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Hannah, the stunning young heiress turned CEO, ruled her company with the imperious grace of a queen. Pampered from childhood, she had inherited her father’s empire and now commanded it with an iron will. Her beauty was matched only by her ferocity—her sharp tongue could cut through anyone who dared displease her. In the office, her presence silenced every whisper, her piercing gaze enough to make even the boldest employee avert their eyes.

Her latest target was Isaac, a diligent but unremarkable sales manager. Ten years of loyalty had earned him his position, but three consecutive months of missed targets had landed him in Hannah’s crosshairs. The office fell into a tense hush as she stormed in, her heels clicking ominously against the polished floor. Isaac, trembling, felt the weight of her fury before she even spoke. With a flick of her wrist, she flung the performance report onto his desk, her voice dripping with disdain. “Useless!”

Isaac’s face flushed crimson, his throat too tight to respond. His colleagues buried themselves in their work, desperate to avoid her wrath. Hannah’s lips curled into a cold smirk. “Get to my office. Now.” Without another word, she turned and strode away, her silhouette commanding and untouchable.

Isaac, shaking, followed her like a condemned man. Inside the executive suite, Hannah lounged in her chair, her posture regal as she fixed him with a stare that could shatter glass. “Don’t bother explaining,” she snapped. “Pack your things and get out.”

Isaac’s heart sank. “Hannah, please,” he pleaded, his voice cracking. “Give me one more chance. Ten years I’ve given this company, and now—what am I supposed to do? I have no other skills. I won’t find another job like this.”

Hannah’s laugh was sharp, cutting. “A chance? You’ve had plenty. You can’t even meet basic targets. You’re less useful than a dog—at least a dog might amuse me. Get out.”

Tears welled in Isaac’s eyes as he begged, “Please, Hannah. I’ve been loyal all these years. One more chance, I’m begging you.”

Her eyes gleamed with something dangerous, a spark of amusement. She leaned back, crossing one long leg over the other, her skirt riding up slightly. “Begging, are you?” she purred, her voice low and taunting.

Isaac, desperate, dropped to his knees. “Please, Hannah. I’m begging.”

The sight of him groveling at her feet sent a thrill through her. It was intoxicating, this power, this absolute control. A wicked idea bloomed in her mind, dark and delicious. “Fine,” she said, her tone deceptively soft. “I’ll give you a chance to stay. You can keep your job, maybe even climb higher—if you’re willing to work for it. But it won’t be easy.”

Isaac’s face lit up with desperate hope. “Thank you, Hannah! Thank you!”

She smirked, savoring his gratitude. “If you can’t sell, you’ll have to prove your worth another way. Be my dog. Keep me entertained, and maybe one day you’ll be deputy director. You’re so loyal, aren’t you? Shouldn’t be hard.” Her laughter was cruel, mocking.
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