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  Chapter one
The New Queen


Sabrina Belmont paused outside the double doors of the executive boardroom, her fingers resting lightly on the cool brass handle. The faint scent of aged mahogany and fresh coffee drifted through the gap beneath the door. She adjusted the lapel of her tailored charcoal suit, the silk blouse beneath it whispering against her skin where delicate black lace peeked at the edge of her cleavage. Her long dark hair was pulled into a sleek ponytail that fell straight down her back, swinging like a conductor's baton with every movement. At thirty-five, she knew exactly how to weaponize her presence. Today, that weapon would be precise. 
She pushed the doors open and stepped inside.
The three men seated at the long table looked up in unison. The air thickened instantly, charged with surprise and the unmistakable undercurrent of masculine tension. Sabrina let the silence stretch for two full seconds, her piercing green eyes sweeping across each of them in turn.
Harold Cartwright sat at the head of the table, broad shoulders filling his crisp navy suit. His close-cropped dark hair and intense brown eyes gave him the look of a man who solved problems with sheer force of will. Those eyes narrowed now, measuring her. Julian Slaton leaned back in his chair to her left, wavy blond hair slightly tousled as if he'd run his fingers through it in frustration. His sparkling blue eyes flickered with immediate curiosity, that charming smile already tugging at the corner of his mouth despite the situation. And to the right, Matt Lowen hunched forward, sharp features framed by dark tousled hair, his piercing gray eyes cutting like analytical blades. His dark tailored shirt was open at the collar, revealing a glimpse of the wiry muscle beneath.
Perfect, she thought. They were even more compelling in person than their dossiers had suggested.
"Good morning, gentlemen," Sabrina said, her voice low and velvet-edged. She closed the doors behind her with a soft click that somehow sounded final. "I hope I'm not interrupting."
Harold spoke first, his deep voice measured but carrying an unmistakable growl. "This is a private partners' meeting. If you're from the bank, tell Hargrove we're not interested in another restructuring pitch."
Sabrina smiled, slow and deliberate. She moved to the opposite end of the table, setting her leather portfolio down with precise care. Every eye followed her. Good.
"I'm not from the bank," she replied, unbuttoning her suit jacket with one hand. The silk blouse shifted, revealing just enough of the lace beneath to register without being obvious. She felt their gazes flicker downward before snapping back to her face. "My name is Sabrina Belmont. And as of nine o'clock this morning, I own fifty-one percent of Elite Consulting Group."
The silence that followed was absolute.
Julian recovered first, letting out a low whistle. His flirtatious tone couldn't quite mask the shock. "Well, damn. That's one hell of an entrance, Ms. Belmont. You buy companies the way other people buy coffee?"
"Only the ones with untapped potential," she answered, meeting his sparkling blue eyes directly. Something sparked there, immediate and mutual. She could see him recalibrating, his adaptable mind already shifting from defense to intrigue.
Matt leaned back, crossing his arms. His sarcastic edge sliced through the room. "Cute. Real cute. Hargrove swore he wasn't selling. Guess that was another lie in a long list of them. So what now? You here to strip the assets and flip the company? Because if so, you can save the power suit routine."
Sabrina met his gray stare without flinching. She could feel the heat of his competitive energy, the way his sharp intellect wanted to test her. Beneath that, she sensed the first faint stirrings of something else. Curiosity. Attraction. She let her gaze linger on the sharp line of his jaw for half a second longer than strictly professional.
"If I wanted to strip assets, I wouldn't have flown in from New York to do it personally," she said, her tone commanding yet playful. She opened her portfolio and slid three identical packets across the polished table. Each landed perfectly in front of one of the men. "I've read every report, every client file, and every performance review for the past five years. This firm isn't failing because of market conditions. It's failing because of indecision at the top."
Harold's large hand closed over his packet but didn't open it. His intense brown eyes bored into her. "With respect, Ms. Belmont, we've been carrying this place on our backs for eighteen months while Hargrove played golf and dodged creditors. The three of us have offers on the table. Better ones. We're done bleeding loyalty into a sinking ship."
There it was. The planned exits. Sabrina had expected this, had prepared for it, but hearing the quiet resolve in Harold's deep voice sent a thrill through her. These weren't just valuable partners. They were prizes. Strong, brilliant, and currently coiled like springs ready to snap away from her.
She walked slowly around the table, her heels measured and deliberate. As she moved behind Julian, she caught the subtle scent of his cologne, something expensive and inviting. "I know about the offers. Vanguard wants Harold for their strategy division. Kline and Associates offered Julian a seven-figure package to bring his client list. And you, Matt," she said, stopping beside his chair, close enough that her hip nearly brushed his shoulder, "have a standing invitation from three tech consultancies who want that brilliant, arrogant mind of yours."
Matt's head snapped up. "You've done your homework. Congratulations. Doesn't change the fact that this place is toxic."
"It could change," Sabrina countered, placing one manicured hand on the table near him. She leaned in slightly, letting her voice drop to that sultry register she knew worked wonders. "If the right person takes control."
The tension in the room ratcheted higher. She could feel it in the way Harold's jaw tightened, the way Julian's fingers drummed once against the table before stilling, the way Matt's breath hitched almost imperceptibly.
She continued her circuit of the table, returning to her position at the head. "Your dissatisfaction is understandable. Hargrove was a relic. But I'm not. My vision isn't about cost-cutting or desperate pivots. It's about rebuilding this firm into an empire. We leverage your individual strengths and create something none of you could achieve alone. Harold, your tactical brilliance combined with my network. Julian, your client relationships turned into exclusive partnerships. Matt, your analytical models driving predictive strategies our competitors can't match."
She opened her own copy of the packet and began flipping through pages, her movements crisp and authoritative. "Page four shows the projected revenue with my proposed changes. Page seven details the three new Fortune 500 clients I've already secured verbal commitments from, contingent on my taking over. And page twelve," she added with a small smile, "outlines retention packages that more than double your current compensation, with significant equity stakes."
Julian flipped open his packet, his charming smile deepening as he scanned the numbers. "These figures are... ambitious. Bold. I like bold." His blue eyes lifted to meet hers, and the flirtation in them had shifted into something more genuine. More interested. "But equity means commitment. And I'm not sure any of us are feeling particularly committed right now."
"Speak for yourself," Harold rumbled, though he had opened his packet as well. His thick fingers traced the revenue projections. Protective instincts, Sabrina noted. He was the steadfast one, the protector. The one who would need to see proof that she could lead before he yielded an inch.
Matt scoffed, but his gray eyes betrayed reluctant respect as he studied the analytics section. "Pretty charts don't fix a broken culture. Hargrove promised us autonomy and delivered nothing but interference. Why should we believe you'll be any different?"
Sabrina closed her portfolio with a snap. She placed both hands on the table and leaned forward, her green eyes locking onto each man in sequence. The movement caused her blouse to shift again, the lace edge catching the light. She watched Harold's gaze flicker, then return to her face with renewed intensity. Julian's smile turned appreciative. Matt's sarcastic expression faltered for just a moment, revealing the sharp mind beneath working overtime.
"Because I'm not asking for your belief yet," she said, her voice dropping into that instructional tone that came so naturally. "I'm offering you a choice. Stay and help me build something legendary. Or walk out that door and always wonder what we could have created together."
The words hung in the air. She could see the calculations happening behind their eyes. Professional rivalry mixed with something far more personal. The first sparks of attraction were there, flickering in the way Harold sat up straighter, in Julian's lingering stare, in the way Matt's fingers tightened around his pen.
She straightened, smoothing her hands down her skirt. "I'll give you twenty-four hours to review the full proposal. But understand this. I don't collect failing companies. I transform them. And I don't tolerate half measures from the people I choose to keep close."
Julian chuckled softly, the sound warm and teasing. "Choose to keep close. That's an interesting way to phrase it, Ms. Belmont. Almost sounds personal."
She met his gaze directly, allowing a playful smile to curve her lips. "Everything worth doing is personal, Mr. Slaton. Especially when the talent is this... exceptional."
The compliment landed exactly as intended. Harold shifted in his seat, his muscular frame suddenly seeming larger. Matt's cheeks colored slightly beneath his sharp features, though he tried to hide it behind a muttered, "Flattery won't balance the books."
Sabrina gathered her things, moving with elegant precision. She could feel their eyes on her as she walked toward the door. The power in the room had shifted completely. They had entered this meeting planning their exits. Now they were off balance, intrigued, and, she was certain, already beginning to imagine what working under her might truly entail.
At the door, she paused and looked back over her shoulder. Her ponytail swung with the movement, brushing against her shoulder blade.
"One more thing, gentlemen. I expect loyalty. Complete loyalty. In return, I offer direction. Protection. And rewards that go far beyond compensation." Her green eyes sparkled with subtle promise. "Think about that while you review my proposal."
She left them there in the boardroom, the heavy doors closing behind her with quiet finality. As she walked down the hallway, Sabrina allowed herself a small, satisfied smile. The new queen had arrived. The three most valuable pieces on her board were rattled, attracted, and no longer entirely certain they wanted to leave.
Now the real game could begin.
She felt the familiar thrill of conquest mixed with something deeper, something that made her pulse quicken. Harold's protective strength. Julian's effortless charm. Matt's cutting intellect. Each man represented both immense professional value and something far more personal. Something she had denied herself for years in her relentless climb to the top.
Control was her currency. But as she recalled the way their eyes had followed her every movement, the subtle shifts in their breathing when she had leaned close, Sabrina wondered if this particular acquisition might challenge even her carefully maintained boundaries.
She stepped into her new corner office, the city skyline stretching out before her like a kingdom waiting to be claimed. The scent of fresh paint still lingered. Everything was new. Everything was hers.
Including, she suspected, the three men she had just left simmering in the boardroom.
Sabrina Belmont sat behind her desk, crossed her long legs, and began reviewing her notes. The first move had been made. The tension was established. The subtle threads of sensuality had been woven into the professional confrontation exactly as planned.
Now she would wait. Watch. And prepare to offer them an arrangement that would bind them to her in ways no contract ever could.
The queen had arrived. Let the devotion begin.






  
  Chapter two
Seeds of Submission


The sun had long since dipped below the city skyline when Sabrina finally summoned the first of them. Her new corner office glowed with soft lamplight, the glass walls overlooking a glittering metropolis that now answered to her. She had changed into a fresh blouse after hours, the silk slightly more sheer than the one she'd worn earlier. The black lace beneath was clearly visible when she moved just right. Her sleek ponytail hung heavy down her back as she sat behind the wide desk, legs crossed, one heel dangling from her foot. 
Harold arrived first. She had known he would. The strategist hated uncertainty.
He filled the doorway, broad shoulders tense beneath his crisp white shirt. The jacket was gone now, sleeves rolled up to reveal corded forearms. His intense brown eyes scanned the room before settling on her.
"You wanted to see me, Ms. Belmont?" His deep voice carried that measured growl she was already beginning to crave.
"Close the door, Harold." She didn't stand. Didn't need to. The way she said his name, first name only, carried its own command. He obeyed, the soft click sealing them in together. "And sit."
He chose the leather chair directly across from her desk, but he didn't relax into it. His muscular frame remained alert, protective walls firmly in place. Sabrina studied him for a long moment, letting the silence stretch until she saw the faintest twitch in his strong jaw.
"You've reviewed the proposal," she said finally, leaning forward
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