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CHAPTER ONE


The Gilded Cage

The champagne was too cold, the smiles too bright, and Danielle Price

was already calculating her exit strategy.

She stood at the edge of the Mandarin Oriental’s grand ballroom,

watching Bangkok’s elite glitter and preen like exotic birds in an

aviary. Crystal chandeliers cast prismatic light across silk gowns and

diamond necklaces worth more than most people’s houses. The air smelled

of jasmine, expensive perfume, and old money.

Danielle took a sip of her champagne and let her gaze drift across

the crowd with the practiced assessment of someone who’d spent a decade

cleaning up other people’s messes. PR crisis management wasn’t

glamorous, despite what the setting suggested. It was damage control,

spin doctoring, and occasionally outright lying—all dressed up in a

designer suit and a smile that never quite reached her eyes.

“You look like you’d rather be anywhere else.”

The voice came from her left—smooth, accented, amused. Danielle

turned and found herself looking at a man in his sixties with silver

hair and a knowing expression.

“Is it that obvious?” she asked.

“Only to someone who feels the same way.” He extended his hand.

“Somchai Devakula. You must be Ms. Price. My daughter mentioned you’d be

attending.”

Danielle shook his hand, her mind immediately cataloging the

information. Devakula. The family she’d been hired to help. Old Thai

aristocracy with roots that stretched back to the royal court. Money

that whispered rather than shouted. And apparently, a problem

significant enough that they’d flown in a PR strategist from New

York.

“Your daughter has good taste in champagne,” Danielle said, raising

her glass slightly. “Though I have to admit, I’m still not entirely

clear on what the situation is. Your assistant was… vague.”

Somchai’s smile tightened almost imperceptibly. “Kanya prefers to

handle her own introductions. She should be—ah, there she is.”

He gestured across the ballroom, and Danielle followed his gaze.

The woman moving through the crowd was stunning in a way that made

Danielle forget to breathe for a moment. She wore a silk dress the color

of midnight, cut to suggest rather than reveal, and she moved with the

kind of grace that came from years of deportment lessons and social

conditioning. Her black hair was swept up in an elegant twist, and her

smile was warm and practiced as she greeted guests.

But it was her eyes that caught Danielle’s attention. Even from

across the room, she could see they were calculating, assessing,

measuring everyone around her with the same careful precision Danielle

herself employed.

“Kanya,” Somchai called out, and the woman’s gaze shifted toward

them.

For a moment—just a heartbeat—something flickered across her face.

Surprise? Recognition? Interest? Then it was gone, replaced by that

perfect social smile as she glided toward them.

“Papa,” she said, kissing her father’s cheek. Then she turned to

Danielle, and up close, she was even more striking. Her skin was

flawless, her features delicate but strong, and when she extended her

hand, Danielle noticed her nails were painted a deep burgundy that

matched her lipstick exactly.

“Ms. Price. I’ve heard excellent things about your work.”

Her hand was warm, her grip firm, and Danielle found herself holding

on a fraction of a second too long.

“Call me Danielle,” she said, releasing Kanya’s hand and immediately

missing the contact. “And I’m afraid I can’t say the same, since I still

don’t know exactly what I’m here to fix.”

Kanya’s smile didn’t waver, but something sharp and assessing entered

her eyes. “Direct. I like that. Most people spend the first hour dancing

around the subject.”

“I don’t dance,” Danielle said. “Not unless I’m paid to.”

“And are you? Being paid to dance, I mean.”

“Depends on what the music is.”

For a moment, they simply looked at each other, and Danielle felt

something electric pass between them. It was the kind of instant

chemistry she’d learned to distrust—too fast, too intense, too likely to

complicate things.

Somchai cleared his throat. “I’ll leave you two to discuss business.

Kanya, please don’t keep Ms. Price too long. She’s just arrived from New

York.”

He disappeared into the crowd, and suddenly Danielle was alone with

Kanya Devakula, who was studying her with an intensity that made her

skin prickle.

“Shall we?” Kanya gestured toward a quieter corner of the ballroom,

away from the main crowd.

They moved through the party together, and Danielle was acutely aware

of the eyes following them. Curious glances, speculative whispers. In a

world like this, everything meant something. Every conversation was a

negotiation, every smile a calculation.

They found a small alcove near the terrace doors, partially hidden by

an enormous arrangement of orchids. The music was softer here, the crowd

more distant.

“So,” Danielle said, setting her champagne glass on a nearby table.

“Are you going to tell me what I’m dealing with, or do I have to

guess?”

Kanya’s smile turned wry. “You’re not one for small talk, are

you?”

“Small talk is for people with time to waste. I’m assuming you didn’t

fly me halfway around the world to discuss the weather.”

“No,” Kanya agreed. She glanced around, ensuring they were alone,

then leaned in slightly. The movement brought with it a subtle

scent—jasmine and something darker, more complex. “Tell me, Ms.

Price—Danielle—what do you know about my family?”

“Old money. Thai aristocracy. Your father has connections to the

royal family, though distant ones. Your mother passed away five years

ago. You have a younger brother studying in London. You sit on the

boards of three charities and two corporations. You’re thirty-two,

unmarried, and according to the society pages, you’ve been linked to at

least a dozen eligible bachelors in the past decade, though none of the

relationships seem to stick.”

Kanya’s eyebrows rose. “You did your homework.”

“I always do. What I don’t know is what scandal I’m here to manage.

Your assistant mentioned a ‘delicate situation’ that required

‘discretion and expertise.’ That could mean anything from a sex tape to

embezzlement.”

“It’s neither,” Kanya said. Her voice had gone quieter, more serious.

“It’s… complicated.”

“Complicated is my specialty.”

Kanya studied her for a long moment, and Danielle had the distinct

impression she was being evaluated, measured against some internal

standard. Finally, Kanya seemed to come to a decision.

“Not here,” she said. “Too many ears. Can you meet me tomorrow?

Somewhere private.”

“Your office?”

“No. Somewhere neutral. Do you know the Jim Thompson House?”

Danielle nodded. She’d read about it on the plane—a museum dedicated

to the American silk merchant who’d disappeared mysteriously in Malaysia

in 1967.

“Meet me there at two o’clock. We’ll talk then.” Kanya’s hand brushed

against Danielle’s arm, a fleeting touch that sent an unexpected jolt

through her. “And Danielle? Thank you for coming. I know this is…

unusual.”

“Unusual is also my specialty,” Danielle said, trying to ignore the

way her skin still tingled where Kanya had touched her.

Kanya’s smile turned genuine for the first time, reaching her eyes

and transforming her face from beautiful to breathtaking. “I think we’re

going to work well together.”

Then she was gone, gliding back into the crowd with that same

effortless grace, leaving Danielle standing alone in the alcove with

more questions than answers and a racing pulse she couldn’t quite

explain.

Danielle picked up her champagne glass and drained it in one long

swallow.

This job was already more complicated than she’d anticipated.

And something told her it was only going to get worse.





CHAPTER TWO


Silk and Secrets

The Jim Thompson House was a study in contrasts—traditional Thai

architecture filled with Asian art and antiques, nestled in the heart of

modern Bangkok. Danielle arrived fifteen minutes early, a habit born

from years of needing to control every variable in a situation.

She paid the entrance fee and wandered through the gardens, letting

the peaceful atmosphere settle over her. Koi swam lazily in ponds, and

the sound of water trickling over stones provided a counterpoint to the

distant hum of city traffic.

“You’re early.”

Danielle turned to find Kanya standing behind her, dressed more

casually today in linen pants and a silk blouse the color of champagne.

Her hair was down, falling in a sleek curtain past her shoulders, and

she wore oversized sunglasses that hid her eyes.

“Punctuality is a virtue,” Danielle said.

“So is patience.” Kanya removed her sunglasses, and Danielle was

struck again by the intelligence in those dark eyes. “Shall we walk? I

find it easier to talk when I’m moving.”

They strolled through the gardens together, maintaining a careful

distance that felt both professional and charged with something

unspoken.

“So,” Danielle said after a moment. “Are you going to tell me what

this is about, or are we just going to admire the architecture?”

Kanya laughed, a genuine sound that made something warm unfurl in

Danielle’s chest. “You really don’t believe in easing into things, do

you?”

“Life’s too short for preambles.”

“Fair enough.” Kanya’s expression sobered. “What I’m about to tell

you stays between us. Not my father, not your agency, not anyone.

Agreed?”

“Client confidentiality is standard in my contracts.”

“This goes beyond standard.” Kanya stopped walking and turned to face

her fully. “I need your word, Danielle. Not as a PR strategist, but as a

person.”

There was something vulnerable in her expression, something that made

Danielle’s professional detachment waver slightly.

“You have it,” she said quietly.

Kanya nodded, seeming to accept this. They resumed walking, and for a

moment, the only sound was their footsteps on the stone path.

“My family’s wealth comes from several sources,” Kanya began. “Real

estate, investments, the usual portfolio of old money. But there’s one

source that’s… less conventional. My grandfather, during the war,

acquired certain items. Art, antiquities, things that were displaced

during the chaos.”

“Looted,” Danielle said flatly.

“Acquired,” Kanya repeated, but there was no conviction in her voice.

“The legality was always questionable. My grandfather maintained that he

purchased everything legitimately, but the documentation is…

sparse.”

“And now someone’s asking questions.”

“A journalist. British, freelance, with a reputation for exposing

uncomfortable truths about wealthy families. He’s been digging into our

family history, and he’s found something. I don’t know what yet, but

he’s reached out, asking for comment on a story he’s planning to

run.”

Danielle’s mind was already working through the angles. “What’s the

timeline?”

“He says he’ll publish in two weeks unless we can provide

documentation proving legitimate ownership.”

“Can you?”

Kanya’s silence was answer enough.

“So we need to either find the documentation, discredit the

journalist, or get ahead of the story,” Danielle said. “The third option

is usually the best. Control the narrative before someone else

does.”

“That’s why you’re here.” Kanya stopped walking again, this time near

a small pavilion overlooking a pond. “But there’s more.”

“There always is.”

Kanya’s lips quirked in a small smile. “You’re very cynical for

someone so young.”

“I’m thirty-five, and I’ve seen enough to earn my cynicism. What’s

the ‘more’?”

Kanya was quiet for a long moment, and when she spoke, her voice was

barely above a whisper. “Some of the items in question are still in our

possession. In our home. If this story breaks, there could be legal

ramifications. Repatriation demands. Criminal charges, possibly.”

“Against your father?”

“Against all of us. The family name would be destroyed.”

Danielle studied her carefully. Kanya was standing very still, her

posture perfect, but there was tension in the set of her shoulders, the

way her hands were clasped tightly together.

“Why not just return the items?” Danielle asked. “Quietly, through

back channels. Make it go away.”

“Because my father won’t hear of it. He believes we have every right

to keep what’s ours. He sees it as an attack on our family honor.”

“And you?”

Kanya met her gaze, and

































































EPUB/nav.xhtml

Silk Lies

		SILK LIES		Anna Leigh Alexander





		Table of Contents

		SILK LIES		by





		CHAPTER ONE		The Gilded Cage





		CHAPTER TWO		Silk and Secrets





		CHAPTER THREE		The Weight of History





		CHAPTER FOUR		The Art of War





		CHAPTER FIVE		Crossing Lines





		CHAPTER SIX		Unraveling





		CHAPTER SEVEN		The Art of Persistence





		CHAPTER EIGHT		Damage Control





		CHAPTER NINE		Aftershocks





		CHAPTER TEN		The Foundation





		CHAPTER ELEVEN		Distance





		CHAPTER TWELVE		Rebuilding Trust





		CHAPTER THIRTEEN		The Interview





		CHAPTER FOURTEEN		The Gala





		CHAPTER FIFTEEN		Cracks in the Foundation





		CHAPTER SIXTEEN		The Betrayal





		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN		The Investigation





		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN		Reconciliation





		CHAPTER NINETEEN		First Night





		CHAPTER TWENTY		Building Something New





		CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE		Family Matters





		CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO		New Horizons





		CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE		Full Circle





		CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR		Epilogue: Home









  
    		
      Title Page
    


  





