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The air in the Canyon Homes headquarters didn’t smell like paper and coffee. It smelled like money. Clean, sterile, and expensive. I smoothed my skirt, a cheap knock-off I’d hoped passed for silk, and tried not to gawk. Every surface was polished marble or dark, gleaming wood. The art on the walls wasn’t just prints; it was real, violent strokes of color that cost more than my car. My car, which was currently a ten-year-old piece of shit parked three blocks away. God, I was a fraud. A twenty-year-old with a brand new license and a head full of textbook bullshit, pretending I belonged here.

Then he walked out.

Clark Canyon.

He wasn’t just handsome. He was a monument. Forty-nine years old and built like he still played college football, all broad shoulders and a trim waist that his tailored suit couldn’t hide. His hair was silver at the temples, cutting through a dark thatch that made him look distinguished, not old. His eyes... fuck, his eyes. They were the color of old whiskey, and they scanned the room, the people, the entire world like he owned it. Which, I guess, he did.

His gaze skipped over the senior brokers, the men in their forties with potbellies and desperate smiles. It landed on me. It felt like a physical touch, a hot brand that started at my chest and seared its way down to my pussy. I felt my nipples tighten, a sudden, shameful ache. I was suddenly aware of my hips, the way they flared out from my waist, the heavy weight of my breasts against the fabric of my blouse. I’d always been proud of my body, but under his stare, it felt like something else. Something he was assessing. Appraising.

He crossed the floor, his steps silent on the thick carpet. He stopped in front of my desk. The other brokers went quiet, a hush falling over the floor that was more telling than any whisper.

“You’re the new one,” he said. His voice wasn’t loud, but it filled the space. It was a low rumble, the kind of voice that could give orders and have people begging to obey.

“Yes, sir. Tanya.” My own voice sounded thin, reedy.

“Tanya.” He said my name like he was tasting it. His eyes dropped, a slow, deliberate sweep from my face, down my neck, lingering on my tits, then moving to the curve of my hips where I sat. It wasn’t lecherous. It was worse. It was analytical. Like a farmer inspecting a prize-winning heifer. A hot, sick thrill went through me. “Show me your file on the Sterling project.”

I fumbled with the folder, my hands shaking. I’d worked all weekend on it. I passed it to him, our fingers brushing. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up my arm. His skin was warm, dry. He didn’t react, just took the folder and flipped through the pages. He read faster than anyone I’d ever seen, his eyes moving back and forth.

Finally, he looked up. “Your projections are aggressive. You’re assuming a fifteen percent premium over market.”

“The location is undervalued, sir,” I said, finding my voice. “The zoning changes are imminent. The school district is the best in the county. It’s not a gamble. It’s an inevitability.”

A flicker of something in his whiskey eyes. Approval. It hit me harder than any praise I’d ever gotten. It was a drug, and I knew, right then, that I would do anything to get another hit.

“I have a special project,” he said, closing the folder and setting it down. “A portfolio of distressed properties downtown. No one wants to touch it. It’s a mess. I want you to untangle it. Give me a full acquisition strategy by Friday. Don’t talk to anyone about it. Just me.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “Yes, sir. Of course, sir.”

He turned to leave, then paused. He looked back at me, one last, long, searing look. “Don’t disappoint me, Tanya.”

He walked away, and I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. My panties were damp. I was terrified, and I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life. I looked down at the cheap fabric of my skirt and swore to myself that I would not, could not, disappoint him.

—-
[image: ]


I didn’t sleep for four days. I lived on coffee, takeout, and the raw, buzzing energy of the challenge. The project was a fucking nightmare—a tangled web of shell corporations, liens, and city code violations that would have sent a seasoned broker running for the hills. But I saw it. I saw the diamond in the shit. Clark Canyon hadn’t given me a test; he’d given me a key. I mapped it all out on my whiteboard, a chaotic web of lines and numbers that only made sense to me. My brain felt like a live wire, every synapse firing.

By Thursday night, it was done. A fifty-page document detailing a phased acquisition, a zoning variance strategy, and a projected ROI that made my hands shake. It was brilliant. It was my ticket. I printed it, the fresh paper smelling like victory and desperation. I wanted him to see me. Not the body he’d appraised, but the mind he’d tested.

Friday morning, I walked into his office. It was a corner office on the top floor, all glass and steel, overlooking the entire city. He was on the phone, his back to me, looking out at the kingdom he’d built. I stood there, clutching my report, feeling like an idiot. He ended the call without turning around.

“Put it on my desk.”

I did, laying the thick stack of paper down as gently as I could. My heart was a frantic drum against my ribs. He turned, and his eyes found mine. He didn’t look at the report. He just looked at me.

“Sit.”

I sat in one of the leather chairs opposite his desk. It was so soft it felt like it was swallowing me whole. He picked up the report and leaned back in his chair, flipping to the last page. He read my conclusion first. His expression was unreadable, a mask of granite. The silence stretched, thick and heavy. I was sweating. I could feel a drop of it trickling down between my breasts.

Finally, he set the paper down. “The variance for the old textile factory is a long shot. The council hates developers.”

“They hate stupid developers,” I blurted out, my voice cracking. “I researched every member. Two of them have kids in the arts program that’s getting cut. The factory has a massive basement. Perfect for a non-profit community arts space. We offer to retrofit it pro bono as part of the deal. We frame the whole thing as a cultural revitalization, not just a luxury condo build. We get the press, they get a win, and we get our variance. It’s not a long shot, sir. It’s checkmate.”

A slow smile spread across his face. It wasn’t a kind smile. It was a predator’s smile. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

“Stand up,” he said.

I did. My legs felt like jelly.

He walked around the desk, closing
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