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Reader Note




This is a work of dark romance fiction featuring consensual BDSM.

Please read with your own limits and triggers in mind. Your well-being comes first. If anything causes discomfort, pause or stop. The dynamics in this story belong to a fictional universe and are not meant as real-life instruction. Knowledge, preparation, and enthusiastic consent are essential in any BDSM relationship.


Content Warnings




This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for readers 18+ only.

Themes include:

• Consensual BDSM

• Domination and submission

• Physical restraint

• Controlled sexual stimulation

• Intense power exchange

• Impact play (spanking)

• Erotic language and graphic sex scenes

If you prefer to avoid control, restraint, or heavy BDSM elements, this story may not be for you.
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Blurb




He’s the forbidden neighbor who never smiles.

She’s the curious woman who can’t stop listening through the wall.

When Evelyn hears the sharp crack of leather and the low, commanding voice coming from Thiago’s apartment, her body reacts before her mind can catch up. One charged encounter in the elevator is all it takes for the powerful architect to notice her hidden hunger.

Now he’s offering her exactly what she’s been craving in secret: total surrender.

Behind his door, the rules are simple—kneel, obey, and feel. Silk ropes, cold steel chains, a plug she must wear all day, and the burning sting of his hand remind her who she belongs to.

What begins as raw, addictive pleasure quickly turns into something deeper. Because Thiago doesn’t just want her body.

He wants her complete submission… and her heart.

A scorching short dark romance filled with intense BDSM, possessive dominance, and a love that crosses every boundary. Perfect for readers who crave a commanding hero and a heroine who finds true freedom in letting go.


Chapter 1: The Sound on the Other Side of the Wall




The scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the rich, woody aroma of an expensive cologne that wasn’t mine drifted through the hallway every morning. It was the silent calling card of Thiago, the man who lived in apartment 402.

I leaned against my own door, key still in hand, feeling the heavy silence of the Chicago building. Thiago wasn’t just a neighbor. He was a presence that occupied the air, even when he wasn’t visible. Tall, with shoulders too broad for doorframes, tanned skin, and eyes so dark they seemed to swallow every bit of light around them. Unlike the other residents, he never smiled. He only observed. And it was exactly that predator’s gaze that made my stomach flip every time we crossed paths in the elevator.

That night, the sound coming from his apartment was different. It wasn’t the low classical music or the distant hum of the television. It was a sharp, dry crack—like leather slicing through the air—followed by a silence so heavy it seemed to vibrate through the walls.

My heart raced. I knew I should ignore it, step into my apartment, lock the door, and pretend the curiosity wasn’t devouring me from the inside. But my feet moved on their own. I approached his door, pressed my ear to the cold wood, and held my breath.

“On your knees,” his voice cut through the door, muffled but laced with an authority that made me shiver to my core. “I didn’t tell you to look up.”

A low moan followed. It wasn’t a sound of pure pain. It was something mixed with deep surrender, voluntary submission—a sound I had never heard in real life. I closed my eyes, forehead pressed to the door, and let my imagination run wild. Thiago, with those large hands, veins bulging on his forearms, dominating the space with that terrifying calm he carried in the hallway every day.

I pressed my hands against my own body, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks and sink straight between my legs. The contrast between my ordinary life—spreadsheets, deadlines, lukewarm coffee on the office desk—and the darkness that seemed to radiate from that man was intoxicating. Dangerous. Irresistible.

The next day, the encounter was inevitable.

I was heading out to work, adjusting my black pencil skirt that suddenly felt too tight across my hips, when the door of 402 opened. Thiago stepped out wearing a perfectly tailored charcoal-gray suit that hugged every line of his athletic build. His scent hit me full force—deep sandalwood, expensive tobacco, and that metallic, almost electric edge that smelled like danger.

“Good morning, Evelyn,” he said. His voice was a rough baritone that seemed to vibrate inside my chest.

“Good morning, Thiago,” I replied, my voice coming out shakier than I wanted.

We entered the elevator together. The metal box seemed to shrink around us. The silence was so thick I could hear the ticking of my wristwatch and my own quickened breathing. He didn’t move, but I felt his energy surrounding me, assessing me, deciding whether I would fit on his board.

“You look tired today,” he commented, finally turning his face to stare at me. Those dark eyes were like abysses. “Did you sleep badly? Or were you up listening to what you shouldn’t?”

Panic hit me like a punch. My heart hammered against my ribs. I couldn’t lie. My dilated eyes locked on his already gave everything away.

“I… heard some noises. I thought you were fixing something,” I murmured, failing miserably at keeping my composure.

Thiago took a step forward, reducing the space until I felt the unbearable heat radiating from his body. He reached out and, with his thumb, brushed my lower lip, pressing it lightly. The touch was possessive, firm, almost a promise.

“Curiosity is a dangerous trait, Evelyn,” he murmured, leaning his face close to my neck and inhaling deeply. “Especially when you spy on what happens behind closed doors. But I’ve always had a weakness for those who know how to watch what’s forbidden.”

The elevator reached the lobby with a metallic ding. He withdrew his hand slowly, adjusted his shirt cuffs with that infuriating calm, and walked out without looking back.

I stood there frozen, legs weak, mouth dry, my entire body throbbing. I knew, in that exact moment, that the line between curiosity and obsession had been crossed for good.

I wanted to step inside that room.

I wanted to know exactly what he would do if it were me on my knees.


Chapter 2: The Edge of the Invitation




Work that afternoon became a complete blur. Spreadsheets blended together on the screen, meetings passed without me registering a single word. The feel of Thiago’s thumb on my lip still burned like an invisible brand, pulsing every time I took a deep breath. It was as if he had left a fingerprint on my skin.

He wasn’t just handsome. He was a walking warning. The kind of man mothers tell their daughters to avoid, but that women secretly seek out when the boredom of ordinary life starts to suffocate them.

I got home late. The fourth-floor hallway was bathed in a yellowish, almost intimate dimness. When I stopped in front of my door, I noticed something different: on the welcome mat of 402 lay a heavy black envelope with my name written in firm, elegant handwriting.

I entered my apartment with my heart already racing. My fingers trembled as I tore open the seal.

“Curiosity without action is just a waste of potential, Evelyn. If you really want to know what happens behind my door, stop pressing your ear to it and turn the knob. Tonight, at 10 p.m. Don’t be late.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. This wasn’t an invitation. It was a summons.

I took a long shower, letting the hot water punish my skin while I tried to decide if I had the courage. I knew exactly what that note meant. Thiago wasn’t a man for half measures. I chose a simple black lace lingerie set that made me feel powerful beneath the emerald-green silk dress. I wore no jewelry. I knew that with him, any adornment would be superfluous.

At exactly 10 p.m., I stopped in front of his door. I took a deep breath, smelling the sandalwood seeping through the cracks, and knocked.

The door opened almost instantly.

Thiago wasn’t wearing a suit. He had on only black tailored pants and a white shirt with the first few buttons undone, revealing the beginning of a firm, defined chest. His bare feet rested on the dark wood floor. He looked me up and down, and a flash of pure approval crossed his dark irises.

“You’re punctual. I like that,” he said, stepping aside to let me in.

His apartment was the opposite of mine. While mine was full of color, plants, and organized chaos, his was pure minimalism: leather, metal, glass, and controlled shadows. The low lighting came from wall sconces that created dramatic pools of light. In the center of the living room stood a vintage leather armchair, and on the coffee table, a glass of red wine was breathing.

“Wine?” he offered, pouring a second glass without waiting for my answer.

“Why did you call me here, Thiago?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady even though my hands were ice-cold.

He walked toward me with the calm of a wolf who knows the prey is already in the trap. He didn’t stop until our bodies were mere inches apart. He was so much taller than me that I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes.

“Because you’re dying to be controlled, Evelyn,” he whispered, his deep voice vibrating at the top of my head. “You hear the sounds through the wall and touch yourself imagining it’s you there, on your knees. I see it in your eyes every time the elevator doors close.”

I wanted to protest. I wanted to say he didn’t know me. But the truth was a heavy anchor pulling me down.

“You don’t know me,” I managed to say, my voice barely a whisper.

“I know your type. You organize every detail of your life, control every minute of the day… but at night, when the lights go out, you want someone else to take the reins.”

He lifted the glass and brought it to my lips. I drank the full-bodied wine, feeling the taste of dark fruit and oak slide hot down my throat. Thiago never looked away for a second.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered suddenly. The tone wasn’t a request. It was a pure command.

An electric shock ran down my spine.

“Here?” My voice came out low, almost inaudible.

“In the center of my living room. I want to see what you’re hiding under that green silk. And if you hesitate for one more second, the door is open. You can go back to your boring life. But if you stay… if you give me your obedience tonight, I promise you’ll never want anything else again.”

My hands rose to the zipper at my back. I knew that lowering that zipper wouldn’t just be removing a dress. It would be crossing a point of no return. Stepping into a world where Thiago was the center and I was merely a planet orbiting his power.

The dress slid down my skin like water, pooling in a heap of silk on the dark wood floor. I stood there in nothing but black lingerie and heels, completely exposed under his merciless gaze.

Thiago took a slow sip of wine, his eyes tracing every curve of my body with a controlled hunger that set me on fire.

“Very good, Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval. “Now, on your knees. We have a lot to discuss.”


Chapter 3: The Taste of Surrender




The air in Thiago’s apartment was thick, heavy with the scent of new leather mixed with the citrus trail of his aftershave. I remained standing in the center of the room, feeling the cool air from the AC brush my bare skin like icy fingers. My emerald-green dress was just an abandoned splash of silk on the dark wood floor.

Kneeling in front of him didn’t feel like defeat. It felt… right. As if a missing piece I hadn’t even known was gone had finally clicked into place. My thighs pressed into the soft, plush rug, warm against my skin, while I kept my hands resting on my legs exactly as he expected.

Thiago was in no hurry. He circled me slowly. The almost imperceptible sound of his bare feet on the wood only heightened the tension. I felt his presence like a wave of heat that approached and receded, testing my limits. When he stopped behind me, his long, strong fingers tangled in my hair, pulling my head back with measured, controlled force. My neck was completely exposed.

“You’re trembling, Evelyn,” he whispered near my ear. The deep vibration of his voice made my nipples harden instantly, painfully sensitive. “Is it fear… or anticipation?”

“Both,” I confessed, my voice cracked and hoarse.

“Good. Fear keeps you alert. Anticipation keeps you bound to me.”

He released my hair and walked to the dark wood sideboard. I heard the soft clink of metal, then the smooth sound of something being unrolled. When he returned to my line of sight, he was holding a length of black silk rope, thin and soft to the touch but clearly strong.

“Stand up and go to the bed,” he ordered.

I obeyed on shaky legs. I walked to the bedroom feeling the cool air caress my exposed skin. His bed was enormous, covered in slate-gray Egyptian cotton sheets that seemed to glow under the dim light. The entire room smelled of him: deep, masculine, commanding—like aged wood and warm skin.

“Lie on your back,” he said, climbing onto the bed right after and positioning himself over me without putting his full weight down.

Thiago took my wrists and raised them above my head. With the skill that came from years of practice, he wrapped the silk rope around them. The touch was cool against the heat of my skin. He tied firm, precise knots, securing my hands to the wrought-iron headboard. I could no longer move my arms. I was completely at his mercy.

He settled between my spread legs, his dark eyes fixed on the wetness glistening between my thighs. He slid his large, warm hand over my entire body—from my neck to my stomach—stopping just above my sex.

“You’re so soft, Evelyn…” he murmured, his voice rough. “So wet. So ready for me.”

Before I could answer, he lowered his body and buried his face between my legs. The first contact of his hot, rough tongue against my swollen clit hit me like an electric shock straight up my spine. I arched my back, moaning loudly, trying to lift myself, but the ropes on my wrists held me in place, reminding me exactly who was in control.

Thiago savored me with torturous slowness. He used his fingers to spread my swollen folds, exposing every sensitive inch, while his tongue circled, licked, and sucked with cruel precision. The wet, obscene sound of suction filled the silent room, mingling with my increasingly loud moans.

One of his hands moved up to my breast, squeezing it hard, his thumb pinching the hardened nipple. The other hand slid between my legs. Two thick fingers plunged deep inside me, moving in a frantic rhythm that quickly pushed me toward the edge.

“Thiago… please…” I begged, feeling the orgasm build like a giant wave about to crash.

He stopped abruptly. He lifted his face, lips wet and glistening with my arousal, his dark eyes burning with controlled desire.

“You don’t ask for anything here, Evelyn,” he said, his voice low and firm. “You only receive what I decide to give you.”

Thiago rose slowly, unbuttoning his own pants with a calm that drove me insane. When the fabric fell, I lost my breath. He was large, thick, fully erect, the head glistening with moisture. The raw hunger I saw in his gaze made me clench my thighs involuntarily.

He climbed back onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. He gripped my hips firmly and, without haste, rubbed the thick head of his cock against my soaked entrance, spreading my natural lubrication along his entire length.

Then he leaned over me, his lips brushing my ear.

“This is only the beginning,” he whispered, his voice rough with promise. “Tomorrow you’ll learn that pleasure has a price. And you’ll pay it with every drop of your obedience.”

With a slow, relentless thrust, he buried himself inside me to the hilt.


Chapter 4: Coffee, Silence, and Chains




I woke to the soft clink of porcelain against marble. Chicago sunlight tried to filter through the heavy gray linen curtains, but Thiago’s bedroom still held that warm, sanctuary-like dimness. My hands were free now, only faint pink marks on my wrists—the silent record of the night before.

I was wearing only one of his button-down shirts, soft white linen that smelled intensely of him: sandalwood, warm skin, and something deeper, masculine. The hem barely covered the middle of my thighs. I got up slowly, my body deliciously sore, and left the bedroom. My bare feet slid silently along the dark wood hallway.

In the kitchen, Thiago stood with his back to me. He was already dressed for work: dark dress pants that hugged his powerful thighs and a light blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing muscular forearms and prominent veins. The aroma of strong coffee and buttered toast filled the air, blending with his cologne.

“Good morning,” I murmured, suddenly feeling shy under the bright morning light.

He didn’t turn right away. He finished pouring coffee into two black ceramic mugs before glancing at me over his shoulder. His dark eyes seemed even more intense in daylight, as if they could read every thought in my head.

“Sit down, Evelyn,” he ordered, indicating the tall stool at the kitchen island. “At breakfast, we don’t talk about trivial things. You eat what I give you and enjoy the silence. Understood?”

I nodded without hesitation and climbed onto the stool. The cool marble of the counter raised goosebumps on my arms. He placed a plate in front of me with perfectly cut fruit pieces and a golden slice of toast. Thiago remained standing, sipping his coffee slowly, his eyes fixed on every movement as I brought the food to my mouth.

The silence was thick, almost tangible. All that could be heard was the soft sound of my chewing and the light crunch of the toast. I felt small, exposed, but there was a strange comfort in it—not having to decide anything, just obeying and letting him take care of me.

When I finished the last bite, he pushed the plate away with a dry, controlled gesture.

“Stand up, Evelyn. Spread your legs and bend over the counter. Now.”

I obeyed immediately, my heart racing. The coolness of the marble against my palms contrasted with the heat already pulsing in my core. The cold kitchen air touched my exposed pussy because he hadn’t let me wear anything under his shirt.

Thiago knelt behind me. I heard the soft click of a bottle opening, then the firm, warm touch of his fingers massaging my back entrance with slow, patient circles. Each caress made me gasp softly, relaxing my muscles under his command.

“Relax for me,” he whispered, his voice laced with a dark authority that made me tremble.

When he felt I was ready, he picked up the metal plug with a tail. The cold tip pressed against me. With a slow, steady push, he seated it inside my body. The fullness was absolute—a heavy, constant pressure that spread up my spine and drew a long, low moan from me. The metal settled perfectly, filling me in a deep, possessive way.

Next, he fastened thin chains around my ankles. The weight of the cold metal was a constant physical reminder that I belonged to him.

“You’re going to wear this today,” he said, his calm voice contrasting with the shock running through my body. “While you wash the dishes and tidy the kitchen for me. I want you to feel the weight of your position with every step you take.”

He stood, adjusted his tie while checking his reflection in the microwave, and picked up his coffee mug. While he drank calmly, scanning the news on his tablet, he moved behind me.

Thiago brushed my hair away from my neck and began sucking on the sensitive skin just below my ear, his hot, wet tongue tracing slow circles. At the same time, his free hand slid under the linen shirt, squeezing my breast hard, his thumb pinching the already hard and sensitive nipple.

“Start with the dishes, Evelyn,” he murmured against my skin, his voice rough. “I like watching the tail move while you work at the sink.”

I stood with difficulty, the chains jingling softly with every movement. The weight of the metal on my ankles forced me to take short, feminine, almost delicate steps. The plug inside me swayed with each step, sending delicious waves of pressure through my entire body. Washing a simple glass turned into an act of erotic devotion. I felt his gaze burning into my back, following the sway of my hips as I soaped the dishes. The sound of running water could barely mask my heavy, ragged sighs.

The soft fur tail attached to the plug swayed gently with each of my movements—a clear mark of submission that he appreciated in silence.

As soon as I placed the last plate in the drainer, I felt his body pressed against my back. Thiago didn’t wait. He slid his hand under the linen shirt and found my soaked pussy, his thick fingers playing between my folds, spreading my natural slickness over my thighs.

“You’re ready, aren’t you?” he murmured, his voice low and rough against my neck.

He opened his pants with a quick motion. He gripped my waist with possessive strength and buried himself inside me in one thrust, deep and hard. I let out a low cry, my hands gripping the wet edge of the sink. Thiago began to thrust forcefully, going deep, each stroke making the chains on my ankles jingle frantically against the floor.

Between thrusts, his free hand came down hard, delivering sharp smacks to my ass cheeks. The skin burned, the heat spreading and blending with the pleasure consuming me. I was nothing but hot flesh and surrender under his dominance—chained, filled by the plug and the thick cock claiming me without mercy, marked before his day had even begun.

Thiago picked up the pace, his rough grunts mingling with my moans. When he came, he buried himself to the hilt, pulsing inside me with long, hot spurts, marking me from within while I trembled, trapped between the cold marble and his hot body.

He stayed there for a few seconds, his heavy breathing against my nape, before slowly pulling out.

“Now finish cleaning everything up, Evelyn,” he whispered, kissing my sweaty nape. “And keep the plug in until I get back. I want you ready when I come home tonight.”


Chapter 5: The Weight of the Secret




The sound of the elevator had never seemed so loud. When the doors opened in the lobby, I walked with a stiffness I hoped no one would notice. The chains had been removed, but the plug was still inside me—a heavy, constant pressure that Thiago hadn’t allowed me to remove before I left, with his rough promise that tonight he would “check” my insides personally.

The building lobby was busy as always. The doorman, Mr. Wanderley, greeted me with his usual kind smile as he handed me some mail.

“Good morning, Miss Evelyn. Looks like fall is here to stay, huh?”

“Good morning, Mr. Wanderley. Yes, the wind is cutting today,” I replied, forcing a normalcy that felt like a mask about to crack.

It was surreal. No one there had any idea that, less than an hour ago, I had been bent over Thiago’s marble kitchen counter, his shirt open to my waist, the metal plug seated deep inside me, chains jingling at my ankles while he fucked me hard, marking my ass with sharp smacks.

Thiago was a renowned architect, the kind who decided the fate of millions of dollars in glass-walled conference rooms. I was just a systems analyst. To the world, we were two successful professionals who shared the same floor. Nothing more.

I spent the day at the office buried in code and spreadsheets, but my mind was a traitor. Every time I sat down or stood up from my chair, my muscles remembered that morning’s effort: the heavy plug, the deep thrusts, the heat of the spanks on my skin. His sandalwood scent seemed to have seeped into my pores. I kept discreetly sniffing my own wrists just to catch a trace of him.

At lunch, I avoided my friends. I didn’t want to talk about office gossip or the new corner café. I felt different. As if I had been initiated into a secret cult of pleasure and pain whose rules no one else would understand.

When I returned home in the late afternoon, I ran into Mrs. Helena, the neighbor from 403, in the hallway. She was a nosy lady, always with a tin of cookies or a complaint ready.

“Oh, Evelyn! So good to see you,” she said, stopping me near Thiago’s door. “Have you seen Mr. Thiago? I heard some strange noises coming from there last night. It sounded like something banging against the wall… I thought he was doing renovations.”

My heart skipped a beat. I felt my face heat instantly.

“Renovations? Ah… yes, he mentioned something about replacing some shelves in the living room,” I lied, my voice coming out a little higher than normal.

“Yeah. These old buildings carry every sound, don’t they? Sometimes I even hear the drain groaning,” she laughed, patting my arm lightly. “Well, if he needs help with post-construction cleaning, let me know.”

I gave a weak smile and slipped into my apartment as quickly as I could. I leaned my back against the door and took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. The contrast between my bright living room full of plants and color and Thiago’s dark, minimalist sanctuary was suffocating. Here I was Evelyn, the independent analyst. In there, I was only what he wanted me to be.

I opened my purse and took out my phone. There was a message from an unknown number, sent ten minutes ago.

“I left my door unlocked. I’m having dinner with some partners and will be back late. I want you in my bed, wearing only the chains I left on the sheets. If I arrive and you’re asleep, there will be punishment. If you’re awake and ready, there will be a reward.”

I read those words three times. The invitation was direct, leaving no room for hesitation. The idea of crossing the hallway alone, entering his apartment on my own, and chaining myself with the cold metal without him there to guide me was both terrifying and the most exciting thing that had ever happened in my life.

I glanced at the clock. It was almost 8 p.m. I still had a few hours before his “late” turned into night. My body still carried the vivid memory of the firm thrusts against the kitchen sink and the heat of the spanks on my skin. The time between that morning and now felt like a distorted eternity, where the outside world was just a gray, lifeless backdrop.

I stood frozen in the middle of my living room, feeling my heart pound against my ribs. I knew that if I entered that apartment and chained myself alone, there would be no turning back. I would be offering myself completely.

And yet, I already knew what my choice would be.


Chapter 6: The Ritual of Waiting




I crossed the hallway at 9:30 p.m. The building’s silence seemed to amplify every beat of my heart against my ribs. Each step echoed louder than it should have. I turned the knob on Thiago’s door and entered without knocking, just as he had ordered.

The apartment was dark, except for the cold city light streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long, dramatic shadows across the minimalist furniture. The air carried his scent in every corner—deep sandalwood, leather, and that masculine edge that left me weak.

I walked to the bedroom on shaky legs. On the gray comforter, polished steel chains gleamed under the faint city light, heavy, cold, and merciless. My stomach twisted with a mix of anxiety and desire.

I took a deep breath, removed my dress and lingerie, and left them in a neat pile on the armchair. I stood completely naked, feeling vulnerable and exposed in the vastness of that room. I climbed onto the bed. The cool linen against my heated skin made me shiver. I picked up the chains. They were ankle and wrist cuffs connected by short links, the metal icy against my fingers.

With trembling hands, I fastened the ankle cuffs first. The click of the metal locking was final, echoing like a sentence. Then I lay on my back and positioned my hands above my head, struggling to close the cuffs around my wrists. When the last lock clicked shut, I was bound. My range of movement was minimal. I couldn’t get up, could barely turn. I was completely open, exposed, offered.

I was a gift left for him.

The hours passed slowly. The distant ticking of a clock marked the rhythm of my anxiety. My nipples were rigid from the cold and pure anticipation. Every noise in the hallway made my body tense, my muscles clenching around the emptiness I already felt between my legs. I didn’t dare close my eyes. The threat of punishment for falling asleep was real, and I knew Thiago wasn’t a man who bluffed.

It was past midnight when I heard the front door open. Heavy, measured footsteps echoed down the hallway. The clink of keys tossed onto the sideboard. The silence that followed was torturous.

Thiago appeared in the bedroom doorway. He was without his jacket, tie loosened around his neck, a glass of whiskey in his hand. He said nothing for a long minute. He simply stood there, leaning against the frame, devouring me with his eyes. The pure flash of satisfaction in his dark gaze when he saw me exactly as he had ordered—naked, chained, and awake—was almost as intense as a physical touch.

“You learn fast, Evelyn,” he said, his voice deeper from the alcohol and the fatigue of the day.

He walked to the edge of the bed and set the glass on the nightstand. He sat beside me. His large, warm hand found my thigh, squeezing the flesh with a possessiveness that drew a low, involuntary moan from me.

“You’ve been here the whole time? Waiting for me?” he asked, sliding his hand upward, his fingers brushing the cold links of the chain on my wrists.

“Yes, Thiago.”

“Good girl,” he murmured, leaning over me. The scent of expensive whiskey mixed with his cologne intoxicated me. “I said there would be a reward. And I intend to be very generous.”

He stood only long enough to remove his shoes and open his belt, never taking his eyes off mine. The sound of leather sliding and the clink of the belt’s metal buckle sent a shiver straight to my core. The night was only beginning, and the sound of metal hitting the headboard would be the soundtrack to my complete surrender.


Chapter 7: The Steel Reward




Thiago finished his whiskey in one swallow. The sound of ice hitting the bottom of the glass echoed through the silent room like a final verdict. He approached the bed with the calm of a man who knows every inch of the floor belongs to him. When he stopped beside me, the scent of expensive liquor mixed with the woody aroma of his skin enveloped me, making my belly clench with pure anticipation.

“Look at me, Evelyn,” he ordered, his voice deep and without any trace of hesitation.

I lifted my face, meeting his dark, dilated eyes. He extended his hand and wrapped it around my throat—not to squeeze, but to feel the wild gallop of my pulse beneath his warm palm.

“You tremble under my hands like a violin string about to snap,” he murmured, a cruel, satisfied smile curving his lips. “Do you know why I made you wait chained?”

“So… so I’d know I belong to you?” I ventured, my voice a broken whisper.

“So you’d understand that time is mine, not yours. And that your only purpose while I’m gone is to crave the moment I come back to use you.”

Thiago stepped back just enough to undress. He shed his shirt and pants with fluid movements, revealing his sculpted body, tense muscles, and tanned skin that gleamed faintly under the dim city light. He climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs, which were kept together by the short links of the chains. The metal jingled against the comforter as he forced my thighs apart.

He gripped my chained wrists above my head and leaned in, capturing my lips in a kiss that held nothing gentle. It was an invasion of tongue and teeth, tasting strongly of whiskey and absolute possession. While he kissed me, his free hand traveled down my body, squeezing my breasts hard, his thumb pinching the nipple that burned under his touch.

“You’re soaked, Evelyn,” he said, pulling our mouths apart to trail his face down to my neck, where he left a reddish mark I knew would last for days. “Does the steel excite you? Knowing you can’t escape me turns you on like this?”

Thiago didn’t wait for an answer. He slid downward, his fingers finding my throbbing, swollen pussy. He toyed with my clit, applying the exact pressure to drive me to the brink of sanity, while my hands pulled uselessly at the chains secured to the headboard. The sound of metal clashing against wood was the rhythm of my surrender.

“Now,” he growled, positioning himself.

He thrust into me in one motion, a deep stroke that made me arch my back and release a muffled cry. Thiago didn’t stop. He set a brutal, possessive rhythm. With every thrust, the weight of the chains on my ankles tugged at my skin, and the sound of the links whipping the bed filled my ears.

He gripped my waist with both hands, fingertips digging into my flesh, holding me in place as he claimed me. I felt every thick, hot inch of him inside me, filling the emptiness the long wait had created.

“Who do you belong to, Evelyn?” he asked, increasing the speed. Sharp smacks on my ass cheeks kept time with the frantic rhythm, making my skin burn.

“I’m yours… I’m yours, Thiago!” I cried out, pleasure exploding in colors behind my closed eyelids.

The climax hit like an avalanche. I felt his muscles tense and he buried himself as deep as he could, spilling inside me in long, hot jets while I writhed beneath the weight of his body and the restraints. My orgasm was violent, my inner walls clenching around him hard, milking every drop.

When silence finally returned, Thiago didn’t move. He stayed over me, his heavy breathing against my neck, the sweat of our bodies gluing our skin together. He reached for the key on the nightstand and, with that infuriating calm, unlocked my wrists. But he left my ankles chained.

“You’re going to sleep like this,” he decreed, kissing my forehead in an almost tender way that confused me. “So the first thing you feel when you wake up tomorrow is the weight of my control.”

I closed my eyes, my body exhausted and satisfied, the cold metal still binding my ankles. Even restrained, I felt strangely safe. Thiago lay down beside me, pulling me against his broad chest. His heavy arm wrapped around me, possessive and protective.

For the first time in a long while, I fell asleep without fear of tomorrow. Because tomorrow I would still be his.


Chapter 8: The Mark Beneath the Silk




I woke to the sound of the shower stopping in Thiago’s bathroom. My body felt heavy, a delicious mix of exhaustion and a sweet throb that still pulsed between my legs and deep in my core. I tried to shift position, but the metallic clink of the chains on my ankles immediately reminded me where I was and to whom I belonged.

Thiago came out of the bathroom wearing only a white towel wrapped low on his hips. His still-damp body gleamed under the faint light filtering through the curtains. Water droplets slid down his defined chest, tracing the grooves of his abs before disappearing beneath the fabric. The scent of expensive soap and pure virility invaded the room, making my pussy clench involuntarily.

He approached the bed and looked at me. There was no morning tenderness in his gaze. Only the calm satisfaction of an owner inspecting his property.

“Did you sleep well, Evelyn?” he asked, kneeling on the edge of the mattress.

“Yes, Thiago,” I answered, my voice still hoarse from sleep and the moans of the night before.

He picked up the key from the nightstand and freed my ankles. The rush of blood circulating freely was an immediate relief, but the sudden emptiness of no longer being bound to him scared me for a second. Thiago gripped my chin firmly, forcing me to meet his eyes.

“Today you’re going to work,” he said, his thumb brushing my lower lip. “You’ll smile at your colleagues, make decisions, and be the flawless woman the world sees. But…” He lowered his voice to a possessive whisper. “Beneath your clothes, you’ll carry the marks of what we did here. And every time you feel the sting on your skin, you’ll remember that your body belongs to apartment 402.”

He stood and went to the closet. He returned with a small black velvet box. Inside there was no jewelry. There was a small silicone sticker with a tiny transmitter and a pair of metal nipple clamps with adjustable screws.

“Put these on. I want you to wear the clamps on your nipples under your bra all day. If you remove them, I’ll know through the sensor.”

I swallowed hard. The idea of spending the entire day at the office with metal pinching my nipples was delicious torture. I obeyed. I placed the clamps carefully, feeling the sharp, constant pressure that sent direct shocks to my clit with every movement. The transmitter stuck to the skin just below my left breast.

“Now go back to your apartment. Take your shower and get ready. I don’t want anyone seeing us leave together. Discretion is what keeps this game alive.”

I left his apartment like a shadow. The hallway was empty, but the air felt different, heavier. I entered my place and the first thing I did was look at myself in the mirror. My neck displayed a clearly visible purple mark. My thighs bore his fingerprints, red and swollen. My nipples throbbed beneath my blouse, trapped by the metal clamps.

I dressed in a dark gray pantsuit with a high silk collar to hide the bite. As I buttoned my blouse, the metal rubbed against the fabric, sending a hot shock of pleasure and pain straight to my core. Every breath made the clamps tighten a little more.

Minutes later in the elevator, the door opened on the fourth floor. Thiago stepped in. He looked impeccable in a navy suit, reading something on his phone. He didn’t even glance at me.

“Good morning,” I said, my voice faltering slightly when the elevator swayed and the weight of the clamps reminded me of my condition.

“Good morning,” he replied, dry and professional, eyes never leaving the screen.

But when the lobby doors opened and he passed me, his hand “accidentally” brushed my arm. He leaned in just enough for only me to hear the rough whisper:

“Keep them tight, Evelyn. See you tonight.”

I walked to the subway with my heart racing. Every step made the clamps pinch my sensitive nipples. The secret was a powerful drug, and I was completely addicted to my dominant neighbor.


Chapter 9: Where Pleasure Lives Next Door




Sweat dried slowly on my skin as I tried to catch my breath. Thiago lay beside me, but this time he pulled me against his chest with a gesture that was both possessive and tender. My head rested on his broad shoulder, feeling the steady rhythm of his heart against my ear. His bedroom, which had once seemed like an intimidating, forbidden territory, now felt like the safest place in the entire world.

“What are you thinking about?” he asked, his voice low and rough, a sweet vibration that traveled through my temple.

I closed my eyes for a second, savoring the heat of his body against mine.

“I spent so much time trying to control every detail of my life… and that only now, by handing that control over to you, do I finally feel like myself.”

Thiago tilted his head and kissed the top of my head. It wasn’t the kiss of a Master to his submissive. It was the kiss of a man who had finally found what he had been searching for years.

“Me too, Evelyn,” he murmured against my hair. “I’ve designed buildings and homes my whole life looking for the perfect structure. But the only place I truly feel at home is here. With you.”

He rose slowly, his body still glistening with sweat, and walked to the dresser. He returned with a small black velvet box. My heart slammed violently inside my chest. Thiago opened the box with calm and revealed a delicate silver key hanging from a thin, elegant chain.

“This isn’t the key to my apartment,” he said, placing the necklace around my neck. The cool metal touched my still-heated skin. “It’s the key to my studio, the place where I create. I want you to have access to everything I am. No secrets between us.”

I touched the key with trembling fingers, feeling tears burn in my eyes. BDSM had brought us here, with its chains, its commands, and its surrender. But what kept us together now was something much deeper, much truer.

“I love you, Thiago,” I whispered, the words coming out with the naturalness of something that had always lived inside me.

He smiled—a rare, genuine smile that softened his entire face.

“I love you too, my little submissive.”

Thiago pulled me into a slow, deep kiss. His lips were warm, demanding, and at the same time full of affection. That kiss promised entire nights of intense exploration, lazy mornings of shared coffee, and a life where I could be exactly who I was—strong in the outside world, completely surrendered in his arms.

There was no longer a wall between us. There was no longer the mystery of the hallway. There were no more neighbors.

That night, I didn’t return to my apartment. I stayed exactly where my heart had always wanted to be: in the arms of my neighbor, in our private sanctuary of pleasure, surrender, and love.

The world outside continued the same—loud, rushed, full of spreadsheets and deadlines. But inside apartment 402, life had just begun.

And I knew, with every beat of my heart, that I would never leave again.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of Thiago and Evelyn’s journey. 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 independent authors, reviews are our oxygen. They tell Amazon the book is good and help other readers find our story.

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

With love and a touch of darkness,

E. K. Kage

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