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Chapter One: A Slip of the Finger

	

	I never meant for things to end this way. Scratch that—I never meant for things to begin this way. Life has a funny way of spiraling out of control when you're just trying to fix a broken relationship.

	

	It started innocently enough—or at least that’s what I tell myself when I replay the events over and over in my head. My relationship with Eric was crumbling, and I was desperate to save it. Desperate enough to try something I never thought I’d do.

	

	"Maybe this will bring back the spark," I mumbled, staring at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. My reflection looked just as uncertain as I felt. The black lace lingerie I’d bought a month ago still had its tags on, mocking me every time I opened my closet. Tonight, I’d decided it was time to put it to use.

	

	With my phone propped up against the counter, I tried different poses, angling myself just right, hoping to capture something that might remind Eric of the woman he used to adore. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but I forced myself to continue. This was for us, I reminded myself.

	

	The final photo wasn’t bad—tasteful yet daring. But Eric had always been more of a "show, don’t tell" kind of guy. Against my better judgment, I hit record. What started as an awkward attempt to look sexy turned into something more intimate. I didn’t hold back, letting my imagination take over as I murmured his name.

	

	When I was done, I felt a rush of adrenaline. Maybe this would work. Maybe this would remind him of what we had.

	

	I opened my messages and typed a quick note:

	Thinking of you. Miss you.

	

	Without overthinking, I attached the video and hit send.

	

	It wasn’t until I saw the notification pop up that my stomach dropped.

	Message sent to: Damon Volkov.

	

	My boss.

	

	“Oh my God, no, no, no!” My hands fumbled as I stared at the screen in horror. Damon’s name stared back at me, taunting me. I must have hit the wrong contact by mistake. Eric and Damon were right next to each other in my list.

	

	My heart raced as I scrambled to delete the message. But it was too late. The little "delivered" notification was already there.

	

	Damon Volkov wasn’t just any boss. He was the boss. Owner of Volkov Enterprises, the man who’d built an empire of steel and glass from the ground up. He wasn’t the kind of man you sent personal messages to, let alone… this.

	

	I’d worked as his executive assistant for two years, and in that time, I’d learned three things about Damon; He demanded perfection, He didn’t tolerate mistakes, He scared the living hell out of me.

	Tall, dark, and exuding an aura of danger, Damon wasn’t the type to smile or exchange pleasantries. He was the type who made grown men stutter and women either avoid eye contact or fall at his feet.

	

	And now, he’d seen me in a way no boss ever should.

	

	A soft ding pulled me out of my panic. My stomach churned as I saw his name pop up on the screen.

	Damon Volkov: Come to my office. Now.

	

	The elevator ride to the top floor felt like a walk to the gallows. I gripped my phone, praying for a miracle. Maybe he hadn’t seen it. Maybe he’d delete it without opening it.

	

	I stepped into Damon’s office, my heels clicking against the marble floor. His back was to me as he stared out the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city lights casting a faint glow around him.

	

	“Sit,” he commanded, his deep voice slicing through the silence.

	

	I sank into the chair, feeling like a child called to the principal’s office. Damon turned slowly, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine. He held up his phone, and my heart sank.

	

	“Care to explain this?”

	

	My voice caught in my throat as I stammered, “I-I didn’t mean to—”

	

	He raised a hand, silencing me. “You sent me… this.” His tone was calm, too calm, which only made it worse.

	

	“I was trying to send it to someone else,” I blurted, wishing the ground would swallow me whole.

	

	Damon’s lips curved into the faintest smirk, one that didn’t reach his eyes. “Someone else?”

	

	“Yes! My ex-boyfriend!” I admitted, my face burning with humiliation. “It was a mistake. I’m so sorry.”

	

	He studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Finally, he leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “A mistake, you say?”

	

	I nodded furiously, hoping my sincerity would soften his wrath.

	

	“Well,” he said slowly, “you’re right about one thing, Ms. Reid. This was a mistake.”

	

	Relief washed over me—until he added, “And mistakes have consequences.”

	

	I opened my mouth to protest, but his icy glare silenced me.

	

	“You’re fired.”

	

	The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Before I could process them, he stood, his towering presence making me feel small.

	

	“Pack your things and leave. Now.”

	

	Tears pricked my eyes as I nodded, too stunned to argue. As I walked out of his office, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. Not by a long shot.

	

	 


Chapter Two: The Proposition

	

	Packing my desk felt like trying to swallow broken glass. Every photo frame, every pen, every little trinket I’d collected over the past two years reminded me of how hard I had worked to get here. Now, all of it was slipping away because of one stupid, careless mistake.

	

	The office buzzed with whispers as my coworkers avoided eye contact. Everyone knew Damon Volkov didn’t fire people lightly—or quietly. The way I’d been summoned to his office was like a siren call for office gossip. I could practically feel their judgment pressing down on me as I shoved my belongings into a cardboard box.

	

	By the time I reached the lobby, I was fighting back tears. The sting of humiliation was bad enough, but now I was unemployed, single, and utterly lost.

	

	My phone buzzed in my pocket, pulling me out of my thoughts. I hesitated, dreading what new humiliation could possibly await me. When I saw Damon’s name on the screen, my heart skipped a beat.

	

	Damon Volkov: My driver will be outside in five minutes. Get in the car. Do not make me wait.

	

	I stared at the message, unsure if I was reading it correctly. Get in his car? After everything that just happened? Was this some kind of twisted joke?

	

	I looked around, half-expecting a hidden camera crew to jump out and shout, “Gotcha!” But no one was there. Just me, my box of belongings, and my rapidly crumbling dignity.

	

	Five minutes later, a sleek black car pulled up to the curb. The driver, a stone-faced man in a suit, stepped out and opened the door without a word.

	

	I hesitated. Every instinct in my body screamed at me to turn around and walk away. But curiosity—or maybe stupidity—got the better of me.

	

	I slid into the backseat, clutching the box tightly to my chest. The interior of the car was just as intimidating as its owner: luxurious, dark, and impossibly cold.

	

	The driver didn’t speak as he merged into traffic, and I didn’t dare ask where we were going. My mind raced with possibilities, each one more unsettling than the last.

	

	The car pulled into a private driveway flanked by towering iron gates. My eyes widened as we approached a sprawling estate that looked more like a fortress than a home. High walls, security cameras, and armed guards made it clear that this was no ordinary mansion.

	

	The driver opened the door for me, and I stepped out, feeling like I’d just walked into a fairy tale—albeit a dark, twisted one.

	

	Damon was waiting for me at the entrance, his hands in his pockets and his expression unreadable. The evening light cast shadows across his sharp features, making him look even more formidable.

	

	“Come inside,” he said simply, his voice leaving no room for argument.

	

	I followed him through the grand doors, my eyes darting around the opulent interior. Marble floors, crystal chandeliers, and priceless art adorned every corner. It was overwhelming, and yet it suited him perfectly.

	

	He led me to a private study, shutting the door behind us. The room was smaller than I expected, with dark wood paneling and floor-to-ceiling bookshelves.

	

	“Sit,” he commanded, gesturing to a leather chair across from his desk.

	

	I sat, clutching the box tightly, unsure of what to say. Damon took his time, pouring himself a drink from a crystal decanter before sitting down across from me.

	

	“I imagine you’re wondering why you’re here,” he said, his tone measured.

	

	“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

	

	He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You made a mistake today, Ms. Reid. A grave mistake. But I don’t believe in wasting talent. And despite your… lapse in judgment, you are talented.”

	

	My brows furrowed. “You fired me.”

	

	“And now I’m offering you an opportunity,” he said smoothly. “A better one.”

	

	“What kind of opportunity?”

	

	His lips curved into a faint smirk. “You’ll work for me, directly and exclusively. Your position will be more… personal in nature.”





