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    To those who have ever fought to find themselves, even when everything around them tells them to give in. May you always remember that your freedom is worth the struggle.

      

    


Preface:

They say love is a force that can either heal or destroy. But what if that love isn’t really love at all? What if it’s control masquerading as affection, obsession disguised as care?

"Under His Control" is not your typical love story. It’s not the kind where hearts and souls merge in a fairy-tale ending. Instead, it’s a dark, emotional journey into the delicate balance of power and submission, freedom and captivity. It is the story of a woman who, after meeting a man who seems to promise everything she’s ever desired, slowly finds herself trapped in a web of manipulation, fear, and obsession.

This book invites you to experience a relationship where love is not enough, where the desire for control grows insidiously, until it’s no longer clear where affection ends and dominance begins. It’s a story of a woman who must choose whether to break free from the person she once believed could be her salvation or to surrender completely to his power.

This book is for those who crave psychological intensity, complex characters, and stories that linger long after the final page. But be warned: it will challenge you, confront your beliefs, and ask difficult questions about love, freedom, and the cost of both. So, if you’re ready to enter the shadows, I invite you to begin the journey. Welcome to "Under His Control."
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Chapter 1: The Encounter
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It started with a glance. A fleeting moment in a crowded room. One look, one subtle, almost imperceptible shift in the air that neither of them would have thought anything of—had it not been for the pull that followed.

Amelia was tired. Tired of the usual. Tired of being stuck in the repetitive cycle of her life. The endless hours at work, the superficial conversations, the blind dates that went nowhere—everything felt like it was moving in slow motion. She was 28, and it seemed as though she had been living the same year over and over again. Every day felt like an echo of the last, nothing changing, nothing new, nothing exciting. It was the kind of life you could forget in an instant, the kind of existence that could melt into the background of your mind until it was gone.

But then, there he was. Across the room at the art gallery, just another face in a sea of indifferent strangers. Or so she thought. He stood by the window, staring at a modern painting she couldn’t understand, his eyes intense, as if he was seeing something no one else could. His presence was magnetic—darker than the others, more present than anyone had the right to be. He wasn't a tall man, not particularly striking in a conventional sense, but there was something about him that demanded attention. Something that had her stomach twisting in a way she couldn’t explain.

It wasn’t his looks—though there was certainly something about his sharp jawline, his dark eyes that held secrets—but rather the quiet power he exuded. The kind of power that didn’t need to shout. It was contained, controlled, like a thread waiting to snap.

And then he looked at her.

The moment their eyes met, something shifted. A jolt, barely noticeable but undeniable. Her heart skipped, her mind went still, and for just a second, the noise of the room faded away. In that instant, everything else seemed insignificant. There was no one else in the room but him.

She quickly averted her gaze, feeling embarrassed by her sudden vulnerability. She wasn’t the type to make eye contact with strangers, much less a man who had such an unsettling intensity. Yet, despite herself, she found her gaze returning to him again and again. He stood as though he was waiting—waiting for her to come to him. The thought unsettled her, yet there was something about him, something dangerous, that kept her intrigued.

After what felt like hours—though it had only been moments—he broke the silence.

“You like the painting?”

His voice was smooth, low, with an edge to it that immediately put her on alert. There was no warmth in it, but there was something commanding in the way he spoke. She blinked, not quite sure how to respond, as if the question itself held a weight she couldn’t comprehend.

“I—uh, I don’t really understand it,” she said, shrugging awkwardly. “I guess it’s a bit... abstract.”

He smiled then, and it wasn’t a pleasant smile. It was one of those smiles that made you question your own thoughts. It was almost predatory, like a wolf’s smile as it sized up its prey. He seemed to be reading her in a way that made her uncomfortable, but also... something else.

“Sometimes, it’s not about understanding,” he said. “Sometimes, it’s about feeling. What do you feel when you look at it?”

She was taken aback. What did she feel? She hadn’t even thought about it that deeply. She looked at the painting again, and for a moment, she felt the tension of it—a strange kind of suffocating weight pressing in on her chest. It made her uneasy.

“I don’t know. A little... trapped, maybe?” She laughed nervously, trying to brush off the strange heaviness that had suddenly descended on her. “I guess that’s the point, right?”

He didn’t laugh. His eyes darkened ever so slightly. He took a step closer, the subtle movement throwing her off balance. Something about him was so poised, so aware. It was as though he had a power over the space, over the people in it, even without trying.

“You’re right,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “Sometimes, the art isn’t meant to be understood. It’s meant to make you feel something you can’t explain. Something you can’t ignore.”

She swallowed hard. She didn’t want to admit it, but she was intrigued. There was something in his words, something in his presence that gnawed at her. She wasn’t used to feeling this way, so exposed, so drawn to someone who seemed to understand things she couldn’t even put into words.

Before she could respond, he stepped back, giving her space. His eyes lingered on hers for just a moment longer, as if daring her to speak, to make the next move.

“I’m Nicholas,” he said, his voice soft, yet commanding.

“Amelia,” she replied, her voice faltering despite her best efforts to remain composed.

He smiled again, that same dangerous smile. “I know.”

The words hung in the air like a challenge. A challenge she didn’t fully understand, but one she felt deep in her bones. There was something about him—something she couldn’t shake. And as they continued to talk, the world around them blurred, and for the first time in what felt like forever, Amelia felt truly seen.
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Chapter 2: The First Invitation
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The days following their encounter felt like a blur. Amelia couldn’t get the conversation out of her head, but what troubled her most wasn’t just the unsettling connection she felt with Nicholas—it was how quickly he seemed to enter her thoughts. His presence, that intensity in his gaze, haunted her during her usual routines. At work, while she shuffled through emails and sat in endless meetings, his voice seemed to echo in her mind. "What do you feel when you look at it?" he had asked. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw him standing there in that art gallery, his smile unreadable, his eyes sharp and knowing.

It didn’t help that she ran into him a few days later.

Amelia was running errands, minding her own business as she crossed the street to grab a coffee from her favorite café. She didn’t expect to see him again—he was a fleeting stranger, one whose presence would surely dissipate into the background of her life, like so many others before him. But fate, or something else, had other plans.

She turned the corner, and there he was. Nicholas, standing outside the café, as though he had been waiting. His hands were tucked into the pockets of his dark coat, and he had a slight smirk on his face as he noticed her approach.

"Amelia," he said, his voice smooth and sure. "I was hoping I'd see you again."

Her pulse quickened. “Nicholas,” she replied, forcing a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “What are you doing here?”

He shrugged casually, the movement fluid, almost as if everything around him bent to his will. "Just enjoying the day. And I thought I'd see if you'd like to join me for coffee. It’s not every day I run into someone with such... an intriguing perspective."

She was tempted to refuse, to walk away and pretend this encounter never happened, but there was something in his gaze—something both compelling and challenging—that made her pause.

“I’m not sure,” she said hesitantly, shifting on her feet. “I’m actually in a bit of a rush.”

He didn’t press her immediately, but his smile deepened, his gaze intensifying. “It’ll only take a few minutes. You deserve a break from whatever you’re running toward, don’t you think?”

There it was again—the subtle pressure, the unspoken challenge. His words were like a soft tug, pulling her into his orbit.

Against her better judgment, she found herself nodding. “Okay, I’ll join you for a quick coffee.”

The moment she agreed, she felt it. A shift. The feeling of giving in, of letting herself be drawn into something she didn’t fully understand. She couldn’t explain it, but there was a weight to her decision, as though she had crossed some invisible threshold.

They entered the café together, and he led her to a small, quiet table in the corner, far from the bustle of the counter and the chatter of other customers. His presence was commanding, filling the space around them, but not in an overt way. It was as though everything around him bent toward him, bending Amelia into his world.

As they sat down, he immediately ordered for both of them. “I’ll have the usual,” he told the barista with a familiarity that made Amelia pause. It was clear he came here often. Too often for someone she had just met. But she said nothing, unsure of whether to feel flattered or suspicious.

Once they were seated, he leaned back in his chair, studying her with an intensity that made her squirm under his gaze. He wasn’t simply looking at her—he was analyzing her, as though trying to read her every thought.

“So, tell me, Amelia,” he said slowly, as if savoring the way her name sounded on his lips. “What was it that drew you to the painting the other day?”

She stiffened, caught off guard by the question. She hadn’t expected him to bring that up again.

“I don’t know,” she said, looking down at her hands, fiddling with her coffee cup. “I guess it just... made me feel something. But I couldn’t put it into words. It was like it was suffocating me.”

He nodded, as though pleased by her answer. “Exactly,” he said softly. “Some things in life don’t need to be understood. They’re meant to
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