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Rooted With You

Prologue: Glimpse

The late afternoon sun bathed the Harrington estate in a warm golden glow, stretching shadows across the sprawling lawns. The lake, nestled in a secluded corner of the grounds, shimmered like liquid gold, reflecting the clear blue sky. Sophia stood at its edge, her bare feet sinking into the soft grass, the light breeze tugging gently at her long, chestnut hair.
This place—this sanctuary—had always been hers and Jason’s. As children, they had spent countless hours here, swimming, chasing frogs, and dreaming of lives they could never imagine. It was their escape, untouched by the weight of the world that loomed over them. 
But now, as Sophia gazed at the still waters, the memories of their innocence felt like ghosts haunting the present. Her mind drifted back to Jason, to the boy who had been her best friend, her protector, her everything.
She closed her eyes and let the breeze carry her back to the past.
The walls we grew up in:

The Harrington estate was more than a mansion; it was a world of its own. Beyond the iron gates, the sprawling gardens and marble halls whispered of power and privilege. For as long as I could remember, my mother, Margaret, was the quiet pulse of this world, running the household with an iron will and a gentle hand.

And I was her shadow.

Growing up, I wasn’t meant to exist here—not in the same way Jason Harrington did. He was the heir to the Harrington Empire, with golden hair that glinted in the sunlight and piercing blue eyes that carried the weight of generations. I, on the other hand, was the housekeeper’s daughter, my presence a quiet anomaly in this world of silk and crystal.

But Jason and I were tethered together from the start. My mother, ever practical and devoted to her employers, insisted I share his nursery as a toddler. “They need each other,” she’d said, a quiet defiance in her tone when Mrs. Harrington questioned her decision.

And so we grew up together—me, the unpolished interloper, and Jason, the golden boy. His parents were distant figures, more present in tabloids than in his life. My mother became the one constant for both of us, nurturing him with the same fierce care she gave me.

By the time we were teens, Jason’s world and mine had begun to diverge. He attended private school, while I studied at home under my mother’s watchful eye. The girls in town whispered about him—the way his broad shoulders filled out his uniform blazer, the quiet confidence he exuded like a second skin. But no one could see the boy I knew.
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Chapter 1: The First Kiss
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It had been her 17th birthday, and Jason had insisted on baking her a cake. She remembered the way he had leaned against the counter, his sleeves rolled up and his face smeared with flour. It was rare to see him like that—carefree, almost boyish.
“You’re going to love this,” he had said, flashing her that lopsided grin that always made her stomach flutter.
The cake had been far from perfect, a little lopsided and slightly burnt on one side, but it was hers. Jason had made it for her, and in that moment, it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.
Later that evening, as the house fell quiet and the echoes of laughter faded, Jason had pulled her aside. They were standing in the hallway, the dim light casting soft shadows on his face.
“Sophia,” he had said, his voice low and serious.
She had looked up at him, her heart pounding. There was something in his expression, something she couldn’t quite place.
And then, without another word, he had kissed her.
It was soft at first, tentative, as if he were testing the waters. But as their lips met, the world around them seemed to fade away. Sophia’s heart had raced, her hands trembling as they found their way to his shoulders.
But just as quickly as it had started, Jason had pulled away.
“I’m sorry,” he had said, his voice tight with emotion. “I shouldn’t have—”
Sophia had reached for him, but he had stepped back, his eyes filled with a mix of longing and regret.
“This can’t happen,” he had whispered. “You deserve better, Sophia. Better than me.”
And with that, he had walked away, leaving her standing in the hallway, her heart shattered.
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Chapter 2: Jason
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Jason had always prided himself on control. He was brought up to be in  control—the carefully curated image, the obligations he had to fulfill, the expectations he had to manage. He was the heir to a legacy. He was the one who was supposed to steer the ship. He had always assumed that the path laid out for him was one of inevitability—a path of responsibility, restraint, and honor. But with every passing day, he could feel the thin threads of that control slipping.

It was Sophia who had been the catalyst, though Jason would never admit it. He could trace it back to the moment he began to notice how much she had changed—how her innocent beauty had become something more potent, something undeniably alluring.

But it wasn’t just her looks that affected him. It was the way she moved, the way she cared for him without asking for anything in return, her softness that wrapped around him like a drug he couldn’t shake. Her very existence seemed to feed something inside of him—a darkness he hadn’t recognized before, one that had been lurking beneath the surface all along.

Jason found himself watching Sophia from across the garden. She was sitting under the large oak tree, her legs crossed as she read a book. The sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting a soft glow around her, and for a brief moment, everything else disappeared. It was just the two of them, connected by the quiet intimacy of the scene.

But as Jason stood there, something twisted inside him. A need. A hunger he hadn’t fully understood until now. He wanted her, in a way that went far beyond what he had ever thought he could desire. It wasn’t the love he had for her, or the affection that had built up over years of companionship—it was something darker. Something primal.

There was an undeniable longing inside him to dominate her, to take control. The thought of her submitting to him, of surrendering to him completely, twisted something deep inside his gut. It wasn’t just about sex—it was about power, ownership, possession.

Jason had always been taught to control himself, to be perfect, to follow the rules. But now, as he stood watching Sophia, he realized that those rules had never accounted for the deeper desires that simmered beneath the surface. The need to possess. The need to claim her.

The revelation shook him. This wasn’t who he was supposed to be. This wasn’t the man his father had raised him to be. He wasn’t supposed to feel like this about Sophia. She was like his sister—his closest confidante, his protector. To think of her in such a way, to fantasize about dominating her, terrified him.

What kind of man did that make him?

Jason’s mind raced, desperately trying to push the thoughts away, but they only grew stronger. He had always seen himself as a responsible, dignified heir to the Harrington fortune. He had never questioned the rules that governed his life, the expectation that he would marry someone of his class, that he would lead his family with honor. But this—this—was something different.

He didn’t want Sophia to become part of that darker, more dangerous parts he was beginning to recognize inside himself. She deserved a life of peace, of stability, of love—not to be the object of his twisted fantasies.

And yet, there was a part of him that longed for it.

So Jason found himself avoiding her. He couldn’t look at her without seeing the way his desires had begun to warp, and he couldn’t bear the thought of hurting her. So, he shut himself off, retreating into the cold, distant shell that had always protected him.

But it was harder than he anticipated. Every time Sophia entered the room, he felt that familiar pull—a magnetism that he couldn’t deny. She smiled at him, her soft laugh filling the air, and every time she looked at him with that innocent affection, something inside him threatened to break free.

He couldn’t let it. He couldn’t.

By the time Jason was eighteen, Sophia’s transformation was impossible to ignore. Her body was changing, soft curves replacing childhood slenderness. Her beauty had blossomed fully, and Jason noticed how others began to look at her—his friends, the Harrington staff, even strangers.

He hated it.

Sophia was his. She had always been his, though he couldn’t explain why he felt that way. At night, his dreams were filled with her—her laughter, her soft smiles, and, increasingly, things he didn’t understand but couldn’t stop imagining. Her lips on his. Her body pressed against his.

But Jason also knew what was expected of him. He wasn’t just Jason; he was a Harrington, heir to generations of wealth and power. More than that, Jason knew that he had darkness within, a darkness which might dim Sophia’s light. Sophia was too soft for his dark and dangerous desires. Sophia, as perfect as she was to him, didn’t fit that mold.

Still, his feelings for her grew, and so did his possessiveness.

When a delivery boy lingered too long talking to Sophia one afternoon, Jason stepped between them, his posture tense.

“She’s busy,” Jason said curtly, glaring until the boy left.

Sophia frowned. “That wasn’t very nice, Jason.”

“I don’t care,” he snapped, his jaw tight. “I don’t like the way he looked at you.”

Sophia tilted her head, confused. “Why does that matter?”

Jason didn’t answer. Instead, he turned away, silently grappling with the storm of emotions raging inside him.

Sophia had always been perfect to him, but now she was becoming something else—something more. Something forbidden.

His eyes had begun to drift toward Sophia.

He had always protected her. It had been a
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