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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 

	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 

	Anal play and anal sex 

	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 

	Interracial 

	BBC Big Black Cock 

	Slut training 

	Exhibitionism 



If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.
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BOOK TWO TEASER A TASTE OF WHAT COMES NEXT


Chapter One: Arrival

Geneva Ashford stepped out of the lift and into the marble reception of Halston Reeves, the sound of her heels carrying through the quiet morning air. The light from the floor-to-ceiling windows caught on her hair, a soft gold that framed her face in smooth, glossy waves. She paused only a moment, letting herself take in the view of Canary Wharf waking beneath her, then she moved with the easy confidence of someone who had already decided she belonged here.

The receptionist straightened instinctively. People often did when they saw her. Geneva never pretended she did not notice.

She carried herself lightly, shoulders back, chin lifted, an elegance that looked natural even though she had trained it for years. Her blouse, a fitted ivory silk, skimmed her figure in a way that left nothing sloppy or accidental. The fabric shaped itself over her full, firm 34D chest, then tapered neatly where her waist narrowed. From there the charcoal pencil skirt traced her hips and followed the curve of her round, heart-shaped backside with smooth precision. Every line of her body looked sculpted, balanced, controlled.

Her legs were long, toned, shaped by years of swimming and dance before university. The nude heels lengthened her stride and gave her a faint sway that people noticed even when they tried not to. Geneva did not flaunt anything. She simply knew the effect she had and chose to move in a way that made the most of it.

She looked fresh, polished, perfectly composed, but anyone watching closely would see the spark beneath the surface. A self-assuredness. A quiet hunger. A sense that she was made for more than the safe roles people expected from a young graduate.

This was her first real job after university. First day. First proper step into the world she wanted. Yet she walked in as if she had already been here for years.

A few men waiting near the reception desk glanced up as she passed. Geneva pretended not to see them, though she registered every flicker of interest. She always did. It was part of her armour, part of the game she played without ever acknowledging it out loud. She knew how to tilt her shoulders, where to place her gaze, how to turn a simple step into a silent statement.

Her badge was waiting for her. The receptionist handed it over with a smile that sat a little too neatly under Geneva’s presence.

“Welcome to Halston Reeves, Miss Ashford.”

“Thank you,” she said, her voice soft, cultured, with that little thread of confidence that made people lean in.

Her new manager had promised to meet her on the tenth floor, so she crossed the lobby again, taking in the subtle glances that followed her. She felt a small thrill at the attention, a reassurance that she had prepared well and looked exactly how she wanted to look on her first day.

Then she saw him.

Not her manager. Someone else.

A man stood near the far staircase, tall and straight-backed, his suit dark, his expression unreadable. He held a folder in one hand, though the stillness of his posture suggested he was in the middle of observing the room rather than crossing it.

For a fraction of a second, Geneva expected him to look at her the way everyone else did, but his gaze remained steady, cool, uninterested. Not dismissive. Just immune.

It startled her more than she allowed herself to show.

She walked past him, half certain he would eventually glance her way. He did not. He kept his attention on whatever thought held him, unmoved by her presence, untouched by her carefully curated first-day perfection.

The reaction she felt was small but sharp.

Who is he?

The lift doors opened. Geneva stepped inside and pressed the button for the tenth floor, her reflection flickering in the mirrored wall. She adjusted a lock of hair, smoothed her skirt, steadied the flutter in her stomach that made no sense.

She was used to turning heads.
She was not used to being ignored.

As the lift rose, Geneva let herself smile. A slow, thoughtful smile. Her first day had barely begun, and already the building had given her a challenge.

She found that she liked the feeling.


Chapter Two: First Impressions

Geneva reached the tenth floor early, long before the desks filled and the usual hum rose through the open-plan space. The office felt crisp and untouched in the morning light, the river laying a silver ribbon beneath the glass. She liked arriving before the world caught up. It made her feel ahead of the game.

A man approached her with measured purpose. Early forties. Trim build. Dark hair with a hint of grey at the temples. A tailored suit that suggested discipline rather than vanity. A wedding ring that seemed almost part of the uniform.

“Miss Ashford?” His voice carried a quiet authority. Professional. Precise.

“Yes,” she replied, smoothing a strand of hair behind her ear.

“I am Daniel Hargrave. Your line manager.”
He offered a brief, firm handshake. No hesitation. No attempt to charm her. No reaction to her appearance at all.

She felt an unexpected flicker of surprise. Most men registered her immediately, even when they pretended not to. Daniel gave her nothing.

“I will show you your workspace,” he said, already turning.

Geneva followed, adjusting her posture as she walked behind him. He spoke as they moved through the office.

“This team handles quantitative analysis for several high-value accounts. Your responsibilities begin with data validation, risk summaries, and structured reporting. Accuracy is essential. You will shadow two client calls each week to build operational awareness.”

The words were efficient and evenly delivered. He did not glance at her outfit. He did not pause to make small talk. He did not soften his tone to put her at ease.

“This is your desk.”
He gestured to a workstation overlooking the trading monitors. Everything about the setup was organised and neutral, a perfect reflection of the man who had chosen it.

Geneva set down her handbag. “Thank you. I am looking forward to contributing.”

“Good. Your onboarding package is in your inbox. Begin with the compliance modules, then review the folder marked Q4 projections. We will discuss your understanding at three.”

She tilted her head slightly, offering him the kind of polished smile that usually earned at least a flicker of interest. “Of course. I will be ready.”

Daniel returned only a crisp nod. No warmth. No shift in expression.

“Welcome to the team, Miss Ashford.”
Then he walked away.

Geneva watched him go, surprised to feel a quick spark of irritation. She was accustomed to drawing reactions from people, especially men. Daniel Hargrave treated her with the cool efficiency of someone addressing a set of quarterly targets.

It unsettled her.
It challenged her.
It intrigued her.

She opened her laptop and began her onboarding, though her mind drifted back to the way Daniel refused to respond to her presence. He was not impressed. He was not flustered. He was not even mildly curious.

He was her first obstacle.
Possibly her first real challenge.

Geneva leaned back slightly, adjusting her blouse, steadying her breath. She wanted to prove herself here, yet a part of her bristled at his indifference. She had not expected that on her first day.

Quiet footsteps crossed the floor. A small shift spread through the office. Conversations dipped. Posture stiffened. Even those pretending not to notice became subtly alert.

Geneva looked toward the glass doors.

A different kind of man entered the room.

Younger. Early thirties. Striking. Confident. His skin held a warm brown tone that caught the morning light, his jawline sharp, his stride effortless. The navy suit fit him perfectly, not in the way of someone trying to impress, but of someone accustomed to being watched.

He paused to speak with a senior partner. The partner adjusted his stance, not the younger man. Geneva saw the balance instantly.

This was someone the office revolved around without admitting it.

Adrian Ward.

She did not know the name yet, but she knew the type.

Her pulse tightened as his gaze moved across the room with quiet appraisal. People shifted slightly in their seats. The atmosphere bent subtly around him.

Geneva returned her eyes to her screen, pretending not to notice.

His gaze found her anyway.

A brief glance yesterday.
A longer one today.
Measured. Certain. A glance that suggested he knew exactly how people looked when they pretended not to look back.

Daniel greeted him as he passed. “Morning, Adrian.”

Morning. Familiar. Direct.
The CEO’s son.

Adrian gave Daniel a nod, then let his eyes settle on Geneva once more. This time he did not hide his interest. Not openly inappropriate, simply intentional.

A small, knowing hint of a smile touched his mouth.
Then he walked on.

Silence clung to the air for a moment before the office resumed its rhythm.

Geneva steadied her breath.

Daniel Hargrave had given her nothing.
Adrian Ward had given her too much.
Two very different men.
Two very different kinds of danger.

Her first day had begun with a challenge she did not expect.
Her second would begin a game she did not yet understand.


Chapter Three: Pressure Lines

Geneva arrived on the tenth floor with the same quiet poise she carried everywhere, though today she felt a crackle of anticipation under her skin. Ivory blouse, charcoal skirt, hair pinned into a sleek twist. She moved with the cool elegance of someone ready to claim space. Even so, her thoughts kept skimming back to the two men who had unsettled her in such different ways.

Daniel Hargrave’s controlled professionalism.
Adrian Ward’s assessing gaze.

She had barely taken two steps inside the office before her pulse tightened.

Daniel was standing beside her desk.

She stopped. Smoothed her expression. Straightened her shoulders.

“Miss Ashford,” he said, as calm as always. “Your revisions.”
He held out a printed report marked with neat red annotations.

Geneva took it, her movements graceful and precise. “You reviewed them already?”

“Your draft came in early. It made sense to address the gaps while the analysis was still fresh.”

The matter-of-fact tone stung more than she wanted to admit. She had stayed later than she needed to last night, wanting to impress him. Instead, she had been corrected again. Efficiently. Quietly. Without praise.

She lifted her chin, masking the sting behind professionalism. “I understand.”

Daniel paused for the briefest moment. Then, in a tone so mild she almost missed it, he said, “You learn quickly.”

It wasn’t a compliment meant to flatter. That made it more effective. Geneva felt a flicker of warmth in her chest that she refused to acknowledge.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

He nodded once and turned away, retreating toward his office with the same composed stride. Geneva watched the door close behind him.

She hated that she wanted to impress him.
She hated even more that he gave her so little to work with.

She sat down, opened her laptop, and tried to focus.

The office continued filling. The hum grew. Light shifted across the river. Geneva was half-way through revising her report when someone dropped into the chair beside her desk with the casual confidence of someone who believed he had already been welcomed.

“Morning, Geneva.”

She looked up.

Oliver Vance. Late twenties. Stylish haircut. Expensive shoes. A grin that told you it had worked on many women. Not her. But many.

He leaned back, spinning lightly in the chair. “I didn’t catch you yesterday. Daniel keeps you buried already?”

Geneva smiled politely. “He keeps everyone working efficiently.”

Oliver chuckled. “Efficiently is one word for it. I’d say clinically. Man, barely smiles unless a client drags it out of him.”

She returned to her screen. “Is there something you need, Oliver?”

“I need to make sure the new star analyst doesn’t forget the little people,” he joked, tapping his pen on her desk. “We should grab coffee later. I can show you all the places nearby that don’t taste like burnt carpet.”

Geneva kept her expression light, her tone smooth. “That’s kind, but I’m focusing on settling in for now.”

Oliver grinned wider. “It wasn’t kindness, it was flirting.”

She turned her head slowly, meeting his eyes. “I know.”

He paused, thrown off for a moment, but recovered quickly. “So that’s a maybe?”

“That’s a no,” she said, just as smoothly.

Oliver put a hand to his chest in dramatic offence. “You’re going to make me work for it, aren’t you?”

“I’m going to get back to my report,” she said.

He stood up, still smiling, clearly interpreting the refusal as a challenge rather than a final line. “Fine. I’ll circle back later. Maybe Daniel’s intensity has rubbed off on you.”

“Maybe,” Geneva replied without looking at him.

Oliver strolled off, stopping to charm a few people along the way. Geneva exhaled slowly. He was harmless. Vain. Persistent. But harmless. A background character in the game unfolding around her.

Because the real shift in the room came moments later.

A subtle ripple.
A new tension.
That faint tightening in the air that seemed to follow one specific man.

Adrian Ward stepped onto the floor.

Geneva did not need to look to know. She felt it first, like the energy of a storm building behind clear skies. Conversations softened. People glanced without meaning to. Even Oliver, halfway across the room, straightened slightly.

Adrian moved through the office with easy confidence, his presence commanding without force. His skin caught the light, warm and flawless. His expression was relaxed, but there was purpose in every step, as though the office existed for him rather than the other way around.

Geneva kept her eyes on her screen longer than she needed to.

It didn’t matter.
He saw her anyway.

His gaze locked onto her with precise, unhurried appraisal. Yesterday had been a glance. Today was an assessment. The kind that made her breath shift in her chest.

Then, almost deliberately, he let his eyes move from her posture to her face, then to the report she pretended to study.

She felt it like a touch.
Not inappropriate.
Just certain.

Adrian’s mouth curved faintly at one corner.

Daniel emerged from his office at that exact moment.

His eyes swept the floor.
He registered Adrian’s stare.
Then Geneva’s stillness.

A flicker passed over his face. Not emotion. Not jealousy. Something cooler. A controlled tightening of focus.

Adrian noticed.

His smile sharpened, the smallest degree, as if he had discovered a pressure point without having to touch it.

“Morning, Adrian,” Daniel said in his steady tone.

“Daniel,” Adrian replied smoothly, his eyes still grazing Geneva before he turned away and strode toward the executive suites.

Silence hung for a moment.

Then Daniel approached her desk again.

“Miss Ashford. A word.”

Geneva stood, palms smoothing involuntarily over her skirt. Daniel led her a few steps aside, enough to keep the conversation private.

“Your revisions are progressing well,” he said. “But I need to be clear about something.”

Her pulse quickened. “Yes?”

“Halston Reeves maintains strict internal standards. Professional boundaries must be respected. Especially where senior leadership is involved.”

Heat crept up Geneva’s neck. “I haven’t done anything unprofessional.”

Daniel held her gaze, calm and unflinching. “I know.”
A small pause.
“And I want to ensure you don’t get pulled into anything unprofessional either.”

She understood instantly.
He was warning her.
Not scolding. Not accusing.
Warning.

Her breath caught. “I appreciate the concern.”

“It isn’t concern,” he said, though his voice gentled slightly. “It’s protocol. And common sense.”

He left it at that, returning to his office without another word.

Geneva remained standing, her heartbeat drumming a quiet rhythm beneath her blouse.

Adrian’s attention.
Daniel’s warning.
Oliver’s harmless flirting.
Her own spiralling curiosity.

Pressure lines had formed.
She felt them tightening around her from three different directions.

She had wanted her first real challenge.
Now she had more than one.

And each was sharpening in its own way.


Chapter Four: Crossed Lines

Geneva entered the office on her third morning with her usual calm poise, but something inside her felt unsettled. She had barely slept. She kept replaying the way Daniel had spoken to her yesterday, and the way Adrian had looked at her. Two different forces pulling in opposite directions, neither of which she understood fully.

She tried to centre herself as she walked to her desk, her heels quiet against the polished floor. Her outfit today was a soft grey blouse tucked into a black skirt. Elegant, understated, impossible to read. She had chosen it carefully.

Daniel was already at his desk. He glanced up the moment she arrived, his expression neutral, but there was something watchful beneath it. He offered a small nod.

“Morning, Miss Ashford.”

“Good morning,” she replied.

His gaze held hers for a heartbeat longer than usual, as if verifying that she was composed, focused, in control. Then he returned to his work.

Geneva bit the inside of her cheek.
He was being subtle.
He was also checking.

Before she could settle at her desk, Oliver slid into the chair beside her again, his grin bright and self-assured.

“There she is. The future of the firm. Looking very sharp today.”

She kept her tone smooth. “Morning, Oliver.”

“Morning? That is all I get? After the way you shut me down yesterday? I thought we had a connection.”

“We did not,” she said simply.

He held up his hands in surrender. “Alright. Alright. I will try again tomorrow.”

She gave him a look.

He laughed. “Too soon? Fine. I will wait a whole day. I am patient like that.”

He wandered off, leaving her mildly irritated but mostly relieved. Oliver was trying to be charming. He was not dangerous. He was not serious. He was nothing compared to the pressure she felt from Daniel’s awareness, and the charged stillness she felt whenever Adrian entered the room.

Yet beneath her poise, something else stirred. It was more than pressure, more than intrigue. It was a need, raw and unacknowledged, the need to be seen. Geneva had always known herself to be a beautiful woman, the kind that drew attention without trying. She was accustomed to eyes following her when she walked into a room, to smiles turning deferential, to men stumbling over their words. Being noticed was her normal state of existence, a kind of power she had always carried lightly but confidently.

Here, though, Daniel’s cool indifference unsettled her. It made her question her own reflection in the glass walls of the office. And Adrian, with his quiet arrogance and occasional glance that lingered too long, left her restless, uncertain which she wanted more: his control, or his attention.

She had barely opened her report when that stillness arrived like a shift in the air.

Adrian Ward stepped onto the floor.

He greeted two partners with a quick, confident nod, then scanned the room in a way that felt deliberate. Geneva kept her eyes on her screen, but her pulse quickened. She sensed him moving closer. He paused at Daniel’s desk.

“Hargrave,” Adrian said calmly.

“Morning, Adrian,” Daniel replied, perfectly polite.

“I need Ashford in the client meeting at ten,” Adrian said. “She can take the notes and prepare the follow-up.”

Geneva did not look up, but she felt the jolt of surprise rise in her chest, sharp and electric. Daniel hesitated for the smallest fraction of a second. It was nothing, barely a breath, but to her it landed with the weight of revelation.

Finally.

After days of being coolly managed, clinically assessed, and treated like any other new hire, here it was, a shift. A crack. Proof that she was seen after all.

Warmth bloomed low in her stomach. Not because of the task itself, but because she had been requested. Wanted. Needed.

She was the newest member of staff. There were a dozen other assistants Adrian could have asked for, staff who knew the systems better, who had been here for years. He could have chosen any of them. He could have chosen Oliver.

But he hadn’t.

He had chosen her, and Geneva knew why.
There was only one possible reason.

Her beauty.
The way she looked.
The effect she had always had on men.

Adrian desired her. Not subtly. Not distantly. Not by accident. He had fucking chosen her.

The recognition struck deeper than she expected. She lifted her chin a little, breath steady, but inside something unwound, something that had been coiled tight since her first morning. She had grown tired of being invisible in an office full of men who should have been falling over themselves for her. She had grown restless waiting for one of them, Daniel with his disciplined restraint, or Adrian with his effortless authority, to finally see what she offered.

And now, at last, the moment had come.

“She is still onboarding,” he said.

“I am aware,” Adrian replied. “It is a simple review. She will manage.”

Daniel considered this. Geneva sensed the tension beneath his steady expression. He did not want her involved. He also could not refuse the CEO’s son.

“Very well,” he said. “Miss Ashford will attend.”

Adrian nodded once and walked toward the executive wing without another word.

Geneva exhaled slowly, her heart thudding. She did not know whether to feel anxious, flattered, or wary.

At ten, Daniel came to her desk.

“Bring your notebook. Follow my lead. Do not speak unless addressed. Absorb everything.”

His tone was firm but not unkind.

“I understand,” she said.

They walked toward the meeting room together, Daniel leading with professional calm, Geneva half a pace behind him. As they passed through the office, she felt the shift in the air, the prickle of eyes following her. Colleagues paused mid-typing. A whisper cut off. A few expressions tightened, flashes of jealousy sharpening their faces. Others watched with thinly veiled resentment.

She drank it in.
She did not care.

This was where she belonged, at the centre, being noticed, being chosen, stepping into the spaces other people wanted but could not reach. Whatever story they imagined in their heads as she passed, she let them. Their looks only fed the rising heat beneath her skin.

They entered the glass conference room overlooking the river. Two partners and Adrian were already seated. Geneva stepped inside with Daniel at her side, her posture tall, her confidence gliding ahead of her like perfume. As she moved around the table and took her seat opposite Adrian, she felt the shift in the room.

Adrian acknowledged her with a brief glance, direct, controlled, and carrying far more meaning than anyone else could guess, a flicker that told her he saw her, truly saw her.

But he wasn’t the only one.

The two partners looked up as she entered, polite professionalism slipping for a heartbeat as their eyes travelled over her. They took in the tailored blouse that shaped her curves, the fitted skirt that defined her hips and long legs, the poised tilt of her chin. Their gazes flickered down, then quickly away again, attempting courtesy, pretending not to notice what was obvious: she was striking, arresting, impossible to ignore.

Geneva felt it. All of it.

The subtle intake of breath.
The concealed glances.
The small, unmistakable recognition that her presence changed the temperature of the room.

It sent a quiet thrill through her. Here, at last, was the attention she expected, the validation she had been craving since she’d arrived. She belonged in places like this, rooms of glass and power, where men in expensive suits looked up when she walked in.

She sat a little straighter, crossing her legs with deliberate grace, and lifted her pen.

Let them look.
Let them notice.

This was exactly where she was meant to be.

She kept her posture straight, her attention on the documents in front of her. Daniel introduced the agenda, his voice steady and practiced. Adrian leaned back, his eyes drifting to Geneva at carefully timed intervals, as if he was studying how she handled the pressure.

She refused to react.

Throughout the meeting, she took notes with perfect precision. She did not speak. She did not fidget. She felt Daniel’s quiet approval at her professionalism. She felt Adrian’s curiosity growing with every minute.

When the meeting ended, Daniel gathered his papers.

“Miss Ashford, I need to speak to the partners for a moment. Wait outside.”

She nodded and stepped into the corridor.

She had barely taken two breaths before Adrian walked out as well, closing the door behind him with controlled ease.

“Geneva,” he said.

Her pulse stopped for a moment.

“Mr Ward,” she replied, formal and polite.

He watched her with calm intensity. “You handled that well.”

“Thank you.”

“No hesitation. No nerves. Not many people walk into their first senior meeting like that.”

“I was prepared,” she said.

Adrian let a faint smile cross his lips. “I am sure you were.”

Silence stretched. Not awkward. Not empty. Charged.

He took a half step closer, still keeping professional distance.

“You are new,” he said. “You stand out. You know that.”

She felt heat rise in her chest. “I am here to work hard and contribute.”

“That is good,” Adrian replied. “Very good. But you should also understand how this place works.”

Her breath caught. “Meaning?”

“People here watch. They form opinions quickly. Some will underestimate you. Some will be threatened by you. And some will take interest.”

Geneva kept her face calm. “In what way?”

He studied her for a long moment, his eyes steady and unreadable.

“In ways you should be aware of,” he said quietly. “My attention included.”

Her heart thudded once, hard.

He continued, voice still professional but weighted. “You will do well here, Geneva. As long as you know who pays attention to you. And why.”

The door behind them opened. Daniel stepped out, expression controlled but sharper than usual.

“Miss Ashford,” he said. “We are done here.”

Geneva stepped back. “Of course.”

Adrian offered her the smallest hint of a smile before walking away, his confidence effortless.

Daniel watched Adrian disappear down the corridor, then turned to her.

“Stay focused,” he said quietly. “And be careful.”

She nodded, though her pulse refused to settle.

Adrian’s gaze.
Daniel’s warning.
Oliver’s persistence.
Her own growing curiosity.

The lines between these men were tightening around her like threads she could not untangle.

And she realised, with a mix of dread and thrill, that she did not entirely want to.


Chapter Five: The Moment the Line Blurs

Geneva felt different walking into the office the next morning, as if some invisible threshold had been crossed. Adrian’s request for her in the client meeting still hummed under her skin. Daniel’s sudden vigilance yesterday, his subtle watchfulness, his hesitation when Adrian singled her out… it all clung to her like a secret perfume.

And Geneva liked it.

She thrived on being desired, on being the one men noticed first, but this was different. Daniel’s restraint had stung, then sharpened her hunger for his approval. Adrian’s interest, on the other hand, ignited something low and dangerous in her. A heat she hadn’t expected. A pull she didn’t fully understand yet.

By mid-morning, whispers drifted as she walked through the open office. People looked. People wondered. And people, she knew, were talking.

Good.

Let them.

She settled at her desk, crossing her legs deliberately, letting her skirt ride just a shade higher than strict professionalism required. A small gift to the environment. A quiet reminder of who she was.

At 11:07, her phone buzzed.

Adrian Harper: My office. Now.

Her breath caught.
Not Daniel.
Not a polite request.
Not a meeting invitation.

A command.

Geneva stood, smoothing her skirt, pulse pricking in her throat. Then she began to walk.

And the office felt her before she even passed the first desk.

Her stride lengthened, slow and fluid, hips rolling in a natural, effortless sway that drew every pair of eyes without exception. Her skirt clung to the curve of her full round ass, the fabric shifting over her like a second skin. Each step sent a soft ripple through her long-toned legs, the cut of the skirt offering just enough movement for her thighs to flash as she moved.

She knew how she looked. She knew how she affected a room.

But today, she felt it more sharply, like desire brushing over her bare skin.
Men glanced up from their screens, trying not to stare and failing; some swallowed visibly, others shifted in their chairs. Even the women watched, some with irritation, some with fascination, all aware that she moved through the office with a confidence they had never quite mastered. And none would ever look as sexy as her.

Her walk was not fast. It didn’t need to be.
Her heels clicked in a slow, steady rhythm, each step deliberate, claiming space, attention, air. She didn’t look at anyone, but she could feel it, the hush behind her, the hungry speculation, the jealousy rippling through the desks as she took the route only the senior staff used.

She belonged there.
She felt it in her spine, in the lift of her chin, in the heat blooming under her skin.

The closer she came to the executive floor, the sharper everything seemed to get: the scent of expensive cologne lingering in the corridor, the softer carpet beneath her heels, the tightening in her stomach at the thought of him waiting behind glass.

Not Daniel with his restrained professionalism.

Not Oliver with his boyish charm.

Adrian.

The CEO’s son.
The man who looked at her like he saw something dangerous in her and wanted to touch it anyway.

She wasn’t sure if she was walking toward trouble or toward something she had needed without realising it, but she didn’t slow. The sway of her hips sharpened. Her breath shortened, just slightly. Heat gathered between her thighs.

By the time she reached the glass-walled office at the end of the corridor, Geneva felt charged, wound tight, aware of every inch of her body and the eyes that had devoured it.

She lifted her hand.
Knocked once.
Then stepped inside Adrian’s world.

Daniel saw her walk past.
His jaw tightened, subtly, but unmistakably.
Another spark to add to the growing tension.

She knocked lightly.

Adrian opened the door himself.

He wasn’t smiling, but there was something in his eyes, a dark, electric certainty, as if he had been waiting specifically for her.

“Come in, Geneva,” he said.

Her name sounded different in his mouth. Lower. Slower. Possessive around the edges.

The door shut behind her with a soft click that felt far louder than it should have.

She stood by the window, the skyline glittering behind her. Adrian didn’t sit. He didn’t gesture for her to sit either. He simply studied her, openly, boldly, taking in the line of her legs, the dip of her waist, the soft outline of her blouse over her large full firm breasts.

“You made an impression yesterday,” he said.

She swallowed. “I just did my job.”

“No.” His voice was velvet, edged in steel. “You did more than that. You know you did.”

Heat crawled up her throat.

He stepped closer, slowly, deliberately, reducing the distance between them inch by inch. He moved like a man unaccustomed to being denied. Like someone who never asked twice.

Geneva’s breath hitched as he reached her. He didn’t touch her, not yet, but she felt his presence like a hand on her skin. He was taller than she remembered. Broader. The mixed lines of his heritage giving him an aura of power that most men could only pretend to have.

“You walk into a room,” he said quietly, “and the air changes. You know that don’t you?”

Her lips parted. She didn’t answer.

His gaze dipped to her mouth.

“You like being noticed. Desired.”
A whisper.
A truth she would never admit aloud.

Her heart thundered.

“Tell me,” He murmured, “did you feel it yesterday? When I asked for you?”

She closed her eyes for a moment. “Yes.”

“Good.”

He lifted his hand, just one finger, and traced it slowly along her jaw. Light as breath. Heavy as intention. Geneva’s knees weakened, but she steadied herself, refusing to falter.

“Geneva,” he said softly, “look at me.”

She did.

The moment stretched. The air thickened. The city glowed behind them like a witness. She felt his dominance without a single overt move, felt her own body betray her with a subtle lean toward him.

Then Adrian’s hand slid behind her waist, warm, firm, claiming, pulling her that final inch forward.

Her breath caught in her throat.

His mouth brushed hers.

Not fully. Not yet. Just a whisper of heat. A promise. A warning.

Her body answered before her mind did, tilting toward him, her lips parting in anticipation she couldn’t disguise.

And then he kissed her.

Slow at first, deliberate, testing the edge between want and surrender. His hand tightened at her waist. Hers rose instinctively to his chest, fingers curling against the fabric of his shirt as the kiss deepened with fierce, controlled precision.

Geneva felt it; the shift.
The point of no return.
The moment when this stopped being curiosity and became something far more dangerous.

The kiss ended, but the tension doubled. She was breathing lightly, her lips tingling. Adrian’s thumb brushed the corner of her mouth.

“Good,” he murmured, voice low and satisfied. “You’re ready.”

For what, she didn’t dare ask.

It was all the answer he needed.


Chapter Six: No more lines!

His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a question; it was a declaration. A taking. The second kiss was fierce and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, claiming her with a raw intensity that made her knees weak. She moaned into him, her hands coming up to clutch at the crisp fabric of his shirt, anchoring herself as the world tilted.

He tasted of mint and power, and a deep, aching hunger unravelled within her, coiling low in her belly. This was what she’d wanted, what she’d been baiting without even fully admitting it to herself. Not the empty flattery of an Oliver Grant, but this, this all-consuming fire.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His dark eyes burned into hers, seeing every secret, every hidden want. His hand slid from her jaw, down the column of her throat, coming to rest on the first button of her blouse.

“You’ve been playing a very dangerous game, walking around here in these skirts,” he growled, his fingers deftly popping the button open. Then another. “Daring every man in this building to look. To want.”

“Maybe I was only daring one,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as he exposed the black lace of her bra.

A dark, approving smile touched his lips. “You found him.”

He pushed the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. His gaze scorched a path over her skin, over the generous curves of her breasts spilling from the lace. His thumb hooked into the centre of her bra, pulling it down, and her nipples tightened into hard, aching peaks under his scrutiny.

“So perfect,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. He pinched one taut bud between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently, and a bolt of pure lightning shot straight to her core. She cried out, her head falling back.

His other hand gripped her hip, pulling her firmly against him, and she could feel the hard, thick length of him pressing insistently against her stomach. The evidence of his desire was a thrilling shock. The moment his cock pressed against her through their clothes, Geneva’s breath hitched. Even through the layers of fabric, she could feel the sheer size of him; thick, unyielding, and demanding. Her body reacted instantly, a rush of heat flooding her core as her knees threatened to buckle. She hadn’t expected this, hadn’t fully prepared for the reality of him.

Her hands clenched at his shirt, her pulse racing as she tried to steady herself. His size was intimidating, overwhelming even, but it sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t ignore. The thought of him filling her, stretching her, left her dizzy with anticipation and a flicker of apprehension.

Adrian noticed her hesitation, his dark eyes narrowing slightly as he studied her face. “Too much?” he asked, his voice low and rough, yet laced with a hint of concern that surprised her.

Geneva shook her head quickly, her pride warring with her nerves. “No,” she whispered, her voice trembling only slightly. “I just… wasn’t expecting…” Her words trailed off, but her eyes dropped to where their bodies were pressed together, her thoughts betraying her.

He chuckled softly, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through her chest. “Good,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to cup her ass, pulling her even closer until she could feel every inch of him. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

The possessiveness in his tone sent a shiver down her spine, and she felt herself yielding to him completely. Her heart pounded as she arched into him, surrendering to the delicious weight of his desire.

“I wonder,” he said, his voice rough with want, “if that sharp, brilliant mouth of yours is good for anything other than talking.”

He didn’t force her. He simply held her gaze, his dark eyes issuing a challenge she was desperate to meet. The command was clear, and the submission it requested set her blood on fire. Her ambition, her pride, they melted away, replaced by a single, overwhelming need to please, to obey.

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to his belt. The click of the buckle was deafening in the quiet room. She undid his trousers, her knuckles brushing against the hot, hard flesh straining against his briefs. She looked up at him, a silent question in her eyes.

His answer was to slide his hands into her hair, not gently, fisting the blonde waves. He guided her down, his will a tangible force.

On her knees on the soft carpet, the hem of her tight skirt riding up her thighs. The position was one of utter supplication, and a thrilling wave of vulnerability washed over her. From here, he was immense, powerful. And he was all hers.

She pulled his briefs down, freeing him. He was thick and fully erect, the skin silken and hot against her palm. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the glistening tip.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice thick.

She dragged her gaze from his cock up to his face. He was watching her, his expression a mask of fierce possession and raw hunger. Holding his stare, she opened her mouth and took him in.

The gasp that tore from him was her reward. He filled her mouth, a salty, masculine taste blooming on her tongue. She started slowly, learning the shape and weight of him, using her tongue to trace the sensitive vein underneath.

His grip in her hair tightened, a jolt of pleasure-pain that made her moan around him, the vibration drawing a ragged curse from his lips.

“Yes. Just like that,” he ground out, his hips giving a slight, involuntary thrust.

Encouraged, she took him deeper, relaxing her throat, letting him set a rhythm. She became an instrument of his pleasure, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding in and out of her mouth, the taste of him, the sound of his ragged breathing above her. Her own need was a throbbing, desperate ache between her legs, and she pressed her thighs together, creating a delicious friction that made her whimper.

A fleeting thought sliced through the haze of her arousal: How far was she willing to go to climb the corporate ladder? Here she was, on her knees, her lips wrapped around him, her submission absolute. Was this the price of ambition? Sucking this big, black cock for a quick promotion?

The question lingered, but it didn’t overshadow the raw pleasure coursing through her. She wasn’t naïve, she’d always known power came at a cost. But this felt different. This wasn’t just about advancement; it was about him. Adrian Cole, whose dominance ignited something primal in her, something that had nothing to do with her career and everything to do with the way he made her feel.

She pushed the thought aside. For now, she wasn’t strategizing or scheming. She was lost in the moment, in the taste of him, in the way his grip in her hair sent shivers down her spine. The corporate ladder could wait. Right now, she was exactly where she wanted to be.

“Take off your bra,” he growled, his voice thick with command. “I want to watch your big tits bounce as you suck me.”

His words sent a shiver of heat through her, and she hesitated only for a moment before obeying. With one hand still wrapped around the base of his cock, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, lush and full, the cool air brushing against her already hardened nipples.

Adrian’s gaze darkened as he took her in, his hunger palpable. “Perfect.” he murmured, his voice rough. “Now get back to work.”

Geneva didn’t need to be told twice. She leaned forward again, taking him into her mouth with a slow, deliberate motion. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip, eliciting a low groan from him. As she began to move, her breasts swayed with each motion, the sight of them bouncing for his pleasure only intensifying the heat pooling in her core.

He watched her intently, his grip tightening in her hair as he guided her rhythm. “Just like that,” he rasped, his hips thrusting slightly to meet her movements. “Fuck, you’re so good at this.”

The praise sent a jolt of pride through her, and she redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper, savouring the taste and feel of him. Her own arousal was almost unbearable now, the ache between her legs growing more insistent with every passing second.

But Adrian’s focus remained on her obedience, on the way her body moved to please him. His free hand reached down to cup one of her breasts, his thumb brushing over her nipple in a way that made her moan around him. The vibrations sent a shudder through him, and he cursed under his breath.

"Keep going.” He ordered, his voice a low growl. “And don’t stop until I tell you to.”

She saw his free hand move, heard the faint click of a phone unlocking. When she glanced up, her lips still wrapped around him, her heart skipped a beat. He was holding his phone; the camera pointed directly at her. Her cheeks flushed hot with humiliation, but the shame twisted into something darker, more visceral.

OMG! He’s filming me, she thought, a jolt of panic racing through her. Yet, instead of stopping, she felt herself grow wetter, her arousal spiking at the thought of being captured like this, submissive, exposed, completely at his mercy. Her breath hitched, and she moaned around him, the sound vibrating against his cock.

Adrian’s grip in her hair tightened, his voice rough with approval. "That’s it. Let me see you," he murmured, his tone low and commanding. The camera lingered on her face, her lips stretched wide, her eyes glazed with a mix of submission and desire. Then it dipped lower, capturing the way her breasts swayed with every bob of her head, her nipples hard and begging for attention.

The humiliation burned through her, but it was intoxicating. She felt more alive in that moment than she ever had, every inch of her body thrumming with electricity. He wasn’t just claiming her body; he was documenting it, ensuring this moment would be etched into his memory, and on his phone; forever.

“Keep going,” he urged, his voice a rough command. She obeyed, sinking deeper, her tongue working the length of him as the camera captured every detail. The room was silent except for the slick sounds of her mouth on him and his ragged breathing.

She felt his thrusts grow more urgent, his control unravelling. The tension in his body was palpable, and she knew he was close. The thought of being filmed as he came nearly pushed her over the edge, her own arousal spiking painfully. She looked up at him one last time, her green eyes pleading, before letting him take what he wanted.

He was losing his famed control. His thrusts became more purposeful, his groans louder. “Oh! Fuck! you are so beautiful, sucking my cock!”

She could feel the tension coiling in him, the muscles of his abdomen clenching under her free hand. She looked up, her green eyes glazed with desire, meeting his dark, burning gaze. The connection was absolute. He was completely enthralled, completely undone by her.

His pace quickened, became almost frantic. “I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice a raw, guttural promise.

She didn’t pull away. She held his stare; her lips stretched around him and took everything he gave her.

Then she felt him swell in her mouth, the first powerful spurt of his hot, salty cum hitting the back of her throat. She flinched slightly at the sudden intensity, the taste overwhelming her senses. Her cheeks hollowed as she tried to swallow quickly, but it was too much. Another thick pulse followed, then another, and she felt the warm liquid spill past her lips, dripping down the corners of her mouth. The sensation was messy, humiliating, and yet undeniably exhilarating.

Some of it escaped, dribbling down her chin and splattering onto her chest. She felt the wetness against her skin, the heat of it contrasting with the cool air of the room. Her big breasts glistened with his release, and she knew without looking that the camera was capturing it all, every drop, every moment of her submission.

Adrian’s groan echoed above her, a deep, guttural sound of release. His grip in her hair tightened almost painfully as he finished, his body trembling with the force of his climax. “Good girl,” he rasped, his voice rough and thick with satisfaction. “Look at you. So fucking perfect.”

She stayed there, her lips still wrapped around him, her body thrumming with a mix of shame and arousal. The weight of his cum on her skin made her feel owned, claimed in a way that words could never convey. She could hear the faint click of the phone again, and she knew he was capturing the aftermath, the evidence of what she’d just done for him.

Finally, he released his grip on her hair, allowing her to pull away. She looked up at him, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her lips swollen and slick. His dark eyes were still blazing with intensity, but there was a softness there now, a quiet approval that made her heart twist.




Chapter Seven: A new position.

He looked down, his dark eyes holding hers with an unbreakable gravity. “Clean me.”

The command, low and absolute, sent a fresh tremor through her. Geneva didn’t hesitate. Her pride, her ambition, the corporate ladder, it all dissolved into the simple, primal need to obey. She leaned forward, her tongue, warm and wet, lapping at the head of his cock. She tasted the musky, salty tang of him, a flavour that was now irrevocably imprinted on her senses. Her lips closed around his softening length, gently sucking, her tongue swiping diligently to collect every last drop of his release. It was an act of utter submission, and a shocking current of pleasure arced through her at the complete surrender.

A low, satisfied sound rumbled in his chest. He watched her, his hand stroking her hair almost absently, possessively. “Good girl.” The praise warmed her more than any compliment on her work ever had. Then he added, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that was laced with dark promise, “I’ll make sure Daniel knows you’re keen to please.”

The name was a bucket of ice water and a shot of adrenaline all at once. Daniel Hayes. The one man whose cool, impenetrable composure she couldn’t crack. The idea that Adrian would speak of her, of this, to him was equal parts humiliating and thrilling. Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t stop her ministrations, a soft moan catching in her throat as the conflicting sensations warred within her.

As she finally pulled away, he efficiently tucked himself back into his trousers, doing up his fly with a casual masculinity that made her stomach clench. His eyes never left her. He bent, picking up her discarded black lace bra from the floor. He held it for a moment, the delicate fabric looking incongruous in his strong, capable hand. Then, with a faint, possessive smirk, he folded it and slipped it into the inside pocket of his suit jacket, a secret trophy pressed against his heart.

“You better clean your face before you go back to the office,” he instructed, his tone shifting back to that of a CEO issuing a directive. But his next words stole the breath from her lungs. “But leave my cum on your tits. I want them stained by me for the rest of the day.” His gaze was hot, demanding. “Get dressed. Back to work.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for her blouse. The fine white silk felt alien against her skin. She buttoned it slowly, each fastener a confirmation of her new reality. Without the bra, the fabric clung to every curve, every nuance of her body. The damp patches where his release had splattered her skin were now cold against her nipples, making them pucker into hard, aching points that pushed blatantly against the thin material. She could see their dark outlines clearly, and she knew everyone else would, too. She felt exposed, marked, and a shiver of illicit excitement raced down her spine.

Adrian watched her dress, his expression one of cool appraisal. He straightened his own clothes, the powerful executive once more, yet the hunger in his eyes remained. He circled his desk and sat, the leather chair groaning softly under his weight. He picked up a pen, his focus seemingly returning to a document, but the energy in the room was still thick and charged.

“You can go, Miss Ashford,” he said without looking up, dismissing her as he would any other employee.

The formality was a final, exquisite twist of power. Geneva turned, her legs feeling unsteady. Her hand was on the cool brass of the doorknob when his voice stopped her again.

“And Geneva?”

She paused, not turning around, her heart hammering.

“The door doesn’t lock from the outside. Remember that.”

The implication was a clear, thrilling threat. He could summon her back anytime. She was his to command. She pulled the door open and stepped out into the bright, sterile light of the executive hallway, leaving the intense, dark heat of his office behind.

The walk back to the open-plan office was an eternity. Every step was a conscious effort. The air from the vents felt shockingly cold on her sensitized skin, making her nipples tighten further, rubbing almost painfully against the silk. She could feel the sticky, drying evidence of Adrian on her breasts, a secret she carried with her. She was hyper-aware of her body, of the slight sway of her hips, the way the skirt hugged her ass, the unmistakable outline of her bare, marked breasts under her blouse.

She passed Oliver Grant’s desk. His head snapped up from his computer, his boyish eyes widening as they travelled over her. She saw his gaze catch on her chest, lingering on the prominent peaks of her nipples. A slow, appreciative grin spread across his face.

“Hey, Geneva. You look… productive,” he said, his voice laced with a leer he undoubtedly thought was charming.

A hot flush of humiliation crept up her neck, but she tilted her chin up, meeting his gaze with a coolness she didn’t feel. “Just finishing up the Brandt file, Oliver. Unlike some.” She didn’t break her stride, leaving him gaping, his cheap attempt at flirtation utterly dismissed. The small victory was undercut by the relentless throbbing between her legs, a constant reminder of why she looked this way.

She slid into her own chair, the leather sighing beneath her. The fabric of her blouse shifted, a rough seam grazing a nipple, and she had to bite her lip to suppress a gasp. She tried to focus on her screen, the numbers and graphs blurring into meaningless shapes. All she could feel was the phantom weight of Adrian’s hands on her, the grip in her hair, the taste of him still faint on her tongue.

Her phone buzzed on the desk. An internal message. Her breath hitched.

It was from Daniel Hayes.

Her eyes darted to the subject line: Brandt Account Follow-Up. Her professional mind tried to engage, but her body was screaming. Was this it? Had Adrian already spoken to him? Was this his way of letting her know? Her finger hovered over the mouse, poised to click, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The anticipation was its own exquisite torture. She was adrift in a sea of sensation, completely at the mercy of the powerful men who now held her fate, and her desire, in their hands.


Chapter Eight: The Morning After

Geneva arrived early.

Too early.

Her heels clicked through the near-empty reception, each step a reminder of the rhythm she had fallen into yesterday, on her knees, head bowed, lips parted, obeying him without hesitation. The memory pulsed hot beneath her skin, a living bruise of desire and shame she could not shake.

She greeted security with a bright, unbothered smile, though her stomach coiled when she caught her own faint reflection in the marble wall.
She knew what she looked like.
A young woman walking confidently into work.
The kind men underestimated, right up to the moment they didn’t.

Her blouse was crisp, the fabric light and soft against her skin. Too soft. Too thin. Every shift of her body reminded her she was still without a bra, exactly as Adrian had ordered yesterday before sending her back downstairs, flushed and trembling. The fabric clung to her, whispering against her as if to remind her of her obedience.

And her humiliation.

Because he had filmed her.

Her knees went weak for a split second before she forced her stride back into its confident, seductive sway.

The elevator doors slid open.
She stepped inside alone.
The doors sealed shut around her and she finally exhaled.

The thought of that recording, of herself kneeling in front of him, looking up, willing, eager, desperate to impress him, washed over her in a dizzying wave. She pressed her thighs together, breath shallow. If he ever showed anyone… If he kept it… If he watched it again…

The idea should have terrified her.

Instead, heat curled low in her stomach.

She stepped out onto her floor.

Daniel was already at his desk, jacket off, sleeves rolled. He glanced at her only briefly, just long enough for Geneva to see the faint tightness around his mouth. He knew something had shifted yesterday, not what, not how, not yet, but his instincts were sharp enough to sense danger when it passed by him in heels.

“Morning,” she said lightly.

He nodded, professional as ever.
A little too professional.
A little too careful.

Oliver arrived moments later, swaggering in with his usual boyish grin. But even he stalled mid-stride when he saw her, the flush in her cheeks, the brightness in her eyes, the unsteady softness of her movements. He opened his mouth, ready with some flirtatious greeting, but his expression faltered. Something about her had changed overnight.

Something he couldn’t charm, couldn’t touch, couldn’t even interpret.

“Wow, someone’s glowing this morning,” he teased. “Good night?”

She smiled, slow, secretive.

“Oh, Oliver,” she said. “You have no idea.”

He blinked, thrown off balance for the first time since she’d known him.

Good.

She settled at her desk, placing her bag down, powering up her screen, pretending her pulse wasn’t racing. Emails trickled in. Meeting reminders flashed. Everything normal, everything predictable.

Except her mind wasn’t here.

It was in Adrian’s office.
The door locked behind her.
His eyes darkened with quiet authority.
The camera in his hand.
Her breath catching as she knelt.

She pressed her knees together again under the desk.

She should have felt ashamed.
But instead she felt claimed.

No message from him yet.
No stare from across the floor.
No summons.

But her body was already waiting for it.

Her phone buzzed, a harmless email alert, and she jumped.

Not yet.
Not yet.
But it will come.

And when it did, she knew she would go to him again without hesitation.
Her humiliation, her desire, her obedience, already his to pull taut.

She inhaled slowly, steadying herself.

This was only the beginning.


Chapter Nine: Now Fucked!

The afternoon light cut sharp angles across her desk when her phone buzzed. Geneva barely glanced at it at first, she was pretending to work, pretending to breathe normally, pretending yesterday had not happened in Adrian’s locked office with the blinds drawn.

But then she saw the name.

Adrian Hale
Come to my office. Now.

No greeting. No explanation. No question.
Just command.

A tremor rippled through her before she could suppress it. Her thighs pressed together instinctively under the desk; she hated that reaction, hated how immediate it was, how it bypassed thought entirely. She had spent the whole morning trying not to remember the way she had knelt for him, the weight of his hand at the back of her head, the quiet authority in his breath, the cold knowledge that he had recorded every degrading second.

And yet, it replayed again and again behind her eyes.
She had barely been able to look Daniel in the face.
She had avoided Oliver entirely.

And still….
still…..
Her pulse leapt at the message.

She checked the time. 2:01 pm.
Her heart gave a hard, traitorous kick.

She rose slowly from her chair, smoothing her skirt with hands that wanted to shake. Every movement felt heightened, too visible. She could feel the echo of yesterday under her blouse where she wore no bra, his rule, her breasts shifting freely beneath the soft fabric with every step.

A part of her burned with humiliation.
Another part, deeper and darker, burned with something else.

As she walked through the open-plan office, she felt eyes flick toward her. She didn’t know if they sensed something different, or if she only imagined it, but she felt exposed, as if her secret was written across her skin. Yesterday she had walked like she owned the building. Today she walked like someone carrying a loaded memory under her clothes.

Daniel looked up from his glass-walled office as she passed.
Just a flick of his eyes.
But enough to make heat crawl up her throat.

She didn’t slow.
She couldn’t.

The walk to the executive suite felt too quiet, too intimate. The corridor was empty at this time of day, the hum of printers and distant conversations fading behind her. Every step she took echoed softly off the polished floor, a rhythmic reminder of what she was walking toward.

She caught her reflection in the darkened glass of a meeting room as she passed. Her cheeks were faintly flushed, her lips parted just enough to betray anticipation she wished she could hide. Her eyes looked unsettled, restless, hungry. She hated that she could see it. She hated even more that she knew exactly who had put it there.

And still, she kept walking.

Adrian’s office door was half-open. A deliberate choice. An invitation only she would understand.

She paused just long enough to steady her breath, then stepped inside.

He was there, standing, waiting, watching her cross the threshold. His gaze travelled over her like a silent command, and when she closed the door behind her, the air seemed to tighten.

The soft click of the door sealing them in was the loudest sound Geneva had ever heard. Adrian’s office was a tomb of polished oak and ambition, and he was its undisputed king. He didn’t move from his position by the window, his silhouette commanding against the skyline.

“The Brandt figures,” he said, his voice a low, even tone that belied the fire in his dark eyes. “The projection for Q4. Explain the dip.”

Geneva’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a gilded cage. She forced her voice to remain steady, professional. She walked him through the data, her explanation crisp and efficient, every word a shield against the heat radiating from him. She was acutely aware of her body, of the damp silk clinging to her breasts, of the secret stain he had commanded her to keep.

Adrian listened, his gaze fixed on her, but it wasn’t the numbers he was tracking. It was the faint tremor in her hand as she gestured. The quick, nervous dart of her tongue over her lips. The way her blouse stretched taut across her chest with every breath.

When she finished, there was a thick, heavy silence. He pushed off from the window frame, a predator abandoning its camouflage.

“Adequate,” he murmured, closing the distance between them. He stopped just inches away, the heat of his body a palpable force. “But your presentation lacked… conviction.”

His hand came up, not to strike, but to trace the line of her jaw with his knuckles. The touch was feather-light, yet it sent a seismic shock through her system. Her breath hitched, catching in her throat.

“I can do better,” she whispered, the words sounding weak, breathy.

“I know you can.” His thumb brushed her lower lip, a possessive, testing gesture. “The question is, do you want to?”

His eyes held hers, and in their dark depths, she saw her own reflection: wanton, willing, his. She didn’t. Her chin tilted up in a silent, final surrender.

His mouth met hers.

It wasn’t a kiss of passion, but of possession. A hard, claiming press of lips that stole the air from her lungs and the strength from her knees. It was a brand. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she tasted his dominance, his control. Her mind screamed a weak protest, but her body answered with a molten surge of need, her hands lifting to clutch at the rough wool of his jacket.

He broke the kiss as suddenly as he began, his breathing only slightly altered.

Then his hand was on her shoulder, applying a firm, undeniable pressure.

Oh god.

The thought was a whimper in her mind as he guided her down. She bent forward, her upper body flattening against the cold, unforgiving wood. The shock of the temperature on her flushed skin made her gasp. Her breasts, still confined in the tight blouse, were crushed against the desk, the pressure on her sensitive, marked nipples a sharp, delicious pain.

She heard the soft rustle of his movement behind her. Then his hand went to the hem of her tight pencil skirt. He didn’t fumble. He gathered the material in his fist and slowly, deliberately, drew it up over her hips, baring her to the waist. The air in the room, previously warm, felt suddenly cool against the exposed skin of her thighs, the swell of her ass.

She felt exposed, utterly vulnerable. The skimpy red thong she wore was a futile scrap of lace, disappearing between the round, full cheeks of her ass. He gave a low, appreciative hum.

His palm came down on her right cheek in a sharp, stinging slap. The sound cracked through the quiet office. A squeal was torn from her throat, a mix of shock and pure, uncut arousal. The flesh tingled warmly under his hand. Before the sensation could fade, his hand delivered an identical slap to her left cheek, the impact jolting through her, making her clench around nothing.

“So responsive,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress.

His foot slid between her high heels, nudging her legs apart. She resisted for a fraction of a second, a last vestige of modesty, but his insistence was absolute. She let her feet shift wider, opening herself to him completely.

His fingers found the flimsy centre of her thong, sliding along the soaked lace. A shudder wracked her entire body. So wet already. The words were a husky observation that vibrated through her core. He hooked a finger in the side of the thong and pulled the fabric aside, baring her completely.

She heard the metallic whisper of his belt buckle loosening. The rasp of his zipper. Her heart was a wild drum against the hard desk.

Then she felt it.

The blunt, insistent head of his cock, hot and heavy, pressing against her entrance. He rubbed the thick crown through her drenched folds, coating himself in her arousal, teasing her throbbing clit with each pass. She pushed back against him, a silent, desperate plea.

“Ask for it,” he commanded, his voice gravelly with need.

“Please,” she breathed, the word muffled by the desk.

“Please, what?”

“Please… Adrian. I need you. Please. Please fuck me!”

With a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

The air left her lungs in a choked cry. He was so big, stretching her, filling her in a way that bordered on pain before blossoming into the most exquisite pleasure. He held himself there, deep, allowing her to feel every inch of him.

Then he moved.

He set a relentless, punishing rhythm from the very start, each thrust a masterful stroke that stole her reason. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, holding her in place for his use. The slap of his skin against hers, the creak of the desk under their combined weight, the ragged symphony of their breathing, it was all she could process.

Her world narrowed to the sensation of him pistoning into her, the stretching from the thickness of his cock, hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. The cold wood beneath her cheek, the heat of his body covering her, the raw, animalistic sounds he made with each drive of his hips. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his mouth near her ear. “This is what you needed, wasn’t it?” he growled, his pace never faltering. “This is what all that swaying and primping was for. To be bent over a desk and fucked like the perfect little slut you are.”

The filthy words, paired with the exquisite friction of his cock, shoved her violently toward the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her with a silent, searing intensity, her inner muscles clamping down around him in rhythmic, helpless waves. Her cry was a shattered thing against the wood grain.

Geneva’s mind spun. She had always craved attention, always. From the moment she stepped into the smart office, she knew how to use her looks, the curve of her hips, the pout of her lips, to draw eyes, to stoke desire. She revelled in the subtle power it gave her, the way men would lean in closer, their voices dropping to husky whispers, their gazes lingering a fraction too long.

And now, here she was, bent over the desk of the CEO’s devastatingly attractive son, her body trembling from the force of his claim. It was everything she had fantasized about and nothing like she had imagined. The raw intensity of Adrian’s dominance left no room for the coy games she usually played. He didn’t flirt; he took. He didn’t tease; he commanded. And yet, it was exactly what she had been yearning for, though she hadn’t dared to admit it even to herself.

Her cheeks burned as she recalled the way he had looked at her earlier, his dark eyes stripping away her pretences, seeing through her practiced allure to the needy, desperate core beneath. She had always thought her beauty was her weapon, but Adrian had turned it against her, wielding it to expose her deepest vulnerabilities.

Over his desk, trembling, she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the polished surface of his desk, a dishevelled woman, her blouse wrinkled, her lips swollen, her hair in disarray. She should have felt humiliated, but instead, a strange thrill coursed through her. She had wanted his attention, craved it, and now she had it in the most primal, undeniable way.

He fucked her through it, his movements becoming harder, more erratic. She felt his own climax approach in the tightening of his grip on her hips, the ragged curse he gritted out against her neck.

With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, pouring himself into her with a guttural groan that seemed to come from the very core of him.

She didn’t believe she had felt a man pump so much cum into her. She could feel it seeping out around his cock with each of his thrusts, dribbling down her thighs, warm and thick, marking her in a way that left no doubt to whom she belonged. The sensation was both overwhelming and intoxicating, the sheer volume of it a testament to his unrestrained dominance. Her body trembled as each pulse of his release filled her, the heat of it spreading through her core, branding her from the inside out.

Her breath came in shallow gasps, her fingers clawing weakly at the polished surface of the desk as she felt him empty himself completely within her. The sticky warmth began to trickle downward, pooling between her thighs, a visceral reminder of what had just transpired. She felt used, but not in a way that made her feel degraded, instead, it was a heady mix of satisfaction and submission, as though she had fulfilled some unspoken purpose.

Adrian’s hand remained on her hip, his touch possessive even as he finished. His breathing was heavy, but controlled, his presence looming over her like a shadow. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, assessing, appraising, as if he were savouring the aftermath of his claim. “Mine,” his silence seemed to say, and she couldn’t argue. Not with his cum still spilling from her, not with her body still trembling from the force of his possession.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. He remained lodged inside her, his weight a comforting, possessive pressure. Slowly, he withdrew, leaving her feeling empty, used, and utterly complete.

She heard him fasten his trousers. She stayed bent over the desk, limp and boneless, unable to move.

His hand smoothed over the reddened skin of her ass, a gesture that was almost an apology. Almost.

“Get up,” he said, his voice once cooler and more composed. “Straighten your skirt.”

She pushed herself up on trembling arms, her muscles screaming in protest. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, a new, more intimate stain. She fumbled to pull her skirt down, her motions clumsy.

When she turned to face him, he was already back behind his desk, sitting as if nothing had happened. He picked up a pen.

“The presentation on the Henderson account is in twenty minutes,” he stated, not looking up. “I expect it to be flawless.”

He finally lifted his gaze, and the heat in it was gone, replaced by icy command.


Chapter Ten: Walk of Shame

The walk back to her desk felt like a gauntlet. Geneva kept her head high, her steps deliberate, but every eye in the office seemed to burn into her. She could feel their stares, curious, judgmental, perhaps even knowing. Her blouse was wrinkled, her skirt slightly askew, and her hair clung to her neck in damp tendrils. She was a portrait of dishevelment, a woman unravelled.

Her thighs rubbed together as she walked, the slickness between them impossible to ignore. His cum was still there, warm and thick, seeping into the thin lace of her thong, trickling down the delicate skin of her inner thighs. She wondered if it was visible, if anyone could see the evidence of what had just happened. Worse, she wondered if they could smell it; the musk of sex, the lingering tang of his sweat, the unmistakable scent of his release clinging to her like a mark.

She passed a cluster of coworkers huddled around a monitor, their voices hushed. One of them glanced up, his eyes flicking over her with more interest than usual. Her cheeks burned, but she forced herself to keep moving. Was it her imagination, or did his gaze linger a fraction too long? Did he know?

By the time she reached her desk, her heart was pounding all over again, though for a different reason now. She sank into her chair, the leather cool against her overheated skin, and clenched her thighs tightly together. The dampness between them was a constant reminder of what she’d just endured; no, embraced.

Her fingers trembled as she opened her drawer and pulled out a tissue, discreetly dabbing at the sticky mess on her thighs. She couldn’t escape the feeling that everyone knew that her secret wasn’t a secret at all. But deep down, a part of her didn’t care. After all, hadn’t she gotten exactly what she’d wanted?

Except now, it wasn’t just attention she craved. It was him.


BOOK TWO TEASER
A TASTE OF WHAT COMES NEXT

Geneva Ashford thought she understood what it meant to surrender.
She thought yesterday was the limit, on her knees for Adrian, his hands in her hair, his phone capturing every humiliating angle, and finally the brutal intensity of him taking her over his desk and sending her back into the office soaked, shaking, exposed. She thought that was the line.

It wasn’t.

Because Adrian isn’t finished with her.
And now that he has seen what she becomes under him; obedient, breathless, willing to be ruined, he intends to take her further.

Deeper.
Darker.
Public.

In Book Two, Geneva will learn what it means to be owned.
The videos he filmed were only the beginning; Adrian has plans for her body, her fear, her hunger, and her place in the company. Daniel’s silent vigilance tightens. Oliver’s curiosity sharpens. The walls around her professional life begin to thin, and Geneva finds herself caught between shame and a spiralling need she can no longer deny.

And Adrian?
He’s ready to show her just how small her world can become when every choice belongs to him.

Book Two will push Geneva where she has never been pushed before; and once she steps over the next line, she won’t be able to step back.

Sucking two cocks, her first threesome! Her first time anal sex!
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