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INTRODUCTION

Crossing Limits is an anthology that explores the dangerous territory where survival instincts collide with undeniable desire. In these six intense tales, boundaries are not just tested—they are shattered. From a corporate spy trapped in a glass penthouse with the billionaire she was sent to destroy, to a disgraced mercenary keeping a princess warm in a freezing cave, and hackers discovering the overwhelming shock of physical touch in a digital dystopian world, every story proves that passion burns brightest on the edge of disaster. Whether it is the friction of ballet rivals pushing their bodies to the breaking point or the desperate intimacy of enemies buried alive in an ancient tomb, these characters face a choice: save themselves, or surrender to the chaos. This collection is for those who know that the best stories don't happen in the safety of the light, but in the shadows where rules no longer apply.
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​The Glass Penthouse: Cold Steel & Velvet
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​Part 1: The Canary in the Cage

––––––––
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THE ELEVATOR RIDE TO the 90th floor took exactly forty-two seconds. Elena knew this because she had counted it every morning for three months. Forty-two seconds to compose her face, forty-two seconds to suppress the tremor in her hands, forty-two seconds to become Elena Vance, Junior Analyst, instead of who she really was: a corporate saboteur with a flash drive burning a hole in her pocket.

Today, the forty-two seconds felt like a lifetime.

The drive in her pocket didn’t just contain financial projections. It held the blackened heart of Julian Vane’s empire—shell companies, offshore leverage, the kind of data that puts billionaires in handcuffs. She had won. She had the data. All she had to do was walk into his office, sign the "exit interview" papers he’d unexpectedly requested, and walk out.

The doors slid open with a soft, expensive whoosh.

The penthouse wasn’t an office; it was a void. Walls of floor-to-ceiling glass showcased the London skyline, grey and weeping with rain, but inside, the air was still and sterile. It smelled of ozone, espresso, and the distinct, metallic sharp scent of money.

Julian was standing by the window, his back to her. He was a silhouette cut from darkness—tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a suit that cost more than Elena’s father had made in a lifetime.

"You’re late," he said. He didn’t turn around. His voice was a low baritone that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards, traveling up through the soles of her heels.

"Traffic," Elena lied, stepping onto the plush charcoal carpet. "And the elevator seemed... slow."

"The elevator is calibrated to precise specifications, Elena. It is never slow."

He turned then.

Julian Vane was not a classically handsome man; he was arresting. Sharp cheekbones that looked like they could cut glass, eyes the color of a stormy sea, and a mouth that rarely smiled but always looked like it knew a secret. He watched her the way a wolf watches a deer that hasn’t realized it’s already injured.

"Sit," he commanded, gesturing to the single leather chair opposite his massive obsidian desk.

Elena sat. The leather was cold. She clutched her purse tighter, the hard plastic of the flash drive pressing against her hip bone. Just get the signature. Get out.

"I have the exit papers ready," she said, her voice steady. She was a professional. She had ruined men twice his age and half as smart. "I just need your signature on the NDA release so I can transition to the terrifying world of freelance."

Julian didn't sit. He walked around the desk, his movements fluid, predatory. He leaned against the edge of the obsidian slab, crossing his arms. He was too close. The space between them crackled, the air suddenly thick and hard to breathe.

"Freelance," he mused, tasting the word like a bad wine. "Is that what we’re calling it? Selling my encrypted R&D files to the highest bidder in Singapore?"

The room went dead silent. The only sound was the rain lashing against the glass, a chaotic drumbeat against the silence of the room.

Elena’s heart hammered against her ribs, a trapped bird. She forced a confused smile. "I... I don't know what you mean, Mr. Vane. If this is about the non-compete clause—"

"Drop it."

The command was soft, but it snapped like a whip. Julian pushed off the desk and took a step toward her. He towered over her seated form.

"The naive analyst act. The stutter. The cheap suits you wear to blend in, even though the lingerie underneath is silk and costs three hundred pounds a set. Drop. It."

Elena’s blood ran cold, then hot. He knew. He had known all along.

She dropped the smile. Her face went slack, her eyes hardening into the flinty, dangerous gaze of the woman she actually was. She slowly uncrossed her legs and leaned back, matching his stare.

"Okay," she said, her voice dropping an octave, losing the girlish pitch. "You caught me. Call security. Or the police. Let’s get this over with."

Julian laughed. It was a dark, dry sound, devoid of humor.

"Security?" He shook his head, taking another step. He was right in front of her now. She could smell him—sandalwood, rain, and the musk of a man who took whatever he wanted. "Why would I call security, Elena? I’ve been watching you steal from me for six weeks. I gave you the access codes. I left the server room unlocked last Tuesday. I let you take it."

Elena stood up, adrenaline flooding her system. She needed to be on her feet. "Why?"

"Because," Julian whispered, reaching out. His hand, large and warm, wrapped around her throat. He didn’t squeeze, not really. He just rested it there, his thumb tracing the frantic pulse of her jugular. A warning. A claim. "I wanted to see how far you’d go. I wanted to see if you were brave enough to try to destroy me."

His touch was electric. It sent a shockwave down her spine that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with the twisting, dark attraction she had been fighting since the day she met him.

"I will destroy you," she breathed, her voice trembling. "That drive goes to the press in an hour if I don't check in."

"No," Julian murmured, stepping closer, forcing her back until her legs hit the edge of the chair. "It doesn't. Because I jammed the signal in this building ten minutes ago. And your handler outside? He’s currently having a very long conversation with my security team."

He crowded her, his body heat radiating through her thin blouse. He was a wall of muscle and dominance.

"You’re trapped, Elena. No signal. No exit. Just you, me, and the lie you’ve been living."

He tilted her head back, his eyes searching hers, looking for fear. But he didn't find fear. He found defiance. And beneath the defiance, he found the same hunger that was eating him alive.

"So what now?" she challenged, her breath hitching as his thumb brushed her lower lip. "You going to kill me?"

"That would be a waste," Julian growled. His gaze dropped to her mouth, dark and intense. "You tried to screw me, Elena. Professionally. Thoroughly."

He leaned down, his lips ghosting over hers, close enough to share breath but not touching. The anticipation was agony.

"Now," he whispered against her mouth, "I think it’s only fair I return the favor."

Elena should have pushed him away. She should have kneed him, run for the door, broken the glass. But the darkness in him called to the darkness in her. The spy and the tyrant. The thief and the king.

She didn't run. She grabbed his tie, yanking him down, and crashed her lips against his.

It wasn't a kiss; it was a collision. A declaration of war.



​Part 2: The Art of Breaking

––––––––

[image: ]


THE KISS BROKE NOT with a sigh, but with a gasp—sharp and ragged, like surfacing from deep water.

Elena shoved against Julian’s chest, her palms sliding against the fine wool of his suit. She needed space. She needed air that didn't taste like him—like oak, expensive scotch, and raw, masculine aggression.

She stumbled back, her hip hitting the edge of the heavy obsidian desk. Her chest was heaving, her perfectly pinned hair now slightly askew, a single strand falling across her eyes.

"You’re insane," she breathed, her voice trembling. It wasn't fear anymore. It was adrenaline. "You think you can just—"

"I think," Julian interrupted, his voice terrifyingly calm as he wiped a trace of her lipstick from his thumb, "that you enjoyed that as much as I did. Maybe more."

He didn't chase her. He didn't need to. He turned his back on her, walking toward the wet bar in the corner of the room. The casual dismissal was infuriating. It was a power move. He was telling her she was no threat to him, even after she’d just had her tongue down his throat.

"Scotch?" he offered, the crystal decanter clinking softly in the silent room. "Balvenie Fifty. Costs more than the car you drove here in."

"I don't want your drink," Elena snapped, her eyes darting to the door. "I want to leave."

"The doors are locked, Elena." Julian turned, holding two glasses of amber liquid. The ice clinked—a sharp, lonely sound. "And the elevators are disabled. You’re in a glass cage in the sky. And it’s pouring rain. No one is coming for you."

He walked back toward her, extending a glass. His eyes were dark, unreadable pools. "Drink. You look like you’re about to shatter."

Elena stared at the glass, then at him. Her hand shook as she took it. She needed the burn. She downed half of it in one swallow, the liquid fire searing her throat, grounding her.

"Why?" she asked, the alcohol giving her a sudden surge of courage. "If you knew I was stealing from you... why let it go this far? Why the game?"

Julian took a slow sip, his gaze raking over her—from the high heels to the silk blouse that was now rising and falling with her rapid breathing.

"Because, Elena... competence is rare. Loyalty can be bought. Skill can be trained. But hunger?" He took a step closer, invading her personal space again. "Hunger cannot be taught. And I saw it in you the first day you walked into the lobby. You didn't look at the building like you wanted to work in it. You looked at it like you wanted to own it."

He set his glass down on the desk with a deliberate thud.

"Give me the drive."

The air in the room shifted. The seduction vanished, replaced by the cold steel of business.

Elena’s hand instinctively went to her pocket. "And if I don't?"

"Then I take it," Julian said simply. "And I don't think you want me searching you. Or maybe... maybe you do."

The threat hung in the air, heavy and charged. Elena’s mind raced. If she gave it up, she lost her leverage. If she kept it, she was inviting a physical confrontation with a man who was twice her size and currently looking at her like she was his next meal.

"Come and get it," she whispered. It was a reckless challenge. A gambler’s bluff.

Julian didn't hesitate.

He moved with that blurring speed she hadn't expected. Before she could flinch, he had her pinned against the desk, his hips caging her in. His hands didn't go for her pocket immediately. instead, one hand slid up her waist, gripping her hip with bruising force, pulling her flush against him.

"You’re playing a dangerous game, little spy," he growled, his face inches from hers.

"I’m not a spy," she hissed, her hands gripping his lapels to steady herself. "I’m a mercenary. There’s a difference."

"Is there?"

His other hand moved. It didn't go for the pocket. It slid up her thigh.

Elena gasped, her head falling back as his palm—large, hot, and rough—traced the line of her leg through the thin fabric of her skirt. It was intimate, possessive, and terrifyingly effective. Her brain short-circuited. The cold logic of her mission was dissolving under the heat of his touch.

"Stop," she managed to say, but her voice was weak, lacking conviction.

"Make me," Julian murmured against her neck. He bit down lightly on the sensitive cord of her throat, sending a shiver violently through her body. "Tell me to stop, Elena. Tell me you don't want this. Tell me you don't burn every time I walk into a meeting."

His hand moved higher, teasing the hem of her skirt. He wasn't just searching for the drive; he was dismantling her defenses, brick by brick.

"I hate you," she lied, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer instead of pushing him away.

"Good," Julian whispered, his breath hot against her skin. "Hate is passion without the brakes. I can work with hate."

He found the pocket. His fingers brushed against her hip bone, lingering there for a torture-filled second before he hooked the small plastic drive. He pulled it out, holding it up between them like a trophy.

But he didn't step back. He didn't let her go.

He tossed the drive onto the desk behind her without even looking at it. It clattered across the obsidian surface, forgotten.

"You..." Elena stared at him, wide-eyed. "You didn't even check it."

"I don't care about the data, Elena," Julian said, his voice dropping to a rough, honest growl. "I have backups of backups. That drive is meaningless."

He grabbed her waist with both hands now, lifting her effortlessly until she was sitting on the edge of the desk, her legs forced to part around him. The position was vulnerable, open, exposing her completely to him.

"Then what do you want?" she cried out, frustration and desire warring in her chest.

Julian stepped between her knees, his hands sliding up to cup her face, forcing her to look at him. His eyes were blazing.

"I want the woman who was brave enough to break into my house," he said. "I want the liar. The thief. I want you."

He didn't wait for an answer. He kissed her again, but this time, there was no hesitation. It was deep, starving, and ruinous. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her, tasting her surrender. Elena made a small, desperate sound in her throat and wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him harder against her.

The friction was maddening. Through the layers of their clothes, she could feel the hardness of him, the sheer power he was holding back. He groaned into her mouth, his hands moving from her face to her hair, gripping it, angling her head back to deepen the kiss until she saw stars.

This wasn't business anymore. It wasn't espionage. It was two predators who had finally stopped circling and decided to tear each other apart.

"Tell me who you belong to," he demanded, breaking the kiss to stare down at her, his chest heaving. His pupils were blown wide, swallowing the grey of his irises.

Elena looked up at him, her lips swollen, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She was a woman who never submitted, who never gave up control. But here, in the dark, with the rain screaming against the glass and this man’s hands branding her skin...

"You," she whispered, the truth slipping out before she could stop it.

Julian smiled. It was a terrifying, beautiful thing.

"Correct answer."



​Part 3: The Unraveling

––––––––
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"CORRECT ANSWER."

The words hung in the air, heavier than the storm battering the glass. Julian didn’t just say them; he branded them into her.

He didn't give her time to regret the admission. His hands, large and demanding, moved from her face down to her throat, his thumbs pressing lightly against her pulse point. It was fluttering wildly, a trapped bird against a cage of bone.

"You’re trembling," he murmured, his voice rough with a hunger that made her knees weak. "Are you scared of me, Elena? Or are you scared of what you want to do to me?"

"Both," she breathed, her hands clutching the lapels of his jacket, bunching the expensive fabric. "I’m terrified."

"Good."

He crashed his mouth onto hers again, but this time, the kiss wasn’t a collision—it was a drowning. He kissed her like he was trying to breathe for her. It was slow, deep, and devastatingly thorough. Elena felt her head spin, the room tilting on its axis. The sterile, cold office dissolved. There was only Julian. The scent of him—spicy, clean, and unmistakably male—filled her senses.

His hands slid down, finding the hem of her silk blouse. He didn't rip it; Julian Vane wasn't a brute. He was precise. His fingers found the first button, then the second. The cool air of the penthouse hit her skin, instantly replaced by the searing heat of his palms.

"Beautiful," he whispered against her lips, his voice a low vibration that traveled straight to her core. "You hide all this fire under cheap polyester suits. It’s a crime."

He pushed the blouse off her shoulders, leaving her in the delicate lace camisole underneath. The sight of her—disheveled, flushed, her eyes blown wide with desire—seemed to snap the last thread of his restraint.

He groaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated against her chest. He buried his face in the curve of her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. Elena gasped, arching back, her fingers tangling in his dark hair, pulling him closer.

"Julian," she whimpered, the name feeling foreign on her tongue. She had spent months studying him as a target. She knew his net worth, his allergies, his schedule. She didn't know he tasted like salt and danger. She didn't know his stubble would feel like sandpaper against her skin, igniting nerves she didn't know she had.

"I’m here," he growled against her skin, his hands moving to her back, finding the zipper of her skirt. The sound of it lowering was loud in the quiet room. "I’m right here."

He lifted her slightly, and she kicked the skirt away. It landed somewhere in the shadows. Now it was just skin against suit wool, softness against hardness. The friction was unbearable.

Elena needed to touch him. The need was a physical ache. Her hands fumbled with his tie, loosening the knot with shaking fingers. She shoved the jacket off his shoulders, needing to feel the man beneath the armor.

"Impatient," he chuckled darkly, allowing her to undress him. He helped her with the buttons of his shirt, popping the top two in his haste.

When his shirt fell open, Elena didn't hesitate. She pressed her palms against his chest, feeling the hard muscle and the violent thud of his heart. It was beating just as fast as hers.

That realization—that the "Ice King" was burning just as hot—shattered her.

"You’re not cold," she whispered, looking up at him, her eyes searching his face. "Everyone says you’re cold."

Julian stopped. He framed her face with his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. His expression was raw, stripped of the billionaire mask.

"I was," he admitted, his voice ragged. "Until you walked in. Until I saw you looking at my files like you wanted to eat them. You woke me up, Elena. And now..."

He pulled her hips flush against his, the hardness of him pressing against her softness. The intimacy of it—the sheer weight of him—made her gasp.

"...now I’m going to ruin you for anyone else."

He lifted her again, turning them so her back was against the cold glass of the window. The city lights blurred behind her, a kaleidoscope of rain and neon. The contrast between the freezing glass on her back and the furnace of his body against her front was a sensory overload.

"Wrap your legs around me," he commanded, his voice strained.

Elena obeyed instantly. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him into the cradle of her hips. He groaned, burying his face in her cleavage, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her up effortlessly.
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