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Dedication




For the good girls who would dry hump their captor for a fucking orgasm.











  
  
Note to Readers




Thank you so much for picking up my book! I’m so fucking glad you’re here. But let’s be clear about what you’re getting yourself into. 

I do not write slow burn or long novels. The stories are fast-paced, insta-heat, and the characters decide what they want and take it. The spice happens quick and often. And there is heavier smut to plot ratio. If you prefer a longer, slow-burn story, my world may not be for you, and that's OK! I still love you!

This is a dark romance and a work of fiction. I do not personally condone the actions, choices, or moral chaos of my characters. None of this should be taken as real-life advice or instruction. It exists purely for your morally dark, alpha male, smut-loving pleasure.

In this world, my characters don’t use safe words, color systems, or any other form of structured kink communication. They’re messy. They’re unfiltered. They make terrible decisions and never apologize for them. This is not a guide to healthy kink dynamics—this is fantasy, and it’s meant to be deliciously unhinged. (And my characters fucking love it!)

My entire world centers around a secret society of ruthless billionaires who play by their own rules. Expect power imbalance, manipulation, and twisted devotion.

So settle in. Expect explicit heat, an excessive use of F-bombs, questionable morals, and dark alpha-holes who are only redeemable to the women they ruin themselves for.

Welcome to The Ravens. Enjoy the fucking show.
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Content Warnings




Icare about you all, so I have to cover this part. This is a DARK romance. These men are hot, but they are NOT heroes. That means it gets intense, messy, and a little unhinged. 

First, please note that I do my best to flag potential triggers and kinks to ensure a safe reading experience. If I miss something, it’s not from lack of care. It’s proof that I’m human, and don’t always get it right. Drop me a note so I can update future warnings.

If you have triggers or specific content concerns, please check the detailed content warnings on my website before diving in. Just know that doing so may reveal a few spoilers. Consider yourself warned.: https://dahliavale.com/content-warnings/  

To keep things safe, but not spoil your fun, I’ll list the high-level themes below. If you’d rather go in blind and let the story ruin you in real time, turn the page now. Enjoy the ride!

.

.

.

Still here? Okay then, no take-backs.

.

.

.

For real this time…

.

.

.

In Stolen Dove you will encounter: captivity/kidnapping, coercion/dubious consent, power imbalance, organized crime/secret society, being hunted/chased, life-threatening situations, unprotected sex, past marital rape/sexual coercion, emotional/psychological abuse, surveillance/stalking, murder by main characters, strangulation, graphic violence/gore, blood/injury descriptions, death of spouse, threatened execution, gun violence, explicit sex with captor.

These kinks are also explored: Dom/sub dynamic, praise, orgasm control/edging, hand necklace, light bondage, possessive/ownership language, rough sex, marking/biting, forced proximity, primal play elements, exhibitionism/semi-public sex, oral fixation, mild degradation, unprotected sex (breeding kink implications), anal teasing

Now that you have been sufficiently warned, please continue on to meet Cain and Briar!








  
  
Playlist




The official Stolen Dove playlist is available on Spotify!







"Closer" - Nine Inch Nails


"Skin" - Rihanna


"Earned It" - The Weeknd


"Villain" - K/DA, Madison Beer, Kim Petras 


"You" - Regard, Troye Sivan, Tate McRae


"Wicked Game" - Chris Isaak


"Dangerous Woman" - Ariana Grande 


"RUNAWAY" - half•alive 


"Runnin' (Lose It All)" - Naughty Boy ft. Beyoncé 


"Power & Control" - Marina 


"Hands to Myself" - Selena Gomez 


"Twisted" - MISSIO 


"Control" - Halsey 


"Obsessed" - Maggie Lindemann 


"Mine" - Bazzi 


"Love Me Like You Hate Me" - Rainsford 


"Unholy" - Sam Smith, Kim Petras


"Often" - The Weeknd


"Slow Hands" - Niall Horan 


"Bedroom Hymns" - Florence + The Machine 


"Devil I Know" - Allie X 


"I Found" - Amber Run 


"BURY A FRIEND" - Billie Eilish 


"In the End" - Tommee Profitt ft. Fleurie 


"Warriors" - 2WEI, Edda Hayes


"Die For You" - The Weeknd


"Death of a Bachelor" - Panic! At The Disco


"Lost on You" - LP











  
  
The Ravens




Welcome to the dark heart of my world. Here’s your quick-and-dirty cheat sheet to the secret society that ties everything, and everyone, in my world together. 

If you’d rather go in blind and let the corruption reveal itself as you read…

Now’s your chance to skip ahead.

Still here? You’re about to learn the details about this ruthless secret society.



Ravens: The members of the society. Mostly old money, darker secrets.

Doves: The women tied to the Ravens. Some by birth. Some by choice. 

Talons: Future Ravens who do the dirty work to earn their wings.

The Council: The inner circle. Twenty founding families who pull every string that matters.



Rules:

Marriages may be arranged—if a woman’s father decides it suits him.

Widows are auctioned if their fathers don’t reclaim them… or if their late husbands’ wills say otherwise. (Yes, he profits from the sale.)

Once you’re in, you don’t leave. Ever.

The police don’t interfere. The Talons handle punishment. And they never leave a mark anyone can trace.



Headquarters:

Various locations in New England, USA.








  
  

CHAPTER 1


BRIAR





The motel room smells of stale cigarettes and urine. 

This is just perfect. This is what my life is now, and it’s still an improvement.

Every sound from the parking lot keeps me on edge. Shadows passing by my window make me flinch. I hate how my body won’t let me relax, even though I’m free.

Free? That’s a joke. A Dove is never free.

But life on the run in a shit motel is far better than returning. Better than going back to be auctioned off by The Ravens to live a life at an aged asshole’s mercy.

I count the cash for the third time in an hour, my fingers shaking so hard I drop some bills. Thirty thousand and four hundred dollars. Everything I could grab from Roland’s safe before I made my escape.

The bills are dirty in my hands, like they carry the stench of him. Like cigars and expensive whiskey.

I’ve spent less than two hundred so far. Bus fare, this motel room, and underwear. In my frantic packing to escape after Roland’s funeral, I failed to pack underwear, which is problematic when all I own is dresses.

I’m doing my best to lie low while I figure out my life. I only hope that the Ravens won’t find me and drag me back to hell. That they will let me go.

Because if they want me back, I’m uncertain there is anywhere I could hide. The Ravens have unlimited resources and worldwide reach. They are a collection of families who’ve controlled New England for two centuries, with many others who have bought their way in. The women are raised to marry, have their children, and bend to their will.

The moment Roland’s body was cold, my sentence should have been over. But in our world, they auction widows off if there isn’t an agreement made in advance. They expect that I’ll stand in front of hungry, aged widowers desperate for another chance to take on a beautiful, young wife.

And so I ran.

I catch my reflection in the mirror. I look like hell. Hair unwashed and pulled into a messy knot. My skin has a dirty tinge to it. And I’m wearing a fucking sundress.

“You can do this,” I whisper to myself. But the woman in the mirror doesn’t look convinced. But she will beat them. She has to.

The shower calls to me. It’s been three days and I haven’t been brave enough to let my guard down to shower, but it’s time. I might even let myself go to a store soon to buy a pair of jeans. Another ‘fuck you’ to Roland.

I check the door lock. Then check it again before I wedge a chair under the handle for good measure.

I grab a clean pair of underwear and a different dress. Dresses. All dresses. Because that’s all Roland let me wear. It’s what he liked, so that’s what I had to wear. Day in and day out…for over eight years.

The shower is barely functional, more rust than chrome, but the water is hot. And as soon as I step inside, it’s heaven.

I let the warm streams soothe my body, relaxing for the first time since I ran. I make use of a razor to smooth my stubbled skin, and after I’ve finished, I chastise myself. No longer do I need to shave my legs for my bastard husband. He’s dead.

But I can’t deny that I prefer the softness.

I'm lathering my hair with shampoo when I hear the door creak. I jump back against the shower wall.

Soap is running into my eyes, making them burn, but I am frozen in place. My heart is racing so hard that the pounding is in my ears.

“Hello, Briar.”

That voice makes me gasp, and I clasp my hand over my mouth to silence myself. I don't recognize it. The voice is male and deep. He's definitely a Talon sent to drag me back.

I look around the shower for something to defend myself with. The best I can hope for is blinding him with soap.

“I’m going to leave a towel on the counter.” His voice is closer now, and I’m naked with only a thin curtain between us. “You’re going to dry off, dress yourself, and we’ll have a little chat about what happens next.”

“Who are—”

“You know why I’m here.”

He’s a fucking Talon. I wonder which lesser Raven family he’s a son of.

“I’ll be in the room,” he continues, his footsteps moving away from the shower. “You have five minutes. Don’t make me come back in here.”

The door clicks shut.

I stand there, water running over me, my brain screaming at what to do next. I could run…but where? The window is too small, and I have no chance of outrunning him. Fight? With what? My bare hands against a trained killer? And if I comply, then I end up back in Boston on an auction block.

I’m fucked no matter which way this goes.

I turn off the water with shaking hands and grab the towel.

Once I am dry, I pull on the underwear, and then the dress. I skip the dirty bra since I don’t think I can manage the clasp with the shake in my hands. I stare at the bathroom door, trying to force my breathing to steady. This is fine. I’ll talk to him and look for an opportunity to run. Maybe there’s a way to negotiate. I have come this far, so I can’t give up hope.

But who am I kidding? Talons don’t negotiate.

When I open the bathroom door, I see him immediately. He’s sitting on the corner of the bed. The chair that failed to secure the room is broken on the floor. He appears bored and unbothered by the situation. Like he isn’t here to ruin my hope for a real life and drag me back into another horrible marriage.

I should look anywhere else because the more I stare at him, the more I struggle to breathe.

He’s the most attractive, sexy man I’ve ever seen. And the way he’s staring back at me has me frozen in place. The man is muscular, with dark wavy hair. Even sitting, I can tell that he’s tall and would tower over me in his expensive jeans and tucked-in button-down shirt.

To top it off, the bastard has the sleeves rolled up so I can see the flex in his arms.

If I’d ever had a satisfying sexual experience in my life, maybe I wouldn’t be practically salivating over the gorgeous man here to capture me.

His face is all sharp angles and full lips that likely never smile. He’s attractive in a way that is almost vicious, like admiring a wolf right before it takes you down.

His piercing gray eyes lock onto mine. His broad shoulders strain against his shirt, and there’s a scar cutting through his left eyebrow that somehow makes him more attractive instead of less, which pisses me off. Everything about him screams predator. The kind that doesn’t need to rush to capture you, because he knows you’re already caught.

And my body—my stupid, traitorous body—responds. I press my thighs together, trying to will the sensation away. The pressure is better than any touch my dead husband ever gave me.

He’s studying me, too. Those gray eyes rake over me slowly and thoroughly. I’m not wearing a bra. My nipples are visible through the thin cotton—from cold, from fear, from the fucking arousal I can’t control.

His gaze lingers on my chest. Only for a second. But long enough for me to know he noticed.

I see a twitch in his lips. At least he isn’t unaffected.

“Sit.” He gestures to the bed.

“I’d rather stand.”

“That wasn’t a request.”

I sit at the opposite corner from him. The bed creaks, and I’m far too aware that I’m sitting on the same bed as this devil.

My mind races, and I remember he’s here to drag me back. I look at other details besides his appearance. He has no visible weapons, but that doesn’t mean he’s unarmed.

“Roland’s been dead for days,” he says, like we’re discussing the weather. “The widow auction will occur soon. You knew they wouldn’t let you go. And they expect you to be compliant upon your return.”

My stomach turns. Compliant. That is what Roland used to say before he struck me. That I need to learn to be a compliant Dove. The memory makes bile rise in my throat, but underneath the revulsion is nothing but rage. Pure, burning rage that my father had married me off to Roland to begin with. And that these Raven fuckers expected that I’d been beaten into submission enough to be a good investment for the men at auction.

Not that all marriages in our society are like mine, or even the ones formed at auction. But after all that I’ve survived. I refuse to go back.

“You’ve caused quite a stir by running,” he continues. “Three men have placed sealed bids already.”

“Good for them.” The word comes out as more of a growl.

His lips twitch again. It's almost a smile. “I like that. Women with fire are so much more interesting.”

“So you have someone to break?”

He leans closer, his fist pressing into the mattress between us. “Breaking’s easy. Any idiot can break a person. It’s something else entirely to know exactly how much pressure to apply before the person... yields.”

The way he says that last word makes everything inside me clench. Because I understand what he means. Roland broke things—furniture, bones, spirits. He was all blunt force and rage. But I know the man before me is far more dangerous.

And my body likes it. My body is responding to the promise in his words, and I don’t understand why. Roland touched me for eight years, and I had nothing but revulsion and pain. Not an ounce of pleasure that I heard was part of being intimate with a man.

He told me I was frigid. Broken. Normal women enjoyed their husbands, but I was too cold, too damaged, too horrible of a wife and a disgrace to all the Doves to respond the way my body should.

And he had cameras on me at all times, so I couldn’t explore my body for myself.

So why am I reacting this way now? Why is blood rushing in my ears and my thighs pressing together and breathing becoming impossible? Why am I already imagining what it would be like to be touched by this man?

I’m sick. That’s all there is to it.

“And now you are going to be a good girl while I take you back.”

The panic returns, but I meet his eyes. “And who are you?”

“Does my name matter?”

“I’d like to know who’s dragging me back to hell.”

He considers me for a long moment, as if he’s deciding whether I’ve earned a response. “Cain.”

Cain. A biblical murderer. It’s the perfect name for him. There’s little doubt he’s killed for Ravens, and he’ll do it again. He’ll do the job he’s been trained for.

“This mission is about you, Briar Whitmore. And I assure you that I have done thorough research.”

“You’re twenty-eight. Married to Roland Whitmore at nineteen—”

“I know my own history.”

He continues. “No children. No siblings. Your father is James Sutton of the billionaire textile family. Not a founding family but respectable Raven standing.”

I huff and cross my arms. “You forgot my favorite color and childhood pet.”

“Blue. And you never had pets. Your father didn’t believe in them.”

He acts like he’s reading a grocery list instead of the details of my life.

His eyes never leave mine. “You broke three ribs when Roland threw you down the stairs two years ago.”

My breath catches. No, he couldn’t know.

“You told the doctor you fell, and you didn’t report him because he threatened to kill your father if you did. You believed him because Roland was many things, but he wasn’t a liar.”

He knows. He knows about the worst day of my marriage, the day I realized Roland would kill me if he got angry enough. The day I had retreated into a shell of myself.

“But how…”

“It’s my job to know everything about what I’m sent to retrieve. And tapping into Roland’s security cameras wasn’t all that difficult.”

He actually used the word ‘retrieve’ like I’m a package. A thing. But the casual way he says it bothers me less than it should. Maybe because at least he’s honest about what I am to him. Not a person. Not even really a problem. I’m an object that needs to be returned to its proper place. His mission.

“I’m not going back.”

“Yes, you are. You are forever a Dove, and you belong to them.”

“I’ll die first.”

I see him almost smile. The fucker is amused at my outburst.

“No, you won’t. Want me to tell you how I know? Because people who are really ready to die don’t run. They give up. You’re not looking to die, Briar. You want to live. Which is exactly why you’ll survive what comes next.”

The words hit hard. He's right, and I fucking hate it. I want to argue, to tell him he’s wrong, but we both know he isn’t. I ran because I want to live. Really live, not just exist. And that desperate want is exactly what’s going to get me dragged back.

“Surviving isn’t living, Cain.” I like the way his name sounds on my lips far too much.

“Better than being dead.”

I laugh. I can’t help it. The sound comes out wrong, jagged and bitter. “You don’t get it. You can’t possibly understand.”

“I understand more than you think.” His expression shifts for a second, then hardens again. “But it doesn’t change the job.”

“Everything is a choice.”

“Is it?” He stands, and I watch him tower over me. He’s six-four at least. “Was marrying Roland a choice? Were those broken ribs a choice?”

I flinch. I didn’t choose any of it. My father arranged the marriage when I was nineteen against my will. We are raised to marry within our society, but not all fathers force the decision. Roland’s violence was just what could happen when you are property of the wrong Raven.

“How long have you been watching me?”

“Long enough.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“They called me the morning after you disappeared. I have a complete file on you.” He moves to stand before me. “It took me less than a day to find you.”

Less than a day. Well, good for him. I had three days of freedom, with this hot asshole stalking me.

I smell him now. Some expensive cologne over something metallic. Gunpowder, maybe. It's sexy as hell. And my body is far too aware of him. Great. My body decides that now is the time to wake up after eight years of nothing. Fantastic timing.

This doesn’t make sense. This shouldn’t be happening. Roland spent our entire marriage convincing me I was broken, that my inability to respond to him proved something was wrong with me. And I believed him. Spent years thinking I was defective.

But now this stranger is in my space, a threat to my entire future, and my body wakes up like it’s been waiting for years for this moment. What does that say about me? That I need danger to find pleasure? That I’m so damaged I respond to fear and violence?

“So what now?” My voice cracks. “You drag me back? Throw me on that auction block? Watch them sell me to another man like Roland?”

“Now we drive back to Boston. You attend the auction. Then you comply, and you survive.”

“Survive.” I want to spit at him. “You mean disappear. You mean die slowly, just like I did for the past eight years.”

“I have a job to do.” He appears unmoved.

“And you always do your job?”

“Always.”

I stand to face the man who is almost a whole foot taller than me. But I cannot hold back my fury. The fear is still there, but my anger burns far hotter. “Must be nice. Being the Ravens’ weapon. Following orders. Never having to think or feel or—”

Before I know what’s happening, his hand wraps around my throat. Not squeezing hard, just holding me there. And I don’t make an attempt to get away from him as I let him walk me backward across the room until I’m pinned against the wall.

I should fight. Should claw at him. Should scream until someone hears, even if it’s just the meth addicts next door who wouldn’t care anyway. But I can’t move. Can’t think past the weight of his palm against my windpipe, the way his thumb rests against my racing pulse.

This should remind me of Roland. I should start to choke and panic. But I don’t. For some fucked up reason, I like being under his control. And a sick, twisted part of me I didn’t know existed is responding to it. Somehow my body is coming alive in a way it hasn’t before, and I don’t want it to end.

“Careful.” He warns.

His eyes drop to where his hand circles my throat, watching my reaction. A smirk forms on his lips, and god he’s even more gorgeous.

Then his gaze meets mine again, and something flickers in his eyes.

He braces himself against the wall with his other hand, and his body presses against mine.

His closeness makes me whimper. I fucking whimper before I can stop myself.

I glance up to meet his stare, and his eyes darken slightly, pupils dilating. “You’re wet for me, aren’t you?”

“I…I…” I start to speak, but the words die when his grip tightens as if he expected me to lie.

I can’t tell him the truth. He’s right, and admitting it is the same as handing him a weapon. Like giving him ammunition to use against me later when I’m trying to maintain whatever scraps of dignity I have left.

He leans down, and his lips brush my ear when he whispers into it. “That’s sweet, little Dove. But I’m still taking you back.”

“You’re full of yourself.” Not a lie, but also not giving him the satisfaction of admitting the truth.

“Am I?” His lips brush across the top of my ear. “I could slip my hand beneath this thin little dress and see for myself.”

God, I want him to do that. I want him to touch me. To prove that something beyond arousal is possible, that his touch would be pleasurable. That Roland was a broken fucker, not me. And that I can have a fucking orgasm.
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