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Chapter 1: The Unseen Pull
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Naomi adjusted the strap of her dress, the silk sliding smoothly over her skin. The way it hugged her curves made her acutely aware of herself, but also of Rylan, who had been hovering nearby since the meeting had ended. His presence was magnetic, overwhelming in a way that made her stomach twist with anticipation.

––––––––
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Rylan’s eyes followed her every move, lingering on the way the dress clung to her waist and the soft swell of her chest. He straightened in his suit, hands clasped behind him, but the tension in his broad shoulders betrayed him. Naomi felt a thrill run through her as she caught the subtle tightening of his jaw.

––––––––
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“I... I didn’t expect you to stay so late,” she said, her voice light, teasing, yet betraying the tiny quiver of nervous excitement she couldn’t hide.

––––––––
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Rylan’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. “Some things are worth staying for,” he replied, voice low, smooth, almost a purr. Naomi felt it more than she heard it, a vibration that seemed to settle somewhere deep in her chest.

––––––––
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Her fingers grazed the fabric of her dress, her own awareness growing with each passing second. She could feel her heart racing, every breath shallow. “Worth... staying for?” she asked, stepping a little closer, the scent of her perfume drifting toward him, mingling with the subtle cologne he wore.

––––––––
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Rylan’s gaze locked onto hers, and in that silent moment, a world of unspoken desire passed between them. She noticed the way his eyes softened yet darkened with an intensity that made her shiver. He took a step forward, and the space between them shrank, charged with tension so palpable it was almost unbearable.

––––––––
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Naomi’s mind was a tangle of thoughts and feelings. She wanted to speak, to say something clever or flirtatious, but her lips seemed to have forgotten their purpose. Instead, she let her gaze wander to the way his hand twitched slightly near his side, betraying his own contained urge.

––––––––
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The air seemed to thrum around them, each second stretching longer than the last. Naomi could feel her own body reacting—the pull of desire, the subtle warmth that pooled in her stomach, the thrill of being so close to someone who ignited her in ways she hadn’t expected.

––––––––
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Rylan’s voice broke the silence, barely above a whisper, yet it felt like it resonated through her entire being. “You have no idea what you do to me...”

––––––––
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Naomi’s breath caught. Her pulse thundered in her ears, and her body tingled under the intensity of his gaze. She wanted to step back, to run, but the magnetic pull anchored her in place. The dress she wore felt suddenly too tight, her own skin sensitive under her awareness of him.

––––––––
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She tilted her head slightly, her lips parting almost unconsciously. “I... I don’t know what you mean,” she whispered, but even she knew it was a lie. Every fiber of her being understood perfectly what he meant—and part of her wanted it, craved it.

––––––––
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Rylan’s hand brushed a hair strand away from her face, his fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary. Naomi inhaled sharply, feeling the heat of his touch spread through her chest. Her body leaned slightly toward him, even as her mind screamed to resist.

––––––––
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And yet, in that silent, charged moment, they both understood—words were unnecessary. Every glance, every brush of skin, every shallow breath spoke volumes. Their bodies were already in conversation, even before the first word of surrender or confession could be spoken.

––––––––
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The room seemed smaller now, the world narrowing to just the two of them. And Naomi, heart pounding, lips trembling, knew that nothing would ever be the same after this night.

____
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Naomi’s chest heaved lightly, the soft fabric of her dress clinging more insistently to her curves with each subtle movement. She could feel the pulse of her own heartbeat in her throat, a rapid staccato that matched the racing of her mind. Every glance at Rylan made her breath hitch, and every slight shift of his body seemed to send invisible currents straight through her.

––––––––
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Rylan stepped closer, the distance between them now a mere whisper of space. His suit brushed lightly against her arm, and Naomi felt a shiver race down her spine. Her fingers tightened slightly around the hem of her dress, the silky material feeling impossibly thin against her skin. She was aware of herself in ways she hadn’t anticipated—the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts, the soft heat pooling lower in her body.

––––––––

[image: ]


“You’re... impossibly tempting,” Rylan murmured, voice low, rough, almost husky. He didn’t need to touch her; the words alone seemed to ignite sparks across her skin. Naomi’s lips parted instinctively, a soft, involuntary gasp escaping.

––––––––
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“I... I can’t...” she began, but even she didn’t know what she couldn’t. The magnetic pull of him made her words falter, her mind tangled with desire and hesitation. She took a step closer, drawn by something older and more primal than reason.

––––––––
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Rylan’s hand rose slowly, brushing along her arm with feather-light touches that sent goosebumps racing across her skin. Naomi felt the warmth of his fingers linger, the brush of his thumb across her forearm making her body ache in ways she had only begun to recognize.

––––––––
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Her own hands rose almost unconsciously, tracing the lapels of his suit jacket, feeling the firm strength beneath. Her fingers lingered on the curve of his shoulders, the taut line of his chest, the subtle flex of muscle as he breathed. The heat between them was tangible, almost unbearable.
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