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By Gregory Kellso 

David Marlowe had been on the forty-third floor for barely a week, but already the executive suite felt smaller every time he stepped into Simon Camden’s office.  David knew he was nothing like the other interns Simon had mentored. He didn’t fawn, didn’t flatter, and certainly didn’t shrink in the shadow of power. In his late twenties, David carried himself with the kind of confidence that couldn’t be taught—an effortless swagger honed on the track and in the courtroom-style classrooms of his Ivy League alma mater. He had the sharp mind of someone who could go head-to-head with partners twice his age, and the body of someone who could make them forget what they were saying mid-sentence. He wanted to intern with no one else but Simon – might even be falling in love.

Simon Camden was fifty-two, the bank’s senior managing partner— He was a man carved out of power, and he wore it like a second skin. He didn’t just work in high finance; he commanded it. He was broad-shouldered beneath his tailored charcoal suit, every line on his body and every stitch of fabric sharp, precise, and expensive. His movements were efficient, never rushed—he was a man who had mastered time, who made others wait without apology.

Broad-shouldered with a naturally athletic build, David filled out his navy dress shirt in a way that felt almost indecent—like the fabric was constantly negotiating how much it could hide. His torso tapered to a narrow waist, and his slacks clung just enough to make turning around a calculated move. His skin was warm olive, his dark hair cropped short on the sides but rebellious and textured on top, like even his grooming had boundaries he refused to respect.

Simon’s silver-streaked hair was swept back with the same discipline that governed his million-dollar deals: clean, deliberate, controlled. No hair out of place, no gesture without purpose. His jaw, still square and strong, bore the faintest shadow of stubble by five o’clock—just enough to hint at the man beneath the polish. And his eyes—ice blue and unblinking—had a way of lingering just a fraction too long, as if he was already four steps into your next move, measuring whether you were worth the investment.

Simon noticed early on that it was David’s eyes that made people stumble. Warm brown, rich with intelligence and spark, they always seemed to know more than he let on. He looked at people the way a man looks at a closed door he already has the key to. And when he smiled—slow, crooked, unapologetically sure—it wasn’t deference. It was a dare, but kind and somehow playful.

And David knew that Simon kept his emotions locked tight behind that unreadable gaze. People didn’t tell Simon what to do; they waited to be told. He never raised his voice in meetings. He didn’t have to. The weight of his name did the work. The boardroom fell silent when he entered. Assistants stiffened when his door opened. More than one young associate had tried to impress him—many with ambition, a few with charm—but none of them lasted long. He had no time for weakness.

That was what made him so irresistible to David.

David hadn’t taken this internship just to add a bullet point to his résumé. He was playing a longer game—one that involved corner offices, private elevators, and boardrooms where people listened when you spoke. 

Simon was everything to which David was drawn:  older, incredibly masculine, carved from discipline and dominance. But David knew there had to be a place beneath all of Simon’s outward control, and he wanted to crack him open and share it.  Because for all the power Simon projected—for all the men who feared him and the women who flinched under his stare—David could sense something else simmering just below the surface.

Control. Tension. Restraint.

And something told him that, given the right moment, the right pressure... Simon Camden might finally, deliciously, snap.

Over the first week, flirtation had become an unspoken ritual. A brush of shoulders when passing in the hallway. A low, knowing laugh from David that drew Simon’s gaze from his spreadsheets. A subtle pause at Simon’s desk as David bent just enough to point out a number on a report, the scent of his cologne lingering long after he’d gone. Simon, in turn, found himself offering unnecessary “mentoring” meetings, leaning closer than strictly necessary, letting his gaze flick downward before returning to David’s eyes with the faintest smirk.

It was a game, and they both knew it. Simon relished the illusion of control—he was the one with the corner office, the influence, the authority.  But David was certain he saw it—the pause before Simon responded, the barely-there flicker in his gaze when David entered the room, the way he sometimes adjusted his cufflinks twice instead of once when David spoke.

David’s eyes couldn’t conceal the other story being told, the one where the older man’s power was a prize he intended to share. And somewhere beneath Simon’s polished composure, the thought thrilled him more than he wanted to admit.

The moment that confirmed it came on Friday.
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