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Content Warnings


Content Warnings: The Corsetti Empire is a high steam, kinky billionaire romance series. The following content warnings should be considered before reading them: Dealing with previous trauma, childhood neglect, infertility, alcoholism, drug use, depression, anxiety, elements of BDSM such as impact play and restraints, primal play, Shibari, voyeurism, sub/dom dynamics, primal play, edging, profanity and sexually explicit scenes. If you have any questions please reach out to the author directly at info@nikkirome.com.
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Chapter One


“It’s not the events that bother me, it’s the people.” 
“People are part of the business, Micah, you know that.”
“It doesn’t mean I have to like it.”
“Mrs. and Mr. Rodriguez, it’s such an honor to see you both again,” Isabel greeted the hosts of the charity event they were attending on behalf of Corsetti Financial. Micah knew that voice. It was one she reserved for impressing their clients, and it made his skin crawl. He knew it was all a show, and it drove her as crazy as it drove him, but it was the voice people responded to.
“Isabel, always a pleasure,” Mrs. Rodriguez said, leaning in to kiss Isabel on the cheek.
“Micah,” she said, nodding in his direction.
Mrs. Rodriguez was an old client of his father’s. Her husband, Mr. Rodriguez, was husband number six, and this one took her name. For a bunch of snooty rich people, the city of Miami certainly had a variety of characters. The only reason Mrs. Rodriguez kept her money with Micah was because of Isabel. She kept all the old money in line. Micah never had issues with the newer clients. They knew him by reputation, most sought him out. Unfortunately, those clients didn’t pay the exorbitant expenses of running such a large financial firm. At least not yet.
“So tell me darling, how is that new car of yours? Randell here told me he saw you driving around a new Bentley. I told him it’s about time that playboy boss of yours shared some of the wealth. After all, most of us only stay with him because of you. But you already know that now, don’t you, Micah?”
“Why of course, I know that, Mrs. Rodriguez. How could I ever forget with wonderful clients like you who always remind me? Ouch, fuck!” Micah grunted out the tail end of his response while giving the feisty Latina standing next to him an evil glare.
“Now was that necessary?” he asked, rubbing his side where she jabbed him with her elbow.
“The car is wonderful, Mrs. Rodriguez, but it’s not mine. My SUV is in the shop and I happen to be driving one of Micah’s cars until it’s fixed. Besides, you know me, a Bentley? Much too rich for my liking,” she said, giving the grouch of a woman an obvious wink.
“Yes, you’re right. That’s one of the many reasons I trust you with our money.”
Micah stood watching as long as he could. Isabel oohing and aahing over everything the lady said, including all the jabs at him and his personal life, was exhausting, and getting old. His father had been dead for years now and he had proven himself ten times over that he could run the business. When the day finally came for him to pick and choose clients, she would be one of the first to go. In the meantime, he’d let Izzy handle her.
He reached for her arm and leaned in to whisper, “I’m over the crazy lady and going to grab a drink. Find me at the bar.”
Not bothering to say goodbye, he turned and walked toward the nearest source of whiskey. Without looking back, he could feel the daggers Izzy was throwing into his back. He’d hear hell for it, but he didn’t care. Let Rodriguez walk. He didn’t need her money, not really. What he did need was a whiskey, and to get away from people who made him angry by just being in the same room as him. The old clients of his father’s made things easier for him, but it wasn’t like their money was running the firm any longer. Knowing what he knew about each of them made everything worse. Not one of those fools blinked an eye at his father’s shady dealings just because he had a few gray hairs on his head and was always known as the widower. There were days he wished people knew the truth, just to take some of the pressure off himself, but the backlash of revealing it all was worse.
“One of these days she is going to move every penny she has with you. And don’t even start with the ‘I don’t care’ bullshit, because you know she’ll call each one of her old lady friends and they will do the same thing,” Izzy said as she stepped up next to him at the bar and raised her hand to call the bartender over.
“It’s not bullshit. I don’t care.”
“I don’t know why you make this so difficult for yourself.”
“Iz, I’m not in the mood tonight.”
“Are you ever?”
“No.”
“Fine, then just be the asshole they all say you are.”
He could take Izzy being pissed off at him. What he couldn’t take was her being disappointed in him, and he could hear the disappointment in her voice. This was a big event, and she expected him to behave.
“Isabel Maria Diaz, I am sorry.”
A smile curled up at the corner of her mouth, but she tried to hide it behind her glass of wine.
“I was out of line and you are right. We need their money.”
“I love it when you tell me I’m right.”
“I know.”
“Then you really should do it more often. Also, I have scheduled myself a raise next quarter. Thought you’d like to know.”
Micah laughed. There was no doubt she scheduled herself a raise. It was one of the many reasons he adored having her work for him. He didn’t need to worry about anything. Most employers would have a problem with an associate taking as many liberties as Isabel did, but Micah respected it. She had been with him for a long time and he thanked god every day that she stuck around.
“Thank you for taking care of that,” he said, flashing her the smile that normally had women falling at his feet. Micah wasn’t a bad-looking man. He inherited his father’s looks, which was one of the reasons he was successful in business. Although the firm was supposed to go to his brother Luca, after some time his father agreed he could handle it. It wasn’t a compliment, more of a punishment. As a young kid, fresh out of college, his father showed him how to use his looks to get whatever he wanted. The evil man was known for saying, ‘You never find ugly people being successful in sales.’ That line, along with a million others, were some of the many reasons Micah hated him until the day he died. He was a judgmental old man and when his brother Luca moved to New York City, it was just the two of them for far too long. Nothing Micah did was ever good enough in his father’s eyes.
“Don’t go looking at me like that. You know that shit doesn’t work on me.”
“What shit?”
“That look, I know that look. I’ve seen you throw it out to a ton of women in the time I’ve spent working for you.”
“Not a ton.”
“Okay, maybe two tons.”
“What kind of man whore do you think I am?”
“A pretty big one. In fact, such a big one that I wouldn’t be surprised if your dick shriveled up someday.”
“Now that’s just rude and not the least bit possible. I’m healthy as a horse.”
“I know. I also handle all your medical appointments, remember?”
Isabel Diaz had marched into his office seven years ago when he was interviewing for an assistant and refused to take no for an answer. He remembered that day like it was yesterday. She interviewed fine, but there were gaps in her résumé and she had been out of work for a long time. They were red flags as far as he was concerned, so he told her on the spot she didn’t get the job. Instead of leaving, or even begging for a second interview, she picked up the phone on his desk as it was ringing. He watched in silence as she handled one of his more difficult clients, and that was the end of that. She turned and asked him what time she should report to the office on Monday. He never questioned another thing. Over the years, her responsibilities grew from a personal assistant to an account representative. She never placed her own trades, though, insisted there was no way she’d pass the tests. It didn’t bother him any. If she wasn’t licensed, then no one would hire her out from under him. Instead, he always worked hand in hand with her. She’d do the research, he’d pitch the client and close the sale. Once trades were made, she maintained the relationships. It was a win - win.
“How about we get out of here? I’m starving.”
“There is food everywhere,” she said, pointing at the servers carrying trays of foods unrecognizable to most.
“I need real food. Come on.”
He pushed her wine glass towards the bartender and swallowed what was left of his whiskey. After leaving a tip, he took her by the hand and led her out of the Four Seasons Hotel. It was one of his favorite places in the city normally, but the people there tonight were ruining everything.
 
***
 
Isabel followed Micah out to the valet and watched as the attendant nearly tripped over himself running to bring him his keys. Micah’s McLaren Speedtail was parked right in front. Miami was a who’s who of money, and cars were one way to show it. Isabel was nearly sick when she found out how much he paid for it. She could buy over twenty homes for people in her hometown for what it cost him. That was one of the hardest things to get used to, the money. There was so much of it everywhere. After her dad died, her mom worked two jobs just to pay the mortgage and put food on the table, so learning how the other half lived was a serious adjustment.
The valet went to open her car door, but Micah shooed him away. It always made her smile how, even though she was just his employee, he treated her as if she were something more. Once she was seated, she watched him walk around the front of the car. The valet opened his door, and he shrugged out of his suit jacket. He laid it on the back seat, got in and before she knew it, they were heading out of the parking lot.
“Where are we going?”
“Sergio’s.”
“Why am I not surprised?”
“You act like you don’t know the answers to these questions before you ask them.”
“You’re right, my fault. The night wouldn’t be complete without croquetas and pan con bistec.”
“I love it when you speak Spanish.”
“It wasn’t Spanish... it was Cuban food.”
“Fine, whatever it is. I love it.”
“You’re terrible.”
It didn’t take long for them to get to their favorite restaurant. Sergio’s had locations all over the city but there were only a couple locations that had truly amazing food. Once they got inside, the manager found them a seat at the bar and before she knew it, there was food in front of them and drinks in their hands.
“Now this is food.”
“I know for a fact there were croquetas on one of those trays at the hotel.”
“They weren’t the same and you know it. Besides, the people there were making me itch.”
“Remind me again why you do what you do for a living?”
“Because I’m good at it. Also, if I stopped, you would be lost. Do you even have a life outside of me?”
“Now that’s just rude.”
“Seriously. You work all the time.”
“And whose fault is that?”
“Yours. I find time for myself and you know it.”
“You mean you find time to get high and stick your dick in things? While you are partying, I’m sleeping. Sleep is more important than risking STD’s,” she said with a laugh.
“Says you.”
“What are we going to do about Anton? He needs to go.”
“I know, I just haven’t gotten around to it yet.”
“Micah, he lost 1.3 million dollars on that deal. Do you know how long it’s going to take to replenish that portfolio?”
“Of course I know. I’m not a fool. He may be an idiot, but he’s not high on my list of priorities right now.”
“Then what is?”
“You. Whiskey... this food. Isn’t there anything else we can talk about other than work? It’s the only thing we ever do, talk about work.”
“Because work is all we do.”
“Tonight is going to be different. Drink up,” he said, gesturing to her vodka water that she had barely touched. “Truth or Dare?”
“What?”
“Truth or Dare?”
Isabel looked over at her boss, trying to gauge what his angle was. “Truth.”
“When was the last time you went on a date?”
“Never mind, I’m not playing this with you.”
“So dare then?”
“Ugh, fine dare.”
“Chug that drink.”
Her eyes went wide. “It’s nearly all vodka.”
“You chose dare, no going back. And come to think of it, this is your only chance to change your decision. Chug away little Izzy.”
Isabel took one look at her glass and regretted waking up that morning. Without a second thought, she tipped it back and let it fall down her throat. Shaking her head as she put the glass down, she looked over at Micah who was trying his best to hide a smile.
“There, I did it. Your turn, truth or dare?” she asked, wiping away the tears in her eyes from the awful drink.
“Truth,” he said as he called the bartender over to get another round.
“When was the last time you went on a date?”
“I go on dates all the time.”
“You do not. You hook up with random chicks. I mean, an actual date. One where you take the time to pick out something special for you both to do. A date where you enjoy spending time with someone other than yourself and one where you aren’t just rushing to get laid.”
“Never.”
“Never?”
“Nope. Never.”
“How is that possible?”
“You can save that for your next question. Your turn, Truth or Dare?”
“Dare.”
“Really?”
“There is too much at risk with truth. All I risk with dare is alcohol poisoning.”
“I see where this night is going, okay dare it is.” The bartender hadn’t gone far this time. “Give me a shot of DeLeon for the lady.”
“Micah, that’s like a two hundred dollar shot.”
“Do you want to take a shot of shitty tequila instead?”
 
Things only got worse from there. Isabel had no intention of telling Micah her secrets, but the amount of liquor she consumed picking dare each time might just kill her. One after another, each question she asked him was just personal enough to let him think she was playing fair, but not too personal, since he was her boss. There was a line in the sand she had placed between them years ago and she had no intention of crossing it tonight. They may be friends, and Micah was hot as hell, but she wasn’t a fool. Her job was more important than screwing the boss. But tonight, even the smell of his cologne made her want to curl up into his lap and purr like a kitten.
“You need a cat,” she said while trying to hold herself up on the bar, “Where did everyone go?”
“Home, I imagine.”
“Then why are we still here?”
“You were about to tell me why I need a cat.”
“Oh right, you need a cat because you smell good,” she slurred.
Micah let out a little laugh. “Okay Izzy, maybe it is time for us to get going.”
She put her head down on the bar and watched as he paid the bill. She didn’t even want to think about how much it must have cost. The only people left in the whole restaurant were the manager and the bartender. She considered that a good thing because the second she went to stand up, her knees gave out and she nearly fell to her demise. Instead of hitting the floor, she found herself in Micah’s arms.
“It’s okay, I’ve got you,” he breathed in her ear. Then, looking up at the bartender, he said, “Thank you guys. I appreciate you staying for us.”
“Anytime, Micah. You are always welcome. Just take care of Izzy for us now, will you?”
She looked up into his eyes and watched the exchange between the two men, however when he responded, “Always” he was looking straight at her and no one else.
“Iz, can you grab your purse?”
Shaking her head, Izzy reached out blindly to her side. The bartender picked it up from the bar and placed it in her hand. She promptly dropped it... twice. Micah started laughing as the bartender instead tucked it onto her chest so Micah could carry her out to the car. She should be furious at the situation, but he smelled so good, and he was so warm. Isabel couldn’t remember the last time a man held her this close. In the back of her mind, all she could think was it served him right having to carry her drunk ass out of there. It was his fault she drank too much, anyway.
 
***
 
Driving a sleeping drunk Isabel home at two o’clock in the morning wasn’t how Micah thought he’d be spending his night, but it was better than most nights he had. She was a pretty amazing person to spend time with, even if she snored a little when she drank too much. Her dark hair had fallen over her face and it was at times like this that she looked so young and innocent. He wondered why she wasted her time working for him. There was no question she was a gorgeous woman, but after a few months of working together, he had finally gotten used to being around her without being consumed by the need to claim her as his own. She was too valuable to him as an employee. Nights like tonight were few and far between, but when he got some personal time with her, he cherished every moment.
Micah spent every day and most nights surrounded by people, but had never felt more alone in his life. His brother Luca and his niece Jenny were the only real family he had. Unless you counted his cousin Dante, but that side of the family he tried his best to avoid. Luca and Jenny lived in New York City and he never got up there as much as he wanted to, so Isabel had become part of his family in a strange way. He couldn’t imagine life without her and yet he still knew he couldn’t take their relationship any further than boss and employee. Isabel had her secrets, and she still didn’t trust him with them. There was too much risk to the business, and with his family’s history it was too complicated to get seriously involved with anyone.
He pulled up to the duplex she lived in with her mother. On one side was their home, and the other used to belong to her great aunt. When the woman passed away, a young couple had moved in, but otherwise the neighborhood was the same. It had been when she was a child. Micah hadn’t been there often, but when he had, her mother always told her stories of Isabel growing up there as a child. That she still lived in the same house she grew up in was proof of how different their lives had been.
When he turned off the car, he slipped his keys in his pocket and went to her side to help her out. He had to catch her as he opened the door and laughed at the small little grumble she let out at being disturbed. He reached for her purse and got her keys out. Then he went and unlocked the front door, propping it open so he could easily bring her inside without waking her mother. Getting back to the car, he scooped her back into his arms and she let out the sweetest sigh as she snuggled into his neck. He got into the house and headed down the back hallway. Assuming that the room with the open door was hers, he went in and laid her on the bed, placed her purse on her nightstand, and plugged her phone in.
He slipped her shoes off and leaned in, placing a small kiss on her forehead. “Goodnight little Izzy. Thank you for being you.”
Taking a step back, he turned to leave and nearly had a heart attack. Standing in the hallway was a five foot two-inch lady standing in a housecoat with a smile the size of the sun.
“Oh! I just knew there was something going on with you two. Isabel always denies it, but a mother just knows,” she whispered, gesturing for him to follow her into the main part of the house.
Micah had all of ten steps to get his story straight. He gently closed Isabel’s door behind him and then went to face her mother.
“Mrs. Diaz, it’s good to see you again,” he said, leaning in to kiss her cheek.
“It’s been too long.”
“I know, and I apologize about that. I also should clarify something. There isn’t anything going on with me and Izzy. She just had a bit too much to drink tonight, and I wanted to make sure she got home okay.”
“Who was she out with?”
“Me.”
“Then I think I’m right. My Isabel doesn’t go out with just anyone, Micah. In fact, she hasn’t been out with anyone as far as I know. Not since... well never mind, that doesn’t matter. It’s you she’s meant to be with, anyway.”
“It’s not like that. I adore Izzy. She is an amazing employee, but that’s it. Really.”
He could sense the disappointment in the woman’s features. “She’s wonderful and will find the perfect man some day. Unfortunately, that’s not me.”
“If you say so.”
“I do.”
“That’s fine, for now. But my Isabel is quite a catch, you know. I taught her how to cook all the best dishes. Now, I know you’re Italian, but Cuban food isn’t that different. I know you like that restaurant. Oh, what’s it called?”
“Sergio’s.”
“Yes, that’s it, but you really should have Isabel cook for you. Home cooked is always better. Besides, you can’t make a decision on a relationship without eating the woman’s food.”
“But there’s no... you know what, never mind. I’m sure you are right, Mrs. Diaz, and someday I will ask Izzy to cook for me.”
“Now that’s a good boy,” she said, making a reach to give him a hug.
“It’s very late. I don’t want to keep you up any longer. Please tell Izzy to call me in the morning.”
“Oh, I’m sure she will. You drive safely now.”
Driving safe wasn’t Micah’s concern. He had switched to shots of water hours ago and Isabel was none the wiser. Instead, he got in his car while running down the list of reasons in his mind about why he was awful for her and why he could never cross that line he spent so much time dancing around. Mrs. Diaz was right about one thing, her daughter was a catch and any man would be lucky to have her.
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Chapter Two


The lights were disgustingly bright in Micah’s apartment. On the weekends, they worked from his penthouse rather than the office. She had to admit today she was thankful for it. Nursing her third cup of coffee, she let herself in with the key he gave her the week after she started at Corsetti Financial. She had spent her first few years with the firm working as his personal assistant, and it included loads of responsibilities that required her to come and go from his place. Unfortunately, she never knew what she would face when she opened the door. The highlight was whenever she’d caught Micah dressed in nothing but a pair of sleep pants or shorts from the gym. His sleepy morning look was her favorite, but the downside was that one usually accompanied by some blonde bimbo hanging off his body, or climbing out of his bed. On more than one occasion, she needed to usher out an overly clingy guest. It wasn’t her favorite thing to do, but she had it down to a science before long. This morning, it appeared she was lucky. As she stepped into the kitchen, she found sleepy Micah in a pair of thin black sweatpants and sleep-tussled hair. He was leaning against the counter, taking a sip of coffee. 
“Did she leave yet?” Isabel asked as quietly as possible. First so she wouldn’t be overheard and second because the sound of her own voice made her head hurt.
“Who?”
“Whoever you spent the night with.”
“I spent the night with you, remember?” he said with a small smirk.
“That’s not what I meant.”
He shook his head in her direction and gave her a small laugh. “There’s no one here, Iz. Just me and you... so you can lose the shades.”
“I can not. You have this place lit up like Rockefeller Center here.”
Micah walked across the room and flipped off the overhead lights. He closed the space between them and reached for her glasses, gently pulling them from her face.
“All better?”
“Yeah... Better.”
He was so close she could feel his body heat radiating off of him. Even with leggings and a cropped hoodie on, she was still cold. A chill ran through her body as they stood there silently, looking at each other. She was close enough to reach for him and everything in her screamed to do just that. But instead, her mind won the battle over her hormones and she took a step back.
“We need to discuss Anton. I’ll set up in the office.”
“Yeah, go ahead. I’m going to jump in the shower real quick and call Dante.”
“Ugh, do you have to? He always makes you so irritable.”
“He does not.”
“Yes, he does. Every time you two talk, you always come storming back in like the world is coming to an end.”
“My cousin has that effect on people.”
“He seemed like a really nice guy when I met him.”
“Isabel, he is the definition of a bad guy. I told you that the day you met him. You were hanging off his every word like he hung the moon in the sky. I told you once before and I’ll tell you again, keep your distance from my cousin Dante. You have no idea the shit he’s into.”
“All I said was that he was a nice guy. It’s not like I’d date him or anything.”
“You better not.”
“Excuse me?”
“You heard me. He gets close to you with that dick of his and I’ll cut it off and feed it to him. Stay away from Dante. I’m not going to say it again.”
“Geez, okay, I’ll stay away from your damn cousin. See what I mean? You get so grumpy every time we talk about him.”
“I’m grumpy because Anton is one of his guys, and I should never have agreed to hire him. Now we need to recoup a 1.3 million dollar loss and if Dante doesn’t pay up, then we are going to spend the entire afternoon strategizing another plan.”
“He has that kind of money?”
“Yeah, he does. I just don’t like how he makes it.”
Isabel watched as Micah took a deep breath and slowly let it out. He stretched his neck to the right and left, then he turned and headed toward his master suite. He and Dante
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