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Preface

Sometimes sanctuary isn’t found in places, but in people.

Not in the home she shared with a husband who no longer touched her. Not in the life she was expected to uphold with a smile.

 

It was found in him—dangerously close, dangerously forbidden. His arms were supposed to be protective, never possessive. But the way his gaze lingered on her trembling breasts beneath silk, the way his hand brushed too long against her skin, told her he was already breaking.

 

And when she finally let herself fall into his embrace, she understood. This wasn’t a mistake. This wasn’t weakness.

 

This was refuge. A haven.

Her secret haven.

And she would choose it again and again, no matter the ruin it promised.





Chapter One: The Embrace That Shouldn’t Be

The house was quiet, too quiet. The clock ticked in the hallway, a hollow sound that echoed through the stillness. Elena lingered by the window, her silk robe slipping from one shoulder, exposing the pale curve of her breast to the night air. Her nipples pressed stiff against the fabric, her chest rising fast with every unsteady breath.

She shouldn’t have called him. She shouldn’t have let desperation guide her fingers to his number. But loneliness had teeth, and tonight it had bitten deep.

A soft knock.

Her pulse jumped. She crossed the room barefoot, robe trailing behind her, silk clinging to her hips. When she opened the door, Gabriel stood there—her husband’s closest confidant, broad-shouldered, jaw shadowed, eyes dark as midnight.

“Elena,” he said, voice low, guttural.

Her lips trembled. “I… I just needed someone.”

His gaze dragged down her frame, stopping at the swell of her chest where the robe had slipped low, nipples trembling in the candlelight. His breath thickened. “You shouldn’t have called me.”

“I know.” Her whisper cracked, a soft moan breaking loose. “But I couldn’t stay alone another night.”

For a long, dangerous moment, he said nothing. Then he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. His body filled the room, his presence wrapping around her until she shivered.

“Elena…” He reached up, fingers brushing the bare skin of her shoulder, sliding down slow, circling the edge of her robe. “If you fall into my arms now, you’ll never want to leave them.”

Her chest heaved, her breasts straining higher against the silk. “Maybe that’s what I want.”

The robe slipped lower with the faintest tug of his hand. A pale swell spilled free, her nipple flushed and aching. Her cry cracked into the silence.

“Ahhh—ohhh God—”

He groaned low, his body pressing closer, his lips brushing her ear. “Then come to me, Elena. Let my arms be your secret haven.”

And before she could take another breath, she was pulled against him, her breast crushed to his chest, her moan spilling helplessly into the dark.

---

The door shut behind them with a muted thud, sealing the silence around their bodies. Elena’s back pressed against the wall, her breath quick, robe sliding looser with every tremor of her chest. The silk clung stubbornly, but her breasts pushed high against it, nipples straining, aching, begging.

Gabriel’s body loomed before hers, heat radiating, his hands braced on either side of her head. His gaze devoured her, dark and hungry, lingering where her robe gaped open to reveal pale curves.

“Elena…” His voice was gravel, a warning he no longer believed in. “If I touch you, there is no turning back.”
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