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Preface

 

There are moments when control is stripped away, not by force, but by the slow unraveling of every boundary you swore would protect you. Vivienne had built walls high enough to keep out anyone who dared to challenge her. She wasn’t soft, she wasn’t weak, and she certainly wasn’t the kind of woman to kneel for any man. But the man standing in front of her wasn’t just any man.

 

Chris didn’t need to raise his voice. He didn’t need to touch her to make her skin prickle and her breath shorten. His presence alone was a weight, a demand. He promised pain—not as punishment, but as a gift. Pain that would strip her of her armor and make her feel something raw, something she’d buried for years.

 

This wasn’t about love. This wasn’t even about lust. This was about surrender.

 

And Vivienne swore she would never give him that. Until the first time he made her tremble.





Chapter 1 – The First Command

Vivienne’s heels clicked against the polished floor of the private room, each step sharp, echoing her defiance. Her body, wrapped in a deep emerald silk dress that hugged her curves, radiated confidence. The neckline dipped just enough to tease the swell of her breasts, and the slit on her thigh was deliberate—a weapon disguised as elegance. She didn’t dress for men. She dressed for power, and tonight, she wore it like a second skin.

Chris stood at the far end of the room, tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in black that looked tailored to his body. The first thing Vivienne noticed wasn’t his face—it was his hands. Strong, veined, controlled. She didn’t know why her stomach tightened at the thought of what those hands could do.

He didn’t move. He didn’t need to.

“Take three steps closer.” His voice was deep, steady, with a calm that held weight.

Vivienne arched a brow, crossing her arms under her breasts, making the silk tighten around them. “And if I don’t?”

Chris smiled faintly, the kind of smile that wasn’t amusement but a warning. “Then you’ll learn what defiance costs here.”

Her pulse kicked against her throat. She hated that he could make her body react without even touching her. She told herself it was curiosity, not desire. She told herself she wasn’t going to play his game.

Yet her heels moved. One. Two. Three.

Chris’s eyes swept over her slowly, deliberately. Not the casual glance men gave when they thought they were charming. His gaze was an assessment, stripping her down without removing a single piece of fabric.

“That dress,” he said finally, his voice lower now. “It’s meant to make men want you. But it’s hiding something I want more than the view.”

Vivienne tilted her chin, her red lips curving into a smirk. “And what’s that?”

He stepped forward, closing the distance between them in a single, unhurried move. His hand reached up, not to touch her skin but to pinch the thin strap of her dress between his fingers. Slowly, deliberately, he traced it down her shoulder, letting the silk shift an inch.

“I want the truth,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “I want to see if your body is as stubborn as your mouth.”

A shiver rippled through her. Her nipples tightened under the silk, betraying her before she could mask it. His hand didn’t touch her breast, but the air between his fingers and her skin felt like fire.

She swallowed, forcing her voice steady. “You’re assuming my body belongs to you.”

Chris leaned in, his lips grazing the shell of her ear without kissing. “Not yet. But it will.”

Vivienne’s breath hitched, and she hated herself for it. She hated how the sound of his voice had slipped under her skin. She hated the way her thighs pressed together under the slit of her dress, silk whispering against her skin.

“Say my name,” he commanded softly.

She turned her head just slightly, meeting his gaze with fire. “Chris.”

His hand left her strap, fingers sliding down the bare curve of her shoulder. Not touching her breast. Not yet. Just enough to make her ache for what she swore she didn’t want.

“Good,” he murmured, stepping back an inch. “Now kneel.”

Vivienne’s breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me.”

Every muscle in her body went tight. No man had ever told her to kneel. No man had dared.

Her lips parted, ready to spit out a refusal, but her body betrayed her again—her knees weakened under the weight of his voice.

She didn’t kneel. Not yet. But she knew, deep down, this was the first crack in her walls.

Chris saw it too. His eyes softened, just for a second, before hardening again. “You’re already halfway mine,” he said. “You just don’t want to admit it.”
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