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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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