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Chapter 1 – The First Thread
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Selene didn’t notice him at first.

She noticed the room.

It was all glass and shadows, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city like a private kingdom. The hum of the building’s air system felt distant compared to the silence radiating from the man leaning against his desk.

She’d dressed for confidence that morning:

A fitted ivory blouse with a delicate silk sheen, the top button undone to let her breathe

A high-waisted pencil skirt in charcoal gray, hugging the curve of her hips

Nude heels that made her legs seem endless

Her blouse brushed lightly against her chest as she walked in — and his eyes followed the movement in a way that made her breath catch.

Damien didn’t smile.

He studied her as though deciding which part of her to unravel first.

> “Selene Hart,” he said, voice low, threaded with something unspoken. “Close the door.”
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She obeyed before she could think, her fingers brushing the cool wood, pulse drumming in her ears.

His suit was immaculate — black, perfectly tailored, the jacket open to reveal a crisp shirt stretched over broad shoulders. The subtle gleam of his cufflinks caught the light every time his hand shifted. He looked like someone who could buy the entire building without blinking.

But it wasn’t the money in his presence that unnerved her.

It was the heat.

The slow, unblinking way his gaze moved from her eyes... to her lips... to the faint outline of her curves beneath the silk.

“Do you know why you’re here?” Damien asked.

His tone was almost conversational — except for the way it sank under her skin.

“I... assume it’s about the campaign results,” she said, though her voice betrayed her.

“Partly.”

He straightened, pushing away from the desk. The movement was unhurried, but it made her notice just how tall he was. The air between them tightened as he closed the distance, one measured step at a time.

When he stopped just in front of her, she caught the faint scent of cedar and something darker.

He reached up — not touching skin, not yet — and adjusted the collar of her blouse between his fingers. The fabric shifted, brushing against her chest.

A warm flush raced through her.

Selene forced herself to hold his gaze.

“Mmm...” she exhaled without meaning to, the sound slipping out when his fingertips lingered a moment too long on the silk.

> “You’re tense,” Damien observed quietly. “I like that.”
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His hand dropped to his side, but the ghost of his touch stayed.

She swallowed, shifting her weight slightly, and that’s when she felt it — the briefest pressure of his body brushing against her skirt as he stepped past her. Solid. Warm. Too close.

Her pulse spiked, and she hated that she didn’t move away.

He moved behind her, his voice close to her ear.

“You work for me, Selene. That means when I speak...”

His hand hovered an inch from her waist, enough for her to feel the heat but not the contact.

“...you listen.”

Her breath hitched.

“Yes... Damien,” she murmured before catching herself, “—Mr. Voss.”

He chuckled low, the sound curling down her spine.

When she turned to face him again, his gaze was heavier, sharper.

Like he’d just confirmed something he already suspected.

“You’ll be in my office at nine every morning this week,” he said. “We’ll discuss your work. In detail.”

She nodded, though she had no idea what “detail” meant in Damien’s vocabulary.

And when she left, her hands were steady — but her legs felt like they belonged to someone else.

_____

Selene’s desk had never felt so far away.

Her heels clicked down the hall, but her mind stayed in Damien’s office — replaying the sound of his voice, the brush of his fingers over her blouse. She sat down, trying to steady herself, but her heartbeat thudded so loudly she almost missed the vibration of her phone.

A message.

From Damien Voss.

> "When you wear silk like that... do you know what it does to a man?"
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Her breath caught. She glanced around the office — no one was looking at her — but she felt as if every co-worker could see the heat flushing her cheeks.

She typed back nothing. She couldn’t. But her fingers trembled slightly on the keyboard as she tried to return to her work.

Fifteen minutes later, she sensed him before she saw him.

The subtle shift in the air.

The scent — cedar and spice — brushing against her senses again.

Damien’s shadow stretched across her desk.

“You didn’t answer me,” he said, voice low.

Selene looked up, keeping her expression as neutral as she could. “I didn’t think it needed a reply.”

“Everything I say to you needs a reply.”

He leaned forward, one hand braced on her desk, the other resting casually on the back of her chair. The angle brought him close enough that his suit brushed her shoulder.

Her breath wavered.

“I’m working,” she murmured, forcing her gaze onto the screen.

“Mmm...” Damien’s hum was deep, almost approving.

He straightened slowly, but not before his fingers skimmed the back of her chair — and just grazed the thin fabric at her shoulder. It wasn’t skin-to-skin, but it was enough to make her nipples tighten beneath her blouse. She bit the inside of her cheek, willing herself not to react.

> “Come to my office,” he said, as if it wasn’t a request.

When she stepped inside again, the door shut with a decisive click behind her.

Damien stood by the window this time, sunlight drawing a sharp line along his jaw.

“Stand there,” he instructed, nodding to a spot in front of his desk.

Selene obeyed, her heels tapping lightly against the hardwood.

The silence between them stretched — thick, charged — until he finally moved closer.

He didn’t touch her at first.

He just circled, slow and deliberate, his eyes traveling over her like a warm hand.

“You wore this skirt yesterday,” he said quietly, his voice dipping lower, “but I didn’t notice how it hugs you until now.”

She swallowed. “Is this... about work?”

Damien’s lips curved, faint but knowing.

“Everything’s about work. And right now, I’m working out exactly how easily I can distract you.”

He stopped in front of her again, his hand hovering near her hip, close enough for her to feel the heat radiating from it through the thin wool of her skirt.

Selene’s pulse pounded in her ears. She shifted her weight — and her hip brushed his fingers, sending a sharp spark of sensation through her.

She exhaled a small, trembling,

“Mmm...”

His gaze darkened.

“Careful,” he murmured, “or I’ll think you like that.”

Before she could reply, he reached up and adjusted her blouse again — this time smoothing the silk over her chest with a slow, deliberate sweep of his palm. He didn’t press, didn’t grab, but the motion was intimate enough to make her thighs tense together.

“You’re warm,” he said softly, his thumb brushing the line of buttons.

Selene’s breath stuttered. “I— it’s just the room.”

“Is it?” His voice dropped another shade.

For a moment, they simply stood there, the sound of their breathing filling the space.

Then he stepped back, breaking the spell.

“Go back to your desk,” he ordered, but his eyes told her that this wasn’t over.

___

Selene barely remembered walking back to her desk.

Her hands moved automatically over her keyboard, but her mind stayed trapped in Damien’s office — replaying the drag of his palm across her blouse, the way his thumb had hovered over the buttons.

It wasn’t supposed to feel like this.

She’d worked with difficult bosses before. None of them made her heartbeat skip like this. None of them left her thighs aching with unspent tension.

By the time lunch rolled around, she was half-hoping Damien wouldn’t appear.

But of course, he did.

She was sitting with a small group from the finance department in the glass-walled break room when his shadow fell over the table.

“Mind if I join?” Damien asked — though it wasn’t really a question.

Chairs scraped quietly as people made room.

Selene kept her eyes on her salad, but when Damien sat down beside her, the heat of his thigh brushed hers. A deliberate move — she was sure of it.

Conversation buzzed around them — office gossip, weekend plans — but Selene could barely hear any of it.

All she felt was the subtle, infuriating press of Damien’s leg against hers under the table.

When she shifted slightly, his hand moved — resting on his knee, but his knuckles just barely grazed the edge of her skirt.

A shiver ran through her, so quick she thought no one noticed... until she caught the gaze of Adriana, a fellow assistant, sitting across the table.

Adriana’s brows lifted ever so slightly, a knowing flicker passing through her expression before she turned back to her sandwich.

Damien leaned closer, his voice pitched so only Selene could hear.

“You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m eating,” she murmured.

“Mmm.” His hum was low, like he was considering something.

Then, under the table, his fingers shifted — brushing the side of her knee. Not high enough to be scandalous, but far too intimate for a public setting.

Selene’s fork clinked softly against her plate.

She forced herself to take another bite, but her mouth was dry, and chewing felt like a monumental task.

The touch stayed.

It wasn’t heavy, wasn’t overt. Just the lightest graze of his knuckles, his fingers occasionally flexing, sending waves of heat up her thigh.

Every laugh, every comment from the table faded to background noise.

Her focus narrowed to that single point of contact.

When lunch ended, Damien stood, straightening his suit jacket with a slow, deliberate tug.

“Ms. Hale,” he said, his voice carrying just enough to be heard, “join me in my office in ten minutes.”

Selene swallowed hard.

Adriana glanced up again — this time with the faintest smirk.

Back at her desk, Selene stared at her screen but didn’t see the numbers in front of her.

She wasn’t sure what unnerved her more — the thought of being alone with Damien again, or the knowledge that some part of her wanted it.

Her fingers traced the fabric of her skirt absently
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