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Chapter 1 – The Devil in the Boardroom
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The glass tower of Blackwell Enterprises shimmered against the city skyline, its steel and glass edges a perfect reflection of Damon’s empire—sharp, cold, intimidating.

––––––––
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Noelle adjusted the strap of her bag as she stepped inside the marble lobby. Her black heels clicked against polished stone, betraying nerves she tried to mask with practiced poise. She’d been dreaming of this internship for years—her ticket to prove herself in a world where only the most ruthless survived.

––––––––
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Still, she hadn’t expected him.

––––––––
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The moment she pushed open the heavy conference room doors, the air shifted. A dozen executives sat at the table, but her eyes found only one man—the man at the head.

––––––––
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Damon Blackwell.

––––––––
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He didn’t need an introduction. His presence filled the space before his voice ever did. Broad-shouldered beneath an impeccable charcoal suit, dark tie knotted with precision, wrist gleaming with a steel watch that looked like it could pay her rent for a year. His face was chiseled, all hard lines, framed by neatly trimmed stubble, black hair combed back in a way that looked both effortless and commanding.

––––––––
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But it wasn’t his appearance that made her throat tighten.

It was his gaze.

––––––––
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Sharp, predatory, fixed on her the moment she entered. As if she’d walked into his room for him and him alone.

––––––––
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“Miss Hart,” he said, voice low, velvet over steel. “Our newest intern.”

––––––––
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Her pulse stumbled. The way he said her name—it wasn’t casual. It rolled from his tongue like a possession.

––––––––
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“Yes, sir,” she replied, her voice soft but steady, even as her cheeks burned. She forced her chin higher, refusing to cower.

––––––––
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One dark brow arched in faint amusement, as if he could see the fight she was waging inside.

Good. Let him see it.

––––––––
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“Sit.” Damon gestured to the seat closest to him. Not across the table, not at the far end where interns usually sat—right beside him.

––––––––

[image: ]


Her legs carried her forward, weak but determined, the hem of her pencil skirt hugging her thighs as she moved. Every step felt measured under the weight of his eyes. When she finally slid into the chair, her knee brushed against the edge of his, a shock of heat darting through her veins.

––––––––
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She told herself it was nothing. That she was imagining the way his lips curved when it happened.

––––––––
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The meeting began—spreadsheets, numbers, strategy. She should have been focused. But all she could think about was the way Damon leaned back in his chair, one arm resting on the polished wood, his cologne curling through the air like smoke.

––––––––
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Every so often, his hand shifted—the subtle tap of his finger, the brush of his knuckles—and each time, it was closer to her space. By the end of the first hour, she wasn’t sure if she was breathing air or simply inhaling him.

––––––––
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And then—

Without warning—

He leaned close enough that his breath ghosted against her ear.

––––––––
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“Eyes up, Noelle,” he murmured, quiet enough for only her to hear. “If you want to survive in this room, don’t stare at the table. Stare at me.”

––––––––
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Her spine tingled, blood roaring in her ears. She lifted her gaze—straight into the wolf’s den.

––––––––

[image: ]


Damon smirked, slow and knowing. “Good girl.”

––––––––
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The words sank into her like a brand.

––––––––
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Noelle Hart had no idea what she’d just stepped into.

But Damon Blackwell already knew—

She was his next obsession.

____

––––––––
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The meeting ended in a storm of rustling papers and hurried footsteps. Executives rose, gathering their binders and laptops, all eager to escape the weight of Damon Blackwell’s presence. Noelle remained still, her hands folded neatly on the table, waiting for some unspoken cue.

––––––––
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Damon didn’t move.

––––––––
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He sat at the head of the table, relaxed but commanding, his sharp gaze tracking each person who left. One by one, the room emptied until only silence and the soft hum of the city below remained.
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[image: ]


And her.

––––––––
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His eyes returned to her as the last door clicked shut. She felt it instantly—like the sudden drop in temperature, the kind of shift that warned of storms.

––––––––
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“You stayed,” he said at last, his voice smooth but carrying an edge of command.

––––––––
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Her throat tightened. “I— I thought I should.”

––––––––
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“You thought right.”

––––––––
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The words weren’t praise. They were ownership.

––––––––
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Damon pushed back his chair and stood, moving with a slow, deliberate grace. He circled the table, each step echoing against marble and glass, until he stopped directly behind her.

––––––––
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Noelle’s heartbeat hammered in her chest. She kept her eyes fixed forward, refusing to turn, though every nerve screamed with awareness.

––––––––
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He leaned down. His cologne—cedar, smoke, something darker—wrapped around her like a net. His lips hovered just above her ear.
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“You were distracted,” he murmured.

––––––––
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Her breath caught. “I—no, sir. I was taking notes.”

––––––––
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“Notes.” He let the word linger, low and dangerous. Then, slowly, his hand settled on the back of her chair. Not touching her. Just close enough that the heat radiated through fabric and bone. “I don’t want notes, Noelle. I want attention.”

––––––––
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Her pulse spiked. She clenched her pen tighter, the faintest tremor in her hand betraying her calm mask.
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“Look at me.”

––––––––
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It wasn’t a request.

––––––––
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Noelle forced herself to turn, lifting her gaze to meet his. Damon stood close, far too close, his face inches from hers. His dark eyes bored into her like they could strip her down to nothing.

––––––––
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“You’ll learn something about this company quickly,” he said, voice a controlled whisper. “Details matter. Every glance, every pause, every word left unsaid... matters. Do you understand?”

––––––––
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“Yes,” she breathed, though her voice cracked on the edge.

––––––––
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“Good.”

––––––––

[image: ]


His hand finally moved, trailing from the back of the chair to the polished table, his knuckles brushing her shoulder as he passed. The touch was fleeting, almost accidental—yet deliberate enough that her skin burned.

––––––––
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Noelle’s breath grew shallow. She hated that he could see it.

––––––––
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Damon smirked, faint but sharp, the expression of a man who had gotten exactly the reaction he wanted. He stepped back, reclaiming his space as though nothing had happened.

––––––––
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“You’ll work directly under me,” he said matter-of-factly, as if his nearness hadn’t just unraveled her composure. “I don’t waste time with interns. But you... you caught my attention.”

––––––––
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Her lips parted. “Why me?”

––––––––
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He tilted his head slightly, studying her like a puzzle he was already enjoying solving.

––––––––
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“Because you don’t look away,” he said at last.

––––––––
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The confession hit like a strike. Her chest rose with a quick, shallow breath, but she didn’t lower her eyes.

––––––––
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For a long moment, neither of them moved. Silence stretched, electric, heavy.

––––––––
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Then Damon straightened, slipping his hands into his pockets as though reining himself back in. “Your desk will be outside my office. Be there at eight tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

––––––––
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And just like that, the storm passed. He walked away, the echo of his footsteps fading toward the glass doors.

––––––––
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Noelle sat frozen in her chair, her pen still clutched in her trembling hand.

––––––––
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What the hell had just happened?

––––––––
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Her mind told her to run, to get out before she drowned in his orbit.

But her body—traitorous and alive—already ached for tomorrow.

_____

––––––––
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The city lights outside were fading into dusk by the time Noelle finally gathered her things. She was still shaken, her skin tingling from where Damon’s presence had lingered. Every step to the elevator felt like walking through molasses—slow, heavy, charged.

––––––––
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But the sharp click of shoes behind her froze her in place.

––––––––
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“Leaving without saying goodnight?”

––––––––
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His voice. Deep, smooth, mocking.

––––––––
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She turned. Damon leaned against the doorframe of his office, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up, power still radiating off him even in the softened edges of evening.

––––––––
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Her breath stuttered. “I didn’t want to disturb you, sir.”

––––––––
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“You already do.”

––––––––
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The words sank into her like a blade disguised as silk. Her throat tightened, but she forced herself to step closer. Something in her refused to back down, even when every instinct screamed at her to flee.

––––––––
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He pushed off the frame, closing the distance with unhurried steps until he towered over her again.

––––––––
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“Tell me, Noelle...” His gaze dragged down her, slow, deliberate. “...do you know what happens when people waste my time?”

––––––––

[image: ]


She swallowed. “No.”

––––––––
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“They don’t last.”

––––––––
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Her stomach twisted. The warning was clear. But then his fingers brushed a strand of hair from her face—gentle, almost tender, yet laced with ownership.

––––––––
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“But you...” he murmured, pausing so close she could feel the heat of his breath. “You might last. If you listen.”

––––––––
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Her knees weakened. “Listen to what?”

––––––––
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His lips curved into the faintest smirk. “Me.”

––––––––
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The silence stretched, thick with unspoken promises and threats.

––––––––
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Then he stepped back, breaking the spell as easily as he had cast it. “Eight sharp tomorrow. Don’t make me regret my choice.”

––––––––
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And with that, Damon turned, retreating into the shadows of his office, leaving her breathless and trembling in the empty boardroom.

––––––––
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Noelle exhaled shakily, clutching her bag to her chest. She told herself it was madness. That she should walk away now, before she was consumed.

––––––––
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But deep down, she knew she’d be there at eight.

And she knew he knew it, too.
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Chapter 2 – Power in the Morning
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The next morning, the elevator doors slid open onto the top floor. Noelle stepped out, nerves coiled tight beneath her crisp blouse and fitted skirt. The air here was different—colder, sharper, humming with the weight of decisions that made or broke empires.

––––––––
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And at the center of it all: Damon Blackwell.

––––––––
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Her new desk was placed directly outside his glass-walled office, an exposed perch where every glance, every move, would be visible. She set her bag down carefully, hands steadying herself on the polished wood.

––––––––
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From inside, she saw him. Already at work, jacket off, white shirt stretched over broad shoulders as he leaned over documents. He didn’t look up, but she felt the awareness. The way his presence reached her even through glass.

––––––––
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Her computer hummed to life. Emails, schedules, reports—she dove into them quickly, desperate for control, for order. But when the door to his office opened with a slow hiss, her pulse leapt.

––––––––
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“Noelle.” His tone was clipped, businesslike. Yet the weight of her name in his voice curled heat low in her stomach.

––––––––

[image: ]


“Yes, Mr. Blackwell?”

––––––––
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He handed her a stack of files—far heavier than necessary, their edges biting into her arms. “Prepare these summaries before the ten o’clock meeting. Concise, precise. I want your words, not copy-paste.”

––––––––
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Her chest tightened. “Yes, sir.”

––––––––
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“Good.”

––––––––

[image: ]


He lingered a beat too long, watching the way she steadied the stack against her chest, the strain in her arms. His lips curved in that dangerous near-smile again before he retreated to his desk.

––––––––
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She sat, papers spilling across the surface, heart pounding with both dread and a strange, reckless excitement. She could feel his gaze occasionally flick toward her, sharp as a blade, even when his head was bent to work.

––––––––
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Every second at that desk wasn’t just a job. It was a test. A game. A trap.

And she had already stepped inside.

____

The files were spread out like a battlefield across her desk. Noelle’s fingers flew over the keyboard, pulling numbers, condensing jargon into sharp, readable points. The clock ticked closer to ten, every second heavy with pressure. She wanted—no, needed—to impress him.

––––––––
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“Intern.”

––––––––
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Her head snapped up. Damon stood in his doorway, tie knotted sharp, presence filling the corridor of glass and steel. His hand flicked once, summoning her.

––––––––
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She rose quickly, clutching the summary sheets. Entering his office felt like crossing enemy lines; the air inside was thicker, charged with authority.

––––––––
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“Sit.”

––––––––
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She obeyed, perching at the chair across from his desk. He didn’t take his seat. Instead, he circled slowly, predator around prey, hands in his pockets, eyes burning into her.

––––––––
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“Read them to me.”

––––––––
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Her lips parted. “Sir?”

––––––––
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“I asked for your words, Noelle. Not silence.” His voice was low, edged with challenge. “Prove you can make me listen.”

––––––––
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Her throat tightened, but she began. “Quarterly revenue has increased by nine percent, primarily due to—”

––––––––
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“Stop.” His hand pressed flat on the desk beside her, leaning down, cutting off her space. His shadow fell across her papers. “That’s a recital. I said your words. Do you believe those numbers mean growth, or weakness?”

––––––––
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Her pulse raced. She looked at the figures, then at him. “Growth... but unstable. Because it relies too heavily on international markets. If that drops, we collapse harder than we climbed.”

––––––––
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For the first time, his eyes sharpened with interest.

––––––––
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“Better.”

––––––––
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The word slid over her skin like heat. She swallowed and continued, this time daring to inject her perspective—her analysis, her voice. Damon didn’t look away. He listened, but not passively. Every phrase was weighed, dissected, and when she faltered, he moved closer, pressing her to hold steady beneath his stare.

––––––––
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When she finished, the silence stretched. His hand was still braced on the desk, so close to her own.

––––––––
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“You surprise me,” he said at last. “Most crumble when I push. You... sharpen.”

––––––––
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She exhaled, her knuckles white around the pages. “Is that a compliment, sir?”

––––––––
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He smirked faintly. “It’s survival.”

––––––––
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Her heart pounded. The words weren’t praise—they were a warning dressed as recognition.

––––––––
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Then, without breaking eye contact, Damon plucked the papers from her hand and skimmed them once. “You’ll sit in on the meeting. Silent. Watch. Learn. And if I catch you glancing at your phone even once, I’ll end your internship myself.”

––––––––
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“Yes, Mr. Blackwell,” she breathed.

––––––––
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“Good girl.”

––––––––
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The phrase was soft, offhand, but it sent a shockwave through her chest. He was already walking toward the door, commanding the room as though her very air belonged to him.

––––––––
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And Noelle realized with a shiver—this internship wasn’t about coffee runs and paperwork. It was a crucible.

And Damon Blackwell was the fire.

____

––––––––
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The conference room was glass and chrome, a stage where reputations were made—or shredded. Executives filled the seats, voices low, tension humming like a live wire. Noelle slipped into her chair at the far end, as instructed, clutching her notebook like a lifeline.

––––––––
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Then Damon entered.

––––––––
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The entire table went silent. His presence swallowed the room whole; tailored suit, gaze like polished steel, movements precise, predatory. He didn’t acknowledge anyone immediately—just placed his folder at the head of the table, adjusted his cufflink, and sat.

––––––––
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“Let’s begin.”

––––––––
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The first presentation droned on. Noelle scribbled notes, forcing herself not to fidget under the glances she caught from some of the older men at the table. Damon’s expression gave nothing away, but his eyes cut like blades whenever someone faltered.

––––––––
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Midway through, he suddenly turned his head. Directly at her.

––––––––
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“Noelle.” His voice carried like a gunshot.

––––––––
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Her heart seized. Every head swung toward her.

––––––––
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“Tell us,” Damon said, leaning back in his chair, “why our reliance on overseas revenue is both an advantage and a weakness.”

––––––––
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Her throat went dry. She hadn’t been told she’d speak. Her chest thudded painfully as the weight of the room bore down. Damon didn’t look impatient—he looked expectant. Testing.

––––––––
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Noelle swallowed. “It’s an advantage,” she began carefully, “because overseas markets are expanding faster than domestic ones. But... it’s also fragile. Any shift in global trade policy could cut into our growth immediately. The stability is an illusion unless we diversify.”

––––––––
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For one breathless moment, silence.

––––––––
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Then Damon gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. “Correct.”

––––––––
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The conversation swept on without her, but she felt her skin prickle. He hadn’t saved her—he’d thrown her into fire to see if she’d burn.

––––––––
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Hours later, as the meeting concluded, Damon gathered his notes. Executives filtered out, murmuring, some casting her curious looks. Damon paused at the doorway, then glanced back.

––––––––
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“Walk with me.”

––––––––
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She obeyed, falling into step beside him down the long corridor.

––––––––
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“You didn’t choke,” he said flatly.

––––––––
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“I tried not to.”

––––––––

[image: ]


His lips curved faintly, the closest she’d seen to approval. “Try less. Deliver more. You’ll need that skill if you want to survive here.”

––––––––
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Her pulse quickened. There it was again—the mixture of warning and challenge, the constant reminder that this was not mentorship in the traditional sense. This was warfare.

––––––––
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“Understood, Mr. Blackwell,” she whispered.

––––––––
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“Good.” His hand brushed the small of her back, guiding her toward the elevator—subtle, unseen by anyone else, yet searing in its possession. “We’ll see how long you can keep up.”

––––––––
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The elevator doors slid shut, trapping her in silence with him. And Noelle realized: she wasn’t just working under Damon Blackwell.

She was under his control.

_____
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Chapter 3 – Into the Lion’s Den
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By the time the rest of the office emptied, the city outside was cloaked in steel-gray dusk. Most interns were gone hours ago, but Damon’s command earlier—“Stay late. I’ll need you.”—still echoed in Noelle’s head.

––––––––
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She waited at her desk, rehearsing scenarios. Maybe he needed files prepared, or data reviewed. Something professional. She clung to that explanation even as unease twisted in her stomach.

––––––––
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At precisely eight o’clock, Damon’s office door opened. He stood there, jacket off, tie loosened, his presence sharper without the formal armor.

––––––––
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“Noelle.”

––––––––
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Her pulse stuttered. “Yes, Mr. Blackwell?”

––––––––
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“Bring your notes. Inside.”

––––––––

[image: ]


She gathered her notebook and laptop, forcing her trembling fingers to still. Crossing into his office felt like stepping into another world: floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the city’s lights, shelves lined with leather-bound volumes, the faint scent of cedar and smoke.

––––––––
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He closed the door behind her. The sound was final.

––––––––
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“Sit.” He gestured to the chair opposite his desk.

––––––––
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She obeyed, setting her things down. He leaned against the edge of the desk instead of sitting, arms crossed, gaze fixed on her as if dissecting her very being.

––––––––
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“You handled yourself in the meeting,” Damon said. “But composure isn’t proven once. It must be constant. So tonight, I want to see what you do when there’s no script. No warning.”

––––––––
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Noelle’s throat tightened. “What... what do you mean?”

––––––––
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He moved closer, taking her notebook and setting it aside, leaving her hands empty. “I’m going to give you instructions. You’ll follow them. No hesitation. That will tell me whether you’re capable of being shaped—or whether you’re just another distraction.”

––––––––
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Her breath hitched. Instructions? This didn’t sound like business anymore. Yet the steel in his tone, the absolute authority, made refusal unthinkable.

––––––––
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“Stand up.”

––––––––

[image: ]


She rose, legs unsteady.

––––––––
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“Good,” Damon murmured, circling her like a predator assessing prey. His voice dropped, low and deliberate. “I’ll strip away excuses, Noelle. All that will be left is how far you’re willing to go... for me.”

––––––––
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Heat rushed through her, confusion tangled with an inexplicable pull. This wasn’t a request. It was a line being drawn, daring her to cross.

––––––––
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His hand brushed her wrist lightly, just enough to remind her of his control. “Lesson one: when I demand, you deliver. Do you understand?”

––––––––
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Her heart thundered. She whispered, “Yes, Mr. Blackwell.”

––––––––
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“Louder.”

––––––––
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“Yes.”

––––––––
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Damon’s lips curved in dark satisfaction. “Good. Then let’s begin.”

_____

––––––––
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Damon circled behind her, his footsteps deliberate, echoing faintly off glass and polished wood. Noelle kept her back straight, but every nerve felt exposed under his silence.

––––––––
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“Rule number one,” he said at last, his tone sharp as a scalpel, “you don’t move until I tell you.”

––––––––
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“Yes, Mr. Blackwell.”

––––––––
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“Rule number two,” he continued, his breath grazing her shoulder as he leaned in, “you don’t question why. You execute. Every hesitation is weakness, and I don’t keep weak people near me.”

––––––––
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His words were cold, but his nearness burned. Noelle swallowed hard, her hands twitching to clench and unclench, but she forced them to remain still at her sides.

––––––––
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“Good,” Damon murmured, noticing her restraint. He moved back in front of her, leaning casually on the edge of his desk again—though there was nothing casual about the way his gaze stripped her of defenses.

––––––––
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“Now, open my briefcase.”

––––––––
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She blinked, startled by the sudden command, then moved to obey. Inside were neatly stacked folders, an expensive leather-bound planner, and a slim black box she hadn’t seen before. She hesitated for half a beat, wondering if she was supposed to touch it.

––––––––
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“That pause,” Damon said sharply, his voice cutting like a whip, “was your first mistake.”

––––––––
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Her breath caught. “I—”

––––––––
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“No excuses. You hesitate again, and you’re done here.”

––––––––
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The finality in his tone hit like ice water. Noelle nodded quickly. “Yes, Mr. Blackwell.”

––––––––
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“Take the box. Bring it to me.”

––––––––
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She obeyed, setting it in his hand. He opened it with deliberate slowness. Inside was a sleek silver fountain pen, heavy and ornate. Damon clicked it into place, then set a document from the planner in front of her.

––––––––
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“Sign your name here,” he ordered.

––––––––
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Her brows furrowed. “But—”

––––––––

[image: ]


He cut her off with a single look, and she immediately stopped. Noelle picked up the pen and signed where indicated, her hand trembling slightly.

––––––––

[image: ]


When she handed it back, Damon scanned her signature, then placed the paper neatly aside. His expression softened—but only slightly.

––––––––
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“You’re learning,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “You’re trainable. That makes you valuable.”

––––––––
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Her chest tightened at the word trainable. It wasn’t just business anymore—she knew it, felt it. He was grooming her for something deeper, something dangerous.

––––––––
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Then Damon’s eyes darkened, catching hers and holding them with unshakable authority. “But understand this, Noelle. From this point forward, your career, your future here... depends entirely on how far you’re willing to let me lead you.”

––––––––
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The air thickened between them. Noelle couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. She only knew one truth: she had stepped into Damon Blackwell’s world, and there was no turning back.

_____

––––––––
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The air in Damon’s office had grown heavier, thick with an intensity that coiled around Noelle’s chest like invisible restraints. She could still feel the weight of his words—trainable, valuable—burning into her skin.

––––––––
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“Step closer,” Damon commanded, his voice smooth, but threaded with steel.

––––––––
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Her heels clicked against the floor as she obeyed, moving to stand just inches from him. She could smell his cologne now—dark cedar, sharp spice—an aroma that seemed as dangerous as the man himself.

––––––––
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Damon’s hand lifted, and for one suspended moment, Noelle braced for the touch. But instead of laying it on her, he let his fingers hover near her cheek, the absence of contact almost more unbearable than the real thing.

––––––––
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“You want me to touch you,” he said flatly, reading her without effort. “I can see it all over you.”

––––––––
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Her lips parted, but no sound came. The admission was written in her flushed skin, her dilated pupils, the way her pulse jumped in her throat.

––––––––
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Damon’s mouth curved into something between a smirk and a snarl. “And yet... you don’t get to want until I allow it.”

––––––––
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The words hit like a lash. Her body trembled—whether from anger, arousal, or fear, she couldn’t tell.

––––––––
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He stepped forward suddenly, erasing the sliver of distance. His hand came down hard, gripping her jaw—not painfully, but firm enough to remind her who was in control. Noelle gasped, her breath shallow, trapped under his piercing gaze.

––––––––
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“You signed your name in my ink,” Damon murmured, low and dangerous. “That wasn’t just paperwork, Noelle. That was consent. From now on, you belong to me—in this office, and outside of it.”

––––––––
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Her knees weakened, but his hold on her jaw kept her upright, tethered to him.

––––––––
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Damon leaned closer, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “And I’m going to show you exactly what that means.”

––––––––
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He released her suddenly, turning away with sharp precision, as though dismissing her entirely. The absence of his grip left her reeling.
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“Go home, Miss Hart,” he said, already seated behind his desk, flipping through his planner as though nothing had happened. “Tomorrow... your real training begins.”

––––––––
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Noelle’s breath caught in her throat. Training. The word pulsed in her mind like a forbidden promise.

––––––––
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As she backed toward the door, her entire body shaking, she knew two truths with chilling clarity:
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1. Damon Blackwell had already claimed her.

2. Whatever awaited her tomorrow would cross every boundary she thought she had.

––––––––
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The door shut softly behind her, and Damon’s smirk widened.

—-
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Chapter 4 – Breaking Point
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Noelle's heart pounded against her ribcage as she stood outside the imposing door of Damon's office. The memory of yesterday's verbal sparring match still lingered, a potent cocktail of fear and anticipation coursing through her veins. She had been unprepared for the way his words had sliced through her, each syllable a lash against her pride. And yet, there was an undeniable thrill in the danger he represented, a magnetic pull she couldn't resist.
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She entered without knocking, her chin held high, a silent challenge in her eyes. Damon looked up from his desk, his gaze raking over her body with an ownership that made her breath hitch. He was impeccably dressed, the sharp lines of his suit accentuating the power coiled within his muscular frame.
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"Noelle," he greeted, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her. "I was hoping you'd come back for more."

––––––––
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She opened her mouth to retort, but he was already on his feet, moving towards her with a predator's grace. Before she could react, he had her pinned against the door, his body a solid wall of heat and hard muscle.
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"You're mine now," he growled, his hands gripping her wrists, forcing them above her head. "And I'm going to show you exactly what that means."

––––––––
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Noelle's pulse quickened, her body betraying her as a surge of wetness soaked her panties. She struggled against his hold, but it was futile; Damon was too strong, too determined. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he spoke.
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"Fight all you want, sweetheart. It only makes me harder."

––––––––
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With a swift movement, he tore her blouse open, the sound of ripping fabric echoing in the room. Her breasts spilled out, the soft mounds quivering with each ragged breath. Damon's eyes darkened with lust as he took in the sight of her, his fingers tracing the lacy edge of her bra before he yanked it down, exposing her rosy nipples.
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He captured one between his teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her gasp. The sensation was a direct line to her clit, each nip and suck sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. Noelle's struggles turned to moans, her body arching into his touch as he lavished attention on her sensitive peaks.
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Damon released her wrists, only to spin her around and bend her over his desk. Papers and pens scattered, forgotten in the heat of the moment. He hiked her skirt up around her waist, his fingers hooking into her panties and tearing them away with a force that left her breathless.
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"Such a pretty pussy," he murmured, running a finger through her slick folds. "All wet and ready for me."
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Noelle cried out as he plunged two fingers inside her, his other hand gripping her hip to hold her in place. He pumped in and out, each thrust stoking the fire within her until she was a writhing mess of need.
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"Please," she begged, not even sure what she was asking for.

––––––––
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Damon chuckled, the sound cruel and thrilling. "Oh, I'll give you what you need," he promised, withdrawing his fingers and replacing them with the hot, insistent pressure of his tongue.
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He ate her pussy with a single-minded focus that left her reeling, his tongue lapping at her clit while his fingers continued their relentless assault on her g-spot. Noelle's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body convulsing as she screamed his name.
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But Damon wasn't done with her. Even as the aftershocks of her climax rippled through her, he was undoing his pants, freeing his thick, hard cock. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his dick teasing her sensitive flesh.
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"You want this?" he asked, his voice rough with desire. "You want me to fuck you hard and fast, to make you come again and again until you can't take anymore?"

––––––––
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"Yes," Noelle moaned, pushing back against him, desperate to feel him inside her.
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With a savage growl, Damon slammed into her, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Noelle's vision whited out, the sheer intensity of the sensation overwhelming her. He didn't give her time to adjust, pulling out only to drive back in, each thrust harder than the last.
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The sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, punctuated by Noelle's cries and Damon's low, guttural grunts. He reached around to pinch her clit, the added stimulation sending her hurtling towards another orgasm.
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"That's it, come for me," he commanded, his voice a harsh whisper in her ear. "Milk my cock with that tight pussy."

––––––––
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Noelle shattered, her inner walls clamping down around him as she came. Damon followed her over the edge, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural roar.
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They remained locked together for a moment, both panting and sweat-slicked. Then, with a gentleness that seemed at odds with his earlier brutality, Damon pulled out and turned Noelle to face him.
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"You're mine now," he repeated, his eyes burning into hers. "And I'm not nearly done with you."

––––––––
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Before Noelle could respond, he was on his knees, his mouth closing over her clit once more. She threaded her fingers through his hair, her body shaking as he expertly coaxed her towards another climax.

––––––––
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As she came again, her legs trembling and her mind a haze of pleasure, Noelle realized that Damon had been right. She was his, utterly and completely, bound to him by something far stronger than physical restraints. And as he rose to his feet, a wicked smile playing on his lips, she knew that she would follow him into the depths of his dark, delicious world without a second thought.
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Damon led her to a plush leather couch, his hand firmly gripping hers. He sat down, his semi-hard cock jutting out proudly, and pulled her onto his lap. Noelle straddled him, the tip of his dick nudging against her entrance as she settled into place.
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"Ride me," he ordered, his hands guiding her hips in a slow, torturous rhythm.

––––––––
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Noelle obeyed, her breasts bouncing as she moved up and down on his shaft. She watched his face, reveling in the way his eyes darkened with lust, the way his lips parted with each ragged breath.

––––––––
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Damon's hands roamed over her body, squeezing her ass, pinching her nipples, leaving a trail of heat wherever they touched. He leaned forward to capture a pert nipple between his teeth, the sharp sting making her gasp.
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