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Chapter 1 – The Devil in the Boardroom
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The glass tower of Blackwell Enterprises shimmered against the city skyline, its steel and glass edges a perfect reflection of Damon’s empire—sharp, cold, intimidating.
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Noelle adjusted the strap of her bag as she stepped inside the marble lobby. Her black heels clicked against polished stone, betraying nerves she tried to mask with practiced poise. She’d been dreaming of this internship for years—her ticket to prove herself in a world where only the most ruthless survived.
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Still, she hadn’t expected him.
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The moment she pushed open the heavy conference room doors, the air shifted. A dozen executives sat at the table, but her eyes found only one man—the man at the head.
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Damon Blackwell.
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He didn’t need an introduction. His presence filled the space before his voice ever did. Broad-shouldered beneath an impeccable charcoal suit, dark tie knotted with precision, wrist gleaming with a steel watch that looked like it could pay her rent for a year. His face was chiseled, all hard lines, framed by neatly trimmed stubble, black hair combed back in a way that looked both effortless and commanding.

––––––––
[image: ]


But it wasn’t his appearance that made her throat tighten.

It was his gaze.
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Sharp, predatory, fixed on her the moment she entered. As if she’d walked into his room for him and him alone.
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“Miss Hart,” he said, voice low, velvet over steel. “Our newest intern.”
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Her pulse stumbled. The way he said her name—it wasn’t casual. It rolled from his tongue like a possession.
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“Yes, sir,” she replied, her voice soft but steady, even as her cheeks burned. She forced her chin higher, refusing to cower.
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One dark brow arched in faint amusement, as if he could see the fight she was waging inside.

Good. Let him see it.
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“Sit.” Damon gestured to the seat closest to him. Not across the table, not at the far end where interns usually sat—right beside him.
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Her legs carried her forward, weak but determined, the hem of her pencil skirt hugging her thighs as she moved. Every step felt measured under the weight of his eyes. When she finally slid into the chair, her knee brushed against the edge of his, a shock of heat darting through her veins.
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She told herself it was nothing. That she was imagining the way his lips curved when it happened.
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The meeting began—spreadsheets, numbers, strategy. She should have been focused. But all she could think about was the way Damon leaned back in his chair, one arm resting on the polished wood, his cologne curling through the air like smoke.
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Every so often, his hand shifted—the subtle tap of his finger, the brush of his knuckles—and each time, it was closer to her space. By the end of the first hour, she wasn’t sure if she was breathing air or simply inhaling him.
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And then—

Without warning—

He leaned close enough that his breath ghosted against her ear.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Eyes up, Noelle,” he murmured, quiet enough for only her to hear. “If you want to survive in this room, don’t stare at the table. Stare at me.”
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Her spine tingled, blood roaring in her ears. She lifted her gaze—straight into the wolf’s den.
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Damon smirked, slow and knowing. “Good girl.”
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The words sank into her like a brand.
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Noelle Hart had no idea what she’d just stepped into.

But Damon Blackwell already knew—

She was his next obsession.

____
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The meeting ended in a storm of rustling papers and hurried footsteps. Executives rose, gathering their binders and laptops, all eager to escape the weight of Damon Blackwell’s presence. Noelle remained still, her hands folded neatly on the table, waiting for some unspoken cue.
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Damon didn’t move.
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He sat at the head of the table, relaxed but commanding, his sharp gaze tracking each person who left. One by one, the room emptied until only silence and the soft hum of the city below remained.
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And her.
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His eyes returned to her as the last door clicked shut. She felt it instantly—like the sudden drop in temperature, the kind of shift that warned of storms.
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“You stayed,” he said at last, his voice smooth but carrying an edge of command.
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Her throat tightened. “I— I thought I should.”
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“You thought right.”
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The words weren’t praise. They were ownership.
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Damon pushed back his chair and stood, moving with a slow, deliberate grace. He circled the table, each step echoing against marble and glass, until he stopped directly behind her.
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Noelle’s heartbeat hammered in her chest. She kept her eyes fixed forward, refusing to turn, though every nerve screamed with awareness.
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He leaned down. His cologne—cedar, smoke, something darker—wrapped around her like a net. His lips hovered just above her ear.
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“You were distracted,” he murmured.
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Her breath caught. “I—no, sir. I was taking notes.”
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“Notes.” He let the word linger, low and dangerous. Then, slowly, his hand settled on the back of her chair. Not touching her. Just close enough that the heat radiated through fabric and bone. “I don’t want notes, Noelle. I want attention.”
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Her pulse spiked. She clenched her pen tighter, the faintest tremor in her hand betraying her calm mask.
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“Look at me.”
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It wasn’t a request.
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Noelle forced herself to turn, lifting her gaze to meet his. Damon stood close, far too close, his face inches from hers. His dark eyes bored into her like they could strip her down to nothing.
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“You’ll learn something about this company quickly,” he said, voice a controlled whisper. “Details matter. Every glance, every pause, every word left unsaid... matters. Do you understand?”
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“Yes,” she breathed, though her voice cracked on the edge.
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“Good.”
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His hand finally moved, trailing from the back of the chair to the polished table, his knuckles brushing her shoulder as he passed. The touch was fleeting, almost accidental—yet deliberate enough that her skin burned.
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Noelle’s breath grew shallow. She hated that he could see it.
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Damon smirked, faint but sharp, the expression of a man who had gotten exactly the reaction he wanted. He stepped back, reclaiming his space as though nothing had happened.
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“You’ll work directly under me,” he said matter-of-factly, as if his nearness hadn’t just unraveled her composure. “I don’t waste time with interns. But you... you caught my attention.”
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Her lips parted. “Why me?”
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He tilted his head slightly, studying her like a puzzle he was already enjoying solving.
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“Because you don’t look away,” he said at last.
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The confession hit like a strike. Her chest rose with a quick, shallow breath, but she didn’t lower her eyes.
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For a long moment, neither of them moved. Silence stretched, electric, heavy.
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Then Damon straightened, slipping his hands into his pockets as though reining himself back in. “Your desk will be outside my office. Be there at eight tomorrow. Don’t be late.”
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And just like that, the storm passed. He walked away, the echo of his footsteps fading toward the glass doors.
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Noelle sat frozen in her chair, her pen still clutched in her trembling hand.

––––––––
[image: ]


What the hell had just happened?
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Her mind told her to run, to get out before she drowned in his orbit.

But her body—traitorous and alive—already ached for tomorrow.

_____
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The city lights outside were fading into dusk by the time Noelle finally gathered her things. She was still shaken, her skin tingling from where Damon’s presence had lingered. Every step to the elevator felt like walking through molasses—slow, heavy, charged.

––––––––
[image: ]


But the sharp click of shoes behind her froze her in place.
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“Leaving without saying goodnight?”
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His voice. Deep, smooth, mocking.
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She turned. Damon leaned against the doorframe of his office, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up, power still radiating off him even in the softened edges of evening.
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Her breath stuttered. “I didn’t want to disturb you, sir.”
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“You already do.”
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The words sank into her like a blade disguised as silk. Her throat tightened, but she forced herself to step closer. Something in her refused to back down, even when every instinct screamed at her to flee.
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He pushed off the frame, closing the distance with unhurried steps until he towered over her again.
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“Tell me, Noelle...” His gaze dragged down her, slow, deliberate. “...do you know what happens when people waste my time?”
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She swallowed. “No.”
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“They don’t last.”
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Her stomach twisted. The warning was clear. But then his fingers brushed a strand of hair from her face—gentle, almost tender, yet laced with ownership.
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“But you...” he murmured, pausing so close she could feel the heat of his breath. “You might last. If you listen.”
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Her knees weakened. “Listen to what?”

––––––––
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His lips curved into the faintest smirk. “Me.”
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The silence stretched, thick with unspoken promises and threats.
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Then he stepped back, breaking the spell as easily as he had cast it. “Eight sharp tomorrow. Don’t make me regret my choice.”
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And with that, Damon turned, retreating into the shadows of his office, leaving her breathless and trembling in the empty boardroom.
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Noelle exhaled shakily, clutching her bag to her chest. She told herself it was madness. That she should walk away now, before she was consumed.
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But deep down, she knew she’d be there at eight.

And she knew he knew it, too.
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