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Plot? What plot?

This is for those that are here for a good time, not a long time 
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Prologue

Every morning, the same request.

“Black. No cream. No sugar.”

Simple. Efficient. Just like the way I run this fucking company.

But this morning, 8:45 a.m. sharp, in walks Ava Wren—assistant, menace, mouth too smart for her salary—carrying a venti cup of whatever the hell she thinks is funny. The lid’s stained light tan. Sweet steam curls up like guilt. There’s cream in that cup. Sugar too, I’d bet. Maybe vanilla.

She knows exactly what she’s done.

Her heels click across my office floor like the ticking of a detonator.

She sets the coffee down beside my laptop without a word.

I don’t look up.

“Ava,” I say slowly, eyes locked on the quarterly spreadsheet in front of me. “Tell me what color this coffee is.”

She doesn’t answer.

I swivel in my chair and fix her with the look that makes board members sweat.

But not her.

Ava cocks her head, lips gleaming in fresh gloss—cherry, probably the same red as her last warning—and shrugs one shoulder. “I thought you might want something different today. Shake up your routine.”

I stare.

She smiles wider. Smug. Like a cat after breaking a vase.

“And,” she adds, stepping a little closer, “you seemed grumpy yesterday. Figured a little sugar might sweeten you up.”

Her blouse is unbuttoned just low enough to toe the line, and I’d bet my top-floor view she planned the neckline this morning. She probably practiced it in her mirror. She probably tastes like candy and bad ideas.

Still, I say nothing. Let the silence stretch. Let her sit in it.

Finally: “You brought me sweetened coffee,” I say. “Again.”

She rests both hands on my desk and leans in.

“Don’t worry,” she says, voice low and syrupy. “I’ll bring it black tomorrow.”

I stand.

She straightens fast, startled, but not enough to lose the smirk. I walk around the desk slowly. Methodical. I can hear her breath shift. I can feel the heat between her defiance and her curiosity.

I reach out, take the coffee cup, and without breaking eye contact, pour the entire thing into the trash bin beside my desk. It hisses. Splashes. The smell of artificial sweetness floods the air.

Ava blinks. Her smile flickers.

“From now on,” I say, “if you can’t follow simple instructions, you’ll find new ways to make yourself useful.”

I step closer. She doesn’t back up.

She’s daring me to do it. To say what we’ve both been thinking since she first waltzed into my office three months ago in a skirt made of sin and a resume full of lies. But not yet. Not quite.

I lean down, my lips almost brushing her ear.

“Unless, of course,” I murmur, “you’d prefer to show me how sweet you are… in person.”

Her breath catches. Sharp. Barely audible.

I pull back. Meet her eyes.

Dismiss her with one word:

“Out.”

She hesitates for the first time.

Then turns—slowly, deliberately—and walks out with hips swaying like she’s still in control.

But she’s not.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she’s already mine.


Chapter 1

8:45 a.m. again. She’s consistent. I’ll give her that.

The elevator dings down the hall, and I already know it’s her. My mornings have become silent countdowns to the moment she walks through the door and sets something on my desk that isn’t coffee—it’s war.

She steps in without knocking. Always without knocking. And there it is again, in her hand: the goddamn cup.

She’s dressed sharper today—pencil skirt that paints her hips like a sin, white blouse barely containing her bounce. Glasses she doesn’t need perched on her nose. Lipstick: redder. Lip-gloss: shinier. Attitude: off the charts.

“Morning, Mr. Hart,” she purrs, laying the coffee down with exaggerated care, then placing a small, folded napkin beside it. She leans back just enough for me to glimpse cleavage, eyes wicked behind the glasses.

I don’t touch the cup.

I don’t touch the napkin.

I wait.

“You didn’t tell me how you liked it yesterday,” she says. “So I improvised again. You know. Thought I’d try… a new flavor.”

I look at her. Flat. Unblinking. The silence stretches so long it bends.

She smiles like she’s won.

I pick up the cup, remove the lid.

Tan. Too tan. Too much milk.

She knows it. She’s watching me like I might throw it again. But I don’t.

I reach for the napkin instead.

Unfold it.

One line. Written in looping, pretty penmanship:

“Maybe you should try cream. Bet you’d like it in your mouth.”

Time stops.

She watches my expression shift by degrees. Eyes flicker. Breath held.

I rise from my chair slowly.

She straightens, but her weight stays on one hip, hand resting on her own ass like it’s an invitation. She knows exactly what she wrote. She wants to watch me read it. Wants to see what happens next.

But she’s forgotten something: I don’t perform. I command.

“Close the door.”

Her eyebrows lift. “Sir?”

I take a step forward.

“I said close it.”

The door swings shut behind her like a sentence locking into place.

I walk past her. Toward the blinds. I draw them tight, one after another, until sunlight becomes lines on the carpet.

I hear her swallow.

Then I turn.

We’re alone.

“This is what you’re doing on my time?” I ask, voice low, quiet in the dangerous way.

She opens her mouth—maybe to lie, maybe to flirt. I don’t let her.

“Strip.”

Silence. A shift. A crack.

She blinks. “Excuse me?”

“You’re acting like a brat. You want to act like a toy? Fine. Let’s see how far you’re willing to take it.” I step closer. “Strip.”

Her lips part. Shock. But there’s something else behind it—something raw and electric.

She hesitates.

Then—fingertips slipping under the buttons—she starts with the blouse.

One.

Two.

Three.

Her breath’s shallow by the time she reaches her skirt. She’s not smiling now. But she’s not stopping.

She peels the fabric down, lets it fall to the floor. Her panties are black lace. Thighs tense. Skin flushed.

She stands in front of me in heels and lingerie and defiance.

I circle her like a wolf.

“You want to be useful?” I murmur behind her. “You want to bring cream into my office?”

My hand grips her jaw from behind, turning her head just enough. I press the napkin against her lips.

“Open.”

She does. Lips part slowly, tongue flicking the ink.

“You think I won’t take you right here?” I growl.

She doesn’t answer.

I slip the napkin from her mouth and let it flutter to the desk.

My voice drops to a whisper. “Get on your knees.”

She lowers herself without hesitation this time.

Hands folded in her lap. Looking up. Bratty mouth suddenly obedient.

Her lipstick’s still perfect.

But not for long.

She kneels like a challenge. Her spine straight, hands folded, eyes up—lipstick-red, glossy, waiting. No tremble, no shame. Her breath is steady. But I can see the fire behind it, the kind that wants to get burned.

I stay standing. Adjust my cufflinks.

She stays silent.

Good girl.

But she’s not one yet.

I step forward, slow, watching how her gaze flicks down to the bulge in my slacks. Watching her lips part, glossy and wet, like her mouth already knows the shape of my cock.

“Tell me,” I say, voice hard, precise. “When you wrote that message, what exactly did you imagine happening next?”

A flicker. Not fear. Anticipation.

She licks her bottom lip. “I imagined I’d be punished.”

I undo my belt in one smooth motion, let it hang from my hand like a leash.

“Then open your mouth.”

She does.

No hesitation now. That smirk is gone. This isn’t a joke anymore, and she knows it.

I pull myself out. Her breath catches. I watch her eyes dilate, cheeks flush. Her tongue flicks against the corner of her mouth as if hungry, as if she’s waited weeks for this, not hours.

I grip her hair.

Not gently.

I angle her face, guiding her lips down around the tip, slow, steady, watching every centimeter disappear between those perfect lips.

She moans.

Soft. Muffled.

I don’t let her go far at first—just enough to warm her mouth, let her feel the weight of it on her tongue. She looks up, eyes wide, glassy, desperate for more.

I give it to her.

A sharp thrust. Her lips stretch wide. She gasps around it, hands clenching on her thighs. I feel the wet pop of her gloss dragging against skin, the heat of her throat resisting before it yields.

She gags, just once, then steadies.

“Good girl,” I breathe. “Take it.”

She does.

I start to move. Slow at first. In. Out. In. A rhythm—measured, exact—until I find the pace I like. She adjusts. Swallows. Tongue curled perfectly. The kind of mouth you train. The kind you ruin.

Her mascara’s holding, for now.

But her blush is deep, nipples hard beneath that bra, chest rising fast. She’s aroused—from this. From kneeling, from being used, from the control being ripped from her hands and shoved down her throat.

I use her faster. Harder.

She moans again, louder this time, saliva slicking her chin. Her hands fly up, grip my thighs, hold on as I fuck her mouth with the kind of cold, efficient dominance I apply to mergers and takeovers.

This isn’t sex.

This is command.

“You think bringing me sugar’s a game?” I growl, breath catching. “You think that mouth’s just for backtalk?”

She looks up, eyes watering, mouth full. Moans as if to say yes, sir.

I press deeper. Her nose meets my skin.

Hold her there.

Count to five in my head.

Her fingers twitch on my thighs, and just when her lungs start to shake—

I pull out.

She gasps, air rushing back into her, spit trailing down her chin in strings. She coughs once, then looks up again, ruined and gleaming and still wanting.

I grip the base of my cock and slap it once across her tongue.

Her mouth opens wider.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hart.”

“Now swallow it.”

She starts to speak, but I’m already pushing forward again. Her answer is a gurgle of obedience, her throat flexing, stretching, accepting.

I let it build. Pressure coils low in my spine. Her mouth’s too good. Too eager.

I grip her hair tighter, hips grinding forward. The wet sounds fill the office—filthy, slick, obscene. Her breathing’s gone erratic, thighs pressed tight together, desperate for contact she won’t get.

I finish in her mouth with a sharp growl, a twitch of my hips, and her lips locked around me like she was made for it.

I stay there, panting, savoring the sight of her kneeling, swallowing, licking her lips clean.

When I finally pull away, she’s flushed. Dazed. Beautiful.

I zip up. Adjust my belt. Straighten my tie.

“Back to your desk.”

She blinks. “That’s it?”

I lean down, cup her chin, wipe a smear of gloss from her cheek with my thumb.

“For now.”


Chapter 2

My door stays shut.

She doesn’t knock.

She doesn’t enter.

There’s no cup. No note. No click of heels. No perfume cloud trailing in her wake like a warning.

Nothing.

I glance at the time once.

Once more at 9:02.

Still nothing.

I don’t ask where she is.

I don’t buzz her. Don’t summon her. Don’t so much as twitch when I walk to the espresso machine in the executive kitchen and pour my own damn coffee—black, no cream, no sugar. Bitter as war. Hot as control.

And when I pass her desk on the way back, she’s sitting there.

Typing.

Silent.

Her eyes stay locked on the monitor, face neutral. Lipstick pale pink today. Soft. Civil. Hair pulled back too tightly, blouse high-collared, skirt modest. She looks like every other assistant on the floor.

But she isn’t.

She doesn’t even look at me.

I don’t stop. I don’t speak. I don’t give her a glance.

I watch from my office as the hours pass. Her fingers type. Her jaw tenses. She shifts in her chair, crosses her legs, uncrosses them. She reaches for her water bottle but forgets to drink. She keeps glancing at the hallway like she expects someone to come for her.

But no one does.

At 11:16 a.m., she slips out of her chair and walks briskly toward the restroom. Her skirt’s a little tight. Her heels hit the tile too hard. She slams the stall door.

She’s unraveling.

Perfect.

By noon, she sends me a message.

Just one line.

Ava Wren.: Did you get your coffee?

I don’t respond.

At 12:16 p.m., she buzzes my desk phone. I answer. I say nothing.

Her voice crackles through the receiver, too casual: “Just checking in. Wanted to make sure I didn’t screw up anything today.”

I hang up.

By 2:03 p.m., she tries to drop off a file. Walks in uninvited, the way she always used to.

I don’t even glance up from my screen.

“Leave it,” I say.

She pauses. “It’s the Linton figures—”

“Leave it.”

Silence.

She places it on the corner of the desk. Stands there. Waiting.

I keep typing.

After a full fifteen seconds, she whispers, “Sir.”

I look up. Slowly.

Her lips are tight. Red again. Just a touch brighter than this morning. She reapplied it sometime after lunch.

She wants attention. Correction. Use.

She’s starving for it.

I lean back in my chair.

“I don’t reward failures, Ava. Not even with my time.”

Her mouth opens. Closes. She wants to argue. Plead. Joke. Flirt. Anything.

But she just nods. Wordless.

And turns.

I watch her leave.

The moment the door shuts behind her, I stand and cross the office to the security console on the wall—private access. No one else sees this. It’s hooked into our internal building cameras.

I bring up the floor feed. Zoom in on her desk. On her.

She’s staring at her screen. Brows furrowed. One hand cupping her cheek. The other buried between her thighs under the desk.

Still.

Pressing.

I zoom tighter.

Her nails twitch against her skirt.

A slow drag. Up. Down.

Her eyes are closed.

I don’t smile.

I don’t move.

She’s close. I can see it. Frustration paints her in trembles.

But I know her. She won’t finish. Not without permission. Not without being seen. Touched. Owned.

At 2:41 p.m., she yanks her hand away, red-faced, ashamed, furious.

At 2:42, I send a single text:

Alec Hart: Conference Room C. Five minutes. No underwear.

The door to Conference Room C clicks shut behind her.

She walks in slow, like her legs don’t want to obey. Like her thighs are still trembling from earlier. Her eyes dart once to the glass walls—see-through on three sides, the blinds still wide open, the city sun slicing across the floor in hard lines.

She knows it’s lunchtime. People will be coming and going. Staff meetings across the hall. Finance team right outside. No soundproofing.

I sit at the head of the long glass table, sleeves rolled, tie loosened, phone in hand.

She pauses near the door.

Watches me.

Silent.

Waiting.

I glance up—one short flick of the eyes—and say, “Close it. Lock it.”

She does.

Heels click once. Twice. Then silence as she turns the lock and stands there, fingers trembling slightly.

I gesture under the table. Just a flick of the wrist.

She hesitates.

Then drops to her knees.

The table’s long and modern—no curtain, no coverage—just cold glass and corporate arrogance. The only shadow is mine.

She crawls toward me on all fours.

Every inch of that movement is intentional. Her skirt’s gone. Her shirt’s untucked. Bare thighs exposed between the hem of her blouse and the start of nothing. No panties, just promise.

She disappears beneath the table.

I spread my knees.

She starts undoing my belt.

I tap the screen of my phone. Dial a number. Lift it to my ear.

“Diane,” I say. “We’ll push the board review to three. Yes. No, I’m in the conference room now. Just working through something urgent.”

Ava pauses at the sound of my voice.

I nod down once, firm. Keep going.

She obeys.

My zipper slides open. Her hand slips inside.

I keep talking.

“No, no need to loop anyone in yet. Just a realignment. Things should be under control by next quarter.”

Her mouth wraps around me like velvet fire. Slow. Deliberate. Her tongue presses flat as she takes me deeper, inch by inch, while I breathe in through my nose and speak in measured tones.

The thrill is electric—her mouth moving, body hidden under the glass, her hands gripping my thighs as she bobs her head with growing speed. Every flick of her tongue, every warm, eager pull threatens to rip my focus in half.

She gags once—too far, too fast.

I grip the phone tighter.

“Yes, that’s fine. Just send me the brief by end of day.”

She pulls back with a wet gasp. Saliva strings from her lips to the base of my cock.

I angle my knee. Slide it forward. Press it against her chest beneath the table—just enough pressure to make her feel it.

She moans softly. She’s soaked. I can smell her arousal rising—hot, sharp, thick. I know if I slipped a hand between her legs, she’d be dripping.

But she doesn’t get to come. Not yet.

Not unless I say.

“Okay. Thanks, Diane. Appreciate it.”

I end the call.

Let the silence stretch.

She’s still moving, working me like she needs it—head bobbing faster now, cheeks flushed, eyes rolled up, throat flexing as I press deeper each time.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “On your knees for the man you disrespected. Throat full, pussy empty. Just how you like it.”

She moans again around me. The sound vibrates. My cock twitches in her mouth, and she tightens her lips, working harder, faster, like she’s trying to apologize with every stroke of her tongue.

I grip the back of her head.

Hold her there.

Deep.

She gags. Swallows. Gags again.

But she doesn’t pull back.

I watch the hallway through the glass wall.

Someone walks past. Doesn’t look in.

She trembles beneath the table.

I start thrusting into her mouth. Short, sharp, ruthless. The table shakes just slightly, glass trembling.

She grips the edge for balance.

Then, voice rough, I growl, “Put your hands behind your back.”

She obeys instantly.

I fuck her mouth hard. She takes it. Choking. Saliva pouring from her lips, dripping onto her thighs. I use her like she’s nothing but a wet hole, and she loves it. I can feel it in the way her body hums, in the way she presses her thighs together tight, desperate for friction she’s not allowed.

She’s teetering on the edge, soaked and needy, mouth ruined, her own pleasure denied again and again.

I’m close.

I tighten my grip. Hold her face buried, feel her throat convulse around me—

And I spill down her throat with a hiss of breath between clenched teeth.

Her lips don’t move.

She swallows everything.

I slide out. Slowly. Her mouth opens wide, tongue out, letting me see the emptiness I just filled.

Then she gasps for air, panting, spit covering her chest, lipstick gone, mascara streaked, face flushed from shame and pride in equal measure.

She tries to speak.

I cut her off with one word:

“Stay.”

I stand.

Fix my belt.

Tuck myself in.

Walk to the door, unlock it.

She’s still under the table.

Still naked from the waist down.

Still dripping.

“Finish yourself,” I say over my shoulder. “But keep quiet. The team meets in here in ten.”

And then I leave her there, trembling, soaked, kneeling in silence while the building moves around her.

I don’t look back when I leave her.

Let the echo of my steps down the hallway carry authority, the silent punctuation to a lesson taught without kindness. Ava is still kneeling beneath that conference table—mouth sore, thighs slick, heart pounding like she just survived a storm and wants to drown in another.

She doesn’t know I’m still watching.

I take the private elevator to my suite. Top floor. No noise but the hum of quiet air conditioning and the low pulse of city traffic through glass.

The moment I’m behind the locked door, I press my thumb to the security panel. The display wakes with a soft click. Live feeds bloom across the screen—elevators, hallways, entrances.

And Conference Room C.

She’s still there.

Good girl.

At first, she’s motionless, kneeling in silence, the table’s tempered glass turning her reflection into a ghost. Her blouse is twisted, clinging to her ribs with damp tension. Her hair’s a wreck. Her lipstick is a memory. Her thighs… are pressed together tight.

She doesn’t move for over a minute.

Then her hands tremble.

She bites her lip. Glances toward the door.

Then she shifts. Slowly. Her palm slides between her legs, tentative, like she’s afraid I’ll see.

Because she thinks I’m gone.

But I see everything.

She spreads her knees wider. Her hand slips into place.

And then—finally—her eyes flutter shut.

She starts to touch herself.

Desperately.

Messy.

Fingers sliding between slick folds, hips rocking just barely, trying to keep it quiet, trying to keep it together. Her breathing changes, jaw clenched, every nerve in her body singing for me even when I’m not there.

She’s mouthing something.

I zoom in.

Please.

That’s what her lips say.

Over and over.

Please.

Please.

She’s begging into empty air like I might answer.

And I do.

I unlock my phone. Pull up the feed. Let her fill the screen in my palm. One hand on the screen. The other on my belt. Not jerking off—just holding. Hard again already. Because this isn’t porn. This is mine.

She’s right there.

And she’s about to come without permission.

A mistake.

A gift.

Both.

She’s moving faster now. Fingers slick. Thighs trembling. She presses two fingers deeper, circles her clit, gasps once and bites her own shoulder to smother it.

I see it.

The moment she breaks.

Back arches.

Mouth drops open.

Eyes roll.

Her whole body seizes in the throes of a forbidden orgasm.

And when it ends—when the tremors stop and she collapses against the base of the table, one hand still buried between her legs, the other gripping the steel leg like it’s all that’s holding her to this world—she looks up.

Right at the camera.

She doesn’t smile.

Doesn’t smirk.

Just breathes.

Eyes glazed. Skin flushed. Legs shaking.

She knows.

Or maybe she hopes.

She stares into that lens like a challenge.

Or a thank you.

Then she wipes her fingers off on her own inner thigh, stands up on shaky legs, straightens her blouse with the grace of someone still drunk on climax, and walks out of frame.

I watch her leave.

Then I rewind.

Play it again.

This time slower.

Every moan.

Every twitch.

Every syllable of silent begging.

Then I press record. Archive it.

Label it: Asset 001 – Ava Wren.

The file is stored.

I close the feed.

Then buzz my assistant—the other one—and say:

“Cancel my four o’clock. I have performance matters to review.”

I page her.

One word.

Alec Hart: Office. Now.

I already know she’ll come quickly. Her body’s still humming from earlier, and she thinks—thinks—I’m done with her for the day. She came like a sinner, hands trembling under that table, moaning into silence while the rest of the building talked about numbers and sales projections.

But she didn’t ask permission.

And that means she’s not done.

She appears at the door in two minutes flat.

Still flushed. Hair half-fixed. Lips bare. No lipstick now, just that bitten-down mouth she doesn’t know how to hide.

She steps in.

Stands in front of my desk.

Says nothing.

I don’t speak either.

Instead, I swivel my monitor toward her. Click one file.

The feed opens. The timestamp reads 2:43 PM.

Her eyes land on it. They widen.

Then she sees herself.

Kneeling beneath the table. Hand sliding up her thigh. Pressing. Breathing.

She flinches.

I let the footage roll.

There’s no sound—there doesn’t need to be. The image speaks for itself: her hand working between her legs, her eyes closed, her body unraveling. The curve of her spine as she tips forward. Her thighs quivering. The long, slow, broken arc of climax as she collapses and gasps and stares into the camera like a girl who doesn’t know she’s being watched but wants to be.

Ava doesn’t move.

I watch her watch herself.

She’s blushing so deep it runs down her neck. One hand clenches the edge of the desk. The other twitches at her side. She doesn’t speak. Doesn’t blink.

I pause the footage at the exact second her orgasm hits—back arched, mouth parted, her own fingers buried between soaked thighs.

She looks wrecked.

She looks perfect.

“You remember what I told you?” I ask, voice low, clipped.

She swallows. “Y-you said to finish.”

I lean forward.

“I said finish. I didn’t say touch yourself. I didn’t say make a mess on my glass table. I didn’t say come like a desperate slut in a room where anyone could walk in.”

Her lip trembles.

“But you did it anyway. Like you wanted me to see.”

She doesn’t answer.

I let silence settle in like dust.

Then I press play again—just five more seconds. The moment she stares at the camera, breathless, knowing something in her knew I’d be watching.

I pause it again.

“Sit.”

She does.

Across from me. Knees together. Hands folded. Chest rising like she can’t breathe. She’s soaked. Again. I can see it in the way she squirms, her thighs pressing tighter, mouth open like she wants to speak but doesn’t dare.

I reach into the drawer.

Pull out a remote.

Press a button.

The lock on the office door clicks shut.

Then I stand. Walk around the desk. Stop behind her.

I grip her shoulder. Hard.

She jolts.

“You wanted to show me what a needy little thing you are?” I whisper against her ear. “You did. Now you’ll watch me take it back.”

I grab her jaw. Tilt her head back. Angle the screen toward her.

“Keep your eyes open.”

My hand slides down her chest, slips under her blouse, finds her nipple already hard beneath her bra. She gasps.

“Eyes. On. The screen.”

She obeys.

She watches herself squirm, moan, writhe. Watches my hand undo her buttons. Watches me pull her blouse open, expose that flushed skin.

I pull her bra down. Palms both tits hard. Tease her nipples until she’s whimpering, body twisting in the chair.

Still the video plays.

I slide a hand between her legs—no panties, just heat, just soaked, pulsing need.

She cries out.

I press a hand over her mouth.

“Quiet,” I growl. “You weren’t quiet earlier.”

Two fingers slide in. She arches. Moans under my palm. Her eyes start to flutter.

“Don’t look away.”

I finger her hard. Ruthless. The way she touched herself, only rougher. Meaner. Deeper. She gasps into my palm, bucking against my hand, watching herself on the screen come and shake and fall apart—and then she matches it, exactly, trembling as I rip another orgasm out of her in her boss’s chair.

When she comes this time, it’s silent.

Tears in her lashes.

My hand soaked.

I let her breathe. Just a second.

Then I lean down, lips brushing her ear.

“That file’s mine now.”

She turns slowly, dazed, lips parted. “What—what do you mean?”

“I recorded it. Saved it. Filed it.” I grip her chin. “It’s not a threat, Ava. It’s a memory. And I’ll use it every time you forget who you belong to.”

She stares.

Then—slowly—she kneels again.

No words.

Just obedience.

She kneels there still, dazed and soaked, blouse open, bra shoved down, lips parted like she’s forgotten how to breathe. Her thighs are trembling, and I can see it in her face—she thought that was the punishment.

She thought that was the end.

I lean down, grip her hair, and lift her chin until her eyes meet mine.

“You came without permission,” I murmur. “You put on a show without consent. You turned a conference room into a theater.”

Her lips twitch. She tries to speak. I don’t let her.

“You think you’re done?” I hiss. “I’m not even inside you yet.”

I yank her to her feet. One fluid motion.

She stumbles forward, off-balance, dizzy with heat and shame. Her blouse swings open as she moves, exposing those perfect, flushed tits. I spin her by the shoulders and push her back—hard—against my desk.

It rattles beneath her. Papers scatter.

I step closer. Unbuckle my belt again.

“Hands on the desk,” I say. “Legs spread.”

She obeys instantly. Knuckles white on the edge of the wood. Hips cocked back. No panties to remove—just wet, ready skin already dripping down the insides of her thighs.

I yank her skirt up around her waist.

Bend low behind her.

Just look.

Her folds are soaked. Pink. Swollen. Her clit’s throbbing, practically begging for contact.

I spit on it.

She gasps.

Then I slap her pussy once, hard. The sound echoes in the office. She jerks, moans, but doesn’t complain.

Good.

I unzip. Step forward. Grab her hips. Line myself up.

Slide in slow.

She’s tight. Too tight. Soaked but clenched, her body resisting the thickness of me until I press deeper—inch by inch—feeling her tremble beneath my grip as I stretch her open.

She moans into the desk.

“Too loud,” I growl, and grab her by the hair, twist her head back, force her cheek flat against the wood.

“I want you to remember this desk,” I whisper. “Every time you sit here, every time you walk past this room, I want your cunt to ache.”

Then I slam into her.

Hard.

She cries out, but I don’t let up. My hands on her hips, her thighs slapped hard against mine, I start to fuck her like I’m carving my name into her body—every thrust deep and sharp and unrelenting. The desk creaks beneath us. Her breath is ragged, her moans stifled against the grain of the wood.

She’s melting.

“Is this what you wanted?” I growl. “All that sass. All those games. Just to end up bent over and used like a common whore.”

She tries to speak, but it comes out broken. Guttural.

I reach around, find her clit, rub it rough with the heel of my palm. She bucks, thighs shaking. Her back arches against me, body tensing like a string pulled tight.

“You’re going to come again,” I snarl. “But this time, you’re going to beg for it.”

She whimpers.

“Say it.”

“Please—”

“Say what you are.”

Her voice cracks. “I’m your slut.”

I grip her tighter. “And what do sluts do?”

“They obey,” she gasps. “They take it.”

“And?”

“They come when you say.”

I pull out just long enough to slap her ass—once, twice, hard enough to leave red—then shove back in with a grunt.

“Then come.”

She explodes.

Body convulsing, legs giving out, sobbing into the wood as she comes around me, pussy clenching tight, dripping down her thighs and over my cock like a fucking waterfall. She screams once, then clamps her own hand over her mouth, teeth biting flesh as her whole frame shakes against me.

I keep going.

Fuck her through it.

Past it.

Until I lose control—grab her hair, yank her back, snarl her name into her ear and spill inside her so deep I see stars. I come hard. Brutal. Emptying everything inside her as my hips grind down and I fill her completely.

We don’t move for several seconds.

Her breath is a ragged gasp. My cock pulses still inside her, twitching with aftershocks.

Then I pull out.

My cum leaks from her instantly, running down her thighs, coating her skin.

I watch it.

Then I grab her chin and tilt her head back.

“Messy little thing.”

She just nods. Numb. Ruined.

I zip up. Adjust my shirt. Walk around the desk, grab a tissue, and throw it at her back.

“Clean yourself up.”

She wipes between her legs, barely able to stand.

I sit back in my chair, watching her fumble with her skirt.

“I want the Linton file on my desk in twenty minutes,” I say. “And Ava?”

She pauses.

“Don’t come back without that lipstick.”

She knocks once—soft, submissive—and enters when I call.

Ava walks in quiet. Deliberate. But there’s a tilt to her hips again, a knowing arch to her spine. Her blouse is buttoned. Her skirt is straight. Her hands steady as she lays the folder on the desk.

But her lips…

God, her lips.

It’s the lipstick.

Not just reapplied.

Reinforced.

Exaggerated.

High-shine scarlet that bleeds past the natural line of her mouth—drawn big, slutty, deliberate. Like a whore fresh off a street corner. Gloss thick as lacquer. Tongue pressing against the inside of her cheek as she watches me track her mouth with my eyes.

She wants a reaction.

I give her none.

I flip the file open, pretending to read, pen tapping slow against the wood.

“You overcompensated,” I say without looking up.

She shrugs. “You asked for lipstick.”

I turn a page.

Then pause.

Glance up.

She’s still standing there. Chin lifted. Mouth gleaming like an invitation. Like a challenge. Like she’s daring me to mark the corners of that mouth again and send her back to her desk dripping.

I lean back.

Set the file down.

“You reapplied it so I’d fuck it off again,” I say, flat.

Ava smirks. Just barely. But it’s there.

That glint in her eye.

“I thought you didn’t reward failures,” she says.

I stand.

Move around the desk, step into her space. Fast. Close.

She swallows. Her breath hitches.

“I don’t.”

I grip her throat lightly. Thumb trailing along the slick line of her jaw, following the curve of her glossed lips.

“But I do remove distractions.”

She starts to speak—then stops. Smart.

I push her down.

Not to the floor this time.

To the edge of the desk.

I tap her knees, spread them, then unbuckle my belt slowly, methodically, as if I’m reviewing quarterly returns instead of preparing to ruin her mouth again.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeys.

I pull my cock free, already hard, the memory of her heat and tightness and that broken sob still fresh in my blood.

Then I press the tip against her bottom lip.

“Open.”

She parts her lips.

I slide in.

Hot. Wet. Her mouth instantly obedient, tongue pressing up as I fill it, stretching her wide with every inch. The gloss sticks to my skin, transfers onto my shaft like paint onto canvas. I rock forward, slow, deeper, until her nose brushes my abdomen.

Then I pull back.

A wet line of lipstick streaks down the underside of my cock.

Again.

In.

Out.

She moans low in her throat, and I tighten my grip on her hair, guiding her movement, dragging her mouth over me in long, punishing strokes. Each thrust pushes her further into place, each withdrawal leaves her more wrecked.

Gloss smears. Drips.

Her chin is shiny with spit. The red’s fading fast. Uneven. Ruined.

“You think that mouth’s for decoration?” I snarl. “You think I care how pretty it looks?”

She gags on me, lashes fluttering.

I thrust deeper.

Rough.

“No,” I growl. “You paint that mouth so I know exactly where to aim.”

She moans. Loud. Wet. Hands still behind her back as I fuck her face like it’s nothing but a tool—slick, tight, submissive.

Her lipstick’s almost gone now. A red ring smeared across her cheeks, her nose, down her neck.

I pull out.

She gasps.

I grip the back of her head and drag her mouth open again.

“Show me,” I hiss.

She opens wide.

Tongue out.

I stroke once. Twice. Then unload across her tongue in thick, hot bursts. She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t blink. Just stares up as I finish over her lips, her cheek, the corner of her mouth.

It paints her.

Red on red. Shine over spit.

I step back.

Fasten my belt.

She breathes hard, messy, hair falling into her face.

I lift her chin.

“Now wipe your mouth,” I say. “You look like a fucking mess.”

She does. No complaint.

She stands, trembling slightly, glossless, smeared with cock and compliance.

I nod toward the door.

“Touch up again before you head back out.”

She hesitates.

“…Same color?”

I look her dead in the eye.

“Try something darker.”


Chapter 4

The elevator dings once.

I don’t look up.

I don’t have to.

I know it’s her.

And when the soft knock comes at 8:45 exactly, when the door cracks open and she enters without a word—something in the air thickens. Slows. Like the pressure drop before a storm.

She walks in quiet.

Not a click of heels. No folder in hand. No coffee.

Just her.

Her posture is perfect. Her skirt is tighter than usual, black like mourning, hugging every curve with silent promise. The blouse is satin. Tucked. Buttoned. Not a single wrinkle.

But it’s the mouth.

Her mouth.

That’s what stops me.

Black.

Not dark red. Not plum. Not burgundy flirting with blood.

Black.

Dead matte. Seamless. Wicked.

No shine. No mercy. No room for doubt.

I look up.

She stands before the desk. Hands behind her back. Eyes forward.

I don’t speak.

Neither does she.

For five seconds we just stare—me from behind my desk, her beneath fluorescent light like a soldier reporting for war.

Her lips don’t move.

Not yet.

But I can feel them parting in my mind, can already see them sliding down my cock, leaving streaks of sin from base to tip like she’s tattooing ownership across my skin.

I stand slowly.

She tenses, just slightly.

Then relaxes.

Good.

“Close the blinds.”

She obeys without hesitation. Each step exaggerated in silence, hips precise. She draws the blinds one at a time—deliberate, almost ritualistic. The city disappears behind slats. The light sharpens. We’re alone.

I lock the door.

When she turns around, I’m already unbuttoning my cuffs.

“You’re early,” I say, folding my sleeves up one slow roll at a time.

“You gave me the color,” she answers. “I didn’t want to waste it.”

Her voice is steadier than I expected. Composed. But her pupils are blown. Her pulse ticks in her neck.

I step forward.

She doesn’t flinch.

I run one hand along her jaw. Thumb grazing the edge of that black lipstick. It’s flawless. Bold. As filthy as it is elegant.

I press my thumb to her bottom lip.

“Ruin it.”

She opens her mouth and sucks.

Slow. Deep.

Wet.

My thumb disappears between her lips as she drops to her knees in one smooth, graceful motion—back straight, eyes up, mouth still wrapped around me like a promise.

She pulls off with a soft pop.

Lipstick untouched.

“I’ll do better with the real thing,” she whispers.

I unzip. My cock’s already hard, twitching with the heat of her mouth and the sight of her sin.

“On the desk,” I growl.

She stands. Walks to the desk. Bends over it without question.

No teasing.

No hesitation.

She knows what this is.

She wants it.

I hike up her skirt. She’s bare underneath.

Of course she is.

No lace. No barrier. Just smooth, flushed skin and wet heat begging for punishment.

I slide two fingers between her thighs.

Dripping.

She gasps as I rub her, slow and cruel, fingers slick with her need before I even push in. She’s open. Ready. Trembling.

“Say it,” I murmur.

“What?”

“What you are.”

“I’m yours,” she breathes.

I grab her hip. Position myself behind her. Slide the head of my cock against her folds.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours.”

I shove inside her in one brutal stroke.

She screams. Not pain—shock. Relief.

I fuck her hard. Fast. The sound of my hips slamming into her echoes against the glass walls, loud enough the whole floor might hear if they dared to listen. The desk shakes. Papers scatter. Her hands claw for purchase, nails scratching the polished surface like a girl being pulled apart.

But her mouth—

That perfect black mouth—

She turns her head. Looks over her shoulder.

And moans my name like it’s sacred.

I thrust deeper. Rougher.

The lipstick smears as she bites her arm. Her cheek. Anything to keep quiet.

I pull her up by the hair, body still impaled on my cock, and twist her toward me.

Kiss her.

Hard.

Filthy.

She moans into my mouth as the lipstick smears across both our faces, the taste of heat and ownership dripping from her tongue like ink.

I bite her bottom lip. Pull it.

Then shove her back down.

Grip her hips.

And take her until I feel her break again.

She’s close. I can feel it. Her walls clench, her back bows, her moans come in stuttering, rhythmic gasps like she’s unraveling thread by thread.

“Come.”

She does.

It hits her like a wave—full-body. Her legs collapse, arms trembling. Her orgasm pours out of her, slick down her thighs, onto the wood beneath her knees. Her mouth opens in a soundless scream, and when I finally release inside her, it’s with a snarl, both hands digging into her waist like I’m trying to fuse her body to mine.

We collapse together—her bent over the desk, my body draped over hers, both of us panting, spent, marked in sweat and lipstick and everything we’ve become.

She turns her head.

Black still smeared on her chin.

She whispers: “Too dark?”

I grab her jaw.

Kiss her again.

Harder.

She twitches beneath me.

Still bent over the desk, skirt bunched at her waist, skin streaked with sweat, cum dripping from the junction of her thighs, thighs trembling like she might collapse if I took a step back.

But I don’t step back.

I’m still inside her.

Softening, but not gone. Not finished. Not even close.

Because she thought that black lipstick was a game. A provocation.

She doesn’t realize what it summoned.

She thought this would end with a kiss.

She’s wrong.

I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her up again—her spine arching, tits heaving, mouth hanging open in a soundless gasp. The desk creaks behind her, papers stuck to her arms with sweat and slick.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I whisper, voice raw. “You think you get to come and collapse like some schoolgirl who got lucky behind the bleachers?”

She whimpers. Shakes her head.

“Say it.”

“N-no, sir.”

I release her hair.

“Hands flat. Legs wide.”

She scrambles back into position. Obedient. Trembling.

I reach around and slap her cunt hard enough that she cries out.

Wet smack. Skin on skin. Her hips jump forward, ass jiggling, a new drip of cum leaking from her.

“You hear that?” I growl. “That’s the sound of a girl who hasn’t learned her lesson.”

She moans into her arm, biting the edge of the desk now to stay quiet.

I grab the back of her neck.

Bend lower.

“Don’t hide from me.”

She lifts her head slowly.

I reach between her legs again. Two fingers, then three, sliding through her mess, still so wet it’s obscene. She gasps. She’s sore already. Her pussy twitches under my touch, clenching reflexively.

“Sensitive?”

She nods.

I twist my fingers inside her. Fast. Deep.

She screams.

“I didn’t ask for noise.”

I slap her ass again, then push deeper. Press up into her sweet spot while my thumb circles her clit like punishment—rough, unforgiving, constant.

She starts shaking.

Her legs begin to give out.

I grab her waist, pull her back onto my fingers, drive them deeper.

“You thought black meant power?” I hiss. “You thought you could walk in here dressed like that and not get used until you forget your name?”

“Please—” she sobs.

I don’t stop.

“Please what?”

She shakes her head, eyes wild. “I-I don’t know—”

“Wrong answer.”

I shove a fourth finger in. Her pussy stretches around me, squelching loud enough to drown her moans. Her back arches. She’s on her toes, ass flushed red from slaps, thighs soaked with spit, slick, and seed.

I don’t give her a break.

My hand pistons in and out.

Hard.

She screams again.

And I grab her throat with my other hand—tight but careful, squeezing just enough to make her vision go blurry, just enough to make her desperate.

“You don’t come unless I say.”

Her head rolls forward, lips shaking. “Y-yes—yes, sir—please—”

I stop moving.

Hold my fingers deep inside her. Still. Frozen.

She’s right on the edge. I can feel it in her pulse. In her pussy fluttering around my hand. Her legs are one twitch from collapsing. Her mouth is working without sound, begging in silent desperation.

“Don’t move,” I whisper. “Don’t come.”

She nods frantically. Nails clawing the desk.

I slowly slide my fingers out.

She gasps. Her entire body shakes. Her cunt spasms helplessly in the emptiness.

Then I grab her by the arm and drag her back.

Spin her around.

Lift her up onto the desk—papers crumpling beneath her thighs—and push her back until she’s lying there, legs hanging over the edge, arms limp.

I stand between her knees and stare.

Her pussy is wrecked. Red. Swollen. Glossy with spit and cum and her own slick. Her lipstick’s smeared again—black and wet and sinful, a smear across her chin and throat like ash from a fire she lit herself.

And her eyes.

Her fucking eyes.

Ruined. Wide. Addicted.

I don’t ask.

I just step in, grip her thighs, and push inside again.

She screams.

Her hands claw for the desk, legs kicking as I fill her again without warning—brutal, relentless, her body reacting like it’s being torn apart and built again in the same breath.

Her head thrashes.

“Too much—” she sobs.

I lean down, grab her wrists, pin them above her head.

“Not enough,” I growl. “Not until I say.”

And then I fuck her hard enough the desk shifts on its legs.

The impact of every thrust rocks her forward. Her moans turn to cries, then to pleas, then to sobs so beautiful I want to carve them into the walls.

She comes again.

I don’t stop.

She comes again—screaming into her own shoulder, trying to muffle it, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

I keep going.

I ruin her.

And when I finally come again, it’s deep inside, hips pressed flat to hers, cock throbbing inside her clenching heat, her name a growl in my mouth as I empty the last of myself into her.

She doesn’t move when I pull out.

Just lies there, dazed, her cunt leaking down the curve of her ass, lips parted, throat raw from trying not to scream.

I pull a tissue from the box.

Wipe the corner of her mouth.

Look down at her.

“You’re not wearing that color again unless you’re ready to be fucked unconscious.”

She smiles.

Barely.

Smudged.

Beautiful.


Chapter 5

Sky still low and gray with morning haze, streets quiet, the city wearing silence like a fresh coat of snow. I’m in a white T-shirt, loose gray sweats, barefoot on hardwood, sipping black coffee at my kitchen island while reading the overnight market reports on a tablet.

I’m not thinking about her.

That’s a lie.

I haven’t stopped thinking about her since Thursday. Since the black lipstick. Since the sound she made when I told her she wouldn’t be allowed to collapse.

Since the way her breath caught—like it surprised her too.

I meant to leave her alone for the weekend. Let the lesson settle. Let her soak in her own aftermath and decide what she wanted the next move to be.

But then there’s a buzz at the door.

Not my phone. Not the building line. The door.

Downstairs lobby. My private penthouse. Only three people have the code.

I set the coffee down. Slide the tablet away.

Step to the security panel on the wall.

Tap.

Camera flickers to life.

And there she is.

Ava.

Outside the downstairs entrance.

No coat. No bag.

Just standing in the light of the lobby chandelier in a short, tight black dress and—

Fuck.

Her lipstick.

Not red.

Not black.

Not pink.

Not even purple.

Deep, dark blue.

Satin finish. Smooth. Cold. The color of bruises that never fade.

She looks up at the camera.

Doesn’t smile.

Just tilts her head—barely—and taps her glossed nail once against her bottom lip.

A question.

An offering.

A threat.

I press the intercom.

“Do you have an invitation?”

“No,” she says. Her voice is calm. Smooth. Almost shy. “Do I need one?”

I hit the door release.

Three minutes later, she’s at my door.

I open it. She walks in.

Still no coat.

Heels clicking on the polished floor like punctuation.

Hair down. Neck bare. Skin dewy from the cool air outside. That dress molded to her like it was poured on.

She doesn’t speak.

Just walks in slow, like she’s done this a thousand times. Like this is her place now, too.

She passes me. The scent of her—rose, heat, danger—follows like a cloud.

Stops in the center of the living room. Turns.

Lets me look.

I do.

Hard.

Her lipstick is unholy.

Deep blue. Oil-slicked. Smooth enough to drown in. Her lips look colder than her body. Dangerous. I want to see them ruined. I want to see them dripping, twitching around my cock, begging for forgiveness and getting none.

She clasps her hands in front of her.

“What does it mean?” I ask, finally stepping toward her.

She licks her bottom lip once. Blue shines in the morning light.

“I don’t know,” she whispers. “I made it up.”

I stop inches from her. Close enough to see the uneven tremble in her breath. She’s playing bold. But I can smell the need radiating off her.

“Dangerous,” I murmur. “Writing new rules without asking.”

She nods. “I hoped you’d punish me for it.”

I say nothing.

Instead, I press my thumb against her bottom lip. Smear it across her cheek. The blue stains fast—vivid against her skin.

I grab her throat. Gentle but firm.

Walk her backward.

She follows.

I back her into the marble island, cold stone kissing the backs of her thighs as I tower over her.

“What are you wearing under this?”

She shakes her head. “Nothing.”

“Prove it.”

She hikes the hem of the dress herself. No panties. No bra. Nothing but smooth, flushed skin and the soft gleam of arousal already blooming between her thighs.

I say nothing.

I just grab her by the waist and lift her—bare ass on the edge of the island, legs spreading instinctively, knees parting for me like a gift wrapped in silence.

Her hands grip the counter behind her. Blue lips parted.

Waiting.

“Touch yourself,” I order.

She doesn’t hesitate.

One hand down.

Two fingers to her clit.

She gasps. Shudders.

I watch.

She’s wet already. Sighing, circling. Her hips roll, her breath falters, her other hand trembling as she braces against the polished stone.

I step back, pull out a stool, sit down.

Watch her from below like I’m seated in some sacred cathedral. Legs spread above me. Pussy dripping. That mouth above glowing like a forbidden god.

Her eyes flutter.

I slap her thigh.

“Don’t come.”

She bites her lip. Whimpers. Rubs slower. Eyes rolling up like she’s trying to float away.

I lean in.

Place my mouth inches from her folds. Close enough to smell her.

Then—one slow breath against her.

She twitches. Gasps.

I slap her clit.

She cries out.

“Keep going.”

She does. But it’s shaky now. Unstable.

“Tell me what you thought this color meant.”

“I d-don’t know,” she moans.

I slap her pussy again. Not hard. Just enough to make her shake.

“Yes you do.”

“I wanted—” she chokes on the words, eyes glassy. “I wanted to be owned. Not used. Not played with. Owned.”

I grip her thighs.

Spread them wider.

“You think this is yours to give?”

She nods. Barely.

I press my tongue to her clit.

She screams.

Her legs slam shut around my shoulders and I let them—savor the pressure as I lap at her slowly, steadily, fucking her with my mouth until she’s coming without permission, hips jerking, hands scrambling, sobbing out my name like it’s the only thing she still remembers.

I lift her limp body into my arms and carry her—dress hiked, legs weak, lipstick smeared all the way up one cheek.

Lay her on the bed.

Climb over her.

“I’m going to take this color away from you,” I whisper against her mouth.

She whimpers.

I kiss her.

Devour her.

Fuck the blue right off her lips.

She’s under me.

Laid out on the dark gray sheets like a canvas, that dress still bunched at her waist, hair wild across my pillows, skin flushed and shining with the sweat of her orgasm. Her legs are open but shaking. Her hands twist in the covers like she doesn’t know where to anchor.

And her lips…

That impossible, blasphemous blue still stains the corners.

Smudged from the kiss.

Ruined at the edges, but not gone.

Not yet.

I’m going to erase it.

One stroke at a time.

I drag my cock along her slit—slow, deliberate—coated in her wetness from my tongue, from the slick that’s been building since she walked into my home without permission.

She gasps. Tries to lift her hips.

I hold her down with a single palm on her stomach. Firm. Final.

“You want it now?” I murmur.

She nods, frantic. “Yes, sir.”

“Too fucking bad.”

I don’t move.

Let her squirm beneath the head of my cock, the tip catching on her clit each time she rolls her hips just enough to almost take me.

But she doesn’t get to decide.

I slide forward—just an inch.

Her breath stutters.

Then I pull back.

She cries out.

“Please—”

I grip her jaw. Press my thumb back to that blue-streaked mouth. Her lips part automatically, tongue flicking out, desperate for contact, for taste, for permission.

“Tell me what this color means now.”

Her voice breaks.

“O-ownership.”

I push into her with one brutal stroke.

All of me.

She screams.

No buildup.

No mercy.

Just cock. Deep. Hard. Final.

I fill her like it’s my right. Like it’s the last thing she’ll ever take.

Her legs wrap around my waist. Her back arches. Her nails rake down my shoulders as I start to move—slow, deliberate thrusts that grind her into the mattress, each one dragging her cunt across my length until she’s gasping with every inch.

“You want to be owned?” I growl. “Then take it.”

She does.

Desperately.

“Say it,” I snap.

“I’m yours,” she moans, broken.

Louder.

“I’m yours!”

I slam into her. Harder. Faster.

The rhythm turns savage. The bedframe groans. Her cries rise with every thrust, high and ragged and uncontained. She clutches at me like she’s afraid of falling apart.

And I want her to.

I want to fuck her through the edge and past it—make her forget the girl who walked in with dark lipstick and new rules.

That girl’s gone.

I bite her throat.

Suck hard enough to leave a mark.

She whimpers. “Please… I’m gonna—”

I stop moving.

She screams. “No—please!”

I smile against her skin. “You think I care what you want?”

She nods anyway. Eyes wide. Lips trembling.

I slide out slowly.

Slick pours down her thighs.

Then I push in again, deeper this time, grinding against her cervix until she writhes beneath me.

I grab her wrists. Pin them above her head.

“My house. My rules.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I come when I want.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You come when I say.”

“Yes—please—please—”

I fuck her. Hard. Deep. Brutal.

She’s clenching, twitching, already on the edge again—soaked, stretched, sobbing.

And this time, I don’t stop.

I drive into her with everything—hips slamming, chest to chest, sweat mixing, mouths gasping against each other until I feel her start to seize under me.

Her orgasm hits like a bomb.

She convulses.

Cries out my name like it’s sacred and forbidden at once.

I hold her down.

Fuck her through it.

Her eyes roll. Her lips twitch.

She’s not breathing right.

Perfect.

Then I finish—deep, hard, pulsing inside her until she’s stuffed full of it. Her pussy milks me, hot and wet and mine, her thighs twitching around my waist as I go still inside her.

We stay like that.

Breathing.

Wrecked.

Pressed together.

I lift off her slowly.

Her legs fall open. Cum leaks from her, thick and hot, sliding across her thighs in slow, ruined trails.

Her lipstick is completely gone now.

Just a shadow of blue at the corners.

I thumb it.

Then trail that same thumb down between her breasts, across her navel, to the mess between her legs.

She flinches when I touch her there.

Raw. Oversensitive. Owned.

I smile.

“Get cleaned up,” I say. “Shower’s down the hall.”

She doesn’t move for a beat.

Then she blinks, sits up, and stumbles toward the bathroom with her dress still hiked up and my cum painting her thighs.

I watch her go.

When the door clicks shut, I walk to my desk.

Open the drawer.

Pull out a small, square box.

Inside: a new lipstick.

Black case. Silver trim.

Color unknown.

I set it on her folded clothes.

No name.

No shade.

No instructions.

She’ll know what to do with it.

Steam curls under the bathroom door.

The sound of water echoes faintly—soft splash, the thud of a shampoo bottle, the subtle movements of her rinsing off my cum, washing the evidence of ownership from her skin while knowing it’s still buried deep inside her.

I wait.

Let her take her time.

Because when she walks out of that shower, she’ll think she’s clean.

She isn’t.

Not even close.

I pick up the black box and carry it to the bedroom. Set it carefully on the vanity counter, next to the mirror, right where the light strikes it just so. Then I strip. Shirt. Pants. Watch. Everything. Leave it in a heap. Naked. Ready.

She appears in the doorway a few minutes later.

Wrapped in a towel.

Hair dripping.

Fresh-faced.

She freezes when she sees me.

Sees the box.

Her breath hitches.

She walks forward slowly, water still dripping down her legs, feet silent on the hardwood. The towel barely covers her. She’s clutching it tighter now, like she’s already shaking beneath my gaze.

I nod toward the counter.

“Open it.”

She obeys.

Fingers trembling as she flips the lid.

Inside:

A lipstick.

Color: obsidian red.

Black with a twist of blood. The kind of red that shouldn’t exist. Oil-slicked and violent. Like something that stains floors after bad things happen. Iridescent. Sinful.

Her eyes widen.

“You’ll wear that,” I say. “But not yet.”

I walk behind her. Take the lipstick from her hand.

Twist the cap.

The color gleams under the mirror light. Smooth. Rich. Heavy.

“Sit.”

She does.

Cross-legged on the padded vanity stool. Towel still wrapped around her, but loosening now. Her shoulders bare. Neck vulnerable.

I kneel behind her.

One hand slides into her hair, grips the base of her skull. Tilts her head gently, angling her chin.

The other brings the lipstick to her mouth.

She parts her lips automatically. Breath held. Eyes on her own reflection.

I trace her upper lip slowly, carefully—pulling the pigment from corner to corner, shaping it with ruthless precision.

Lower lip next.

She shudders.

The stick drags across her mouth with a soft, wet sound. That thick, satin glide of cream and threat. The color blooms with each stroke—black-red, metallic, hungry.

“Don’t move,” I whisper.

She doesn’t.

I finish the line. Step back.

She stares at herself.

Her reflection is wrong now. Dark. Otherworldly. Her lips gleam like lacquered sin. Her body’s soft from the shower, skin flushed, bare, glowing. But her mouth… her mouth looks like it belongs to someone dangerous.

Someone who gets fucked.

“Stand up.”

She does.

I pull the towel from her body. Let it drop to the floor.

She’s bare. Pale. Wet. Her thighs press together instinctively.

“Hands on the counter. Lean forward.”

She bends.

Nude.

Face inches from the mirror.

Lips painted like a demon’s promise.

I step behind her. Press the head of my cock between her thighs and slide forward—slow, cruel, splitting her open again. Her breath stutters, fogs the glass.

And when I bottom out—balls tight against her dripping pussy—I don’t move.

Not yet.

I grip her chin, force her face up.

“Look at yourself.”

She does.

Her mouth opens in a moan as I start to move. Her breath fogs the mirror. Her hands scramble for purchase on the slick surface, but I catch them—pin her wrists to the counter.

My cock slams into her. Again. Again.

Faster.

The mirror shakes.

The counter thuds.

And her lipstick smears.

Each thrust rocks her forward. Her mouth hits the glass. Leaves perfect prints—red-black smudges shaped like worship. Like surrender. Like proof.

She watches her own ruin.

Lips streaked.

Cheeks flushed.

Eyes wild.

“I want you to see what I do to you,” I growl. “See how you look when you’re being owned.”

She moans—high and helpless.

I lift one leg onto the counter, opening her wider, fucking her deeper. Her breasts bounce against the glass. Her slick runs down her thighs. Her cunt sucks at me with greedy desperation.

And that color on her lips?

Wrecked.

Smeared across her chin, up her cheek, onto the mirror like warpaint. Her lipstick is everywhere except her mouth now.

“Look what a mess you made,” I hiss.

She whimpers. “I can’t—I’m gonna—”

“You’ll come when I say.”

She tries to hold back.

Fails.

She breaks apart in gasping, body-wracking spasms—legs shaking, knees buckling, hands smearing sweat across the mirror as her orgasm rips through her like a sob.

I keep going.

Pounding into her until she’s crying. Until she’s moaning my name like it’s an apology.

And when I come, it’s with a growl against her ear—flooding her again, deep and hot, my hands wrapped in her ruined, painted hair as I sink my teeth into her shoulder.

We collapse together.

Bodies stuck with sweat. Her face smeared against the glass. My cum dripping down her thighs.

The mirror’s painted with her. Smudges. Kisses. Tears. Lipstick.

A monument.

I grab the tube from the counter. Cap it. Set it back in the box.

She watches me in the glass—wrecked, red, wet.

“What’s that one called?” she asks.

I lean down.

Kiss her once.

Smear it even more.

Whisper into her ear:

“Mine.”
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The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance

She walked into my woods.

Now she’s not walking out.

She was shivering, scared, looking for a way home.

I gave her a bed.

Then I tied her wrists, spread her legs, and made her mine.

She told me to stop. Her pussy begged me to keep going.

Now she moans in her sleep while I take her slow and deep. She leaks when I leave her empty. She twitches when I tell her what I’m going to do next.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she was made for this.

To be used.

To be ruined.

To be bred.

And I’m going to keep filling her until her body forgets anything else.

The Cabin: A Dark Captive Breeding Romance is a filthy, high-heat novella told entirely from the obsessed male POV. No cliffhanger, no escape—just unrelenting, raw, ruin-you dark romance.

🔥 Inside you’ll find:

Dubcon / noncon
Breeding kink
Captive / Stockholm spiral
Sleep play
Spit, spit, more spit
Spanking & rimming
Multiple creampies
He’s obsessed. She’s addicted.
If you’re looking for polite love stories, keep walking.

If you want to be wrecked until you forget your name—

Come inside

Given to the Biker: A Dark, Possessive MC Romance

I asked for peace.

What I got was her.

Daisy.

The Iron Vultures president’s daughter.

Too sweet for the life she was born into.

Too innocent for a man like me.

But when her daddy came crawling to the table, begging for a truce, I made my demand.

Give me the girl.

No money. No territory. Just her.

Soft. Obedient. Mine.

Now she’s tucked away in that mountain cabin, waiting.

He told her to be good. To obey.

She doesn’t know I’ve been watching her for years.

She doesn’t know I’m not just gonna take her once.

I’m going to own her.

Breed her.

Wreck her sweet little body until she forgets her name and only remembers one word: mine.

She’s not stolen.

She’s given.

And I never give back.

Given to the Biker is a short, dark, obsessive MC romance told entirely from the hero’s point of view. Expect possessive heat, free use, sleep play, and a breeding kink that ends in a ring, a baby, and a girl who never walks the same again

In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.

The House He Claimed: One Man’s House. Another Man’s Claim

The House He Claimed

One man’s house. Another man’s claim.

He brought me into their home.

He thought I was part of a program.

Thought I was temporary.

He didn’t read the fine print.

I watched her for years before I ever crossed their threshold. I knew everything—her routine, her voice, the way she kissed him like she was pretending. And when I walked into their life with a smile and a stack of papers, I wasn’t just invited in.

I was claiming the whole house.

Now I take her when I want. On the kitchen table. In their bed. In front of him. She opens for me without hesitation, moans when I touch her, leans into every slow thrust like she was made to carry what I give her.

She was supposed to be his wife.

She’s not anymore.

And soon, even her womb will forget him.

What You’ll Find Inside:

Freeuse kink
Breeding obsession & multiple pregnancies
Cuckold husband dynamic
Sleep play & casual use
Ritualistic domination
Public possession & humiliation
Soft aftercare & complete control
Long-term power shift
No safewords. No apologies.
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