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Mental Health Disclaimer

Welcome to Prisoner of the Mafia. If you’re looking for a sweet romance with flowers and traditional love declarations, close this book right 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 male 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 space where we can 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.


⚠️ CONTENT AND TRIGGER WARNINGS 




This is an intense and explicit dark romance intended strictly for adult readers (+18). 

All characters depicted in this work are of legal age. 

The story contains themes that may be sensitive for some readers, including: 

• Kidnapping, captivity, and Stockholm/Lima Syndrome. 

• Graphic violence and torture (related to the mafia underworld). 

• Strong language and dubious consent (dub-con). 

• Power dynamics, control, and humiliation. 

• Voyeurism and double penetration. 

Severe BDSM practices: Use of a dungeon, restraints, chains, whips, gags, St. Andrew’s cross, spanking bench, gynecological chair, and physical punishment. 

Attention to the Dynamic: The sexual interaction is strictly MFM (two men and one woman). There is no romantic or sexual interaction between the men. 

Your mental health comes first. If any of these themes are triggers for you, please do not continue reading.
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EPILOGUE

Author’s Note


Chapter 1: The Smell of Blood and Danger 

The sound of bones cracking echoed through the abandoned warehouse on Chicago’s docks, followed by a guttural scream that made me hold my breath. 

I was hidden in the shadows, on the metal catwalks above the main floor. My goal had been simple: breach the Wolfe family’s local server, steal the encryption keys, and get out. But I’d arrived at the wrong moment. Or maybe the exact right one. 

Down below, under the yellowish glow of a hanging bulb, Gabriel Wolfe and Maddox Blackwood were doing what had made them the most feared legends in the underworld. 

A man from the rival Falcone cartel was tied to a steel chair. His face was a mask of blood. 

Maddox, the underboss and enforcer, rolled his broad shoulders, the fabric of his black shirt stretching tight over tense muscles. He held industrial pliers. His dark eyes gleamed with pure, predatory sadism. He didn’t smile; he simply executed. With a quick motion, he snapped another of the man’s fingers. The scream tore through the silence. 

“You’re staining my floor, Carlo,” Gabriel’s voice rang out. 

The Don of the Wolfe family leaned against a metal table, wearing a three-piece Italian suit that cost more than my life. He radiated cold, calculated, absolute power. Where Maddox was fire and brutality, Gabriel was ice and a razor-sharp blade in the dark. 

“Where’s the shipment, Carlo?” Gabriel asked, his voice soft, almost velvety, which made it infinitely more terrifying. 

“Go to hell, Wolfe!” the man spat blood. 

Gabriel sighed, adjusting his gold cufflinks. He gave the smallest nod. Maddox didn’t hesitate. He drew the gun from his shoulder holster and shot the man in the knee. The gunshot made my entire body jerk. My elbow bumped into a forgotten toolbox on the catwalk. 

The metallic clang of the box hitting the grate echoed like a bomb. 

The silence that followed was lethal. 

Below, Gabriel and Maddox lifted their faces toward me at the same time. Gabriel’s gaze pinned me like a spell. Maddox’s promised pain. 

“Looks like we have a little bird on the roof,” Gabriel murmured. “Bring her to me, Maddox.” 

I tried to run. My combat boots slammed against the metal, but I didn’t stand a chance. Before I could reach the fire escape, a heavy, merciless hand grabbed the collar of my leather jacket, yanking me backward with such force that it knocked the air from my lungs. 

I was slammed against the brick wall. Maddox’s massive body pinned me there. The scent of gunpowder, blood, and expensive cologne flooded my nostrils. He pressed the hot barrel of the gun under my chin, forcing my face upward. 

“Quick fingers on the keyboard, but slow legs, little one,” Maddox growled, his voice thick with threat. He searched me with brutal intimacy, his large hands groping my breasts, my waist, and my thighs in search of weapons, confiscating my laptop and my knives. 

Gabriel climbed the stairs slowly, his steps measured. He stopped inches from me. His eyes traveled down my body, assessing me not as a threat, but as property. 

“Clara,” Gabriel said my name, and a violent shiver raced down my spine. He knew who I was. “You breached my servers. You uncovered our secrets. The punishment for that is death.” 

He raised his hand, and cold fingers traced the line of my jaw. The touch was possessive. 

“But killing you would be a waste of talent… and such a pretty mouth. Take her to the mansion, Maddox. Prepare the dungeon. The little bird is going to learn how to sing for us.”


Chapter 2: The Cross and the Punishment 

What I expected to be a damp cell was a sanctuary of depravity and luxury. 

I was dragged into the depths of the isolated Wolfe mansion. The walls were dark stone, lit by low wall sconces. The air smelled of leather, expensive wax, and polished metal. My eyes widened as I took in the space. Hooks hung from the ceiling with chains dangling, a padded leather spanking bench stood ready, and in the center of the room loomed an imposing St. Andrew’s cross made of solid wood. 

My heart hammered wildly. Fear mingled with a dark, undeniable wetness between my legs. I was in the hands of Chicago’s most dangerous men. 

Maddox threw me onto the center of the Persian rug. Without a word, he drew a hunting knife. I held my breath, but he didn’t cut my skin. With quick, violent movements, he sliced through my jacket, blouse, and pants, leaving me in nothing but a black lace lingerie set. 

“You’re going to learn who you belong to now, Clara,” Maddox growled. 

He grabbed me by the hair, yanking my head back, and dragged me to the St. Andrew’s cross. I was shoved face-first against the hard wood. Maddox secured my wrists in the upper cuffs with thick leather straps, buckling them so tight I couldn’t move an inch. Then he spread my legs, fastening my ankles to the lower ends. 

I was completely exposed. Stretched, vulnerable, and at their mercy. 

The oak door opened and Gabriel entered. He had removed his jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his white shirt, revealing dark tattoos that climbed his forearms. He walked toward me, stopping right in front of my sex, barely covered by the tiny panties. 

“You’re trembling, little one,” Gabriel whispered, trailing the back of his hand along my bare thigh. “Is it fear or anticipation?” 

“Go to hell,” I spat, trying to hold onto my defiance even as my voice cracked. 

Maddox laughed, a rough, dangerous sound. He walked to a glass shelf and picked up a red silicone ball gag. 

“Disobedient mouths lose the right to speak,” Maddox said, approaching from behind me. He slid the silicone ball between my lips, forcing my mouth open, and buckled the leather strap at the back of my neck. The taste of silicone silenced me, turning my protests into muffled moans. 

Gabriel picked up a small braided leather flogger. 

“We’re businessmen, Clara. And you stole from us. Every debt must be paid,” Gabriel said, his voice calm. 

The first strike didn’t come from Gabriel but from Maddox, who delivered a heavy, resounding slap to my right ass cheek. I gasped against the gag. The skin burned instantly. Then Gabriel used the flogger. The leather tails struck my thighs and ass with sharp snaps. 

The pain was sharp, but it was quickly replaced by a wave of heat that shot straight to my clit. The physical punishment wasn’t meant to break me—it was meant to set me on fire. Each crack, each slap from Maddox, and each calculated strike from Gabriel left me wetter. I writhed against the cross, my breasts swaying, my nipples hard and rubbing against the wood. 

When I was already crying from frustration and desire, begging with my eyes, Maddox unbuttoned his pants. The sound of the zipper was the loudest thing in the room. 

He tore the side of my lace panties, leaving my sex completely bare and dripping. Without preparation, without warning, Maddox gripped my hips with his huge hands and thrust into me from behind in one brutal stroke. 

I threw my head back, a scream muffled by the gag ripping from my throat. He was savage, primal, filling me completely. His thrusts were deep and possessive. He yanked my hair with one hand while the other gripped my waist, leaving fingerprint-shaped bruises. 

“That’s it, take it all, you curious little slut,” Maddox growled in my ear, slamming into me with a force that made the wooden cross creak. 

While Maddox fucked me violently from behind, Gabriel positioned himself at my side. He held my face with both hands, staring deep into my eyes, dominating my mind while Maddox dominated my body. Gabriel slid his thumb under the gag strap and, with his other hand, began rubbing my swollen clit. 

The contrast drove me insane. Maddox’s brutality stretching me from the inside and Gabriel’s calculated precision stroking me from the outside. 

“Come for us, Clara. Show us you’re ours,” Gabriel ordered, speeding up his fingers. 

I couldn’t hold back. My entire body tensed against the leather restraints. The orgasm hit me like lightning—violent and overwhelming. I screamed against the gag as my inner walls clenched violently around Maddox’s cock. He roared, driving into me with final, punishing thrusts before spilling deep inside me, marking me as his. 

I hung there, panting, sweat sliding down my body. Maddox stepped back, adjusting his pants, breathing hard. 

Gabriel unbuckled the gag, letting it fall to the floor. I dragged air into my lungs. 

“That was just the welcome, Clara,” Gabriel whispered, kissing the sweat from my temple. “Tomorrow, we’ll use the gynecological chair. And you’re going to tell us everything you know about the Falcones. Or we’ll rip the truth out of you… orgasm by orgasm.” 

Before they left, they untied me and left me alone, naked and trembling.


Chapter 3: The Spanking Bench and the Enforcer’s Hunger 




My cell wasn’t an ordinary cell. There was a king-size bed, mahogany furniture, and a tray of untouched food on the table. But the solid steel door and lack of windows made it clear: I was a bird in a golden cage. 

My body still tingled with memories of the previous night on the St. Andrew’s cross. My muscles ached, but it was the kind of ache that left me dangerously wet. 

The lock clicked. Maddox entered. 

He wore dark jeans and a tight black T-shirt that outlined every muscle in his chest and tattooed arms. He glanced at the untouched food tray, then at me, curled in the corner of the bed in the silk robe they’d left for me. 

“Not hungry, Clara?” his voice was a low growl. 

“I’d rather starve than eat your food,” I lied. I needed to keep up the facade of the rebellious prisoner. 

Maddox smiled. Not a friendly smile, but the smile of a wolf that had just watched the lamb limp. 

“Disobedient girls need discipline. And I love disciplining.” 

He crossed the room in two long strides, grabbed my arm, and yanked me off the bed. 

This time, he didn’t take me to the cross. He pushed me toward a padded black leather spanking bench and ripped off my robe. The piece was ergonomically designed to arch the back of whoever lay on it, thrusting the hips upward. 

“Lie down. Face down.” Maddox’s order left no room for negotiation. 

I hesitated for a second, heart pounding in my throat. He growled, gripped the back of my neck with a heavy hand, and forced me onto the bench. The cold leather contrasted with my heated skin. With swift movements, he secured my wrists in the steel rings at the front base and my ankles in the rear rings. My ass was perfectly raised, completely exposed as he bunched the silk robe at my waist. 

I heard a drawer open. The sound of leather slapping against his palm made me hold my breath. 

“You’re going to tell me everything the Falcones are planning, Clara. But first, let’s correct that attitude of yours.” 

The first strike of the paddle—a heavy leather paddle—landed on my right ass cheek with a deafening crack. 

I screamed, the sound echoing off the stone walls. The pain was sharp and burning. Before I could recover, the second strike hit the left side. Then the right again. Maddox was methodical. He wasn’t beating me in uncontrolled rage; he was delivering calculated punishment. 

“Say you’re sorry, doll,” he demanded, the paddle coming down once more, turning my skin a vivid red. 

“Go fuck yourself, Maddox!” I cried, my nails scratching the leather of the bench. 

He laughed, a rough, wicked sound. The paddle was replaced by something thinner. A riding crop. The snap was sharper, the pain more cutting. But along with the tears of frustration, treacherous wetness began to drip between my thighs. The adrenaline, fear, and pain were blending into primitive arousal. 

Maddox noticed. He stopped the strikes. I felt his rough, hot fingers slide along my slit, finding me soaked. 

“So rebellious with that mouth, but so submissive down here,” he whispered in my ear, biting my earlobe. “You like the pain, don’t you? You like being put in your place.” 

He didn’t wait for an answer. Maddox unzipped his pants. I felt the hot, thick head of his cock brush against my dripping entrance. He gripped my hips hard, fingers digging into the red marks he’d left, and drove into me with one brutal thrust. 

I gasped loudly, throwing my head back. The position on the bench let him go incredibly deep. Maddox fucked me with the same violence he killed his enemies. It was raw, dirty, and possessive. The sound of his skin slapping against my punished ass echoed through the dungeon, mixing with my uncontrolled moans. He yanked my hair and delivered more slaps to my ass. 

“Mine. You’re our prisoner. Our whore,” he growled with every thrust, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back. 

The intense friction and the pain on my skin pushed me to the edge quickly. I came screaming his name, my body convulsing. Maddox grunted like an animal, burying himself to the hilt and spilling inside me with violent shudders. 

He untied me, leaving me exhausted on the bench. 

“Gabriel wants to see you now,” Maddox said, adjusting his pants, his voice returning to the cold tone of a made man. “And believe me, little one, I’m the nice one in the family.”


Chapter 4: The Chair and Absolute Vulnerability 

I was led naked into a room adjacent to the main dungeon. The space was different. White tiles, bright LED lights, and a sterile scent that reminded me of a hospital. In the center of the room, gleaming under the cold light, stood a surgical steel gynecological chair equipped with padded stirrups and black leather straps. 

Gabriel Wolfe leaned against a metal counter. He wore black dress pants and a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Unlike Maddox, who radiated chaos, Gabriel was the embodiment of lethal order. 

“Sit, Clara,” he ordered, his voice soft and velvety. 

I hesitated. The chair was intimidating. It didn’t promise physical pain—it promised something far worse: total exposure. Absolute vulnerability. 

When I didn’t move, Gabriel walked over to me. His dark eyes were bottomless pits. He gripped my chin firmly, forcing me to look at him. 

“I don’t repeat orders.” 

I swallowed hard and walked to the chair. I climbed onto the cold seat. Gabriel approached and, with clinical efficiency, lifted my legs, placing my heels in the high stirrups. He tightened the leather buckles around my ankles and then secured my wrists to the side supports. 

I lay on my back, legs spread wide, my swollen, reddened pussy completely exposed to the bright light and Gabriel’s gaze. I had never felt so vulnerable in my life. 

Gabriel pulled over a rolling stool and sat directly between my spread legs. He studied me for long minutes, like a scientist examining a rare specimen. The silence was psychological torture. 

“The Falcones think you’re the best hacker in the country,” Gabriel began, pulling on a pair of black latex gloves. The snap of the rubber made me shiver. “They sent you to steal my trafficking routes. What else do they know?” 

“I’m not telling you anything,” I muttered, turning my face away. 

Gabriel sighed. He picked up a small glass vial and poured thick, chilled oil onto his gloved fingers. 

“I prefer… persuasive methods.” 

He touched my clit. The contrast of the cold oil against my heated skin made me gasp. Gabriel began massaging the small bud with slow, circular, maddening strokes. He was in no hurry. He looked me in the eyes while his fingers worked, mapping every nerve ending. 

“Where is the weapons shipment that disappeared last week?” he asked, his voice low. 

“I… I don’t know… ah…” I moaned, trying to close my legs, but the stirrups kept me spread open. 

Gabriel slid two fingers inside me, stretching me slowly, while his thumb continued its relentless assault on my clit. The sensation was divine, but the exposure under the cold light left me on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

He picked up a small remote-controlled vibrator made of black silicone and pushed it deep inside me. Then he removed the gloves and leaned back on the stool, holding a small remote. 

He pressed a button. The device inside me came to life with powerful vibrations. My back arched off the chair. 

“Gabriel… please…” I begged, tears streaming down my face. 

“You’re going to give me the Falcone access codes, Clara. Or I’ll leave you on this chair, vibrating until you lose your mind, never letting you come.” 

He increased the intensity. I cried, writhing against the restraints, begging for relief. Gabriel was a master of psychological torture—edging. Every time I was about to come, he turned the device off, leaving me panting and frustrated, only to restart the torment minutes later. 

“I’ll talk!” I screamed, playing my part, knowing my big move was coming. “I’ll tell you everything!” 

Gabriel smiled, a predatory, satisfied smile. He turned off the remote, stood up, and removed the vibrator from inside me. Unhurried, he unbuttoned his pants. His cock was thick, smooth, and commanding. 

He gripped my spread thighs and entered me slowly. Unlike Maddox, Gabriel maintained constant eye contact. He wanted to watch my soul break. His thrusts were long and precise, hitting the exact spot that made me lose my sanity. Trapped in the gynecological chair, I could do nothing but take every stroke, feeling completely dominated by the mafia Don. 

“You’re mine now,” Gabriel whispered against my lips before kissing me possessively, his tongue invading my mouth in the same rhythm he invaded my body. 

The orgasm he ripped from me was deep, torn from my core, making me sob as he spilled inside me, marking his territory with the same cold precision he used to command his empire. 

When he released me from the stirrups, I could barely stand. Gabriel scooped me up easily. 

“Take her to the office,” Gabriel ordered Maddox, who waited at the door. “It’s time for our little bird to sing.” 

What they didn’t know, as they carried me down the dark hallways, was that the song I would sing would change the rules of the game forever.


Chapter 5: The Dark Queen 

I was carried through the dark corridors to Gabriel’s main office. The room smelled of Cuban cigars, aged leather, and expensive whiskey. Maddox tossed me none too gently into a black leather Chesterfield armchair. My entire body throbbed, the marks from the spanking bench and the exhaustion from the gynecological chair leaving me on the edge of collapse. But my mind had never been sharper. 

Gabriel walked to the mahogany bar and poured two glasses of neat whiskey. He handed one to Maddox and leaned against the solid oak desk, crossing his ankles. 

“Very well, Clara. The show is over,” Gabriel said, his voice cold and cutting. “Tell us what the Falcones are planning for the port tomorrow night, and maybe I’ll let you sleep in a real bed tonight.” 

Maddox cocked his gun, the metallic click echoing in the silent office. He aimed the barrel straight at my head. 

“Or I can spread her brains across this Persian rug right now. She’s caused us enough trouble.” 

I took a deep breath, straightening my posture in the chair, ignoring the pain in my thighs. It was time. 

“The Falcones aren’t planning anything for the port tomorrow,” my voice came out steady, without the tremor from before. “Because the Falcones think I’m in Paris, hacking your offshore accounts from a distance.” 

Both men froze. Gabriel narrowed his eyes, the whiskey glass paused inches from his lips. 

“What are you saying?” Maddox growled, taking a step forward. 

“I’m saying I don’t work for them. I used them,” I smiled, a dark smile that mirrored their own darkness. “I’ve been tracking the Wolfe family for three years, Gabriel. I knew exactly how secure your server was in that warehouse. I knocked that toolbox over on purpose.” 

The silence in the office was so thick I could hear Maddox’s heavy breathing. 

“Why would you do that?” Gabriel asked, his voice dangerously low. He set the glass on the desk. “Why would you walk into the lions’ den voluntarily?” 

“Because I wanted to be exactly where I am right now,” I confessed, rising slowly. I walked to Gabriel’s desk and stopped inches from him. “I have the encryption keys to all the Falcone accounts in my head. I know where the shipments are, the bribes, the names of the bought judges. I can hand you their empire on a silver platter.” 

“And what do you want in return?” Maddox asked, the gun still pointed at me, but his dark eyes burning with lust and curiosity. 

I looked from Maddox to Gabriel. Two absolute predators. 

“I want to stay. With both of you. And watch the Falcones burn.” 

Gabriel let out a low laugh, a sound that vibrated through my chest. He glanced at Maddox. A silent, lethal, final agreement was sealed between the two mafia bosses. They didn’t share anything—except power. And now, they would share me. 

“You’re crazy, little one,” Maddox murmured, lowering the gun and setting it on the desk. 

“She’s perfect,” Gabriel corrected, his eyes gleaming with a promise of ruin. “But if you want to be our queen, Clara, you need to prove you can handle the crown. On your knees.”


Chapter 6: The Pact of Blood and Pleasure 

Gabriel’s order wasn’t a request. It was an absolute command. 

Without hesitation, I knelt on the plush Persian rug in the center of the office. I was still naked. Gabriel opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a small black velvet box. When he opened it, my heart skipped a beat. 

Inside lay two silver metal nipple clamps joined by a thin chain, and a heavy surgical steel anal plug with a red jewel at the base. 

Maddox approached from behind me. His large, warm hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing them hard until my nipples were tight and aching. 

“Let’s see how much you can take, you strategic little slut,” Maddox whispered in my ear. 

With a quick, merciless motion, he clamped the first one on my left nipple. I cried out, arching my back. The pain was sharp—a metal bite that sent electric shocks straight to my lower belly. Seconds later, he clamped the second on my right nipple. The thin chain swayed between my breasts, and any small movement pulled the metal, mixing pain with excruciating pleasure. 

While I panted, trying to adjust to the burn in my chest, Gabriel knelt in front of me. He held the steel plug, already coated in thick lube. 

“Lean forward and push your ass up for Maddox,” Gabriel ordered. 

I braced my hands on the rug, getting on all fours. Maddox gripped my hips, spreading my ass cheeks roughly. Gabriel positioned the cold metal tip at my tightest, most forbidden entrance. 

“Breathe deep, Clara. This is going to fill you in every way,” Gabriel murmured. 

With firm, steady pressure, he pushed the anal plug inside me. A strangled moan escaped me. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming. The cold metal contrasted with my body heat, stretching me, pressing against my inner walls in a way that made my pussy throb and drip onto the rug. 

Once the plug was fully seated, the red jewel gleaming at the base, Gabriel stood. He unbuttoned his dress pants, freeing his thick, fully erect cock. 

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, stopping right in front of my face. 

At the same time, I felt Maddox’s hot, thick cock brush against my slick entrance. 

“We’re sealing this pact right now,” Maddox growled behind me. 

Gabriel gripped my hair, guiding my head forward, while Maddox held my waist. I was invaded from both ends at once. 

Maddox drove into me from behind with a deep, violent thrust. The impact shoved my body forward, forcing me to swallow Gabriel to the base. The anal plug inside me created maddening internal pressure; every time Maddox thrust into my pussy, the friction against the plug made me see stars. 

I was completely filled, dominated, used as the common territory of two mafia kings. There was no touching between them. Gabriel’s gaze stayed locked on me, cold and dominating, as he set the rhythm in my mouth. Maddox was pure animal instinct behind me, his thrusts making the nipple clamp chain swing and tug at my sensitive skin. 

“Suck properly, Clara,” Gabriel demanded, pulling my hair to control the pace of my throat. “Show us who you work for now.” 

I moaned around Gabriel’s cock, saliva dripping down my chin, while Maddox fucked me without mercy. The pain in my nipples, the pressure of the plug, Maddox’s brutality, and Gabriel’s suffocating control in my mouth created a sensory storm that destroyed any rational thought. 

“She’s so fucking tight…” Maddox grunted, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing in the office. He gripped my hips so hard I knew I’d have purple bruises tomorrow. 

Their pace quickened. Gabriel began fucking my mouth with short, fast thrusts while Maddox drove into me as if he wanted to split me in half. The internal friction pushed me over the edge. The orgasm hit me with terrifying violence. My entire body shook, my vaginal walls spasming around Maddox. 

I moaned loudly around Gabriel’s cock, tears of pure ecstasy streaming from my eyes. 

Maddox roared like a wild animal, burying himself to the hilt and spilling deep inside me. Seconds later, Gabriel gripped the back of my neck hard and came down my throat. I swallowed every drop, obedient, submissive, and victorious. 

When they pulled back, I collapsed onto my side on the rug, panting, chest heaving erratically, the clamps still biting my nipples and the plug still filling me. 

Gabriel adjusted his pants, his face returning to its mask of calculated coldness, though his eyes burned with satisfaction. Maddox wiped the sweat from his brow, looking at me with a predatory smile. 

“Welcome to the Wolfe family, Clara,” Gabriel said, pouring himself another glass of whiskey. “Tomorrow, you’ll hand us the Falcones. But tonight… the night is only just beginning.”


Chapter 7: The Art of Falling and the Silk Threads 

The blue glow of the monitors lit the dark office. I sat in Gabriel’s leather chair, completely naked—I guess that was my new normal now—the anal plug still inside me, my fingers flying across the keyboard with lethal precision. Behind me, the silence of the two men was heavier than any threat. 

“Done,” I whispered, pressing Enter one last time. “The Falcone offshore accounts in the Cayman Islands have just been wiped clean. The money has been laundered and funneled through dozens of Wolfe family shell companies. The port routes now answer to your codes.” 

Gabriel placed his hands on the arms of my chair, leaning down until his lips brushed the shell of my ear. “You just destroyed a hundred-year empire in under two hours, darling.” 

“And now,” Maddox’s voice came from the other side of the room, laced with dark promise, “it’s time for your reward.” 

Maddox walked over holding a black velvet blindfold. Without asking permission, he slid it over my eyes, tying it securely behind my head. Darkness swallowed me instantly. The sensory deprivation made my breathing quicken and my skin prickle in anticipation. 

I was lifted from the chair by strong arms and carried to the center of the office. I felt Gabriel’s scent approach. The sound of ropes being uncoiled broke the silence. 

“Shibari isn’t just about binding, Clara. It’s about art, trust, and absolute surrender,” Gabriel murmured, his velvety voice sending tremors through my body. 

I felt the first red silk rope circle my neck, then cross between my breasts. Gabriel worked with hypnotic skill. The ropes tightened against my skin in exactly the right places, creating complex geometric patterns around my torso, waist, and thighs. Each knot was a reminder that I was under his total control. 

Maddox didn’t stay out of it. While Gabriel wove the web that trapped me, his rough hands traced the paths the ropes left bare. He touched my exposed skin, raising goosebumps, whispering how beautiful and submissive I looked. 

When the binding was complete, I heard the click of a metal carabiner. I was slowly hoisted up. My feet left the floor. I was suspended in the air, as if lying face down, perfectly supported by the intricate web of red ropes. My legs had been tied so my knees were bent and spread, leaving my core completely exposed and vulnerable. Blindfolded, floating, and at their mercy. 

“You gave us the world today, Clara,” Gabriel said, his hands gripping my suspended hips. “And we’re going to give you paradise,” Maddox finished. 

The suspension left me disoriented, but my senses were heightened to the extreme. I felt the heat of two powerful bodies closing in, pressing me in the air. 

Maddox positioned himself behind me. His large, calloused hands gripped my hips firmly, steadying my lightly swaying body. I felt the hot, rigid, thick head of his cock brush against my already soaked pussy. At the same time, Gabriel stopped in front of me. His fingers traced my jaw before he guided my head forward. 

The invasion was simultaneous and overwhelming. 

Maddox drove into me from behind with a deep, brutal thrust, filling me in one stroke. The scream that tore from my throat was instantly muffled as Gabriel invaded my mouth with his own cock, demanding I take him deep. 

The sway of the ropes turned the act into a wicked dance. With every violent thrust from Maddox, my suspended body was pushed forward, forcing me to swallow Gabriel even deeper. The friction of the red ropes against my sensitive skin, combined with the fullness of being fucked from both ends, sent me into a trance. 

“That’s it, little one. Take it all,” Gabriel growled, gripping my hair to control the rhythm in my throat while his thumbs caressed my nipples through the ropes. 

Behind me, Maddox was pure instinct. He showed no mercy. His thrusts made the ropes creak against the metal carabiner. 

“You’re ours. Our queen. Our whore,” Maddox grunted with every impact, the sound of his skin slapping my ass echoing through the office. 

I didn’t need to see; I only felt. The contrast between the absolute restraint of the Shibari and the brutality of the pleasure they gave me created a sensory storm. I moaned around Gabriel’s cock, saliva dripping down my chin, while my inner walls clenched violently around Maddox. 

The orgasm hit me like an explosion. My entire body shook, tensing against the suspended ropes. My pussy squeezed Maddox so hard he let out a guttural roar, burying himself to the hilt and spilling deep inside me with violent shudders. Seconds later, Gabriel gripped my nape and came down my throat. I swallowed everything, panting, feeling the hot cum slide down as Maddox’s release dripped down my suspended thighs. 

I hung there, blind and completely wrecked, swaying gently in the air while the two kings of Chicago admired the work of art they had just claimed.


Chapter 8: The Collar and the Golden Cage 

I woke hours later, not in the dungeon but in the master suite of the mansion. The bed was enormous, covered in dark Egyptian cotton sheets. The blindfold had been removed, as had the ropes, leaving only soft red marks on my skin like temporary tattoos of ownership. 

I sat up slowly. The room was a spectacle of luxury and power, but what stood in the corner made my heart skip a beat. 

A wrought-iron cage, painted gold and black. It was spacious enough for me to stand or lie on the velvet cushions inside, but the thick bars and heavy lock left no doubt about its purpose. 

The bedroom door opened. Gabriel and Maddox entered. They had already changed; they wore impeccable suits, radiating the aura of kings who had just conquered a new kingdom. The Falcones no longer existed. Chicago was theirs. 

Gabriel walked to the edge of the bed. In his hands he held a slim leather box. 

“You proved your loyalty, Clara. You destroyed our enemies and surrendered to us body and soul,” Gabriel said, opening the box. 

Inside rested a black leather collar, soft on the inside, with a solid gold ring at the front. It wasn’t ordinary jewelry; it was a declaration. 

Maddox sat beside me on the bed, his dark eyes locked on mine. “You entered our home as a spy. But you only leave here as ours. To the outside world, you’ll be the untouchable woman of the Wolfe family bosses. But in here…” 

“In here, you are our most precious possession,” Gabriel finished. “Accept the collar, Clara. And the cage will be your sanctuary. Refuse, and you’re free to walk away right now.” 

I looked at the collar. I looked at the golden cage in the corner of the room. And finally, I looked at the two men who had shattered all my defenses and rebuilt my desires. I didn’t want freedom. The world outside was cold and dull compared to the fire burning in this mansion. 

I lifted my chin and swept my hair away from my nape. 

“Put it on me,” I whispered. 

Gabriel smiled—a rare, genuinely satisfied smile. He slid the soft leather around my neck and buckled it. The metallic click sounded like a final seal on our pact. The collar was heavy, a constant reminder of who I belonged to. 

Maddox stood and extended his hand to me. I took it. But he didn’t lead me straight to the cage. Instead, he took me to the center of the room, where two heavy steel chains hung from the high ceiling. 

“A queen needs to be crowned before she takes her throne,” Maddox murmured, his voice rough and thick with lust. 

He raised my arms above my head. The metallic sound echoed through the room as he secured my wrists in the leather-lined cuffs attached to the chains. I stood on tiptoe, my body stretched and completely exposed under the soft light of the chandelier. The collar around my neck contrasted with my absolute nudity. 

Gabriel approached from behind me, while Maddox stopped in front. The two men began to undress, urgency replacing their usual coldness. 

“You gave us everything, Clara. Now we’re going to fill every empty space inside you,” Gabriel whispered in my ear. I felt the cool touch of thick lube being spread between my ass cheeks, followed by the pressure of his fingers, preparing my tightest, most forbidden entrance. 

In front of me, Maddox gripped my hips. His thick, hot cock brushed against my already soaked pussy. 

The invasion was perfectly synchronized. 

Maddox drove into me with one deep thrust, filling my pussy in a single stroke. At the same instant, Gabriel pushed forward, invading my ass with calculated, merciless force. 

The scream that tore from my throat was a mix of sharp pain and indescribable pleasure. My entire body arched, the chains stretching as I tried to absorb the absolute fullness of having both men inside me at the same time. The internal pressure was maddening. They stretched me to the limit, dominating me completely. 

“Look at me, Clara,” Maddox demanded, gripping my chin as he began to move. His thrusts were brutal, slamming against my clit with every stroke. 

Behind me, Gabriel set a different rhythm—slower and deeper—each movement rubbing against Maddox’s cock through the thin wall that separated them inside me. The contrast between Maddox’s violence and Gabriel’s torturously precise control drove me into delirium. I sobbed, hanging from the chains, my body used as the perfect link between the two mafia bosses. 

“She’s so fucking tight… Christ, Clara,” Gabriel growled, his hot breath against my nape, his large hands gripping my waist possessively. 

The dual friction was overwhelming. The orgasm hit me with a force that made me see stars. My inner walls contracted violently around them, squeezing in an uncontrollable spasm. I screamed, throwing my head back, the chains rattling as my body shook with pure ecstasy. 

Maddox grunted loudly, speeding up his final thrusts before spilling deep inside me. Seconds later, Gabriel released a guttural roar, burying himself to the base and coming with violent shudders I felt in every nerve ending. 

I hung there, suspended by the chains, panting and trembling, hot cum dripping down my thighs. They pulled back slowly. Gabriel kissed the red mark the collar left on my neck, while Maddox removed the cuffs from my wrists. 

My legs gave out, but Maddox caught me before I fell. He scooped me up easily and carried me to the golden cage. Gabriel opened the iron door. 

I stepped inside. The floor of the cage was lined with furs and soft cushions. I sat in the center, hugging my knees, the collar gleaming at my neck, my body still pulsing with the memory of being claimed by both of them. Gabriel closed the door and turned the key. The sound of the lock echoed through the room. 

Maddox and Gabriel stood outside the bars, watching me with a possessiveness that bordered on worship. I had surrendered my freedom, but in exchange, I had gained two monsters who would burn the entire world just to keep me safe inside that cage. 

I was the mafia’s prisoner. And I had never been happier.


EPILOGUE 

The rain beat against the window glass on the day my humanity died. 

I was only nineteen when I saw my father’s body in the morgue. The officer said it was a car accident. A fatality on the wet road. But I knew how to read the numbers. My father was a brilliant accountant, and in the weeks before his death, he had been terrified. He had discovered that the import company he audited was a front for the Falcone family. 

He tried to walk away. They made sure he wasn’t going anywhere. 

I stood in front of the metal gurney, holding the cold hand of the only man who had ever loved me in this world, and made a silent promise. The police would do nothing. Justice was an illusion bought with dirty money. 

If I wanted to destroy the Falcones, I couldn’t be a normal girl. I needed to become a ghost. 

I spent the next five years submerged in the darkness of the deep web. I learned to hack, to track, to erase digital lives. But a keyboard doesn’t make anyone bleed. To destroy a mafia empire, I needed worse monsters. 

I needed the Wolfe-Blackwood Syndicate. 

I knew breaching Gabriel Wolfe and Maddox Blackwood’s system was a death sentence. But I didn’t care about burning, as long as the Falcones burned with me.


Author’s Note 

We’ve reached the end of Clara, Gabriel, and Maddox’s journey. Thank you so much for diving into this darkness with me and for giving this story a chance! I hope the read was as unforgettable for you as it was for me. 

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

If you enjoyed *Prisoner of the Mafia*, please take a minute to leave a star rating on Amazon. It doesn’t need to be a long text (unless you want it to be!). 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
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