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Chapter 1 – The Meeting Behind Glass
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The glass door whispered shut behind her, the faint click echoing in her chest.
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Freya stood in the doorway, her hand still on the chrome handle, as Blake Vale looked up from behind his desk. He didn’t rush her. His gaze moved deliberately, starting at the curve of her shoulders beneath her cream silk blouse, sliding lower where the fabric tucked neatly into the high waist of her pencil skirt.

––––––––
[image: ]


The skirt’s navy fabric hugged her hips a little too well for her comfort; she was suddenly aware of every shift of her stance.
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“Mmm...” The sound slipped from her before she could stop it, more a nervous hum than a word.
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Blake’s mouth curved, almost imperceptibly. “Close the door, Miss...” His pause was deliberate. “Freya, isn’t it?”
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Her fingers tightened around the handle. “Yes, sir.” The honorific felt natural with him, though he hadn’t asked for it.
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She stepped forward, the faint scent of leather and something darker — sandalwood? — curling around her senses. Each stride was measured, the click of her heels swallowed by the thick Persian rug that spread beneath his desk.

––––––––
[image: ]


His office was all sharp lines and dark wood, but there was a softness in the way the light fell across it, diffused by floor-to-ceiling blinds. And in the center of it, Blake watched her like he had nothing else to do in the world.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Have a seat,” he said, his voice low enough that she leaned in slightly to hear.
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Freya lowered herself into the chair, her skirt tugging higher along her thighs. She smoothed it down — slowly — and caught his eyes flicker, just once, to the movement of her hand.
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“You’ve been here... what? Two weeks?”
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“Yes,” she murmured. “And you’ve already heard of me?”
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A faint smile ghosted his lips. “I make it my business to know everyone... who matters.”
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Heat stirred in her chest, trickling upward into her neck. “And do I matter, Mr. Vale?”
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He didn’t answer right away. Instead, his gaze settled on her hands folded in her lap. She realized she was twisting the edge of her blouse between her fingers, the silk slipping and sliding over her skin.
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“You... dress to be noticed,” he said finally, his tone as even as if he were commenting on the weather.
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Freya’s breath caught — not from the words, but from the way he said them, like a statement of fact that left no room for denial.
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“Ohhh...” she exhaled softly, almost inaudible, as his eyes lingered.

_____
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Her breath had barely evened when Blake shifted in his chair — not much, just enough for the leather to creak faintly under his weight.
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“I said...” He let the pause stretch, eyes steady on hers, “...you dress to be noticed.”
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Freya swallowed, the silk collar of her blouse brushing against her neck as she tilted her head. “Is that... a problem?”
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“That depends.” He laced his fingers loosely, elbows resting on the desk. “Is it intentional?”
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She felt her pulse in her wrists, in her throat. “Sometimes,” she admitted, voice soft. “But not always.”
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His gaze dropped briefly — not by accident — to the faint pull of her blouse over her chest. The fabric shifted with each inhale, hinting at the shape beneath without revealing.
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“Mmm...” the sound left her lips before she realized it, a hum that was half-defensive, half... something else.
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He leaned forward then, forearms braced on the desk, closing the physical space by inches. The movement carried the subtle scent of his cologne toward her again — warm, earthy, and something faintly spicy that made her lips part without thinking.
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“What about today?” he asked.
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Her voice caught, came out quieter than she intended. “Today wasn’t for anyone in particular.”
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“Yet here you are,” Blake murmured, “in a skirt that makes a man notice... and a blouse that—” He stopped mid-sentence, his eyes locking with hers. “Do you know what silk does in low light?”
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Freya’s fingers fidgeted again, smoothing the hem near her thigh. She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to — the faint rise and fall of her breath was answer enough.
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Blake’s hand moved — slow enough that she could track every inch — as he reached toward a file on the desk. But his fingers brushed the edge of hers where they rested on the tabletop. Just a graze.
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“Ohhh...” Her exhale trembled, more from the anticipation than the touch itself.
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He didn’t acknowledge the sound, just slid the file toward himself and flipped it open — as though she were only a passing thought, though his eyes hadn’t truly left her since she stepped in.
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“You’re in administration, correct?” he asked, his tone smooth again.
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“Yes.”
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“And you know why you were asked here?”

––––––––
[image: ]


She shook her head slowly. “Not yet.”

––––––––
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“Good.” He closed the file. The click of the folder against the desk was louder than it should have been in the silence between them. “That means we can start without... pretense.”

____
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Freya stayed very still. It was the only way she could think clearly — though “clearly” wasn’t exactly the right word for the rush running through her.
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Blake’s gaze lingered on her face for a long moment before dropping — not quickly, not furtively — to where her skirt had shifted just above her knee.
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“You’re nervous,” he said, not a question.
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Her lips parted. “I—”
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“Don’t deny it.” His voice was calm, almost warm, but with that undercurrent of control that made her shoulders stiffen. “Your breathing gives you away.”
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She forced her hands to still in her lap, but her blouse betrayed her — the silk moving ever so slightly with each uneven inhale.
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“Mmm... maybe,” she murmured, the hum low and almost defiant.
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That brought the faintest flicker of something to his expression. Approval, perhaps.
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“You shouldn’t be,” he said. “Not unless you have reason to be.”
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Freya tilted her head, her hair sliding forward to brush her cheek. “Do I?”
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Blake leaned back — but it wasn’t retreat. It was a measured shift, one leg crossing over the other, his hand smoothing along the crease of his trousers before coming to rest on the arm of the chair. The motion was deliberate enough that her eyes followed without meaning to.
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“You tell me,” he replied.
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Heat pressed at the base of her throat. She was aware of how her own posture had changed — knees drawn a little closer together, spine straighter, almost as if bracing.
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“I...” Her voice trailed, and she gave a soft breath, “ohhh...” — it slipped out before she could swallow it back.
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Blake’s eyes sharpened at the sound, but his tone remained steady. “What would you say,” he began, “if I told you I’d been watching you since your first day?”
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Freya’s pulse tripped. “I’d say...” She swallowed. “That’s... intense.”
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“It’s accurate,” he said simply.
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Her fingers itched to smooth her skirt again, but she didn’t dare break eye contact now. The air between them felt tight, like it might snap if either of them moved too quickly.
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“Why?” she asked at last.

––––––––
[image: ]


The corner of his mouth curved. “Because I notice things others don’t. The way you avoid looking directly at certain people. The way your shoulders relax when you think no one’s watching. And the way—” He paused, and in that pause her body leaned a fraction forward without permission. “—you bite your lip when you’re thinking about something you shouldn’t.”
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Freya’s lips parted, but this time she didn’t try to hide the faint catch in her breath. “Haaahhh...”

––––––––
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He didn’t speak right away, and in that quiet, her heart felt far too loud.

_____

––––––––
[image: ]


Blake’s chair shifted back with a low scrape of wood against the rug. The sound made Freya’s fingers twitch against her skirt — and when she looked up, he was already rising to his feet.
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He didn’t speak as he stepped around the desk. His strides were unhurried, purposeful, the soft gleam of his polished shoes catching the light.
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Freya’s breath came in small, shallow pulls. She stayed seated, though her legs pressed closer together, knees brushing.
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He stopped just at the edge of the desk, his presence suddenly taller, closer, heavier in the air around her.
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The scent of him — that dark mix of sandalwood and something faintly smoky — curled into her senses again. She couldn’t tell if it was his cologne or simply him.
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“You bite your lip when you’re thinking about something you shouldn’t,” he repeated softly, almost at her ear now.
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Her lips parted instinctively. “Mmm...” The hum vibrated faintly in her throat.
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His hand rested — not on her — but on the corner of the desk beside her chair. Close enough that she felt the faint shift of air as his cuff brushed near her sleeve.
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“That skirt...” His voice lowered, the words slow, deliberate. “...wasn’t meant for sitting in meetings all day.”
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Her fingers moved before she could stop them, smoothing the fabric along her thigh. The fine navy weave slid beneath her touch, and she realized she was drawing his gaze there again.
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“Ohhh... yesssssh...” It slipped out, half under her breath.
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He leaned fractionally closer, his other hand bracing on the desk’s edge so she was framed between his arms. The warmth radiating from him made her skin prickle under her blouse, the silk clinging more than it had a moment ago.
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“You feel that?” he murmured.

––––––––
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She gave the barest nod, unsure if he meant the heat, the nearness, or the unspoken current running between them.
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“Good,” Blake said — the word quiet but absolute.

_____
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Blake didn’t move quickly.

His right hand drifted from the desk’s edge, tracing a slow, deliberate path toward her shoulder.
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Freya’s breath caught.
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The fine silk of her blouse seemed thinner under the weight of his nearness. She swore she could feel the warmth of his fingertips before they even touched.
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He let them rest — lightly — just below her collarbone. Not enough to claim, not enough to be formal. The kind of touch that sent her pulse skipping for reasons that had nothing to do with conversation.
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His thumb shifted, brushing the faintest circle through the fabric. The motion pressed the silk inward, enough that the outline beneath tightened against her skin.
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A sharp rush of awareness shot through her chest
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