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Prologue
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They said power could seduce. That ambition, when dressed in Armani and ambition, could make you forget your name. But no one warned me about what happens when that power looks you in the eye and says your name like a prayer... and a promise.

I didn’t mean to fall for him. Not really. At least, not at first.

Ken Vale wasn’t just a man. He was a presence—too poised, too controlled, too dangerous. The kind of man who didn’t chase, because he never had to. The kind of man whose silence could fill a room louder than any scream. And I was just the assistant with a past no one saw coming, trying to keep my head down in a glass tower built on secrets.

Until I was on my knees.

Until his hands, his voice, his gaze burned through every wall I’d ever built.

Ours wasn’t supposed to happen. Office affairs were forbidden. And this? This was obsession wrapped in suits and whispered meetings, in stolen touches and sharp gasps behind boardroom doors.

But what started in secret didn’t stay there.

Now the world knows. The cameras flash. The whispers grow louder. And the man I once feared is the only one I trust.

This isn’t just a love story.

It’s a story of survival.

Of surrender.

Of choosing the fire even when it threatens to burn everything down.

So let them judge me.

Let them try to understand what it means to love a man like Ken Vale.

Because until they’ve looked into the eyes of power and begged for more...

They’ll never understand how I became his.

And how he, in turn, became mine.
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Chapter 1 — The Interview
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Heather’s heels clicked too loudly on the polished marble floor of Langford and Vale Co. She adjusted the collar of her blouse for the third time as she stood outside the executive suite, heart pounding like it wanted to flee before the interview even began.

Her phone buzzed with a reminder: Be impressive, Heather.
She silenced it, shoved it deep into her purse, and inhaled once. Then she knocked.
“Come in,” said a voice—low, curt, and devastatingly calm.

She stepped inside. The office was a penthouse dream: steel, glass, skyline views of the city shimmering behind floor-to-ceiling windows. And in the center of it all, seated behind a dark desk that looked like it had never been touched by coffee stains or human error, was him.

Ken Vale.

He looked up at her slowly, with the kind of measured indifference that made her feel instantly seen and immediately dismissed. Hair dark, suit darker, eyes unreadable.

"Miss Lane," he said, gesturing toward the chair in front of him. "Sit."

Heather obeyed, her movements sharp with nervous energy. She tried not to fidget. He was even more intimidating in person than in the online articles she had memorized the night before. Young CEO. Cold negotiator. Never smiles.

“I’ve reviewed your resume,” Ken said. “You’ve bounced between jobs these last two years.”

"Yes, sir," she said. Her throat tightened at the sir that escaped before she could stop it. He raised an eyebrow.

"Are you in the habit of calling your bosses that, Miss Lane?"

She swallowed. “Only when I’m trying not to offend them.”

A faint twitch played at the corner of his lips—there, then gone.

“I don’t like distractions,” he said. “I don’t tolerate lateness, excuses, or emotional messes. You’ll keep my calendar, screen my calls, and—if you last more than a week—handle confidential information that could ruin people if leaked. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

"Then the job is yours."

She blinked. "Just like that?"

Ken stood, towering over her, hands in his pockets. “You’re sharp. You listen. You’re not afraid to speak up. And...” His gaze dropped—briefly, wickedly—to the shape of her mouth. “...I like knowing what tempts me, even when I have no intention of touching it.”

Her breath caught. Her skin flushed.

He turned toward the window, dismissing her with a wordless nod.

The interview was over.

And her new life—one she’d never dared imagine—was about to begin.
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Chapter 2 — After Hours
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Heather should have left hours ago.

The rest of the office was dark, silent—except for the quiet clack of her keyboard and the low hum of Ken’s espresso machine across the floor.

She didn’t even realize he was watching until she looked up and found him standing at the glass wall of his office, arms crossed, silhouette glowing in the city lights behind him.

Her breath caught.

He didn’t speak. Just held her gaze for a beat too long. Then, slowly, deliberately, he crooked his finger.

She stood without thinking.

Inside his office, the door clicked shut behind her.

“Everyone’s gone,” he said, not bothering to hide the way his eyes dropped to the swell of her hips in that pencil skirt. “Except you.”

“I had reports to finish,” she said, trying to sound composed, even as heat coiled low in her stomach.

Ken stepped closer. Close enough for her to see the slight dark stubble on his jaw. Close enough to smell the espresso on his breath.

“Always so obedient,” he murmured. “I’ve been watching you, Heather. You follow rules. You don’t push. But you’ve been waiting, haven’t you?”

Her mouth parted. “Waiting for what?”

His fingers brushed her hair back from her cheek, gentle but electric. “For me to break my own rules.”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Every nerve in her body was on fire.

“Turn around,” he said, voice low, velvet-wrapped steel.

She obeyed.

She heard the sound of his belt loosening, the soft hiss of her own zipper being drawn down. A whimper escaped her lips when his palm slid over her bare thigh.

“You want this?” he asked, his voice rough in her ear.

“Yes,” she breathed.

“No hesitation?”

“None.”

His hand gripped her hip. Then the first sharp smack of his palm landed on her ass—firm, claiming. She gasped.

“You’ve been teasing me for weeks,” he said. “Walking into my office in those skirts, biting your lip when you think I don’t see it. You think I didn’t notice how wet you get when I call you into meetings?”

She whimpered.

He bent her over his desk. Cool wood against her skin. Warm hands pushing her legs apart.

“I don’t fuck my employees,” Ken growled, undoing his fly. “But I’m making one exception.”

She cried out as he slid into her—slow, deep, deliberate. One hand on her throat, the other holding her down as he took her hard, relentless, every thrust laced with weeks of denied tension.

“You're mine now,” he rasped into her ear. “Understand that.”

She came undone under him, moaning his name into the desk, the city glowing behind them like a secret.

And when it was over, when he pulled her close and kissed the back of her neck, it wasn’t the sex that scared her.

It was how much she already wanted more.
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Chapter 3 — Back to Business
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Heather walked into the office the next morning looking like sin wrapped in silk and shame.

Her lipstick was muted. Her hair was pinned tighter than usual. But nothing could erase the ache between her legs or the phantom feel of Ken Vale’s hands on her body. She still felt split open.

And he hadn’t texted. Called. Said a single word.

Not that he owed her anything.

But still.

The elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, trying to shake off the memory of his voice in her ear last night, the things he’d done to her bent over his desk—the same desk that now sat pristinely in front of his office window like it hadn’t just been the scene of her undoing.

He was already inside.

Suit perfect. Face unreadable. Eyes fixed on his screen like she was no one.

She stood in his doorway, throat dry. “Good morning, Mr. Vale.”

His eyes flicked to hers, cold and professional. “You’re late by three minutes.”

Her heart stung.

“I—”

“I don’t tolerate tardiness,” he cut in smoothly. “Close the door.”

She did, but her pulse pounded. Was this... punishment? Dismissal? Denial?

“I’ve emailed today’s itinerary,” he said. “You’ll be accompanying me to the Harrington pitch meeting. Be prepared to take notes and say nothing unless spoken to. Is that clear?”

"Yes, sir," she replied quietly.

A long beat passed.

Then his eyes—dark, wolfish—finally locked onto hers.

"And later," he said, voice low and edged with danger, "you’ll come back into this office, kneel in front of me, and show me you're sorry for being late."

Her breath hitched.

He stood, adjusted his cuffs, and strode past her like nothing was wrong—like he hadn’t just set her entire world on fire with a single sentence.

Heather gripped the edge of his desk, trying to steady herself.

She was in trouble.
And she liked it.
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Chapter 4 — On Your Knees, Heather
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The Harrington meeting dragged on for hours. Heather sat quietly beside Ken, legs crossed, lips pressed into a polite line, pretending her thighs weren’t slick under her skirt.

He didn’t look at her once. Not during the presentation, not during the client lunch, not even during the drive back.

But the moment they stepped into the elevator—alone—everything changed.

The doors closed. The air shifted.

Ken turned his head, finally meeting her eyes.

“Do you remember what I told you this morning?” he asked, voice low, dangerous.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Good. Because I don’t repeat myself.”

He said nothing else. But his hand brushed against hers as the elevator climbed. Just a whisper of a touch. Enough to make her shiver.

By the time they reached the office, the floor was empty. Late. Quiet. Just like last night.

Ken walked straight into his office. Didn’t wait for her.

But the door was left open.

Invitation. Command.

Heather stepped inside. Heart pounding.

He was behind his desk again, loosening his tie, sleeves rolled up.

“Lock the door,” he said without looking at her.

She did.

“Now,” his voice dropped, sharp as a blade, “on your knees.”

She sank onto the plush rug, eyes never leaving him. Her breath caught when he stepped around the desk, towering above her, belt already undone.

“You were late,” he murmured, hand tangling in her hair. “That means you disrespected my time. My rules.”

Her lips parted, but she didn’t speak.

“Quiet now,” he ordered. “Use your mouth for something else.”

She obeyed.

Her hands slid over his hips. His cock was already hard, thick and heavy in her palm. She opened her mouth and took him in—slow at first, tongue circling, eyes on his.

He groaned—just once—and it made her drip with heat.

“You look so pretty like this,” he murmured, gripping her hair tighter, guiding her pace. “You know how many nights I’ve imagined this? You, kneeling. Obedient. Desperate to please me.”

She moaned around him, throat tightening as he pushed deeper, faster. He took control of her mouth, using her like he’d used her body the night before—possessive, unrelenting.

“You like being punished?” he growled. “You like knowing who you belong to?”

She nodded, mouth still full of him, tears stinging her eyes.

Ken pulled her off him with a gasp. “Get up. Bend over my desk. Now.”

She scrambled up, bracing herself on the same surface he’d fucked her on last night.

His hand slid under her skirt, yanking her panties down. “Still wet,” he growled. “You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed.

He didn’t wait. Didn’t tease.

He slammed into her from behind, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades, the other gripping her throat.

“You’re mine now,” he rasped, fucking her hard. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Only yours.”

He drove into her until she was trembling, wrecked, her moans echoing through the office like a secret.

And when he finally spilled inside her, biting her shoulder to muffle his groan, she realized something terrifying.

This wasn’t just lust anymore.

She was falling.

And he might just take her apart.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 5 — She Knows

Heather thought she could hide it.

The flushed skin. The soft gasps that escaped her whenever Ken brushed past. The way her legs trembled after every “meeting” in his locked office.

But someone had noticed.

And her name was Aubrey Hale.

The other executive assistant. Blonde. Perfect. Polished to the point of cruelty.

Aubrey had always walked like the office was hers. Like Ken Vale was hers. Her heels clicked a little louder when he entered a room, her voice dipped an octave when she addressed him.

And today, she was staring at Heather like a wolf about to expose prey.

“You have a little... something,” Aubrey said as she passed Heather in the hallway, gesturing subtly to the side of her neck. “Lipstick maybe?”

Heather’s fingers flew up—nothing there.

But she had left Ken’s office twenty minutes ago with his taste still on her lips. She flushed.

Aubrey smiled, slow and poisonous. “Vale’s been in a mood lately. So... relaxed. Loosened up. You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”

Heather said nothing. Couldn’t.

“Cute dress, by the way,” Aubrey added, eyes raking her body. “Tight in all the right places. Bet someone appreciates that.”

She walked away before Heather could reply. But her meaning was clear.

She knows.

Later that day, Ken texted her. Just one line:

Conference Room B. Five minutes. Don’t knock. Lock the door.

Heather's heart pounded. Excitement warred with nerves. She couldn’t help the heat pooling between her thighs... but Aubrey’s words lingered.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was a threat.

Someone was watching. And they wanted what Heather had.

Or worse—they wanted to ruin it.
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Chapter 6 — His
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The conference room was dark, quiet, empty—except for the man pacing inside like a loaded gun.

Heather slipped in, locking the door behind her just like the text had said. Her pulse was a steady drumbeat of nerves and arousal.

Ken turned the second he heard the click. His tie was loose. His jaw was tight.

“What happened?” she asked softly.

He didn’t answer.

Instead, he stalked forward and backed her against the door in seconds. His hand slammed flat beside her head.

“She’s been watching you,” he murmured. “Aubrey.”

Heather’s breath caught.

Ken leaned closer, mouth by her ear. “She asked me today if I was seeing anyone. Told me she noticed I’ve been... distracted lately.”

“And what did you say?” Heather whispered.

“I said no.”
Then, darkly, “Because this isn’t a relationship, is it?”
The words stung more than she expected. But before she could respond, his hands were on her hips, gripping her like she belonged to him.

“You think you’re subtle?” he growled. “Walking around this office with my cum still dripping down your thighs?”

She gasped. Heat flooded her.

“I see how you look at me in meetings. The way your breath hitches every time I say your name.”

His mouth found her neck—biting, claiming. “If I’m distracted, it’s your fault. And now, you’re going to pay for that.”

He spun her around and bent her over the sleek conference table. Papers scattered. Her hands braced against the polished surface.

No foreplay. No teasing.

Just need.

Ken shoved up her skirt, pulled her panties aside, and thrust into her in one brutal motion.

Heather choked on a moan.

“You like being my dirty little secret, don’t you?” he hissed into her ear as he pounded into her. “You want them to hear. To know.”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back. “Maybe I should leave the door unlocked. Let Aubrey see exactly why I won’t touch her.”

Heather’s knees buckled, pleasure crashing through her at the thought—dangerous, filthy, addictive.

“You’re mine,” he snarled, driving into her harder. “Mine, Heather. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she cried. “Only yours.”

He came with a growl that sounded like a threat and a promise all at once, spilling inside her like he was marking territory.

After, they stood there in silence, catching their breath, skin slick with sweat and sin.

He turned her around, brushed hair from her cheek. His voice softened, just barely. “You’re not allowed to make me jealous. Understand?”

Heather swallowed hard and nodded.

But what neither of them knew was that Aubrey had followed her.

And though the door was locked...

She had heard everything.
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Chapter 7 — The Price of Secrets
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Heather was glowing.

Or so Aubrey said.

“New serum?” she asked innocently, leaning on Heather’s desk with a syrupy smile. “Or is it... something else making your skin so radiant?”

Heather didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

The glint in Aubrey’s eyes was unmistakable.

She knew.

And now she was circling her like a shark in heels.



Ken sat behind his desk that afternoon, as cold and unreadable as ever—until Aubrey walked in without knocking.

She closed the door behind her.

“Miss Hale,” he said, surprised. “I don’t recall—”

“We need to talk,” she interrupted. “About Heather.”

His expression shifted. Not fear—but alertness. His spine straightened.

Aubrey sauntered over, taking her time. She didn’t sit. She just stood by his chair, letting her fingers trail across the woodgrain of his desk.

“You know,” she said softly, “if this gets out, you could lose your job. Your reputation. Everything you’ve built.”

“I don’t know what you’re—”

“You do.” She cut him off with a smile. “And don’t worry—I’m not here to report you.”

That smile curved wider, venom laced with honey.

“I want something else.”

Ken’s jaw tightened. “What?”

Aubrey leaned forward, bracing both hands on his desk and giving him a perfect view down her blouse.

“I want one night,” she whispered. “With you.”

He blinked. “You’re joking.”

“Dead serious.”

She licked her lips. “Call it insurance. Or... indulgence. You get to keep your secret. I get what I’ve always wanted.”

When he didn’t respond, she added in a sing-song voice:

“Or I let the board know you’ve been fucking your assistant.”

Silence.

And then—

The door opened.

Heather stood there, frozen, files in her hands. Her eyes locked on Aubrey. Then on Ken. Then back.

Her voice was a razor wrapped in silk.

“Am I interrupting something?”
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Chapter 8 — The One Holding the Knife
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The silence in the office was sharp enough to bleed.

Heather stood at the doorway, files forgotten in her hand, her gaze slicing between Ken and Aubrey like she already knew what the conversation was about.

Aubrey straightened, but didn’t move away from his desk.

Heather’s voice was soft. Too soft. “Ken. Can we talk?”

Aubrey scoffed. “We were just finishing up.”

“No,” Heather replied, stepping inside and closing the door behind her. “You’re done.”

Aubrey blinked. “Excuse me?”

Heather walked to Ken’s side—not behind him, not beneath him. Beside him.

Her eyes never left Aubrey’s. “I know what you’re doing.”

Aubrey crossed her arms, smirking. “Do you?”

Heather smiled. And it wasn’t sweet.

“I know you’ve been following me. I know you listened at the conference room door. I know about the pictures.”

Aubrey’s face went still. Pale.

Heather continued, her tone colder now. “You sent them to your personal email from the security archive. Sloppy. IT flagged it. I have the access log.”

She tossed a printed page onto the desk—an audit trail.

Ken’s brows lifted slightly.

Aubrey opened her mouth. Closed it.

Heather stepped closer. “I have enough to bury you. Company misconduct. Privacy violations. Digital theft. And blackmail.”

Then, almost kindly: “But I won’t. If you walk away. Right now.”

Aubrey’s throat bobbed. “You’re bluffing.”

“Try me.”

They stared at each other—two women, two weapons. Only one of them bleeding.

Aubrey picked up her pride off the floor, turned, and left without another word.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Ken looked at Heather, stunned.

“You... had that planned?”

Heather looked him dead in the eyes.

“I grew up around men like you, Ken. Rich, powerful, thinking they’re the only ones pulling the strings.”

She leaned forward, lips brushing his ear.

“But the girl on her knees? She’s the one holding the knife.”

She walked out, leaving him breathless.
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Chapter 9 — Blank Space
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Heather’s apartment was quiet, but her mind wasn’t.

The city blinked below her floor-to-ceiling windows, neon and noise muted by glass and a single song looping through her Bluetooth speaker:

“Got a long list of ex-lovers, they’ll tell you I’m insane...”

She leaned back on the couch, wine glass in hand, bare legs curled beneath her. Her phone buzzed again.

Ken.

Ignored.

Another buzz.
Voicemail.
She took a long sip and let Heather's voice swell through the room, each lyric hitting closer than she wanted to admit.

“Wait, the worst is yet to come, oh no...”

She’d tasted power this week. Real power. Not the kind that came from kneeling—but from knowing when to stand.

From letting Aubrey think she’d won.

From watching Ken struggle with feelings he’d buried under control and contracts.

And now? She wasn’t sure who she was angrier at—him, for pretending he didn’t care. Or herself, for wanting him to.

“I can make the bad guys good for a weekend...”

Heather set her glass down and stood, letting the music wrap around her like armor. She walked to her bedroom mirror, looked herself dead in the eyes, and smiled. Not soft. Not shy.

Sharp.

She grabbed her phone. Texted him back.

Come to my place. Don’t be late. Bring your regret—and your hands.

Because if he wanted her?

He’d have to give her everything now.

Or nothing at all.
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Chapter 10 — Let Me Show You How It Feels
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Ken arrived just past midnight.

He knocked once. She didn’t answer.

The door opened anyway.

Heather stood there in silk—black, sleeveless, thigh-high. Not seductive in the way he’d expected, but stripped of everything false. Her hair was loose. Her eyes, unreadable.

He stepped inside.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said, turning her back to him.

“I wasn’t sure I’d be welcome,” he replied.

She looked over her shoulder. “Then you’re not listening well enough.”

She led him to the living room. No small talk. No drinks. Just tension thick enough to cut.

“Sit,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

She stood in front of him, arms folded, letting silence speak first.

“You don’t get to touch me tonight unless I say so.”

Ken blinked. “Heather—”

“No.” Her voice was low, calm. “You don’t get to explain. You don’t get to lead. You’ve had your chance.”

He swallowed hard.

She stepped between his knees, placed her hands on his shoulders, and pushed him back into the couch.

“I’m not your assistant tonight,” she whispered, eyes locked on his. “I’m not the woman who begged for your attention. I’m the woman you lost.”

And then she kissed him—slow, deliberate, stealing breath instead of asking for it.

Her hands slid down his chest, unbuttoning one layer at a time.

He reached to touch her thigh.

She grabbed his wrist.

“Wait.”

Her lips were at his ear now. “You don’t touch. Not until you beg.”

That word—it undid him.

Ken had always been the one in charge. But now? She was unraveling him thread by thread, and the worst part—the best part—was how much he wanted it.

Heather straddled him, grinding just enough to make him groan, but not enough to satisfy.

“You made me feel small,” she said. “Made me wonder if I imagined it. All of it.”

“I didn’t,” he said hoarsely. “I felt it. I still—”

“Then prove it,” she whispered. “Give me control. Give me your body. Your pride. Your yes.”

He let his head fall back.

“Yes.”

And she smiled. Sweet. Dangerous.

“Good boy.”
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Chapter 11 — Say It Like You Mean It
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The city pulsed outside her windows, but inside, there was only breath.

And heat.

And the soft, slick sounds of skin against skin.

Heather had him shirtless now, muscles taut beneath her palms as she straddled him on the couch. His hands twitched at his sides—restrained, obedient.

Just how she wanted him.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes, stormy and dark, met hers. Naked. No ego. No shield.

She rocked her hips—slow, torturous. His breath caught.

“You used to look at me like I was just your assistant.”

“I didn’t mean to,” he rasped.

“But you did.”

Heather reached down, her fingers brushing over the waistband of his pants, teasing the edge of him. She watched his eyes flutter, jaw clench.

Then she stopped.

Paused.

“Why didn’t you choose me?” she whispered.

The question landed like thunder.

Ken looked up at her, throat bobbing. “I was scared.”

“Of me?”

“Of what you made me feel.”

She slid her hand over his heart. It was pounding.

“You think I didn’t feel it too?” she said. “You think I gave myself to you because I was bored?”

He closed his eyes, jaw tightening.

“You made me fall for you,” she continued, voice breaking. “And then you acted like I was a mistake.”

“I was a coward, Heather.”

His hands finally lifted, fingers trembling as they brushed her face. She let him.

“I wanted you from the moment you walked into my office. Not just for sex
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