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Preface

 “The Line She Swore She’d Never Cross”

 

Nina had built her world brick by brick: power, independence, the kind of self-control that made men crumble. She didn’t kneel. She didn’t obey.

 

Andre never asked. He commanded.

 

When they met, it wasn’t sparks. It was fire and steel clashing, every glance a challenge, every word a dare. She swore she’d never surrender, not even a piece of herself.

 

But temptation doesn’t always roar. Sometimes it whispers. Sometimes it wraps its fingers around your throat, presses you against a wall, and makes you realize how much you want to fall.





[image: ]





Chapter 1 – “The First Crack in Her Armor”

The sound of her heels echoed like defiance across the polished floor of the exclusive underground club. Nina’s black satin dress clung to her body, a second skin tracing every curve, the plunging neckline unapologetic in its invitation. A slit ran high on her thigh, flashing toned skin as she moved, a woman who commanded attention without asking for it.

She wasn’t here for games. She was here for business. That’s what she told herself.

“Ms. Vale.” His voice reached her before he did. Smooth. Low. Dominant without needing to raise a decibel.

She turned and there he was—Andre. Broad shoulders filling the space like he owned the air itself. Black suit, open collar revealing the faintest hint of skin, the cut of his jacket framing power rather than fashion. His eyes dragged over her slowly, deliberately, and Nina felt the brush of heat under her skin.

“Mr. Dorian,” she replied, steady but sharp. “You’re late.”

Andre stepped closer, and with every inch, the room seemed to shrink. “I wanted you to feel it. The wait. The anticipation.” His gaze locked on hers, then traced downward, lingering briefly at the way her breasts pressed against satin. “Seems to have made you restless.”

Nina’s chin lifted. “Don’t mistake curiosity for submission.”

“Mmm.” Andre’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Not yet, at least.”

---

Her thoughts burned against her own resolve…

What is it about him? That voice? That stare? No. I don’t kneel. I don’t give in.

Andre circled her like a predator appraising prey, except there was no rush. He was the kind of man who enjoyed the hunt as much as the capture.

“You wear defiance well,” he murmured, reaching out. His fingers didn’t touch her, not yet, but hovered just a whisper above the curve of her waist. The heat of his hand without contact made her nipples harden beneath the satin, a betrayal her body delivered without permission.

She shifted slightly, ignoring the pulse between her thighs. “You’ll need more than words and theatrics to impress me.”

Andre chuckled low, a sound that vibrated through her spine. “Oh, Nina. I have no interest in impressing you. I’m going to undo you.”

---

He moved closer until his chest brushed the swell of her breasts. His hand finally touched her—fingers sliding along her hip, slow, deliberate. The satin of her dress slid beneath his palm like liquid fire.

“Breathe,” he whispered.

“I’m not holding my breath,” she shot back.

“You are. Your body knows. It’s waiting for me.”

Her lips parted slightly, an unintentional invitation. Damn him.

Andre’s hand drifted lower, skimming her thigh where the slit opened her dress. His thumb grazed skin, and Nina’s breath caught, a quiet, traitorous ahhh slipping past her lips.

“Hmmmmm…” His smile deepened. “There it is. That sound. Keep fighting me, Nina. I want to feel you break.”

She swallowed, heart pounding. “You’ll be waiting a long time.”

Andre’s fingers curled around the back of her neck, not harsh but firm, tilting her head back just enough to meet his gaze. “I can wait. But your body?” His thumb brushed her pulse. “It’s already kneeling.”

---

Nina’s mind screamed no, but her nipples were aching under the fabric now, and the subtle dampness between her thighs betrayed every word she wanted to throw at him.

“You’re arrogant,” she whispered.

Andre leaned closer, his lips just a breath from hers, not kissing, just owning the space. “No, Nina. I’m inevitable.”
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