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Prologue
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Before the door, there was a letter.

Before the letter, there was a look.

And before the look, there was the ache—quiet, constant, and nameless.

It lived in the corners of my marriage. In the silence between dinners. In the way James’s eyes followed the edge of my thigh just a beat too long. It lived in the way I held his gaze when another woman brushed too close, the way I felt something darker stirring—not jealousy, not fear.

Something else.

Permission waiting to be granted.

I didn’t know what I was waiting for until it arrived.

A card. Heavy stock. No return address. Cream, with ink the color of wine. My name, handwritten, precise.

“You are invited.”

That was all.

No time. No place. Just those three words.

And I knew it was for me. Not us. Not James. Me.

I hid it at first. Slid it between pages of a book I wasn’t reading. I told myself I’d forget it.

But I didn’t.

When the second card arrived, it came with a key.

And a time.

“The Apartment. Friday. Midnight. Wear nothing underneath.”

My hands trembled. My pulse roared.

I stared at the key until the numbers blurred. I imagined every door in Paris. Every man. Every woman. Every possibility behind that lock.

And I felt it again—the ache. Now named.

Desire. Risk. Surrender.

I didn’t tell James.

Not yet.

But that night, I wore a coat over bare skin, walked through the city with nothing to protect me, and stepped through a door that wasn’t just physical.

It was a door into the version of me I’d been avoiding.

The version that said yes.
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Chapter One: The Door
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The building was silent.

Tucked away on a narrow, tree-lined street just off the Rue Saint-Dominique, the entrance was almost invisible—plain gray stone, a single black door, no buzzers, no names. Just a brass number plaque and the soft echo of my heels on worn cobblestones as I approached.

I paused.

There was no reason I had to knock.

I could walk away. Call James. Go back to the hotel and pretend this invitation had never been delivered, never been read, never been slipped under a curtain like a dare wrapped in cream-colored paper.

But I didn’t.

I raised my hand.

Knocked once.

The lock clicked immediately.

And the door opened.

No one stood behind it.

I stepped inside.

The apartment was dim, the air laced with the warm scent of beeswax and something more herbal—lavender, maybe. Woodsmoke. Clean sweat. The walls were high, the furniture sparse and elegant. Pale wood floors. A long mirror leaned against the far wall. Sheer curtains rippled faintly across the windows, though there was no breeze.
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