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Preface




Some doors should never be opened. But she did more than open it—she let him in. 

Suburbia wore a perfect mask.

Groomed lawns. Quiet streets. Husbands who forgot anniversaries. Wives who dressed up just to feel seen by anyone except the man they married. The neighborhood looked calm on the outside, but inside those homes were little secrets, pressed under pillows and locked behind sighs.

Talia's home was the largest on the block. Four bedrooms. Marble kitchen. A husband who worked late and kissed her cheek like she was his sister. She had everything—except the only thing that mattered.

And that was when Leo moved in across the street. 

He didn’t wave. He didn’t smile. He just watched. And Talia, bored and lonely and burning underneath her silk blouses, started watching back.

 

This is how it begins.

Not with a scream.

Not with a kiss.

But with a door opening slowly… and a man who made her forget to close it.





CHAPTER 1: He Was Watching From the Window

Talia didn’t mean to wear that dress.

It was just the first thing her hand touched. Light fabric. Bare shoulders. Thin straps that always slipped a little when she moved. She hadn’t worn it in months—because Marcus hated it.

He said it was “too much” for just going out. But Talia wasn’t going out. She was just stepping outside to water her plants.

And yet… she’d checked her reflection three times.

She didn’t hear Leo step out. Didn’t notice him until she turned and saw him across the street, leaned back against the doorframe of his newly rented house, arms crossed, sunglasses low on his nose.

Watching her.

Not pretending.

Not glancing.

Watching.

Talia’s breath caught. Just for a moment.

She turned back to the rose bush. Her fingers trembled slightly as she pressed the nozzle.

It wasn’t wrong.

She wasn’t doing anything.

He was the one watching.

But her nipples pressed slightly against the thin fabric of her dress when the breeze hit. She felt it. She knew what it looked like. And she didn’t step back inside.

She took her time.

Bent lower than she needed to. Reached higher than she had to. And every few seconds, her eyes flicked across the street.

Still watching.

__

Talia went back inside.

But not all the way.

She stood just behind the glass patio door, fingers still damp from the hose. Her breath had steadied, but her chest still rose and fell too quickly—her body responding to a gaze she couldn’t even see anymore.

Was he still there?

She tilted her head. A slow peek through the gauzy curtain.

Yes.

He hadn't moved.

Still watching.

This time, he didn’t even have the sunglasses on. His eyes were visible—clear, sharp, and heavy. That kind of stare that didn’t feel like it was just looking at you… but through you. Talia's fingers gripped the edge of the curtain tighter.

Her house was quiet. Marcus wouldn’t be home for hours. The air-conditioning hummed, soft and low, against the silence that wrapped around her.

She stepped back from the curtain. Slowly. Purposefully.

And walked toward the kitchen.

Not because she was hungry. But because that part of the house had the other window. The one above the sink. The one where she could see him without being obvious.

She turned the tap on and let the water run. Just a trickle. Then leaned forward slightly, bracing her palms on the edge of the counter.

She knew the angle.

She knew what the dress did to her chest when she leaned like that.

She looked out—and there he was.
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