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Chapter 1: The Executive and the Icon

	 

	The tablet shattered against the ivory marble wall, sending shards of glass across the plush carpet of the Emerald Crest Luxury Suites. Jermaine Little did not even blink at the destruction. His eyes, a piercing and icy blue, were locked onto Michelle Hall with a ferocity that made the air in the penthouse feel heavy and thin. 

"I am not signing a confession for something I did not do, Michelle," Jermaine growled, his voice a low, dangerous rumble that vibrated through the floorboards. He took a predatory step toward her, his massive six foot five frame casting a long shadow over her. His white linen shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing the hard, muscular planes of a chest that had been forged through years of elite athleticism. 

Michelle stood her ground, though every instinct told her to step back. She was the best PR executive in the city, and she had built her career on being the one person who could stay cool when the world was on fire. Her dark, mahogany skin glowed under the recessed lighting of the suite, and she adjusted her blazer with a steady hand. 

"It is not a confession, Jermaine. It is a statement of regret," Michelle countered, her voice smooth and professional despite the way her heart hammered against her ribs. "The sponsors do not care about the truth. They care about the stock price. If you do not play ball with the media, you will lose the campaign, the endorsements, and quite possibly your spot on the roster."

Jermaine was in her space before she could draw her next breath. He did not stop until his chest was inches from her face, the scent of expensive bourbon and raw, masculine heat enveloping her. He was a mountain of a man, his skin pale and flushed with the heat of his anger. He looked down at her, his jaw set in a hard, stubborn line. 

"I do not play ball with anyone but my teammates, and I certainly do not take orders from a woman who thinks she can manage me like a budget sheet," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper that felt like a caress and a threat all at once. He reached out, his large, calloused hand gripping the back of the velvet chair she was standing next to, effectively pinning her between his body and the furniture. 

"I am not here to manage you, Jermaine. I am here to save you from yourself," Michelle said, looking up at him. The sheer physical presence of the man was overwhelming. He was dominant, assertive, and entirely unapologetic about the space he occupied. 

Jermaine’s eyes softened, but the intensity did not fade. It shifted from anger into something far more primal. He reached out, his thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip. The contact was electric, a jolt of pure fire that raced down Michelle’s spine. 

"You think you can save me?" Jermaine asked, his gaze dropping to her mouth. "You are so focused on your schedules and your scripts that you have forgotten what it is like to actually feel something, Michelle. You want control? You have no idea what real control looks like."

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her ear. "I saw the way Chadwick West was looking at you in the lobby. He thinks because he is a rival on the field, he can move in on what is mine off it. He is mistaken. I do not let anyone touch what belongs to me."

Michelle’s breath hitched. "I do not belong to you, Jermaine. This is a professional arrangement."

"That is where you are wrong," he murmured, his hand moving from the chair to the small of her back, pulling her firmly against the hard contours of his body. The strength in his arms was undeniable, a silent promise of protection and possession. "From the moment you walked into this suite, you became mine to deal with. And I have decided that I am done talking about the press."

He pulled away just enough to look her in the eyes, his expression one of raw, undeniable passion. "We are going to do things my way tonight. No schedules. No scripts. Just me and you."

Before she could protest, his mouth was on hers. It was not a question; it was a conquest. He kissed her with an assertion that demanded surrender, his tongue sweeping into her mouth to claim her. Michelle felt her professional boundaries crumbling, her hands reaching up to grip the fabric of his shirt as she was swept off her feet by the sheer force of his desire. 

Jermaine lifted her easily, as if she weighed nothing at all, and sat her on the edge of the mahogany desk. He stepped between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs, his touch possessive and demanding. 

"You have been in control for too long, Michelle," he whispered against her skin, his lips moving down to the sensitive curve of her neck. "It is time you learned how good it feels to let go. It is time you learned what it means to be cherished by a man who will stop at nothing to have you."

As he pressed her back against the desk, the scattered papers of his PR strategy falling to the floor, Michelle realized that she had met her match. Jermaine Little was not a man to be managed. He was a man to be experienced, and for the first time in her life, she was more than willing to surrender to the fire.

	 


Chapter 2: Emerald Crest Arrival

	 

	The sharp, insistent vibration of the cell phone on the mahogany desk shattered the heavy silence of the Emerald Crest penthouse. Michelle Hall gasped, her breath hitching as the sudden noise broke the trance Jermaine Little had woven around her. Jermaine did not flinch. His large, powerful hands remained firmly planted on her thighs, his pale fingers digging into the rich, dark skin of her legs as he held her pinned to the edge of the desk.

"Ignore it," Jermaine commanded, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through Michelle's entire body. 

"It is my work phone, Jermaine," Michelle managed to whisper, though her heart was hammering against her ribs for an entirely different reason. "Only Michael Stallion has this number for emergencies."

Jermaine’s eyes, cold and piercing, narrowed as he glanced at the glowing screen. The name Michael Stallion was indeed flashing. With a grunt of annoyance, Jermaine reached out, grabbed the phone, and swiped it open, putting it on speaker without letting go of Michelle.

"This had better be life - altering, Michael," Jermaine growled.

"It is worse," Michael Stallion's voice crackled through the line, sounding panicked. "Chadwick West just went to the league office with a formal demand. He is claiming that the incident at the club last night resulted in a career - ending injury, and he is filing a forty - million - dollar lawsuit against you personally. He wants your suspension effective immediately, Jermaine. The commissioner is already calling a press conference."

The air in the room seemed to freeze. Michelle felt the blood drain from her face. A forty - million - dollar lawsuit and a suspension would not just tarnish Jermaine’s image; it would void his record - breaking contract. This was the catalyst that could destroy everything they were trying to build.

Jermaine’s grip on Michelle’s thighs tightened, but his expression remained a mask of iron. He didn't look at the phone; he looked directly into Michelle's eyes. 

"Let them talk," Jermaine said into the phone, his voice devoid of fear. "Tell the commissioner I will be at the gala tonight. If Chadwick West wants a war, he can come find me there. I am busy right now, Michael."

He ended the call with a blunt tap and tossed the phone onto a pile of discarded PR strategies. 

"Jermaine, we have to handle this," Michelle said, her professional instincts fighting to resurface. "Chadwick West is dangerous. He is a rival who knows exactly how to manipulate the media. If we don't respond - "

"I said I am busy," Jermaine interrupted, his dominance absolute. He stepped closer, forcing Michelle to arch her back against the desk. "You are my PR executive, Michelle, but more importantly, you are here with me. I do not let other men dictate my schedule, and I certainly do not let them interrupt when I am claiming what is mine."

The sheer arrogance of his words sent a thrill of heat through Michelle's veins. She should have been reaching for her laptop, drafting a statement, or calling her contacts at the networks. Instead, she found herself staring up at the man who seemed completely unbothered by a threat that would have broken anyone else. 

Jermaine’s hands moved with deliberate, possessive intent. He reached for the buttons of her silk blouse, his movements swift and assertive. Michelle felt the cool air of the penthouse hit her skin as he peeled the fabric back, revealing her lace bra. His eyes darkened as they swept over her smooth, obsidian skin, his admiration raw and undeniable.

"You worry about the world too much, Michelle," he murmured, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. "Tonight, the only world that matters is inside these walls. I am the one in control here. Not the league, not Michael Stallion, and certainly not Chadwick West."

He leaned down, his lips trailing fire along her collarbone. Michelle’s head fell back, her fingers tangling in his hair. She felt her control slipping away, replaced by a desperate, mounting need. Jermaine was a force of nature, a man who took what he wanted without apology.

He moved with a sudden, powerful grace, unbuckling his belt and discarding his own shirt to reveal a chest of hard, sculpted muscle. He looked every bit the elite athlete, a warrior prepared for battle, yet his focus remained entirely on the woman trembling beneath him. 

"I want to see everything," he whispered, his voice thick with desire. 

He didn't wait for her consent; he took it. He lifted her from the desk, his strength effortless as he carried her toward the floor - to - ceiling windows overlooking the city. The lights of the skyline twinkled behind them, but the only heat in the room came from their joined bodies. 

Jermaine lowered her onto the plush, velvet sofa, his body hovering over hers. He stripped away the rest of her professional attire with a focused intensity, leaving her exposed and vulnerable to his gaze. 

"You are beautiful," he said, his hand tracing the curve of her hip. "And you are mine. Remember that when we face them tonight. No one touches you. No one speaks to you without my leave."

Michelle couldn't find the words to argue. The dominance in his voice, the protective fire in his eyes, it was a level of devotion she had never experienced. As he lowered himself between her legs, his touch demanding and expert, Michelle realized that she wasn't just managing a superstar. She was surrendering to a king.

The physical connection was explosive. Jermaine moved with a primal, aggressive rhythm, his body a heavy weight that anchored Michelle to the moment. Every thrust was a declaration of ownership, every kiss a seal of protection. Michelle cried out, her voice echoing in the vast penthouse as she felt her defenses shatter completely. She was no longer the woman in control; she was the woman cherished by a man who would burn the world down to keep her.

As the climax took them both, Jermaine held her tight, his heart beating a frantic tattoo against her chest. Even in the aftermath, he did not pull away. He stayed wrapped around her, his presence a fortress.

"The gala starts in three hours," Jermaine said quietly, his lips brushing her temple. "We will go together. And when Chadwick West sees you on my arm, he will realize he has already lost."

Michelle nodded, her head resting on his shoulder. The threat of the lawsuit still loomed, and the scandal was likely spreading like wildfire, but for the first time in her career, she wasn't afraid. She was under the protection of Jermaine Little, and that was the only power she needed.

	 


Chapter 3: Rules of Engagement

	 

	I had spent a decade building a fortress around my heart and my reputation, but in the span of a few hours, Jermaine Little had dismantled every brick. There was no going back to the woman I was before he touched me. The Michelle Hall who lived by spreadsheets and press releases died the moment I let him claim me on that silk - covered bed. I felt a cold shiver of anxiety trace down my spine as I stared at my reflection in the gilded mirror of the Emerald Crest penthouse. The professional mask was cracked, replaced by the flushed, swollen - lipped look of a woman who had been thoroughly possessed. The unknown lay ahead of me like a dark, hungry ocean, and I was diving in without a life vest. I was terrified of the public scrutiny, of the cameras, and of the way my own body betrayed my logic the second he walked into the room.

Jermaine appeared behind me, his massive frame blotting out the light. He was dressed in a bespoke charcoal suit that hugged his broad shoulders and emphasized his powerful, athletic build. His blue eyes caught mine in the mirror, sharp and predatory. He didn't just look at me; he looked through me, seeing every secret I tried to hide.

"You are overthinking it again," Jermaine rumbled, his voice a low, vibrating force that settled deep in my belly. He placed his large, warm hands on my waist, his fingers digging slightly into the soft flesh of my hips. "The world doesn't matter, Michelle. Only what happens between us matters."

"They are going to tear us apart," I whispered, my voice trembling. "The PR nightmare, the lawsuits - I have never been the story, Jermaine. I have always been the person who controls the story. Stepping out there with you tonight... it changes everything. I can't go back to being just an executive."

"You were never just an executive to me," he said, turning me around to face him. He hooked a finger under my chin, forcing me to look up at him. "You are my woman. And if anyone has a problem with that, they can take it up with me. I don't follow rules, Michelle. I make them. And my first rule is that you belong at my side."

He leaned down, his mouth crashing onto mine with a dominance that left me breathless. It wasn't a request; it was a demand. His tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of mint and raw desire, claiming me all over again. I felt my knees weaken, my hands clutching at the lapels of his expensive jacket. The sheer power he radiated was intoxicating, a drug that made me forget the risks. He pulled back just an inch, his thumb grazing my lower lip.

"I saw Chadwick West in the lobby earlier," he said, his tone darkening. "He thinks he can get in my head by talking about you. He thinks you are a weakness he can exploit."

The mention of Chadwick West made my blood run cold. Chadwick was a rival who had been looking for a way to topple Jermaine from his throne for years. "What did he say?"

"It doesn't matter what he said," Jermaine growled, his grip tightening. "What matters is what he is going to see. He is going to see that you are under my protection. I am going to mark you so clearly that no man will ever dare to look at you with anything but respect."

He spun me back around toward the mirror and reached for the diamond necklace resting on the vanity. As he fastened it around my neck, his cold fingers brushed against the heated skin of my throat. He leaned down, biting the sensitive cord of my neck, making me gasp. I could feel the hard length of him pressing against my backside, a reminder of the passion we had just shared.

"We are going to that gala, and you are going to hold your head high," Jermaine commanded. "The old Michelle Hall stayed behind the scenes. My Michelle Hall stands in the spotlight. There is no turning back, baby. You are in my world now."

The finality in his voice sent a wave of heat through me. The fear was still there, a sharp, biting thing, but it was being eclipsed by a primal need to be seen as his. I watched in the mirror as he slid his hand down the front of my gown, his palm cupping my breast through the thin fabric. He squeezed, his eyes locked on mine, asserting his ownership in the most carnal way possible.

"Tell me you understand," he urged, his breath hot against my ear.

"I understand," I breathed, my head falling back against his shoulder. "I'm yours, Jermaine."

"Good. Because once we walk through those doors, everyone will know it. Chadwick West, the press, the league - they will all see that I have found the one thing I'm never letting go of."

He led me toward the elevator, his hand firm on the small of my back. As the gold doors slid shut, sealing us in the private car, I realized the old life was truly gone. The safety of my professional boundaries had been incinerated by the man standing next to me. I was stepping into a storm, but as I looked at Jermaine's focused, aggressive profile, I knew I would rather be in the eye of his hurricane than anywhere else in the world. The engagement had begun, and the rules were entirely his.

	 


Chapter 4: First Impressions at the Penthouse

	 

	The gold doors of the private elevator slid open with a hushed, expensive chime, revealing the inner sanctum of the Emerald Crest Luxury Suites. This was not merely a residence - it was a cathedral of glass, steel, and unbridled masculine power. The air in the penthouse was heavy with the scent of sandalwood, aged bourbon, and the underlying pheromones of a man who owned everything he surveyed. Floor - to - ceiling windows offered a dizzying view of the city skyline, but the sprawling lights of the metropolis felt small compared to the presence of the man standing in the center of the room.

Jermaine Little stood with his back to me, his massive frame silhouetted against the dark blue of the evening sky. He was still wearing his training gear, the thin fabric stretched tight across his broad shoulders and the powerful swell of his back. Even in repose, he looked like a predator. I had spent years managing the egos of professional athletes, but standing in Jermaine’s shadow, my professional composure began to fray at the edges.

"You like the view, Michelle?" he asked, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to vibrate through the soles of my feet.

He turned slowly, and the sheer intensity of his gaze made my breath hitch. Jermaine was a force of nature. His fair skin was flushed from a late workout, and his light eyes burned with a focused, aggressive hunger that had nothing to do with football. He didn't look at me like a client looking at a public relations executive. He looked at me like a man who had finally cornered something he had been hunting for a long time.

"It is impressive," I said, forcing my voice to remain steady as I clutched my tablet to my chest. "But we have a schedule to keep, Jermaine. The tabloid reports regarding you and the incident with Chadwick West are gaining traction. We need to draft a statement and - "

"The schedule is dead," Jermaine interrupted, his voice dropping an octave as he began to walk toward me. His strides were long and predatory, narrowing the space between us until I was forced to look up, my neck straining to maintain eye contact. "I did not bring you up here to talk about Chadwick West or the press. I brought you here because I wanted you in my space. My territory."

I tried to take a step back, but my heels caught on the plush edge of a white tiger - skin rug. Before I could stumble, Jermaine’s hand shot out, his fingers wrapping around my waist with the force of an iron band. He pulled me forward, slamming my body against the hard, unyielding heat of his chest. I gasped, my mahogany skin contrasting sharply against the pale, calloused hand that now held me captive.

"Jermaine, this is unprofessional," I whispered, though the heat radiating from him was already melting my resolve. "I am here to protect your image."

"You are here because I decided you belonged to me the moment you walked into that press conference," he growled, his other hand coming up to cup my jaw. His thumb traced the line of my lower lip, his touch heavy and possessive. "I don’t care about the image, Michelle. I care about the way you look at me when you think I’m not watching. I care about the fact that you’re trembling in my arms right now."

He leaned down, his face inches from mine. The dominance rolling off him was intoxicating, a raw display of alpha energy that bypassed my logic and went straight to my blood. He wasn't asking for my permission; he was asserting a fact.

"Chadwick West thinks he can get under my skin by mentioning you," Jermaine murmured, his breath hot against my cheek. "He thinks he can talk about you like you’re just another girl on the sidelines. I’m going to make sure he, and everyone else, understands that you are under my protection. You are mine to provide for. Mine to cherish. And mine to command."

His hand slid down from my waist, his palm cupping the curve of my rear through my silk skirt. He squeezed firmly, a carnal gesture of ownership that made a low moan escape my throat. The professional executive who prided herself on control was disappearing, replaced by a woman who desperately wanted to surrender to the powerful man holding her.

"Tell me you understand the rules in this house, Michelle," he commanded, his eyes locking onto mine with a terrifying intensity.

"I... I understand," I breathed, my hands sliding up his chest to bunch the fabric of his shirt.

"Good," he said, a dark, satisfied smile touching his lips. He leaned in, his mouth claiming mine in a kiss that was less of an invitation and more of a conquest. It was deep, hungry, and tasted of fire. As his tongue swept into my mouth, marking me as his own, I realized that my life of order and boundaries was over. I had entered Jermaine Little’s world, and in his world, there was only one rule: total devotion to him.

He pulled back just an inch, his eyes dark with a raw, undeniable passion. "Tonight, the PR firm doesn't exist. Tonight, you are just my woman. And I’m going to spend every second making sure you never forget it."

He swept me off my feet, his powerful arms lifting me as if I weighed nothing, and began to carry me toward the master suite. The city lights blurred outside the windows, but all I could see was the man who had claimed my soul with a single look. The penthouse was no longer a suite - it was the beginning of my surrender.

	 


Chapter 5: The Quarterback's Gaze

	 

	The door to the penthouse suite swung open, and I marched inside, my heels clicking a sharp, rhythmic tempo against the polished marble floor. I did not have time for the games Darnell Rihanna had warned me about. I was here to save a career, not to be toyed with by a man who thought the world revolved around his arm. I clutched my leather briefcase to my side, my jaw set in a firm line.

"Mr. Little, we have a three o - clock press briefing that you are currently missing," I called out, my voice echoing through the vast, open space of the Emerald Crest.

I turned the corner into the main living area and stopped dead. Jermaine Little was not dressed for a press conference. He was standing by the floor - to - ceiling windows, shirtless, his dark skin glistening under the recessed lighting. His back was a map of raw power, muscles rippling as he looked out over the city. When he turned, his gaze was like a physical weight, pinning me to the spot. He was massive, a mountain of a man with shoulders that seemed to span the width of the room.

"You must be Michelle," he said. He did not move to put on a shirt. He did not offer an apology. He simply looked at me, his dark eyes tracing the line of my throat and the fit of my tailored suit with a predatory intensity.

"I am. And you are thirty minutes behind schedule," I replied, forcing myself to maintain eye contact. I reached into my briefcase, pulling out the revised media strategy. "We need to go over the talking points regarding the incident at the club. The sponsors are already breathing down my neck, and if we don't - "

He was across the room before I could finish my sentence. His movement was fluid, assertive, and entirely too fast for a man of his size. He stopped inches from me, his heat radiating off his bare chest in waves. I could smell the faint scent of expensive sandalwood and the raw, masculine musk of a man who had just finished a workout.

"The sponsors can wait," Jermaine growled, his voice a deep, gravelly rumble that vibrated in my very marrow. He reached out, his large hand moving to tuck a loose blonde strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers lingered, grazing the sensitive skin of my neck. "I don't take orders from people who can't even look me in the eye without trembling, Michelle."

"I am not trembling," I lied, though my breath hitched as his thumb traced the line of my jaw. My heart was thundering against my ribs, a wild bird trapped in a cage.

"Your heart says otherwise," he countered, a dark, satisfied smile touching his lips. He leaned in, his mouth inches from mine, his breath warm against my skin. "You think you can fix me? You think you can put a leash on me and tell me where to bark?"

"I am here to manage your public image, Jermaine. Nothing more."

He laughed, a low, dangerous sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Then you’ve already lost. Because the moment you walked through that door, I stopped thinking about the public. I started thinking about how much I want to see that professional mask of yours shatter. I want to see what's underneath all this ice."

He took the folder from my hand and dropped it onto the floor without looking away from me. The papers scattered like fallen leaves, but I couldn't bring myself to look down. His presence was overwhelming, a force of nature that demanded total surrender. He was a king in his castle, and I had just walked right into his throne room.

"You’re staying for dinner," he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. "And we aren't talking about football or your precious schedules."

"I have a schedule to keep, Jermaine. I have a reputation - "

"The schedule is mine now," Jermaine interrupted, stepping even closer until I was backed against the cold surface of a marble pillar. He placed his heavy hands on either side of my head, trapping me within his reach. The power in his arms was evident, the veins bulging slightly under his dark skin. "I’m the one calling the plays here. You’re going to learn very quickly that when I want something, I take it. And right now, Michelle Hall, I want you."

The dominance in his eyes was intoxicating. I had spent my entire career in control, managing every variable and every ego, but as Jermaine Little looked down at me, I felt the thrill of finally meeting a man who couldn't be managed. He was assertive, aggressive, and utterly confident in his claim.

He leaned in, his mouth claiming mine in a kiss that was less of an invitation and more of a conquest. It was deep, hungry, and tasted of fire. As his tongue swept into my mouth, marking me as his own, I felt my knees go weak. I reached out to bunch the fabric of his discarded shirt on the table, my fingers searching for purchase. I realized then that my life of order and boundaries was over. I had entered Jermaine Little’s world, and in his world, there was only one rule: total devotion to him.

He pulled back just an inch, his eyes dark with a raw, undeniable passion that made my skin flush. "Tonight, the PR firm doesn't exist. Tonight, you are just my woman. And I’m going to spend every second making sure you never forget it."

He swept me off my feet, his powerful arms lifting me as if I weighed nothing, and began to carry me toward the master suite. The city lights blurred outside the windows, but all I could see was the man who had claimed my soul with a single look. The penthouse was no longer just a suite - it was the beginning of my surrender to a man who would never let me go.

	 


Chapter 6: Damage Control and Desires

	 

	I stood in the center of the master suite, my breath still coming in shallow, jagged hitches. The scent of Jermaine Little - a heady mix of expensive cologne, raw masculine sweat, and the crisp air of the football field - seemed to cling to the very walls of the Emerald Crest Luxury Suites. I was Michelle Hall, the woman who never broke, the woman who handled the most volatile personalities in the league without ever losing my cool. But as I stared at the plush carpet beneath my heels, I realized that Jermaine wasn't just another client. He was a force of nature, and I had just let him breach my every defense.

He was dangerous to everything I had built. My career was predicated on my objectivity, on my ability to remain the calm center of a media storm. Jermaine was the storm itself. He didn't want a publicist; he wanted a woman to claim, and he didn't care if he had to tear down my professional boundaries to get me there. My heart hammered against my ribs, a traitorous rhythm that demanded I go back to him, that I succumb to the raw power he radiated.

The tabloids were already screaming about his latest confrontation at a nightclub, and the endorsement deals with companies like those run by Morgan White were hanging by a thread. My job was to silence the noise, to make the world see the MVP and not the rebel. But how could I control a man who looked at me with such primal hunger? How could I manage his image when all I could think about was the way his large, powerful hands had felt when he swept me off my feet?

I heard the heavy tread of his footsteps before I saw him. Jermaine leaned against the doorframe, his massive frame nearly filling the space. He had discarded his jacket, and the white silk of his shirt strained against the corded muscles of his chest and shoulders. His blue eyes, sharp and predatory, tracked the rise and fall of my chest.

"You're overthinking again, Michelle," he said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated in the pit of my stomach. "I can see the gears turning. You're trying to figure out how to spin that kiss into a professional lapse. Don't bother."

"It was a lapse, Jermaine," I replied, though my voice lacked its usual steel. "We have a strategy to implement. Chadwick West is already talking to the press, claiming you're unstable. If we don't get ahead of the narrative, the board will pull your contract."

Jermaine moved with the predatory grace of a man half his size, closing the distance between us in two long strides. He didn't stop until he was deep in my personal space, his heat radiating off him in waves. He reached out, his thumb catching my chin and forcing me to look up at him.

"Let Chadwick West talk," Jermaine growled, his gaze dropping to my lips. "He's a bottom - feeder looking for a headline. I don't care about the narrative, Michelle. I care about the fact that when I touch you, you tremble. I care about the fact that you've been so focused on managing everyone else's life that you've forgotten how it feels to actually live your own."

"I am living my life," I whispered, though I felt my knees beginning to weaken under the intensity of his stare.

"No," he countered, his hand moving from my chin to the back of my neck, his fingers tangling in my hair. "You're hiding. You think your rules and your schedules can protect you from what's happening between us. But I'm the one in control here, Michelle. I've always been the one in control."

He pulled me closer, his body a solid wall of muscle against mine. The sheer size of him was overwhelming, a reminder of the physical dominance he exerted on the field and the personal dominance he was now exerting on me. I should have pushed him away. I should have reminded him of the morality clause in his contract or the scandal that Jalen Lewis had warned us about. Instead, I reached up, my fingers digging into the hard muscle of his forearms.

"You're a liability," I breathed, even as I leaned into him.

"I'm the best thing that ever happened to you," Jermaine replied.

He didn't wait for an answer. He claimed my mouth again, his kiss even more assertive and demanding than the last. It wasn't a request; it was a conquest. His tongue swept into my mouth, tasting of the fine scotch he had been drinking and the raw desire that seemed to fuel his every move. I let out a low moan, my professional poise dissolving into a puddle of pure, unadulterated need.

Jermaine’s hands wandered downward, his palms flat against the small of my back as he pressed me firmly against his arousal. He was thick and hard, a physical testament to the effect I had on him. He broke the kiss, trailing his lips down the column of my throat to the sensitive spot just beneath my ear.

"You think you’re here to save my career," he murmured against my skin, his teeth grazing my earlobe. "But you’re really here because you belong to me. From the moment you walked into that meeting, you were mine. And I’m going to make sure you understand exactly what that means."

He turned me around, pressing my back against his chest as his hands moved to the buttons of my blazer. I watched in the mirror as he deftly undone them, his dark hands a stark contrast against the pale fabric. He worked with a terrifying efficiency, stripping away the armor of my profession until I was left in only my lace bra and skirt.

"Look at yourself, Michelle," he commanded, his voice dark and heavy with promise. "Look at how much you want this. Stop trying to manage me and start letting me take care of you."

I looked. I saw the flush on my cheeks, the way my dark skin glowed under the amber lights of the suite, and the way Jermaine looked behind me - a tall, powerful man who looked ready to devour me. The fear of losing control was still there, but it was being drowned out by a much more powerful urge. I wanted to surrender. I wanted to see what happened when I finally let go.

Jermaine’s hands moved to the zipper of my skirt, the sound of it sliding down a sharp contrast to the silence of the room. He let the garment fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my lingerie and heels. He stepped back for a moment, his eyes raking over my curves with a possessive pride that made my heart race.

"Perfect," he whispered. "You are absolutely perfect."

He picked me up then, his arms sliding under my thighs and back as he carried me toward the massive king - sized bed. He laid me down against the silk sheets, looming over me like a king claiming his prize.

"Tomorrow, we can worry about Chadwick West and the PR nightmares," Jermaine said, his voice dropping to a seductive silk. "But tonight, there is no damage control. There is only what I’m going to do to you."

As he moved to join me on the bed, his presence filling my vision and my senses, I realized he was right. The world outside the Emerald Crest didn't matter. The only thing that mattered was the man who had swept me off my feet and the delicious, terrifying surrender that was finally within my reach.

	 


Chapter 7: A Power Shift at the Suite

	 

	The weight of Jermaine Little was a physical manifestation of the power shift I had been fighting since the moment I signed his contract. As he settled between my thighs on the massive king - sized bed, the silk sheets felt cool against my back, a sharp contrast to the radiating heat of his large, muscular frame. The suite at the Emerald Crest was sprawling, a palace in the sky, yet with Jermaine hovering over me, the space felt impossibly small. There was no room for my professional masks or my carefully constructed schedules here. There was only the scent of his expensive cologne and the predatory hunger in his eyes.

"You spent the whole night trying to manage me, Michelle," Jermaine said, his voice a low, vibrating rumble that I felt in my chest. He braced his arms on either side of my head, pinning me into the mattress. "You tried to manage the press. You tried to manage Chadwick West. You even tried to manage how I was allowed to look at you."

I tried to pull air into my lungs, but my breath hitched as he leaned closer, his chest grazing the lace of my bra. "That is what you hired me for, Jermaine. To keep things under control."

He let out a dark, mocking chuckle that sent a shiver down my spine. "The only thing under control tonight is you. I told you when we got here - the world outside doesn't exist. You are not leaving this suite until you understand exactly who is in charge."

The forced proximity was intoxicating. I was a woman who lived by the clock, by the demands of clients like Morgan White and the relentless cycle of the media, yet Jermaine had effectively locked the door on my reality. His skin, pale and taut over his powerful athletic frame, looked stark against the deep, rich mahogany of my own. He was a force of nature, a man used to getting what he wanted on the field and off it, and right now, his focus was entirely on my surrender.

His hand moved from the bed to my throat, not to hurt, but to possess. His thumb traced the line of my jaw, forcing me to meet his gaze. "I saw the way you looked at me when I handled West at the gala. You liked it. You liked knowing that I would crush anyone who dared to disrespect what belongs to me."

"I am not a possession," I whispered, though my voice lacked its usual executive iron.

"Tonight, you are," he countered, his dominance absolute. "Tonight, you are just Michelle. And I am the man who is going to make you forget everything but the way I feel inside you."

He didn't wait for a rebuttal. His mouth crashed down onto mine, a demanding, assertive kiss that tasted of wine and raw desire. It wasn't a request; it was a conquest. I felt my hands, which usually held a smartphone or a briefcase, reach up to grip his broad shoulders. The muscles there were like granite, a testament to the power he wielded. He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin near my collarbone.

"Jermaine," I gasped, my back arching off the silk.

"Say my name again," he commanded, his hand sliding down from my throat to cup my breast, squeezing firmly through the thin fabric. "I want to hear you admit that you want this. I want to hear you admit that you have been waiting for me to take this control away from you."

The truth was a heavy weight in my belly. For years, I had been the one making the calls, the one everyone turned to for answers. But with Jermaine, I didn't have to be the boss. I could just be a woman. I could let go.

"I want you," I confessed, the words tumbling out in a rush of heat. "Please, Jermaine. I want you."

A smirk played on his lips, one of possessive pride. He reached down, his fingers hooked into the waistband of my lace panties, and with one powerful tug, he moved them aside. He didn't strip me completely; he left my heels on, a reminder of the woman I was before he had brought me to this point of total vulnerability. 

He moved his hand between my legs, his fingers finding the slick, aching center of me. I let out a choked cry, my head tossing back against the pillows. He was relentless, his touch firm and knowledgeable, driving me toward a ledge I had never dared to approach.

"You are so tight," he groaned, his own composure finally beginning to crack under the strain of his lust. "So perfect for me."

He reached for the drawer of the nightstand, and a moment later, he was ready. He positioned himself at my entrance, his eyes locked onto mine, ensuring I was watching as he claimed me.

"Look at me, Michelle," he said, his voice dropping to a gravelly command. "I want you to see exactly who is doing this to you."

As he pushed forward, I felt a sharp, sudden bloom of pressure. I gasped, my fingers digging into his biceps. I had spent my life focused on my career, avoiding the complications of intimacy, saving myself for a moment I wasn't sure would ever come. But Jermaine was taking that choice, taking that part of me, and making it his.

He paused for a heartbeat, his face etched with a mixture of surprise and intense devotion. "Michelle," he whispered, his voice softening just a fraction. "You never told me."

"I - " I started, but he cut me off with a deep, lingering kiss.

"It doesn't matter," he said, his tone returning to that dominant, possessive rumble. "It just means you really are mine now. Every bit of you."

He began to move, his strokes long and deliberate, filling me completely. Each thrust was a reminder of his strength, of the way he had swept me off my feet and into his world. The suite was silent except for the sound of our breathing and the rhythmic creak of the bed. I felt myself shattering, the last of my professional armor falling away until there was nothing left but the raw, honest sensation of being loved by a man who refused to let me go.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting more of the delicious friction. Jermaine let out a low growl, his pace quickening as he drove us both toward the edge. He was a king claiming his prize, and as the climax finally tore through me, I realized that surrendering to him wasn't a defeat. It was the most powerful thing I had ever done.

He followed me moments later, his body tensing as he poured himself into me, his face buried in the crook of my neck. We stayed like that for a long time, tangled in the silk sheets of the Emerald Crest, the silence of the suite a sanctuary from the world outside. Jermaine Little had trapped me, but in his arms, I had never felt more free.

	 


Chapter 8: Michelle's Strict Schedule
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