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To the fearless lovers who dare to embrace the darkness and find light within.

— Marie-Paule & Mac-Heinrich​



Content Warning

This dark romance collection contains:

	Intense, obsessive and forbidden romantic relationships

	Themes of coercion, control, and loss of agency

	Violence, blood, and life-threatening danger

	Psychological manipulation and emotional trauma

	High-heat, closed-door sensuality and dark emotional tension


These stories are crafted for mature readers who enjoy exploring the shadowed edges of love, desire, and power. Reader discretion is advised.​
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Chapter 1: The Marked

[image: ]


Opening line: “The moment I saw the scar glowing against the midnight sky, I knew my life was no longer mine.”​

	Introduces Lilith, marked from childhood by a Pact she never chose, and a city that broods under broken lights and whispered threats.

	Her mark flares to life, forcing her to choose between running toward an uncertain freedom or surrendering to the House fate planned for her.

	In a rain-slick alley, she meets Aiden, the dangerous collector sent to bring her in—a man who feels like both prison and possibility.

	Their first charged confrontation—knife at the wall, breathless proximity, and a kiss born of anger and pull—binds them in a dangerous attraction neither can deny.

	The chapter ends with Lilith choosing to go with Aiden into the shadows, trapped between his darkness and her own craving.


Approx. 2,300 words.​
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Chapter 2: Ice and Ash
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Opening line: “When his touch burned like ice, I learned that desire doesn’t always feel like fire.”​

	Follows Aiden and Lilith into the Safehouse—his rough, intimate refuge on the city’s edge.

	Shows Aiden’s fractured psychology: weapon, debtor, survivor, man who knows exactly how dangerous he is.

	Tension builds as he examines her glowing mark, realizing their fates are bound more tightly than either expected.

	Their connection deepens in a slow-burn, high-tension night of confessions, mark-testing, and a devastating, drawn-out kiss that leaves them both shaken.

	Aiden draws a line by giving her the bed and taking the floor, proving he’s both captor and reluctant protector, while Lilith falls asleep knowing she’s already in too deep.
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Chapter 3: Veil of Lies
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Opening line: “If the truth was a blade, ours was soaked in blood.”​

	Morning in the Safehouse brings new danger: the Houses have pushed the binding, strengthening the network’s hold on both Lilith and Aiden.

	A velvet-boxed mask arrives—her ticket to a masquerade where she must perform obedience while Aiden plays the House monster on her arm.

	The ball becomes a stage for lies, power, and simmering desire: masks, coded glances, and the sense that everyone is watching them for different reasons.

	Family secrets and House betrayals surface: allies revealed as threats, and the first hints that the mark system is older, stranger, and more rigged than anyone admits.

	The chapter closes on a vicious emotional twist at the masquerade, shattering their fragile trust and forcing a reckoning neither can avoid.
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Chapter 4: The Thorn and the Rose
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Opening line: “In the garden where roses bloom, thorns hide in wait—just like our love.”​

	Set in a secret, reclaimed garden, this chapter is a sensuous, emotional deep dive into Lilith and Aiden’s bond.

	Surrounded by night roses and thorns, they strip back layers of armor—Aiden’s guilt and Lilith’s fear—through cutting dialogue and raw confessions.

	The garden becomes their metaphor: beauty growing out of darkness, but every petal edged with danger.

	They admit how much they want what they should not have, blurring lines between protectiveness, obsession, and love.

	A shocking betrayal—whether by the Houses, Seraph, or someone close—tears their sanctuary apart and sends their trust, and safety, spiraling.
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Chapter 5: Darkwater
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Opening line: “Beneath the surface, where shadows drown truth, we fought to find ourselves—or lose each other forever.”​

	The penultimate story plunges them into the river district’s underbelly—abandoned docks, flooded tunnels, and chases under starlight.

	External enemies close in while internal demons claw for control, forcing them to confront both their pasts and what they truly are to each other.

	Tense, breathless action scenes are intercut with intimate, vulnerable moments where their love feels like both lifeline and curse.

	Each confrontation is edged with love, regret, and the terror of losing each other, even as they fight side by side.

	The chapter ends on a critical choice at the water’s edge: surrender to the dark or risk everything to drag their love back into the light.
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Chapter 6: The Last Pact
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Opening line: “When the world falls away, promises sealed in blood bind us forever—or break us completely.”​

	The final main chapter pulls together every thread: forbidden desire, old pacts, House power, and the cost of freedom.

	Lilith and Aiden face their ultimate enemies and their own ghosts in an explosive blend of physical danger and emotional confession.

	The climax is storm-like: blood, rain, fire, and kisses that taste like last chances, as they decide what their love is worth.

	A “last pact” is sealed—between them, and with the dangerous world they inhabit—promising that even if they break, something of them will remain.

	The chapter ends with a heart-splitting choice and the sense that their love has survived, but not unchanged.
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7. Faultlines

Tone: Emotional fallout, deepening trust, new betrayal.

	Opens with a quieter aftermath: Lilith and Aiden in a temporary Safehouse, physically alive but emotionally wrecked from everything they’ve survived so far.

	Lilith’s mark behaves differently now—less obedient, more reactive—throbbing with its own rhythm and sharpening her bond with Aiden when he touches it.

	They discover he can “draw off” some of the mark’s broadcast, willingly taking more risk onto himself so the system notices him before it notices her. This is both protective and terrifying.

	Enter Lena (Aiden’s sister / ally), a hacker-strategist who reveals the wider network of marks across the city and a deeper, semi-sentient entity below it that’s begun to notice Lilith.

	Betrayal: Lena admits she tried to “shield” them from the network on her own and in doing so accidentally created a leak Seraph exploited. He now knows their Safehouse location and has been positioning Lilith as a “solution” to the entity.

	Big emotional confrontation: Lilith demands consent and honesty; Aiden backs her, insisting Lena stops making unilateral decisions “for their own good.”

	They lay new rules: no more secret gambles, Lilith must be told of any risk that touches her body or mark, and they move Safehouses before Seraph or the Houses close in.

	The chapter ends with the three of them bruised but united, aware the real war isn’t just Houses, but the system under them.




8. Terms of Retaliation

Tone: Revenge, strategy, power shift.

	New Safehouse: smaller, higher, more precarious—matching their situation. Lena walks them through how Seraph runs a parallel, “clean” side-channel into the mark network, making himself indispensable to Houses and the entity.

	They commit to revenge that isn’t simple murder: ruin Seraph’s value by contaminating his channel with Lilith’s anomaly so he becomes synonymous with instability.

	Plan: 	Lena forges a fake, overloaded Lilith ping at an abandoned substation by the river.

	Seraph, drawn by the opportunity to “deliver” her, comes alone.

	While they confront him physically, Lena hacks his live channel, overlaying Lilith’s disruptive signature so every interaction from now on feels wrong to both Houses and the entity.



	At the substation, Seraph arrives elegant and calm, but as they speak, the sabotage begins: 	The entity starts tagging his channel as damaged.

	House rituals that route through him begin to flicker and misfire.



	Aiden delivers personal revenge by breaking Seraph’s wrist—pain that will echo every time he tries to write, sign, or work.

	Lena implants a deeper “scar” in his network presence: he’s still functional, but flagged as unstable, an exile inside his own system.

	They force Seraph to swear he will never again try to sell Lilith to Houses or the entity, knowing he now fears them as much as they once feared him.

	Seraph delivers one last warning: they’re playing with something much older and bigger, and the only person who truly understands the original binding is the Archivist, who ran from the answer long ago.

	Chapter closes with: 	Seraph leaving, power shaken but alive.

	Houses starting to complain through the network.

	The entity marking all three (Lilith, Aiden, Lena) as anomalies to watch.

	The trio deciding their next move is to find the Archivist.






9. The One Beneath

Tone: Mythic escalation, final antagonist revealed, forbidden bond deepens.

	The three descend into the city’s forgotten quarter, following old sigils to the Archivist’s hidden vault.

	Reveal: the Archivist trained Lena in her early days; she helped design the original mark bindings, then sabotaged them and fled when she understood what the Houses really wanted.

	She explains the truth of the entity: 	It began as an ancient enforcement pattern—a way the world itself balanced promises.

	The Houses bottled it, turning it into a half-starved, half-bound prison that underpins all marks and rituals.

	The system is intentionally flawed now—she damaged it so it could never fully surface, but that left it stuck, hungry, and dangerous.



	There is no clean way to sever the marks: they’re woven into the city’s foundations. A full unbinding would rip the city—and many lives—apart.

	Instead, she offers a terrifying alternative: inversion—flip the contract so that all pain, hunger, and enforcement hit a new anchor first. 	This anchor must be an anomaly pair strong enough to carry the weight.

	Lilith and Aiden are that pair: her mark is already disobedient; his life is already built in defiance of the roles he was given.



	The entity begins to speak, using the mark as its channel: bored, hungry, curious, and now genuinely interested in them as something “new.”

	It admits: 	It wants out of this broken arrangement.

	It was prepared to collapse the system violently one day.

	Lilith and Aiden offer another route: become its new cage and gate, containing and focusing it instead of letting it rupture everywhere.



	In the darkness after it says “Yes,” Lilith and Aiden share an intense, deeply emotional, closed-door forbidden desire scene, choosing each other fully—even as they’re being asked to stand at the gate of a living curse.

	Lilith negotiates terms: 	The entity does not own them; they become its partners, not its property.

	They choose which contracts stand, which break, and which Houses pay first.

	If it lies and burns the world, they’re the first ones hit and will drag it down with them.



	The entity accepts, intrigued by this concept of “partners” and “threats” in the same bodies.

	Chapter ends with the lamps going out, the entity’s focus coiling around them, and the understanding that the final antagonist is no longer just Houses or Seraph—it’s the ancient will under the city, and they’ve just invited it inside.
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Epilogue: After the Night

Opening line: “When dawn bleeds into the sky, we measure what is lost—and dream what might still be won.”​

	Time has passed; the world has shifted, scarred by what they endured.

	Lilith and Aiden meet again in a softened morning city, carrying their wounds and memories into a quieter, more fragile moment.

	Their reunion is tender, charged with all the words they didn’t say, and all the ones they finally dare to.

	The tone is bittersweet: love broken and remade; promises altered, not erased.

	Closing line: “In the ashes of forbidden love, we discovered a fragile light that might, just might, be enough.”​
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Marie-Paule and Mac-Heinrich wield words like fire—crafting stories that sear the heart and linger in the soul. Together, they are M&M Publishing House’s premier dark romance duo, blending hypnotic prose with raw emotion to ignite passions and shatter conventions.​

Known for their emotionally charged storytelling and unforgettable characters, they bring raw passion and thrilling danger together to create stories readers treasure and remember. Champions of women’s voices in modern romance, they write for the bold-hearted and the dreamers who dare to fall into the shadows.​

When they aren’t spinning dark love tales, they’re endlessly inspired by the pulse of city nights, whispered secrets, and the power of forbidden desire.

About M&M Publishing House
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	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The Marked 
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The moment I saw the scar glowing against the midnight sky, I knew my life was no longer mine.

It started as a pulse—slow, faint, almost shy beneath my skin.
By the time I pushed open the rusted door to the rooftop, it was burning.
Wind knifed across the city, lifting my hair, filling my lungs with cold that tasted like rain and rust. From up here, the streets looked like veins of shadow threaded with weak pools of light. The city didn’t sleep; it brooded. Engines hummed in the distance. A siren wailed and cut abruptly, like a throat being closed by an unseen hand.

I held my wrist up to the sky.

The mark looked like a scar and a sigil all at once—raised, ridged lines in the shape of a fragmented circle over my inner wrist. Most nights, it sat there, dull and silent, as easy to ignore as an old bruise.

Tonight, it glowed.

A soft crimson shimmer pulsed beneath my skin, beating in sync with my heart. With every thud in my chest, the light brightened, then faded, like a warning light I couldn’t turn off.

“Not now,” I whispered to it, to myself, to the sky.

The Pact didn’t care what I whispered.

Somewhere below, the city clock tower tolled midnight. Twelve heavy, deliberate notes rolled through the fog, and with each one my mark flared hotter, until it felt like someone had pressed a brand into my flesh.

I curled my fingers into a fist.

I’d grown up on stories about the mark. The elders called it a blessing. A sign of favor from the Houses. A promise that I’d never be alone, never be unprotected, never be unwanted.

They didn’t talk about the other side. The part where a mark meant ownership. Claimed at birth by a vow made over my sleeping body, bound to a man I’d never chosen, a life I’d never agreed to.

They especially didn’t talk about what happened to girls who ran.

A gust of wind tore across the rooftop, making the loose corrugated metal sheets rattle. I wrapped my coat tighter around me, shoving the marked wrist into the pocket, hiding the glow. It didn’t matter. I could feel the warmth through the fabric. The Pact could feel it too. They always knew when one of their marks woke.

They would be coming.

You’re late, Lilith, I scolded myself. You should have been gone hours ago.

But I’d kept stalling. One more minute to breathe. One more minute to imagine a life somewhere else. Somewhere far from these slate rooftops, these rotting stairwells, these eyes watching from behind half-closed shutters. Somewhere the word “mine” meant choice instead of cage.

I turned from the edge and headed for the stairwell door, metal groaning under my hand. My boots scraped over gravel and broken glass, the sound loud in the empty air.

Down in the alley, the city waited, dark and hungry.

The stairwell smelled of damp concrete and old cigarette smoke. The bare bulb at the landing flickered, then went dark. I took the steps fast, letting familiarity guide my feet; I knew every broken tile, every rust patch on the rail. The mark throbbed harder the lower I went, as if I were descending straight into its jaws.

At the bottom, I pressed my shoulder to the peeling metal door and stepped into the alley.

Cold hit harder down here, funneled between crumbling brick and slick stone. The streetlight on the corner was broken again, its glass belly shattered and hanging. The only light came from a single surviving bulb across the street, flickering weakly, painting the alley mouth in stuttering amber.

The mark under my sleeve pulsed in answer to that broken light.

Left to the transit hub and whatever train I could jump before dawn. Right to the old quarter, the river, and—if rumors were true—a man who knew how to cut a mark out of your skin.

I breathed in the damp, gasoline-laced air and chose right.

My footsteps echoed on the wet pavement, a steady rhythm that did nothing to quiet the noise in my head.

You should have stayed, the rational part of me hissed. The Houses feed their own. They protect their own. You would have had warmth. A roof. A husband picked for you, but at least he’d be rich. Powerful. Safe.

Safe felt like a lie.

I remembered the way one of the older marked girls had looked at me, her smile brittle, her voice soft when she said, “They don’t marry us because they love us, Lilith. They marry us because they own us.”

That had been before she disappeared. Before the whispers started about punishment, about obedience, about what happened when a mark didn’t behave.

My pulse kicked, and the scar answered, a hot twist under my skin.

“Stop it,” I muttered, rubbing at my wrist. “I’m not yours. Not anymore.”

The sound of my voice bounced back at me off wet brick, thin and defiant and very, very alone.

Halfway down the alley, the wind shifted.

It carried new scents now—leather, smoke, and something sharp and metallic that tasted like lightning on my tongue. The hairs on the back of my neck rose. I slowed without meaning to, each step landing more carefully than the last.

The mark burned.

Every instinct I had screamed at me to turn and run. To bolt back up the stairwell, lock myself in my room, crawl under the thin blanket, and pretend the world beyond the cracked plaster walls didn’t exist.

Instead, I kept walking.

Because there is a point where fear tips into fury, and I’d crossed it a long time ago.

The alley narrowed, pressing closer, brick looming on either side. Somewhere in the distance, a bottle shattered, somebody laughed too loudly, an engine revved and faded. But here, between these walls, there was only the sound of my shoes, my breath, my heart.

And another set of footsteps that did not belong to me.

I stopped.

The other steps stopped too.

“Lilith.”

My name wasn’t shouted. It wasn’t even spoken loudly. It slid through the dark like a blade through silk—low, calm, threaded with something cold and certain.

I turned slowly.

He stepped out from the mouth of a side passage I hadn’t even realized was there, pulling himself out of the shadows as if they were part of his coat. For a heartbeat, he was just shape and movement—tall, broad, all black lines and angles. Then the weak streetlight flickered, caught his face, and my breath snagged.

He was beautiful in a way that felt dangerous. High cheekbones carved from shadow, a strong jaw roughened by stubble, black hair pushed back carelessly from his forehead like he’d run impatient fingers through it one too many times. But it was his eyes that rooted me to the damp pavement.

They were dark. Not just in color, but in depth. Eyes that had seen too much, done too much, and regretted very little.

Eyes like onyx coals burning through to my soul.

My mark flared so hot it hurt.

“You don’t belong here,” he said.

There was a growl under the words, the hint of an accent I couldn’t place, roughened edges that made the sentence
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