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        A whispered wish in the dark…

        and something heard her.

      

      

      She thought it was just a fleeting fantasy—one she’d never dare say out loud. A craving for something deeper, darker… something more.

      But what if she wasn’t alone?

      What if something had been listening… waiting… ready to give her everything she secretly desired?

      Now temptation stands in front of her—dangerous, otherworldly, and impossible to resist. Every boundary she’s ever known begins to blur as curiosity turns into surrender.

      Because saying yes might feel so good…

      But what happens after?

      And once she gives in… will she ever want to go back?
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        A spicy monster romance with forbidden desires, why-choose tension, and carnal wishes come true.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      The apartment was quiet, a tomb for her loneliness. Dana stood before her bedroom mirror, the dim light from a single lamp casting long shadows across her bare skin. She wore nothing but a set of black lace lingerie—a recent, desperate purchase—the stockings held up by delicate garters that bit lightly into the flesh of her thighs. She looked, and she hated what she saw.

      Her reflection was a map of insecurities. The cascade of fiery red hair, which others called ‘auburn’ to be polite, felt like a garish flag. The constellation of freckles across her nose and shoulders, a spray of copper dust she’d tried to scrub away as a teenager, marked her as childish. Her height made her feel awkward, a giantess in a world of petite perfection, her slim frame seeming more gawky than graceful. She traced a finger over the small, pale rose of her nipple, the silver barbell through it cool to the touch. Another marking. Another attempt to claim a body she felt disconnected from.

      “I wish…” she whispered to the empty room, her voice hollow. “I wish someone would just… see me. Not just look. See. And take me. Take me so far away from this… from myself.”

      She wasn’t praying. Dana didn’t believe in that. It was a sigh into the void, a release of steam from the pressure cooker of her own longing. She had needs, a hunger that vibrated in her bones, a curiosity about pleasures that seemed to exist only in the whispered corners of the internet. Bondage. Exhibitionism. The loss of control. The idea of being filled, overwhelmed, used for a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain—but never crossed into it. That was her line. She wanted the edge, not the fall.

      Unaware that the void had ears.

      The air in the room grew thick, charged, like the moment before a lightning strike. The shadows in the corner of her room deepened, pooling into something substantive. Dana shivered, a sudden chill raising goosebumps on her arms. She turned from the mirror, her blue eyes wide.

      He was there. Leaning against her closet door as if he’d always been there.

      A devil.

      He was impossibly tall, taller than her, with a muscular build that spoke of predatory grace rather than brute gym labor. A dusting of dark hair covered his chest, trailing down a taut abdomen. His eyes glowed like banked coals, a deep, unsettling red that held her gaze. His lips were full, almost cruel in their perfection. And behind him, resting lightly on the floor, was a sinuous, prehensile tail that twitched with a life of its own.

      “You called,” he said. His voice was a low purr, a vibration that went straight to her core.

      Dana stumbled back, her back hitting the edge of her dresser. “I… I didn’t call anyone.”

      “You did.” He pushed off from the door, moving with liquid silence. “You whispered it into the dark. The dark is my domain.” He circled her, his red eyes drinking in every detail: the lace, the stockings, the landing strip of red hair at the juncture of her thighs, the silver glint at her nipple and, though hidden, at her clitoral hood. “And what a fascinating whisper it was. So much hunger. So much… untouched potential.”

      He stopped in front of her, his heat radiating against her skin. “You wished to be taken. To be shown levels of ecstasy you can’t even conceive.” A slow, dangerous smile touched his full lips. “I am more than willing.”

      “What are you?” she breathed, fear and a thrilling, illicit excitement warring within her.

      “An answer,” he replied simply. “For now, you can think of me as Lucien. And you, Dana with the fire hair and the stormy eyes, are a feast I intend to savor.”

      His confidence was absolute, a palpable force. There was no question in him, only assertion. He reached out, not touching her, but letting his fingers hover a hair’s breadth from her cheek. “These marks… these freckles. They are not flaws. They are stars. A personal galaxy I wish to navigate. You know that ‘Lucien’ means ‘star’ or ‘light’, right?”

      Dana’s breath hitched. She couldn’t move. No one had ever said anything like that to her - ever. It felt like a spell.

      “And this,” his gaze dropped to her body, “this tall, slim frame… it is not awkward. It is a canvas. Long, elegant, made for being adorned and explored.” His red eyes flicked back to hers, playful and dominant all at once. “You don’t believe you’re pretty. I don’t care about pretty. I crave interesting. You, my dear, are the most interesting thing I’ve stumbled upon in a century.”

      He stepped back, his tail curling around his ankle. 

      “The offer is this: I will take you on a journey. A night of experiences tailored to the deepest whispers of your soul. Voyeurism. Bondage. The thrill of the edge. The feeling of being utterly, completely full. I will introduce you to sensations that will rewrite your very understanding of pleasure.”

      “And the price?” Dana asked, her voice stronger now, laced with her innate curiosity.

      Lucien’s smile widened, revealing a glimpse of perfectly white teeth. “The price is the experience itself. To drink it in so deeply, to feel it so completely, that it leaves a mark on your soul. A taste of me, forever on your palate. Some call it soul-sucking. I prefer to think of it as… a more-permanent souvenir.”

      It was madness. A dangerous, dark mystery standing in her bedroom. But the emptiness that had echoed in her just minutes ago was now filled with a buzzing, electric anticipation. The obstacle wasn’t him; it was her own fear, her own self-doubt. The stakes were her own soul, or a piece of it.

      She looked at her reflection in the mirror behind him. She saw a tall woman in black lace, her blue eyes wide not with fear, but with awakening desire. And beside her, a myth made flesh, promising oblivion.

      “Okay,” she said, the word a whisper of surrender and defiance.

      Lucien’s red eyes flared. “Good.”
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      “First,” Lucien said, his tone turning playful and instructional, “we establish the arena.” His tail uncurled, its tip pointing to her bed. “You will kneel there. Hands behind your back.”

      A jolt of pure adrenaline shot through Dana. This was it. The first step into this fantasy. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she walked to the side of the bed and slowly sank to her knees on the soft rug. The lace of her panties rubbed against her, already damp. She laced her fingers together behind her back, her spine straight.

      Lucien watched her, like a connoisseur assessing a pose. “Exquisite,” he murmured. “The line from your neck, down your spine, to the curve of your ass… perfection.” He walked around her again, his gaze a physical weight. “This is a lesson in being seen. You are on display. For me. Every tremor, every rapid breath, every slight flush of your skin… I see it. I drink it.”

      He stopped behind her. She felt his heat, but he did not touch. The anticipation was a razor’s edge. She could feel the cool air on her stockings, the tightness of the garters, the vulnerable exposure of her position.

      “Do you know,” his voice came, low and intimate near her ear, though he wasn’t that close, “what it does to me, to see such willing vulnerability? Such trust, even laced with fear?”

      Dana shook her head, a tiny motion.

      “It makes me hungry,” he purred. “But we feast slowly, savoring this moment.”

      From the periphery of her vision, she saw his tail move. It wasn’t like an animal’s appendage; it was sleek, muscular, and moved with intelligent purpose. The tip, slightly broader and softer, trailed up the back of her calf, over the sensitive hollow behind her knee. She gasped. The sensation was alien, warm, and incredibly precise.

      “Your first lesson is sensation,” Lucien said, his voice a hypnotic backdrop. “Forget what you know. This,” the tail-tip traced the seam of her stocking at her thigh, “is not just a touch. It is an interrogation.”

      The tail slid away. She heard a soft rustle, then felt something else—a wide, cool band of what felt like living silk—wrap around her wrists behind her back. It tightened just enough to be secure, sinuous and strong. Bondage. Her breath came faster. She was bound, kneeling, completely under his control. The fear was still there, a sharp spice, but it was now inextricably woven with a profound, aching arousal.

      “Good,” Lucien’s voice held a note of approval that warmed her more than any touch. “You are doing perfectly.”

      He moved in front of her now, crouching down so his red eyes were
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