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Preface

Alina had never thought a single glance could feel like a key turning inside her chest.

 

She’d built her world on discipline—an elegant cage of polished routines and perfectly controlled desires. A corporate queen in her thirties, with sharp curves that matched the heels she wore and a voice that made boardrooms go silent, she’d spent years convincing herself that control was power.

 

And then Jeremy walked into her life.

 

Younger, with a body built from quiet strength rather than arrogance, he carried danger in the softest way. His deep-set eyes seemed to see through the walls she’d crafted. His presence wasn’t loud—it was a steady hum, a low vibration that made her pulse trip over itself.

 

The first time his voice slid over her skin, she swore she felt a lock click open.

 

She didn’t know then that desire wasn’t just fire—it could be a cage. One you stepped into willingly. One you didn’t want to leave.

 





Chapter 1 – “When the Door Closed”

The soft sound of the door shutting behind her echoed like a promise.

Alina leaned back against the smooth wood, letting the quiet of her penthouse swallow her whole. The city below was alive, buzzing with light and sound, but in here, it was only her heartbeat and the faint hum of her own nerves.

Her reflection in the hallway mirror caught her off guard. The black silk blouse clung to her in ways that made her think of hands rather than fabric. The pencil skirt hugged the roundness of her hips, the slit flashing just a tease of her thigh. She ran her fingers over her neckline, tracing the curve of her collarbone.

Why did it feel like his eyes were still on me?

Jeremy had barely said ten words in the meeting earlier that day. And yet every single one had landed low in her stomach, heavy and deliberate. He’d stood too close when he handed her the file—close enough that his scent had slid into her lungs and stayed there, a mix of cedar and something darker.

“Fuck…” she breathed, her lips parting as if saying his name would make him appear.

She didn’t hear the sound of the second door opening until she felt the shift in the air.

“Thinking about me already?”

Her head snapped up.

Jeremy.

He leaned against the frame of the living room entrance, casual in a fitted charcoal shirt that stretched over his chest, the sleeves rolled to his forearms. His eyes pinned her in place, calm and unhurried, like he had all the time in the world to watch her squirm.

“Jeremy…” Her voice was softer than she meant it to be, almost a whisper.

“Alina,” he replied, taking one step into the room, then another. His gaze slid over her body slowly, deliberately, lingering on the hem of her skirt where her thighs pressed together. “You didn’t answer my question.”

Her breath hitched. “What question is that?”

He tilted his head, the ghost of a smile playing at his lips. “Whether you were thinking about me.”

The words landed like a hand on her bare skin. She swallowed, her fingers twitching against her side. “Maybe.”

Jeremy’s steps were unhurried, each one closing the space between them until she could feel the faint heat of his body. His hand lifted—not touching, just hovering a fraction of an inch from her waist.

Her nipples hardened instantly under the thin silk of her blouse, betraying her even as she tried to hold her composure.

“I can hear it,” he murmured, his voice low enough to make her knees threaten to give.

“Hear… what?” Her lips trembled around the question.

“Your body begging me to touch you.”

A shiver tore down her spine, her breath catching in a soft, involuntary, “Mmmmmm…”

Jeremy’s fingers finally closed the distance, brushing her waist. Not a grab, not yet—just a slow, deliberate slide of fingertips over silk, tracing the curve of her hip as if he had the right to map it.

“Jeremy…” Her voice broke into a moan she couldn’t hold back. “Ahhhh…”

His hand paused, his thumb brushing the faint line of the slit in her skirt. “Do you want me to stop?”
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