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Chapter 1

The heat in the kitchen grated against Martin’s skin, relentless and suffocating. His apron clung to his chest, damp with sweat and grease, as he moved for the umpteenth time between the grill and the prep station. The sizzle of meat hitting high heat was drowned out by the clang of pans and voices shouting and confirming orders.

“Two Octopus Tacos! Heard, chef!” He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, leaving a faint smear across his brow, and glanced up for a moment—just a moment—to catch her in his periphery.

Mi-Yeon stood at the center of it all, her posture immaculate, her movements precise. Her dark hair was pulled back so tightly it threatened to stretch her features. She moved with a controlled urgency, her hands darting like hummingbirds as she inspected plates, adjusted garnishes, and barked commands in that clipped tone of hers. Martin’s gut tightened. She was a machine, efficient and unyielding, and he hated how effortless she made it look.

“That’s not how I taught you to sear the octopus.” Her voice cut through the din, sharp enough to make him flinch. She was behind him now, close enough that he could smell the faint citrus scent of her, something clean and sharp that didn’t belong in this chaotic, oily space.

He didn’t turn around. “It’s fine,” he muttered through a grimace. “It’ll cook through.”

Her hand shot out, seizing the tongs from his grip. “Fine is as good as crap.” She leaned over the grill, her body brushing against his arm as she flipped the octopus with that annoyingly graceful flourish of hers. The heat seemed to intensify, and he could feel the tension radiating off her, a coiled spring ready to snap. “If you’re going to half-ass it, do it somewhere else.”

Martin’s jaw clenched. He wanted to argue, to tell her that he wasn’t half-assing anything, that the pressure she put on them was ridiculous, that no one could live up to her impossible standards. But the words stuck in his throat. Instead, he turned his attention back to the grill, his grip tightening on the edge of the counter.

Martin’s gaze lingered on the octopus, now perfectly seared by her hand, and his mind wandered for a brief moment. He wondered how she’d become this way—this relentless, uncompromising robot. The kind of person who didn’t just demand perfection but seemed to breathe it in and exhale it back out as if it were oxygen. He pictured her growing up, maybe in a cramped apartment with parents who pushed her harder than anyone should be pushed. Stereotypical Korean immigrant parents, he assumed, the kind who drilled into her that success was the only option, that failure wasn’t just a setback but a stain. Now she wore that pressure like armor, and it made her untouchable, unapproachable.

He glanced over his shoulder, catching Evelyn’s eye. She was plating yet another Okonomiyaki with Cacio e Pepe. Their eyes met, and for a split second, she gave him a small, knowing smile—a silent acknowledgment of the storm they were all weathering together. She’d been here long enough to understand the rhythm of Mi-Yeon’s demands, the way she could elevate the kitchen to its peak while simultaneously grinding everyone down. Evelyn’s smile was a quiet rebellion, a shared moment of solidarity in the chaos.

For a moment, the kitchen felt less like a battlefield and more like a shared space, a collective breath held in the face of her intensity. They were in it together, each of them scrambling to meet her standards, each of them—

“Stop standing around and get back to work.” Mi-Yeon’s voice sliced through the moment, sharp and unrelenting. She didn’t even look up as she spoke, her attention already fixed on the next plate in line.

* * *

The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of spilled liquor and cigarette smoke that clung to the furniture, despite the “No Smoking” sign admonishing them on the wall. This hole-in-the-wall a few blocks from the restaurant was their favorite respite, the kind of place where the bartender didn’t ask questions as long as the cash kept flowing.

Martin slumped in his seat, a half-empty glass of whiskey clutched loosely in his hand. The rest of the table wasn’t much better off. Evelyn’s cheeks were flushed, her ponytail lopsided as she leaned heavily on the table. Rayna from front-of-house perched on the edge of her stool, was gesturing wildly, her voice carrying over the murmur of the bar.

“Michelin star, man,” Rayna repeated for what felt like the hundredth time, her words slightly slurred but her enthusiasm undiminished. “We’re this close. I can feel it. You don’t just walk away from that.”

Martin rolled his eyes, his head lolling back against the booth. “Yeah, yeah, Michelin star. Big deal. I don’t even know if I care anymore.” He took another swig of whiskey, the burn in his throat doing little to dull the ache in his heart. “She’s driving me insane. Like, literally insane. I can’t keep up with her.”

“You’re not supposed to keep up with her,” Evelyn cut in, her voice sharper than usual. She pointed a finger at him, her movements exaggerated. “She’s Mi-Yeon. You’re not supposed to keep up. You’re supposed to... to...” She trailed off, her brow furrowing as she tried to find the right words. “You’re supposed to survive.”

“Exactly!” Leo the prep cook chimed in, annoyingly chipper. “It’s like, like... boot camp, you know? You come out stronger. Better. Like, my knife skills? Through the roof. Because of her.” He mimed chopping an imaginary vegetable, his movements clumsy but earnest.

Martin snorted, shaking his head. He gestured vaguely toward the bar, his words starting to blend together. “I’m just saying, maybe I should just... you know, quit. Find someplace easier. I’m not cut out for this.”

Marissa (pastry chef, but there won’t be a quiz, so do whatever you want with that information) leaned forward, her dark eyes steady despite the alcohol. “You’re not quitting,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “You’re just drunk and tired. Everyone feels like quitting sometimes. But you’re here for a reason. We all are.”

“Reason, schmeason,” Martin muttered, swirling the whiskey in his glass. “The reason is I need money, and she’s paying me. That’s it.”

Rayna shook her head, her expression suddenly serious. “No, man, it’s bigger than that. You think I’m here just to pour wine and smile at customers? Hell no. Savor & Sin... it’s special. You can feel it. The energy, the creativity. It’s... alive.” She gestured vaguely toward the ceiling, as if trying to capture a lightning bug. “And Mi-Yeon? She’s the heart of it. Yeah, she’s a pain in the ass, but she’s pushing us to be better. To be... I don’t know, more.”

Martin glanced around the table, his gaze lingering on each of them. Evelyn, with her unruly ponytail and fiery determination; Leo, earnest and eager despite the exhaustion etched into his face; Marissa, calm and unshakable; Rayna, full of passion and certainty. They were all so sure, so committed, and it made him feel... small. Like he was the only one who didn’t get it.

“I just...” He trailed off, his words faltering.

Leo leaned in, his expression suddenly serious. “You can’t quit, man. You can’t. This place... it’s gonna be huge. Like, huge. And you’re part of it. You’re part of... of making it happen.”

Marissa nodded, her arms still crossed but her gaze softening. “He’s right. You don’t walk away from something like this. Not when it’s just getting good.”

Martin sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I don’t know. Maybe. I just... I don’t know if I can handle any more of her.”

“You just need to find a better source of stress relief, my guy,” Leo suggested.


Chapter 2

Martin pushed open the kitchen door, the hinges creaking softly in the quiet of the early morning. He wasn’t expecting anyone else to be there this early, but there she was. Mi-Yeon stood perfectly still in front of the stand mixer, her dark eyes fixed on the swirling metal dough hook. Sunlight streamed through the high windows, catching the spinning metal and scattering tiny, shimmering reflections across the walls like stars above a mountain campground.

“Morning,” he said, trying to sound casual, but feeling the usual tension that came with addressing her. She didn’t respond. Not a nod, not a glance. Just silence, her gaze unwavering as the mixer hummed softly.

He shifted his weight, feeling awkward. “You seem... relaxed,” he ventured. “I wish I could be that calm.”

Her lips parted slightly, but still, she didn’t look at him. “You can,” she said, her voice uncharacteristically soft and low. “Just watch. The light... the way it dances. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

He hesitated, then stepped closer, his curiosity piqued. The dough hook spun steadily, the sunlight catching its edges and sending little sparks of light skittering across the stainless steel bowl. It was mesmerizing.

“Yeah,” he murmured, his voice softening. “It’s... kind of amazing. Like... like tiny fireworks or something.”

That idea struck a chord in Mi-Yeon. “Fireworks,” she repeated slowly. “Yes. Bright and fleeting. Can’t look away.”

He shook his head, though she wasn’t looking at him. “No,” he admitted. “It’s hard to stop.” The mixer continued its steady rhythm, the clinking of the hook against the bowl a faint, almost musical backdrop.

“Do you feel heavy?” she asked with soft undertones he’d never heard before. “The way it pulls you in?”

He nodded. “Yeah,” he managed. “It’s... it’s like everything else doesn’t matter.”

Her shoulders relaxed, her posture softening as if his words had unlocked something in her. He glanced at her profile, studying her face. Her usual stern expression had vanished, replaced by something almost serene. Almost... vulnerable.

With some effort, Martin took a step back, his eyes drifting over her slight frame. The way the morning light caught the strands of her hair, the curve of her neck, the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath her chef coat. She was always put together, always in control, but now... now she looked almost ethereal. Like she wasn’t entirely there.

He felt a sudden, inexplicable urge to keep her like that—calm, unguarded. Maybe, just maybe, he could use this moment to his advantage. To make her see how hard she was riding them, and give them a break.

“You know,” he said after deciding to try his luck, “Sometimes... sometimes I think it’s okay to let go a little. To just... watch the light. To feel it pull you in.”

Her head tilted slightly. “Let go?” she murmured.

“Yeah,” he pressed, sensing an opening. “Just for a little while. Just long enough to see things differently. To feel relaxed. Like now.”

Her lips parted again, but no words came. Instead, she seemed to sway slightly on her feet, her gaze still locked on the shimmering dough hook and its mind-bending sparkles. The light danced across her face. She looked like a pixie in a fairy tale.

He paused, weighing his words carefully. “I think,” he said slowly, “it’s better to let go sometimes. Just enough to feel the light. Just enough to... breathe.”

Her delicate eyelids fluttered, belying her usual hard-ass persona. The trance, if that’s what it was, seemed to deepen. He could see it in the way her body relaxed, the way her hands unclenched at her sides. He felt a strange thrill at the sight—Mi-Yeon, always so composed, so untouchable, now standing there like she was suspended in a dream.

“Does it feel good?” he asked, his voice low and gentle.

Her head dipped slightly, and her response was robotic but also somehow sensual. “Yes,” she whispered. “It feels... good.”

Martin stood there for a moment, watching her, her small, lean body relaxed in a way he’d never seen before. It reminded him of those scenes in cheesy movies where someone would fall into a trance, happily agreeing with whatever the hypnotist suggested. He hesitated, unsure if he should push further, but the opportunity was too tempting to ignore.

“Doesn’t it feel nice?” he asked, his voice low and steady. “Just letting go like this? No stress, no worries. Just the light, the hum, the sparkles. You deserve this, you know. To feel this good.”

Her shoulders dipped a little lower, her head once again tilting slightly as if she were listening to something far away. “Yes,” she sighed. “It feels... nice.”

“Good,” he said. “You can let it take you deeper. It’s safe here. Just you and the light, the sound, the way it makes you feel. Let it wrap around you. Let it carry you.”

He wasn’t entirely sure what he was doing, but it seemed to be working. Her eyes fluttered closed. She looked... peaceful. He’d never seen her like this—not the boss, not Mi-Yeon. Always so strict, so controlling. But now? She was gentle, and... well damn, she was obeying him. Martin felt his libido stirring.

“Do you feel it?” he asked gently. “The warmth, the calm. It’s like you’re sinking into it, isn’t it? Deeper and deeper. And it feels good.”

“Yes,” she quietly confirmed. “Deeper... feels... good.”

Wow. This was working. He’d seen enough movies and shows to know how this went—the way you could guide someone, ease them into a trance. And she was so... suggestible. It was almost too easy.

“The deeper you go,” he continued with his best hypnotist impression, “the better it feels. You’re safe here. You can let go completely. Just feel how good it is. How peaceful. How... easy.”

Her head dipped forward slightly, her whole body seeming to relax further. She looked like she was on the edge of sleep. Her breath was steady, her posture soft. He could see the tension leaving her, the way her mouth hung open, the way her hands hung limp at her sides.

“Do you want to feel even better?” he asked, still calm and steady. “Even deeper? It’s up to you. You can go as far as you want. Just let it happen. Let it take you.”

There was a pause, and then she nodded, barely perceptible but there. “Yes,” she whispered. “Deeper... please.”

Her overworked line cook’s voice almost cracked when he said, “Good. Just let it carry you. Let it take you deeper and deeper. And with every breath, you feel it—the warmth, the calm, the joy of letting go. It’s okay to enjoy it. To feel really good.”

Her slight smile remained, her body swaying slightly as if she were being rocked by a nurturing parent.

Then, an idea struck him—a trigger. Something to bring her back here easily, to this place of calm and peace. It was a classic trope, but if it worked, why not?

“Would you like something to help you come back to this feeling?” he asked tenderly, “A word or a phrase that could bring you back here, to this calm, to this peace, whenever you wanted?”

Her eyes fluttered open for a moment, her gaze hazy and unfocused. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, please.”

“Good,” he said, trying not to sound excited. “What phrase feels right to you? Something unique, something that’ll make it easy to come back here, to this feeling, to this complete calm.”

She was silent for a moment, her brow furrowing slightly as if she were thinking hard. Then, her lips curved into another faint smile. “Sparkly hook,” she murmured.

“Sparkly hook,” he repeated, testing the phrase. It was unique, memorable. Perfect. “That’s good. Whenever you hear that phrase, you’ll feel it—the warmth, the calm, the peace. You’ll come back here, to this feeling, to this place. Easy, simple, and safe. Does that sound good?”

Her head dipped in a faint nod, her eyes closing again. “Yes,” she whispered. “Sparkly hook,” and she let out a tremendous sigh.

Her sigh had been so heavy, so full of surrender, that it sparked another idea in Martin’s racing brain.

“Hearing the phrase ‘sparkly hook’ also deepens this feeling,” he suggested, throwing caution to the wind. “It makes you sink even deeper, even calmer. It’s like a happy wave washing over you, pulling you further into this peaceful, unthinking state. Do you understand?”

Her head raised slightly in a slow nod. “Yes,” she muttered.

“Good,” Martin said, his heart racing to catch up with his brain. The room felt even warmer now, the air thicker, almost electric. His eyes roamed over her lithe, languid body. “Let’s try it. Just say it with me. ‘Sparkly hook.’ Let it take you deeper.”

Her lips moved, forming the words silently at first, and then, in a whisper so soft it was like from another room, she repeated, “Sparkly hook.”

Martin watched her carefully. Her muscles seemed to melt further, her fingers playing a trill on an invisible piano. Her breathing slowed even more, becoming deep and even. She looked like she was barely conscious.

“Nice,” he said, his voice low and awed. “You’re sinking deeper, aren’t you? You can feel the joy of letting go. It’s wrapping around you, pulling you further down. Deeper and deeper.”

She didn’t respond, but her body told him everything he needed to know. She was utterly relaxed, completely hooked. Martin felt a flush of heat creep up his neck. The sight of her as a breathing porcelain doll was doing something to him, something he couldn’t quite ignore.

“Let’s try it again,” he said with a slight tremble. “Sparkly hook.”

This time, her response was immediate. “Sparkly hook,” she whispered. Her hands hung limp at her sides, and her shoulders were completely slack. She looked like she was on the verge of just... collapsing. A push puppet when you take your thumb out its bottom.

Martin could hear his heart pounding, and felt a sense of impending doom, but then it gave way to a much more familiar arousal. The way she looked—so vulnerable, so completely under his control—was unexpectedly arousing. He’d never viewed her as a sexual being before. Nothing in her personality would’ve indicated that she was, but now that he was watching her feel such intense pleasure...

“Again,” he said, his voice a little rougher this time. “Sparkly hook.”

Her lips moved without a sound, but he was watching those soft pink pillows closely enough to read. “Sparkly hook.” Her knees seemed to buckle slightly, her whole body tilting forward. She looked like she was about to crumple to the floor, but somehow, she stayed upright, swaying gently, happy in her brainless bliss.

Martin couldn’t tear his eyes away. This was crazy. “One more time,” he said. “Sparkly hook.”

His boss’s body seemed to collapse in on itself, her head tilting forward until her chin brushed her chest. Her eyes were closed, her breathing deep and even.

Martin stared at her. She looked like she was in a coma, completely unaware, completely... his. Her lips were parted slightly, and a thin line of drool escaped, tracing a faint path down her chin. He felt a hunger, a strange, almost possessive need to keep her like this.

“What’s it like?” he asked, his voice wavering again. He wasn’t sure if she could hear him, but he needed to know. “What are you feeling right now?”

Her head tilted slightly, her eyes fluttering open for just a moment before closing again. Her words slurred together as if she were speaking through honey. “It’s... very nice.” Her tongue moved sluggishly, trying and failing to catch the drool trailing down her chin. “I don’t have to... think. I don’t have to... be in charge.”

She was adrift, completely untethered. And the way she looked—her tongue barely visible, her body limp and surrendering—was awakening something primal in him. The animal parts in him wanted only to claim her.

“Tell me more,” he urged quietly. He stepped close enough to sense the warmth of her body. “What else do you feel?”

She gave an almost imperceptible smile. “It’s soft,” she whispered, her voice barely there. “Like... floating. Like I don’t have to... fight. I can just... let go.”

Martin could feel himself hardening, the ache in his pants growing more insistent with every slow breath she took. His eyes dropped to her lips again, watching as they moved lazily, forming words he could barely make out. The way they glistened, the faint trail of saliva still clinging to her chin... it was beautiful.

“What about now?” he asked, as he reached out, his fingers brushing against the side of her face. “What do you feel now?”

Her body tensed slightly at his touch, but almost immediately, she relaxed again, her body sinking further into that boneless state. “Good,” she whispered. “It’s... good.”

His fingers lingered on her chin, his thumb brushing against her bottom lip. Her skin was warm, impossibly soft, and the way her lips parted under his touch... damn. The need to taste her, to feel her, was taking over every other thought. His thumb pressed against her lower lip, and he felt her breath intermittently against his skin. “Tell me everything.”

Her lips moved sluggishly, her words slow and heavy. “It’s like... everything’s quiet,” she murmured. “I don’t have to... think.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, the ache in his pants growing more insistent with every exhale. The idea of her being so suggestible, so... open, sent a thrill through him that he couldn’t ignore.

“You know,” he murmured, his voice low and steady, “When you’re like this, when you’re in this happy place, your skin is extra sensitive. Every touch feels like... like a burst of flavor. Like the first bite of something so good you can’t stop. Can you feel that? How every little touch is more intense?”

Her head bobbed slightly, her lips parting as if she were tasting the suggestion. “Yes,” she whispered. “I can feel it.”

Martin’s fingers lightly trailed down from her chin to the base of her throat. He could feel the faint pulse of her heartbeat beneath his fingertips, steady but quickened. He pressed gently, watching her body respond to the slightest pressure.

“Does that feel good?” he asked as if it weren’t obvious from how her body leaned into his fingers, like a cat asking for pets. “Does it feel... delicious?”

Her breath hitched slightly as she slowly nodded, her half-lidded eyes half-mast. “Yes,” she breathed. “Feels... so nice.”

He traced a slow path up and down her neck, his fingers skimming over the curve of her collarbone, savoring the way her skin seemed to hum under his fingertips. He enjoyed the way her body quivered ever so slightly under his touch.

“How about here?” he murmured, his fingers sliding lower, brushing outside the collar of her chef coat.

She labored for a moment to appear coherent and finally gave up, her head lolling in her half-melted state. “More,” she murmured, her voice soft but insistent. “Want... more.”

Martin’s gaze flicked up to her face, watching the way she slowly licked her lips, the way her eyelids fluttered, seeing nothing beyond her own haze. She was raw and unguarded. He had no idea what to do next.

Her voice broke the silence, softer than cotton, almost pleading. “Undress me,” she whispered, the words trembling in the air between them. Her eyes were still half-closed, her body swaying gently to a subconscious rhythm. “Please,” she added, her tone so meek, so submissive, it made his pulse race. “Touch more of me.”

For a moment he froze, unsure if he’d heard her right. But the way she leaned into his touch, the way her chest rose and fell with each shallow breath, left no doubt.

He fought to stop his hands from shaking as he reached for the buttons of her chef coat. Each button popped open with a soft click. He peeled the coat off her shoulders carefully, letting it slide down her arms and pool at her feet.

Beneath the coat, she wasn’t wearing the plain, practical shirt he’d expected. Instead, she was clad in a black lace bra that clung to her like the delicate glaze on a perfectly baked tart. Martin’s mouth was agape, his gaze raking over her in stunned silence.

Mi-Yeon swayed gently in her private reverie. “Touch me,” she repeated.

Martin did what the boss told him to. His fingertips brushed over the delicate lace, feeling the way it stretched taut over her curves. When he reached her bra strap over her shoulder, ghosting his fingers along her collarbone, he smiled at the way her skin quivered under his touch.

Her head fell back slightly with a soft sigh as his fingers traced the edge of the lace, teasing the skin just beneath. Each touch in a new place made a shiver run through her entire body, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Martin watched her closely, captivated by her intense sensuality. Her behavior made him feel like his hands were magic. His fingers slid lower, tracing the curve of her tiny waist.

Mi-Yeon was free of inhibitions, and let out a soft moan. Every cell in her skin seemed to vibrate in response to his touch, her entire body alight with sensation. And still, her eyes remained closed, her face gentle and serene.

Martin’s fingers hovered over the clasp of her bra, the delicate black lace barely containing the soft curves beneath. His hands trembled slightly as he unhooked it, the fabric loosening and sliding down her shoulders. He let it fall to the floor, the sound barely registering as his eyes fixed on her bare chest.

Her skin was pale and smooth, like freshly rolled dough, her nipples small and tempting, like delicate cherries perched atop a dessert, just waiting to be devoured.

His hands moved past the fear that this was entirely too naughty, his fingertips tracing lightly over the curve of her breast, feeling the way her skin quivered under his touch. He circled her nipple, barely grazing it, and heard her sharp intake of breath. Her body arched slightly, her head tilting back as she pressed into his hand.

“Does that feel good?” he asked like he didn’t know, his thumb brushing over the hardening peak. She nodded, her lips parting with a soft moan. He watched as her nipples tightened further, the delicate pink buds standing out, asking for more.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her skin as his lips closed around one nipple, his tongue flicking lightly. She gasped, then moaned quietly again. He could feel the way her heart raced, the rapid pulse echoing in his own chest as he suckled gently, savoring her pleasure and her inert acquiescence.

His lips trailed lower, leaving a faint trail of heat as he kissed his way down her lean stomach, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He could feel the way they fit perfectly in his palms, the soft weight of them pressing against his skin. Her nipples brushed against his fingers, and he couldn’t resist teasing them again, his thumbs circling the sensitive peaks.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Martin could feel urges building inside him like a pot ready to boil over. His fingers fumbled at the buttons of her slacks, his heart pounding wildly in his chest. He glanced up at Mi-Yeon, her face blank and blissful, her breathing slow and even. She was utterly lost, completely under his spell—his to do with as he pleased.

He slid her slacks down her legs, revealing matching black lace panties. She took his breath away. Her thighs were just begging to be spread. He lifted one of her feet, sliding off her shoe with a care that surprised even him. He repeated the motion with the other foot, his fingers lingering on the curve of her ankle.

“Mi-Yeon,” he murmured, his better angels speaking up for a moment. “Are you sure you want this? Do you want me to... take this further?”

“Yes,” she whispered in an octave higher than he knew she had. “Keep touching me...”

He knelt before her, his hands grazing her slowly gyrating hips, his thumbs brushing against the soft skin just above the waistband of her panties.

“Tell me what you want,” he asked, despite his own demanding lust to conquer her. “Say it plainly.”

Her lips were twitching as if she were struggling to form the words. Then, in a voice just this side of intelligible, she whispered, “I want... sex.”

It was so blunt, so explicit, so unlike the Mi-Yeon he knew—the stern, composed boss who never let her guard down. But here she was, completely vulnerable, completely at his mercy.

“Okay,” he breathed.

He carefully scooped her up, her body limply hanging. She was light, a delicate soufflé that could collapse at the slightest touch. He carried her out of the kitchen into the main dining room. The polished wood of the tables gleamed like dark chocolate, the air carrying a faint scent of lavender and rosemary from the centerpieces.

Moving some glasses onto one of the chairs, he gently laid her down on the largest table at the center of the room, her expression of pleasant relaxation never changing. Her skin was luminous in the faint light. She looked like a tasting menu, her body a feast of delicate curves and soft, inviting flesh.

Her arms lay uselessly at her sides, her head tilting slightly to the side, her lips parted in a gentle smile. The way she lay there, completely open and ready for him, was so fucking sexy. He reached up, brushing her hair back to reveal her face. Her eyes fluttered open, gazing up at him with softness, and he saw a languid nod. “Take me,” she whispered. Then, her eyes fluttered closed.

Martin’s hands were on auto-pilot as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her lace panties. The fabric clung to her damp skin, the scent of her arousal hitting his senses like a rich, heady sauce. He slid them over her legs with a deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving the sight of her exposed pussy. It was perfectly trimmed, her lips glistening with wetness, her clit already swollen and begging for attention.

Her legs fell open naturally and Martin forgot to breathe for a moment. He’d never imagined her like this—so wanting, but so placid. Her pussy glinted, slick and ready, like a dish waiting for the final garnish. He leaned in closer to enjoy her aroma, and he brushed his fingertips along the outer edge of her pussy lips. She gasped softly, her back arching slightly, her body responding to the barest touch. Her hips shifted, pressing into his hand as if she couldn’t help herself, and Martin’s pulse quickened.

“Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice breathy and weak, her head rolling to the side. “More...”

He dutifully pressed his fingers against her more firmly, dragging them up along her slit, feeling the way her wetness coated his skin. The sheer readiness of her made his cock throb, but he forced himself to focus on her pleasure, on the way her body quivered under his apparently magical touch. Her pussy lips were soft, delicate, like the petals of a flower opening to the sun, and he couldn’t resist teasing them gently, parting them to expose her fully.

“Ohhh...” Her moan was low and guttural as his fingers explored her. He watched her clit peeking out, the little bud hard and eager, and his thumb circled it lightly, the gentle friction making her gasp. He smirked to himself as he teased her, his touch feather-light yet electrifying.

“Does that feel good?” he asked, though he already knew the answer. Her body was practically singing under his touch, her hips rolling, her thighs trembling. He pressed his thumb down harder, circling her clit with a slow, deliberate motion, and she let out a strangled cry, her back arching off the table.

“Y-yes,” she gasped, her voice shaky and broken. “It’s... it’s so good...”

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her sensitive skin, and his tongue darted out, flicking lightly over her clit. Her whole body jerked, her arms flailing uselessly, and a low, guttural moan tore from her throat.

“Oh, wow...” Her voice was high-pitched, almost desperate, and her hips sought out more pressure as he continued to lick and tease, his tongue working her in slow, deliberate circles. Her wetness dripped down to his chin, and the salty-sweet flavor of her lust made his head spin.

He started lapping at her with increased intensity, and her moans grew louder, more frantic. Her hands clawed at the air, her body writhing under his masterful mouth, and he could feel her getting closer, the tension in her body building to a crescendo.

“Please...” she whimpered. “Please don’t stop...”

Martin’s tongue worked her clit with a precision that rivaled his plating skills, swirling and flicking with a rhythm that left her breathless. Her moans crescendoed, melodic and satisfying, as her body arched off the table like a sharply rising thermometer. Her legs trembled, her thighs clamping around his head.

“Ohhh—oh god, oh god—” She offered her compliments to the chef as he dragged his tongue down to her entrance, tasting her deeply. The wetness of her was intoxicating, like a rich reduction simmering to perfection, and he tasted her greedily, savoring every drop. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, her hands clawing at the table, her breaths coming in shallow, ragged gasps.

“Yes, yes, yes—” she chanted, her voice trembling, her body quaking under his relentless mouth. He could feel her clit pulsing under his tongue, feel the way her pussy clenched and fluttered, as though it were begging for more. He pressed his lips around her swollen bud, sucking gently, and her back arched off the table, a guttural moan tearing from her throat.

“Fuck—fuck—I’m—” Her words dissolved into incoherent cries as her orgasm crashed into her, her entire body convulsing. Her pussy pulsed around his tongue, her wetness finding his hungry mouth as she came, her moans gleeful and shameless, echoing through the empty dining room. He kept going, drawing out her pleasure with deliberate strokes of his tongue, his fingers digging into her thighs to steady her as she thrashed and writhed.

“Ohhh—oh god—ohhhh—!” Her voice rose to an unbelievably high pitch as her hips ground against his face, chasing every last wave of pleasure. Her little tits jiggled and heaved, her heels digging into Martin’s back as she rode out the aftershocks.

Her moans softened to whimpers, her body going limp against the table as the tension drained from her muscles. Her chest rose and fell with each labored breath, her skin glistening with hard-earned sweat, her face flushed and radiant.

“Ohhh...” she sighed, her voice soft and dreamy, her head lolling to the side. Her eyes fluttered open and closed, her lips parting in a blissful smile as she floated in an entranced afterglow. Her limbs were heavy and loose, her pussy still dripping with need.

Her legs remained spread, her pussy lips glistening and plump, and Martin couldn’t resist running his fingers lightly over them, feeling the way her legs twitched in response.

“You’re so pretty,” he murmured, his voice rough with arousal as he traced the curve of her thigh.

“Mmm...” Her fingers flexed and relaxed once more.

Martin’s heart pounded in his chest, the sound drowning out the faint hum of the city coming alive outside. He couldn’t stop himself now, not when she lay so open, so willing, so utterly compliant. His cock strained against his jeans, aching to be inside her, to feel the soft warmth, and the wetness he’d just tasted.

He fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy with urgency, and pushed his pants and boxers down just enough to free his hard dick, red with determination. Obeying his own need, he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked up to see his boss’s head lolling lazily back and forth. She was softly moaning, in a special nirvana that comes only with a deep trance and a powerful climax.

“So perfect,” he muttered. He pressed the head of his insistent cock against her lips, loving the way she yielded to him, her sweet cunt soft and submissive. Her face remained serene, her eyes half-lidded and unfocused, pointed at the ceiling but not really seeing it. A low moan escaped her lips as he pushed in slowly. Martin imagined that this must be what getting a Michelin star feels like.

“Ohhh...” she sighed, her hands resting limply at her sides. Her thighs trembled slightly as he filled her, inch by inch, her pussy warm and slick around him. Her body seemed to mold itself to his, accepting him without resistance, and he groaned as he bottomed out, his hips pressed flush against hers.

He paused for a moment, savoring the way she felt around him, tight and wet and perfect. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly, and he saw her fingers twitch against the table. He pulled back slightly, then thrust in again, the motion slow and deliberate.

“Mmm... yes...” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.

He gripped her close to him, his fingers digging into her soft skin, and picked up the pace, his thrusts steady and deep. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mixing with her soft moans and sighs. Her body moved with his, her hips rising to meet his every thrust, her pussy clenching around him like her career depended on it.

“Ohhh... ohhh...” she moaned, her voice rising slightly with each thrust, her hands curling into loose fists against the table. Her breasts bounced slightly with each movement, her nipples hard and sensitive, and he couldn’t resist reaching out to pinch one lightly. She gasped, her back arching slightly, and he smirked, feeling a rush of power.

“You’re so good,” he told her, as his breathing became quicker and louder. He leaned over her, one hand still gripping her hip, the other pressing into the table for balance. Her pussy felt incredible, like he’d always belonged here, and he could feel his own orgasm building, hot and urgent.

Her moans grew louder, her body responding to the rhythm of his thrusts. She wasn’t the boss now, not the strict, demanding perfectionist who ruled the kitchen with an iron hand. She was just a woman, lost in pleasure, her inhibitions stripped away by the trance he’d put her in.

“Ohhh... ohhh... ohhh...” she chanted. Her hands moved aimlessly, her fingers brushing against the table, then her own tits, then grabbing at her hair, her body writhing slightly beneath him. She squeezed her pussy around him once more, hot and tight, and he groaned, his thrusts growing more erratic.

“Mi-Yeon...” he growled. “You feel so good... so fucking good...” His hips snapped forward, each thrust harder, intensely deep.

“Yes... yes...” she breathed, her voice a soft whimper as her hands gripped the edge of the table uselessly. Her eyes fluttered closed, her mouth opened in a silent cry as he drove into her, their bodies moving together.

“Come for me,” he demanded. Her body tensed slightly, her moans rising to a crescendo, and he thrust deep, burying himself inside her with an animal grunt.

Martin felt her body tense, her muscles tightening like a coil, and then she was coming apart and a keening wail escaped her soft lips. “Ohhhhhh...!”

Her pussy grabbed a hold of the big cock that filled her up, the wet, sucking sounds filling the air as he tried and failed to move within her powerful grasp. Her hips bucked wildly, her legs trembling, and her hands scrabbled at the table, unable to find purchase.

“Fuck...fuck...fuck...” Mi-Yeon chanted, her voice high and breathless. Her eyes rolled back, her head tossing from side to side, dark hair sticking to her flushed cheeks.

Her slippery, wet heat enveloped him, her body without a single useful thought, moving with base instinct, each spasm of her hot hole milked him, begging to be bred. Martin’s own control was slipping—he could feel his orgasm tightening in his balls, ready to explode, but he wanted to draw this out, to savor every second of her surrender.

Mi-Yeon’s moans turned into incoherent babbling as she rode the waves of her climax. Her hips stuttered, jerking without rhythm. Little whimpers escaped her lips, interspersed with sharp gasps as she fought for breath. Her body glowed with a slick sheen, and she was breathtaking in her abandonment.

He leaned over her, one hand braced on the table, the other gripping her soft thigh. His balls slapped against her with a wet smack as he plunged into her, again and again, his body taking over, ancient instructions in his DNA knowing exactly what to do. “You’re so wet, so fucking wet for me.”

“Y-yes...” Mi-Yeon stammered, her voice slurred with pleasure. “So wet...so full...”

Her words sent another spike of pride through him, and he snarled, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency. Mi-Yeon’s eyes screwed shut, her face screwed up in concentration as she rode the waves of pure unthinking pleasure.

“Oh...oh...” Her voice trailed off into a strangled cry as a third orgasm took hold, her body convulsing like a puppet on strings.

“Fuck...” Martin hissed, his teeth gritted as he struggled for control. He slowed his thrusts, dragging them out, making them deeper.

Mi-Yeon whined. “No... don’t stop... please...”

Her pleading worked, and he slammed into her, the table creaking in protest. Mi-Yeon’s legs fell open wider, her body bowing to accommodate his cock’s demands, and her head fell back, her mouth open in a silent scream as her body was ravaged.

Martin could feel his orgasm building like a volcano ready to erupt, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter, until finally—he let himself fall over the edge.

“Fuck!” He grunted, his voice raw and harsh as he started to come, his hips stuttering with each burst of release.

Mi-Yeon whimpered as she felt him twitch inside her, her hungry wet hole fluttering around his cock, yearning for his seed. Martin’s breath caught, his throat constricting as he threw his head back, groaning with each rope of hot cum that spilled from him, painting her insides.

“Oh, fuck!” He growled, his hips snapping forward mindlessly as if each thrust could prolong the bliss, as if he couldn’t bear for it to end.

Mi-Yeon’s body felt like it was made for this—for him. It moved with his, yielding, welcoming, a toy for him to play with. Her pussy squeezed him, drawing out his orgasm, trying to keep him still, even as his thrusts became erratic, uncoordinated. Her throat issued a symphony of erotic sounds: moans, gasps, whimpers—each one a note in the song of his conquest.

Martin’s hands clenched her soft thighs, his fingers digging into her sensitive flesh, leaving marks that would surely bruise.

“Fucking take it,” he growled, his voice hoarse and scraped raw. “Take all of my cum.”

He looked down at Mi-Yeon, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her skin flushed, her dark hair tangled around her shoulders. As his climax ebbed, for the first time, he noticed her face, really saw her. Mi-Yeon was reduced from his demanding, strict boss to a dreamy mass of sated sexuality. Her eyes were unfocused, her mouth hanging open, her breathing shallow.

The reality of what he was doing hit him like a slap: he was fucking his boss senseless on one of the restaurant’s tables. A surge of adrenaline mixed with the remnants of his orgasm.

Martin leaned back on his heels, his chest heaving, his cock still buried inside her. The unlikeliness of what was happening settled heavily on him. She lay beneath him, limp and pliant, her limbs still trembling faintly. Her skin glistened with sweat, her hair fanned out across the table like ink spilled on a blank canvas.

He needed to think. He needed to make sure she was still deep in the trance, still under his control. He swallowed hard and spoke to her. “Sparkly hook. Sparkly hook. Sparkly hook.”

Her eyelids fluttered and her body stopped moving entirely. Her breathing was slow and even, her petite form completely relaxed. She was still under, still lost in that pleasant, mindless haze he’d put her in. Good. He needed her to stay like this, at least for a little longer.

Gently, he pulled out of her, his cock sliding free with a soft, wet sound. He resisted the way her pussy seemed to cling to him as if mourning the loss. He stepped back, letting her legs fall open. Her cunt was glistening, slick with her own arousal and his release, and he couldn’t help but stare for a moment, his own breathing still uneven. She was a mess, but she was a beautiful mess, like something he’d created and then broken.

He adjusted his clothes, tucking his satisfied cock back into his boxers and pulling up his pants. He felt exposed now, vulnerable in a way he hadn’t before, and he needed to cover himself, to regain some semblance of control. He zipped his fly, fastened his belt, and ran a hand through his hair, trying to steady himself.

With the clarity that comes after orgasm, he remembered why he’d done this in the first place. It wasn’t just about her sexy body, about the power—it was about the way she treated the staff, the way she made them feel. He remembered the frustration, the bitterness, the way she’d dismissed their efforts and hard work.

He knelt beside her, his hands resting on the edge of the table as he leaned in close. His voice was low, almost a whisper, as he spoke. “Listen to me. You’re going to be nicer to the staff. They’re working hard for you, and they deserve respect. They’re people, not machines. They’re trying their best, and you need to appreciate them.”

She didn’t respond, didn’t even seem to hear him. Her eyes were still half-lidded, her breathing slow and even. He wasn’t sure if it was working, if she was really taking it in, but he had to try. He had to say it, even if she couldn’t hear him, even if she wouldn’t remember.

“You’re a great chef, but you’re not perfect. None of us are. And that’s okay. You don’t have to be perfect to be great. But you do have to be kind, more understanding.”

He paused, watching her face for any sign of understanding, any flicker of recognition. Slowly, softly, he saw her give in, muttering a quiet, “Oh. Okay.”

Martin let out a slow breath, his chest still rising and falling unevenly as he stared down at Mi-Yeon’s docile form. He could still feel the lingering warmth of her body, the way her cunt had clenched around him, the way her moans had echoed in his ears. But he had to push all of that aside. He had to focus.

“You’re going to remember what the phrase ‘sparkly hook’ does to you,” he said, his voice lilting in that hypnotist impression once again. “You’ll know that it puts you in a trance, that it makes you feel good, that it makes you sensitive. But what we did... you’ll think it was just a daydream. Just a fantasy.”

Mi-Yeon didn’t move, her eyes still not quite looking at the ceiling, her breathing slow and even. “Oh. Okay.”

“Now,” he said, breathing coming easier now, “you’re going to get dressed. You’re just going to put your clothes back on, and then you’re going to stand in front of the stand mixer, just like you were before. You’ll watch the dough hook spinning, and you’ll think you were there this whole time. You’ll just watch the dough hook, and everything will go back to normal.”

Martin followed her cute naked butt into the kitchen. His own arousal had barely subsided, the memory of her still fresh in his mind, but all of that vanished the moment he saw Evelyn standing there. Her face was a deep crimson, her eyes wide as she glanced between him and their mindless boss. She clutched a tray of pastries to her chest like a shield, her mouth slightly open in shock.

Martin froze. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She’d heard them. She’d seen. He stumbled over a pathetic attempt to defuse the situation. “Wait, I can explain... she’s just... I mean, we were—“

Evelyn’s eyes narrowed, and she held up a hand, cutting him off. “Shh.”

She tilted her head slightly, her gaze shifting to Mi-Yeon, who was now buttoning her coat back on, her movements slow and mechanical. The boss’s face was blank, her eyes focused on the stand mixer, the dough hook spinning rhythmically.

Evelyn smirked, her lips curling into a sly grin. She set the tray down on the counter, her movements deliberate, and crossed her arms over her chest. Her eyes flicked back to Mi-Yeon, then to Martin, and she raised an eyebrow.

He opened his mouth to protest, but Evelyn cut him off again, stepping closer. She leaned in so only he could hear. “I’ll have what she’s having.”
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Among whispers of layoffs threatening the Q.A. team, Jake is worried about keeping his job. The desperately clever young man devises a plan to embed a subliminal message in the internal testing version of his company's app, hoping it will help protect him and his coworkers. But an overzealous spell check algorithm alters his careful intentions, triggering a surprising erotic change.

His sexy married boss, Kuheli Chatterjee, is undergoing a startling transformation. Once the embodiment of icy dominance in the office, her new mesmerized state reveals a submissive side she never knew existed. Kuheli finds herself irresistibly compelled to keep the Q.A. team carnally sated, which she now believes is the best way to improve productivity.

Her first meeting with Jake after succumbing to his post-hypnotic suggestion makes her realize just how disappointing her Indian arranged marriage is.

As their power dynamic shifts, appropriate workplace behavior is left behind in an intoxicating dance of dominance and submission. Kuheli discovers a perverse excitement in relinquishing control to her subordinate, delighting in the secret of their cheating. Their passionate encounter challenges everything they thought they knew about themselves and their boss / employee relationship.

Kuheli embraces her unleashed desires and her new submissive role as the Q.A. team's stress relief toy, and Jake revels in his dominant position, guiding his former boss on an exhilarating journey of professional promiscuity, with her enthusiastic but dubious consent.
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