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The drone of the television was a familiar anesthetic. Lena sat curled on the sofa, the weight of a soft chenille blanket heavy on her legs, the weight of her life even heavier. Beside her, David chuckled at something a sitcom character said, his arm resting casually behind her on the cushions. He smelled of the same mild, woodsy aftershave he’d worn since their third date. Everything about him was familiar. Safe.

Suffocating.

“Did you lock the front door?” he asked, his eyes still fixed on the screen.

“Mhmm,” Lena murmured, her own gaze unfocused. Her mind wasn't in their cozy living room; it was adrift in a sea of restless energy, a quiet, insistent hum beneath her skin that had been growing louder for months.

The show’s credits rolled. David stretched, a contented sigh escaping his lips. “Time for bed, sweetheart.” He leaned over and pressed a dry, gentle kiss to her forehead. It was a gesture of affection, she knew, but it felt more like a stamp of approval, a seal marking her as his sensible, predictable Lena.

She waited until the sound of his breathing evened out from the bedroom before she slipped off the couch. The silence of the apartment was a relief, a space where her own thoughts could finally expand. In the darkness of their bedroom, she didn't turn on a light. She knew the path by heart. Her bare feet were silent on the hardwood floor as she moved to the closet.

Pushed to the very back, behind a row of sensible work slacks and a collection of modest sweaters, was a crisp, white department store box. Her secret.

She lifted it out, the cardboard cool beneath her fingertips, and carried it to the sliver of moonlight filtering through the window. Sinking to the floor, she lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, was the person she sometimes fantasized about being.

A pleated black skirt, impossibly short, its fabric promising a sharp, rustling sound with every move. A cream-colored blouse meant to be tied at the midriff, not buttoned. A pair of whisper-thin, black thigh-highs. And resting on top, a pair of thick, black-framed glasses—not a prescription, but a prop. A mask of intelligence she could hide behind while doing unspeakable things.

She ran a finger over the smooth fabric of the skirt. It was a purchase made in a fever dream of rebellion, a click on a late-night website when the loneliness of her predictable life had felt like a physical ache. She had never worn it. She wasn’t sure she ever would. But owning it, knowing it was there, was a tiny, burning ember she kept stoked in the cold, quiet parts of her soul.

And when she held that ember, her thoughts inevitably turned to him.

Mr. Frost.

Marcus Frost. Even his name felt like a warning. He was the CEO of her firm, a man who moved through their sterile office like an arctic predator in a bespoke suit. He wasn't handsome in the way David was—soft and approachable. Mr. Frost was carved from something harder, all sharp angles and chilling intensity. His eyes, the color of a winter storm, missed nothing.

She remembered a meeting last week. While her direct superior droned on about quarterly reports, Mr. Frost’s gaze had swept the room, and for a fraction of a second, it had landed on her. It wasn't a lecherous look, nothing she could ever report. It was something far more unnerving. It was a look of appraisal, of... recognition. As if he could see right through her sensible blouse and A-line skirt to the restless, hungry thing squirming beneath. In that moment, she hadn't felt like an assistant. She had felt like a secret.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, pulling her from her reverie. She glanced at the screen. A calendar notification.

Reminder: Frost Industries Annual Gala. This Friday.

Her stomach tightened. The gala. A night of forced smiles, polite chatter, and watching David try to network with people who barely knew his name. A night of being David’s sensible girlfriend.

She looked from the phone’s sterile glow to the sleeping form of her boyfriend, a man who loved her but had never once tried to truly unravel her. Then her eyes fell back to the box in her lap. The naughty uniform. The promise of a different version of herself.

A slow smile, the first genuine one of the evening, touched her lips.

This year, she wouldn’t just be another guest in a tasteful cocktail dress. This year, she would be seen.

Friday night arrived draped in velvet and the false shimmer of downtown lights. Lena stood before the full-length mirror, turning left, then right. The dress she’d chosen wasn’t scandalous, not by any conventional measure. It was a deep sapphire blue, the silk clinging to her curves in a way her work clothes never dared. The neckline was a modest V, but it hinted at the soft swell of her breasts. It was a dress that said, I am here, not Please overlook me.

“Wow, you look great, sweetie,” David said, adjusting his tie in the reflection behind her. He planted a quick kiss on her cheek. “Ready to go? Don’t want to hit too much traffic.”

Lena’s smile felt brittle. He’d seen the dress, but he hadn’t seen her. He hadn’t noticed the way she’d styled her hair, up in a sophisticated twist but with loose, playful tendrils that brushed her neck. He hadn’t noticed the extra time she’d taken on her makeup, the smoky shadow that made her eyes look deeper, more mysterious. He saw the package, not the contents.

The ballroom of the Grand Hyatt was a symphony of clinking glasses and muted orchestral music. It was elegant, opulent, and suffocatingly familiar. David, true to form, was immediately absorbed in a conversation with a mid-level manager from accounting, his face lit with earnest interest. Lena took a glass of champagne from a passing tray, the bubbles a welcome, crisp sting on her tongue.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MORANA _NOCTURNE
o

SN f

UNLEASHED
BY THE BOSS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





