
        
            
                
            
        

    
The clink of crystal echoed through the gilded ballroom, a symphony of opulence that made my head spin. I adjusted the strap of my borrowed gown—thank you, Emily, for the last-minute rescue—and tried to blend into the crowd. Easier said than done, I thought, as I clutched my champagne flute like a lifeline. The room was a sea of tuxedos and couture, and here I was, a nobody from Brixton, pretending to belong.

“You look lost,” a voice purred beside me, low and smooth, like whiskey over ice. I turned, and there he was. Him. The kind of man who didn’t just enter a room—he owned it. Tall, with a jawline that could cut glass and eyes that seemed to see straight through me. His suit was tailored to perfection, and the faint scent of sandalwood and something else—something rich, unplaceable—wrapped around me like a vice.

“I think I am,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly despite my best efforts. “First time at one of these things.”

He tilted his head, studying me with an intensity that made my skin prickle. “And yet,” he said, stepping closer, “you’re the most interesting person here.”

I laughed, a nervous, breathy sound. “You must need glasses if I’m the most interesting person in a room full of billionaires.”

His lips curved into a smirk, and the room seemed to tilt on its axis. “Oh, I assure you, my vision is perfect. And you, darling, are anything but ordinary.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. What is happening? I wasn’t used to this kind of attention, let alone from someone who looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine spread.

“Liam,” he said, extending a hand. His fingers were long, elegant, and when they closed around mine, I felt a jolt of electricity race up my arm. “Liam Hartley.”

Hartley. The name clicked in my mind like a puzzle piece slotting into place. Of course. Liam Hartley, the tech billionaire who’d been plastered across every financial and gossip rag for the past year. The man who’d turned a garage startup into a global empire before he’d even turned thirty. And now he was standing here, holding my hand like I mattered.

“Sophie,” I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. “Sophie Clarke.”

“Sophie,” he repeated, my name rolling off his tongue like a caress. “It suits you.”

The conversation flowed effortlessly after that. We talked about everything and nothing—his travels, my work as a freelance journalist, the absurdity of the event we were both attending. His laugh was low and intimate, and every time his hand brushed mine, I felt a spark that left me breathless.

“You’re not like the others,” he said after a while, his gaze locked on mine. “You’re... real.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And the others aren’t?”

He leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “The others are playing a game. But you... you’re not even aware there’s a game being played.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. What is he doing to me? This man, this billionaire, was unraveling me with just a few words, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to stop.

“Come with me,” he said suddenly, his tone leaving no room for argument. “I have something to show you.”

“What, like right now?” I glanced around the room, half-expecting someone to stop us.

“Now,” he confirmed, taking my hand in his. His grip was firm, commanding, and I found myself following him without hesitation. We wove through the crowd, his presence parting the sea of people like Moses with the Red Sea. The whispers and sidelong glances followed us, but he didn’t seem to care. Neither did I.

We stepped out into the cool London night, the city’s skyline glittering like a jewel box. A sleek black car was waiting at the curb, the driver holding the door open expectantly.

“Where are we going?” I asked as he helped me inside, his hand lingering on my back just a moment too long.

He slid in beside me, the car’s interior bathed in soft, warm light. “You’ll see.”

The drive was short but surreal. I felt like I’d stumbled into some kind of dream, where the rules of reality didn’t apply. He kept his hand on mine the entire time, his thumb brushing over my knuckles in a way that made my breath hitch.

When the car finally stopped, I looked out the window and gasped. “Is that... a yacht?”

“My yacht,” he corrected, his voice laced with a hint of amusement. “Come on.”

He led me onto the dock, the boards creaking softly beneath our feet. The yacht was a monolith of modern design, all sleek lines and polished surfaces, with a name emblazoned on the side in bold silver letters: Elysium.

“Welcome to my world,” he said, gesturing for me to step on board. I hesitated for a moment, then took his hand and let him guide me up the gangway.

The interior was even more breathtaking than the outside, if that was possible. Plush leather couches, a crystal chandelier, floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a panoramic view of the Thames—it was like something out of a movie.

“What do you think?” he asked, watching me carefully.

“I think...” I turned to face him, my heart racing. “I think I have no idea what I’m doing here.”

He stepped closer, his eyes dark and intense. “You’re here because I want you here. Because I saw you in that room full of people, and I knew I had to know more.”

His words hung in the air between us, heavy with unspoken possibilities. I felt my resolve crumbling, the walls I’d built around myself beginning to crack under the weight of his gaze.

“Sophie,” he said softly, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, and it made my knees weak. “I don’t do this often. But with you... it’s different.”

“Different how?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sound of my own heartbeat.

He leaned in, his lips so close to mine that I could feel the warmth of his breath. “Different in a way that scares me,” he admitted, his voice rough with emotion. “And if there’s one thing I don’t do, it’s run from what scares me.”

Before I could respond, he pulled back, a playful glint in his eyes. “But that’s enough seriousness for one night. Let me show you the rest of the boat.”

We strolled along the deck, the moonlight casting a silvery glow over the polished wood and gleaming metal. The air was warm, carrying the faint scent of salt and something floral—perhaps the jasmine that twined around the railings. Liam’s hand brushed against mine, sending a shiver up my spine. His touch was deliberate, yet casual, as if he couldn’t help himself.

“So,” I started, trying to break the tension that had settled between us. “You’ve shown me the boat, the bar, the… everything. What’s next? A tour of the engine room?”

He chuckled, a low, rich sound that made my stomach flutter. “I could show you the engine room. Or…” he paused, turning to face me, his eyes glinting with mischief, “we could talk about why you’re really here.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean? You invited me. I thought—”

“Sophie,” he interrupted gently, his tone softening. “You’re not like the others. You don’t care about the money, the status. You’re… real. And I want to know why you said yes.”

I hesitated, my heart racing. Because you make me feel alive. Because I can’t stop thinking about you. But I couldn’t say that. Instead, I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Maybe I just wanted to see what all the fuss was about. Or maybe I was curious about the man behind the empire.”

He stepped closer, his gaze locking with mine. “And what have you discovered?”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. “That you’re not what I expected. You’re… more. And that scares me.”

Before he could respond, a loud splash cut through the quiet night. We both turned sharply toward the sound, my heart leaping into my throat. Near the edge of the yacht, a figure struggled in the water, flailing and shouting something unintelligible.

“What the—” Liam’s voice was sharp, his usual calm demeanor slipping. “Someone’s in the water!”

I stepped closer to the railing, peering down. “Do you think they fell?”

“No,” he said, his voice low and tense. “They were watching us. I saw them.”

My stomach dropped. “Watching us? Why?”

Liam didn’t answer. Instead, he grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the edge, his grip firm. “We need to go. Now.”

“What? Why? What’s going on?”

He didn’t stop moving, guiding me toward a narrow door that led below deck. “I’ll explain later. Just trust me.”

I wanted to argue, to demand answers, but the urgency in his voice stopped me. We descended a narrow staircase, the sound of hurried footsteps echoing behind us. Liam led me into a dimly lit room filled with monitors and blinking lights—a command center of some sort.

“Stay here,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for debate. He grabbed a radio from the console and spoke into it, his voice calm but authoritative. “Prepare to set sail. Now.”

The yacht jerked suddenly, the engines roaring to life. I stumbled, grabbing onto the edge of a table to steady myself. Liam was already on the move, barking orders into the radio as the boat picked up speed.

“Liam!” I shouted, my voice barely audible over the noise. “What’s happening?”

He turned to me, his expression grim. “Someone’s after me. And now, they’re after you.”

My heart pounded in my chest. “What? Why? Who?”

“It’s complicated,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “But I need you to trust me. I’ll keep you safe.”

I stared at him, my mind racing. This wasn’t how tonight was supposed to go. I’d expected glamour, maybe a little flirtation, but not… this. “Liam, I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

He sighed, stepping closer. “I’m being hunted. By people who want what I have. And now, they’ve seen us together. They think you’re a part of this, and that makes you a target.”

I shook my head, disbelief turning to panic. “A target? Liam, I’m a journalist. I don’t even know what you’re talking about!”

“I know,” he said, his voice softening. “But they don’t care. They’ll use you to get to me. That’s why we need to leave. Now.”

The yacht surged forward, the force of the engines vibrating through the floor. I could feel the panic rising in my chest, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “What about the person in the water? Did they—”

“They’ll be fine,” he said quickly. “My crew will take care of it. Right now, we need to focus on getting out of here.”

I nodded numbly, my mind still reeling. This couldn’t be real. It felt like a scene from one of the movies I’d watched growing up, not something that could actually happen. And yet, here I was, on a billionaire’s yacht, running from… what? Assassins? Thieves? I didn’t even know.

Liam’s hand on my arm brought me back to the present. “Sophie,” he said, his voice steady. “I need you to stay with me. Can you do that?”

I met his gaze, the intensity in his eyes grounding me. “Yes,” I whispered. “I’ll stay with you.”

He nodded, a small, relieved smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “Good. Because I’m not letting anything happen to you.”

The boat rocked slightly as it cut through the waves, the sound of the engines a constant hum in the background. I could feel the tension in the air, the weight of the situation pressing down on me. But in that moment, with Liam’s hand on my arm and his eyes locked on mine, I felt… safe. Or at least, as safe as I could be under the circumstances.

“So,” I said, trying to lighten the mood, “what’s the plan? Are we going to outrun them? Or is this where you reveal you’re secretly a spy or something?”

He chuckled, the sound easing some of the tension. “Not a spy. But I’ve got a few tricks up my sleeve.”

Before he could elaborate, the radio crackled to life. “Mr. Hartley, we’ve got company. Two vessels, approaching fast.”

Liam’s expression darkened. He grabbed the radio, his voice sharp. “Understood. Prepare for evasive maneuvers.”

He turned to me, his gaze serious. “Stay close to me. And whatever happens, don’t panic.”

I nodded, my heart pounding. “Got it. No panicking. Easy.”

He gave me a reassuring smile before turning back to the monitors, his focus shifting to the task at hand. I watched him, my mind racing. This wasn’t the night I’d expected. But as the yacht sped across the dark water, the threat of unseen danger looming behind us, I couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of exhilaration. Because for the first time in my life, I wasn’t just watching the story unfold—I was a part of it.

And with Liam by my side, I was ready for whatever came next.

The next morning, I woke to the soft hum of the yacht’s engines and the gentle sway of the ocean beneath me. Sunlight streamed through the porthole, casting a warm glow over the luxurious cabin. For a moment, I forgot the chaos of the night before. Then it all came rushing back—the intruder, the chase, the fear. But here I was, safe and alive, and for now, that was enough.

I stretched lazily, the silk sheets slipping off my skin as I sat up. My borrowed gown hung over the back of a chair, a reminder of how out of place I’d felt at the ball. But here, in this floating sanctuary, I felt surprisingly at ease. Liam had given me this room, insisting I take it while he handled “things.” I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I trusted him. Or at least, I was trying to.

I padded to the ensuite bathroom, still groggy from sleep. The door was ajar, and I pushed it open without thinking, my mind still foggy. The sight that greeted me stopped me in my tracks.

Liam stood under the shower, steam rising around him like a halo. Water cascaded down his broad shoulders, tracing the contours of his muscular frame. His head was tilted back, his eyes closed, and the faintest hint of a smile played on his lips. He looked... beautiful. There was no other word for it.

My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, I couldn’t move. I should have turned away, should have left before he noticed me. But I couldn’t. My eyes lingered, tracing the water as it slid down his chest, over his abs, and lower—

His eyes snapped open, and our gazes locked. I froze, my cheeks burning. “I—I’m so sorry,” I stammered, backing away. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Sophie,” he said, his voice low and amused. “It’s fine.”

I didn’t wait to hear more. I turned and fled, my heart racing. I shut the door behind me, leaning against it as I tried to catch my breath. What the hell was wrong with me? I’d just walked in on him showering, and instead of leaving immediately, I’d stood there like some kind of creep. And now he’d caught me.

I groaned, burying my face in my hands. This was mortifying. But even as embarrassment flooded me, a different feeling stirred deep within. A heat that I couldn’t ignore. My skin tingled, and my pulse quickened at the memory of his body, glistening under the water.

I shook my head, trying to push the image away. Focus, Sophie. Get dressed. Do something. But as I pulled on a T-shirt and shorts, my mind kept drifting back to him. The way he’d looked at me, not angry or annoyed, but... intrigued. And that voice. God, that voice. Smooth like whiskey, it had sent shivers down my spine.

I needed a distraction. I left the cabin, wandering the yacht aimlessly. The crew was busy, and Liam was nowhere to be seen. I felt adrift, both literally and figuratively. The events of the past twenty-four hours had been a whirlwind, and now, with nothing to do, my mind was free to wander. And wander it did, straight back to Liam.

Eventually, I found myself in the lounge, a spacious room with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the endless ocean. I sank into a plush sofa, my thoughts spiraling. Why did I feel this way? Why him? We barely knew each other, and yet, there was something about him that drew me in. His confidence, his intensity, the way he made me feel seen. It was intoxicating.

But it wasn’t just that. There was a vulnerability in him too, a depth that he hid behind his polished exterior. I’d glimpsed it last night, in the way he’d protected me, the way he’d opened up to me. And it made me want to know more.

My hand drifted between my legs almost unconsciously, the memory of his body in the shower still fresh in my mind. I shouldn’t. Not here. Not now. But the desire was too strong to ignore. I let my fingers brush against my clit, a soft moan escaping my lips as pleasure coursed through me.

I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. My fingers moved faster, and I bit my lip to stifle another moan. The heat between my legs grew, and I imagined it was him touching me, his hands exploring my body, his voice whispering in my ear.

“Sophie,” that voice said, and my eyes flew open.

Liam stood in the doorway, his gaze fixed on me. He didn’t look away, didn’t seem embarrassed or shocked. Instead, there was a hunger in his eyes that mirrored my own.

I froze, my hand still between my legs. “I—I didn’t hear you,” I stammered, my face flushing.

He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him. “Don’t stop,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

My heart raced, and for a moment, I considered stopping. But the look in his eyes, the way he watched me with such intensity, made it impossible. My fingers moved again, my eyes locking with his as I let myself get lost in the moment.

He crossed the room in a few quick strides, sinking into the sofa beside me. His eyes never left mine as I touched myself, his gaze dark with desire. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

I whimpered, my fingers pressing harder against my clit as pleasure built within me. He reached out, his hand brushing against my knee, and I shuddered at the contact.

“Can I touch you?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, unable to form words. His hand moved up my thigh, his touch sending shivers through me. He leaned in closer, his breath warm against my skin as his fingers replaced mine.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my head falling back against the sofa. His touch was electric, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through me. I could feel myself getting closer, the tension building until I was on the edge.

“Come for me, Sophie,” he whispered, his voice like velvet.

And I did. My body arched as waves of pleasure crashed over me, my moans filling the room. He didn’t stop, his fingers continuing to move until I was wrung out, my body trembling with the aftershocks.

I opened my eyes, meeting his gaze. There was a fire in them now, a hunger that made my breath catch.

“Your turn,” I whispered, my voice shaky.

A slow smile spread across his face. “Oh, Sophie,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “This is just the beginning.”

Liam’s words hung in the air, heavy with promise. This is just the beginning. My heart thrummed in my chest, a wild rhythm that matched the sway of the yacht beneath us. He hadn’t moved, hadn’t glanced away, his gaze locked on mine like he was waiting for me to make the first move.

I wasn’t sure what to do next. My body was still humming from his touch, my mind foggy with desire, but there was something else lingering in the air between us—a challenge, unspoken but palpable. Liam wasn’t just a man; he was a force, and I could feel the weight of his attention like a physical thing.

“What kind of beginning?” I asked, my voice softer than I intended.

His smirk deepened, and he leaned back against the couch, spreading his legs slightly. The movement was casual, but it was also an invitation, one that sent a rush of heat straight to my core.

“The kind where we make things…interesting,” he said, his tone low and smooth. “How about this? A million dollars. For every time you make me cum.”

I blinked, sure I’d misheard him. “A…million dollars?”

He nodded, his expression unreadable. “You seem like someone who likes a challenge. And I’m feeling…generous tonight.”

My breath hitched. A million dollars. The number was absurd, impossible, and yet the way he said it made it sound so simple. Like it was just another game to him, another way to assert the kind of control only a man like Liam Hartley could wield.

But there was something in his eyes, something that made me think this wasn’t just about the money. It was about me. About seeing how far I’d go, how much I’d give.

I swallowed, my throat dry. “And if I can’t?”

He tilted his head, his smile turning wicked. “Oh, Sophie. I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.”

His confidence was infuriating—and intoxicating. I could feel my pulse quicken, my skin flushing with the kind of heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment. He was daring me, and I wasn’t about to back down.

“Okay,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “But you’d better keep your word.”

His laugh was low and dark, sending a shiver down my spine. “Oh, sweetheart. I always do.”

I moved closer, my heart racing as I knelt between his legs. His scent surrounded me—sandalwood and something richer, something that made my head spin. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for his belt, my fingers fumbling with the buckle.

He didn’t say anything, didn’t move, but I could feel his gaze on me, intense and unrelenting. It made my skin prickle, my breath come faster. Finally, I managed to undo his belt and unzip his pants, my fingers brushing against the hard length of him through the fabric.

I hesitated, glancing up at him. His expression was unreadable, his eyes dark with desire.

“Go on,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’m waiting.”

I took a deep breath, my fingers curling around him as I pulled him free. He was already hard, his skin hot against my palm. My mouth watered instinctively, and I leaned in, my tongue flicking lightly against the tip.

He groaned, a low, rough sound that sent a jolt of pleasure straight through me. Encouraged, I took more of him into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the length of him as I moved. His hands gripped the edge of the couch, his knuckles turning white, and I could feel the tension in his body, the way he was holding himself back.

I wanted to see him lose control.

I increased the pace, my lips closing around him as I took him deeper, my tongue pressing against the sensitive underside. His breath hitched, his hips bucking slightly, and I could feel the way his muscles tensed, the way his body was responding to me.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “Just like that.”

My hands slid up his thighs, my fingers digging into the muscles there as I continued to move, my mouth working him with a rhythm that was equal parts confidence and desperation. I could feel him thickening in my mouth, his body tensing as he got closer, and I didn’t stop, didn’t slow down.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

I didn’t pull away. Instead, I took him deeper, my throat relaxing around him as he let out a low, guttural groan. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me in place as his hips jerked, and I could feel the hot rush of him filling my mouth, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

I swallowed, my lips still wrapped around him as he came down, his breathing ragged. When I finally pulled away, my lips were slick, and I could still taste him on my tongue.

Liam’s eyes were heavy-lidded, his chest rising and falling as he stared down at me. There was something in his gaze, something dark and possessive, that made my stomach tighten.

“You’re good at that,” he said, his voice rough. “But I think you can do better.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Better?”

He reached out, his fingers brushing against my cheek. “Oh, sweetheart. We’re just getting started.”

Before I could respond, he was pulling me up, his hands gripping my hips as he flipped me onto my back. My breath caught as he hovered over me, his body pressing into mine, his eyes burning with intent.

“A million dollars,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear. “For every time you make me cum. And trust me, Sophie…you’re going to earn it.”

Liam’s words hung in the air, heavy with promise and desire. My heart pounded in my chest, my body already responding to the heat of his gaze. I could feel the weight of the challenge, the thrill of it coursing through me. But more than that, I could feel him. His body pressed against mine, every inch of him radiating power and control.

This was it. The moment I’d been both dreading and craving. I wasn’t just playing his game anymore—I was in it. And I was determined to win.

His lips found mine in a searing kiss, his tongue sliding against my own with a dominance that left me breathless. I moaned into his mouth, my hands gripping his shoulders as he deepened the kiss, his hands roaming over my body with a possessiveness that set me on fire.

He pulled back, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you ready, Sophie?” he murmured, his voice rough and low.

I nodded, my breath coming in short gasps. “I’m ready.”

He smirked, that playful, dangerous smirk that sent shivers down my spine. “Good.”

In one swift movement, he reached down, his fingers sliding between my legs. I gasped as he found me already wet, my body betraying just how much I wanted him. He chuckled, his fingers teasing me, drawing out the pleasure until I was trembling beneath him.

“You’re so fucking wet for me,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. “I can’t wait to feel you.”

I moaned, my hips arching into his touch. “Please, Liam.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled his hand away, and I could hear the rustle of fabric as he stripped off his boxers. Then he was back, his body pressing into mine, his cock hard and hot against my thigh.

I reached down, wrapping my hand around him, feeling the weight of him in my palm. He hissed, his hips bucking into my touch as I stroked him, my fingers sliding over the length of him.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

I smirked, feeling a surge of power as I guided him to my entrance. “Then die happy,” I whispered.

And then he was inside me, filling me in one long, slow thrust that left me gasping for air. I could feel every inch of him, stretching me, claiming me in a way that was almost overwhelming.

God, he felt so good.

He paused, his breath hot against my neck as he let me adjust to him. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice rough with need.

I moaned, my nails digging into his back as I rocked my hips, urging him to move. He didn’t need any more encouragement. He pulled back, then thrust into me again, harder this time, setting a rhythm that had me moaning his name.

Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through me, my body tightening around him as he pushed me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a pressure in my core that was almost unbearable.

“Liam, I’m close,” I gasped, my hands clutching at him as he drove into me again and again.

“Come for me, Sophie,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Let me feel you.”

And then I was falling, my body convulsing around him as the pleasure washed over me. I cried out, my nails digging into his skin as he continued to thrust into me, drawing out my orgasm until I was trembling beneath him.

He groaned, his hips stuttering as he reached his own climax, his body shuddering as he buried himself deep inside me. I could feel him pulsing, his warmth filling me as he emptied himself with a low, guttural moan.

We lay there for a moment, both of us breathless and spent. But then he was pulling out, his cock still hard as he looked down at me with a wicked grin.

“One million down,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Are you ready to earn the next one?”

I nodded, my body already beginning to respond to the heat in his gaze. “I’m ready.”

He smirked, his hands gripping my hips as he flipped me onto my stomach. I gasped as he positioned himself behind me, his cock pressing against my entrance once more.

“Then let’s get to work,” he growled.

And then he was inside me again, his thrusts harder, faster this time as he set a relentless pace. I moaned, my body writhing beneath him as he drove me towards another climax.

This man was going to ruin me. And I was going to let him.

He pushed me to the edge again, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me, his breath hot against my neck. I could feel my orgasm building, a coil of pleasure that threatened to unravel with every thrust.

“Come for me, Sophie,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

And I did, my body convulsing around him as the pleasure washed over me. He groaned, his hips stuttering as he followed me over the edge, his warmth filling me once more.

He pulled out, his breath coming in short gasps as he looked down at me with a satisfied smirk. “Two million,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

But he wasn’t done. Not yet.

He flipped me onto my back again, his hands spreading my legs as he positioned himself between them. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the desire that had only been temporarily sated.

“One more, Sophie,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Can you handle it?”

I nodded, my body already responding to the heat in his gaze. “I can handle it.”

He smirked, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust into me once more, setting a pace that had me crying out his name. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through me, my body tightening around him as he pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

“Come for me, Sophie,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

And I did, my body convulsing around him as the pleasure washed over me. He groaned, his hips stuttering as he followed me over the edge, his warmth filling me for the third time.

He pulled out, his breath coming in short gasps as he looked down at me with a satisfied smirk. “Three million,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

But he wasn’t done. Not yet.

Liam’s smirk deepened as he reached for a glass of water, his body still glistening with a sheen of sweat. “We’re docking in four hours,” he said casually, his voice low and smooth, like he was sharing a secret. “You’ve got time to make a lot more money, Sophie.” His eyes locked onto mine, that piercing gaze that sent a shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. The air between us was electric, charged with a tension that made it hard to breathe. He was testing me, pushing me, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to run or lean into it. But the challenge in his voice—that undeniable confidence—was like a spark to my already simmering desire.

“How much more?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly despite my attempt to sound composed.

He chuckled, a low, rich sound that made my stomach flip. “As much as you can take,” he replied, his tone teasing yet pointed. “But don’t think it’ll be easy. I’ll make you work for it.”

I felt my cheeks flush, but I held his gaze, determined not to back down. “I’m not afraid of a little hard work,” I said, my voice stronger now, a hint of defiance creeping in.

Liam’s grin widened, and he stepped closer, his hand brushing against my arm. “Good. Because I plan to push you to your limits.”

Before I could respond, he turned and walked toward the lounge, leaving me standing there, my pulse racing. I knew this was a game—a dangerous, intoxicating game—but I couldn’t deny the thrill of it. The idea of earning more, of proving myself, was irresistible. And deep down, I wanted to see just how far he would take this.

I followed him, my steps tentative but determined. The yacht swayed gently beneath us, the sound of the waves crashing against the hull adding a rhythmic backdrop to the tension filling the room. Liam was already seated on the plush sofa, his legs spread casually, his expression one of relaxed anticipation.

“So,” he said, his voice a low purr, “where do you want to start?”

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. Then, without giving myself time to second-guess, I dropped to my knees in front of him. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the waistband of his pants, but I forced myself to steady them. This was my chance to take control, to show him I wasn’t just a passive participant in this game.

Liam watched me intently, his eyes dark with desire as I slowly undid the button and zipper of his pants. My breath hitched as I pulled them down, revealing the hard length of him. He was already aroused, and the sight sent a jolt of heat straight to my core.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

I glanced up at him, my cheeks burning at the praise, but I didn’t stop. I leaned forward, my lips brushing against the tip of him before taking him into my mouth. Liam groaned, his hands tangling in my hair as I began to move, my tongue swirling around him in slow, deliberate strokes.

But I didn’t stop there. My hands slid up his thighs, my fingers pressing into the soft flesh of his inner thighs as I worked him with my mouth. I could feel him tensing beneath me, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re good at this.”

I pulled back slightly, my lips still brushing against him as I spoke. “That’s not all I can do,” I whispered, my voice dripping with a confidence I didn’t know I had.

Before he could respond, I shifted my position, my hands sliding around to his backside. My fingers pressed lightly against his entrance, and I felt him tense beneath me.

“What are you—” he started, but his words broke off into a groan as I applied gentle pressure. His hips bucked slightly, and I could feel him surrendering to the sensation.

“Trust me,” I murmured, my voice soft but firm.

Liam’s breath hitched, but he didn’t stop me. His hands tightened in my hair as I continued to press against him, my fingers working in slow, deliberate circles. I could feel him getting harder in my mouth, his body responding to every touch.

I kept going, my movements steady and unhurried, until I felt him on the edge. “Come for me, Liam,” I whispered against him, the words barely audible.

He groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled into my mouth, his body shuddering with the force of his release. I stayed with him, swallowing every drop, until he finally relaxed, his hands loosening their grip on my hair.

“Four million,” he murmured, his voice hoarse.

I looked up at him, a small smile playing on my lips. “Not bad for a start,” I said, my voice teasing.

Liam chuckled, a low, sated sound that made my stomach flutter. “You’re full of surprises, Sophie,” he said, his eyes dark with admiration.

I didn’t respond, instead standing up and moving to straddle him. His hands immediately found my hips, holding me there as I leaned in, my lips brushing against his ear. “You haven’t seen anything yet,” I whispered, my voice dripping with promise.

His grip tightened on my hips, and I could feel him hardening beneath me again. “Prove it,” he growled, his voice low and challenging.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached behind me, positioning him at my entrance before sinking down onto him with a slow, deliberate movement. Liam groaned, his hands gripping my hips tightly as I began to move, my body taking control in a way that left him breathless.

The pace was slow at first, my movements deliberate as I worked him inside me. But as the tension built, I could feel myself losing control, my hips moving faster, harder, until we were both panting, our bodies slick with sweat.

“Sophie,” Liam muttered, his voice strained. “You’re going to kill me.”

I smirked, leaning in to whisper in his ear. “That’s the idea,” I said, my voice trembling with the effort of holding back my own climax.

His hands tightened on my hips, and with a few final, hard thrusts, he came again, his body shuddering beneath me. I followed him over the edge, my own release crashing over me in waves, leaving us both breathless and spent.

“Five million,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction.

I smiled, sliding off him and collapsing onto the sofa beside him. My body was exhausted, but my mind was racing. This was more than just a game now—it was a battle of wills, a test of endurance, and I wasn’t ready to back down.

Liam turned to look at me, his eyes dark with an intensity that made my stomach flip. “You’re not done yet, are you?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

I met his gaze, a small smile playing on my lips. “Not even close,” I said, my voice dripping with challenge.

He grinned, his hand reaching out to brush against my cheek. “Good,” he murmured. “Because neither am I.”

Before I could respond, he leaned in, his lips capturing mine in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. I melted into it, my body responding to his touch in a way that left me breathless.

When he finally pulled back, his eyes were dark with desire. “Let’s see how much more you can take, Sophie,” he said, his voice low and dangerous.

I smiled, my heart pounding in my chest. “Bring it on,” I whispered, my voice trembling with anticipation.

He grinned, his hands already moving toward me. “Oh, I will,” he said, his voice dripping with promise. “But remember—this is your chance to make serious money. Don’t hold back.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. Not with him.

My hands reached for him, my body moving in sync with his as we began again, the rhythm familiar yet intoxicating. He was relentless, his touch driving me to the edge again and again, until I lost count of how many times he’d made me come.

By the time he finally pulled back, his body slick with sweat and his breath coming in short gasps, I was trembling, my body spent but my mind still racing.

“Eight million,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction.

I smiled, collapsing onto the sofa beside him. My body was exhausted, but my heart was racing. This was more than just a game now—it was a battle of wills, a test of endurance, and I wasn’t ready to back down.

Liam turned to look at me, his eyes dark with an intensity that made my stomach flip. “You’re not done yet, are you?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

I met his gaze, a small smile playing on my lips. “Not even close,” I said, my voice dripping with challenge.

He grinned, his hand reaching out to brush against my cheek. “Good,” he murmured. “Because neither am I.”

I leaned into his touch, my body responding to his closeness in a way that left me breathless. “Let’s see just how much more you can take.”

The yacht glided into the port with a quiet elegance, the hum of the engine softening as we approached the dock. The sun was just beginning to rise, painting the horizon in hues of pink and gold. This is it, I thought, my heart pounding in my chest. The world outside the yacht felt surreal, like stepping back into reality after a dream. But something felt… off.

Liam stood beside me, his shoulders tense, his gaze fixed on the shoreline. His usual confidence seemed frayed at the edges, his jaw tight. “Sophie,” he said, his voice low and urgent, “we need to talk.”

I turned to him, my brow furrowing. “What’s wrong?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he glanced over his shoulder, his eyes scanning the water behind us. My stomach churned as I followed his gaze. In the distance, I saw them—two sleek black boats, moving fast, cutting through the waves like predators. They’re following us.

“Liam,” I whispered, my voice trembling, “who are they?”

His hand gripped mine, his fingers tight around my own. “Sophie, listen to me. You need to trust me. Can you do that?”

I nodded, though my mind was racing. Trust him? Of course, I did. Or at least, I thought I did. But the look in his eyes—the fear, the urgency—sent a shiver down my spine.

“Good,” he said, his voice steady despite the tension in his body. He led me to the edge of the yacht, his grip on my hand never loosening. “When I tell you to jump, you jump. Do you understand?”

“Jump?” My voice cracked, my pulse quickening. “Liam, what are you talking about?”

He turned to me, his eyes burning with intensity. “Sophie, there’s no time to explain. Just… trust me. Please.”

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering in my chest. Jump. Into the water. Now. This was insane. But the look in his eyes—the raw, unspoken plea—left me no choice. I nodded again, my throat tight.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice softening for just a moment. Then, his expression hardened. “Now.”

Before I could protest, before I could even think, he gave me a firm push. I stumbled backward, my arms flailing as I lost my balance. The world tilted, and then I was falling, the cool rush of water enveloping me as I plunged into the sea.

The shock of the cold stole my breath, and I surfaced with a gasp, my heart pounding. “Liam!” I shouted, my voice panicked.

But he was already moving, his eyes locked on the approaching boats. “Check your account tomorrow,” he called out, his voice carrying over the water. And then, without another word, he turned and disappeared into the yacht.

The engine roared to life, and the yacht sped away, leaving me treading water in its wake. My mind was spinning, my body shivering from the cold. Check your account tomorrow. What did that mean? And who were those people? Why were they chasing us?

I swam toward the shore, my limbs heavy and my thoughts even heavier. By the time I dragged myself onto the dock, the sun had risen higher in the sky, and the world around me felt eerily quiet. I wrapped my arms around myself, my soaked dress clinging to my skin, and made my way to the nearest hotel.

The clerk at the front desk gave me a strange look as I checked in, but I was too exhausted to care. I stumbled into my room, my body aching, my mind still reeling. I stripped off my wet clothes and collapsed onto the bed, the events of the night replaying in my head like a broken record.

The next morning, I woke to the sound of my phone buzzing on the nightstand. I groaned, reaching for it, my body still heavy with sleep. The screen lit up with a notification from my bank.

Curious, I opened the app—and froze.

My eyes widened as I stared at the number on the screen. $1,000,000.

I blinked, certain I was seeing things. A million dollars. My heart skipped a beat, my breath catching in my throat. This can’t be real.

But it was. The money was there, sitting in my account, waiting for me to do… what, exactly? I sat up, my mind racing. Check your account tomorrow. Liam’s words echoed in my head, his voice calm, almost too calm.

I scrolled through the transaction history, my hands trembling. The deposit had been made just after midnight. And the sender? Liam Hartley.

My heart pounded, my chest tightening. What the hell is going on?

Before I could make sense of it, my phone buzzed again. This time, it was a text message.

Unknown Number: You’re not done yet, Sophie. Check your account again.

My stomach dropped, my fingers fumbling as I opened the banking app once more. And there, right below the first deposit, was another. $2,000,000.

“Holy—” I choked out, my voice trembling. “What is this?”

The phone buzzed again.

Unknown Number: You earned it. Every penny. Don’t overthink it.

I stared at the screen, my mind spinning. Earned it? What did that even mean? And who was sending these messages?

My hands shook as I typed out a reply. Who is this?

The response came almost instantly. Who do you think?

My heart skipped a beat. Liam.

But before I could respond, my phone buzzed again.

Unknown Number: Meet me at the marina at noon. Don’t be late.

I stared at the screen, my pulse racing. The marina. Noon. Liam.

Part of me wanted to refuse, to delete the messages and pretend none of this had happened. But the other part—the part that was still buzzing with the thrill of the unknown, the part that couldn’t forget the way he’d looked at me, the way he’d touched me—that part won out.

I took a deep breath, my fingers hovering over the keyboard.

Me: I’ll be there.

The response came a moment later.

Unknown Number: Good girl.

And with those two words, my stomach flipped, my body responding in a way that left me breathless.
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