
  
  [image: ]




  
  


No portion of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by electronic means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or by any information retrieval and storage system without express written consent of the author or publisher. 



This book should not be copied, duplicated, or stored on any retrieval systems except for brief excerpts quoted in book reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblances to actual events, locales, or persons living or dead, are coincidental.

Thank you for supporting indie authors by buying books or reading subscriptions through legitimate channels.

Bound by the Alpha Wolf: Red's DisEnchantment

Cover Design by JW Designs

Edited by Clark House Editing 

Published by Clark Publishing House, LLC

Printed in the United States of America

First Printed 2025



Copyright © 2025 Ruthie Clark 




FIRST EDITION

All rights reserved.







  
  

Chapter 1

The Woods Whisper
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The woods whispered warnings, but Scarlett Vale never listened to whispers. 

She paused at the forest’s edge, one brow cocked, lips curled in a smirk that didn’t quite reach her eyes. The trees loomed like twisted sentinels under the moonlight, all dramatic gloom and doom—like they expected her to turn back. Typical.

She didn’t.

Scarlett pulled her crimson cloak tighter, fingers dragging over the velvet like a caress. It was more for drama than warmth, but she liked the way it caught the light—like fresh blood.

Gran’s warnings echoed in her head—don’t stray from the path, don’t answer strange voices, beware the wolves. But Scarlett had never been very good at obeying. If anything, the stories had only made her curious. Danger didn’t scare her. It thrilled her. And if that made her reckless? Well, so be it.

Her boots snapped twigs as she walked, each step deliberate, like she wanted the forest to know she was coming. She did. The silence pressed in around her, thick and watching. Something primal buzzed beneath her skin. Not fear. Not exactly.

Anticipation.

She wasn’t alone.

She felt it before she saw him—like static in the air, like the breathless hush right before lightning strikes.

“You’re either very brave,” came a voice from the shadows, “or incredibly stupid.”

The words rolled out low and smooth, like sin wrapped in silk.

Scarlett turned slowly, cloak flaring like a promise. A man stepped into the clearing, cut from shadow and hunger. He was tall, lean, and wrong in all the right ways—golden eyes gleaming like a predator who’d already picked his prey.

She met his gaze with a defiant tilt of her chin. “Why not both?” she asked, voice sweet as venom. “I like to multitask.”

That made him smile. Slow. Dangerous. Unimpressed.

He circled her, and she let him. Her fists clenched just enough to make her nails bite her palms—a reminder she was still in control, even if her heart was suddenly trying to climb out of her ribcage. She didn’t back down. She never did.

“Bravery makes this game interesting,” he said, voice a purr against her skin. “Foolishness makes it inevitable.”

“I don’t play games,” she lied.

His chuckle was a low vibration that kissed the back of her neck. “You stepped into the woods wearing that little red cloak,” he murmured, coming close enough that she could smell the forest and something darker on his skin. “That’s not a refusal. That’s an invitation.”

“And if it is?” she asked, arching a brow. Her pulse thrummed. Her mouth was dry.

“Then I’ll answer it.”

He leaned in—close enough for her breath to hitch, for the scent of him to drown her good sense. His fingers brushed her jaw, featherlight, but she felt it everywhere.

“You’re not afraid,” he said, studying her like a riddle he intended to solve. “Why?”

“Because wolves don’t scare me,” she whispered.

His lips quirked. “Darling… I’m not the wolf. I’m the forest.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t gentle.

It was possession.

His mouth claimed hers with a dark hunger, his grip fisting in her cloak, yanking her against him like he meant to burn the air between them. She gasped, and he swallowed it, deepening the kiss until her knees buckled. When he pulled away, it was like stepping off a cliff.

Her chest heaved. Her lips tingled. Her thoughts scattered like startled birds.

He watched her with maddening calm, thumb brushing her lower lip like he hadn’t just wrecked her equilibrium. “You’ll remember that,” he said. “You’ll dream of it.”

Then, just like that, he vanished.

Scarlett stood frozen, reeling. The woods seemed to tilt around her, every branch now whispering not warnings—but taunts. Promises.

Her fingers brushed her mouth. Real. He’d been real. And gods help her, she wanted more.








  
  

Chapter 2

Journal Entry
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Scarlett Vale’s Private Journal  



Dear Mom,

It’s been three years since that drunk driver took you from me, and somehow I still catch myself reaching for my phone to call you. Silly, right? Like you’d just pick up and tell me what to do next. Tell me how to navigate this mess, how to breathe through this ache that’s rooted itself under my ribs and won’t let go.

I’m writing this in the car—well, in a notebook balanced on the passenger seat while the woods close in around the road like hungry teeth. I should be watching the curves, but I can’t stop thinking about Gran. About Wolfe Manor. About what I’m driving into.

And about something she said to me the last time I saw her—something you never talked about.

She said the Vale men were wolves.

Not figuratively. Not in that “men are pigs” kind of way you used to mutter when Dad pissed you off.

No.

She meant it literally.

Wolves.

That our bloodline carries something—changes something—and that the males have always known. That they feel the call of the forest in their bones, that the moon drags their skin tight with hunger.

I laughed. I actually laughed. I thought she was being dramatic again. But then she looked at me, Mom. Really looked at me with those flinty eyes of hers, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was the one being hunted.

You never told me.

And gods, I wish you had. Because I think something’s happening to me. My dreams are all teeth and howling and eyes the color of flame. My skin feels too tight some days, like I’m growing into something I don’t recognize. And every time I set foot near the forest, it feels like it knows me.

Like it wants me.

Gran said something else—that I’m “closer” than most. That being your daughter doesn’t protect me. That whatever runs in our family’s blood, it doesn’t skip me.

It waits.

Tell me that’s not true.

Tell me you didn’t know. Or worse, that you did and chose to say nothing.

I’m scared, Mom. And I don’t scare easy.

But something is pulling me back to Wolfe Manor, and I’m afraid that this time... I won’t come back out the same.

And if you were still here, I’d ask you the thing I can’t ask Gran:

Did you feel it, too?

I’m driving toward a man I barely know, to spend a year with him. Not because I want to. Not because I chose it. Because Gran made a deal before I was even born, and I’m the pretty red ribbon on that promise.

A year and a day of servitude.

To a man who looks at me like he’s starving. Who touches me like I’m his. Who makes my skin burn in places I didn’t even know could feel.

I hate how he makes me feel.

Because it’s not fear. Not really. It’s want. It’s this slow, dangerous need that lives in my bones now, like he’s already in there. I dream about him, and when I wake up, I’m breathless, aching, soaked through and furious about it.

And now I have to go to him.

Gran said it was this—or her life.

And no, you don’t have to say it. I know what you’d be thinking. “You’re stronger than this, Scarlett. You make your own choices.” But this doesn’t feel like a choice. It feels like being born into a trap someone else laid long before I took my first breath.

And the worst part?

She made me promise not to tell Dad. Said it would destroy him. That he can never know what she traded to keep him alive when he was a boy. That the cost—the curse—is mine now. And if he finds out, everything collapses.

So I’m lying to him. Hiding everything. Walking into the dark alone, with only a leather-bound journal full of cryptic warnings and bloodline riddles to guide me.

I’m angry at her, Mom. Angry that she made me love her all these years just to use me in the end. Like I’m some chess piece in her long con with the Wolf. She says she loves me. That this is about survival. About keeping the line strong.

But it doesn’t feel like love.

It feels like sacrifice.

I’m not ready for this. But I’m going anyway.

I just hope—wherever you are—you’re watching. That you’ll find a way to reach me if I start slipping too far into whatever this is. Because he’s waiting for me at the end of this road. And some feral part of me is afraid that once I’m his…

I won’t want to come back.








  
  

Chapter 3

Wolfe Manor
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The gates to the manor groaned open all by themselves, and the driver drove through without stopping. 

No buttons. No intercom. No spooky butler in a cape. Just will. Just power.

Scarlett arched a brow from the backseat of the sleek town car. “Well, that’s not ominous at all.”

The driveway wound through a forest that looked like it had been personally curated by a witch with a flair for the dramatic. The trees leaned in like they knew secrets. Branches clawed at the sky like, “He’s this way, girlie, good luck.”

Scarlett muttered under her breath. “Ten bucks says there’s a fog machine waiting at the front steps.”

Then she saw it.

Wolfe Manor. Aka, Dracula’s summer home. If architecture could scowl, this one was throwing shade in Latin.

Spindly spires clawed toward the sky like they were trying to escape. The stone walls practically moaned with tragic backstory. Windows flickered with just enough warm glow to say “we’re rich,” but left enough darkness to whisper “...and maybe cursed.”

“Great,” Scarlett said. “A haunted castle with mood lighting. Can’t wait to die creatively.”

The car crept to a stop in front of wrought-iron gates tangled with thorny ivy—of course—and silver veins that screamed ritual murder, but make it couture. Before she could even open her own door like a grown-ass woman, the silent driver—who hadn’t blinked once—appeared and opened it with a creepy little bow.

“Thanks,” she said, grabbing her bag. “You’re a ray of sunshine, truly.”

His eyes shifted with a hint of confusion for a tenth of a second, but he nodded and motioned her toward the front door.

The front doors swung open as she approached, releasing a breath of warm air that smelled faintly of smoke and rosewood. Absolutely nothing ominous about that. Doors opened by themselves everyday. In grocery stores. 

Scarlett pretended there was nothing unusual about a huge heavy ass door opening by itself, and stepped inside. 

Inside, it was Gothic-palace-meets-funeral-parlor realness. Candlelight flickered off velvet drapes and stained glass that looked like it probably watched people in their sleep. A chandelier the size of her college debt dangled above her like it was ready to drop if she said anything snarky.

She said something snarky anyway.

“Well. It’s cozy.”

A woman appeared like a ghost in a pressed apron and Frosty the Snowbitch eyes. She didn’t speak. Just gestured.

Scarlett nodded. “Cool. Silent servants. That’s not deeply unsettling at all.”

She followed the woman down a hallway of too-many-eyes. The paintings watched her—dead people with judgmental faces and clearly too much money. Gilded frames, intense gazes, ghost of a smirk on more than one like they knew what she’d be doing later.

“I swear to God,” Scarlett muttered, “if one of you winks, I’m burning this place down.”

The woman led her to a room and disappeared with the same amount of emotional investment as a broken Roomba. The door clicked shut.

And Scarlett immediately clocked the vibe:

Gorgeous prison.

A four-poster bed fit for a gothic bride. Black silk sheets—because of course. Shuttered windows. No mirrors. No clocks. Just a fireplace crackling like it had a sinister secret.

She was just about to fling herself dramatically onto the bed when she saw it.

Sitting on a velvet pillow like it owned the goddamn place:

A collar.

Red velvet. Gold ring. Bougie AF.

And next to it, a little card. Swirly calligraphy like the sender had a quill and too much ego.

Obey. Or be taught. Dinner is at sundown. Wear the collar. No jewelry. No perfume. —L.

Scarlett stared.

Then she laughed. “Oh, baby. You think this is going on my neck? Absolutely the fuck not.”

She plopped down on the bed, fingers curled in her lap, refusing to look at it again.

...She looked.

Just once.

Twice. Okay, three times.

“I’m not touching it,” she told it out loud. “You don’t scare me. You’re a glorified dog accessory.”

Then the door creaked.

Lucien Wolfe stepped into the room like a thunderstorm in tailored black. Broad shoulders. That infuriating stillness. The kind of presence that said you won’t win this—but I’d love to watch you try.

He looked her over.

She looked right back.

“Good,” he said, voice warm honey over something dangerous. “You followed instructions.”

Scarlett tilted her head. “Define ‘followed.’ I entered the room. Didn’t realize I was being graded.”

He circled her slowly, like a lion admiring his new chew toy. He didn’t touch her—but she felt him like heat.

“You’ll learn quickly,” he said. “Or you won’t learn at all.”

Scarlett arched a brow. “Charming. Do all your dates come with a warning label?”

His eyes glinted. “You’re not here to be broken. You’re here to be remade.”

She stood up, met his gaze, and smiled sweetly. “Yeah? Well, I’m not Play-Doh, and you’re not God.”

He didn’t blink. Just nodded once. “Dinner is in twenty minutes.”

“Great. I’ll be sure to leave the collar right here, where it belongs.”

Dinner was exactly the kind of uncomfortable elegance she expected. A long table. Candelabras. Armor in the corners. A whole fucking aesthetic.

Scarlett’s plate was a Michelin star’s wet dream. She stabbed at it like it might bite back.

Lucien sat at the other end, drinking wine like he hadn’t kidnapped a woman into his spooky pleasure castle.

“You’re not a prisoner,” he said casually. “But you are mine.”

She smiled around a forkful of mystery meat. “Is this the part where you monologue like a Bond villain? Or are we skipping to the part where I spike your wine?”

He laid out the rules. Meals. Lessons. Tasks.

“You’re free to say no,” he said, “but not without consequence.”

She leaned back in her chair. “Darling, I’ve been disappointing men since puberty. You’ll have to get in line.”

He refilled her wine.

She didn’t drink it.

“And if I walk away?” she asked.

He smirked, slow and sure. “You won’t.”

“Oh, sweetie. You really need to spend more time with women who don’t immediately drop to their knees.”

Lucien’s voice dropped. “Your body will learn. Then your mind. Then your soul. In that order.”

Scarlett just rolled her eyes. “If I had a dollar for every man who said that and cried when I ghosted him... I’d own this fucking castle.”

Back in her room, the fire burned low. The collar still sat on the pillow like a smug little threat. And now?

The journal was open on her bed.

New page. New problem.

The wolf does not devour. He changes what he touches.

Scarlett snorted.

“Cute,” she said, reaching for the wine glass she had stolen from dinner. “Let’s just hope he changes sheets too.”

A howl echoed in the woods beyond her window.

Long. Low. Close.

Scarlett raised her glass to the sound, eyes shining with a little too much wine and a little too much rebellion.

“To wolves,” she said. “May you choke on me.”

After several long moments of pretending she wasn’t making full, dramatic eye contact with the collar like it owed her rent, Scarlett dragged herself to the dresser.

“Great. Let’s see what creepy couture the dungeon elves left for me.”

She pulled open a drawer, the wood groaning louder than her last boyfriend. Inside, her clothes had been unpacked and lovingly organized—like she was the guest of honor at a very stylish cult. Her practical jeans and T-shirts had been folded beside clothing she definitely didn’t bring: lace, silk, scandalous little things that whispered ‘oops, I dropped my shame in the hallway.’

Scarlett raised an eyebrow. “If this man thinks I’m going to parade around in vintage lingerie like some Regency fuck toy—he’s absolutely correct, but he didn’t have to be so smug about it.”

She rifled through the drawer until she found it—the one item she’d packed in a post-breakup, wine-fueled haze. A midnight blue silk pajama set. Shorts that barely counted as clothing. Top with buttons that might as well have been pasties.

She held it up like it was judging her.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she muttered. “It’s not like I knew I’d be trapped in a supernatural BDSM Airbnb.”

Still. She chose it.

Something about this place made her reach for softness. For silk. For the tiniest illusion of control.

The bathroom was indecently nice—marble countertops, claw-foot tub, dramatic lighting that practically whispered “strip slower.” She peeled off the black dress, letting it pool like spilled ink on the floor, and pulled on the silk.

It slithered over her skin like a flirt.

Back in the bedroom, Scarlett sat at the edge of the bed, cross-legged like she was ready for story time—but instead of a book, she had a sex collar watching her from across the room.

Still on the pillow. Still smug.

“I swear to god,” she told it, “you so much as twitch and I’m yeeting you into the fire.”

She wouldn’t wear it.

Probably.

The room was hot. Not in a cozy way—in a designed-to-make-you-strip kind of way. Her skin prickled. Sweat trickled between her breasts. The silk stuck to her thighs like it had opinions. Her nipples hardened, and she cursed under her breath.

“Absolutely not,” she muttered. “We’re not turning this into a Skinemax audition.”

But god, everything tingled.

She ran a finger over the edge of the quilt, wondering just how many women had slept here before her. How many had worn that collar.

How many had moaned in this bed.

She slid under the sheets, back to the door, pretending she didn’t care who—or what—was watching.

The fire popped.

The shadows danced.

Scarlett didn’t sleep.

She didn’t hear the door open.

But she felt him.

The air shifted. The room inhaled. The lamp clicked on with a soft, expensive sound.

She rolled over, gasp caught in her throat.

Lucien Wolfe stood beside her bed like a secret too big to say out loud. Shirt sleeves rolled. Collar undone. Forearms out and Jesus, those veins. He looked like sin built in a lab. Shadow and power. A threat in slacks.

“You didn’t put it on,” he said, voice calm as bourbon.

“Didn’t say I would,” she fired back, already regretting her dramatic silk ensemble.

He stepped closer. “You’re in my house.”

“Yeah, and I didn’t read the part of the lease that said ‘neckwear required.’”

He didn’t laugh. But something in his eyes sparked.

“Your body,” he said, “belongs to me. For now.”

Scarlett sat up straighter. The sheet slipped. Her nipples said hello through the silk, and Lucien’s gaze dragged over her like a brand.

“Touch me and I bite,” she warned.

His mouth curved. “I hope you do.”

Then he sat on the bed beside her.

No permission.

Just presence.

The mattress dipped. Her brain short-circuited. His fingers brushed her ankle.

“I want to play a game.”

“Nope.”

“I’m going to touch you,” he said, as if she hadn’t spoken. “Just here.” His hand slid up her calf. “And here.” He grazed her thigh, just below the shorts.

She forgot how to breathe.

“No sex. No penetration.” His voice was cool, clinical.

“Yet?” she asked, voice high and panicked.

He looked at her like she was cute. Like she was fun. “You don’t tease a wolf and not expect to be devoured.”

Her thighs twitched.

“Lie back.”

“No.”

“Lie. Back.”

Something in his tone made her obey.

He ran a single knuckle along her inner thigh. Her breath caught.

“I’ll learn you by heart,” he whispered. “Every inch. Every sound. Every secret place your vibrator couldn’t reach.”

Her thighs snapped together.

He leaned in, inhaling near her neck like a goddamn pheromone sommelier.

“You haven’t.”

Her whole body went still.

He smiled like a man who’d just won a game she didn’t know they were playing.

“You’ve never been taken.”

She flushed. “Not your business.”

He stroked her thigh again. “No. But it’s mine now.”

His hand stayed there. Steady. Testing. Teasing. Her body shivered.

“You don’t even know what you’re doing to me,” she whispered.

Lucien’s eyes darkened. “Then let me show you.”

She wanted to say no. She really did.

But she lay still.

He moved his fingers higher, close enough to make her ache, but not enough to satisfy. The silk felt like a curse between them.

“I’m going to make you come,” he said casually, “without even seeing you naked.”

“Arrogant.”

“Accurate.”

His fingers moved. Expert. Lazy. Sinful.

She melted.

Panting. Trembling. Desperate.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured. “You’d drown me if I touched skin.”

“Then don’t.”

“Oh, but I want to.”

The pressure changed. Her back arched. A moan slipped out like a traitor.

Her thighs opened.

His smile was all wolf.

“You move when I say.”

“Fuck you.”

He leaned down. “That’s the plan.”

Circles. More pressure. Perfect rhythm.

Scarlett cracked.

She shattered with a sound that didn’t sound like her at all.

And Lucien?

He stood up.

Adjusted his cuffs.

Looked at her like she was already collared.

“I told you,” he said, heading for the door. “You’re mine now.”

Then he left.

No kiss. No goodbye.

Just the collar, still sitting at the foot of the bed like it knew it won.

Scarlett lay in silence.

Sweaty. Sore.

Smiling like a lunatic.

And maybe—just maybe—a little in love with the way he ruined her without even getting under the covers.

#

Journal Entry – Day 1, Wolfe Manor Scarlett Vale’s Private Journal Dear Mom,

I swore I wouldn’t give him anything.

Not my breath. Not my pleasure. Not my body.

But last night… I gave him everything.

No. That’s not even right.

He took it. And I let him.

Fully dressed, no fucking ceremony. Just his hand between my thighs, his mouth near my ear, and that voice—low and dark and full of knowing. He didn’t have to beg. He didn’t seduce me with softness. He didn’t even touch me inside.

He just pressed. Circled. Controlled.

And I shattered.

Right there. On silk sheets. In a stranger’s house. For a man who tells me I belong to him—like my blood signed the contract before I was even born.

I came so hard I forgot my name.

And when it was over, he just stood. Smoothed his cuffs. Walked out.

Like it meant nothing.

I wanted to scream. To run after him. To throw something. To beg him to finish me off again.

God, Mom. What’s wrong with me?

I’ve never been that… ruined. That helpless. That willing.

It wasn’t sex. It wasn’t even affection.

It was possession.

And my body? That traitorous bitch? She loved every second.

I can still feel the way his hand fit against my thigh like it was made for me. I can still smell the spice on his skin, the warmth in his breath, the quiet power in his silence.

And the collar—fuck.

It’s still on the bedside table. Sitting there like a threat. Or a promise.

He told me I’d wear it.

I laughed.

Now I’m staring at it like it’s whispering to me.

Obey. Or be taught.

I don’t know which scares me more—what he’ll do if I don’t…

…or what I’ll become if I do.

I’m not in love. I’m not even sure I like him.

But my thighs ache, my lips still tingle, and when I close my eyes, all I hear is his voice:

“You’re mine now, Red.”

I think he’s right.

God help me, I think I want to be.

—Scarlett








  
  

Chapter 4

Journal Entry
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Chapter 5

Defiance
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Scarlett woke to birdsong, a hangover made of hormones, and the immediate, soul-crushing realization that she had absolutely, 100% orgasmed on a man’s hand like a Victorian ghost bride possessed by lust demons.

“Jesus Christ,” she groaned into the pillow. “I came like he was spelling my name in Morse code.”

Everything throbbed. Her thighs. Her pulse. Her very dignity. The silk of her pajama shorts was glued to places that should not be glistening with post-traumatic pleasure.

Her nipples tingled.

Her pussy pulsed.

Her shame? Off the fucking charts.

The room was silent—but her body was not. Every nerve buzzed like it was waiting for round two, ready to throw her dignity out the window for another pass at Professor Pussy Destroyer.

She sat up slowly, blinking at the rose-gold morning light filtering through velvet curtains like the set designer from Phantom of the Opera had gotten a Pinterest account. Her reflection in the mirror looked like a woman who had seen God—and called him Daddy.

She was in Wolfe Manor, that much was obvious.

But the girl in the mirror?

Tousled hair. Flushed cheeks. Eyes that screamed “ruin me again but buy me dinner first.”

That bitch was new.

And she hated how much she liked her.

Between her thighs, the proof lingered. Slick. Tender. Her silk shorts clung like they wanted a cigarette and a support group.

She clenched her legs together and still moaned. Quietly. Betrayal in stereo.

“Fuck me sideways,” she muttered.

Her fingers traced the memory of him like she could exorcise it. Down her thigh. Across her slick center. She was already flushed all over again.

He hadn’t even taken off her clothes.

That smug, shadow-wrapped bastard had made her come like a desperate little virgin with a silk barrier and zero mercy. And then?

He left.

No smirk. No “good girl.” No aftercare. Not even a cocky little ass grab on the way out.

Just a ghost of a touch and the sentence that had ruined her sleep:

“You’re mine now.”

Scarlett flung off the covers and launched herself out of bed like a drama queen who refused to cry over good dick. The room tilted—pleasure or rage, who could say—and she stomped toward the bathroom like it had personally offended her.

The marble floor was criminally cold. She stripped her slutty little pajama set and turned every showerhead to hell’s surface temperature. Jets blasted her like a luxury car wash for horny regret.

She stood there for ten minutes, yelling at the soap like it could erase last night.

It didn’t.

Worse: it smelled amazing.

She groaned, rubbed her hands down her thighs like she was banishing demons, then yanked the temperature to lukewarm because she had issues. She stepped out onto a bathmat softer than her last relationship and wrapped herself in a crimson robe so plush she nearly forgave the house for being horny-on-main.

Back in the bedroom, the collar was still on the bedside table.

Waiting.

Smirking.

Scarlett stared.

Then stared harder.

“I will yeet you into the fire,” she whispered at it. “Don’t fucking test me.”

She looked again.

Too long. Way too long.

Her fingers twitched. She clenched her fists.

“Not today, Satan’s accessory.”

She stormed out barefoot, following the scent of coffee like it was the call of her people. Wolfe Manor was a maze of sexual tension and inherited trauma. Every hallway looked like it cost more than her entire apartment and had seen at least one naked duel.

She followed the scent and the sound of silverware until she found him.

Lucien Wolfe.

Sitting at the end of the world’s longest dining table like some brooding billionaire Bond villain on sabbatical. He didn’t stand. Didn’t speak. Just looked up from his actual newspaper like it was 1894 and she was late for her own seduction.

He gestured to the seat beside him.

“Wow,” she muttered, sitting down. “Do you treat all your guests like underpaid interns or am I just special?”

He didn’t flinch. Just sipped his coffee with those annoyingly graceful hands that had definitely ruined her sense of boundaries and possibly her pelvic floor.

“Sleep well?” he asked, like he hadn’t personally exploded her into silk-drenched submission.

She stabbed a croissant like it was his face.

“Like a baby,” she said sweetly. “Woke up screaming and covered in my own fluids.”

He arched a brow, but she caught the flicker of amusement.

“No nightmares?” he asked. “No… dreams?”

Her face went nuclear.

“Oh, we’re doing this?” she asked. “We’re pretending you didn’t just hand-deliver the best orgasm of my life and ghost me like a sexy grim reaper?”

He smiled faintly.

“I said I slept fine.”

He nodded like a man who’d already won.

“Good,” he said. “Because tonight… we begin.”

Scarlett narrowed her eyes. “Begin what, exactly? Your cult? Your kink dungeon orientation? Brat taming for dummies?”

Lucien sipped his coffee. Calm. Cool. Collected.

“Training.”

Her fork froze halfway to her mouth.

Then she laughed.

“Oh sweetie,” she said, biting into the croissant like a threat, “you’re gonna need more than a collar and a prayer to train me.”

But her thighs clenched anyway.

And the collar in her room gleamed in her memory.

Like it already knew.

He leaned in, calm and cold and maddeningly assured. His cologne reached her—subtle, expensive, intoxicating.

“You agreed to serve. What did you think that meant, Red? Baking cookies and folding my socks?”

“I thought—” she paused, caught. “I thought you just wanted to humiliate me.”

“I do,” he said with a wicked smile. “But first I want to educate you.”

She recoiled slightly, fingers tightening around her fork.

He set his mug down, leaned back, and said in a tone like silk over iron, “You came for me last night, Scarlett. With your clothes on. With your pride intact. And I didn’t need to take a single thing from you. Because you gave it. And that is lesson one.”

The fork scraped against her plate, the sound too sharp in the quiet.

Scarlett didn’t look at him. Couldn’t. Her body was still betraying her, pulsing from memory, from the smug curve of his mouth when he told her she had given it to him.

She didn’t remember giving anything.

She remembered being taken.

“Let me guess,” she said dryly, rolling her eyes. “Lesson Two is about how to call you ‘sir’ with a straight face?”

Lucien didn’t respond right away.

He took another sip of coffee, his gaze never leaving her face. The silence stretched, taut as a piano wire. She could feel herself getting nervous, fidgety under his scrutiny. Her leg bounced under the table.

When he finally spoke, it was soft. Too soft.

“No,” he said. “Lesson Two is about obedience. And what happens when I don’t receive it.”

Her gaze flicked up, startled.

He was still calm. Still lounging back like a king on his throne, fingers wrapped elegantly around the curve of a coffee mug. But there was a shift in the air around him. A heaviness, a charge, like the moment before lightning strikes.

His eyes had gone sharp. No longer silver, but something darker, something wilder. Something less human.

“Discipline,” he said. “That’s the word you’re looking for.”

A chill raced up her spine. Not fear—something worse. Anticipation.

She gave him her best eye roll. “You really think a few rules and a scary voice are going to make me beg?”

“I don’t want you to beg yet,” he said, standing.

She didn’t expect that.

He came around the table slowly, footsteps silent on the blackwood floors. The hair on the back of her neck stood up.

He didn’t stop until he stood directly behind her chair.

“Stand up, Scarlett.”

“No.”

The word came out reflexively, a knee-jerk rebellion. Her heart raced, adrenaline flooding her system.

His hand slid into her hair, slow and gentle, until it wasn’t.

He tugged, just enough to tilt her head back, to expose her throat. Her pulse jumped beneath her skin, visible and vulnerable. The sensation sent a shock through her system. Part fear, part something darker, hungrier.

“I said - stand up.”

She did.

Barefoot, robed, pulse rabbit-fast. She hated how good it felt when he released her hair and moved in front of her, like the storm hadn’t started yet.

“Remove your robe.”

She laughed. “Absolutely not.”

Her defiance felt hollow, even to her own ears. Her body was already responding to him, nipples hardening beneath the silk, thighs pressing together to quell the ache building there. If she were honest with herself, this was why she’d worn nothing but panties underneath.

He didn’t repeat himself.

Instead, he stepped closer. One hand trailed down her side, over the silk. Not groping. Not even sexual.

Just… waiting.

Testing.

Then he bent his head and whispered in her ear.

“If you defy me again, I will make an example of you. And you will cry.”

His breath was hot against her skin. So close she could feel the faintest brush of his lips against her earlobe. Her breath hitched. A tremor ran through her, betraying what her words would not.

He stepped back, and she felt it—that choice dangling in the space between them like a knife.

Obey. Or be taught.

Her fingers found the belt of her robe. Hesitated. Untied.

She let the robe slide from her shoulders.

The fabric whispered down her arms, pooling around her feet. Revealing the black lace panties. No bra. The cool air kissed her skin, drawing goosebumps in its wake.

Her nipples peaked instantly under his gaze. Traitors.

“You’re cold,” he observed.

“No. I’m pissed.”

He smiled. “Good. That makes it more fun.”

He circled her slowly. His eyes traced every inch of her—from the curve of her breast to the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the tremble in her thighs. Coolly assessing. 

“You disobeyed. You disrespected me. You mocked the collar, the rules, me.”

She clenched her fists.

“I didn’t ask for this.”

“But you’re here,” he said, voice dipping. “And I keep what’s mine.”

He stopped behind her again. She could feel the heat of him, just inches away. 

Then came a command, smooth as silk.

“On the table, Red. Face down. Hands flat.”

Her breath caught. 

“What—”

“Now.”

Something in his tone flipped a switch in her mind. Not fear. Not even arousal.

Submission.

She climbed onto the table, face flushed, heart hammering. The cool mahogany kissed her bare chest, making her gasp, as she laid flat, hands out in front of her, exposed and furious and soaked.

She hated how good this felt. How excited he made her.

Lucien’s hand rested on the small of her back. The touch was light, proprietary—yet it sparked a cascade of reactions in her body. Her spine arched instinctively, skin prickling where his palm met flesh, her breath catching in her throat as if her lungs had forgotten how to behave around him. 

She hated how her hips shifted slightly, unconsciously offering more, craving the weight of his hand, the command it implied. His palm was warm, fingers splayed wide enough to span the narrowest part of her waist.

“Lesson Two,” he said, “is about control.”

A soft sound—a click.

Leather.

She felt something wrap around her wrist. Supple. Firm. Inescapable.

Her eyes widened. “Are you tying me up?”

“Only your wrists,” he said smoothly. “You’ve already given me everything else.”

Her cheeks flamed. She turned her head to bite out a protest—

—but the moment he fastened the leather cuffs, she moaned instead.

The sound was unmistakable. Needy. Hungry. It echoed in the cavernous dining room, bouncing back to her ears like an accusation.

God help her.

Her body liked this.

Her mind? Screaming.

Lucien leaned down, his chest nearly touching her back, his breath warming the shell of her ear.

“Color?”

The question surprised her. Her brow furrowed. “Color?” she repeated, confused.

Lucien’s hand smoothed along the base of her spine, calming. “Safeword check,” he explained softly. “Green means keep going. Yellow means slow down. Red means stop. Say red, and everything stops, no matter what. That’s the rule.”

She blinked, uncertain. It felt so surreal—him giving her a choice when everything else felt stolen.

“…Green,” she whispered, unsure if she meant it.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise landed like a spark against dry tinder.

The praise washed over her like warm honey, sinking into places she didn’t know could be reached. Her breath quickened, her back arching slightly, pressing into his hand.

And then?

His hand landed on her ass. Hard.

The crack of palm against flesh echoed through the room. Sharp. Surprising. Perfect.

She gasped, a breathless sound—half shock, half arousal.

Her moan slipped out before she could catch it, soft and shocked and full of fuck me, and Scarlett wanted to bite her own tongue in half.

“Nope,” she snapped. “That was a protest noise. Don’t get smug.”

Lucien didn’t even blink. Just tightened the cuffs slowly, deliberately, as if savoring the moment her wrists became his.

“Is that what you’re calling it now?” he murmured, brushing her hair aside with the kind of gentleness that made her want to scream. “Because it sounded like your body finally figured out who it belongs to.”

Scarlett snarled into the polished wood of the table. “My body belongs to me, asshole.”

He chuckled—low, wicked, the kind of sound that melted morals.

“That’s cute,” he said, running his hand down her spine, slow as syrup. “Say it again when I’ve got you begging for permission just to breathe.”

Her thighs squeezed together on instinct. Goddamn it.

He moved to the head of the table and tugged lightly on the cuffs, testing the tension. She hissed, biting down on her lip when her arms pulled tight and her chest pressed harder into the cool table.

“You’re trembling,” he noted, voice maddeningly calm.

“From rage.”

“From need.”

He stepped back behind her, and she could feel the heat of him, the danger coiled in every precise movement. Then came the press of his palm against her ass—light, exploratory, claiming.

She arched away instinctively.

Wrong move.

He spanked her.

Once.

Hard.

She gasped, body jerking, the sting blooming hot across her skin.

“Lucien—”

“Lesson two,” he said smoothly, as if she hadn’t just let out a completely involuntary whimper. “Obedience isn’t about silence. It’s about surrender.”

Another slap. The other cheek.

She clenched her teeth, but her hips rolled forward, seeking pressure. Humiliation burned bright on her skin, but beneath it, hotter still, was need.

“Are you seriously—” she ground out. “Are you punishing me for breakfast sass?!”

He leaned in, mouth against her ear.

“No, Red. I’m correcting you.”

His hand smoothed over her again, the echo of pain kissed by the warmth of his palm. She hated—hated—how her body responded. How her nipples hardened, how her cunt throbbed, how the table beneath her became a stage for something shameful and electric.

“You crave this,” he whispered. “The control. The structure. The discipline. You just haven’t had anyone strong enough to give it to you.”

“Strong enough? Please.” Her voice wavered. “I’ve had men try—”

“And none of them made you come without even touching your bare skin.”

He slid his hand down her back, slow, savoring. Paused at the dip above her ass, where the cuffs pulled her arms taut and her spine arched deliciously.

“Let’s see how much more you can take.”

His fingers slipped between her legs.

Not inside.

Just enough.

Just over the soaked lace, dragging along the edge where her heat pulsed, desperate and humiliated.

She sobbed.

Not from pain.

From pleasure.

From the ache he had built in her that nothing else had ever touched.

“Already soaked,” he murmured. “And you think you’re not mine?”

His fingers pressed harder, slow circles over the lace.

Scarlett whimpered into the table, cheeks flushed, legs shaking.

He leaned close again.

“One day,” he whispered, “you’ll thank me for this. For showing you what it means to belong.”

“I will never—”

He pushed, not inside—just enough pressure to make her body snap.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear.

“You disobeyed. I punished. Now I reward.”

He slipped his fingers beneath her panties and stroked her wet folds, slipping one finger partially inside.

She screamed.

A choked, frantic, broken sound that tore from her throat as her body convulsed around his fingers. Her muscles clenched, trembling uncontrollably as pleasure detonated low in her belly and surged outward in pulsing waves. Her moan was raw, soaked in surrender, echoing off the high ceilings as her climax dragged on, drawn ruthlessly from her body by hands that knew exactly how to make her break.

Because he didn’t tease this time. He punished.

Not with his cock. Not with pain.

But with perfect, practiced fingers.

Two strokes. Three. He rewarded.

He found her clit with unerring precision, circling it with just the right pressure, firm, relentless, maddening. Sparking every nerve ending. His other hand slid beneath her, slipping under her belly to palm the weight of her breast, his knuckles grazing the table as he cupped her fully. His fingers found the tight, aching peak and rolled it between them, tugging, twisting just enough to send jolts of sensation straight to her core. Each flick sent another tremor through her body, her legs trembling violently, breath coming in desperate gasps. She sobbed his name, hips grinding shamelessly into his palm as the intensity built again—hotter, rawer, consuming.

And her body shattered again, hotter, faster, more intensely than the night before. She whimpered, and he held her in place as she sobbed her orgasm, soaking the wood grain of the table.

The pleasure was relentless, wave after wave crashing through her. His fingers didn’t stop, drawing out every tremor, every moan, until she was boneless and dazed.

Then—

Silence.

Her eyes opened and met his. He raised his fingers to his lips, inhaled and then tasted her. 

She swallowed, her eyes wide. 

His closed, regaining control. 

He undid the cuffs. Draped her robe back over her shoulders.

And kissed her on the crown of her head.

The gesture was tender, incongruous after what he’d just done to her. It made her throat tight with emotions she couldn’t name.

“Lesson Two,” he said softly, “complete.”

He walked away, footsteps calm, the door closing behind him like a lullaby.

Scarlett lay across the table, limp and stunned, mouth open, skin burning.

And all she could think was:

What the fuck is happening to me?

She pushed herself up slowly, arms trembling. Her reflection stared back at her from the polished wood—flushed cheeks, wild eyes, hair a tangle around her face. She looked like she’d been ruined.

No wonder some women never leave after the first time.

When he praised her, something primitive stirred beneath her skin—not just pleasure, but recognition. A part of her she didn’t yet understand responding to the hierarchy he imposed. The Vale journal had mentioned this—how the wolf blood recognized power, even as the human mind rebelled against it.

Tugging the robe into place, she scooted off the table and cinched it around her waist. This battle of control she’d lost twice now was pissing her off. 

On her bed, the collar waited.

And somewhere in the manor, so did he.

The strangest part? She no longer knew which frightened her more—the monster or how perfectly the collar might fit.








  
  

Chapter 6

The Edge of Control
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The door clicked shut behind him, but Lucien didn’t move. 

Not at first.

He stood in the hall just outside the dining room, jaw tight, fingers curled into fists at his sides. He could still hear her breathing—ragged, wrecked, beautifully ruined. Her scent was in his lungs. Her gasped sobs etched into his spine.

His heightened senses were both blessing and torture now. The sounds she made replayed in his ears. That little whimper when he first touched her, the halfhearted protest that melted into a moan, the breathless cry when she finally broke. Her scent clung to his skin, to his fingers. Honey, salt and arousal so potent it made his mouth water.

His cock strained against the line of his slacks, hard as marble. Aching. And he hadn’t touched himself.

He’d maintained control.

She’d come undone for him again.

Two days. Two orgasms.

Zero penetration.

Fuck.

Lucien exhaled through his nose, slow and controlled. He could still feel the heat of her skin under his palm. The way her ass reddened so prettily beneath his discipline. How she clenched around his fingers when she came, trembling like a creature caught in the snare and loving it.

He lifted his fingers to his nose, inhaled, then tasted the last trace of her. His eyes fluttered closed, and for a moment, the beast within him stirred—hungry, restless, demanding.
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