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Chapter 1: Uneasy Alliance
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Tokyo never truly slept, but at 3:17 a.m. in Madame Zhao’s private penthouse, the city felt almost quiet.

I stood on the expansive balcony overlooking the glowing skyline, wearing nothing but a thin black silk robe. The cool night air brushed against my skin as I stared at the endless sea of lights below.

It had been two weeks since I returned from Dubai.

Two weeks since Madame Zhao had officially activated the next phase of our six-month agreement.

And two weeks since Victor Castellano had re-entered my life.

The Agency had sent him as my official “support operative” while I remained embedded with Madame Zhao. They claimed it was for my protection. Madame Zhao had accepted his presence with a dangerous smile, clearly enjoying the new tension it created.

I heard the sliding door open behind me.

Victor stepped out onto the balcony, the sliding door whispering shut behind him.

He wore only a pair of dark pants that hung low on his hips, his muscular upper body completely bare. The moonlight traced the hard lines of his chest, shoulders, and abs — a body that had once completely dominated mine. Even after all this time, the sight of him still affected me. A deep, involuntary heat bloomed low in my belly, and I hated how easily my body remembered him.

“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked, his deep voice low and rough in the quiet night air, carrying that familiar gravelly tone that used to make me weak.

I didn’t turn around. I kept my eyes fixed on the glittering Tokyo skyline, gripping the railing a little tighter.

“Hard to sleep,” I replied coolly, “when I know you’re under the same roof.”

A low, amused chuckle rumbled from his chest. He moved closer until I could feel the heat radiating from his body just inches behind me. The warm night breeze carried his scent — dark, masculine, and dangerously familiar.

“Still fighting it?” he murmured, close enough that his breath brushed the back of my neck. “After everything we’ve been through... you still pretend you don’t feel this pull between us?”

I finally turned to face him, the thin silk robe shifting against my skin. Our eyes locked. The tension between us was immediate and electric — old desire, old resentment, and something far more complicated now that we were forced to work together again.

“You’re here as my backup,” I said, keeping my voice steady. “Nothing more.”

Victor’s lips curved into that dark, knowing smile I remembered too well. His gaze slowly drifted down the front of my barely-closed robe, lingering on the curve of my breasts before returning to my eyes.

“Keep telling yourself that, baby,” he whispered. “But we both know the truth. Six months is a long time... and Madame Zhao isn’t the only one who wants you.”

He moved closer until he was standing beside me at the railing, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his bare chest.

The familiar scent of him — dark, masculine, and dangerously comforting — wrapped around me like a memory I couldn’t escape. It brought back flashes of Vegas, of the prison cell, of nights when he had completely owned my body and mind. My pulse quickened against my will.

“We used to be good at this,” he murmured, his deep voice low and intimate in the quiet night air. “Working together. Moving as one. You always knew exactly what I needed... and I knew how to break you open.”

I finally looked at him.

His eyes were the same intense dark brown I remembered from Vegas, from the prison cell, from every moment he had once owned me. They held mine with that same possessive hunger, as if six months apart had done nothing to diminish it.

“That was before you became my replacement,” I said quietly, the words tasting bitter on my tongue.

Victor’s lips curved into a small, dangerous smile — the same smile that used to make my knees weak.

“And now here we are,” he replied, his voice dropping even lower. “Working together again... under the watchful eye of your new owner.”

The words stung, but they also sent a dark thrill through me. Madame Zhao’s claim on me was no secret between us. The power dynamic had shifted completely, and Victor was clearly enjoying the new complications.

He leaned in slightly, his breath brushing my ear.

“Does she fuck you as well as I did?” he whispered. “Does she make you scream the way I used to?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I turned my face away, staring back out at the glittering Tokyo skyline. But my body betrayed me — a fresh wave of heat blooming between my thighs, my nipples tightening against the thin silk robe.

Victor chuckled softly, the sound rich and knowing.

Madame Zhao had made it very clear from the very first night Victor arrived: he was allowed to assist me on missions, to work alongside me as a fellow agent, but I still belonged to her for the remaining months of our deal.

She had said it while looking Victor directly in the eyes, one possessive hand resting on my thigh as I sat beside her on the couch.

“He may borrow you for work,” she had purred, her fingers slowly tracing up my leg, “but at the end of every day, you come back to my bed. You are mine, Jade. Remember that.”

The power dynamic between the three of us was a live wire — constantly sparking, constantly threatening to burn everything down.

Victor, with his dark, possessive nature and reinstated power as a male agent, refused to accept that I was no longer his. Madame Zhao, elegant and ruthless, treated me like her favorite prized possession — one she had no intention of sharing. And I was caught directly in the middle, trying to survive both of their intense desires while still carrying out missions for the Agency.

Every look Victor gave me carried memories of Vegas and that prison cell. Every touch from Madame Zhao reminded me of the six-month contract I had willingly signed with my body.

It was a dangerous, intoxicating triangle.

“We leave for Moscow in two days,” I said, deliberately changing the subject. My voice was steady, but I could feel the heat rising between us. “Madame Zhao wants us to attend a high-profile winter gala hosted by oligarch Dmitri Volkov. She suspects he’s planning something against her — possibly trying to undercut her weapons network in Eastern Europe.”

Victor nodded slowly, but his gaze wasn’t on the mission. It drifted openly down my body, taking in the way the thin black silk robe clung to my curves, barely held together by a loose knot at my waist. The cool night air made my nipples visibly harden against the fabric.

“And you’ll be playing the seductive arms dealer again?” he asked, his voice low and rough, carrying that familiar dangerous edge.

I met his eyes without flinching, even as my pulse quickened under his intense stare.
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