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Introduction

In a world where desire collides with danger, trust becomes the ultimate weapon. Suspected of Loving Him is a journey through fear, betrayal, and an intoxicating connection that refuses to break under pressure. 

Lara and Freddy’s story is one of passion tempered by peril, intimacy forged in shadows, and love tested by circumstances that could destroy them both. This book is for anyone who believes that survival and desire are not mutually exclusive—that sometimes, the only way to live fully is to risk everything for the one who holds your heart. 

Prepare to enter a world where every heartbeat matters, every touch can be deadly, and love is the most dangerous game of all. 
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Chapter 1 – Suspected of Loving Him

Lara Whitmore had always trusted the rhythm of her life. The morning train to King’s Cross, the same route past wet cobblestones to her office, the quiet routine of London breathing around her like a living organism. Patterns were safety. Patterns were control. Until tonight. 

The city had changed in subtle ways, ways only her body seemed to notice. Rain misted the streetlights into golden halos, making the wet pavements gleam like polished mirrors. Lara pulled her coat tighter, heels tapping steadily as she walked, her mind focused on the mundane—a meeting she could barely recall scheduling. But then the sensation came, curling low in her stomach, a tightening she had learned to recognise: she was being watched.

It was not the obvious sort of danger—no raised voices, no sudden movement, no instinct screaming at her to run. This was something quieter, sharper, a presence she could feel pressing at the edge of her awareness. 

She didn’t turn. Never did, not at first. Instead, she pulled her phone from her bag, pretending to check the time, angling the screen to catch a reflection in the glass of a closed shopfront. 

And that’s when she saw him.

A man standing across the street, half-hidden beneath the flicker of a lamp, hands in the pockets of a dark coat. Not moving, not pretending. Just… watching.

Their eyes met through the reflection, and the briefest jolt of recognition shivered through her chest. Her mind screamed to dismiss it, rationalise it. Strangers notice strangers all the time. And yet the warmth that blossomed low in her ribs—sharp and unwelcome—told her instinctively that this was no ordinary encounter. 

He turned away first, and for a moment, Lara’s pulse slowed. Relief washed through her, unwanted and intrusive. She chastised herself as she resumed walking. London was full of strangers. Patterns could be broken every day without consequence. 

The Underground was crowded enough for her to disappear, yet somehow, when she boarded the train, she felt him before she saw him. 

He was there. 

A seat beside her was taken by a presence that made her chest tighten. Heat rose where no one should be touching her. She turned, and there he was, closer than the platform, closer than the street, closer than she wanted. 

Up close, he was more unsettling than she had imagined. His dark hair was just beginning to show grey at the temples. His jawline was sharp, a faint scar at the edge hinting at a life lived with risk. But it was his eyes—deep, calm, almost too precise—that unsettled her the most. The kind of eyes that saw too much, understood too much, and never blinked at anything. 

“I’m sorry,” she murmured, attempting to shift, to create a safe distance.

“Don’t,” he said softly, low enough for only her to hear. Not an apology. Not an explanation. Just… don’t.

Her pulse quickened. Something irrational told her that even breathing in his proximity was dangerous. And yet, despite herself, she felt drawn in, a magnetic pull she could neither explain nor resist. 

The train lurched into motion. Their knees brushed. Accident? Maybe. But her stomach knotted like it wasn’t accidental at all.

Her stop approached too quickly. She rose, heart hammering, and stepped onto the platform. The cold air hit her, rain slicking her coat. And then she noticed—he followed. 

“Are you following me?” she asked, voice tight with disbelief.

He stopped a few feet away, calm, deliberate. “If I were,” he said evenly, “you wouldn’t have noticed.”

Her chest tightened at the simple, chilling honesty. 

“Then why are you here?”

His gaze met hers, unwavering. “Because you are.”

Her breath hitched. “I don’t know you.”

“No,” he admitted. “Not yet.”

The pause stretched long enough that her rational mind began to protest. Yet the pull—the unspoken tether—was undeniable. 

“My name’s Lara,” she said.

“I know,” he replied, as casually as if he’d known her all her life.

The words landed heavily. 

“You shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, a mixture of fear and fascination curling inside her.

“That’s why this is a problem,” he said.

Lara’s heels clicked faster on the wet cobbles as she tried to put distance between them. She told herself to focus on normalcy, but the city had changed around her. Shadows seemed longer, the rain sharper. Every pedestrian was a possible observer. Every parked car a potential threat. 

He fell into step beside her effortlessly. Not too close, not too distant. Just… there. The heat of his presence wrapped around her like a dangerous invitation. 

“You don’t scare easily,” he said, almost conversationally.

“I’m scared,” she replied before she could stop herself, “I just don’t let it decide things.”

“That’ll get you hurt,” he warned, soft but firm.

She stopped abruptly. “Is that a threat?”

“No,” he said. “It’s a warning.”

Her pulse thrummed. The streetlights blurred the edges of his figure, making him look almost unreal. 

“From whom?” she asked quietly.

His gaze flicked to a parked car briefly, then returned to her face. “From people who want me gone.”

“And you?” Her voice was steadier than she felt.

“I’m not gone.”

She shivered, not entirely from the cold. Her instincts screamed that this man was dangerous—but the attraction, electric and forbidden, surged through her anyway. “You’re… calm,” she said, almost accusingly. “In all this danger, you’re… calm.”

“That’s because I’ve been here before,” he said, voice dropping, almost intimate. “I know what to watch for. And I know what to avoid.”

Her stomach twisted. It wasn’t the fear alone that unsettled her—it was that he could read her every movement, anticipate her every thought. And yet… she didn’t pull away.

“You shouldn’t stay near me,” she said finally. “Everyone who does seems to regret it.”

Freddy—she had learned his name only moments ago, from the firmness in his voice— looked at her then, eyes softening just a fraction. “So do I,” he said quietly.

Her breath hitched. 

“That’s not fair,” she whispered.

“No,” he admitted. “It’s honest.”

They walked in silence after that, the rain drumming on the cobbles. The city hummed around them, oblivious, while a tether seemed to grow stronger between them—danger and desire tangled inseparably. 

When they reached her street, he stopped. His hands were in his pockets again. A subtle shift of weight, as if testing, calculating. 

“Go home, Lara,” he said, voice low and urgent. “Tonight, don’t talk to anyone. Don’t answer calls. Don’t… make decisions.”

Her chest tightened. “Why?”

“Because someone wants you to protect me. And they’re willing to ruin everything you care about if you refuse.”

A single, brief glance told her the truth: he wasn’t bluffing.

And then, as suddenly as he had appeared, he disappeared into the night, leaving Lara standing alone, heart pounding, skin tingling where his presence had brushed against hers. 

By the time she unlocked her flat door, her hands were trembling. And lying on the mat was an envelope, unmarked. 

Inside was a photograph. Her photograph. Taken tonight. From somewhere across the street. 

On the back, four words scrawled in neat, deliberate handwriting: 

He will ruin you. 

Lara sank into the chair, gripping the photograph, trying to make sense of what was happening. Her life—every careful pattern, every routine—had been pulled apart in the space of a single encounter. 

Somewhere deep inside, beyond fear and reason, a part of her already knew: she would never be able to forget him. 

And worse… she knew she wanted to.

Lara didn’t sleep that night.

Not really. The photograph lay beside her bed, a silent accusation. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the reflection of Freddy’s face in shop windows, the intensity of his gaze in the train, the way his presence had pressed against her without touching. Her pulse refused to calm. Her chest ached with the tension of unanswered questions: Who was he? Why was he watching her? And why did her body remember him as if it already knew him? 

By dawn, exhaustion clung to her like a second skin. But along with fatigue came determination. Lara Whitmore did not cower. She refused to let this shadowed man, this stranger who claimed she would ruin herself for him, dictate her life. 

She showered quickly, dressed meticulously, and walked to the café near her flat, the photograph tucked carefully into her coat pocket. She needed answers, even if she didn’t know the right questions. 

The street was eerily quiet. London in the early morning had a different rhythm, one that made every echo of footsteps too loud, every passing car too deliberate. And somewhere, in the edge of her perception, she felt it again: he was there. 

Across the street, leaning casually against a lamp post, was Freddy. 

Lara’s heart stuttered. She hadn’t expected him so soon. She hadn’t wanted to see him at all. And yet… here he was, unmistakably real, unmistakably dangerous, and undeniably close enough to make her pulse betray her. 

“You’re early,” she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

“You didn’t go to the police,” he said, stepping closer, his tone quiet, almost intimate. “And you shouldn’t have.”

“I wasn’t going to,” she admitted, gripping the strap of her bag tightly. “I don’t know you. I don’t trust you.”

“You already don’t trust me,” he said softly. “That’s why this works.”

His words made her stomach twist. She hated that they made sense. 

They walked in silence for a block, the only sound the click of her heels and the occasional distant car. Then he stopped suddenly, eyes narrowing as he scanned the empty streets. 

“They’re closer than I thought,” he said, voice low.

“Who?” Her throat went dry.

Freddy’s gaze locked onto hers. “The ones who want me gone. And now, they want you too.”

The weight of that statement pressed into her chest. She was just an ordinary woman. A lawyer. A life filled with courtrooms, papers, and coffee. Nothing in her routine had prepared her for this. 

“What do you want from me?” she asked, almost whispering.

“To survive,” he said simply. “And to keep you safe.”

The words were deliberate, controlled, and yet… something else lay beneath them. Something that made her pulse spike, her skin tingle. Desire, fear, and curiosity collided inside her, impossible to separate. 

They turned a corner and entered a café, empty except for the early morning staff wiping tables. Lara chose the seat facing the door, an instinctive move to protect herself. Freddy didn’t comment, just slid into the seat opposite, his eyes scanning the room. 

“You should have gone home,” she said, trying to assert control, though her voice betrayed the tremor in her hands. 

“I couldn’t,” he replied. “Not when you’re already in danger.”

“Danger from what? From you?”

“From people who won’t care if you live or die. From the consequences of knowing me.”

His honesty unsettled her. The way he said it was calm, measured—but the implication was unmistakable: being near him carried risk. Yet, as she looked at him, she felt an undeniable pull, the same pull that had haunted her since their first encounter. 

“Why me?” she asked. “Why are you here? Why am I involved?”

Freddy’s gaze softened, just enough to make her breath hitch. “Because someone already thinks you’ll protect me. And because… I can’t let you face this alone.”

Her pulse thundered. The city outside blurred, reduced to noise and shadow, while the space between them felt electric. She wanted to recoil, to stand up, to reclaim some semblance of control. And yet, she remained, caught in the dangerous gravity of his presence. 

“I don’t even know you,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

“You know enough,” he countered. His fingers hovered over the edge of the table, almost brushing hers—but not yet. The tension was unbearable, thick enough to taste. 

She swallowed, trying to ground herself. “If I touch you… if I trust you… it could be a mistake.”

