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Chapter 1: Wrong Inbox
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Logan Wolfe didn’t make mistakes.

His morning was timed to the minute—black coffee at 5:30, ten-mile run by 6:00, corner office view by 7:00. No room for errors, no tolerance for inefficiency. Yet, as he skimmed through the barrage of overnight emails in his penthouse office above Fifth Avenue, one subject line halted his perfectly orchestrated rhythm.

Subject: Re: Partnership Proposal for LaneCo – Confidential

It wasn’t addressed to him. The name in the header read Emery Lane to Carter Langston. Carter, of course, was his number-one competitor—and a slippery bastard at that. And Emery Lane... wasn’t that the trust fund idealist trying to resurrect her father’s company from the dead?

Logan’s thumb hovered over the trackpad. A lesser man might have dismissed it. Deleted it. But he wasn’t a lesser man.

He clicked.

Dear Carter,
As discussed, I’ve attached the revised business model for LaneCo. We’ve integrated the sustainability metrics you requested, and I’m prepared to defend our valuation. Please keep this between us until I can get legal eyes on it. You know how important this deal is to my father’s legacy.
—Emery
He opened the attachment. Graphs. Projections. Real estate footprints that bled into zones he was already eyeing. Her plans were bold—ambitious even—but lacking the ruthless finesse to survive in a city like this.

And still, she intrigued him.

Logan leaned back in his chair, the Empire State Building framed behind him like a crown. One move, and he could unravel her. A single forward to the right inbox—or worse, the wrong reporter—and she’d be toast. He could hear the headlines already: LaneCo Leaks, Founder Fails in First Deal.

But something in her words snagged on a memory he hadn’t unpacked in years. Legacy. Honor. Loyalty. They used to mean something to him, too, before the game changed.

He stared at the blinking cursor in a new draft.
Typed: Emery,
Paused.
Then: Wrong inbox.
He waited.

Then added: Consider this your only warning. —LW

He hit send. Then immediately regretted it.

Why warn her? Why not take the win?

Because somewhere under the steel and money, a voice reminded him what it felt like to be the underdog. To fight for something more than just numbers on a balance sheet.



“Emery, I think your phone just threw up,” Chloe said, gesturing toward the buzzing device on the table.

Emery Lane’s stomach dropped. She was halfway through her oat milk latte, sitting at the corner café three blocks from her co-working space in SoHo, when she saw the notification.

Logan Wolfe.

She swiped, heart racing. Read the email once. Then again. She read it aloud in a whisper like a curse.

“Wrong inbox. Consider this your only warning. —LW”

“Oh my god.” She felt the blood drain from her face. Her hands trembled as she tapped to double-check.

It was true. She had sent a confidential proposal—meant only for Carter Langston—to Logan Wolfe, the billionaire corporate shark with the softest smile and the hardest reputation in real estate.

“I’ve just handed a loaded gun to my father’s worst enemy.”

Chloe’s eyes widened. “Do you think he’ll use it?”

“I don’t know,” Emery said, voice low. “But he replied. That’s... unexpected.”

Logan Wolfe wasn’t known for communication. He was known for takeover bids, strategic mergers, and never blinking first.

“Maybe it’s a trap,” Chloe offered. “Maybe he’s just letting you think he won’t use it. Or maybe he’s waiting for something bigger.”

Emery’s fingers hovered above her keyboard as she considered replying. But what could she say?

I’m so sorry for accidentally giving you ammunition to destroy me. Please ignore it.

Right.

She inhaled shakily. “I can’t let this be the end.”

Chloe frowned. “Then what are you going to do?”

Emery’s gaze sharpened. “I’m going to email him back.”

Chloe blinked. “Are you insane?”

“Possibly.” Emery tapped out her response quickly, fingers dancing like she was chasing something just out of reach.

Mr. Wolfe,
I appreciate your discretion. Clearly, this message was not meant for you, but since you’ve seen it... perhaps there’s room for a different kind of conversation. I’m open to a meeting.
—Emery Lane
She hesitated for a moment. Then hit send.

Chloe stared at her. “That’s either the bravest thing you’ve ever done or the dumbest.”

“I guess we’ll find out which tomorrow,” Emery muttered, pulling her coat tighter as if it could shield her from what she’d just set in motion.

Across the city, Logan’s inbox pinged again.

He read her reply once, twice, and then smirked.

“Well, Miss Lane,” he murmured, tapping his desk. “Let’s see what kind of conversation you want to have.”
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Chapter 2: Meet Wolfe
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The last time Logan Wolfe agreed to a meeting without an agenda, it ended with a hostile buyout and an awkward mention in Forbes. He didn’t do surprises. He orchestrated them. But Emery Lane’s email—it lingered in his mind all night like an unanswered question.

Now, standing in the boardroom of Wolfe Global, he adjusted the cuffs of his charcoal suit and checked the time. 8:00 a.m. sharp.

She was late.

The skyline outside shimmered with early morning sun, casting golden light over the slick glass walls and polished marble floors. He could hear the hum of the espresso machine down the hall, the precise shuffle of his assistant’s designer heels, and beneath it all—the silence of power.

He didn’t know what Emery looked like. He hadn’t bothered to Google her. The element of surprise had its uses.

The glass door opened.

She stepped in.

A breath.

Then silence.

Emery Lane was not what he expected.

No stiff blazer, no apologetic eyes. She wore confidence like a second skin. Slim black trousers, a pale blue blouse tucked in neatly, and a sleek braid that draped over one shoulder. But it was her eyes that held him—a warm, stormy gray that flicked to his face and didn’t flinch.

“Mr. Wolfe,” she said evenly.

“Miss Lane,” he replied, gesturing to the seat across from him. “Punctuality is power. You’re late.”

“Exactly one minute,” she said, sitting. “Power makes its own grace period.”

His lips almost curved.

Almost.

“You’re bold for someone who made a costly mistake.”

She placed a folder on the table and met his gaze. “I didn’t come here to beg. I came to offer you something better.”

“And what would that be?” he asked, folding his hands.

“My brain. Ninety days. You want leverage? Use me.”

Logan raised an eyebrow. “You’re offering to work for me.”

“Call it a professional ceasefire. You said ‘only warning.’ I took that as: one chance to redirect.”

“You realize I could still forward your email to Carter. Or to the press.”

“And what do you gain from that? Headlines? A dent in your so-called empire? Or you could use me. Study me. Understand why Carter wanted me involved in the first place. I’ve been in rooms you haven’t. I speak languages your mergers don’t touch.”

He hated how compelling her words were.

More so, he hated how much he agreed.

“You’d walk into the enemy’s den, just like that?” he asked.

“Depends,” she said. “Would you rather burn me or win with me?”

Silence stretched between them.

Outside, the city thundered on, oblivious. But inside this sleek boardroom, something shifted.

She didn’t blink.

Neither did he.

“I’ll give you ninety days,” he said finally. “You’ll report directly to me. One mistake, you’re out. One leak, and I make sure you never set foot in this industry again.”

Emery’s chin lifted. “Deal.”

Logan leaned back in his chair, his gaze sharp.

“Welcome to Wolfe Global, Miss Lane.”

As she stood and shook his hand, her fingers were warm, steady. For a moment, too long to be professional and too brief to be romantic, they didn’t let go.

When she turned to leave, Logan watched her go.

What the hell was he doing?

Letting a woman who could ruin him—who he could ruin—into his world.

His thumb hovered over his phone screen before he opened a new note.

Emery Lane: 90 days. Risk profile: High. Reward—unknown.
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Chapter 3: Terms of Surrender
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Emery stood outside Wolfe Global’s HR office with a temporary badge clipped to her blouse and a weight in her stomach that neither her morning espresso nor her best poker face could shake.

She had walked into the lion’s den—and somehow walked out with a job.

Not just any job. A ninety-day conditional contract reporting directly to Logan Wolfe. The man who could either catapult her into the stratosphere of real estate innovation or dismantle her career with a single email.

A blonde woman with angular glasses appeared from behind a glass partition. “Miss Lane? Mr. Wolfe is ready to review your onboarding terms. Follow me.”

On cue. Of course. Everything here moved with clinical precision.

The assistant led her down a hallway lined with minimalist art and intimidating silence, finally opening a door to a small conference room with a single folder on the table and a steaming cup of coffee already waiting.

Black. No cream. No sugar.

He remembered.

Logan stood at the window, facing the skyline, his silhouette sharp against the light. He turned without smiling.

“I thought we’d skip the pleasantries,” he said. “This isn’t a team-building exercise.”

“I figured,” Emery replied, taking a seat and flipping open the folder.

The first page read: Ninety-Day Work-for-Hire Contract.

“Let’s discuss the terms,” he said, sitting across from her.

“Clause One: No leaks. Anything you see, hear, touch, or breathe inside this company stays here. You’re under strict NDA.”

“I assumed that went without saying,” she replied.

“Clause Two: You’ll shadow me. Meetings, pitches, strategy sessions. I want to know how you think, where you’d slip up. I want to understand why Carter trusted you.”

“You’re making this sound like a psychological experiment.”

He didn’t blink. “It is.”

She flipped to the next page.

“Clause Three: No romantic entanglements.”

She looked up. “Is that a joke?”

His face didn’t change. “Do I look like I joke?”

Emery gave a slow smile. “You look like you haven’t had fun since birth.”

His eyes darkened, but something flickered—amusement, maybe.

“It’s not personal. It’s policy. In ninety days, you leave. Whether we like each other or not, it’s irrelevant.”

She signed the bottom of the page. “Agreed.”

“Clause Four,” he said, “you’ll present your own development proposal at the end of your contract. If it’s solid, I might consider acquisition—legally, ethically, and on record.”

“And if I fail?”

“You don’t.”

There was a finality to the way he said it, a tone that suggested failure wasn’t an option—not just for her, but for him too.

She set the pen down. “You’re putting a lot on the line.”

“You started this when you hit send.”

She exhaled through her nose, then offered him the folder. “I’m in.”

He took it but didn’t look at it. His gaze rested on her instead, assessing, calculating.

“This won’t be easy,” he said. “I won’t go easy on you.”

“Good,” Emery replied. “I didn’t come here to be coddled.”

He stood, buttoned his jacket, and extended a hand.

This time, when she shook it, she didn’t flinch.

“I hope you’re ready to play in the deep end,” Logan said.

Emery’s eyes sparkled. “I hope you’re ready to stop swimming alone.”

And with that, the terms were set. The countdown had begun.

Ninety days.

One empire.

Two adversaries.

No surrender.
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Chapter 4: Password Protected
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The Wolfe Global intranet login screen stared back at Emery like a fortress daring her to enter.

Username: elane.temp
Password: Assigned by IT
She typed the temporary code, WolfeOnboarding#2025, and held her breath. A spinning icon pulsed once, then the dashboard opened.

She was in.

The homepage was sleek, brutally efficient. No welcome banners. No corporate warmth. Just a cold menu of priorities:
Acquisitions. Assets. Legal. Strategy. Personnel.
This wasn’t a company. It was an operating system.

A message pinged on the internal messenger.

WOLFE (CEO):
Your passcode is temporary. Set a new one. Choose wisely. Your digital trail matters here.
No hello. No emoji. Just command and surveillance disguised as instruction.

Emery rolled her eyes and muttered, “Paranoid much?”

She clicked into the settings.

New Password:
She thought for a moment, then typed: LaneLegacy2025!
It was bold. Personal. But defiant in its own quiet way.



Ten minutes later, she was in her assigned office—a glass cube nestled near Logan’s, separated by a hallway but not by privacy. The transparency was strategic. You couldn’t hide here. Every step was watched.

She unpacked her laptop, slid a thumb drive from her blazer pocket, and plugged it into the port. Files loaded quickly—her own pitch decks, sustainability reports, demographic insights Wolfe Global never bothered with.

She was here to prove a point.

A knock broke her focus.

Logan entered without waiting. “You brought your own data.”

“It’s cleaner than yours,” she replied, minimizing the file window.

He glanced at her screen. “We scrub all incoming devices. I’d suggest you save anything important on our cloud unless you want IT crawling through it.”

Emery smirked. “You mean unless you want IT crawling through it.”

Logan didn’t deny it. He stepped forward, placing a small black notebook on her desk.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Your Wolfe Brief. Internal codex. All passwords, project codes, meeting schedules, personal extension lists. Nothing goes online. Too risky.”

She opened the notebook. Pages of printed instructions. Sections marked in red ink.

“You’re not just paranoid. You’re analog paranoid.”

“Digital footprints are for amateurs,” he said. “And journalists.”

She looked up at him. “What exactly am I working on, Logan?”

He studied her for a moment. “Everything I don’t trust anyone else with.”

Then he turned and walked out, leaving her with a notebook of secrets and a thousand questions.

Emery stared at the glass wall, through which Logan’s silhouette moved like a shadow behind a screen.

This wasn’t just a job. It was a war room disguised as a workplace. And somewhere beneath the firewalls and encrypted documents, Logan Wolfe was hiding more than strategy.

He was hiding himself.

And whether he knew it or not—he’d just handed her the first key.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
ROSEW00D
- W m






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





