
Her Forbidden Double

She’s not her enemy... she’s her weakness.
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PROLOGUE: THE ARCHITECT
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Dr. Victor Kane had always believed that power wasn't taken—it was cultivated.

From his penthouse laboratory overlooking the glittering sprawl of the city, he watched the screens with the patience of a man who had already won. Thirty monitors displayed feeds from across his empire: weapons facilities in Eastern Europe, pharmaceutical fronts in Southeast Asia, political puppets dancing on strings they didn't even know existed. But tonight, only one screen mattered.

The one showing her.

Phoenix.

Phoebe Hart to those who knew her civilian identity, though precious few did. She moved across the night sky like a comet, her silhouette backlit by the moon as she carried a family to safety from a burning high-rise. Even from this distance, even through the grainy satellite feed, her strength was evident. The way she cradled the children against her chest. The effortless grace with which she descended, touching down on the street below to the cheers of gathered crowds.

Beautiful. Powerful. Incorruptible.

Or so the world believed.

Victor's thin lips curved into something that might have been a smile. He'd spent three years studying her. Three years collecting samples—a strand of hair from a crime scene, skin cells from a torn costume, blood from a particularly vicious battle with one of his lesser competitors. Three years mapping her genome, understanding not just her powers but the psychology beneath them.

Heroes were so predictable. They thought their strength made them invulnerable. They never considered that their greatest weakness might be themselves.

He pressed a button on his desk. "Is she ready?"

The voice that answered was like honey poured over broken glass—familiar yet wrong, seductive yet dangerous. "I've been ready since the moment you woke me, Doctor."

Victor's pulse quickened despite himself. Even he wasn't immune to what he'd created. She stood in the doorway of his laboratory, and the sight of her never failed to steal his breath.

She was Phoebe Hart's reflection in a dark mirror.

Where Phoenix wore red and gold, she wore black that seemed to drink the light—except where it didn't. Her suit was a masterpiece of engineering and aesthetics, a second skin of material so thin and form-fitting it might as well have been paint. The fabric caught and reflected every photon like liquid obsidian, wet-looking and gleaming, clinging to every curve and valley of her body with obscene precision.

The material moulded to her breasts like a lover's hands, the shiny surface creating highlights that drew the eye to their perfect roundness, their weight, the way they moved with each breath. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, clearly visible as tight peaks that the suit seemed designed to showcase rather than conceal. Light pooled in the valley of her cleavage, a river of reflected brilliance that made it impossible not to imagine what lay beneath—or rather, what was barely hidden at all.

The suit narrowed at her waist before flaring over hips that were identical to Phoebe's yet somehow more deliberate, more pronounced. The shiny material clung to the curve of her ass, each cheek perfectly defined, the fabric catching light as she moved and creating shadows in the cleft between them. And lower still, between her thighs, the suit was so tight that the shape of her pussy was visible—a subtle shadow, a suggestion of lips pressed together beneath the gleaming black. Even the slight prominence of her clit could be seen if one looked closely enough, a small rise in the otherwise smooth surface.

Her hair was darker than Phoebe's, styled with calculated precision. Her lips were painted a deep crimson that promised both pleasure and pain. But it was her eyes that truly set her apart—Phoebe's eyes held determination and hope. These eyes held hunger.

"Noir Vera," Victor said, savouring the name he'd given her. "Are you certain you understand your purpose?"

She moved into the room with a predator's grace, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The sound was hypnotic. Everything about her was designed to mesmerise, to seduce, to conquer. With each step, light cascaded across her body—over the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the taut plane of her stomach, the shadow between her legs.

"I understand perfectly," she purred, running one finger along the edge of his desk. Even that simple gesture seemed laden with promise. "I am everything she denies. Everything she suppresses. Every dark desire she's pushed down in service of being the perfect hero." She leaned forward, and Victor found himself unable to look away from the way light pooled in her cleavage, how the material stretched tighter across her breasts, her nipples even more prominent now, practically begging to be touched. "I am her shadow. And shadows always find their way home."

"She'll resist you."

"At first." Noir's smile was knowing, ancient, despite the fact that she'd only existed for six months. "But I can already feel her, Doctor. Our connection runs deeper than DNA. I know her thoughts, her dreams, her secret shames. I know what makes her wet in the dark hours of the morning when she thinks no one is watching." She straightened, and the movement sent light cascading across her body like water. "She'll resist. She'll fight. And then she'll surrender. Because I'm not offering her corruption—I'm offering her completion."

Victor studied her, this perfect weapon he'd forged from stolen genetics and forbidden science. "And when she's yours?"

"Then she's yours," Noir said simply. "A hero fallen is worth a thousand villains risen. When Phoenix kneels, the world will know that even the brightest light casts a shadow. Your empire will expand unopposed."

It was a beautiful plan. Elegant. Inevitable.

Victor had no way of knowing that Noir Vera had already begun to lie to him.

"Begin tomorrow," he said. "I want this done within a week."

"Five days," Noir corrected, her voice carrying absolute certainty. "In five days, Phoebe Hart will be mine. What happens after..." She paused at the doorway, glancing back over her shoulder. The light caught her just so, outlining every curve, every dangerous promise. "Well. We'll see, won't we?"

She left, and Victor returned to his screens. But he found himself pulling up the feed that showed Noir's quarters, watching as she prepared for tomorrow's first encounter. She moved through her space with liquid grace, selecting outfits, testing the way light played across different materials.

His hand drifted to his lap almost unconsciously.

He told himself it was merely appreciation for his own creation. But deep down, in a place he rarely acknowledged, Victor Kane wondered if he'd made something he could control—or something that would ultimately control him.

On the screen, Noir smiled as if she could hear his thoughts.

Perhaps she could.

—-
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DAY ONE: FIRST CONTACT
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Phoebe Hart had learned to trust her instincts.

Six years of being Phoenix had honed them to a razor's edge. The prickle at the back of her neck that meant danger. The tightness in her chest that preceded violence. The way the air seemed to thicken before something terrible happened.

So when she felt none of those things, she should have known something was wrong.

It was a Tuesday, unseasonably warm for October. She'd spent the morning in her civilian identity, teaching English literature to disinterested high school sophomores who cared more about their phones than Shakespeare. The afternoon had been consumed by a hostage situation at a downtown bank—routine, if such things could ever be called routine. Three gunmen, two dozen hostages, one very scared security guard who'd nearly shot her by accident.

She'd handled it with her usual efficiency. No casualties. Minimal property damage. The gunmen were gift-wrapped for the police, and she'd even managed to retrieve the elderly woman's purse that had been knocked under a desk in the chaos.

Now, as the sun set over the city, she stood atop the Meridian Building, her favorite perch. Up here, five hundred feet above the street, the wind whipped her hair around her face and the city spread out below like a circuit board of light and shadow. Up here, she could breathe.

Up here, she could be herself.

Phoebe closed her eyes and let the wind carry away the day's tensions. The fear in the hostages' eyes. The weight of their lives in her hands. The constant, grinding pressure of being perfect, being strong, being—

"Beautiful view."

Phoebe's eyes snapped open. Her body tensed, ready for combat, even as her mind processed the impossibility of what she was hearing. No one could approach her undetected. No one could—

She turned.

And froze.

The woman standing ten feet away was... her. And not her. Like looking into a mirror that showed not your reflection but your opposite. Same height, same build, same facial structure. But where Phoebe's costume was designed for function—durable, practical, in shades of red and gold that symbolised hope and strength—this woman's outfit was designed for something else entirely.

Seduction.

The suit was black, so black it seemed to absorb light, except where it caught and reflected it in ways that made Phoebe's mouth go dry. The material was impossibly thin, moulded to every curve like liquid poured over skin, and it had a wet sheen that made it look as though she'd just emerged from dark water. Light cascaded across her body in rivulets—over the swell of her breasts, down the valley between them, across the flat plane of her stomach.

Her breasts were perfect. High and full, the shiny material stretched taut across them, and her nipples—God, her nipples—stood out in sharp relief, hard peaks that the suit seemed designed to showcase rather than conceal. The fabric was so thin that Phoebe could see the texture of her aureolas, the way they puckered slightly in the evening air. Light pooled in her cleavage, a gleaming river that drew the eye down, down, inviting exploration.

The suit narrowed at her waist before flaring over hips that swayed with predatory grace. And her ass—Phoebe's gaze traveled lower before she could stop herself—the curve of it was obscene, each cheek perfectly defined beneath the clinging material. The fabric disappeared between them, creating a shadow that made Phoebe think of things she had no business thinking about. When the woman shifted her weight, light rippled across her ass like water, highlighting every contour.

But it was lower still that made heat flood Phoebe's face and—she couldn't deny it—between her thighs. The suit left absolutely nothing to imagination. The material was so tight, so revealing, that the shape of her pussy was clearly visible—the swell of her lips pressed together, the subtle cleft between them, even the slight prominence where her clit would be. It was all there, outlined in shiny black, a shadow and suggestion that was somehow more erotic than nakedness.

Phoebe felt her own body respond traitorously. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward. Her nipples tightened beneath her costume, suddenly sensitive against the fabric. And between her legs—oh God—she could feel herself growing wet, her pussy lips swelling with unwanted arousal, slickness gathering at her entrance.

"Who—" Phoebe's voice came out rougher than intended. She cleared her throat, forced steel
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