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Mental Health Disclaimer




Welcome to The Concrete and Velvet Sanctuary. If you’re looking for a sweet romance full of flowers and traditional love declarations, close this book right now. This is a story about power, control, submission, and the delicious darkness that thrives behind four locked walls.

This is an erotic novella focused on intense male domination and extreme BDSM dynamics within a monogamous couple. The characters explore dark, intense fetishes that do not reflect real-world “vanilla” relationships. Read with an open mind and remember: fiction is the safest place to explore our deepest, darkest desires.

Reading can take us to intense places. This book explores adult and complex themes that may be triggering for some. Always prioritize your well-being. If you feel uncomfortable at any point, please pause or stop. Your mental health comes first. Take care of yourself.


⚠️ SENSITIVE CONTENT & TRIGGER WARNING (+18) ⚠️




This is an erotic work of fiction intended exclusively for mature adult readers.

The story explores intense themes and unconventional power dynamics. The author and platform do not endorse or encourage replicating any practices without full knowledge, safety measures, and explicit consent (SSC – Safe, Sane, and Consensual).

All characters are over 18 years old.

This book contains graphic, explicit descriptions of:

• Domination/submission dynamics (D/s)

• Light breath play

• Shibari rope bondage

• Intense toy use (anal hooks, plugs, vibrators, clamps)

• Impact play (spanking, single-tail whipping)

• Temperature play (hot wax and ice)

• Sensory deprivation and orgasm control (edging)

• Consensual degradation and food play

• Explicit adult language and dirty talk

If any of these themes are upsetting, please do not continue. The relationship depicted, though extreme, is rooted in mutual consent between two fictional adults. If you enjoy diving into the darkest corners of desire, turn the page and welcome to the Sanctuary.
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Chapter 1: The Mask Slips




During the week, Arthur was a meticulous civil engineer and Marina a metrics-driven marketing manager. They shared a spacious apartment, bills, dinners with friends, and a perfectly ordinary routine. No one who saw them holding hands at the supermarket on Sunday mornings could ever imagine what happened the moment that heavy oak door at the end of the hallway locked from the inside.

It was Friday night. Dinner had been quiet, the air humming with electric tension. Marina had barely touched her wine. She knew exactly what was coming. Arthur’s gaze wasn’t that of a loving husband — it was the cold, assessing stare of a predator surveying his prize.

“Rise.”

His deep voice sliced through the silence like a blade.

Marina obeyed instantly, heart slamming against her ribs. The weekend had begun.

Arthur took the glass from her hand and set it aside. Without another word, he unbuttoned her silk blouse and let it slide to the floor. Her bra and skirt followed. In under a minute she stood completely naked in the center of the room, gooseflesh blooming across her skin from the sudden chill and the sharp edge of anticipation.

He pulled a black leather blindfold from his jacket pocket and secured it over her eyes, buckling it tight. Darkness swallowed everything. Her other senses sharpened at once. She heard the sharp rattle of metal keys.

“Hands behind your back.”

She crossed her wrists. Heavy steel cuffs locked around them with a decisive click that sent a shiver racing down her spine. He gripped her elbow and guided her through the apartment until the hardwood gave way to thick, plush carpet.

They had arrived.

The heavy door thudded shut. The key turned. Locked.

The Room.

Soundproof. Climate-controlled. It smelled of leather, melted wax, and warm massage oil. When Arthur removed the blindfold, Marina’s eyes adjusted to the golden flicker of dozens of candles. In the center stood a heavy black metal frame bolted to ceiling and floor. The walls displayed his carefully organized arsenal: braided leather whips, floggers, coils of hemp rope, cuffs, gags, and an impressive collection of glass, silicone, and metal toys.

Arthur had already stripped off his shirt and shoes. Barefoot in nothing but black dress pants, his dark eyes devoured her.

“Have you been a good girl this week, Marina?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, voice trembling. Here, there was no Arthur and Marina. Only the Dominant and his submissive.

“We’ll see.”

He led her to the frame. With practiced precision, he replaced the steel cuffs with thick leather ones lined with soft sheepskin and attached them to chains hanging from the ceiling. He pulled the chains through the pulley system until she rose onto her tiptoes, body stretched tight and completely exposed. Her legs were spread wide and secured to floor rings, leaving her open in a perfect X.

Arthur lit a low-temperature black wax candle. While it melted, he selected a long, flexible single-tail whip.

The leather cracked through the air.

Crack.

The first strike snapped inches from her ear. She jolted.

“Look at me.”

She lifted her chin, eyes bright with lust and surrender. He traced her jaw with the whip handle, then stepped back.

Snap.

The tip kissed her right thigh. Sharp heat bloomed. She moaned, fingers curling inside the cuffs.

Snap. Snap.

Two quick strikes painted her ass pink. Arthur was a master of impact — he knew exactly how much sting to deliver to turn pain into liquid pleasure without ever crossing her limit. The rhythm was hypnotic.

After ten minutes, Marina’s body was flushed, slick with sweat, and throbbing. Her pussy ached, dripping and empty.

Arthur set the whip aside and picked up the candle. Liquid black wax shimmered in the pool.

“Close your eyes.”

The first drop landed just above her navel. She gasped at the delicious burn that quickly hardened. He drizzled it in deliberate patterns — down her stomach, over her hips, circling her breasts — until hot drops fell directly onto her stiff nipples.

She twisted in the chains, moans filling the soundproof room. The lingering sting of the whip mixed with the heat of the wax, dragging her deeper into a hazy trance.

When the candle was set down, Arthur’s large hands moved over her. He peeled away the cooled wax, nails lightly scraping her sensitized skin. His fingers finally slid between her legs, finding her soaked.

“So fucking wet…” he murmured, thumb circling her clit.

Marina’s head fell back with a long, needy moan.

But he wasn’t ready to give her relief. He withdrew his hand and chose a thick, realistic, slightly curved black silicone dildo and a bottle of thick lube.

He coated the toy generously, pressed the tip to her entrance, and ordered, “Deep breath.”

She inhaled. He pushed in with one smooth, relentless stroke. Marina cried out, deliciously stretched and full. He began fucking her with long, deep thrusts, hitting that perfect spot every time.

While the toy pumped into her, his free hand wrapped around her throat — firm, controlled pressure. Light breath play. Her favorite trigger. The restricted airflow made every sensation sharper, hotter, more intense.

“Look at me,” he growled, thumb pressing lightly against her windpipe as he drove the dildo harder.

Her vision blurred with tears and lack of oxygen. She saw only him — her God, her Owner.

“You’re mine.”

“Y-yours…” she choked out.

Right as she was about to beg, he released her throat. Oxygen rushed back in a dizzying wave. At the same time, he sped up the thrusts and rubbed her clit with ruthless precision.

The combination shattered her. Marina came violently, screaming, body convulsing against the chains as her pussy clenched and pulsed around the silicone.

Arthur kept her riding the waves until she was limp and trembling. Only then did he remove the toy, clean her gently with a warm towel, and lower her to the floor. He caught her as she collapsed into his arms.

Aftercare began immediately. He wrapped her in a soft robe, kissed her forehead, and carried her to the large leather sofa. Cradling her against his chest, he stroked her hair while her breathing evened out.

“You were perfect,” he whispered, the soft, loving husband resurfacing.

Marina smiled against his skin, heavy-eyed. But she knew the night was far from over.


Chapter 2: The Flight of Submission




The rest on the leather sofa lasted only long enough for Marina’s heart to settle. Arthur stroked her hair, but the air in the room was already thickening again.

“Rise.”

His voice was soft yet unquestionable.

Marina rose, skin still sensitive and tingling. Arthur walked to the dark wooden chest and pulled out several bundles of treated jute rope. The earthy scent of hemp filled the space, blending with the lingering aroma of wax.

“Face down on the floor. Arms behind your back.”

She lay on the plush carpet, bare breasts pressed against the soft fibers, surrendering completely. Arthur knelt over her. The rough rope against her sensitized skin made her shiver.

For Arthur, Shibari wasn’t just bondage — it was art, control, and ownership. He started at her wrists, tying precise, tight knots, then wove the rope across her torso in geometric patterns that squeezed her breasts and marked her ribs. He bound her ankles and thighs, creating strategic anchor points.

With every loop, Marina felt more trapped, more his. The friction of the jute was a constant reminder of her helplessness.

When the ties were complete, Arthur attached the carabiners to the ceiling pulleys.

“Take a deep breath, little one. You’re going to fly.”

He pulled the chains. Slowly, Marina’s body lifted off the floor, suspended horizontally face-down, hovering a meter above the carpet. Her back arched, hips slightly tilted, completely immobilized and swaying gently in the air.

Arthur retrieved a professional fucking machine from the metal cabinet. He attached a thick, textured silicone dildo to the piston and positioned the tripod behind her, adjusting the angle with millimeter precision until the tip kissed her wet entrance.

“Spread wide,” he whispered, coating the toy and her pussy generously with lube.

With a click of the remote, the machine hummed to life. The piston drove the dildo into her in a slow, mechanical thrust. Marina moaned long and low. The machine pulled back and thrust again.

Arthur set a steady, deep, relentless rhythm. In and out. In and out. The vibration and mechanical strokes made her twist in the ropes, but suspension left her nowhere to escape.

While the machine fucked her from behind, Arthur moved to her front. He unbuttoned his pants, revealing his hard, throbbing cock, and gripped her hair, tilting her head back.

“Open your mouth.”

She parted her lips. He slid inside, the contrast maddening — cold, tireless machine in her pussy, hot, living cock filling her mouth. Arthur set the pace, fucking her throat while the machine continued its merciless rhythm.

The sensory overload was overwhelming. Every deep thrust from behind pushed her forward onto his cock. She was reduced to nothing but a vessel for his pleasure.

His rhythm grew faster, more aggressive. When he neared the edge, he pulled out of her mouth, breathing hard.

He stopped the machine, removed the dildo with a wet sound, and circled behind her.

“The machine is good, Marina. But it’s not your Owner.”

He gripped her hips and drove his cock into her in one brutal thrust. Marina screamed. Nothing compared to the heat and thickness of him.

Arthur fucked her with calculated savagery, her body swinging in the ropes with every impact. His hand slid up her back and wrapped around her throat from behind, applying that perfect pressure.

“Come for me,” he growled, tightening his grip. “Now.”

The command, the lack of air, and the relentless pounding shattered her. Marina came hard, convulsing violently around his cock. Arthur followed seconds later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her with a guttural groan.

He stayed buried inside her, chest heaving against her sweaty back, until the last tremors faded. Only then did he slowly lower her to the ground.


Chapter 3: The Refuge of Subspace




The pulleys hummed as Arthur lowered her with careful control until Marina’s exhausted body rested on the plush carpet.

He knelt beside her. Aftercare was non-negotiable. With blunt-tipped scissors he cut the complex Shibari knots, sacrificing the rope rather than leaving her uncomfortable for even a second. Deep red lines marked her skin like a map of his possession.

“Shh… the flight is over, little one,” he murmured, massaging her wrists and ankles to restore circulation.

Marina floated in subspace, eyes half-lidded, lost in an endorphin haze. Arthur cleaned her with warm towels, kissing every mark the rope had left.

He lifted her easily and carried her to the king-size bed draped in black velvet. He laid her down gently, then slid in beside her, pulling a heavy comforter over them both and cradling her against his chest.

Within minutes, safe in his warmth, Marina fell into a deep sleep.

When she woke, the blackout curtains blocked all sense of time. Her body ached deliciously — shoulders, thighs, wrists — all reminders of the night before.

“Awake, sleeping beauty?” Arthur’s deep voice came from a nearby armchair. He wore only sweatpants, a pitcher of ice water and fresh fruit beside him.

“What time is it?”

“Almost three on Saturday afternoon. You passed out.”

He helped her sit up, handed her water, and fed her pieces of apple and strawberry. The quiet intimacy felt like a different world from the chains and whips. Here, he was the devoted man who took care of what was his.

They spent the afternoon in that peaceful bubble — massages with arnica cream, soft kisses on fading marks, and rest.

But as evening approached, the energy shifted again. Anticipation crackled in the air.

Arthur rose and walked to the equipment wall. The sound of drawers opening made Marina’s pulse race.

The rest was over.

“Rise. On your back. Arms at your sides.”

His voice had lost its earlier softness and returned to pure command.

Marina obeyed instantly, body sinking into the velvet, ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 3.5 – The Abyss of the Senses




The blindfold returned first, plunging her into darkness. Then noise-canceling headphones swallowed every sound. Marina’s world vanished. She could neither see nor hear — only feel.

The mattress dipped. Arthur was there.

Hot wax landed on her chest. She arched with a gasp, the sensation amplified tenfold without sight or sound. More drops followed — abdomen, thighs, circling her breasts — until they fell directly onto her hardened nipples.

Then came the ice.

The violent contrast made her muscles spasm. Arthur trailed the cube exactly where the wax had been, down her ribs, over her nipples, and finally between her legs. When the ice touched her swollen clit, she cried out and bucked.

He discarded the ice and replaced it with his mouth — hot, skilled, and relentless. Without sight or sound, every lick and suck consumed her completely.

Pleasure built fast. She was right on the edge when he suddenly pulled away.

A single headphone lifted.

“You don’t have permission to come. If you do without my order, the punishment will be severe. Understood?”

“Y-yes…”

The headphone slid back into place.

Edging had begun.

He brought her to the brink three more times — with the glass wand, with his fingers, with his tongue — each time stopping the instant before she broke. By the fourth ascent she was sobbing, desperate, reduced to nothing but raw need.

Finally, he removed the headphones and blindfold.

Arthur loomed over her, eyes dark with dominance. He pinned her wrists above her head with one hand and positioned his cock at her entrance.

“Please… please, Sir. Fuck me. Let me come.”

A predatory smile curved his lips.

“Good girl.”

He sank into her in one deep thrust. After hours of denial, the sudden fullness shattered her. Marina came violently, screaming his name, nails raking down his back as wave after wave crashed through her.

Arthur followed right after, burying his face in her neck and coming deep inside her with a low, possessive groan.


Chapter 4: The Depths of Surrender




The echo of her orgasm still hung in the air when Arthur rose from the bed.

“Get off the bed. The night isn’t over.”

A shiver of fear and excitement ran through her. She slid to the floor and dropped to all fours, face pressed to the carpet, ass raised high.

Arthur knelt behind her, coating her ass with thick lube before pressing the cold, heavy metal anal hook inside. The curved shaft forced her hips to stay perfectly elevated.

“Stay exactly like this.”

He moved in front of her, worshipping her breasts with mouth and teeth until they were aching. Then he attached a pair of clover clamps, the silver chain swaying with every shaky breath.

“Open.”

He fucked her mouth hard, then moved behind her and drove into her dripping pussy. The hook shifted with every brutal thrust, creating unbearable fullness.

He alternated — mouth, pussy, mouth, pussy — until Marina’s mind short-circuited. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure.

“Come, Marina!” he snarled, pounding into her.

She shattered, screaming, body convulsing around him. Arthur pulled out at the last second and came down her throat, growling as she swallowed every drop.

Before she could recover, he slid the hook out, replaced it with a powerful bullet vibrator deep in her pussy, and coated his cock with lube.

He pushed into her ass in one relentless thrust.

Marina screamed. The dual fullness — vibrator in her pussy, his thick cock in her ass — pushed her into overwhelming pleasure. Arthur fucked her without mercy until another devastating orgasm tore through her. He followed, coming deep inside her ass with a raw, animal roar.

They collapsed together, breathless and spent.


Chapter 5: The Feast and the Dawn




Morning light slipped through the heavy curtains. Marina woke to the smell of fresh coffee and toast.

Arthur sat on the edge of the bed in gray sweatpants, holding a full breakfast tray.

“Good morning, little one.”

He fed her, made sure she drank plenty of water, then carried her to the shower. Under the hot spray, gentle cleaning quickly turned primal. He pressed her against the cold slate wall and fucked her hard and fast, coming with a growl as he bit her neck.

Back in bed, he tied her spread-eagle with black silk restraints and turned her body into his personal feast — strawberries, kiwi, honey, and pancakes placed strategically on her skin. He ate slowly, licking and sucking until his mouth found her pussy.

After devouring her, he climbed over her and fucked her slow and deep, eyes locked together. They came together in a quiet, intimate wave.

Later, the heavy oak door unlocked.

They stepped back into their normal lives — Arthur in jeans and a white T-shirt, Marina in a light cotton dress. At the supermarket, they walked hand in hand like any other couple.

No one who saw them could possibly imagine what happened when that heavy oak door locked from the inside.

They were the perfect couple.

At least until next Friday.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of Arthur and Marina’s journey. Thank you so much for diving into this darkness with me! I hope the experience was as unforgettable for you as it was for me.

If you enjoyed The Concrete and Velvet Sanctuary, please take a moment to leave a star rating on Amazon. For independent authors, reviews truly are our oxygen.

With love and a touch of darkness,

Evelyn K. Kage

Follow me on Instagram/TikTok: @e.k.kage.livros

Thank you!


Also Read

Prisoner of the Mafia: The Price of Sin: A Dark Mafia Romance of Power, Submission and Forbidden Desire (BDSM MFM)

The Mafia Assassin’s Property: Dark Romance with BDSM Dynamics and Reverse Harem (Explicit Novella)

cover.jpeg
EVEEYN K- KAG E¢





