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To everyone who has ever felt invisible among towers of glass and concrete. To those who believe the sun always finds a crack to peak through, no matter how high the wall. And especially to you, the reader, for letting this passion for fiction come to life in your hands. May this story remind you that roots and heart are the only structures that truly matter.
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He is the architect of ice. She is the wildfire he never saw coming.

In the ruthless, high-tech New York City of 2026, Ethan Vance runs his architectural empire with the precision of na algorithm and the heart of a statue. Grumpy, brilliant, and untouchable, he lives isolated on the 64th floor of his glass tower, convinced that absolute control is the only shield against the chaos of the world.

Until Maya Bellini walks through his door.

Sun-drenched, bold, and possessing a kind of courage that defies logic, she’s the only one who won’t bow down to his legendary bad mood. But Maya isn’t just there to manage the schedule of Manhattan’s most feared CEO. She’s on a desperate, hidden mission: to save her family’s legacy in Italy from being demolished by the very company that just hired her.

She is the perfect plant. A strategist who should hate him, but finds herself caught in the magnetic field of a dangerously attractive man.

Between tension-filled confrontations and coffee brewed with passion, a security breach locks them in a world of glass where corporate rules no longer apply. Ethan’s defenses are cracking. Maya’s secret is one step away from being exposed. And in the shadows of Vance Tower, na enemy is watching, waiting for the perfect moment to turn their desire into ruin.

In a game where loyalty is tested and truth is the most expensive commodity, they will discover that the strongest structure in the world isn’t Manhattan steel—it’s the bond that forms when the ice finally meets the sun.

How far would you go to save your roots? And what would you do if your greatest enemy became your only sanctuary?
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Chapter 1: The Sound of Cracking Ice
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The first thing Maya Bellini learned about Ethan Vance was that he wasn’t a man; he was a high-performance algorithm in a five-thousand-dollar tailored suit.

The 64th floor of Vance Tower, in the heart of a New York City pulsing with neon lights and autonomous cars in early 2026, felt more like a glass mausoleum than na architecture firm. The silence there was heavy, expensive, and punishing. There was no sound of paper rustling, no low hum of office gossip. Only the nearly imperceptible buzz of a state-of-the-art air filtration system and the blueish glow of holographic interfaces floating in the thin air, displaying performance metrics that no human seemed capable of hitting.

The tower’s windows weren’t just panes of glass; they were smart photovoltaic polymer membranes that projected translucent layers of stock market fluctuations and drone traffic. In the corner of the room, a platinum robotic bar stood still—a piece of engineering capable of mixing any drink with molecular precision, yet it looked as dead as the rest of the room. Ethan preferred the weight of manual control. He had banished chaos to make room for geometry, turning his office into a fortress where oxygen was pricey and human warmth was the only depleted resource.

Maya paused for a second before stepping forward, adjusting her peach-colored silk blazer. She felt like na intruder from another century. Just two weeks ago, she had been in Siena, her feet on the damp earth of her family’s vineyard, smelling grapes and history. Now, the air smelled of ozone and industrial cleaners. The contrast was a physical ache in her chest, but she couldn’t back down. The vineyard’s debts wouldn’t wait, and Ethan Vance’s investment group was the shark circling her nonno’s land.

“You have thirty seconds to convince me not to destroy your career before lunch,” Ethan’s voice sliced through the air like a surgical steel blade.

He didn’t look up. His long, pale fingers continued to glide over the haptic graphite desk. Ethan Vance was the architect of the century, a man who designed smart cities but seemed incapable of inhabiting his own heart. At thirty-five, his reputation was that of na untouchable genius.

Maya stepped forward. The sound of her Italian heels on the white marble echoed like gunfire.

“I didn’t come here to save my career, Mr. Vance. I came to save yours. And judging by the way you’re treating the board of directors, you’re going to need a miracle. Or me.”

This time, he stopped. The movement was slow, almost predatory. Ethan looked up. If looks could kill, Maya would be dead. His eyes were a blue so pale they were almost transparent. He watched her with cold curiosity, like a scientist examining a specimen that shouldn’t exist. He noticed the way she held his gaze—something no one else on those 64 floors dared to do. There was a fire in her that annoyed him, mostly because he couldn’t calculate it.

“Are you the replacement Miller sent over?” he asked, his voice dropping na octave. “The ‘miracle secretary’ HR promised to handle the fallout of my... personality?”

“I prefer the term ‘Operations Strategist.’ But for you, I’ll be the person who keeps you from getting sued for being na insufferable jerk.”

Maya walked to his desk and set the coffee down exactly over the hologram of na urban project. The blue light projection flickered around the rustic ceramic. Ethan stood up, his intimidating height filling the room. He invaded her personal space, and for a heartbeat, time stopped. Maya caught his scent—sandalwood and metal—and a dangerous spark of electricity raced down her spine.

“You’ve got a lot of nerve,” he hissed. “Or you’re just plain stupid.”

“In Italy, we call it grinta. You’re brilliant at building skyscrapers, Ethan. But you’re a disaster at building bridges with people.”

After the confrontation, Maya walked out. The moment the door clicked shut, her facade crumbled. Cold sweat trickled down between her shoulder blades. Her heart hammered against her ribs in a frantic rhythm. Her hands were shaking so hard she had to shove them into her pockets. She leaned against the cold hallway wall, closing her eyes for five seconds, trying to conjure the Tuscan sun so she wouldn’t fall apart right then and there.

As she walked through the common area, she saw the cost of Ethan’s reign. The employees looked like extensions of their machines. Marcus, na analyst she’d seen earlier, was so pale his skin blended into the gray walls. No one looked up. No one smiled. Fear was the oxygen of this company. Maya felt a sudden wave of nausea; this place was a gilded cage, and she had just locked herself in the master cell.

She sat at her desk, a minimalist station that looked like na altar to nothingness. She opened her digital photo frame, and the image of the vineyard in Siena glowed.

“I’m going to make this work, nonno,” she whispered, swallowing back tears. She had to be made of steel, just like him.

Suddenly, her monitor chimed with a notification. The sound was na insistent electronic beep, like a voice command from a superior AI.

FROM: Ethan Vance

SUBJECT: First Task

Get a reservation at L’Oiseau Noir for tonight at 8 PM. The investor, Marcus Sterling, is a man of old habits and short patience. If you fail to impress him, or if the reservation isn’t confirmed within tem minutes, don’t bother coming in tomorrow. And bring another coffee. The last one was... acceptable.

Maya looked at the word “acceptable” and a small, lopsided smile tugged at her lips. For a man like Ethan, that was a rave review.
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Chapter 2: The Glass Dress and the Blood of the Earth
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The digital clock floating in the corner of Maya’s workstation read 7:15 PM. She had exactly forty-five minutes to transform herself from na exhausted assistant into a woman who belonged at L’Oiseau Noir.

Securing the reservation hadn’t just been about networking; it had been a declaration of war. Maya had to promise the head chef three cases from her family’s private reserve of Brunello di Montalcino—a wine that was never sold, only gifted. To save the vineyard, she was beginning to give away the treasure itself.

Ethan Vance hadn’t made it easy. All afternoon, he’d flooded her with encrypted memos and demands for project revisions that any intern could have handled. He was testing her breaking point. He wanted to see her falter; he wanted the Tuscan sun to burn out under the pressure of Manhattan.

Maya stepped into the executive private restroom—a sanctuary of black marble and recessed lights that shifted colors based on the user’s mood. She selected “Warm Amber.” She opened her carry-on and pulled out the dress she’d been saving for a special occasion in Florence, but which would now serve as her armor in New York. It was a liquid silk slip dress in a deep terracotta shade that mimicked the soil of Siena at sunset. There were no artificial sparkles; its elegance came from the cut that hugged her curves and a V-neckline that ended exactly where the mystery began.

She let her curly hair down, letting it fall in a wild cascade over her shoulders, and applied a deep, wine-colored red lipstick. Looking at herself in the high-definition mirror, she didn’t just see a secretary. She saw a Bellini.

“Let the show begin, Ethan,” she whispered to her reflection.

When the private elevator doors slid open on the 64th floor, Ethan Vance was standing with his back to her, watching the snow begin to fall outside. He was already ready, wearing a charcoal suit of cool wool and a black silk tie. He looked like a statue carved from granite.

“The autonomous car is waiting in the basement,” he said, without turning around. “I hope you understand that Mr. Sterling doesn’t tolerate mistakes. If the reservation isn’t in the system when we arrive, you can pack your things and—”

He stopped mid-sentence. Ethan turned around, and the air seemed to be sucked out of the room.

His blue eyes, usually so glacial and calculating, raked over Maya’s body with a slowness that made her feel naked. He took in the terracotta silk against her golden skin, the glint of the gold earrings that had belonged to her grandmother, and the way the red lipstick highlighted the defiance in her smile. For the first time since Maya had met him, Ethan Vance’s algorithm suffered a processing error.

“You...” he began, his voice coming out huskier than usual. He cleared his throat, regaining his mask of indifference. “You look adequate. Let
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