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Preface

Mara had spent years building walls around herself. Walls made of control, discipline, and silence. She had been bruised before—not just on her skin but deep inside, in places no one could see. Yet there was a part of her that longed for someone to break through, someone who could make her feel without destroying her completely.

 

Kai was not gentle in the way most men were. He carried dominance like a second skin, a quiet, intense presence that commanded without raising his voice. His hands were rough but deliberate, and his eyes promised both ruin and redemption.

 

When Mara stepped into his world, she thought she was searching for escape. What she found was something far more dangerous: herself, laid bare under his control, trembling and aching for every lick, every bruise, every piece of pleasure wrapped in pain.





Chapter 1 – The First Mark

The sound of Mara’s heels echoed against the polished concrete as she entered the dimly lit room. It wasn’t a club, not exactly. There was no loud music, no crowd. Just shadows, soft light, and the low hum of something electric in the air. Her black silk blouse clung to her body, the deep V neckline brushing against the top of her lace bra. The satin skirt hugged her hips before tapering down her thighs, every step making the fabric whisper over her skin.

She had told herself she wouldn’t be nervous, but her fingers trembled slightly as she tightened the thin strap of her purse. Her nipples hardened under the fabric, not from cold but from the strange mix of fear and anticipation curling in her stomach.

“Mara.”

The voice came from the corner, deep and smooth. She turned, and her breath hitched.

Kai stepped into the light with the quiet grace of a predator. He was tall, his shoulders broad beneath the crisp black button-down that stretched over his chest. His sleeves were rolled up, exposing strong forearms veined and ready. His jaw was sharp, dark stubble catching the soft light, and his eyes… God, those eyes pinned her in place.

“You came.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. An acknowledgment.

Her throat was dry when she answered. “You said if I did… things would change.”

A faint smile touched his lips—not kind, not cruel, just knowing. “And are you ready for that?”

Mara swallowed. Her hands smoothed down her skirt, more to feel something than to fix anything. “I think so.”

He stepped closer. She caught the faint scent of leather and something darker, male and raw. His fingers brushed her chin, tilting her face up with a touch so light it made her shiver.

“You don’t come here to think,” he murmured, his voice like a low current sliding over her skin. “You come here to feel.”

His thumb grazed her bottom lip, and she sucked in a sharp breath. Her knees wanted to give out.

“Take off the blouse.”

The command was soft but left no room for argument. Her hands moved almost before her brain registered the words. Each button felt heavier than the last, the silk parting to reveal the delicate black lace beneath.

Kai’s eyes lowered, his gaze slow, deliberate, as if memorizing every inch of newly exposed skin. “Beautiful,” he said simply.

Mara’s breath caught. No one had said that to her in a way that felt like this—like an assessment, a claim, not a compliment.

“Now,” Kai said, stepping even closer until the heat of his body brushed against hers, “I’m going to ask you one more time. Are you ready to give me every piece of yourself? To let me mark you, lick you through every bruise until you forget where the pain ends and the pleasure begins?”

Her heart slammed in her chest. She wanted to answer, but words felt too small. Instead, she nodded.

Kai’s hand slid into her hair, gripping just enough to make her gasp. He bent his head, his lips brushing her ear.

“Good girl.”

A tremor ran through her body.

“Mmmmmm…”

Her moan slipped out before she could stop it, quiet and desperate.

Kai’s lips curved against her skin. “Ahhhh… that’s the sound I wanted to hear.”

Kai didn’t let her drop her gaze. His fingers in her hair kept her head tilted back just enough that she was forced to meet his eyes. The weight of his stare made her chest tighten, every inch of her skin hyper-aware.
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