
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


"To love is to want to be close when far away, and even closer when near."

Vinicius de Moraes
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Sarah

As she brushed her long, unruly red hair, Sarah cursed herself for not setting her alarm that morning. In truth, she never used that app on her phone—she wasn’t even sure if her device had that function. Her body always worked better than a Swiss watch. She avoided staying up late, maintained healthy habits, and exercised regularly. Waking up early, having a proper breakfast, and getting ready for work were all part of her morning routine, but today she would have to skip most of it if she wanted to arrive on time.

"Shit!" she cursed when she looked at herself in the full-length mirror behind the bathroom door. "I have to wear pants today."

Her ass was covered in red and purple marks. The bruises extended halfway down her thighs, along with fading rope marks that still wouldn’t go unnoticed. Turning to face the mirror, she realized her breasts looked even worse—bruised, marked by ropes, with hickeys and even bite marks. She ran her thumb over her nipples, now hypersensitive, and a soft shiver traveled through her entire body. Sarah had no idea how she would survive wearing a bra all day. 

"Wipe that damn smile off your face, you slut," she said to her reflection, before rushing to the closet to find something that could hide the evidence of last night’s sexual escapades. 

If anyone saw her like this, they might think she had suffered some kind of domestic abuse—which wasn’t true, since she didn’t even have a boyfriend. Sarah knew the victim was never to blame and that no man walked around with "abuser" written on his forehead. Because of that, she had always been careful about who she got involved with, leaving at the first sign of trouble. Besides, she didn’t have much time for relationships—her career occupied every top spot on her priority list. Even if she sometimes missed having someone by her side, she reminded herself that her career and everything she had built would always remain with her—unlike romantic relationships, which seemed increasingly fleeting these days.

Her phone showed she had only thirty minutes before her shift started at L&T Marketing. In the two years she had worked there, she had never been late—not even by a minute. On the contrary, she always tried to be the first to arrive and the last to leave. But today, of all days—the most important day of her career—she risked arriving late and tarnishing her spotless reputation. 

Holding her stiletto heels in her hand so she wouldn’t risk tripping, she ran to where she had parked her car the night before and got in quickly. She was ready to collect as many traffic tickets as necessary—she just needed to be as little late as possible. Today was crucial for Sarah’s career.

Since the day she joined the agency, she had aimed for the position of department director. She had the degree and experience for it, but when she was hired, she was placed in a lower position than the one she held at her previous company. That had frustrated her, but she chose to see it as a challenge. Her goal had always been to work at the biggest agency in the city, and now that she was in, she would work twice as hard if necessary—no matter what it took, she would reach the top. The place she knew she belonged.

As her car moved through the crowded streets of New York City, Sarah tried to focus on the road instead of the restless sensation between her legs. The vibration from the engine traveled through her sensitive, sore body. Her clit was fully awake—she wasn’t even sure it had rested—and it begged for attention. Her hardened nipples showed clearly through her white shirt, forcing her to button her blazer to hide them.

Even if she had time to deal with the "problem", Sarah knew only the dark-haired man with turquoise eyes she had spent the previous night with would truly satisfy her—or at least temporarily, since an entire night with him hadn’t been enough to quiet the desire threatening to consume her.

The red light stopped traffic, and Sarah allowed herself to drift back to the previous night—to the magnificent man she had shared a bed with. His body was lean, his back broad, his arms strong—something she had experienced firsthand while he brought the whip down on her ass. His voice was deep, his presence dominant, and Sarah had completely surrendered as his agile fingers tied her up, leaving her entirely at his mercy.

His eyes were a mesmerizing green, and she couldn’t stop looking into them as he thrust into her, making her cum over and over again. She hadn’t planned on ending up in a man’s bed the night before—but when desire hit that hard, she couldn’t control it. And that man had awakened the most primal lust she had ever felt.

A horn blared behind her, pulling her out of her thoughts. The light had turned green, and she was holding up traffic.

"Forget that man," she muttered to herself. "Focus on what matters right now."

Sarah arrived at the agency building only ten minutes late. She ran inside, still holding her shoes, only putting them on when she reached the elevator and pressed eight—the floor where she worked. 

When the doors opened, she walked with firm, determined steps toward the meeting room. She wanted to run, but her heels were so high they could practically be considered lethal. She always wore high heels to assert herself in professional environments. Being a woman already made it hard enough to be taken seriously—and it didn’t help that she was barely five foot two and constantly swallowed by crowds.

She opened the door slowly, hoping not to be noticed just this once. Everyone was standing with their backs to the entrance, focused on Mr. Pete’s speech, and no one paid attention to her—except Jocelyn, her best friend, who shot her a questioning look.

"This is a major campaign. There’s a lot of money on the line. I want sweat and blood put into it," Mr. Pete said. "You’ll form two teams, and each will present a project."

Sarah moved beside her friend to get a better view of the boss. Peterson Larson was a man of questionable character—she had always seen him as a sexist, outdated old man—but she couldn’t deny he was a marketing genius who had built the biggest agency in the city. 

"The first team will be led by Miss Jenkins—where is she?" Sarah stepped forward into his line of sight. "You’ll have full autonomy to build your team and run the project your way. You’re one of the few here who consistently delivers exceptional work, Sarah."

She thanked him politely. Getting praise from that man was rare. Looking around, she wondered who would lead the second team—she knew everyone there well, and none of them were competition for her.

"The second team will be special. My son, newly arrived from our Seattle branch, will lead it. Thomas, come here." 

Sarah froze.

A striking pair of turquoise eyes emerged from the crowd and moved to stand beside his father. The man who owned those eyes had fucked her senseless the night before—in every way, in every position. He had tied her up, whipped her, marked her body. And afterward, he had gently applied soothing gel, stroked her hair, and whispered how perfect she was.

She had felt like she recognized his eyes—but father and son shared the same shade of green, and she had never made the connection.

When their eyes met, Sarah took a deep breath, pressing her thighs together in a desperate attempt to calm the throbbing clit between them. She wanted him again. Wanted to be taken the way she had been the night before. Wanted to run her tongue over every thick vein of his cock, be restrained, used, consumed—and most of all, feel his lips on hers again. 

"You will both lead your respective teams. At the end of the deadline, there will be a presentation, and we’ll choose the winner," Mr. Pete continued. "The leader of the winning project will become the new Marketing Director of our agency." 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

[image: ]




[image: images.jpeg]

Thomas

The night before...

Thomas allowed himself a satisfied smile when the most beautiful redhead stepped in front of him. Not even in his best dreams could he have imagined that the woman he had been talking to for so long online would be this stunning in person.

"Hi," she said, her voice soft and shy.

Shy.

Thomas could hardly believe it. The lioness he had known through messages now carried a hint of timidity in her voice.

"It’s a pleasure to finally meet you," he said, standing to greet her.

He had made a reservation at his favorite restaurant in New York, requesting one of the private tables at the back—hidden behind folding screens—so he could finally meet GingerFox, the name she used on the app where they had met.

The SecretFY app was extremely exclusive. It couldn’t be easily found in app stores, and joining required an invitation—meant to filter out the merely curious and the wrong kind of perverts. Designed for BDSM enthusiasts, it allowed users to join chat rooms, create and consume content, and match with people who shared the same interests.

At first, Thomas hadn’t paid much attention to it. He had always preferred the old-fashioned face-to-face approach in both business and relationships. But when GingerFox messaged him, he found himself spending hours talking to her.

Neither of them used photos or real names—like most users—but the connection between them had been immediate. Their tastes aligned perfectly: he was Dom, she was submissive; he practiced shibari, she loved being tied up; he liked to strike, she liked to be struck.

"The pleasure is mine," she said, sitting where he gestured. "I’ve lived in this city my whole life and never knew this place existed."

Thomas couldn’t take his eyes off her. Just as her nickname suggested, she was a natural redhead. The light makeup she wore didn’t hide the freckles scattered across her cheeks, and her full lips were coated with a soft pink gloss.

"What is it?" she asked, noticing his stare.

"Nothing."

He sat across from her as the waiter poured white wine. While Sarah took a sip, Thomas studied her again. The freckles trailed down her neck and disappeared into the valley of her breasts, emphasized by the deep neckline of her satin red dress—awakening every one of his senses.

"Hmm," she murmured, taking another sip. "You really do have good taste in wine, Thomas."

Hearing his name on her lips was... intoxicating. Everything about that woman was. Saying appearance didn’t matter was hypocrisy—but it wasn’t everything either. The most beautiful person could become unbearable without personality.

But in her case, the gods had been generous—giving him a woman who was not only stunning, but fascinating.

"You were more talkative in chat," she teased. "Are you disappointed with what you found?"

"No," he answered immediately. "God, I couldn’t be happier."

Her cheeks flushed slightly, making her even more irresistible. Thomas wondered where the bold woman from the app had gone.

"Did you do what I asked?"

Her amber eyes sparkled as she bit her lip. The chemistry between them—at least online—had always been undeniable. Thomas had imagined this moment countless times. Meeting through a BDSM app, sinful thoughts were inevitable.

Their preferences matched perfectly—this meeting was just to confirm whether the physical chemistry would live up to it. But Thomas had already taken things a step further and made a bold request:

That she come to the date without panties.

"Of course," she replied with a smirk, leaning closer. "I told you—I’m a natural submissive. Even if you’re not my Dom."

"Not yet," he said, mirroring her posture, his tone a promise. 

They stared at each other intensely, their lips just inches apart. Her perfume—sweet and warm—filled his senses. He wanted to lay her across that table, bury his face in her curls, and fuck her right there—

The screen curtain shifted. The waiter returned with menus, forcing them apart.

"I’ll have the dish of the day," Thomas said without even looking.

"Same for me."

The waiter left again. Thomas had to admit—he was a little nervous. She was stunning, intelligent, and submissive. He felt the need to measure up.

"So," she began, "what brought you to New York?" 

"You."

She raised an eyebrow, amused.

"I’m serious," he continued. "I wasn’t excited about coming back. I had a whole life in Seattle. But when you told me you were from here... it helped."

Dinner went smoothly. Sarah ate with appetite—something he appreciated. Her curvy body made it hard for him to think about anything other than the sins he wanted to commit with her.

They barely talked about sex. She was intelligent, engaging—able to carry a conversation on anything.

"Did you come by taxi?" she asked while retrieving her coat.

"No. I actually live two blocks away." 

"Can I see your apartment?"

"Of course. Let’s go."

He agreed reluctantly. He had barely been in New York for a week, and his apartment was far from welcoming—almost sterile. White walls, no decoration. Just the basics: couch, fridge, bed, stove. He planned to ask his mother to decorate it.
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