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Preface

Some women are born to command attention. Others? They crave to surrender it.

 

Luna was a firestorm of independence, wrapped in cashmere and high heels. She spoke her mind, lived by her own rules, and never once questioned the power she held over men. Until Luther.

 

He didn’t chase her. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t ask. He simply looked—and her knees nearly buckled.

 

In his silence, there was dominance. In his words, control. And when he said her name, it didn’t sound like a greeting. It sounded like ownership.

 

Luna never thought she’d fall for the rules of a man who lived in shadows, who claimed obedience as pleasure, and who never—ever—collared a submissive.

 

But desire is a dangerous game when it blurs with need. And Luna? She was about to beg for something she never thought she'd want: to be claimed.

 

To be... his.





Chapter 1: The Look That Undressed Her

The bar was dim, humming with jazz and the low murmur of voices. It wasn’t Luna’s scene. Not really. Too moody. Too slow. Too… deliberate. But her best friend swore by it for the ambiance—and the view.

"If you’re going to die single," Eva had whispered with a smirk, "at least die surrounded by art and fine-ass men in black suits."

She wasn’t wrong.

Luna slid into a high velvet stool at the corner of the bar, her deep burgundy dress hugging her hips like second skin. The neckline was low, not scandalous, but just enough to tease. Thin spaghetti straps clung to her soft, golden shoulders, while a daring slit along her right thigh offered flashes of smooth skin as she crossed her legs.

Her body was built for temptation. Narrow waist. Full hips. And breasts that tested the strength of every silk bra she owned. Her hair fell in sultry waves, dark and glossy, curling just at the ends like she knew it drove men mad.

But she wasn’t here for men.

Not until he walked in.

Luther.

She didn’t know his name yet. Only the presence. The way heads turned when he entered—tall, carved from confidence, the kind of man who didn’t need to speak to be noticed.

He wore black. Not just his clothes. It was in his eyes, his hair, his energy. Dark, magnetic, and unapologetically male.

Luna’s breath caught as their eyes met. And then… nothing. No smile. No nod. Just a stare that undressed her—slowly.

Her nipples tightened beneath the silk, a soft shiver rippling down her spine. Her legs crossed tighter.

Why the hell is he looking at me like that?

As if hearing her thoughts, Luther moved toward the bar. Smooth. Unhurried. He didn’t look at her again, but his presence was a storm cloud over her skin.

He sat two stools down. Silent. Unbothered. But his energy wrapped around her like a command.

The bartender slid over. “Can I get you something, miss?”

Luna didn’t respond. Not right away. Her eyes flicked to Luther again. He still didn’t look at her.

“Whiskey. Two cubes,” she finally said, voice calm, low, controlled. But her thighs clenched. Her skin hummed.

Was he ignoring her? Or toying with her?

Moments passed.

Then, his voice.

“Bold choice.”

Just that. Deep. Gravel-coated. Like it came from somewhere primal.

Luna turned. “You don’t like bold?”

His eyes met hers. Slow drag. Like he was peeling away every thread she wore. “I prefer bold.”

Her stomach flipped.

“I don’t usually see women drinking whiskey,” he added.

“I don’t usually drink at all,” she admitted. “But I make exceptions. For interesting men.”

He raised a brow. “You’ve made your mind up already?”

She smirked. “Let’s say I’m curious.”

He leaned in just enough for his voice to be private. “Curiosity is the first step to surrender.”

Luna’s heart slammed. What the hell does that mean?

She stared at him, challenging. “And what would I be surrendering to?”

Luther smiled. Barely. But it felt like sin.

“To yourself,” he said.

Her breath hitched. Heat coiled low in her belly.

He didn’t touch her. Didn’t move closer. But Luna felt him like a hand between her thighs.

Luna hadn’t expected him to be there.

The rooftop lounge was usually quiet on Wednesdays, tucked atop a luxury hotel downtown, where the city buzz softened beneath soft ambient jazz and velvet shadows. She came there to breathe—alone—and yet tonight, the air was anything but calm. It thickened with awareness the second she turned and saw him.

Luther.

He stood at the edge of the terrace, tall and dark like something carved from midnight. The tailored black button-up hugged his chest tightly, sleeves rolled to the elbows to reveal powerful, tattooed forearms. His slacks clung to lean hips and long legs, his stance relaxed, dominant. He hadn't noticed her yet, but Luna could already feel the magnetic pulse between them, as if her skin had been wired to recognize his.
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