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Preface







Some women run from the darkness.

Maeve was taught to.

Dress it in lace, smile through it, paint over it.

But she wasn’t the type to stay hidden forever.

Behind every perfectly polite refusal was a woman whose thighs pressed together in curiosity. Whose hands lingered too long in a mirror. Whose breath hitched when told no.

 Then came the invitation.

A folded card, pressed into her coat pocket at a gallery show. No name. Just a place. A time. A single word: 

 “Obey.”

 She should’ve torn it apart.

Instead, she wore her blackest dress and her reddest lips.

 And what awaited her in that mansion — in the shadows, in the silence —

was not a man who demanded her body… but one who demanded her very will.





Chapter 1: The Collar That Found Her

The hallway was too quiet.

Each step Maeve took in her stiletto heels echoed like a warning.

Her dress clung to her like a second skin — a black silk slip that dared gravity to tug it downward. Thin straps, bare back, no bra. She didn’t need one. Not tonight.

A single leather choker hugged her neck. Not the collar they’d give her… but one she chose. To hint. To tempt. To say:

I’m not new. Just… waiting.

The masked butler bowed as he opened the double doors.

Inside, candlelight licked up the walls in flickering ribbons. Velvet couches. Marble statues. Men and women in black and crimson, most masked, most watching.

She had no name here. Only her breath and her nerve.

And then she felt it.

A gaze.

Somewhere behind her, slicing through the crowd like a thread wrapping tight around her throat.

She turned.

And saw him.

Not masked.

Not needing to be.

Lucien stood tall in a charcoal suit, collar loosened, hands in his pockets — as if he owned the place.

(He did.)

But what struck her was his eyes.

Cold. Silver-gray. Sharp enough to skin her pride.

“Maeve,” he said. He didn’t ask.

He knew.

A command hidden in a name.

She didn’t answer. Her throat tightened. Her legs did too.

He took one step closer — slow, deliberate.

“You wore black.”

His voice was deep velvet, laced with steel.

“Are you mourning your control?”

She blinked.

He smiled faintly. “Good.”

Then turned away — just like that. Left her heat-throbbing, unsure if she was supposed to follow.

She did.

Lucien didn’t look back.

He walked with the assured stride of a man who never second-guessed desire — or obedience. And Maeve, silent in heels that suddenly felt too loud, followed two steps behind like a woman caught in her own curiosity.

He opened a door near the end of a long corridor.

The room was nothing like the sensual parlor outside.

It was colder. Bare. More shadows than furnishings.

Except for the single leather chair in the center, low and wide.

Lucien turned. “Sit.”

Maeve hesitated. Just a flicker.

But he saw it.

He smiled — slow, sharp. “That was the last time you hesitate.”

She swallowed. Her skin flushed from her chest up to her cheeks, and she didn’t know if it was from shame… or the heat pooling between her thighs.

She sat.

The silk of her dress rode up the back of her thighs as she lowered herself. Lucien remained standing — looming — his hands now behind his back.

He circled her once.

Twice.

Her breath shallowed with each pass.

It was the kind of silence that made you feel naked. The kind of quiet that unzipped you without touch.

Then his voice — low and close to her ear:

> “Tell me something that shames you.”

“Something you’ve never admitted. Even to yourself.”

Maeve froze.

His breath ghosted along the side of her throat. Not touching. Just enough to remind her that he could.

“Do you think that dress makes you powerful?” he asked, eyes dropping slowly over her form. “Or is it armor?”
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