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Chapter 1: The Meeting
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The lobby of the high-rise office building hummed with the soft murmur of voices and the occasional clatter of heels on polished floors. Vienna adjusted her silk blouse nervously, the fabric sliding sensuously over her skin as she smoothed the hem. Her pencil skirt clung to her curves in just the right way, accentuating the subtle swell of her hips. She took a deep breath, attempting to steady the rapid flutter of her heart. Today, she had a meeting with someone... Jeremy.
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He had been spoken of in hushed tones—confident, sharp, impossibly attractive. But nothing could have prepared her for the moment she first saw him, standing casually by the glass wall overlooking the city. His tailored navy suit hugged his frame perfectly, emphasizing broad shoulders and a narrow waist. Even from a distance, there was a magnetic energy that drew her gaze, making her stomach tighten and her breath hitch.
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As she approached, he turned. Jeremy’s eyes locked on hers, a slow, deliberate gaze that seemed to strip away layers of composure she had fought hard to maintain. The corners of his lips curved into a teasing smile.
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“Vienna,” he said, his voice low and smooth, a hint of amusement threading through it. “I’ve heard so much about you.”
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Her lips parted slightly, a soft “Oh...” escaping before she could stop it. She cleared her throat, hoping it sounded more intentional than her flustered reaction. “I hope it’s all good things,” she managed, a subtle blush creeping over her cheeks.
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Jeremy stepped closer, just enough that the warmth of his presence brushed against her arm. She felt a shiver run down her spine, goosebumps rising where his sleeve had lightly grazed her skin. Her pulse spiked, and a heat she hadn’t expected settled deep in her core.
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“You don’t need to worry,” he said, leaning in slightly, so close that she could see the glint of mischief in his eyes. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”
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Vienna felt her chest tighten, a breathy “Mmm...” slipping from her lips before she could control it. She looked down, hoping he hadn’t noticed. But Jeremy’s eyes followed her every movement, a knowing smirk forming.
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“Relax,” he murmured, voice like velvet against her ear. “You’re more... captivating than I imagined.”
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Her thoughts scrambled, mingling between disbelief and a heady, forbidden curiosity. She wanted to pull back, to remind herself that this was professional, controlled. Yet, every instinct in her body urged her forward, to lean into the warmth, the energy, the tantalizing tension curling around them like smoke.
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Elara, standing a few feet away, noticed Vienna’s sudden distraction. Her sharp eyes narrowed with amusement. “Looks like someone’s already losing their composure,” she whispered softly, a teasing lilt in her voice.
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Vienna flushed, adjusting her blouse nervously as she tried to regain some semblance of control. But Jeremy’s gaze was relentless, and every subtle movement—the brush of his hand on the folder he carried, the flex of his fingers—seemed designed to unravel her. She couldn’t ignore the heat rising between her legs, the subtle tightening in her core as he shifted closer.
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He offered his hand, and Vienna’s fingers trembled slightly as she took it. The contact sent a small electric shock through her body, a warmth that spread from her hand to her arm, settling deep and lingering in a way that made her breath hitch again.
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“Mmm... yes,” she whispered softly under her breath, unable to stop the tiny moan that escaped. Jeremy’s eyes darkened, a slow smirk curving his lips.
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“I can tell this is going to be... interesting,” he said, his tone teasing yet full of intent. “I have a feeling neither of us will be able to stay composed for long.”
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Vienna’s mind spun, part of her thrilled, part of her terrified, and part of her already aching for whatever this dangerous, magnetic pull promised. She knew that control was slipping, and it both excited and frightened her. She clenched her fists slightly under the table, trying to ground herself—but every glance, every subtle touch, every brush of his presence against her skin teased her senses mercilessly.
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A low breathy sigh escaped her, soft and involuntary. “Oh... yeah...” she whispered, barely audible, as her pulse raced and her thoughts tangled. Jeremy’s gaze flickered, capturing every small reaction, every tiny tremor. He moved deliberately closer, leaning in, the proximity making her heart hammer and heat pool dangerously.
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Vienna’s mind spun with a mix of tension, desire, and an almost terrifying excitement. She had never felt so exposed by someone’s presence, so acutely aware of every nerve in her body. Every subtle brush, every whispered word, every flick of his gaze seemed designed to drive her wild—just barely controlled, just barely restrained.

______
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Vienna sank into the sleek leather chair across from Jeremy, the tension in the air thick enough to taste. Her blouse clung lightly to her skin, the subtle sheen of silk catching the ambient light. Jeremy’s tailored suit barely moved as he leaned casually against the edge of the polished desk, his gaze locked onto her. There was a magnetic pull, a gravity she couldn’t fight, drawing her attention to every subtle motion: the way his broad shoulders flexed as he shifted, the slight curve of his lips as he smiled knowingly, the way his hands rested on the desk but seemed to radiate intent.
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Her breath hitched as she crossed her legs, the pencil skirt riding slightly up her thighs. A soft, almost involuntary, “Mmm...” escaped her lips. Jeremy’s eyes flicked down briefly and then back to her face, catching the sound. His smirk widened, the sort that suggested he knew exactly the effect he had.
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“Relax, Vienna,” he murmured, leaning in slightly, the scent of his cologne brushing against her senses. “No need to pretend everything’s under control. Not with me.”
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Her pulse quickened, a shiver running down her spine. She tried to focus on the meeting, the folder of notes in her hands, but the warmth radiating from him, the subtle flex of his fingers as he drummed lightly on the desk, made her fingers tremble slightly. Her mind raced—professional composure battling a rising, almost unmanageable heat.
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