

    
        
          MIDNIGHT HEARTS

        

        
        
          angel peña

        

        
          Published by angel peña, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MIDNIGHT HEARTS

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 angel peña.

    

    
    
      Written by angel peña.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

🔥 MIDNIGHT HEARTS | A Dark Romance of Desire, Freedom, and Obsession | By Angel Peña | Episode 1: Velvet Nights

Riven:

Claire:

Riven:

Cassian Wolfe:

Episode 2: Dangerous Attractions

Episode 3: Addictive Heat

Episode 4: Jealous Games

Episode 5: Private Temptations

Episode 6: Possession

Episode 7: Unraveled

Episode 8: The Things We Crave

Episode 9: Dangerous Invitations

Episode 10: The Edge of Control

Episode 11: Craving Chaos

Episode 12: Fire Between Us

Episode 13: Lines We Shouldn’t Cross

Episode 14: Addicted to You

Episode 15: The Way You Look at Me

Episode 16: Breaking Points

Episode 17: The People We Become

Episode 18: Stay

Episode 19: The Fear of Forever

Episode 20: What We Mean to Each Other

Episode 21: Jealousy Looks Good on You

Episode 22: Mine

Episode 23: Stay the Night Again

Episode 24: The First Time We Said It

Episode 25: The Things We Leave Behind

Episode 26: Learning Each Other

Episode 27: The Shape of Forever

Episode 28: Afraid of Losing You

Episode 29: Every Version of Home

Episode 30: The Night Before Leaving

Episode 31: Distance

Episode 32: Moving In

Episode 33: The Way You Look at Me

Episode 34: The First Real Fight

Episode 35: After the Fight

Episode 36: The Fear of Forever

Episode 37: The Version of Me That Stayed

Episode 38: The Things That Become Permanent

Episode 39: The Life We Built Without Noticing

Episode 40: The Night Everything Changed

Episode 41: Fiancée

Episode 42: Learning How to Be Seen

Episode 43: The Fear of Losing Happiness

Episode 44: The Day They Felt Like Family

Episode 45: The Night She Stopped Doubting Forever

Episode 46: The Place Where She Belonged

Episode 47: The Future They Could Finally Touch

Episode 48: The First Crack in Paradise

Episode 49: The Promise Beneath the Fear

Episode 50: And Still, They Chose Each Other

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

🔥 MIDNIGHT HEARTS

A Dark Romance of Desire, Freedom, and Obsession

By Angel Peña
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Episode 1: Velvet Nights

The city never truly slept.

It only changed moods.

At midnight, the financial towers became mirrors of neon light while black luxury cars glided through rain-soaked streets like silent predators. Music spilled from rooftop lounges, hidden bars, and underground clubs where rich strangers searched for distraction in dim lights and expensive perfume.

Claire Moreau belonged perfectly to that world.

Or at least, everyone believed she did.

She stood in front of the massive mirror inside her apartment, adjusting the thin strap of her black silk dress. The fabric hugged her body like liquid shadow, revealing enough skin to invite attention without begging for it.

Claire never begged.

Attention came naturally.

Her phone vibrated on the marble counter beside her.
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Riven:
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If you’re not downstairs in five minutes, I’m leaving without you.
Claire smirked.
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Claire:
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You say that every weekend.
Three dots appeared immediately.
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Riven:
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And every weekend I wait anyway.
She laughed softly before slipping on silver heels.

Outside her penthouse window, the ocean reflected the city lights in broken waves of gold and blue. Somewhere down there, people were falling in love, cheating on each other, losing themselves in alcohol, or pretending not to be lonely.

Claire understood all of them.

Especially the loneliness.

She grabbed her small black purse and headed downstairs.



Riven Cole leaned casually against his motorcycle when she exited the building. His dark curls were slightly messy, leather jacket half open, cigarette between his fingers.

Several women walking nearby openly stared at him.

Riven noticed.

Riven always noticed.

But his eyes settled only on Claire.

“Well,” he said dramatically, “there she is. The reason half this city has emotional problems.”

Claire rolled her eyes.

“You’re exaggerating.”

“I’m really not.”

He tossed the cigarette away before handing her a helmet.

“You look dangerous tonight.”

Claire smirked as she climbed onto the motorcycle behind him.

“Good.”

Riven started the engine.

“That usually means someone’s life is about to get ruined.”

Claire wrapped her arms around his waist.

“Maybe mine.”

The motorcycle sped into the glowing nightlife.



The club was already overflowing when they arrived.

Velvet Room wasn’t just famous because of the music or luxury atmosphere. It was famous because powerful people came there to behave badly.

Actors. Athletes. Politicians. Models.

Everyone had secrets inside Velvet Room.

The bass vibrated through Claire’s body the moment she entered. Red lights moved across crowded dance floors while bartenders poured champagne worth more than most people’s monthly salaries.

Claire immediately felt alive.

Not peaceful.

Never peaceful.

Alive.

Riven leaned closer to her ear.

“Naomi reserved the upper section for us.”

Claire nodded.

Naomi Reyes owned Velvet Room.

And Naomi always treated Claire like a favorite addiction.

As they moved through the crowd, strangers turned their heads instinctively.

Claire was used to that too.

Some women looked at her with curiosity.

Some men looked at her like hunger.

She enjoyed both equally.

They reached the VIP level where velvet couches overlooked the dance floor below.

Naomi stood near the glass railing wearing a tight emerald dress with a slit running dangerously high along one leg.

Her red lipstick curved into a smile when she saw Claire.

“There’s my beautiful disaster.”

Claire kissed Naomi lightly on the cheek.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

Naomi’s eyes traveled slowly down Claire’s body.

“Oh, sweetheart. Bad things are usually the most addictive.”

Riven groaned dramatically.

“Can the sexual tension wait until after I drink something?”

Naomi laughed.

“No promises.”

A waitress appeared with champagne.

Claire accepted a glass while scanning the crowd below lazily.

That was when she noticed him.

Tall.

Dark suit.

Sharp jawline.

Standing completely still near the private balcony area as if the chaos around him didn’t exist.

Most men stared at Claire’s body first.

He didn’t.

His eyes locked directly onto hers with unsettling calm.

Claire narrowed her gaze slightly.

“Who’s that?”

Naomi followed her line of sight.

“Cassian Wolfe.”

Riven immediately groaned again.

“Oh great. Mr. Emotionally Unavailable himself.”

Claire smirked faintly.

“You know him?”

“Everyone knows him,” Naomi said. “Architect. Millionaire. Cold enough to freeze hell.”

Riven took a sip of whiskey.

“And somehow women still throw themselves at him.”

Claire continued watching Cassian.

He hadn’t looked away once.

Interesting.

Most people eventually became nervous under direct eye contact.

He looked completely comfortable.

Dangerously comfortable.

Naomi leaned closer.

“He’s been watching you since you walked in.”

Claire smiled slowly.

“Maybe he has good taste.”



An hour later the club had grown louder, hotter, wilder.

Claire danced with strangers beneath flashing lights while alcohol burned pleasantly through her veins. Hands brushed her waist. Fingers touched her hips. Compliments slipped into her ear from beautiful mouths she would probably forget tomorrow.

That never bothered her.

Claire lived in moments, not promises.

A blonde woman dancing beside her leaned closer.

“You’re Claire Moreau, right?”

Claire smiled.

“Depends who’s asking.”

The woman laughed.

“I’ve seen your photos online.”

“That sounds dangerous.”

“A little.”

The woman’s eyes moved over Claire openly now.

“You’re even prettier in person.”

Claire stepped closer, enjoying the nervous excitement in the woman’s expression.

“And you’re very bold.”

The woman bit her lip.

“I’m trying to be.”

Claire was about to answer when she felt another presence nearby.

Steady.

Controlled.

Different from the chaotic energy surrounding them.

Cassian Wolfe.

He stood beside the dance floor now, one hand in his pocket, gaze fixed on her again.

The blonde woman noticed him too.

“Oh,” she whispered. “I think someone wants your attention.”

Claire turned fully toward Cassian.

For several seconds neither of them spoke.

The music thundered around them.

Bodies moved between them.

But his attention never shifted.

Finally, Claire walked toward him.

Slowly.

Confidently.

Cassian watched every step.

When she stopped in front of him, she tilted her head slightly.

“You’ve been staring at me all night.”

His expression remained calm.

“And you noticed.”

His voice was deep, smooth, controlled.

Claire smiled faintly.

“That usually means I’m interested.”

“Usually?”

She stepped a little closer.

“I like watching people before deciding whether they deserve my attention.”

Something dark flickered briefly behind his eyes.

“And what’s your conclusion so far?”

Claire glanced at his untouched drink.

His expensive watch.

The tension hidden beneath his perfectly calm posture.

“You look like trouble pretending to be disciplined.”

For the first time, Cassian smiled slightly.

“And you look like temptation pretending not to care who gets hurt.”

The words should have annoyed her.

Instead, they excited her.

Claire folded her arms loosely.

“So what now?”

Cassian’s gaze moved slowly over her face.

“That depends what you want.”

Claire laughed softly.

“Careful. That question usually ends badly.”

“Maybe I like bad endings.”

Something about the way he said it sent warmth through her body.

Not simple attraction.

Something heavier.

More dangerous.



Hours later, Claire stood on the rooftop terrace alone for fresh air.

Rain had stopped, leaving the city glowing beneath wet neon reflections.

She heard footsteps behind her.

Cassian.

Of course.

He stopped beside her near the railing.

For a while, neither spoke.

The silence between them felt strangely intimate.

Finally, Claire looked sideways at him.

“You always this quiet?”

“Only around people worth listening to.”

Claire laughed softly.

“That’s a very manipulative answer.”

“Was it effective?”

“A little.”

Cassian studied her carefully.

“You flirt like someone who never plans to stay.”

The observation caught her off guard.

Claire hid it with a smile.

“And you analyze people like a therapist with commitment issues.”

That earned another small smile from him.

Interesting.

Cassian Wolfe smiled rarely enough that it felt rewarding.

The wind moved through Claire’s dark hair.

She suddenly became aware of how close he was standing.

Not touching her.

Not trying to.

Which somehow felt more intimate.

Most men rushed.

Cassian observed.

Claire turned toward him fully now.

“You know,” she said softly, “most people here spend the night trying too hard.”

“And you?”

“I never try.”

Cassian’s eyes darkened slightly.

“That’s obvious.”

The tension between them thickened.

Claire could feel it now.

The dangerous kind.

The kind that didn’t disappear after one night.

And that was exactly the kind she usually avoided.

But before either moved closer, another voice interrupted.

“Well. This explains why Claire disappeared.”

A woman stepped onto the rooftop holding a cigarette between tattooed fingers.

Sofia Laurent.

Her amber eyes immediately moved between Claire and Cassian with obvious amusement.

Claire smiled instantly.

“Sofia.”

Sofia walked closer, her black boots echoing softly against the rooftop floor.

Unlike Cassian’s cold elegance, Sofia carried warm danger. Sensual confidence. Emotional chaos hidden behind lazy smiles.

She kissed Claire slowly on the cheek.

Too slowly.

Cassian noticed.

Claire noticed him noticing.

Interesting.

Sofia pulled away slightly.

“You ignored my messages.”

“I was busy.”

“With him?”

Claire smirked.

“Maybe.”

Sofia finally looked directly at Cassian.

“And who exactly are you?”

“Cassian Wolfe.”

Sofia raised one eyebrow.

“Oh. The famous control freak.”

Cassian didn’t react.

“And you’re Sofia Laurent.”

“Tattoo artist. Terrible influence. Occasional heartbreak.”

Claire laughed softly.

“You left out emotionally unstable.”

“That too.”

The chemistry between all three shifted instantly.

Sharp.

Complicated.

Charged.

Claire could practically feel the tension forming around them like heat before a storm.

And for the first time in years—

she realized this night might actually become dangerous for her too.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

Which was far worse.



Later, long after midnight, Claire stood alone in the elevator of her building.

Her heels in one hand.

Phone buzzing with unread messages.

One from Riven.

Two from Sofia.

One from an unknown number.

She opened it.
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Cassian Wolfe:
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You look at people like you’re afraid they might become important to you.
Claire stared at the message silently.

Then another arrived.

That usually means they already are.

For the first time that night—

Claire didn’t know what to say.
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Episode 2: Dangerous Attractions
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Claire barely slept.

Not because of regret.

Claire rarely regretted anything.

But Cassian Wolfe had unsettled something in her, and that irritated her more than she wanted to admit.

She lay across her massive bed while early morning sunlight filtered through the curtains of her penthouse apartment. Her phone rested against her stomach, Cassian’s messages still open on the screen.


You look at people like you’re afraid they might become important to you.


She hated how accurate that sounded.

Claire locked the phone and tossed it aside before getting up.

The city outside looked softer during daylight. Less seductive. Less dangerous.

Fake.

At night, people stopped pretending.

That was why Claire preferred darkness.



By noon she was sitting inside a luxury café near the marina, sunglasses resting on her head while she stirred iced coffee absentmindedly.

Riven arrived late, wearing black jeans and his usual careless smile.

“You disappeared last night,” he said as he sat across from her.

Claire raised an eyebrow.

“So did half the club.”

“Yeah, but I’m not sleeping with half the club.”

Claire smirked.

“That’s because your standards are too high.”

“My standards are exactly why I survive you.”

He signaled the waiter before studying her more carefully.

“You look distracted.”

“I’m tired.”

“Liar.”

Claire leaned back in her chair.

“You’re dramatic today.”

“And you’re avoiding the subject.”

Riven lowered his voice slightly.

“Cassian Wolfe.”

Claire sighed softly.

“There’s no subject.”

“Claire.”

“What?”

“You’ve checked your phone six times in the last two minutes.”

She froze briefly.

Annoying.

Riven noticed everything.

He leaned closer with a grin.

“Oh, this is bad.”

“It’s nothing.”

“You’re interested.”

Claire rolled her eyes.

“I’m curious.”

“That’s worse.”

Before she could answer, her phone buzzed again.

Unknown Number.

Claire already knew who it was before opening it.


Dinner tonight. 9 PM.


No greeting.

No question mark.

Typical.

Riven watched her expression carefully.

“That’s him, isn’t it?”

Claire locked the screen calmly.

“Maybe.”

Riven groaned dramatically.

“Oh, no. Absolutely not.”

She laughed softly.

“You sound jealous.”

“I am jealous. Cassian Wolfe has the emotional warmth of a prison wall.”

Claire smirked.

“You’re exaggerating.”

“I’m really not.”

Riven leaned back in his chair.

“Claire, men like him don’t fall in love. They collect people.”

Something about those words lingered longer than expected.

Because Claire had spent years doing exactly the same thing.



At seven that evening, Claire stood in front of her closet trying on dresses she suddenly hated for no reason.

Too elegant.

Too desperate.

Too innocent.

Too obvious.

“This is ridiculous,” she muttered.

She never stressed about dates.

Especially not first dates.

Yet somehow Cassian’s presence felt less like attraction and more like entering dangerous territory voluntarily.

Eventually she chose a dark red satin dress with a low neckline and thin straps exposing her shoulders.

Simple.

Seductive.

Powerful.

Her phone buzzed again.

This time it was Sofia.


Come visit the studio before your mysterious billionaire date.


Claire smiled faintly.

Sofia somehow made everything sound dirty and playful at the same time.



Sofia’s tattoo studio smelled like ink, perfume, and cigarette smoke.

The neon sign outside glowed crimson against the dark street while alternative rock music played softly inside.

Claire found Sofia sketching designs at the counter.

The tattoo artist looked up immediately and smiled slowly.

“Well,” Sofia murmured, eyes sliding over Claire’s body, “someone’s trying to ruin lives tonight.”

Claire laughed.

“You say that every time I wear red.”

“Because red on you should honestly be illegal.”

Claire walked closer.

“You’re flirting aggressively today.”

“I flirt aggressively every day.”

True.

Sofia stood and moved around the counter until only inches separated them.

Unlike Cassian’s calm intensity, Sofia’s attraction was warm and unapologetically physical.

Her fingers brushed lightly along Claire’s wrist.

“You really going out with him?”

Claire tried to sound casual.

“Maybe.”

Sofia tilted her head slightly.

“You like him.”

Claire smirked.

“You sound disappointed.”

Sofia’s gaze dropped briefly to Claire’s lips.

“Maybe I am.”

The tension between them thickened instantly.

Claire always felt different around Sofia.

Less guarded.

More impulsive.

Sofia reached up slowly and adjusted a strand of Claire’s hair behind her ear.

“You know,” she said softly, “I saw the way he looked at you last night.”

Claire’s heartbeat slowed strangely.

“And?”

“He looked possessive already.”

Claire laughed quietly.

“That’s impossible.”

“No,” Sofia whispered, stepping even closer. “Men like him fall into obsession fast.”

Claire held her gaze.

“And women like you?”

Sofia smiled faintly.

“We’re worse.”

The silence between them turned dangerously intimate.

Claire became intensely aware of Sofia’s perfume, the warmth of her skin, the tattoos disappearing beneath her black tank top.

Sofia’s fingers slid lightly along Claire’s waist.

“You should cancel dinner.”

Claire raised one eyebrow.

“And spend the night here instead?”

“Sounds smarter.”

Their faces were close now.

Too close.

Claire felt temptation curling through her body slowly.

Sofia noticed.

She always noticed.

“You’re thinking about kissing me,” Sofia murmured.

Claire smirked faintly.

“You sound confident.”

“I know your face when you want something.”

Claire’s pulse quickened.

Sofia moved closer again until their lips were almost touching.

Then Claire’s phone vibrated.

Cassian.

Of course.

The interruption somehow made the tension even worse.

Sofia glanced downward at the screen before looking back at Claire.

“There he is.”

Claire slowly stepped back and answered the call.

“Hello?”

Cassian’s voice was calm as always.

“Are you coming?”

Direct.

Cold.

Controlled.

Claire leaned lightly against the counter.

“Maybe I changed my mind.”

“I doubt that.”

Sofia watched her carefully from across the room.

Claire smiled slightly.

“You sound very sure of yourself.”

“I prefer certainty.”

God.

Even his voice was dangerously attractive.

Claire crossed one leg over the other slowly.

“And if I enjoy uncertainty?”

A pause.

Then:

“Then I’ll enjoy changing your mind.”

Heat moved through her body instantly.

Sofia noticed the reaction immediately.

Interesting.

Claire ended the call slowly.

Sofia folded her arms.

“You’re blushing.”

“I am not.”

“You absolutely are.”

Claire grabbed her purse before Sofia could tease her further.

“I should go.”

Sofia watched her carefully for a moment.

Then her teasing expression softened slightly.

“Be careful with him, Claire.”

That surprised her.

“You’re serious?”

“Yes.”

A pause.

“He doesn’t look at people casually.”

Claire tried to laugh it off.

“Neither do you.”

Sofia’s eyes darkened slightly.

“Exactly.”



Cassian had chosen a private rooftop restaurant overlooking the ocean.

Of course he had.

Everything about him screamed expensive control.

Claire arrived twenty minutes late intentionally.

Cassian was already seated near the glass railing, dressed in black, one hand resting calmly against a wine glass.

His gaze lifted immediately when she approached.

And for one dangerous second, Claire forgot every clever thing she planned to say.

Because the man was unfairly beautiful.

Cassian stood as she reached the table.

“You came.”

Claire sat slowly.

“You sound surprised.”

“I’m not.”

Their eyes locked briefly.

The tension from the club returned instantly.

Sharp.

Magnetic.

Dangerous.

A waiter poured wine while soft jazz music played in the background.

The ocean below reflected silver moonlight across dark waves.

Claire leaned back slightly.

“So,” she said softly, “do you always interrogate women with eye contact before inviting them to dinner?”

Cassian’s mouth curved faintly.

“Only the interesting ones.”

“Dangerous answer.”

“Honest answer.”

Claire studied him carefully.

There was something unusual about the way Cassian carried himself.

Not arrogance exactly.

Control.

Like every movement was deliberate.

Every word measured.

Most people tried hard to impress Claire.

Cassian didn’t seem interested in impressing anyone.

That made him infinitely more dangerous.

“You know,” Claire murmured, “people keep warning me about you.”

Cassian sipped wine calmly.

“And yet you’re here.”

“Maybe I like bad decisions.”

“I noticed.”

The conversation flowed effortlessly after that.

Surprisingly effortlessly.

They talked about travel, architecture, nightlife, tattoos, music.

Cassian was quieter than most men Claire dated, but when he spoke, she actually listened.

Which almost never happened.

At one point she laughed at something he said, and his expression shifted subtly.

Softer.

Interested.

“You should do that more often,” he said quietly.

“What?”

“Laugh.”

Claire raised one eyebrow.

“That sounded suspiciously sincere.”

“It was.”

The honesty unsettled her more than flirting would have.

Claire looked away briefly toward the ocean.

“Careful,” she murmured. “You’re starting to sound charming.”

Cassian leaned slightly closer.

“And you’re starting to sound nervous.”

Their eyes locked again.

Claire felt heat rise slowly beneath her skin.

God.

This man saw too much.

Dinner eventually ended, but neither of them moved immediately.

The tension between them had become almost unbearable now.

Not rushed.

Slow.

Controlled.

Which somehow made it far more intense.

Cassian finally stood.

“Come with me.”

Claire smirked faintly.

“That sounds dangerous.”

“It probably is.”

She should have said no.

Instead, she followed him.



Cassian’s penthouse overlooked the entire city skyline.

Minimalist design. Dark colors. Expensive silence.

Very him.

Claire walked slowly through the living room while Cassian poured whiskey nearby.

“You really live like a mysterious billionaire cliché,” she teased.

Cassian handed her a glass.

“And yet you came upstairs anyway.”

Claire took the drink slowly.

“I’m curious.”

“You’ve said that twice tonight.”

“Maybe you keep giving me reasons.”

Cassian stepped closer.

Close enough now that Claire could smell expensive cologne mixed with whiskey.

Close enough to become dangerous.

His eyes moved slowly over her face.

Then lower.

Claire’s pulse quickened instantly.

Neither spoke.

The silence itself became intimate.

Cassian reached up slowly and brushed his fingers lightly along her jaw.

The touch was gentle.

Unexpectedly gentle.

Claire inhaled slowly.

“You touch people like you’re trying to figure them out,” she whispered.

“And you avoid being understood.”

God.

That voice.

That calm intensity.

Claire set the whiskey glass down before she dropped it accidentally.

Cassian’s hand slid slowly to her waist.

Not possessive.

Certain.

Claire looked up at him.

“You’re very confident.”

“You haven’t left.”

Fair point.

Claire’s fingers moved lightly against the collar of his black shirt.

“You know,” she murmured softly, “I usually get bored very quickly.”

Cassian leaned closer until their lips were inches apart.

“I don’t.”

The tension snapped.

Claire kissed him first.

Hard.

Hungry.

Months of attraction compressed into seconds.

Cassian immediately pulled her closer against him, his control finally cracking beneath the surface.

The kiss deepened intensely.

Dangerously.

Claire felt heat flood through her body as his hand tightened against her waist.

God.

Everything about him felt addictive already.

And that terrified her more than she would ever admit aloud.
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Episode 3: Addictive Heat
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Claire should have left.

The thought crossed her mind exactly once before disappearing beneath the warmth of Cassian’s mouth against hers.

The kiss deepened slowly, intensely, without the rushed desperation she was used to from other men. Cassian kissed like he was learning her—patient, controlled, dangerous.

And somehow that made it infinitely hotter.

Claire’s fingers tightened against the collar of his shirt as he pulled her closer. The expensive penthouse around them blurred into soft city lights and distant music from somewhere below.

Cassian’s hand slid slowly along her waist, stopping just above her hip.

Not grabbing.

Not forcing.

Just holding her there with quiet certainty.

Claire broke the kiss first only to breathe.

“That’s usually the part,” she whispered, slightly breathless, “where people start pretending they’re not tempted.”

Cassian’s gaze stayed locked on hers.

“I’m not pretending anything.”

God.

That calm confidence again.

Claire smirked faintly to hide how affected she felt.

“That answer probably works on a lot of women.”

“I don’t care about a lot of women.”

The words landed heavier than they should have.

Claire stepped away before he could notice the reaction in her eyes.

Dangerous.

This was becoming dangerous far too quickly.

She picked up her whiskey glass and walked toward the enormous windows overlooking the city.

The skyline glittered beneath the night like temptation itself.

Cassian watched her quietly from behind.

“You always run after intimacy?” he asked calmly.

Claire laughed softly without turning around.

“You say intimacy like we’re discussing emotions instead of making out in your penthouse.”

“You avoid both equally.”

She turned slowly toward him.

“And you analyze people too much.”

Cassian approached again, slower this time.

“I pay attention.”

Claire took another sip of whiskey.

“That’s not always attractive.”

“It was five minutes ago.”

She nearly smiled.

Nearly.

Cassian stopped directly in front of her again.

Close enough to touch.

Close enough to completely ruin her ability to think clearly.

“You know what I think?” he asked quietly.

Claire raised one eyebrow.

“That sounds dangerous already.”

“I think you like being wanted.”

Claire smirked faintly.

“Most people do.”

“But you panic when it becomes personal.”

The observation hit too accurately.

Claire’s expression cooled slightly.

“You barely know me.”

“I know enough.”

For a moment the atmosphere shifted.

Sharper now.

More emotional.

Claire hated that.

Physical attraction was easy.

Emotions complicated everything.

She stepped around him casually.

“You’re getting very serious for someone I met yesterday.”

Cassian watched her carefully.

“And you change the subject every time something matters.”

Claire grabbed her purse from the couch.

“I should go.”

Cassian didn’t move.

“Will you?”

The question lingered between them heavily.

Claire looked toward the elevator.

Then back at him.

Still calm.

Still watching her like he already understood too much.

That should have annoyed her.

Instead, it made her pulse quicken.

Cassian stepped closer once more, slower now, giving her every opportunity to walk away.

Claire didn’t.

His fingers brushed lightly against her wrist.

The touch alone sent heat through her body.

“You’re thinking too much,” he murmured.

Claire swallowed slowly.

“That’s your fault.”

A faint smile touched his lips.

“Good.”

Then he kissed her again.

Slower this time.

More deliberate.

Claire melted into him almost instantly despite herself.

God.

Everything about him felt controlled until the moment he touched her.

Then she could feel the restraint underneath.

The dangerous kind.

His hand slid carefully along her back, pulling her closer until her body pressed fully against his.

Claire inhaled sharply against his mouth.

Cassian noticed.

Of course he noticed.

“You react beautifully,” he whispered near her lips.

Heat rushed through her instantly.

“You sound very pleased with yourself.”

“I’m very pleased with you.”

Claire laughed softly, breathless.

“That was smooth.”

“It was honest.”

The honesty again.

Why did that affect her so much?

Cassian kissed along her jaw slowly, his hand resting against the curve of her waist while the city lights glowed around them.

Claire closed her eyes briefly.

She loved desire.

Loved attraction.

Loved the thrill of bodies, chemistry, temptation.

But this felt heavier somehow.

Like every second around him carried emotional gravity she didn’t fully understand yet.

And that terrified her.



Two hours later Claire finally left the penthouse.

Her lipstick was ruined.

Her hair slightly messy.

And her heartbeat still annoyingly unstable.

She entered the elevator alone and stared at her reflection in the mirrored walls.

“You’re in trouble,” she muttered to herself.

The worst part?

She wasn’t sure if she wanted to escape it.



The next afternoon Claire woke late with sunlight pouring across her bed.

Her phone already contained several messages.

Three from Riven.

One from Sofia.

One from Naomi.

And one from Cassian.

Claire opened his first.


You left without saying goodbye.


Simple.

Direct.

Dangerously intimate for such a short sentence.

Claire stared at it longer than necessary.

Then opened Sofia’s message.


Tell me everything immediately.


Claire laughed softly.

Typical Sofia.



By evening she found herself at Sofia’s tattoo studio again.

The moment Claire entered, Sofia looked up from her sketchbook and narrowed her eyes suspiciously.

“Oh no.”

Claire smirked.

“What?”

“That face.”

Sofia stood slowly.

“You slept with him.”

Claire walked toward the counter casually.

“Technically, no.”

Sofia blinked.

“Technically?”

Claire leaned against the counter.

“We kissed.”

Sofia stared at her dramatically.

“Claire Moreau spent the entire night with a billionaire and only kissed him?”

Claire laughed.

“That offended you personally.”

“It absolutely did.”

Sofia moved closer.

“So? Was it good?”

Claire hesitated.

That alone answered the question.

Sofia noticed immediately.

“Oh my God.”

Claire looked away briefly.

“It was... intense.”

Sofia folded her tattooed arms.

“You like him.”

Claire sighed.

“I’m attracted to him.”

“Not the same thing.”

Claire hated that Sofia was right.

The tattoo artist stepped closer until their bodies nearly touched.

“And what happens now?”

Claire tried to sound casual.

“Nothing.”

Sofia raised
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