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​Part 1 - The Loyal Assistant
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The city had already rolled into nightfall, its neon glow spilling through the glass tower like liquid light. The Kane Enterprises office floor buzzed in a way it rarely did after six—quiet, but not silent. Phones were muted, printers had long cooled, but a handful of interns still hunched over their cubicles, the soft click of keys echoing like whispers in a cathedral.

At the heart of it, in his corner office with the glass walls, Alexander Kane moved with the restless authority of a man who demanded victory before sunrise. His jacket was tossed across the back of a leather chair, sleeves rolled up to reveal the strong lines of his forearms. A phone was pressed to his ear, his tone clipped and commanding, each sentence a scalpel cutting through the hesitation of whoever dared be on the other end.

"Numbers aren't good enough. I need projections that tell me we own this market, not that we're chasing it," he snapped, pacing before the windows, the skyline a silent witness.

At his desk, Isabella Hart was surrounded by paper and glowing screens, her slender fingers skimming through thick binders of research files, eyes sharp despite the late hour. The faint citrus of her perfume lingered in the room, rising every time she shifted in her seat to reach another folder. She could feel the weight of Alexander's energy as constant as the hum of the city outside.

"Here," she said softly, sliding a summary sheet into the growing stack before her. "The manufacturing subsidiary in Singapore, numbers are cleaner than their North American partners. The board will want that lead upfront."

Her voice cut through the haze of his call, drawing his gaze even as he continued speaking into the phone. He gave her a nod that was quick and appreciative, with the sense of acknowledgment that always sent something traitorous fluttering in her chest.

The interns, tucked into their cubicles, were little ghosts of diligence, their presence a thin veil of normalcy. But inside Alexander's office, the air vibrated differently with a lot of tension.

Then he ended the call sharply, "We'll revisit in an hour," and tossed the phone onto the desk. His eyes, storm-gray and intense, landed on Isabella with the full weight of someone who expected the world and usually got it.

"You've been buried in those files for two hours straight," he said, his tone softer than it had been on the phone, but still threaded with that relentless drive. "Show me what you've got."

She rose from her chair, gathering the stack of marked-up reports, and crossed the short distance to him. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, each step measured, though her pulse was racing faster than she'd admit. She leaned across the desk, placing the documents before him, aware of how close his hand was when he reached for the top sheet.

"Here," she said, her voice steady, though she caught the tremor of her own breath. "If you lead with these metrics, you'll frame the board's expectations before they can start pressing for weak spots."

Alexander skimmed, his eyes narrowing with approval. "Good. That's sharp. That's what they need to hear." His hand brushed against hers as he flipped the page, a casual accident that wasn't casual at all. Neither of them pulled away.

Outside the office, an intern coughed lightly, a reminder of others nearby, but in here it barely mattered. The world beyond the glass walls was already blurring into insignificance.

Isabella straightened, smoothing the skirt of her suit, her throat tight with words she'd never say. Alexander leaned back in his chair, his gaze lingering on her longer than was appropriate, long enough to send heat curling through her veins.

The moment broke when his desk phone rang again, shrill and insistent. He snatched it up, voice hardening back into business. Isabella stepped away, returning to her files, pretending to focus, though her mind was a storm of awareness.

The night pressed on, tense and relentless, the two of them tethered not just by deadlines and deals, but by the unspoken pull threading tighter between them with every passing second.

A soft knock broke the rhythm. One of the interns, a nervous young man with a binder hugged to his chest, lingered at the glass door. He opened it slightly, his voice a thread of uncertainty.

"Miss Hart... could you take a look at something we found? I think we're missing a data point in the projections."

Isabella straightened at once, smoothing the curve of her blouse as she rose from the desk. "Of course," she said gently, her voice carrying calm reassurance. She gathered a slim notepad and walked toward the door, her steps measured and purposeful.

Alexander's attention should have remained fixed on the call, but the moment she crossed the room, his eyes followed. He watched her, how the lamplight slipped over her shoulders, how her hips swayed with an unconscious grace. He murmured something curt into the phone, though the words faltered, drifting, as heat coiled deep inside him. The excitement was swift and sharp, curling beneath the tailored cut of his trousers. Luckily, seated behind his massive desk, no one could see the shift in his composure.

The door eased open, and Isabella stepped into the softer light of the cubicles. The intern led her to a cluttered desk where reports and graphs were spread in a haphazard mosaic of numbers. She leaned over, her hair falling slightly as she scanned the highlighted cells. Her presence was grounding and measured, focused as though the chaos of deadlines and Alexander's intensity could not touch her in this moment.

"I see the problem," she said after a pause, her tone calm and steady. "You've duplicated the revenue forecast here." She tapped the page lightly with her pen, her fingertip brushing the line of numbers. "That inflated the totals by almost three percent. If you correct this formula, the entire chart balances. Watch—"

She keyed in a quick adjustment on the spreadsheet. The numbers realigned instantly, the graph stabilizing with a satisfying neatness. The intern exhaled in visible relief, tension leaving his shoulders.

"Thank you, Miss Hart," he said earnestly.

Isabella offered a small smile that softened the room, and tucked the pen back into her notepad. "You'll be fine. Just remember to cross-check the formulas before printing."

From behind the glass, Alexander's eyes never left her. He should have been listening, he was supposed to be dissecting manufacturing terms, closing the deal but his voice had taken on a distracted cadence, his gaze pinned on the way she moved. The grace in her patience, the sharpness in her analysis, the effortless way she commanded even the smallest moment, it all threaded through him like a quiet, dangerous current.

Isabella returned to his office a few minutes later, the problem solved, her expression serene as though she had simply straightened a picture on the wall. Alexander's gaze burned into her when she entered, but he masked it quickly, his voice tightening again as he closed out the call.

Still, the imprint of his stare lingered, filling the room like a subtle charge in the air.

When Isabella reentered Alexander's office, she didn't slip back into her chair as expected. She lingered near his desk, waiting until he had ended the call with a final clipped promise to "revisit figures first thing tomorrow."

"I'll be right back," she said quietly, almost formally, as though asking permission. Her hands were still on the slim notepad, pressed lightly against her skirt. "I'm just stepping to the restroom."

Alexander gave a curt nod, his eyes lifting to her for the briefest of moments, but the weight of his gaze lingered even after she turned away. She moved quickly, her heels tapping a measured rhythm across the polished floor as though distance might steady her thoughts.

The restroom was cool, its white tiles reflecting the muted hum of overhead lights. A couple of interns were already there, washing their hands, their chatter light and half-exhausted and Isabella offered them a polite smile, waiting with her arms folded loosely, eyes fixed on the mirror without really seeing it. One by one, they filtered out, their voices fading into the distant hallway.

And then she was alone.

She pressed both palms against the cool porcelain of the sink and let her head dip forward, her breath spilling out in a heavy, shaking sigh. Her reflection looked back at her looking poised on the outside, unraveling on the inside. She smoothed a loose strand of hair behind her ear, fingers trembling just enough to betray what she fought to hide.

Working under Alexander Kane was more than demanding, it was an act of endurance. His standards cut sharp, his presence filling every room with command. And she, tasked with shadowing his every move, lived in constant proximity to that energy, walking a fine line between admiration and something far more dangerous.

Her crush on him, though she hated to name it as such, was a burden she carried silently. It wasn't the harmless sort of admiration whispered about over coffee breaks, it was threaded into her pulse, curling low in her chest every time his voice wrapped around her name. She remembered the brush of his hand earlier, accidental yet deliberate enough to ignite thoughts she had no business entertaining.

"Get it together," she whispered to her reflection, voice hushed in the echoing stillness. She ran her fingers lightly over her cheeks, grounding herself in the simple act, then drew in a steadying breath.

She had work mapped across her mind like a battlefield, reports to finalize, details to highlight, everything needed to prepare him for the board meeting. It should have been enough to fill her thoughts entirely. Yet behind every bullet point and calculation was the sharp awareness of him, his gaze, his voice, the heat of his presence too close to hers.

The restroom was a quiet sanctuary, but she knew it couldn't hold her forever. She straightened, rolling her shoulders back, forcing her expression into the calm professionalism that had carried her this far. She dabbed her lips with a tissue, smoothing away the tremor in her breath.

When she turned back toward the door, the weight of the evening pressed upon her again and not just because of the work, but the man waiting in his glass-walled office, the one she had to face without betraying
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