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	Velvet Chains


	Description


	In fashion, beauty is power and Adrian Voss has mastered both. Cold, brilliant, and exacting, he’s built a couture empire where control is everything. Until the board gives him one demand he can’t ignore: bring back the man who walked away.


	Luca Moreau wasn’t just his muse. He was his rebellion, his mistake, his unfinished masterpiece. Now a global icon with his own brand, Luca agrees to return but only on his terms. No control. No forgiveness. Yet the moment they share a studio again, the air shifts. Tension hums through every fitting, every glance. The past doesn’t fade. It tightens.


	When sabotage threatens Adrian’s next show, trust becomes the only thing left to salvage. Pride twists into desire, and the line between power and surrender begins to fray.


	In a world built on illusion, can they rebuild what fame tore apart or will ambition unravel them both?


	*** 


	Each book in the Lust Empire series stands alone, yet every story reveals another layer of the empire where every empire is built on desire.


	In a world where money rules and love rarely plays fair, Lust Empire dives into the lives of men who built their kingdoms on steel, secrets, and desire only to lose control when it comes to the one person who defies them. Behind glass walls and silk sheets, power turns personal, loyalty wavers, and passion becomes a dangerous game. Every story peels back the layers of ambition and surrender, where lust isn’t just temptation it’s the cost of love.




Chapter 1: The Runway Ghost


	Adrian


	The sound of my footsteps echoed across the marble floor of the atelier like a metronome for bad news. Every mannequin stood frozen under the skylight, draped in the unfinished remains of a collection I had no time to complete. The investors would arrive in four days, and the biggest merger of my career would live or die depending on what they saw on that runway.


	I’d built empires out of silk and lies. I’d buried rivals in gossip columns and perfected the mask of the man who never bled. But when I saw the name on the email my assistant printed for me, that mask cracked.


	Luca Moreau.


	His name had no right to appear in my inbox again. Not after what happened. Not after he walked away three years ago halfway through a Paris show, wearing the crown jewel of my winter line, right before the cameras rolled. His betrayal nearly ended my brand. I rebuilt from the ashes with rage as fuel and control as oxygen. And now, the board wanted him back.


	I tossed the paper onto my desk. “This is a joke.”


	Camille, my assistant, didn’t blink. “They’re serious. The merger depends on the illusion of stability. The investors want nostalgia the face that made Voss Couture famous.”


	“He’s not coming back,” I said.


	“He already did,” she replied evenly. “He’s in Paris. His agent confirmed it this morning.”


	A sharp ringing filled my ears, high and brittle, like a snapped thread. I paced to the window overlooking the street where photographers sometimes camped, waiting for scandal. The city shimmered under winter light cold, perfect, ruthless.


	“Schedule the meeting,” I said finally. “If he wants to play, we’ll play.”


	***


	Luca


	The black town car pulled to the curb, and Paris looked exactly the same too pretty for its own good. The same café on the corner. The same mannequins in Voss Couture’s windows, dressed in silhouettes I used to bring to life.


	Except now, I wasn’t the boy praying my knees wouldn’t buckle under the lights.


	My reflection in the glass wore sunglasses and a quiet smile. Famous, they called me. Influential. The model who broke contracts and built his own brand. They didn’t know the cost of leaving how it gutted me to walk away from Adrian, from the man who’d created and destroyed me in the same breath.


	I stepped inside. The security guard still recognized me. “Monsieur Moreau,” he said, nodding with that special brand of respect that only came after money and headlines.


	The elevator ride felt longer than it should. Each floor ticked upward, dragging memories I’d buried Adrian’s voice behind me during fittings, low and calm, saying things that sounded like orders but felt like prayers.


	The doors opened.


	He was already there.


	Adrian Voss, in black from throat to wrist, every inch of him composed, controlled. The air between us went colder.


	“Luca.” His voice hadn’t changed smooth, clipped, expensive. “You look... unchanged.”


	“Liar,” I said, stepping closer. “You look like someone who finally learned to sleep.”


	He didn’t smile. “I didn’t.”


	We stared at each other, the years collapsing in silence. Then business stepped between us like an uninvited guest.


	“The board wants you for the merger campaign,” he said. “Six weeks. You’ll walk the finale piece, appear in the global ads, and attend the Milan gala.”


	I crossed my arms. “You think I’m a mannequin you can borrow for a press stunt?”


	“No,” he said quietly. “I think you’re the only one who can keep this house from being gutted by foreign capital.”


	“So I’m your savior now?”


	He leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “You were always the savior, Luca. You just didn’t know it.”


	The room tilted. My throat tightened, but I kept my voice steady. “You need me. That’s new.”
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