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  Dedication


For the good girls who would dry hump their captor for a fucking orgasm.








  
  Note to Readers


Thank you so much for picking up my book! I’m so fucking glad you’re here. But let’s be clear about what you’re getting yourself into. 
I do not write slow burn or long novels. The stories are fast-paced, insta-heat, and the characters decide what they want and take it. The spice happens quick and often. And there is heavier smut to plot ratio. If you prefer a longer, slow-burn story, my world may not be for you, and that's OK! I still love you!
This is a dark romance and a work of fiction. I do not personally condone the actions, choices, or moral chaos of my characters. None of this should be taken as real-life advice or instruction. It exists purely for your morally dark, alpha male, smut-loving pleasure.
In this world, my characters don’t use safe words, color systems, or any other form of structured kink communication. They’re messy. They’re unfiltered. They make terrible decisions and never apologize for them. This is not a guide to healthy kink dynamics—this is fantasy, and it’s meant to be deliciously unhinged. (And my characters fucking love it!)
My entire world centers around a secret society of ruthless billionaires who play by their own rules. Expect power imbalance, manipulation, and twisted devotion.
So settle in. Expect explicit heat, an excessive use of F-bombs, questionable morals, and dark alpha-holes who are only redeemable to the women they ruin themselves for.
Welcome to The Ravens. Enjoy the fucking show.
[image: ]







  
  Content Warnings


Icare about you all, so I have to cover this part. This is a DARK romance. These men are hot, but they are NOT heroes. That means it gets intense, messy, and a little unhinged. 
First, please note that I do my best to flag potential triggers and kinks to ensure a safe reading experience. If I miss something, it’s not from lack of care. It’s proof that I’m human, and don’t always get it right. Drop me a note so I can update future warnings.
If you have triggers or specific content concerns, please check the detailed content warnings on my website before diving in. Just know that doing so may reveal a few spoilers. Consider yourself warned.: https://dahliavale.com/content-warnings/  
To keep things safe, but not spoil your fun, I’ll list the high-level themes below. If you’d rather go in blind and let the story ruin you in real time, turn the page now. Enjoy the ride!
.
.
.
Still here? Okay then, no take-backs.
.
.
.
For real this time…
.
.
.
In Stolen Dove you will encounter: captivity/kidnapping, coercion/dubious consent, power imbalance, organized crime/secret society, being hunted/chased, life-threatening situations, unprotected sex, past marital rape/sexual coercion, emotional/psychological abuse, surveillance/stalking, murder by main characters, strangulation, graphic violence/gore, blood/injury descriptions, death of spouse, threatened execution, gun violence, explicit sex with captor.
These kinks are also explored: Dom/sub dynamic, praise, orgasm control/edging, hand necklace, light bondage, possessive/ownership language, rough sex, marking/biting, forced proximity, primal play elements, exhibitionism/semi-public sex, oral fixation, mild degradation, unprotected sex (breeding kink implications), anal teasing
Now that you have been sufficiently warned, please continue on to meet Cain and Briar!






  
  Playlist


The official Stolen Dove playlist is available on Spotify!





"Closer" - Nine Inch Nails

"Skin" - Rihanna

"Earned It" - The Weeknd

"Villain" - K/DA, Madison Beer, Kim Petras 

"You" - Regard, Troye Sivan, Tate McRae

"Wicked Game" - Chris Isaak

"Dangerous Woman" - Ariana Grande 

"RUNAWAY" - half•alive 

"Runnin' (Lose It All)" - Naughty Boy ft. Beyoncé 

"Power & Control" - Marina 

"Hands to Myself" - Selena Gomez 

"Twisted" - MISSIO 

"Control" - Halsey 

"Obsessed" - Maggie Lindemann 

"Mine" - Bazzi 

"Love Me Like You Hate Me" - Rainsford 

"Unholy" - Sam Smith, Kim Petras

"Often" - The Weeknd

"Slow Hands" - Niall Horan 

"Bedroom Hymns" - Florence + The Machine 

"Devil I Know" - Allie X 

"I Found" - Amber Run 

"BURY A FRIEND" - Billie Eilish 

"In the End" - Tommee Profitt ft. Fleurie 

"Warriors" - 2WEI, Edda Hayes

"Die For You" - The Weeknd

"Death of a Bachelor" - Panic! At The Disco

"Lost on You" - LP








  
  The Ravens


Welcome to the dark heart of my world. Here’s your quick-and-dirty cheat sheet to the secret society that ties everything, and everyone, in my world together. 
If you’d rather go in blind and let the corruption reveal itself as you read…
Now’s your chance to skip ahead.
Still here? You’re about to learn the details about this ruthless secret society.

Ravens: The members of the society. Mostly old money, darker secrets.
Doves: The women tied to the Ravens. Some by birth. Some by choice. 
Talons: Future Ravens who do the dirty work to earn their wings.
The Council: The inner circle. Twenty founding families who pull every string that matters.

Rules:
Marriages may be arranged—if a woman’s father decides it suits him.
Widows are auctioned if their fathers don’t reclaim them… or if their late husbands’ wills say otherwise. (Yes, he profits from the sale.)
Once you’re in, you don’t leave. Ever.
The police don’t interfere. The Talons handle punishment. And they never leave a mark anyone can trace.

Headquarters:
Various locations in New England, USA.






  
  CHAPTER 1

BRIAR


The motel room smells of stale cigarettes and urine. 
This is just perfect. This is what my life is now, and it’s still an improvement.
Every sound from the parking lot keeps me on edge. Shadows passing by my window make me flinch. I hate how my body won’t let me relax, even though I’m free.
Free? That’s a joke. A Dove is never free.
But life on the run in a shit motel is far better than returning. Better than going back to be auctioned off by The Ravens to live a life at an aged asshole’s mercy.
I count the cash for the third time in an hour, my fingers shaking so hard I drop some bills. Thirty thousand and four hundred dollars. Everything I could grab from Roland’s safe before I made my escape.
The bills are dirty in my hands, like they carry the stench of him. Like cigars and expensive whiskey.
I’ve spent less than two hundred so far. Bus fare, this motel room, and underwear. In my frantic packing to escape after Roland’s funeral, I failed to pack underwear, which is problematic when all I own is dresses.
I’m doing my best to lie low while I figure out my life. I only hope that the Ravens won’t find me and drag me back to hell. That they will let me go.
Because if they want me back, I’m uncertain there is anywhere I could hide. The Ravens have unlimited resources and worldwide reach. They are a collection of families who’ve controlled New England for two centuries, with many others who have bought their way in. The women are raised to marry, have their children, and bend to their will.
The moment Roland’s body was cold, my sentence should have been over. But in our world, they auction widows off if there isn’t an agreement made in advance. They expect that I’ll stand in front of hungry, aged widowers desperate for another chance to take on a beautiful, young wife.
And so I ran.
I catch my reflection in the mirror. I look like hell. Hair unwashed and pulled into a messy knot. My skin has a dirty tinge to it. And I’m wearing a fucking sundress.
“You can do this,” I whisper to myself. But the woman in the mirror doesn’t look convinced. But she will beat them. She has to.
The shower calls to me. It’s been three days and I haven’t been brave enough to let my guard down to shower, but it’s time. I might even let myself go to a store soon to buy a pair of jeans. Another ‘fuck you’ to Roland.
I check the door lock. Then check it again before I wedge a chair under the handle for good measure.
I grab a clean pair of underwear and a different dress. Dresses. All dresses. Because that’s all Roland let me wear. It’s what he liked, so that’s what I had to wear. Day in and day out…for over eight years.
The shower is barely functional, more rust than chrome, but the water is hot. And as soon as I step inside, it’s heaven.
I let the warm streams soothe my body, relaxing for the first time since I ran. I make use of a razor to smooth my stubbled skin, and after I’ve finished, I chastise myself. No longer do I need to shave my legs for my bastard husband. He’s dead.
But I can’t deny that I prefer the softness.
I'm lathering my hair with shampoo when I hear the door creak. I jump back against the shower wall.
Soap is running into my eyes, making them burn, but I am frozen in place. My heart is racing so hard that the pounding is in my ears.
“Hello, Briar.”
That voice makes me gasp, and I clasp my hand over my mouth to silence myself. I don't recognize it. The voice is male and deep. He's definitely a Talon sent to drag me back.
I look around the shower for something to defend myself with. The best I can hope for is blinding him with soap.
“I’m going to leave a towel on the counter.” His voice is closer now, and I’m naked with only a thin curtain between us. “You’re going to dry off, dress yourself, and we’ll have a little chat about what happens next.”
“Who are—”
“You know why I’m here.”
He’s a fucking Talon. I wonder which lesser Raven family he’s a son of.
“I’ll be in the room,” he continues, his footsteps moving away from the shower. “You have five minutes. Don’t make me come back in here.”
The door clicks shut.
I stand there, water running over me, my brain screaming at what to do next. I could run…but where? The window is too small, and I have no chance of outrunning him. Fight? With what? My bare hands against a trained killer? And if I comply, then I end up back in Boston on an auction block.
I’m fucked no matter which way this goes.
I turn off the water with shaking hands and grab the towel.
Once I am dry, I pull on the underwear, and then the dress. I skip the dirty bra since I don’t think I can manage the clasp with the shake in my hands. I stare at the bathroom door, trying to force my breathing to steady. This is fine. I’ll talk to him and look for an opportunity to run. Maybe there’s a way to negotiate. I have come this far, so I can’t give up hope.
But who am I kidding? Talons don’t negotiate.
When I open the bathroom door, I see him immediately. He’s
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