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  Introduction



She came for a job. She stayed for two men. One wanted her heart. The other wanted everything else.







Lily Carter walked into Kane International with a business degree and a desperate need to prove herself. She never expected to fall for the sweet, sunny boy in the graduate program—the one who made her laugh, who remembered how she took her coffee, who looked at her like she was the only woman in the world.




She also never expected that boy to be Leo Kane, heir to a billion-dollar empire.




Now she’s caught in a web of wealth, power, and dangerous desire. Leo’s father, Edward Kane, is the CEO who built an empire from nothing. He’s cold, commanding, and utterly magnetic. He’s also the man who watches her from the shadows, who orchestrates her suffering just so he can offer himself as her savior.




One forbidden act leads to another, and soon Lily is living a double life. By day, she’s Leo’s perfect girlfriend—holding his hand in the office, sharing tender moments in their sunlit apartment, building a future together. By night, she belongs to Edward—kneeling in his mansion, surrendering to his brutal touch, craving the degradation that sets her free.




When both men want her under the same roof, the lines between loyalty and desire blur beyond recognition. Leo offers her love. Edward offers her power. And Lily discovers she’s not the kind of woman who can choose just one.




In the Kane mansion, every door is unlocked, every secret is shared, and the only thing more dangerous than getting caught is realizing you don’t want to stop.




—-




Tropes:




- Love Triangle — She loves the son. She craves the father. Both of them want her.

- Father vs. Son — Two men, one woman, and a family legacy that binds them all together.

- Billionaire Romance   

- Dark Romance — This is not a story about gentle choices. It’s about obsession, possession, and the thin line between love and control.

- Corruption / Taming — An innocent graduate discovers desires she never knew she had, awakened by a man who refuses to ask permission.

- Secret Relationship — Every kiss with Leo is a lie. Every night with Edward is a betrayal. And she can’t give up either one.

- Dual Dynamics — Gentle, worshipful lovemaking with the son. Rough, degrading encounters with the father. She craves them both.

- Forbidden Romance — Sleeping with your boyfriend’s father isn’t just wrong. It’s a line you can’t uncross. But once you’ve crossed it, why would you want to go back?

- Power Imbalance — He’s her CEO. Her boyfriend’s father. The man who holds her career and her heart in his hands.

- Psychological Domination — The mind games are just as intense as the physical ones, and Edward Kane plays to win.

- Morally Gray Heroine — Lily isn’t a victim. She makes her choices, walks through every door that opens, and discovers she’s darker than she ever imagined.

- Emotional Angst — Guilt, longing, impossible choices, and the crushing weight of secrets that could destroy everyone involved.

- Spice & Kink — Explicit, boundary-pushing encounters that explore dominance, submission, degradation, and the power of being truly wanted.




—-




Content Warning:  




This book contains morally ambiguous characters, explicit sexual content, power imbalances, degradation, infidelity, and a central relationship involving a significant age gap. The dynamics depicted are complex and not intended to reflect real-world ideals of healthy relationships. Reader discretion is advised.
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  Chapter 1: The Boy with Green Eyes

  
  




The elevator doors began to slide shut just as Lily Carter rounded the corner.


She broke into an awkward half-run, one hand clutching a cardboard tray with a single latte, the other grappling with the strap of her tote bag. A stranger’s hand shot out from inside the elevator, blocking the sensor. The doors shuddered and reopened.


She stumbled in, breathless and flushed. “Thank you. Sorry. Thank you.”


The man beside her lowered his hand and gave a small nod. Her heel caught the metal groove of the elevator floor. The latte sailed forward in a perfect arc, lid popping off mid-flight, and splashed across the front of his crisp white dress shirt.


Time stopped.


The brown liquid bloomed across the fabric like an accusation. Lily’s stomach dropped. She clamped her hand over her mouth, the empty cup still clutched between her fingers.


He looked down at his ruined shirt. Then he looked at her. A laugh bubbled out of him, warm and unhurried.


“I was about to complain it needed more cream,” he said. “But I think you handled that for me.”


His voice was smooth, threaded with amusement. No edge. No irritation. Her heart, which had been jackhammering against her ribs, stuttered.


“Oh my god. I am so, so sorry. It’s my first week and I’m already assaulting people with caffeine.”


He pulled a crumpled napkin from his back pocket and offered it to her. “For your hands. They’re shaking.”


She looked down. They were.


She took the napkin and wiped her fingers, which were sticky with espresso. The elevator hummed as it climbed past the twentieth floor. She dared a glance at his face. Green eyes. Dark lashes. A smile that made the cramped space feel less like a metal box and more like a sunlit room.


“Let me pay for the dry cleaning,” she said. “Or buy you a new shirt. Or three new shirts. Whatever makes this right.”


He waved a dismissive hand. “It’s just a shirt. Besides, now I have a story for my first week too.”


She blinked. “You’re in the graduate program?”


“Day three,” he said. “Leo.”


“Lily. Also day three.”


He stuck out his hand, the one that wasn’t covered in coffee. She shook it. His grip was steady, warm, and lingered just a half-second longer than necessary.


“Nice to meet you, Lily. I think we just bonded. Most people shake hands. We went straight for a baptism.”


A laugh escaped her. It felt unfamiliar in this building, where everything smelled like fresh carpet and quiet ambition. The elevator chimed. The doors opened onto the twenty-fourth floor, where the graduate training wing sprawled out in a maze of cubicles and glass-walled meeting rooms.


He gestured for her to step out first. She did.


He walked beside her down the corridor, his stained shirt drawing a few curious glances from passing senior associates. He didn’t seem to notice or care. He stopped at the break room and held the door open.


“Come on. Let’s get you a replacement latte. One with a tighter lid.”


She followed him inside. He moved with an easy confidence, the kind that didn’t need to announce itself. He poured coffee from a fresh pot, snapped a lid on securely, and handed it to her with a small flourish.


“There. Crisis averted.”


“You’re being way too nice about this.”


He leaned against the counter, arms crossed, the coffee stain now drying into a brown continent across his chest. “I’m just not very good at being angry. It takes too much energy.”


She took a sip of the coffee. It was perfect.


Over the next two weeks, she kept finding reasons to be near him.


The graduate program was grueling. Thirty new hires, all hungry and bright, competing for a handful of permanent placements in departments that mattered. The training sessions ran from eight in the morning until six at night, with homework assignments that stretched into the evening. Lily survived on coffee, granola bars, and sheer nerves.


Leo was assigned to a different project team, but their paths crossed constantly. In the elevator. In the break room. In the long line at the café in the lobby.


He always greeted her with the same warm smile. He remembered details she didn’t recall telling him—that she hated the taste of artificial sweetener, that her hometown was three hours north, that she had a cat named Pesto.


One afternoon, she was hunched over her laptop in a quiet corner of the training floor, wrestling with a financial model that refused to balance. The numbers blurred. Her temples throbbed.


A shadow fell across her screen. She looked up.


Leo stood there, holding two cups. “You looked like you needed reinforcements.” He set one cup beside her keyboard. “Chamomile tea. No caffeine. You’re already vibrating.”


She hadn’t realized she was.


She wrapped her hands around the warm cup. “How did you know?”


“Your leg’s been bouncing under the table for the last twenty minutes. I could feel it through the floor.”


She laughed, embarrassed. He pulled up a chair and sat beside her. Not too close. Just close enough.


“Rough assignment?” he asked.


“I think the assignment is fine. I’m just not sure I am.”


He tilted his head, studying her. His green eyes were thoughtful, unhurried. “Can I see?”


She hesitated, then turned the laptop toward him. He scanned the spreadsheet, his brow furrowing slightly. After a moment, he pointed to a cell.


“You’ve got the depreciation schedule linked to the wrong fiscal year. It’s throwing everything else off.”


She stared at the screen. He was right.


“I’ve been staring at this for two hours,” she said.


“Sometimes you need a fresh set of eyes.” He slid the laptop back to her. “You’re smart, Lily. I’ve seen your work in the shared drives. You just doubt yourself too much.”


The words landed somewhere deep in her chest. She wasn’t used to being seen like that.


She fixed the formula. The model balanced.


“Thank you,” she said. “Seriously.”


He stood, picking up his own coffee. “Anytime. That’s what friends are for.”


He said the word friends with a particular weight, like he was testing it. She tested it back.


“Friends,” she agreed.


He smiled and walked away.


The lunch invitations started soon after.


He’d appear at her cubicle around noon, leaning against the partition with that easy grin, and ask if she wanted to grab something from the food trucks near the park. She always said yes.


They sat on a bench under a plane tree, plastic containers balanced on their knees, and talked about nothing and everything. He told her he’d studied economics at a small liberal arts college no one had heard of. He’d taken a year off after graduation to travel through Southeast Asia, sleeping in hostels and eating street food. He showed her pictures on his phone. Him on a motorbike in Vietnam, helmet askew, grinning at the camera.


She told him about her childhood. Her father was a high school history teacher. Her mother ran a small flower shop that barely broke even. They’d scraped together savings to send her to state college.


“They sound wonderful,” he said.


“They are. They’re also terrified I’m going to fail out here and come home with my tail
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