
	

	Maya Wilson sat in her corner office, staring blankly at the latest marketing campaign results flashing on her computer screen. To the outside world, she was everything a successful career woman should be—poised, confident, and incredibly capable. She’d worked her way up to Marketing Executive at Griffin Enterprises in just four years, outpacing her peers with sheer determination and an unrelenting work ethic. But today, a hollow emptiness gnawed at her, as it often did during quiet moments like these.

	

	The truth was, beneath the perfectly tailored power suits and professional demeanor, Maya was exhausted. Her passion for work felt like a crutch to lean on rather than a goal she pursued wholeheartedly. And she knew why.

	

	It had been three years since her relationship with Ethan ended, yet the scars of that toxic romance still lingered. Ethan had been charming, affectionate, and attentive when they first met. He’d known exactly how to draw her in, showering her with love and attention—until he didn’t. Slowly, insidiously, he’d begun to change. Maya still remembered the sickening feeling of realizing she’d lost herself somewhere between his compliments and criticisms, his promises and betrayals. Ethan had manipulated her, made her feel small and incapable, until she’d barely recognized the woman she’d become.

	

	When she’d finally broken free, vowing never to let any man have that kind of power over her again, Maya threw herself into work with a single-minded focus. She became the woman she was now—guarded, self-sufficient, and unwilling to let anyone close enough to hurt her.

	

	Still, there were nights when loneliness seeped through her defenses, and she longed for more than just a successful career. She wanted excitement, thrill, and the kind of passion that burned so hot it couldn’t be tamed. But she also wanted control. She would never again be at the mercy of someone else’s whims or desires.

	

	Her phone buzzed on the desk, and she blinked away the memories. The name “Ava” lit up the screen, bringing a smile to her face. Ava, her wild and free-spirited best friend, was a welcome distraction.

	

	“Hey, gorgeous,” Maya greeted as she answered.

	

	“Hey yourself,” Ava replied, her voice bubbling with excitement. “What are you doing right now?”

	

	“Drowning in marketing stats and wondering what my life has come to,” Maya joked, though a hint of truth lingered beneath her words.

	

	“Well, put down your stats and come meet me, Selena, and Talia at our usual place. We have wine, gossip, and plans for a very interesting evening.”

	

	“What kind of plans?” Maya asked, curiosity piqued.

	

	“The kind that will make you forget about stats and maybe even make you feel alive for once. Just come, okay?”

	

	Maya hesitated. She wasn’t in the mood for forced laughter and meaningless conversation, but the idea of sitting alone in her apartment sounded even less appealing. Besides, with her friends, there was always a chance of something unexpected.

	

	“Okay, okay. I’m on my way.”

	

	

	Maya stepped into the familiar warmth of Boudreaux’s, a cozy little wine bar the four friends had frequented since their college days. The soft hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses provided a comforting background as she spotted Ava, Selena, and Talia in their usual corner booth.

	

	Ava’s fiery red hair was impossible to miss, and she waved enthusiastically as Maya approached. Talia, calm and poised as always, smiled in greeting, while Selena’s dark, smoldering eyes twinkled mischievously above the rim of her wine glass.

	

	“Finally!” Ava exclaimed, pulling Maya into a quick hug. “We were beginning to think you’d ditched us for your stats.”

	

	“I almost did,” Maya teased, slipping into the seat next to Talia. “So, what’s this about an interesting evening?”

	

	Ava exchanged a glance with Selena and Talia before grinning wickedly. “We’ve been talking, and we think it’s time to spice things up a little. Our lives are becoming way too predictable, and I, for one, am sick of it.”

	

	“Spice things up how?” Maya asked, raising an eyebrow.

	

	“By making a pact,” Selena interjected smoothly, leaning forward with her usual intensity. “We’ve all been dancing around certain... boundaries in our personal lives. Boundaries that are self-imposed. It’s time to push past them.”

	

	Maya looked at each of her friends in turn. Ava, the vivacious artist who never seemed to take life too seriously, had a habit of sabotaging her own relationships. Selena, the fiercely independent lawyer, always kept potential partners at arm’s length. And Talia, sweet and nurturing, was stuck in a cycle of going back to a guy who didn’t deserve her.

	

	“And what exactly does this pact involve?” Maya asked, voice tinged with intrigue.

	

	“We each pick one person who’s off-limits, who we’ve been avoiding or ignoring our feelings for,” Ava explained. “And we seduce them.”

	

	Maya’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re serious?”

	

	“Deadly,” Ava confirmed. “I mean, think about it. When’s the last time you did something truly exciting, Maya? Something that made you feel alive?”

	

	Maya opened her mouth to respond but found herself at a loss for words. Ava wasn’t wrong. Her life had become predictable and boring, confined to the office and a few weekend get-togethers with friends. The idea of doing something thrilling, even a little reckless, sent a rush of adrenaline through her veins.

	

	“But what’s the point?” Talia asked hesitantly. “What if things go wrong? We could get hurt.”

	

	“Or we could finally break free from the boxes we’ve put ourselves in,” Selena countered. “This isn’t about finding love or making a relationship work. It’s about reclaiming our power, taking control of our desires, and proving to ourselves that we can handle whatever comes our way.”

	

	Maya considered Selena’s words, her heart beating a little faster. Reclaiming power. That was something she could get behind. She’d let Ethan control her once, but she was different now. Stronger. No man could shake her.

	

	“So, who would you choose, Maya?” Ava asked, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

	

	Maya thought for a moment. Her mind flitted through potential candidates before settling on the one person she’d always considered strictly off-limits. Her pulse quickened as she spoke his name.

	

	“Landon Griffin.”

	

	The effect was immediate. All three friends gaped at her in shock.

	

	“Your boss?” Talia gasped. “Maya, that’s—”

	

	“Completely insane,” Selena interrupted, eyes wide with disbelief. “He’s—what? Fifteen years older than you? And he’s your boss, Maya. There’s a whole list of reasons why you should stay away from him.”

	

	“I know,” Maya admitted, a small smile playing on her lips. “But that’s what makes it perfect, isn’t it? Landon’s the one man I’ve always told myself I couldn’t have. He’s powerful, controlled, and... unattainable. But I want to know what it would be like to be the one to break through that control.”

