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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      HEATHER

      A waft of vanilla and hot, sweaty sex drifted through my nose as I took my first step into Radiant, a BDSM sex club in Pittsburgh that catered to the upper class. Half-naked women danced around shiny metal stripper poles, their breasts swaying in every which direction. Couples swapped an outrageous amount of spit on black suede couches in the back.

      I glanced around nervously and continued into the club by myself. As far as I knew, not many BDSM newbies like me came here, except my bestie, Sierra. But I was only here for one thing tonight anyway.

      To lose my virginity.

      “Can I help you?” a waiter with devilish brown eyes said to my left. “You look lost.”

      Cheeks flushing, I snapped out of my thoughts and gave him a small smile. “I, um … I’m new here.”

      He chuckled. “I can see that. Anything I can help you find?”

      “The owner.”

      The waiter’s eyes widened. “The owner?”

      “Yes,” I said, scanning the club. “I have an arrangement with him tonight.”

      “Are you Miss Raquelle Chambers?”

      “Yes.”

      No, that was just the fake name I had given the man I had been speaking to online for the past few weeks. I hadn’t told him my real name, nor did he want to know it. I didn’t know how many other women he had this kind of arrangement with, and I didn’t care either. This was going to be a onetime thing, a one-night stand.

      Lose my virginity, thank the man for his time, then get the hell out of here.

      “Right this way,” the waiter said, placing a platter of drinks down on the bar area and leading me toward the back of the club, where there were more private sections filled with CEOs and VIPs, who stared at me hungrily.

      I pulled down my skirt as I walked around the booths of people and followed the waiter up a set of stairs and to some private rooms. My stomach was in knots, but I wanted to get this over with already. I didn’t even want to exchange formalities.

      We stopped in front of a large black door with the number four in a large golden numeral in the center.

      The waiter leaned forward, placed his ear against the door, and knocked twice until someone called from inside, “Come in.”

      After giving me a small smile and the key to the room, the waiter left me on the second floor all by myself. I gnawed on the inside of my cheek, stepping closer to the door as a group of women dressed in lingerie stumbled out of the room next to me.

      “Come on, Heather,” I whispered to myself, fumbling with the key. “It’s one night.”

      Just as I pushed the key into the knob, the door opened, and Hector Patton stared down at me through wide eyes. Hector Patton was a lot of things—like, apparently, the owner of the most popular BDSM club in the city, the sexiest fifty-six-year-old man I had laid my eyes on, a dominant playboy. But worst of all, he was my father’s best friend.

      And tonight, I would lose my virginity to him.

      “Heather …” He paused, his gaze moving down my body for a moment longer than it should’ve—from my lips to my tits to my hips. He licked his lips and glanced back up at me. “What are you doing here?”

      “You’re the owner?” I whispered, heart pounding.

      “One of them,” he said, glancing down the hallway.

      The group of women walked past my room, giggling and waving to Hector. And while I was just here to lose my virginity to him tonight, I couldn’t help but feel the jealousy bubble up inside me. I’d never had a chance with a man more than twice my age, but … still …

      “You didn’t answer my question,” he said.

      After I finished glaring at the retreating women, I snapped my gaze back toward him and released my clenched jaw. This was it. Time to come clean and tell him that I was the one who had been chatting with him online, that I was the one who … had put up such a huge, bratty front with him for the past three weeks.

      God, what had I gotten myself into? Hector was my father’s best friend. He always saw right through me. As soon as I stepped into this room, he’d know that I had been lying online about knowing anything about BDSM.

      “What. Are. You. Doing. Here?”

      Heart pounding against my rib cage, I crossed my arms over my chest and grinded my thighs together. Was it bad that I kinda, sorta liked the tone of his voice? The demanding, dominant playboy that he had always been?

      “Nothing,” I found myself saying before I could stop.

      A look of confusion washed over his face, and then finally, his eyes turned a shade darker. “Don’t tell me that you’re the woman I’ve been speaking with online.”

      Instead of saying anything, I pursed my lips together and shifted from foot to foot in the middle of the doorway. He stepped closer to me and wrapped one large hand around the front of my throat, forcing me to look up at him.

      “You will answer me, Heather.”

      “And if I don’t?”

      I didn’t know what I was getting myself into, but it seemed like I couldn’t stop. I had come here for a reason, and I planned to go along with it. I wasn’t backing away. I had waited so long to lose my virginity and couldn’t wait any longer. All my friends always talked about how good it felt, and my vibrator wasn’t doing it for me anymore.

      Hector chuckled darkly and shook his head. “Fuck, I’m going to get myself into so much shit because of you.”

      Instead of pushing me away and telling me to get lost, he pulled me into the room, shut the door behind me, and then pressed my chest flush against it. I inhaled sharply, the feel of his dick against my ass making me hot in all the right places.

      “You shouldn’t be in a club like this,” he said.

      “Well, you shouldn’t take peeks at me every chance you get,” I said, again letting whatever the hell slip out of my mouth. But it was true. These past few weeks, I had caught him looking at me more than once during dinner with my father.

      It wasn’t one of those innocent looks either.

      He tensed behind me, fingers strumming against the column of my throat. “Your father can never know.”
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      HEATHER

      Hector growled into my ear, his hand still around the front of my throat, “Do you understand me?”

      My breath hitched. “What happens if I tell him?”

      Instead of answering me, he pulled me off the door and thrust me against the large black bed in the center of the room. I landed on the mattress on my back, nipples pressing hard against my lacy bra.

      “Take off your clothes,” he said, pulling off his belt and stalking toward me.

      Eyes widening slightly, I pressed my thighs together.

      This was it. Tonight, I would lose my virginity to my father’s best friend.

      “Take them off,” he said, voice harsher. “Now.”

      Hurriedly, I pulled off my shirt and shimmied out of my skirt until I sat in nothing but a skimpy lingerie set. For years, I had been aching for him to touch me. I had snuck longing glances at him one too many times.

      After letting his shirt fall off his shoulders, he walked over to me and pushed me back onto the bed. He pulled off his pants, then his briefs, letting his hard cock hang between his legs. I sucked in a sharp breath.

      Before I knew it, he had me lying back on the bed with his fingers buried between my legs. “You can breathe when you come,” he growled into my ear, one hand over my mouth and nose and the other rubbing and smacking my clit. I whimpered into his hand, my legs trembling. “Don’t take your fucking eyes off me.”

      I stared up at him, my breathing restricted and the pressure building quickly in my pussy. Warmth spread around my core, my skin becoming hot and needy. I spread my legs as wide as they could go to let him touch more of me.

      “You’re a needy little cumslut, aren’t you?”

      I nodded.

      “Say it,” he growled, still holding his hand over my mouth.

      “I’m a needy little cumslut,” I managed, the words muffled and driving me higher.

      “Good girl,” he said, moving his fingers faster against my clit. “Someone’s learning.”

      My legs shot up into the air, spread wide. I arched my back and moaned out into his hand, my mind so fuzzy. Something about his degrading praise tipped me over the edge and pushed me into ecstasy.

      It wasn’t like anything that I’d felt before. It was better than my vibrator.

      Hector pulled his hand away from my face, allowing me to breathe. I sucked in a deep breath, my little pussy pounding at the mere feel of his hands on my body still. He looked down at my pussy and continued to make small circles between my pussy lips.

      “Please,” I whispered, staring up at him and admiring how sinful he looked right now. This was wrong, so wrong. He was my father’s best friend, yet I couldn’t stop thinking about how he’d feel inside me. “I want you inside me, Hector. Please.”

      Hector slipped his fingers down my folds and thrust two inside me.

      I whimpered and squirmed on the bed, brows furrowed together. “Not like that.”

      “How, Heather?”

      He stared down at me, waiting for me to answer him, like I had always done online and over the phone. And while I was somewhat of a brat in real life, I had never begged for someone to put their cock inside me.

      It sounded so wrong, so distasteful. And I was so nervous. So fucking nervous.

      “How?” he repeated again, his voice stronger and more demanding.

      “I want your dick inside my pussy,” I said.

      He grunted against me, as if he had been wanting to hear those words for years now, then crawled on top of me and between my legs, his fingers still buried deep inside my cunt. “Next time I have you,” he said, pulling his fingers out and stuffing them into my mouth, “I’m going to tie you to this bed and refuse to let you leave all night.”

      When he brushed the head of his cock against my entrance, I whimpered. My toes curled, and I wrapped my legs around his waist to bring him down closer to me. He rubbed his cock between my pussy lips.

      “Beg for it, Heather.”

      “Please.”

      He rubbed it against my clit.

      “Oh God, please,” I pleaded. “Please, put it⁠—”

      Before I could say another word, he thrust himself inside me, inch by inch. I curled my fingers into his shoulders and scrunched my brows together, a slight pain lingering in my core.

      He shuddered against me. “You feel so fucking good.”

      I whimpered and buried my head into the crook of his neck, hoping that he wouldn’t see the slight pain on my face. He felt so huge inside me, stretching out my walls and making me full with his cock—and hopefully his cum too.

      His cum …

      My pussy tightened around him, becoming wetter at the thought of him thrusting every inch of himself and every drop of his cum deep into me. Hector stilled in my pussy, then slowly pulled out.

      “Your pussy is so tight, Heather,” he grunted. “It’s almost like you’re a virgin.”

      Pressing my lips together, I decided not to answer him. Instead, I held on to him tightly and threw my head back, the pressure turning into pleasure and my tense body slowly relaxing in his arms. My brat had exited the room a long time ago, and I could do nothing, could say nothing, could think about nothing but him.

      “More,” I whispered, digging my nails into his shoulders. “Please.”

      He rested his head against mine and placed his lips at the corner of my mouth, leaving a lingering kiss as he thrust into me again. Unable to stop myself, I shifted my head and kissed him on the mouth. The moment that our lips touched, pleasure shot through my body.

      Our lips moved together, faster and with more need. I was desperate for him. Aching for him.

      “More,” I mumbled into our kiss.

      He thrust himself faster and faster into my tight pussy, pushing me closer to the edge each time. My lower body tensed, my clit aching as his hips pounded against me. I moaned into our kiss and came all over his cock.

      “Please, come inside me,” I whispered. “Please.”

      Hector grunted into my mouth, shoved his dick as deep as it could go, and came inside me. I rested against the mattress, pussy pulsing on every inch of his dick as he pulled it out of me. My chest heaved up and down, my mind like putty.

      “Fuck,” he mumbled, sitting back on the bed.

      “Oh gosh,” I whispered.

      Suddenly, he tensed next to me. “There’s blood,” he said, brows furrowed down at his blood- and cum-covered dick. There was a moment, a single moment, of confusion that washed across his face. Then, realization hit him hard, and he finally glanced up at me through wide eyes. “Were you a virgin?”

      I pulled the blankets over my naked body and shimmied out of the bed, turning away from him. It wasn’t any of his concern if I had been a virgin or not. I had come to his BDSM club for a reason, and now, it was my time to leave.

      Scrambling, I picked up my clothes. All I could do was repeat to myself over and over and over again that I needed to leave, that I couldn’t stay, that this really was a onetime thing, and that Hector was nothing but bad news.

      “You can’t just walk away from me,” he growled, like he owned me or something.

      After pulling on my clothes, I hurried to the door. I didn’t want to talk about being a virgin. I didn’t want to even think about it. It was over, and it hadn’t been as painful as all my friends had said it’d be.

      “Watch me,” I said.

      He grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward him until our bodies collided. “Stop being a fucking brat for once, Heather. I know you get off on it, but this shit is serious.” He paused. “You really haven’t had sex before?”

      “That’s none of your business,” I growled, ripping myself out of his hold and grabbing the door handle.

      He placed his large hand on the door so I couldn’t open it. “Yes, it is.”

      “And why?” I asked, crossing my arms and glaring at him. “What would’ve happened if you had known I was a virgin before this all started? You would’ve still asked me to come to your club, bent me over your bed, and fucked me senseless. It doesn’t matter.”

      “Heather,” he growled, jaw twitching, “you’re my best fucking friend’s daughter.”

      “Yeah,” I said, shaking my head. “And you still fucked me. So, what does it matter?”

      “It matters because, now, you’re mine,” he said harshly, pinning me against the door and taking my chin in his hand. “You’re fucking mine, and you don’t get to run off and away from me. You don’t get to go back home and see that kid who is always all over you when I’m there.”

      “Archie,” I corrected.

      “I don’t give a fuck what his name is, Heather.” He slipped his knee between my thighs and pressed his cock against the side of my hip. “No other man gets to even look at you the way that I do. You knew what you were getting yourself into when you walked into my club.”

      “No, I⁠—”

      “Yes, you fucking did. I warned you not to come unless you were serious about everything that came with this kind of lifestyle, with me being the possessive and jealous asshole that I am.”

      I swallowed hard and stared up at him, wanting to bitch him out, but not knowing the first thing that I would say. Everything he had told me was true. He had warned me, and I had gotten off on the thought of someone being so obsessed with me that they wouldn’t let another man look at me. I had never gotten that kind of attention before.

      But we couldn’t do this. Dad would find out.

      He dipped his head and murmured into my ear, “You don’t know how fucking long I’ve wanted you, how many women I’ve been with, imagining they were you. You leave my club without me tonight, and I will come and find you.”
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      HECTOR

      Fuck, what am I doing?

      I shoved my cum-covered cock back into my pants, zipped them up, and grabbed my tie hanging off the bedside. Heather had already pulled on her clothes, and while it wasn’t like me to leave a woman without giving proper aftercare, I needed to breathe for a damn second.

      Heather was my business partner’s daughter, and she had been a virgin before I slept with her.

      “Stay put,” I said again so she wouldn’t leave.

      After slipping out the door, I headed straight for my office. I shouldn’t have let that happen. But I loved putting brats into their places, and, God, did Heather love being a brat. She had always been one around her parents, and every damn time … I had to hold myself back from bending her over my knee and spanking her straight in front of her father.

      My dick stiffened again in my pants as I thought about how much she’d love that.

      If he found out that I’d fucked her, everything that I had worked so hard for would be over.

      “The hell are you going in such a rush?” Charlie, an adult-film actor, asked.

      “I need a drink,” I murmured.

      “Bar is that way,” Charlie said, nodding in the opposite direction.

      After sighing, I stopped and glanced over the railing and down into the bar area, where people were dancing, drinking, and watching other members fuck in the next room. I ran a hand through my hair and cursed under my breath.

      “What’re you doing up here?” I asked.

      A small smirk crossed his face. “Reserving a glass room.”

      “For?” I asked, arching a brow.

      “If I shoot any more videos at my house, Athena is going to figure out what I do.”

      I leaned back against the railing and shoved a hand into my pocket. “I thought you had a thing for her?”

      He tensed. “Who told you that?”

      “You talk about her all the time.”

      “She’s my best friend.”

      “Mmhmm.”

      “Plus, she doesn’t like me like that.” He glanced over my shoulder and toward the way I had come. “Anyway, I gotta get home. We’re watching a movie tonight, and if I’m late again, she’s going to ask questions.”

      As he headed down the hall, I shook my head and continued toward the offices.

      Michelle, my adopted sister, walked down the hall toward me, black red-bottomed shoes clacking against the floor. I let out another audible sigh because I knew that I would be stopped yet again. Michelle loved talking our brother Steven’s ear off. And when he wasn’t around, she bothered me.

      “Who’s the girl?” Michelle hummed.

      “What girl?”

      “The girl who just snuck out of your room?”

      “For fuck’s sake,” I mumbled, storming away from Michelle and back to the room.

      Heather was gone.

      A low growl escaped my throat, and I headed toward the bar.

      If she left after I explicitly told her not to … if she slipped and told her father that she had come here tonight to meet someone, he would ask me about it. And I’d have to lie to him. After all the damn years we’d worked together.

      “Heather!” I called over the music, scanning the crowd for any sight of her.

      I searched the crowd. Once. Twice. Then a third time.

      Nothing.

      After sweeping the crowd for a fourth time, I grabbed my coat from the coatroom and yanked it over my shoulders. I gritted my teeth and stormed out into the cold. When I found that brat, I’d punish her for it.
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      HEATHER

      “Sierra!” I shouted, slamming open our door and rushing into the apartment.

      I couldn’t believe what had just happened, and I needed to tell someone. Anyone. Sierra and Athena were my two closest friends, but Athena didn’t live with us. She was probably with Charlie for movie night again.

      “What’s going on?” Athena said from the couch, munching on a Clif Bar.

      “What’re you doing here?” I asked. “Where’s Sierra?”

      She giggled and stood. “Wow, rude much?”

      “You know I didn’t⁠—”

      “I know,” she said with a smile. “I just finished my workout up at Trees Hall and wanted to shower before I headed all the way back to my place. I might or might not have let myself in right before Sierra left to go see some guy.”

      Ah, that was right. Sierra had gone down to Radiant tonight to meet a guy that she had been talking to for a while. Just like me … except he was her professor and she had already lost her virginity to him a couple of weeks ago.

      After setting my belongings on the counter, I straightened out my clothes. “Well …”

      Athena grabbed her water bottle on the counter, looking me up and down. “You look like you’re glowing.”

      “I lost my virginity,” I blurted.

      “You what?” Athena asked.

      “I lost my virginity,” I said, heart racing inside my chest.

      “To who?!”

      A giggle escaped my mouth. “To maybe … an older man?”

      “Like someone who’s eighty?”

      “No!” I exclaimed. “Who do you think I am?”

      She snickered.

      “Like somebody who’s twice my age, not eighty. He’s my father‘s best friend.”

      Mouth dropping open, she stared at me through wide eyes. “He’s your what?!”

      “Dang, Athena, do you need a hearing aid from all that music you blast during your workouts?” I playfully rolled my eyes at her, my cheeks becoming hotter by the second because it felt so sinful to repeat this out loud. “He’s my father’s best friend.”

      God, I couldn’t get the way his hands were all over my body out of my mind. It was like his touch was burned into my skin, his mouth on my neck, his dick buried deep inside me. I wanted it to happen again. And again and again and again.

      “Oh my God.” Athena placed her hand on her chest. “We need all the details tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow?” I repeated. “Where are you going?”

      “It’s movie night with Charlie.”

      Of course, but she couldn’t leave me now! I needed someone to gush about all this to, and besides … if Hector was the type of Dom that he had portrayed in all those messages online, then he was probably on his way over to punish me.

      And he wouldn’t do anything with Athena here, right?

      Besides, I definitely hadn’t left to piss off Hector.

      He had wanted me to stay put in some BDSM club that I had only gone to so I could lose my virginity, and I didn’t like being told what to do. I hated it. Especially because Mom and Dad tried to control my life enough.

      Every single time that I was bratty in front of my parents, he looked at me like he wanted to put me in my place. Now, he could. And I had walked out of that club—run out of the club—like I wanted him to.

      “Movie night again?” I hummed.

      She smiled softly. “Yes.”

      “When are you going to finally admit that you love him?”

      She rolled her eyes. “I do not love him. We’re just friends.”

      “Friends who fuck?”

      Suddenly, her eyes became even wider. “We do not.”

      I giggled. “But you want to.”

      After waving her hand dismissively at me, she walked to the door. “I’ll see you later.”

      Before she could slip out the door, I jogged over and grabbed her wrist. “Please.”

      If she didn’t stay, Hector would be over soon. Punishing me. And, hell, I didn’t know if I would be ready for what he had in store for me. I was all talk, zero play until tonight in that sex club of his, lying on that bed …

      “I have to go,” she said. “Charlie is waiting for me.”

      After shaking me off, she sent me a supportive smile and slipped out of the apartment. I sighed and shut the door after her, sulking back to the couch. I collapsed onto it, left alone with my thoughts and his cum buried deep in my pussy.

      Moonlight and the light hum of cars on Fifth Avenue drifted through the apartment. I stared through the large windows and shook my head, still unable to believe what had actually happened tonight.

      I’d lost my virginity tonight.

      My fucking virginity.

      To my father’s best friend.

      Since senior year of high school, I’d had the biggest goddamn crush on that man, though I never thought that I would actually have a chance with him. And yet the world had seemed to drop this right into my lap.

      A few moments later, someone banged on the front door. I leaped up from the couch and walked over to the door, searching the kitchen for Athena’s keys because if she was back so soon, it meant that she’d completely forgotten them.

      “Don’t tell me that you forgot your keys this time. You always do⁠—”

      Instead of Athena, Hector stood at my door with his brows furrowed in an angry stare and a rope in his hands.
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      HEATHER

      “What-what are you doing here?” I asked, backing up into the apartment.

      Hector stalked into the room, shut the door behind him, and locked it, the thick black rope dangling from his hand and dragging against the floor with every step that he took toward me. “You know why I’m here.”

      After regaining from the shock of why he had rope, I cleared my throat. “No, I don’t.”

      But I knew why he was here. I had run away from him when he told me not to.

      “Don’t fucking lie to me, Heather.”

      Inches from the couch, I rocked back on my heels, smiled sweetly at him, and pressed my pointer fingers together in an attempt to make myself look as shy as possible. Because shy girls like me weren’t bratty. “I seriously don’t know⁠—”

      “You ran away from me”—he snapped his hand around the front of my throat and forced me to look up at him through my lashes; his teeth were gritted together, his nostrils flaring in the way I had only seen them do when something went wrong in the business—“when I told you not to.”

      “I did no such thing,” I hummed.

      God, getting him angrier made the heat grow hotter between my legs.

      “Don’t fucking play with me, Heather.”

      I pressed my lips together from saying something stupid, but I couldn’t help myself.

      “Or what?” I asked.

      Within a moment, Hector twirled me around, bent me over the couch, and began twisting the rope around my arms. I shoved my shoulder back against his to push him away, moved my body back and forth in an attempt to stop him, threw my leg back to kick him in the shin. But the binds only became tighter around my forearms until I couldn’t move them.

      “Let me out.”

      “If you had followed my directions,” he said into my ear, “I was going to be easy on you.”

      “Fuck you⁠—”

      Before I could finish my sentence, he shoved four fingers into my mouth. I gagged on them, spit rolling down my chin, and glared back at him.

      “Bratty girls like you don’t get to talk back to their masters.”

      Warmth exploded between my thighs, my pussy clenching harder.

      “Do you understand?” he growled.

      I nodded to please him so I could answer his next question with a bratty answer.

      After pulling his hand out of my mouth, he pulled me up by the binds and pushed me into the closest bedroom, which was thankfully mine and not Sierra’s. Then, he slammed the door and shoved me down onto the bed.

      “Why did you leave?”

      “Because I only wanted you to take my virginity. And besides, I had another guy comin⁠—”

      He snatched my chin. “Stop being a fucking brat, Heather. It’s pissing me off.”

      “Good. Maybe you’ll⁠—”

      “Maybe I’ll shove my cock down your throat and give you your first punishment.”

      “You won’t—” My sentence lodged itself in my throat as he shoved me from the bed to my knees in front of him and unzipped his jeans, his cock springing out of them. I stared up at him through wide eyes, never having done something like this before.

      Twenty-four goddamn years of my life, and I hadn’t even given a blow job.

      “Open your mouth and be a good girl for me. This doesn’t have to be hard.”

      I pressed my lips together and stared up at him.

      “Don’t force me to do this,” he warned. “You won’t like it.”

      Still, I stared up at him and didn’t open my mouth.

      He drew his tongue across the front of his teeth, a dark chuckle leaving his throat. “Oh, I am going to fucking ruin you,” he growled as his forefinger and thumb pinched my nostrils shut, so I really couldn’t breathe.

      But I wasn’t going to give up that easily.

      Tears slowly began filling my eyes, my cheeks growing hotter by the second.

      No way was I going to give in to him. He’d break before I … before I …

      “Getting hard to breathe, isn’t it, brat?”

      I shook my head, but I was starting to see stars.

      “Any second now,” he taunted, “you’re going to give in to me.”

      Heat coursed through my body, and I finally opened my mouth wide to suck in a huge breath in an attempt to do it before he could slip inside of me. But the second I opened my mouth, he was already inside me, hitting the back of my throat and making me gag.

      Digging my nails into my palms, I glared up at him through teary eyes and pulled back. But his hands were around the back of my head, holding me in place so I couldn’t move. And with my arms tied behind my back … he had full control.

      His gaze was dark, eyes hooded. He shoved as much of his dick into my mouth as he could, and when I couldn’t take any more, he stepped closer to me in order to force another inch or two. The light from the buildings surrounding us flooded in through the large windows, hitting the side of his perfectly sculpted face.

      “I’m in control, Heather. Not you.”

      “Fuck you,” I gargled on his dick, still gagging.

      “We’re going to train this bratty little mouth of yours until you learn not to talk back.”

      That would never happen, but he could try.

      A moment later, in the middle of my gagging and spitting fit, his phone buzzed in his jeans pocket on the floor. He peered down at it, then back at me, and then he pinched my nose closed again. “Pick it up for me and answer it.”

      My eyes widened.

      “Now.”

      I reached down into his jeans and pulled out his phone, pressing the green button—or at least I hoped it was the green button, but it was hard to tell through my teary gaze. Why was he doing this now?! In the middle of⁠—

      “Hey, Hector,” my dad said through the speaker.

      Gagging softly, I stared at the phone in complete horror.

      While I expected Hector to shut it off immediately, that asshole moved it even closer to my mouth, so if I said a word, if I moaned or choked or gagged on him, Dad would hear it. He’d fucking hear it, and I would be humiliated for the rest of my life.

      “Something happen at the office?” Hector asked.

      “I wanted to talk to you about the finances for Q4. Are you busy?”

      He shoved another inch of himself inside me. “A bit, but I can talk.”

      Sputtering on his cock, I held back an audible gag and swallowed the spit that had pooled in my mouth. Tears streamed down my face, my cheeks hot and the need to breathe growing stronger and stronger with every passing second.

      Except Hector didn’t care.

      Those cold, dark eyes met my glossy gaze as he talked on the phone with my father for who knew how long. He laced one hand into my hair and moved my head back and forth on his dick until my throat was sore and the ropes were digging into my wrists.

      “We should move her position,” Dad said. “I was thinking under you.”

      Move Evelyn under Hector?

      I had only been gathering pieces of the conversation, but if that meant what I thought it meant, then Evelyn would be working even more closely with Hector, and she was the prettiest—and smartest—woman at their company.

      Jealousy swirled inside me, and I found myself bobbing my head back and forth on his dick without him having to force me to do it himself. I stared up at him through stinging eyes, desperate to make an unforgettable impression on him.

      Though I still wasn’t sure if he liked this. He was giving nothing away.

      “Fuck,” he murmured, quiet enough so Dad couldn’t hear. “Good girl.”

      “What do you think?” Dad said over the phone.

      I sat on my knees in front of Hector, his cock buried down my throat and my tongue flicking against the inches that I couldn’t reach. Hector tilted his head back, eyes rolling, and grasped one of my tits in his large, rough hand.

      “That’s great,” he murmured, his cum shooting down my throat. “That’s fucking great.”

      “Good. We can talk more about it tomorrow.” Dad paused. “You sound busy.”

      Hector cleared his throat and took the phone from me. “Talk tomorrow.”

      After Hector pressed the End Call button, he pulled out of me. I fell forward onto my rug , shoulder first, and swallowed what I could have his cum and my spit. My chest rose and fell quickly, my mind numb.

      While I expected Hector to growl at me and tell me that he was leaving, that I should’ve learned from this punishment, he picked me up and gently set me on the bed. After sitting behind me, he unraveled the rope and tossed it onto the floor beside me. He took my hand in his and then suddenly placed his lips on the indents on my wrists from the rope.

      What the hell was that?

      “For once in your life, listen to me and stay here.” Hector pulled on his jeans. “I’ll get you water.”

      As he left the room, I stared with wide eyes at the door, surprised that he was being so nice to me after I had been nothing but a bratty little bitch to him. But the intensity quickly faded, and I didn’t think I had it in me to be difficult anymore tonight.

      Though still … jealousy reeled inside me at the thought of Evelyn getting closer to Hector. Because Hector might not know it, but he was mine. All mine. And nobody was going to get in the way.
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