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Mental Health Disclaimer




Welcome to The Bishop Collar. If you’re looking for a sweet romance with flowers and traditional love declarations, close this book now. This is a story about power, control, submission, and the darkness that lives inside us all.

This is a dark romance with a polyamory/reverse harem dynamic centered on male domination. The characters are morally gray—or completely black—and their actions do not reflect healthy real-world relationships. Read with an open mind and remember: fiction is the only safe place to explore our darkest desires.

Your mental health comes first. If any of these themes become too much, please pause or stop. Take care of yourself.


CONTENT WARNING (TRIGGER WARNINGS)




This book is a dark romance and contains themes that may be sensitive for some readers. Strictly recommended for readers 18 and older. All characters are of legal age.

Contains:

• Kidnapping, false imprisonment, and Stockholm/Lima Syndrome.

• Explicit sex scenes and polyamory (Reverse Harem / MMFF).

• BDSM dynamics, domination, submission, praise kink, and severe impact play.

• Graphic violence, torture, weapons, and bloodshed.

• Psychological torture and exposure to murder.

• Profane and aggressive language.

• Extreme power imbalance and possessiveness.

• Dubious consent.

• Voyeurism, exhibitionism, and double penetration.

Severe BDSM practices: dungeon use, restraints, chains, whips, gags, St. Andrew’s cross, and physical punishment.

There is no sexual interaction between the men.

The protagonists are criminals and act like it. If you’re not comfortable with unapologetic villains, this book may not be for you. But if you crave monsters who would burn the world down to protect what’s theirs… welcome to the Bishop Empire.
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Chapter 1: The Incomplete Throne




The sharp crack of leather slicing through the air was the only music Dante ever allowed inside his sanctuary.

The sound echoed off the stone walls and acoustic padding of the dungeon, followed by Julian’s muffled groan. Bound to the heavy solid-oak St. Andrew’s cross, wrists and ankles locked in steel cuffs lined with velvet, Chicago’s deadliest assassin trembled—not from pain, but from pure reverence.

Dante lowered the riding crop, his dark, cold eyes assessing the vivid red marks blooming across his submissive’s broad, muscular back.

“You were careless at the south dock today, Julian,” Dante’s voice was dangerous velvet—the tone of a man who commanded an empire of blood and billion-dollar corporations without blinking. “You let one of the rival cartel’s rats see your face before you killed him.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” Julian panted, voice hoarse from the ring gag that had been removed only minutes earlier. “I deserve the punishment.”

Across the room, reclining in a Chesterfield leather armchair, Valentina swirled her glass of red wine. She wore an emerald silk dress that cost more than most of the men they killed. Her crimson lips curved into a perfectly drawn sadistic smile.

“He’s always been a good boy, Dante,” Valentina murmured, rising with predatory grace. The click of her Louboutin heels against the polished concrete made Julian’s breath hitch. She stopped beside her husband, trailing long nails down Dante’s chest before turning her gaze to the man bound to the cross. “But you’re tense, my love. The blood spilled today wasn’t enough. And our guard dog’s submission wasn’t enough either.”

Dante tossed the crop onto the instrument table where pliers, shibari ropes, and metal plugs lay in perfect order. He crossed to Julian, gripping the man’s jaw hard and forcing his eyes up.

Julian looked back with raw adoration. He would kill for Dante. Die for Valentina. Drop to his knees and take Dante down his throat with religious devotion whenever ordered.

Valentina moved to the surgical table and picked up the black leather strap-on fitted with a thick, dark dildo. The metallic clink of buckles tightening around her hips echoed through the dungeon. Dante stepped back, arms crossed, eyes gleaming with pure approval as his wife took control.

“You’ve been punished for your mistake, Julian,” Valentina whispered, stopping behind the man bound to the cross. She traced the line of his spine with sharp nails, sliding down to his hips. “Now you’ll be rewarded for your submission.”

Julian shuddered, a moan of anticipation trapped in his throat. Valentina prepared him with cold precision and, without warning, thrust deep inside him.

Julian threw his head back, a guttural sound reverberating off the stone walls. It was a deep, absolute invasion that unraveled him from the inside out. Valentina moved with sadistic rhythm, dominating him completely—shattering every trace of the lethal assassin he was beyond these walls and reducing him to a panting, trembling body perfectly surrendered to his masters.

When she finally pulled back, unbuckling the strap-on and letting him breathe, Julian was drenched in sweat, eyes rolled back in pure adoration. Only then did Dante approach.

“Release him,” Dante ordered.

Valentina unlocked the cuffs. The moment his limbs were free, Julian didn’t stand. He dropped to his knees on the cold floor, crawling to Dante’s feet and pressing his lips to the tips of his Italian leather shoes, then crawling to Valentina and kissing hers as well.

“I’m not enough for you, Sir,” Julian whispered, frustration bleeding into his voice. “I serve. I obey. But I know you need… something else. A woman.”

Dante sighed, running a hand through his dark hair. His primal heterosexuality was a hunger Julian’s male submission could never fully satisfy. And Valentina, with her brilliant, wicked mind, knew it. More than that—she craved it.

“Don’t blame yourself, Julian,” Valentina said softly, stroking the kneeling assassin’s hair. “We love your loyalty. But there’s a monster inside you that needs to play too, doesn’t there? You kneel for us, but I see how your eyes light up at the thought of putting a collar on a soft, pretty neck. You’re a switch, darling. You need to dominate as much as you need to serve.”

Julian swallowed hard, eyes gleaming with naked truth.

“We need a pet,” Dante declared, voice final and unquestionable. “Someone to serve me. Someone for you to break and mold, Valentina. And someone Julian can fuck and dominate—under our rules. A submissive for our empire.”

The silence that followed was broken by the soft beep of Dante’s encrypted tablet on the spanking bench. He picked it up. His eyes narrowed at the security alert from the mansion.

“Looks like fate has a twisted sense of humor,” Dante murmured, turning the screen so Valentina and Julian could see.

The west-wing cameras showed a girl in black tactical gear, pinned down by two of Dante’s guards. She had bypassed three biometric rings and was holding Valentina’s priceless historic diamond-and-ruby necklace before being caught. Her eyes were wide, but her posture screamed pure defiance.

“Her name is Maya,” Dante read the quick report. “Twenty-two. No living family. No ties to the rival cartel. Just a bold little cat burglar who thought she could rob our main vault.”

Valentina licked her lips, eyes gleaming with predatory hunger at the girl’s audacity. She glanced at the empty St. Andrew’s cross, then at the shibari ropes hanging on the wall.

“Don’t kill her,” Valentina whispered, her smile widening. “Julian, get dressed. Go to the west wing.”

Julian rose, the submissive posture vanishing instantly, replaced by the cold lethality of the assassin.

“What are the orders, Ma’am?”

“Bring the girl to the mansion,” Dante answered for her, eyes locked on Maya’s image. “Bring her to the dungeon. Let’s see if this little thief has what it takes to wear our collar.”


Chapter 2: The Weight of Darkness




The first thing Maya felt was the scent—an intoxicating blend of expensive leather, polishing wax, copper, and a masculine woody cologne that reeked of power and danger.

The second was absolute darkness.

A thick silk blindfold covered her eyes perfectly. Cold panic raced up her spine as she tried to scream—only to find a rigid silicone ring gag keeping her lips parted, secured by leather straps at her nape. Every desperate breath sounded loud in the tomb-like silence.

Her wrists were suspended above her head by rough shibari ropes that bit into her skin through the tactical suit. Her toes barely brushed the icy concrete floor.

She was an elite thief. She had cracked Swiss vaults and slipped past armed security in Monaco. But these knots told her the person who had bound her was a master. There was no escape.

The heavy steel door groaned open.

Footsteps. Three distinct rhythms.

Heavy combat boots. Sharp stiletto clicks. And silent, measured steps—the gait of an alpha predator who didn’t need noise to own the room.

“Her heart rate is spiking,” a velvety feminine voice purred, laced with sadistic amusement. “She’s terrified… and yet I can already smell the rebellion.”

“She breached the west wing, Ma’am,” a deep, rough male voice replied. “Disabled the biometrics in under three minutes. She’s fast.”

“Fast enough to steal my ruby necklace, Julian,” the woman purred, drawing closer. “But not fast enough to escape our security.”

A long, sharp nail traced Maya’s jaw, then slid down her exposed throat. She tried to recoil, but the ropes held her fast. A muffled sound of protest escaped the gag.

“Shhh, little bird,” the woman whispered against her ear. “You tried to rob Valentina and Dante Bishop. Most people would already be at the bottom of the Chicago River with their throats slit. You should be grateful you’re still breathing.”

“Remove her gag, Julian. I want to hear our little thief speak.”

The third voice cut through the air like ice and heat at once. Deep. Cold. Commanding. The air itself seemed to bend to this man.

Large, calloused hands unbuckled the gag. Maya gasped, coughing as she sucked in air, jaw aching.

She lifted her chin toward where the leader’s voice had come from.

“If you’re going to kill me, do it already,” Maya snapped, voice hoarse but steady. “If you want the necklace back, it’s lying in the hallway. I work alone. I have no boss for you to torture.”

A low, dark chuckle rolled from the man. Dante.

His body heat enveloped her as he stopped inches away. Strong fingers adorned with a heavy signet ring gripped her chin, tilting her face up. The touch was pure possession.

“Killing you would be a waste of talent, Maya,” Dante murmured, thumb brushing her tingling lower lip. “And we don’t waste beautiful, useful things.”

“What do you want from me?” she whispered, hating how her body instinctively leaned into his touch.

“You owe us now,” Valentina’s voice floated from her right. “The price of your life. And we’ve decided you’ll pay with your body, your obedience, and your mind.”

“I’m not a whore,” Maya growled, struggling against the ropes.

Dante’s grip tightened—just enough to still her. “We’re not looking for a whore. We’re looking for a submissive. A prisoner. Someone who belongs to me. Someone to be shaped by my wife. And someone for my guard dog, Julian, to fuck and break when I allow it.”

Maya felt Julian’s hot breath on her left neck. Three predators circling her in the dark.

“You’ll learn to beg for that blindfold, Maya,” Julian whispered, voice thick with dark promise. “You’ll learn to love the ropes. Or we’ll break you until you do.”

“You have two choices,” Dante said, voice dropping dangerously low. “Belong to us willingly… or discover exactly what we do to those who try to steal from us. Which will it be?”

“Belong to you.”

“Smart girl.” Dante’s thumb stroked her lower lip once more. “Training starts now.”

A metallic sound came from a nearby table—not cuffs, but a blade being drawn. Before Maya could struggle, cold steel slid against her skin. With lethal precision, Dante sliced through the tactical suit and her lingerie. The fabric fell away, leaving her completely exposed and bound.

He didn’t sheathe the blade. With a swift, calculated flick, he brought the flat, heavy side of the steel down in a sharp smack directly against her exposed pussy.

The shock of icy metal against her sensitive clit tore a sharp cry from her throat. Her body arched violently against the ropes, and a hot, traitorous rush of wetness slid down her thighs.

“So sensitive,” Dante murmured, voice rough with desire.

Julian’s hand dove between her thighs, pinching her clit and rubbing the slickness already gathering there.

“She’s dripping for us, Sir,” Julian reported, breath hot against her neck.

“Show her how we do it, Julian.”

Julian gripped her face and claimed her mouth in a brutal kiss. His tongue invaded while his fingers teased and punished her clit. Without breaking the kiss, he positioned himself and thrust into her in one savage stroke.

Maya cried out against his mouth as he fucked her hard, setting a primal rhythm that made the ropes creak. When Julian finally growled and pulled out, Dante took his place.

Dante was cold, methodical, merciless. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and drove into her with devastating depth. Each thrust was a declaration of ownership. He fucked her like a king marking his territory, demanding complete surrender. Maya whimpered as pleasure bordered on unbearable. He tugged her nipples, fisted her hair, bit her neck, and finally spilled deep inside her with a low groan.

Valentina’s heels clicked again. She had watched everything, eyes gleaming with lust.

“My turn,” she purred.

Long nails dug into Maya’s thighs, spreading her wider. The thick strap-on thrust in hard, ripping a loud, helpless cry from Maya. Valentina fucked her with masterful sadism, completely unraveling her.

Bound and taken by Chicago’s three most dangerous predators, Maya shattered into a violent climax, body convulsing against the ropes as darkness swallowed her whole.


Chapter 3: The Predator’s Mark




Maya’s body felt like lead and fire.

When she finally opened her eyes, the absolute darkness of the previous night had given way to a soft, indirect yellowish light. She was lying on a wide black leather divan in the corner of the room, covered by a heavy velvet robe that smelled of Dante’s woody cologne. The echo of her own screams and the ghost of their possessive touches still made her lower belly throb and her skin tingle. She had been completely undone, dominated, and claimed.

Alone, Maya finally took in the place where she had been broken.

The dungeon was a sanctuary of luxury and pain. Dark stone walls, polished concrete floor, a solid-oak St. Andrew’s cross in the center, and glass shelves displaying leather and metal instruments that cost more than sports cars. It was terrifying. And, in a sick way she could barely admit to herself, fascinating.

The metallic sound of the heavy steel door being unlocked made her hold her breath and clutch the velvet robe tighter against her chest.

Footsteps echoed. The three entered.

Julian was the first to approach. He wore black tactical pants and a tight T-shirt that highlighted his muscles and the thin scars on his arms. In his hands, he carried a silver tray with a crystal pitcher of water, fresh fruit, and bread. The wolf-assassin posture was still there, but his stormy brown eyes watched her with careful devotion.

Right behind him, Valentina and Dante entered like the royalty of the underworld they were. Valentina wore a red silk tailored suit, her lips painted in a smile of pure satisfaction. Dante was impeccable in a dark suit without a tie, exuding that sovereign power that made the air around him feel heavier.

Julian knelt beside the divan, setting the tray on a small side table. He poured a glass of water and offered it to her.

“Drink,” Julian instructed softly, his voice rough.

Maya hesitated for a second, but her dry throat begged. She took the glass with trembling hands and drank greedily. The cold water soothed the burn in her throat. Then Julian offered a piece of fruit, and the hunger of someone who had endured a physical and emotional marathon won out. She accepted, chewing slowly under the watchful gaze of the three.

Dante walked over to her. His Italian shoes made no sound. He stopped in front of Maya, and Julian instinctively lowered his head in submission to his master, though he remained kneeling beside the girl.

Dante crouched down, bringing himself to eye level with her. He used his thumb to brush a strand of sweat-damp hair from Maya’s face. The touch was possessive, marking territory.

“You survived your first night, little bird,” Dante said, his voice low and dangerous. “And you gave us quite a show. But now the game is over. We need to talk.”

“Why didn’t you kill me?” Maya whispered, her voice cracking. She clutched the robe tighter around her body. “I tried to rob you. I breached the vault.”

Valentina approached, stopping behind Dante and resting her hands on her husband’s broad shoulders.

“Because you’re a mystery, Maya,” Dante continued, his dark eyes locked on hers. “No one breaches my house. No one gets past Julian’s security. And definitely no one tries to steal my wife’s necklace unless they’re desperate… or suicidal.”

Dante gripped her chin, forcing her to maintain eye contact.

“You don’t fit the suicidal profile. You’re too smart and too agile for that. So tell me: who sent you?”

Maya swallowed hard. Real terror—not the thrilling terror of the night before, but the fear of death—returned to haunt her.

“If I talk, he’ll kill me.”

Valentina let out a short, melodic laugh. She circled Dante and stroked Maya’s face with the back of her hand, her long nails grazing the sensitive skin.

“My dear, you’re in Dante and Valentina Bishop’s house. The man you fear out there is nothing but an insect compared to what we are. Give me the name.”

Maya looked at the three of them. She had no way out. She was in the hands of Chicago’s deadliest executioners.

“Viktor Romanov,” she whispered, the name tearing at her throat. “The leader of the Bratva Syndicate. My father owed him money before he died. Viktor said the debt passed to me. He gave me forty-eight hours to steal the ruby necklace and deliver it, or he’d sell me into human trafficking at the border.”

Silence fell over the dungeon and the temperature in the room seemed to drop ten degrees.

Julian’s muscles tensed, his brown eyes darkening with murderous fury. Valentina narrowed her eyes, a cold, lethal smile curving her lips.

Dante released Maya’s chin and rose slowly. The dungeon-dominator aura vanished, instantly replaced by the underworld boss, the monster who ruled the city with an iron fist.

“Romanov,” Dante tested the name on his tongue as if it were poison. “He thought he could use a girl to rob my house and fund his war against my empire. Or just to test my defenses and try to humiliate me.”

Dante looked at Julian.

“Put the men on maximum alert.”

“Yes, Sir,” Julian replied, his voice vibrating with the promise of blood.

Dante turned his dark gaze back to Maya, who shrank slightly on the divan. The possessiveness in the Alpha’s eyes was overwhelming.

“As for you, Maya…” Dante murmured, stepping closer again. He touched her bare neck, right where her pulse raced frantically. “Viktor Romanov can no longer sell you. He can no longer touch you.”

“Why not?” she asked, breath caught.

Valentina answered for him, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she looked at the girl’s untouched neck, already imagining the collar she would place there.

“Because you no longer belong to yourself, and certainly not to him. You belong to us now. And we kill anyone who tries to touch what is ours.”


Capítulo 4: The Golden Cage




The transition from the cold underworld of the dungeon to the opulence of the mansion was disorienting.

Maya walked barefoot down the Italian marble corridors, still wrapped in the heavy black velvet robe. With every step, the magnitude of Dante and Valentina’s empire revealed itself. Original artworks—some she had studied to forge or steal—adorned the walls. Crystal chandeliers hung from vaulted ceilings. It was a palace built with dirty money and blood, disguised as corporate elegance.

Silent and relentless, Julian walked right behind her. His presence was like a wall of constant heat and danger at her back.

They climbed a double staircase to the east wing. Julian overtook her for a second to open two heavy white oak doors.

“Enter,” he instructed, his voice deep.

Maya hesitated before stepping onto the plush carpet. The room was the size of her old apartment. There was a king-size bed with silver silk sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the vast gardens, and an en-suite bathroom lined in black marble. It was stunning. And there were no locks on the inside.

Before she could process the space, firm footsteps echoed in the hallway. Dante and Valentina entered the room. Julian closed the door and took up a military stance beside the entrance, arms crossed.

Dante walked to the center of the room, inspecting the space before fixing his dark, predatory eyes on Maya. Valentina stopped by the window, the morning light highlighting the red of her silk outfit.

“This is your new world, Maya,” Dante began, his voice filling every corner of the room. “You were brought here as a thief, but from today onward, you are our property. And our property lives by our rules.”

Maya tightened the knot of the robe, lifting her chin. The fear of Romanov still pulsed in her veins, but the submission Dante demanded made her heart beat at a dangerously accelerated rhythm.

“Rule number one,” Valentina interjected, her voice velvety but sharp as glass. “Absolute respect. Outside the dungeon, you address us as Sir and Ma’am. No exceptions, no hesitation.”

“Rule number two,” Dante took a step toward her, his presence sucking the oxygen from the room. “You do not leave this property. The mansion walls are your limit. If you try to run, if you try to jump the gates, it won’t be the Bratva hunting you. It will be us. And the punishment will make last night seem like child’s play. Am I clear?”

Maya swallowed hard, feeling the weight of that gaze. She nodded slightly.

“Use your words, little bird,” Dante demanded, his tone dropping dangerously.

“Yes… Sir.” The word scraped her throat, but sent a hot shiver straight to her lower belly.

Dante smiled, a dark, satisfied curl of his lips. He glanced over Maya’s shoulder at the assassin standing by the door.

“Rule number three. Julian.”

Julian uncrossed his arms and stepped forward.

“From this second on, Julian is your shadow,” Dante decreed. “Wherever you go in this house, he goes. If you go to the gardens, he’ll be there. If you go to eat, he’ll be there. He has two missions: to make sure none of Viktor Romanov’s men get within a kilometer of you… and to make sure you obey every one of our rules.”

Maya looked at Julian. The man who had taken her so ferociously the night before now stared at her with an unreadable, professional expression. But his brown eyes burned with a silent promise. He wasn’t just a bodyguard; he was their jailer and their executioner.

“He answers only to us,” Valentina added, walking over to Maya and circling her slowly like a shark circling its prey. “Julian has full authority to discipline you if you step out of line when we’re not present. Don’t mistake his silence for weakness, darling. He is our collar around your neck.”

Valentina stopped in front of Maya and slid her hand over the robe’s fabric, adjusting the collar with false sweetness.

“The closet is stocked with clothes in your size. Take a shower. Wash the dungeon sweat off you. You’ll come down to lunch with us in one hour.”

Dante and Valentina turned and walked toward the door. Julian opened it for his masters, lowering his head in respect as they left.

When the couple’s footsteps disappeared down the hallway, a heavy silence fell over the room. Maya looked at Julian. He didn’t leave. Instead, he closed the door and leaned against it, eyes fixed on her.

“You’re not leaving?” she asked, her voice trembling, suddenly feeling very naked beneath the velvet.

“Sir said I’m your shadow, Maya,” Julian answered, his voice low and rough, thick with an intensity that made her catch her breath. “Shadows don’t leave the room. Go take your shower. I’ll be right here.”

Maya realized, with a mix of terror and excitement, that the golden cage had just been locked. And she was trapped inside it with the wolf.


Chapter 5: Water and Submission




The bathroom was an extension of the mansion’s oppressive luxury. Black marble from floor to ceiling, enormous mirrors that left no room for hiding, and a double shower with tempered glass doors large enough to accommodate four people.

Maya stood in the center of the room, fingers trembling slightly as she held the collar of the velvet robe. The soft click of the door locking behind her made her stomach flip.

She turned. Julian was leaning against the closed door. He didn’t speak. He simply began unbuckling his tactical belt. With precise, efficient movements, he shed his weapons, shirt, and pants, revealing a body covered in scars and tense muscle. His heavy erection already strained against his boxers—a silent promise of what was coming.

“What are you doing?” Maya whispered, stepping back until her spine hit the cold sink counter. “Ma’am said for me to take a shower.”

“Ma’am said I’m your shadow,” Julian corrected, his deep, rough voice reverberating off the marble. He walked to the shower and turned on the faucets. Hot water crashed against the floor, steam quickly fogging the mirrors. “And shadows don’t wait outside. Take off the robe.”

Maya hesitated. The thief’s natural rebellion warred with her survival instinct.

Julian narrowed his brown eyes, patience evaporating. In two long strides he crossed the bathroom. His large hands grabbed the lapels of her robe and yanked it open, letting the heavy velvet pool at her feet.

She gasped, instinctively trying to cover her breasts, but Julian caught her wrists in one hand and pinned them above her head with effortless strength. With his free hand, he traced the line of her collarbone, sliding down to the valley between her breasts.

“You belong to the masters, Maya,” Julian murmured, face inches from hers, hot breath brushing her lips. “But when they’re not in the room, you obey me. Get in the water.”

He released her. Trembling, Maya stepped under the hot spray. Julian followed, closing the glass door behind him. The large space suddenly felt tiny with his predatory presence filling it.

Julian picked up a soft sponge and sandalwood-scented soap. What followed was exquisite torture. His calloused hands scrubbed her skin with possessive firmness, washing away the sweat and marks from the night before. He massaged her scalp as he washed her hair, the pressure so perfect she closed her eyes and let out an involuntary sigh. It was intimate, almost tender—yet charged with unbearable electric tension.

When the last of the foam rinsed away, Julian tossed the sponge aside. Hot water streamed over their joined bodies.

“On your knees,” he ordered, voice cutting through the rush of water.

Maya opened her eyes, panting. Water clung to her lashes, but the sight of Julian towering over her was undeniable. She hesitated for half a second, but his dark gaze made her yield. Slowly, she slid down the wet marble until her knees met the shower floor.

His thick, heavy cock was inches from her face, pulsing with need.

“Show me you learned something in the dungeon,” Julian instructed, gripping the back of her neck firmly, fingers threading through her wet hair. “Start from the bottom. I want your tongue.”

Maya swallowed hard, heart hammering. She leaned forward. Hot water fell over them, but the heat radiating from his body burned hotter. She parted her lips and dragged her tongue along the base of his cock, licking his heavy balls with slow, deliberate strokes. Julian released a guttural growl, fingers tightening in her hair as he guided her rhythm.

“That’s it…” he panted. “Now suck. All of it.”

Maya moved upward, opening her mouth and taking him as deep as she could. Her lips stretched around his thick length, tongue working the underside as she sucked. Julian groaned, hips starting to move, fucking her mouth with short, controlled thrusts. The obscene sound of suction mixed with the rush of water.

She sucked him with a hunger that surprised her, submission turning into a visceral need to please him.

But Julian wasn’t finished. With a firm tug on her hair, he pulled her up, spun her around, and slammed her back against the wet marble wall. The cold stone shocked her skin while his burning body pressed against her. He grabbed her thighs, lifting and pinning them around his waist.

Without warning or further preparation, he thrust into her in one brutal stroke.

Maya cried out, the sound echoing off the glass. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her with raw possession. Each deep, violent thrust made her back arch against the wall.

“You’re ours,” Julian growled against her ear, teeth sinking into her lobe as he fucked her harder. “You don’t run. You don’t look at another man. You serve.”

The rhythm turned frantic. Wet skin slapped together, echoing through the bathroom. Maya dug her nails into his scarred back as pleasure crashed over her like a tide. She couldn’t think about the cartel or Romanov—only the overwhelming force of the man breaking and remaking her against the marble.

Julian’s thrusts grew erratic. He fucked her with the urgency of a predator marking his female. Maya came hard, crying out as her walls clenched around him. Seconds later, Julian roared, burying himself deep and spilling inside her, body shuddering against hers.

They stayed locked together under the falling water, breaths ragged. Julian slowly lowered her to the floor. Her legs were shaky; she had to lean against the wall to stay upright.

He turned off the shower, grabbed a fluffy towel, and dried her with the same military efficiency—though his eyes still burned with residual hunger.

“Dry your hair and get dressed,” Julian ordered, voice returning to its professional tone. “The masters don’t like to wait for lunch. And we have a war against the Bratva to plan.”


Chapter 6: The Wolves’ Banquet




The dress Maya found in the closet was black silk with a high neckline that hid the marks on her throat, but a daring side slit that exposed her leg with every step. It was elegant, outrageously expensive, and made her feel like a porcelain doll on the shelf of sadistic collectors.

When she descended the marble staircase, Julian was exactly one step behind her. The shower had left her body sore, sensitive, and pulsing with residual energy that made her hyperaware of his presence. He wore his black tactical suit again, expression cold and impenetrable—as if the brutal claiming in the shower had never happened. But when their eyes met in a hallway mirror, Julian’s gaze burned with dark promise.

They entered the dining room.

Natural light streamed through French doors facing the gardens. A long solid-mahogany table dominated the space. Dante sat at the head, reading something on an encrypted tablet. Valentina sat to his right, sipping white wine.

“Sit, Maya,” Dante ordered without looking up.

Julian pulled out the chair to Dante’s left. Maya sat, silk sliding over her thighs. Julian remained standing behind her chair like a silent sentinel. The heat of his body radiated against her bare back—a constant reminder she was surrounded.

Silent staff served truffle risotto and perfectly seared beef medallions. No one spoke until the servants vanished and the double doors closed.

Dante finally set the tablet aside and picked up his utensils. He cut a piece of meat with surgical precision.

“The deadline Viktor Romanov gave you expires tonight, correct?” he asked, voice casual, as if discussing the weather instead of a death sentence.

“Yes, Sir,” Maya answered, forcing her voice steady. “Midnight. Abandoned warehouse on the north dock.”

Valentina smiled, twirling the stem of her crystal glass between blood-red nails.

“Viktor is predictable. He likes dark, isolated places for his dirty deals. It’s almost poetic that he chose the north dock. It belongs to one of our shell companies.”

Maya looked between them, confusion mixing with fear.

“Are you going to hand me over to him?” The question slipped out before she could stop it. Panic tightened her throat.

The sound of Dante’s utensils hitting the plate echoed loudly. He stopped eating. His dark eyes fixed on her, cold and lethal. Behind her, Julian tensed, hand resting on his holster.

“We don’t hand over what is ours, Maya,” Dante said, each word heavy with crushing authority. “If Viktor Romanov wants to touch you, he’ll have to go through my corpse, my wife’s corpse, and my executor’s corpse. And I guarantee hell will freeze over before that happens.”

Maya released the breath she’d been holding. A wave of relief—and a sickeningly comforting submission—washed through her chest.

“So what are we going to do?” she asked, voice softer.

“We’re going to use you as bait, darling,” Valentina answered with a predatory smile, slicing her meat. “Viktor expects you to show up with my necklace. And that’s exactly what you’ll do.”

Maya’s eyes widened.

“He’ll kill me the second he gets the jewel. Or worse. He has dozens of men.”

“He won’t have time to blink, little bird,” Dante interjected, wiping his lips with a linen napkin. “You’ll go to the meeting point carrying the briefcase. But you won’t be alone. The north dock is already being prepared. My elite snipers will be on the rooftops. My men will seal the perimeter.”

Dante glanced at the man standing behind Maya.

“And Julian will be your shadow. He’ll be hidden on the docks, less than ten meters away. The moment Viktor or any of his men try to touch you, Julian has full authorization to start the massacre.”

Maya leaned back against the chair, feeling Julian’s closeness.

“It’s dangerous,” she whispered.

“It’s war,” Dante corrected, raising his glass of red wine. The dark liquid looked like blood in the light. “Viktor thought he could invade my house using you. Tonight, we’ll show him what happens when you try to steal from the Bishop family.”

Valentina raised her glass, eyes gleaming with anticipation of violence. Dante looked at Maya, a silent command in his gaze. With trembling hands, she lifted her own glass of water.

“Eat, little bird,” Dante ordered, a dark smile curving his lips. “You’ll need the energy. The night will be long and bloody, and when we return home… your true initiation into our dungeon begins.”

Maya obeyed, forcing herself to eat under their watchful eyes. When the plates were cleared, the atmosphere shifted. The air grew thick with palpable electricity.

Dante leaned back and looked at his wife, then at Maya.

“But before the war,” he murmured, voice dropping to a rough, authoritative tone, “you need to serve your mistress. Under the table, Maya.”

Maya’s heart leaped. Valentina was already sliding her chair back slightly, opening her legs beneath the long linen tablecloth, a smile of pure lust on her red lips. Without hesitation, Maya slipped from her chair and crawled across the Persian rug to the space beneath the table.

The scent of Valentina’s perfume mingled with her arousal. Maya knelt between her mistress’s thighs, parting the silk fabric. Guided by survival and the submission already rooting deep inside her, she dove in. She licked with devotion, tasting the sweet-salty flavor of the woman who held her fate.

Above the table, silence was broken only by Valentina’s increasingly heavy breathing. Long nails plunged into Maya’s hair, tugging hard and dictating the rhythm. Maya sucked avidly, focusing on the sensitive clit until Valentina’s thighs trembled violently. A sharp, muffled moan escaped the mistress as she came, pressing Maya’s face against her in an intense climax.

When the tremors subsided, Dante stood. The scrape of his chair echoed through the room. He offered his hand to his wife.

“Come, my queen,” Dante whispered, kissing Valentina’s knuckles. “I need you in our bed. Something slow and calm before we spill blood tonight.”

Valentina smiled, eyes shining with satisfaction. She cast one last glance under the table.

“She’s all yours, Julian. Get her ready for tonight.”

The couple’s footsteps faded, followed by the heavy double doors closing.

Maya was still on her knees, panting, when large, implacable hands grabbed her arms and yanked her upright. Julian didn’t speak. With one sweep of his arm, he cleared the crystal and plates aside, ignoring the sound of shattering glass as he bent Maya over the polished mahogany table.

“Julian…” she gasped, the shock of cold wood against her chest making her shiver.

He didn’t answer. In seconds, he pulled her arms behind her back and wrapped his thick tactical belt around her wrists, binding them tightly. He spread her legs with his knees and positioned himself behind her. The sound of his zipper was the only warning before he thrust into her.

Julian took her with brutal, hungry force. There was no gentleness here—only the urgency of an assassin heading to war, claiming his female. Maya screamed as the table creaked beneath their bodies. He fucked her deep and possessive, dominating every inch until both reached a violent, breathless peak.

When Julian finally pulled out and unfastened the belt, Maya’s body gave out. Exhaustion, fear, and overwhelming pleasure hit her at once. Her legs buckled. Julian caught her before she could fall.

The executor’s brutality vanished, replaced by the silent protector. He lifted her easily into his arms, cradling her against his broad chest. Maya rested her head on his shoulder, eyes too heavy to stay open.

He carried her up the staircase like a ghost in the corridors and laid her gently on the silk sheets, covering her with care that contrasted sharply with the violence of moments earlier.

“Sleep, little bird,” Julian whispered, voice vibrating in the dim room. “When you wake, hell will be waiting.”


Chapter 7: Touch Her and You Die




The cutting wind off the north dock smelled of salt, rust, and rotten fish. Thick fog from the Chicago River swallowed the flickering streetlights, turning stacked containers into labyrinths of shadows.

Maya stood in the center of a concrete clearing, shivering inside the dark wool overcoat Julian had thrown over her shoulders. In her right hand she held a silver metal briefcase containing Valentina’s ruby necklace.

She looked alone. But with every racing heartbeat, she remembered Dante’s words: Julian is your shadow. She couldn’t see him, but she felt his predatory presence hidden somewhere in the darkness above her.

Two minutes until midnight when tires crushed gravel, tearing through the silence.

Three black armored SUVs emerged from the fog, stopping in a semicircle, high beams blinding Maya. Doors opened in unison. A dozen men armed with assault rifles spread out to cover the perimeter.

From the central vehicle, Viktor Romanov descended.

He was a large man, face scarred, arrogant smile dripping cruelty. He wore a heavy fur coat and smoked a cigar, walking toward Maya with the confidence of a king who didn’t know he was stepping into a minefield.

“Maya, my little debtor,” Viktor opened his arms, stopping three steps away. His thick Russian accent was harsh. “I confess I’m surprised. I thought the Bishops’ guard dogs would have slit your throat the moment you stepped on their lawn.”

Maya lifted her chin, forcing her legs to stay steady.

“Here’s what you asked for, Viktor. My father’s debt is paid. Take the briefcase and leave me in peace.”

Viktor laughed, gray smoke escaping his lips. He stepped closer, invading her space.

“You’re very naive, krasotka. You really think I’ll let a talented thief like you walk away? The necklace pays your father’s debt. But you… you’re going to work for me now. In my vault or in my brothel. Your choice.”

Viktor extended his large, rough hand—not for the briefcase, but to grab Maya’s face.

He never touched her.

The sound wasn’t a bang but a muffled, lethal buzz. Before his fingers could brush her skin, the head of his right-hand man—the man less than a meter away—exploded in a red mist. The heavy body dropped to the concrete with a dull thud.

Viktor stumbled back, eyes wide, cigar falling from his mouth.

“Ambush!” he shouted, drawing his weapon.

But hell had already been unleashed.

From the tops of the containers, elite snipers with silencers began dropping Bratva men with military precision. Bodies fell before they could raise their rifles.

Maya instinctively ducked, covering her head, but a brutal, familiar force yanked her backward. Julian.

He emerged from the shadows like a demon of smoke and blades. With one arm he pulled her behind a steel pillar, shielding her body with his own. With the other, he fired three precise shots, dropping two Russians trying to flank them.

“Stay down. Don’t close your eyes,” Julian growled in her ear, voice vibrating with murderous adrenaline. He wasn’t just protecting her—he was showing her the monster that possessed her.

The shootout lasted less than forty seconds. It was a one-sided massacre. Viktor’s men never stood a chance.

When silence returned—broken only by the groans of dying men—slow, elegant footsteps echoed across the dock.

Dante walked out of the fog.

He wore no bulletproof vest, only a dark cashmere overcoat over his impeccable suit, holding a custom pistol with the same casualness he held a glass of wine.

Viktor was on his knees in the center of the clearing, clutching his bleeding shoulder. Terror finally replaced arrogance as he recognized the man before him.

“Dante Bishop…” Viktor spat blood. “You broke the treaty. The Syndicate will declare war.”

Dante stopped two steps away. He glanced at Julian, who still kept Maya pressed safely against the pillar, then smiled—a cold smile devoid of humanity.

“There will be no war, Viktor. Because by dawn, there won’t be a Syndicate left. My men are already cleaning out your warehouses and casinos as we speak.”

Viktor’s eyes widened, darting from Dante to Maya.

“All this… for a street thief? You destroyed an empire over a whore?”

The temperature on the dock seemed to drop below zero. Julian’s muscles tensed, a low growl escaping his throat.

Dante crouched slowly, bringing himself to Viktor’s eye level. He pressed the hot barrel of the pistol directly against the Russian’s forehead.

“She’s not a street thief,” Dante whispered, voice thick with lethal possessiveness that made Maya’s core throb even amid the scent of blood. “She is my wife’s submissive. She is my executor’s female. She is my property. And the first rule of this city is simple: no one touches what belongs to me and lives to tell about it. Valentina sends her regards.”

Dante pulled the trigger.

The shot echoed across the dock. Viktor’s body fell backward, lifeless.

Dante rose, holstering the weapon with fluid grace. He pulled a silk handkerchief from his pocket, wiped a drop of blood from his shoe, and finally turned his dark eyes to Maya.

Julian released her slightly and guided her by the waist out of the hiding spot. Maya walked between the bodies on trembling knees until she stood before the Alpha.

Dante raised his hand. Maya held her breath, but he didn’t hurt her. With his knuckles, he caressed her pale cheek, eyes burning with a promise that reached her soul.

“You were the perfect bait, little bird,” Dante murmured, leaning in to kiss the corner of her mouth, marking her with the scent of gunpowder and power. “Blood has been spilled. The city is ours. Now let’s go home. Your true initiation into the dungeon is only just beginning.”

The convoy of armored SUVs left the north dock behind before police sirens could be heard in the distance.

Inside the lead vehicle, acoustic insulation cut off the outside world, leaving only the powerful rumble of the engine and Maya’s accelerated breathing. She sat in the spacious black leather backseat beside Dante. Julian drove. The glass partition was lowered, and the assassin’s gaze met hers in the rearview mirror. His brown eyes still burned with the fury of the massacre, now mixed with predatory hunger.

Dante leaned back, unbuttoning his cashmere overcoat. The scent of gunpowder, blood, and his woody cologne filled the confined space.

“The adrenaline of death demands release, little bird,” Dante murmured, voice rough. He gripped her waist with both hands and pulled her onto his lap in one fluid, possessive motion.

Maya gasped as her legs were forced apart, straddling his hips. The black silk dress rode up her thighs. She sat directly on him, feeling his heavy, rigid erection pulsing against her core through their clothes.

“Take it off,” Dante ordered, dark eyes locked on hers.

With trembling hands, Maya pushed her silk panties aside. Dante opened his pants and, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, pulled her down.

Maya released a sharp moan, throwing her head back as he filled her in one deep thrust. The invasion was perfect, filling the emptiness the terror on the dock had left behind.

“Look at him,” Dante commanded, fingers digging into her thighs as he dictated the rhythm. “Look at the man who killed for you.” He fisted her hair, forcing her to look forward.

Maya opened her eyes and met Julian’s gaze in the rearview mirror. The executor drove with one steady hand on the wheel, but his eyes were fixed on her—pure lust and approval. He watched his master fuck their submissive, and the voyeurism only fueled the twisted excitement binding the three of them.

“Ride, Maya,” Julian’s rough voice came from the front seat. “Show Sir how grateful you are.”

Spurred by Julian’s hungry stare and Dante’s absolute control beneath her, Maya began to move. She rode him to the rhythm of the car, rising and falling hard. Every bump in the road drove Dante deeper. He pinched her breasts through the dress, marking her skin while she moaned his name.

The contrast between Dante’s lethal coldness minutes earlier and the brutal heat with which he took her now was too much. Under Julian’s watchful gaze and Dante’s commanding hands, Maya came violently, screaming as she clenched around him.

Dante growled, joining her with short, brutal thrusts before spilling deep inside her.

Exhausted, Maya collapsed against Dante’s broad chest. He caressed her nipples possessively while the wrought-iron gates of the Bishop mansion appeared on the horizon.

“Good girl,” Dante whispered in her ear. “Now rest. Valentina is waiting for us in the dungeon.”


Chapter 8: The Ritual of Blood and Leather




The ride from the SUV to the underground garage was a blur of heavy breathing and possessive touches. When the vehicle stopped, the reality of the north dock began to settle, but fear had been replaced by feverish devotion.

Dante straightened his suit, the Alpha’s coldness returning to his eyes, though the scent of sex and gunpowder still clung to them. Julian opened the door, eyes meeting Maya’s with undeniable promise.

They didn’t go upstairs. The private elevator descended straight into the depths of the mansion—to the dungeon.

The steel doors opened with a soft hiss. Low reddish light cast long shadows on the stone walls. The air smelled of wax, leather, and sandalwood incense.

In the center of the room, seated in her Chesterfield armchair, was Valentina.

She had changed into a black leather corset that hugged her curves perfectly, fishnet stockings, and stiletto heels. In her lap rested a dark velvet box. The smile she gave as the three entered was that of a sadistic goddess receiving her offerings.

“The scent of blood and victory precedes you,” Valentina purred, rising with lethal grace. Her green eyes swept over Dante, then Julian, and finally settled on Maya in her torn, wrinkled silk dress. “I see my men already started celebrating in the car. But the real party is here.”

Dante walked to his wife, gripping the back of her neck and claiming her lips in a deep, hungry kiss—the clash of two alpha predators.

“Chicago is ours, my queen,” Dante murmured against her mouth. “And the girl proved her worth. She didn’t break.”

Valentina smiled, turning her attention to Maya.

“Strip her, Julian. Put her on the cross.”

Maya’s heart raced—not with panic, but pure anticipation. Julian approached with precise, reverent movements. This time he didn’t tear the dress; he slid it slowly off her shoulders, letting the silk pool on the concrete. Maya shivered in the cold air, completely naked under their combined gaze.

Julian guided her to the heavy solid-oak St. Andrew’s cross. He raised her arms, locking her wrists in the velvet-lined steel cuffs, then knelt to secure her ankles, spreading her legs wide. She was fully exposed, vulnerable, and surrendered.

Julian didn’t rise. He remained on his knees between her thighs, kissing the soft skin with adoration that contrasted sharply with the monster who had massacred men hours earlier. He was the masters’ submissive, but here he was also the worshiper of their new pet.

Valentina approached slowly, holding the velvet box. Dante stopped right behind her, his presence a wall of heat and authority.

“You saw death up close today, Maya,” Valentina whispered, stopping inches from her face. Her long nails traced the girl’s jaw, sliding down her bare neck. “You saw what Dante and Julian are capable of to protect what belongs to us.”

“I saw,” Maya panted. Julian’s hot breath against her core made it hard to focus.

Valentina opened the box. Inside rested a collar. Not a cheap accessory—it was a work of art. Thick, soft Italian black leather adorned with a surgical steel ring in the center and small rubies embedded along the edges—the same rubies from the necklace Maya had tried to steal.

“This isn’t just a restraint, little bird,” Dante said, voice deep and echoing. “It’s a shield. It’s a warning to the world. Whoever sees this on your neck will know you are Valentina’s submissive, Julian’s female, and Dante Bishop’s property.”

Maya swallowed hard, eyes fixed on the collar.

“Do you want it, Maya?” Valentina asked, voice thick with sadistic challenge. “Do you want to belong to us?”

The answer was the only truth left in Maya’s life. The outside world was cold and full of men like Viktor. Here, in this darkness, she was worshiped, protected, and consumed.

“Yes, Ma’am. Please.”

Valentina smiled. She removed the collar from the box.

The four of them fell into a perfect choreography of lust and power. While Valentina wrapped the cold leather around Maya’s neck and adjusted the heavy buckle at her nape, Dante gripped the girl’s face and claimed her mouth in a brutal, possessive kiss. His tongue dominated hers as the metallic click of the collar locking echoed like a gunshot.

At the same time, Julian—still on his knees—buried his face between Maya’s thighs. His rough, experienced tongue found her center and devoured her with desperate hunger.

Maya screamed into Dante’s mouth. The contrast was overwhelming: the delicious pressure of the collar around her neck, the Alpha’s dominating kiss stealing her breath, Valentina’s sadistic approving gaze on her breasts, and Julian’s mouth driving her toward madness.

She was trapped. Surrounded by three predators who loved her in the most twisted, absolute way.

“My girl,” Valentina whispered, pinching Maya’s nipples hard and drawing a sharp moan that Dante swallowed.

Julian sucked her clit with more force until Maya’s body began to shake violently against the wood of the cross. She couldn’t escape. She could only surrender.

The climax hit her like an explosion, blinding her with heat and color. She came sobbing, nails scratching the velvet cuffs, while Dante absorbed every sound and Julian drank every drop of her release.

When the tremors finally eased, Dante broke the kiss, panting. He rested his forehead against hers. Valentina kissed Maya’s cheek, fingers caressing the new leather collar. Julian rose, lips glistening, brown eyes overflowing with reverence.

Maya looked at the three of them. The weight of the leather on her neck felt like the most comforting thing she had ever known.

“Welcome to the family, little bird,” Dante declared, voice final and unquestionable.

The empire was secure. And their submissive was finally home.


Chapter 9: The Weight of the Empire




The first thing Maya felt upon waking wasn’t the warmth of the silk sheets or the morning light filtering through the heavy curtains. It was the cold, comforting weight of the leather collar around her neck.

She brought her hand to her throat, fingers tracing the surgical steel ring and the small rubies embedded in the leather. It wasn’t a dream. The ambush, the blood on the dock, the St. Andrew’s cross, and the way the three of them had consumed and claimed her in the dungeon… everything was real. She belonged to them now.

A soft rustle of fabric caught her attention.

Julian sat in an armchair in the corner of the room, already dressed in a tailored dark suit that couldn’t hide the lethal edge of his posture. He was methodically cleaning the pieces of his tactical pistol, but his stormy brown eyes were fixed on her—the gaze of a man who knew exactly how she tasted.

“Good morning, little bird,” Julian murmured, his deep voice filling the silence. The nickname, coming from his lips, sent a thrill straight to her stomach.

“Good morning,” she replied, voice still hoarse.

Julian assembled the weapon with a dry click and holstered it inside his jacket. He stood and walked to the bed.

“Chicago’s underworld woke up in panic today,” he said, stopping beside her. “News of the massacre on the north dock spread before dawn. The surviving Bratva lieutenants are fleeing the city, and the other cartels are sending gifts and messages of submission to the masters. No one wants to be the next to cross Dante Bishop.”

Maya swallowed hard. The same man who had fucked her until she lost consciousness was the one who made entire criminal empires tremble.

“Get up. Take a shower. The masters are waiting for you in the main office,” Julian instructed, offering his hand to help her out of bed. “And Maya… don’t try to hide the collar.”

Half an hour later, Maya walked the mansion’s corridors wearing black tailored pants and a white silk blouse with a deep V-neck that left the thick black leather collar completely exposed.

The reaction from the staff was immediate. Armed guards, who had once looked at her with suspicion, now quickly averted their eyes and lowered their heads in absolute respect. Employees stopped what they were doing and pressed against the walls to let her pass. The collar wasn’t a symbol of humiliation—it was a crown. She was untouchable.

Julian opened the heavy double doors to Dante’s office.

The room smelled of strong coffee, leather, and raw power. Dante stood behind his massive oak desk, studying blueprints and reports on holographic screens. Valentina sat on the edge of the desk, legs crossed elegantly, reading something on a tablet.

When Maya entered, both looked up. Dante’s gaze darkened instantly at the sight of the collar against her pale skin. Valentina smiled—a proud, predatory smile.

“Come here, my girl,” Valentina called, extending her hand.

Maya crossed the room, feeling Julian’s presence right behind her. When she stopped in front of the desk, Dante gripped her waist and pulled her between his legs while he remained standing. He kissed her neck, right above the leather collar, marking her again.

“Did you sleep well?” Dante asked, voice like dangerous velvet against her skin.

“Yes, Sir,” Maya answered, breath faltering at his closeness.

“Excellent. Because our war isn’t over,” Dante said, shifting instantly from possessive lover to mafia boss. He released her waist and touched one of the screens.

Images of security codes and server logs floated in the air. Maya recognized them immediately—the systems of the west wing she had hacked the night she tried to steal the necklace.

“Viktor Romanov was a stupid brute,” Valentina explained, voice cold. “He thought he could use you to rob us. But he didn’t have the intelligence to plan the invasion of our house alone.”

Dante crossed his arms, eyes locked on Maya.

“My analysts spent the night dissecting your breach, Maya. You’re brilliant, no doubt. But you shouldn’t have been able to pass the third biometric ring. It’s physically impossible without an internal access code.”

Maya’s blood ran cold.

“I… I found a backdoor in the firewall,” she tried to explain, her thief’s mind racing. “I thought it was an update glitch.”

“It wasn’t a glitch,” Julian spoke from the back of the room, voice thick with contained fury. “It was intentional. Someone inside our organization left that door open for you.”

Maya’s eyes widened as she looked at the three of them.

“Someone wanted me to get in? But why? Viktor sent me…”

“Viktor was manipulated,” Dante interrupted, eyes gleaming with lethal intelligence. “Someone in my inner circle—someone with executive-level access—used Viktor to use you. They wanted to test our defenses… or worse, they wanted you to steal the necklace to frame the Bratva and start the war that happened last night.”

Valentina stepped down from the desk, heels clicking on the wooden floor.

“We have a traitor, Maya. A rat hiding among our bosses or on the board of our shell company. And that rat used our submissive as a pawn.”

Dante touched the steel ring on Maya’s collar, his dark eyes promising hell on earth.

“No one uses what is mine. Julian, call an emergency meeting with all family heads and directors for tonight.”

“And what about me, Sir?” Maya asked, heart pounding. She was no longer just a victim—she was the key to uncovering who had tried to destroy their empire.

Dante smiled, the kind of smile that would make the devil step back.

“You, little bird, are going to wear your best dress. You’re going to sit beside me at the head of the table tonight. We’re going to display our new pet to our internal enemies… and see which one of them turns cold when they realize the thief they tried to use now wears my collar.”


Chapter 10: The Scent of Betrayal




The Bishop Holdings boardroom—the corporate facade of the criminal empire—was usually on the top floor of a Chicago skyscraper, but Dante preferred to bring the council to the mansion. His territory. His rules.

The circular library had dark mahogany paneling, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, and a solid ebony conference table. Eight men were already seated: capos, financial directors, and logistics heads. The air was thick with expensive cigars, cold sweat, and fear. The Bratva massacre the night before had made it brutally clear that Dante Bishop was at war.

The heavy double doors opened. Silence fell instantly.

Julian entered first, dressed in full tactical gear, assault rifle slung across his chest, the coldness of a reaper in his eyes. He took position in the corner, covering every exit.

Valentina entered next, stunning in a black sheath dress and stiletto heels, radiating the aura of a sadistic queen.

Then Dante appeared. But he wasn’t alone.

His large, possessive hand rested firmly on the back of Maya’s neck. She wore a white silk dress that contrasted violently with the thick black leather and ruby collar around her throat. Every step she took beside Dante was a declaration of ownership.

The eight men at the table widened their eyes. Some quickly looked away, fearing that merely looking at her was a capital offense. Others couldn’t hide their shock at seeing such an explicit symbol of submission displayed at a meeting of this level.

Dante walked to the head of the table. Valentina sat to his right. Instead of telling Maya to stand or remain in the corner, Dante pulled out the heavy leather chair to his left.

“Sit, little bird,” he ordered, voice echoing in the silent room.

Maya obeyed, keeping her posture straight even though her heart hammered against her ribs. She was a thief used to shadows, and now she sat center stage, surrounded by the most dangerous men in the city.

Dante remained standing for a moment, hands braced on the table, dark eyes sweeping over the eight faces.

“Viktor Romanov is dead,” he began, voice low but sharp as glass. “The Bratva Syndicate has been dismantled. Their territories on the north dock and the east-side casinos now belong to our family.”

A nervous murmur of approval rippled through the table. Marcus, the head of cybersecurity and logistics, cleared his throat.

“It was a brilliant victory, Mr. Bishop. But… if I may be so bold, why were we summoned with such urgency? The transition of territories could be discussed tomorrow.”

Valentina let out a soft, melodic laugh. She stood, picking up a bottle of Scottish whiskey and a crystal glass from the sideboard.

“Because the war isn’t over, Marcus,” she purred, walking slowly around the table. The click of her heels was like the ticking of a time bomb. “Viktor was a rabid dog, but he was stupid. He couldn’t have breached our mansion’s systems alone. He had help.”

The temperature in the room plummeted. The men exchanged tense glances. Speaking of betrayal in front of Dante Bishop was the same as signing your own death warrant.

Valentina stopped behind one of the financial directors and poured a little whiskey into the glass.

“Someone in this room,” she continued, velvety voice brushing their ears, “left a backdoor open in our firewall. Someone disabled the third biometric ring in the west wing so a thief could enter and steal my necklace.”

She walked to Maya, stopping behind her chair. Her long nails traced the leather collar on the girl’s neck—a clear gesture of possession that made Julian’s jaw tighten in the corner.

“What that traitor didn’t expect,” Valentina smiled, looking at the men, “was that the thief he sent to slaughter would be so… fascinating. So perfect for us. Instead of killing her, we collared her. And now she is ours.”

Dante leaned forward, eyes fixed on Marcus.

“The girl told us everything about the breach. About the codes. About the backdoor.”

It was a bluff. Maya didn’t know who had left the door open—she had simply exploited it. But Dante and Valentina’s psychological game was flawless. They were squeezing the room until the rat squeaked.

Maya, with her sharpened thief instincts, began observing the men. The financial director looked pale but confused. The capos seemed genuinely offended. But Marcus…

Marcus was too rigid. The vein in his neck pulsed. His eyes kept darting back to Maya—not with lust, but with absolute panic. He had thought she would be dead. He had thought the Bratva would have killed her on the dock, erasing the only loose end.

Maya looked at Valentina and gave an almost imperceptible tilt of her head toward Marcus.

Valentina caught the signal instantly. Her smile widened, turning lethal. She walked to Marcus and placed the whiskey glass in front of him.

“You’re sweating, Marcus,” she whispered, resting her hands on his shoulders. He shuddered. “Is the air conditioning too weak for you?”

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Marcus stammered, loosening his tie. “I’m the head of cybersecurity. If there had been a flaw, I would have known.”

“Exactly,” Dante interjected, voice dropping to a guttural growl. He circled the table and stopped beside Marcus. “You would have known. Because you created it. Did you sell the layout of my house to the Russians, Marcus? Did you want my seat at the head of the table?”

“No! Sir, I swear!” Marcus tried to stand, but Valentina’s hands pushed him back down with surprising strength.

“Julian,” Dante called, never taking his eyes off the traitor.

The metallic sound of the rifle being cocked echoed through the library. Julian crossed the room in three long strides and stopped behind Marcus. The executor’s presence was suffocating.

“The girl recognized your signature in the code, Marcus,” Dante lied coldly, using Maya as the final weapon. “She knows what you did.”

Marcus looked at Maya, desperation cracking his facade.

“You lying bitch!” he spat, pointing at her. “You were supposed to die on the dock! Romanov promised he’d take care of you!”

The silence that followed was deafening. The confession had slipped out.

Before Marcus could realize his mistake, Julian drove a knife into the traitor’s hand splayed on the table.

When Marcus stopped screaming, Julian grabbed his hair, yanked his head back, and pressed the blade of a tactical combat knife against his exposed throat.

Dante looked at the other seven men, all paralyzed with terror.

“Let this be a lesson,” Dante decreed, voice cold and absolute. He glanced at Maya with a sadistic gleam of approval for pointing out the target, then turned back to Julian. “Take the trash to the dungeon. Valentina and I have some questions about his contacts before we skin him alive.”

Julian smiled, a smile that promised hours of agony.

“With pleasure, Sir.”

Maya clenched her hands in her lap. The empire was being cleansed with blood, and she—the former street thief—was now seated on the throne beside the monsters who ruled it.


Chapter 11: Baptism of Blood




The underground bunker beneath one of the Bishop Holdings abandoned warehouses lacked the luxury of the mansion’s dungeon. It was a slaughterhouse.

The air smelled of mold, rust, and old blood soaked into the concrete. No expensive leather armchairs or glass shelves. Only a scratched metal table, a few splintered wooden chairs, and, in a dark corner, a heavy iron bed with black sheets. It was a place designed to extract secrets and, in a twisted way, to sate the masters’ most primal instincts.

Maya sat on the edge of the iron bed, hands in her lap. The collar around her neck felt heavier here—a constant reminder that she belonged to the monsters who ruled this hell.

Nearby, Valentina leaned against the metal table, swirling a crystal glass of red wine—the only luxury in the room—watching the scene with the serenity of someone enjoying a play.

In the center, under the cold glare of an industrial spotlight, Marcus was tied to a heavy steel chair. His impeccable suit was in tatters, stained with sweat and fresh blood.

Julian stood before him, jacket removed, sleeves rolled up, revealing tense muscles and scars. In his right hand, a combat knife spun with lethal dexterity.

Dante observed from a few steps away, arms crossed, dark eyes devoid of mercy.

“I already told you everything!” Marcus sobbed, spitting blood onto the concrete. “Romanov offered me ten million and Dante’s seat on the council. I just had to leave the backdoor open for the girl to enter and steal the necklace. She was supposed to die on the dock! The Bratva was going to use her death to say the Bishops were weak!”

Maya shuddered slightly. She had been nothing but a disposable pawn. Instinctively, Valentina walked to the bed and placed a firm hand on Maya’s shoulder.

“Don’t close your eyes, little bird,” Valentina whispered, velvety voice brushing her ear. “Watch what happens to those who try to hurt our family. Watch your masters.”

Maya forced herself to keep watching. Dante stepped forward, expression calm and absolute.

“Ten million and a leather chair,” he murmured. “You sold my empire for crumbs, Marcus.”

Dante gave Julian an almost imperceptible nod.

Julian’s movement was lightning fast. The blade flashed, and in one second Marcus’s throat was slit open. Blood gushed, staining the floor and the feet of the steel chair. In less than a minute, the traitor’s body slumped against the ropes, lifeless.

The silence was deafening, broken only by Maya’s rapid breathing. She had expected disgust or panic. Instead, a dark, traitorous heat flooded her lower belly as she watched Julian wipe the bloodied blade on Marcus’s pants and Dante, who ruled this hell without remorse.

They were murderers. But they were her murderers. The spilled blood proved no one would ever touch her again.

Dante walked to the iron bed and extended his large, calloused hand.

“You found the rat, Maya,” he said, voice rough. “You proved you’re not just a pretty face in a collar. You’re useful. And we reward loyalty.”

Maya placed her trembling hand in his and stood. Dante pulled her against his body. The scent of power, sweat, and death surrounded him, and she found herself intoxicated by it.

Julian washed the blood from his hands and arms at a rustic sink. When he turned, the executor’s coldness had vanished, replaced by the hunger of a switch who needed both to worship and to dominate.

Valentina set her wineglass down and began unbuttoning Maya’s white silk blouse with slow, deliberate movements.

“You were so brave, my girl,” she purred, sliding the blouse off Maya’s shoulders, leaving her in only her bra and pants. “You deserve to be worshiped.”

Dante gripped the back of Maya’s neck, fingers tangling in the leather collar, and claimed her mouth in a brutal kiss. There was no elegance here—only raw, animal need. Maya moaned into his mouth as his tongue invaded.

Julian approached from behind, pressing his broad chest against her back. His hands slid down her waist, opening her tailored pants and pushing them down along with her panties.

She was trapped between the two men, their heat melting her in the middle of the icy bunker.

“On your knees,” Dante ordered against her lips.

Maya obeyed instantly, sliding to the rough concrete floor a few meters from where Marcus’s blood still trickled. The duality of death and sex was intoxicating.

Dante freed his heavy erection. At the same time, Valentina knelt beside Maya, her long fingers finding the girl’s already soaked clit.

“Serve your master, little bird,” Valentina whispered, rubbing her with sadistic precision. “While I take care of you.”

Maya opened her mouth and took Dante deep, sucking him with devotion while Valentina’s fingers drove her toward madness.

Julian knelt behind her, gripping her hair to guide the rhythm of her mouth on Dante’s cock while kissing her neck and shoulders, leaving purple marks just below the collar.

“She’s so wet, Ma’am,” Julian murmured, voice rough with desire.

“Then take her, Julian,” Dante commanded, voice strained as Maya swallowed him deep. “Fuck our girl.”

Julian didn’t hesitate. Valentina moved her hand aside. With one firm thrust, he buried himself inside Maya from behind.

Maya screamed, the sound muffled by Dante’s cock. Julian fucked her hard and deep while she continued sucking Dante. Valentina rose gracefully, sipping her wine as she watched her two men destroy and rebuild their submissive in the middle of the slaughterhouse.

The rhythm turned frantic. Maya was completely overwhelmed—mouth full, body filled, collar tight around her neck, mind empty of anything but pleasure.

When the climax hit her, it was violent. Her body shook uncontrollably against the concrete. Julian roared, spilling deep inside her with short, brutal thrusts. Seconds later, Dante gripped her head and came down her throat, demanding she swallow every drop.

Maya coughed lightly when they pulled back, falling forward onto her hands, panting and trembling.

Valentina crouched and kissed her sweaty forehead.

“Perfect,” the mistress whispered.

Dante straightened his clothes and looked at the girl on the floor, then at Marcus’s lifeless body.

“Clean up the mess, Julian,” he ordered. He pointed to the iron bed in the corner. “And put our girl on that bed. She earned the rest.”


Chapter 12: Gunpowder and Silk




The recoil of the Glock 19 jolted through Maya’s arms, making her shoulders shake. The gunshot echoed through the underground shooting range, muffled by heavy ear protection.

Thirty meters away, the paper target swayed. The shot had hit the silhouette’s left shoulder.

“You hesitated on the trigger,” Julian’s deep voice sounded right behind her through the communicator.

He stepped forward, broad chest pressing against her back. His large, calloused hands covered hers, readjusting her grip. The smell of burned gunpowder mixed with his natural scent—a combination that now instinctively heated her blood.

“You’re anticipating the recoil, little bird,” Julian murmured, hot breath brushing the nape of her neck just above the thick leather collar. “Don’t fight the gun. Let it become an extension of your arm. Breathe.”

It had been two weeks since the night in the bunker and Marcus’s death. Two weeks since Maya had stopped being a prisoner and become the dark heart of the Bishop empire. During the day, Julian trained her. At night, she was worshiped and consumed by the three in the dungeon.

“I’m a thief, Julian. My job was always to get in and out without setting off alarms, not to shoot people,” Maya argued, lowering the gun slightly.

Julian gripped her hip, squeezing with possessive force that made her breath catch.

“You were a thief. Now you’re Dante and Valentina Bishop’s submissive. You’re my female,” he corrected, voice hard and implacable. “The world outside knows you wear our collar. That makes you untouchable—but it also makes you a target. The masters demand that you know how to defend yourself when I’m not a meter away.”

He raised her arms again, aligning the sight.

“The target isn’t paper, Maya. Imagine it’s one of the men who tried to sell you at the border. Imagine it’s someone trying to take you from us. Shoot to kill.”

Maya swallowed hard. She focused on the cardboard. The memory of the terror on the north dock flooded her mind, followed by the image of Dante and Julian massacring dozens to protect her. A new, cold fury settled in her chest. She tightened her grip, exhaled slowly, and pulled the trigger.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

Three perfect shots—two to the center of the chest, one to the head.

Julian released a low growl of approval and kissed the side of her neck.

“Good girl.”

Slow, rhythmic clapping echoed from the observation gallery behind the bulletproof glass. Maya lowered the gun, engaged the safety, and removed her ear protection.

Dante and Valentina descended the metal stairs. Dante wore an impeccable pinstripe suit. Valentina wore a white wool overcoat over a crimson dress. They looked like the royalty of hell.

“Excellent aim for a beginner,” Dante praised, walking straight to Maya. He took the gun from her hands, set it on the counter, and pulled her against him by the waist. The kiss he gave her tasted of espresso and absolute authority.

Valentina approached, caressing Maya’s sweaty face.

“Our girl is becoming dangerous, Julian. I’m proud.”

“She learns fast, Ma’am,” Julian replied, assuming his military posture, though his eyes still burned with pride.

Dante kept his hand possessively on the back of Maya’s neck, fingers tracing the leather collar. His expression turned serious.

“It’s good she’s learning to shoot,” he said, looking at Julian. “Because the peace we bought with Marcus and Romanov’s blood has just expired.”

Maya frowned, heart accelerating.

“What happened, Sir?” she asked.

Valentina crossed her arms, green eyes gleaming with calculated coldness.

“The New York Commission. The Five Italian Families didn’t like the bloodbath Dante caused in Chicago without their authorization. They think we’re getting too big. Uncontrollable.”

“The Lucchese family Don sent an emissary this morning,” Dante continued, voice a low growl. “They demand a meeting tomorrow night at the central casino. They want me to account for the destruction of the Bratva and the death of one of my own directors.”

Julian’s jaw tightened.

“It’s a trap, Sir. The Lucchese want control of Chicago. They’ll use the meeting to attempt a coup.”

“I know it’s a trap, Julian,” Dante smiled—a smile that promised war and ashes. “But we don’t hide. We’re going to the casino. We’re going to sit at their table. And we’re going to show the New York Commission that Chicago has only one king.”

Dante looked at Maya, dark eyes sliding from the gun on the counter back to her face.

“And you’re coming with us, little bird.”

Maya’s eyes widened.

“Me? But… it’s a mafia meeting. They won’t accept the presence of a…”

“A submissive?” Valentina interrupted, laughing softly. “They’re old, Maya. Traditional and chauvinistic. They’ll look at you, see the collar on your neck, and think you’re just a decoration. A weakness of my husband.”

Dante leaned in, lips brushing her ear.

“They’ll have no idea that the girl on her knees at my feet is armed and ready to shoot the first bastard who tries to draw a weapon against our family. Are you ready to hunt with the wolves, Maya?”

Fear was still there, but adrenaline and devotion to these three monsters spoke louder. Maya lifted her chin, eyes shining with the same darkness that lived in theirs.

“Yes, Sir. Tell me who I’m supposed to kill.”


Chapter 13: The Trojan Horse




Valentina’s closet was the size of a luxury boutique, mirrored from floor to ceiling and lit by crystal chandeliers. But that night it wasn’t a place of vanity — it was an arsenal.

Maya stood in the center of the plush rug wearing only black lace panties and the heavy leather collar around her neck. Valentina circled her slowly, green eyes assessing every curve with the precision of a general inspecting troops before battle.

“The Italians on the Commission are old men, stuck in archaic traditions,” Valentina murmured, fingers sliding along a rack of haute couture dresses. “To them, women are decorations. Trophies to be displayed, never heard. They’ll look at your collar and see only Dante’s weakness. They’ll think he’s distracted by a piece of ass.”

Valentina stopped and pulled out a hanger. The dress was a masterpiece of crimson silk. The fabric looked liquid, with a plunging neckline that dipped almost to the navel, a completely bare back, and a side slit that rose dangerously high on the hip.

“And we’re going to give them exactly what they want to see,” the mistress smiled, sharp and cruel. “Put it on.”

Maya obeyed. The cold silk slid over her skin like a second skin. The contrast between the blood-red dress, her pale skin, and the raw black leather collar was shocking. She looked like a fallen angel — corrupted and perfectly tamed.

Valentina adjusted the fabric on Maya’s shoulders, lips brushing her ear.

“When men look at a woman’s breasts and legs, little bird, they forget to look at her hands. That’s where you strike.”

The closet door opened with a soft click. Julian entered.

The executor was dressed for war disguised as gala. He wore a tailored black suit that couldn’t hide the width of his shoulders, the open collar giving him the air of a lethal assassin.

He stopped, brown eyes sweeping Maya from head to toe. His breath faltered for half a second, pure possessive lust darkening his gaze. He quickly regained control and walked over with a small black case in his hands.

“The mistress is right,” Julian said, voice deep and rough. He opened the case on the central island. Inside rested a matte black subcompact Sig Sauer P365 beside a thigh holster made of elastic and Velcro. “They won’t look at your hands. But we need to make sure you have something to hold when hell breaks loose.”

Julian knelt in front of Maya.

Her heart leaped. The assassin parted the slit of the crimson dress, exposing her bare thigh. His large, calloused hands — the same hands that had touched her with brutality and pleasure hours earlier — slid the tactical holster up her leg, adjusting it high on her thigh, just below the line of her panties.

The touch was electric. Maya held her breath as the cold metal of the gun settled against her skin.

“The safety is off. Round already in the chamber,” Julian instructed, looking up, eyes locked on hers. His face was inches from her core, tension thick enough to cut. “If anyone who isn’t me, Dante, or Valentina tries to touch you tonight… lift the silk, draw, and shoot them in the chest. Don’t hesitate.”

“I won’t hesitate,” Maya whispered, voice steady, surprising even herself.

Julian smiled, a proud curl of his lips. He kissed the inside of her thigh right beside the gun, marking her, before rising.

Heavy, elegant footsteps echoed in the hallway. Dante appeared in the doorway.

The Alpha wore a three-piece black tuxedo that exuded crushing power. He stopped, absorbing the sight of his wife in emerald and his submissive in crimson — armed and collared, gleaming under the chandelier light.

Dante walked straight to Maya. He didn’t speak. He simply gripped the back of her neck, fingers threading through her loose hair, and kissed her. It was a kiss of total possession — an invisible brand left on her lips so every Italian mafioso would know exactly who she belonged to.

When he pulled away, his dark eyes burned with the promise of violence.

“The car is waiting,” Dante announced, offering his arm to Valentina and looking at Julian and Maya. “Let’s show the New York Commission who this city belongs to.”

Maya lowered the slit of the dress, hiding the lethal weapon beneath the flowing silk. She was no longer the scared girl who had breached the mansion. She was the Bishops’ Trojan horse. And she was ready for war.


Chapter 14: The Blood Roulette




The Palazzo, Chicago’s most luxurious casino on the east side, was a monument to excess. Crystal chandeliers poured golden light over roulette tables and dealers in gala attire, while the sound of chips and soft jazz filled the air.

But the group that walked through the double glass doors wasn’t there to gamble.

Dante led, the embodiment of absolute power in his dark tuxedo. Valentina glided beside him, the emerald dress drawing glances that quickly averted in submission. Right behind, Julian was a lethal shadow, brown eyes sweeping every face, every exit, every blind spot.

And in the center of this formation of predators walked Maya.

The crimson silk dress flowed around her body, the side slit flashing her leg with every step. The contrast of delicate silk against the thick black leather and ruby collar around her neck paralyzed the casino. She felt the weight of hundreds of eyes — shock, lust, confusion — but kept her chin high. With every step, the cold metal of the Sig Sauer P365 brushed her thigh, a hidden reminder that she wasn’t just prey.

They ignored the main floor and headed straight for the private elevator. The silence inside the glass cabin as they rose to the penthouse was dense, charged with the electricity of an impending storm.

The doors opened to the master suite.

The air smelled of Cuban cigars and aged whiskey. Five men sat around a mahogany poker table. Their leader, Vincenzo Lucchese — the emissary from the New York Commission — was a man in his sixties with gray hair slicked back and a pinstripe suit that reeked of tradition and arrogance. Behind them, a dozen heavily armed Italian guards formed a wall of muscle.

Vincenzo didn’t stand when Dante entered. A calculated disrespect.

“Dante. Valentina,” Vincenzo greeted, gesturing with his cigar. “I see Chicago hasn’t cured you of your taste for theatrical entrances.”

Dante didn’t smile. He walked to the table, pulled out a chair for Valentina, then sat across from the Italian. Julian took position behind Dante, hands clasped, posture relaxed like a man who could kill everyone in the room in under ten seconds.

Maya remained standing exactly where Julian had instructed — half a step behind Dante’s chair, visible but protected.

Vincenzo’s eyes passed over Dante and settled on Maya. He frowned, gaze sliding from her face to the leather collar, then to the plunging neckline of the red dress. A sneer curled his lips.

“And what is this, Dante?” Vincenzo pointed his cigar at Maya. “The Commission summons you to discuss the bloodbath you caused with the Bratva, and you bring a collared whore to the meeting? Have the Bishops lost respect for tradition?”

The air in the room froze. Julian’s jaw tightened. Valentina took a sip of water, green eyes gleaming with lethal amusement.

Dante leaned back, crossing his legs.

“She’s not a whore, Vincenzo. She is my submissive. My wife’s pet. And she wears my collar — which means she has more value in this room than you and all your thugs combined.”

The Italian capos shifted, offended. Vincenzo laughed, dry and humorless.

“You’ve gone soft, Dante. Let a street bitch distract you from business. The Commission has decided you no longer have the stability to rule Chicago. The massacre on the north dock drew too much FBI attention.”

Vincenzo stubbed out his cigar with force.

“From today, the Lucchese family takes over operations in the center and east side. You and your wife can keep the suburbs. Consider it an act of mercy from the Commission.”

Dante didn’t blink. He looked at the Italian guards surrounding the room, then back at Vincenzo.

“You came to my city, entered my casino, insulted my wife and my submissive, and now you want to steal my empire?” Dante murmured, voice dropping to a tone so dangerous it raised the hairs on Maya’s nape. “You’re a dead man, Vincenzo. You just haven’t realized it yet.”

Vincenzo’s smile vanished. He snapped his fingers.

In unison, twelve weapons cocked. The guards raised their rifles and pistols, aiming directly at Dante, Valentina, and Julian.

The trap had been sprung. They were outnumbered four to one.

“I think you didn’t understand your position, boy,” Vincenzo growled, rising slowly. He circled the table toward Dante. “You don’t leave this room alive unless you sign over the territories.”

Vincenzo stopped beside Dante’s chair. Instead of looking at the Alpha, he turned to Maya. His gaze was filthy, loaded with misogynistic cruelty.

“Maybe, after I blow your master’s brains out, I’ll take you to New York, little girl. Let’s see if you bark as well for me as you do for him.”

Vincenzo extended his wrinkled hand toward the collar on Maya’s neck.

He made the last mistake of his life. He didn’t look at her hands.

Julian’s training took over. Maya’s mind went silent. In one fluid motion, her right hand dove into the slit of the crimson dress. The Velcro gave way silently.

Before Vincenzo’s fingers could graze the leather, Maya pressed the cold barrel of the Sig Sauer hard under the Italian boss’s chin.

The metallic click of the hammer being cocked sounded louder than thunder in the silent room.

Vincenzo froze, eyes wide with shock, feeling lethal metal pressed against his throat by the girl he had thought was nothing but decoration.

Dante smiled — pure sadistic pride — without even rising from his chair.

“I warned you, Vincenzo,” Dante whispered. “She bites.”


Chapter 15: The Fall of Kings




The click of the Sig Sauer’s hammer echoed through the suite like the harbinger of the apocalypse.

Vincenzo Lucchese, the untouchable emissary of the New York Commission, widened his eyes. Arrogance melted from his wrinkled face, replaced by raw terror as he realized — too late — that he had underestimated a lethal piece on the board.

Maya didn’t hesitate. She didn’t think about her father’s debt or her old life as a thief. She thought about Dante’s hands, Valentina’s smile, and Julian’s fierce protection. She belonged to them. And no one threatened her masters.

She pulled the trigger.

The shot was deafening. The point-blank impact hurled Vincenzo’s heavy body backward, blood staining his pinstripe suit and the Persian rug.

Before the Italian’s body even hit the floor, hell was unleashed.

Julian didn’t need an order. He was already in motion. Like a demon of shadows and reflexes, he drew two tactical pistols from under his jacket and fired four times in less than two seconds, dropping the four closest guards before they could align their rifles.

Dante acted with the same lethal precision. With a brutal kick, he flipped the heavy mahogany poker table, creating an instant barricade. He grabbed Maya’s arm and yanked her down behind the thick wood just as a hail of bullets shattered the crystal chandeliers and tore through the upholstered chairs.

“Stay on the floor, little bird!” Dante roared over the deafening gunfire, drawing his own weapon.

The master suite turned into a war zone. The scent of cigars and whiskey was swallowed by the acrid smell of gunpowder and blood.

Behind the barricade, Maya panted, gripping the Sig Sauer with both hands. She glanced sideways and saw Valentina crouched gracefully, protected by the table, a sadistic, fascinated smile on her red lips. From her designer handbag, Valentina had pulled a silver double-barreled derringer.

An Italian guard tried to flank the table from the right. Before Dante could turn, Valentina raised her hand and fired twice into the man’s chest. He fell choking at her feet.

“No one ruins my new dress,” Valentina murmured, blowing smoke from the silver barrel.

In the center of the room, Julian was a force of nature. He didn’t hide — he hunted. Moving between armchairs and pillars with almost supernatural instinct, he dropped Vincenzo’s guards one by one. When one pistol ran empty, he didn’t reload. He advanced on the last shooter, broke his arm with a vicious strike, and drove a combat knife straight into his throat.

Silence fell abruptly over the suite.

The only sounds were dripping blood and the ringing in their ears. Twelve elite Italian guards and the New York Commission emissary lay dead. The floor was covered with spent casings, broken glass, and bodies.

Dante rose slowly from behind the table. He straightened the lapels of his tuxedo — which miraculously remained impeccable — and surveyed the carnage.

Julian wiped his knife on one of the dead men’s jackets and walked over, breathing heavily, eyes scanning for any remaining threat. He stopped in front of Maya, still on the floor, and extended his hand.

Maya took it and stood. Her legs trembled from the adrenaline rush, but she didn’t release the gun.

Dante approached. He took the Sig Sauer from her trembling hands, engaged the safety, and returned it to the holster on her thigh, sliding the red silk back into place. His large hands cupped her face. The Alpha’s gaze was overwhelming pride mixed with dark lust.

“You killed a king today, Maya,” Dante whispered, thumb caressing her cheek stained with a drop of blood that wasn’t hers. “You proved you’re worthy of wearing our collar. Worthy of sitting at our table.”

Valentina approached from behind, hugging Maya, her full breasts pressing against the girl’s bare back.

“The New York Commission will think twice before trying to dictate rules in Chicago again,” the mistress purred, kissing Maya’s neck. “They’ll know the Bishops have no weak points. Our submissive is as lethal as her masters.”

Julian touched Dante’s shoulder.

“The police will be here in under three minutes, Sir. The casino manager has isolated the elevator and the security cameras have been wiped, but we need to leave.”

Dante nodded. He looked at the bodies on the floor, a cold smile curving his lips.

“Let them find the mess. The message has been sent. Chicago is ours.”

Dante slid his arm possessively around Maya’s waist while Julian cleared the path and Valentina walked beside them. They left the destroyed suite behind — four predators walking over the wreckage of the enemy empire.

When the private elevator doors closed, isolating them from the outside world, the lethal tension transformed into something else. The adrenaline of survival and the scent of gunpowder ignited an uncontrollable fire in all four.

Julian pressed Maya against the glass, pinning her with his body, while Dante claimed Valentina’s lips in a hungry kiss.

“Let’s go home,” Dante ordered, voice rough, breaking the kiss only to look at Maya and Julian. “The night is only just beginning, and our girl needs to be rewarded.”


Chapter 16: The Crown of Blood




The Bishop mansion was immersed in sepulchral silence when they crossed the double doors. No guards were in sight — Julian had ordered the inner perimeter cleared. That night didn’t belong to the empire. It belonged only to them.

They didn’t descend to the dungeon. Dante led them straight to the master suite — the couple’s sanctuary of black velvet, silver silk, and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the city they now ruled absolutely.

The adrenaline from the casino still burned hot in Maya’s veins. Her hands still remembered the gun’s recoil, but fear had been replaced by feverish devotion.

The moment the bedroom door closed, civility was discarded along with the blood-stained clothes.

Dante shrugged off his tuxedo jacket and tossed it to the floor. He walked to Maya, dark eyes burning with possessiveness that stole her breath. Without a word, he tore the crimson silk dress. The fabric gave way with a loud rip, falling at her feet and leaving her in only lace panties, the thigh holster, and the collar.

“Our lethal girl,” Dante murmured, voice rough and reverent. He cupped her face and kissed her with devastating hunger, tasting the woman who had killed for him.

Julian approached from behind. He had already shed his weapons and shirt. His broad, scar-covered chest pressed against Maya’s bare back. He kissed the nape of her neck, right above the leather collar, while his hands unfastened the thigh holster and tossed the gun onto the nearest armchair.

Valentina watched from the foot of the king-size bed. The true Dark Queen had let her emerald dress slip away, revealing black strap lingerie that hugged her perfect curves. She smiled with pure lust and power, then lay back on the silver silk sheets, opening her legs in silent invitation.

“Bring our submissive here,” Valentina ordered, voice dripping with desire.

Dante and Julian lifted Maya from the floor. She gasped as they carried her and placed her in the center of the bed, right beside Valentina.

What followed was not punishment or training. It was worship.

Julian knelt at the foot of the bed, pulling Maya’s panties down. He buried his face between her thighs, his rough tongue devouring her with urgent hunger that made her arch and scream.

At the same time, Dante positioned himself over Valentina. The Alpha took his wife with deep, possessive thrusts, their bodies moving in perfect sync born of years of dominance. Valentina moaned Dante’s name, but her green eyes stayed fixed on Maya. She pulled Maya’s face into a deep kiss, mingling their tastes while Julian continued driving her toward madness.

The dynamic was overwhelming. Maya was surrounded, consumed, and loved by monsters.

When Dante roared and came inside Valentina, Julian didn’t lose rhythm. He climbed onto the bed, body covered in sweat, and thrust into Maya with brutal force, claiming her while Dante, still panting, settled beside them, pulling Maya against his chest and sucking on her breasts.

When Julian finally reached his peak with a guttural roar, spilling deep inside her, the night was far from over. Maya’s exhaustion was a trophy for them, but the masters’ hunger was insatiable.

They repositioned her on her back in the exact center of the immense king-size bed. Maya panted, body trembling and sensitive, but submission ran hot in her veins.

Valentina moved with predatory grace. The Dark Queen straddled Maya’s face, positioning her wet core directly over the girl’s lips. “Serve me, little bird,” she whispered, beginning to ride Maya’s mouth, demanding devotion.

At the same time, Dante took his place between Maya’s spread legs. He gripped her bent knees firmly and thrust into her again, fucking her with deep, possessive, rhythmic strokes.

To complete the encirclement, Julian settled beside her. He leaned over Maya’s torso, taking one breast into his mouth, sucking and nipping the sensitive nipple with animal hunger while his large hand massaged the other.

Maya’s world narrowed to this moment: the intoxicating taste of Valentina on her tongue, Dante’s brutal and perfect invasion, and Julian’s hot worship of her breasts. She was completely surrounded, drowning in pleasure and submission, until a new climax shattered her into a thousand pieces — only for them to rebuild her.

They fucked her until she no longer knew where her body ended and theirs began. Maya’s climax was an explosion of color and violent tremors, echoing through the room with Valentina’s moans and the growls of Julian and Dante.

Hours later, the first light of dawn began to bathe Chicago.

Maya lay in the center of the bed, exhausted and completely sated. Her head rested on Dante’s chest, Julian’s legs intertwined with hers. Valentina slept serenely on the other side of the Alpha.

The empire was secure. And the thief had finally found her home.


Epilogue: Black Diamonds




The sun was already high when an encrypted beep broke the silence of the master suite.

Julian opened his eyes instantly, assassin instincts awakening before his body moved. He slid out of bed, naked, and walked to the jacket on the floor, pulling a black phone from the inner pocket.

Dante also woke, muscles tensing. He stroked Maya’s hair as she still slept deeply, but his eyes were locked on the executor.

“What is it, Julian?” Dante asked, voice low so as not to wake the women.

Julian read the message on the screen. His normally unreadable expression darkened. A vein jumped in his neck.

“It’s from the main gate, Sir. A package was left at the mansion gates ten minutes ago. The messenger disappeared before the cameras could capture his face.”

Dante frowned, sitting up carefully.

“The New York Commission doesn’t act with packages. What’s inside?”

Julian swallowed hard, looking directly at the sleeping Maya. The look he gave her made Dante’s blood run cold, dissipating all the warmth from the previous night.

“The bomb squad already checked it. It’s not an explosive,” Julian said, voice grave and tense. “It’s a black velvet box. Inside is an exact replica of the collar the girl is wearing… but the stones are black diamonds.”

Maya stirred, slowly opening her eyes as she caught the last words. The air seemed to leave her lungs. Black diamonds. She knew that signature. It was a ghost from her past — someone she thought had been dead for years. The true owner of her father’s debt.

“There’s a note with it, Sir,” Julian continued reading.

“Read it,” Dante ordered, the lethal aura of Chicago’s king returning in full force.

Julian lifted his eyes from the device.

“It says: ‘Chicago is yours, Dante Bishop. But the thief stole something of mine long before she met you. And I’m coming to take back what is mine.’”

Dante looked at Maya. Fear had returned to her eyes, but this time Dante didn’t smile. He simply promised a new war as the sun rose over an empire about to bleed again.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of the journey with Dante and Valentina Bishop, Julian, and Maya. Thank you so much for diving into this darkness with me and for giving this story a chance! I hope the read was as unforgettable for you as it was for me.

I have a very special request: For independent authors, reviews are our oxygen. They tell Amazon the book is good and help other readers find our story.

If you enjoyed The Bishop Collar, please take a minute to leave a star rating on Amazon. You don’t need to write a long text (unless you want to!) — just the stars already make a huge difference!

With love and a touch of darkness,

Evelyn K. Kage.

Want to follow my next releases and literary rants? Follow me on Instagram/TikTok: @e.k.kage.livros

Thank you!
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