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Preface







She wasn’t looking for a man to ruin her. She had her walls, her rules, and her careful balance.

But then Jaxon walked in—like a whisper that turned into a scream. Calm. Calculated.

And utterly impossible to resist.

He didn’t ask her to kneel.

He just waited—until she couldn’t help herself.

This is the story of what happens when control is everything...

and giving it away feels like the only way to survive.





Chapter 1 — The Stranger Who Saw Through Me

Sophia hated crowded rooms, but she hated being watched even more.

The gallery was thick with curated elegance—shiny heels clicking on marble floors, champagne glasses chiming against dull conversation. But she stood still. Untouched. Cold. The kind of woman people looked at, then looked away from.

She preferred it that way.

Until he didn’t.

Jaxon leaned against a column near the far end of the gallery—dark suit, black shirt, no tie. He didn’t blend in like everyone else; he loomed. Still. Undeniably present. The kind of stillness you only notice when it’s staring directly at you.

And he was staring directly at her.

Not just at her dress. Not at her legs or her lips. But at her—like he could see something beneath her skin, behind her practiced cool.

Sophia looked away.

And then looked back.

He was still watching.

---

She sipped her wine. Breathed slowly. The silk of her black dress clung to the curve of her back, the subtle swell of her breasts, just enough to whisper intention without shouting it.

Why does he look like he knows what this dress was for?

Jaxon didn’t move. Didn’t smile. Just... existed.

Like a decision waiting to be made.

When she finally turned her body to face him—her chin lifted, her spine straight, her lips tight with controlled curiosity—he took a step forward.

One. Singular. And stopped.

Challenge accepted.

---

“Is the art that boring,” she asked, arching a brow as he approached, “or are you always this rude?”

He didn’t answer right away. His gaze swept her once—slowly. Unapologetically. And when his eyes met hers again, they were darker than they should’ve been in a well-lit room.

“I only stare when something’s worth studying,” he said.

Her stomach clenched. Too low. Too sudden.

Her throat was dry.

“And what do you think you’ve learned?” she asked, keeping her tone cold.

“That you like being watched.”

His voice wasn’t loud, but it landed—low and meant only for her.

Sophia exhaled, sharp and quick. She should’ve walked away. She should’ve rolled her eyes or said something clever. But her body... didn’t move.

He stepped closer. Not touching. Not even crowding. But invading. With presence. With intention.

---

“You pretend to be annoyed,” he said, his eyes locked on hers, “but your breath caught the second you realized I was watching.”

Sophia's lips parted slightly, unbidden. Her chest tightened.

“You don’t know me,” she said, voice steady but quieter now.

“I don’t need to know you to read you.”

God—his tone. Low. Calm. Like leather and steel.

He wasn't just trying to flirt. He was testing. Probing for cracks.

She hated how much her body reacted. How warm her thighs felt. How alert her skin became under that black silk dress.

“I should go,” she said.

“But you won’t.”

The certainty in his voice made her freeze.

She swallowed hard. Her hand clutched the stem of her glass. Her jaw flexed.

“And why wouldn’t I?” she whispered.

Jaxon finally leaned in, just enough for his breath to kiss her ear.

“Because part of you wants to know how far I’d make you kneel... before you’d beg for it.”

Her knees.

Betrayed her.

Sophia turned her head slightly, just enough to meet Jaxon’s eyes again.

Too close. Too calm.

She was used to power plays in courtrooms and boardrooms—subtle manipulations, veiled challenges.
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