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Preface

Tessa had always thought of control as armor. Every inch of her carefully curated life was built on that word: control. The sharp lines of her work wardrobe, the perfect red that never bled outside the edges of her lips, the clipped tone she used to keep men at a distance—it was all part of the fortress she had built around herself.

 

She never knelt for anyone. Not in life. Not in love.

 

But Jack… Jack didn’t ask for control. He took it.

 

The first time his voice cut through her defiance, it wasn’t loud. It was quiet. Deep. Like a hand sliding inside her chest and curling around something tender she didn’t know she still had.

 

“On your knees.”

 

Two words that shouldn’t have made her tremble. And yet they did.





Chapter 1 – The Man Who Didn’t Ask

Tessa Monroe had always stood out in a room—not because she tried to, but because she radiated a kind of sharp, sensual authority that demanded attention. Tonight, that authority was wrapped in a fitted black satin dress that clung to her curves like it was painted on. The slit up her thigh revealed just enough to tease, the neckline dipping low enough to expose the soft swell of her cleavage without giving everything away. Her heels clicked against the polished marble floor of the private club as she entered, every step deliberate.

The room smelled of expensive liquor and dark leather. Shadows danced across the dimly lit space, making it feel less like a bar and more like a secret. She didn’t belong here—not really. Tessa was here for business, not pleasure. That’s what she kept reminding herself.

Until she saw him.

Jack.

He didn’t fit the room. Or maybe the room didn’t fit him. Broad shoulders in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit, a body that looked made for breaking rules. His hair was dark and slightly tousled like he didn’t care about perfection, and his jawline looked carved to cut through resistance. But it wasn’t his body that made her pause—it was his eyes.

They locked on her like a hand wrapping around her throat without touching her. Calm. Commanding. Seeing through her.

Tessa swallowed. Her hand brushed her hip, adjusting the fabric of her dress, though the satin already hugged her body perfectly. She could feel her nipples tightening under the thin silk of her bra, a traitorous response she couldn’t explain.

Jack’s gaze dipped once—slowly—to her lips, then to the soft line of her chest, before meeting her eyes again. Not a word. And yet she felt the air shift.

When he finally spoke, his voice was low, rough silk sliding against skin.

“You’re in my seat.”

The words were simple. But the way he said my made her stomach tighten. She glanced down at the leather bar stool beneath her and then back at him. “There are plenty of seats,” she replied, her tone steady.

“Not for you,” Jack said. He stepped closer, his hand brushing the edge of the counter as if claiming space around her. “Not where I want you.”

Tessa’s breath hitched. She hated that he noticed. She could see it in the subtle curve of his lips—barely a smile, more like a predator acknowledging prey.

“And where exactly do you want me?” she asked, keeping her voice cool, though the heat creeping between her thighs betrayed her.

Jack leaned in slightly, his scent hitting her—something dark, woodsy, expensive. His hand didn’t touch her, but his presence felt like it was crawling over her skin, testing its limits.

“On. Your. Knees.”

Her pulse slammed against her throat. The words weren’t loud, but they hit like a command she didn’t know how to refuse. She gripped her glass tighter, nails pressing into the smooth surface.

“That’s not going to happen,” she said, though her voice didn’t sound as certain as she wanted it to.

Jack tilted his head, his eyes studying her face, her parted lips, the way her chest rose and fell just a little faster. “It will,” he murmured, his voice brushing her ear like a hand sliding down her spine. “You just don’t know it yet.”

Tessa shifted in her seat, crossing her legs, the slit in her dress exposing more of her smooth thigh. Jack’s gaze followed the movement, and the air between them thickened.

She told herself she was only here for one drink, for business. But when his hand finally reached out—just one finger brushing the inside of her wrist—it felt like a lock sliding open somewhere deep inside her.

“Careful,” Jack said, his tone soft but dangerous. “Every second you stay, you’re giving me permission to take a little more.”

Tessa’s breath caught, and in that moment, she realized something terrifying.

She wanted him to.

Jack didn’t move back. His presence was a wall pressing against her carefully constructed defenses, and she could feel the first cracks forming.
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