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Chapter 1: Epping Fog and Spilled Coffee

(London, Morning, Anger and Tension)

London had never been kind to Nathaniel Harper's lungs. To a man who had spent most of his life under the green canopy of Epping Forest, where the air smelled of wet earth and the ancient secrets of the trees, the city felt like a suffocating concrete prison. The blaring of horns, the thick fumes of exhaust fumes, and the aimless rush of people were a symphony of chaos he had always wanted to escape. But this morning, bureaucratic obligations forced him to set foot in the heart of the capital before returning north to Manchester, where his new assignment awaited him.

Nathaniel stood in front of a small cafe on a busy street corner. His six-foot-five frame made him tower over the crowd. His olive-colored field jacket hugged his broad, angular shoulders, while his "dry" muscles—the result of years of foot patrol and wood-chopping—were clearly defined beneath his tactical shirt. He moved with the grace of a predator; efficient, alert, and incredibly impatient.

Inside the cafe, the air was thick with steaming milk and the overpowering aroma of coffee. Nathaniel wanted only one thing: a strong, black caffeine fix to help him endure this noise for another hour. His icy gray eyes scanned the room, searching for a gap between the crowded tables. His gaze was sharp, the kind accustomed to spotting the slightest movement behind the bushes, and now they caught the figure of a woman sitting in the corner, surrounded by a pile of messy files.

Siena Hart was oblivious to the predator's presence. For her, this morning was a carefully orchestrated disaster. As one of London's brightest young surgeons, her forced transfer to Manchester yesterday felt like a slap in the face. She had sacrificed sleep, social connections, and sanity for this surgical department, only to be banished north due to dirty hospital politics.

Siena's hands, usually steady when holding a scalpel, now trembled slightly as she flipped through the medical records of the transplant patients she had to complete before her departure. She took a sip of her cooling latte, trying to swallow the bitter taste in her throat. Her dark brown hair was tied back in a top knot, revealing a slender neck now tense with stress. She was the very definition of perfectionism on the verge of collapse.

Nathaniel made his way to the counter, pushing past the tightly packed wooden chairs. His steps were heavy but steady. As he was about to pass Siena's table, another customer suddenly turned around carelessly, forcing Nathaniel to shift slightly. The movement was minimal, but with Nathaniel's size, the impact was significant. His broad, steely shoulders slammed into the side of Siena's chair with enough force to shake the small table.

Time seemed to slow down for Siena. She watched her coffee cup sway, then tilt, and before she could react, the hot chocolate spilled out with devastating speed, flooding the medical files she was compiling. The white sheets of paper containing the critical surgical records were now turning brown, the ink smeared in horrific patterns.

"Oh, no... no, no!" Siena screamed, her voice filled with pure despair. She immediately stood up, trying to salvage what was left, but it was too late. The most important files, the documents containing the legal approval for the transfer and the patient's clinical records, had been completely destroyed.

Siena looked up, her eyes gleaming with anger, searching for the perpetrator. She expected a sincere apology, an expression of guilt, or at least help with a tissue. But what she found was a cold, living wall.

Nathaniel Harper stood there, towering over her. He made no move to help. He simply stared at Siena with a flat expression that almost seemed contemptuous. There was no remorse in his sharp gray eyes. To him, this was just a minor inconvenience, an obstacle in his path that was already annoying enough due to the bad London air.

"You..." Siena began, her voice trembling with overwhelming emotion. "You nudged me! You destroyed these files! Don't you have eyes?"

Nathaniel narrowed his eyes slightly. His voice, when he finally spoke, was low and raspy, like the scraping of rocks on a riverbed. "You're putting your things too close to the sidewalk. This is a public place, not your office."

Siena was flabbergasted. This man's arrogance surpassed anything she had ever encountered in even the most egotistical operating room. "A pathway? You're the one who wasn't careful with your giant body! This is important medical documentation! It's a human life, you know? Oh, of course a rude man like you wouldn't understand!"

Nathaniel stared at the coffee stain on the file for a moment, then looked back at Siena. He saw her neat work dress, now stained with coffee, her beautiful face flushed with anger, and sensed the aura of intensity radiating from her. For a moment, he felt a strange, primal attraction, a friction of energy he didn't like. But he suppressed it deeply.

"Use a digital copy," Nathaniel said coldly, as if the matter were resolved with those five words. "And learn not to explode in public. It's unprofessional."

Siena felt her blood boil. She was already stressed enough by this mutation, and now this stranger with an incredibly intimidating masculine aura dared to lecture her on professionalism? She wanted to scream, wanted to curse him until she was satisfied, but Nathaniel had already turned around.

Without a word of apology, Nathaniel walked toward the cafe's exit. He didn't even buy his coffee. The woman's presence—her anger, her antiseptic-vanilla scent, and the way her eyes challenged him—had ruined his appetite. He left the cafe, letting the doorbell tinkle softly, leaving Siena standing still amidst the whispering crowd.

Siena slumped back in her chair, staring at the pile of crumbled papers. A pure, thick hatred began to take root in her heart. The man was the personification of everything she hated: rude, uncaring, unreasonably domineering, and utterly arrogant.

"I hope I never have to see your face again, you damn bastard," Siena whispered into the empty air that still had the lingering scent of pine and rain lingering from Nathaniel's jacket.

Little did she know that prayer would become the greatest irony of her life. In Manchester, under the shadow of a large tree that held a secret, fate had prepared a modern house with glass walls, where she would be forced to share oxygen with the man she had just cursed.

Siena began picking up her wet files with trembling hands. Every drop of coffee that fell from the paper felt like a reminder of the man's cold, gray gaze. She didn't know who he was, but she knew one thing for sure: today was the day her orderly world began to crumble, and he was the first storm to hit her.

Outside, Nathaniel Harper climbed into his black jeep, gripping the steering wheel with firm hands. He caught sight of himself in the rearview mirror—jaw set and eyes still holding the anger from their brief encounter. He sped away from London, heading north, toward the solitude he craved. But deep down, the image of the woman in the cafe lingered, an irritant he couldn't banish from his usually focused mind.

The collision in the cafe was more than just a spilled coffee. It was a collision between two equally violent worlds, destined to destroy each other or merge in a searing passion amidst the cold Manchester fog.



Chapter 2 – Mutation to the North: Siena's Escape

(Manchester, Autumn, Melancholy and Anxiety)

The drive from London to Manchester felt like a funeral procession for Siena Hart's career. Behind the wheel of her sleek sedan, she stared at the endless stretch of asphalt of the M1 motorway, cutting through fields that slowly turned from bright green to dull gray as she drove north. Her car radio was off; she preferred the hum of the engine and her own noisy thoughts to accompany her. Every kilometer she traveled took her away from the prestigious hospital in central London, away from her expensive minimalist apartment, and away from all the recognition she had sweated over the past five years.

Transfer. The word sounded like a banishment sentence to Siena. She knew full well that her transfer to Manchester Central Hospital wasn't due to a need for expertise, but rather the result of political maneuvering by Dr. Sterling, the head of the surgical department, who felt threatened by Siena's brilliance in handling complex cases. Siena was too outspoken, too honest, and too talented for a system that valued seniority over competence. And now, here she was, fleeing to a rainy, industrial city, carrying a wound in her pride that hadn't yet healed.

"Manchester won't be that bad, Siena," her mother's voice rang in her ears again, a remnant of the previous night's phone call. "The Harpers are old friends of ours. The house is empty, spacious, and you'll have the peace you need. Nathaniel, their son, isn't often there. He works in the fields. You'll be alone, free to decide your own life."

Siena snorted bitterly at the memory of the name. Nathaniel. She had never met the Harpers' son, but in her mind, she imagined a bookish man perhaps obsessed with moss or insect preservation, given that her mother had mentioned she worked in conservation. Whoever he was, Siena didn't care. She just needed a roof over her head while she strategized her way back to London.

The afternoon was beginning to fade as Siena entered the outskirts of Manchester. The sky had turned a heavy leaden color, and raindrops began to smack against her windshield. She followed the GPS's directions to a secluded area outside the city center, where the houses were beginning to give way to dense trees that looked eerie in the dim twilight.

When she finally passed through the large, automatically opening iron gates, Siena was stunned. The Harper family home wasn't the quaint English country house she'd imagined. Instead, it was a modern architectural masterpiece, composed of concrete, steel, and massive glass walls that dominated the landscape. The house stood in the middle of the forest, isolated from the outside world, as if purposefully hiding itself behind the shadows of the towering pine trees.

Siena parked her car and got out. The Manchester air immediately hit her skin; it was cold, damp, and carried a strong earthy scent. She retrieved the key from under the flowerpot as instructed and stepped inside.

The interior of the house was both surprising and intimidating. The main living room boasted a two-story ceiling, with one side entirely made of glass, overlooking a forest that now looked like a black-and-white painting moving in the breeze. The floors were cold black marble, and the furniture was minimalist in monochrome colors. However, a thin layer of dust covered the tabletops, giving the impression that the house had not been inhabited by actual "living" people for a long time.

"Perfect," Siena whispered sarcastically. Her voice echoed in the silent room, making him feel even smaller. "A glass aquarium in the middle of the jungle. Perfect for an exiled surgeon."

That night, Siena didn't immediately unpack her suitcase. Instead, she did what she always did when she felt out of control: she started cleaning. As a surgeon, she had a pathological obsession with sterility and order. She needed a clean environment to keep her mind sharp.

Over the next week, Siena transformed the modern house into her own personal fortress. She cleaned every inch of marble until it gleamed like a mirror. She washed the heavy curtains, reorganized the kitchen cabinets with clinical precision, and made sure not a speck of dust dared to settle on any surface. She threw away the remnants of the previous occupants' lives—several empty whiskey bottles in the basement and yellowing conservation magazines.

Every move she made was an attempt to erase the traces of her failure in London. But amidst all this activity, the image of the man from the London cafe—the man with the contemptuous gray eyes and broad shoulders—often appeared unbidden in her mind. He was a reminder of her powerlessness, a crude anomaly that disrupted the order of her world. Siena hated that his face was the last thing she remembered before she fell asleep exhausted every night.

"You're just a ghost, Siena. Focus," he warned himself as he scrubbed the marble countertop in the kitchen with excessive energy.

By the seventh day, the house had been transformed. It now exuded an air of elegance, coolness, and orderliness—much like Siena. He felt a little calmer. He was starting work at Manchester Central Hospital tomorrow, and he had to be perfect. There could be no flaws, no weaknesses.

Siena stood in front of the large glass wall in the living room, gazing out at the forest beginning to be shrouded in the evening mist. There, behind the darkness of the large trees, she felt something watching her. She had no idea that the Senior Warden of the Regional Forest Authority's jurisdiction encompassed the area directly behind this house. She had no idea that the silence she had so painstakingly cultivated was merely the calm before the storm.

Her thoughts turned to her new hospital contract. She knew she would face challenges. As a young female doctor, she would have to fight twice as hard to earn respect. She had already mentally prepared herself for Dr. Julian, a senior specialist who was reportedly fiercely protective of his territory, and Dr. Elena, rumored to be the political queen of Manchester's surgical department.

However, her greatest fear wasn't hospital politics. Her greatest fear was the empty space inside her that her career couldn't fill. This modern home, with all its glass walls, made her feel exposed. As if the world could see her vulnerability, see how broken she was beneath the stiff white coat.

Siena turned off the living room lights, letting the house sink into darkness illuminated only by the pale moonlight. She climbed the stairs to the master bedroom upstairs, which also had a glass wall overlooking the forest. As she lay on the bed, which still smelled of fresh detergent, she closed her eyes.

In the distance, he faintly heard the roar of a vehicle's engine on the silent forest road. A large black jeep was slowly moving, its headlights cutting through the Manchester fog, heading in the same direction as Siena. Fate was bringing back the "living wall" that had once ruined his morning in London, but this time, their encounter wouldn't end with just spilled coffee.

This encounter will be the beginning of a sexual invasion and masculine intimidation that will shatter every barrier Siena has built. Under the shade of a large Manchester tree, the boundaries between privacy and sensual invasion begin to blur. Siena Hart, a perfectionist surgeon, is unaware that she has entered the domain of a predator who knows no mercy.

She fell asleep with a strange sense of alertness, as if the air around her had suddenly grown heavier. Manchester didn't offer the tranquility her mother had promised. Manchester posed a threat hidden in the fog and silence of the forest. And when dawn broke tomorrow, Siena would realize that her escape north was only the first step into a trap far more dangerous than London politics.



Chapter 3: Intrigue at Central Hospital

(Manchester Central Hospital, 7:30 AM - 6:00 PM, Depressed and Alert)

The sharp scent of antiseptic greeted Siena Hart as she stepped through the automatic doors of Manchester Central Hospital. For most people, this smell would be a symbol of pain and death, but for Siena, it was the smell of her battlefield. This morning, she was wearing her long white coat, ironed stiffly, her hair pulled back so neatly that not a single strand dared to stray from its proper position. Her appearance was a shield; a statement that even though she had been "banished" from London, her dignity as a surgeon remained untouched.

However, Manchester didn't offer her the red carpet. The hospital corridors felt colder and narrower than those in London. The pale cream walls seemed to watch her every step with suspicion.

"Ah, Dr. Hart. The rose of London that finally wilted in the north," a smooth but slimy baritone voice greeted from the nurse's desk.

Siena stopped and turned around. Dr. Julian, the senior surgeon who was the head of her team here, stood with his hands in the pockets of his doctor's coat. Julian had a polished good looks—perfectly styled silver hair and a smile that always felt like he was assessing the price of a luxury item. But his eyes didn't stop on Siena's face. His gaze dropped to her waistline, lingering there for a moment too long before returning upward.

“I prefer to call it professional expansion, Dr. Julian,” Siena replied coolly, ignoring the uncomfortable shiver that ran down her spine.

Julian stepped closer, intruding more into Siena's personal space than a colleague should. "Of course. And we're very happy to have you here. Talent like yours is rare in a regional hospital. I'll personally make sure you feel... very comfortable under my care."

The word 'comfortable' was said with such emphasis that it made Siena's skin crawl. She knew the kind of men Julian was; men who saw their power as a way to enter the private space of the women beneath them.

Before Siena could reply, another woman with short, spiky blonde hair walked past. It was Dr. Elena. She didn't stop, but the look she cast Siena's way could freeze water in an instant. Elena was a fellow doctor who had long been eyeing the position of chief surgical resident, and the presence of Siena—the London belle—was a direct threat to her ambitions.

"Don't waste too much time on idle chatter, Julian," Elena interrupted without looking up. "Dr. Hart needs to prove soon whether his reputation in London is real or just the result of good hospital PR. The trauma case in the emergency room is waiting."

Siena just nodded slightly. He would rather face Elena's open hostility than Julian's covert obsession.

The day unfolded like a grueling marathon. Siena was deployed to her first emergency trauma surgery in Manchester. A patient had suffered an industrial accident on the docks, presenting with massive internal bleeding. Under the blinding operating lights, Siena demonstrated her class. Her hands moved with almost inhuman precision. She sutured the ruptured blood vessel with such speed that the instrument nurse beside her was stunned.

"Scalpel. Clamp. Irrigate," Siena ordered, her voice clear and authoritative behind the surgical mask.

He didn't notice that from the observation room above, Julian was watching him with hungry eyes, while Elena recorded his every move with a clenched jaw. The success of the operation was a slap in the face for Elena and fuel for Julian's obsession.

After the surgery, Siena stood in front of the sink, scrubbing her hands until they were red. She felt physically exhausted, but mentally alert. Amidst the stress, she remembered the brief conversation in the medical director's office earlier that morning about the new protocol.

"We'll be working closely with the Regional Forest Authority," the director said. "Their new Senior Warden is very strict about coordinating emergency medical evacuations in the field. His name is Nathaniel Harper. You'll be his primary medical liaison, Dr. Hart."

That name again. Harper.

Siena dried her hands roughly. She tried to dismiss the thought that the Senior Warden was the same man as the owner of the house she was staying in. "Just a coincidence," she muttered to her reflection in the mirror. "Manchester is a big city, though not as big as his ego."

That evening, as she was about to leave, Julian stopped her near the elevator. "Good work today, Siena. You impressed everyone. Why don't we discuss the case over dinner? There's a great Italian restaurant in Spinningfields."

"Thank you for the offer, Dr. Julian, but I already have an appointment," Siena lied smoothly. She could feel Julian's gaze lingering on her back as she stepped into the elevator.

Siena walked out into the parking lot, feeling claustrophobic. Hospital politics here were more toxic than she'd expected. Julian was a predator in a white coat, and Elena was a snake ready to strike at any moment. She felt isolated. Her world was now confined to these antiseptic corridors and a silent, modern greenhouse in the middle of the forest.

She glanced at her watch. It was 6:00 PM. The Manchester sky was already darkening, shrouded in low-hanging gray clouds. Siena decided to stop by the Spinningfields district first to pick up some personal medical supplies and grab a quick dinner before returning to her "prison." Little did she know that there, amidst the steel and glass modernity of Spinningfields, fate was preparing a second encounter that would shatter her apparent tranquility.



Chapter 4: The Incident at Spinningfields: A Reopened Wound

(Spinningfields, Manchester, 7.30pm, Angry and Shocked)

Spinningfields is the side of Manchester that most resembles London. Towering glass buildings, upscale bars with warm yellow lighting, and the smell of money wafting from every corner. Siena walked along the concrete pavement, damp from the light rain, her hands gripping the strap of her leather bag containing the expensive surgical instruments she had just picked up from a specialist shop.

The bag contained a set of microscalpels and titanium forceps that she had specially ordered from Germany. They were her investment; tools she considered extensions of her own fingers. Amidst the crowd of office workers just leaving work, Siena felt a little more anonymous, a little safer. But that feeling soon vanished.

In front of a luxury watch boutique, a man stood with his back to her, talking to two other men who appeared to be his subordinates. He wore no uniform, only a long black coat that draped over his broad, intimidating shoulders. His posture was so commanding that passersby instinctively made room around him.

Siena tried to pass him quickly, but just as she was next to him, he turned abruptly to point at the building across the street.

Bang!

The impact was so strong. Siena's small body slammed into the man's chest, which was as hard as a concrete wall. The force of the impact caused the bag in Siena's hand to slip and hit the concrete floor with a terrifying thud.

"Damn it!" The curse automatically slipped from Siena's lips as she tried to steady herself so as not to fall.

Siena looked up, ready to unleash her fury on whoever that reckless man was. However, her words caught in her throat. Those icy gray eyes stared back at her. A stiff jaw, hard lines, and a raw, masculine aura that made the air around her feel thinner.

Nathaniel Harper.

"You again?" Nathaniel's voice was low, a baritone that vibrated in the night air. There was no surprise in his voice, only deep irritation. "Do you have a hobby of running yourself into men standing still in the driveway?"

Siena trembled with sudden anger. "Stand still? You turned around like a bulldozer! You hit me!" She immediately knelt down to pick up her bag, her heart pounding with worry for her instrument.

"Marcus, get that bag," Nathaniel ordered in a tone of voice usually used by a dictator ordering his servant.

One of the men with her bent down and picked up Siena's bag, awkwardly handing it to her. Siena snatched it roughly. She quickly unzipped the bag and gasped when she saw the cracked micro scalpel case.

"Look at this!" Siena thrust the box in front of Nathaniel's face. "This is a precision surgical instrument! You just ruined thousands of pounds worth of equipment with your useless carelessness!"

Nathaniel stared at the instrument with a lazy gaze, as if it were a piece of trash that didn't interest him. He stepped forward, closing the distance between them until Siena had to look up sharply. Nathaniel was so tall that his shadow completely engulfed Siena's body.

"Listen, Miss Doctor," Nathaniel said, his voice so close that Siena could smell the scent of pine wood, expensive tobacco, and rain on his coat. "Manchester is a rough city. If you can't walk without bumping into someone, maybe you should stay in your sterile hospital."

"You're such a rude and uncivilized man!" Siena shouted, not caring if the people of Spinningfields were watching them. "First in London, now here. Did you follow me on purpose just to ruin my day?"

Nathaniel snorted, a sound filled with contempt. His eyes swept over Siena's face, lingering briefly on her lips, which were trembling with anger, then returning to her gleaming brown eyes. "Trust me, you're the last person I want to follow. You're too loud and complain too much over the slightest friction."

Nathaniel then leaned in closer, his voice now a menacing whisper. "Use your pretty face to pay attention to the road, not to seek attention by crashing into people. I don't have time for your womanizing."

Without waiting for a reply, Nathaniel turned and walked away, his steps long and steady, leaving Siena frozen with a face that was completely red with shame and unresolved anger.

Siena stood there, clutching her instrument case tightly. Tears of anger welled up in her eyes. The man had insulted her. He had dismissed her as an attention-seeking woman. And to make matters worse, he had called her "beautiful" in a tone that sounded like the lowest insult.

She walked back to the parking lot at a brisk pace, her mind racing. Who was that man? Why did he always show up at the worst possible time?

That afternoon, when she finally arrived at the modern house in the woods, Siena slammed her bag on the marble kitchen counter. She felt devastated. She felt humiliated. She went into the bathroom and splashed cold water on her face, trying to erase the image of Nathaniel's gray eyes from her mind.

As he emerged from the bathroom, his gaze fell on a large envelope he had brought from the hospital that afternoon—documents for the surgical department's transfer and collaboration. With trembling hands, he opened it.

On the third page, under "Field Emergency Medical Protocols: Regional Forest Authority," there is a professional profile photo.

Siena froze. Her heart seemed to stop beating. There, under the heading "Senior Warden Nathaniel Harper," was the face of the man she had just cursed at at Spinningfields.

Reality hit her like a sledgehammer. The rude man, the man she hated to death, wasn't just a careless stranger. He was the Senior Warden she was supposed to work with. And worse... she remembered what her mother had said: the Harpers' son was the one who lived in this house.

Siena looked around the modern house she had just painstakingly cleaned. This house belonged to the Harper family. Nathaniel was the Harper's son.

"It's impossible," Siena whispered, her voice choked. "That man... that man has access to this house."

Fear began to creep up her spine. The calm she had built over the past week was shattered. She was no longer in a safe haven. She was in his domain. She was a guest in the home of the man she had just called a "fucking bastard."

That night, Manchester no longer felt cold from the rain, but rather a gripping sense of foreboding. Siena Hart realized that she hadn't just fled north; she had walked straight into a den of hungry lions.

Chapter 5: Mutation Documents and Bad Premonitions

(The Harper Family Modern Home, Manchester, 9pm - 12am, Paranoia and Anxiety)

Nights on the outskirts of Manchester are never truly silent. Behind the glass walls of this stately modern home, Siena Hart could hear the dark song of the surrounding forest—the rustling of pine branches in the strong wind sounded like threatening, secret whispers. The light rain that had been falling since the afternoon had now turned into a small storm, hitting the giant panes with an irregular rhythm, creating shadows of water that streamed like tears down the cold facade of the house.

Siena sat on a stainless steel kitchen bar stool, surrounded by minimalist luxury that now felt like a prison. In front of her, on a polished black marble countertop, lay an official document from Manchester Central Hospital. The chandelier above provided dramatic lighting, highlighting the profile photo of the man who had become the focus of her anxiety.

Nathaniel Harper.

The name throbbed in her head like a persistent migraine. Siena touched the surface of the photograph with her cold fingertips. The gray eyes in the photo seemed to stare back at her with the same intensity she had encountered in London cafes and on the streets of Spinningfields. A look of disdain, a look that dismissed her as a trivial nuisance.

"Senior Warden Regional Forest Authority," Siena whispered, her voice almost lost in the distant sound of thunder.

He flipped through the medical collaboration documents. As the new lead surgeon, he was responsible for air evacuation protocols and field trauma care for the Manchester Forest region. This meant that whenever an incident occurred in Nathaniel's area, he would be the first to contact him. They would be bound together in a tight professional chain. There was no escape. No room for escape.

However, that wasn't what was making Siena's breath feel short tonight.

He recalled a phone conversation with his mother while he was still in London. “The house belongs to the Harper family, old friends of ours. Their son, Nathaniel, works in conservation.”

Siena squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out the reality that was starting to sink in. Nathaniel Harper wasn't just an annoying coworker. He was the rightful heir to the house she now occupied. These glass walls, this marble table, even the air she breathed here, were all under his authority.

"How could the world be so small?" he growled.

A sense of dread began to creep up her spine. Until now, her mother had said Nathaniel rarely came home, spending most of his time at the field posts in the woods. That was why Siena felt safe in this house. However, with Nathaniel's transfer back to the Manchester regional base, everything changed. He would be returning to this house. Her personal space would be invaded by the presence of the man she had called a "fucking bastard" just hours ago.

Siena stood up and paced around the spacious living room. Her high heels, which she hadn't yet taken off, clattered loudly on the marble floor, creating an echo that added to her tension. She looked around; she had already cleaned the house to a sterile state. She had organized the kitchen spices, arranged her medical books in the library, and put away her personal belongings in the master bathroom. Everything about her had filled the house.

And now, the man will come and demand his territory back.

Siena imagined Nathaniel standing in the center of this room. She imagined how his raw, intimidating masculine aura would fill every corner, crushing her until she couldn't breathe. Nathaniel Harper wasn't the type of man to share space politely. He was a predator, a master of his territory.

He glanced at the wall clock. 23.30.

Siena tried to calm herself. Maybe Nathaniel wouldn't be home tonight. Maybe he was still busy with his tactical affairs in the forest. She decided to go upstairs, take a hot shower, and try to sleep. She needed a clear mind for her first day officially coordinating with the Forest Authority tomorrow.

However, just as he set foot on the first step, a voice broke through the noise of the storm outside.

The heavy roar of a diesel engine. The sound of large tires crushing gravel on the driveway.

Siena froze. Her heart was pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. She jogged to the small window beside the front door and pulled back the dark curtains slightly.

There, under the dim glare of the streetlights, a large, mud-covered black jeep stopped right in front of the garage door. The engine died, leaving a hissing sound as the hot rain met the road. The driver's door opened, and a man with a very familiar build stepped out.

The man wasn't wearing a raincoat. He let the rain soak through his tight black shirt, highlighting the massive muscles of his shoulders and arms. He moved with frightening speed and efficiency, grabbing a tactical bag from the back seat as if the storm were nothing to him.

There he is. The real storm has arrived.

Siena backed away from the window, her breath ragged. She felt trapped. Should she run to her room and lock herself in? Or should she confront him now? Her pride as a surgeon screamed at her to stand her ground, but her womanly instincts warned her of imminent danger.

He heard the sound of a key being inserted into the door. The clicking sound of metal clashing sounded like the sound of a gun cocking in Siena's ears.

The front door swung open with a loud bang, bringing a cool breeze and the scent of damp forest into the sterile warmth of the house. Nathaniel Harper stepped inside, leaving the door ajar for a moment as he glanced around the house, which had changed completely from what he remembered.

Siena stood in the darkness of the hallway, hidden by the shadows of the stairs. She watched as Nathaniel roughly tossed his tactical bag to the floor. He wiped the water from his face, his dark hair messy and dripping wet. Nathaniel looked tired, but his aura remained dominant, instantly filling the room.

Nathaniel stopped moving. He squinted, sniffing the air as if he could sense a strange presence in his territory. He didn't see Siena, but he knew someone was there.

"Who's there?" Nathaniel's voice was very low, a baritone growl that made Siena's hair stand on end.

Siena stepped out of the shadows, trying to maintain her dignity even though her heart felt like it was going to explode. "It's me," she said, her voice trembling slightly but firm enough.

Nathaniel turned around with a swift movement, his sharp eyes locking on Siena's figure standing in the dim light. For a few seconds, an eerie silence enveloped them, the only sound audible was the ticking of the wall clock amidst their ragged breathing.

Nathaniel Harper stared at the woman who had bothered him twice in a week, standing in the middle of his private home, wearing tight work clothes and challenging him with hateful eyes.

"You," Nathaniel said, his voice filled with unbearable menace. "What are you doing in my house?"

Siena's ominous premonition had come true. The territorial war had officially begun.



Chapter 6: Domination at the Dinner Table (18+)

(The Harper Family's Modern Home, 12:15 AM - 1:30 AM, Sexual Intensity and Intimidation)

The air in the spacious kitchen seemed to burn with thick tension. The light from the chandelier above the marble countertop sharply silhouetted Nathaniel Harper, who now stood just a few feet from Siena. Nathaniel had just emerged from the downstairs bathroom after a brief confrontation in the hallway.

He wore only a white towel wrapped low around his hips, revealing a body that would make any medical textbook seem inadequate. His tanned skin was still damp, water dripping down the crevices of his stone-carved abdominal muscles. His broad, hair-strewn chest rose and fell with the controlled rhythm of his breath, emitting a masculine scent of soap mixed with the lingering scent of rain.

Siena stood on the other side of the marble table, still wearing her navy blue formal work dress that hugged her curves tightly. She held a glass of water in trembling hands, trying to keep her gaze focused on Nathaniel's gray eyes, not on the masculinity hidden beneath the low-cut towel.

"I already told you," Siena's voice was hoarse, as she cleared her throat. "Your mother allowed me to stay here. I'm a surgeon who works with the Forest Authority. It's a family agreement."

Nathaniel didn't answer with words. He began to walk closer, circling the marble table with the slow movements of a predator cornering its prey. Each step of his bare feet on the cold marble floor sounded like a countdown to the explosion.

"My mother," Nathaniel snorted, his voice so low, it vibrated the air between them. "My mother always felt she had the right to invite strangers into my bed. But you... you're not just a noisy stranger. You're a constant nuisance."

Siena took a step back, but her back immediately hit the edge of the cold marble table. She was pinned. "Stay away, Nathaniel. I'm not afraid of you."

Nathaniel stopped right in front of Siena. The heat radiating from his body brushed against her skin, contrasting sharply with the cool fabric of her dress. Nathaniel was taller, bigger, and much stronger. He placed both hands on the edge of the table, enclosing Siena completely between his muscular arms.

"Really? You're not afraid?" Nathaniel lowered his head, his face inches from Siena's. His hot, coffee-scented breath brushed against her lips. "Your heartbeat says something different, Doctor. I can hear it from here. Wild. Out of control."

Siena could feel her own heartbeat racing in her throat. She stared into those gray eyes, searching for an opening, but all she found was a darkness filled with masculine intimidation. "You're a rude man. You think that by stripping naked and pressuring a woman like this, you can get what you want?"

The corner of Nathaniel's lips lifted into a contemptuous smirk. "I'm not trying to gain anything. I'm asserting sovereignty. This is my house. This table, this floor, even the air you breathe is mine."

With a very quick and rough movement, Nathaniel grabbed both of Siena's wrists with one large hand, lifted them above Siena's head, and pressed them against the cold marble surface behind her body.

Siena gasped, her body thrusting forward, pressing directly against Nathaniel's hot, wet, bare chest. She could feel the texture of his chest hair through the thin fabric of her dress. The physical intimidation was so real, so raw.

"Let go of me!" Siena struggled, but Nathaniel's grip was like steel handcuffs.

“Shut up,” Nathaniel ordered, his voice more a growl than words.

Nathaniel pressed himself closer to her. The thin white towel offered little protection; Siena could feel the hardness of his thigh muscles and the heat radiating from his core. This unwanted intimacy sent shockwaves through Siena's nerves, a biological reaction she hated but couldn't ignore.

Nathaniel stared at Siena's plump lips, slightly parted from labored breathing. His eyes glinted with a dark, dangerous passion. He lowered his voice to a very intimate whisper in Siena's ear.

"You came here with your sterile order. You cleaned my house as if you wanted to erase my existence. But now, you're beneath me. On my own desk. Do you feel humiliated, Doctor? Or do you feel alive for the first time?"

Siena closed her eyes, trying to hold on to the last shreds of her sanity. She felt completely overwhelmed. Nathaniel's physical pressure, his scent filling her senses, and their highly provocative position on the kitchen table created an atmosphere filled with thick sexual tension.

Nathaniel let go of Siena's hand, but he didn't pull away. Instead, he moved his hand to her neck, his thumb rubbing her jawline with demanding pressure. He forced her to open her eyes and look at him.

"One day," Nathaniel said coldly. "I'm giving you one day to pack your things and get out of my territory. I don't care about my mother. I don't care about your hospital."

"I'm not leaving," Siena challenged, though her voice was trembling. "I have a legal right to be here."

Nathaniel stared at her intently for a few seconds that felt like an eternity. He could feel Siena's resistance, a stubbornness that only further fueled his predatory instincts. He leaned in, their noses touching.

"Then, get ready, Siena Hart. Because living under the same roof as me means you have to be prepared to be destroyed every day. I'm not the man who will keep you with your hypocritical London manners."

Nathaniel applied a final pressure with his body, an explicit physical reminder of his power, before finally moving away with a casual movement, as if the soul-shaking confrontation had been nothing but light training for him.

He walked away towards the stairs, letting his loose towel drag slightly on the floor, leaving Siena still leaning against the marble table, breathing heavily and her body still trembling from a combination of fear and forbidden arousal.

Siena stared at Nathaniel's broad back as he climbed the stairs. She realized one thing with terrifying certainty: this battle had only just begun, and in this modern home, there was no room for the two of them to remain intact.



Chapter 7 – Identity Revealed

(Harper Family Modern Home, 1:30 - 2:15, Humiliated and Intimidated)

The moment Nathaniel's body pressure left, the once-dense, oppressive air in the kitchen seemed to rush back into Siena's lungs. She was still leaning against the marble countertop, her hands trembling violently as she tried to smooth out the collar of her work dress, which had been slightly wrinkled by Nathaniel's large hand. The heat from his touch still lingered on her wrist, leaving a mark that was not only physical, but also damaged the self-esteem she had guarded so tightly in London.

Nathaniel didn't leave immediately. He stood just a meter away from her, arms crossed casually, allowing his nearly naked body to remain the center of gravity in the room. The white towel wrapped around his hips looked so fragile, as if one more rough movement would send him toppling over. However, Nathaniel didn't seem the least bit bothered by his nakedness. Instead, he stared at Siena with a lazy, contemptuous gaze, as if the woman before him were a medical anomaly he was observing with disgust.

"So," Nathaniel began, his voice returning to a steady yet sharp baritone. "My mother's chosen surgeon. I envisioned someone more... competent. Not a woman who would cower at the slightest physical confrontation."

Siena took a deep breath, trying to summon the tough surgeon inside her. She stood up straight, stepped away from the marble table, and looked Nathaniel straight in the eye. "I am Dr. Siena Hart. I am here at Mrs. Harper's formal invitation because the hospital has requested an urgent transfer to Manchester. If you have a problem with me being here, please discuss it with your mother, not physically attack me in the middle of the night."

Nathaniel snorted, a sound that sounded like a muffled laugh. "Physical attack? You're being overdramatic, Doctor. That was just a familiarization of the area. And as far as I can see, you have no defenses whatsoever. How can you dissect a human being when you yourself look like you're about to faint at the touch?"

"I didn't faint!" Siena interrupted quickly, her face flushing bright red. "I was shocked. There's a big difference between fear and a biological reaction to a man acting like a Neanderthal."

Nathaniel took another step forward, just a small one, but enough to put Siena on alert again. He lowered his head, level with her eyes. "Neanderthals, huh? At least Neanderthals are honest with their instincts. They don't hide behind white coats and complicated medical jargon just to hide that they're trembling with passion."

"Don't be ridiculous!" Siena hissed. "Passion is the last thing I feel. All I feel is disgust at your indecency."

"You can keep lying to yourself, Siena. But your body doesn't lie. The heat of your body, the way your breath hitches... I feel it through your thin dress." Nathaniel smiled lopsidedly, a smile that didn't reach his icy eyes. "Now, tell me. Why did my mother choose you? Of the thousands of doctors in London, why did you have to be the one sent to my house?"

Siena tried to ignore the intimidation. She picked up the medical documents she had placed on the table and thrust them toward Nathaniel's chest, but she quickly withdrew them when she realized she was about to touch his damp skin. "I'm a trauma surgeon. The central hospital here is short of experts to handle emergency cases in the field, especially those related to the Regional Forest Authority. I just found out a few hours ago that the Senior Warden who is my main contact is... you."

Nathaniel was silent for a moment. He glanced down at the document, then back up at Siena's face. His expression changed slightly, from pure contempt to something darker and more calculating. "So, you're a 'gift' from the medical center to my unit? Interesting. My mom really went all out this time. She gave me not only a roommate, but also a coworker."

"I'm not a prize!" Siena exploded. "I'm a professional. And I didn't know this house was yours until I saw this file. If I had known, I would have slept in a hotel rather than share air with a man like you."

"A hotel is a good option," Nathaniel replied dryly. "But since my mother has already paid for the insurance on this house in your name, it looks like I'm stuck with you for the time being. But don't get me wrong, Doctor. This house has rules. My rules."

Nathaniel began walking around Siena, as if mapping out his new territory. "You can use the room at the end of the second-floor hallway. Don't touch the master bedroom. Don't move any of my things in the library. And most importantly... don't ever appear in front of me in skimpy clothing if you don't want me to do more than pin you to the table."

Siena felt insulted by that final warning. "I'm a doctor, Nathaniel. I know how to maintain professional boundaries. You're the one who should learn to dress in your own home when you have guests."

"Guest?" Nathaniel laughed softly, his voice echoing in the silent room. "You're not a guest. You're an intruder permitted by my parents. In my eyes, you're just a stranger trying to steal my peace."

Nathaniel stopped just before the stairs. He turned slightly, giving her one last piercing look. "Good night, Dr. Hart. Try not to dream about this 'Neanderthal' in your new room. I don't like the noise from next door."

Without waiting for a reply, Nathaniel ascended the stairs with the grace of a predator who had just marked his prey. Siena stood in the kitchen, alone under the bright light. She felt exhausted, but her adrenaline was still high. She stared at the marble countertop that had witnessed her weakness.

She knew one thing: her stay in Manchester would be a long territorial war. Nathaniel Harper wasn't just a brute; he was the powerful Senior Warden, the son of the house's owner, and now... he was the enemy sharing her roof. Siena crumpled the document in her hand, vowing to herself that she wouldn't let Nathaniel undermine her dignity again. But deep within her mind, the memory of Nathaniel's body heat and the masculine scent of the forest lingered, a seed of sexual tension beginning to grow amidst the resentment.

Siena walked toward her room with heavy steps. Every corner of this modern home now felt different. The glass walls no longer offered beauty, but rather a sense of exposure. Beyond the darkness of the forest beyond, and beyond the walls of the room beyond, a force lurked, ready to destroy her. The Cold War had officially begun, and Siena knew she must prepare herself for the next attack, one that her medical logic might not be able to withstand.



Chapter 8 – The White Towel Incident (18+)

(Harper House Living Room, 7:00 AM - 8:30 AM, Primal Shock and Thrill)

Morning in Manchester came with a fog so thick that the pine trees outside the Harper family's modern home looked like frozen ghosts. Siena Hart awoke with a sense of dread. She had barely slept the night before; every creak of the floorboards or the breeze against the glass windows reminded her of Nathaniel, who had dominated the kitchen just hours before.

Siena took a quick shower, using cold water to try and rinse the remnants of anxiety from her nerves. She wore a fitted white silk shirt and a black pencil skirt, giving off an unwavering professional air. She had to go to the hospital today, and she needed her medical armor to face the world. However, before she could leave the house, she had to pass through the main living room.

As Siena descended the stairs, the sensor light in the living room automatically turned on, illuminating the room, which was dominated by minimalist furnishings and foggy glass walls. She hoped to slip out without encountering Nathaniel, but fate had other plans.

Nathaniel was there, in the middle of the living room. He looked like he'd just woken up, or perhaps he hadn't slept at all. He was standing in front of the long sofa, his back to the stairs. And what made Siena freeze on the last step was the fact that Nathaniel was still wearing only the same white towel as the night before.

The towel seemed looser now, hanging very low on his muscular hips, revealing the deep curve that led to his private area. Nathaniel's broad back was clearly visible under the bright light; his "dry" muscles shifted rhythmically as he bent down to pick up a bottle of mineral water from the low table.

"Nathaniel," Siena called, her voice trying to sound as calm as possible even as her heart began to race. "Can you at least get dressed before wandering around in public?"

Nathaniel didn't turn around immediately. He took a leisurely sip of his mineral water, his throat moving up and down, exuding a raw, undeniable masculinity. "This is my house, Siena. I don't need permission from an intruder to feel comfortable in my own living room."

He finally turned around, staring at Siena with gray eyes that seemed even sharper in the morning light. His eyes swept her up and down, making Siena feel as if she were being stripped naked by his gaze. "You look so ready to face the medical world. But here, you're just a noisy woman on a quiet morning."

"I'm just asking for basic courtesy!" Siena stepped forward, her anger beginning to overpower her fear. "We share this house. Is it really that hard for you to put on pants?"

"Politeness is a luxury for weak city folk like you," Nathaniel stepped closer, his intimidating aura filling the room once again. "In the jungle, there is no politeness. There is only reality. And the reality is that you are in my territory."

The argument escalated quickly. Sharp words were exchanged between them, sending sparks igniting the chilly air. Siena stepped closer, pointing at Nathaniel with a trembling finger. She hadn't realized how close they were now. Nathaniel simply stood there, staring at her defiantly, one hand holding a water bottle and the other crossed over his arms.

"You're the Senior Warden! You should be a role model of discipline, not a wild man who doesn't know how to dress!" Siena shouted.

Nathaniel narrowed his eyes. He was about to give a sarcastic reply, but as he shifted slightly to pick up the shirt on the edge of the sofa, a sudden, too-quick movement occurred.

The hastily tied knot of the white towel, which had been hanging by luck on Nathaniel's hips, suddenly gave way to gravity.

In a second that felt like an eternity, the towel loosened, came loose, and slid to the cold marble floor without any warning.

Time seemed to freeze in the living room. Siena Hart, the surgeon who had seen thousands of human bodies on the operating table, suddenly lost all her clinical skills. She froze in place, her eyes wide, unable to look away from the explicit scene now fully displayed before her.

Nathaniel Harper stood completely naked under the bright light of the lamp.

Siena's normally orderly medical mind was completely paralyzed. She wasn't looking at an anatomical diagram in a textbook; she was looking at the most dominant masculine reality she had ever encountered. Nathaniel's proportions were a symphony of strength and functionality. His broad, muscle-filled chest descended to a hard, deeply contoured abdomen. His thighs, trained from climbing rugged jungle terrain, looked like powerful, ancient tree trunks, bulging with prominent veins.

And at the center of his body's gravity, Nathaniel's dominant, veiny manhood was exposed without the slightest protection. Under the harsh morning light, every detail of his skin, every curve of his muscles, and every inch of his nakedness were clearly visible.

Siena felt an incredible heat spread from her neck to her face. Her breath caught in her throat. As a doctor, she knew this was simply human anatomy. But as a woman, she felt a surge of primal passion so powerful it made her dizzy. Nathaniel's scent—a mix of masculine sweat, pine soap, and warm skin—seemed to poison the surrounding oxygen.

What was more surprising was Nathaniel's reaction.

The man showed no sign of panic. He didn't flinch to cover himself. Nathaniel Harper remained standing still for a few seconds, letting Siena take in his entire being. His gray eyes remained locked on hers, a defiant stare that seemed to say: Here I am. See what you hate but actually desire.

Nathaniel then moved with remarkable ease. He bent down slowly, demonstrating the strength of his strong back and buttocks, to pick up the towel that had fallen on the floor. His movements were unhurried; he performed them with the confidence of a man who knows he has complete control of the situation, even in his most vulnerable state.

"Are you satisfied with what you see, Doctor?" Nathaniel's voice sounded very low and deep, breaking the tense silence.

Siena finally managed to turn her head away, her heart pounding so hard she felt like she might faint. "You... you... are too much!" her voice broke, almost a desperate whisper.

Nathaniel rewrapped the towel calmly, but this time he tied it in a much tighter knot. He stepped closer to Siena, who still had her back to him, her body trembling. He stood so close behind her that she could feel the heat radiating from his naked body, just inches from her back.

"I saw you staring, Siena," Nathaniel whispered in her ear, his voice carrying a dangerous, sensual edge. "Your clinical brain may be trying to diagnose me, but your body knows what it just saw. Don't try to pretend you're pure after you've enjoyed that sight for three whole seconds."

"I didn't enjoy it!" Siena turned around quickly, her face still completely red, her eyes gleaming with embarrassment and anger. "It was an accident! And you... you have no shame whatsoever!"

Nathaniel looked at her with a scornful smirk. "Shame is for people who are uncomfortable with themselves. I'm comfortable with every inch of my body. The question is, are you comfortable with how you feel right now?"

Nathaniel then grabbed Siena's hand, which was still tightly clutching her briefcase. He tugged slightly, forcing her to look at him. "Go to your hospital, Doctor. Try to operate on someone else without imagining what's under this towel. But I doubt you can do it."

Siena jerked his hand away roughly. Without a word, she turned and ran toward the front door. She exited the house as if being chased by a demon, got into her car, and drove at top speed toward the foggy streets of Manchester.

Inside the car, Siena's hands gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white. The image of Nathaniel's perfect anatomy—his muscular thighs, his broad chest, and his dominant masculinity—was clearly imprinted behind her eyelids. She tried to think of medical terms, tried to think of her surgery schedule, but her mind kept returning to that moment in the living room.

The explicit incident had shattered her sanity. The line between hate and passion was no longer a thin line; it had become a deep chasm ready to swallow her. Siena Hart realized that living with Nathaniel Harper was no longer just a professional challenge. It was an invasion of her entire being as a woman, a sensual provocation that had torn away every inch of her medical armor.

And behind her, in a modern house in the woods, Nathaniel Harper stood in front of the glass window, watching the Siena disappear into the fog. He touched the edge of his towel, his lips curling into a triumphant, crooked smile. He knew he had inflicted a "wound" that no scalpel in the world could heal.

Chapter 9 – 1x24 Hour Ultimatum

(The Harper Family's Modern Home, 7:00 PM - 9:00 PM, Domination, Frustration, and Tension)

Siena Hart's first day at Manchester Central Hospital was a nightmare wrapped in a white coat. She spent ten hours under the cold fluorescent lights, facing the dismissive stare of Dr. Elena, who deliberately piled medical reports on her desk, and avoiding Dr. Julian, who constantly appeared in every corner of the hallway with compliments that felt like the licking of a snake's tongue. Siena felt her brain drained and her self-esteem eroded. But every time she tried to focus her thoughts on the patient's anatomy, the image of Nathaniel Harper's naked body in the living room that morning crept in, destroying her concentration like a virus attacking the central nervous system.

As she drove back to her modern house in the woods, Siena wanted only one thing: a warm shower and a quiet sleep. She hoped Nathaniel was out on an errand in the depths of Epping Forest or hiding wherever the brute usually was. But when the large black jeep appeared, parked in a commanding position in front of the garage, Siena's heart sank again.

She entered the house, deliberately making her steps as quiet as possible. The house was silent, but the air felt thick, as if every particle of oxygen had been claimed by Nathaniel. Siena walked to the kitchen to get a glass of water, but stopped when she saw the man sitting on the sofa in the dark living room, illuminated only by a sliver of moonlight filtering through the glass walls.

Nathaniel wasn't sleeping. He sat upright, holding a tactical folder, but his gaze was fixed on the window, piercing the darkness of the forest. He was fully dressed—black cargo pants and an olive-colored tactical shirt that hugged his shoulder muscles tightly—but his aura was far more menacing than when he'd been naked that morning.

"You're home late, Doctor," Nathaniel's voice broke the silence, low and cold, without even turning his head.

Siena didn't stop walking toward the kitchen. "I have an emergency operation. That's my job, Nathaniel. I don't have time to report to you."

"In this house, you will have time to obey my commands," Nathaniel stood, his movements subtle yet menacing. He walked toward the kitchen, his firm steps on the marble floor sounding like a death knell to Siena's tranquility.

Nathaniel stopped right in front of the kitchen counter, just a meter away from Siena. He wasn't looking at her with lust; he was looking at her with pure, controlled hatred. "What happened this morning was the climax. I can't tolerate your presence in my private space for a second longer. You're noise pollution, visual pollution, and a distraction from my discipline."

Siena placed her glass down with a loud thud on the marble. "Visual pollution? You dropped your own towel, Nathaniel! Don't blame me for your shameless carelessness!"

Nathaniel's jaw clenched, a muscle throbbing in his temple. He stepped forward, closing the distance until Siena could smell the woods, tobacco, and raw virility emanating from his body. "You enjoy it, Siena. I see it in your eyes. And that's the problem. You bring a destructive energy into this house. I need to focus on my work at the Regional Forest Authority, and I can't focus with a London woman constantly triggering my primal instincts around me."

Nathaniel placed his hands on the table, leaning down until their faces were level. "So, here's my ultimatum. I'm giving you exactly 24 hours from now to pack up all your belongings, all your sterile medical equipment, and get out of this house. I don't care if you're sleeping under a bridge or in a hospital ward. You. Must. Go."

Siena felt her blood boil. "You have no right to kick me out! Your mother gave me official permission. Legally, I'm the legal tenant here!"

"Law?" Nathaniel laughed softly, a sound more like a growl. "In these woods, my laws are the ones that apply. Your mother and I may have some stupid, old-fashioned matchmaking plan in their heads, but I'm not going to let my life be dictated by an old document and a doctor who can't even look at a naked man without losing his mind."

Nathaniel grabbed Siena's wrist, not hard enough to hurt, but strong enough to show his dominance. He pulled her a little closer. "One day, Siena. If you're still here when I get home tomorrow night, I'll drag you out myself. I'll dump your suitcase in the middle of the woods and let the wolves take care of you."

Siena jerked his hand away, her eyes gleaming with anger mixed with the fear she'd been desperately trying to hide. "You're a sick man, Nathaniel. You're obsessed with power because you're afraid of your own feelings."

"I have no feelings for you, other than annoyance," Nathaniel replied coldly. "Starting tonight, you're banned from the master bedroom. I've moved your belongings to the couch downstairs. The upstairs room is my domain. Don't ever set foot there again."

"You moved my things without permission?!" Siena shouted, her voice echoing off the high ceilings of the modern house.

"That was a gesture of generosity. I could have thrown it into the yard," Nathaniel turned, walking toward the stairs without a trace of guilt. "Enjoy your last night here, Doctor. Tomorrow, I want this house back to its usual quiet."

Siena stood frozen in the kitchen, staring at Nathaniel's back as he disappeared upstairs. She felt devastated, humiliated, and emotionally drained. She walked into the living room and found her suitcase lying next to the sofa. Everything she had painstakingly organized over the past week had been destroyed by Nathaniel's rough hands.

That night, Siena curled up on the hard, cold couch. She stared at the glass wall overlooking the forest, feeling exposed and helpless. Up above, she could hear Nathaniel's heavy footsteps, a reminder of the predator that was watching his territory from above. Her hatred for Nathaniel was now at a boiling point, but amidst the anger, she couldn't deny that his threat had left a strange sensation within her—a wild, sexual tension that she couldn't quite place, but that was very real, burning beneath her skin.



Chapter 10 – Mother's Intervention and the Ceasefire

(The Harper Family's Modern Home, 12:00 AM - 2:00 AM, Hatred, Surrender, and Hidden Passion)

Midnight in Manchester felt darker than usual. Siena lay awake on the living room sofa, her eyes stinging but her mind refusing to rest. Every time she tried to close her eyes, she remembered Nathaniel's ultimatum. She was planning how she would report this to her mother, or how she would find an expensive apartment in the city center in record time, when the silence of the house was shattered by the shrill ringing of a telephone from upstairs.

It was the familiar ringtone she'd heard on her own phone, but this time it came from Nathaniel's. The silence of the night made Nathaniel's baritone voice as he answered the call audible all the way down, even though it was muffled by the walls.

"Hello, Mom," Nathaniel's voice sounded sharp and unhappy.

Siena held her breath, listening to the one-way conversation from a distance. She could hear Mrs. Harper's shrill voice on the other end of the line, though she couldn't make out the details of the words. However, she could sense the change in Nathaniel's tone—from dominant to defensive, then to pent-up anger.

"I can't stay with her, Mom! She's interfering with my work... What? No, you can't do that!" Nathaniel shouted, followed by a long, tense silence.

A few minutes later, the sound of Nathaniel's footsteps descending the stairs was heard again. Siena immediately sat up straight on the sofa, smoothing her messy hair, and putting on a cold face. Nathaniel appeared on the last step, his phone still gripped so tightly that his knuckles were white. His face looked even paler in the moonlight, and his gray eyes glinted with immense frustration.

He walked towards the sofa where Siena was sitting, stopping right in front of her. Nathaniel stared at her as if he wanted to wipe her off the face of the earth, but something was holding him back.

"You win for now, Doctor," Nathaniel said, his voice trembling with suppressed anger. "My mother just called. She threatened to cut off all funding for the Epping Forest restoration project if I dared to kick you out. She even threatened to revoke my position at the Regional Forest Authority through the Harper family connections."

Siena felt a wave of immense relief wash over her, but she didn't smile triumphantly. She remained silent, staring at Nathaniel defiantly.

Nathaniel leaned over, resting his hands on the back of the sofa, enclosing Siena in the narrow space between his two bodies. "But don't think this will be a pleasant life for you. If I'm forced to share a roof with you, we'll follow my rules. This truce has very strict conditions."

Nathaniel lowered his voice, entering Siena's intimate zone until his warm breath brushed against her skin again. "The first condition: You must maintain a distance of at least two meters from me whenever we are in the same room. The second condition: You are strictly prohibited from disturbing me after eight o'clock at night. And most importantly..." Nathaniel stared intently into Siena's eyes, his gaze dropping briefly to her exposed neck. "No skimpy clothing, thin silk robes, or anything that emphasizes your figure in the public areas of this house. I am a normal man with real biological needs, Siena. If you continue to provoke me with your deliberately 'vulnerable' presence, don't blame me if I act impulsively and take what I believe is rightfully mine as the owner of this house."

Siena swallowed hard, she could feel Nathaniel's body heat radiating off her, burning through the thin fabric of her nightgown. "Are you threatening me with your passion, Nathaniel? That's very low."

"That wasn't a threat, it was a clinical warning," Nathaniel replied with a cruel, crooked smile. "I don't like you. I hate you because you're a reminder of my parents' control over my life. But my body... my body doesn't care about hate. So, do yourself a favor, Doctor. Cover up, keep your mouth shut, and maybe you'll survive this time."

Nathaniel stood up straight again, withdrawing his oppressive aura. "The upstairs room remains mine. You can return to the guest room at the end of the hall, but never touch my private library. Tomorrow morning, I want breakfast in complete silence. Do we have a deal?"

Siena stared at the man for a moment, realizing she had just made a deal with a predator. "Deal. As long as you keep your hands and your towel in place."

Nathaniel didn't answer. He simply gave her one last cold look before turning and climbing the stairs with heavy steps.

Siena returned to the guest room with mixed emotions. She was relieved not to have to move into the middle of a Manchester storm, but also anxious. Living with Nathaniel Harper meant living under the shadow of a ticking time bomb that could explode at any moment. She realized that beneath their open hatred lay a powerful and dangerous undercurrent of sexual tension. This truce was just the thinnest layer on a volcano ready to erupt, and Siena knew it would only take one more friction to shatter all the barriers they had just established.

She lay down on the guest bedroom bed, smelling the pine scent that seemed to have seeped into the sheets, a constant reminder that in this house, Nathaniel Harper was everywhere.



Chapter 11 – Tension Under One Roof

(Harper Central Hospital & Modern Home, 8:00 AM - 10:00 PM, Tired, Stressed, and Excited)

The following days for Siena Hart felt like walking a tightrope over a thorny abyss. At Manchester Central Hospital, the professional atmosphere she had hoped would provide an escape had instead become a new, draining battlefield. Siena stood in front of the sink in the doctors' changing room, staring at her reflection, pale with faint dark circles under her eyes.

Dr. Julian was no longer hiding his intentions. The older man was becoming increasingly aggressive, often deliberately scheduling patient visits together to be near Siena. Julian would rest his hand on the back of Siena's chair while they reviewed X-rays, or whisper too close to her ear under the pretext of medical instructions. Meanwhile, Dr. Elena was beginning to engage in more overt sabotage. Yesterday, Siena discovered that the lab results of one of her surgical patients had been deliberately withheld, nearly causing a fatal delay in the procedure.

"You look tired, Siena," Julian's voice came from behind the door, making Siena flinch. Julian walked in with a leisurely stride, closing the door behind him. "Is Manchester unkind to you? Or is it that man back home who kept you up all night?"

Siena turned off the water tap with a sharp jerk. "My private affairs are not for public consumption, Dr. Julian. And if you want to discuss patients, do it in the conference room."

Julian chuckled, a sound that sounded like the scraping of sandpaper. "You're too tense. You need a release. And I know you won't get it from a rough guy like Nathaniel Harper."

Siena didn't reply. She grabbed her white coat and strode out, leaving Julian with a pent-up anger. He felt trapped. In the hospital, he'd been crushed by obsession and jealousy, and at home... at home, an even bigger storm awaited him.

When he arrived at the Harpers' modern home at ten o'clock at night, the atmosphere was eerily quiet. However, the tranquility was false. Nathaniel was always there, as if he were part of the building's fabric. He deliberately displayed his presence in the most provocative manner. Nathaniel often walked shirtless in the common areas, showing off
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Chapter 150 – Conclusion: Ardent Friction Becomes Eternal Love
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