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Preface

There are women who never lose control.

 

Tahlia Sinclair was one of them—on paper. A luxury consultant with her own name-brand clientele, a closet full of stilettos, and a tongue that could freeze lava. In every boardroom and brunch circle, she was revered… and untouched. Because no one had dared to reach beneath the surface.

 

Until him.

 

Zane didn’t ask for permission. He didn’t knock. He watched—waited—and entered like a storm slipping beneath her carefully tucked sheets. No velvet words. Just looks. Just knowing. Just pressure in all the right places.

 

It started with a push during training. A simple: "Bend for me."

 

And suddenly, her silk blouse felt too tight. Her breathing, too fast. Her rules, unraveling.

 

This story isn’t about romance.

 

It’s about surrender.





Chapter 1: The Way She Bends

Tahlia didn’t like being told what to do.

Especially not by men.

Especially not by younger men.

And definitely not by men who looked like Zane.

She leaned against the mirrored wall of the private gym, one ankle elegantly crossing over the other, her black silk blouse slightly unbuttoned—just enough to hint at the deep lace beneath. Her matching high-waisted slacks hugged her hips like they’d been tailored to obey. A Cartier watch glinted on her wrist, catching the reflection of the late afternoon sun slicing through the window panes.

Zane didn’t look at the watch. His eyes were on her collarbone.

"You’re late," he said simply.

Her lips twitched, almost a smile. “Am I paying for your time, or your attitude?”

Zane didn’t blink. “You’re paying to be changed. And that doesn’t happen on your time.”

Tahlia’s jaw clenched, but she stayed silent. He was good—she had to admit that. Every recommendation, every review, every whispered note from other women in her circle said the same thing: Zane doesn’t just train bodies. He reprograms control.

And God, she needed something to push her off the edge.

He walked toward her, slow. Deliberate. A dark-fitted long sleeve hugged his wide shoulders and chest, the fabric straining around the curve of his biceps. He stopped inches away. Too close. His scent—something sharp, masculine, and unbothered—wrapped around her.

“Off the wall,” he said.

Her brow arched. “Excuse me?”

“I said,” he repeated, voice lower now, “off the wall.”

She didn’t move right away.

His eyes narrowed.

And then—only then—she did. A slow, sharp inhale. A turn. He didn’t thank her. Just moved past her and pointed toward the mat.

“Shoes off.”

Her heels clicked as she walked. She made sure of it.

When she slipped out of them, Zane’s eyes did a slow drop from her ankles, past her toned calves, to the hem of her slacks, which sat just barely above the flare of her hips.

“Good,” he said, stepping behind her. “Now spread.”

Tahlia’s eyes shot to the mirror in front of her. Their reflections. His stance. Her frame. The sudden silence.

“You said we were doing core today,” she replied.

“We are.”

He didn’t move. “This is where your center begins.”

A breath caught in her throat. He was testing her. She knew it. And part of her—God, part of her—was already wet with want.

She bent. Slowly. Stretching her hands to the floor. Her blouse tugged upward, revealing the curve of her back and just a peek of silk and lace hugging her lower waist.

Zane knelt behind her. Close.

"Hold it."

His voice slid down her spine like pressure.

She held.

Then…

A hand. Not on her, but near. Air shifted. Her back tingled. Her thighs trembled.

“Don’t arch like that,” he murmured. “I want you to feel your body obey.”

“I’m not used to—”

“I don’t care what you’re used to.”

His voice was a blade.

“But I care what you’ll become under my hand.”

Tahlia gasped. “Excuse me?”

He rose. Walked. Came around her front. Eyes met.

And for the first time in ten years, she forgot her words.

Tahlia didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

Not because she was afraid—no. She didn’t do fear. But Zane had carved the space between them with something more dangerous than dominance. Focus. Every inch of his body, every word, every pause—it was as if he saw parts of her she hadn’t even looked at in years.

She straightened, slowly, brushing a strand of her long auburn hair behind her ear. Her cheeks felt warmer than she wanted them to. He stood in front of her now, arms crossed, body humming with quiet tension. Watching.

“You’re going to break something one day, talking to women like that,” she said, her tone a little less sharp.

“I don’t break women,” he replied, tilting his head. “I strip away what’s no longer serving them.”

The words landed hard.

She took a step back. Then another. Not from fear—but from heat.

Zane caught it. He stepped forward, closing the gap again with that same effortless command. “You’re used to being untouchable,” he murmured. “But you walked in here to be handled.”

Her lips parted. “Handled?”

“Corrected. Controlled. Tested.”

A pause.

“Even punished… if necessary.”

Her thighs clenched beneath her slacks.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
H&a@uﬂrm ;

BDSM TFI\}TATION





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

Preface





		

Chapter 1: The Way She Bends





		

Chapter 2: No Lace, No Lies





		

Chapter 3: The Rules You Crave





		

Chapter 4: Submission Without Safe Words





		

Chapter 5: Ruined While Making Dinner





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













