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Content Warning

This book contains explicit sexual content intended exclusively for adults. The stories explore themes such as consensual domination and submission, erotic humiliation, power fantasies, public sex, symbolic punishments, authority dynamics, and relationships charged with emotional and physical tension.

Genres represented include BDSM, dark romance, eroticism in workplace or academic settings, female/female relationships (F/F), and scenarios involving psychological or physical control. Topics such as desire, insecurity, role-playing, obedience, moral ambiguity, and the power of vulnerability are also addressed.

All characters portrayed are adults (18+) and all relationships and practices occur within a framework of mutual and informed consent, as appropriate for erotic fiction.

These stories are intended for an adult audience seeking to explore diverse facets of eroticism, with direct language, intense situations, and a focus on surrender, control, and pleasure as forms of connection.

Discretion is advised.
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​Story 1 – The Power Interview
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​Part 1 – The Arrival
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Elizabeth, 25, checked her reflection in the elevator for the third time since entering the building. The polished steel doors returned an image that at first glance seemed flawless: hair tightly pulled back into a low bun, lips lightly tinted with subtle red, eyes precisely lined. Her fitted blazer hugged her waist perfectly, accentuating her silhouette without crossing into vulgarity. Beneath it, a white silk blouse that barely hinted at the outline of her black bra. A pencil skirt reaching the knees, and patent leather heels completed a look that was professional... yet deliciously feminine.

She knew the impression she made. And she liked it.

She wasn’t naive. She’d worked in offices before, in more than one environment where appearance opened doors even before a résumé did. This time, however, was different. She didn’t know why she had been contacted. Only that the voice on the phone was male, firm, and clear: “Come in on Tuesday at ten sharp. Punctuality is mandatory.”

The lobby on the 37th floor looked like it was ripped from an architecture magazine: gray marble, dark wood, and a faint scent of expensive leather and discreet authority. The receptionist, a young woman with an unreadable expression, greeted her with a formal smile and a single sentence:

“Mr. Pierce is expecting you. Please, come in.”

The automatic door slid open silently, revealing an office that impressed from the first step. High ceilings, windows overlooking the city, and at the center, a desk of polished black wood. Everything was arranged with obsessive precision: not a paper out of place, not a sound too many.

And there he was.

Logan Pierce, 30.

Younger than she had imagined, but with a presence that filled the room. A black suit perfectly tailored to his body, no tie. The white shirt with the top two buttons undone revealed a masculine, confident neck. Well-groomed beard, steady gaze, and that air only men accustomed to having their will done possess.

Elizabeth resisted the urge to cross her arms. She knew her best defense was to keep her back straight and chin up. She entered slowly, feeling how the tap of her heels on the marble floor set the rhythm of her breath.

“Miss Elizabeth Smith,” he said without looking up, reviewing a document he obviously already knew by heart. “Please, have a seat.”

His voice was deep, unhurried. An order disguised as courtesy.

Elizabeth sat down delicately, crossing her legs with measured ease. She knew how to control her body language... or so she thought.

“You have a very interesting profile. Organized, efficient, proactive. Three languages, management experience, and solid recommendation letters.”

He looked up for the first time. He looked at her. Not like looking at a candidate. Not like looking at an employee.

He looked at her like one measures a property before buying it. Calmly. With power.

Elizabeth held his gaze. She wanted to appear confident. But she felt the unmistakable tingling of her body going alert. There was something else in that office. Something invisible, but palpable.

“What’s not on your résumé,” he continued, leaning slightly back in the leather chair, “is whether you’re willing to obey. Not just to complete tasks. To obey. Without question.”

The silence was immediate, dense. As if the walls themselves awaited her answer.

“I don’t hire assistants here. I hire loyalty. Discretion. And the ability to follow instructions... even those that don’t make apparent sense.”

A chill ran down Elizabeth’s spine.

“Are you willing to do that?”

The question hung in the air with the weight of a promise. There was no cynicism in his voice. Nor mockery. Only a certainty that dismantled defenses.

Elizabeth glanced briefly toward the window. The city still bustled below, with its cars, its noise, its rhythm. Yet up here, everything was different. Slower. More intense. More... intimate.

She looked back into his eyes. She didn’t answer yet. Inside, something was pounding strongly.

And she still didn’t know if it was fear... or desire.
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​Part 2 – Evaluation
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The silence stretched a few seconds longer until Logan Pierce slowly rose from his chair. His body was firm, precise with every movement, as if measuring the impact of each step. He circled the desk without haste or words, watching her with an unsettling focus.

Elizabeth felt her body respond to his proximity. The air seemed charged with static electricity. Logan stopped behind her, so close she could smell the faint trace of his cologne: wood, spices, and something darker—almost animal.

“Are you afraid, Miss Smith?” he asked in a low voice, right by her right ear.

Elizabeth stayed still, but her skin tingled.

“No,” she answered without hesitation, though her voice came out just a bit softer than intended.

“Curious?”

“Maybe.”

He slowly circled her chair until he stood in front of her. His eyes explored her without shame—from her firm lips to her elegantly crossed knees. It wasn’t desire shining in his gaze, or at least not only that. It was appraisal. As if he already knew what he’d do with her... and just wanted to confirm she was strong enough to resist it.

“I don’t usually hire ordinary people. I want assistants who understand... nuances. Who can follow instructions—even when those instructions defy convention. I need to know if I can trust your obedience.”

Elizabeth looked up. Met his gaze without looking away.

“And how do you plan to test that?”

He smiled for the first time. It wasn’t a kind smile. It was a warning.

“Very simple. I’m going to test you. Now.”

Elizabeth felt her breath catch for a moment. She knew it. Since she’d entered, since she’d heard his voice on the phone. This wasn’t a normal job. And that, far from scaring her, made her dangerously... awake.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

She obeyed. Slowly. Feeling the strength of her own legs, the pressure of her clothes against her skin, the slight trembling under control.
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