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Blurb




In the depths of the Syndicate’s darkest dungeon, silk meets steel.

Emília was the perfect trained pleasure girl — until Valak, the ruthless Lord of the Abyss, dragged her into seven days of total ownership. No mercy. No limits. No escape.

Pain becomes pleasure. Resistance becomes obsession. The girl who once smiled for survival learns to kneel, to beg, and to crave the very man who breaks her.

This is not a love story.

This is possession.

This is ruin.

This is surrender.

A scorching, extreme dark romance BDSM spin-off. Perfect for fans of Captive, The Ritual, and Haunting Adeline.

Reader beware: extremely explicit, no vanilla, total power exchange.


Mental Health Disclaimer




Welcome to the Abyss.

There is no softness here. No flowers. No vanilla promises of love.

This is a story of possession, of pain that twists into pleasure, and of total surrender.

The characters are morally gray — often pitch black — and their dynamics do not reflect healthy real-world relationships.

This is a dark dystopian romance filled with explicit erotica, extreme power exchange, and characters who are morally gray… or completely dark. The relationships portrayed here are not meant to represent healthy dynamics in real life. They exist only as fiction inside a cruel, oppressive, and deliberately intense universe.

Fiction is the safe place where we can explore our darkest desires.

This reading experience may be emotionally heavy. The book explores intense adult themes, including coercion, objectification, deprivation of autonomy, violence, humiliation, physical and psychological control, and situations that may be deeply uncomfortable for some readers.

Always prioritize your well-being. If at any point the story becomes too much, pause or stop reading.

Your mental health comes first.

Take care of yourself.


⚠️ CONTENT & TRIGGER WARNINGS




This is an intense and extremely explicit dark romance BDSM story intended exclusively for adult readers (+18). All characters are of legal age.

Contains:

• Extreme domination dynamics, total possession, and absolute control

• Severe BDSM practices (collars, cuffs, chains, whips, floggers, hot wax, anal plugs, suspension, St. Andrew’s Cross, pillory, gynecological chair, fucking machine, nipple clamps, shibari, sensory deprivation, gags, blindfolds)

• Detailed vaginal and anal penetration, double penetration with toys and body, deepthroating, consensual degradation, edging, and orgasm control

• Explicit filthy dirty talk

• Psychological transformation, identity breaking, and voluntary surrender

• Erotic violence (whipping, slapping, pinching)

There is no vanilla romance. There is no negotiated consent in every scene — the dynamic is one of absolute ownership within the fictional context.

If any of these themes are triggers for you, please do not proceed.
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Introduction




This is an official spin-off of the Silk District universe.

Emília was the perfect silk girl — trained to smile, please, and survive in a world where pleasure was currency. Until the day Valak, the feared Lord of the Abyss, chose her as his own and dragged her into the deepest dungeon of the Syndicate.

This story tells the seven days that destroyed the old Emília and forged something darker in the shadows.

It can be read as a standalone, but burns hotter if you already know her journey in the Silk District.

Brace yourself.

There is no softness here.

Only total surrender, pain that becomes pleasure, and a possession that leaves no room for return.

Welcome to the Abyss.

With love and a touch of darkness,

Evelyn K. Kage


Day One: Broken Open




The first day in the dungeon set the rhythm of my new existence.

Valak led me to the center of the stone chamber and stopped in front of me, posture rigid, expression unreadable. His deep voice echoed, final:

“First rule of this place: whenever I enter, you kneel. Some days you’ll serve me with that pretty mouth. Others, you’ll kiss my feet. Or you’ll stay silent and obey whatever the fuck I tell you to do. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, lowering my head in immediate submission.

“Good. Stand up.”

He guided me to the adjoining bathroom, equipped with a large shower of dark tiles. There was no romance. Hot water cascaded over us while Valak washed me with an almost ritualistic devotion. His hands scrubbed my skin until it tingled. When he reached my most intimate places, he was meticulous: cleaning the outside before using the handheld bidet to clean me inside. The invasion of my ass was uncomfortable and intrusive. I held my breath, squeezed my eyes shut, but endured in silence. My body no longer belonged to me.

When he finished, he handed me a towel.

“Dry yourself. Quickly.”

As soon as I obeyed, Valak opened a metal drawer and retrieved thick black leather cuffs, lined with velvet inside and fitted with heavy steel rings. He fastened them securely around my wrists and ankles. The click of the locks sounded like a final seal.

Gripping my chin, he tilted my face up.

“The collar, the cuffs, and soon the anal plug will be the only things you wear down here, Emília. Now get on all fours and crawl to the center of the dungeon.”

The cold floor scraped my knees and palms. When I reached the center, he secured me spread-eagle, hooking the rings to anchors bolted into the floor. I was completely immobilized, hips slightly raised.

I felt cold lube dripping down my crack. Valak massaged my entrance with his fingers, then slid one inside, then two. When my body began to yield, he replaced them with a thick black silicone plug. The base settled with a sharp whimper from me.

“Good girl,” he growled, voice thick with lust. “Now I’m going to take what’s mine.”

He positioned himself behind me and thrust into me with one brutal stroke. The plug made everything tighter, more intense. Valak was savage, animalistic. He delivered sharp slaps to my ass that made me whimper and push back against him even harder.

When his climax approached, he pulled out abruptly, grabbed my hair, and yanked my face up.

“Open.”

He shoved his throbbing cock into my mouth and came deep, hot and thick. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean with desperate devotion.

Without giving me rest, he released me and led me to the spanking bench. He bent me face-down and began whipping me with calculated precision—back, ass, thighs. Each strike burned like fire. I sobbed but didn’t try to escape.

“I love seeing your body marked by me,” he whispered, trailing his fingers over the reddened skin.

Without warning, he buried himself inside me again. The sensitivity of my punished flesh turned the pleasure into something overwhelming. I came screaming his name, body shaking violently against the bench.

After the orgasm, he allowed me a light meal and a brief rest on the dungeon rug.

“I’ll be back tonight,” he said before locking the heavy door.

Hours later, when the door opened, I dropped to my knees immediately. Valak opened his pants and I took him into my mouth with desperate hunger.

He stroked my hair. “Good girl.”

But before he came, he pulled back. He dragged me to the St. Andrew’s Cross, strapped me facing the dark wood, and entered me slowly, kissing me with deep possessiveness. I cried as I came and felt him shudder when he spilled inside me.

The aftercare was unexpectedly gentle. He cleaned me, gave me water, and carried me to the bed.

But the night wasn’t over. Valak tied my wrists and ankles to the four posts of the canopy and covered me with only a thin sheet.

“Tonight you sleep bound and exposed for me.”

When I woke in the early hours, he was already moving slowly inside me. We came together in the quiet darkness.

Only then did he pull me against his chest and sleep holding me like I was his—now forged in leather and shadows.

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day One):

I had entered that dungeon with fear and resistance. But by the end of the first day, my body was already betraying my mind. Every mark, every hot drop of his cum, every order obeyed ignited something dangerous inside me.

Maybe I no longer wanted to return to the golden cage. Maybe I wanted to be destroyed and remade by him.


Day Two: The Arsenal




The second day in the dungeon taught me that Valak didn’t need only his cock to drive me insane. He had an entire arsenal at his disposal, and I was his blank canvas.

Early in the morning, after the usual cleaning routine and with the thick anal plug back in place, he led me to the darkest corner of the chamber. A heavy wooden and leather chair waited, with a strategic hole cut in the center of the seat.

“Sit.”

As soon as I obeyed, he strapped my arms to the side rests with thick leather belts and locked my ankles to the chair legs, forcing my thighs wide apart. I was completely immobilized, pussy and ass exposed.

Valak crouched, adjusted a metal mechanism beneath the seat, and positioned a thick silicone dildo right at my entrance. He pressed a button. The motor hummed to life and the fucking machine slammed into me — deep, steady, merciless.

I gasped, head falling back. Before I could even adjust, Valak stood in front of me, opened his pants, and fisted my hair.

“Look at me.”

He fed his heavy cock into my mouth and started fucking my throat in deep, demanding strokes. The overload was devastating: the machine pounded my pussy without pause while he used my mouth like a toy. I had no control — not over my breathing, not over my pleasure, not over anything. I was nothing but a warm, dripping hole for his use.

He set the rhythm, thrusting harder each time until his cock swelled. Gripping my nape, he buried himself to the hilt and came straight down my throat. I swallowed every thick drop, gasping when he finally pulled out. The machine never stopped. It kept fucking me until my body shattered. I came screaming around the silicone, shaking violently against the straps. Only then did he switch it off.

In the afternoon the dynamic shifted from deprivation to raw exposure.

Valak dragged me to the long stainless-steel examination table, bent me face-down over the cold surface, and secured my ankles behind me, leaving my ass raised and completely vulnerable. No warm-up. His heavy hand cracked across my ass again and again until my skin burned bright red. Then he slammed into my pussy with brutal force. The table creaked under every violent thrust. I whimpered, nails scraping steel, accepting each punishing stroke as my new reality.

But it was at night that he truly broke me.

He positioned me in the solid wooden pillory at the center of the dungeon. My neck and wrists were locked in the holes, bending me over, blind to everything behind me. My back and most intimate parts were fully exposed.

The scent of melted wax filled the air. Scalding drops landed on my bare back. I screamed, twisting against the rough wood. The burning pain was instantly followed by the sharp whistle of a thin whip. Leather bit into my skin, mixing with the hot wax that dripped slowly down my spine.

Valak took his time, deliberate and cruel: single drops, then several in quick succession, then a thick stream that slid all the way to the base of my spine. Every time I arched trying to escape the heat, the whip followed — precise and searing. My sobs melted into hoarse, broken moans.

“So fucking beautiful when you cry…” he murmured, running his palm over the hardened wax, pressing it into my marked flesh.

The fresh pain tore another scream from me, but my body betrayed me completely — nipples hard as stone, pussy dripping down my thighs.

He dropped the whip, stepped close, and rubbed the thick head of his cock against my soaked entrance.

“You’re dripping, Emília. Pain turns you into such a desperate little slut, doesn’t it? A filthy Abyss whore wearing the skin of a silk girl.”

He pushed just the head inside, paused, and poured more wax — this time over the curve of my ass, dangerously close to my pussy. The heat slid down and some dripped onto my swollen lips. I screamed, clenching hard around him. Valak groaned and slammed in to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

He fucked me with controlled savagery, one hand dripping more wax across my shoulders and back while the other spanked my ass in time with his thrusts. Every burning drop made me tighten around his cock. When my orgasm crashed over me, I sobbed from the overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure. Valak didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, then pulled out, removed the anal plug, and took my ass.

He alternated between both holes with ease, using me completely, proving every part of me belonged to him. Only after we both came again did he release me from the pillory.

He caught me before my legs gave out, carried me to the fur-covered bed in the corner, and laid me down gently.

“Good girl,” he whispered against my lips, kissing me slow and deep. “But the night is still long. I want to hear you beg before you fall asleep with my cock buried inside you.”

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Two):

By the end of the second day, I no longer knew where the pain ended and the pleasure began.

My body burned, marked by wax and whip, filled with him… and still I craved the next time he would return.

The silk girl trained to smile and please was slowly being erased.

And in her place, something new and dangerous was being born: the real, aching desire to be completely possessed.


Day Three: Perfect Stillness




The third day in the dungeon taught me that perfect submission required silence not only from my voice, but from my own instincts.

I was on all fours over the padded leather horse, my wrists and ankles locked in place. Valak fucked me with firm, rhythmic thrusts, each one deep enough to steal my breath. Instinctively, my body tried to do what it had been trained to do my entire life: I arched my hips and started rolling them against him, eager to please.

He stopped instantly. The sharp crack of the crop sliced through the air before it landed hard across my ass.

“Stay. Still.” His voice was a low, dangerous growl as he gripped my hips with bruising force. “I don’t want you dancing for me, Emília. I’m not one of your weak former owners who needs you to put on a show. When my cock is inside you, you don’t move unless I tell you to. You take. You absorb. You fucking surrender. Understood?”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I stammered, face pressed into the leather, heart hammering against my ribs.

He waited a beat, making sure the lesson sank in, then drove back into me. This time I forced myself to remain completely motionless, every muscle locked as I accepted each brutal thrust without trying to soften it or guide it. The stillness made everything more intense — every inch of his thick cock stretching me, claiming me, owning me.

When he finally came with a guttural groan, flooding me with heat, he pulled out and released my restraints only to change the game.

He led me to the multi-purpose BDSM bench. I lay on my back while he locked my wrists in rings above my head. My legs were raised high and secured in padded stirrups, spreading me wide open and completely suspended. The vulnerability was total. I couldn’t hide anything from him.

Valak didn’t waste a second. He devoured me, alternating between my dripping pussy and my tight ass with possessive ease, using me like I was made for him. While I panted beneath his weight, a hazy thought drifted through my exhausted mind: I hoped he would finally ease that merciless pace once these seven days were over.

He stepped back for a moment. I heard the metallic clink of chain and my entire body tensed. When he returned, he held a pair of shiny metal nipple clamps joined by a thin, heavy chain.

“These are going to stay exactly where I want them,” he murmured, voice rough with dark hunger.

His rough fingers pinched and twisted my already sensitive nipples until I arched with a sharp cry. Without mercy, he attached the first clamp. The pain was immediate and vicious, like teeth sinking deep into tender flesh. I screamed, writhing against the restraints. The second clamp closed on the other nipple, sending another searing wave through my chest.

Valak slowly pulled the chain, testing it. The clamps tightened, stretching my nipples upward. The constant, throbbing pain mixed with the aching need between my legs.

“Perfect,” he growled, clearly satisfied.

He positioned himself between my spread thighs and sank into me with one slow, devastating thrust. Wrapping the chain around his right fist like reins, he began to fuck me.

With every powerful stroke, he tugged the chain. The sharp pull on my clamped nipples sent electric shocks straight to my clit. My screams filled the dungeon as he used the chain to control me completely — short, sharp yanks when he wanted me to clench harder around him, longer pulls when he wanted me to arch and cry out.

“That’s it… ride my cock with that tight little cunt, Emília,” he ordered, picking up speed. His hips slammed against my suspended ass, the wet sounds echoing off the stone walls.

“Look how you squeeze me… your greedy pussy loves it when I treat you like my mare.”

He leaned over me, still thrusting without mercy, and pulled the chain harder, taking my nipples to their limit. The explosion of pain blended with the brutal pleasure of his cock hitting deep inside me. I came suddenly and violently, screaming his name as my body convulsed against the restraints, my pussy pulsing and milking him.

Valak didn’t stop. He fucked me through my orgasm, tugging the chain mercilessly, dragging out every wave until I was sobbing. Only then did he bury himself to the hilt, growl my name like a curse, and come with thick, hot spurts that filled me completely while he kept the chain pulled tight.

When he finally released the chain, my nipples throbbed, swollen and deep red. Valak leaned down, carefully removed the clamps, and soothed the aching peaks with his hot tongue, licking and sucking while his cock still pulsed inside me.

“Good girl…” he whispered against my skin, voice low and possessive. “Tomorrow we’re doing this again. And next time, I’ll ride you even harder.”

He released me from the bench, but rest didn’t come. Instead, he guided me to the black metal cage in the corner. It was barely big enough for me to curl up inside. He locked the door and left me there with nothing but cold steel and silence.

The hours stretched endlessly. The cage forced me to confront my own helplessness. By the time the dungeon door opened again that night, I was trembling with desperate anticipation.

Valak stopped outside the bars, unzipped his pants, and stepped close.

“Come here.”

I crawled forward, pressed my face against the cold metal, and opened my mouth. I sucked him with frantic hunger, starving for his touch. For the first time, I heard his breath falter. He came hard down my throat, coating my lips and chin. I swallowed every drop.

But he wasn’t finished.

“Turn around. On all fours. Press that ass against the bars.”

I obeyed instantly. He fucked me through the cage like an animal, the metal rattling violently with every savage thrust until he came again, deep inside me.

Only then did he open the cage, pull me out, and carry me in his arms. The aftercare was quiet but filled with raw possessiveness. He washed me gently, gave me water, and took me to the large black mattress in the center of the room.

He folded my legs tight against my chest, spreading me obscenely, and bound them with soft black silk ropes against my torso. I could barely move — folded in half, wide open, completely helpless.

Valak settled over me and slid inside slowly, inch by inch, until his hips pressed against my raised ass.

“Just like this…” he murmured against my mouth, voice dark and velvet. “I want to feel every fucking inch of you while I take you nice and slow.”

There was no rush. Long, deep, torturously deliberate strokes. Every time he bottomed out, he rolled his hips, grinding the thick base against my clit. He pulled out almost completely, only to fill me again with the same agonizing slowness. The angle made his cock drag perfectly over that sensitive spot inside me with every thrust.

He kissed me deeply, tongue fucking my mouth in the same rhythm. I moaned against his lips, completely full, completely owned.

“Look how perfectly you take me… so wet, so fucking tight,” he whispered, nipping my bottom lip. “This cunt was made for my cock. Only mine.”

He gradually increased the pace, still in complete control. I came with a slow, devastating orgasm that tore through me, my body convulsing as I clenched around him and screamed his name. Valak groaned low and spilled inside me with long, hot jets.

We stayed locked together for long minutes, trembling, breathing the same air. He kissed my sweaty forehead, my closed eyelids, the corner of my mouth.

“Now the night is truly over, my good girl…”

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Three):

On the third day, I finally understood what Valak truly wanted.

He didn’t want a slave who performed.

He wanted me to stop pretending.

Stop dancing.

Stop calculating.

And the more I surrendered to perfect stillness, the more my body and mind broke open for him.

For the first time, I felt a sweet, terrifying fear: the fear of discovering how much I loved being exactly like this — perfectly still, wide open, and completely his.


Day Four: Intensity Without Limits




The fourth day began before I even opened my eyes.

I woke to a firm tug on the leash attached to my collar. Valak stood beside the mat, pants already open, his heavy morning cock thick and demanding. No words were needed. I crawled to him immediately, still half-asleep, and took him into my mouth with slow, devoted sucks.

He groaned low in approval, fingers threading through my hair. “That’s it… warm me up with that pretty throat.”

When my legs started to tremble, he hauled me up, locked my wrists to the steel rings at the back of my collar, and made me ride him. With my arms trapped behind my neck, I had no choice but to use only the strength of my thighs, sliding up and down his thick length while his hands controlled the rhythm on my hips. Every bounce made my breasts sway and my collar tug against my throat.

After he came deep inside me the first time, he carried me to the gynecological chair. He secured my legs wide in the stirrups, leaving me completely exposed, and used me for hours. He fucked me relentlessly — hard, slow, deep, shallow — coming inside my pussy, on my tits, across my stomach, and down my throat. My body became nothing but a wet, aching instrument for his pleasure. I lost count of how many times he filled me. By the time he finally unstrapped me, I was shaking, leaking his cum from every hole, skin marked with his fingerprints and bites.

The real intensity came at night.

Valak chained my wrists to a heavy chain hanging from the ceiling and hoisted me up until only the tips of my toes brushed the cold stone floor. My arms burned, my body swung helplessly with every movement. He fucked me like that — brutal, punishing thrusts that made me sway in the air. Each slam of his hips echoed through the dungeon.

When he lowered me, my legs could barely hold me. He laid me on my back on the rubber mat, locked my ankles to a metal spreader bar, forcing my legs obscenely wide like a frog, and tied my wrists to my own ankles. I was folded open, utterly helpless, every inch of me on display.

He positioned the fucking machine between my spread thighs and turned it on. The thick silicone cock slammed into my dripping pussy in a merciless rhythm. At the same time, Valak stepped in front of my face, grabbed my hair, and shoved his cock down my throat.

My mind shattered.

The machine pounded me without pause while he fucked my face, using my throat like a toy. I gagged, drooled, and cried around his length, completely overloaded.

When his breathing turned ragged, he ripped the machine away, buried himself in my pussy in one savage thrust, and fucked me hard. At the last second he pulled out and came across my belly and tits in thick, hot ropes.

“I’m marking what’s mine,” he growled, smearing his cum into my skin with rough fingers. “Every fucking inch of you belongs to me.”

He still wasn’t done.

He removed the anal plug I’d worn all day, lubed his cock, and pushed into my ass with one brutal stroke. I screamed, stars exploding behind my eyes as he took me hard from behind, using my bound body like a fleshlight. He came again, flooding my ass until it leaked down my thighs.

Only then did he release all the restraints. He cleaned me gently with warm cloths, pulled me into his arms on the floor, and held my exhausted body against his chest. His touch was almost tender now — a dark contrast to the violence he’d just unleashed.

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Four):

On the fourth day, I realized there was no longer any line between exhaustion and desire.

My body ached everywhere. It was covered in his marks, filled with his cum inside and out… and still I craved more.

The silk girl who used to calculate every movement just to survive was vanishing fast.

In her place rose a woman who was beginning to understand that being used without mercy might be the most liberating feeling she had ever known.


Day Five: Silence and Deprivation




From the fifth day onward, my time in the dungeon blurred into a haze of sensory deprivation and raw discipline.

Valak kept me blindfolded and gagged for hours at a time. Sometimes he chained me to the wall anchors with my arms stretched high above my head and my ankles spread wide, completely exposed. Other times he suspended me from the ceiling with blood-red shibari ropes that bit softly into my skin, my body swaying in the air like a living fuck-toy.

The goal wasn’t just to torture my body. He wanted to silence my mind. The Silk District had trained me to overthink — to calculate every moan, every roll of my hips to please and stay safe. Valak was determined to destroy that.

Unable to see or speak, I could only focus on the overwhelming presence of him. My senses sharpened to an almost frightening degree. I learned the exact sound of his heavy boots on the stone floor, the subtle shift in his breathing when he grew hard, the rich scent of leather, aged whiskey, and that sharp metallic edge of danger that always announced his approach.

That morning he left me suspended for nearly four hours. The tight leather blindfold pressed against my eyes. The ball gag stretched my mouth wide, forcing drool to run down my chin and drip onto my breasts. Cold air teased my exposed pussy and ass, still sore and throbbing from the night before.

I heard his slow, deliberate footsteps.

“Your mind is wandering again, isn’t it?” His voice was a low, dangerous purr. “Still trying to be the perfect little Silk slave.”

The air moved a split second before the flogger struck. The thick leather tails slapped wetly against the inside of my thighs. Not hard enough to bruise permanently, but enough to burn and yank my attention back to the present. Strike after strike landed — thighs, belly, sensitive breasts — until my muffled moans filled the dungeon.

Valak paused. His thick fingers slid through my soaked folds, spreading me open.

“So fucking wet just from being whipped…” he murmured, sounding almost proud. “Your greedy cunt already understands what your mind is still fighting.”

He pushed two fingers deep inside me, curling them brutally against that spot that made me see stars even while blindfolded. His thumb circled my swollen clit with torturous precision. I drooled helplessly around the gag, hips twitching despite the ropes.

Right as I teetered on the edge, he withdrew.

“Not yet.”

Then came the wax.

Thick, scalding drops landed on my breasts, rolling over my clamped-tight nipples. I screamed into the gag. More wax poured across my stomach, sliding dangerously close to my dripping pussy. Each burning drop dragged me back into my body, into the now — into him.

When my mind finally went quiet, existing only for his will, Valak still didn’t release me. He spun me face-down in the ropes, knees spread wide, pussy and ass completely accessible. My body swayed gently in the air.

“Stay nice and still for me, hanging like a good little toy,” he growled.

He lined up and sank into my pussy with one slow, devastating thrust. Then he started fucking me hard, using the ropes to swing my suspended body onto his cock. The angle was brutal — every thrust hitting so deep I could barely breathe.

After long minutes he stopped, spun me around like I weighed nothing, and yanked the gag down.

“Open.”

I barely had time to obey before he gripped my head with both hands and drove his cock — slick with my own juices — straight down my throat. He alternated without mercy: fucking my pussy while swinging me on the ropes, then spinning me to use my mouth, then back to my cunt. Faster. Harder. Deeper.

My entire body became his spinning fuck-toy. When he finally couldn’t hold back, he buried himself deep in my pussy and came with a savage roar, flooding me with hot, thick jets while my suspended body shook uncontrollably.

Only then did he lower me from the ceiling ropes, carry me to the mattress, and let me drift in a hazy doze.

When I woke, he flipped me onto my stomach, yanked my hips up, and slammed into me in one merciless thrust. He fucked me with heavy, punishing strokes — one hand pinning my nape to the mattress, the other gripping my hip hard enough to bruise.

“There’s no pretending here,” he snarled. “Here you’re nothing but holes, moans, and dripping cunt for me.”

I came violently, sobbing around the overwhelming pleasure, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice. Valak kept thrusting through my orgasm until he exploded inside me again, filling me until his cum leaked down my thighs.

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Five):

On the fifth day, my mind finally went silent.

There was no more room for calculations, rehearsed smiles, or the silk girl trying to control everything.

Only my body remained — anchored by pain and filled with him.

And in that terrifying, beautiful silence, I began to feel something dangerous:

peace.

A dark, hot, addictive kind of peace.


Day Six: Lazy Surrender




We woke together in the dungeon bed, his thick cock still buried deep inside me.

I blinked slowly, the haze of sleep clinging to my lashes. My body registered the sensation first: a hot, heavy fullness stretching my pussy, pulsing slowly even while he slept. Valak was rock-hard, seated to the hilt, as if he had spent the entire night keeping me open and claimed.

He lay behind me, chest pressed to my back, one heavy arm draped possessively over my waist, his large hand cupping my breast. His warm breath ghosted across my nape.

“Good morning, my good girl…” he murmured, voice rough with sleep. He rolled his hips in one lazy, deep thrust, pushing even deeper.

My body answered instantly, clenching around him, slick heat coating his cock.

Valak didn’t pull out. He simply started fucking me with slow, unhurried strokes — barely withdrawing, just grinding deep, the thick head rubbing that perfect spot inside me over and over.

“You slept all night full of me…” he whispered, nipping my earlobe. “Woke up with this greedy little cunt squeezing my cock, dripping and hot. Your body already knows who it belongs to, even when you’re dreaming.”

I arched back against him, pushing my ass into his groin. Valak squeezed my breast harder, pinching my nipple as he gradually increased the rhythm. The soft, wet sounds of our bodies filled the dark room.

His free hand slid between my thighs, finding my swollen clit. He circled it with firm fingertips while continuing those slow, possessive thrusts. A shaky moan slipped from my lips.

“Valak…” I whimpered, clenching hard around him.

“Shh… let me use you like this, nice and slow,” he ordered against my skin. “I’m going to fill this cunt before we even leave the bed.”

He kept that lazy, devastating rhythm, burying himself to the root with every roll of his hips. Pleasure built low and heavy in my belly until I couldn’t hold back. I came with a long, trembling moan, my walls pulsing and milking him. Valak growled into my neck, gripped my hip, and gave three harder thrusts before he buried himself completely and came, flooding me with hot, thick jets.

We stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Valak kissed the back of my neck with dangerous tenderness.

“Good morning, Emília. Today you don’t get to rest until I’ve used this perfect cunt enough.”

He gave me no time to recover. Still hazy from the orgasm, he pulled me onto the cold stone floor on my knees. My thighs were slippery with his cum. He sat on the edge of the low bed and picked up a silver bowl filled with fruit, cheese, and juicy cuts of meat.

“Open.”

I obeyed, hands lightly cuffed behind my back. Valak fed me slowly, placing each piece on my tongue. Sometimes he dipped the food against his still-hard cock, coating it with the messy remnants of our release. I licked his fingers clean with soft, grateful moans. The humiliation of being fed like a pet only made my pussy throb harder.

Later, he carried me to the upholstered rocking chair in the corner. He sat first, pulled me onto his lap facing him, and lowered me slowly until I was fully impaled on his cock. The gentle rocking motion created a deep, hypnotic rhythm. Every sway drove him to the hilt, grinding perfectly against my clit.

I rested my head on his shoulder, exhausted, silent tears slipping down my cheeks. We came again like that — wrapped tight around each other, my body shaking as he pulsed deep inside me.

But Valak still wasn’t finished.

He lifted me off his lap, positioned me on all fours on the mattress, and pushed a thick dildo into my cum-filled pussy.

“Keep that inside for me,” he commanded.

He knelt in front of me, fisted my hair, and fucked my mouth with deep, steady strokes until he was hard again. Then he moved behind me, pressed the fat head of his cock against my sensitive asshole, and pushed in with one firm, relentless thrust.

“That’s it… take my cock in your ass like the good little whore you are,” he growled, hips slapping against my cheeks. The dildo stretched my pussy at the same time, leaving me impossibly full.

He fucked my ass with deep, possessive strokes until he came again, filling me with hot spurts. Only then did he pull me back against his chest, still buried inside me, and kiss my sweaty nape.

“Rest for a little while… Because tomorrow I start everything all over again.”

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Six):

On the sixth day, there was no fight left inside me.

Being fed from his hand, being fucked slowly while we rocked together, being used like a toy and still feeling his possessive care… it all started to feel right.

The silk girl who once cried at the threat of the whip no longer existed.

In her place was a woman who no longer wanted to escape the Abyss.

I wanted to stay.

I wanted to belong to him.


Day Seven: The Final Test




On the seventh day, I was no longer the same woman who had entered this dungeon.

I knelt in the center of the black rubber mat, completely naked except for the brushed steel cuffs locked permanently around my wrists and ankles. A short chain connected all four points, forcing me into small, restricted steps and a constant posture of submission. The thick black leather collar sat heavy around my throat.

I was blindfolded. Hands bound tightly behind my back. The cold dungeon air teased my hard, aching nipples and made the wetness between my thighs trickle slowly down my skin. My body had learned. Even without sight, it reacted to his mere presence.

The heavy metal door creaked open. Valak’s footsteps echoed across the stone floor. My heart slammed against my ribs, but I didn’t move. I kept my spine straight, mouth slightly parted. Ready.

He stopped right in front of me. Heat radiated from his naked body.

“Open.”

I obeyed instantly, relaxing my jaw and tilting my head back. He didn’t ease me into it. He simply guided his thick, hard cock straight into my mouth and pushed until he hit the back of my throat.

This time I didn’t try to impress him with skill. I simply opened my throat and let him use me. Valak gripped my hair with both hands and fucked my face with deep, brutal thrusts, his balls slapping against my chin. I gagged, drooled, and cried around his length, tears soaking the blindfold. My nose pressed into his groin with every savage stroke.

“That’s it… good girl,” he growled. “Swallow every inch of my cock. Let me feel that tight throat milking me.”

He used me without mercy, the wet, obscene sounds echoing through the dungeon. When he reached the edge, he held my head flush against his body and came straight down my throat in thick, hot pulses.

“Swallow it all.”

I did, gulping repeatedly until not a single drop remained.

Only then did Valak pull free and slowly remove the blindfold. The dim light made me blink. When my vision cleared, the look in his eyes stole my breath — raw hunger mixed with fierce, possessive pride.

“You learn fast, silk girl…” he murmured, voice still rough.

He unlocked the chains anchoring me to the floor, leaving only the steel cuffs and collar. Before I could steady myself, he grabbed my waist and slammed me against the cold stone wall.

My back hit the icy surface. He hooked one of my legs high over his arm, spreading me wide open. Without warning, he lined up his still-hard cock — slick with my saliva — and drove into my dripping pussy in one brutal, claiming thrust.

“Ahh!” I cried, nails digging into his shoulders.

Valak fucked me with savage intensity. Each powerful stroke lifted me off the ground, slamming me against the wall. The cold stone scraped my back while his hot cock stretched and owned me. I didn’t roll my hips. I didn’t perform. I simply threw my head back and moaned, letting him take exactly what he wanted.

“Look at me,” he ordered, gripping my chin hard.

Our eyes locked. His were dark, feral, completely dominant.

“This cunt is mine now. Say it.”

“It’s yours… all yours, Sir…” I whimpered between punishing thrusts.

He fucked me harder, hips slamming, the wet slap of skin echoing off the walls. I came first — violently — screaming his name as my pussy clamped down around him in powerful waves. Valak didn’t slow. He kept pounding through my orgasm until I was sobbing, then buried himself to the hilt, roared my name against my neck, and filled me with thick, endless jets of cum that overflowed and ran down my thighs.

He stayed inside me, pulsing, breathing heavily against my skin. Then he kissed my throat with dark tenderness.

“You’re not hers anymore,” he whispered against my ear. “The silk girl is dead. Now there’s only my Abyss whore.”

I closed my eyes, body limp and satisfied against his, feeling his cum drip down my legs.

And I smiled.

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Seven):

On the seventh day, nothing remained of the old Emília.

I had stopped pretending. Stopped calculating. Stopped being afraid.

Every mark on my body, every drop of his cum inside me, every order obeyed had emptied me… and filled me again with something new.

I no longer wanted to return to the golden cage of the Silk District.

I wanted to stay here.

In the dark.

With him.


Day Eight: The Blur and the Forge




After he had taken his fill, Valak gripped my chin with firm fingers and spoke in that low, velvety rasp that always sent shivers down my spine.

“The basic training is over, Emília. You’ve learned to empty your mind.”

He wrapped the end of my leash around his fist and pulled me close until our lips were a breath apart.

“Take a bath. Rest. Tonight the Syndicate Summit is hosting a masked ball. Every Lord will be there… and I’m going to show them exactly what I forged in the dark.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. The Syndicate. The outside world. The golden cage I had left behind seven days ago.

Valak’s dark eyes gleamed with dangerous promise as he continued.

“You will walk at my feet, wearing nothing but my collar and my marks. When we enter that hall, no one will see the silk girl anymore. They will see only my Abyss whore. Untouchable. Owned. Mine.”

I smiled against his skin, my body aching, bruised, and still leaking his cum down my thighs. Completely surrendered.

The seven days had melted into one long, delirious blur of pain, pleasure, sweat, and silence. Every lash of the whip, every scalding drop of wax, every brutal thrust, every command had stripped away pieces of the old Emília until almost nothing remained.

In her place stood a woman forged in darkness.

Shaped by the hands of the Lord of the Abyss.

Ready to be displayed.

Valak pressed a surprisingly gentle kiss to my sweaty forehead and murmured against my skin,

“Rest now, my good girl. When night falls, the Abyss rises with you.”

I closed my eyes, feeling the heavy weight of the collar around my throat and the warm trickle of his cum still sliding down my legs.

For the first time in seven days, I wasn’t afraid of the darkness.

I craved it.

Emília’s Reflection (end of Day Eight):

Seven days were enough to destroy me and remake me.

I entered this dungeon as a silk girl trained to smile, to please, and to survive.

I leave as something new.

Something dark.

Something his.

And when I step into that masked ball beside my Lord, I won’t pretend anymore.

I won’t calculate.

I won’t hide.

I will simply be.

Completely.

Irrevocably.

His.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of the seven days that destroyed and remade Emília in the depths of the Abyss.

Thank you for descending into the Abyss with me.

These seven days with Valak and Emília were intense, raw, and deeply personal.

If this book touched you, aroused you, left you breathless, or made you question your own limits, I would be extremely grateful if you left a star rating on Amazon.

Your words are what help books like this reach other readers who also crave surrender, possession, and profound transformation. A review helps more than you can imagine — especially for an independent spin-off.

If you made it this far, it means the Abyss has marked you too.

See you at the next masked ball.

With gratitude, desire, and black ink,

Evelyn K. Kage

#ForgedInTheAbyss

#SilkDistrict
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