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The elevator doors slide open with a soft chime, and I step out, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. The penthouse floor is silent, the air thick with anticipation, as if the very walls are holding their breath. I’ve been here before, during the interview, but this time feels different. This time, I’m not just a hopeful applicant; I’m the new personal assistant to Adrian Blackwood, the enigmatic billionaire who rarely makes public appearances. The job offer came with a hefty salary, a non-disclosure agreement thicker than a phone book, and a contract that felt like signing my soul away. But I signed them all without hesitation, desperate to escape the mountain of student loans and the soul-crushing retail job I’d been stuck in since graduation.

The door to the penthouse is already open, as if Adrian knew the exact moment I’d arrive. I hesitate for a moment, my hand hovering over the sleek, silver handle. What the hell am I getting myself into? The question lingers in my mind as I step inside, the cool marble floor meeting my dress shoes with a soft click. The penthouse is as opulent as I remember, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city skyline. The furniture is minimalist yet expensive, every piece perfectly placed. A faint scent of sandalwood and leather hangs in the air, both masculine and intoxicating, like a promise I’m not sure I want to unravel.

“Jace,” a deep, commanding voice calls from the far end of the room. My eyes dart toward the sound, landing on Adrian himself. He’s leaning against a marble countertop, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. His suit is impeccably tailored, the kind of expensive that makes my thrift-store blazer feel like a costume. His dark hair is perfectly tousled, his jawline sharp enough to cut glass. He’s even more handsome than I remembered, and the sight of him sends a jolt of nervous excitement through me.

“Mr. Blackwood,” I reply, my voice steady despite the chaos in my chest. I close the distance between us, my footsteps echoing on the marble. The air feels charged, electric, as if every step brings me closer to something inevitable, something I can’t yet name.

He takes a slow sip from his glass, his dark eyes never leaving mine. “You’re late,” he says, his tone neutral, but there’s an underlying current of something I can’t quite place. Dominance. Control. Hunger.

I frown, glancing at my watch. “I don’t think so, sir. The elevator—”

“Doesn’t matter,” he cuts me off, setting his glass down with a decisive click. The sound is sharp, final, like a gavel slamming down. “From now on, you’ll be punctual. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply automatically, though the word feels strange on my tongue. I’ve never been one for formalities, but something about his presence demands obedience. It’s not just his wealth or his status; it’s the way he carries himself, like a predator stalking its prey.

He nods, his gaze flicking over me like he’s assessing a piece of furniture. Or maybe something more. “Good. Follow me.”

He turns on his heel and strides toward a door I hadn’t noticed before, hidden seamlessly into the wall. I hurry to catch up, my heart racing as I wonder what’s coming next. The door leads to a hallway, the walls lined with sleek, modern art that feels cold and impersonal. At the end of the hall is another door, this one heavier, more imposing, like the entrance to a fortress.

Adrian stops in front of it, his hand resting on the handle. “This is your new workspace,” he says, his voice low, almost a whisper. “But before we begin, there’s something we need to establish.”

He turns to face me, his expression unreadable. His eyes are dark, bottomless, like pools of ink. “You signed the contract, Jace. You agreed to the terms. Do you understand what that means?”

I nod, though my mind is racing. The contract had been vague, full of legal jargon and clauses I barely understood. All I knew was that it gave Adrian a lot of control over me, and in return, I got a job that paid more than I’d ever dreamed of. But now, standing here, I’m not so sure I fully grasped what I was signing up for.

“Good,” he says, his voice softening just a fraction, like the edge of a blade being honed. “Because from now on, you’re mine to command. Your time, your body, your limits—they all belong to me. Do you accept that?”

My throat goes dry, the words hanging in the air like a challenge. This isn’t what I expected when I took the job, but there’s something about his intensity, his raw dominance, that makes my pulse quicken. It’s terrifying and thrilling all at once, like standing at the edge of a cliff and feeling the wind pull you toward the drop.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word barely audible, but it’s enough.

A slow smile spreads across his face, and for the first time, I see a glimpse of the man behind the cold exterior. It’s a dangerous smile, full of promise and something darker I can’t quite name. Lust. Possession. Power.

“Good boy,” he murmurs, reaching out to grip my jaw. His touch is firm, possessive, and I shiver at the contact. His thumb brushes my lower lip, and I feel a flush creep up my neck, hot and undeniable. “Now, kneel.”

My breath catches, but I don’t hesitate. I drop to my knees on the cold marble floor, my eyes fixed on his. The position feels natural, almost inevitable, like I was always meant to be here, at his feet.

“Hands behind your back,” he orders, his voice sharp, commanding.

I comply, lacing my fingers together at the small of my back. My heart is pounding, my mind racing with questions I don’t dare ask. What does he want from me? How far is he willing to go? How far am I willing to let him?

He steps closer, his presence looming over me. The scent of sandalwood and leather envelops me, heady and intoxicating. “You’re here to serve me, Jace. To obey. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply, my voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside me. There’s fear, yes, but there’s also something else, something hotter, more primal. Excitement. Anticipation. Desire.

He reaches down, his fingers brushing the collar of my shirt. His touch is light, almost gentle, but there’s an underlying strength, a promise of force if I resist. “Undress,” he commands, his tone brooking no argument.

I swallow hard, my hands trembling as I begin to unbutton my shirt. The room feels colder now, the air thick with anticipation. I’m hyperaware of his gaze on me, watching as I expose my chest, then my shoulders. My dress shoes and socks follow, then my belt, my pants pooling at my feet.

I’m left in nothing but my boxers, my skin prickling under his intense scrutiny. The embarrassment is there, a hot flush creeping up my cheeks, but there’s also a strange thrill in it. I’ve never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, and yet, so alive.

“Those too,” he says, his voice a low growl that sends a shiver down my spine.

I hesitate, my fingers hovering over the waistband. This is it. The moment I cross the line, the moment I give him everything. My breath comes in short gasps as I slide my boxers down, letting them fall to the floor. I’m completely exposed now, my body on full display, and the vulnerability is overwhelming.

“Good,” he says, his voice approving, almost admiring. “Now, stay like that. Don’t move.”

He steps back, his eyes raking over my body like he’s memorizing every inch. I stay frozen, my hands still behind my back, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. The air feels charged, electric, like a storm about to break.

He walks to a drawer in the nearby desk, opening it with a soft click. When he turns back, he’s holding a length of silk rope, the kind used for bondage. My stomach flips, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through me. This is real. This is happening.

“Hands in front of you,” he orders, stepping closer. His presence is overwhelming, his dominance absolute.

I obey, holding my hands out as he begins to bind my wrists together. The rope is soft against my skin, but the restraint is unmistakable. I’m his now, completely and utterly his.

“On your stomach,” he says, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

I lower myself to the floor, the cool marble sending a shiver through me. I lie there, my bound hands pressed against the floor, my heart pounding in my ears. The position feels submissive, humiliating, and yet, there’s a strange comfort in it. I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

He kneels beside me, his fingers trailing down my spine, sending goosebumps in their wake. His touch is light, almost tender, but there’s an underlying possessiveness that makes my skin tingle. “You’re doing well, Jace,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. “But we’re just getting started.”

His hand moves lower, resting on my ass, his touch both gentle and possessive. “This is mine now,” he says, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through me. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I whisper, my voice hoarse, desperate.

He squeezes, just enough to make me gasp, then lets go. “Good boy,” he says, standing up. The words send a jolt of pleasure through me, hot and undeniable. I’m his good boy, his to command, his to use.

“Stay here. Don’t move,” he orders, his tone leaving no room for disobedience.

I nod, my eyes fixed on him as he walks to a cabinet across the room. He opens it, revealing a collection of objects that make my stomach drop. Whips, restraints, lubricants—it’s like something out of a fantasy, or a nightmare, depending on how you look at it.

He selects a small bottle of lube and
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