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Chapter 1 – Shadows in the Boardroom
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Alex Dalton stared at the polished mahogany table, the sharp reflection of fluorescent lights bouncing off the surface like distant stars trapped in glass. The room was silent, save for the hum of the air conditioning and the occasional shuffle of papers from the other executives. He had sat through countless meetings, presentations, and pitches, but today felt different. Today, there was an undercurrent he couldn’t name, a subtle vibration that thrummed through the air like a warning whispered just beyond the edge of hearing.

“Gentlemen,” the chairman’s voice broke through the quiet, smooth as sandpaper. “We have a new member joining the board.”

Alex’s ears pricked, though he had no reason to care. New executives came and went; a fresh face rarely lasted more than a year before disappearing into the corporate ether. But then the door opened, and the room seemed to inhale.

He stepped in, and for a moment, Alex forgot how to breathe.

Damien.

Dressed in a suit that looked tailored to his every angle, the kind of suit that could cut through the air as easily as the man wearing it could cut through a room with his presence. Dark, perfectly styled hair framed a face that was both devastatingly handsome and impossible to read. His eyes were the color of obsidian polished by moonlight, unnerving in their intensity. And when he smiled—a quick, almost imperceptible curve—it was like a predator acknowledging its prey.

The room shifted around him. Chairs scraped back as men cleared space. Papers fluttered to the floor as if gravity itself had noticed his arrival. Alex’s pulse hit a rhythm that had nothing to do with excitement.

Damien’s gaze landed on him.

It was fleeting, a glance that lasted barely a second, and yet it seared through Alex’s chest, leaving a trace of heat and something darker—something magnetic, impossible to resist. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise.

“Alex Dalton,” Damien said, his voice smooth, rich, and oddly melodic. “I’ve heard of you.”

Alex cleared his throat. “I hope it’s all good things.”

A faint smirk tugged at Damien’s lips. “We’ll see.”

The chairman coughed, snapping the room back to normal—or as normal as it could be. “Mr. Damien will be joining us starting this month. He’ll be overseeing operations across all departments. I expect full cooperation.”

Full cooperation. The words rolled off the tongue easily, but with Damien, Alex had the unsettling sense that it meant more than mere professional compliance.

Meetings began, numbers were discussed, projects outlined. And yet Alex couldn’t tear his attention from Damien. The man moved with an elegance that was almost inhuman, commanding without raising his voice, persuasive without explanation. When he spoke, people leaned in, nodding, agreeing—even if what he said made little sense.

By the end of the hour, Alex was exhausted, but not from work. He was exhausted from the effort of trying to ignore the way his skin prickled whenever Damien was near, from the constant, subtle pull toward the man who radiated both danger and desire.

As the other executives filtered out, Damien lingered, his dark eyes catching Alex’s as he packed his papers with deliberate slowness.

“Mr. Dalton,” he said, voice lower now, intimate in a way that sent shivers down Alex’s spine. “I hope you understand—I don’t deal well with indifference.”

Alex swallowed hard. His mouth felt dry, yet he couldn’t stop the whisper of curiosity, the need to see where this could go. “I... I think I understand.”

Damien’s smirk returned, faint but filled with promise—and menace. “Good. Because indifference is the one thing I cannot forgive.”

He turned and walked out, leaving Alex alone with the faint echo of his footsteps, the lingering scent of something dark and intoxicating, and the unnerving certainty that nothing in Alex’s carefully ordered life would ever be the same.

Outside the boardroom, the city sprawled beneath the night sky, lights flickering like distant stars. But Alex felt a shadow had followed him in—a shadow that promised fire, temptation, and perhaps, a hell he might not want to escape.
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Chapter 2 – Devil’s Charm
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The office felt smaller somehow, as if Damien’s presence compressed the space around him. Alex tried to focus on the quarterly reports, the endless spreadsheets and projections that usually held his attention. But Damien’s gaze was a constant, magnetic pull, flitting across the room like a predator surveying a field of prey.

The first meeting of the week had already started to feel like a performance rather than a discussion. Executives spoke, suggested ideas, debated strategy—but each word seemed carefully measured against Damien’s reactions. And with every nod, every fleeting glance, every almost imperceptible flick of his fingers, the room shifted. People acquiesced before arguments even began.

Alex leaned back in his chair, gripping his pen so tightly it threatened to snap. He had never encountered someone who commanded obedience without raising a voice, without threats, without even asking outright. Yet here Damien was, bending reality—or at least perception—with a confidence that bordered on supernatural.

“Alex,” Damien’s voice cut through the hum of conversation. Smooth. Controlled. Irresistible.

Alex looked up, heart thudding against his ribs. Damien leaned slightly toward him, a subtle smile tugging at one corner of his mouth. “I’ve noticed you’ve been... cautious. Careful.” His tone wasn’t a reprimand—it was an observation, almost intimate. “I wonder, though... do you ever dare to want more?”

Alex felt heat creep up his neck. There was something in the question, something that reached past corporate politeness and into a corner of his mind he rarely admitted even to himself. More... more power, more risk, more temptation. Something darker than ambition or desire for success.

“I... I think I do,” he said cautiously, unsure why the words felt heavy on his tongue.

Damien’s smile deepened, just enough to be a warning and a promise all at once. “Good. You should want. Wanting is honest. Indulge it, Alex. It suits you.”

Alex’s pulse raced. He told himself he was imagining it—that the intensity, the strange hunger curling in his chest, was nothing more than professional nerves. But no. It was more than that. And he could feel it—the slow, relentless pull toward Damien, toward something he couldn’t name but didn’t want to resist.

The meeting continued, but the dynamic had shifted. Damien spoke, and the others followed his lead with an eerie synchronicity, as if their wills were entangled in some invisible web. Alex tried to contribute, to hold his ground, but even his words felt colored by Damien’s presence, softened and sharpened at the same time.

At one point, Damien’s hand brushed against Alex’s as he passed him a folder. The touch was fleeting, almost accidental—but it sent a jolt straight to Alex’s core, igniting something both thrilling and terrifying. He glanced up, meeting Damien’s gaze. There was no apology, no acknowledgment, just that piercing look that made Alex feel exposed, wanted, and vulnerable all at once.

“Careful,” Damien murmured under his breath, just for him. “You might find yourself enjoying this more than you should.”

Alex swallowed. He hated that the idea excited him. He hated the shiver that ran down his spine. And yet... he knew it was true. The hunger he felt, buried beneath years of routine and restraint, was stirring awake, fanned by the heat of Damien’s control and the danger in his eyes.

The meeting ended, but the tension lingered. People filed out, chatting in subdued tones, leaving Alex alone with the echoes of Damien’s presence. He tried to rationalize it—corporate politics, charisma, charm—but deep down, he knew he had brushed against something far older, far darker, and far more magnetic than any man he had ever met.

And he wanted it.

Wanted the power. Wanted the danger. Wanted Damien.

As he collected his papers, Alex caught Damien watching him from across the room. That smirk—half-promise, half-threat—made his stomach twist in ways he couldn’t control. The pull was undeniable, irresistible.

For the first time in years, Alex realized he was hungry too. Hungry for something forbidden, something dark, something thrilling enough to consume him entirely. And somewhere deep inside, he knew Damien intended to feed it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The Contract
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The office was quiet after hours, a silence so deep it pressed against Alex’s ears like velvet. The city outside hummed faintly, distant and indifferent, but inside Damien’s territory, the air seemed to thrum with something else—something electric, deliberate.

Alex hesitated at the door, hand hovering over the polished brass handle. He had no reason to be here. The request had been simple: meet Damien in his private office after work to “discuss a matter of interest.” But simple had never been safe with Damien.

He took a steadying breath and stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind him, and the sudden quiet made his pulse hammer in his chest. Damien was already there, standing with his back to the floor-to-ceiling windows, hands clasped behind him, the city lights behind him like a halo of flame and shadow.

“You came,” Damien said without turning, his voice smooth, measured, teasing. “I was beginning to wonder if you had courage... or just curiosity.”

Alex forced himself to step further into the room. “I’m here. That counts, doesn’t it?” His voice sounded small, even to his own ears.

Damien turned, slow, deliberate. His movement was mesmerizing, like water curling around a stone, effortless and captivating. “It does,” he said, and that faint, knowing smirk returned, curling at the edge of his mouth like a dark promise. “But sometimes... courage is only the first step.”

Alex swallowed hard, trying to remember that this was a professional environment, a corporate office, and not some gothic tale of forbidden desire. And yet, every instinct in his body screamed otherwise. He could feel Damien’s eyes on him, heavy and insistent, making his skin tingle and his chest tighten.

“Sit,” Damien commanded softly, motioning to the chair opposite his desk. Alex obeyed, noting how easily he complied. There was a weight to Damien’s presence, subtle yet undeniable, like gravity had shifted just enough to pull him closer.

Damien’s gaze lingered on Alex for a beat too long. “I’ve been watching you,” he said finally. “And I think you understand more than you let on.”

Alex blinked, caught off guard. “Understand what?”

“The stakes,” Damien replied, leaning slightly forward, his dark eyes catching the light just so, glinting with something impossible to name. “Everything has a price, Alex. And some deals... some deals are worth more than currency.”

Alex frowned, heart hammering. “I don’t follow.”

“Not yet,” Damien said, letting the words hang, then standing and pacing slowly around the desk. He was close enough now that Alex could feel the faintest trace of his cologne—a scent like night air, rain-soaked earth, and something deeper, darker. It made his stomach clench in ways he didn’t entirely understand.

Damien stopped just to the side, leaning slightly, hand brushing the edge of the desk, so close that the warmth radiating from him seemed almost tangible. “A contract, Alex. A deal. Nothing formal... yet. But everything depends on your choice
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