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Chapter 1 – The First Thread
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Selene didn’t notice him at first.

She noticed the room.

It was all glass and shadows, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city like a private kingdom. The hum of the building’s air system felt distant compared to the silence radiating from the man leaning against his desk.

She’d dressed for confidence that morning:

A fitted ivory blouse with a delicate silk sheen, the top button undone to let her breathe

A high-waisted pencil skirt in charcoal gray, hugging the curve of her hips

Nude heels that made her legs seem endless

Her blouse brushed lightly against her chest as she walked in — and his eyes followed the movement in a way that made her breath catch.

Damien didn’t smile.

He studied her as though deciding which part of her to unravel first.

> “Selene Hart,” he said, voice low, threaded with something unspoken. “Close the door.”

––––––––
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She obeyed before she could think, her fingers brushing the cool wood, pulse drumming in her ears.

His suit was immaculate — black, perfectly tailored, the jacket open to reveal a crisp shirt stretched over broad shoulders. The subtle gleam of his cufflinks caught the light every time his hand shifted. He looked like someone who could buy the entire building without blinking.

But it wasn’t the money in his presence that unnerved her.

It was the heat.

The slow, unblinking way his gaze moved from her eyes... to her lips... to the faint outline of her curves beneath the silk.

“Do you know why you’re here?” Damien asked.

His tone was almost conversational — except for the way it sank under her skin.

“I... assume it’s about the campaign results,” she said, though her voice betrayed her.

“Partly.”

He straightened, pushing away from the desk. The movement was unhurried, but it made her notice just how tall he was. The air between them tightened as he closed the distance, one measured step at a time.

When he stopped just in front of her, she caught the faint scent of cedar and something darker.

He reached up — not touching skin, not yet — and adjusted the collar of her blouse between his fingers. The fabric shifted, brushing against her chest.

A warm flush raced through her.

Selene forced herself to hold his gaze.

“Mmm...” she exhaled without meaning to, the sound slipping out when his fingertips lingered a moment too long on the silk.

> “You’re tense,” Damien observed quietly. “I like that.”

––––––––
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His hand dropped to his side, but the ghost of his touch stayed.

She swallowed, shifting her weight slightly, and that’s when she felt it — the briefest pressure of his body brushing against her skirt as he stepped past her. Solid. Warm. Too close.

Her pulse spiked, and she hated that she didn’t move away.

He moved behind her, his voice close to her ear.

“You work for me, Selene. That means when I speak...”

His hand hovered an inch from her waist, enough for her to feel the heat but not the contact.

“...you listen.”

Her breath hitched.

“Yes... Damien,” she murmured before catching herself, “—Mr. Voss.”

He chuckled low, the sound curling down her spine.

When she turned to face him again, his gaze was heavier, sharper.

Like he’d just confirmed something he already suspected.

“You’ll be in my office at nine every morning this week,” he said. “We’ll discuss your work. In detail.”

She nodded, though she had no idea what “detail” meant in Damien’s vocabulary.

And when she left, her hands were steady — but her legs felt like they belonged to someone else.

_____

Selene’s desk had never felt so far away.

Her heels clicked down the hall, but her mind stayed in Damien’s office — replaying the sound of his voice, the brush of his fingers over her blouse. She sat down, trying to steady herself, but her heartbeat thudded so loudly she almost missed the vibration of her phone.

A message.

From Damien Voss.

> "When you wear silk like that... do you know what it does to a man?"

––––––––
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Her breath caught. She glanced around the office — no one was looking at her — but she felt as if every co-worker could see the heat flushing her cheeks.

She typed back nothing. She couldn’t. But her fingers trembled slightly on the keyboard as she tried to return to her work.

Fifteen minutes later, she sensed him before she saw him.

The subtle shift in the air.

The scent — cedar and spice — brushing against her senses again.

Damien’s shadow stretched across her desk.

“You didn’t answer me,” he said, voice low.

Selene looked up, keeping her expression as neutral as she could. “I didn’t think it needed a reply.”
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