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⚠️ Trigger Warning List

This book contains themes and scenes that may be disturbing or upsetting to some readers. Please proceed with caution if you are sensitive to:

	Childhood trauma & abuse (emotional, physical, and coercive undertones)

	Sexual assault & non-consensual encounters (referenced in flashbacks)

	Taboo family dynamics (including cousin/relative relationships)

	Manipulation and coercion

	Toxic power imbalance

	Obsession and possessiveness

	Explicit sexual content (intense and graphic scenes)

	Violence & aggression (emotional and physical tension)

	Mental health struggles (guilt, shame, internal conflict)


"This story is a work of dark romance fiction. It is not meant to glorify harmful behaviors, but to explore complex emotional and psychological dynamics within a fictional setting. Reader discretion is strongly advised."

Author’s Note 

There are some stories that are born in the shadows; stories that carry pain, scars, and memories that most would rather bury. This book is one of those stories. It does not shy away from tragedy, because the truth is, tragedy is often the soil in which the strongest roots of love are forced to grow. The characters you are about to journey with began in darkness, but I want you to see how that very darkness shaped the fire inside them.

I wrote them as broken children first, because many of us know what it’s like to feel powerless. To be trapped in a house where silence feels louder than words. To be forced to carry secrets you didn’t choose. But instead of letting that silence be the end of them, they carried it forward, using it as the thread that bound them together.

You’ll notice that their bond was not one born of perfection. It wasn’t the sweet, easy love that most people dream of. No, it was messy. It was carved out of fear, guilt, and the kind of grief that bends a soul until it almost snaps. Yet, within that grief, something tender began to bloom. They clung to each other, not because it was easy, but because no one else could understand the storm inside their hearts.

Some readers may ask why I would write about this at all? Why wander into taboo, into pain, into the kind of love that defies the world around it? My answer is simple: because love is not always gentle. Sometimes love is survival. Sometimes it is a rebellion. Sometimes it is the only way to reclaim power when everything else has been taken from you.

As children, they didn’t have a choice. But as they grew, they began to rewrite their own story. They turned trauma into defiance, and defiance into passion. What once was forced upon them became something they claimed for themselves. That shift from victim to survivor, from silence to voice, from shame to desire is the transformation at the heart of this book.

It is not meant to excuse what was done to them. It is not meant to glorify pain. Instead, it is meant to show that healing can come in forms that look strange to the outside world. Sometimes two broken souls find in each other the one person who can carry the weight of their scars without judgment. That is what they became for one another.

This book is about forbidden love, yes but more than that, it’s about reclamation. It’s about characters who take the chains that once bound them and melt them down into something else: a shield, a bond, a fire that no one can put out. Their love is not clean. It is not simple. But it is theirs. And sometimes, that is enough. So, as you read, I ask you to sit with the discomfort. To lean into the shadows. To witness their tragedy, yes, but also to see how they carved beauty from it. Because that, more than anything, is the heart of dark romance transforming pain into passion, loss into longing, tragedy into love.

Monalisa-
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CHAPTER 1 
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The night she met him, Seraphina’s world tilted forever. The night air in the city was 

crisp, carrying the scent of rain on concrete and the hum of neon signs flickering in the 

distance. Seraphina pulled her coat tighter, the cool breeze slipping beneath the fabric 

like a thief in search of warmth. 

Across the dimly lit bar, where shadows clung to corners and conversations 

hummed low, a man stood watching her. Not in the casual, distracted way strangers do, 

but as though he already knew her and had been waiting. “His presence was magnetic, 

dangerous as fire to a moth.

Their eyes locked, her breath caught He didn’t smile. He didn’t look away. He studied her, unreadable, mapping every detail. She turned away, but the weight of his gaze lingered resting against her skin, igniting something she couldn’t name. When she finally looked back, he was gone.

The city hummed beneath the weight of midnight, its neon veins glowing faint against the storm clouds above. Rain had started earlier, a whisper at first, then a steady rhythm that slicked the streets and blurred the lights into streaks of red and gold.

Seraphina pulled her coat tighter around her shoulders as she stepped from the cab. Her heels clicked against the wet pavement, each sound sharp, defiant, as though daring the night to challenge her. She wasn’t supposed to be here. Not in this part of town. Not chasing the kind of danger that had haunted her dreams for years.

The old hotel rose up in front of her gothic, weatherworn, the sort of place that seemed to breathe in shadows. Its windows glowed faintly, like watchful eyes that knew too much. Something inside her tightened, the mix of fear and longing that had become too familiar. She should have walked away. But instead, she crossed the threshold.

The lobby was dim, the chandeliers flickering with a light that barely held. The air smelled of smoke and secrets. She could hear music in the distance a haunting, low jazz tune that seemed to wrap itself around her, pulling her deeper. Then she felt it. The weight of a stare.

Her pulse skipped, her eyes drawn toward the far end of the room. He was there. Leaning against a pillar as though the world itself bent to make room for him. A man carved from shadow and firelight, his dark suit clinging to him like a second skin, his expression unreadable.

The stranger.

The one who had followed her thoughts for weeks, who seemed to exist only at the edge of her vision always close, never reachable. And now he was here, impossibly real, impossibly close. "Seraphina.” The way he said her name like he had owned it long before tonight sent a shiver racing through her. 

The silence between them stretched, thick as smoke. Seraphina’s heart hammered, torn between running and stepping closer. Every instinct screamed danger, but another voice whispered something darker curiosity. The kind that left scars.

As thunder rolled outside, Lucian’s eyes caught the lightning. For a breath, she saw something in them that made her chest ache rage, hunger, and the ghost of the boy she once knew. That flash of memory made the pull stronger. And it terrified her. 

And in that moment, she knew two things with absolute certainty: She should turn around and leave. But she wouldn’t. In that moment she didn’t know if she was hallucinating or it was really him; the man who caused both her and Lucian so much pain.

The storm outside rattled the windows, but it was nothing compared to the storm he left inside her. Seraphina stood frozen in the empty hallway, the echo of his voice still clinging to the walls, the taste of his name burning on her tongue. She told herself it was madness, that she should lock the door, forget the way his eyes had stripped her bare. But even as she whispered the lie, she knew the truth, Lucian had returned, and her life would feel safe again.
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