. “Not by a long shot.”

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcNH.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






OEBPS/image_rsrcNJ.jpg





