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INTRODUCTION

We spend our lives constructing perfect facades. We design our marriages, our careers, and our reputations with the precision of an architect, believing that structure will save us from chaos. But there is a flaw in every design: the human heart, with its dark, untamed hunger.

Ruined by Design is not a collection of romances; it is an anthology of obsessions. Within these pages, the lines between creator and creation, master and servant, predator and prey are not just blurred—they are obliterated. You will step into the cold, clinical studio where an artist carves his own flesh to satisfy a muse, and ride in the silence of a luxury car where the driver steers his employer’s life into the abyss. You will witness the quiet library where a student teaches the master a lesson in possession, and enter the high-stakes boardroom where a rival conquers not just the company, but the woman who comes with it.

These stories explore the terrifying intimacy of control and the exquisite beauty of destruction. Here, perfection is a trap, and the only way to be free is to be broken. Prepare yourself, for the design is set, the trap is laid, and the ruin is inevitable.
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PART 1: THE RAW MATERIAL

The studio smelled of wet earth, iron, and expensive perfume. It was a cavernous space, hidden deep within the bowels of an abandoned industrial district. The windows were painted black. The only light came from massive halogen lamps that buzzed like trapped insects, casting harsh, clinical shadows across the room.

Elena woke up on a pedestal.

She wasn't tied. She wasn't gagged. She was simply... posed.

She was sitting on a velvet-draped dais in the center of the room. Her body was draped in a thin, translucent sheet of silk that clung to her curves like a second skin. The air was freezing, making her nipples harden against the fabric, a reaction that didn't go unnoticed by the man standing in the shadows.

"Don't move," a voice rasped. It sounded like grinding stones. "The light is perfect right now."

Elena didn't scream. She was a supermodel. She was used to cameras, strange directors, and uncomfortable poses. Her first instinct wasn't fear; it was professional discipline. She held the pose. Her chin tilted up, her back arched, her legs folded beneath her.

She narrowed her eyes, piercing the darkness.

"Who are you?" she asked. Her voice was calm, icy. "And why am I freezing?"

The man stepped into the light.

Silas.

He was a giant of a man, draped in a leather apron stained with clay, plaster, and other, darker substances. But it was his face that held her attention. Half of it was devastatingly handsome—a sharp jawline, a piercing blue eye. The other half was a ruin of melted flesh and scar tissue, the result of a fire long ago.

He didn't look like a kidnapper. He looked like a devotee entering a temple.

"I am the artist," Silas whispered, walking toward her. He stopped inches from the dais. He loomed over her, his breath smelling of cloves and smoke. "And you, Elena... you are the marble I have been waiting for all my life."

Silas reached out. His hand was large, rough, and covered in white clay dust.

He didn't grab her. He hovered his hand over her bare shoulder, feeling the heat radiating from her skin.

"Perfect," he murmured. "The symmetry. The bone structure. It’s... mathematical."

He touched her then.

His rough fingertips grazed her collarbone. The contrast between his callous skin and her velvet softness sent a shockwave through the room. Elena felt a shiver run down her spine—not just from the cold. It was the way he touched her. It wasn't groping. It was measuring.

He traced the line of her throat with his thumb. He pressed lightly on her pulse point, feeling the frantic rhythm of her heart.

"You are afraid," Silas noted, his blue eye dilating. "Your pulse is 120. But your face... your face is stone. Beautiful."

"I'm not afraid of you," Elena lied, looking directly into his scarred face. "I'm annoyed. This is kidnapping."

"This is preservation!" Silas roared, his voice cracking. The sudden violence made her flinch. "The world out there... it ages you. It rots you. The cameras steal your soul, pixel by pixel. But I..."

He lowered his voice to a reverence. He stepped closer, his legs brushing against her knees.

"I will make you eternal. I will capture this moment, this perfection, before gravity and time ruin it."

He walked to a table and picked up a bucket of warm, wet plaster. He picked up strips of linen.

"Stand up," he commanded. "Drop the silk."

Elena hesitated. She looked at the heavy iron door. Locked. She looked at the tools on his table—chisels, hammers, knives.

Resistance now would be messy. She needed to understand him first.

Slowly, gracefully, she stood up. She let the silk sheet slide off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet like water.

She stood before him, completely nude, bathed in the harsh white light. She didn't cover herself. She stood with the arrogance of a woman who knew she was a masterpiece.

Silas stopped breathing. He stared at her, his eyes tracing every curve, every shadow, every inch of skin. He looked like a starving man presented with a feast he wasn't allowed to eat.

"God," he whispered.

"I need to cast your torso," Silas said, his voice thick. "I need the mold to be exact. It will be tight. It will get hot."

He dipped the linen strips into the warm plaster.

He walked up to her. He was so close she could feel the heat of his massive body.

He placed the first wet, warm strip of plaster over her stomach.

Elena gasped at the sensation. It was heavy and wet.

Silas worked with feverish intensity. His hands were everywhere. He smoothed the plaster over her ribs, his fingers digging into her flesh to ensure the mold captured the definition of her muscles.

He moved to her breasts.

He didn't hesitate. He laid the wet strips over her, molding the plaster to her form. His hands cupped her, shaping the hardening material. It was clinical, yet incredibly intimate. He was touching her everywhere, yet he was looking at the plaster, not the flesh.

"Breathe shallow," he ordered, his face inches from hers. "If you expand your lungs too much, you'll crack the shell."

Elena took shallow breaths. The plaster began to harden. It grew hot, a chemical reaction. It felt like she was being encased in stone. It was suffocating. Claustrophobic.

And Silas... Silas was the only thing anchoring her.

He moved behind her. He applied the strips to her back, his chest brushing against her bare shoulders. She could feel his hardness through his leather apron.

"You are so strong," he whispered into her ear. His voice vibrated against her neck. "Most women panic by now. They scream. They cry. But you... you hold the pose."

He brought his hands around to the front, smoothing the drying plaster over her hips. His rough thumbs circled her hip bones.

"You like this," he accused softly. "You like being turned into a statue. You like being looked at."

Elena looked at her reflection in a large mirror across the room. She looked like a creature half-flesh, half-stone.

"I like perfection," Elena replied, her voice steady. "And your technique is sloppy."

Silas froze. His hands stopped moving on her waist.

"What?"

Elena turned her head slightly to look at him.

"You missed the arch of the spine," she said coldly. "You're applying too much pressure on the ribs. If you want a perfect mold, you need to be gentler. You're treating me like clay. I'm not clay, Silas. I'm flesh."
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