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Chapter 1 – The Secretary’s Silence
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The office was hushed that morning, sunlight pouring through the high glass windows of Kane Enterprises. Celeste stood at her new desk just outside the CEO’s corner office, clutching a leather-bound planner. Her heart pounded harder than it should for a simple job—typing schedules, managing calls, and keeping order.
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But this wasn’t just any job. This was his office.
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The tall double doors behind her creaked open, and Adrian Kane stepped out. He wore a charcoal suit, crisp and unwrinkled, tailored to his broad frame. His dark hair was swept back with precision, his jaw sharp enough to cut glass.
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He didn’t look at her immediately. He never wasted movements, never gave anyone more than they deserved. Instead, he glanced at the files in his hand, then finally lifted his gaze.
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Celeste froze.
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His eyes were stormy gray, unyielding, and when they landed on her, it felt like the air left her lungs. She swallowed hard, trying to remember the polite greeting she had rehearsed.
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“Mr. Kane—sir. Good morning.”
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Adrian’s gaze dropped deliberately to the planner in her hands, then back to her face. “You’re the new secretary.” His voice was smooth, deep, almost bored—but beneath it was an edge that demanded perfection.
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“Yes, sir. Celeste Marlowe.”
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Her voice was steady, but her fingers tightened around the planner. Adrian noticed. He noticed everything.
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He took a step closer, closing the space until she caught the faint scent of his cologne—clean, sharp, with a dangerous warmth underneath. He didn’t touch her, but the proximity itself was enough to make her skin prickle.
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“Do you know what I expect from my secretary?” he asked, his tone even, though his gaze lingered on her longer than necessary.
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Celeste blinked, forcing herself to meet his stare. “Efficiency. Discretion. Precision.”

––––––––
[image: ]


A faint curve ghosted his lips—not quite a smile. “And obedience.”
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Her breath caught. For a moment, she thought she imagined the weight in his tone, the way that single word pressed against her like a command.
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She nodded quickly. “Of course, sir.”
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Adrian held her gaze for a beat longer, then reached past her to place the file on her desk. His arm brushed hers lightly, and the contact sent a shiver down her spine. He leaned in just enough for her to hear his next words, low and controlled:
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“Don’t make me repeat myself. I don’t tolerate weakness.”
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Then, without another glance, he pushed open his office door and disappeared inside, leaving Celeste standing frozen in place, her pulse hammering, her planner clutched tight against her chest.
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And for the first time, she realized: working under Adrian Kane wouldn’t just test her skills. It would test her limits.

_____

The rest of the morning passed in careful silence. Celeste typed, scheduled, and answered calls with the precision expected of her role. Yet, every time the door to Adrian Kane’s office creaked open, her chest tightened as if her lungs forgot how to work.
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It was close to noon when the intercom on her desk buzzed. She flinched slightly before pressing the button.
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“Yes, sir?”

––––––––
[image: ]


“Inside. Now.” His voice was clipped, giving no room for interpretation.

––––––––
[image: ]


Celeste smoothed her skirt quickly, slipped the planner under her arm, and pushed the door open.
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Adrian’s office was everything she had expected—spacious, orderly, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the city skyline. A single imposing desk sat at the center, papers stacked neatly on one side, a laptop open before him. He leaned back in his leather chair, one hand holding a pen, the other tapping idly against the armrest.
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“Close the door.”
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She obeyed, the soft click sounding far louder in the silence than it should have.
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“Come here.”
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Her heels clicked softly against the polished floor as she approached. Adrian’s eyes didn’t leave her, not even for a second. When she stopped a foot away from his desk, he tilted his head slightly.
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“Closer.”
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Her throat tightened. She stepped forward until the edge of his desk brushed her thighs.
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Adrian set the pen down and folded his hands. “Tell me, Miss Marlowe. Why did you take this position?”
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Celeste blinked at the unexpected question. “Because—because I wanted the challenge. Kane Enterprises has the highest standards, and I...” She hesitated, realizing her words sounded rehearsed. “...I wanted to prove myself.”
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Adrian’s gaze sharpened, like a predator catching the faintest tremor of fear in its prey. “Prove yourself to whom? To me? Or to yourself?”
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Her lips parted, but no answer came. The truth was both.
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He rose suddenly from his chair, the movement fluid and commanding. He was taller up close, his presence overwhelming. He walked around the desk slowly, deliberately, until he was standing directly in front of her.
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“You say you want a challenge,” he murmured, his voice low, his tone more dangerous than loud. “Do you know what that means under me?”
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Celeste swallowed, her pulse quickening. “No, sir.”
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His hand lifted—not to touch her, but to take the planner she had been holding tightly against her chest. He opened it with one hand, flipping through the pages. His thumb brushed her neat handwriting, her careful organization of his schedule.
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“Impressive,” he said softly, almost like a compliment. But then his eyes cut back to hers. “But organization is easy. Obedience isn’t.”
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Her breath caught. She wanted to speak, but his gaze held her in place.
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Adrian set the planner on the desk beside her and leaned in, his mouth close enough that she felt the heat of his breath at her ear. “I give orders. You follow them. Without question. Without hesitation. Do you understand?”
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Her knees nearly weakened, but she managed a whisper. “Yes, sir.”
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A ghost of a smirk touched his lips as he leaned back, studying her face for the faintest trace of resistance. “Good.”
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He moved back to his chair with slow authority, sitting down as though he had already dismissed her. Then, almost casually, he added:
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“Fetch me my lunch. No assistant has ever gotten it right on the first try.” His eyes gleamed. “Don’t fail me.”
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Celeste’s chest rose and fell quickly, the weight of the unspoken test pressing down on her. She nodded once, her voice steady but quiet. “Yes, Mr. Kane.”
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As she turned to leave, she felt his gaze burning into her back, every step she took marked and measured.
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This wasn’t just a simple errand. It was the first move in a game she hadn’t realized she was already playing.

_____

The elevator ride down to the lobby felt longer than usual. Celeste’s pulse quickened as Adrian’s words replayed in her head: “No assistant has ever gotten it right on the first try.” He had been testing her—that much was obvious. But on what? Her initiative? Her ability to read his preferences? Or something else entirely?
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At the café across the street, she scanned the menu, her mind racing. She remembered snippets from overheard boardroom chatter—Adrian Kane never touched red meat, preferred strong black coffee, and was meticulous about presentation. She pieced together her best guess: grilled salmon with a citrus glaze, steamed vegetables, jasmine rice, and black coffee.

––––––––
[image: ]


By the time she returned to his office, her palms were damp with nerves. She set the tray gently on his desk.
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Adrian didn’t look up from his laptop. He tapped a key, finished his thought, then leaned back. Slowly, deliberately, he opened the container. His eyes flicked from the food to her face, unreadable.
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“Grilled salmon,” he said, his tone flat.
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“Yes, sir,” Celeste answered softly, her hands clasped tightly in front of her.
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He picked up the fork, speared a piece, and chewed with the precision of a man who noticed everything. For a moment, hope fluttered in her chest—maybe she had passed.
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Then he set the fork down. “You were close.”
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Her stomach dropped.
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“I don’t eat salmon on Mondays.” His gaze locked with hers, cool and merciless. “You assumed. I don’t like assumptions.”
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Her lips parted, but no excuse formed. Silence pressed between them, heavy and suffocating.
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Adrian leaned forward, his voice low but sharp. “You failed, Miss Marlowe. But...” A pause, deliberate. “...you didn’t panic. That counts for something.”
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Her chest tightened as his words settled. A reprimand disguised as a lesson.
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He stood, dismissing the untouched meal with a glance, and walked past her toward the window. His reflection in the glass was a silhouette of control and power.
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“Go home for the day,” he said without turning. “Tomorrow, you’ll do better. Or you won’t last the week.”
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The dismissal was final. Celeste bowed her head, whispering a faint, “Yes, sir,” before retreating from the office.
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The door clicked shut behind her, but the sound of his voice, the weight of his gaze, lingered long after.
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And as she walked out of Kane Enterprises that evening, she realized something unsettling: she wasn’t afraid of failing him. She was afraid of how much she wanted to win his approval.
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