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Mental Health Disclaimer




Welcome to The Mafia Assassin’s Property.

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, absolute submission, and the darkness that lives inside us.

This is a dark romance with a polyamory/reverse harem dynamic centered on female domination. The characters in this work 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 safe place to explore our darkest desires.

Reading is a personal journey and sometimes takes us to intense places. This book explores adult and complex themes that may be challenging. Always prioritize your well-being.

If at any point the reading becomes uncomfortable, feel free to pause or stop. Your mental health is your top priority. Take care of yourself.


Trigger Warnings Page




This book is a dark romance work intended exclusively for readers 18 and older. The story explores intense themes, questionable morality, and extreme power dynamics.

If you are sensitive to narratives that mix violence and eroticism, this book is not for you.

The work contains graphic and explicit descriptions of:

• Physical violence, cold-blooded murder, and torture (mafia context);

• Kidnapping, false imprisonment, and forced proximity;

• Stockholm/Lima syndrome;

• Extreme BDSM dynamics (absolute Domination and submission);

• Sadomasochistic practices, including: impact play (whips, spanking), temperature play (ice and hot wax), use of clamps, cuffs, suspension, and mechanical toys;

• Sensory overload and light breath play (erotic choking);

• Explicit group sex / polyamory scenes (F/M/M/F dynamic led and controlled by the female protagonist);

• Obscene language and consensual degradation.

The relationship portrayed in this book is not an example of a healthy real-world relationship. It is a fantasy of power, control, and surrender.

If you enjoy ruthless villainesses, submissives who find strength in surrender, and scenes that will test your limits… welcome to the playroom.

All characters depicted in this work are adults.
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Chapter 1: The Lamb and the Wolves




To the corporate world, she was the embodiment of success. A ruthless businesswoman, owner of an unshakable empire. But beneath the designer clothes and polished posture lurked the deadliest predator in the mafia. An assassin who left no traces.

For months, however, a shadow had dared to challenge her. Threatening messages and breaches in her systems robbed her of sleep. Not even her most trusted hackers could trace the source. That was why it came as a surprise when a trio of low-level recruits sent word: they had captured the woman.

She was thinking about her luck as she headed to the warehouse.

The sharp click of her stiletto heels echoed across the rotting wooden floor the moment she crossed the metal doors of the east warehouse. The place wasn’t large; it had been built for one purpose only: to confine, to terrorize, and to muffle screams.

In the center of the shed, under the weak yellow light, the three recruits stood at attention. And there she was. The threat.

The woman knelt on the dirty concrete floor. She wore ordinary clothes, but her arms were stretched upward, wrists bound by thick ropes that rose to the ceiling. No gag, but fear spilled from her eyes as they followed every step of the newcomer.

The assassin moved with predatory calm. She ignored the prisoner for a moment, stopping beside a side metal table. She set down her black leather briefcase and snapped the latches open with a dry click. When she opened it, the metallic gleam of her tools reflected the dim light: surgical blades, pliers, shock cables, needles, tongs, and more. Everything meticulously organized and ready to inflict pain.

With slow, calculated movements, she removed her blazer, revealing the black silk blouse that hugged her curves. She chose a sharp blade and, finally, turned to her prey.

“Finally we meet, darling,” the assassin’s voice was dangerous velvet—soft and lethal. “But I believe you’re not going to like your stay here one bit.”

The bound woman blinked, her lips trembling.

“Don’t pretend you don’t understand. We finally caught you.”

“M-Ma’am…” the woman’s voice broke, a tear sliding down. “I don’t know who you are… or what you’re talking about.”

A cruel smile curved the assassin’s red-painted lips.

“That’s what we’ll see.”

“I swear! Please!”

The assassin raised her hand, signaling the men.

“Pull the pulley.”

The woman let out a choked moan as she was hoisted up, the tips of her toes barely touching the floor, her body stretched and completely vulnerable to her tormentor’s mercy.

“Ma’am, I swear I’m not who you think I am!” she sobbed, raw desperation in every syllable.

“Shh,” the assassin whispered, stepping close enough for the woman to feel the heat of her breath. “Here, you only speak when I allow it.”

The cold blade touched the prisoner’s warm neck and slid downward. With precision, the assassin began cutting through the fabric of the woman’s blouse. The sound of tearing cloth echoed through the shed. She ran the flat of the blade lightly over the exposed skin, raising goose bumps, tracing invisible paths without spilling a single drop of blood. The anticipation of pain was a delicious psychological torture.

“Water,” the assassin ordered, never taking her eyes off her prey.

One of the recruits ran over and dumped buckets of near-freezing water over the woman’s body, then positioned a metal basin filled with water and ice directly beneath her bare feet.

The woman gasped, her entire body shaking violently from the thermal shock.

The assassin swapped the blade for a small electric baton. Without warning, she pressed the tip against the prisoner’s wet thigh and triggered the first shock.

The woman convulsed in the ropes, a loud, ragged moan tearing from her throat as electricity whipped through her nerves.

“Now, start singing,” the assassin murmured, her dark eyes gleaming. “Because the next one will be much stronger.”

“I don’t know!” the girl cried compulsively, her chest heaving. “I don’t know what I’m being accused of!”

The assassin raised the baton again, ready to increase the voltage, when a short, exclusive beep on her phone caught her attention. It was her elite team’s emergency channel.

Maintaining her imposing posture, she stepped back and pulled out the device. The encrypted message on the screen was clear and direct:

“Boss, the woman in the warehouse is innocent. Your three recruits set this up to protect the real hacker and try to score points with you. They’re working for the enemy. We’ll be there in three minutes.”

The assassin’s eyes showed absolutely nothing. No surprise. No hesitation. She slowly put the phone away.

The woman in front of her was telling the truth. She was just a lamb thrown to the wolves. And the real traitors were right there, a few meters away, smiling inside, thinking they had fooled the queen of the board.

The assassin smiled. A smile that made the warehouse temperature drop even further.

She couldn’t simply kill them now. She needed her team to surround the place and make sure none of the three escaped with their lives. Until then, the show had to go on.

“You’re very resilient, darling,” the assassin purred, turning back to the bound woman. The look she gave the prisoner, however, now carried a silent, imperceptible promise to the others that she would survive the night.

With a fluid motion, the assassin finished tearing away what remained of the woman’s clothes, leaving her naked and trembling under the dim light, keeping the ruse flawless.

She walked back to the briefcase. She ignored the shock baton and let her fingers wrap around the braided leather handle of her favorite whip. The sound of the leather uncoiling onto the floor made the three recruits straighten, eager for the spectacle of submission and pain they thought they would witness.

The assassin turned, whip in hand, her gaze fixed on the woman, but her mind already calculating the perfect angles to strike the three idiots who had dared underestimate her.

“Let’s see how far your resistance goes,” she said aloud, cracking the whip through the air with a deafening snap that made the three men flinch.

The game had changed. And in a few minutes, the floor of that warehouse would be washed with the traitors’ blood.


Chapter 2: Changing of the Guard




The crack of leather sliced through the stale air of the warehouse like thunder.

But the tip of the whip did not strike Bianca’s bare, wet skin. Instead, the braided leather whipped backward, wrapping with brutal force around the nearest recruit’s neck.

The man choked, his eyes bulging as Katarina Volkov yanked the handle with a violent tug, slamming him to his knees on the concrete floor.

The other two staggered back, paralyzed by shock. The sadistic smiles they’d worn seconds ago melted into pure terror.

“You really thought,” Katarina’s voice was a lethal whisper echoing off the metal walls, “that you could use my warehouse, my time, and my name to cover your own incompetence?”

Before any of the traitors could stammer an excuse, the heavy metal doors of the shed were kicked open. An elite team, dressed in black tactical gear and heavily armed, stormed the space without a sound. They were Katarina’s true guard dogs.

In less than sixty seconds, the three recruits were on the floor, immobilized, gagged, and with guns pressed to their heads.

Katarina didn’t blink. She unwrapped the whip from the man’s neck as he coughed desperately and handed the weapon to her team leader.

“No,” Katarina raised her hand, her voice cold and cutting. “Hang the three of them from the central beams. By the wrists.”

The tactical team obeyed instantly. The sound of chains and pulleys filled the shed as the three traitors were hoisted up, thrashing and begging for mercy.

“Now, get out. All of you,” Katarina ordered. “Kael, Zane. You stay.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The elite team retreated like ghosts, closing the heavy metal doors behind them. In the vast warehouse, only Katarina, the bound woman, and her two main bodyguards remained—lethal men who, behind closed doors, were her most devoted submissives.

Katarina nodded toward Bianca.

“Untie the girl. Put her in the cage in the corner.”

Kael and Zane moved in perfect sync. They cut the ropes holding Bianca, who collapsed onto the floor, weak and trembling. Without any gentleness but without hurting her, they dragged her to an old, rusted metal cage in the corner of the shed and locked her inside.

Katarina walked up to the bars, staring into the terrified eyes of the naked woman.

“Watch,” Katarina whispered, her dark eyes gleaming with a macabre promise. “See exactly what happens to anyone who tries to deceive me.”

Katarina turned to her two bodyguards.

“Strip them. And have a little fun.”

Kael and Zane’s obedience was immediate and brutal. They tore the clothes off the three hanging traitors and began the beating. The sound of bones breaking, flesh being punched, and muffled screams echoed through the warehouse. Bianca shrank into the corner of the cage, covering her ears, but unable to look away from the raw violence and the blind submission of those two giants to the woman in the tailored suit.

When the three men were nothing but bloodied, nearly unconscious masses hanging from the chains, Katarina raised her hand and ordered them to stop. The beating halted in the same second.

She walked to the side table, picked up a long, sharp hunting blade, and drew a silenced pistol from her hidden holster.

“I should torture you until you reveal the real hacker’s location, but you’re not worth my time.”

She stopped in front of the first traitor. Without blinking, she drew the blade from ear to ear. Blood gushed in a hot cascade, staining the concrete floor.

She moved to the second. With a quick, brutal, and precise motion, she drove the knife into the man’s abdomen and pulled upward, gutting him right there. The wet sound made Bianca’s stomach churn.

Finally, she stopped in front of the third, who was crying and choking on his own blood. Katarina raised the pistol and, with the coldness of someone signing a contract, delivered a mercy shot straight to the center of his forehead.

The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by the labored breathing of the four living souls in the shed.

Katarina turned slowly. The ruse was over, but the predator was still there. She walked toward the caged woman, her heels echoing like a countdown on the bloodstained floor. Bianca squeezed her eyes shut, waiting for the blow, the pain, death.

But what she felt was the heat of a body approaching the bars.

Katarina stopped inches away. The scent of the assassin’s expensive perfume—notes of black jasmine and sandalwood—invaded Bianca’s senses, mingling with the metallic smell of blood, fear, and sweat.

“You can open your eyes, Bianca,” Katarina murmured. The fact that she knew her name made the girl shiver.

Bianca obeyed, meeting her captor’s dark, unfathomable gaze. There was no longer the cruelty from before, but something infinitely more dangerous: possession.

“You were brought here as a lamb to the slaughter,” Katarina said, slipping her hand through the bars and tracing the line of Bianca’s jaw with her blood-stained thumb. The touch was firm, warm, and possessive. “But it seems you were just a girl in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“But… but after what I saw…” Bianca’s voice was a trembling thread. “After I saw your face and what you did… you’re not going to let me go.”

Katarina smiled. A small smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“Go?” she repeated the word as if it were an inside joke. “My darling, you were right. You saw my face. You saw my men. You saw what I do to those who betray me. If I let you walk out that door, you’d be dead before you reached the corner.”

Panic flooded Bianca’s chest again. She shrank back until her spine hit the cold bars of the cage.

“Shh…” Katarina pressed her index finger to the girl’s trembling lips. “I didn’t say I was going to kill you. I said you can’t leave.”

Katarina unlocked the cage door, opening it with a metallic creak, and ordered her to come out.

Bianca crawled out, vulnerable and exposed.

“You were going to die today, Bianca,” Katarina whispered against her ear, her voice vibrating with an authority that demanded submission. “Which means your life, from this exact second, belongs to me. Your body, your breath, your choices. Everything is mine. Understood?”

Bianca was exhausted, terrified, and confused. But hearing those words from the woman who radiated power and danger, a dark, dormant part of her felt a sick relief in surrendering control.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” she whispered against Katarina’s shoulder.

Katarina picked up the blazer she had removed earlier and draped it over Bianca’s bare shoulders, covering her. A twisted gesture of care. An aftercare that marked the beginning of a new prison.

“Good. Let’s go home. I have a very special room waiting for you.”


Chapter 3: The Golden Cage and the House Rules




The drive to Katarina’s property was made in sepulchral silence. In the back seat of the luxurious armored SUV, Bianca remained huddled inside the assassin’s silk blazer, the scent of black jasmine and sandalwood soaking into her senses. In the front, Kael drove with military precision while Zane monitored the perimeter.

When the heavy wrought-iron gates opened, revealing an imposing mansion surrounded by hectares of forest and high walls lined with security cameras, Bianca realized the magnitude of her captor’s empire. She wasn’t just a criminal; she was an untouchable queen.

Katarina guided her inside. The contrast between the bloodied warehouse and the mansion’s interior was dizzying. Marble floors, priceless works of art, and warm, welcoming lighting. It was luxury in its purest and most intimidating form.

“Kael, Zane. You’re dismissed for the day.” Katarina ordered without looking back. The two giants nodded in unison and disappeared down the corridors.

Katarina led Bianca up a double staircase to the east wing of the mansion, stopping in front of a set of massive wooden double doors. When she opened them, they revealed a suite that looked like it had come from the cover of an architecture magazine. A king-size bed with Egyptian cotton sheets, a modern fireplace, a spacious walk-in closet, and glass doors leading to a private balcony.

“This is your room,” Katarina announced, stepping inside with the posture of someone who owned every molecule of air within it.

Bianca stopped at the threshold, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. She looked around, confused. She had expected a cell, chains, a dark basement.

“It’s… beautiful,” Bianca whispered.

“I don’t keep what’s mine in mediocre places, Bianca.” Katarina walked to a sideboard and poured two measures of whiskey into crystal glasses. She handed one to the girl, who took it with trembling hands. “Drink. It will help with the shock.”

Bianca took a sip; the liquid burned down her throat and warmed her empty stomach. Katarina watched her in silence for a moment, her dark eyes assessing every micro-expression on the woman in front of her.

“Sit on the edge of the bed,” the order was soft but brooked no refusal. Bianca obeyed immediately.

Katarina stood in front of her, posture straight, gaze dominating.

“You’re alive because I allowed it. And you will remain alive as long as you follow my rules. They are simple, absolute, and non-negotiable. Pay close attention, because I don’t usually repeat them.”

Bianca swallowed hard and nodded, her eyes fixed on the woman who now controlled her fate.

“Rule number one: You have free rein of the entire property. You may go to the gardens, the pool, the library, the kitchen, the gym. But you will never pass the main gates. If you try to run, Kael and Zane have orders to hunt you down. And believe me, you don’t want to be hunted by them.”

Katarina pulled a state-of-the-art smartphone from her tailored pants pocket and tossed it into Bianca’s lap.

“Rule number two: This is your new phone. It has Netflix, Spotify, internet access, and games. You can use it to distract yourself. But understand one thing: every click, every search, every second on screen is monitored by my servers. If you try to send a message asking for help, the person who receives it will be dead before they finish reading. Am I clear?”

Ice ran through Bianca’s veins. She looked at the device as if it were a ticking bomb.

“Y-yes. Very clear.”

“Good.” Katarina took a step forward, invading Bianca’s personal space. With one finger, she lifted the girl’s chin, forcing eye contact. “Rule number three: You never lie to me. Ever. If you’re afraid, say so. If you’re in pain, say so. If I ask you something, you answer with the purest truth. Lying is something I punish with real cruelty.”

Katarina’s touch was warm, and the proximity made Bianca’s heart beat in a frantic, confused rhythm. It was terrifying, but in a sick way, the clarity of those rules brought a strange sense of security. She knew exactly where she stood.

Katarina released her chin and walked to a second door in the room, made of dark oak with no visible handle on Bianca’s side.

“And finally, the most important rule.” Katarina pressed her hand against a biometric panel on the wall. The door unlocked with a heavy click and opened slowly.

Bianca craned her neck to see what lay beyond. Her breath caught.

The adjacent room was bathed in soft red light. There was leather, polished metal, hooks hanging from the ceiling, a St. Andrew’s cross, and an array of instruments meticulously organized on the walls. It was a sanctuary dedicated to pain and pleasure. The playroom.

“Your room is your refuge,” Katarina said, her voice dropping to a husky, dangerous timbre. “But this door connects your world to mine. When I open this door and call your name, it doesn’t matter if you’re sleeping, eating, or watching a movie. You drop everything, enter my room, and kneel.”

Katarina closed the playroom door. The click of the lock sounded like the closing of a cuff.

“You’re mine now, Bianca. In every sense that word can carry. Do you understand the house rules?”

Bianca looked at the dark door, then at the luxurious bed, and finally at Katarina’s predatory eyes. The cage was golden, but the bars were unbreakable. And the worst part: a dark part of her soul was curious to know what would happen when that oak door opened.

“Yes, ma’am,” Bianca whispered, lowering her head in her first voluntary display of submission. “I understand.”

“Do you accept these terms?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Bianca whispered again.

“Good.”


Chapter 4: Sensory Overload




A few days later, the heavy click of the oak door’s lock echoed through Bianca’s silent bedroom. Then Katarina’s voice slid through the hidden speaker, cool and absolute.

“Enter.”

Bianca’s heart slammed against her ribs. She didn’t hesitate. She set the phone aside, crossed the room, and pushed the door open.

The playroom welcomed her in soft crimson light. The air was thick with the scent of leather, melted wax, and Katarina’s signature black jasmine. In the center, her Mistress sat on the imposing black leather throne, legs elegantly crossed, radiating quiet command. Behind her, Kael and Zane stood like silent sentinels, wearing nothing but dark pants that clung to powerful thighs.

Bianca knew the ritual. She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled across the cool floor until her lips brushed the glossy leather of Katarina’s stilettos.

A low, satisfied hum left Katarina’s throat. The pointed toe of her shoe tilted Bianca’s chin upward.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Kael, Zane—suspend her in an X.”

The men moved with lethal efficiency. Strong hands lifted Bianca as if she weighed nothing. Within seconds, padded leather cuffs locked around her wrists and ankles, chains pulling her body into a perfect, vulnerable X.

Katarina rose, flogger in hand, the multiple soft leather tails swaying like a promise. She circled her prey slowly.

“The secret to real obedience, little bird, is realizing your body no longer belongs to you.” Her voice dropped, velvet and venom. “It belongs to me.”

The first strike landed across Bianca’s back and thighs with a sharp crack. Heat bloomed instantly on her skin. The second came upward, the tails licking the sensitive inside of her thighs, grazing dangerously close to her already slick pussy.

“Count for me,” Katarina commanded, voice low and silky.

By the time she reached six, Bianca was panting, skin flushed and marked in pretty shades of pink and red, every nerve singing.

Katarina paused to admire her work, then leaned in and pressed a hot kiss to one of the fresh stripes. “Perfect.”

“Kael. Show her what good girls earn.”

The big man knelt between Bianca’s spread thighs without a word. He gripped her hips and buried his face in her cunt, tongue hot, slow, and devastating. He licked her outer lips, circled her swollen clit, then pushed inside her, devouring with deliberate hunger.

Bianca’s head fell back on a broken moan.

Katarina’s flogger struck again, painting fresh fire across her thighs.

Pleasure and pain twisted together until Bianca’s mind frayed. Her hips jerked helplessly against Kael’s mouth while the lashes kept falling.

“Mistress… please…”

Another hard crack.

Her body snapped. The orgasm crashed through her without mercy. She came hard against Kael’s tongue, crying out, thighs shaking violently as waves of pleasure tore her apart.

When the tremors finally eased, Katarina stepped in front of her, eyes dark with dangerous satisfaction.

“Did I give you permission to come, Bianca?”

Bianca’s chest heaved. “N-no, Mistress. I’m sorry… I couldn’t stop—”

“Rules are rules. Lack of control has consequences.”

Katarina fetched thick lube and the black jeweled anal plug. She coated her fingers and teased the tight ring of muscle, circling, pressing, stretching with possessive patience.

“Kael, Zane—put her on all fours.”

Once Bianca was secured to the floor rings, Katarina gave her next order.

“Zane, that pretty mouth is too idle. Use it.”

Zane stepped forward, freed his cock, and slid between Bianca’s lips, setting a deep, controlled rhythm while holding her hair.

“Kael. Ice.”

The cold cubes traced fire and ice down Bianca’s neck, over her breasts, around aching nipples, and lower… until one was pressed firmly against her oversensitive clit.

The overload was brutal. Mouth full, ass being stretched by Katarina’s fingers, ice burning her clit, and the plug soon sliding home—Bianca existed only as sensation, completely owned.


Chapter 5: The Abyss and Subspace




Bianca remained on all fours, arms trembling, the playroom pulsing with her ragged breathing. The thick anal plug kept her constantly stretched, a heavy reminder of who owned every inch of her.

Zane pulled out slowly, her lips shiny with saliva and submission. No time to recover. Katarina’s voice cut through the air.

“Both of you.”

Zane moved between her spread legs and thrust deep in one smooth stroke. Bianca cried out as the double fullness—the plug and his thick cock—stretched her to the limit.

Kael took her mouth at the same moment, strong hands holding her jaw while he fucked her throat with controlled brutality.

Katarina stepped closer, the scent of black jasmine and leather wrapping around Bianca like chains. She lowered herself and captured one nipple between her lips, sucking and biting until both peaks were swollen and aching. Then she attached the silver chain of nipple clamps. Every thrust from Zane made the chain tug, sending sharp sparks of pain straight to Bianca’s core.

Zane came with a low growl, flooding her. Kael took his place immediately, slamming into her soaked pussy while Katarina strapped on her thick black dildo.

She gripped Bianca’s hair and fed her the silicone cock, fucking her mouth with the same dominance she ruled her empire.

When Kael finished inside her, Katarina took his place. She thrust the strap-on deep, claiming what was hers, while lighting a black wax candle. Hot drops fell across Bianca’s back and ass as Katarina fucked her harder.

“Come for me, Bianca. Now.”

Bianca shattered, vision going dark as the orgasm ripped through her. Katarina followed with a guttural moan, hips grinding possessively.

When the men left, Katarina stayed. Bianca’s eyes were open but unfocused, body limp, mind floating in the deep, weightless void of subspace.

Katarina smiled, soft and dangerous. “My good girl.”


Chapter 6.5 – Shadows That Entwine

Three days later, the mansion lay quiet. Katarina had left for a meeting in the city center, leaving strict orders: Bianca was not to leave the playroom until she returned.

But Kael and Zane broke the rule.

They took her to the inner garden, a small oasis enclosed by high walls and cameras. The scent of damp earth and night-blooming roses filled the air. Bianca wore only a black silk robe, open at the front, the delicate leather collar gleaming under the faint lantern light.

Kael spread a cashmere blanket over the grass. Zane brought a bottle of red wine and three crystal glasses.

“Katarina will kill us if she finds out,” Bianca murmured, but smiled as she accepted the glass Zane offered.

“She knows,” Kael replied, sitting behind her and pulling her against his chest. “She told us to bring you here. Said you needed fresh air… and that we needed time together.”

Zane lay on his side, propped on one elbow, lazily tracing the exposed curve of Bianca’s breast with his fingertip.

“You scare us, you know?” he confessed, voice low. “I can kill a man with my bare hands without blinking. But when you look at me the way you did yesterday, when you came in my arms… I lose my footing.”

Bianca turned her face and kissed him. It was a slow, deep kiss, unhurried. Kael watched, his large hands sliding over her waist, pressing her against him.

“I want you to claim me,” she whispered against Zane’s mouth. “But not just my body. I want you to see me. All of me.”

Kael opened her robe completely. The cool night air raised goose bumps on her skin. He laid her on her back on the blanket, the starry sky above them. Zane positioned himself between her legs, but didn’t enter her right away. First he lowered his head and licked slowly, savoring her cunt as if she were the most precious thing in the world.

Bianca arched, moaning. Kael leaned over her, taking one nipple into his mouth while his fingers found the other, twisting with the exact pressure she had learned to love.

When Zane finally thrust into her—slowly, inch by inch—he never broke eye contact. His brown eyes stayed locked on hers.

“Look at me,” he murmured, moving in deep, measured strokes. “Feel that you’re ours.”

Kael held her face, forcing her to keep eye contact with Zane while he himself slid two lubed fingers into her ass. Bianca gasped. The warm lube trickled slowly, preparing her.

“Breathe, little bird,” Kael whispered in her ear. “Let us fill you completely.”

She sat astride Zane as he sped up his thrusts. Kael took her from behind, replacing his fingers with his thick, throbbing cock. The two moved in perfect sync—one thrusting while the other withdrew—filling her to the limit. Bianca sobbed with pleasure, nails digging into Zane’s shoulders, her body shaking between them.

“I belong to you,” she moaned, tears streaming. “Not just to Katarina. To you too.”

Their orgasms hit almost at the same time. Zane came inside her with a rough groan. Kael followed seconds later, filling her from behind, marking her inside and out.

They didn’t pull away. They stayed there, the three of them tangled on the blanket, sweat and fluids mingling, the scent of sex and roses in the air. Kael kissed her forehead. Zane kissed her mouth. None of them said “I love you.” Not yet. But the way they held her said more than any words.


Chapter 7: The Little Bird Shows Her Claws




Bianca woke to sunlight filtering through the heavy linen curtains. Her entire body ached—a mix of muscle exhaustion and the phantom sting of the marks dotting her skin. But, surprisingly, her mind was clear. The panic of the previous days had been replaced by a silent, deep acceptance of her new reality.

She stretched, feeling the silk nightgown rub against her still-sensitive nipples. She was alone in the huge bed.

Remembering Rule Number One—free rein of the property—Bianca got up. She slipped on a black silk robe she found in the closet and opened the bedroom door.

The hallway was quiet, but a palpable tension hung in the air. As she descended the marble staircase, Bianca heard raised voices coming from the west wing. The sound of keyboards being pounded and Katarina’s cold but dangerously irritated tone drew her like a magnet.

She stopped at the double smoked-glass doors leading to the main office. The place looked like the command center of an intelligence agency. Massive screens covered the walls, most flashing red alerts.

Katarina stood, wearing tailored pants and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. She leaned on the glass desk, glaring at the two suited men sweating in front of the computers. Kael and Zane stood guard near the door, hands resting on their holsters.

“You’re telling me one person is cracking the encryption on the Zurich offshore accounts and you can’t even trace the IP?” Katarina’s voice was low but cut like broken glass.

“Ma’am, it’s a cascading attack,” one of the technicians stammered, his fingers trembling on the keyboard. “She’s using ghost servers in Russia and Asia. Every time we block one port, she opens three. If we don’t cut power to the main servers in two minutes, she’ll drain thirty million euros and expose the container routes at the port.”

Katarina closed her eyes for a second, jaw clenched. The real hacker. The woman the three dead traitors in the warehouse had tried to protect. She was attacking the heart of the empire.

Bianca studied the screens. Her eyes raced across the green and red lines of code cascading down. The initial fear of being there was swallowed by an old instinct, a familiarity that made her heart race for a completely different reason.

She took a step into the office.

Zane immediately blocked her path, but Katarina raised her hand, stopping the bodyguard. The assassin’s dark eyes met Bianca’s.

“Go back to your room, Bianca. This isn’t the time for my pets.”

The dismissal stung, but Bianca didn’t retreat. She looked from the screen to Katarina, lowering her head in respect before speaking.

“Ma’am… with all due respect… they’re looking in the wrong place.”

The silence that fell over the office was deadly. The two technicians looked at Bianca as if she were insane. Katarina narrowed her eyes, her posture shifting from irritation to predatory curiosity.

“What did you say?”

Bianca swallowed hard, keeping her hands clasped in front of her, her posture perfectly submissive but her voice firm.

“It’s not a cascading attack, ma’am. This is a smokescreen. A disguised DDoS attack. She isn’t trying to crack the Zurich encryption. She’s overloading the firewall so the security system focuses there, while the real malware slips in through the back door of the port logistics system.”

One of the technicians scoffed nervously. “Boss, excuse me, but this girl doesn’t know what—”

“Shut up,” Katarina hissed, never taking her eyes off Bianca. “How do you know this?”

“I was a senior data analyst at CyberTech Lelouch Solutions before I was fired and… ended up in your warehouse,” Bianca confessed, her voice lowering a little. “That’s why my IP was used as a scapegoat by your traitors. I was investigating an anomaly in their network. I know this code signature.”

Katarina assessed the woman in front of her. The girl who, hours earlier, had been hanging in her private dungeon, moaning and begging, now read a military-grade cyber attack like it was a children’s book.

Katarina smiled. A smile that warmed Bianca’s blood.

“Get out of the chair,” Katarina ordered the nearest technician. The man jumped from the seat immediately. Katarina looked at Bianca and pointed at the computer. “Sit. Show me.”

Bianca walked to the glass desk. The scent of Katarina’s black jasmine enveloped her as the businesswoman stopped right behind her chair, so close Bianca could feel the heat of her body.

“You have permission to touch my system, Bianca. Don’t disappoint me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Bianca’s fingers flew over the keyboard. Hesitation and fear vanished, replaced by focus. The sound of keys being pressed at record speed filled the room.

“Closing the Zurich ports and isolating the logistics server in a sandbox,” Bianca murmured, more to herself than to the others. Screens began to flicker and change color under her command. “She thinks she’s downloading the port manifests, but I’m feeding her malware a corrupted data package.”

“Can you trace her?” Katarina whispered near Bianca’s ear, her warm breath raising goosebumps on the girl’s nape.

“She’s using layered VPNs…” Bianca frowned, eyes fixed on the screen. “But she made a mistake. The corrupted data package I sent has a built-in return ping. When her computer tries to read the file… now.”

The main office screen flickered and a global map appeared. A red line traced a path from Russia to China, then to Brazil, stopping at a blinking point in the center of São Paulo.

“Got her,” Bianca said, breathless, releasing the keyboard. “Abandoned industrial warehouse in the East Zone. Marquês Street, number 402. The physical IP is isolated and her connection to your servers has been cut. The money and routes are safe, ma’am.”

The two technicians stood with their mouths open. Kael and Zane exchanged an impressed glance.

Katarina placed both hands on the arms of Bianca’s chair, leaning down until her lips almost brushed the woman’s cheek.

“It seems my pretty little bird has sharp claws,” Katarina murmured, her voice laden with dark, possessive pride.

She straightened and looked at Kael and Zane. The polished businesswoman had vanished; the mafia queen was back.

“Prepare the weapons and start the cars. We’re paying a visit to Marquês Street.”

Katarina looked down, meeting Bianca’s eyes.

“Go get dressed, Bianca. Black clothes, comfortable. You’re coming with us. I want you to see what happens to anyone who tries to steal what’s mine.”


Chapter 8: Baptism of Blood




The fine, cold rain of early morning washed the deserted streets of São Paulo’s East Zone. The armored SUV glided silently to a stop one block from the tracked address. The abandoned warehouse rose like a concrete and rusted-metal carcass against the night sky.

In the back seat, Bianca wore black cargo pants and a dark turtleneck sweater that Katarina had ordered delivered to her room. Her hands were cold and clammy. The adrenaline from the cyber trace was quickly being replaced by the terror of physical reality.

Katarina, seated beside her, checked the silencer on her pistol with a metallic click that sounded loud inside the vehicle. She wore a black leather trench coat that made her look like the very personification of death.

“Look at me, Bianca,” Katarina ordered, her voice low and magnetic.

Bianca turned her face immediately.

“You will stay right behind me. You will not run, you will not scream, and under no circumstances will you close your eyes. You need to understand the world you now belong to. Am I clear?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

Kael and Zane exited the car first, melting into the shadows. Katarina opened the door and signaled for Bianca to follow. The smell of wet asphalt and garbage mixed with the assassin’s black jasmine perfume.

They approached the side entrance of the warehouse. Zane raised three fingers, then two, then one.

With a brutal kick, Kael smashed open the steel door.

What followed was a ballet of pure, deafening violence. There were four armed mercenaries on the ground floor, hired to protect the hacker. They didn’t even have time to aim.

Katarina moved with lethal fluidity. She didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. She raised her pistol and fired twice. Two bodies dropped with perfect holes between the eyes. Kael and Zane took care of the other two with short, precise bursts from their submachine guns.

Bianca gasped, the scent of gunpowder and copper invading her nostrils. Hot blood splattered the cement floor only meters from her boots. She wanted to recoil, wanted to cover her eyes, but her Mistress’s order echoed in her mind: do not close your eyes.

“Clear,” Kael murmured.

“She’s on the mezzanine,” Katarina pointed to a metal staircase at the back of the warehouse, where the faint light of monitors flickered through a dirty glass window.

Katarina climbed the metal steps, gun in hand, with Bianca right behind her, her heart pounding so hard it felt like it would rip through her ribs.

When Kael kicked open the door to the makeshift office, a woman with short, bleached hair jumped from her chair, eyes wide with panic. It was the hacker.

She tried to grab a gun from the drawer, but Katarina was faster. With a whip-like motion, the assassin fired, hitting the woman in the shoulder. The hacker screamed, falling to her knees and dropping the weapon.

Katarina walked over to her, heels echoing on the metal floor. She grabbed the woman by her bleached hair, yanking her head back hard.

“You caused a lot of trouble for such a small insect,” Katarina whispered, pressing the hot barrel of the pistol to the hacker’s cheek.

The woman, spitting blood, gave a manic smile, her teeth stained red.

“You can kill me, bitch. But the money’s already gone. I activated the Dead Man’s Switch protocol. In sixty seconds, the thirty million euros will be scattered across thousands of untraceable crypto wallets, and your port servers will be wiped.”

Katarina narrowed her eyes. She glanced at the main screen, where a red countdown blinked mercilessly. 00:52… 00:51…

The assassin didn’t panic. Instead, she turned her face and looked directly at Bianca, who was trembling near the door.

“Bianca. Sit.”

The order cut through the air like thunder. Bianca’s submissive instinct overrode her terror. She ran to the swivel chair, pushing it close to the monitors.

00:45… 00:44…

“Stop it,” Katarina ordered, her voice radiating confidence in the girl.

Bianca looked at the code. Her hands shook so badly she could barely focus on the keyboard. There was blood on the desk. The hacker groaned in pain only inches from her feet, still held by her hair in Katarina’s grip. Chaos defined the situation.

“I… I don’t know if I can, ma’am, the script is autonomous, it’s running in kernel…” Bianca stammered, tears of desperation blurring her vision.

Katarina released the hacker, letting her fall to the floor under Zane’s aim. The businesswoman took a step and stopped directly behind Bianca’s chair. Her warm, firm hands settled on the woman’s tense shoulders, her thumbs massaging the base of her neck.

“Breathe, my perfect good girl,” Katarina whispered in her ear, her tone shifting from ruthless assassin to the Mistress who owned her. “Forget the blood. Forget the time. Forget everything. There’s only my voice and what I tell you to do. And I’m telling you to break this code. Now.”

The possessive touch and the authority in Katarina’s voice acted like an anchor. The world around her disappeared. Fear evaporated. She was no longer a frightened hostage; she was her Mistress’s tool. And her Mistress needed her to function.

Bianca’s fingers hit the keyboard.

00:30… 00:29…

“She used a Python fragmentation script,” Bianca murmured, her eyes racing across the lines of code at superhuman speed. “I can’t stop the countdown, but I can redirect the exit node.”

00:15… 00:14…

The sound of the keys was a machine gun. Bianca opened the command terminal, ignoring the hacker’s graphical interface, and began rewriting the data packet route directly on the root server.

00:05… 00:04…

“Redirecting to the isolated sandbox I created at the mansion. Closing the port doors.”

00:02… 00:01…

Bianca slammed the Enter key.

The screen flickered violently red, then went black. A second of absolute silence filled the room. Then the monitor restarted, displaying a bright green message: TRANSFER REDIRECTED. DATA SECURE.

Bianca released the breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. She leaned back in the chair, exhausted, her entire body trembling with the end of the adrenaline rush.

The hacker on the floor widened her eyes, incredulous. “How… how did you do that? No one breaks that script in thirty seconds!”

Katarina didn’t answer the woman. She looked at the screen, then at Bianca. A slow, predatory, and deeply proud smile curved her lips.

Katarina leaned down and kissed the top of Bianca’s head. A seal of approval. A reward.

“Excellent, my pretty little bird.”

Katarina straightened, drew the hunting knife from her belt, and walked over to the fallen hacker. The woman tried to crawl backward, but Kael stepped on her leg, pinning her down.

“You tried to steal my money. You tried to expose my routes,” Katarina said, her voice devoid of any emotion. “But your biggest mistake was thinking you were smarter than what belongs to me.”

Without blinking, Katarina drove the knife into the woman’s throat and pulled it sideways.

Blood gushed. Bianca watched everything, eyes wide, heart hammering. She saw the life leave the hacker’s eyes. She saw Katarina wipe the bloodied blade on the dead woman’s clothes with frightening coldness.

Katarina sheathed the knife and turned to Bianca. Her hands were stained with blood. She walked over to the girl, raised her hands, and with her red-stained thumbs, traced Bianca’s cheekbones.

The smell of death was everywhere, but when Katarina touched her, Bianca felt no revulsion. She felt belonging.

“You proved your worth today, Bianca,” Katarina murmured, her dark eyes gleaming with a promise that made the girl’s core clench. “And I know exactly how I’m going to reward you when we get home.”


Chapter 9: Absolute Transparency




Adrenaline still ran thick in Bianca’s veins when they crossed the mansion gates. The smell of gunpowder and blood seemed embedded in her soul, but terror had been replaced by a dark euphoria. She had proved her value. She had protected her Mistress’s empire.

Katarina didn’t speak a word until they reached the suite. She shrugged off the leather overcoat and tossed it over the armchair, turning to Bianca with a look that mixed predation and pride.

“Take those clothes off,” Katarina ordered, voice low and husky. “You were brilliant today, my little bird. And brilliant tools deserve to be polished.”

Bianca obeyed quickly, letting her clothes fall to the carpet until she stood completely naked.

Katarina walked to the oak door of the playroom and opened it. But instead of leading her to the main area with the wooden cross, Katarina guided her to an alcove at the back of the room, separated by heavy black velvet curtains.

When Katarina pulled the curtains aside, Bianca’s breath caught.

In the center of the space, illuminated by LED lights embedded in the floor, stood an immense rectangular table made of tempered, reinforced glass supported by thick brushed-steel legs. There were no chairs. It was an altar of display.

“Climb up. On your stomach,” Katarina commanded.

Bianca climbed onto the structure. The glass was thick and icy against her warm skin. She lay on her stomach, heart hammering against the transparent surface. Kael and Zane emerged silently from the shadows, already shirtless, muscles tense and ready to serve.

With quick movements, the two men secured Bianca’s wrists and ankles in leather cuffs fixed to the table’s corners. Her legs were spread wide, arms stretched, her entire body pressed against the cold glass. Completely immobilized and exposed.

Katarina didn’t reach for whips or the strap-on. Instead, she walked slowly and slid beneath the glass table.

Bianca gasped. When she opened her eyes and looked down, she saw Katarina lying on a velvet divan positioned exactly under the table. Through the transparent glass, Katarina had a perfect, unobstructed view of Bianca’s entire body—from her breasts crushed against the surface to her completely exposed cunt.

Katarina raised her hand and traced Bianca’s silhouette from beneath the glass. The touch was an illusion, but Bianca shuddered as if the assassin’s skin were burning hers.

“You were my eyes in the code today, Bianca,” Katarina’s voice echoed through the space, velvety and dangerous. “Now, I will be the eyes on you. I want to see every spasm. I want to see how you break when you’re rewarded.”

Katarina looked up through the glass and gave the order to the men standing beside the table.

“Take turns,” her voice echoed, velvety and dangerous. “I want to see how she breaks.”

Zane went first. He settled between Bianca’s legs and thrust into her with a firm stroke. Bianca let out a long moan, hips pushing against the glass. He set a deep rhythm for a few minutes before pulling back. In the next instant, Kael took his place, filling the emptiness Zane had left with a force that made Bianca gasp.

One entered while the other withdrew. The rhythm became a hypnotic, brutal pendulum. With every switch, Bianca’s body was pressed against the table.

And beneath her, Katarina watched everything. The businesswoman had opened her pants and, with her eyes fixed on Bianca’s pussy through the glass, began touching herself. Seeing the deadliest woman she had ever known masturbating while watching her submission was the final trigger.

The men’s rhythm accelerated. The table shook slightly.

“Come for me, Bianca,” Katarina demanded, breathing hard.

Bianca shattered, screaming as the orgasm hit her. Katarina joined her in the same second, arching on the divan with a guttural moan. Kael and Zane reached their peaks moments later, panting.

But the night was far from over.

Katarina slid out from under the table and climbed up. Her eyes met Bianca’s, still panting on the glass. It wasn’t just desire that shone there. It was something deeper, almost tender.

“You protected me today,” Katarina murmured, caressing her face with her thumb. “Not only with the code. With your loyalty. This… changes everything, Bianca.”

Then she walked calmly to a cabinet, strapped on an imposing black leather harness with a thick dildo, and headed for the large bed in the center of the playroom, lying back against the pillows.

“Release her and bring her to me,” she ordered.

Kael and Zane unlocked Bianca’s cuffs. She could barely stand. They carried her to the bed and positioned her over Katarina.

“Ride, little bird,” Katarina whispered.

Bianca obeyed, slowly lowering herself onto the dildo, filling herself with her Mistress’s length. She began to ride, hands braced on Katarina’s abdomen. Immediately, the assassin’s hands rose to Bianca’s breasts, squeezing, twisting, and punishing the sensitive nipples with a force that drew sharp moans from the woman.

While Bianca rode Katarina, Kael climbed onto the bed behind her. With a silk rope, he bound Bianca’s arms firmly behind her back. And soon after, without warning, Kael took her ass with a deep thrust.

Bianca threw her head back, a scream tearing from her throat at the double invasion, but the sound was muffled by Zane, who climbed onto the bed and claimed her mouth.

She was completely surrounded. Used by all three at once. The friction of Katarina’s strap-on, Kael’s relentless force from behind, Zane’s invasion of her mouth, and the delicious pain in her breasts created a vortex of sensation. She was no longer human; she was pure energy, melting under the hands of that mafia. When the collective climax hit them, Bianca nearly blacked out, her body shaking in violent spasms.

Kael untied her arms, and Zane pulled back. Bianca collapsed onto Katarina’s chest, exhausted, but the men lifted her again.

“To the center,” Katarina ordered, sitting up on the bed to watch the final act.

Kael and Zane carried Bianca to the middle of the room. They bound her arms above her head to chains hanging from the ceiling. Zane gripped her hips from behind while Kael positioned himself in front, lifting one of Bianca’s legs and bracing it against his waist.

“Together,” Kael murmured.

With frightening synchronization, the double penetration happened. Zane filled her from behind while Kael took her from the front. Bianca was pinned between the two giants. The fullness was absolute, stretching her to the edge of what she could bear.

They set a brutal, primitive rhythm. Katarina watched from the bed, eyes shining with pure possessive satisfaction. With every double thrust, Bianca lost another piece of her sanity, surrendering completely to the pleasure.

Bianca’s mind collapsed. The physical sensation of being claimed by two massive men was indescribable, but what truly destroyed her was the psychological aspect. Seeing the deadliest, coldest woman she had ever known—the woman who had slit the hacker’s throat less than an hour ago—masturbating while watching her submission… was a lethal aphrodisiac.

“Look at me, Bianca,” Katarina demanded, breathing faster, her fingers moving a silver vibrator against her own clit. “See what you do to me. See who you belong to.”

“M-Mistress…” Bianca sobbed, tears streaming. “It’s too much… I can’t take it…”

“You can take everything I tell you to take!” Katarina growled, eyes burning with wild lust. “Faster, Kael. Break her for me.”

The men’s rhythm turned savage. Bianca could no longer form words. Her vision blurred, her entire body tingling, tension building in her core like a storm about to explode.

“Come, Bianca. Come for me while I watch. Now!”

The order was the spark. Bianca shattered. The orgasm hit her like a freight train, violent spasms clenching around Kael and Zane simultaneously. She screamed Katarina’s name, the sound ripping from her throat as pleasure drowned her.

When the two men finally came, growling and squeezing her body between theirs, Bianca’s legs gave out completely. They caught her carefully, laying her trembling, sweaty, perfectly broken body on the plush carpet at the foot of Katarina’s bed.

The assassin descended from the bed, knelt beside Bianca, and stroked her damp hair.

“Welcome to your new world, Bianca.”

“You are perfect,” Katarina whispered against Bianca’s damp hair. “My hacker. My submissive. Mine.”


Chapter 9.5 – The Heat Behind the Leather




Bianca’s room smelled of black jasmine and sandalwood—the scent of Katarina that now clung even to the Egyptian cotton sheets. She lay on her side, naked, her body still tingling from the previous night’s touches. Her wrists bore faint pink marks from the leather cuffs Kael had used.

The door opened without a sound. Kael entered first, black shirt open at the collar, revealing the tattoo that climbed his broad chest. Zane followed, carrying a silver tray with a thermal carafe of chamomile and honey tea, two crystal glasses, and a tube of healing ointment.

“You slept little,” Kael said, his deep voice almost hoarse. He sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress sinking under his weight. His calloused fingers touched Bianca’s shoulder with a gentleness that contrasted with the brute force he had shown hours earlier.

Bianca lifted her gaze. His eyes were no longer just those of a lethal bodyguard; there was something softer there, almost protective.

“I… can’t stop thinking about everything that happened,” she murmured.

Zane set the tray on the nightstand and knelt beside the bed, bringing himself to eye level with her.

Kael picked up the ointment tube. With slow, almost reverent movements, he spread the cool cream over her wrists. The scent of lavender and aloe filled the air.

“You’re not just a prisoner, Bianca,” he murmured while massaging the marked skin. “You’re the missing piece. When I see you surrender… when I feel your body trembling between us… I feel something I’ve never felt before. Peace. Possession.”

Bianca’s chest tightened. Hot tears welled in her eyes. Zane leaned in and kissed the wet corner of her eye.

“Let us take care of you,” he whispered against her skin. “Not only with pain. Not only with pleasure. With this too.”

She nodded, voice failing. Kael finished applying the ointment and pulled her into his lap. Bianca nestled against his broad chest. Zane climbed onto the bed behind her, fitting himself against her back. The three of them stayed there, breathing together, skin against skin. None of them spoke of love—not yet. But the silence was filled with something bigger than words.


Chapter 10: The Empire and the Chair

Three weeks had passed since the night the hacker’s blood stained the warehouse floor. In that short time, Bianca’s life had been completely rewritten.

During the day, she was no longer the frightened girl from the warehouse. Dressed in tailored suits that Katarina made a point of ordering, Bianca had taken the position of Head of Cyber Security for the empire. She commanded the server room with an iron hand, protecting routes, laundering digital money, and ensuring no one ever dared invade her Mistress’s domains.

But when the sun set and the oak door to the playroom opened, the ruthless executive disappeared, giving way to the perfect submissive.

That night, the playroom was lit only by indirect red lights. In the center of the room stood a new piece: an imposing restraint chair in black leather and brushed steel. The piece had a high backrest designed to secure the arms above the head, side supports that forced the legs wide open, and a thick leather buckle to immobilize the neck.

Bianca was brought in naked. Kael and Zane positioned her in the chair. Her legs were spread to the limit and buckled. Her arms were stretched upward, wrists firmly secured. Finally, the cold leather of the neck buckle was locked, preventing her from turning her head.

Kael stopped behind her, large hands resting on her bare shoulders, anchoring her.

Katarina approached, wearing only a dark silk robe that parted with every step. The scent of black jasmine intoxicated Bianca.

The assassin stopped between the girl’s spread legs. With a predatory smile, Katarina slid two fingers along Bianca’s slick folds, toying with her cunt, feeling how ready she already was.

“You were very efficient today with the Russians, my little bird,” Katarina murmured, her fingers sinking slowly, preparing her. “But now, your only job is to feel.”

Katarina picked up a thick, textured black dildo attached to a motorized mechanism at the base of the chair. She inserted it and turned it on. The dildo began thrusting in and out at a steady, deep rhythm, drawing continuous moans from the immobilized girl.

While the machine worked her pussy without pause, Katarina took one nipple into her mouth, sucking and biting with calculated ferocity. She repeated the process on the other breast, then attached the metal clamps. Bianca screamed, the sound blending with the hum of the machine.

Katarina stepped back and picked up her multi-tailed whip. The leather cracked through the air before descending across Bianca’s thighs and stomach.

The relentless rhythm of the dildo, the sharp pain in her breasts, and the sting of the whip created a sensory storm. Bianca lost control. Without permission, her body tensed violently and she came hard, muscles clenching around the mechanical cock, tears streaming down her face.

The whip stopped. Katarina’s voice was a lethal whisper.

“You came again without permission.”

“M-Mistress… forgive me…”

Katarina turned to the two men. “Kael, Zane. Her mouth. Until the end.”

The men approached. With her neck locked and the dildo still thrusting mercilessly, Bianca had nowhere to retreat. Kael took her mouth first, fucking her throat brutally. When she needed air, Zane took over.

Bianca gagged and cried, body pushed to the absolute limit. When both men came down her throat, Katarina finally turned off the machine and unlocked the neck buckle.

She lifted Bianca’s chin and wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

“My head of security. My submissive. Mine.”

They laid her on the plush carpet. Katarina brought a soft blanket and covered the four of them. Kael and Zane positioned themselves on either side of Bianca, legs intertwined, hands gently caressing her back and hair.

“You are ours,” Katarina murmured against her temple. “Not just to fuck. To protect. To love the way we know how.”

Bianca closed her eyes, her heart full of something she was no longer afraid to name.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of the journey with Katarina, Bianca, Kael, and Zane. Thank you so much for diving into this darkness with me and for giving this story a chance! I hope the reading was as unforgettable for you as it was for me.

I have a very special request for you: 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 Mafia Assassin’s Property, please take a minute to leave a 5-star review on Amazon. You don’t need to write a long text (unless you want to!), just the stars already make a huge difference! Thank you! :)

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

Contact: e.k.kage.livros@gmail.com
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