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​Chapter One: The Elevator
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Jade Carter’s heels clicked too loudly on the marble floor of the Lexington Tower. The echo felt exaggerated, like the whole damn building knew she didn’t belong here anymore.

She used to come to places like this on her ex-husband’s arm—parties with crystal flutes, handshakes with legacy last names, the women all tight smiles and looser morals. Now she was here alone, sweaty under a thrifted blazer, trying to charm investors for her startup blog that still had more bugs than readers.

She pressed the elevator button and exhaled slowly.

Fresh start, she reminded herself.

The doors slid open—and there he was.

Tall, broad-shouldered, olive skin with tattoos that peeked out from under rolled sleeves. He wore black slacks and a fitted chef’s jacket, with a slight shadow on his jaw and a scent that hit like a memory she hadn’t made yet. Leather and spice.

He held the elevator for her, one brow cocked lazily. “You getting in?”

She nodded mutely and stepped inside. The doors closed with a soft ding.

They were alone. And the air... shifted.

He leaned against the mirrored wall, arms crossed, and said nothing. But Jade felt him watching her. Not in the creepy way. Not even the flirtatious way. In the way that made her chest tighten. Like he saw something she hadn’t even shown.

“You catering tonight?” she asked, just to break the silence.

He nodded. “Private event. 35th floor. You?”

“Investor meeting. Same floor.”

He grinned, slow and crooked. “Guess we’re both trying to sell something.”

She laughed before she could stop herself. “Yeah, but I doubt you’re serving overcooked PowerPoints.”

“I’m serving lobster risotto and dark chocolate lava cake.”

“Damn. Now I feel even more underprepared.”

He glanced down at her shoes—red leather heels with city-worn scuffs—and then met her eyes again. “You don’t look underprepared.”

There was a beat. A hum of something warm and magnetic between them.

She should’ve looked away. But she didn’t.

Just then, the elevator jolted.

The lights flickered.

Stopped.

Jade grabbed the rail, heart thudding. “No. Nope. Not now.”

He checked the buttons. Nothing lit. “Looks like we’re stuck.”

She groaned. “This is not happening.”

He looked at her, calm. “You okay?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “Just... not a fan of small spaces. Or tight deadlines. Or this suit. Or elevators in general.”

He smirked. “Could be worse.”

She raised an eyebrow. “How?”

He shrugged. “You could be stuck with someone boring.”

That made her laugh again. A real one this time. Maybe it was the adrenaline. Maybe it was the way he looked at her like she wasn’t broken. Like she wasn’t just a woman picking up the shattered pieces of her life.

Maybe it was him.

Dominic.

He held out a hand. “Since we might be here a while—Dominic.”

She shook it, her fingers tingling at the contact.

“Jade.”

And somehow, in a city of nine million people, on a day that was supposed to be a professional restart—not romantic—Jade Carter met the one man who would undo all her carefully laid plans.
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​Chapter Two: Stirring Heat
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The boardroom was cold.

Not physically—but in energy, in temperature of tone. Jade sat stiff-backed in a white leather chair while five men in expensive button-downs scrolled on their phones, nodded intermittently, and offered plastic smiles.

She had just finished her pitch. Her voice was calm. Her demo slides ran smoothly. Her data was clean. She even threw in a charming joke at the end, one that landed.

But the truth was, she could feel it.

They weren’t sold.

“We appreciate your presentation,” one said, closing his leather folio. “But wellness is a saturated space. Do you have any confirmed partnerships or brand ambassadors?”
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