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    To every woman who was told she wanted too much.

Too intense. Too early. Too wrong.

This is for you.

You were never too much.

They were never enough.



    



  	
        
            
            "She didn't fall in love.

She dove headfirst, eyes open, bleeding on the way down."

— L.D. McKnight
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This novel contains mature themes including age-gap relationships, explicit sexual content, power dynamics, and emotional intensity. Reader discretion is advised.
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​Prologue: Want
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The walls in my room know all my secrets.

They’ve heard me whisper his name in the dark.

They’ve heard me cry afterward.

They’ve heard every breath I’ve bitten back and every moan I couldn’t.

Tonight is no different.

The ocean wind curls against the windowpane, and I lie still beneath thin cotton sheets, thighs pressed tight. The house is sleeping. My mother. My father. The man I’m not supposed to want. The man who might as well be family. The man I’d burn the world for if he told me to.

Magnus Reid.

Mag, to everyone else.

But to me?

He’s hunger and heat and everything I can’t stop dreaming about.

I twist onto my side, eyes locked on the glowing window across the property. The guesthouse. His silhouette moves behind the curtain, broad shoulders and bare skin. He’s just out of reach, just out of bounds.

Always has been.

My hand slips down slowly. I don’t need much. I never do when it’s him. My shorts are already damp, my pulse already racing. All it takes is the thought of his hands—calloused and large—wrapped around my hips. His mouth at my neck. His voice in my ear, low and dangerous.

“You don’t know what you’re doing, sweetheart.”

But I do.

I’ve known for years.

Since I was seventeen and saw him chopping wood shirtless at the cabin. Since I was eighteen and caught him looking—just for a second—when I came downstairs in nothing but a towel. Since nineteen, when I stopped seeing anyone else at all.

Since twenty-one, when I finally accepted that no one would ever make me feel the way he does. No one ever has. No one ever will.

My fingers circle gently, teasing, as I bite down on the inside of my cheek. The sheets shift beneath me, my breath hitching with each slow stroke. I picture his face, the way he looks when he’s tired, sweaty, raw. I imagine him pulling me into his lap, parting my legs with his knee, and saying: “Show me what you do when you think of me.”

I would.

I’d show him everything.

I arch into the touch, needing more. I whisper his name.

“Mag...”

I imagine him hearing me. I imagine him coming through the door, grabbing my wrist, pinning it above my head and telling me how long he’s wanted this. Wanted me. Wanted to break every rule just to taste me.

“You're not supposed to want me,” he’d growl.

“But I do,” I’d whisper back, my lips brushing his.

“So fucking badly.”

Pleasure coils low in my belly, sharp and hot, building fast. I don’t try to stop it. I want it. I need it. My back bows off the mattress as I come, silently, shaking, mouth parted in a silent gasp.

My hand falls away, and the guilt crawls in.

Same as always.

But this time, it’s different.

Because when I look out the window again, heart still racing, I see him—standing at the edge of the guesthouse porch, facing my room.

Watching.

I don’t move.

Neither does he.

The shadows swallow him before I can be sure, but I swear...

I swear he saw me.

And I swear he didn’t look away.

—
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They say obsession is dangerous. I hope they’re right.
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​One: Heat
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The sun was lazy that afternoon, casting a golden haze over the Jacobs estate as cicadas hummed in the trees and the ocean wind curled up from the cliffs. London stood barefoot on the back porch, one hand curled around the railing, the other holding a sweating glass of lemonade she hadn’t touched.

She hadn’t been home in months, but everything still looked the same—down to the wind chime that hung beside the screen door and the faint outline of Magnus’s boot prints on the gravel driveway. Her chest tightened at the thought.

Magnus Reid.

He was inside. She’d heard his voice when she walked in—deep, familiar, infuriatingly calm. Her father’s best friend. Her almost-uncle. Her constant ghost.

And he didn’t even know what he did to her.

London had spent most of her life orbiting Magnus like some helpless moon—drawn, desperate, silent. She’d kissed no boys. Said no to every date. Touching herself to the thought of him became a twisted ritual. Her secret sin.

And now she was twenty-one.

Old enough to drink. Old enough to sign a lease. Old enough to want him with a hunger that burned under her skin like wildfire—and still too young in his eyes. Too delicate. Too off-limits.

The screen door groaned behind her.

She turned, slow, her breath caught in her throat.

“Didn’t hear you come in,” Magnus said, his voice as rough and warm as she remembered.

She could barely meet his gaze. Not because she was shy—God, not anymore—but because he looked the same, only worse. More dangerous. More beautiful. Tall as hell, muscles stretching the sleeves of his black shirt, dark hair pushed back carelessly like he’d just run his fingers through it. His beard was trimmed close now, but his eyes—those bright, impossible eyes—were exactly as she remembered.

“Hi,” she said, her voice softer than she meant.

Magnus leaned against the doorframe. “College didn’t make you less quiet, huh?”

She smiled, something slow and secretive tugging at her lips. “Maybe I just don’t have anything to say to most people.”

His gaze lingered on her face longer than it should have. He looked away first.

“How long are you staying?” he asked, casually—but his fingers flexed at his sides.

“Summer.”

He nodded. “Russell mentioned you’d be around. Said you might help out with the guesthouse renovation.”

London stepped toward him. One barefoot, then the other.

“Is that where you’re working?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Your dad wants it finished before the Fourth.”

“Then I guess I’ll be seeing a lot of you.”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. Because she was closer now—close enough to smell the leather of his belt and the ghost of aftershave clinging to his skin. His eyes dropped for half a second, catching the dip of her neckline. Not low. Not provocative. But enough.

Her pulse kicked up. She felt it—his restraint. The crack in it.

And God, it turned her on.

“I should go check on your mom,” he muttered, stepping past her.

She didn’t move.

He stopped beside her—too close now. His arm brushed her bare one. Her breath stuttered.

“You need something, sweetheart?” he asked, voice lower.

Yes. You.

But she only smiled. “Nothing you’d give me.”

And then she walked away, not looking back—but knowing he did.

She made it to her room before her knees gave out.

The door shut behind her with a soft click, and London leaned against it, pulse pounding at the base of her throat like a war drum. Her skin felt too tight, too flushed. All it took was one exchange—one glance too long, one word laced with unspoken heat—and she was wrecked.

You need something, sweetheart?

She bit her lip hard enough to sting.

He had no idea. Or maybe he did. Maybe that was the problem.

She paced to the window, her bare feet soundless on the hardwood. From her room, she could see the path that led to the guesthouse. The one he’d be working in. Alone. Shirt off, maybe. Sweat dripping down his spine, catching on the waistband of his jeans.

She pressed her forehead to the glass.

Llluhggvvvv

Her hand moved before she could stop it—sliding down her stomach, slipping under the soft cotton of her sleep shorts. Her fingers found wet heat, and she let her head fall back, eyes closing.

“Mag...” she whispered.

There was something so filthy about it—saying his name in a voice meant only for the dark. Touching herself with him so close. So reachable.

She imagined his voice in her ear, low and rough, commanding.

Is this what you do when I’m not looking, London? You play with that sweet pussy and think about me?

Her breath caught. Her hips rocked. Her fingers moved faster.

She imagined his hands—so big they’d make her feel tiny. His mouth against her collarbone, his body caging hers. She’d beg for it. She wouldn’t say no.

Not to him.

Never to him.

She came with a soft cry, biting her wrist to muffle the sound. Her body shuddered, her legs weak, her skin flushed and trembling.

When she opened her eyes, she was still staring down at the path to the guesthouse.

And there, in the distance, Magnus was walking—towel slung over his shoulder, shirt already gone.
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