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Chapter 1: The Code of Silence

	 

	Issa Stallion watched the red error text flash across the screen of the conference room monitor, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The lines of code she had spent months perfecting were dissolving into gibberish before her eyes.

"The entire architecture has been wiped," Malcolm Hall said, leaning back in his leather chair with a smug expression that made Issa - s blood boil. "I warned the board that putting a twenty - four - year - old in charge of the Prime Logistics expansion was a risky move. It looks like you finally hit the wrong button, Issa."

"I did not delete those files, Malcolm," Issa said, her voice shaking with a mix of fury and disbelief. "I have spent eighteen hours a day on this project. The security protocols were airtight. Someone had to manually bypass the firewall from an internal terminal."

"Perhaps you simply could not handle the pressure," Malcolm sneered, checking his gold watch. "The CEO will be here in three minutes to see the final presentation. I wonder how Jamie King will react when he finds out his golden girl has cost the company millions in lost data."

Issa felt a cold sweat prickle her skin. She had worked so hard to prove herself in the tech world, keeping her head down and her personal life non - existent. At twenty - four, her brilliance was undisputed, but her heart was still an untouched territory. She had never let a man get close enough to see the woman behind the CEO title, fearing it would make her look weak.

The heavy oak door to the boardroom swung open with a force that made the glass walls vibrate. Jamie King stepped inside, his presence immediately sucking the air out of the room. He was a man built with broad shoulders and an air of absolute command. His suit was tailored to perfection, hugging a physique that spoke of disciplined power. His gaze, sharp and piercing, landed on the chaotic screen before fixing on Malcolm Hall.

"That is enough, Malcolm," Jamie said. His voice was a deep, resonant rumble that sent a shiver straight down Issa - s spine.

"Jamie, I was just explaining to Issa that her negligence - " Malcolm started, standing up to meet his boss.

"I have already had my security team look at the server room logs from three a.m. today," Jamie interrupted, walking toward the head of the table. He did not even look at Malcolm as he passed. He stopped directly behind Issa, placing a heavy, warm hand on her shoulder. The heat of his palm through her silk blouse made her gasp softly. "I saw you using a master override, Malcolm. You were attempting to sabotage the most important project in this company - s history because you are threatened by a woman who is twice as smart as you will ever be."

Malcolm - s face went pale, his mouth hanging open. "I - I can explain - "

"You can explain it to the legal department," Jamie snapped. "Pack your things. You are finished at Prime Logistics. If I ever see your name on a payroll in this city again, I will buy that company just to fire you myself. Get out."

Malcolm scrambled out of the room without another word, leaving the heavy door to click shut behind him. Issa tried to stand up, her knees feeling like water, but Jamie - s hand remained on her shoulder, firm and unyielding.

"Stay seated, Issa," he commanded. It was not a request.

She looked up at him, her dark skin glowing under the recessed lighting of the boardroom. "Thank you, Jamie. I did not know how I was going to prove it was him. I thought my career was over."

Jamie moved around the table and leaned down, placing both hands on the arms of her chair, effectively pinning her in place. He smelled of expensive sandalwood and raw, masculine authority. He had had his eye on her since the moment she walked into the building for her initial interview, drawn to her fierce intelligence and the hidden vulnerability he sensed beneath her professional armor.

"Your career is just beginning," Jamie said, his voice dropping to a low, dangerous level. "But from now on, things are going to change. I am moving your office into the executive suite, right next to mine. You will work under my personal supervision."

Issa - s breath hitched. "My personal supervision? I - I don't understand."

Jamie - s gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. He saw the flicker of nervous innocence there. He knew she was a virgin, sensing the purity that most men in this industry were too blind to notice. He felt a primal urge to protect her, to claim her, and to be the only man who ever truly knew her.

"You have been so focused on these servers and these codes, Issa," Jamie said, his thumb reaching out to brush over her lower lip. The touch was light, but it made Issa - s entire body tingle with a sudden, sharp desire. "You have been hidden away for too long. It is time you let me take care of you."

"I am used to taking care of myself," Issa whispered, though she found herself leaning into his touch.

"Not anymore," Jamie told her, his eyes darkening. "I have watched you push yourself to the breaking point for this company. I have watched you ignore the way men look at you because you are too busy being the smartest person in the room. But I am not like those other men, Issa. When I see something I want, I take it."

He stood up straight, offering her his hand. It was a gesture of both protection and possession. Issa looked at his large, calloused hand and then up at his dominant, handsome face. She thought about the advice her best friend, Nia Shakur, had given her about finding a man who could actually handle her.

"Take my hand, Issa," Jamie said, his voice a soft command. "We are leaving. The data can be recovered tomorrow. Tonight, I am taking you to dinner, and I am going to show you exactly what you have been missing while you were busy conquering the world."

Issa reached out, her small hand disappearing inside his. As he pulled her to her feet and led her toward the door, she felt a strange, intoxicating sense of surrender. For the first time in her life, she did not have to be the one in charge. Jamie King had stepped in and claimed her, and as they walked through the halls of Prime Logistics, she knew her life would never be the same.

	 


Chapter 2: Midnight at Prime Logistics

	 

	The security terminal on Issa Stallion - s desk turned a violent, flashing red. A siren did not blare, but the silence of the empty office made the digital warning feel like a physical blow. ACCESS DENIED - ADMINISTRATIVE OVERRIDE - USER: MALCOLM HALL.

Issa - s fingers flew across the mechanical keyboard, her heart hammering against her ribs. Malcolm Hall was not just a rival executive; he was a vulture. He was trying to wipe the server for the Prime Logistics expansion project, her life - s work, before the board meeting tomorrow morning. He wanted her to fail so he could swoop in and claim the territory.

"No, no, no," Issa whispered, her dark eyes wide as she watched the progress bar of the deletion process. "He can - t do this."

A heavy hand landed on her shoulder, the heat of it seeping through her silk blouse. She jumped, spinning in her ergonomic chair to find Jamie King standing over her. He looked every bit the dominant force he was, his white button - down shirt unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms. He did not look like a man who had just finished a long day; he looked like a predator who had just found his target.

"Move," Jamie commanded. It was not a request.

Issa scrambled out of the way as Jamie took her seat. He did not look at her as his hands blurred across the keys. His jaw was set, a hard line of determination. "Malcolm Hall thinks he is smarter than he is. He forgot who owns the backbone of this network."

Issa watched him, breathless. She had spent years being the smartest person in the room, but Jamie King operated on a level of sheer, unadulterated authority that made her knees weak. Within seconds, the red screen vanished, replaced by a deep, calming blue. OVERRIDE SUCCESSFUL. ACCOUNT: MALCOLM HALL - SUSPENDED.

Jamie pushed the chair back and stood up, his height looming over her. The office was dim, lit only by the glowing monitors and the city lights of the skyline outside the floor - to - ceiling windows. 

"It is handled," Jamie said, his voice dropping an octave. "He will not be bothering you again, Issa. I have already sent the termination papers to legal. Malcolm Hall is a memory."

"Thank you, Jamie," Issa breathed, her chest heaving. "I did not know... I did not think he would go that far."

"Men like that cannot handle a woman with your brilliance," Jamie said, stepping closer until she was backed against the edge of the mahogany desk. "They try to break what they cannot control. But I am not like other men, Issa. I do not want to break you. I want to protect you. I want to lead you."

He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw, his pale skin a sharp contrast against her smooth, dark complexion. Issa trembled. She thought of Nia Shakur - s words. Her friend had told her that Issa needed a man who would not be intimidated by her success, a man who would take the lead and let her simply be a woman.

"You have been hidden away for too long, Issa," Jamie whispered, his eyes burning with an intensity that made her core ache. "It is time you let me take care of you."

He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a ghost of a kiss that promised everything. Issa had never been kissed like this - with a possessive weight that demanded a response. She was twenty - four, a virgin who had prioritized code over connection, and yet, under Jamie - s gaze, she felt like she was exactly where she was meant to be.

"I - I - ve never..." she started, her voice faltering.

"I know," Jamie interrupted softly. He caught her waist, his large hands nearly meeting around her middle, pulling her flush against his hard, masculine frame. "I know everything about you, Issa. I know how hard you work. I know how lonely you are. And I know that no man has ever touched you the way I am going to."

He lifted her easily, setting her onto the edge of the desk. Issa let out a small gasp as her skirt hiked up her thighs. Jamie stepped between her legs, his presence overwhelming and intoxicating. He was dominant, assertive, and he was looking at her as if she were the most precious thing in the world.

"Tonight, the work stays here," Jamie said, his voice a low growl. "Tonight, you belong to me."

He captured her mouth then, a deep, commanding kiss that tasted of power and promise. Issa wrapped her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair as she surrendered to the sensation. She felt his hands slide up her thighs, his touch firm and sure. 

Jamie pulled back just an inch, his forehead resting against hers. "I am going to be your first, Issa. And I am going to be your only. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispered, her voice filled with a desperate kind of longing. "Yes, Jamie."

He did not hesitate. His hands found the buttons of her blouse, undoing them with practiced ease until the fabric fell away, exposing her lace bra and the dark, beautiful skin of her chest. Jamie let out a ragged breath, his eyes roaming over her. 

"You are perfect," he murmured. 

He moved his mouth to the crook of her neck, his teeth grazing her skin, marking her as his. Issa arched her back, a soft moan escaping her lips. The office, the servers, the threat of Malcolm Hall - it all faded into the background. There was only Jamie, his strength, and the way he made her feel like a queen being claimed by her king.

As he moved his hand to the closure of her skirt, Jamie looked into her eyes, ensuring she was with him every step of the way. "I am going to be gentle, because you deserve that. But I am also going to be firm, because you need to know who you belong to."

Issa nodded, her heart soaring. She had spent her life being the boss, the CEO, the one in charge. But here, in the quiet of Prime Logistics at midnight, she found the one thing she had been missing: a man strong enough to let her let go. 

Jamie King took his time, guiding her through the sensations she had only ever read about. When he finally merged their bodies, it was a moment of profound connection, a shattering of her old life and the beginning of something new. He held her close, his voice a constant stream of praise and command, making sure she knew she was safe in his arms.

In the aftermath, as they lay tangled together on the oversized leather sofa in his private office, Issa felt a peace she had never known. She looked up at Jamie, who was watching her with a look of fierce protection.

"Tomorrow, we go back to the world as a team," Jamie said, kissing her forehead. "But tonight, and every night after, you are mine."

Issa smiled, leaning into his chest. She had conquered the tech world, but Jamie King had conquered her heart, and she wouldn't have it any other way.

	 


Chapter 3: The Genius in the Shadows

	 

	I have spent twenty - four years building a fortress around myself, a wall made of complex algorithms and cold logic that no man could ever hope to penetrate. Now, as I lie here in the dimly lit sanctuary of Jamie King - s private office, I realize that fortress has been completely demolished. The physical sensation of him still lingers on my skin, a burning reminder that the girl who walked into Prime Logistics this morning no longer exists. There is no returning to the safe, lonely sanctuary of my data sheets. The unknown path ahead is terrifying because it requires me to surrender the one thing I have always guarded: my control. For the first time in my life, I am not the one making the calculations. Jamie is the variable I never saw coming, and the impossibility of turning back makes my breath hitch in my throat.

Jamie shifted his weight, his large, powerful frame moving with a grace that spoke of absolute confidence. He reached out, his hand sliding over the curve of my hip, his fingers digging slightly into my dark skin. The contrast of his pale hand against my mahogany flesh was a visual reminder of the new world I had entered. He was a man who commanded industries, and tonight, he had commanded me.

"You are overthinking again, Issa," Jamie murmured, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated against my ear. "I can practically hear the gears turning in that brilliant head of yours."

"I am just... I am not used to being the one who doesn't know the next move," I admitted, my voice trembling slightly. "I feel like I am standing on the edge of a cliff, Jamie."

"Then let yourself fall," he commanded, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my heart race. "I told you that I would take care of you. Malcolm Hall thought he could use your brilliance to climb his own ladder, but he underestimated who you belong to. You are not just another executive at this company, Issa. You are mine."

The mention of Malcolm Hall sent a shiver of leftover anxiety through me. Malcolm had been relentless, trying to steal the credit for my logistics optimization project, whispering to the board that I was too young and too inexperienced to lead. He had cornered me in the breakroom only days ago, his sneer making my skin crawl. But Jamie had seen through it all. He had crushed Malcolm - s ambitions in a single board meeting, standing behind me with a protective authority that had left everyone in the room silent.

"He will still try something," I whispered, thinking of the jealousy in Malcolm - s eyes. "And Nia Shakur... she warned me about getting too close to the sun. She told me that men like you don't just love; they consume."

Jamie chuckled, a dark, possessive sound. He sat up, pulling me into his lap so that I was forced to straddle his thick thighs. I felt the heat of him, the raw power of a man who was used to being obeyed. "Nia is a good friend to worry, but she doesn't understand what happens when two forces of nature collide. I don't want to consume you, Issa. I want to rule with you. But in this room, under these lights, there is no CEO. There is only me, and the woman I have finally claimed."

He didn't wait for a response. His mouth crashed onto mine, his tongue demanding entry with a dominance that left me gasping. He was firm and assertive, his hands roaming over my body as if he were mapping out territory he intended to hold forever. I had been a virgin until an hour ago, a fact that Jamie had handled with a predatory sort of patience. He had been slow when I needed him to be, but now that the seal was broken, his true nature was coming to the surface.

"I want to feel you again," he growled against my lips. "I want you to remember exactly who owns this genius."

He laid me back across the leather sofa, his hands parting my legs with effortless strength. I watched him, my eyes wide as he loomed over me. He was beautiful and terrifying all at once. When he entered me this time, there was no hesitation. He drove into me with a powerful thrust that made me cry out, my fingers clawing at his broad shoulders.

"Tell me who you belong to," Jamie commanded, his pace increasing, his body a rhythmic force that shattered any remaining thoughts of my old life.

"You," I gasped, my head tossing back as the pleasure began to coil deep in my belly. "I am yours, Jamie."

"That is right," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Malcolm can watch from the shadows, and Nia can give her advice, but neither of them can touch what I have taken. You are the heart of Prime Logistics, Issa, and I am the man who protects that heart."

The friction was intense, a searing heat that built until I was sobbing his name. He didn't let up, his movements assertive and demanding, forcing me to meet every stroke. When the climax hit, it was like a system override, a total blackout of my senses that left me clinging to him as if he were the only solid thing in a dissolving universe. 

As he collapsed against me, his heavy chest heaving, I realized the departure was complete. The genius who lived in the shadows of her own intellect had been pulled into the light by a man who refused to let her hide. There was no going back to the way things were. I was Issa Stallion, a woman of power, and I was standing at the side of Jamie King. Whatever Malcolm Hall or the rest of the tech world had planned, they would have to go through him first. And as Jamie kissed my forehead with a look of fierce, protective love, I knew that I had finally found the one thing no algorithm could ever provide: a place where I truly belonged.

	 


Chapter 4: Summoned to the Top Floor

	 

	The air on the seventieth floor of Prime Logistics didn't just feel thinner; it felt expensive. The silence here was absolute, a heavy, pressurized quiet that dampened the sound of my heels against the polished obsidian floors. Down on the tech floors, there was a constant hum of servers and the frantic clicking of keyboards, but up here, in the inner sanctum of the executive suite, the atmosphere was one of calculated, absolute power. I felt like a trespasser in a temple built of glass and steel, my reflection in the floor-to-ceiling windows looking small and far too vulnerable. This was the threshold of Jamie King - s world, a place where billion - dollar decisions were made with a whisper, and I was being pulled into his orbit whether I was ready for it or not.

I clutched my tablet to my chest, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I had spent my entire life being the smartest person in the room, hiding behind algorithms and lines of code, but none of my logic could account for the way my skin prickled as I approached the heavy mahogany doors at the end of the hall. This wasn't just a meeting. It was a summons.

"He is waiting for you, Issa," Gabrielle Lewis said, her voice smooth and professional as she looked up from the sleek desk guarding the entrance. She gave me a knowing look, one that made me wonder if everyone in this building could see the way my composure was fraying at the edges. "Go right in."

I pushed the doors open. The office was sprawling, a minimalist expanse that overlooked the entire city, but my eyes were immediately drawn to the man standing by the window. Jamie King didn't just occupy space; he dominated it. He was dressed in a charcoal suit that hugged a frame honed by discipline and high - stakes pressure. When he turned to face me, the intensity in his gaze was like a physical weight.

"Issa Stallion," he said, his voice a low, resonant rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards and straight into my marrow. "Close the door."

I did as I was told, the click of the latch sounding like a finality. "Mr. King, I was told there was an issue with the logistics rollout. Malcolm Hall mentioned -"

"Malcolm Hall is a coward who tries to build his career on the backs of people more talented than he will ever be," Jamie interrupted, his tone sharp and dismissive. He walked toward me, his stride purposeful and predatory. He didn't stop until he was deep within my personal space, the scent of expensive sandalwood and masculine heat surrounding me. "He tried to flag your project for a security audit to buy himself time. I saw through it. More importantly, I saw you."

I swallowed hard, looking up at him. He was a head taller than me, a mountain of a man who looked down at me with an expression that wasn't just professional interest. It was hunger. "I didn't think you noticed my work, sir."

"I have noticed everything about you, Issa," he murmured, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear. His fingers were warm, his touch possessive. "I've seen you working late nights, your mind moving faster than anyone else's in this company. I've seen the way you carry yourself, like you're carrying a secret. And I've seen how Malcolm looks at you, like you're something he can intimidate."

His hand moved down to cup my jaw, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip. The dominance in his posture was intoxicating, a stark contrast to the sterile world of logic I usually inhabited. I felt a heat blooming in my core, a primal reaction to the way he claimed my space.

"No one intimidates what belongs to me," Jamie said, his eyes darkening. "And from this moment on, you are under my personal supervision. You won't answer to Malcolm, or anyone else. You answer to me. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I breathed, my voice barely a whisper. My knees felt weak, my usual intellectual defenses crumbling under the sheer force of his will.

Jamie leaned in closer, his lips hovering just inches from mine. "You are a rare thing, Issa. Brilliant, untouched by the games people play in this city. You have been hidden away for too long in those lower offices. It is time you let me take care of you. It is time you showed this world exactly who you are at my side."

The air in the room felt thick with a sudden, electric tension. I knew what Nia Shakur would say - she would tell me to be careful, to remember my worth beyond a man - s gaze. But looking into Jamie - s eyes, I didn't feel diminished. I felt seen. I felt like a prize that had finally been claimed by the only man strong enough to hold it.

He didn't kiss me then, though I found myself leaning into him, desperate for the contact. Instead, he simply smirked, a look of pure, masculine triumph. "Go back to your desk and pack your things, Issa. Your new office is right next to mine. We have a lot of work to do, and I intend to be very thorough."

As I walked out of the office, my head spinning and my body humming with a new, dangerous energy, I knew my life had changed forever. I had crossed the threshold, and there was no going back to the shadows. I was Issa Stallion, and I had just been claimed by the King.

	 


Chapter 5: Meeting Mr. King

	 

	"Delete the file, Issa," Malcolm Hall hissed, his palms slamming onto my mahogany desk with a force that made my monitor rattle. He leaned over, his face contorted with a sneer that dripped with condescension. "You are a little girl playing in a big man - s playground. This logistics software is my legacy, not yours. You are going to step aside and let a real executive handle the launch."

I gripped the edge of my chair, my knuckles turning a soft shade of cream against my dark skin. I had spent six months perfecting the Prime Logistics algorithm, sacrificing sleep and any semblance of a social life to ensure my department led the industry. At twenty - four, I had the title of Tech CEO for this division, but Malcolm still saw me as an interloper. 

"The board approved my integration, Malcolm," I said, my voice steady despite the hammer of my heart. "I am not deleting six months of progress just to stroke your ego. Now, please get out of my office."

Malcolm sneered, reaching for my laptop. "I don't think you understand the hierarchy here, sweetheart."

Before his fingers could touch the keys, the heavy oak doors of the executive suite swung open with a violent thud. The sudden movement was so commanding that the air in the room seemed to vanish.

"Back away from her, Hall."

The voice was deep, a low rumble of velvet and steel that vibrated through the floorboards. I looked up and saw him for the first time in person. Jamie King did not just enter a room; he owned the space within it. He was a striking man, his broad shoulders filling out a bespoke charcoal suit that looked like it cost more than my first car. His skin was a stark, pale contrast to his dark, groomed hair, and his eyes were a piercing, icy blue that seemed to see through everything.

Malcolm paled, his hand dropping instantly as if he had been burned. "Mr. King! I was just explaining some of the legacy protocols to Ms. Stallion. We were having a professional disagreement."

Jamie didn't even look at Malcolm. His gaze was locked on me, intense and predatory. He walked toward my desk with a slow, purposeful stride that made my breath catch in my throat. He stopped right beside my chair, his presence overwhelming. He smelled of expensive sandalwood and something raw and masculine that made my skin tingle.

"I have been watching the surveillance feed for five minutes, Malcolm," Jamie said, his voice dropping to a dangerous level. "I saw no professional disagreement. I saw a man who is terrified of a woman - s brilliance. Issa Stallion is the most valuable asset this company has. You, on the other hand, are replaceable."

"Sir, I - " Malcolm started, but Jamie held up a single, authoritative hand.

"Pack your things. You are off the Prime account. In fact, you are out of this building by noon," Jamie commanded. The dominance in his tone was absolute. He didn't wait for a rebuttal. 

Malcolm sputtered for a moment, looking between us, before scurrying out of the office like a kicked dog. When the door finally clicked shut, the silence that followed was heavy, charged with a sudden, electric tension. I looked up at the man who had just saved my career, feeling a strange, fluttery sensation in my stomach that I had never experienced before. I was a virgin, a woman who had mastered every complex system in the tech world, yet I felt completely unequipped for the look in Jamie King - s eyes.

"Are you alright, Issa?" he asked. The coldness he had shown Malcolm was gone, replaced by a heat that made my blood run hot. He reached out, his thumb grazing my jawline. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure energy that traveled straight to my core. I had never been touched by a man with such confidence.

"I - I am fine," I managed to whisper, my voice breathy. "Thank you, Mr. King."

"Call me Jamie," he said, his thumb moving to trace the curve of my lower lip. He leaned in closer, his tall frame shadowing mine. "I have been watching you since the day you were hired, Issa. I have seen your fire, your intellect, and your dedication. You have been hidden away in this office for too long. It is time you let me take care of you."

I felt my cheeks flush. To have a man like Jamie King look at me as if I were a prize he had finally decided to claim was overwhelming. I knew what my best friend, Nia Shakur, would say. She would tell me to keep my head in the game and my heart under lock and key. But as Jamie looked at me, I didn't want to be the CEO. I wanted to be his.

"I heard you were a woman of focus," Jamie murmured, his eyes dropping to the pulse point in my neck. "That you have never let a man distract you from your goals. Is it true, Issa? Have you been waiting for someone who can actually handle you?"

I couldn't speak. I could only nod, my body humming with a desperate, new energy. 

"Good," Jamie said, a smirk of pure, masculine triumph playing on his lips. "Because from this moment on, you belong under my personal supervision. I am going to show you things you have never even dreamed of. I am going to be the only man who ever knows you this way."

He stood up straight, the authority radiating off him like a physical force. "We are going to dinner tonight. Wear something that makes you feel as beautiful as you are. I will have a car pick you up at seven. Do not be late, Issa."

As he walked toward the door, he stopped and looked back at me, his gaze lingering on my lips. "And do not worry about Malcolm. He is a ghost. You are the future of Prime Logistics, and you are my primary focus."

I watched him leave, my head spinning and my heart racing. I was Issa Stallion, a woman who had always been in control, but as the door closed behind him, I realized I was ready to let Jamie King take the lead. I had just been claimed by the King, and my life would never be the same.

	 


Chapter 6: A Dominant Presence

	 

	My pulse was a frantic rhythm against the silk of my blouse, a physical reminder of the storm Jamie King had just unleashed in my office. I sat back in my chair, the leather cool against my skin, but I felt like I was burning from the inside out. For twenty - four years, I had built my life on logic, data, and the cold, hard certainty of code. I was Issa Stallion, the woman who had climbed the ranks of Prime Logistics through sheer brilliance and a refusal to be intimidated. Yet, with a few words and a look that seemed to strip away every defense I possessed, Jamie had reduced my carefully constructed world to rubble.

He was dangerous. I knew it the moment our eyes locked over the mahogany expanse of his desk. It wasn't just the professional danger of having the CEO - a man who could end my career with a single phone call - take such a direct interest in me. It was the danger to my heart and my body. I had spent my entire life being the smartest person in the room, keeping men at a distance because they were either intimidated by my intellect or bored by my dedication. Jamie was neither. He was dominant, assertive, and he looked at me like I was the only thing in the building that mattered.

I touched my fingers to my lips, still feeling the phantom heat of his gaze. "You belong under my personal supervision," he had said. The words carried a weight that went far beyond spreadsheets and logistics. He knew I was a virgin. I didn't know how he knew, but the way his eyes had lingered on me, searching for any sign of hesitation, told me he saw right through my professional mask. He saw the girl who had never been touched, and instead of being put off, he seemed intent on being the one to claim that innocence.

A soft knock at the door broke my trance. Nia Shakur, my closest friend and the head of marketing, stepped inside. She took one look at my flushed face and the way I was gripping the edge of my desk, and her eyes widened.

"Issa, what happened?" Nia asked, closing the door behind her. She walked over and sat in the chair Jamie had occupied only moments before. "I saw Malcolm Hall stomping down the hallway looking like he wanted to set the building on fire. Did you finally tell him where to shove that sabotaged project?"

"Jamie handled Malcolm," I whispered, my voice sounding breathy even to my own ears.

Nia raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. "Jamie? Since when is the CEO on a first - name basis with you? And what do you mean he handled it?"

"He stepped in," I said, trying to regain my composure. I smoothed my hair, though I knew I was still vibrating with nervous energy. "Malcolm tried to claim the logistics delay was my fault in front of the board, but Jamie shut him down. He told Malcolm he was a ghost. And then... he told me I was his primary focus."

Nia whistled low, leaning back. "Girl, I told you he had his eye on you. Jamie King doesn't look at anyone the way he looks at you. But be careful, Issa. He is a powerful man, and he is used to getting what he wants. Are you ready for what happens when a man like that decides he wants you?"

"I don't know," I admitted, the honesty raw and terrifying. "He invited me to dinner. He told me a car would pick me up at seven and told me not to be late. He didn't even ask, Nia. He just commanded it."

"And you're going," Nia stated, it wasn't a question.

"I'm going," I confirmed.

I spent the rest of the afternoon in a haze, my mind drifting from the lines of code on my screen to the memory of Jamie's deep, commanding voice. I was Issa Stallion, a woman of power and prestige, but the thought of Jamie King taking the lead sent a thrill through me that I couldn't ignore. I was terrified of losing control, of letting someone see the vulnerability I had hidden for so long, but I was even more terrified of missing out on the way he made me feel.

When I arrived home, I stood before my mirror, staring at my reflection. I was a Black woman who had conquered the tech world, but tonight, I felt like a different version of myself. I chose a dress that hugged my curves, a deep emerald silk that complemented my skin tone and made me feel powerful yet exposed. I left my hair in soft, dark waves, my heart hammering as the clock ticked toward seven.

Exactly on time, my phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. "The car is outside. Do not keep me waiting, Issa."

My breath hitched. Even through a text, his dominance was palpable. I grabbed my clutch and headed downstairs, where a sleek black sedan was waiting. The driver opened the door without a word, and I slid into the leather interior, the scent of expensive cologne and success filling my senses. 

The car took me to a private club overlooking the city, a place where the elite of the tech world gathered to make deals and break hearts. When I stepped out, Jamie was already there, waiting at the entrance. He looked breathtaking in a tailored charcoal suit, his broad shoulders and commanding presence drawing the eyes of everyone nearby. But he only had eyes for me.

He stepped forward, his hand finding the small of my back in a possessive gesture that made my knees weak. "You look beautiful, Issa," he murmured, his voice a low growl near my ear. "Exactly as I imagined you would."

"Thank you, Jamie," I said, my voice steadying under his touch.

"Come," he said, leading me inside. "We have much to discuss, and I have no intention of wasting a single moment of our time together."

As we sat at a secluded table, the candlelight flickering between us, I realized that Nia was right. Jamie King was a man who got what he wanted, and tonight, he wanted me. The professional boundaries were dissolving, replaced by a raw, magnetic tension that I could no longer deny. I was a virgin, a woman who had saved herself for someone who truly understood her, and as Jamie reached across the table to take my hand, his thumb stroking my palm in a slow, deliberate circle, I knew I had found him.

"You're nervous," he noted, his gaze intense. "Don't be. I am going to take care of you, Issa. In every way a woman should be taken care of."

"I've never... I've never done this before," I confessed, the words spilling out before I could stop them. "Any of it. The dinners, the attention... the rest."

Jamie's expression softened, but his eyes remained dark with desire. "I know. And I am going to be the only man who ever has the privilege of teaching you. You are mine now, Issa Stallion. In the office, and in my bed. Do you understand?"

I looked into his eyes, seeing the strength and the promise there. I was a woman of intellect and ambition, but in this moment, I wanted to be his. "I understand, Jamie," I whispered.

He smirked, a look of pure, masculine triumph. "Good. Then let us begin."

	 


Chapter 7: Malcolm Hall's Ambition
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