

    
        
          7 Power Dynamics Romance Shorts

        

        
        
          Lillith Wilde

        

        
          Published by Lillith Wilde, 2025.

        

    



    
        
          7 Power Dynamics Romance Shorts

        

        
        
          Lillith Wilde

        

        
          Published by Lillith Wilde, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      7 POWER DYNAMICS ROMANCE SHORTS

    

    
      First edition. March 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lillith Wilde.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230084761

    

    
    
      Written by Lillith Wilde.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      7 POWER DYNAMICS ROMANCE SHORTS

    

    
      First edition. March 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lillith Wilde.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230084761

    

    
    
      Written by Lillith Wilde.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Billionaire’s Perfect Obedience

The Sacred Offering

A choice.

Sold to the Highest Bidder

***The End*** | Capitol Sins

Sold to the Kingpin

Under the Doctor's Command

The Obedience Protocol

Also By Lillith Wilde

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Billionaire’s Perfect Obedience
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When Andrea signs an exclusive contract to work as billionaire Damien Cross’s personal assistant, she thinks she’s stepping into a world of power and prestige. But nothing could prepare her for the truth she’s not just there to assist him. She’s there to belong to him.

On his private island, submission is more than a word it’s a way of life. Under Damien’s ruthless hands, Andrea is molded, trained, and pushed to limits she never knew existed. Each test breaks her, remakes her, until she is the perfect vision of obedience he desires.

But in a world where control is everything, emotions are a dangerous weakness. And as Damien tightens his grip on her body and soul, Andrea begins to wonder who is truly owned?

A dark, intense, and deeply seductive tale of luxury submission, power, and undeniable obsession.

***
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The contract was thicker than she expected, the crisp white pages gleaming under the golden glow of the chandelier. Inked in precise legal jargon, the clauses read like a siren’s song tempting, laced with hidden danger. Her fingertips skimmed the page as she hesitated, her pulse thrumming at the base of her throat.

"Sign it."

His voice was smooth, commanding an order draped in silk. She looked up, meeting eyes so dark they could swallow the sky. Damien Wolfe. Billionaire. Visionary. A man who didn’t make requests only demands. He sat across from her, his broad frame relaxed yet exuding an effortless dominance that made the air in the room thick with anticipation.

Her throat went dry. "This role...it's more than what was described."

"It’s everything you’ve ever wanted."

His words curled around her like a velvet ribbon, binding her before she even wrote her name. He was right. She wanted this. The exclusivity, the power humming beneath the surface, the unspoken promise of something forbidden. She had nothing left to lose.

Hand steady, she signed.

Damien stood. In a single, fluid motion, he reached for the contract, closed the folder, and extended his hand. "Come."

She swallowed, fingers trembling as she placed her hand in his. His grip was firm, warm unshakable. As he led her through the sprawling mansion, the opulence was staggering. Marble floors stretched endlessly, the faint scent of leather and expensive whiskey permeating the air. It was a world of control, of quiet, unrelenting power.

And now, she belonged to it.

The moment they stepped outside, the scent of salt and tropical flowers enveloped her. The island was breathtaking private, untouched, bound only by the horizon. But it wasn’t freedom she felt. It was captivity wrapped in luxury, a gilded cage forged with intention.

"This is where your training begins," Damien murmured, his fingers trailing down her spine, igniting a shiver she couldn’t contain.

She turned to him, breathless. "What if I fail?"

His lips curved not quite a smile, but something more devastating. "Failure isn't an option, little one. Only surrender."

The words settled deep inside her, an intoxicating mix of fear and desire. Her heart pounded as he tilted her chin up, holding her there, suspended between anticipation and inevitability.

And then, in a whisper softer than the ocean breeze, he asked, "Are you ready to be mine?"

Her lips parted, but no words came. Not yet. Not when his gaze held her captive, demanding an answer she wasn’t sure she was ready to give. But wasn’t she already his? The moment she signed that contract, the moment she stepped onto his island wasn’t that her silent surrender?

Damien’s fingers tightened ever so slightly under her chin, an unspoken warning. “Answer me.”

A rush of heat curled low in her belly. There was no hesitation in his voice, no room for negotiation. He was a man who expected obedience, and the thrill of that realization sent a delicious shudder down her spine.

“Yes,” she whispered.

The air shifted. Satisfaction flickered across his sharp features, and then, with the slightest tilt of his head, he traced a slow line down her throat with his thumb. “Good girl.”

The praise settled deep, unexpected and potent. Her breath hitched as he turned, leading her toward the villa nestled between swaying palms. The open-concept space was sleek, modern—glass walls that framed an endless ocean, furniture in muted grays and whites that spoke of quiet luxury. Yet beneath its beauty, she could feel it: the purpose of this place.

Not just a home. A sanctuary. A domain. A training ground.

The realization should have scared her, but instead, it sent her pulse skittering with anticipation.

He stepped behind her, the warmth of his body an unyielding presence. “Strip.”

Her breath caught.

Damien’s voice was quiet, but there was no mistaking it for anything but an order. Her mind screamed at her to hesitate, to question, but deep down, she already knew. There was only one answer here.

Swallowing hard, she reached for the zipper of her dress, her fingers trembling. The fabric slipped down her shoulders, gliding over her curves like a whisper. With every inch of bare skin revealed, the weight of his gaze pressed against her like an invisible hand.

By the time the dress pooled at her feet, her chest rose and fell in shallow breaths. She stood there, exposed, the night air cool against her heated skin.

Damien stepped closer, his fingers trailing over her bare shoulder. “Perfect.”

The single word sent a rush of something dark and decadent through her veins.

She had just taken her first step into his world. And there was no turning back.

His touch was deliberate, fingers barely grazing the dip of her spine before trailing lower, a ghost of possession that made her breath stutter. The weight of his approval settled over her like a brand searing, irrevocable. She wanted to move, to shift under his touch, but instinct kept her still. Obedience wasn’t just expected; it was required.

The silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken intent. Her body was bared to him, the warm island breeze skimming over her skin, but it was the heat of his gaze that made her shiver. Damien took his time, watching her with the same quiet intensity that he might study a prized acquisition something rare, something valuable. The air in the villa felt heavier, charged with something that made every nerve in her body stand at attention.

A slow hum of approval rumbled in his chest, and then, finally, he moved. He circled her like a predator assessing its prey, his presence brushing against her senses, making her acutely aware of every inch of her own skin. The click of his shoes against the marble floor echoed in the cavernous space, each step deliberate. Measured.

––––––––
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"You've signed away everything," he murmured, pausing just behind her. His breath was warm against her ear, his voice rich with something dark and indulgent. 

"Your body. Your will. Your limits. From this moment forward, I decide what you need, what you want—what you are."

A slow, shuddering exhale left her lips. The words should have sent panic clawing up her spine, but they didn't. Instead, they unraveled something deep inside her, something that had been waiting longing to be taken.

He reached for her wrist, his grip firm, commanding, before lifting her hand to his lips. He pressed a kiss to the center of her palm, deceptively gentle, a contrast to the iron control in his posture. 

"You will learn," he continued, his lips grazing her skin with every syllable. "To listen. To anticipate. To obey without hesitation."

A beat of silence.

"Do you understand?"

She swallowed, the weight of his expectation settling over her like silk and chains all at once. This was it. The moment where her last shred of hesitation could claw its way free, where she could turn back, deny the pull of his world and the dark promise in his words.

But she wouldn’t.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice steady despite the tremor in her limbs.

A satisfied smile ghosted over his lips. "Good."

Then, without warning, his grip tightened, and he pulled her flush against him, the hard line of his body a stark contrast to the softness of hers. A gasp slipped past her lips, but before she could fully process the shift, his mouth was on her throat, pressing into the delicate skin just beneath her jaw. It wasn’t a kiss. It was a claim.

The heat of his breath, the subtle scrape of his teeth it sent a bolt of something wicked and all-consuming straight to her core. Her fingers twitched at her sides, desperate to hold onto something, but she remained still. Obedience. Anticipation. She had to wait, had to let him dictate the pace, the touch, the fire building between them.

"You belong to me now," he murmured against her skin, his voice like the slow pull of silk over bare flesh. "And I don’t share what’s mine."

His words settled inside her like a promise and a warning all at once. And with every fiber of her being, she knew this was only the beginning.

Damien didn’t move away, didn’t give her space to process the weight of his claim. His hands, warm and unrelenting, skimmed down the curve of her waist, shaping her, memorizing her. Every touch was purposeful, a test and a lesson wrapped in one. She was learning learning how to stand still beneath his gaze, how to accept without question, how to surrender without demand.

"Tell me, little one," he murmured, lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Do you understand what it means to be owned?"

The question sent a sharp thrill through her, an intoxicating mixture of fear and desire. She knew what ownership meant in a practical sense, had understood it in the abstract when she first signed the contract. But now, standing before him, bare and waiting, the concept took on a deeper, more visceral meaning. Ownership wasn’t just about control; it was about trust. It was about letting go of the boundaries she had spent years fortifying and allowing him to mold her into something someone of his choosing.

"I...” She hesitated, and the flicker of amusement in his eyes told her he noticed.

"You're still thinking," he mused, trailing a finger along the curve of her collarbone before dipping lower, just skimming the swell of her breast. "That will change."

Her breath hitched as his touch lingered, her body betraying her. The tension between them was unbearable, a taut line threatening to snap at any moment. He was in no hurry, drawing out the moment, letting her feel every second of her submission.

"Say it," he commanded, his voice like molten honey, rich and slow. "Say that you are mine."

The words sat heavy on her tongue. Not because they weren’t true, but because saying them would strip away the last illusion of control she had left. If she said it, there would be no turning back.

Her pulse pounded in her ears.

"I’m yours."

A slow exhale left his lips, satisfied, pleased. His grip tightened around her wrist, pulling her just a fraction closer. "Again."

This time, the words came easier. "I’m yours."

"Good girl."

A shiver danced down her spine, and then finally he claimed her. His lips crushed against hers, not gentle, not soft, but deep and consuming. A kiss that left no room for hesitation, no space for second thoughts. It was fire and possession, hunger and control, and she met it with every ounce of submission in her body.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her against him as his mouth dominated hers, swallowing the soft sounds that escaped her throat. She could feel him solid, immovable, a force she could either fight or surrender to. And she had already made her choice.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing was steady, controlled, while hers was ragged, uneven. He traced his thumb over her lower lip, his expression unreadable, but his next words sent a shiver of pure anticipation coursing through her.

"Your training begins now."

Damien didn't rush. That wasn't his way. Control was his art, and patience was his brushstroke. He traced his fingers down the length of her arm, slow and deliberate, feeling the tremble in her muscles. Every inch of her body betrayed her, revealing just how deeply she was affected, how much she was unraveling beneath the weight of his presence alone.

"You're trembling," he observed, his voice laced with something wicked. "Nervous?"

She swallowed hard, unsure how to answer. Was she? Or was it something else entirely the delicious anticipation curling low in her belly, the heat pooling between her thighs at the mere sound of his voice?

"A little," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

His dark chuckle sent a shiver racing down her spine. "Good. You should be."

He moved behind her, his hands settling on her bare shoulders, firm yet unyielding. His thumbs pressed into the muscles there, kneading, teasing, sending tiny jolts of pleasure through her nerves. 

"You don't know what to expect, do you?" His voice was softer now, but no less commanding. "That's part of the thrill, isn't it? Not knowing what I'll do to you... how far I'll take you..."

A small, strangled sound escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Damien’s grip tightened. 

"That excites you." It wasn’t a question. It was fact, undeniable, inescapable. He leaned in, his lips grazing the shell of her ear as he whispered, "Tell me."

She wanted to fight it, wanted to keep some semblance of composure, but he was unraveling her thread by thread, and she was helpless to stop it. "Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling.

He exhaled a pleased sound, his fingers sliding lower, tracing the delicate curve of her spine. His touch was barely there, featherlight, yet it ignited a fire deep within her. 

"I can feel how tense you are." His hands drifted lower, skimming over the swell of her hips before pausing, fingers splayed against her skin. "Such a pretty little thing... so eager to please, even when you try to hide it."

She bit her lip, heat flooding her cheeks.

He smirked, knowing. "I see everything, little one. Every reaction. Every tiny tremor. And I will use all of it against you."

One of his hands slid around her front, fingers barely grazing the soft skin of her lower stomach. He didn’t move lower, didn’t touch where she ached for him most. Instead, he stayed there, teasing, making her hyper-aware of every slow inhale, every tiny shift of his fingers.

"Do you know what makes obedience so intoxicating?" His voice was velvet, rich and indulgent. "It’s not just the act of surrender. It’s the waiting. The wanting. The desperation that builds until you’re begging for me to take what already belongs to me."

She inhaled sharply, her legs threatening to give out. He hadn’t even truly touched her yet, and already, she was burning from the inside out.

"You’re not ready for that yet," he murmured, his lips brushing against the side of her neck, teasing, never quite giving her what she needed. "But you will be."

He dragged his teeth along the sensitive skin just beneath her jaw, slow and deliberate, and her entire body clenched in response.

"Shall we test just how patient you can be?"

Damien didn't wait for an answer he already knew. He knew she was barely hanging on, knew that every inch of her body was caught in the slow, delicious agony of anticipation. That was the game. He played with time, with need, with her.

His hand, still resting on her stomach, dipped lower just enough to make her gasp, just enough to make her hips shift instinctively, seeking more. But he pulled back just as quickly, a dark chuckle rumbling in his chest.

"Impatient already?" His lips ghosted over her skin, barely there, making her shiver. 

"You’ll learn soon enough that I don’t give without taking first."

She whimpered, her body betraying her, pressing back against him, silently pleading. But he wouldn’t make this easy for her.

He slid one hand up her torso, fingers grazing the soft swell of her breasts, teasing but never truly touching. His other hand trailed lower, fingertips brushing along the inside of her thigh, lingering just close enough to make her ache.

"Look at you," he mused, his voice dripping with amusement. 

"You were so hesitant before, so unsure. But now..." 

His fingers traced slow, lazy circles along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, never quite moving where she needed him most. "Now you’re trembling for me. Now you’re desperate."

She bit her lip, her breath coming in ragged, uneven gasps. He was right. She had never felt this before this exquisite torment of being held on the edge, denied but never untouched, wanted but never sated. It was maddening. It was intoxicating.

"Say it," he ordered, his voice a whisper against her ear. "Tell me how badly you need me."

She wanted to resist, to hold on to some shred of control, but there was none left. He had taken it all. "I...I need you," she breathed, her voice barely audible.

He hummed in approval, but he didn’t move. Instead, his fingers traced higher, so close, so impossibly close, and yet nothing.

"Not good enough," he murmured, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of her neck. "Beg me properly."

A soft, strangled moan escaped her lips. "Please..."

"Please what?"

"Please, Damien," she gasped, unable to stop the way her hips tilted toward him, seeking. "Touch me. I need you to touch me."

His grip tightened suddenly, possessively, and in an instant, the teasing was over. His fingers slid between her thighs, finally, finally giving her what she had been silently begging for, and the sensation was so intense it stole the breath from her lungs.

"Good girl," he murmured against her ear, his voice rich with satisfaction. "Now let’s see just how well you can obey."

And then he ruined her.

The moment she had surrendered fully, openly, beautifully he claimed his prize with unrelenting precision. His fingers moved against her with practiced control, a slow, torturous rhythm that sent her spiraling. Each touch was deliberate, calculated, designed to push her higher while keeping her dangling on the precipice of something devastatingly sweet.

She gasped, her body arching into him, but he tightened his hold, keeping her right where he wanted. "No, little one," he murmured against her ear, his voice deep, rich, sinful. "I decide when you get more. I decide when you break."

The dominance in his voice made her tremble, made the heat in her belly coil tighter. He was playing her, teasing her, unraveling her with maddening patience. His fingers danced between slow, tantalizing strokes and firm, possessive caresses, never quite enough, never letting her fall.

"You're already soaking for me," he observed, his tone full of smug amusement. "And I’ve barely even started."

A moan slipped from her lips, raw and desperate. He was right. She was lost in him, lost in this delicious torment.

"Tell me," he commanded, his breath hot against her neck, his fingers never ceasing their merciless game. "Do you want more?"

"Yes," she gasped, her hands fisting at her sides, resisting the urge to reach for him.

He chuckled darkly, his free hand traveling up her body, palming one breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers. "I don’t think you understand, little one. Wanting isn’t enough. You beg."

Her pride waged a silent war with her desperation, but Damien was patient. His fingers slowed, teasing her with ghostlike touches, never fully giving her what she needed. The ache became unbearable.

"Please," she finally whimpered, her body trembling.

"Please... what?"

"Please, Damien. Please don’t stop."

His growl of approval sent a fresh wave of heat through her. "That’s better."

Without warning, he pressed harder, faster, his rhythm shifting into something punishingly perfect. She cried out, her body jerking against him, the pleasure crashing over her in a consuming tide. But just as she reached the very edge, just as she was about to tip over into bliss he stopped.

A sob of frustration tore from her throat. "No please!"

He turned her in his arms then, gripping her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark with hunger, his control razor-thin, but still intact. "You’ll come when I allow it," he said, his voice like silk over steel. "And not a moment before."

Her body ached, burned, craved, but she nodded, swallowing hard.

A slow, wicked smile spread across his lips. "Good girl."

Then he lifted her effortlessly into his arms, carried her to the bed like she weighed nothing, and settled her beneath him.

"Now," he murmured, his mouth hovering over hers, his body pressing her into the sheets, "let’s see just how well you take what belongs to me."

He had unraveled her, exposed every trembling weakness, every hidden desire she hadn’t even admitted to herself. Now, he would take her. Own her. Shape her into something that belonged entirely to him.

He pressed her into the mattress, his weight a deliberate reminder of his control, of the fact that there was no escape not that she wanted one. His hands gripped her wrists, pinning them above her head, his body perfectly aligned with hers, heat radiating between them.

"Look at me," he demanded, his voice low, dangerous.

She obeyed instantly, her wide, dark eyes locking onto his. Vulnerable. Needy. Completely at his mercy.

His lips curled in satisfaction. "You have no idea what you've gotten yourself into, do you?"

She swallowed hard, shaking her head slightly, but she never looked away.

"That’s the best part," he murmured, his mouth tracing a slow, agonizing path down the side of her neck. "The moment you realize you don’t belong to yourself anymore... that’s when you truly break."

His teeth grazed her pulse point, just enough to make her gasp, and then he bit down hard. A mix of pain and pleasure shot through her, raw and electric, sending her arching into him.

He groaned against her skin, his grip tightening on her wrists. "So responsive," he praised, his tone thick with possession. "I could spend hours just learning your body, testing how much you can take before you shatter for me."

His free hand slid down her side, fingers digging into the soft curves of her waist, her hips, before gripping her thigh and hauling it up around his own. The movement forced her to open for him completely, making her achingly aware of just how little space remained between them.

She whimpered, her body trembling beneath him, but it wasn't fear no, it was something far more dangerous.

Need.

Desperation.

Surrender.

"You're so beautiful like this," Damien murmured, his voice rough, raw. "Helpless. Open. Mine."

His lips crashed against hers then, claiming, devouring, stealing the very breath from her lungs. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t soft. It was brutal, deep, filled with the kind of hunger that promised to consume her whole.

She gasped into his mouth, and he took advantage, deepening the kiss, his tongue sweeping against hers, teasing, controlling, demanding.

Her fingers curled into fists above her head, fighting the urge to touch him, to pull him closer, but he had bound her too well physically, emotionally.

He tore his mouth from hers, his breath ragged, his eyes dark and wild. "I want you to remember this moment," he growled. "The moment you stopped belonging to yourself and became mine."

And then he
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