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I shift in my seat, the conference room chair digging into my ass like it's personally offended by it. Brad stands at the front, all broad shoulders and commanding presence, his voice steady as he drones on about quarterly projections. God, I hate these meetings. My eyes drift to the clock—fifteen minutes to freedom. I cross and uncross my legs, trying to ease the numbness setting in. Brad catches my fidgeting and gives me that look, the one that says he notices everything. That look shouldn't make my stomach tighten the way it does.

"Any questions about the new client acquisition strategy?" Brad asks, his eyes sweeping the conference room before landing on me. "Cassie? You look like you have thoughts."

Fuck. Of course he singles me out when I've been mentally cataloguing all the ways I could be spending this hour instead of here. "Just wondering if we've considered the potential overlap with the Henderson account," I bullshit, watching his lips twitch with what might be amusement.

"Good point. Let's discuss that separately," he says, smoothly moving on to torture someone else with his attention.

When he finally releases us, I'm halfway out the door when I hear, "Cassie, my office. Five minutes."

Great. Just what I need after sitting through sixty minutes of corporate foreplay.

I take my time, stopping for coffee, checking my phone, doing literally anything to reclaim a small measure of control. When I finally push open his office door, he's leaning against his desk, sleeves rolled up to expose forearms corded with muscle.

"Took you long enough," he says.

"Traffic was a nightmare," I deadpan, gesturing to the empty hallway behind me.

"Sit," he says, pointing to the chair in front of his desk.

I remain standing. "What's up?"

Brad and I have this weird relationship. We're friends outside of work—he and his wife Grace have dinner with Luke and me regularly. But here, in this office, he's my boss, and sometimes he forgets I don't actually have to suck his dick to keep my job.

Metaphorically speaking. Usually.

"I'm deciding on the new executive assistant position," he says, circling his desk to sit in his leather chair, instantly making the power dynamic crystal clear. "You're on the shortlist."

"Am I supposed to be grateful? Because I have actual qualifications beyond taking your calls and scheduling your lunch."

He leans back, steepling his fingers. "The position comes with a substantial raise. And benefits."

The way he says "benefits" makes something low in my belly tighten. "What kind of benefits?"

"The kind that would suit someone with your... particular talents."

I narrow my eyes. "If you're implying what I think you're implying, there are about sixteen HR violations happening in this conversation."

"I'm implying," he says carefully, "that I need someone who knows when to push back and when to yield. Someone who understands nuance." He stands up, coming around to perch on the edge of his desk, too close to me. "Someone who can handle pressure."

I take a step back. "And you think that's me?"

"I think," he says, his voice dropping, "that you enjoy playing with fire. I think you like to push boundaries to see what happens when they push back."

My chest feels tight. "That's a pretty presumptuous analysis."

"Close the door, Cassie."

I should tell him to fuck off. I should walk out. Instead, I turn and close the door with a soft click.

When I turn back, he's still watching me with that infuriatingly calm expression. "Come here."

I approach slowly, hating how my body responds to his commanding tone. "What exactly are we doing here, Brad?"

"Testing a theory." He gestures to the floor in front of him. "Kneel."

"Excuse me?" My voice comes out higher than I intend.

"You heard me."

"I'm not kneeling for you." But even as I say it, I feel a traitorous heat spreading between my thighs.

"I think you want to. I think you've thought about it." His voice is matter-of-fact, clinical almost. "I think you wonder what it would be like to surrender that control you cling to so desperately."

"I'm married." The ring on my finger suddenly feels heavy, a physical reminder of Luke waiting at home.

"I'm aware." His eyes never leave mine. "This isn't about fucking you, Cassie. It's about whether you can follow directions when it matters."

I swallow hard. "And kneeling matters?"

"What matters is knowing your place in different contexts. Right now, in this office, I need to know if you can set aside your pride when necessary."

My heart hammers against my ribs as I slowly lower myself to my knees, the carpet rough against my skin through my tights. I tell myself I'm doing this to prove something, to secure the position, but the throb between my legs tells a different story.

"Good," he says, and the praise sends an unwelcome ripple of pleasure through me. "Now tell me what you'd do if I asked for more."

"I'd tell you to go fuck yourself," I say, but there's no bite in it.

"Would you? Or would you be curious? Would you wonder what it felt like to cross that line?" He leans down, his face inches from mine. "Would you hate yourself for wanting to find out?"

My breath comes faster. "This is inappropriate."

"Answer the question, Cassie."

"I'd..." My mouth is dry. "I'd consider it. But I wouldn't."

"Liar." He says it so softly it's almost gentle. "Tell me what you're thinking right now."

"That my knees hurt."

"And?"

I close my eyes briefly. "That I shouldn't be here like this. That Luke wouldn't understand." A pause. "That part of me wants to know what would happen if you pushed further."

The confession hangs in the air between us, dangerous and electric.

"That's what I thought." He straightens up, creating distance again. "Stand up."

I get to my feet, feeling off-balance in more ways than one.

"You'd make an excellent assistant," he says, his tone suddenly professional again. "But I need someone who's honest—especially with themselves."
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