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The sharp rhythm of Veronica Hale’s heels echoed through the marble lobby, each step confident, deliberate. Morning light poured through the glass doors, catching in her blonde hair as she smiled, effortless, radiant, the kind that softened even stone.

“Morning, Carl,” she said brightly, setting a takeaway cup on the security desk.

Carl glanced up from his monitor, his weathered face easing into a grin. “You’re a lifesaver, Miss Hale. Double cream, no sugar?”

“Of course,” she said, teasing.

He chuckled. “Don’t let them work you too hard up there.”

She winked. “Never do.”

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime. Mike stood inside, tall, impeccably tailored, already half-absorbed by his phone. Still, he held the door, flashing a grin polished enough to look effortless.

“Morning, Veronica,” he murmured as she stepped in.

“Morning yourself.” Her tone was light, warm. Familiar. The spark between them flickered easily.

“Dinner tonight?” she asked. “There’s that new place on Fifth, ”

“Better not,” Mike interrupted smoothly, lowering his voice. “Someone from the office might see us. I’ll grab takeout and come by your place later.”

The elevator slowed to the next floor. Coworkers filed in, filling the space with quiet chatter. Mike stepped away at once, retreating to the opposite side, eyes fixed on his phone.

Veronica faced forward, her smile composed. She slipped her phone from her purse and typed quickly.

Takeout sounds perfect. See you tonight ❤️

She locked the screen before anyone could notice. Her reflection in the mirrored doors looked serene, content, even, but her fingers tightened faintly around the phone.

As the elevator rose, her perfume lingered softly in the air. Mike never looked up.

On the executive floor, Veronica stepped out with renewed brightness.

“Morning, everyone!”

A chorus of greetings followed. Smiles bloomed as she passed; even the grumpiest analyst by the copier seemed to soften. Veronica made it look effortless, being liked, being admired.

At her desk, Samantha waited with a steaming latte and a skeptical expression. Pretty in an understated way, dark curls, sharp eyes, Samantha possessed a realism Veronica sometimes wished she shared.

“You look radiant, as usual,” Samantha said, handing her the cup. “Guess who I saw in the break room? Mike. Flirting with the new intern, the one who still thinks Excel is a skincare brand.”

Veronica paused mid-sip. Her smile barely flickered. “Sam...”

“I’m just saying,” Samantha continued quietly. “You’re too good for him.”

“We’re having dinner tonight,” Veronica said lightly.

Samantha raised an eyebrow. “Out or in?”

A hint of color warmed Veronica’s cheeks. “My place.”

“Of course,” Samantha muttered. “He gets the candles. You get the cleanup.”

Veronica waved the comment away. “Did they announce who got the vodka account?”

Samantha groaned. “Gerald. Because apparently talking over people counts as leadership.”

Veronica’s smile tightened, just briefly. “That’s fine. Gerald deserves... something.”

“You deserved it,” Samantha said.

Veronica softened, hurt, proud, composed. “There’s always next time.”

She closed her office door behind her, muting the bullpen’s hum. Sunlight spilled across her immaculate desk, and stopped at a small black box tied with a crimson ribbon.

Her brow furrowed. No delivery slip. No note from reception.

She sat, lifted the card resting on top, and read.

Good Day,
We are looking for someone to market our new line of goth lipstick and have sent you a sample to try.
Our theme: This lipstick brings out a woman’s darker side.
, True Self Cosmetics

She flipped the card over. Only an email address.

The box was elegant in its restraint. Matte black. The ribbon shimmered like silk. She untied it carefully, lifting the lid to reveal a lipstick nestled in red tissue. The casing was trimmed with delicate gold symbols, ornate, almost ancient.

“Well,” she murmured, turning it in her hand. “It certainly looks high-end.”

The lipstick itself was a perfect, inky black.

“Not exactly my color,” she said with a soft laugh. “But a client’s a client.”

She returned it to the box and set it aside, unaware of the faint shimmer lingering on her fingertips.

Samantha poked her head in, smirking. “Just a warning, Gerald the Weasel is on his way to gloat. Want me to tell him you’re busy... or punch him?”

Veronica laughed. “Send him in.”

Moments later, Gerald entered, smiling a little too wide. “No hard feelings about the project, right?”

Veronica stood and offered her hand. “Congratulations.”

He took it, and winced. Her grip was firmer than usual. She released him at once, startled.

What got into me?

“I was hoping you’d help with the campaign,” Gerald said, settling into a chair. “Get your thoughts.”

“Of course,” she replied evenly.

He launched into his pitch, bikinis, beaches, yachts. Veronica listened, nodding, irritation simmering beneath her calm.

This is it?

She smiled anyway. “It’s a concept that’s worked before. Go with it.”

Gerald beamed. “You’re always so sweet.”

When he left, Veronica exhaled slowly. Her fingers brushed the black box on her desk.

As evening settled, she slipped the lipstick into her bag. The gold symbols caught the fading light.

“So,” Samantha said, gathering her things. “What’s the plan tonight?”

Veronica’s eyes sparkled. “Wine. Food. Foreplay... and then, ”

Samantha grinned. “Make sure you get yours.”

Veronica laughed, pulling on her coat. As she left the office, anticipation stirred, soft, thrilling, and entirely unaware of what she’d just taken home.

Veronica stood in front of her bedroom mirror, the soft glow of the lamp highlighting her carefully chosen outfit. First, the delicate white lingerie; then a figure-flattering dress. Heels clicked lightly as she moved, every detail of her makeup deliberate, subtle, seductive, calculated.

The dining table was set meticulously: wine chilled, candles lit. Everything is perfect. She glanced at the clock. It's almost 6:00 p.m.

A quick message: Where are you?

Minutes stretched. Ten passed before a reply: OTW.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, irritation flickering across her face. She knew she could demand more, that she deserved better, but she typed anyway: Ok, table set for when you get here.

Another ten minutes. Another buzz. Sorry, I already ate. You should order.

Veronica stared at the screen, disbelief and disappointment bubbling beneath her calm exterior. She set the phone down with a quiet sigh. Her perfectly prepared evening felt hollow.

Veronica walked into her bedroom, heels clicking softly against the hardwood. The excitement she’d cultivated all evening drained from her limbs, leaving heaviness behind. She slipped out of her dress, letting it slide from her shoulders and pool on the chair, no care this time, no precision. The white lingerie beneath suddenly felt ridiculous. Costume-like.

The tears came without warning.

They burned, fast and humiliating, blurring the edges of the room as she sank onto the stool at her vanity. The day collapsed in on itself, Gerald’s smug grin, the vodka account slipping through her fingers yet again, the careful smiles she wore like armor at work, Mike’s effortless dismissal reduced to a glowing rectangle in her hand.

She pressed her palms to her eyes, shoulders shaking.

She was tired of being gracious. Tired of being agreeable. Tired of convincing herself that being patient, being kind, being understanding would someday be rewarded.

When she finally lifted her head, her reflection startled her. Mascara streaked her cheeks, her eyes red-rimmed and glossy. She dabbed at her face with a tissue, smearing rather than fixing the damage.

Her reflection stared back, tired, soft, fragile.

Why do I let people walk all over me?

The thought lingered, heavier than the tears. She’d asked herself versions of it before, usually quietly, usually followed by excuses. Tonight, there were none left.

That was when she noticed it.

On the vanity sat the black box with the crimson ribbon.

Her breath caught.

She was certain she’d left it in her purse. Certain she hadn’t taken it out. Yet there it was, centered, deliberate, the ribbon perfectly tied as if arranged by careful hands.

Her pulse quickened. The room felt suddenly still, expectant.

Slowly, she reached for the box and lifted the lid.

The lipstick lay nestled in red tissue like something ceremonial. The gold symbols etched into its casing shimmered faintly, light bending toward them in a way that made her skin prickle. As she picked it up, warmth seeped into her fingertips, not heat, exactly, but a steady pulse, as though it were alive.

She hesitated.

This is ridiculous.

Still, she removed the cap.

The color inside wasn’t just black. It was deep. Absence. A darkness so complete it seemed to swallow the light around it.

Her reflection wavered as she leaned closer to the mirror. Pale. Uncertain. Vulnerable.

Almost without thinking, she raised the lipstick to her lips.

It glided on effortlessly, smooth, indulgent, perfect in a single stroke. She pressed her lips together, eyes closing as sensation rippled through her, a low hum beneath her skin. A whisper brushed the edges of her hearing, too soft to understand but unmistakably present.

When she opened her eyes, she froze.

The woman in the mirror was still her, but sharpened. Refined. Her features seemed sculpted rather than softened, her eyes darker, more alert. There was confidence there. Hunger. Control.

A slow smile curved her lips.

Something inside her loosened. No, clicked into place.

She reached for her makeup brushes, movements deliberate now. A deep shadow framed her eyes, sharpening her gaze. A clean, unapologetic line of black defined her lashes. A touch of crimson warmed her cheeks, high and bold against her skin. With every stroke, the woman in the mirror grew more striking, more intentional.

This version of her didn’t apologize for taking up space.

She stood, shedding the white lingerie piece by piece. The black lace felt different against her skin, intentional, powerful. Stockings hugged her legs. A fitted black skirt followed, then a red blouse that hinted rather than revealed.

From the back of her closet, she pulled out the black stiletto heels she’d bought months ago and never worn. She slid them on and stood taller automatically, hips forward, shoulders back. The change was immediate, undeniable.

At the full-length mirror, she swept her hair into a high ponytail.

The woman who stared back didn’t wait. She chose.

“Perfect,” she whispered, her voice lower now, edged with something dangerous.

She admired herself for a long moment.

“Alexa, play my favorites.”

A cheerful pop song burst from the speakers. Veronica’s expression flattened.

“No,” she said quietly. “That won’t do at all.”

“Alexa, stop.”

Silence.

“Alexa, play club music.”

Heavy bass filled the apartment, vibrating through the floor, through her bones. Her body responded instinctively, hips swaying, shoulders rolling, movements slow and deliberate. She watched herself move in the mirror, transfixed.

This wasn’t performance. This was ownership.

She wasn’t imagining how she might be seen. She was seeing herself.

The Veronica who smiled politely at work, who waited through unanswered messages and swallowed disappointment, felt distant, irrelevant.

A knock sounded.

She froze mid-motion, a slow smile spreading across her dark lips.

“Well,” she murmured to the mirror. “Looks like Mike came for his prize.”

Her voice was different now, lower, steadier, unmistakably confident.

Normally, she would have hurried to the door. Not tonight.

Tonight, she was in control.

She turned toward the door, stilettos clicking deliberately as she crossed the room. The bass thumped behind her, thickening the air. She caught a glimpse of his shadow beneath the frame, impatient, shifting.

She smiled.

Moments passed.

Then, 

Knock. Knock. Knock!

Demanding. Insistent.

Veronica tilted her head, savoring the sound.

“Who is it?” she called sweetly.

A pause. Then, 

“It’s Mike! Open up!”

The music pulsed, the tension electric.

Veronica smiled at the door, at the old life waiting on the other side, and whispered:

“Let’s see how you like this version of me.”
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When Veronica opened the door, Mike froze.

For a long moment he simply stared, his breath caught somewhere between awe and confusion. The woman standing before him wasn’t the Veronica he remembered. There was a new glint in her eyes, sharp and unapologetic. A slow, wicked curve to her dark lips that dared him to speak first.

“Wow... you look, ” he started, stepping inside, but the words died the instant she raised one manicured finger and pressed it lightly against his chest.

He leaned in instinctively, trying to finish the sentence, but she stopped him with a single playful yet unmistakably commanding gesture, her fingertip firm, holding him exactly where she wanted him.

“You’ve been really bad to me, you know that, right?” she said, her voice low, dripping with mock innocence laced with something darker, something velvet-edged.

Mike chuckled, still trying to read the room, assuming this was part of some flirty game they’d played before. “I’m sorry, honey. I just got caught up. How can I make it up to you?”

Veronica tilted her head, letting the silence stretch until it felt deliberate, heavy. She pretended to consider his question, lips pursing slightly as though tasting the power of making him wait.

Then she spoke, calm and absolute.

“Clear the table. Then come to the bedroom.”

Her hips swayed with hypnotic rhythm as she turned and walked away, stilettos clicking deliberately across the hardwood, each step a measured countdown, each one announcing her authority.

Mike stared after her, pulse already climbing.

He looked at the dining table: two plates, wine glasses still chilled, candles flickering softly. She had prepared everything. Guilt stabbed at him, sharp, unwelcome, but the image of her walking away in that tight black skirt and red blouse burned hotter. He began clearing the table with careful hands, each plate and glass handled like an apology he couldn’t quite voice. The clink of porcelain sounded too loud in the quiet apartment; the candle flames danced as though they knew what was coming next.

From the bedroom, her voice floated out, smooth, commanding, almost lazy.

“Mikey, dear... bring me a glass of wine, please.”

The endearment hit him like a caress and a slap at once. He hurried to obey, nearly fumbling the bottle in his eagerness. The bedroom lights were low, shadows licking along the walls. Veronica sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, one foot dangling lazily. The black stockings shimmered faintly in the dim glow. Her red blouse was unbuttoned one button lower than when she’d left the living room; the black skirt had ridden up just enough to tease the lace beneath.

She watched him pour the wine, his hand steadier than he felt, then gestured for him to sit beside her.

He did. His hand slid onto her thigh almost automatically. The heat of her skin through the fabric made his pulse spike.

“Mikey, dear,” she murmured, a sly smile tugging at those impossibly dark lips, “remove these uncomfortable heels from my feet.”

He obeyed without a second thought, sliding to his knees before her. One heel came off slowly. Veronica let her leg cross lazily over the other, giving him an unobstructed view up her skirt, the black lace panties a shadowed promise in the low light. He removed the second shoe, hands trembling faintly, caught between reverence and raw desire. The leather was still warm from her skin; he could smell the faint trace of her perfume clinging to it, mixed with the subtle, intimate musk of her feet after hours in heels.

Veronica leaned back on her hands, watching him with hooded eyes, gleaming with playful authority. The black lipstick made her mouth look sinful, full, commanding, dangerous.

Mike started to rise, but her soft voice stopped him cold.

“Do you think you could massage my feet, sweetie? They worked so hard getting this evening ready for you.”

She lifted one leg slightly. The stocking caught the dim light and shimmered like liquid silk.

Mike hesitated only a heartbeat before cradling her foot in both hands. His thumbs pressed gently into her arch, feeling the warmth seep through the thin nylon. The fabric was smooth, slightly damp from the day, carrying the faint scent of leather and her skin, warm, feminine, intoxicating. Every press of his thumbs sent a quiet ripple of pleasure up her calf. She let herself savor it, let the sensation build slowly inside her.

This was power.

Not just the physical act of him kneeling, but the way his breath hitched when she flexed her toes against his palm, the way his eyes darkened every time she sighed.

Then, deliberately, she let her other foot begin its slow, tantalizing journey.

Her toes glided with exquisite slowness toward his crotch. The first brush was feather-light, just the tip of her stockinged toe grazing the growing bulge in his trousers. Mike’s breath caught audibly; his thumbs paused on her sole.

She pressed again, firmer now, tracing the rigid outline of him through the fabric. Each playful caress sent fresh waves of sensation crashing through him. Her toes danced back and forth, teasing, enticing, igniting a fire that grew hotter with every deliberate stroke. The delicate pressure, the rhythmic motion, the faint friction of nylon against cotton, it was an intoxicating rhythm that left him breathless, hips shifting helplessly toward her touch.

Veronica watched his face the entire time, saw his eyes flutter half-closed, saw his jaw tighten, saw the way his hips jerked involuntarily every time she curled her toes around him. A rush of heat bloomed low in her own belly. This was new: the thrill of making him ache, of holding him on the knife-edge of need with nothing more than her foot. She had always been the one waiting, the one hoping. Now she was the one deciding.

She let her foot slip from his hands and slowly extended the other.

“Now this one,” she said, voice lower, smoother, almost a purr.

Mike obeyed instantly. His hands found their rhythm again. Veronica tilted her head back, lips parting as a quiet, throaty hum escaped her throat. The sound wasn’t loud, but it filled the room, rich with satisfaction, edged with hunger.

When she looked down at him again, her expression had shifted. Less playful. More deliberate. Every glance, every slow breath seemed to measure him, to test how far she could lead him.

Veronica rose gracefully to her feet. The command was clear, yet wrapped in velvet authority that sent a visible shiver down Mike’s spine.

“Be a dear and remove my stockings,” she instructed, voice a sultry purr. “But be careful not to put a run in them.”

Mike’s hands trembled as they slid beneath her skirt. His fingertips traced the silky heat of her thighs, fever-hot, soft as velvet. He could feel the faint tremor in her muscles beneath his touch. He took his time, savoring every inch, rolling the stocking down with agonizing slowness. The nylon whispered against her skin like a lover’s breath. When his thumbs grazed the sensitive hollow behind her knee, Veronica’s breath hitched, soft, involuntary, but unmistakable.

She watched him with hooded eyes, lips slightly parted, the black lipstick making her smile look wicked and triumphant. The stocking slid down her calf and pooled at her ankle like spilled ink.

Without a word, she lifted her other leg, a silent command that needed no explanation.

Mike’s hands resumed their reverent journey. This time even slower. Veronica shifted her weight, letting the skirt ride higher, offering fleeting glimpses of black lace and smooth, pale skin. When the second stocking finally slipped free, she flexed her bare toes against the cool hardwood, letting the sensation ripple up her legs. Goosebumps prickled across her skin, not from cold, but from the sheer intensity of being touched, being wanted, being utterly in control.

Veronica reached down and cupped Mike’s chin, gentle yet commanding, guiding him to his feet. Their bodies were inches apart now. The heat between them crackled, electric. Her breath, warm and wine-sweet, mingled with his. She could feel the frantic thud of his heart against her palm, the insistent press of his erection against her thigh.

She tilted her head, letting her lips hover just above his, close enough for him to feel the heat of her mouth, but not quite touching.

“You’ve been so good,” she whispered, voice husky with arousal. “But we’re just getting started.”

Her free hand slid down his chest. Nails dragged lightly over his shirt, feeling his muscles jump beneath her touch. She pressed her palm flat against his stomach, then lower, cupping him through his trousers with deliberate, torturous slowness.

Mike groaned, hips jerking forward into her hand.

Veronica smiled against his ear, dark, triumphant, utterly in command.

“On your knees again, Mikey,” she purred. “We have all night.”

Mike dropped immediately, knees hitting the hardwood with a soft thud that sent a shiver of satisfaction through Veronica’s core. The sound echoed faintly beneath the low throb of the club music still pulsing from the living room speakers, like a heartbeat syncing with her own.

She stepped closer until the hem of her black skirt brushed his cheek. From this angle he had to tilt his head back to meet her gaze. The black lipstick still gleamed wetly on her mouth; in the dim lamplight it looked almost liquid, almost alive. She reached down, threading her fingers slowly through his hair, not quite gripping, yet, letting her nails scrape lightly against his scalp in lazy circles.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice husky and low. “So eager to please now. Where was this devotion when you left me waiting with cold takeout and colder apologies?”

Mike swallowed hard. His erection strained visibly against his trousers, the fabric tented and dark at the tip where he was already leaking for her. He opened his mouth to answer, but she pressed one bare foot against his chest, firm enough to push him back slightly, light enough to tease.

“Shhh,” she said. “Words are cheap, Mikey. Show me.”

She lifted her foot higher, tracing the arch along the line of his jaw, then sliding it down to rest against the frantic pulse in his throat. His Adam's apple bobbed beneath her sole. Veronica felt the frantic beat of his heart travel up through her leg like electricity.

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she dragged her toes downward again, over his collarbone, down the center of his chest, watching every muscle jump and tighten under her touch. When her foot reached his lap she pressed the ball of it firmly against his cock, rolling in a slow, deliberate circle.

Mike groaned, hips jerking upward before he could stop himself. His hands flew to her calf instinctively, fingers wrapping around her leg as though anchoring himself against the wave of need crashing through him.

“Did I say you could touch?” Veronica asked softly, dangerously.

His hands dropped at once, palms slapping the floor on either side of his knees. “No... no, ma’am.”

The word slipped out unbidden. Veronica’s lips curved. Ma’am. Something dark and delicious uncoiled inside her chest at the sound of it.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

[From here the scene continues exactly as in your provided text: the slow strip, the self-stroking command, tasting her arousal, oral worship, her orgasm, and the buildup to edging him...]

Mike’s entire body arched off the bed with a strangled moan.

Veronica smiled against his throat.

“So, do you forgive me, Veronica?” he asked again, voice raw, a mixture of hope and desperation, his manhood standing rigid at attention, flushed and glistening, a living testament to his desire and his belief that he had finally earned his reward.

Veronica regarded him for a long, silent moment, her body still humming with aftershocks, her skin flushed and luminous.

Then, with slow, deliberate grace, she rose from the bed and walked to where her silk robe lay draped over the chair. She slid it on, the cool fabric whispering against her overheated skin like a lover’s final caress. She tied the belt with languid precision, every movement a quiet performance of control.

Mike watched her, still sprawled on his back, chest heaving, eyes wide and pleading.

Veronica turned back to him, robe loosely cinched, the deep V revealing the swell of her breasts and the faint sheen of sweat between them.

“It’s no fun,” she began, her voice a sultry purr edged with steel, “when you’re expecting something, like a lovely dinner with your boyfriend, and he doesn’t show. It’s kind of like getting all worked up... and then having your girlfriend tell you she’s not feeling it tonight.”

She let the words hang between them, heavy and pointed.

Mike’s face fell. The hope in his eyes flickered, then dimmed. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Veronica stepped closer, leaning over him so that a lock of blonde hair brushed his cheek.

“This is the new me,” she said softly, almost tenderly. “Get used to it.”

She straightened, crossed to the door, and opened it.

Mike dressed in stunned silence, shirt half-buttoned, trousers hastily zipped, his movements mechanical, dazed. He paused at the threshold, looking back at her once.

Veronica met his gaze without apology, without warmth, without regret.

He left. The door closed softly behind him.

The apartment fell quiet.

Veronica stood there for a long moment, listening to the hush settle around her like a second skin. Then she walked to the full-length mirror in the bedroom.

The reflection staring back was not the soft, patient, forgiving woman she had been for so long.

This Veronica smiled, slowly, darkly, satisfied.

In control.

She touched her lips, still stained that impossible black, and felt the faint pulse of something ancient and hungry beneath her skin.

The lipstick had only just begun to work its magic.
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Morning light filtered through the curtains, brushing across Veronica’s bare skin as she slowly awoke. The sheets were tangled around her, warm and familiar, yet she felt... different. Not uncomfortable, not disoriented, just... lighter. A smile curved her lips as she stretched, the memory of last night flickering through her mind like fragments of a sweet, forbidden dream.

Sliding out of bed, she padded across the room to her vanity. The mirror reflected a face that was at once familiar and new. Her makeup, messy and smudged, reminded her of the transformation she had chosen for herself the night before: the black lipstick, the sultry confidence.

Flashes of the evening came unbidden, but this time, they felt distant, like watching a show about an alternate world. The teasing, the laughter, the way Mike had looked at her... it was thrilling, but unreal, as if she were observing someone else’s life play out on screen. She chuckled softly, remembering Samantha’s voice teasing her to “make sure you get yours, too,” the words echoing like dialogue from that other world.

Veronica picked up a cotton pad and wiped away the makeup. As the black lipstick vanished, so did the bold, sultry version of herself. Her reflection returned to the familiar Veronica, sweet, professional, a little more timid. Yet the memory of last night lingered, a tiny spark beneath the surface.

Feeling refreshed, she stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash away the remnants of the night, the tension, and the indulgence of power.

Wrapped in a towel, she moved toward her wardrobe and chose a crisp white suit, cute, professional, and perfectly her. As she was leaving her bedroom, her eyes fell on the tube of black lipstick sitting innocuously on her dresser. An urge ran through her. She picked it up, twirling it between her fingers, then slipped it into her pocket.

With a final glance at the mirror, Veronica straightened her shoulders and walked out of her bedroom. She felt good about herself, but a sinking feeling lingered, perhaps she had gone a bit too far last night.



Veronica always walked to work on beautiful days, savoring the sun on her skin and the smiles of passersby. Today was no different. She stopped at her usual coffee shop, where the familiar bell above the door jingled as she entered. The barista, a young man named Brian, looked up and grinned. He always seemed a little brighter when she was around, her kindness, her warmth, and maybe... her effortless charm had clearly captured his attention.

“The usual, Veronica? Two cream, no sugar,” he said, his smile tinged with the excitement of a schoolboy crush.

“Thanks, Brian. How are classes going?” she asked, her voice genuinely interested.

Brian’s face lit up at the question, feeling seen in a way few people made him feel. “They’re going good... but stats is killing me.”

“You’re a smart guy, you’ll figure it out,” Veronica replied, smiling as her hand brushed his for a brief moment while she took her coffee. She left a generous tip on the counter, her gesture as effortless as it was kind.

“Have an amazing day,” Brian called after her, a flutter of hope in his chest. He couldn’t help but watch her sway down the street, the sunlight catching her hair and highlighting the grace in every step.

Veronica walked into the lobby, and it seemed like every man’s eyes followed her as she moved. She returned their glances with a warm smile, offering her usual cheerful greetings.

She stopped at the security desk. “Morning, Carl. Brought you a coffee again.”

Carl chuckled. “Twice in one week... be careful. People might start thinking you’re flirting with me.”

Veronica laughed softly. “You’re too funny, Carl. How’s the wife and the kids?”

“They’re good, thanks for asking. The kids are doing well, too,” Carl replied, smiling.

Veronica returned his smile and headed toward the elevator, her steps light and confident, ready to start the day.

Veronica stepped out of the elevator and walked over to Samantha, who was grinning knowingly.

“So... tell me what happened last night,” Samantha teased.

Veronica felt her cheeks heat up, a blush creeping across her face as she tried to piece together the memories. “Well... Mike came over and... well... let’s just say I was completely satisfied,” she admitted, her voice tinged with a mix of shyness and pride.

Samantha’s grin widened. “Well, good for you. About time.”

She glanced at her computer screen. “By the way, there’s an email from True Self Cosmetics that needs your attention.”

Veronica smiled, feeling a quiet satisfaction linger as she made her way into her office and closed the door behind her, shutting out the world for just a moment to collect herself.

Veronica sat at her desk, taking a moment to savor the morning. The sunlight streaming through the windows, the quiet hum of the office, it was perfect.

She opened her email. The message was straightforward: We are hoping to get feedback on our new lipstick line. We are looking for a complete marketing strategy for the line.

Veronica reached into her pocket and pulled out the tube of black lipstick, setting it carefully on her desk. She stared at it for a moment, a small smile playing on her lips as she thought about the power it seemed to carry.

The morning passed in a blur as she worked on an original draft for the lipstick’s marketing campaign, her mind deep in thought, crafting ideas and strategies with precision.

Her phone buzzed, pulling her out of her concentration. Samantha’s voice came through, tinged with amusement. “Mike is here to see you.”

Veronica felt a flutter of anticipation. There was something in Samantha’s tone that suggested this visit might be about more than just business.

“Send him in,” Veronica said, her voice light and cheerful.

She picked up the tube of black lipstick from her desk and tucked it into her drawer, as if hiding a secret.

Mike entered, but the usual cocky swagger he carried was gone. His voice sounded unusually tentative. “Hey, Veronica... Do you have a minute to talk?”

Veronica’s cheerful demeanor didn’t waver. “Yes, have a seat, Mike.”

Mike shifted in his chair, his gaze a little unsure. “About last night... I just wanted to apologize for not showing up for dinner on time and... brushing it off.”

Veronica blinked, surprised. Mike wasn’t the type to apologize, ever. Whatever had happened between them must have shaken him more than she realized. She forced a smile. “That’s okay. I forgive you.” The words sounded sincere, but inside, she knew they weren’t entirely true. Her habitual sweetness had taken over.

Mike let out a small sigh of relief. “Good. I wanted to make it up to you. Maybe we could go out of town this weekend, get away... just enjoy each other.”

Veronica’s smile widened, genuine excitement sparkling in her eyes. “Yes, that sounds amazing.”

Mike’s tension eased, replaced by a hint of his usual confidence. “Great. I’ll get you the details once I make the arrangements.”

Mike left the office, and Samantha practically burst in, eager to get the inside scoop.

“Mike seemed different today,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “He didn’t even flirt with me.”

Veronica smiled, a hint of mischief in her eyes. “I’m not sure, but whatever happened last night must have made him see the error of his ways. He wants to take me away this weekend.”

Samantha grinned knowingly. “Oh, sounds like my Veronica is going to get hers again,” she teased.

Veronica’s cheeks flushed red. “Stop it,” she said, trying to sound stern. “Now get back to work, I have to get this project sent off.”

Samantha laughed, shaking her head as she returned to her desk, leaving Veronica to her thoughts and her work.

Veronica returned to her work, but her curiosity got the better of her. She reached into her drawer and pulled out the tube of black lipstick. Could something this simple really have changed everything so dramatically?

She shook her head, trying to reason with herself. No... there had to be a logical explanation for what actually happened. It couldn’t possibly be the lipstick, it was just makeup, after all.

Still, as she held it in her hand, a small, inexplicable thrill ran through her, and she couldn’t help but wonder what might happen if she let herself embrace that other side again.



At the end of the day, Veronica packed up her things and started heading out of the office.

“Have a good night,” Samantha called, still at her desk. “I’ve got a couple more files, then I’m heading home too.”

“Ok. Have a good night, see you in the morning,” Veronica replied with a smile.

Samantha walked down the hall and turned toward the elevator, pushing the button just as Gerald came around the corner, his expression clearly frustrated.

“Evening, Gerald,” Veronica said cheerfully.

“Evening, Veronica,” he muttered, his voice tight with irritation.

“You okay? You seem upset,” Veronica asked, concern lacing her tone.

“No... the clients hated my pitch, and Jaxson is threatening to pull me from the project,” Gerald admitted.

“That’s too bad,” Veronica said sympathetically. “What are you going to do?”

“I was hoping you could give me a hand, the client wants a woman’s point of view,” Gerald said, a hint of pleading in his voice.

Veronica hesitated for a moment, her eagerness to please kicking in despite not really wanting to help. “Ok... if you want, I can give you a hand tomorrow.”

The elevator doors opened, and Veronica stepped in.

“Thanks, Veronica,” Gerald said, giving a small nod before turning back toward his office.



Veronica got home, carrying some takeout from a nearby restaurant. She kicked off her heels and jacket, grabbed a fork, and dug into her dinner. She wasn’t sure why she had skipped lunch, but the food tasted perfect after the long day.

Glancing at her phone, she noticed no messages, not even from Mike. Oh well, she thought, shrugging.

After finishing, she went to her bedroom and peeled off her blouse and skirt, rolling down her nylons. Standing in front of the mirror, she studied herself, wondering which version of her Mike preferred, the sweet, polished Veronica or the bold, confident version she had been the night before.

Deciding not to dwell on it, she reminded herself that in just a couple of days, he would take her away for the weekend, and they would have time together.

Veronica moved into the bathroom, turning on the tub. She lit a few candles, dimmed the lights, and dropped a bath bomb into the water. The lavender scent filled the room. She removed her bra and panties and slowly eased herself into the warm water, letting the heat and fragrance wash over her.

As she sank deeper into the bath, her thoughts drifted to the black lipstick, the way it glided across her lips so smooth and silky. What if... The thought sent a shiver of anticipation through her. She pictured herself slipping into a tight black corset, the fabric hugging her curves perfectly. She fastened the garters of her fishnet stockings one by one, then slid her feet into impossibly high boots, feeling the satisfying click as each zipper closed. Every movement felt deliberate, commanding, intoxicating.

Her imagination sharpened, and suddenly she saw Mike restrained on the bed, his body spread open, a soft muffled sound escaping the gag. She could see him struggling slightly, his eyes wide with a mix of surprise and anticipation. She approached slowly, each step measured, the leather riding crop warm in her hand. She slapped it into her palm, letting the sound echo slightly in the quiet room, and a wicked smile curved her lips.

The lipstick on her lips seemed to ignite this version of herself, the daring, untouchable Veronica who knew exactly what she wanted. She lingered in the fantasy, savoring the heat of desire, the delicious power coursing through her. Every imagined gasp, every shiver of Mike’s body, made her pulse quicken. She felt the thrill of control, the contrast between the Veronica everyone saw during the day and this fearless, seductive version that existed only when she allowed herself to embrace it.

Veronica's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurring as the remnants of her dream clung to her consciousness. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she realized her hand was already moving, gliding between her thighs beneath the warm, enveloping water of the bath. The gentle touch ignited a spark of desire, and she tilted her head back, surrendering to the sensations that pulsed through her body.

Her fingers traced lazy circles, teasing and exploring, as she allowed the memory of her dream to guide her. The water lapped against her skin, a soothing contrast to the heat building within her. Each touch was deliberate, drawing out waves of pleasure that left her breathless and yearning for more.

She arched her back, her body rising slightly above the water's surface, as her hand moved with increasing urgency. The world around her faded, leaving only the intimate dance of her fingers and the echo of her own ragged breaths. Veronica was lost in the moment, her dream and reality intertwining in a tapestry of pure, unbridled ecstasy.

What a perfect day, she thought, sinking deeper into the bath, a contented smile curving her lips.

Morning light filtered through the curtains, brushing across Veronica as she slowly awoke. The sheets were tangled around her, warm and familiar, yet she felt different, lighter, refreshed. A small smile curved her lips as she stretched, memories of the previous night flickering like fragments of a dream.

She padded to her vanity. Her reflection was both familiar and new. Smudged black lipstick and messy makeup reminded her of the bold version of herself from last night, a version she had chosen and embraced.

Flashes of the evening returned: the teasing, the laughter, Mike’s astonished look. They felt distant now, almost unreal, as if she were observing another life on screen.

She chuckled softly at Samantha’s teasing voice from memory, “Make sure you get yours too,” and wiped away the black lipstick. Her reflection returned to the familiar Veronica, professional, sweet, a little timid, but the memory lingered, a tiny spark beneath the surface.

Feeling refreshed, she stepped into the shower, letting warm water wash away the remnants of tension and indulgence. Wrapped in a towel, she selected a crisp white suit, cute, professional, perfectly her.

Her eyes fell on the tube of black lipstick on her dresser. An urge ran through her. She twirled it between her fingers, then tucked it into her pocket, a small secret kept close.

With a final glance at the mirror, Veronica straightened her shoulders and walked out. She felt good, though a faint unease lingered, perhaps she had embraced her bold side too fully the night before.

She walked to work, enjoying the sun on her skin and the smiles of passersby. At her usual coffee shop, Brian, the barista, greeted her with a bright smile.

“The usual, Veronica? Two cream, no sugar,” he said, excited.

“Thanks, Brian. How are classes going?” she asked warmly.

“Stats is killing me,” he admitted, but her encouragement and kindness lifted his spirits. She left a generous tip, her charm effortless as always.

At the office, Veronica greeted Carl with a coffee, shared pleasantries, and rode the elevator up. Samantha awaited, grinning knowingly.

“So... tell me what happened last night,” Samantha teased.

Veronica’s cheeks flushed, a blush creeping across her face. “Well... Mike came over and... let’s just say I was completely satisfied,” she admitted, a mix of shyness and pride in her voice.

Samantha’s grin widened. “Well, good for you. About time.”

Turning to business, Veronica opened her email. True Self Cosmetics requested feedback on their new lipstick line, a full marketing strategy. She retrieved the black lipstick from her pocket, a small smile playing on her lips as she considered its symbolic power.

The morning passed in a blur as she worked on her draft strategy, focused and precise. Her phone buzzed, Samantha’s voice teasing: “Mike is here to see you.”

Veronica’s excitement lifted. “Send him in,” she said lightly, tucking the black lipstick into her drawer.

Mike entered, unusually tentative. “Hey, Veronica... Can we talk?”

She smiled, calm and cheerful. “Yes, have a seat.”

Mike apologized for brushing off the previous evening. Veronica’s habitual sweetness took over, forgiving him with a kind word. He suggested a weekend getaway to make it up to her. She agreed, genuinely excited.

After he left, Samantha teased, “Mike seemed different today, didn’t even flirt with me.”

Veronica’s mischief sparkled. “Looks like my Veronica got hers again,” she replied.

Veronica got home, carrying some takeout from a nearby restaurant. She kicked off her heels and jacket, grabbed a fork, and dug into her dinner. She wasn’t sure why she had skipped lunch, but the food tasted perfect after the long day.

Glancing at her phone, she noticed no messages, not even from Mike. Oh well, she thought, shrugging.

After finishing, she went to her bedroom and peeled off her blouse and skirt, rolling down her nylons. Standing in front of the mirror, she studied herself, wondering which version of her Mike preferred, the sweet, polished Veronica or the bold, confident version she had been the night before.

Deciding not to dwell on it, she reminded herself that in just a couple of days, he would take her away for the weekend, and they would have time together.

Veronica moved into the bathroom, turning on the tub. She lit a few candles, dimmed the lights, and dropped a bath bomb into the water. The lavender scent filled the room. She removed her bra and panties and slowly eased herself into the warm water, letting the heat and fragrance wash over her.

As she sank deeper into the bath, her thoughts drifted to the black lipstick, the way it glided across her lips so smooth and silky. What if... The thought sent a shiver of anticipation through her. She pictured herself slipping into a tight black corset, the fabric hugging her curves perfectly. She fastened the garters of her fishnet stockings one by one, then slid her feet into impossibly high boots, feeling the satisfying click as each zipper closed. Every movement felt deliberate, commanding, intoxicating.

Her imagination sharpened, and suddenly she saw Mike restrained on the bed, his body spread open, a soft muffled sound escaping the gag. She could see him struggling slightly, his eyes wide with a mix of surprise and anticipation. She approached slowly, each step measured, the leather riding crop warm in her hand. She slapped it into her palm, letting the sound echo slightly in the quiet room, and a wicked smile curved her lips.

The lipstick on her lips seemed to ignite this version of herself, the daring, untouchable Veronica who knew exactly what she wanted. She lingered in the fantasy, savoring the heat of desire, the delicious power coursing through her. Every imagined gasp, every shiver of Mike’s body, made her pulse quicken. She felt the thrill of control, the contrast between the Veronica everyone saw during the day and this fearless, seductive version that existed only when she allowed herself to embrace it.

Veronica's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurring as the remnants of her dream clung to her consciousness. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she realized her hand was already moving, gliding between her thighs beneath the warm, enveloping water of the bath. The gentle touch ignited a spark of desire, and she tilted her head back, surrendering to the sensations that pulsed through her body.

Her fingers traced lazy circles, teasing and exploring, as she allowed the memory of her dream to guide her. The water lapped against her skin, a soothing contrast to the heat building within her. Each touch was deliberate, drawing out waves of pleasure that left her breathless and yearning for more.

She arched her back, her body rising slightly above the water's surface, as her hand moved with increasing urgency. The world around her faded, leaving only the intimate dance of her fingers and the echo of her own ragged breaths. Veronica was lost in the moment, her dream and reality intertwining in a tapestry of pure, unbridled ecstasy.

She allowed herself a private moment, savoring the memory of her other self, the power, and confidence it brought.

At the end of the day, Veronica reflected on her duality, content and intrigued by the possibilities her black lipstick might unlock next.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Four

[image: ]


Veronica sat at her desk long after the morning rush had thinned, staring at the glowing screen where her proposal for True Self Cosmetics remained open. The document had become painfully familiar, every headline weighed, every phrase sharpened, every word agonized over until it felt carved rather than written. She’d revised it three times already, yet the faint flutter of nerves refused to leave her chest.

This one mattered.

True Self wasn’t just another client. It was visibility. Power. A brand bold enough to match the edge she was only beginning to understand in herself.

She glanced at the clock, then at her inbox. No new messages.

“Samantha,” she called softly, attempting to appear calm that she didn’t feel, “have you heard anything on the True Self proposal?”

Samantha didn’t look up from her screen right away. When she did, her expression was thoughtful, almost amused. “Funny you should ask.”

Before Veronica could press her, her phone buzzed on the desk. Samantha’s own phone chimed a second later.

“Actually,” Samantha said, eyes flicking up, “Mr. Jaxson would like to see you in his office.”

Veronica’s brows lifted. “Right now?”

Samantha nodded. “His secretary just called.”

A ripple of anticipation ran through her. Malcolm Jaxson didn’t summon people casually. When he did, it usually meant one of two things: opportunity, or correction.

“Do you know what this is about?” Veronica asked.

Samantha shook her head. “No hints. Which is... unsettling.”

Veronica exhaled slowly, straightening the papers on her desk more out of habit than necessity. She slipped her bag over her shoulder, smoothed her skirt, and rose.

As she walked toward the elevator, heels clicking sharply against the polished floor, she felt eyes on her, curious, speculative. She was used to being noticed, but lately, it felt different. Less ornamental. More evaluative.

The elevator ride was smooth and quiet. Too quiet.

She watched the numbers climb, her reflection faint in the mirrored walls. Calm. Professional. Unreadable. That was the version of herself she presented at work, the one who earned trust without threatening egos.

When the doors opened onto the executive floor, she stepped into a different world.

The air felt lighter up here. More controlled. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city skyline in sweeping glass, sunlight pouring in and bouncing off steel and marble. This was where decisions were made. Where power lived.

One day, she thought, her pulse quickening slightly, this could be my view.

She approached the secretary’s desk, posture poised. “I’m here to see Mr. Jaxson.”

The woman looked up immediately, her smile bright and assessing. “Mrs. Hale! Yes, he’s just finishing a call. Please, have a seat.”

“Veronica is fine,” she said, settling into one of the sleek chairs nearby.

The secretary leaned back slightly, eyes flicking over Veronica with unapologetic appreciation. She was stunning, dark skin glowing against a perfectly tailored ivory blouse, hair styled in loose, editorial waves. She looked like she belonged on a magazine cover, not behind a desk.

“I’ve seen you around,” she said casually. “I love your style.”

Veronica blinked, caught off guard. Compliments in the office usually came wrapped in professionalism. This one didn’t.

“Thank you,” she said, warmth rising to her cheeks.

The woman smiled wider. “You manage to look professional and... effortless. And I mean, your figure? That skirt should be illegal.”

Veronica laughed softly, flustered. She opened her mouth to respond, but nothing suitably composed came out.

Before she could recover, the secretary’s phone buzzed. She glanced at it, then back up. “Mr. Jaxson will see you now.”

Just like that, the moment shifted.

Veronica rose, smoothing her skirt, and walked toward the expansive office doors, heart beating just a little faster than before.

Inside, Malcolm Jaxson stood as she entered.

He was tall, well over six feet, with a presence that filled the room without effort. His skin was like porcelain, his posture immaculate. A crisp charcoal shirt stretched subtly across broad shoulders, sleeves rolled just enough to hint at strength restrained by discipline.

Dreamy was the word whispered around the office.

Untouchable was the truth.

“Veronica,” he said, extending a hand.

His grip was firm, confident, but not aggressive. Controlled. Purposeful.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she asked.

“Please, have a seat.”

He waited until she settled before returning to his desk, glancing briefly at his screen.

“I received an email from True Self Cosmetics this morning,” he said finally. “They were... enthusiastic.”

Her breath hitched.

“They want you to lead every campaign they roll out going forward.”

For a moment, the world narrowed.

“Thank you,” she said carefully, voice steady despite the surge of triumph inside her.

“I’m impressed,” Malcolm continued, meeting her gaze directly. “Your instincts, your consistency, your attention to detail, it’s rare. You’re going to go far here.”

The words landed heavy and validating, and bittersweet.

She smiled politely, even as a familiar frustration flickered beneath the surface. Years of loyalty. Of excellence. Of watching others promoted over her.

“I appreciate that,” she said.

Malcolm leaned back slightly, lips curving faintly. “If only I could get Gerald to operate at your level.”

Her lips twitched. “I offered to help him with his proposal tonight.”

“That’s exactly why you’ll go places,” Malcolm said. “You care about the work, not the credit. I don’t forget things like that.”

Her chest warmed.

“I wanted you to hear it directly,” he added. “You’re valued here.”

He stood, signaling the end of the meeting.

“Thank you again, Mr. Jaxson.”

As she turned to leave, the city skyline framed her reflection in the glass, a silhouette filled with possibility.

At the secretary’s desk, the woman looked up with a knowing smile. “That went well.”

Veronica laughed softly. “I think it did.”

“You look radiant,” the secretary said, lowering her voice. “Success suits you.”

Before Veronica could reply, the woman slid a small folded note across the desk.

“This is for you.”

Their fingers brushed.

A spark, unexpected and warm, shot up Veronica’s arm. She tucked the note into her pocket quickly, face warm, and walked away before she could overthink it.

In the elevator, she fanned her face, laughing quietly at herself.

Back at her desk, Samantha didn’t even pretend to be subtle.

“So,” she said, leaning over, “is Malcolm Jaxson as devastating in person as the rumors suggest?”

Veronica rolled her eyes. “Stop.”

Then she laughed. “But... yes. He’s unreal.”

“And the meeting?”

“He praised my work. Gave me the True Self account long-term. Said he’d remember me when promotions come up.”

Samantha scoffed. “You should already be running this department.”

Veronica smiled. “If I were more aggressive, you’d be fired by now.”

They laughed, tension easing.

Veronica glanced down at her drawer. “What’s the deal with his secretary?”

Samantha grinned. “Lisa? She’s fearless. And very gay.”

Veronica unfolded the note.

Lisa Blackthorn
♥
[image: ]

1-613-555-5555
A deep red lipstick kiss stamped the corner.

Veronica groaned, but smiled.

“Well,” Samantha said, smirking, “if things don’t work out with Mike, at least you have options.”

Veronica groaned, burying her face in her hands. “You’re terrible! I’m not... gay.”

Samantha shrugged. “Ignore it. Lisa will move on.”

Veronica peeked up, still blushing. “Easy for you to say...”

She placed the note carefully in her drawer. Even if she should ignore it, the knowledge that someone found her desirable lifted her chest in a way she hadn’t felt in a long time.

As the office quieted, Veronica buried herself in her work, reviewing the True Self proposal and making notes. By the evening, Samantha stretched in the doorway.

“I’m heading out,” she said.

“I’m staying late to help Gerald,” Veronica replied, her gaze drifting to the tube of black lipstick on her desk. “I won’t let him walk all over me,” she added quietly, resolute.

The city lights shimmered against the windows, the office quiet once more. Veronica returned to her work, determination, and a spark of something more, shining in her eyes.

Veronica’s heels clicked sharply against the polished floor, each echo bouncing off the near-empty office walls. The usual hum of the office had faded into an oppressive quiet. Most of her coworkers had left for the night, leaving her alone with her thoughts, and a frustration she could no longer ignore.

Gerald’s office was larger than she expected. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a glittering city view that stretched beyond the dim glow of the office lights. A pang of envy flared, how could a junior member have an office this grand? She shoved the thought aside. Work came first.

The desk was chaos incarnate: papers piled haphazardly, pens rolling across the surface, a half-empty glass teetering near the edge. Gerald gestured toward a chair with a casual wave.

“Take a seat,” he said. “Let’s get started.”

Veronica sank















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





