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Chapter 1: The Daily Game 

Mara Ellis knew exactly what she was walking into every morning when she stepped off the elevator on the 47th floor of Voss Tower. The glass doors opened to the executive suite of Voss Media Group. Polished marble, black leather, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. And at the far end, behind smoked glass, the man who signed her paychecks-and made her thighs clench every time he looked at her.  Damien Voss. 38. 6'3". Shoulders that filled out his tailored suits like they were painted on. Dark hair clipped short, jaw sharp enough to cut glass, eyes the color of storm clouds. He was beautiful in a brutal way-handsome enough to make people stare, mean enough to make them regret it.

Mara had been hired six months ago for her resume: top-tier Ivy League degree, three years running logistics for a Fortune 500, flawless references. She was damn good at her job. Numbers never lied. Schedules never slipped. Reports were always early and perfect. But everyone knew the real reason Damien had chosen her. She looked like the fantasy men like him were supposed to outgrow: long blonde hair, full lips, blue eyes, curves poured into pencil skirts and low-cut blouses. She played it up. Every day. Tight blouses that showed just enough cleavage when she leaned over his desk. Skirts that rode up an inch too high when she crossed her legs. Lip gloss that caught the light when she smiled at him. He noticed.  He always noticed. 

This morning she walked in at 7:55 a.m. sharp. Damien was already at his desk, sleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms corded and veined, tie not yet knotted. He didn't look up when she set his black coffee on the coaster. "You're late," he said without glancing at the clock. "I'm early," she replied sweetly, placing the folder of overnight reports beside the coffee. "You asked for these by 8. It's 7:55."His eyes flicked up-cold, assessing. "I don't pay for excuses. I pay for perfection." She leaned forward just enough to let the blouse gape. "Then you're getting your money's worth." His gaze dropped to her chest for half a second-long enough for her to feel the heat of it-before snapping back to her face.

"Get out," he said flatly. Mara smiled. "Yes, sir." She turned slowly, letting him watch her ass sway in the tight skirt as she walked out. She felt his stare like a hand on her skin. At 9:17 a.m. he buzzed her in. "Close the door," he said the second she stepped inside. She did. Locked it. He was standing now, leaning back against his desk, arms crossed over that broad chest. The suit jacket was off. Shirt stretched tight across pecs and shoulders. He looked like he could bench press her without breaking a sweat.

"The quarterly projections have three errors," he said. She tilted her head. "I triple-checked them." "Then triple-check again." His voice was ice. "I don't pay for almost-perfect. I pay for flawless." Mara stepped closer. "You pay me very well." "Because you're worth it." His eyes flicked down her body again-lingering on her tits, her waist, her hips. "When you're not fucking up." She bit her lower lip. "Maybe I need better motivation." His jaw flexed. "Careful, Mara." She took another step. Close enough to smell his cologne-woodsy, expensive, dangerous. "You like when I'm careful," she said softly. "But you love when I'm not. "For a second the mask slipped. His eyes darkened. His breathing changed-just a fraction. Then he straightened. 

"Get back to work." She smiled. "Yes, sir." She walked out slowly, ass swaying, knowing he was watching every step. By 2:30 p.m. he called her in again. This time he didn't sit. He stood behind his desk, hands braced on the edge, sleeves rolled higher, forearms flexed. "The revised projections are perfect," he said. She leaned against the doorframe. "You're welcome." He didn't smile. "I don't thank people for doing their job." "But you reward them." She stepped inside. Closed the door. Locked it again. His eyes narrowed. "What do you think you're doing?" She crossed the room slowly. Stopped just out of reach. 
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