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Chapter 1: The Dare
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It started with a drink I didn’t want and a dare I should’ve refused.

The music pulsed through the rooftop bar like a heartbeat on the edge of cardiac arrest—loud, erratic, alive. Bodies moved in a haze of champagne buzz and glittering ambition, but all I could see was the exit sign glowing red behind the velvet rope. I wasn’t supposed to be here. My roommate, Camilla, had dragged me out, insisting I needed a break from my internship, from life, from taking myself so seriously.

“Live a little,” she’d said, shoving a silver dress into my arms and spraying my hair with something that smelled like sin.

So I’d let her. I let her dress me up and walk me into a bar filled with men whose cologne cost more than my rent. I even let her order me a drink and flirt with a man wearing sunglasses at night. But when she dared me to kiss a stranger—anyone, just for the thrill of it—I laughed and started walking toward the exit.

Until I saw him.

Roman Wolfe.

The name alone was gossip-worthy. The man himself? A rumor turned flesh. Every girl at college whispered about him when he’d show up at charity galas in his father’s name, or when someone would post a blurry photo of him leaving a club at 4 a.m. He wasn’t just older—he was untouchable. The son of a media tycoon, heir to an empire, and a walking, breathing dare.

His reputation preceded him like a storm.

And now he was leaning against the bar in a black suit, shirt unbuttoned just enough to suggest he didn’t need to try. He didn’t notice me right away—his head was bent, fingers swirling his glass with idle boredom—but then his eyes lifted, and I stopped moving.

Roman Wolfe had the kind of eyes you didn’t recover from. Not just blue, but lethal—like a glacier that dared you to get too close. And they were on me.

I should’ve looked away. I should’ve walked. But I didn’t.

Instead, I walked straight toward him.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice a lazy curl of amusement. He didn’t smile, but he didn’t look away, either. That felt like a win.

“I’ve been dared,” I said, my voice louder than I expected.

One of his eyebrows arched, and he looked me over, slow and unapologetic. “And?”

“I’m supposed to kiss someone.”

A pause. His jaw flexed. “So you picked me.”

“Problem?”

His lips curved then—not into a smile, but something meaner. “No. I just don’t usually get picked by little girls playing grown-up games.”

I flushed, all bravado slipping through my fingers. “Forget it.”

I turned to walk, pride burning, but his hand caught my wrist.

“Wait,” he said. “I changed my mind.”

Before I could ask what he meant, he leaned in.

It wasn’t a soft kiss. It wasn’t gentle or curious. It was possession. A warning. A declaration. The kind of kiss that said he could ruin you, and maybe already had.

It tasted like whiskey and danger, and when he finally pulled back, I wasn’t sure who I was anymore.

He said nothing.

Neither did I.

But then someone shouted.

Phones lit up.

Someone had recorded it.

And suddenly, I wasn’t a nobody anymore. I was the girl who kissed Roman Wolfe in a bar full of witnesses. The girl who dared. The girl who got burned.

The fallout came fast.

The video hit social media before I made it home. Comments poured in. Slut. Gold digger. Attention whore. Girls from school whispered behind my back. Professors gave me tight smiles. My internship rescinded their offer.

Roman Wolfe never spoke about it. Never acknowledged it. Not once.

And I hated him for that.

I hated him for kissing me like I mattered and leaving me to clean up the wreckage.

So I left New York.

I rebuilt. I scraped together dignity and started over.

But the thing about the past? It doesn’t like to stay buried.

Especially not when it’s rich, vindictive, and newly interested in revenge.

Five years later, I walked into my office building with a coffee in one hand and the weight of a thousand responsibilities in the other. I worked for Meryn PR, a boutique firm known for cleaning up high-society disasters. I was good at it. Focused. Controlled. Clean.

Until the elevator doors opened, and Roman Wolfe stepped out.

Older. Sharper. More dangerous.

He didn’t smile.

But his eyes said everything.

“Hello, kitten,” he murmured. “Miss me?”

The coffee slipped from my hand and shattered on the floor.

And so it began.

Again.

That night after the rooftop bar, I’d cried in the shower until my skin turned red. I’d screamed into pillows and told myself he didn’t matter. But he did. He mattered because he made me feel things I didn’t understand. And worse, he never looked back.

Now he stood in my building, in my world, acting like he’d never left.

I forced my voice to be steady. “What are you doing here?”

He tucked his hands into his pockets. “Bought the building. Needed a change of scenery. You work here, don’t you?”

He knew damn well I worked here. He probably bought the building just to do this.

“Stay away from me,” I said.

He tilted his head. “Now where’s the fun in that?”

My heels clicked down the hall as I stormed away. I didn’t look back. I didn’t need to. I could feel his gaze on me, electric and smug.

He wanted a game.

I wouldn’t give it to him.

But Roman Wolfe never played fair.

That afternoon, I was called into the CEO’s office.

“You’re being reassigned,” she said. “We have a high-profile client with very specific needs.”

I already knew.

I didn’t want to hear it, but I knew.

“Roman Wolfe,” she confirmed. “He’s launching a media division. Wants full PR control. Asked for you personally.”

I laughed. A bitter sound. “Of course he did.”

“You’ll manage his entire account. Travel included. He’s signed a long-term contract.”

My throat closed. “I don’t want the job.”

My boss raised a brow. “You want a job?”

I swallowed.

Yes.

So I nodded.

I walked out of her office and back to my desk, where my inbox already held a new email.

Subject: Terms.

From: Roman Wolfe.

Message: Wear red. I’ll explain later.

I slammed the laptop shut.

This was war.

He wanted to punish me?

Fine.

Let him try.
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Chapter 2: His Reputation, My Ruin
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I should have known it wouldn’t end with one kiss. Or with one video. The night on the rooftop bar wasn’t just a lapse in judgment—it was the starting shot of a storm I never saw coming. And Roman Wolfe was the hurricane that tore through everything I’d built for myself.

After that night, nothing in my world looked the same.

The kiss went viral. Not because of what it was—but because of who he was. Roman Wolfe didn’t kiss girls in public. He didn’t hold them close in the middle of crowded rooms or let his name be dragged through internet gossip sites. And yet, there I was—immortalized on every feed, every screen, my face red from adrenaline and heat, my lips still bruised from the force of his mouth.

People cared less about the truth and more about the story.

“Who is she?”

“Did she trap him?”

“Is she pregnant?”

They asked everything except why a man like Roman Wolfe would touch a girl like me. Because the answer was simple. I was a game. A toy. A momentary distraction from his infinite boredom.

I didn’t know how fast the fall would be. My internship dropped me without a word. The HR department called it “a breach of public conduct expectations.” My professor offered a thin-lipped smile and said, “Perhaps this will be a learning moment.” And my parents—already disappointed I hadn’t gone into law like my older brother—sent me a wire for a flight home.

I didn’t take it.

I stayed.

But I had to transfer schools, take night classes, waitress tables, and claw back a semblance of anonymity one tip at a time. And every night, when I closed my eyes, I saw his face—the smirk, the cold stare, the way he looked at me like I was nothing.

I hated him.

I hated myself more.

But you don’t get to rewrite the past. You only survive it. So I did.

And now here I was, five years later, back in his orbit, with a red dress in my closet and a time-stamped invitation in my inbox.

Wolfe Media Launch Gala.

Attendance: Mandatory.

Dress code: Formal. Red preferred.

He was taunting me.

Or maybe he thought this was funny.

Either way, I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of seeing me rattle. If he wanted red, I’d give him blood.

The gala was held at the newly restored Carrington Estate, a sprawling mansion-turned-event-space on the Upper West Side. It was the kind of place where history clung to the walls like perfume, where marble staircases gleamed under chandeliers, and men like Roman made deals that shaped headlines.

I arrived fashionably late, because that’s what powerful women do. Camilla, now my boss and still my friend, adjusted the strap of my dress in the car and said, “You don’t owe him shit.”

“I know.”

“Then don’t let him make you feel like you do.”

“Too late for that.”

But I smiled anyway.

Inside, the air smelled of money and ambition. Everyone looked like they’d stepped out of a magazine. Champagne flutes sparkled on silver trays. Laughter rang like music. Cameras clicked softly in the background.

And Roman Wolfe stood at the center of it all.

Tall. Immaculate. Dangerous.

His suit was black, tailored to his frame like a glove. His tie was blood-red. Of course it was.

Our eyes met from across the room, and the corner of his mouth lifted. Not a smile. A challenge.

He didn’t approach right away. That would’ve been too easy. He let the night stretch, let the tension build. I saw him work the room, shaking hands, leaning in close to whisper in ears, making people feel seen before discarding them like chess pieces.

I was just another pawn.

When he finally came to me, I was alone, pretending to admire a painting of a shipwreck that felt too on the nose.

“You wore the dress,” he said.

I turned slowly. “And you still think you’re in charge.”

He chuckled, deep and amused. “Oh, kitten. I’ve always been in charge.”

“Stop calling me that.”

“Why? It suits you.”

“Do you think this is funny? Making me come here like—like—”

“Like a woman doing her job?” he finished smoothly. “I’m paying your firm six figures a month. You’re the one who volunteered to be my handler.”

I narrowed my eyes. “I didn’t volunteer. You requested me. Specifically.”

He tilted his head. “And here you are. Funny how that works.”

The man had no shame. No remorse. He didn’t even blink at the chaos he’d caused in my life. But I wouldn’t let him see me flinch. Not now.

“I’m here to do my job,” I said. “Keep your name out of the scandal columns. Spin your narrative. Make people believe you’re more than a headline.”

He stepped closer. Too close.

“What if I am a headline?” he whispered.

“Then you better hope I’m damn good at my job.”

His eyes dropped to my mouth, and for a second—just a breath—I thought he might kiss me again.

I stepped back.

“Enjoy your party, Mr. Wolfe.”

I walked away before he could reply.

But I felt him watching me the whole time.

The rest of the night blurred. Small talk. Business cards. Smiles that didn’t reach my eyes. I kept my glass full and my spine straight, pretending not to notice when Roman drifted nearby again and again. It was a game of proximity. Of pressure.

And then I found myself alone on the balcony.

The city stretched below, glittering like a secret. I let the cool air wrap around my skin, chasing the heat of him from my body.

“I remember that night,” his voice came from behind me.

I didn’t turn.

“I remember how you tasted. Like fear and fire.”

“You don’t get to talk about that night,” I said quietly.

“I think I do.”

“No. You don’t. Because you walked away. You left me to burn, and now you think you can just waltz in and—”

“I didn’t know,” he said.

I froze.

“I didn’t know it would go viral. I didn’t know they’d record it. I didn’t think—”

“No,” I interrupted. “You didn’t. Because you don’t have to. People like you don’t live with consequences.”

He was silent.

Then, “I tried to find you.”

I laughed. Bitter. “You didn’t look very hard.”

“I didn’t know your name.”

“You didn’t ask.”

He stepped beside me, his gaze fixed on the skyline. “It wasn’t just a kiss for me.”

“Don’t.”

“It wasn’t.”

“You kissed me like you wanted to ruin me.”

He looked at me then, something fierce in his eyes. “Maybe I did.”

I shoved past him, heart racing, breath shallow. I shouldn’t have come. I shouldn’t have let him speak. Every word dug into old wounds, every glance tore open scars I’d stitched shut.

Inside, the music throbbed louder. The world spun in silk and shadow.

And Roman Wolfe followed me back into the fire.

He didn’t need to touch me to make me feel him. Every room bent to his presence. Every conversation paused when he entered. He was gravity in a custom suit.

And I hated how part of me still wanted to fall.

That night, after the gala ended and the city quieted, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, the red dress discarded on the floor like evidence. My phone buzzed with a new email.

Subject: Debrief.

From: Roman Wolfe.

Message: I want dinner tomorrow. You pick the place. No photographers. No games. Just you and me.

I should have deleted it.

I should have blocked him.

But I didn’t.

Because some ruins are beautiful.

And some reputations?

They’re built on the ashes.
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Chapter 3: Leaving in the Rain
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I stood at the edge of the sidewalk, soaked through, mascara trailing down my cheeks like ink spilled on a story I didn’t want written. The sky opened up the moment I left his penthouse, and I didn’t bother running. Let it wash everything away—his touch, his voice, the way he said my name like it was a promise and a punishment. Let the rain drown the mistake I’d almost made.

Dinner was a mistake. Accepting his invitation, thinking we could talk like adults, like equals, was the kind of naive fantasy I should’ve grown out of years ago. I told myself I was doing it for work, that I needed to understand the man to craft his narrative. But somewhere between the wine and the rooftop view, I started to believe he might be capable of more than destruction. I let my guard slip. I laughed. I told him things I hadn’t even told Camilla.

And then he kissed me again.

It wasn’t like the first time, all heat and fury. This one was slow, devastating. The kind of kiss that tells lies you want to believe. And when I pulled away, breathless, he whispered, “I always wondered what would’ve happened if you hadn’t run.”

I slapped him.

Hard.

Because I hadn’t run. He had.

And now here I was, standing in the rain without an umbrella, waiting for a cab that wouldn’t come, with his taste still on my lips and his voice echoing in my skull.

The cab finally arrived, tires splashing through puddles. I climbed in without looking back.

Back in my apartment, I stripped off my wet clothes and stood under the scalding shower until my skin turned red. I wanted to scrub him off me, but Roman wasn’t the kind of man who left when you told him to. He lingered. In your bloodstream. In your memories. In the cracks of your armor.

I barely slept.

In the morning, Camilla cornered me in the breakroom. Her eyes narrowed as she handed me coffee.

“You’re glowing. I hate it.”

“I’m wet,” I said. “And pissed.”

She sipped her own drink. “So, you slept with him.”

“I didn’t.”

“But you wanted to.”

I didn’t answer.

“That’s worse,” she muttered.

I sighed, wrapping my hands around the warm paper cup like it might anchor me. “It was dinner. That’s all.”

“Dinner with the man who ruined your life.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“Then why go?”

“I don’t know.”

She stared at me a moment, then said, “You can still back out. We have other reps. We can reassign his account.”

“No. I’ve got this.”

“You sure?”

I nodded, but the truth was, I didn’t know. Roman Wolfe was a force. The kind of storm you don’t brace against—you just hope it passes before everything breaks.

Later that day, I was summoned to the top floor.

Roman’s office was everything you’d expect: sleek, modern, ruthless. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the city like a throne perched above chaos. He sat behind a glass desk, fingers steepled, watching me as I approached.

“You’re late,” he said.

“I wasn’t aware we had a meeting.”

He smiled without warmth. “Every interaction with me is a meeting.”

“You need to work on your ego.”

He leaned back. “Why did you leave last night?”

“You kissed me.”

“You kissed back.”

“I made a mistake.”

He stood slowly, coming around the desk. “You keep saying that. But you’re still here.”

“I’m here for work.”

“Liar.”

I crossed my arms. “What do you want from me, Roman?”

He walked to the window, hands in his pockets. “I used to think it was revenge. That if I got you back into my world, I could make you feel what I felt when you disappeared.”

“I didn’t disappear. I was erased.”

His shoulders stiffened. “I know that now.”

I waited, but he didn’t turn around.

“You don’t get to apologize,” I said. “You don’t get to be the victim. You threw a match and watched me burn.”

He finally faced me. “Then why do you still look at me like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like I’m the only one who ever made you feel something real.”

My heart stuttered. Damn him.

I turned away. “I’m leaving.”

“Not yet.”

I froze at the door.

He said, “You left once. Without a word. You don’t get to do that again.”

“I don’t owe you anything.”

“You owe me five years.”

I faced him, anger rising. “You think this is about debt? About who owes who? You kissed me and vanished. I was dragged through the mud, humiliated, called every name—”

“You think I didn’t suffer?” he snapped. “I searched for you. I had my team comb through every college registry. You changed your name.”

“To survive.”

“I know that now,” he said again, quieter.

I shook my head, unable to find words. The silence stretched between us, taut and bleeding.

Then he said, “Let me show you something.”

Before I could refuse, he crossed the room and opened a drawer, pulling out a folder. He handed it to me.

Inside were news clippings. Printed screenshots. Photos. Not just of me—but of the fallout. My internship termination. The whispers on campus. Even a security cam still from the night we kissed. He’d documented it all.

“I didn’t forget,” he said. “I didn’t laugh. I didn’t walk away because I didn’t care. I walked away because I was scared.”

I stared at the photos. My face, frozen in time. The girl I used to be. The girl he kissed and crushed.

“I don’t know what to do with this,” I said.

“Just don’t run again.”

I left without replying.

Outside, it rained again.

And this time, I didn’t have an umbrella.

But I didn’t run either.

Because maybe he was right.

Maybe the only thing worse than falling again was running from the feeling that never really left. The one that told me Roman Wolfe wasn’t just my ruin.

He was my reckoning.
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Chapter 4: Five Years Later

[image: ]


Five years was enough time to forget the sound of someone’s voice. To rewrite memories so they hurt less, to file away a heartbreak like a fading scar you could pretend didn’t itch in the quiet hours of the night. Five years should have been long enough for me to erase Roman Wolfe from the narrative of my life. But time doesn’t erase everything—it buries it. And the second I saw him again, all that time unraveled like thread pulled from a fraying sweater. Unforgiving. Immediate. Fatal.

The Monday after the gala, the office buzzed with rumor. Wolfe Media’s acquisition of our firm’s entire PR arm wasn’t just a power move—it was a hostile one. The deal hadn’t been expected. Not by the execs. Not by our team. And definitely not by me. Roman didn’t just want an image overhaul. He wanted control. Of me, of the narrative, of the company that now felt less like a workplace and more like a lion’s den where I was the bleeding lamb.

My new assignment wasn’t just a high-profile account. It was Roman. Every event, every press release, every whisper from his brand would pass through my hands. My inbox was flooded with logistics—media strategy meetings, launch calendars, branding alignment sessions. And every email came with a single thread of tension woven through it: his name.

Roman Wolfe.

He was no longer just the heir. He was the CEO now. The throne was his, and with it came a new kind of danger. Not the reckless, charming boy from before, but a man who knew how to wield power like a knife. His company was expanding, reaching into broadcast, digital platforms, podcasting empires. He was building a legacy, and I was supposed to make the world fall in love with the man I still hadn’t forgiven.

The first day I walked into Wolfe Tower as his brand strategist, I wore black.

Not because I was mourning, but because it made me feel like armor.

The building loomed like a monument to excess—glass and steel stacked toward the sky, indifferent and unyielding. Inside, everything smelled like cedar and expensive ink. The lobby featured an art installation of jagged mirrors, like a broken truth you couldn’t ignore. I passed through security and into the elevator, my badge trembling slightly in my hand, no matter how steady I kept my expression.

His office was at the top. Of course it was.

A long hallway of tinted glass led to a set of double doors so heavy I felt the resistance in my shoulders when I pushed them open.

He was already waiting.

Roman stood by the window, back to me, hands clasped behind him. He didn’t turn right away. Just stared out at the skyline like a king surveying his kingdom.

“You’re late,” he said.

“I’m early,” I replied, because I was. Ten minutes early, in fact.

He turned then, slowly, and there it was again—that look. The one that twisted something deep inside me and made my pulse skip in defiance.

“You look different,” he said.

“So do you.”

He smiled, and I hated that I remembered what it felt like to be the reason for that smile.

“Let’s get this over with,” I said, moving to the chair in front of his desk.

He didn’t sit.

Instead, he circled around, placing a folder in front of me.

“What’s this?”

“Our strategy for phase one.”

I opened it. The plan was meticulous. Timelines, deliverables, influencer targets, brand realignment language. And on the final page, scrawled in Roman’s unmistakable handwriting, was a post-it note that said: Start with the truth.

I looked up.

He shrugged. “It’s what they want now. Authenticity.”

“You want authenticity?” I asked. “Then maybe you should apologize.”

He cocked his head. “Is that part of your plan?”

“It should be.”

His gaze sharpened. “Do you want an apology, or do you want revenge?”

I stood. “I want my life back.”

He stepped closer. “Then take it.”

We stared at each other, the tension so thick it wrapped around my throat. He was always doing this—disarming me, throwing me off balance.

“I didn’t come here for your games,” I said.

He leaned in, close enough that his breath brushed my cheek. “You came here because you’re still trying to win.”

My hands curled into fists. “I’m not the one keeping score.”

“But you’re here, which means you haven’t lost.”

I turned away, needing space.

“This is business,” I said, pacing the length of the room. “This isn’t about us.”

He said nothing.

I faced him. “We are not happening again.”

He nodded once. “We never really started.”

I left his office with my pulse hammering and my heart an untrustworthy thing beating in my chest. On the elevator ride down, I told myself I was in control. That I could handle him. That five years of distance gave me leverage.

But deep down, I knew the truth.

Roman wasn’t playing the same game.

He never had.

Later that week, we had our first public appearance together—an industry brunch hosted by a legacy media group we needed in our corner. I wore navy. Understated, professional, impenetrable. Roman arrived late, of course. All eyes turned when he entered the room, and when he walked to my side without hesitation, the murmurs began.

We made headlines again.

Not the scandalous kind. The curated kind. “Media Mogul Roman Wolfe Debuts Strategic Partnership with PR Maven Elle Hartman.” They loved the contrast—his edge, my polish. His chaos, my control.

That night, I sat on my couch reading through articles, every line dissecting our chemistry, our history, even the way we looked at each other across a champagne flute.

Camilla texted: You’re trending.

I replied: Kill me.

Then another message popped up. From him.

Roman: You looked good today.

I didn’t respond.

He sent another.

Roman: I still remember how you looked that night. The first time.

I stared at the screen, fingers hovering.

I didn’t reply.

I couldn’t afford to.

Because no matter how much time had passed, Roman Wolfe wasn’t a chapter I could skim over. He was the book I burned and still smelled in my lungs.

And deep down, I was terrified.

Terrified that this wasn’t over.

Terrified that maybe, it never would be.
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Chapter 5: My New Boss
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The first day I officially worked under Roman Wolfe was like stepping onto a battlefield dressed in silk. Nothing prepared me for the reality of navigating his presence every second, his shadow stretching long and domineering across every meeting, every hallway, every plan. Before this, I’d been good at compartmentalizing. The past lived in a locked box. Roman lived in memories I swore I’d left behind. But now he was flesh and blood again, and worse, he was my boss.

There was no distance anymore. No screen between us. Every email I wrote, every report I reviewed, every strategy I approved bore his name, and each instance was a flicker in my stomach, a flash of the past disguised as professionalism.

Our new office dynamic was built on tension so thick it suffocated me. It was a game of glances, of unspoken words passed across tables. I could feel him behind me before he spoke, like he carried a gravity that warped the space around him. My new position meant more responsibility, and with it came proximity—shared meetings, shared clients, shared car rides to events he insisted I attend.

On the surface, Roman was all business. He knew the market, understood his audience, spoke in strategies and execution with a confidence that made people obey without thinking. But beneath it all, I saw the undercurrent. The constant pressure. The games only I recognized. Because only I knew who he used to be. Who we used to be.

The first team meeting we held together felt like a trap. The room was packed with account executives, brand managers, and creatives, all hungry to impress the man who now signed their checks. I took my seat beside him at the head of the table, keeping my face impassive, my voice clipped.

Roman, however, was in rare form. Smooth, commanding, impossible to ignore. He complimented ideas that deserved criticism, challenged ones that were rock-solid, all with that maddening glint in his eye that said he was enjoying the discomfort. But when it came time for me to speak, he leaned back in his chair, folded his arms, and watched.

“She’s the one you listen to,” he said suddenly, interrupting me mid-presentation. “If I find out you’ve gone around her, we’re going to have a problem.”

The room fell into stunned silence.

My heart thudded painfully, heat crawling up my neck. Roman met my eyes across the table, daring me to contradict him. I didn’t. I continued the presentation with a colder tone, hating the way he handed me authority like a gift, hating even more how it worked. Afterward, no one questioned my lead. But the respect didn’t feel earned—it felt bought. Stolen.

When the meeting ended, I waited until everyone else cleared out. Roman stayed seated, eyes still on me.

“Don’t do that again,” I said.

“Do what?”

“Undermine me with flattery.”

He arched an eyebrow. “I elevated you.”

“You used me. There’s a difference.”

He stood slowly. “You think too much.”

“You don’t think enough.”

He approached the window, looking out over the city. “You were always smart. That’s what scared me.”

“You don’t get to say that.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re not scared of anything.”

He turned to me, something raw flickering in his expression. “I was scared of you. What you made me feel. What I couldn’t control.”

I stepped back. “Control isn’t love, Roman.”

“I never said it was.”

His voice was soft, but it hit harder than if he’d shouted. Because in that moment, I realized something terrifying—he hadn’t come back just for revenge. He hadn’t built this empire just to prove he could. He was trying to rebuild what he thought we could’ve had. The foundation was rotten, and he didn’t even see it.

That week, he started pushing boundaries. Small things at first. He’d bring me coffee exactly the way I liked it, without asking. He’d send cryptic text messages late at night—quotes from books we used to read, songs we danced to once in a dorm room when the world felt smaller. I ignored them, mostly. But I kept them. I read them. I felt every word like a bruise under my skin.

Then came the day he overstepped.

I was in a meeting with a client, outlining the rebranding strategy for their luxury lifestyle line, when the door opened and Roman walked in uninvited. He didn’t even glance at me. Instead, he slid into the seat beside the CEO, flashed his trademark grin, and said, “Elle doesn’t brag enough, but she’s the reason this campaign won’t just work—it’ll dominate.”

The client beamed. I froze.

Roman leaned back, ankle crossed over his knee, utterly at ease.

Afterward, I stormed into his office without knocking.

“You can’t do that,” I snapped.

He looked up from his laptop, unbothered. “Do what?”

“Hijack my meetings. Speak for me. Take over like I’m some sidekick in your world.”

“I’m helping.”

“You’re controlling.”

He rose, walking toward me. “You don’t need help?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

He stopped in front of me, close enough that I could see the flecks of silver in his eyes. “You’re good at this, Elle. Better than anyone. But you don’t know how to be seen. I do.”

“I don’t want to be seen through you.”

“I’m not trying to take credit.”

“You already did.”

The silence stretched.

Then he said, “You think this is still about the past.”

“Isn’t it?”

He shook his head. “This is about now. About what we are. What we could be if you’d stop running.”

“I’m not running.”

“You’re hiding.”

He touched my wrist. Light. Barely there.

And I hated how much I didn’t pull away.

That night, I drank wine on my balcony and thought about quitting. I imagined typing up my resignation, walking into his office, and reclaiming my peace. But I didn’t do it. Because quitting meant he’d won. It meant admitting he still had power over me. And I wouldn’t give him that.

Instead, I poured another glass.

I watched the city blink and hum below me.

And I waited.

Waited for the storm I knew was coming.

Because Roman Wolfe didn’t just want control.

He wanted everything. Including me.
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