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    For anyone who has ever been consumed by love, lost themselves in passion, and found their way back to themselves again.

      

    


Preface:

Love is a force that can either set us free or bind us to someone else. It can lift us up, or it can pull us under. For Lily, love with Damien Blackwood feels like both—a powerful tug that threatens to overwhelm her and a promise of freedom, if only she surrenders enough of herself to embrace it.

In Possessed by You, we dive deep into a story of forbidden attraction, psychological tension, and emotional surrender. Lily's journey is one of discovering what it truly means to love, to give yourself to someone, and to retain your own identity in the face of overwhelming emotions.

This is a story of obsession, control, and passion—one that will keep you turning the pages, questioning the boundaries of love, and wondering what it takes to truly be "possessed" by someone else. Are we truly free in love, or are we always at the mercy of the one we desire most?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Encounter
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Lily hadn’t planned on going to that party.

It wasn’t her scene, not in the slightest. The glitzy ballroom, the clinking glasses, the sea of perfectly tailored suits and sparkling dresses—it all felt a bit too much. She’d much rather have spent the evening curled up with a good book or enjoying the quiet solitude of her apartment. But here she was, standing at the edge of a crowded room, holding a glass of champagne she barely touched, scanning the faces of strangers.

It was just another charity event her best friend, Emily, had dragged her to. Emily had a knack for getting Lily to step outside of her comfort zone, something Lily appreciated but also secretly resented. Emily had insisted that it would be good for her, that it would be a chance to meet someone new—someone important. Lily wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do with “someone important,” but she trusted her friend enough to show up.

But then she saw him.

Damien Blackwood.

He stood across the room, as if he owned it, his presence undeniable even from a distance. Tall, broad-shouldered, and dressed in a suit that seemed to be made for him, Damien exuded an air of control, a calm confidence that bordered on arrogance. His eyes—dark, intense—swept the room with an almost predatory precision. He wasn’t just looking around; he was taking in everything and everyone, as though nothing could escape his notice.

Lily felt a strange sensation in her chest, a fluttering that wasn’t just because of the alcohol she’d barely sipped. No, this was something else. Something deep. Something inexplicable.

She tried to shake the feeling off. It was ridiculous. She didn’t know him. She didn’t need to know him.

But then, as if he sensed her gaze, his eyes locked onto hers.

The world seemed to stop for a moment. The sounds of the party faded into the background, the chatter, the music, the clinking of glasses—it all became a distant hum. Lily’s breath caught in her throat. She could feel the weight of his stare even across the room, as though he could see right through her, dissecting her, understanding her in a way that made her uncomfortable and strangely exhilarated at the same time.

And then, without breaking eye contact, he started to move. Slowly. Deliberately. Every step he took seemed to command the space around him, as though he was meant to be the center of it all.

Lily didn’t know why, but her feet moved of their own accord. She had no intention of approaching him, but somehow, her body betrayed her, guiding her toward him. It was as though some invisible force was pulling her, and she couldn’t resist.

When he finally reached her, he stopped just a few inches away. His presence was overwhelming, as though the air around him thickened. He didn’t smile, but the look in his eyes—dark, penetrating—made her heart race. He wasn’t saying anything, but there was a tension in the space between them that spoke volumes. His gaze was intense, almost possessive, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“You look out of place,” he said, his voice smooth, low, and effortlessly commanding.

Lily blinked, momentarily taken aback by the directness of his words. She wasn’t used to being spoken to like that, especially not by someone who oozed such quiet power. She laughed nervously, unsure of how to respond.

“I wasn’t planning on being here,” she admitted, her voice betraying a hint of uncertainty.

He raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Yet here you are.”

She couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of being caught, as though he could see through her carefully constructed facade. She’d come to this event out of obligation, but now, facing him, it felt like she was already lost in a game she didn’t know the rules to.

“You seem... out of place in more ways than one,” he continued, his tone shifting slightly, as though he was measuring her with each word.

Lily was about to respond when Emily appeared at her side, breaking the tension between them.

“Damien,” Emily said with a warm smile, her tone light and playful. “I see you’ve found my friend, Lily. Lily, this is Damien Blackwood, the man I’ve been telling you about.”

Lily gave a polite smile, trying to mask her growing unease. “It’s nice to meet you,” she said, her voice softer than she intended.

Damien’s gaze shifted to Emily for a moment before returning to Lily. There was a flicker of something in his eyes—something like recognition, or perhaps even amusement. He didn’t offer a handshake or a smile. Instead, he simply nodded, his presence continuing to loom over them.

“It’s a pleasure,” he said, though the words felt more like a command than an invitation. “I’m sure we’ll have much more to discuss.”

Lily didn’t know why, but those words stayed with her long after the conversation had ended. There was something about him, something she couldn’t quite understand, that made her both nervous and inexplicably drawn to him.

She wasn’t sure what to make of the encounter, but she knew one thing for sure: Damien Blackwood was not a man she could easily forget.
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Chapter Two: A Dangerous Attraction
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The next few days were a blur of conflicting emotions.

Lily couldn’t get Damien out of her head. It wasn’t just his presence at the party or the way he’d looked at her with those dark, knowing eyes—no, it was something deeper. Something that made her pulse quicken every time she thought of him. She couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was, but there was a magnetic pull she couldn’t explain.

At first, she tried to brush it off as a fleeting moment, a brief encounter with someone she’d never see again. But the more she tried to push him from her mind, the more he lingered. The memory of their conversation, the tension between them, was impossible to shake. He hadn’t been overtly flirtatious or forward in any obvious way, yet there was something in the way he spoke, something in the way he looked at her, that set her on edge. He had a quiet dominance, a command that seemed to seep into every word he spoke.

It was dangerous, she knew that. But even in the midst of her growing unease, there was a part of her that welcomed it. It wasn’t the fear of him that intrigued her—it was the intensity. The undeniable chemistry that practically hummed between them. Something about the way he observed her, so effortlessly, so deeply, made her feel exposed, yet strangely alive.

As the days passed, Lily found herself distracted at work, her thoughts drifting back to Damien. She kept telling herself she was being ridiculous—after all, they had only exchanged a few words. But the sensation was undeniable, gnawing at her every waking moment. She tried to distract herself with her routine, but every time she went to bed at night, the memories crept in.

That night, as she sat in the dim glow of her living room, scrolling mindlessly through her phone, an unexpected message lit up her screen.

It was from Damien.

The moment she saw his name pop up, her heart skipped a beat, and she felt a strange sense of both excitement and trepidation. Her fingers hovered over the screen as she debated whether or not to open it. What could he possibly want? Was he simply being polite, or was he trying to reach out?

Stop overthinking it, she chided herself.

With a deep breath, she opened the message.

"I’ve been thinking about our conversation."

Her stomach fluttered at the simplicity of the words.

"I’d like to see you again. I think you and I have more to discuss."

She stared at the screen, feeling a mix of thrill and hesitation. The words were so casual, so direct, yet they carried a weight to them. There was no pleasantry, no pretense—just an invitation.

Lily wasn’t sure why, but she felt both drawn to him and apprehensive at the same time. She had never been one to jump headfirst into situations like this. Her world had always been neat, predictable. But Damien had a way of breaking down her defenses, of making her question everything she thought she knew about herself.

Before she could talk herself out of it, her fingers moved on their own accord. She typed a quick response, more out of curiosity than anything else.

"What did you have in mind?"

A few moments later, his reply came through.

"I’ll pick you up tomorrow evening. I’ll send you the details."

That was it. No further explanation, no long messages. Just a promise to see her tomorrow.

Lily sat back in her chair, a wave of conflicting emotions crashing over her. Was this a mistake? She barely knew him, and yet something told her this wouldn’t be a casual dinner or a simple conversation. With Damien, nothing ever seemed simple. There was an intensity to everything he did, a deliberate energy that could sweep her away in an instant.

But even as she questioned herself, a small part of her was eager to see him again.

The next evening, Lily found herself standing in front of her closet, staring at the clothes she had piled up on her bed. What do you wear when you’re about to meet a man who has already shaken the very foundation of your thoughts? She hadn’t exactly planned on this. In fact, if you had asked her a week ago, she would have sworn she wasn’t the type of woman who let herself get caught up in the kind of attraction she felt for Damien.

But here she was, torn between wanting to look effortlessly chic and not wanting to look too eager.

Finally, she settled on a simple black dress—elegant, but not too revealing—and a pair of classic heels. She styled her hair in soft waves, trying to look polished without seeming like she’d tried too hard. She wanted to be herself, but she also knew there was no denying the power that Damien held over her.

As she adjusted her necklace one last time, she caught her reflection in the mirror. Her face looked different, almost flushed with anticipation, and her eyes were darker, more intense. She barely recognized the woman staring back at her.

Before she could get lost in her own thoughts, there was a knock at the door.

Lily’s heart skipped a beat, and for a brief moment, she almost hesitated. But the decision had already been made. She opened the door, and there he was—Damien Blackwood, standing in front of her, exuding the same commanding presence that had captivated her the other night.

His eyes immediately raked over her, his gaze taking in every detail of her appearance with a subtle, approving nod. “You look... beautiful,” he said, his voice like velvet, though the words carried weight. There was no false politeness in his tone, no hollow flattery.

For a moment, Lily was caught off guard, unsure
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