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Chapter 1

The fluorescent lights of the corporate office pulsed like a dying heartbeat, their buzz a constant, hypnotic drone that seemed to sync with the erratic rhythm of Mira’s pulse. The air was thick with the scent of stale coffee and the faint metallic tang of the server room’s ozone, but beneath it all, there was something else—something electric, like the charge in the air before a storm. She slumped deeper into her ergonomic chair, the leather creaking under her weight, her spine protesting the weight of another sleepless night spent tangled in the labyrinth of code. The coffee in her mug had long since turned into a murky, lukewarm sludge, the ice cubes long dissolved, but she didn’t bother to throw it out. Instead, she swirled it absently, the bitter liquid sloshing against the sides of the cup like a mockery of the satisfaction she knew she’d never find here.

Her fingers traced the keys of her keyboard, her nails tapping out an impatient rhythm against the cold plastic. The screen in front of her flickered, the error message blinking like a taunt, a glitch in the system that seemed determined to outsmart her, to keep her up all night, to make her question whether she was even capable of fixing it. *"System Integrity Compromised: Reboot Required."* The words mocked her, daring her to try. She slammed her palm against the desk, the impact sending a sharp jolt up her arm, the keyboard rattling in protest. *"Fucking A,"* she muttered, her voice rough with exhaustion and frustration. The words hung in the air, a curse that was equal parts venting and a silent plea for the universe to just *let her go*.

The IT department was a hive of controlled chaos—a place where the air hummed with the scent of expensive cologne and the faint, acrid tang of adrenaline. The hum of conversation was a low, constant murmur, the kind that faded into the background until something—or someone—disrupted it. And right now, that someone was *him*.

Ethan Cole didn’t just walk into a room; he *owned* it. His presence was a physical force, the kind that made the air thicken, made breaths hitch, made fingers twitch with the urge to touch. He leaned against the server console across the room, his broad shoulders filling out the tailored fabric of his suit like it was made just for him. The way the light caught the dark strands of his hair, the way his jaw tightened when he smirked—it was all too much. Too *perfect*. Too *dangerous*. Mira could feel her pulse spike, her skin prickling with awareness, her fingers curling into fists at her sides to keep from reaching out, from touching the way she *ached* to.

The IT team loitered nearby, their coffees paused mid-sip, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding like a slow-motion train wreck. She could practically hear the bets being placed in her head, the speculative glances, the way their voices dropped into conspiratorial whispers.

*"Fifty bucks she caves by lunch."*

*"Nah, she’ll last till the end of the day."*

*"You’re all wrong. She’s already halfway there."*

Mira ignored them, her heels clicking against the tile as she stood, her chair rolling back with a sharp scrape. She didn’t need their attention. She didn’t need their *judgment*. But she couldn’t deny the way her pulse raced, the way her breath hitched when Ethan’s voice cut through the noise of the office, smooth and commanding.

*"Mira."*

One word. A single, loaded syllable that sent a shiver down her spine, that made her stomach clench, that made her *wet*. She didn’t look at him. She didn’t *dare*. Instead, she followed the sound of his voice, her steps deliberate, her posture rigid. The door to his office clicked shut behind her with a finality that made her breath catch, sealing them in a world that was just theirs.

The moment they were alone, Ethan stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off him in waves, the scent of him—dark, musky, *intoxicating*—wrapping around her like a second skin. His cologne was a sin, something rich and dangerous that made her head spin. His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, taking in the way her blouse clung to her breasts from the heat of the server room, the way her skirt rode up just a little higher than she’d intended, the way her fingers fidgeted at her sides, betraying her.

*"You’ve been distracted,"* he murmured, his voice low, rough with something that wasn’t just irritation. *"Again."*

His fingers brushed her wrist, trailing up her arm like a live wire, sending sparks skittering across her skin. She should have stepped back. Should have put space between them. But the way his touch made her tremble, the way her body responded with a traitorous ache—it was impossible to resist.

*"I think it’s time we ran a diagnostic."*

A shiver ran down her spine. *"A—diagnostic?"*

Ethan’s smirk was infuriating, the kind that promised *trouble*. *"Yes. A very hands-on one."*

His other hand slid around her waist, pulling her flush against him, and Mira could *feel* how hard he was, the thick ridge of his cock pressing into her stomach, the evidence of his arousal undeniable even through the layers of fabric between them. She should have stepped back. Should have put space between them. But the way his body molded to hers, the way his heat seeped into her, the way his breath hitched when she didn’t pull away—it was all too much.

*"You’ve been forgetting passwords,"* he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"Forgetting priorities. That’s not acceptable."*

Mira swallowed hard, her breath hitching. *"But I—"*

*"But nothing."* His voice was rough, commanding, the kind of tone that made her thighs clench, that made her *drip*. *"I think I know how to fix that."*

Before she could protest, his lips crashed onto hers.

The kiss was *possessive*—his tongue sweeping in like he owned her, like he had every right to taste her, to *claim* her. Mira melted against him, her hands clutching at his jacket, her mind blanking as sensation overwhelmed her. The world narrowed to the heat of his body, the rough scrape of his stubble against her skin, the way his fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head just right for his next assault. His teeth nipped at her lower lip, a warning, a promise, and Mira whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body arching into him.

When he pulled back, his breath was ragged, his eyes dark with need, his pupils blown wide. *"Good girl."*

Mira’s pulse pounded in her ears, her body thrumming with a need she couldn’t deny. She should have been embarrassed. Should have been *outraged*. But all she could do was whimper when the remote-controlled mouse on her desk whirred to life, the cursor moving of its own accord across the screen, like it was alive, like it was *hungry*.

*"Open the terminal,"* Ethan ordered, his voice low and rough, his fingers trailing down her arm, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. *"And don’t forget—your firewall’s down. Let’s see if we can’t patch that up."*

Mira’s fingers trembled as she obeyed, her screen flickering to life with the command prompt. The cursor hovered over the keyboard, the letters appearing one by one, slow and deliberate, like a tease. *"What—what are you—"*

*"Shh."* Ethan’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers brushing the inside of her knee, his touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. *"Just follow the commands."*

The cursor moved again, this time guiding her fingers lower, to the hem of her skirt. *"Lift it up."*

Her breath hitched, her heart hammering against her ribs. *"Ethan—"*

*"Mira."* His voice was a warning, a promise, the kind of tone that made her *obey*. *"You want this. You’ve been *begging* for it."*

She *had* been.

Ever since the first time she’d caught him watching her from across the office, his gaze dark and hungry as she bit her lip in concentration, her fingers flying over the keyboard. Ever since the way his voice dropped into that rough, commanding tone when he gave her instructions over the company’s internal chat, his words making her *wet*. Ever since she’d walked in on him in the server room, his hands on the keyboard, his fingers flying as he typed out commands that made her *ache*.

Her fingers obeyed, her skirt riding up her thighs, the cool air of the office brushing against her skin, making her shiver. Her panties were already damp, the fabric clinging to her, betraying her. The cursor moved again, this time guiding her hand between her legs, his voice a growl in her ear. *"Spread them."*

Mira whimpered, her thighs trembling as she obeyed, her fingers trembling as she parted her legs just enough to let the cursor hover over her, like it was *watching*. The command prompt flickered with new instructions, the letters appearing one by one, slow and deliberate.

*"T-A-S-K-M-A-N-A-G-E-R."*

Ethan’s voice was a growl in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"That’s right. You’re going to *manage* this task very well."*

His fingers joined hers, his touch rough, demanding, his thumb circling her clit in slow, deliberate motions. *"You like that, don’t you?"* he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. *"You like being told what to do."*

Mira’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body arching into his touch. *"Ethan, please—"*

*"Please what?"* His fingers worked her, his touch relentless, his other hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave a mark. *"Tell me what you want."*

*"I want—"* Her voice broke, her body trembling. *"I want you to—"*

*"To what?"* His fingers dipped lower, his touch teasing, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her gasp. *"Tell me."*

*"I want you to *fuck* me,"* she whispered, her voice raw with need.

Ethan’s groan was dark, possessive, the sound sending a fresh wave of heat through her, making her *drip*. *"Good girl."*

The cursor moved again, the command prompt flickering with new instructions, the letters appearing one by one, slow and deliberate.

*"I-N-I-T-I-A-T-I-N-G   S-E-S-S-I-O-N."*

Mira’s body arched as Ethan’s fingers worked her, his touch relentless, his other hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave a mark. *"You’re going to come for me,"* he ordered, his voice rough with need. *"Now."*

She shattered.

Her orgasm tore through her, her body trembling as wave after wave crashed over her, her nails digging into his shoulders, her breath coming in broken gasps. *"Ethan—"* Her voice was a broken whisper, her body boneless, her mind blank.

Ethan didn’t stop. His fingers worked her through the aftershocks, his touch never faltering, his voice a low growl in her ear. *"That’s it. Take it. Take *everything*."*

When she finally came down, Mira was boneless, her mind blank, her body trembling with the aftereffects of her orgasm. Ethan straightened his tie with deliberate slowness, his voice smooth and satisfied, his smirk promising more to come. *"Good girl. Now, let’s see how well you handle the next error message."*

Outside the office, the IT team erupted into cheers, their bets forgotten in the wake of her performance. Mira didn’t care. She was *his*. And as Ethan’s fingers trailed up her thigh one last time, his touch lingering just a second too long, his smirk promising *more*, she realized something else:

She couldn’t wait for the next one.

The cursor on her screen flickered, the command prompt waiting, hungry. And Mira? She was *ready*.




Chapter 2

The server room’s glow painted Mira’s skin in electric blue, the fluorescent hum of the machines a steady, rhythmic pulse that mirrored the erratic beat of her own heart. She sat at her terminal, fingers hovering just above the keys, her breath shallow, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of Ethan’s kiss—his lips bruising hers, his tongue claiming her like he had every right, his hands gripping her waist like he’d never let go. She should have been furious. Should have stormed out, demanded answers, or at the very least, called security to escort him out of the building. But instead, she found herself leaning back in her chair, her thighs pressing together, her panties already damp from the memory of how his fingers had *owned* her just hours before.

The remote mouse twitched on her desk, the cursor flickering like a restless, hungry thing. Mira exhaled sharply, her breath fogging the screen slightly, leaving a faint, ghostly imprint of her desire. She typed, *"reboot-pending,"* her fingers trembling—not from fear, but from the electric anticipation of what would come next. The keys clicked under her touch, each one a promise, a challenge.

The screen flashed, the sudden brightness making her blink.

**>> *PATCHING FIREWALL. RUNNING INITIAL TESTS. AUTHORIZATION GRANTED: ETHAN COLE.* <<**

A low, knowing chuckle rolled through the room before Ethan even spoke, the sound dark and rich, like whiskey poured over ice. *"Such a *naughty* girl."*

Mira’s stomach twisted into knots. She hadn’t heard him enter. But then, she never did. He had a way of moving like a shadow, silent until he wasn’t—until he decided to *be* there. Now, his presence filled the doorway, broad and imposing, his tailored suit doing nothing to hide the way his body *filled* it. The fabric stretched across his shoulders, the dark wool clinging to the muscles of his chest, the way his biceps flexed when he shifted his weight. His thighs strained against the seams of his trousers, the fabric taut over the thick, heavy length of him, and Mira’s mouth went dry, her tongue sticking to the roof of her mouth.

*"I specifically told you to log out and rest until the next scheduled diagnostic,"* he said, his voice rough, amused, like he was savoring the thought of her disobedience. *"But here you are—ignoring instructions like a good little hacker."*

She swallowed hard, her pulse spiking. *"I wasn’t ignoring you."*

*"Oh?"* Ethan pushed off the doorframe, his boots clicking against the tile with deliberate slowness, each step bringing him closer. The air between them thickened, charged with something electric, something *dangerous*. His fingers brushed a strand of hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear with maddening slowness, his touch lingering just a second too long. *"Wasn’t that what you were doing this morning when the client system *melted* under your hands?"* His voice dropped, rougher now, darker. *"Or was it that you could barely type your own password straight?"*

Mira’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t look away. *"I’m trying to fix it."*

*"Mira."* His voice dropped, a growl that vibrated through her bones. His free hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark, hungry, *possessive*. *"Try harder."*

His thumb traced her bottom lip, slow, deliberate, like he was memorizing the shape of her. The touch sent a jolt straight between her thighs, her body betraying her with a need she couldn’t ignore. *"Your firewall’s still compromised,"* he murmured, his voice rough with something that sounded like *pride*. *"And I don’t like loose code."*

Before she could respond—or even inhale—his mouth crashed onto hers.

The kiss was *demanding*. His lips parted hers without hesitation, his tongue sweeping in like he owned her, like he had every right to taste her, to *claim* her. Mira melted against him, her fingers clutching at his jacket, her mind blanking as sensation overwhelmed her. The world narrowed to the heat of his body, the rough scrape of his stubble against her skin, the way his hand slid from her chin to her waist, pulling her flush against him.

She could *feel* him—hard, thick, *insistent* against her stomach, the evidence of his arousal undeniable, pressing into her through the thin fabric of her skirt. Her thighs parted instinctively, her body betraying her with a need she couldn’t deny, couldn’t fight.

Ethan didn’t hesitate.

His hand slid up her skirt, his fingers tracing the damp fabric of her panties before he hooked them aside with a sharp tug, his touch rough, commanding. *"Fuck, you’re already so wet for me,"* he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"Did you think about this all day? Did you imagine my hands on you? My mouth?"*

Mira whimpered, her hips arching into his touch, her body already aching for more. *"Yes,"* she breathed, her voice barely audible.

*"Good."* His fingers pushed inside her, two thick digits curling deep, stroking with deliberate precision. *"Because I’ve been thinking about it too. About how tight you’d be. How *good* you’d feel."*

Mira gasped, her back arching off the chair, her nails digging into his shoulders. *"Ethan—"*

*"Shh."* His fingers worked inside her, slow at first, then faster, his voice a dark murmur in her ear. *"Just like that. Take it."*

The mouse clicked again, the cursor moving to open a secure terminal window. *"Type ‘*execute.*’"*

Mira obeyed, her fingers flying across the keys, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The screen filled with a new prompt:

**>> *WARM-UP DRIVE #1. RUNNING NOW.* <<**

And then—

Silence.

Ethan’s fingers worked inside her, slow at first, then faster, his voice a dark, possessive growl. *"That’s right. Just like that. You’re doing so well."*

The mouse moved again, and a new screen appeared:

**>> *WARM-UP DRIVE #2. INPUT REQUIRED: VERBAL AFFIRMATION.* <<**

*"W-what?"* Mira stuttered, her thighs trembling around his hand, her body already on the edge. *"What do you want me to say?"*

*"Speak, Mira."* His lips grazed her ear, his breath hot against her skin, sending shivers down her spine. *"Tell me what you want. Or do you need me to *force* the system?"* His fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her eyes roll back. *"Because I *will*."*

*"N-no!"* Her voice was breathless, her body trembling with need. *"I want—I want—"*

*"That’s right."* His fingers pulled free for just a second, leaving her empty, aching. *"You want my hands on you. You want me to *train* you."* His voice dropped, rougher, darker. *"Say it."*

*"I want you—"* she panted, her hips arching into his touch, *"—to train me!"*

Ethan groaned, the sound dark, possessive, like he was *proud* of her. *"Good girl."* His fingers pushed back inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit in slow, deliberate circles. *"Now let’s see how well you handle *basic commands*."*

Before she could respond, he was on his knees, his shoulder pressing between her thighs, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. *"Hold onto the desk,"* he ordered, his voice rough, commanding.

Mira obeyed, her fingers digging into the edge of the terminal, her body trembling with anticipation.

The first lick was slow, deliberate—a long, wet stroke from her entrance to her clit that made her gasp, her back arching off the chair. *"Ethan—"*

*"Shh."* His fingers dug into her thighs, spreading her wider, his breath hot against her skin. *"Just *take* it."*

The second lick was firmer, his tongue pressing against her in a way that made her hips jerk. *"Fuck—"*

*"Good girl."* His voice was a growl, the sound vibrating against her skin. *"You’re doing so well."*

The third lick was *punishment*—a sharp, demanding flick of his tongue that made her cry out, her body already trembling on the edge. *"Please—"*

*"Please what?"* He pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes dark with need, his stubble rough against her inner thighs. *"Tell me."*

*"I need—"* Her voice broke, her body aching for release. *"I need you to—"*

*"To what?"* His fingers joined his mouth, two of them pushing inside her as his tongue circled her clit, slow and deliberate. *"Tell me exactly what you want."*

*"I want you to *make* me come!"* she gasped, her hips bucking against his face. *"Please, Ethan—"*

Ethan groaned, the sound dark, possessive, like he was *starving* for her. *"Good girl."*

His mouth sealed over her again, his fingers working in rhythm, his tongue *fucking* her in slow, deep strokes. Mira’s body tightened, her orgasm building with terrifying speed, her breath coming in ragged gasps. *"I’m—oh god—I’m—"*

*"Come for me,"* he ordered, his voice rough, commanding. *"Now."*

She shattered.

Her body convulsed, her cry muffled against the desk as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Ethan didn’t stop. His tongue worked her through it, his fingers curling inside her, drawing out every last shudder, every last tremor. *"That’s it,"* he murmured against her skin, his breath hot, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"Such a good girl."*

When she finally came down, she was boneless, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling with aftershocks. Ethan stood, his suit rumpled, his tie loose, his hair slightly disheveled from her fingers. He adjusted himself with deliberate slowness, his gaze never leaving hers, his cock straining against his trousers, the thick outline unmistakable.

*"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"Now—"* He reached for her waistband, unbuttoning his trousers with one hand, his fingers deftly freeing his cock. *"—let’s see how well you handle *advanced commands*."*

The mouse whirred again, the terminal flickering with a new prompt:

**>> *ADVANCED DRIVE INITIATED. PREPARE FOR FULL ACCESS.* <<**

Mira’s pulse spiked, her body already aching for him, already *needing* him.

Because she knew what was coming.

And she *wanted* it.




Chapter 3

The fluorescent lights of the IT department buzzed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the sea of cubicles, each one a hive of quiet activity—keyboards clacking, monitors flickering, the occasional muffled curse when a script failed to compile. Mira stepped into the open-plan office, the soles of her heels clicking against the linoleum with deliberate confidence. She had spent the last hour diving into Ethan’s notes, tracing the encrypted logs like a treasure map, savoring the way he had framed it all as a *"routine system optimization"* when she knew—*absolutely* knew—it was anything but. It was a test. A *demonstration*. A reminder that in this world, power wasn’t just held; it was *flaunted*, and she had *loved* every second of it.

The air was thick with the scent of stale coffee and the faint metallic tang of server heat, but beneath it all, there was something else—something electric, like the charge before a storm. Mira’s fingers twitched at her sides, her nails digging into her palms just enough to keep herself grounded. She wasn’t here to play by the rules. She was here to *rewrite* them.

Jenna Park looked up from her terminal, her sharp eyes narrowing as she caught Mira’s gaze. The other woman’s lips curled into a smirk, her fingers already dancing over the keyboard with the precision of someone who knew exactly what she was doing. *"You look like you got caught in a server storm."* Her voice was smooth, teasing, the kind of tone that made Mira’s skin prickle with awareness. *"Or maybe you *started* one."*

Mira’s pulse kicked, a slow, deliberate throb between her thighs. She knew Jenna was baiting her—knew she was playing the game, too, just like everyone else in this office. The difference was, Mira didn’t need to *pretend*. *"Must’ve been a miscommunication,"* she said, her voice steady, though her fingers betrayed her, curling into the edge of her desk just a little too tight.

Jenna’s smirk deepened, her gaze dropping to Mira’s fingers before flicking back up to meet her eyes. *"Uh-huh. You sure about that?"* She leaned back in her chair, the leather creaking under her weight, her fingers drumming against the armrest in a rhythm that was *deliberately* unnerving. *"Because I *heard* something about a ‘special project’ this morning. Something that didn’t make it into the official logs. Something that *should* have been flagged as a security breach."*

Mira’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. *"Must’ve been a false alarm."*

Jenna’s eyes gleamed, dark and knowing. *"Or maybe it wasn’t."* She tilted her head, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that sent a shiver down Mira’s spine. *"You know, if you’re *really* interested in how things *actually* work around here…"* Her fingers brushed the rim of her coffee cup, the movement slow, deliberate, her thumb tracing the edge of the ceramic in a way that was *so* not accidental. *"I could show you. The backdoors. The unlogged commands. The way the system *really* bends when you know the right password."*

Mira’s jaw tightened. She had no interest in Jenna’s games—not when there was something far more *interesting* waiting for her. Not when the air in Ethan’s office was already thick with the scent of leather and something darker, something *male*, something that made her mouth water just thinking about it.

The door to Ethan’s office was slightly ajar, the faint glow of his terminal casting long, seductive shadows across the polished wood. The hum of the server room seeped through the walls, a low, rhythmic pulse that matched the beat of her own heartbeat. She took a deep breath, savoring the way the air smelled—like him. Like expensive cologne and something sharper, something *dangerous*.

He was already there, seated behind his desk, his fingers steepled in front of him like a king surveying his domain. The screen of his terminal flickered with a secure client portal, the interface glowing with encrypted data streams, but it wasn’t the code that held her attention. It was the way his gaze locked onto hers, slow, deliberate, like he was *undressing* her with his eyes.

*"Vasquez."* His voice was smooth, dangerous, the kind of tone that made her toes curl in her heels. *"I was beginning to think you’d forgotten our arrangement."*

Mira closed the door behind her with a soft click, the sound echoing in the quiet space like a promise. *"I didn’t forget,"* she said, her voice steady, though her pulse was already racing.

*"No?"* He leaned back in his chair, his fingers tracing the edge of his keyboard, his thumb brushing over the keys like he was playing a piano. *"Then why did you take so long to respond to my *request*?"*

Her breath hitched. *"I was… reviewing the logs. Making sure everything was… *secure*."*

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips, his eyes darkening to the color of storm clouds. *"Mmm. And did you find anything *useful*?"*

She swallowed, her fingers curling into the edge of the desk. *"Depends on what you’re looking for."*

His smile deepened, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. *"Oh, I think you know exactly what I’m looking for."* His fingers slid across the desk, his hand landing on her knee with a possessive heat. The touch was electric, his thumb tracing the seam of her skirt before sliding upward, his voice a low growl. *"Client wants an *upgrade*. Something… *personalized*."*

Mira’s thighs pressed together, her body already betraying her with a sharp, needy pulse. *"What exactly does he want?"*

Ethan’s hand moved higher, his fingers brushing the inside of her thigh, his voice rough, his breath hot against her ear. *"He wants *access*. Full control. The kind of access that doesn’t just *see* the system… but *feels* it."*

The terminal screen flickered, a new prompt appearing, the text glowing in stark white against the black background:

**>> *CLIENT REQUEST: SPECIAL PROJECT INITIATED. AUTHORIZATION REQUIRED: MIRABEL VASQUEZ. LEVEL OF ACCESS: ADMIN +.* <<**

Mira’s fingers curled into the edge of the desk, her nails digging in just enough to leave marks. *"And what does that *mean*?"*

Ethan’s smirk was wicked, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties with a sharp tug. The sound of fabric tearing was loud in the quiet office, and Mira’s breath caught in her throat. *"It means he wants to *watch*."* His voice was a dark whisper, his free hand reaching for the zipper of his trousers, the sound of the metal teeth parting loud in the silence. *"And he wants to *hear* every sound you make."*

The cursor moved again, a live feed initializing on the secondary monitor. The image resolved into a sleek, high-tech conference room, the camera angled toward a high-backed chair. A man—tall, broad-shouldered, his tie loose, his shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair—leaned back, his fingers steepled in front of him. His gaze was locked onto the screen, his expression unreadable, but the way his jaw was clenched, the way his fingers tapped against each other… Mira could *feel* his anticipation.

*"Mr. Sterling,"* Ethan murmured, his hand sliding beneath the ruined fabric of her panties, his fingers finding her already wet. *"He’s been *very* patient."*

Mira’s breath hitched, her thighs trembling. *"What does he *want* from me?"*

Ethan’s fingers traced the edge of her entrance, his voice a dark, rough command. *"He wants to see how well you *perform* under pressure."* His thumb circled her clit, slow and deliberate, his voice a growl in her ear. *"He wants to see if you can take it—*all* of it—without breaking."*

The terminal beeped, a new message flashing across the screen:

**>> *SPECIAL PROJECT: DEBUG MODE ACTIVATED. LIVE AUDIT IN PROGRESS. CLIENT VIEW: ENABLED.* <<**

Mira’s pulse spiked, her fingers hovering over the keys as Ethan’s fingers worked inside her, his touch sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. *"And if I refuse?"*

Ethan’s hand slid from her thigh, his fingers wrapping around his cock, his grip tight, his voice rough. *"Then we’ll have to *terminate* the project."* His breath was hot against her ear, his free hand reaching for her waistband, pulling her closer until she could feel the heat of him against her thigh. *"And I *hate* wasted resources."*

Mira’s fingers trembled over the keyboard, her body already arching toward his touch. *"What do I *do*?"*

Ethan’s smirk was pure devilry. *"You *obey*."* His fingers worked inside her, his voice a dark command in her ear. *"You *show* him what you’re made of."*

The client’s message appeared, bold and unmissable:

**>> *PLEASE BEGIN. I WANT TO SEE YOU WORK.* <<**

Mira’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as Ethan’s fingers worked inside her, his voice a rough growl in her ear. *"That’s right. Just like that."* His free hand reached for her blouse, the buttons popping open one by one, his fingers tracing the lace of her bra before sliding beneath it, his thumb brushing over her nipple until it hardened into a tight peak. *"You’re doing so well."*

The terminal screen flickered again, a new window opening, the client’s message appearing in real-time:

**>> *LIVE FEED: CLIENT SATISFACTION MONITOR ENABLED. CURRENT LEVEL: 78%.* <<**

Mira’s fingers flew across the keyboard, her responses growing more desperate, her voice a breathless whisper. *"I—I can’t—"*

*"You *can*,"* Ethan growled, his grip tightening on her waist, his fingers working inside her with a rhythm that was driving her wild. *"Now *type*."*

The client’s reply was instant, the message flashing across the screen:

**>> *FASTER. I WANT TO SEE HOW WELL YOU CAN TAKE IT. SHOW ME HOW YOU LIKE IT.* <<**

Mira’s fingers trembled, her responses growing more frantic, her voice breaking. *"I—I don’t know how—"*

*"You don’t have to know,"* Ethan murmured, his free hand reaching for her skirt, pulling it up until it pooled around her waist, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties—what was left of them—before sliding beneath the fabric. *"You just have to *feel*."*

His fingers worked inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit in slow, deliberate circles, his voice a dark command in her ear. *"Tell him how good it feels."*

Mira’s breath hitched, her fingers flying over the keys. *"I—I’m so wet for you. For *him*. I can’t—it’s too much—"*

The terminal beeped again, a new prompt flashing:

**>> *SYSTEM CHECK: PERFORMANCE OPTIMIZATION REQUIRED. CLIENT REQUEST: INCREASED STIMULATION.* <<**

Ethan’s hand slid from her thigh, his fingers wrapping around his cock, his grip tight, his voice rough. *"Tell him how much you want it."*

Mira’s fingers trembled over the keys, her voice a desperate whisper. *"I—I want it all. I want you to make me come so hard I forget my own name."*

The client’s next message appeared, bold and unrelenting:

**>> *I WANT TO SEE YOU COME. NOW.* <<**

Mira’s body convulsed, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her as Ethan’s fingers worked inside her, his voice a rough growl in her ear. *"That’s right. Just like that."*

The terminal beeped, a new message flashing:

**>> *LIVE FEED: CLIENT SATISFACTION: 99%. ORGASMIC RESPONSE DETECTED.* <<**

Ethan’s groan was her only answer before he followed, his cock pulsing inside her, his grip tightening around her waist as he spilled deep, his voice a rough command in her ear. *"That’s my girl."*

When it was over, he adjusted her skirt, his fingers lingering as he tucked her back in, his voice a dark murmur. *"Good girl."*

Mira’s fingers trembled as she typed out the status report, her reflection in the darkened screen betraying the way her cheeks were still flushed, her thighs wet with arousal, her blouse still undone, her bra hanging loose. The client’s final message blinked into view, bold and unmissable:

**>> *SYSTEM OPTIMIZATION COMPLETE. CLIENT SATISFACTION: MAXIMUM. PLEASE MAKE THIS A REGULAR FEATURE.* <<**

Ethan’s smirk was pure devilry as he leaned down, his lips brushing hers in a kiss that was equal parts possessive and teasing. *"Oh, Vasquez & Associates *always* delivers."*

Outside, Jenna Park watched the terminal feed from her post in the break room, her fingers sliding over her own panties as she realized—*anyone* could handle the requests. Including *her*.

And if Mira thought she was the only one who could play this game?

She was about to learn just how wrong she was.




Chapter 4

The server room door hissed shut behind Mira, sealing her in a suffocating embrace of blue-lit heat. The air was thick with the scent of ozone and something darker—something that belonged only to him. The hum of the servers pulsed in her ears, a steady, hypnotic rhythm that mirrored the erratic flutter of her pulse. She could feel the weight of Ethan’s presence before she even turned around, the air between them charged with something electric, something *dangerous*. His breath was warm against the nape of her neck, the faintest whisper of his cologne—bergamot and something darker, something that made her stomach clench—cutting through the sterile air of the data center.

*"You really thought you could walk away from this?"* His voice was a low, velvety rasp, the kind that made her toes curl against the cold tile beneath her feet. His fingers traced the sensitive skin of her nape, his touch feather-light at first, before slipping lower, down the length of her spine. The path of his hand left goosebumps in its wake, her skin prickling with awareness. *"You left the firewall down, Mira."* His lips brushed the shell of her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"And now you’re going to pay for it."*

She should have been terrified. Should have spun around, demanded answers, called his bluff. But the second his teeth grazed the lobe of her ear, her body betrayed her, arching into his touch like she was made of nothing but instinct and need. Her fingers tightened around the edge of the console, her knuckles whitening.

*"Ethan—"* Her voice came out breathless, her thighs pressing together instinctively.

*"Shh."* His hand slid around her waist, his thumb pressing into the dip just above her hipbone with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"You’re not in charge here. Not anymore."* His other hand found the zipper of her skirt, the sound of the teeth parting loud in the quiet room, the fabric sliding down her thighs with a whisper. *"You forgot your password, Mira."* His voice dropped, rough and dark. *"And I don’t like forgetting."*

The skirt pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her stockings and the thin blouse that clung to her skin like a second layer. His fingers traced the lace edge of her panties, his touch feather-light, almost teasing, before slipping beneath the waistband. *"But you remember *me*, don’t you?"* His breath was hot against her ear, his lips brushing the sensitive skin beneath it. *"You remember how good it feels when I take control."*

Mira’s breath hitched as his fingers slipped beneath the waistband, his touch turning demanding, possessive. The moment they made contact with her bare skin, she gasped, her hips jerking forward involuntarily. *"Ethan—"*

*"No."* His voice was a dark command, his hand sliding away only to grip her hip, pulling her back against him. She could feel the hard length of his cock pressing against the curve of her ass, the heat of him searing through the thin fabric of his pants, the ridge of his zipper digging into her skin. *"You don’t get to speak unless I ask you a question."*

His hand slid up her torso, his fingers brushing the underside of her breasts, his thumb circling her nipple through the fabric of her blouse. The fabric was thin enough that she could feel the heat of his touch directly against her skin, her nipple hardening instantly. *"And right now, I’m asking—"* His voice dropped, rough with need. *"—how many times did you touch yourself while you were waiting for me?"*

Mira’s lips parted, but no sound came out. His fingers tightened, his grip turning almost punishing as he worked the buttons of her blouse open, one by one, until the fabric gaped, exposing her to his hungry gaze. The cool air of the server room hit her skin, making her shiver. *"Answer me."*

*"I—I didn’t—"* The words stumbled out, but his fingers were already sliding between her thighs, his touch finding her already wet, already aching for him. *"Liar."* His voice was a dark, satisfied rumble, his thumb circling her clit with slow, deliberate precision. *"You’re soaked for me."* His fingers slid inside her, his touch slow at first, drawing out the pleasure until she was whimpering, her hips rocking back against him. *"Did you think about me? Did you imagine what it would feel like to have me inside you again?"*

*"Ethan—"* Her voice was a plea, her nails digging into the console as his fingers worked her open, his touch turning relentless. His thumb pressed down on her clit, his fingers curling inside her, stretching her, filling her.

*"Tell me."* His voice was a command, his free hand sliding up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling just hard enough to make her gasp. *"Did you come while you were thinking about me?"*

She couldn’t lie. Not when his fingers were inside her, not when his breath was hot against her ear, not when his cock was pressed against her ass, hard and demanding, the fabric of his pants the only thing keeping her from feeling the full length of him. *"Yes."*

His groan was deep, primal, his fingers curling inside her, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Good girl."* His voice was rough, his grip tightening. *"Now, I’m going to make sure you remember who you belong to."*

His hand left her hair, sliding down to her hip, his fingers digging in as he positioned himself behind her. The sound of his zipper lowering was loud in the quiet room, the fabric of his pants pooling at his ankles. She could feel the heat of his cock against her, the broad head pressing against her, the wetness of her arousal making it easy for him to glide inside her.

The first thrust was slow, deliberate, his cock gliding into her with a deep, guttural groan. Mira’s breath caught, her fingers curling into fists against the console, her nails biting into her palms. *"Ethan—"*

*"Just like that."* His hips flexed, his voice a low command, his fingers digging into her hips. *"You’re taking my cock perfectly."* His hand slid up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair again, pulling just hard enough to make her gasp. *"I want you to feel me everywhere, Mira."* His cock slammed into her, his fingers gripping her tighter, his other hand sliding between her thighs, his fingers finding her clit. *"No one else should touch you. No one else should hear you come but me."*

His pace quickened, his cock hitting her in long, hard strokes that made her whimper, her thighs slick with sweat. The console hummed beneath her chest, the faint whir of the mouse the only sound in the room—until he finally spoke again, his voice rough with need. *"Come for me, Mira."*

And she did.

Her body shattered, her orgasm ripping through her in wave after wave, her name a broken moan on the air between them. His fingers worked her clit in tight, relentless circles, his cock pulsing inside her, his own release building. *"That’s it, baby."* His voice was a dark growl, his grip tightening in her hair. *"Take every fucking inch of me."*

His cock swelled inside her, his cum filling her with a deep, guttural groan, his hips jerking forward one last time before he stilled, his breath ragged against her ear. *"Fuck, Mira."*

When he pulled out, Mira collapsed against the console, her legs trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Ethan straightened his suit jacket, his tie now slightly askew, his voice smooth as he tucked something—a condom—into his pocket. *"Good girl."*

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"Now, let’s see how well you handle the next error message."*

The door opened silently as he walked to his terminal, but Mira didn’t turn to look at him. She stayed pressed against the console, her body still throbbing, her mind blank, her fingers tracing the edge of the keyboard beneath her.

Because she knew one thing—her next command was coming.

And this time, she wouldn’t just obey.

She’d *anticipate*.

She’d make sure he couldn’t resist her.

And she’d make sure he remembered exactly who was in charge.




Chapter 5

Mira’s fingers trembled over the keyboard, but the need clawing at her core was stronger—far too insistent to let the fear of discovery slow her down. The scripts she’d written, the ones only she could see, hummed in the background of her mind, each line a whispered promise of what he’d do to her if he ever found out she’d been running them. *Ethan doesn’t break the rules; he owns them.* And she’d been so careless, so reckless, testing the limits of her code just minutes before his arrival.

The notification flashed across the screen: *Request from Director Cole’s office. Priority: Immediate Access*, the cursor blinking like an expectant heartbeat, daring her to defy his direct command once more. She could almost feel his gaze burning into her, heavy with the kind of control that wasn’t just power—it was *possession*. Last night’s bruises still lingered against her thighs, the ghost of his belt’s sharp sting still tingling across her skin, reminding her that he wasn’t some faceless director sitting behind a desk. He was a man with hands that knew exactly how to undo her, with lips that could trace her spine like a brand, with a voice that made her ache just as much as his touch.

"You’re *so* distracting," she murmured, her fingers slipping beneath the desk to adjust the hem of her blouse—just enough to let her thighs part a little wider. The cool air of the server room teased against her damp flesh, sending a shiver down her spine. *He would have to punish her for that.* He’d told her the rules: no voice unless spoken, no touch unless permitted. And yet here she was, defying them all from the moment he stepped through that door.

Ethan’s dark chuckle rumbled against her skin before she could even finish the sentence. His chair didn’t roll. He barely even paused. The door swung wide behind him with a barely audible *creak*, and then he was there—leaning over her, his broad shoulders blocking out the flickering of the security cameras. His scent filled her lungs, sharp and masculine, the faint metallic edge of his cologne mixing with the heat of his body. She could *taste* the way his hand had gripped her hair last night, the way he’d pulled her into him with force that left her breathless. But when she glanced up, his face was a mask of amused indignation, his dark brows drawn together, his lips twitching like he was savoring the second of her insubordination.

"Mira," he drawled, dragging her name out like a curse, "you’re *testing* me." His hands hit the desk on either side of hers, the impact making her jump—not from surprise, but from the way his weight settled between her thighs, his legs straddling hers, the heat of his cock pressing against the fabric of his trousers. "You think I don’t know when you bend the rules? When you *break* them?" His voice was a low purr, the kind that could make her melt—but the threat beneath those words had her pulse racing. "I *see* you."

She swallowed, her fingers flexing against the edge of the desk, nails biting into the rough laminate surface. The screen flashed again, a new alert popping up at the corner of her vision: *User Mira—Unauthorized Script Execution Detected*. She tilted her head, forcing herself to keep her expression neutral, but inside, her skin was humming. She’d never been able to hide anything from him—not the truth, not her body’s desperate need for his touch. And now, here he was, using her own defiance as leverage to bend her further.

Ethan’s gaze dropped to the way her fingers hovered just above the keyboard, the way her lips were parted, swollen from thoughts of him that she didn’t dare voice. His thumb traced the pulse point on her inner wrist, slow and deliberate, the pressure just enough to send a thrill through her. "You’re a bad girl, Mira," he murmured, his touch possessive as he skimmed the edge of her blouse with a finger, the fabric clinging just a little too damp. "Always pushing limits. Always *demanding* more."

She arched a brow, the screen’s glow making his eyes appear even darker, even hungrier. "If I’m so bad," she said, her voice laced with defiance, "why are you still *here*?"

A wicked smirk curled across his face, and then his fingers were sliding up her thigh again—only this time, the path was longer, more deliberate, as if he was mapping out the contours of her skin with an artist’s precision. He paused at the edge of her panties, his touch hot through the fabric, his knuckles grazing against her clit in slow, teasing circles. She gasped, her hips lifting instinctively before she could stop them. The screen flickered, *Warning: System Integrity Compromised*—her own system, her own security settings screaming at her from across the desk.

"Hmm," Ethan mused, his fingers dipping lower, hooking under the waistband of her panties to drag them ever so slightly against her most sensitive flesh. "Maybe I just like the way you *glitch*."

Her breath hitched, the words *YES*, *NO*, and *CANCEL* pulsing in the corner of her vision—but the *YES* was the only one that mattered. Because she *wanted* this. Wanted *him*. Wanted to feel the weight of his hands, the pressure of his lips, the way his cock could stretch her to her absolute limits. Mira let her thighs part, even wider, the dampness between them glistening against the thin fabric of her skirt as his fingers finally slid beneath her panties, the cool air replacing their tight hold.

"Ethan—" His name was a plea, a warning, a curse all rolled into one as his fingers found the heat of her entrance, the touch slow and deliberate. She could feel the press of his cock against her skin, how desperately he needed her, and yet he controlled himself—torturing her instead.

His hand stilled, his gaze locking onto hers in a silent challenge. "You *asked*," he murmured, his thumb swirling against her clit with just enough pressure to make her whimper. "That’s against the rules too, Mira."

The terminal’s keyboard was cold beneath her fingers, but his breath was hot against her ear, lips tracing the shell that made her shiver. "You’re going to make me repeat myself," he warned, his cock growing harder against her thigh, "aren’t you?"

Mira nodded, the ache between her thighs intensifying with every word, every touch. The screen flickered again—a new alert: *User Mira—Multiple Unauthorized Script Executions*. The cursor hovered over the *Cancel* prompt, but her fingers didn’t move. He’d seen. He *knew*. And yet, he lingered, giving her time to defy him or surrender. The way he studied her, the way his lips hovered against her ear, promised that he’d enjoy either choice just as much.

Then his fingers finally pushed inside her, and she cried out—the sound stifled by his palm pressing against her lips. "Shh," he whispered, his tongue flicking against her ear. "No one said anything about *speaking* yet."

She whimpered, her body betraying her, her hips rolling to meet his touch. He knew just how to work her, how to pull her pleasure from the deepest, most insistent core of her being. His fingers flexed inside her, his thumb swirling in hard, relentless circles as his other hand cupped her ass, pulling her forward until she was pressed against the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up, her blouse gaping beneath his touch. The room’s cool air swept against her bare breasts, her nipples pebbling into hard peaks beneath his gaze, and the screen flickered again—a reminder of the *pending* transaction flashing in her vision: *Override Protocol Activated. Confirm Admin Access*—as if her own system was giving him free rein to do whatever he pleased.

Ethan’s fingers tightened, his touch almost brutal, and a dark groan caught in his throat. "You’re wet for me, already, aren’t you?" His voice was rough, raw, as if he’d been holding back for hours, watching her from the shadows of his office, imagining every defiant breath she took. "Like you were when you touched yourself this morning."

The words sent a thrill through her, the shame of being caught mingling with the desperate need. She had *tasted* herself, imagining his tongue where her fingers had been, but the truth had been worse—the truth was that she could never quite get close enough on her own. He was the only thing that could *undo* her, the only thing that could make her feel the kind of pleasure that bordered on pain.

His fingers withdrew, and Mira gasped, the emptiness too much, too *wrong*. But before she could protest, before she could even ask him not to stop, his fingers were gone. His free hand slid up her spine, the touch possessive, his palm pressing against the back of her head until she had no choice but to look up at him. His tie was already loose around his neck, his shirt sleeves rolled up, the tattoos on his forearms flexing with every controlled breath he took. The air between them crackled, charged with need, and then his lips were on hers in a bruising kiss—hands tangling in her hair, mouth plundering hers as if he couldn’t get enough.

Mira groaned against his lips, her fingers clawing at his shoulders, her body aching to feel more of him. And he was more than willing to give her exactly what she needed, his hands sliding down her back, his grip biting into her waist as he pulled her up until her legs wrapped around his hips, her skirt riding up until his fingers could grab hold of her panties and drag them aside. The fabric of his trousers was rough against her back, his cock pressing against her entrance in slow, teasing strokes—just enough to make her needy, just enough to drive her *mad*.

"You’re *mine*," he growled against her mouth, his voice rough, possessive. His thrust was sharp, his cock sliding into her with a deep groan that matched hers, filling her in ways that made her breath hitch. "Every second, every *script*." His fingers dug into her hips, his grip almost punishing, but she arched beneath him, taking all of him—the length, the girth, the way he knew exactly how to stretch her until she was gasping, until her system was *failing* in the most delicious way. "You don’t decide. *I* decide."

The terminal’s screen flickered again, a notification popping up with the words *System Override In Progress. Confirm Full Admin Access*—but she didn’t even look. Ethan’s voice, his touch, his body were all that mattered now. His lips skimmed down her neck, his tongue tracing a hot path against her skin as his fingers found her clit, working her in hard, rough circles that made her vision swim.

Mira’s fingers dug into the desk, her body tensing as her release clawed closer. "Ethan—" His name was a desperate plea, but he cut her off, his fingers slipping against her lips, his touch possessive as he pulled her into another punishing kiss.

"No," he murmured, his teeth grazing her bottom lip, his cock driving into her again and again until her body was trembling. "You’re *silent*." His voice was a rough command, his free hand sliding up between them to grip her shoulder, pressing her into the desk as his thrusts grew deeper, harder. "Until I *tell* you to speak." His fingers tightened almost painfully, his grip a reminder of who was in control. "And you’re going to *come* for me."

The words were barely out of his mouth before she was gasping, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure tore through her, his fingers working her clit mercilessly as he pulled her orgasm from her in deep, commanding thrusts. "Again and again," he growled, his hips rolling against hers, his cock still buried deep inside her, his fingers biting into her skin. "You’re going to make sure the whole IT department knows what happens to girls who *break* rules."

Mira’s hips rolled against his, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body aching, trembling, on the verge of collapse. She could feel the first pulse of another release, the pressure building between them—but Ethan wasn’t done. His free hand slid down, fingers twining in her hair as he leaned forward, his lips brushing against her ear, his voice a low, rough command.

"And they’re going to *hear* you," he growled. His fingers worked her clit, his touch turning almost violent, and his cock drove into her again, the sheer size of him stretching her to her limits. "So *hard*." His voice was a demand, his free hand gripping her hip, holding her still as he pounded into her. "So *deep*." His fingers twisted, his touch brutal, his words driving her closer. "You’re going to make sure they *never forget* what happens when you *defy* me."

Mira’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body tight with need. She could feel the pressure building, the tension coiling so deep inside her that she couldn’t even think straight anymore. The screen flickered again—a new notification: *System Override Successful*—but her mind was swimming, her body arching against his as he drove into her again and again, his fingers working her until she was sobbing, until her nails bit into his skin, until her entire existence was a taut, trembling thread of pleasure.

Then he was coming, his breath hot against her ear, his fingers biting into her skin as he buried his cock inside her, the hot pulse of his release filling her completely. "That’s right," he growled, his hips rolling in rough, uncontrolled thrusts. "Take *all* of me." His hands slid up, fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her close, his mouth crashing against hers in a final, demanding kiss. "You’re *not* in charge here." His voice was rough, his breath hot against her skin. "I *am*."

Mira whimpered, her body shuddering, her mind blank as waves of pleasure tore through her, Ethan’s cock still buried deep inside her as he rode her through the final aftershocks of her release. When he pulled out, she collapsed against the desk, her breath coming in rough, ragged gasps, the cold fluorescent lights above blending into nothingness as her vision swam. Her skirt was twisted around her thighs, her panties torn from her body and draped across the keyboard, the dampness between her legs betraying the absolute need she’d been forced to satisfy—twice.

Ethan’s hand slid through his hair, the loose ends of his tie hanging around his neck like a promise. His gaze was dark, possessive, and there in the shadows of the server room was the kind of hunger that made her ache even deeper than his fingers had. "You’re *done*," he murmured, his voice thick with need, rough with satisfaction, but there was a threat beneath it, a warning she didn’t dare ignore. "Until the performance review."

His words sent a thrill through her, shame and need warring in equal measure—but then he moved, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin just behind her ear, his touch almost too light, too *delicate* after the way he’d taken her. The air between them was charged with promise, the kind of promise that had her skin prickling, her body humming with anticipation. "Because you’re *not* getting out of here until I’m satisfied."

The door creaked open again, and Mira didn’t turn—not because she was afraid, but because a part of her *wanted* Bennett to catch her like this. Wanted to see the look on his face when he realized she’d been bent over the desk, taking Ethan’s cock like a good girl, doing exactly what she’d been meant to do. But Ethan didn’t disappoint. He moved faster this time, his fingers sliding down her neck to grab her chin, his thumb digging into the sensitive skin beneath her lower lip as he pulled her into another hard, punishing kiss.

"You’re *going* to fix this one for me," he growled, his teeth grazing her skin in rough, possessive strokes. "And you know *exactly* how." His cock was already pressing against her thigh, the warmth and weight of him against her skin making her whimper, her hips rolling instinctively to meet his touch. His hand slid down, fingers grabbing hold of her blouse, dragging the buttons open until the fabric gaped, exposing the dampness of her breasts, the way her skin was still flushed from his touch.

The terminal screen flickered again, the words *System Override Successful* blinking across the top, followed by a new command, the *YES* button highlighted in bold, waiting for her surrender. "You’re *not* getting out of here until I’m satisfied," Ethan repeated, his voice a dark, possessive command against her lips. "And right now? Right now?" His fingers twisted in her hair, his grip almost painful, his voice dropping to a rough, velvet purr. "You’re *mine*." His cock pressed harder against her thigh, his free hand sliding up her calf, the touch slow and deliberate, a promise of what was to come. "And I want to *break* you again."

Mira’s fingers stilled over the keyboard, the words *CANCEL* and *NO* flashing in her mind—but then she looked up, meeting his gaze, her own eyes glinting with defiance, with need. She didn’t have to say it. He’d already seen the truth in her surrender.

Because she *wanted* to be broken.

By him.
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