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Chapter One

The room was smaller than Olivia Harrington had imagined when she first saw the listing online, though she supposed most things in London were. Space, time, privacy, even silence seemed compressed inside the city, folded into narrow terraces and crowded tube carriages and glass towers where people lived half their lives beneath artificial light.

Still, it was hers.

Olivia stood in the middle of the small bedroom, turning slowly as she took it in. A narrow bed pushed against the wall, a white wardrobe with slightly crooked doors, a compact desk beneath the window that looked out over the quiet residential street below. Dulwich was peaceful in the evening, the last glow of sunset fading into soft blue shadows across the rooftops.

Her suitcase lay open on the bed.

Clothes spilled across the duvet in soft layers of cotton and silk as she unpacked the careful selections she had made for her new life. Blouses in pale colours, tailored skirts, two fitted blazers she had bought with the last of her student savings. Clothes chosen to make her look confident, capable, professional.

Olivia folded the last blouse carefully and placed it in the narrow wardrobe before glancing toward the small bedside table. A few familiar objects already rested there: her phone charger, a half-empty glass of water, and the slightly worn paperback copy of Fifty Shades of Grey she had brought with her from university.

She hesitated for a moment, her turquoise glasses catching the soft lamplight as she looked at the book.

It had been a curiosity at first. Something she had picked up during her final year after hearing friends whisper about it in cafés and late-night study sessions. But the story had lingered with her longer than she expected.

The idea of power.
Of control.
Of surrender.

Olivia reached over and turned the book slightly so the cover faced downward, as if the quiet little room might somehow be watching her thoughts.

Tomorrow she would walk into one of the largest law firms in the City of London.

The thought made her stomach flutter.

Olivia moved to the mirror fixed to the wardrobe door and studied her reflection for a moment, tilting her head slightly. Her long light-brown hair was gathered into its usual loose braid, resting over one shoulder, the soft strands framing her face behind her distinctive turquoise round glasses. The lenses caught the warm lamplight, reflecting faintly as she pushed them gently back up the bridge of her nose.

She had always been told she was pretty, though the word had never quite felt accurate to her. Pretty sounded delicate, fragile, like something that might disappear if the light changed.

The woman looking back at her felt… different.

Her figure was slim and toned from years of keeping active, the soft cotton t-shirt she wore clinging lightly to the curves of her body. Beneath the fabric her chest rose in a natural fullness she had never quite known what to do with, a firm 36D that seemed to attract attention whether she wanted it to or not. The shirt tapered neatly into the narrow line of her waist before following the gentle curve of her hips.

Olivia turned slightly sideways, studying the outline of her silhouette.

Her backside, rounded and heart-shaped, filled her fitted jeans in a way that had always made her slightly self-conscious. At university she had often complained that it was too big, too noticeable, though her friends had always laughed and insisted the opposite. Judging by the occasional lingering glance she had caught from men in cafés or lecture halls, they might have been right.

She exhaled softly and turned back to the mirror.

“Stop it,” she murmured to herself with a faint smile.

It was ridiculous to be standing here analysing her body when tomorrow she would be stepping into a world where intelligence, discipline, and ambition mattered far more than appearances.

At least that was what she told herself.

Outside, a car passed slowly down the street, headlights briefly sliding across the wall before disappearing again. The house itself was quiet, her two new housemates already settled somewhere downstairs watching television.

Olivia crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, reaching for her laptop.

The screen glowed to life in the dim lamplight, casting a pale reflection across her glasses as the familiar desktop appeared. Emails, news sites, a few messages from university friends wishing her luck on her first day.

And one browser tab she had deliberately left open.

She hesitated for a moment before clicking it.

The page loaded quickly.

An online forum.

The design was simple, anonymous usernames scrolling past in long threads of conversation. Advice. Questions. Confessions.

Olivia leaned back slightly against the headboard, tucking one leg beneath her as she began to read.

She had discovered the site during her final year at university, late one night while procrastinating instead of finishing an essay. At first she had been curious in the same distant way people often were when encountering something unfamiliar.

Then curious had slowly become fascinated.

The discussions were surprisingly thoughtful. People talked about trust, about power, about control and surrender in ways that felt far more complex than the sensational headlines she had occasionally seen online.

One thread in particular caught her attention tonight.

A young woman asking how she had first known she was submissive.

Olivia read the responses quietly, her fingers resting lightly on the keyboard as the words blurred slightly behind the reflection of her glasses.

She wasn't sure she would ever describe herself that way.

Submissive.

The word felt heavy. Loaded with meanings she didn’t fully understand yet.

But something about the idea lingered in her mind.

The thought of someone confident. Experienced. Someone who understood exactly what they were doing.

Someone who could guide her.

Olivia shifted slightly on the bed, drawing a slow breath as she continued scrolling through the thread.

It was only curiosity.

Nothing more.

Tomorrow she would wake up early, dress in her smartest blouse and skirt, and take the train into the City like thousands of other young professionals beginning their careers.

Serious. Focused. Responsible.

The kind of woman who had her future carefully mapped out.

The laptop screen reflected faintly in her turquoise glasses as she read another message.

And somewhere deep inside her chest, beneath the nerves and excitement of tomorrow, a quieter feeling stirred.

Not fear.

Not quite anticipation either.

Something closer to possibility.


Chapter Two

The City of London looked different in the early morning light than it had the night before in Olivia’s imagination.

Glass towers rose into the pale sky like polished monuments, their reflective surfaces catching the soft gold of the sunrise. Commuters moved quickly along the pavements, suits and coats flowing past in determined currents, the quiet hum of the city already building into the rhythm of another working day.

Olivia stood for a moment on the corner near Liverpool Street station, taking a slow breath.

Her reflection stared back at her from the dark glass of a nearby building.

Her long light-brown hair was gathered in its usual loose side braid over one shoulder, framing her soft, thoughtful face behind the distinctive turquoise round glasses she had worn since university. The morning air carried a faint chill, though she barely noticed it.

Her outfit had been chosen with careful precision.

A pale silk blouse tucked neatly into a charcoal pencil skirt, the fabric hugging the natural curves of her slim figure before tapering at her narrow waist. Beneath the blouse her full chest gave the tailored cut a soft fullness that was impossible to completely disguise, while the line of the skirt followed the gentle curve of her hips before falling straight over her long legs. When she shifted her weight in her heels, the elegant silhouette of her body was unmistakable.

Professional, she told herself.

Confident.

Capable.

She adjusted the strap of her bag and stepped toward the entrance of the building.

Inside, the reception area was cool, quiet, and immaculate. Polished stone floors reflected the soft lighting overhead while the glass security gates stood like silent sentries before the lifts.

A receptionist greeted her with a polite smile.

“First day?”

Olivia returned the smile nervously. “Is it that obvious?”

The woman laughed softly as she handed her a temporary pass. “You’ll be fine. The trainee induction room is on the twelfth floor.”

The lift ride felt longer than it actually was.

By the time the doors opened, Olivia could feel the quick flutter of nerves in her chest again.

The induction room was already half full of other new trainees, all of them dressed in carefully chosen suits that mirrored the same mix of excitement and anxiety she felt.

Olivia took a seat near the middle of the table and began arranging her notebook in front of her.

“First day?”

The voice beside her was friendly.

She looked up to find a young man standing beside the chair next to hers.

He was handsome in a polished, almost boyish way, with neatly styled dark-blond hair and clear blue eyes that held an easy warmth. His suit was smart but slightly less intimidating than some of the others in the room, as if he had already learned that perfection wasn’t necessary to succeed here.

“I remember that look,” he said with a smile. “I had it two years ago.”

Olivia laughed softly.

“Is it really that obvious?”

“A little,” he admitted, pulling out the chair. “But don’t worry, everyone survives the first week.”

He extended his hand.

“Daniel Whitaker.”

“Olivia Harrington.”

His handshake was warm and easy.

“Well, Olivia Harrington,” he said, settling comfortably into the chair beside her, “welcome to the madness.”

There was something reassuring about the way he spoke, the quiet confidence of someone who had already navigated the chaos she was about to enter.

As the morning continued, Daniel leaned over occasionally to whisper helpful explanations about firm procedures, pointing out which senior lawyers to watch out for and which coffee machines produced something drinkable.

By the time the induction session ended, Olivia realised she felt noticeably calmer.

“Lunch?” Daniel asked as the group began gathering their things. “I can show you the places that won’t bankrupt you in your first week.”

Before she could answer, another voice joined them.

“You’re already recruiting trainees, Daniel?”

Olivia turned.

The woman standing beside them was striking.

Her smooth deep-brown skin seemed to glow under the office lighting, and her dark eyes carried an easy confidence that suggested she knew exactly who she was and where she belonged. Her hair was styled in elegant braids pulled neatly back from her face, and the tailored navy dress she wore fit her athletic figure perfectly.

Her posture alone radiated calm authority.

Daniel smiled.

“Just helping the new generation survive.”

The woman’s gaze shifted to Olivia.

“You must be one of the new trainees.”

Olivia nodded quickly.

“Olivia Harrington.”

“Naomi Clarke.”

Naomi’s handshake was firm and warm.

“Four years in this place,” she said with a small grin. “Which technically makes me ancient compared to you two.”

Olivia felt an immediate sense of ease around her.

Naomi spoke with a confidence that felt welcoming rather than intimidating, and within minutes she was offering practical advice about everything from office politics to the best takeaway places nearby.

“Most important rule,” Naomi said lightly as they walked toward the corridor, “never volunteer for extra work on a Friday afternoon.”

Daniel laughed. “Ignore her. She just doesn’t like paperwork.”

They turned a corner, stepping into a quieter hallway lined with glass offices.

And that was when Olivia noticed him.

He stood at the far end of the corridor speaking with another partner, one hand resting casually in his pocket as he listened.

Even at a distance he was impossible to ignore.

Tall. Easily well over six feet.

His dark suit fit his lean, powerful frame perfectly, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist with the effortless balance of someone used to commanding attention without needing to demand it.

There was a stillness about him.

A quiet authority that seemed to subtly shift the atmosphere around him.

Olivia realised she had slowed slightly without meaning to.

Naomi followed her gaze.

“Oh,” she said softly. “You’ve spotted him.”

“Who?” Olivia asked, though part of her already knew the answer.

“Dominic Bennett.”

Daniel gave a small half-smile.

“Junior partner. Corporate litigation.”

Olivia watched as Dominic finished his conversation and turned slightly, his dark eyes scanning the corridor with casual awareness.

For a brief moment, his gaze settled on her.

The look was calm. Measured.

Almost curious.

Olivia felt a sudden, inexplicable tension ripple through her chest.

Then he nodded politely and continued walking past them, his presence leaving behind a faint echo of quiet authority.

Naomi exhaled softly.

“Trust me,” she said with a knowing smile, “that is not a man you want to get too curious about.”

Olivia watched him disappear around the corner.

And for reasons she couldn’t quite explain, she already knew that warning might not be easy to follow.


Chapter Three

By the time Olivia stepped off the train at Dulwich, the sharp energy of the City had faded into the gentler quiet of residential streets. The towering glass buildings and rushing crowds felt strangely distant already, as if the world she had stepped into that morning belonged to someone slightly different from the young woman now walking home beneath the soft glow of streetlamps.

Her heels clicked lightly against the pavement as she approached the narrow terrace house she now shared with two other young professionals. The warm lights in the front windows suggested someone was already home, though the house itself was quiet when she slipped inside, kicking off her shoes near the hallway radiator with a small sigh of relief.

Her first day.

It had been a blur of introductions, meetings, names she was still trying to remember, and the constant awareness that she was now standing at the very beginning of the career she had spent years working toward.

Daniel’s easy friendliness had helped. Naomi’s confidence had been reassuring.

And Dominic Bennett…

Olivia pushed the thought away as she climbed the narrow stairs toward her room.

The shower was the first thing she wanted. The city seemed to cling to her somehow, its noise and tension lingering in the tightness of her shoulders and the faint scent of office air-conditioning and crowded trains that had followed her home.

The hot water washed it all away.

Steam filled the small bathroom, curling along the mirror and softening the sharp edges of the room as Olivia stood beneath the spray, letting the heat run through her hair and down the length of her body. The warmth eased the stiffness from her muscles, carrying away the grime of London and the nervous energy she had been holding inside all day.

For a while she simply stood there, eyes closed, letting the water fall over her shoulders.

When she finally stepped out, the air felt cool against her damp skin.

Olivia wrapped a towel loosely around herself before padding back to her bedroom, the quiet creak of the floorboards beneath her feet the only sound in the house.

The room still smelled faintly of clean laundry and the soft citrus scent of the shower gel she had used.

She stopped in front of the wardrobe mirror.

For a moment she simply looked at herself, the lamplight reflecting softly in the turquoise lenses of her glasses.

Then she untucked the edge of the towel and let it fall.

The fabric slipped quietly to the floor.

Olivia stood there naked, her damp hair hanging loosely over one shoulder, small droplets of water still trailing down the gentle curves of her body.

She studied her reflection the way she sometimes did when she was alone, with a mixture of curiosity and quiet self-criticism.

Her figure was slim and toned, the result of years of staying active rather than any strict discipline. Her narrow waist curved naturally into the soft shape of her hips, and the familiar outline of her heart-shaped backside was visible even from the front when she shifted slightly.

She had always thought it was too noticeable.

Too round.

Her friends had always laughed when she said that.

“Half the men in the room are staring at you,” one of them had once teased at university. “And you’re worried it’s too big?”

Olivia tilted slightly sideways now, examining the curve with a thoughtful expression.

Maybe they had been exaggerating.

Maybe not.

Her gaze drifted upward to the fuller curves of her chest, rising naturally from her ribcage with a softness that often made finding well-fitting shirts more difficult than she would have liked. Even now, standing in the quiet of her room, she felt faintly self-conscious about how easily her body seemed to draw attention.

A natural 36D.

Olivia hesitated for a moment before lifting her hands, cupping the gentle weight of her breasts almost experimentally, as if she were trying to understand them from a different perspective. Her fingers adjusted slightly beneath the soft curves, raising them a little as she studied the reflection in the mirror.

Were they too much?

Too noticeable?

She tilted her head, imagining how they must appear beneath the fitted blouses she wore to the office, the subtle fullness that no amount of careful tailoring ever quite managed to hide. She had caught men looking before, quick glances that lingered just a fraction too long before politely returning to her face.

A faint flush warmed her cheeks.

Her friends had always insisted she was ridiculous for worrying about it.

“You’re built like something out of a magazine,” one of them had laughed once.

Olivia released her hold slowly, letting her arms fall back to her sides as she continued studying the woman in the mirror.

Maybe they were right.

Or maybe she was simply still learning how to see herself the way other people already did.

She had memorised the number years ago, though it had never quite stopped surprising her when she saw herself like this.

Her long legs completed the silhouette, strong and shapely from years of walking everywhere during university. In heels they gave her a certain elegance she was only just beginning to recognise.

Olivia ran her fingers lightly through the damp braid resting over her shoulder, her expression thoughtful.

“You’re being ridiculous,” she murmured quietly to her reflection.

She had survived her first day.

That was what mattered.

Yet as she stood there in the warm lamplight, studying the young woman in the mirror, her thoughts drifted inevitably back to the office.

To Daniel’s friendly smile.

To Naomi’s easy confidence.

And to the calm, measuring look Dominic Bennett had given her in the corridor.

Olivia felt a faint flutter somewhere deep in her chest.

Not fear.

Not exactly nervousness.

Something closer to curiosity.

She bent to pick up the fallen towel from the floor, wrapping it loosely around herself once more as she turned away from the mirror.

Tomorrow would be another long day at the firm.

Another step into the world she had worked so hard to enter.

And somewhere beneath that quiet anticipation, a small part of her wondered if the city might hold more unexpected possibilities than she had ever imagined.


Chapter Four

The house was quiet again.

Somewhere downstairs a television murmured faintly behind a closed door, the low rhythm of voices blending with the occasional creak of pipes in the old Dulwich terrace. Olivia sat cross-legged on her bed with her laptop resting lightly against her thighs, the soft glow of the screen illuminating the small bedroom.

Outside the window the street was calm, the last commuters long since returned home. The stillness of the evening felt strangely comforting after the restless energy of the City.

Olivia brushed a loose strand of damp hair back behind her ear, adjusting the turquoise frames of her glasses as she scrolled slowly through the forum page.

The site looked deceptively simple. Plain background, neat rows of discussion threads, anonymous usernames arranged beside small icons. At first glance it could have been any other online discussion board.

Yet the conversations unfolding across the screen were very different from anything she had encountered in her ordinary life.

People spoke openly here.

About relationships. About power. About trust.

And about submission.

Olivia leaned back slightly against the pillows, her long braid slipping forward over her shoulder as she continued reading. The lamplight softened the curves of her body beneath the loose cotton t-shirt she had pulled on after her shower, the fabric resting gently across her chest before falling along the narrow line of her waist.

A thread near the top of the page caught her attention.

How did you know you were submissive?

She clicked it.

Dozens of replies appeared, each one describing a slightly different experience. Some spoke about the emotional comfort of giving control to someone they trusted. Others described the thrill of structure, rules, and the feeling of belonging to something larger than themselves.

Olivia read quietly, her fingers resting against the trackpad.

She had discovered the forum months earlier during her final year at university. At first it had simply been curiosity, the same curiosity that had led her to read Fifty Shades of Grey after hearing friends whisper about it late at night in student kitchens.

But the more she read, the more the subject seemed to linger in her thoughts.

The idea of a dominant partner.

Someone confident. Experienced. In control.

Someone who would guide the relationship, set the boundaries, make the decisions.

A master.

Or, as some people on the forum preferred to call it, a daddy.

Olivia shifted slightly on the bed, drawing one knee up closer as she continued scrolling through the thread. The words on the screen described dynamics she had never experienced herself, relationships built on trust and carefully negotiated power.

It fascinated her.

The thought of willingly submitting to someone in that way felt both intimidating and strangely compelling.

Could she do that?

Could she truly give someone that kind of authority over her?

Her gaze drifted for a moment from the laptop screen toward the small bedside table where her paperback copy of Fifty Shades of Grey still rested beside the lamp.

The story had once seemed almost unreal to her, something dramatic and distant from ordinary life.

Yet tonight, sitting alone in her small room with the quiet hum of the house around her, the idea felt closer somehow.

Her thoughts drifted unexpectedly back to the office.

To Dominic Bennett.

Olivia frowned slightly at the screen, surprised by how quickly his image appeared in her mind. She could still picture him clearly from the corridor that morning, tall and composed in his dark suit, the quiet confidence in the way he moved through the firm as if the entire building naturally arranged itself around him.

He had looked so certain.

So completely in control.

Olivia shifted slightly on the bed, her fingers resting lightly against the keyboard as the thought unfolded further than she intended.

What would it be like if someone like Dominic Bennett were the one in charge?

The idea formed slowly in her imagination, half curiosity and half something she wasn’t quite ready to name. Someone confident enough to take control, to guide, to expect obedience rather than ask for it.

A master.

The word felt strange in her thoughts, yet it lingered there.

Olivia adjusted her glasses and leaned back against the pillows, staring at the soft glow of the laptop screen as her mind continued to wander. Dominic’s voice in the corridor had been calm and measured, the kind of voice people instinctively listened to.

What would it feel like to surrender control to someone like that?

To trust someone with that kind of authority?

Her cheeks warmed slightly at the thought, and she let out a quiet breath.

It was only imagination.

Curiosity.

Nothing more than the kind of private speculation that came from reading too many forum threads late at night.

Still, the image of Dominic Bennett standing in front of her, calm and commanding, refused to disappear quite as easily as she expected.

More possible.

Olivia returned her attention to the screen.

Another post caught her eye.

Submission isn’t weakness, someone had written. It’s a choice. You give control because you want to.

She reread the sentence slowly.

A faint warmth spread through her chest as she considered it.

Did she want that?

The thought alone sent a subtle ripple of excitement through her, a curious flutter deep inside her stomach that she couldn't quite explain.

Olivia exhaled softly, closing the thread for a moment and staring at the blank space of the screen.

Tomorrow she would return to the firm. Another long day surrounded by serious people discussing serious matters in glass-walled meeting rooms high above the streets of London.

But here, in the quiet privacy of her bedroom, she was free to explore thoughts she would never share with anyone else.

The laptop screen reflected faintly in the turquoise lenses of her glasses as she opened another thread and began to read again.

And somewhere deep inside her, curiosity continued to grow.


Chapter Five

What would he think if he could see me now?

The thought, sharp and electric, pierced the quiet hum of Olivia’s mind. She stood in the centre of her small bedroom, the laptop’s glow extinguished, leaving only the soft lamplight to pool around her. The silence was heavy, a physical presence that seemed to amplify the frantic beat of her own heart. Dominic Bennett’s image, the calm authority in his dark eyes, the effortless command of his tall frame in that impeccable suit, would not leave her. It was more than a memory; it was an anchor, pulling her deeper into a current of feeling she’d only ever read about.

Curiosity, hot and insistent, coiled in her stomach. It was a nervous, thrilling thing. She moved to her dresser, the old wood smooth under her fingertips, and opened the top drawer. Here, hidden beneath sensible cotton briefs, lay the secret collection: whispers of silk and lace, purchases made online in a flush of daring, worn only for the mirror and the darkness.

Her breath hitched as she selected a pair. A thong, so sheer it was nearly invisible, the lace at the hips a delicate spiderweb. She stepped out of her pyjama shorts, the cool air brushing her skin, and slid the fragile garment up her legs. The sensation was immediate, a faint, constant awareness of the narrow strip of satin settling against her, a secret she was now wearing. She turned to the full-length mirror propped against the wall.

Her reflection was a stranger, and yet utterly herself. The soft light caressed the curves of her hips, the narrow dip of her waist, the full swell of her breasts beneath her thin camisole. The thong did nothing to hide the rounded shape of her backside; it framed it, presenting it. A flush crept up her neck. This is what you worry is too noticeable, she thought, but the criticism felt hollow now, replaced by a pulse of something else. Would he notice?

The thought propelled her. Next came the bra, a matching scrap of black lace and sheer mesh. She shrugged off her top, her nipples tightening instantly in the cool room, peaks of soft pink visible through the filmy fabric. The bra cupped her, lifted her, making the cleavage she usually tried to modestly conceal into a deliberate display. She fastened the stockings next, rolling the sheer black silk up each long leg, the whisper of the material against her skin a tiny, exquisite torture. She clipped them to the suspender belt, the black straps a stark contrast against the pale skin of her thighs and stomach.

Fully dressed, she faced the mirror again. The woman staring back was all suggestion and shadow. Professional Olivia was gone. In her place was someone…available. Someone who understood a different kind of transaction. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

She turned, presenting her back to the glass. Over her shoulder, she could see the round, heart-shaped curve of her bottom, bisected by the sheer black line of the thong. The suspender straps framed it like a picture. This, she thought, is what I would show him. The fantasy crystallized, breathtaking in its clarity. Dominic wouldn’t be in her shabby-chic bedroom. He’d be in a room of dark wood and leather, standing behind her, his presence a wall of heat and intention.

Would he use his hand first? The imagined crack of a palm against her flesh was so vivid she flinched, a jolt of pure sensation, half fear, half longing, shooting straight to her core. The sting, the heat, the bloom of colour on her skin. Or would he be more precise? A cane, perhaps, whistling through the air. The bite of leather from his belt. Her breath came in shallow pants. How much would it hurt? The forums spoke of thresholds, of pain transforming into pleasure, of submission as a catalyst for a deeper, more terrifying freedom. Would it…arouse him? To see her bend, to hear her gasp, to know he was the source of both her discomfort and her delight? The power of that idea was dizzying.

A restless, aching heat had settled between her thighs, a throbbing pulse that echoed the frantic rhythm of her thoughts. The sheer fabric of the thong was damp now, a slick, intimate confession. She couldn’t stay still. The mirror was no longer enough.

She moved to the bed, the duvet cool under her knees. Slowly, giving herself wholly to the fantasy, she bent at the waist, resting her forearms on the rumpled covers. The position arched her back, pushing her bottom higher into the empty room. She presented herself to the phantom Dominic behind her. The vulnerability was total, and it was electrifying. Her breasts swayed, confined in their lace cage. The air touched parts of her usually hidden.

One hand crept down, over the trembling flat of her stomach, past the lace edge of the suspender belt. Her fingers found the damp patch on the thong, the fabric soaked through with her own arousal. A soft moan escaped her lips, swallowed by the quiet room. She pressed the heel of her hand against the aching nub of her clit, still shielded by the wet silk.

The pressure was instant, a sharp, bright spark that made her hips jerk. She began to move her hand in slow, firm circles, the friction of the wet material exquisite. Her eyes squeezed shut, but the image behind her lids was crystal clear: Dominic, watching her. Not with judgment, but with a dark, possessive approval. His voice, low and sure, telling her she was doing well. That she was his good girl.

The fantasy gave permission. Her movements became more urgent, her breathing ragged. She pictured his large, elegant hands on her hips, holding her in place. She imagined the first stinging impact, the shock, the way it would make her clench and cry out, how the pain would melt and fuse with the pleasure building frantically under her own hand. She was both the giver and receiver, the master and the willing, desperate thing spread out before him.

The orgasm approached not as a wave but as a sudden, violent cresting. It tore through her with a force that stole her breath, a blinding, silent cry that arched her spine and pushed her face into the duvet. Pleasure, hot and liquid, radiated out from her core, washing away the tension, the curiosity, the fear, leaving her limp and shuddering in its wake.

She collapsed onto her side, spent, the delicate lingerie now a damp, rumpled second skin. The room came back into focus—the faint streetlight through the blinds, the hum of the refrigerator downstairs. The phantom Dominic faded, leaving only the scent of her own arousal and a profound, trembling emptiness.


Chapter Six

The next morning the City seemed brighter than usual, the early sunlight catching the glass towers and scattering it across the pavements in pale reflections. Olivia moved with the steady stream of commuters toward the firm’s building, the rhythm of heels and hurried footsteps echoing through the canyon of steel and stone.

She had slept, eventually.

Though not particularly well.

Fragments of the previous night lingered in the back of her mind, blurred now by daylight and the rational voice that insisted she had simply let her imagination run too far. Still, as she crossed the lobby toward the lifts, she felt a faint warmth rise in her cheeks when Dominic Bennett’s name surfaced in her thoughts.

She pushed it aside firmly.

Today was work.

Her pale blouse was neatly pressed, tucked into a charcoal skirt that followed the elegant curve of her hips before falling straight to her knees. Her long light-brown hair rested in its usual loose braid over one shoulder, the turquoise frames of her glasses catching the morning light as she glanced toward the lift panel.

A notification had appeared on her email shortly after she arrived at her desk.

Meeting – Conference Room B – 10:00 Dominic Bennett

Her stomach had tightened slightly when she read it.

Now, as the clock ticked toward the hour, Olivia gathered her notebook and slipped quietly into the conference room with the other associates and trainees.

Dominic was already there.

He stood near the head of the long table, one hand resting casually against the back of a chair as he spoke with another partner. In daylight his presence felt even more commanding than it had in the corridor the day before. His suit was immaculate, charcoal with a crisp white shirt, the tailored lines emphasising the broad strength of his shoulders.

When he spoke, people listened.

Not because he raised his voice.

But because he didn’t need to.

Olivia took a seat near the middle of the table, opening her notebook carefully. Her heart gave an odd, unsteady beat when Dominic’s gaze briefly passed over the room and settled on her for half a second.

It was nothing.

Just the quiet acknowledgement of another colleague.

The meeting began promptly.

Dominic led the discussion with calm precision, outlining the details of a complex case the firm was preparing to handle. His voice carried easily through the room, confident without ever sounding rushed.

Olivia listened carefully, scribbling notes as he spoke.

The pace was fast, the legal strategy layered with technical language that several of the younger trainees struggled to keep up with. Questions came from different points around the table, some thoughtful, others cautious.

Olivia remained silent.

Not because she didn’t understand.

But because every time she considered speaking, the words seemed to arrive half a second too late.

By the time the meeting ended, she felt quietly frustrated with herself.

The others began gathering their notes, chairs sliding softly across the floor as people filtered out into the corridor.

Olivia was nearly at the door when Dominic’s voice stopped her.

“Olivia.”

She turned.

“Yes?”

He was standing beside the table now, one hand resting lightly on the back of a chair, watching her with that same calm, evaluating expression she remembered from the day before.

“Stay a moment.”

The room emptied around them.

Olivia stepped back toward the table, clutching her notebook slightly tighter than she intended.

Dominic regarded her for a second, the faintest hint of amusement touching his expression.

“You were very quiet in there.”

The comment landed somewhere between observation and criticism.

Olivia hesitated. “I was listening.”

“I noticed.”

His tone was smooth, though something in it carried a subtle edge.

“You’re intelligent,” he continued. “Your work so far suggests that much. But sitting silently in meetings doesn’t help anyone. If you have something to contribute, you need to be willing to say it.”

The words weren’t harsh.

But they still stung.

Olivia felt her shoulders tighten slightly.

“I understand.”

Dominic studied her for a moment longer, his dark eyes thoughtful.

“Good.”

He picked up a file from the table and slipped it neatly under his arm.

“Confidence matters in this profession, Olivia. Clients expect it. Colleagues respect it.”

Then, almost as an afterthought, he added,

“And if you want to succeed here, you’ll need to learn to speak up.”

With that he gave a brief nod and walked past her, leaving the room as calmly as he had entered it.

Olivia stood there for a moment.

The quiet of the empty conference room suddenly felt much heavier than before.

She knew he wasn’t wrong.

But the way he had said it left her feeling strangely small.

By the time she returned to her desk, the initial excitement of the morning had faded into a dull, deflated frustration.

Daniel appeared beside her desk not long afterward.

“You look like someone just cancelled Christmas,” he said lightly.

Olivia managed a small smile.

“Meeting with Dominic Bennett.”

Daniel winced in sympathetic understanding.

“Ah.”

“That obvious?”

“Let’s just say he has a… particular style of feedback.”

Olivia exhaled softly.

“He said I need to speak up more.”

Daniel leaned against the edge of her desk.

“Well, he’s not wrong. But he’s also not exactly known for his gentle delivery.”

He paused, studying her expression.

“Come on.”

“Where?”

“Coffee,” he said firmly. “You survived your first Dominic Bennett critique. That deserves caffeine.”

Olivia hesitated only briefly before standing.

The fresh air outside the building felt surprisingly welcome after the stillness of the office. They walked together toward a nearby café, the late morning sun warming the pavement as the City moved around them.

Daniel ordered for both of them without asking.

When they settled at a small table by the window, he pushed the cup toward her.

“For the record,” he said, “everyone gets the Bennett treatment at least once.”

Olivia looked down at the coffee, the warmth of the cup slowly spreading through her hands.

“Does it get easier?”

Daniel smiled.

“Eventually.”

Outside, the crowds continued flowing past the café windows.

And somewhere high above the street, inside the glass towers of the firm, Dominic Bennett was already moving on to his next meeting.

But Olivia couldn’t quite shake the feeling that his brief, measured attention had changed something she didn’t yet fully understand.


Chapter Seven

The office had begun to empty by the time Olivia finally looked up from the documents spread across her desk. The steady rhythm of the workday had softened into the quieter hum of evening, the sharp urgency of the morning replaced by a slower pace as people packed away files and prepared to leave.

Beyond the wide windows of the building, the City was shifting into twilight. The towering glass structures caught the last of the fading sunlight, turning their reflective surfaces into deep shades of gold and amber before the colour slowly drained into the cooler blues of early evening.

Olivia rolled her shoulders slightly, easing the stiffness that had built during the afternoon. Her desk lamp cast a warm glow over the neat rows of papers before her, the light catching softly in the turquoise lenses of her glasses.

Her long light-brown hair had begun to loosen from its braid during the day, a few soft strands escaping to frame her face as she leaned forward to close the final file. The fitted blouse she wore followed the gentle curves of her figure before tapering into the narrow line of her waist, the tailored skirt hugging the shape of her hips as she shifted in her chair.

She had almost convinced herself she was finally relaxing after the uncomfortable tension of the morning meeting.

“You’re still here.”

The familiar voice pulled her from her thoughts.

Olivia looked up.

Daniel Whitaker stood beside her desk with an easy, relaxed smile, his jacket slung casually over one shoulder and the sleeves of his shirt rolled back to his elbows. His tie had been loosened slightly, giving him the comfortable appearance of someone who had already mentally stepped away from the workday.

“I could say the same thing,” Olivia replied with a faint smile.

Daniel glanced down at the stack of papers on her desk.

“You’re working too hard.”

“That’s reassuring,” she said dryly.

“It’s meant to be helpful.”

He pulled the spare chair closer and sat down, turning slightly so he faced her more directly. Up close, Olivia could see the easy warmth in his expression, the relaxed confidence of someone who had already spent enough time in the firm to feel comfortable here.

“First week rule,” he continued, nodding toward the papers. “Don’t try to prove yourself by staying later than everyone else. It never ends well.”

Olivia laughed quietly, the sound soft in the nearly empty office.

“That sounds like terrible advice.”

“It’s excellent advice,” Daniel corrected with a grin. “You’ll believe me eventually.”

For a moment the two of them sat comfortably in the quiet space between desks, the gentle glow of the office lighting reflecting against the glass walls of the corridor beyond.

Daniel studied her thoughtfully.

“You handled today pretty well, by the way.”

Olivia tilted her head slightly.

“Did I?”

“The Dominic Bennett experience,” he clarified with a sympathetic expression.

She couldn’t help the faint warmth that crept into her cheeks.

“I suppose I didn’t say much.”

Daniel shrugged lightly.

“Most people don’t the first time they sit through one of his meetings.”

His tone was reassuring rather than dismissive.

“Trust me, it takes a while to get used to the way he runs things.”

Olivia nodded slowly, though the memory of Dominic’s calm, slightly condescending tone still lingered in her thoughts.

Daniel leaned back slightly in the chair, resting one arm casually across the backrest.

“So,” he said after a moment, “what are your plans this evening?”

Olivia blinked.

“Plans?”

Daniel gestured toward the windows where the last traces of daylight were fading behind the skyline.

“A few of us sometimes stop for a drink before heading home. Nothing dramatic, just somewhere nearby.”

He hesitated briefly before continuing, his voice just a little more tentative.

“You could join us if you like.”

The invitation hung gently between them.

Olivia felt a small, thoughtful pause settle in her mind.

She liked Daniel. That much was clear.

He was attractive in a polished, easy sort of way. The kind of man who seemed naturally friendly, whose presence made things feel lighter and less intimidating.

But as she looked at him sitting beside her desk, she realised the feeling was more comfortable than exciting.

And something inside her told her she wasn’t quite ready to step into something complicated inside the office.

She offered him a warm, apologetic smile.

“That’s really kind of you,” she said softly. “But I think I’m going to head straight home tonight.”

Daniel’s expression remained pleasant, though the smallest flicker of disappointment crossed his face before he quickly hid it.

“Long week already?”

“Something like that.”

She adjusted the strap of her bag as she stood, smoothing the line of her skirt as she moved.

“I think I’m still adjusting to everything.”

Daniel nodded in understanding.

“That makes sense.”

He stood as well, collecting his jacket from the back of the chair.

“Well, the offer’s always there,” he said easily. “Whenever you feel like escaping the office for an hour.”

Olivia smiled.

“Thank you.”

Daniel hesitated for a moment as though considering something more, but then simply shrugged with an easy grin.

“Get home safe, Olivia.”

“You too.”

He walked toward the lifts, his footsteps echoing softly through the quiet office as the doors slid closed behind him.

Olivia gathered the last of her things and switched off her desk lamp.

The corridor lights cast long reflections across the polished floor as she made her way toward the exit.

Daniel Whitaker was exactly the sort of man most women would happily say yes to.

Kind.

Handsome.

Easy to trust.

Yet as she stepped out into the cool London evening, another presence drifted quietly through her thoughts.

Tall.

Confident.

Watching the room with calm, measuring eyes.

Olivia wrapped her coat more closely around herself as she began the walk toward the station.

And despite everything she told herself, the image of Dominic Bennett followed her all the way home.


Chapter Eight

The towel’s damp terrycloth was a coarse, practical contrast to the thoughts unfurling in her mind like dark silk. Olivia sat on the edge of her bed, the laptop’s glow painting her bare legs in pale blue. The room was still, the only sounds the distant murmur of a television from her flatmate’s room and the soft, rhythmic tap of her finger scrolling.

Then the post.

It wasn’t a story; it was a confession. A woman, anonymous, detailing a series of late evenings in her office. A boss. A locked door, but not truly locked, just a risk, a chance. He had me bend over my own desk. My skirt, the one I’d worn to the board presentation, was just pushed up. My tights were a mess around my ankles. The cleaners’ cart was in the hall. I could hear it. The words were plain, stark. They described the cold of the desk against her stomach, the heat of his hand in the air before it landed, the shocking, bright pain that made her gasp into the polished wood. It wasn’t about the pain, she wrote. It was about the authority. That he could, and that I let him. That in that professional space, I was utterly his.

Olivia’s breath shallowed. The towel around her chest felt suddenly tight, constricting. She let it loosen, the fabric gaping, but the heat in her core only grew, a low, insistent thrum. Her eyes scanned the text again, hungry for details. Bare, the woman had said. He didn’t stop when I cried out. He counted.

Her imagination didn’t just drift to Dominic Bennett; it plunged into him. It wasn’t her shabby desk in the open-plan trainee bay. It was his office. The one she’d glimpsed when delivering files, all dark walnut, leather-bound books, a serious, expensive silence. The fantasy built itself with terrifying clarity. It would be late. The firm’s hum would be gone, replaced by the hollow, echoing quiet of an empty skyscraper. A single lamp would pool light on the vast, clean surface of his desk.

He wouldn’t be angry. That was the crucial, seductive part. He’d be calm. Disappointed, perhaps. His voice, that low, measured baritone she’d heard in the meeting, would be devoid of its professional warmth. “You’ve been underperforming, Olivia. Quiet when you should speak. Distracted.” He would stand by the window, the city lights a glittering backdrop to his silhouette. “I think you need a lesson in focus.”

A shiver, delicious and cold, raced down her spine, pebbling her skin beneath the towel. Her nipples tightened into hard, sensitive points, brushing against the rough cotton. She could almost feel the cool, smooth wood under her palms as he guided her into position. The fantasy was so visceral she had to press her thighs together, a feeble attempt to quell the ache building there.

He would be methodical, she thought. He’d have her move her own things, the sleek pen holder, the legal pad. He’d watch her do it. Then his hand would be on the small of her back, not pushing, but pressing, a firm, inarguable pressure that made her bend forward. Her cheek would rest against the cool desktop. The scent of his cologne, of old paper and clean, masculine skin, would be everywhere. Her skirt, a tight, professional pencil skirt in the fantasy, would be slowly, deliberately rucked up over her hips. The air would hit her skin, making her gasp.

The woman’s post mentioned being bare. Olivia’s mind supplied the details: his fingers hooking into the waistband of her sensible underwear, the soft shush of material as he drew them down her thighs, past her knees, letting them fall to a puddle on the expensive carpet. The complete, shocking exposure. Her rounded backside presented, vulnerable, in the centre of all that power and privilege.

Would he comment? Her breath hitched. Would he remark on the shape, the softness? A clinical observation that would make her burn with humiliation and a strange, sharp pride? “Such a pretty, round arse, Olivia. It’s a shame it needs reddening.”

The first strike was always an explosion in her imaginings. Not a tentative tap, but a firm, crisp smack that cracked the silent office like a gunshot. The pain would be immediate, a bright, stinging heat that spread in a wave across her flesh. She’d jolt, a cry caught in her throat. The second would land lower, on the sensitive curve where cheek met thigh. A gasp would escape then, torn from her. He would count. “One.” His voice, so calm. “You will count with me, Olivia.”

The rhythm would be relentless, each impact layering fire onto the last. The pain would build, a crescendo that made her toes curl in her heels, that made her fists clench against the wood. But beneath it, intertwined with it, a darker, more compelling current was rising. With each slap, the throbbing between her legs grew more insistent, more liquid. The sharp sting was somehow…cleansing. It burned away the anxiety, the pretence, the constant pressure to be perfect. It reduced her to a body, to sensation, to obedience. The power dynamic was absolute. He was causing the pain, and she was accepting it, her submission an active, thrilling choice in the heart of her professional world.

The towel was now an intolerable barrier. With a trembling hand, she let it fall open, then shrugged it off completely. It pooled around her hips on the duvet. Naked now, the cool air kissed her feverish skin. Her breasts felt heavy, the peaks tight and aching. One hand rose almost of its own volition, cupping the soft weight, her thumb brushing over her nipple. The touch sent a jolt straight to her core, making her hips shift restlessly.

She lay back, her head sinking into the pillow, her eyes fixed on the ceiling but seeing only the darkened office, the pool of lamplight, the shadow of the man behind her. Her other hand slid down her body, over the quivering flat of her stomach, through the soft thatch of hair. Her fingers were slick already, her arousal a hot, ready slickness that coated her inner thighs.

She didn’t start gently. The fantasy was too urgent, too potent. Two fingers pressed firmly against her swollen clit, circling with a pressure that mimicked the sharp, focused strikes of her imagination. A low moan vibrated in her throat. Her back arched off the bed, her free hand gripping the duvet as if it were the edge of his desk.

In her mind, the spanking continued. “Six. Seven.” Each number was a slap, and with each one, her fingers worked faster, her hips rolling up to meet the pressure. She could feel the ghost of the impacts, the heat blooming, the delicious, shameful wetness they provoked. She was the woman in the post, bent and exposed, taking her punishment, her pleasure coiling tighter and tighter with every imagined stroke of his palm.

“Ten.” His final, firm command in her head was the trigger. Her body seized, a silent scream parting her lips as the orgasm detonated. It was a shockwave of pure, mindless sensation, wracking her with tremors, her thighs clamping around her own hand as pleasure, sharp and sweet and utterly consuming, flooded through her. It was the release of the fantasy, of the tension, of the entire day spent feeling small and quiet. For a long, shuddering moment, she was nothing but feeling, spent and trembling in the aftermath, the ghost of his hand still warm on her skin.


Chapter Nine

Friday afternoon settled over the office with a slower, heavier rhythm than the rest of the week. The early urgency of Monday and Tuesday had faded into the quiet fatigue that seemed to settle over the entire floor by the time the weekend approached. Outside the windows, the City moved beneath a pale grey sky, the glass towers reflecting the muted light as commuters hurried along the pavements far below.

Olivia sat at her desk staring at the email that had appeared only moments earlier.

Dominic Bennett – Office.

Her stomach tightened slightly.

She gathered the printed report from the edge of her desk, smoothing the pages with careful fingers before walking down the corridor toward the corner office. The heels of her shoes clicked softly against the polished floor, each step feeling slightly heavier than the last.

She paused outside his door and knocked lightly.

“Come in.”

Dominic’s voice was calm, even.

Olivia stepped inside.

His office was larger than she had expected the first time she had entered it earlier in the week. Dark wood shelves lined one wall, neatly arranged with files and legal texts. The wide windows behind his desk overlooked the rooftops of the City, the distant traffic reduced to faint movement far below.

Dominic sat behind his desk, one hand resting on the report she had written.

“You wrote this report, Olivia.”

He looked up at her.

His voice was neither warm nor hostile. Simply direct.

“Yes, Dominic.”

He glanced down at the pages again, flipping one corner slowly between his fingers.

“It’s not bad,” he said.

The faintest breath of relief moved through her chest.

“The basis is correct,” he continued.

Then he looked back up.

“But there are far too many unnecessary silly mistakes.”

The words landed quietly, but with unmistakable weight.

“Grammar. Spelling. Small inconsistencies.”

He tapped the pages once with his finger.

“You did run a full spell check?”

Olivia opened her mouth.

“I…..”

“That was rhetorical.”

His tone remained calm, though there was a clear edge of disappointment beneath it now.

“I find it difficult to believe you read it properly before passing it on to me.”

The heat of embarrassment crept slowly into her cheeks.

She had read it.

But she also knew he was right.

A few careless mistakes had slipped through.

Dominic leaned back slightly in his chair, studying her.

“When I was in your position,” he said evenly, “something like this would have been unacceptable.”

Olivia kept her eyes lowered toward the edge of the desk.

“I would have been looking for another position by the end of the week.”

The words were sharp, but they were delivered with the calm certainty of someone stating a simple fact.

A quiet silence filled the room for a moment.

Then Dominic placed the report neatly back onto the desk.

“I’m going to give you another opportunity.”

Olivia looked up slightly.

“Monday morning,” he continued, “I want this report on my desk at eight a.m.”

His dark eyes held hers briefly.

“Corrected. Carefully reviewed. Finished properly.”

“Yes, Sir,” Olivia replied automatically.

The word slipped out before she had time to think about it.

For a brief moment Dominic paused, his gaze narrowing slightly as if checking whether she had spoken sarcastically.

There was nothing mocking in her expression.

Only quiet seriousness.

He nodded once.

“Good.”

Olivia felt a mixture of humiliation and determination tightening in her chest.

She hated the fact that she had let herself down during her very first week. The embarrassment sat heavily in her chest, a tight knot of frustration that made it difficult to meet his eyes. She had worked too hard for this position, imagined this moment for too many years, to stand there now feeling careless and unprepared.

And yet she knew, even through the sting of humiliation, that Dominic had been deliberately severe. Perhaps even slightly unfair. It had only been a few small mistakes, the kind anyone might make during their first week while still learning the firm’s rhythms and expectations. But he had delivered the criticism with the calm certainty of someone accustomed to being obeyed.

What unsettled her most was not the reprimand itself.

It was the way he had done it.

Dominic had never raised his voice. He had not needed to. The quiet authority in his tone carried far more weight than anger ever could have. Every word had been measured, controlled, delivered with the easy dominance of a man entirely confident in his own position.

Standing there across the desk from him, Olivia had felt suddenly aware of her posture, the way her hands were clasped together in front of her, the way her eyes had instinctively lowered beneath his steady gaze.

Like a schoolgirl being corrected.

The thought flashed through her mind with a surprising clarity, and the image had sent an unexpected tremor through her body.

There had been something undeniably commanding about the moment. Dominic seated behind the wide desk, calm and composed, his presence filling the room without effort. His criticism had been firm, precise, almost clinical in its professionalism.

And yet that professionalism had only made the authority behind it feel stronger.

More absolute.

As she stood there listening to him, Olivia had felt a strange, unwelcome warmth spreading slowly through her body. A faint heat low in her stomach that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the unsettling awareness of the dynamic between them.

Being corrected by him.

Being told she had failed to meet his expectations.

The thought alone sent a small pulse of heat through her core, confusing and deeply inappropriate all at once.

It was ridiculous.

Completely unprofessional.

And yet some quiet, reckless part of her mind had registered the moment differently.

Not simply as criticism.

But as dominance.

The calm authority in his voice, the certainty of his expectations, the way he had looked at her as though he fully expected to be obeyed… it had stirred something inside her that she had only ever encountered in the privacy of her imagination.

Standing there in his office, listening to him calmly dismantle her careless mistakes, Olivia had felt the same strange mixture of embarrassment, tension, and awareness that sometimes crept through her thoughts when she read those late-night forum discussions.

The realisation unsettled her deeply.

Because for a brief, confusing moment, being told off by Dominic Bennett had not only humiliated her.

It had excited her.

The sensation startled her.

Being corrected by him, being disciplined in that calm, controlled tone, had stirred something she didn’t entirely understand.

A flicker of heat low in her stomach.

She forced the thought away immediately.

“Thank you,” she said quietly, collecting the report.

Dominic had already turned his attention back to the documents on his desk.

“You may go.”

Olivia left the office quickly.

The moment the door closed behind her the tight composure she had been holding began to crack.

She walked down the corridor as calmly as she could manage before turning sharply toward the ladies’ restroom.

The door closed behind her with a soft click.

The room was empty.

For a moment she simply stood there gripping the edge of the sink.

Then the frustration and embarrassment of the afternoon finally overwhelmed her.

Tears filled her eyes before she could stop them.

She hated feeling foolish.

Hated the way the criticism had cut through her confidence so easily.

Olivia lowered her head, trying to steady her breathing.

The door opened quietly behind her.

“Olivia?”

She turned quickly, wiping at her eyes.

Naomi Clarke stepped inside, concern immediately softening her expression.

“Hey,” Naomi said gently, crossing the room toward her. “What happened?”

Olivia shook her head, trying unsuccessfully to compose herself.

“It’s nothing.”

Naomi leaned lightly against the counter beside her.

“That’s usually what people say right before they burst into tears.”

Olivia gave a small, embarrassed laugh through the last of her tears.

“It was just Dominic,” she admitted quietly. “He went through my report.”

Naomi’s expression shifted into instant understanding.

“Ah.”

“That bad?”

“He… made it sound like I’d committed some terrible professional crime.”

Naomi folded her arms, leaning slightly closer.

“Let me guess. Calm voice. Extremely precise criticism. Mildly terrifying?”

Olivia nodded weakly.

“That’s him.”

Naomi smiled sympathetically.

“Trust me. Every junior lawyer in this building has had that moment with Dominic Bennett.”

Olivia wiped her eyes again.

“It was my first week.”

“I know.”

Naomi’s voice softened.

“And I promise you this, he wouldn’t have bothered correcting it if he didn’t think you were capable of doing better.”

Olivia looked at her uncertainly.

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

Naomi reached over and gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

“Come on. It’s Friday afternoon. Nobody produces perfect work in their first week.”

Olivia took a slow breath, the tension in her chest finally beginning to ease.

Outside the restroom the quiet rhythm of the office continued, unaware of the small emotional storm that had just passed inside.

But somewhere deep in Olivia’s thoughts, Dominic Bennett’s calm voice still lingered.

And she couldn’t quite decide whether the memory unsettled her… or intrigued her even more.


Chapter Ten

By the time the clock edged past six on Friday evening, the floor of the office had begun to empty in slow, quiet waves. The sharp focus of the workday softened as people gathered their bags and jackets, the tension of the week gradually dissolving into the anticipation of the weekend.

Olivia sat at her desk for a moment longer, finishing the last of the notes she had been reviewing. The soft glow of the desk lamp reflected faintly in the turquoise lenses of her glasses as she leaned forward, her long light-brown hair slipping slightly from its braid over one shoulder.

She still felt emotionally drained from the afternoon.

Dominic’s criticism lingered in her thoughts, the calm authority of his voice replaying itself more often than she cared to admit. It had left her unsettled in ways she was still trying to understand.

“Alright,” Naomi said suddenly, appearing beside Olivia’s desk and resting one hand confidently on the partition. “You are not going straight home after that week.”

Olivia looked up, blinking in surprise.

“I might.”

“No,” Naomi replied calmly. “You absolutely are not.”

She had already slipped her handbag over her shoulder, her elegant posture radiating the easy confidence she carried everywhere in the office. Her fitted dress traced the athletic lines of her figure as she leaned slightly closer.

“You need a drink.”

Olivia hesitated.

“I don’t really feel like celebrating anything.”

“It’s not a celebration,” Naomi said with a small smile. “It’s decompression.”

Daniel appeared from across the office at that exact moment, jacket folded neatly over his arm.

“Did someone say drinks?”

Naomi gestured toward the lifts.

“Perfect timing.”

Daniel looked at Olivia with an encouraging grin.

“Come on. There’s a great little place just around the corner.”

Olivia considered protesting again, but Naomi was already walking toward the lifts with the quiet certainty of someone who expected to be followed.

Twenty minutes later the three of them stepped into a small pub tucked away along a narrow side street near the office.

The atmosphere inside felt immediately different from the glass and steel precision of the City outside. The low ceiling was supported by old wooden beams darkened with age, and the walls were lined with framed photographs and brass fixtures that hinted at decades of quiet evenings and long conversations.

The soft golden lighting created an atmosphere that felt warm and relaxed, a gentle murmur of conversation filling the room.

Naomi guided them toward a small table near the back.

“This place has rescued many junior lawyers from emotional collapse,” she said lightly as they sat down.

Daniel returned from the bar a moment later carrying three glasses of white wine.

Olivia wrapped her fingers around the delicate stem of the glass as she settled into the chair, the cool surface grounding her after the long day.

The wine tasted fresh and slightly crisp, the first sip easing the lingering tension in her shoulders.

Daniel leaned comfortably back in his chair.

“So,” he said, raising his glass slightly toward her, “your first full week in the City.”

Olivia smiled faintly and lifted her own glass.

“I survived.”

“Which is more than some manage,” Daniel said with a grin.

The conversation drifted easily for a while. Naomi told a story about a particularly chaotic case she had handled the previous year, while Daniel added exaggerated commentary that made Olivia laugh more than she expected.

Gradually, Daniel’s attention began to focus more fully on Olivia.

“So,” he said casually, resting his elbow against the table, “have you decided the firm isn’t completely terrifying yet?”

Olivia tilted her head slightly, the braid of her hair shifting softly over the curve of her shoulder.

“I think the jury is still out.”

Daniel smiled warmly.

“You’re doing well though.”

His eyes lingered on her just a fraction longer than casual conversation required.

Olivia was aware of the subtle weight of his gaze, though she kept her expression light as she lifted her glass again.

“I’ve been here five days,” she replied.

“Exactly,” Daniel said quickly. “Five days and you haven’t run screaming from the building.”

A playful smile touched Olivia’s lips.

Her pale blouse followed the soft curves of her body as she leaned back slightly in her chair, the tailored fit accentuating the gentle line of her waist before falling along the shape of her hips. Even seated, the natural elegance of her posture was unmistakable, her long legs crossed neatly beneath the table.

“Are you saying you’re impressed with me?” she asked.

Daniel laughed.

“Maybe a little.”

She met his eyes with a faintly teasing look.

“You’re trying rather hard.”

Daniel raised both hands defensively.

“Am I?”

“Just a bit.”

Naomi watched the exchange with a quiet, knowing smile.

“Don’t worry, Daniel,” she said dryly. “We’re all very familiar with your approach.”

Daniel groaned dramatically.

“You two are ruthless.”

Olivia laughed softly.

She genuinely liked him.

Daniel was handsome in a clean, approachable way, the kind of man who was easy to talk to and easy to trust. His attention was flattering, though she could sense the quiet effort behind his relaxed charm.

The spark simply wasn’t there.

As the conversation continued, Olivia gradually became aware of something else.

Naomi was watching her.

Not openly.

Just small glances between moments of conversation, thoughtful and slightly curious.

Olivia lifted her glass again, pretending to focus on the wine while studying Naomi quietly over the rim.

Naomi Clarke carried herself with effortless confidence. Her posture was poised and relaxed, her voice calm and assured as she spoke. She belonged in this world completely.

People listened to her.

Respected her.

Olivia suddenly wondered if Naomi was quietly assessing her.

Not in a hostile way.

But with a subtle curiosity that suggested she was trying to understand exactly who the new trainee was.

Is she any competition?

The thought arrived unexpectedly.

Olivia felt a faint flutter of uncertainty at the idea.

Naomi was strikingly beautiful, intelligent, established within the firm. The sort of woman who naturally drew attention without needing to ask for it. Also liked to be sure that her territory wasn’t under threat.

Why would she see Olivia as competition?

And yet, every now and then, those thoughtful dark eyes returned to her again.

Curious.

Measuring.

Olivia shifted slightly in her chair, the soft fabric of her skirt adjusting against the curve of her hips as she crossed her legs more comfortably.

Perhaps Naomi was simply curious about the newest member of the firm.

Or perhaps Naomi Clarke was the kind of woman who preferred to understand the dynamics of every room she walked into.

Outside the pub window, the evening lights of the City had begun to glow against the deepening sky.

And somewhere above the narrow streets, the offices of the firm stood dark and silent.

But as Olivia sat there between them, listening to the low murmur of conversation and the quiet clink of glasses, she couldn’t quite shake the feeling that Naomi had already begun forming her own quiet conclusions about her.


Chapter Eleven

The soft thud of shopping bags hitting her duvet was a satisfying punctuation to the day. Olivia stood in the centre of her small Dulwich bedroom, surrounded by the evidence of her financial recklessness. The air smelled of new fabric, of paper tags and possibility. A full Saturday spent weaving through the Oxford Street crowds, her first proper salary burning a hole in her account, had left her exhilarated and slightly lightheaded. She’d bought things she didn’t strictly need, guided by a whisper in her blood that felt deeper than practicality.

The shower had washed away the city’s grime and the faint guilt. Now, wrapped only in a towel, she paused before the full-length mirror. The steam had misted the glass at the edges, framing her reflection in a hazy vignette. Her long, light-brown hair fell in damp waves over one shoulder, droplets catching the late afternoon light. Her turquoise glasses, perched on her nose, magnified the thoughtful intensity in her own eyes. Slowly, almost ceremonially, she let the towel fall.

Naked, she simply looked. The familiar topography of her own body, the narrow waist, the gentle swell of her hips, the full, rounded curve of her backside. Her breasts, heavy and soft, rose with each breath. A flush warmed her skin, but it wasn’t from the shower’s heat. It was a different kind of awareness, a slow-burning recognition. This is the body he would see.

The thought was no longer a shocking intrusion. It was a quiet, persistent hum. She turned toward the bed, the carpet soft under her bare feet, and began unpacking.

The first bag yielded its treasure: a set of lingerie. Not the secret, online-purchased kind, but something chosen in the bright, public light of a luxury department store. A bra of sheer black lace, so delicate it seemed it might dissolve at a touch. The matching thong was a mere whisper of fabric. She slipped them on, the lace cool and strangely substantial against her skin. The bra cupped her, the sheer panels making her nipples into dark, visible peaks. The thong was a narrow strip that vanished between the full cheeks of her bottom, doing nothing to conceal, only to accentuate.

She faced the mirror again. The woman who looked back was different from the one in the secret midnight lace. This woman was curated. Intentional. The lines were cleaner, the quality evident. She looked like someone who belonged in the corridors of power, someone whose secrets were expensive.

Next, she pulled a new pencil skirt from its tissue paper. It was a deep charcoal grey, the wool blend finely woven. She stepped into it, shimmying it up over her hips. It fit perfectly, hugging the curve of her waist and flaring slightly over her rear before tapering to her knees. It was professional, severe, and yet it made her feel wildly, dangerously feminine. She paired it with a simple silk camisole, the pale ivory a stark contrast to the dark skirt and the black lace beneath.

She turned, assessing. The skirt showcased the heart-shaped roundness of her behind, the fabric pulling taut across it. A slow, secret smile touched her lips. Would he notice? Of course he would. Dominic Bennett noticed everything. The fantasy wasn’t of him tearing her clothes off; it was of him seeing the effort, the silent statement. Seeing the lace beneath the silk, the decadence beneath the decorum. His dark eyes lingering for a half-second too long on the sway of her hips as she walked from his office.

Her breath hitched. The air in the room felt charged, thick with her own imagination. She moved to another bag, her fingers trembling slightly as she drew out her most daring purchase: a suspender belt and a pair of sheer stockings. She sat on the edge of the bed, rolling the cool silk up each long leg, the sensation a focused, sensual ritual. She clipped the stockings to the black straps of the belt, the contrast against her pale thighs a visual jolt. She stood, now wearing only the lingerie, stockings, and suspender belt.

This is for no one but you, a sensible part of her mind insisted. But it was a lie, and she knew it. She walked to the mirror, her movements conscious, studying the lines the straps made against her skin, the way the stockings made her legs look endless. Her reflection was a collage of contradictions—innocent glasses, knowing eyes, professional hairstyle, utterly indecent underwear.

The compulsion was too strong. She turned her back to the mirror, then looked over her shoulder. The view was breathtaking in its vulnerability. The suspender straps framed the full, round hemispheres of her bottom like a painter’s deliberate lines. The thin string of the thong disappeared into the deep cleft, emphasizing rather than hiding the generous flesh. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation.

What would he think, seeing this? The fantasy crystallized with painful clarity. Not in her bedroom. In his space. The dark walnut of his desk, the city lights a distant glitter behind him. He wouldn’t say a word. He would just look. His gaze would be a physical weight, travelling over the lines of the suspenders, the sheer stockings, settling on the exposed, rounded curves presented for his appraisal. Would this be an ass he’d want to spank? The question was no longer intellectual. It was a pulse, deep and throbbing between her legs, where the sheer fabric of the thong was already growing damp.

Not with anger, she thought, her eyes closing. With purpose. Because it was there. Because it was hers, and in that moment, it would be his to discipline, to shape, to claim.

A low, aching heat pooled in her core, so intense it made her knees weak. She didn’t fight it. She let it pull her toward the bed. She didn’t lie down. Instead, she bent at the waist, planting her palms on the cool duvet, mirroring the posture from her fantasy. The position arched her back, thrusting her suspended, lace-clad bottom high into the quiet room. The air touched her everywhere, a cool kiss on feverish skin. She was exposed, presented, an offering to a phantom.

One hand slipped between her thighs, finding the soaked patch of the flimsy thong. A soft, desperate sound escaped her. She pressed the heel of her hand hard against the swollen nub of her clit, the friction of the wet silk an immediate, sharp pleasure. Her hips jerked involuntarily.

In her mind, Dominic was there. He was standing close enough that she could feel the heat of him. His hand, large and warm, came to rest not on her, but on the small of her back, a point of connection that was both possessive and steadying. “This,” his low, measured baritone murmured in her imagination, “is what you bought for me, isn’t it?”

The confession, even in fantasy, was a catalyst. She moaned, her fingers beginning to move in urgent, firm circles. The pleasure was a bright, coiling wire, tightening with each rotation. She pictured his other hand lifting, the anticipation of the strike, the way her breath would catch. The first imagined crack of his palm against her lace-covered flesh made her cry out into the duvet, her body clenching. The sting was part of the pleasure, a sharp counterpoint to the deep, throbbing need he was stoking.

“You wanted to be seen,” the phantom voice continued, calm and relentless. “Now you are.” Another mental impact, this one lower, on the tender undercurve. She gasped, her fingers working faster, the slick sounds of her own arousal filling the room. She was both the disciplined and the disciplinarian, her own hand delivering the pleasure his imagined spanking promised. The boundaries between pain and pleasure, shame and pride, submission and control, dissolved into a single, white-hot point of focus.

The orgasm built not slowly, but with a sudden, violent urgency. It tore through her with a force that blinded her, that made her back arch impossibly and a strangled cry rip from her throat. Waves of intense, pulsing pleasure radiated out from her core, washing through her trembling limbs, leaving her shuddering and weak, collapsed forward over the bed, the delicate lace of her new purchases soaked and clinging to her spent body.


Chapter Twelve

Monday morning arrived with a pale grey sky and the quiet determination that seemed to settle over London at the start of every working week. The weekend already felt distant as Olivia stepped out of Liverpool Street station and joined the steady flow of professionals moving toward the glass towers of the financial district.

But this morning felt different.

She was aware of it in the way she walked, in the slight lift of her chin, in the quiet confidence she was trying very hard to convince herself was real.

Beneath her long coat, she was wearing one of the outfits she had bought on Saturday.

The charcoal pencil skirt fit perfectly, hugging the curve of her hips before tapering neatly to her knees. The soft white blouse she had chosen was made of very thin, delicate material that moved lightly against her skin when she walked, the faint outline of the lace beneath visible only if someone looked closely enough.

Which, she told herself firmly, no one would.

Still, she was intensely aware of what she was wearing underneath.

The black lace bra. The matching thong. The stockings clipped to the suspender belt beneath the skirt.

Each step she took reminded her.

The sensation was subtle, private, and completely distracting.

Olivia paused briefly in the lobby of the building, smoothing her blouse gently where it tucked into the waistband of the skirt. Her long light-brown hair rested in its usual loose braid over one shoulder, and she adjusted her turquoise glasses slightly as she checked her reflection in the dark glass of the reception wall.

Her figure looked elegant, professional, composed.

No one looking at her would know what she was wearing underneath.

The thought sent a small, electric ripple through her.

She had arrived early on purpose.

The office floor was still quiet when she stepped out of the lift, the lights already on but only a handful of people at their desks. The silence of the early morning made the space feel larger, more formal, the hum of computers and distant printers echoing softly across the open floor.

Olivia placed her bag at her desk but didn’t sit down.

Instead, she picked up the printed report from her folder and walked toward the corridor that led to the partner offices.

Her heels clicked softly against the floor, the sound unusually loud in the quiet office. She became acutely aware of the movement of the skirt around her legs, the faint tension of the stockings against her thighs, the soft brush of lace beneath her blouse when she breathed.

She reached Dominic’s office door and paused for a moment.

Then she knocked lightly.

No answer.

She tried the handle gently and found the door unlocked. The office was empty, the blinds half open, pale morning light falling across the dark wood desk.

Olivia stepped inside quietly.

Dominic’s office always felt different from the rest of the firm. Darker wood, heavier furniture, cleaner lines. Everything about the room felt controlled and deliberate, like the man who occupied it.

She walked to the desk and placed the report neatly in the centre, aligning it carefully so it sat square with the edge of the desk.

Monday morning. Eight o’clock. Just like he had said.

She stood there for a moment longer than necessary, looking at the chair behind the desk, imagining him sitting there later, opening the report, seeing that she had delivered it exactly as instructed.

The thought sent a small, nervous flutter through her stomach.

Then she turned and left the office quietly, closing the door behind her.

When she returned to her desk, the office was beginning to fill up. Phones rang softly in the background, keyboards tapped steadily, and people moved between desks carrying files and coffee cups.

Olivia sat down slowly, smoothing the skirt beneath her legs before turning on her computer.

For several minutes she tried to focus on her emails.

But she couldn’t stop thinking about one thing.

Would he notice she had brought it in early?

The thought appeared uninvited, and she immediately tried to push it away.

This had nothing to do with Dominic Bennett.

She had simply done what he asked.

That was all.

She was halfway through reviewing a document when she became aware of a presence beside her desk.

“Morning, Olivia.”

She looked up.

Daniel stood there with a coffee in his hand and his usual easy smile.

“Morning,” she replied, returning the smile.

He looked her up and down briefly, then raised an eyebrow.

“New outfit?”

Olivia felt a faint flush rise in her cheeks.

“Maybe.”

Daniel nodded approvingly.

“Looks good. Very City.”

“Thank you.”

He leaned slightly against the edge of her desk.

“Ready for another exciting week of legal documentation and mild panic?”

Olivia laughed softly.

“I’m not sure anyone is ever ready for that.”

Daniel smiled, then glanced around the office.

“Well, if you survive this week as well, we’ll definitely have to celebrate properly.”

Olivia smiled politely but didn’t answer.

As Daniel walked away, she found herself glancing instinctively toward the corridor that led to the partner offices.

Her heart gave a small, sudden beat when she saw him.

Dominic Bennett was walking toward the main office floor, a file tucked neatly under one arm, his expression focused as he spoke quietly with another senior associate beside him.

He looked exactly as he always did.

Calm.
Controlled.
Impeccably dressed. Completely unaware of the effect he had on her.

Olivia quickly looked back at her computer screen before he could notice her staring.

But as she tried to focus on the document in front of her, she became intensely aware of every small movement she made in the chair.

The brush of lace against her skin. The gentle pull of the stockings. The soft fabric of the blouse moving when she breathed.

She had never felt so aware of her own body sitting at her desk before.

And somewhere in Dominic Bennett’s office, on the centre of his desk, her report was waiting exactly where she had placed it at eight o’clock that morning.

She found herself wondering how long it would be before he called her in.


Chapter Thirteen

The office always changed after five o’clock.

The noise dropped first, phones ringing less frequently, conversations fading into quieter tones. The bright energy of the day softened into something slower, more deliberate, as people began packing bags and shutting down computers.

Olivia was rereading a contract clause for the third time when the email arrived.

Olivia – come to my office at 5pm. D. Bennett

Her stomach tightened immediately.

She glanced at the clock.

4:57.

She already knew what this was about.

The report.

The one she had delivered to his desk at eight o’clock that morning, precisely as instructed. She had spent all weekend checking it, reading it again and again, convinced she had corrected every mistake he had criticised the previous week.

Still, the email was short.

No “please”.
No explanation.

Just an instruction.

At exactly five o’clock she stood, smoothed the front of her skirt, and walked toward the partner offices.

Her heels sounded louder than usual on the polished floor. Each step seemed to echo her heartbeat, which was now uncomfortably fast.

She knocked lightly.

“Come in.”

His voice was calm, as always.

Dominic Bennett sat behind his desk, jacket off, sleeves rolled neatly to the forearms, the report lying open in front of him. The city skyline glowed faintly behind him through the large windows, the early evening light turning the glass buildings outside into sheets of gold.

He didn’t smile when she entered.

He simply looked at her for a moment, his dark eyes steady and unreadable.

“Close the door, Olivia.”

She did.

The quiet click of the door closing behind her seemed louder than it should have been.

She stood in front of the desk, hands loosely clasped in front of her, suddenly very aware of her posture, of the way she was standing, of the way he was looking at her.

He rested one hand on the report.

“You wrote this,” he said.

“Yes.”

He nodded slowly.

“You are intelligent.”

The words surprised her.

“You are capable,” he continued calmly.

A small flicker of hope rose in her chest.

Then he turned a page and tapped the paper lightly with his finger.

“But you are careless.”

The hope vanished immediately.

“You don’t focus on detail the way you should,” he continued, his voice calm, controlled, almost conversational. “You rush the last ten percent of the work. And in this profession, the last ten percent is what matters.”

Olivia felt her face grow warm.

“You have potential,” he said, looking up at her again. “But potential is meaningless without discipline.”

The word seemed to hang in the air between them.

“Discipline,” he repeated quietly. “Structure. Attention to detail. Control. These are the things that make a good lawyer.”

She swallowed but didn’t speak.

“You don’t lack intelligence,” he continued. “You lack focus. And focus comes from discipline. From structure. From learning to do exactly what you are told, exactly how you are told, without cutting corners and without deciding that your way is good enough.”

She felt very small standing there in front of his desk.

Embarrassed.

Ashamed.

And yet, beneath the humiliation, there was that same strange warmth spreading slowly through her body again, the same reaction she had felt the previous week when he had criticised her work.

The calm authority in his voice.

The certainty.

The control.

“You need discipline,” he said again, leaning back slightly in his chair. “You need structure. You need someone to make you concentrate. Someone to make sure you do things properly.”

Her heart was beating so loudly now she was sure he could hear it.

He watched her quietly for a moment.

Then he said, very calmly:

“What do you think happens to people who don’t meet my standards?”

She didn’t answer.

She couldn’t.

The silence stretched.

“They get corrected,” he said.

The word landed heavily in the quiet office.

Corrected.

Olivia stared at the edge of his desk; her hands clasped together so tightly her fingers were beginning to ache.

She felt embarrassed. Small. Ashamed. But more than anything, she felt a desperate, overwhelming need not to disappoint him.

“I don’t want to disappoint you,” she said quietly, the words escaping before she had fully decided to speak.

He didn’t respond immediately.

He just watched her.

“I want to do better,” she continued, her voice quieter now. “I know I can do better.”

Still, he said nothing.

The silence made her continue.

“Tell me what I need to do,” she said. “Tell me how you want things done. I’ll do it exactly like that.”

He leaned forward slightly now, his forearms resting on the desk.

“You need discipline,” he said again quietly.

She nodded slowly.

“Yes,” she said, almost whispering now. “I think I do.”

Her heart was pounding.

“I need structure,” she continued. “I need… I need someone to be hard on me when I get things wrong.”

The words were out now, and she couldn’t stop them.

“I don’t want you to go easy on me,” she said. “I don’t want you to just fix my mistakes and move on. I want you to make sure I don’t make them again.”

He watched her very carefully now.

“I need you to train me,” she said quietly.

The moment the words left her mouth, the air in the room seemed to change.

The silence that followed was different from the ones before.

He didn’t look surprised.

He didn’t look amused.

He just looked at her, steadily, thoughtfully, as if he had been waiting for her to say exactly that.

And Olivia realised, standing there in front of his desk, that something important had just changed between them.

Not because of anything he had done.

But because of what she had just asked for.


Chapter Fourteen

The silence after her confession stretched, viscous and heavy, filled with the hum of the office's climate control and the distant, muted roar of London outside. Olivia stood before Dominic’s desk, her hands clenched tightly at her sides, the city lights beginning to twinkle in the vast windows behind him painting his silhouette in stark relief. She could hear her own heartbeat, a frantic drum against her ribs.

Dominic didn’t move. He sat in his leather chair, his posture relaxed but his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that felt like a physical weight. The calm she’d seen in him earlier was still there, but it had transformed into something deeper, more assessing. He was peeling her apart, she thought, layer by layer.

“Train you,” he finally said, his voice a low, measured baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet space. It wasn’t a question. It was a repetition, a tasting of the words. “And be hard on you when you get things wrong.”

Olivia swallowed, the dryness in her throat painful. “Yes.”

“What do you mean by ‘hard,’ Olivia?” He leaned forward slightly, the movement slow and deliberate. His fingers tapped once, softly, on the polished wood of his desk. “In a professional context, ‘hard’ could mean stricter deadlines, more critical feedback, longer hours. Is that what you’re asking for?”

She knew it wasn’t. The real meaning sat in her stomach, hot and shameful and thrilling. She forced herself to meet his eyes. “No. Not just that.”

“Explain.”

The command was simple, absolute. It stripped away her defences. Her voice was a whisper, but it was clear. “I… I think I work better when there are… consequences. Real ones. When I know that failing to meet a standard will result in something… immediate. Something that makes me remember. That ensures I don’t repeat the mistake.”

His dark eyes didn’t flicker. “You believe you need punishment to learn?”

The word, punishment, sent a shiver straight down her spine, pooling low in her belly. “I believe I need discipline. Structure. Someone to… to make sure I do things properly. I want your approval. I don’t want to disappoint you again.” The admission spilled out, raw and vulnerable. It was the truth she’d been circling all day, all week.

Dominic studied her. The silence was a tool he wielded masterfully, letting her words hang in the air, letting her feel their weight. “My approval is earned through competence, not through suffering.”

“But the suffering… the consequence… would ensure the competence,” she insisted, her breath coming faster now. The logic felt twisted, yet to her it was crystalline. Pain as a catalyst. Submission as a guarantee.

A faint, almost imperceptible shift occurred in his expression. It wasn’t a smile. It was a deepening of his focus, a narrowing of his attention solely on her. “You’re proposing a significant shift in our dynamic, Olivia. You are asking me to assume a personal authority over you that extends far beyond mentorship.”

She nodded, her throat tight.

“And what form would these ‘immediate consequences’ take?” he asked, his tone still calm, conversational, as if discussing a contract clause.

This was the moment. The line. She crossed it with a trembling, determined voice. “I think… every time I make a mistake… or fail to meet your standards… you should… spank me.”

She couldn’t say it lightly. The words were heavy, laden with all her private fantasies, all the late-night readings, all the secret, aching curiosity. “On my bare… my bare ass. So that I learn properly.”

The room seemed to tilt. The hum of the air conditioning grew louder. Dominic’s gaze didn’t waver. He didn’t look shocked. He looked… contemplative. As if he was evaluating a complex, but intriguing, proposition.

“A corporal punishment,” he stated, the term clinical. “In my office. For professional errors.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“You understand that this is not a normal professional relationship. That it would blur every boundary. That it would give me power over you in a very specific, very intimate way.”

“I understand.” Her voice was firmer now. The initial fear was morphing into a desperate, hungry resolve. She wanted it. The clarity of it. The absoluteness. To hand over the messy, anxious part of herself to his control.

He leaned back, the chair creaking softly. He looked at her for a long, long moment, his eyes travelling over her face, her posture, the new, elegant clothes she’d worn to impress him. He saw the effort. He saw the intent. And now, he saw the offer.

“Turn around,” he said quietly.

The command was so simple, so unexpected after the heavy conversation, that it stole her breath. Her mind went blank for a second. Then, a flush of heat, humiliation, arousal, a dizzying cocktail, spread across her skin.

Slowly, mechanically, she turned. She faced the dark wood of a bookshelf, her back to him now. The vulnerability was instant, total. He could see the line of her spine, the curve of her neck, the way her hands still clenched at her sides.

“Ruck up your skirt,” he continued, his voice still that calm, low baritone. “And show me your ass.”

The contradiction of feelings was a whirlwind inside her. Shame, so acute it made her eyes sting. And beneath it, a pulsing, undeniable thrill. This was it. The first test. The first proof of her submission. Her fingers, trembling and cold, found the hem of her charcoal pencil skirt. She gathered the soft wool, pulling it up slowly, over the backs of her thighs, over her hips. The cool office air hit the skin of her legs, then the higher, more intimate skin normally covered by her skirt. She heard the faint rustle of fabric, her own shallow breathing.

When the skirt was bunched around her waist, she paused. She was exposed from the backs of her knees up to the waistband of her underwear. The sheer black stockings she’d worn, the expensive lingerie beneath her professional clothes, he could now see what she had worn for him. And the shape was there. The full, rounded curve of her backside, presented to him.

“Bend slightly at the waist,” he instructed.

Her legs felt like wood. She obeyed, leaning forward just a few degrees, enough to arch her back, enough to push the rounded flesh into a more pronounced, presented position. The posture was unmistakable. It was an offering. A display. The heat in her core was a live wire now, sparking and dangerous. She was showing him herself, the part of her body that had starred in all her private fantasies. And he was looking. She could feel his gaze on her skin like a physical touch, a slow, deliberate scan that evaluated every curve, every contour.

The silence stretched again, filled only with her ragged breath and the profound, terrifying knowledge that he was seeing her, judging her, considering her proposal in the most literal, physical way. Her cheeks burned, a flush that she knew was spreading across the skin he was studying. She waited, bent and exposed, for his verdict.


Chapter Fifteen

Dominic’s gaze held her, a steady, unblinking force that pinned her in place even more than his command to bend. The silence in his office was profound, a vacuum where the only sound was the faint hum of the city and her own shallow breathing. He leaned back in his leather chair, the movement slow and deliberate, his fingers steepled before him on the polished desk.

“You propose a contract,” he stated, his voice devoid of the earlier contemplative warmth. It was pure business now. “A formal agreement outlining the terms of this…disciplinary arrangement.”

Olivia’s heart hammered against her ribs. She remained bent, her skirt rucked up, the cool air a constant reminder of her exposure. “Yes,” she whispered, the word scraping her throat.

“The contract will stipulate that you relinquish control over your discipline to me. Completely. I will decide the method, the intensity, the timing. You will have no say in it.” He paused, letting the absolute nature of that surrender sink into the space between them. “Furthermore, it will grant me the authority to delegate that discipline. If I choose, I could have someone else administer it.”

The air seemed to leave the room. Someone else. The thought was a bolt of ice shot through the heat of her arousal. Another man? A woman? Someone watching? The vulnerability she felt now, bent and presented only to him, multiplied exponentially in her imagination. It was a deeper, more terrifying level of submission. She wasn’t just giving herself to him; she was giving herself to his will, whatever form it took.

“Do you understand?” he asked, his eyes boring into her from across the desk.

She did. It was the ultimate test. Was her desire for structure, for consequences, genuine enough to accept any consequence he deemed fit? The thrill that spiked through her fear was answer enough. “Yes,” she breathed, firmer this time.

“Then you will draft it. Tonight.” He reached for a pristine legal pad and a pen from his desk drawer, placing them carefully on the edge nearest her. “Tomorrow morning, eight a.m., on my desk. It will be your work. Your words. Your signature.”

The task was a gauntlet thrown. It wasn’t just acceptance; it was articulation. She would have to codify her own submission, define the terms of her own punishment. The clinical act of writing it would strip the fantasy bare, making it real, making it binding.

“If you deliver the contract as required,” he continued, his tone shifting back to that calm, inevitable baritone, “then this time tomorrow, I will spank you.”

The promise was a direct, physical anchor to the abstract contract. It gave the terrifying delegation clause a concrete, immediate reward. Her first punishment would be from him. His hand. Her skin. The connection was visceral.

“You may stand.”

The permission was a shock. Her muscles unlocked slowly, stiff from tension and posture. She straightened, pulling her skirt down with trembling hands. The fabric settled over her stockings, covering her, but the feeling of exposure lingered, a phantom sensation on her skin. She smoothed the wool over her hips, a nervous, automatic gesture.

Dominic watched the movement, his eyes following the path of her hands. “Go home, Olivia. Write your contract. Consider every clause. Consider what you are truly offering.”

She nodded, unable to speak. The professional space had been utterly transformed. It was now a chamber of potential, charged with the promise of tomorrow. She took a step back, then another, her legs unsteady.

“Eight a.m.,” he reiterated, a final, gentle pressure.

She turned and walked to the office door, her steps careful on the thick carpet. Each movement felt amplified, as if her body was now a instrument he had tuned. As she opened the door, the cooler air of the corridor hit her face. She stepped out, closing the door softly behind her, sealing the intense intimacy of the room away.

The walk to the elevator was a blur. The click of her heels on the marble floor echoed in the empty hallway. Her mind was already spinning, drafting clauses, defining terms. Relinquishment of control. Delegation authority. Methods: manual, implement… The legal language felt like a shield, making the raw desire beneath it permissible.

But beneath the shield, her body was alive with a different kind of awareness. The memory of his gaze on her exposed skin was a brand. The promise of his hand tomorrow was a throbbing pulse between her thighs. She was so turned on it felt like a low-grade fever, heating her skin, making her sensitive to every brush of her clothing against her body.

The elevator ride down was a silent descent. She leaned against the mirrored wall, catching sight of her own reflection. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide and dark behind her glasses. The professional façade was there—the pencil skirt, the silk camisole—but the woman underneath was vibrating with a secret, chaotic energy.

Out on the street, the evening air was cool. She walked towards the tube station, her mind a whirlwind of legal phrases and illicit images. The contract. It would be perfect. It would be airtight. It would give him everything.

And then, tomorrow, he would take his first part of it.

The thought made her breath catch. Her hand drifted to the side of her skirt, her fingers brushing the fabric where his gaze had lingered. A shiver, delicious and cold, raced through her. She was writing her own surrender. And the first payment would be a spanking.


Chapter Sixteen

The afternoon light cut a sharp, golden rectangle across the dark Persian rug of Dominic’s office. Olivia stood precisely in its centre, as if positioned on a stage, the warmth doing nothing to dispel the chill creeping up her spine. Dominic sat behind his vast, polished desk, the signed document she’d delivered at 8:01 a.m. laid out before him. He read it in silence, his eyes moving methodically down each clause. The only sound was the faint rustle of paper and the deafening roar of her own heartbeat.

Minutes stretched. He turned a page. He read it again. His expression was unreadable, a mask of professional assessment. Finally, he looked up, his dark eyes finding hers. The connection was a physical jolt.

“Straighten up,” he ordered, his voice a low, measured baritone that vibrated in the quiet room.

Her shoulders, which had begun to slump under the weight of anticipation, snapped back immediately. Her spine aligned, her chin lifted. The simple command reinforced the new hierarchy more powerfully than any lecture.

He tapped the document with a long finger. “This signed document gives me the power to strip you naked and punish you how I see fit.” He paused, letting the words hang, heavy and absolute. “And I can do this in front of whoever I choose.”

The clause about delegation. It was there, in her own neat legal handwriting. Hearing him state it aloud made her stomach swoop. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered, the title feeling both foreign and utterly correct on her tongue.

He didn’t smile. He simply picked up his smartphone from the desk, his movements economical and sure. He unlocked it, tapped the screen, and pointed the camera at her. The small, dark lens felt like the eye of the world.

“Tell me again,” he said, his voice dropping into a register meant for the recording. It was a command, but also a performance. He was archiving her consent, her surrender.

She looked directly into the lens, her breath catching. This was another layer of exposure; one she hadn’t fully anticipated. The contract was private. This was a record. Proof. Her voice trembled slightly as she began, but she forced it to steady, to match the formality of the document.

“I, Olivia Harrington,” she stated, her eyes locked on the camera, “have signed a contract giving Dominic Bennett the right to strip me bare and punish me as he sees fit, in front of whoever he chooses.” Each word was a stone dropped into a still pond, rippling through her with consequences she could only begin to fathom.

He held the phone steady for a three-count after she finished, then placed it carefully back on the desk, the screen still facing up. The silent, red recording light was a tiny, accusing eye.

Then his gaze returned to her, full force. “Strip.”

The single word echoed in the sunlit silence. It was neither cruel nor gentle. It was an instruction; the first exercise of the authority she had granted him. For a paralyzed second, she simply stood there, the enormity of it locking her joints.

“Now, Olivia.” The slight edge in his tone was all the catalyst she needed.

Her fingers, cold and clumsy, went to the buttons of her cream silk blouse. The first one slipped free with a soft pop. The second. The third. The air of the office, cool and smelling of lemon polish and his subtle cologne, kissed the newly revealed skin of her chest. She let the blouse slide off her shoulders, catching it before it fell, and draped it over the back of the client chair beside her. The simple, practical lace of her everyday bra was now visible. It felt absurdly plain, suddenly, in this context.

“Continue.”

She reached behind her, finding the clasp. Her heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. The clasp gave way, and the tension across her breasts released. She slipped the straps down her arms, letting the bra fall forward into her hands. The cool air washed over her bare breasts, making her nipples tighten instantly into hard, sensitive peaks. A flush of heat bloomed across her chest and climbed her neck. She placed the bra neatly atop the blouse, her movements ritualistic, slow.

His eyes were on her. She could feel them like a physical touch, a slow, scorching scan from her face, down her throat, over the full, soft curves of her breasts. She fought the urge to cross her arms, to hide. This is what you wanted, she reminded herself. To be seen.

“The skirt.”

Her hands went to the side zip of her fitted pencil skirt. The sound of the metal teeth separating was obscenely loud. She pushed the skirt down over her hips, the wool blend catching slightly on her stockings before pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, now standing in her sheer black stockings, the delicate suspender belt, and a simple pair of white cotton knickers. The contrast between the elegant stockings and the ordinary underwear felt like another confession, the mundane girl beneath the curated fantasy.

She bent to pick up the skirt, folding it with trembling hands, adding it to the growing pile on the chair. The movement made the suspender straps pull against her thighs, a sharp, focused sensation.

“Everything.”

The knickers were last. The final barrier. Her thumbs hooked into the elastic waistband at her hips. She closed her eyes for a second, then opened them, forcing herself to look at him as she pushed the soft cotton down. It slid over her hips, down her thighs, past her knees. She had to step out of them, one foot then the other, leaving the small, white fabric puddled on the dark rug. The cool air touched her everywhere now, a full-body caress that made her skin prickle with goosebumps. The secret, slick heat between her thighs felt wildly exposed.

She was naked. Utterly. Standing in a shaft of afternoon sun in the heart of professional power, her clothing a tidy heap on a chair, her body offered for his appraisal. Her arms hung stiffly at her sides, her palms itching to cover herself. She kept them still. Her breath came in shallow, audible pulls. The silence was a living thing, pressing in on her.

Dominic’s gaze was relentless. It travelled over her with a slow, thorough ownership that left a phantom trail of heat on her skin. From her flushed face, down the slope of her neck, over the swell of her breasts and their tight, dark peaks, down the flat plane of her stomach to the narrow waist, over the gentle swell of her hips, and finally, settling on the thatch of light brown curls and the full, rounded curves of her bare backside. He looked his fill, his expression still unreadable, but his attention was a weight that pressed her into the rug.

He leaned back in his chair, the leather sighing softly. “Come here,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Closer. To the edge of the desk.”


Chapter Seventeen

Dominic moved then, a shadow detaching from the city-light silhouette. The soft scuff of his Oxfords on the Persian rug was the only warning before his presence solidified behind her. His hand came to rest on the middle of her back, not a caress, but a point of undeniable ownership. The warmth of his palm seeped through her skin, a brand. He didn’t push so much as guide, a gentle, inexorable pressure that bent her forward from the waist.

Her world tilted. The polished dark walnut of his desk rushed up to meet her. She had a moment of dizzying disorientation, the cool, hard surface against her cheek, the scent of lemon oil and old wood filling her nostrils. Then his other hand joined the first, flattening her torso, pressing her down until her large, firm breasts were crushed against the unyielding wood. The sensation was shocking, the soft, sensitive flesh compressed, her nipples hardening instantly into aching points against the chill. She gasped, the sound muffled by the desk.

He didn’t stop. She felt the brush of his trouser leg against her calf, then the firm, deliberate pressure of his shoe against her inner ankle. He pushed her foot out, then the other, spreading her legs roughly a metre apart. The movement was pragmatic, efficient. It left her utterly open, exposed in a way that made her breath hitch. The cool office air touched her everywhere, the damp heat between her thighs, the vulnerable seam of her body. She was splayed, presented, a feast of vulnerability for his eyes alone.

His hands left her back. For a long, agonizing moment, there was only the feel of the desk and the terrifying openness of her position. Then, his touch returned, not to punish, but to appraise. His palms, warm and broad, smoothed over the curves of her luscious, round ass cheeks. The touch was almost clinical, a mapping of the territory. His thumbs traced the crease where thigh met buttock, a slow, deliberate exploration that made her shiver. He cupped the full, heavy flesh, weighing it, testing its resilience. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her.

She had never been fully bare before a man, never stood exposed in such raw vulnerability. Now, she was not just asked but demanded to be entirely open, utterly offered. Her heart raced at the thought, the reality of her submission sinking deeper into her bones. Her body, which had always been private, shielded by layers of fabric and propriety, was now completely his to command. The cool air kissed her heated skin, amplifying the sensation of her exposure. Her large, firm breasts pressed against his desk, her nipples hard and aching, while her thighs trembled as they were spread wide, leaving her utterly defenceless.

“This is what you wanted to offer,” his voice murmured in her head, though he hadn’t spoken. “See how it is received.”

The first slap came without preamble.

It was not a tentative tap. It was a hard, stinging crack of his palm against the fullest part of her right cheek. The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet office, a sharp, percussive smack that seemed to hang in the air. The pain was immediate, a bright, hot bloom that radiated outward, searing her nerve endings. A sharp, startled yelp tore from her throat.

He didn’t give her time to process it. The next impact landed on her left cheek, just as hard, a perfect mirror. Another yelp choked this time. Then he began in earnest, his hand falling in a steady, rhythmic alternation, right, left, right, left. The spanks were methodical, covering the rounded hemispheres from crest to undercurve. The initial sting built into a deep, throbbing heat, a fire that spread across her entire backside. Her skin grew hot and tight, the flesh beneath jiggling with each impact. She squeezed her eyes shut, her fingers clawing at the smooth desk. Each slap was a shock, a jolt that travelled straight to her core, where an answering, desperate heat was building, coiling tighter with every strike.

She wasn’t silent. Little gasps, whimpers, sharp intakes of breath punctuated the rhythm of his hand. The pain was intense, overwhelming, and yet… it was clean. It was the consequence she had begged for, made physical. It carved a space in her frantic mind, leaving only the present moment, the sting, the heat, the sound of his hand on her flesh, the feel of her own body yielding to his discipline.

The silence that followed was thick, charged with anticipation. Olivia’s body trembled, her stinging flesh still throbbing from the earlier onslaught. Suddenly, Dominic’s hand came down again, harder than before, his palm striking the delicate crease where her left buttock met her thigh. The pain was sharp, searing, a white-hot lance that shot through her nerves. She gasped, a choked sob escaping her lips as the sting radiated outward, leaving her clenching her fists against the desk.

Before she could catch her breath, his hand landed again, this time on the opposite side, equally brutal. The force of the slap jolted her entire body, her knees buckling slightly beneath her. Her breath hitched, a desperate whimper slipping out as she struggled to endure the intensity. The repeated strikes on such sensitive flesh left her feeling raw, exposed, and utterly at his mercy.

Dominic’s voice broke through her haze, low and commanding. “Do you understand now, Olivia? This is the price of your submission. Every consequence, every sensation, is yours to bear.”

Her response was a ragged sob, tears pricking at her eyes as she nodded weakly. The pain was overwhelming, but beneath it, a strange, undeniable heat simmered, a twisted mix of fear, arousal, and an aching need to please him. She felt the weight of his words settle deep within her, a truth she could no longer deny.

Just as suddenly as it began, it stopped.

The absence of the next expected blow was its own shock. The only sounds were her ragged, panting breaths and the faint, city hum from the window. The heat in her ass was a pulsing, living entity. She could feel the skin, tight and swollen, undoubtedly a deep, rosy red.

“Olivia.”

His voice was calm, measured, as if they were discussing a brief. It cut through the haze of pain and arousal.

“You are ready to face every consequence?”

The question hung in the air, weighted with all the clauses of the contract, all the terrifying potential of delegation. Bent over, her stinging, exposed backside offered to him, there was only one truth. “Yes, Sir.” Her voice was hoarse, but clear.

“On your knees. Here.”

The command was a pivot. She pushed herself up, her arms trembling. The movement pulled at the heated skin of her bottom, a fresh wave of sensation. She slid off the desk, her legs wobbly, and sank to the floor on the soft rug in front of him. Her gaze, lowered in submission, landed immediately on the prominent bulge tenting the fine wool of his smart suit trousers. The outline was unmistakable, thick and long, straining against the fabric.

A fresh, dizzying wave of heat flooded her. She had done that.

Dominic looked down at her, his expression unreadable. He gestured with a slight nod toward his crotch. “You have caused that,” he stated, his low baritone leaving no room for argument. “You must suck me. And swallow.”

The crude, direct words sent a jolt through her. Her mouth went dry even as moisture slicked her inner thighs. She reached up, her hands visibly shaking. Her fingers fumbled with his belt buckle, the metal cool and foreign. She got it open, then found the zip of his trousers. The sound of it lowering was deafening. She hesitated for a second, her heart hammering, then reached in through the slit in his boxers.

Her fingers brushed hot, silken skin. She wrapped her hand around him and drew him out.

He was big. Far bigger than she could have imagined. Thick and heavy in her hand, the shaft long and veined, the head broad and flushed a deep, ruddy colour. A bead of clear moisture already glistened at the tip. The reality of him, of this intimate part of a man she revered and feared, was almost too much. She stared, mesmerized by the sheer, physical proof of his arousal.

“Have you sucked a guy off before?”

His question was blunt, pulling her eyes up to his. She saw no judgment there, only assessment. She swallowed, her throat tight. “Not really.” It was the truth. Fumbling, inexperienced attempts in university dorm rooms that had left her more anxious than aroused.

A faint, almost imperceptible gleam entered his dark eyes. “Now you learn.”

He placed a hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. The pressure was undeniable. She leaned forward, the musky, clean scent of him filling her senses. Her tongue darted out first, a timid swipe across the slick head. The taste was salty, primal. A low groan rumbled from his chest, a vibration she felt in the air.

“Open wider,” he instructed, his voice a husky command.

She obeyed, parting her lips and taking the broad head into her mouth. It stretched her lips, filled her. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, the velvety skin moving over her tongue. His hand tightened slightly in her hair, setting a slow, deep rhythm. She followed, learning the feel of him, the way to hollow her cheeks, the pressure he seemed to like as she moved her tongue along the sensitive underside.

“Use your hand on the base,” he directed, his breaths coming slightly harder now. “Keep your lips tight.”

She complied, one hand wrapping around the root of him, working in tandem with the suction of her mouth. It was awkward at first, then a rhythm found itself. The world narrowed to this: the weight of him on her tongue, the salt-bitter taste, the sounds of her own efforts, the controlled, ragged sound of his breathing above her. The submission was total, more intimate than the spanking. This was service, pure and focused. And with every soft groan he made, every slight twitch of his hips, a fierce, hot pride mingled with her own arousal. She was doing this to him.

His movements became less controlled, more urgent. The hand in her hair fisted, holding her steady. “I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice thick and strained. “Swallow it all.”

A final, powerful thrust pushed him deep into her throat. She gagged slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but held her position. Then he stilled, and a hot, pulsing rush flooded her mouth. The taste was stronger, musky and bitter. She swallowed convulsively, once, twice, taking most of it down, though a trickle escaped the corner of her lips. He held her there until the pulses subsided, then gently pulled himself from her mouth.

She knelt back on her heels, breathing heavily, her lips swollen and wet, the taste of him lingering on her tongue. She looked up at him, dazed, waiting for his next command.


Epilogue

The door clicked shut, the sound a final, definitive seal on the world. For a second, Olivia simply leaned against the cool wood, her forehead pressed to its surface, breathing in the familiar scent of her lavender room spray that now seemed absurdly innocent. Then, driven by a need more urgent than thought, her hands flew to her clothes.

The cream silk blouse was torn open, buttons be damned, and shoved from her shoulders. The pencil skirt’s zip screamed in protest as she yanked it down, stumbling as she kicked it away. The stockings, the suspenders, the tiny thong, all were peeled and discarded in a frantic, tangled heap on the floor. In seconds, she stood naked in the centre of her small Dulwich bedroom, the evening air cool on her feverish skin. She moved to the full-length mirror leaned against the wall, her breath fogging the glass for a moment before she wiped it clear.

For a long, still moment, she studied her front.

Her full, heavy 36D breasts rose and fell with her quickened breath, the pale skin flushed a delicate pink from her collar bones down. Her nipples were still tight, dark peaks, sensitive from being crushed against the hard desk. Her gaze drifted down the slender plane of her stomach, over the narrow dip of her waist, to the gentle flare of her hips. A light dusting of brunette curls covered her mound, glistening with the evidence of her intense arousal. She looked… used. And the thought sent a fresh, sharp thrill straight to her core.

She turned.

A soft, audible gasp broke the silence.

Both full, round ass cheeks were a deep, uniform crimson. The skin looked hot, tightly stretched over the generous curves. And there, clearly imprinted on the rosy canvas, were several faint, overlapping marks, the distinct, elongated ovals of four fingers and the broader smudge of a palm. The shape of his hand. A brand. A receipt for what had transpired.

Her own fingers trembled as she reached back, hesitating an inch from the heated skin. She could feel the radiant warmth from here. Slowly, carefully, she laid her fingertips against one marked cheek.

A hiss slipped through her teeth. It was a live wire of sensation, a deep, throbbing heat that echoed the initial, stinging crack of his palm. It wasn’t pure pain anymore; it had transformed into a heavy, possessive ache that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat. She pressed a little harder, her fingers sinking into the tender flesh, and a jolt of pure, undiluted lust convulsed through her. Her knees almost buckled.

He did this. He marked me.

The reality of it was a firestorm in her blood. The cool, controlled lawyer in the powerful suit had reduced her to this: a naked, marked girl staring at the evidence of her submission in a bedroom mirror. And she was drenched. The slick heat between her thighs was a shameless flood, a direct, physical response to the visual proof of his dominance.

Her legs gave out. She dropped to her knees on the rug, the soft pile a contrast to the hard office floor she’d knelt on earlier. Her reflection in the mirror was now from the waist up, her flushed face, her wide, dark eyes behind her turquoise glasses, the heavy swell of her breasts. But her mind was behind her. Her hands, of their own volition, dove between her splayed thighs.

Two fingers slid through her soaked folds, gathering the slickness, and pressed directly against her clit.

A broken cry echoed in the quiet room. The contact was electric, a direct circuit from the throbbing ache in her backside to the frantic, swollen bud under her touch. She began to circle, her hips rocking forward into her own hand, her eyes locked on her reflection but seeing him.

She imagined Dominic standing right behind her reflection, his tall, commanding silhouette filling the space. He would be still. Watching. His dark, perceptive eyes missing nothing, the tremble in her lower lip, the frantic rise and fall of her breasts, the desperate circles of her fingers.

“Look at yourself,” his low baritone murmured in her mind, a vibration she felt in her bones. “Look at what I’ve done to you. See how ready you are. How wet for me.”

“Yes,” she whimpered aloud to the empty room, her fingers moving faster. She was. She was so wet her fingers slid effortlessly, the sound obscenely loud.

“Faster,” the imaginary Dominic commanded, his voice leaving no room for dissent.

She obeyed, her circling fingers becoming a blur. The coil in her abdomen tightened viciously. She needed more. She needed to be filled. She plunged two fingers deep inside herself, curling them, and a guttural moan tore from her throat. The stretch was exquisite; a pale mimicry of the fullness she craved from him. She fucked herself with her own hand, her arm pumping, her back arching.

She whimpered as her fingers thrust deeper, her tight walls fluttering around them. But it wasn’t enough. The ache between her thighs sharpened into a desperate craving, not for her own touch, but for him. For Dominic’s thick, heavy cock, the one she’d felt pressed against her throat. Would it even fit inside her? She was practically a virgin, her body untouched except for her own hesitant explorations. The thought of him stretching her, filling her to the point of pain, sent a fresh rush of slickness coating her fingers.

“You’d take it,” his imagined voice growled, dark with promise. “You’d let me push inside that tight little cunt until you screamed.”

Her hips jerked forward, her fingers curling desperately as if she could conjure the sensation. The stretch burned just enough to make her breath hitch, but it was nothing compared to what he would feel like. She pictured him above her, his broad shoulders blocking out the light, his hands gripping her hips as he forced her to take every inch. Would he be gentle? Or would he fuck her with the same ruthless control he’d used when he spanked her?

The fantasy alone had her trembling, her thighs slick with arousal. She was so close again, teetering on the edge, her body betraying just how badly she wanted to be claimed.

“Come on, Olivia,” his phantom voice urged, a dark caress. “Show me. Come for me. Let me see you fall apart.”

It was all the permission she needed. The fantasy fused with the physical, the memory of his hand, the sight of his marks on her skin, the sound of his voice, the taste of him on her tongue. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm erupted, a silent, screaming wave that locked her muscles and stole her breath. It was a deep, convulsive unravelling that rolled from her core outward, making her inner muscles clamp rhythmically around her driving fingers, making her marked backside clench with a fresh, bright echo of pain-pleasure. Her head fell back, a choked gasp the only sound she could manage as the sensations battered her—peak after peak of pure, mindless release. It was longer, more intense, more complete than any she’d ever experienced alone. It was a submission to her own need, guided by the ghost of his command.

When the final tremors subsided, she slumped forward, catching herself on her hands. She was panting, utterly spent, her fingers slick and trembling as she slowly withdrew them. She shuffled on her knees, then settled into a low squat on the floor, facing the mirror.

She looked at her reflection, really looked.

Her face was flushed, her lips parted and swollen. Her turquoise glasses were slightly askew. Her hair had escaped its braid in damp tendrils around her face. And her breasts… her heavy, soft breasts were heaving with each ragged breath, the peaks still hard and pebbled. The marks on her backside were hidden from this angle, but she could still feel their heat, a constant, possessive reminder.

She squatted there, naked and exposed even to herself, watching the pulse hammer in her throat, watching the aftermath of the most intense orgasm of her life play out across her own feat


Book Two Teaser

Olivia Harrington thought the hardest part would be asking.

She was wrong.

The hardest part was what came after.

Because Dominic Bennett was not a man who did things halfway. He did not make idle promises, and he did not accept responsibility lightly. When he took control of something, he owned it completely, shaped it, refined it, and expected perfection from it.

And now, whether she fully understood it or not, Olivia had placed herself under his control.

She had asked for discipline. She had asked to be trained. She had asked him to correct her.

And Dominic Bennett was not the kind of man who ignored a request like that.

He would not shout. He would not lose control. He would not be cruel without purpose.

But he would expect obedience.

He would expect improvement.

He would expect honesty.

He would expect her to follow instructions exactly, without argument, without hesitation.

He would set rules.

He would set standards.

He would decide consequences.

And Olivia was beginning to realise that what she had offered him was not just a moment, not just a game, not just a private fantasy brought into the real world for a single evening.

She had offered him authority over her.

Not only in his office. Not only in her work. But over her body and her sexual experiences.

Dominic Bennett did not want a temporary distraction.

He wanted control.

Structure.

Obedience.

Trust.

And Olivia was beginning to understand that if she continued down this path, if she kept stepping forward instead of stepping back, then the next stage would not be something she could easily walk away from.

Because men like Dominic did not half-own anything.

They either had nothing…

Or they had everything.

And Olivia Harrington had just begun to realise that she might very well be about to give him exactly that. Everything!
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