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Preface

Ashley had built her life on control. Every decision, every move, every carefully constructed wall around her heart was designed to keep chaos out and power in her hands. But the night she met Cold, that control began to fracture. His presence was more than commanding—it was consuming, a storm that promised not destruction but surrender. He didn’t just want her obedience; he wanted her to feel. And that terrified her more than anything.


Chapter 1 – The First Crack

The air was thick with the low hum of music as Ashley stepped into the private lounge. Her fitted black dress hugged her body like a second skin, the thin straps framing her toned shoulders and the deep neckline dipping low enough to hint at the soft curve of her full breasts. The slit on the side of the dress revealed a tempting flash of her thigh with each deliberate step.

She carried herself like a woman who owned every inch of space she stepped into—spine straight, chin slightly tilted, her heels clicking softly against the polished floor. Her long legs moved with grace, and yet there was an underlying tension in her body. Ashley had always believed desire was a tool to wield, never something to surrender to.

Cold was already there, leaning against the edge of a leather chair as though the world itself bent to his posture. Broad shoulders stretched the black dress shirt that clung to his muscular frame, the top two buttons undone, revealing a hint of tanned skin and a single silver chain resting against his collarbone. His presence filled the room effortlessly, his stillness more powerful than any movement.

Ashley’s eyes met his, and for the briefest second, she felt something unfamiliar—her chest tightened, her breath caught. She forced herself to walk closer, hiding the sudden spark of nerves beneath her usual confidence.

“You’re late,” Cold’s voice was low, smooth, carrying the kind of weight that made it feel less like a statement and more like a warning.

Ashley tilted her head, offering him a subtle smile. “Or maybe you’re just early.”

His lips curved slightly, though it wasn’t quite a smile. “You think you can set the pace here?”

Her heart skipped. The way he said it wasn’t a question. It was a reminder. She shrugged one delicate shoulder, letting the strap of her dress slide just a fraction lower, exposing more of her smooth skin. “I set the pace everywhere.”

Cold pushed away from the chair with unhurried grace and closed the distance between them. He didn’t touch her—not yet—but his presence wrapped around her like a hand at her throat. His eyes traveled slowly, deliberately, from her bare shoulders down the length of her body, stopping at the slit that revealed the toned line of her thigh.

Ashley felt the air change when his hand finally moved. He reached out, the backs of his fingers grazing the side of her arm so lightly she almost questioned whether he’d touched her at all. But her body betrayed her—her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her dress, a rush of heat pooling low in her stomach.

Cold’s voice dipped lower, intimate, almost a whisper. “Your body knows who sets the pace.”

Ashley’s breath hitched, and she forced a laugh to cover it. “Don’t read too much into a shiver.”

His hand slid slowly, deliberately, from her arm to her waist, his thumb brushing the exposed skin between the slit of her dress. The soft leather of his belt grazed her stomach as he stepped in closer, their bodies almost touching. She could smell him—clean, dark spice with a hint of smoke.

“Hmmm…” His hum was a low vibration that made her thighs clench. “That wasn’t a shiver. That…” his thumb traced a lazy circle on her hip, “…was surrender trying to find a way out.”

Ashley’s breath came slower, heavier, but she held his gaze. “You won’t get that from me.”

Cold’s mouth curved, the barest hint of amusement dancing in his eyes. “I don’t take. I make you give.”

Her fingers twitched at her sides, aching to push him back, aching to pull him closer. Instead, she forced her voice into a whisper. “You think you can?”

His hand moved higher, sliding up the curve of her waist, his palm spreading against her ribs. His fingers almost brushed the underside of her breast, and Ashley’s body betrayed her again—her back arched ever so slightly into his touch.

“Ohhh…” she breathed softly, catching herself too late.

Cold’s smile sharpened, his thumb brushing just under the swell of her breast, feeling the rapid beat of her heart. “Mmmm… there it is.”

Ashley swallowed, forcing her voice to stay steady even as her nipples ached against the fabric. “Don’t mistake curiosity for weakness.”
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