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Arrival


The subway screeched, brakes shrieking as it lurched to a stop, and I gripped the metal pole like it might throw me onto the tracks. A dozen people shoved past, and the stale, overheated air reeked of sweat and yesterday’s coffee. I stayed put, double-checking the time on my cracked phone screen. If I made it above ground in the next five minutes, I wouldn’t be late.

﻿

Not that it mattered. I still couldn’t believe the email had been real.

﻿

Cross Financial. Temporary Assistant Position. Immediate start.

﻿

It felt like some kind of cosmic mix-up. Girls like me didn’t get chances like this. I wasn’t the Ivy League type. I hadn’t grown up summering in the Hamptons or skiing in Aspen. I was just a broke twenty-two-year-old with a liberal arts degree, an overdrawn checking account, and an eviction notice taped to her apartment door.

﻿

Still, I knew who Alexander Cross was. Everyone in New York did. He wasn’t just rich—he was the kind of rich people whispered about. Old money, multiplied through ruthless deals, sharp strategies, and the kind of charisma that made journalists call him “the King of Midtown.” Forty-eight years old, always photographed at charity galas with women who looked like they belonged on magazine covers. Women who were half his age. Women like me.

﻿

A cold fist closed around my insides, squeezing dread through my veins while something molten and forbidden collected beneath it.

The subway doors opened again, and I pushed my way out, climbing the concrete stairs into the morning light. Midtown swallowed me instantly—towers of glass scraping the sky, horns blaring, the rush of people who looked like they’d been born in suits and heels. I craned my neck, and there it was: Cross Financial.

﻿The letters gleamed, carved into the stone facade, daring me to step inside.

﻿

I stopped at the curb to catch my breath. My heels pinched—cheap shoes from a discount store, already rubbing blisters into my skin. My blouse wasn’t new either, and the hem of my skirt rode higher than I intended every time I shifted my weight. I tugged it down, wishing for something more polished. Something that said I belonged here.

﻿

But I didn’t have time to worry about that. I thought about my mom’s voice over the phone last night: “Maybe you’re not cut out for corporate, Lily. You’re too soft.”

﻿

Maybe she was right. Maybe I was too soft. But rent was due. Soft wasn’t an option anymore.

I squared my shoulders, smoothed the wrinkles out of my skirt, and crossed the street.

﻿

Inside, the lobby hit me like another world: marble floors gleaming under bright lights, velvet seating arranged like an art exhibit, and people moving with sharp, deliberate confidence. No one looked nervous. No one looked like they were making rent by the skin of their teeth.

I tightened my grip on my folder, suddenly aware of how cheap the plastic cover looked in my hand.

﻿

The receptionist was polished to perfection—dark hair swept back, nails gleaming, expression cool as glass. “Miss Hayes?” she asked, her eyes flicking up just once from the screen.

﻿

“Yes,” I managed. My words shrank to a whisper in the air between us.

“Mr. Cross will see you now.”

﻿

My heart lurched into overdrive.

The receptionist’s heels clicked sharply on marble as she led me down a hushed hallway. Every door we passed bore a sleek silver nameplate, and every office I glimpsed was occupied by people who looked ten years older, ten times more confident, and dressed in clothes worth more than my entire closet. My stomach twisted tighter with each step.

﻿

“Here we are,” the receptionist said, her voice clipped. She tapped once on the wide mahogany door, then pushed it open without waiting for a reply.

﻿

The office was enormous. Floor-to-ceiling windows revealed a stretch of Manhattan I’d only ever admired from the ground. A massive desk commanded the space, clean and organized in a way that screamed authority.

﻿

And behind it sat Alexander Cross.

﻿

I had seen photos before, in magazines and on finance blogs, but nothing prepared me for him in real life. He wasn’t just handsome—he was imposing. Broad shoulders filled his tailored suit, silver threaded through dark hair at his temples, his face angular and unreadable. He radiated the kind of confidence that came from decades of making decisions that changed the lives of thousands.

﻿

He looked up from the papers in front of him, and our eyes locked.

﻿

For a heartbeat, I forgot how to breathe.

“Miss Hayes,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like whiskey poured over ice.

﻿

I stepped forward, clutching my folder so tightly the edges dug into my palms. “Yes, sir.”

﻿

His brow arched slightly, as though amused by the title. He gestured toward the chair opposite his desk. “Please sit.”

﻿

I complied, careful with each step. When I lowered myself into the chair, the fabric of my skirt inched upward, and I tugged it down with nervous fingers. Heat crept across my face as his gaze swept over me—brief yet deliberate—then settled back on the documents spread before him.

“You’re younger than I expected.”

﻿

His declaration hung in the air, making me acutely aware of every year between us. Twenty-two and forty-eight. A gulf that should have felt insurmountable, yet instead it left a strange thrill coursing through me.
“I—I just graduated,” I said. “I know I don’t have much experience—”

﻿

He cut me off with a raised hand. “I read your résumé. What I’m asking is whether you can handle the demands of this position. My schedule is relentless. I need precision. No mistakes.”

﻿

I nodded quickly, hoping my voice wouldn’t shake. “Yes. I can handle it.”

Silence stretched. He leaned back in his chair, studying me with an intensity that made the fine hairs on my arms rise. My mind scrambled for something else to say, but his gaze pinned me in place.

﻿

Something in his gaze made my skin prickle. This wasn't a professional evaluation—it felt like he was calculating my worth on some private scale of his own design.

Finally, he set the papers aside. “Very well. You’ll start immediately.”

﻿

Relief flooded me, chased by panic. Immediate meant now.

﻿

I rose to my feet, clutching my folder again. “Thank you, Mr. Cross.”

﻿

His lips parted in a half-smile that never quite declared itself.

“We’ll see if you still thank me in a week.”

The receptionist slipped out, leaving me alone in the office with him.

﻿

I stood there awkwardly, waiting for instructions, but Alexander Cross was already on his feet. He moved with the kind of precision that made it obvious people stepped out of his way without him asking.

﻿

“Come,” he said simply, walking toward a smaller door off to the side.

﻿

I scrambled after him, my cheap heels clicking against the polished wood. The side room turned out to be less office, more command center: sleek monitors lined the wall, a glass table in the middle where three assistants hovered with tablets. They froze the second he entered, spines straightening, eyes sharpening.

﻿

“This is Miss Hayes,” he said. “She’ll be temporary support. Direct any scheduling conflicts or briefing requests through her.”

﻿

The three assistants looked at me like I’d just been dropped from the sky. I swallowed hard, forcing myself to stand straighter.

﻿

“Yes, Mr. Cross,” one of them said quickly.

He nodded once, already moving again, and I followed. It was dizzying, trying to keep up. Every room, every corner, every person we passed seemed to orbit him. He didn’t need to raise his voice. His presence filled the space, controlled it.

﻿

And I was caught in his gravity.

﻿

We ended up in a conference room with glass walls overlooking the city. His jacket came off, tossed across the back of a chair, and the crisp white shirt beneath pulled tight across his chest as he leaned over the table. He was explaining something about numbers on a chart, but I barely absorbed the words. My focus snagged on the subtle flex of muscle beneath his sleeves, the way his wrist looked strong even as he tapped a finger against the page.

﻿

I fumbled with my folder, desperate to look busy.

﻿

“You’re quiet,” he said suddenly, glancing up.

﻿

Heat rushed to my face. “Just listening.”

﻿

His eyes lingered, assessing, and for a moment I was certain he knew. That he could see straight through me to the thoughts I was trying so hard to smother.

When the meeting ended, he dismissed the others with a flick of his hand. I gathered my things too quickly, nearly dropping the folder, and he caught it before it hit the floor. His hand brushed mine as he passed it back. A spark shot through me, unexpected and sharp, and my breath caught.

﻿

“Careful,” he murmured.

﻿

“Thank you,” I managed.

﻿

The distance between us shrank, and with it came a whisper of fragrance—something like polished wood and night air, the kind of scent that comes in bottles with heavy glass stoppers.

A warm tension coiled beneath my navel, betraying me with its silent demand to eliminate the space between us.

Before I could think, he straightened, slipping his jacket back on as smoothly as if nothing had happened. “That’ll be all for today. Familiarize yourself with the schedule. We’ll reconvene tomorrow.”

﻿

I nodded, stepping toward the door, but my knees felt unsteady. Every nerve in my body buzzed, alive, restless, like I’d just walked through a fire and come out wanting more.

The subway ride back to Brooklyn felt twice as long as the one that had brought me into Midtown that morning. My folder sat unopened on my lap, the company schedule tucked neatly inside, but my thoughts weren’t on the neat columns of meetings and deadlines.

﻿

They were on him.

﻿

Alexander Cross. My new boss. My temporary employer. My… what?

I clenched my knees together, shifting uncomfortably as the memory of his hand brushing mine replayed in my mind. It had been nothing. An accident. And yet, the spark that jumped between us had felt like more than static. It had lit me up from the inside, left me restless and aware in a way I hadn’t expected.

﻿

He was twenty-six years older than me. Old enough to be my father. That thought should have shut everything down, stamped out the shiver in my spine. Instead, it only seemed to intensify it. Because he wasn’t just older—he was powerful. Untouchable. The kind of man women dressed up for, hoping to catch his eye at a gala or charity ball.

﻿

And today, he’d looked at me.

My stop arrived, jolting me out of the spiral, and I stepped off the train, heels clicking on the cracked pavement. The sharp scent of hot asphalt replaced the crisp, expensive air of his office, and the glamour of Cross Financial dissolved into the reality of my neighborhood: graffiti-smeared walls, a bodega with flickering neon, a landlord who’d be pounding on my door by the end of the week.

﻿

Vivian was sprawled on the couch when I pushed open the apartment door, one arm flung over her face. She peeked at me through thick lashes, a grin tugging at her mouth. “So? How’s life as a corporate queen?”

﻿

I dropped my bag and kicked off my shoes. “Exhausting.”

﻿

She sat up, eyes narrowing. “Don’t tell me your new boss is ugly, because every article I’ve ever read says otherwise.”

﻿

My skin flushed warm from collar to jaw. “He’s… not ugly.”

﻿

Vivian’s grin widened. “Not ugly as in smouldering silver fox?”

﻿

I rolled my eyes and made a beeline for the fridge. “He’s twice my age, Viv."

“Which automatically makes him hotter,” she sing-songed. “Older men know what they’re doing.”

I choked on the bottle of water I’d just opened.

﻿

Vivian laughed, flopping back on the couch. “You’re blushing. Oh my God. He’s hot, isn’t he? Your boss is hot.”

﻿

I shook my head furiously, retreating to my room before she could pry more out of me. But when I collapsed onto my bed, staring at the cracked ceiling, I couldn’t deny it.

﻿

The way his eyes had lingered. The calm command in his voice. The scent of him when he leaned close.

﻿

I pressed my palms over my eyes, trying to block it all out. But it was no use.

﻿

Every attempt to banish Alexander Cross from my thoughts only seemed to carve his presence deeper into my skin.


The Boss


Christ, she was young.

The second the receptionist opened the door, I knew the résumé hadn’t done her justice. Lily Hayes. Twenty-two, fresh out of some no-name state college, probably drowning in debt, nervous as hell. She stepped into my office, clutching that plastic folder like it was protecting her from something. And God help me, I wanted to rip it out of her hands just to see how she’d react.

She was supposed to be temporary—just another assistant to fill in the gaps, keep my calendar straight, fetch coffee, type minutes. But I couldn’t stop my gaze from sliding lower.

Her blouse was thin, cheap cotton, and the air-conditioning in this building was brutal. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the fabric, and the sight of them hit me like a fucking punch. Perfect, peaked, straining. I shifted in my chair, already feeling the stir of heat in my cock, thickening against the inside of my tailored pants.

I shouldn’t have looked. Shouldn’t have noticed. She was half my age. Barely old enough to rent a car.

And yet—fuck me—I noticed everything. The nervous way she smoothed her skirt when she sat, tugging it lower, only to expose more of her thighs when she crossed her legs. The way her voice cracked when she said “Yes, sir.” Christ, sir. My cock twitched at the word.

I kept my expression neutral, practiced. “You’re younger than I expected,” I told her, because it was the truth.

Shock registered on her face, her mouth falling open as though she'd just watched her chances at the job slip through her fingers. Sweet little thing. She had no idea I’d already decided to keep her the moment she walked in. Not because she was qualified—but because I wanted her in my office every damn day, wanted the torture of watching her fluster under my stare, wanted the excuse to see just how far she’d bend before she broke.

She stammered something about just graduating, about not having much experience. No shit. I could tell from the way she perched on the edge of the chair like it might swallow her whole. But experience wasn’t what I was interested in.

My cock pressed harder against my zipper as I leaned back, deliberately giving her a view of the bulge straining in my pants. She glanced downward, just for a second, and that was all it took. The rush of heat in her face, the soft meeting of her legs—fuck, she saw it. She knew.

I smirked, just barely, enjoying the way it made her squirm.

“Very well,” I said finally, dismissing the stack of papers like they mattered. “You’ll start immediately.”

She shot to her feet, clutching the folder to her chest again. Trying so hard to look professional when I could practically smell her nerves, her arousal.

“Thank you, Mr. Cross.”

The way she said my name, soft and breathless, nearly did me in.

“We’ll see if you still thank me in a week,” I murmured, already imagining how she’d sound saying it with my cock down her throat.

I didn’t dismiss her right away. I wanted to see how she moved, how she handled being dragged into my world without warning.

“Come,” I said, rising from my chair. She scrambled after me, heels clicking too fast, the rhythm uneven. Inexperience radiated off her, and it made my cock ache harder. I hadn’t felt this kind of hunger in a long time.

The command center came alive the second I stepped in—three assistants straightening, all fake smiles and nervous energy. I barely spared them a glance, but Lily did. I caught the flick of her eyes as they darted between us, like she’d just realized she’d been dropped into a shark tank.

“This is Miss Hayes,” I said, not bothering to explain more. “Temporary support. Direct scheduling conflicts through her.”

They nodded, but I didn’t miss the side-eye. She felt it too, because her shoulders squared, trying to make herself bigger.

She had more spine than I'd expected.

And fuck, the way her blouse stretched when she stood taller—the faint outlines of her nipples again, hard points straining against thin cotton. I wanted to groan. My cock throbbed against my zipper, demanding attention, but I kept my expression flat.

I led her into the conference room, tossing my jacket aside. The air was cooler here, glass walls overlooking the city. I bent over the table, scanning numbers, aware of her presence behind me.

I could feel her watching me. The way my shirt pulled tight across my chest, the way my sleeves hugged my forearms. She was pretending to shuffle papers, but every time her eyes slid over me, the flush in her face gave her away.

I liked it. No—I fucking loved it.

Because it meant I wasn’t imagining things. She felt this too.

I straightened, turning to face her. “You’re quiet.”

She flinched slightly, then recovered. “Just listening.”

Her voice cracked at the end, soft but shaky, like she wasn’t used to lying. I took a step closer, watching her grip the edge of her folder as if it might stop her from trembling.

So goddamn innocent.

I reached for the file on the table, deliberately brushing her hand when she passed it over. Her skin was warm, delicate, and the jolt that shot through her was obvious. She gasped, so quietly most people wouldn’t have noticed. But I wasn’t most people.

I wanted to push it. To see how far I could take her before she bolted.

Instead, I kept it measured, handing the folder back. “Careful,” I murmured.

Her eyes darkened as she drew in a breath, and for a moment I lost myself in thoughts of her against the table, my hands gripping her waist. The throbbing cock between my legs became an urgent, insistent pressure.

But not yet. No, not yet.

Patience. That was the key.

I slipped back into my jacket, smoothing the fabric like nothing had happened. “That’ll be all for today. We’ll reconvene tomorrow.”

She nodded too quickly, relief and disappointment warring on her face, and I let her go.

As soon as the door closed, I adjusted my cock through my trousers with a low, muttered curse. “Fuck.”

I watched her walk out of my office, those cheap heels wobbling just enough to remind me how young she was. Too young, I told myself. But the thought only made my cock throb harder, straining against my trousers like it wanted me to chase her down the hallway.

Fuck.

I turned back to the window, Manhattan sprawling beneath me, trying to clear my head. But all I could see was her: flushed cheeks, wide eyes, nipples poking through that thin blouse like she’d walked in begging to be noticed. And I had noticed. More than I should have.

She wasn’t the most polished candidate. Her résumé was unimpressive, her clothes off the rack, her confidence paper-thin. By all accounts, she shouldn’t have made it past my HR filter. But the second I saw her photo attached to the file, something in me had tightened. Curiosity, I told myself at first. But now, after standing close enough to breathe in the faint floral scent of her shampoo, I knew better.

It wasn’t curiosity. It was hunger.

She reminded me of something I hadn’t had in years. Not the sleek, practiced women who threw themselves at me at galas and fundraisers, all painted smiles and carefully rehearsed lines. Lily was raw. Green. Nervous enough to bite her lip when she stumbled over a word. The kind of girl who thought she was subtle, shifting in my office chair, unaware of how loudly her body confessed her secrets.

Christ, she probably still blushed when someone said the word cock.

My cock.

I dragged a hand down my face, muttering under my breath. “Get it together.”

But when I sat again, the bulge in my pants was impossible to ignore. Rigid, swollen, demanding.

I shifted my aching length with a strangled breath, imagining how soft her mouth would feel sliding over me. How wide her eyes would go the first time I shoved her down onto my cock and made her choke a little.

Holy fuck. Just the thought had me twitching.

I forced myself to focus on the schedule in front of me, but every neat line of meetings blurred into the curve of her tits, the shape of her mouth.

Patience. That was the game. I could wait.

But not forever.

Tomorrow, I’d test her. Something small. Close enough to make her nervous, to make her squirm. I wanted to see if she’d break—or if she’d lean into the tension already sparking between us.

I leaned back in my chair, staring out at the city.

Lily Hayes had no idea what kind of fire she’d just walked into.

And I couldn’t wait to burn her with it.

I leaned back in my chair, staring out at the glittering skyline, but the ache of desire still throbbed insistently beneath my belt.Adjusting myself only made it worse. I could still smell her perfume on the air—sweet, faintly floral, haunting the air around me.

Patience, I told myself again. Tomorrow. Next week. I could play the long game.

But my body wasn’t listening.

My hand was already at my belt, tugging it loose with a sharp clink of metal. The sound echoed in the empty office, dirty as fuck. I unzipped, my erection falling forward, thick and aching and wet at the tip.

Christ, I hadn’t been this hard in years from nothing more than a girl’s blush and a glimpse of nipples through cheap fabric.

I spat into my palm and gripped myself, stroking slow at first. Veins bulged under my hand, precum smearing the head, and I groaned low, imagining her mouth wrapped around me. Her lips shiny with spit, her throat gagging as I shoved deeper, her face a frozen mask when I told her to take it, sweetheart.

“Fuck…” My breath escaped in a harsh whisper as my grip tightened, pace quickening.

Images tumbled through my head, sharper than they should have been. Lily bent over my desk, her skirt bunched up, her panties hanging off one ankle while I slammed into her, her tits bouncing with every thrust. Lily on her knees, gagging prettily as cum spilled down her chin. Lily pinned against the glass wall of this office, nails scraping, begging me to fuck her harder even as the city watched from below.

I stroked myself rougher, hips jerking up into my fist. My balls drew tight, cock throbbing as I chased the edge.

“Take it, Lily,” I whispered under my breath, voice thick and raw. “Take my cock. Fuck, take it all.”

The orgasm shook me, violent and hot. Cum spurted thick across my hand, splattering onto my shirt, streaking the leather of the chair. My head dropped back, a guttural groan breaking free as I pumped through the aftershocks, every pulse wringing more out of me.

I sat there for a long moment, breathing hard, chest heaving. The city blurred beyond the glass, lights smeared like paint. Slowly, I grabbed tissues from the drawer, cleaning up, tucking myself back in. My cock softened, but the hunger didn’t.

If anything, it burned hotter.

Because jerking off in my office wasn’t enough. Not when I could still taste the tension in the air, still see her eyes darting down to my cock before she forced them away.

Tomorrow, I decided. Tomorrow I’d push her further. See just how much that innocent blush could take before it broke into something filthier.


The Second Day


My alarm went off at six, shrill and merciless. I smacked it off and lay flat on my back, staring at the cracked ceiling. My body was restless, nerves sparking from a night of half-sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw him—Alexander Cross. The sharp cut of his jaw. The brush of his fingers when he handed me back the folder. The weight of his stare, like he could strip me bare with nothing more than a look.

The sheets were twisted around my legs, sticky with sweat. I shoved them off, groaning, but a knock rattled my door before I could drag myself upright.

“You alive?” Vivian’s voice floated in, sing-song.

“Barely.”

She barged in anyway, holding two mugs of coffee, hair piled into a messy bun, tank top sliding off one shoulder. She dropped onto the end of my bed and shoved the mug at me.

“You look like shit,” she announced cheerfully. “Big day?”

“Second day,” I muttered, sitting up. “Not exactly big.”

“Big enough,” she shot back. Then, without ceremony: “So, when are you giving me your half of the rent?”

The coffee stalled halfway to my lips. My stomach sank.

“I—uh. Friday? Maybe?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Friday was last week, Lil.”

Shame flushed my face. I stared down into the coffee like the answer might be floating in the foam. “I’ll figure it out.”

“You better.” Her tone wasn’t cruel, but it was sharp. “The landlord’s breathing down my neck, and I’m not covering for you again. I love you, but I can’t afford both of us.”

Her truth landed like a slap across my face.

Because she was right, I was hanging on by a thread. My checking account was already overdrafted. My credit card maxed out on nothing but groceries and subway rides. This job—temporary or not—was the only thing between me and being out on the street.

“I’ll get the money,” I said quickly, defensive. “Cross pays better than any gig I’ve ever had. I’ll catch up.”

Vivian smirked faintly, sipping her coffee. “Yeah, well… just don’t let him catch you. Bosses like him? They chew girls up and spit them out. And you can’t afford to be reckless.”

Her warning lodged like a stone in my chest. I thought of the side-eyes I’d gotten yesterday from his other assistants, the silent judgment. She wasn’t wrong. One wrong move and I’d lose everything.

But then I remembered his eyes—dark, steady, lingering. The way my body reacted before I could control it. Reckless didn’t feel like a choice. It felt like a certainty.

On the train into the city, I clamped my legs tight, willing my heartbeat to slow. Rent. Bills. Survival. I needed this job more than I needed air.

By the time I stepped into the marble lobby of Cross Financial, I’d promised myself I’d be calm, professional, unshakable.

And then I saw him waiting by the elevator. Tall. Tailored. His gaze caught mine like a hook.

My pulse jumped—so much for unshakable.

The lobby was buzzing, but the second I saw him, everything else dimmed. Alexander Cross stood by the elevators like he had been carved out of stone, tall and immovable, eyes scanning the space as if it all belonged to him. In a way, it did.

“Miss Hayes.” His voice was low, smooth, sliding over my skin.

“Mr. Cross,” I answered, though it came out softer than I intended.

We stepped into the elevator together, the mirrored walls forcing me to see what I already felt—that I looked like a girl beside him. My blouse from the clearance rack. My scuffed heels. My nerves practically trembling in the reflection. He was everything opposite: tailored perfection, controlled, deliberate.

The air felt too thin. Every inch of me was aware of him. The faint heat radiating off his body. The dark spice of his cologne swirling through the small space. The steady way he stood, hands clasped behind his back, chest stretching the fabric of his suit.

I tried to focus on the glowing numbers above the doors. One floor. Two. Three.

But my gaze slipped downward before I could stop myself. One quick look. Just enough to notice the unmistakable bulge straining the fabric of his expensive suit pants.

My pussy clenched hard, sudden and sharp.

I snapped my gaze upward, heart racing. God, what was wrong with me? I was supposed to be professional. Desperate for this job. Not standing in an elevator fantasizing about how big my boss’s cock was.

But I couldn’t stop it.

I squeezed my legs together, but it only made me more aware of the moist warmth gathering between them, soaking into the thin strip of my panties. My nipples tightened, hard against the fabric of my blouse, and the reflection in the mirror exposed me: two obvious points straining where his eyes could see.

The elevator jolted suddenly, shuddering to a stop between floors. My hand flew to the rail, and before I could panic, his palm landed on my hip, firm and steady, holding me upright.

“Easy,” he murmured.

The word sank into me, deeper than it should have, my body lighting up like he’d touched far more than just my hip. His hand lingered a second too long, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from making a sound. When he pulled away, the loss felt worse than the contact.

The elevator lights flickered, then steadied, but my body didn’t calm. My pussy was throbbing now, wetness spreading, the ache impossible to ignore. I folded my arms across my chest, trying to hide my nipples, but I knew he’d already seen.

His eyes dropped. Slow. Deliberate. When they rose again to meet mine, heat burned there. He knew.

I prayed for the doors to open before I lost control.

When they finally did, he gestured for me to step out first, his gaze never leaving me. My legs were shaky, my panties already damp, and every step back toward his office felt like walking on a wire.

I couldn’t fuck this job up. I needed the paycheck too badly.

But Jesus Christ—my body didn’t care.

By the time I reached his office again, my pulse had finally started to slow. The elevator had spat us out onto the executive floor like nothing had happened, but my body was still in free fall.

My panties were damp, my nipples still tight, and no amount of deep breathing seemed to chase the heat away.

I dropped into the smaller assistant bullpen outside his office, where three polished women already had their heads bent over tablets. They barely glanced at me before going back to work. One of them smirked, though, the kind of look that said you don’t belong here.

I forced myself into my chair, clutching the schedule Mr. Cross had handed me yesterday. My job today was simple: block off his calendar for an impromptu board call, update his itinerary for an overseas trip next month, and prep briefing notes for a meeting with a hedge fund partner. Easy enough in theory.

I squeezed my legs tighter, trying to extinguish the insistent throb that made concentration impossible.

Rent, I reminded myself. Bills. Survival.

If I screwed this up, if I lost this job, Vivian was right—I’d be out on the street. I’d already been late with rent three times this year. My mom had stopped answering my calls after the last time I’d asked to borrow money, telling me gently but firmly that she couldn’t keep bailing me out. “You’re an adult now, Lily,” she’d said. “You have to figure it out.”

I was trying. God, I was trying.

The door to Mr. Cross’s office opened, and he stepped out, speaking in low tones to Ethan, his head of security. Both men looked sharp, commanding, like they belonged in a different universe from me. Ethan glanced my way briefly, eyes flicking down to my outfit, then back to Alex. Whatever passed between them was unspoken, but it left my face hot.

“Miss Hayes,” Alex said smoothly, turning back to me. “The Thorne briefing. Ten minutes.”

“Yes, sir.” My voice cracked, and I cursed myself for it. I dropped my gaze to the papers on my desk, flipping through them until the letters blurred.

He moved past, the scent of his cologne curling in his wake. My panties were wet enough that I worried the dampness might soak through if I wasn’t careful. I bit the inside of my cheek and forced myself to focus on the documents.

The numbers, the charts, the endless jargon—it should have felt like Greek, but desperation had a way of sharpening my brain. If I wanted to survive, I had to learn and master this language.

Still, the memory of his hand on my hip in the elevator refused to fade. The heat of it lingered on my skin like a brand, distracting me even as I typed notes, scheduled reminders, and sent calendar invites.

This job was supposed to be a lifeline. Instead, it felt like I was dangling by a thread, caught between professionalism and the hot, hungry pulse that made me clench and unclench with every glance Alexander Cross cast in my direction.

The briefing file felt slippery in my hands by the time I reached his door. I knocked once, my knuckles barely brushing the wood.

“Enter.”

The single word sank straight into my stomach. I pushed the door open and stepped inside. His office looked even bigger with just the two of us in it, the windows spilling morning light across the glossy desk. Alexander Cross stood near the glass, hands in his pockets, gaze on the skyline like he was deciding which part of it to buy next.

“Bring it here,” he said.

I crossed the room quickly, heels clicking too loudly against the polished floor, and set the file on the desk. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

He came up behind me as I opened the folder, close enough that the hairs at the back of my neck lifted. “Walk me through it,” he said.

My throat went dry. “Um—Thorne Holdings is requesting an extension on their loan package. They’re citing—”

“Slower,” he murmured.

The word was low, quiet, and close enough to my ear that goosebumps rippled across my skin. I forced myself to look down at the paper, starting again. “They’re citing supply chain disruptions and want adjustments to their repayment timeline.”

He didn’t respond right away. I could feel him move closer instead, the heat of his chest brushing against my back. My knees wobbled. And then I felt it—hard, thick, unmistakable—pressing into the curve of my ass.

My breath faultered.

It wasn’t an accident. He shifted his hips just slightly, enough to make sure I knew exactly what it was. My panties were soaked instantly, a rush of wet heat spreading between my thighs.

“Keep going,” he said softly.

I tried. Fuck me, I tried. My mouth opened, words stammering out about percentages and quarterly projections, but none of it made sense. All I could think about was the heavy press of his cock grinding ever so faintly against me.

“Sir—” The word slipped out half whisper, half plea.

He didn’t back away. His hand came down on the desk beside mine, boxing me in, his body caging me against the polished wood. His cock pushed harder into my ass, thick and solid through the layers of fabric.

“Don’t lose focus,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear.

I gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white, thighs clenched together to ease the throb in my pussy. My nipples ached, hard and obvious under my blouse. My body wanted to lean back, to rub against him, to give in. But my brain screamed rent, bills, survival. If I lost this job, I would lose everything.

And then, just as suddenly, he stepped back.

The air rushed back between us. My lungs seized, dragging in a shaky breath as I scrambled to gather the file.

“Good work,” he said smoothly, already moving back toward the window like nothing had happened.

I forced myself to nod, my legs trembling as I slipped out of his office.

By the time I reached the hallway, my panties were soaked through, my pulse throbbing between my thighs.

And I knew—whatever had just started, it wasn’t over.

It was only the beginning.


First Contact


Ishould have sent her back to the bullpen and buried myself in the Thorne numbers. Instead, I stood at the window with my hands in my pockets, watching my reflection ghost over the skyline while the heat in my blood refused to settle.

Pressing into her was deliberate. I don’t pretend otherwise. I wanted to know if she’d freeze or flee. She didn’t. She shook, swallowed, and kept talking, voice thin but steady, while my cock pushed into the curve of her ass. That kind of composure under pressure isn’t common at twenty-two. Hell, it isn’t common at forty-two.

Control has been my currency since I was a child watching my father's face tighten when the quarterly statements arrived, even as we summered in houses with names instead of addresses.

I built this empire by outworking men who had better last names and older money. I like clean lines, predictable outcomes, and problems that can be solved with a signature and a wire transfer. Women, when I allow them into my life, come with NDAs, false lashes, and a practiced flirt that bores me in under a week. They want the photo, the table, the yacht. I give them none of it. I’m not sentimental, and I’m sure as shit not generous for sport.

Lily is a problem I can’t spreadsheet away.

I replay the way her body went tight beneath my hands, the little gasp she tried to strangle, the way she clutched the file like it might save her from drowning. Fuck. My cock swells against the inside of my trousers again just thinking about it.

Focus.

I buzz Ethan. “I want the floor clear at eight-thirty tonight,” I say. “Skeleton crew only. No photographers in the lobby, no stray staff in the executive corridor.”

A pause. “Understood,” he says, professional as ever. He doesn’t ask why. He never does.

I open my calendar and drop an invite: Thorne Revisions — After-hours prep. Location: my office. Attendees: me and Miss Hayes. Duration: ninety minutes. It pings her inbox a second later.

Then I call Payroll. “Flag temporary assistant Hayes for overtime tonight,” I tell them. “Discretionary bonus line item. Approve it now.”

“Amount, sir?” the controller asks.

“Make it meaningful,” I say. “I expect her here.”

It isn’t charity. It’s clarity. I saw the worry in her eyes when she thinks no one’s looking—the kind of worry you get when the landlord knows your first name. Money is leverage, yes, but it’s also permission. When I ask her to stay late, I want her to know it’s work on the surface and compensated as such. What happens beneath the surface will be her choice—and mine.

I rub my thumb over the edge of my desk, thinking of lines. Not legal lines; my counsel has made a career out of keeping me unexposed. I mean human lines. Consent is nonnegotiable. I want her messy and ruined and begging, but I want her wanting just as much. I’ll give her the out. I always do. Stop means stop. No games with that.

My phone vibrates. She’s accepted the invite. Prompt. Of course she has.

I allow myself a small, private smile and pull up the Thorne deck, forcing my brain back into numbers. Supply chains, currency risk, debt covenants—every slide is a chessboard, and I can feel my shoulders unlocking as the logic takes hold. The team files in and out over the afternoon, and I play the role I always play: calculating, merciless, precise. Lily passes my door three times; I don’t look up for the first two. The third time I let my eyes find hers, just long enough to pin her in the doorway.

She inhales sharply, the sound catching in her throat.

She slips away.

By seven-thirty, the floor thins to quiet. Midtown shifts from commerce to cocktail hour; the light turns copper on steel. I take off my jacket, roll my sleeves to the forearms, and unbutton my collar. The office smells like paper and glass cleaner, with a ghost of her subtle, floral shampoo lingering from earlier. My cock gives a lazy, anticipatory throb. Not now. Not until I’ve set the table.

I place a bottle of still water and a legal pad on the small round table by the window—neutral terrain away from the desk she’s already learned to fear. Beside it, I leave the printed overtime approval. She’ll see the number. She’ll know I’ve thought about her needs as much as my own.

At eight-thirty on the dot, there’s a knock.

“Enter,” I say, voice even.

She steps in, face flushed from the cooler hallway air, hair tamed behind one ear, that thrift-store blouse trying its best to look corporate. Brave. Nervous. So goddamn pretty I want to wreck every button she owns.

“After-hours?” she says carefully.

“After-hours,” I confirm. I gesture to the round table. “We’ll keep it simple. Thorne. Then… we’ll discuss expectations.”

Her eyes flick to the printed approval; she reads the figure and blinks. Relief, then something hotter. Good. She understands the frame.

I hold her gaze. No pretense now. “Lily, if you ever want me to stop, you say it and I stop. No questions. No fallout. You walk out with your job and your bonus. Do you understand?”

She swallows, throat working. “Yes… Sir.”

My cock hardens fast at the word, but I keep my face blank. Control is the point. “Good. Then sit,” I say, sliding the Thorne file toward her. “Let’s work.”

We’ll work. And then I’ll take what we both know I’m going to take—only if she asks me with that body the way she did all day.

Tonight, patience has an endpoint.

She sat at the table like she was taking an exam, back straight, hands folded over the Thorne packet. I watched her pretend to read, watched her legs fidget under the skirt, the small, nervous twitch of her foot. She wanted to look professional. She wanted to look in control. But her body betrayed her every second.

“Walk me through the numbers,” I said, dropping into the chair beside her instead of across.

Her breath caught. “Th-they’re requesting an extension… citing supply chain delays and… currency fluctuations.”

Her voice trailed off as I leaned closer, deliberately letting my sleeve brush her arm. She glanced up, our eyes locking, and the rest of her rehearsed answer dissolved.

“Keep going,” I murmured, though my hand slid to the table, fingers just grazing hers.

Her pulse leapt under her skin. She tried again, fumbling words, but the more she stumbled, the more aroused I became. My cock was already hard, swelling against my trousers, and I didn’t hide it this time. I shifted slightly, letting the bulge press against the side of her thigh beneath the table.

She gasped, soft and strangled, eyes flicking down before she forced them back up.

I waited. This was the line. She could push back, stand, or leave.

Instead, she stayed frozen, lips parted, breath shallow.

“Good girl,” I said softly, rewarding her with the words she didn’t know she craved.

She squeezed her legs together, trapping his words between them.

I took the folder from her, tossed it aside, and closed the distance between us. My hand cupped the side of her throat, tilting her face toward mine. Her skin was hot, trembling under my palm, but she didn’t flinch.

“Tell me to stop,” I said, my mouth an inch from hers.

Her whisper was wrecked. “Don’t.”

That was all I needed.

My mouth met hers, rough and claiming, swallowing the moan she tried to hide. She tasted sweet, nervous, and desperate, and it made me harder than I thought possible. My hand slid down, over the swell of her breast, finding her nipple stiff through the blouse. She gasped into my mouth when I pinched it between my fingers, arching into me like she’d been starving for it.

I yanked her chair back from the table and pulled her onto my lap. She landed straddling me, skirt riding up, heat of her pussy pressed against my cock.

Fuck," I said, my voice hoarse with need,

grinding up into her. The dampness soaked through instantly, proof of just how ready she was. “You’re soaked, Lily.”

Her blush burned red, but she didn’t deny it. She rocked against me, hesitant at first, then harder when I gripped her ass and forced her down on my cock through the fabric.

"Feel how hard I am for you?" I whispered against her neck, teeth grazing skin. "When you're in my office, on my lap like this—" I gripped her hips, grinding her down against me, "—you belong to me. Is that clear?"

“Yes, sir,” she moaned, voice breaking.

The sound snapped the last of my restraint. I shoved her blouse up, freeing her tits, nipples tight and perfect. I bent down, biting one, sucking hard until she cried out, writhing in my lap. My cock throbbed painfully, begging to be inside her, but not yet. Not until I made her beg.

My fingers slipped under her panties, finding her drenched. “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, sinking two fingers into her soaked pussy. She clenched around me instantly, wet and hot, her hips jerking against my hand.

“Already so fucking ready,” I said, curling my fingers deep until her cry filled the office.

Her nails dug into my shoulders, her breath hot against my neck, and all I could think was that this was only the beginning.

***

The second his mouth met mine, the world spun out from under me.

Alexander Cross kissed like a man who didn’t ask for things. He took. His hand gripped my throat, tilting me exactly where he wanted me, his tongue claiming my mouth until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t be anything but his.

I should have pulled away. I should have remembered rent, bills, the fragile thread of professionalism keeping me afloat. But the heat rolling through me burned all of that to ash.

When he yanked me onto his lap, my skirt riding high, I gasped—because I could feel him. Hard. Thick. Bigger than I’d imagined, pressing against the soaked fabric of my panties. My whole body lit up, shame and desire tangled tight.

"Fuck," he said, the word ripping from somewhere deep in his chest, grinding me down onto him, and I couldn’t stop the whimper that tore out of me. My pussy clenched, so wet I knew he had to feel it.

He was forty-eight years old. Twice my age. As old as my father.

The thought should have sickened me. Instead, it made me hotter, wetter, my thighs shaking as I ground against him. My dad was sitting in some nowhere town with a beer gut and overdue bills. This man—this terrifying, magnetic man—owned half of Manhattan and had me writhing in his lap like a slut.

“You’re soaked, Lily,” he said, voice rough against my ear. “So desperate for me already.”

I whimpered, my forehead dropping to his shoulder. “I—I can’t—”

But then his fingers slid under my panties, and the words broke into a strangled moan. He was inside me—two thick fingers filling me, curling just right—and I thought I might lose it right then.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Jesus Christ, you’re tight,” he muttered, pumping his fingers deeper, stretching me, fucking me open right there in his office.

Every thrust made my pussy clamp down, made my clit throb with sharp, aching need. My body rocked against his hand, shameless, my wetness dripping over his knuckles.

"I can feel you squeezing around me," he said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down my spine, teeth grazing my nipple as he bit down. "That makes you mine, Lily. Understand? When you're in my office, riding me like this—" his fingers dug into my hips, "—you're no one else's but mine."

“Yes,” I screamed, the word torn from me before I could think. “Yes, sir.”

The way he groaned at that—deep, guttural—made me gush harder around his fingers.

I was drowning in sensation. The smell of him, the heat of his body, the commanding grip on my ass as he drove me harder against his hand. I knew this was reckless. That mixing work and sex was suicide. That if I lost this job, I’d lose the roof over my head.

But none of it mattered with his cock thick and throbbing under me, his fingers pumping inside me, his words vibrating against my skin like thunder.

I wasn’t thinking about professionalism anymore. I was thinking about how badly I wanted to feel him rip my panties off and sink that cock into me.

And I knew—God help me—I wouldn’t last long if he kept touching me like this.

His fingers drove into me fast and deep, working until wet echoes filled the room. I clung to him, nails digging into his shirt, helpless to stop the rhythm of my hips grinding down against his hand.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he said, his voice rough and low, dragging his thumb over my clit and making me jolt. “All this from sitting in my lap, letting me touch you in my office.”

“Yes,” I gasped, shameless, my head falling back. “Yes, sir.”

He pulled his fingers free, and before I could whine at the loss, his cock was there, blunt and thick, pressing against my soaked entrance. He didn’t waste time, didn’t tease. He shoved inside with one hard thrust, and I moaned so loud it echoed off the glass walls.

He filled me completely, stretching me until I could feel every hot inch. My pussy throbbed around him, hungry, and his hand tightened on my ass as he slammed in again, harder, deeper.

"You're such a good girl" he said, his lips brushing against my neck, the words vibrating against my skin.

“That’s what I wanted. You taking my cock like it was made for you.”

“Yes,” I breathed, rocking down onto him. My body lit up with every thrust, pressure building so fast it made me dizzy.

He gripped my hips, dragging me against him, the thick slide of his cock battering the spot that made me cry out again and again. His breath was hot against my ear, his voice rough and low.

“You feel that? That’s mine. You’re mine now, Lily. You grind your sweet little pussy on me in this office, you belong to me.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, shameless and wrecked. “I’m yours.”

My submission drove him wild, his chest vibrating against mine, pounding up into me harder, making the chair rock under us. My tits bounced against his chest, nipples raw from his earlier bites, every nerve ending alight.

The orgasm came like a flood. My pussy clenched tight around his cock, spasming hard as pleasure ripped through me. I moaned his name, loud and broken, grinding down on him while my body shook apart in his lap.

"Fuck yes," he breathed, the words rough and jagged between clenched teeth, holding me down as I rode it out. “Soaking my cock like you were born for this.”

He thrust hard, hips snapping up until he buried himself deep. His groan was guttural, sharp, as hot spurts of cum filled me, pumping inside me until I was dripping and messy. I clung to him, every aftershock making me whimper as his cock pulsed, releasing more.

For a long moment, we stayed like that—me slumped against him, body wrecked and sated, his cock still heavy inside me. My breath came ragged, the scent of sweat and sex thick in the air, the city skyline a blur of lights beyond the glass.

When he finally pulled out, I felt his cum spill down my thighs, hot and obscene. He tucked himself away with calm precision, like he hadn’t just ruined me completely.

“Good work tonight,” he said evenly, reaching across the desk. He slid a folded slip of paper into my hand. “Your bonus has already been processed. Overtime, discretionary.”

I glanced at the figure. My stomach flipped. It was more money than I’d seen in months—enough to cover rent, bills, maybe even breathe for a little while. Relief surged through me, dizzying.

And under it, heat still burned low in my belly.

Because all I could think was how much I wanted his cock again.

As I slipped out of his office later, thighs sticky, panties ruined, one thought hammered in my head with terrifying clarity: I could get used to the money.

And I could definitely get used to his cock.


The Morning After


Iwoke up sore. My thighs ached from straddling him, my pussy throbbed like I was still stretched around his cock, and every shift under the sheets sent a new shiver through me. For one delirious moment, I thought I’d dreamed it.

Then my gaze landed on the folded paper on my nightstand — the bonus slip.

I sat up slowly, hair a tangled mess, and unfolded it again just to be sure I hadn’t misread the numbers. My heart thudded all over again. Enough to cover rent. Enough to shut my landlord up. Enough to breathe, for once.

And all I’d had to do was let my boss fuck me.

The shame came late, slamming into me like a wave. My parents would lose their minds if they knew. My dad would call me reckless, my mom would tell me I was throwing my life away. I pictured them both, and my face flushed hot with shame. They’d be horrified.

But my pussy pulsed hard at the memory anyway. His voice serrated You’re mine now, Lily. His cock buried deep, filling me until I broke. The way he’d filled me with cum like he owned me.

I groaned, collapsing back into the pillow. God, I was already wet again.

A knock rattled my bedroom door. “Up yet?”

Vivian didn’t wait for an answer. She pushed in, hair in a messy pony tail, holding two mugs of coffee. She took one look at me and smirked. “Oh my God. You totally fucked him.”

"Shut up," I whispered, bolting upright in bed.

.

Her grin only widened as she flopped onto the bed beside me. “Don’t even try to deny it. You came home looking like you’d been fucked stupid. Was it good? No, don’t answer that—it was good. Look at you. You’re glowing.”

Heat flushed my face. “It wasn’t—”

“It was.” She snatched the slip of paper off my nightstand before I could stop her. Her eyes widened. “Holy shit. Is this your bonus? For one night?”

“Vivian—”

“Jesus Christ, Lily.” She laughed, shaking her head. “I’ve been busting my ass at two jobs for months and I’ve never seen a check like this. And you just—what? Spread your legs for Mr. Billionaire and suddenly you’re living in luxury?”

Her words stung, sharp and jealous.

“I didn’t plan it,” I muttered, hugging the sheet to my chest.

“But you don’t regret it.” Her eyes narrowed, challenging.

I froze. Memories crashed over me again — his cock splitting me open, the sound of his groan when he came inside me, the way I’d screamed his name as I fell apart in his lap.

“No,” I admitted softly. “I don’t regret it.”

Vivian’s mouth twisted. “Of course you don’t. Who would? Alexander Cross. God, I’m jealous. Half of New York would kill to be in your place.”

I wanted to laugh, but the knot in my stomach was too tight. “My parents would disown me if they knew. They’d think I was just some—”

“Slut?” Vivian cut in, but her smirk was bitter now. “At least you’re a slut with rent money.”

The weight of her words crushed something inside me, her envy thick in the air.

I turned away, clutching the slip. I should have felt guilty. And maybe I did, deep down. But under the shame was something hotter, sharper, impossible to ignore.

Because as much as I needed the money… I wanted his cock again.

***

By the time I reached Midtown, the city already felt like it was running hotter, louder, faster than I could keep up. I tugged my skirt lower as I crossed the marble lobby of Cross Financial, praying no one could tell my thighs still ached, that I could still feel him every time I moved.

The assistant bullpen was already humming when I arrived. The three other women looked up briefly, then traded glances before returning to their screens. It wasn’t overt, but it didn’t need to be. I’d seen that look before: new girl doesn’t belong here. Except now it carried something sharper. Suspicion.

I sat at my desk, pulled up my calendar, and forced myself to breathe. If I just kept my head down and worked, maybe the flush of shame creeping toward my face would disappear.

It didn’t.

Every click of the keyboard made me remember the sound of his groan when he shoved inside me. Every time I crossed my legs, I felt the echo of his cock stretching me open. My panties were already damp again, shameful proof of how badly I wanted him even in broad daylight.

“Morning,” one of the assistants murmured without looking up. Her tone was polite, but her smirk gave her away.

“Morning,” I managed, forcing a smile.

Ten minutes later, the door to his office opened. Alexander Cross stepped out, crisp and composed, his jacket buttoned, tie knotted perfectly. My heart lurched against my ribs, warmth spreading beneath my skin like wildfire.

He didn’t look at me.

He addressed one of the other assistants instead, requesting a file, his tone clipped but calm. Then he turned and disappeared down the corridor without so much as a glance in my direction.

I stared at my monitor, trying to will my expression neutral. But inside, frustration tangled with arousal until I wanted to scream. He’d had me begging for his cock hours ago. He’d filled me with his cum and left me trembling in his lap. And now he acted like I didn’t exist.

Professional. I reminded myself. He has to keep this professional. But God, it burned.

The other assistants noticed too. I could feel it. Their eyes flicked toward me, curious, watchful. One of them leaned slightly closer to the other, whispering something behind her hand. Laughter followed, low but sharp enough to cut.

I buried myself in tasks: sending reminders, confirming a board call, drafting notes for a meeting. I forced myself to focus on charts and numbers, even as memories ambushed me, turning my skin to fire. His hand on my throat. His voice telling me I was his. The way my cunt had clenched around him when he groaned into my ear.

The clock ticked agonizingly slow. At noon, the bullpen thinned as the others drifted off for lunch. I stayed put, too wired to eat, too afraid of running into Alex in the cafeteria. I chewed the inside of my lip instead, scrolling through a spreadsheet until the numbers blurred.

When the door finally opened again, he returned with Ethan at his side, discussing something in low tones.

My pulse thundered in my ears as his eyes swept the room. For the briefest second, they landed on me. Heavy. Hot.

Then he moved on, expression blank, stride unbroken.

It left me breathless, wet, and furious all at once.

My legs tensed beneath the desk's shadow, pulse racing. Professional, I reminded myself again. I couldn’t afford to fuck this job up.

But every cell in my body already knew the truth: I’d let him fuck me again in a heartbeat.

By mid afternoon, I thought I might make it through the day without being alone with him. He’d been in and out of meetings, flanked by Ethan or one of the executives, his schedule a blur I only tracked from the safety of my desk.

Then the call came.

“Miss Hayes,” his voice slid through the phone line, calm and unshakable. “My office. Bring the Lockhart file.”

My stomach clenched. “Yes, sir.”

I stood too quickly, nearly knocking over my chair, and fumbled with the file before steadying myself. Professional, I reminded myself. You’re just doing your job. Nothing more.

The second I stepped inside his office, the air shifted. It always did. The door closed behind me, muffling the hum of the bullpen, leaving only silence and him. He sat at his desk, jacket off, sleeves rolled to the forearms.

A betrayal of flesh overruled reason—a rush of liquid warmth between my thighs as I remembered how those strong forearms had pinned me down, how he'd stretched me open right here where we now stood.

“Set it here,” he said, gesturing to the desk. His eyes didn’t waver from mine.

I crossed the room, heels clicking, and placed the file exactly where he indicated. My hands trembled, so I tucked them against my skirt to hide it.

“Walk me through the figures,” he said.

I opened the folder, flipping to the page I’d already highlighted, and began reciting notes. My voice sounded thin in the quiet room, and the words tangled as I became aware of how close he’d leaned forward, elbows resting on the desk, gaze heavy on me.

He wasn’t touching me. He didn’t have to. My body remembered every inch of him without help.

I faltered mid-sentence, staring down at the columns of numbers until they blurred.

“Miss Hayes,” he said evenly, “focus.”

The word cut like a command, my body jolting as if he’d put his hand back on my throat. I swallowed hard, forced my eyes to the page, and continued.

But when I shifted my weight, warmth rushed between my legs, a wet reminder of what we'd done. I pressed my legs together, trying to ease the hollow ache that pulsed with each heartbeat, my body still remembering the stretch of him inside me.

I stumbled again. “The… um… projected margins—”

“Breathe,” he said softly.

It shouldn’t have been intimate. It should have been professional advice, nothing more. But the way he said it — low, steady, knowing — made me suck in a ragged breath and nearly moan.

I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles ached. He leaned forward, reaching across the space between us to turn a page. His fingers slid against mine for half a second—cool, dry skin that left a trail of goosebumps up my arm. My breath caught. His eyes flicked up to meet mine, one corner of his mouth lifting in that way that made the tiny scar above his lip catch the light.

I forced myself to finish, each number stammered out while my body screamed for him to touch me again, to drag me back onto his lap, to fuck me until I forgot my name.

When I reached the end of the section, he leaned back at last, expression unreadable. “That will be all.”

Dismissed.

I gathered the file, my hands shaking, and nodded too quickly before making for the door. My legs were unsteady, the ache between them worse than it had been all day.

Back in the bullpen, the other assistants barely looked up, but I knew I was flushed, glassy-eyed, undone. I sat, clutching the file to my chest, and bit the inside of my cheek until the sting steadied me.

I couldn’t let this destroy me. But Christ, one look, one brush of his hand, and I was already ruined again.

The afternoon dragged until the office seemed to thrum with a restless energy. I’d just finished compiling minutes from a meeting when Ethan appeared in the bullpen, tall and imposing as always.

“Clear the corridor,” he said evenly. “Mr. Cross has guests.”

The other assistants moved quickly, gathering files and shuffling toward side offices. I froze, unsure if I was supposed to leave too, but Ethan’s eyes landed on me with a flicker of recognition. He didn’t say anything, just gave the barest nod toward my desk. Stay put.

I sank into my chair, trying to look busy, but my pulse was already quickening.

Minutes later, the elevator chimed, and three men stepped into the executive hall like they owned it.

The first was tall and broad-shouldered, in a perfectly cut navy suit with an ease about him that screamed old money reinvented—casual arrogance dressed in bespoke. I recognized Marcus Hale instantly. His face was everywhere: the bachelor real estate mogul whose Manhattan skyline acquisitions made headlines almost as often as his rotating lineup of supermodel dates.

Beside him strode Richard Locke, the opposite kind of power. Old money, old name, the kind of billionaire who bought skyscrapers and held court at galas. His silver hair gleamed under the lights, and his smirk made it clear he was used to being the sharpest man in the room.

The third was darker, quieter. Damian Ward. His smile looked polite, almost pleasant, but his eyes didn’t. He watched everything with the precision of a predator, assessing, calculating.

The three of them filled the corridor before they even spoke, power radiating like heat from a furnace. My hands tightened on the keyboard, uselessly tapping at blank cells in a spreadsheet.

Then Alex appeared.

His presence always shifted a room, but this was different. With them, he wasn’t the untouchable billionaire boss looming over me. He was one of them. Equal. They clasped hands, traded greetings with the ease of men who had ruled their empires side by side.

I couldn’t hear every word, but fragments carried down the hall. “Merger details… private retreat… timing before quarter close.” All business, but the undercurrent was something heavier—like they were moving pieces on a board I couldn’t even see.

Alex’s laugh broke through the hum, rare and low. My stomach clenched at the sound. He never laughed with me. With me, it was commands and silence and a cock buried deep inside me. With them, he was relaxed, open. One of the kings.

Richard’s gaze swept casually toward the bullpen, and for one awful moment, his eyes landed on me. He didn’t linger, didn’t speak—but the weight of it made my breath stutter. Like he could see through me, like he knew.

I dropped my eyes back to the screen, face burning.

They disappeared into Alex’s office with Ethan close behind, the door closing firmly. The corridor went still, the quiet louder than before.

I exhaled slowly, my hands trembling on the desk.

It shouldn’t have rattled me this much. They were just men. Powerful, yes, but men all the same. Still, I couldn’t shake the way their presence had filled the air—or the way Alex had looked standing among them. Like he was born to it. Like I was nothing more than a distraction he indulged after hours.

And yet… desire coursed through me like a fever I couldn't break. Remembering his voice, his cock, the way he’d owned me so completely. My pussy throbbed at the memory, wet need collecting between my thighs while guilt knotted beneath my ribs.

When the day finally ended, I packed my bag with shaky hands. The bonus slip burned hot in my purse, its numbers heavy with temptation.

Walking out into the night, I knew one thing for certain:

I couldn’t stop. Not from the money. Not from him.


Control


The day began like most of mine did: before dawn, in silence. I’d already put in an hour with the weights, pushed another six miles on the treadmill overlooking the city. The discipline wasn’t for vanity. It was habit, sharpened into me long before I could afford the luxury of a penthouse gym. Routine gave me control. And control was what kept me on top.

But even as I dropped the towel around my neck and poured a glass of water, she slipped into my thoughts. Lily Hayes.

I shouldn’t have let it happen. I never mixed business with pleasure. Not once in twenty years. Assistants were a revolving door of competent, forgettable faces, all neatly bound by HR contracts and ironclad rules. When I wanted sex, I kept it outside these walls, and I kept it clean.

My women — if you could call them that — signed paperwork before the first drink was poured. Confidentiality agreements, pregnancy clauses, even a morality rider if the situation called for it. There were no surprises, no risks. Dinners at restaurants I owned through shell companies, hotel suites booked under pseudonyms, security vetted every inch of the path. They knew what to expect from me: expensive wine, two hours of perfunctory conversation, a night of hard, efficient fucking, and a driver waiting outside the next morning.

I never called twice. I never let them linger. And I certainly never let anyone think they mattered more than the arrangement.

It kept things simple. Sterile. Transactional. Exactly as I liked it.

Until her.

Lily wasn’t supposed to be anything more than a temp. A desperate kid who needed a paycheck. She wasn’t polished, wasn’t practiced, didn’t know how to hold her face still when nerves cracked her composure. And that should have disqualified her. But it didn’t.

When she walked into my office yesterday, I knew I was fucked. Not because she was beautiful — though she was, in that raw, unpolished way that slipped under your skin before you could armor yourself against it. No, it was the way she reacted. The flush in her cheeks when my eyes lingered. The way her thighs clenched together when she thought I wouldn’t notice. The innocence laced with hunger, like she couldn't hide the way her body responded to mine even if she tried.

And the worst part? I broke my own rule.

I didn’t send her away. I didn’t file the paperwork. I didn’t shut the door on temptation.

Instead, I tested her. Pushed her. Brushed her hand. Pressed my cock against her in that conference room just to watch her squirm. And when she didn’t run — when she stayed, trembling and wet and ready — I took her.

I fucked my assistant in my office like some reckless goddamn cliché. No paperwork. No plan. No control.

I should regret it. I should cut her loose this morning, hand Ethan an envelope for HR and erase her from the system before this spirals into something I can’t manage.

But when I closed my eyes on the treadmill earlier, all I could see was her face breaking apart when I buried myself inside her. All I could hear was her moaning Yes, sir. All I could feel was her cunt spasming around my cock, clenching like she was made for me.

I drained the water, staring out over the skyline.

No, I didn’t regret a fucking thing.

And that was the problem.

I kept my distance the next morning, the same way I always did. I walked through the bullpen without a glance in her direction, requested files from the others, and let my expression settle into its usual mask of disinterest. On the surface, I was the same Alexander Cross I’d been every day for the last decade: untouchable, efficient, too focused on numbers and deals to notice the fresh assistant in the corner.

But underneath, every nerve strained toward her.

I caught the flicker of her eyes when I passed, the way she tried to bury herself in her monitor. I noticed her cheeks, pink with arrousal she couldn’t hide, how she squeezed her legs together beneath the desk in that subtle way women do when they're wet and trying to hide it.

Her body screamed what her mouth wouldn’t dare say.

The others noticed too. Assistants whisper when they think I’m not listening, and I know their type well — ambitious, territorial, eager to climb over whoever’s closest. They’d sensed the difference already. That flush in Lily’s cheeks. That wide-eyed, guilty look. They would chew her alive if I gave them the chance. Which meant I couldn’t. Not yet.

So I ignored her. Deliberately. For her protection as much as mine. If I gave her even a fraction of the attention I wanted to, the entire floor would smell blood.

Still, my cock throbbed every time I thought of her bent over my lap, panting, whimpering Yes, sir with her pussy wrapped tight around me. I sat through a two-hour board call with numbers scrolling across the screen and none of it registered, because all I could remember was the way her cunt had milked my cock until I filled her with cum.

More than once I had to shift in my chair, adjusting the line of my trousers so no one saw how hard I was under the table.

Control. That was what I preached. What I’d built my life on. And yet the thought of dragging her back into my office, flipping her over the desk, and fucking her until she screamed… it was in my head during every conversation, every handshake, every carefully rehearsed line of negotiation.

At one point, I walked past her desk, forcing myself to keep my stride smooth, my face blank. But I let my eyes wander toward her — just once. Enough to see the way her breath stuttered, the way her lips parted as if she’d been caught doing something dirty.

Good. She needed to know I was still watching.

The rest of the day blurred into noise — deals discussed, projections debated, signatures inked. None of it mattered compared to the ache under my skin, the need to hear her moan for me again.

When I finally closed my office door in the late afternoon, silence wrapped around me. I leaned back in my chair, pinching the bridge of my nose, trying to exhale the tension. But she was there again in my head, replayed in vivid detail: the way she’d clenched when I first pushed into her, the sharp cry that broke into a moan, the way she’d begged without shame.

I’d ignored her all day. For appearances. For discipline. For control.

But my body knew the truth: I wanted her again. And soon.

Ethan had the corridor cleared before they arrived. Discretion was automatic, drilled into the staff by now. These weren’t men who tolerated leaks.

The elevator chimed and out they came — three figures who carried the kind of weight money couldn’t buy because they’d already bought everything else.

Marcus Hale led the pack, swagger in every step, jacket open, phone still in hand as if he was running an empire by text message. He was ten years younger than me and never let me forget it. But behind the arrogance was a razor brain and a real estate monopoly that made him untouchable.

Richard Locke followed, slower, deliberate. His silver hair gleamed under the lights, his cufflinks older than most of the companies we bought and sold. Old money, old games, and a predator’s patience. He looked at every room like he’d already measured its value.

Damian Ward was last, hands in his pockets, expression mild. He never raised his voice, never wasted words. But when he looked at you, it was like standing under an x-ray. I’d seen seasoned CEOs buckle under that stare.

They shook my hand in turn, no small talk, just the solid weight of men who’d built and broken kingdoms.

“Cross,” Marcus said, smirking. “Still running this place like a fortress, I see.”

“Fortresses stand,” I replied evenly.

Richard’s eyes swept the hall, lingering for a fraction of a second on the bullpen before returning to me. He didn’t say anything, but I knew that look. He’d seen her.

“Shall we?” Damian asked quietly, though it wasn’t a suggestion.

Inside my office, we dropped into familiar rhythm. Numbers, forecasts, political shifts. A merger timeline, a retreat being planned out of the country, details no boardroom would ever see. These weren’t business partners. They were the only men alive I trusted to sit across from me without trying to take the chair out from under me.

But even here, even with billions of dollars on the line, she slipped into my thoughts. Lily, wide-eyed and blushing, stammering through briefing notes earlier today. That subtle shift of her legs beneath the desk, a silent confession her words would never make.

“Cross?” Marcus’s voice cut in, sharp.

I refocused. “Yes. The terms work. We’ll need to stagger announcements, keep regulators distracted.”

Richard leaned back, smirking faintly. “And how’s your new hire? Brave of you, pulling in someone so green.”

I kept my face still. “Competence isn’t measured by years on paper.”

His smirk widened. He smelled blood.

Marcus chuckled. “Pretty, though. Even Ethan noticed.”

Damian didn’t laugh. He just watched me, expression unreadable, fingers tapping once against his glass of water. He said nothing, but his stillness told me what his colleagues wouldn't say aloud.

I forced myself to be calm, spine straight, voice steady. “We’re not here to discuss assistants.”

The conversation moved on, but the knot in my gut stayed tight. I hated the way they’d said her name without saying it, reduced her to something decorative. She wasn’t theirs to notice. She was mine.

I signed off on the last page, closing the folder with finality. “We’re done here.”

They left the way they came, Ethan shadowing them until the elevator closed behind.

The office was silent again.

I loosened my tie, jaw tight, cock half-hard from a memory I couldn’t shake — Lily gasping “Yes, sir” while I drove into her. I pressed my palms flat against the desk, exhaling slow.

She was mine.

And if Marcus or Richard or Damian thought otherwise, they’d learn fast.

The silence after Marcus, Richard, and Damian left was sharp enough to cut. I stood at the window, watching their cars peel away from the curb, each man disappearing into the city with his empire in tow.

They’d seen her.

Richard’s smirk. Marcus’s careless grin. Damian’s silence, sharper than either of them. They’d noticed Lily — the new assistant, the pretty distraction — and it filled me with a disgust that seemed almost unreasonable.

She wasn’t theirs. She wasn’t even supposed to be mine. And yet the thought of any of them circling her made my jaw tighten.

I sat back at the desk and pulled up my schedule for tomorrow—out-of-town meeting. Normally, I’d take Ethan or one of the senior execs, hammer out details, and fly back the same evening. Routine. Forgettable.

But tonight, routine didn’t appeal.

My eyes drifted to her name in the system: Hayes, Lily. I pictured her at her desk earlier — trying to look professional. I could still hear her moaning in my lap, feel how perfectly she'd tightened around me when I claimed her.

If Marcus or Richard thought they could sniff around, I’d make damn sure they knew better.

I picked up the phone. “Travel desk,” I said. “Add Hayes to tomorrow’s flight manifest. She’ll accompany me to Boston. Book her a hotel room next door to mine, but keep it off the standard roster.”

“Yes, sir.”

Next, payroll. “Flag Hayes for travel compensation. Per diem, international rate, plus a discretionary bonus.”

There was a pause. “Noted. Amount?”

“Make it generous.” I hung up before she could ask why.

It wasn’t about the money, not really. It was about tethering her closer. She needed it — I’d seen the worry in her eyes, the desperation she tried to hide. Rent, bills, survival. I could give her that with the stroke of a pen. And in return, she’d give me everything else.

I leaned back, letting the idea settle. A private jet was different than an office. No assistants watching, no walls of glass, no interruptions. Just her and me, thirty thousand feet above the world, no one else in reach.

I’d start with business. I’d hand her the Lockhart notes, make her take dictation, let her think this was about experience. But eventually, when the engines settled into their low hum and the city shrank below us, I’d pull her into my lap again. I’d push her skirt up, feel her tremble as I spread her over the leather seats. And this time, there would be no pretending it was an accident.

She was already addicted. I’d seen it in the way she looked at me when she thought I wasn’t watching. Saw it in how wet she’d been the instant I touched her.

Tomorrow would make sure of it.

I closed my laptop, the decision final. Control meant knowing when to break my own rules. And Lily Hayes had already rewritten more of them than I cared to admit.

By this time tomorrow, she’d understand the difference between being fucked in an office and being claimed in the sky.


The Jet


The email landed in my inbox just after six.

Subject: Travel Notice – Cross Financial

Details: Hayes, L. – Accompanying A. Cross to Boston, 0900 departure. Private manifest. Travel compensation and discretionary bonus approved.

I reread it three times, certain I was imagining it. But the words didn’t change. He wanted me to be with him on his plane.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“Holy shit what?” Vivian’s voice came from the kitchen, muffled through the thin apartment walls.

I scrambled to close my laptop, but she was already leaning against my door frame, chewing on a granola bar, eyes sharp. “You’re blushing. Spill.”

I hesitated, then shoved the screen toward her. Her eyes skimmed the email, and her jaw dropped.

“You’re flying with him?”

“It’s… just work,” I said quickly. “He has a meeting in Boston. I guess he wants me there for notes or—”

Vivian barked out a laugh. “Notes? Please. That man does not need you for notes. He has a dozen executives who’d sell their souls for that seat. He wants you because you let him rail you in his office, and now he wants to do it in the sky.”

My face went nuclear. “Vivian!”

“Tell me I’m wrong,” she challenged, arms crossed.

I opened my mouth, then closed it again, because she wasn’t wrong. Not entirely.

Her eyes softened for a moment. “Jesus, Lily. Do you realize what you’re playing with? He’s your boss. He’s twice your age. He’s—”

“I know,” I cut in, heat rising in my throat. “Believe me, I know. My parents would freak out. My dad would lose his mind if he knew.”

“Then why keep doing it?” she asked, quieter now.

Because the memory of his cock buried deep inside me still made my thighs tremble. Because every time he said Yes, sir, my body melted like it had been waiting my whole life to hear it. Because the bonus sitting in my bank account right now meant I could finally pay rent, pay bills, breathe for once.

“Because I don’t want to stop,” I admitted, barely a whisper.

Vivian stared at me, then shook her head. “You’re insane. I’m jealous as hell, but you’re insane.”

She left me to pack, muttering about how unfair life was. I stood in front of my closet, paralyzed. What did you even wear on a billionaire’s jet? Everything I owned looked cheap, thrift-store chic at best. I settled on my cleanest blouse, a skirt that didn’t ride up too much, and the one pair of heels that hadn’t started peeling yet.

As I folded them into my bag, my nerves twisted tighter. This wasn’t just overtime anymore. This was something else. Something bigger.

By the time dawn broke, I was wired and sleepless. I dragged my suitcase down to the waiting car Cross Financial had sent, the driver holding the door without a word. My stomach flipped as we pulled away from the curb, the city blurring past.

I checked my phone compulsively, half-hoping for another email to cancel it, half-praying nothing changed. But the itinerary stayed. The meeting was real. So was the jet. So was he.

As the car pulled through the private terminal gates, I saw it waiting on the tarmac: sleek, silver, engines humming low like something alive.

And standing beside the stairs, perfectly tailored even in the early light, was Alexander Cross.

My heart slammed against my ribs like it was trying to escape.

This was happening.

He was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. Tall, composed, jacket folded neatly over one arm. He looked untouchable

“Miss Hayes,” Alex said, his voice carrying easily over the hum of the engines.

“Mr. Cross,” I managed, gripping my bag tighter.

A tilt of his head sent me toward the stairs. My heels clinked against the metal, each step sending my pulse higher until I ducked into the cabin.

I froze.

It wasn’t an airplane. It was a penthouse in the sky. Cream leather seats, wide enough to lie across. Dark wood paneling that gleamed under soft lights. A bar fully stocked, a table polished to a shine. The air smelled faintly of leather and spice — like him.

“Sit.” His voice came from behind me.

I slid into a seat by the window, sinking into leather so soft it almost swallowed me whole. He placed his jacket in a compartment, then lowered into the chair opposite mine, every movement controlled, precise.

The flight attendant appeared, offering drinks. Alex ordered coffee for both of us without hesitation. I hated how much it made me shiver, that small reminder of how easily he took control.

The engines deepened, the jet rolling forward. My fingers dug into the armrest as the cabin tilted slightly. Commercial flights had always felt cramped, anonymous. This was different — too intimate, too quiet. I could hear the click of his watch against the armrest, the faint sound of my own breathing.

“Nervous?” His eyes tracked me carefully, like he already knew the answer.

“A little,” I admitted.

“You’ll adjust.” His tone was flat, practical, but the way his gaze lingered made my skin prickle.

I tried to distract myself with the Lockhart file I’d pulled from my bag. “I’ll make sure you have everything for the meeting today,” I said quickly, flipping through my notes.

“Good.” He leaned back, ankle resting casually over his knee, looking relaxed in a way that only sharpened the tension. His eyes flicked down briefly, catching the way I clutched the file like a lifeline, then slid back to mine.

I dropped my gaze, cheeks burning. Because all I could think about was how those same hands had gripped my hips, how he’d held me down while he fucked me until I came undone. My thighs pressed together under my skirt, heat gathering fast, traitorous and impossible to hide.

The flight attendant returned, setting down crystal glasses of water before retreating as silently as she’d come. Alex didn’t look at her. His attention was still fixed on me.

“You’ll stay close to me today,” he said finally. It wasn’t a suggestion. “Take notes. Handle any conflicts that arise. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said before I could stop myself.

The faintest flicker crossed his mouth. Not a smile. Something darker, knowing.

I swallowed hard and forced my eyes back to the notes. But my limbs rebelled against my every command. Every tilt of the plane, every brush of his gaze made me ache, wet and desperate all over again.

The jet lifted smoothly into the sky, the city shrinking below. We were sealed together now, no distractions, no escape. Just me, him, and thirty thousand feet of air between us and the rest of the world.

The file in my lap blurred into nothing. I’d been reading the same line for ten minutes, my eyes skating over numbers I couldn’t absorb. All I could think about was him across from me — the way his gaze pinned me, the faint smile at his lips when I’d accidentally called him sir.

Finally, he reached out, plucked the file neatly from my hands, and set it on the side table.

“You’re distracted,” Alex said, voice low but firm.

Heat rushed into my face. “I—no, I can—”

“Don’t lie to me.” He leaned forward, bracing one elbow on the armrest, his presence filling the space until I could barely breathe. “You’ve been wet since you boarded this plane. Haven’t you?”

My stomach dropped. “Mr. Cross—”

His hand slid across the narrow aisle, resting heavy on my thigh. The warmth of his palm bled through the fabric of my skirt, fingers pressing just enough to make me ache.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” I whispered. My voice broke on it. “Yes, sir.”

His eyes darkened, satisfaction flickering there. “Good girl.”

The words made my pussy clench so hard I gasped.

Before I could gather myself, he was already out of his seat, pulling me up by the wrist, my body clumsy against his control, and guiding me into his chair.

The leather seat chilled my skin as he guided me down, my pulse thundering in my throat.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

I hesitated, then slowly let my knees fall apart,my skirt riding high.

He sank to his knees between them. Alexander Cross — billionaire, untouchable, terrifying — on the floor of his own jet, tugging my panties aside.

“So wet,” he murmured, tracing a slow path through my wet folds.

My hips jerked, a whimper escaping me.

Then his mouth was on me.

The first stroke of his tongue nearly split me in half. My head fell back against the seat, a cry ripping out before I could stop it. He didn’t pause, didn’t tease — just devoured me like he’d been starving for this. His tongue slid over my clit, circling, flicking, then plunging deeper, tasting everything I gave him.

“Oh my God—Alex—”

"Call me sir," he commanded, his voice vibrating against my most sensitive flesh,lips and tongue working relentlessly.

“Sir!” I gasped, clutching fistfuls of his hair as my hips bucked helplessly against his face.

The vibrations of his low chuckle shot straight through me. He hooked my thighs over his shoulders, holding me wide open, his tongue fucking into me before dragging back up to my clit. The suction nearly sent me over the edge.

I tried to be quiet, tried to remember the flight attendant just beyond the cabin door, but the sounds tore out of me anyway — moans, gasps, desperate pleas. My pussy pulsed around nothing, clit throbbing under his ruthless tongue.

“Cum for me,” he said, the words hot against my skin before his mouth sealed over me again.

Something inside me shattered. Pleasure ripped through my body like lightning, tensing every fiber as a sound escaped me I barely recognized as my own.

Stars burst behind my eyelids as my body convulsed, every nerve ending singing as he drank in my release.

He licked me through it, every stroke pulling more aftershocks until I was writhing, begging, ruined.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth glistened with me. He wiped his jaw with the back of his hand, then leaned up over me, his breath hot against my ear.

“That’s one,” he murmured. “Now you’re going to show me what that mouth of yours can do.”

My pussy clenched again, a fresh wave of heat coursing through me.

Because I already knew I’d do anything he asked.

His words sent a jolt of heat straight through me.

His gaze dropped to my lips, lingered there as his thumb traced my lower lip, pressing just enough to part them.

Before I could think, he hauled me out of the chair and guided me down to the carpet, his hand gripping the back of my neck with calm precision. My knees hit soft leather flooring, and suddenly I was staring at the thick outline straining against his tailored trousers.

“Take it out,” Alex ordered, voice low.

The metal buckle clinked as I fumbled with it, my knuckles brushing against the warmth beneath. The zipper's teeth parted with a soft hiss. I tugged the fabric aside and he was there—thick, flushed dark at the crown, a single clear bead catching the cabin light. I swallowed hard, feeling my heartbeat in my throat, in my fingertips, everywhere.

“Look at me,” he said.

I tilted my chin up, eyes meeting his.

“Good girl. Now put it in your mouth.”

I leaned forward, lips parting, and wrapped them around the swollen head. The salty-slick taste hit my tongue, and I moaned softly, heat flooding me. His hand slid into my hair, guiding me down until more of him filled my mouth, stretching my lips wide.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, his head tipping back for the first time. “Take more.”

I did, sinking farther until his cock brushed the back of my throat. My eyes watered, but the way he groaned — low, guttural, like I was undoing him — made me desperate to keep going. I bobbed my head slowly, tongue swirling, saliva spilling down my chin.

“You look perfect like that,” he rasped, his grip tightening in my hair. “On your knees with my cock in your mouth. Like you were born for it.”

My pussy throbbed so hard it hurt. I moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

He let me work him, his breathing heavy, his hips giving shallow thrusts into my mouth. Every time I gagged slightly, his cock stretching my throat, he groaned like he was about to lose it.

“Enough,” he said suddenly, pulling me back by the hair. His cock glistened with spit, wet and hard. “I’m not finishing like this. Get up.”

I scrambled to my feet, flushed and shaking. He spun me, pressed me down into the wide leather seat, and yanked my panties down in one sharp tug.

“You’re going to ride me,” he said, dropping into the seat beneath me. He guided me onto his lap, his cock heavy against my slit. “Now sit.”

I sank down, gasping as the thick head pushed inside me. Inch by inch, he filled me, stretching me open until I was completely seated, my pussy wrapped tight around his cock.

“Jesus Christ,” he groaned, gripping my hips. “So fucking wet and tight for me.”

I moved instinctively, grinding down, his cock sliding deep, hitting that perfect spot inside me.

The sound that tore from my throat echoed against the walls, raw and uncontrolled.

“That’s it,” he rasped, thrusting up into me. “Take it, Lily. Take all of it.”

I bounced in his lap, tits spilling from my blouse as his cock pounded up into me. Every thrust made the seat rock, every slap of our bodies lost in the steady hum of the engines.

“You like this?” he breathed hot against my ear. “Getting fucked in my jet like a whore while the world passes underneath?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried, nails digging into his shoulders. “I love it—fuck—I love it.”

His hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back so he could bite down on my throat. My pussy clenched violently, orgasm threatening to rip through me again.

“Cum on my cock,” he ordered, his voice like gravel against skin.

I came hard, screaming his name, pussy spasming around him as pleasure tore through me. My body shook, cunt flooding his cock while he held me down and fucked me through every aftershock.

But he wasn’t done.

He lifted me off, spun me forward, and bent me over the leather seat. Before I could breathe, he drove into me from behind, one brutal thrust that made me cry out.

“Fuck!”

His hands clamped down on my hips, pounding into me mercilessly. My tits pressed into the cool leather, my body jolting forward with every thrust. His cock hit so deep I saw stars.

"You're mine," he said, each word like a brand against my skin, fucking me harder. “Say it.”

"I belong to you!" The words tore from my throat, my mascara running as tears pricked my eyes. "Only you, sir!"

His pace turned feral, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the cabin. My pussy squeezed around him helplessly, milking him, begging for his cum.

With a final guttural groan, he drove himself to the hilt and emptied himself inside me, flooding me with his release.

His cock pulsed as he filled me, every spurt making me whimper in broken pleasure.

We stayed like that for a long moment — me bent over, panting, his cock buried inside me, his cum leaking down my thighs. The engines hummed steady, the world oblivious to what he’d just done to me at thirty thousand feet.

When he finally pulled out, he tucked himself away as if nothing had happened. I tugged my skirt back down with trembling hands, thighs sticky, body wrecked.

The pilot’s voice crackled through the intercom: “Preparing for descent.”

Alex straightened his jacket, perfectly composed, while I tried not to collapse into the seat. My lips still tingled from sucking his cock, my pussy raw and swollen, my entire body vibrating from the aftershocks.

As the jet began its descent, I caught my reflection in the cabin window — flushed, hair mussed, lipstick smeared.

And all I could think was how badly I wanted him to ruin me again before we even landed.


Boston Night


The car slid to a stop outside the hotel, its façade a monolith of reflective glass and brushed steel that caught the late afternoon sun. Not one of the chains she might have known — this was old money, quiet power. No signage, no tourists with rolling suitcases. Just discretion.

I stepped out first. Lily followed, clutching her bag, her eyes wide as they lifted to the façade. She tried to hide it, but awe poured off her in waves.

Good. I wanted her off balance.

The doorman swept us inside, through the marble atrium, past velvet-backed chairs no one ever sat in. The manager was waiting before we even reached the desk. He knew me by name, as they always did. Keys were handed over, luggage whisked away, not a single word wasted.

The elevator ride was silent. She fidgeted with her skirt hem while I reviewed my notes for the afternoon’s meeting.

On the twenty-second floor, I unlocked the suite. The door swung open to reveal two bedrooms off a central living space, all neutral luxury: cream couches, walnut panelling, and windows that devoured the city. She stepped in slowly, like she was afraid to touch anything.

Her awe was nearly palpable. And it reminded me why she was here.

I hadn’t brought her to Boston to impress her. I’d brought her to bind her closer. To let her taste the edges of a life she could never reach on her own — and remind her that I controlled when, and how, she got another bite.

I dropped my briefcase onto the table, turned to her. “We’ll leave for the meeting in two hours. Get cleaned up.”

She blinked. “Cleaned up?”

“Shower. Change. Be presentable.” My tone was flat, professional. “You’ll sit in, take notes, handle anything I need.”

She Blushed — shame or arousal, I couldn’t tell. Probably both. She nodded quickly. “Yes, sir.”

The slip of the word made my cock stir. She hadn’t even realized she’d said it.

“Second bedroom’s yours,” I said, gesturing. “Wardrobe services can send something up if what you brought isn’t appropriate. Ethan already forwarded the agenda to your email.”

She hugged her bag to her chest, still overwhelmed. “I’ll… I’ll be ready.”

“See that you are.”

She disappeared into the side room, the door clicking shut behind her. I stood a moment longer, staring out over the skyline, the city glinting beneath me.

It would be easy to treat her like the others — a body to use, a night to forget. Easy to set boundaries, to return her to HR when this trip was over.

But I wasn’t going to.

I’d already made my decision. Lily Hayes wasn’t going back to the bullpen. She was mine now. My assistant in name, my possession in practice.

Tonight, I’d prove it to her again. Not in the office, not even in the controlled silence of a jet — but in public. I wanted to see if she could hold herself together with my hand between her thighs, a room full of strangers within earshot.

If she could do that, then she was worth keeping.

The city lights reflected back at me in the glass, sharp and glittering.

Two hours. One meeting. Then dinner. Then I’d test her obedience where it mattered.

***

The boardroom smelled of polished wood and old money. Locke & Hale’s Boston office prided itself on discretion: no brass plaques, no glossy PR pieces, just an anonymous floor in a nondescript tower where real deals got done.

I’d been in rooms like this a thousand times. It should have felt routine.

It didn’t.

Because Lily sat at my right, notebook open, pen in hand, every line of her posture stiff with nerves.

She wore a black skirt and a white blouse — modest, professional. But I knew what that blouse hid. I knew how her nipples hardened the second my mouth touched them, how wet she got when I spread her thighs. That knowledge thrummed in the back of my head while I laid out numbers worth hundreds of millions.

I forced it down. There was no room for distraction here.

“Cross,” one of the partners said, tapping a file. “We’ll need the Lockhart projections run against last quarter before the week closes. Are your analysts up to it?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. My voice didn’t waver, even though Lily shifted in her chair, her pen catching against the page. “They’ll have it by Wednesday.”

The meeting moved on. Market shifts, regulator sentiment, merger timing. I dealt with it cleanly, without pause, while Lily kept her head down, scribbling notes. She was silent — almost too silent.

I cut my eyes toward her once. Her hair fell loose around her face, hiding her expression, but I saw the way her pen trembled slightly in her hand. The flush at her throat gave her away.

She wasn’t thinking about the meeting any more than I was.

The others didn’t notice. Or if they did, they were too polite — or too wary — to mention it. They spoke to me, not her. She was invisible to them. And that suited me just fine.

Invisible meant she was mine alone.

By the time we closed the folder on the last agenda item, an hour had passed. I rose, shaking hands, exchanging the formalities. Lily followed, gathering files quickly, her eyes on the floor.

“Cross,” one of the partners said as we left. “Dinner tonight?”

“Already committed,” I replied smoothly. No explanation. No apology. Just finality.

The elevator ride down was silent. She stood at my side, holding her notebook against her chest, her breathing uneven.

I didn’t look at her. I didn’t have to. I knew exactly what was running through her mind. She was remembering the jet. Remembering the way she’d screamed my name when I came inside her. And she was terrified someone else could see it written all over her face.

Good. Let her stew in it.

In the car, I pulled out my phone to check messages. She sat rigid, eyes fixed on the window, city lights flashing across her face.

When the driver asked if we should return to the hotel, I shook my head. “No. Take us to The Sable.”

Lily glanced at me, startled.

The Sable was Boston’s most discreet restaurant. Dark booths, private rooms. But I had no intention of sitting in the shadows tonight. I wanted her where people could see us — side by side, close enough for my hand to slide beneath her skirt.

The car merged into traffic, the skyline giving way to narrow streets. I slid my phone back into my jacket pocket, finally letting my eyes settle on her.

She shifted under the weight of my gaze, legs clenched together.

“Relax,” I said evenly.

Her lips parted, but no sound came out.

She didn’t know yet what kind of test she was walking into.

But she would.

***

The Sable’s bar was crowded enough to hide us but quiet enough that every slip of breath could be heard. I chose the end stools deliberately. Side by side meant proximity. Proximity meant control.

She sat stiff beside me, notebook tucked away, skirt smoothed nervously across her thighs. The bartender dropped our drinks, and I let my hand fall to her leg — casual, as if it belonged there.

She froze. Her breath faltered.

“Relax,” I said evenly, eyes still forward. “This isn’t an interrogation. It’s dinner.”

She lifted her glass, sipped too fast, nearly winced at the fizz of champagne.

I let my fingers climb higher, slow and deliberate. “Tell me,” I murmured, “why do you think I brought you here?”

Her voice was unsteady. “Because I… I do what you say?”

I gave a quiet laugh. “No. I brought you here because you can’t hide what you want. You never could. I saw it the first day you walked into my office. Your eyes gave you away.” My thumb pressed into the tender inside of her thigh. “Even now, they give you away.”

Her mouth fell open slightly, heat rising beneath her skin. “This feels… weird sometimes. You’re—” she hesitated, voice dropping lower “—you’re as old as my dad.”

I turned my head, let my breath graze her ear. “Do you think that stops me?” My fingers slid under the hem of her skirt, brushing the heat I knew I’d find. Her panties were already damp. “You think I don’t know exactly how young you are? That’s why I want you.”

She shivered, torn between shame and hunger. “I’m not… innocent.”

“Compared to me, you are.” I pressed harder, rubbing small circles that made her hips twitch. “And that’s why I can’t stop.”

Her hand tightened around her glass. “But why me?”

I smiled faintly, still staring straight ahead at the rows of bottles. To anyone else, we looked like two colleagues unwinding after work. No one could see the way my fingers dipped into her, finding her wet and ready beneath my touch.

“Because you’re different,” I said. “Because you don’t know how much you turn me on. And because when I say spread your legs, you do it.”

Her breath stuttered, a tiny gasp lost under the murmur of voices around us.

“Keep talking,” I told her, curling my fingers just enough to make her clench. “Tell me about the Lockhart supplier index.”

She shook her head, flustered.

“Do it,” I warned, twisting my wrist just so.

Her words tumbled out in broken gasps. “Th-they’re… lagging three quarters… we can—ah—front-run with a blended rate.”

“Good girl.” I rewarded her with firmer strokes, felt her thighs tremble. “Now sit still. No one here knows I’m finger-fucking you, and you’re going to keep it that way.”

Her body was already shaking, her cunt squeezing around my fingers like she was on the brink. She clutched the edge of the bar, trying not to moan.

“Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

“Not here.” I pulled back, withdrawing from her heat, leaving her unfulfilled. I wiped them on the napkin like nothing had happened, lifted my drink, and took a slow sip. “You’ll wait until we’re back at the hotel. If you can’t hold it, you’ll regret it.”

She stared at me, wide-eyed, breath shallow.

I leaned closer, just enough for only her to hear. “You wanted to know why I can’t leave you alone?” My voice was low, calm, final. “It’s because you obey, even when your body is screaming for more. That obedience makes you mine.”

She crossed her legs at the ankles, then uncrossed them, shifting in her seat.I straightened, dropped a bill on the counter, and stood.

“Come,” I said, offering my hand.

She slid off the stool, unsteady, knees trembling. I steadied her with a firm grip, a gentleman’s escort no one would question.

But she knew exactly what waited for her at the hotel.

***

The suite door shut behind us, the lock clicking into place. In the entryway, Lily's cheeks still carried the rosy tint from the bar's warmth, her mouth slightly open as she drew in shallow breaths.

I tossed my jacket onto the chair and pulled at my cuffs. “On your knees.”

Her eyes widened for a moment before she lowered herself to the thick carpet below me.

"Free me," I commanded, my voice a controlled rumble.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuckled my belt, tugged down the zipper.

My erection fell forward, rigid and flushed, a bead of moisture glistening where the fabric had just constrained it.

She stared for half a second, then looked up at me, her eyes suddenly vast.

“Look at me while you suck it.”

Her lips wrapped around the head, tongue swirling instinctively. The heat of her mouth made me groan.

“Christ, Lily… you don’t know what you do to me.” My hand fisted in her hair, guiding her down. “I’m hard for you every goddamn minute of the day. In meetings. On calls. Can’t stop thinking about bending you over the desk and fucking you till you scream.”

She gagged lightly as I pushed deeper, spit dripping down her chin. She didn’t stop — she swallowed, working me with messy determination, bobbing her head until her throat clutched around the tip.

“Good girl. That’s it. Take my cock… fuck, you make me lose control.”

Her hand stroked the base while her tongue dragged along the underside, every movement making me throb harder. I let her work me until her mascara smudged, until her eyes watered and her mouth was a wet, ruined mess around me.

When I couldn’t take more, I pulled her off, my cock glistening with spit. She gasped for air, lips swollen, strings of saliva still connecting her mouth to my cock.

“On the bed,” I ordered, hauling her up.

She stumbled back onto the mattress. I pushed her thighs apart and dove in, burying my face between her legs.

Her taste hit my tongue instantly — hot, sweet, addictive. I licked through her folds, circled her clit, then sucked it hard, pulling a ragged moan from her lips.

“Sir—oh God—”

I spread her wider, tongue fucking her while she writhed under me. Every squirm, every gasp made my cock ache. I devoured her until she was shaking, her pussy soaking my mouth. When she came, screaming my name, I didn’t let up — I licked her through every wave, sucking her clit until she was begging incoherently.

I wiped my jaw with the back of my hand, climbed over her, and lined up my cock. But I wasn’t done yet.

I slid two fingers into her pussy, thrusting fast, while my other hand drifted lower, pressing against her tight asshole. She gasped, looking up at me with panic and hunger mixed.

“Shhh,” I murmured, pushing just the tip of my finger in. “I want all of you, Lily. Every hole. Every inch.”

Her body clenched, then softened as I stroked her clit at the same time. “Yes… sir,” she whispered, trembling.

I worked her slowly, easing a finger in, then two, stretching her with spit until she moaned instead of resisting. Then I pressed the head of my cock against her ass and pushed.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, burying her face in the sheets.

"Take it," I commanded, my voice low and rough with need, sliding deeper inch by inch until I was fully inside her. Her body gripped me like a vise, forcing a guttural sound from deep in my chest. “Jesus, you feel incredible.”

I fucked her ass hard, my hand still working her clit. She screamed, came again, her pussy dripping as I drove into her.

I pulled out, flipped her roughly onto her back, and slammed into her cunt instead, stretching her raw and wet. Her nails raked my shoulders, her voice breaking as another orgasm ripped through her.

I thrust harder, deeper, until I couldn’t hold it anymore. With a guttural growl, I buried myself deep inside her pussy and came hard, emptying myself as she shuddered and broke apart beneath me.

I stayed there, holding her down, grinding into her as my cock pulsed, making sure she felt every drop.

When I finally pulled back, she was wrecked: hair tangled, lips puffy, thighs trembling, cum leaking onto the sheets.

I stood, grabbed the edge of the comforter, and covered her bare body. She lay there panting, ruined, eyes glazed.

Mine. Completely mine.

***

His weight pressed me into the mattress, cock buried deep in my pussy as hot pulses spilled inside me. My body was still trembling from the shock of it — from how he’d pushed into my ass first, stretched me open until I thought I’d break, then flipped me and filled my pussy like I was nothing but his.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, half-sobbing, half-laughing as the aftershocks tore through me. My thighs shook uncontrollably, sticky and aching. “You… you fucked me everywhere.”

Alex’s mouth brushed my ear, his voice low and calm. “I told you. I want all of you. And you gave it to me.”

Heat burned through me, shame and excitement tangled together. My body felt raw, ruined, used in every possible way — and I loved it. I really fucking loved it.

He pulled out slowly, the mess of cum and my own juices leaking down my thighs. I whimpered, burying my face in the sheets, overwhelmed.

He straightened, looming over me, his hand smoothing down my spine like he was grounding me. “Look at you,” he said quietly. “Wrecked, dripping, still wanting more.”

My head turned, eyes glassy as I met his. “I shouldn’t… I shouldn’t like this as much as I do.”

His gaze sharpened, unreadable. “But you do.”

A flush of honesty surged up before I could stop it. “I liked it. Even when you—” my voice caught, shame clawing up my throat “—even when you fucked my ass. I thought I’d hate it, but… fuck, it was so hot.”

A slow smile spread across his face, his eyes gleaming with predatory triumph. “Good. Because I’m not finished exploring you.”

I groaned, covering my face with my hands. “You’re unbelievable.”

“No,” he said, pulling the sheet higher over my ruined body. “I’m disciplined. And I don’t let go of what’s mine.”

The words sank into me like chains, and I despised myself for the shiver of pleasure they sent down my spine.

He stood, already composed, tucking himself away while I lay sprawled and destroyed. My thighs ached, my pussy throbbed, my ass burned faintly where he’d stretched me. I’d never felt more used — or more alive.

Finally, I forced myself upright, tugging the sheet around me. “I should… clean up. Try to sleep. There’s another meeting tomorrow.”

“Second bedroom’s yours,” he said simply. His voice gave nothing away — not tenderness, not cruelty. Just command.

I slid off the bed, wincing at how sore I was, how my legs nearly buckled. Cum dripped down my thighs as I crossed the suite, clutching the sheet tight. My cheeks burned at the thought of how I must look: wrecked, ruined, his.

At the door to my room, I glanced back. He was still standing by the window, bare chest lit by the city lights, already pouring himself a drink like nothing had happened. Like he hadn’t just fucked me in every hole until I broke.

“Goodnight, Mr. Cross,” I whispered, my voice barely holding steady.

His eyes cut to me, sharp and dark. “Goodnight, Miss Hayes.”

I stumbled into the bedroom, pulled the door closed behind me, and sagged against the wood, pulse thundering in my ears. My body throbbed with exhaustion, my pussy still fluttering with phantom aftershocks. I pressed a hand between my legs, feeling the messy evidence of him still leaking out of me.

Shame and arousal tangled until I couldn’t tell them apart. All I knew was one thing:

I’d never be able to go back after this.


Aftermath


The hotel curtains barely kept the morning light out. My eyes cracked open to a dull ache in every muscle, thighs sore, body sticky despite the shower I’d forced myself to take before bed.

I groaned softly, rolling onto my back. My pussy throbbed with every shift, raw from how many times he’d taken me. My ass burned faintly, a reminder of just how far he’d pushed me. Shame tried to surface — and yet the first thing I felt was a hot pulse of need, an echo that made me clench even in my soreness.

Jesus, I wanted him again.

I dragged myself out of bed, showered quickly, and dressed in the clean blouse and pencil skirt I’d set aside the night before. Makeup couldn’t entirely hide the shadows under my eyes, but at least it disguised the blotch of color in my cheeks.

When I stepped into the suite’s main room, Alex was already there — suit sharp, tie knotted, coffee steaming in front of him. He glanced up from his tablet, eyes flicking over me once before returning to the screen.

“Morning,” I said carefully, setting my notebook on the table.

“Sit down,” he replied, not looking up.

I obeyed, crossing my legs under the table, willing my body not to squirm.

“We’ll keep today brief,” he said, scrolling through the tablet. “One follow-up session with Locke’s team. You’ll take notes, prepare a digest for Monday. Afterward, we’re wheels up.”

I nodded quickly. “Understood.”

He set the tablet down, finally meeting my gaze. For a moment, it was just his eyes on mine, steady, unreadable. Then he tilted his head slightly.

“Are you sore?”

The question came out flat, like he was asking about the weather. But it hit me like a jolt.

Heat rushed up my throat. “A little,” I admitted before I could think better.

His mouth curved faintly. “Good.”

My legs pressed tighter together under the table. “I… I can handle it.”

“I know you can.” His tone was matter-of-fact, like he was evaluating a stock portfolio. “But I want you remembering who you work for every time you sit down today.”

I swallowed hard, fingers gripping my pen. He shifted back to the tablet, as if nothing more had been said.

The waiter arrived with breakfast — eggs, fruit, and toast. We ate in silence for a while. I pushed berries around my plate, too aware of the way my thighs still ached.

Halfway through, he spoke again. “When you sit in today, I want your summary to be concise. Highlight risk exposure, keep the side chatter out.”

“Yes, Mr. Cross,” I said, forcing professionalism back into my voice.

His eyes cut to me sharply. “You’ve earned the right to call me Alex when we’re alone.”

My pulse spiked. “Alex,” I whispered, the name foreign and heavy on my tongue.

He smirked faintly, then went back to his coffee.

The rest of breakfast passed in silence, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that everything between us had shifted. Work and personal had fused in ways I didn’t know how to separate.

When we finished, he stood smoothly. “Get your notes. We leave in ten minutes.”

I gathered my things with shaking hands, trying to steady my breathing. He was already back in work mode — sharp, commanding, untouchable. But under my skirt, my body still ached with memory.

I wasn’t just nervous about the meeting.

I was terrified of what would happen when this trip ended — because I already knew I didn’t want it to.

The conference room was colder than it needed to be. I sat beside Alex with my notebook open, pen ready, legs crossed tightly beneath the table. My blouse felt too thin, my skirt too tight. Every shift of my body reminded me of the night before—raw, sore, still leaking him even after two showers.

I tried to focus. The screen at the end of the table displayed graphs and charts, voices droning about projections, regulatory shifts, and timing.

Alex was perfect. Cool. Unflinching. He spoke in measured tones, cut through arguments, and redirected when talk drifted off course. He didn’t look at me once.

It shouldn’t have mattered. He was my boss. This was work. But after last night—after the way he’d taken me apart, used me, filled me—I felt his indifference like a blade between my ribs.

“Mr. Cross,” one partner asked, tapping a page. “How soon can your New York team pivot if Lockhart stalls?”

“Three weeks,” Alex said, without hesitation. “Contingency modeling’s already underway.”

I scribbled the answer, hand shaking slightly. My body ached to feel his attention, even just a glance. Instead, he leaned forward, tapped a graph, and explained a strategy with the same calm precision he always had.

The rest of the table nodded, murmured, deferred.

And I sat there, invisible.

When the discussion moved to market volatility, one of the associates made a joke, something about the last quarter being a “shitshow.” A ripple of polite laughter moved through the room. My lips twitched nervously, and I caught myself.

Alex didn’t laugh. He didn’t even smile. He only looked at the man for half a second before redirecting the conversation back to numbers. His control was absolute.

It struck me then: this was who he was in public. Untouchable. Focused. Untied to anyone or anything.

And yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about the bruises on my hips where his hands had gripped me, the burn in my throat from his cock, the way his cum had leaked out of me when I crawled into bed last night.

Two versions of him. Two versions of me. Both of them true.

The meeting dragged on another forty minutes, and I forced myself to write every word, every key point, even when my brain screamed for distraction.

Finally, Alex closed his folder, stood, and shook hands. “We’ll finalize the adjustments from New York. Expect a follow-up memo early next week.”

Chairs scraped, people gathered their files. No one acknowledged me except a nod from one of the junior analysts. I kept my head down, stuffing my notes into my folder, pulse pounding.

Alex’s voice came low at my side as the room cleared. “Come.”

Just one word. Command, not invitation.

I followed him out, my heels clicking too loud on the marble floor. The elevator doors closed, and it was just us, the city sprawling below.

I chanced a glance up at him. He stood with hands in his pockets, expression unreadable. Like last night hadn’t happened. Like I wasn’t trembling with every memory of his cock inside me.

I swallowed hard, focusing on the elevator numbers ticking down. If this trip had taught me anything, it was that he would always keep me off balance. In public, invisible. In private, consumed.

I was terrified by how desperately I craved both versions of him.The hotel room felt different when we returned. Less like luxury, more like a stage that had already seen too much. I dropped my bag by the door and started collecting the papers I’d scattered across the desk that morning.

I told myself to focus. Get everything packed. Pretend I wasn’t still aching, still raw, still thinking about the way his voice had cut through me at the bar, the way his cock had split me open in the hotel bed.

The door clicked shut behind him. I heard the soft scrape of his shoes across the carpet, the rustle of his suit jacket as he slid it off.

“You took decent notes,” he said finally, his voice low but sharp.

I turned, notebook pressed tight against my chest, knuckles white around its edges. “I tried.”

His eyes flicked over me, assessing, the same way he looked at a balance sheet. “You did better than I expected.”

I blushed. “Thank you, Mr. Cross—”

“Alex,” he interrupted smoothly. “I told you. When we’re alone.”

I hesitated, throat dry. “…Alex.”

The word felt dangerous. Like a line I shouldn’t cross but already had.

He stepped closer, close enough that I could smell the faint bite of his cologne, the sharper edge of coffee on his breath. “You held yourself together in front of Locke’s team. That matters.”

I nodded quickly. “I wanted to make you look good.”

Something flickered across his expression — not softness, but something darker, hungrier. “You did.” His gaze dropped briefly, then rose again. “But make no mistake, Lily. You work for me. That doesn’t end when the meetings do.”

My heart raced against my ribs. “I know.”

“Do you?” His voice dropped lower, more dangerous. “Because the way you looked at me across that table — flushed, fidgeting, distracted — it told me you still don’t understand what this is.”

I swallowed hard. “What is it, then?”

He smirked faintly, like I’d asked the wrong question. “It’s simple. You keep obeying, and I keep giving you more than you thought you could handle. That’s all you need to know.”

I squeezed my legs together, a reflex I couldn't control. The thrill of his words disgusted me almost as much as it aroused me.

“I’ll… I’ll get everything packed,” I said quickly, turning back to the desk before I gave myself away completely.

Behind me, I heard him uncap a bottle, the clink of glass. Pouring himself a drink, calm as ever.

“Do that,” he said evenly. “We’ll leave for the airport at six.”

I shoved files into my bag, heart racing. Every word he’d said replayed in my head like a brand — this doesn’t end when the meetings do.

By the time I zipped the last compartment, I was shaking. I wanted to ask what he meant. I wanted to beg him not to stop. But instead, I shouldered the bag and forced my voice steady.

“I’ll be ready.”

He didn’t look at me when he answered. “Good.”

That was all. No praise. No touch. No reassurance. Just that single word, like the closing of a deal.

And yet, it was enough to keep me burning all the way back to my room, my legs still trembling from what he’d already done to me — and the fear, and the hope, of what he might still do.

The jet was already waiting when we stepped onto the tarmac, engines humming low against the evening air. I followed Alex up the stairs, my bag clutched tight, my body still aching in ways I couldn’t ignore.

Inside, the cabin was warm, lights dimmed. The same cream leather, the same bar, the same impossible luxury. Only now it felt different — heavier, saturated with memory.

I slid into a seat by the window, pressing my knees together, notebook balanced on top as if I could convince myself I might use it. Alex took the chair beside mine, not across. Too close. His thigh brushed mine as he settled in, unbothered.

The engines deepened, the plane rolling forward. I gripped the armrest until we lifted, until the city fell away in glittering patches of light below.

Alex didn’t speak. He scrolled through his phone, unreadable. I stared at the glass, at my reflection — pale, tired, hair pulled back too tightly, lipstick already faded. A woman trying to look professional when her body was still marked by every place he’d used it.

After a while, I exhaled softly, giving up the act. “Are we… are we done here?”

He turned his head slowly, one brow lifting. “Done?”

“With Boston. With this.” My throat tightened. “I don’t know what’s happening anymore. At work you barely look at me, but in private—” I broke off, embarrassed at the quiver in my voice.

His phone slipped back into his pocket. His hand found my thigh under the blanket the attendant had draped over us, heavy and hot. His fingers spread, steady pressure against muscle that still ached.

“In public, I’m your employer,” he said calmly. “That’s all anyone will ever see.” His fingers drifted higher, brushing just below the hem of my skirt. “But in private…” the corner of his lips lifted in that barely-there smile that promised everything and nothing at once.

“You already know what you are to me.”

Heat pulsed between my legs instantly, traitorous. “You make it sound so—so simple.”

“It is simple.” He squeezed, enough to make me catch my breath. “You obey. I take. We don’t need to complicate it.”

I stared down at his hand, at the outline under the blanket where his knuckles pressed into my thigh. Shame prickled at the back of my neck, but desire burned hotter.

“Do you ever…” I hesitated, then forced the words out. “Do you ever worry this is wrong?”

He didn’t answer right away. He leaned back, eyes steady on mine, the hum of the engines filling the silence. Then: “No. I don’t waste time on guilt. Neither should you.”

My heartbeat thundered in my ears. I wanted to argue, to protest — but instead, I nodded faintly. Because deep down, I knew he was right. I didn’t want to stop.

His hand slid higher, just brushing the edge of my panties before pulling back. A tease. A reminder. He reached for the glass of water on the table instead, as though nothing had happened.

The rest of the flight passed in silence. He worked on his phone, and I pretended to review notes. But under the blanket, his thigh stayed pressed against mine, solid and claiming.

When the jet finally descended into New York, my stomach twisted. Not because I wanted it to be over — but because I knew it wasn’t.

I gathered my things as we landed, legs trembling, mind spinning. This was supposed to be a business trip. Instead, it had stripped away every pretense I’d tried to cling to.

Alex stood first, adjusting his jacket, already composed. He glanced back at me once, brief and sharp.

“Stay close tomorrow,” he said, voice even. “I’ll need you.”

And then he stepped off the jet, leaving me breathless, shaky, and absolutely certain of one thing:

I’d never be free of him, and I was fine with that.


Epilogue


The skyline beyond my office window glowed with the late afternoon sun. Numbers scrolled across my screen, calls waited in the queue, but none of it mattered right now. What mattered was the folder on my desk, neatly tabbed, signed off by legal this morning.

“Send her in,” I told my assistant.

The door opened a minute later. Lily stepped inside, her blouse crisp, her skirt modest, hair pulled back too tight like she was daring herself to look professional enough to belong here. But her eyes gave her away — nervous, wide, still carrying the memory of everything I’d done to her in Boston.

“Sit,” I said.

She lowered into the chair opposite my desk, clutching her notebook like a lifeline.

I slid the folder across the polished wood. “Read.”

Her fingers trembled as she flipped it open. The first page bore the Cross Financial header in bold. The title line: Employment Agreement — Personal Assistant to the CEO.

Her mouth parted. She skimmed, eyes racing. Salary. Benefits. An obscene number for her age and experience. Enough to clear debts, pay rent for a year, and still leave her staring at commas she couldn’t believe.

“This… this is real?” Her voice cracked.

“It’s an offer.” I leaned back in my chair, folding my hands. “Full-time. No probationary bullshit. You’ll report directly to me. Your schedule will be whatever I decide. Your loyalty will not be split.”

She stared up at me, throat working. “Why me?”

I let the silence stretch before I answered, low and even. “Because you’ve already proven you can obey. Because you make me hard just by walking into the room. And because you’ve shown me I can take what I want from you — and you’ll give it.”

Heat spread across her cheeks while beneath the desk, her knees drew inward. She didn’t argue. She couldn’t.

I leaned forward, voice cutting sharper. “This isn’t just a job, Lily. You sign that, and you belong to me. Not just during meetings. Not just on trips. Every day. Every night I decide.”

She sucked in a sharp breath that filled the silence between us.

I tapped the pen lying across the page. “So take your time, if you pass, we keep it professional."

She stared at the paper, lips parted, chest rising and falling fast. Her pulse flicked at the base of her throat.

I knew before she even picked up the pen what she would choose.

Her hand shook, but she pressed the nib to the page and scrawled her name across the line. The ink glistened in the light as she set the pen down, almost like blood.

Good.

I dragged the folder back across the desk, closed it neatly, and set it aside.

“Now,” I said, pushing my chair back a fraction, my eyes holding hers. “Show me you understand what it means.”

Her lips parted, breath catching as she realized exactly what I wanted.

And slowly, shakily, she slid from her chair and lowered herself onto her knees.

***

The ink was still wet when I slid the pen from my fingers. My name stared back at me in black, binding me to something I couldn’t undo. My stomach flipped — fear, excitement, arousal, all tangled until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

Alex’s eyes didn’t leave mine. He sat back in his chair, legs spread, calm as if we hadn’t just rewritten my life in three lines of contract. “Now,” he said. “Show me you understand what it means.”

Heat flushed my skin. I knew what he wanted. I wanted it too.

I pushed my chair back and sank to the carpet, knees pressing into the expensive rug. My hands trembled as I reached for his belt. He didn’t help, didn’t move, just watched as I unbuckled, unzipped, and freed him from the confines of his trousers.

His zipper gave way to reveal the straining outline beneath his black boxer briefs, a damp spot darkening the fabric where it strained against him. When I freed him, he sprang forward, heavy in my palm, a bead of moisture catching the light at the tip. My mouth watered instantly.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

I met his gaze as I wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking gently before sliding him deeper into my mouth. His taste hit my tongue, salty and musky, and I moaned around him.

“Oh, god. Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low but sharp. His hand settled in my hair, guiding me down.

I took more, swallowing, spit dripping down my chin as I worked him. My throat stretched, eyes watering, mascara smudging, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to give him everything, to prove I understood exactly what I’d signed up for.

"Look at yourself," he said, voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "On your knees where you belong. My perfect little corruption. And we've only just begun."

The words sent a shiver through me. I gagged lightly as he pushed deeper, then sucked harder, messy and desperate. His cock throbbed against my tongue, his grip tightening in my hair.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned, his composure slipping at last. “Swallow every drop, Lily. Don’t waste a thing.”

That command alone pushed me over the edge inside my own body — not an orgasm, but something close, a rush of submission so strong it made me dizzy.

His hips flexed, cock pulsing in my throat as hot spurts of cum filled my mouth. I moaned, swallowing fast, gulping down every drop until nothing was left but the salty aftertaste and the sound of my own ragged breathing.

He pulled me off slowly, my lips red and swollen, spit trailing down my chin. I wiped it with the back of my hand, still trembling.

“Good girl,” he said again, smoothing my hair back into place. His tone was calm, composed, as if he hadn’t just come undone in my mouth. He adjusted his trousers, straightened his tie, and looked at me like the deal had been sealed.

And it had.

Because the contract was signed, his cum was in my stomach, and I knew without a doubt — I belonged to Alexander Cross.

Alexander’s phone buzzed. A message from Marcus Hale lit the screen:

“Need recommendations for an interior designer. Young. Fresh. Not the same tired names.”


✨ Thank you for reading *Owned By The Billionaire*! ✨

Continue now

Book 2 is live. Tap here to keep reading:

Claimed By The Billionaire

Get free bonus content + new release alerts HERE:

Quick favor

If you enjoyed this book, a short review helps a lot:

LEAVE A REVIEW

More books by Rae Donovan

Start here: The Bodyguard's Bargain

cover.jpeg
BILLIONAIRE
OBSESSION
SERIES
BOOK 1

OB

sby the BIL

An agé gap erotic
=

M

RAELE DONOVAN





OEBPS/font_rsrc15W.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc15V.ttf


