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Blurb




In the luxurious Silk District, pleasure comes without pain.

Emília was the perfect slave — obedient, beautiful, untouched by punishment.

Until her masters’ debts destroyed everything.

Sold at auction to the most feared man in the Carnal Domain, Lord Valak — the Lord of the Abyss — Emília is dragged into his gothic fortress and the brutal Leather District.

Valak doesn’t want a pretty toy.

He wants to break her mind, strip away every lie the Silk District taught her, and awaken the dark hunger she’s always denied.

As war erupts on the borders and the Syndicate begins to crumble, Emília must choose:

Fight the monster who now owns her…

or surrender completely to the abyss.

Dark. Possessive. Extremely explicit.

A dystopian BDSM romance perfect for readers who crave raw power exchange, intense punishment, and morally gray anti-heroes.


Author’s Note




This story was born from my desire to explore a world where desire, power, and survival coexist under cruel and seductive rules.

Here, the body is more than presence. It is territory.

Will is more than choice. It is a battlefield.

And love, when it exists, must carve its way through structures built to crush it.

If you’ve stepped into this universe, know that it was created to stir discomfort, curiosity, and intensity—always with the intent of exploring the shadows of surrender and control.

Thank you for reading.

Mental Health Disclaimer

Welcome to Silk Girl: Collared.

If you’re looking for a light, sweet, or conventionally romantic story, close this book now. This is a narrative about domination, control, submission, symbolic violence, and the darkness of a world where people are classified, marked, and treated as property.

This is a dystopian dark romance with explicit erotica, extreme power dynamics, and morally gray—or outright black—characters. The dynamics portrayed here do not represent healthy real-world relationships. They exist as fiction within a deliberately cruel, oppressive, and intense universe.

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

Always prioritize your well-being. If at any point the reading stops being pleasurable, take a break or stop. Your mental health comes first.

Take care of yourself.


Trigger Warnings




This book contains adult content and includes:

• domination and submission (system of ownership)

• sexualized slavery

• psychological coercion

• objectification

• auctions and trading of people

• physical punishment

• violence

• humiliation

• constant surveillance

• explicit sexual language

• unbalanced power dynamics

• emotional trauma

• fear, imprisonment, and restraint

• manipulation and loss of autonomy

• contextual nudity

• abusive hierarchical relationships

• bodily control via QR code/collar

• institutional violence

• bodily invasion

• sexualized abuse

• exploitation of vulnerability

• total domination

• trauma and depersonalization

• explicit erotica

Recommended for readers 18+ only. All characters are over 21 years old.
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EPIGRAPH




“PROPERTY DIRECTIVES – THE PLEASURE SYNDICATE

Article 1: The order of the world rests on absolute separation. The land is divided into six insurmountable pillars: the Carnal Domain (Humans), the Iron Domain (Warriors), the Arcane Domain (Mages), the Arcane Steel Domain (Immortals), the Blood Domain (Vampires), and the Wild Domain (Wolves).

Article 2: Interspecies trade is a crime of high treason, punishable by eradication. The purity of control must be maintained.

Article 3: In the Carnal Domain, all Property must wear their identification collar and have their tracking QR Code visible on their skin. The code’s status dictates its use:

• Red Light: Exclusive use by the Owner. Untouchable.

• Green Light: Public use permitted through financial transaction or exchange of favors.

Article 4: Property will be allocated according to its utility: to the Pet Farms, the Silk Districts (servitude without pain), or the Leather Districts (discipline and punishment).

Remember: You are either an Owner, or you are Property. The Syndicate provides pleasure for all.”


CHAPTER 1: Velvet Routine




I considered myself a lucky girl.

In our world, humanity had been reduced to two categories: those who held the collar and those who wore it. The Central Government had divided the land into six great Domains, and legends said that beyond our borders lived vampires, wolves, and immortal mages. But the Syndicate’s golden rule was clear: species did not mix. Control over us was absolute.

Here in the Carnal Domain, we humans were divided into districts. Some slaves lived on the Farms, treated literally like animals. Others were sent to the Leather District, where BDSM, whips, and pain ruled.

But not me. I lived in the Silk District. Sex without pain. Comfort.

As long as I kept the QR code tattooed on my nape updated and its light glowed a deep red—indicating I was for the exclusive use of my owners—I was safe. I was terrified of handcuffs, chains, and pain. I did everything with absolute perfection so that my owners would never, even on their worst days, think of sending me to the annual auction, to the Leather District, or to the army tents.

Kneeling on the expensive plush carpet of the master bedroom, I proved my gratitude.

The scent of woody cologne and sweat filled the air. My owners, the local rulers of the Silk District, were getting ready for the night. And we, the chamber slaves, were the foreplay.

A few feet away, Guilherme had his face buried between our mistress’s thighs, her hands tangled in his hair as she moaned softly, eyes rolling back in pleasure.

I focused on my task. My master stood in front of me. When he ordered, his voice rough and commanding, “Open your mouth,” I didn’t hesitate.

I started slowly, exactly the way he liked. My tongue traced the warm path of his skin. I licked one of his balls while massaging the other with my fingertips, feeling the weight and heat in my hands. I worked my way up, coating his entire thick length with saliva, then gave special attention to the head.

He gasped, abdominal muscles tightening. That was my cue.

I wrapped my lips around him and sucked eagerly. When his breathing grew heavy and irregular, I let him set the pace. His cock bumped against the inside of my cheek while I kept my hands firm at the base. I tilted my head back, opening my throat to take him as deep as possible.

“That’s it… just like that.” His voice vibrated above me, his heavy hand settling on top of my head, stroking my hair. “You’re so good, my little slave. Let me come down your throat so I don’t make a mess. Then swallow every drop of my cum.”

I obeyed. The hot, salty taste flooded my mouth. I swallowed it all, running my tongue over my lips so I wouldn’t waste a single drop, then cleaned him with soft kisses.

Guilherme was still working to bring our mistress to the edge, so I knew I needed to keep my master hard and ready for her. I stayed on my knees, licking him slowly—a perfect submissive in her golden cage.

Finally, our mistress let out a muffled cry, coming and pulling Guilherme’s face away.

My master stepped back from me without another word and walked to the bed. He leaned over his wife, kissing her neck, breasts, and lips, positioning himself between her legs while he waited for her silent permission.

As soon as their moans filled the room, Guilherme and I crawled to our corner in the shadows. We spent most of our time naked, and the cold marble floor contrasted sharply with the heat of what we had just done.

We stayed there in silence, watching. We could only retreat to our small adjoining room once they dismissed us or fell asleep.

I hugged my knees, feeling the faint buzz of the QR code on my nape. I was a slave, yes. But I was safe. No one would ever hurt me.

I had no idea this would be one of the last peaceful nights of my life.


CHAPTER 2: The Exhibition




The next morning began like any other. The soft chime of a silver bell echoed through our adjoining room, signaling that our owners were waking. Guilherme and I rose immediately from our mats. We didn’t need to worry about choosing clothes, because most of the time we wore none.

In the Silk District, clothing rules for Property varied according to each owner’s whim and the slave’s function. Some slaves who worked heavy cleaning or in the kitchens were allowed simple cotton pants if they were men. For women, sometimes a light skirt or a piece of cloth tied to cover the breasts while serving meals was granted.

But Guilherme and I were chamber slaves. Exhibition slaves. Pleasure slaves.

Our owners took immense pride in our aesthetics. They saw us as living works of art, trophies sculpted in flesh that were meant to be admired. My skin was always hydrated and soft, my long dark hair perfectly brushed. Guilherme displayed an athletic body with defined muscles that our mistress loved to show off to her friends during afternoon teas. Walking completely naked through the mansion had become as natural to me as breathing. The cool air-conditioning on bare skin was a constant reminder of who I was and who I belonged to.

After we served breakfast in bed to our owners—I holding the silver tray while Guilherme poured the freshly squeezed juice—our master gave us instructions for the following day.

“We’ll have important guests tomorrow night for dinner,” he said, wiping his lips with a linen napkin. His gaze traveled down my naked body, assessing me with approval. “High-ranking members of the Syndicate and some neighboring rulers. I want the house immaculate. And I want both of you at your best.”

“Yes, sir,” we answered in unison, keeping our heads lowered in respect.

“You’ll serve the drinks during dinner,” our mistress added, reclining against the feather pillows. “And afterward, when we move to the cigar lounge, you’ll be offered to our guests. I want you submissive, attentive, and ready to satisfy any desire they have. Including sexually, of course.”

A slight chill ran down my spine, but I only nodded. Being offered to guests was a common practice in our district. It was a sign of status, a way for owners to display their wealth and hospitality. As long as the guests respected the golden rule of the Silk District—sex without pain—I had nothing to worry about.

Some guests could be rude or demanding, but never violent. During the party, the status of the QR code on my nape would be temporarily changed in the house system, allowing the guests to use me freely within those walls.

Once breakfast was over, our mistress rose. She had a full day ahead, divided between her own beauty treatments and meticulous supervision of the staff to ensure the mansion was flawless for the next night.

But my master was in no hurry to leave the bed. His dark eyes settled on me, heavy and full of intent.

“Come here, my slave,” he ordered, his hoarse voice reverberating in the quiet room. “Remove my boxers. Use only your teeth and hands.”

I crawled to the edge of the bed, submissive and ready. With precise movements, I pulled the fabric down, and his thick, pulsing erection sprang free, inches from my face.

“Open your mouth.”

There was no time for foreplay. He gripped my hair firmly at the nape and thrust hard into my throat. The rhythm was relentless, driven only by his need. I focused on breathing through my nose, accepting the invasion, knowing my role was to be the perfect receptacle for his relief. When his breathing faltered, signaling he was close, he abruptly pulled me back.

“Lie face down on the bed. Spread your legs wide.”

I obeyed instantly, feeling the cool silk sheets against my bare skin. He didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself over me and invaded me with one hard, deep thrust. The master liked to be rough and fast with me—an animalistic urgency he would never dare show his wife, the lady of the house. With me, he didn’t need to be a gentleman. I was his property.

The sounds of our bodies echoed through the room until, with a guttural grunt, he came deep inside me, pouring all his heat.

He pulled away, breathless, and looked at Guilherme, who waited silently in the corner of the room.

“Clean her,” the master ordered, steadying his own breathing before walking to the bathroom.

Guilherme approached immediately. He knelt between my spread legs and, with his hot, skilled tongue, began to lick me, cleaning every drop of our owner’s cum, performing his duty with the same blind obedience as me.

After we were dismissed, the rest of the day was consumed by preparations. Guilherme and I went through long immersion baths with essential oils, massages to relax our muscles, and aesthetic care sessions with the household slaves. Everything had to be perfect.

While I let one of the slave girls brush my hair in front of the large bathroom mirror, I looked at my reflection. I was beautiful, healthy, and well cared for. Serving the guests tomorrow would be just another night of work. Another night securing my place in the comfort of the Silk District.

I was ready for dinner. Ready to be the perfect slave.

Everything had to be perfect. We were the jewels of the house, and tonight we would be displayed for the most powerful men in the Syndicate.


CHAPTER 3: The Price of Velvet




The main hall of the mansion was bathed in warm golden light, thick with the scent of expensive cigars, aged wine, and power.

The night had begun like so many other high-society parties in the Silk District. Guilherme and I moved silently among the guests, completely naked, balancing silver trays with crystal glasses. The house system had temporarily changed our QR codes to a shimmering green, meaning that for those hours, we were public property within these walls.

Heavy hands squeezed my thighs when I bent to serve. Rough fingers pinched my breasts with raw possessiveness or caressed my nape, sending a shiver of submission down my spine as I filled the glasses. I simply smiled, keeping my eyes lowered and my posture submissive. It was expected. It was my job.

Some would say, “Stop and spread your legs,” and I would obey immediately, standing still like a porcelain statue while they, with sadistic calm, slid their fingers inside me, testing my wetness in front of everyone. I felt the contrast of thick, warm fingers against my sensitive skin while I continued to hold the bottle with trembling hands, forced to accept the public invasion for their pleasure.

But there was one man in the room who didn’t touch me.

He sat in one of the dark leather armchairs in the corner of the hall. Unlike the other guests, who wore shiny-fabric suits and flaunted jewels, he was dressed in black from head to toe. His posture was rigid, lethal, like a predator resting among sheep. When I approached to offer him a drink, he didn’t look at my breasts or my legs. His eyes—dark, cold, and calculating—locked directly onto my face.

A violent shiver ran up my spine. He wasn’t looking at me like a piece of meat to be used that night. He was assessing me as if evaluating my market value.

I retreated quickly once he took the glass, my heart pounding erratically. I noticed that my owners, usually so arrogant and proud, broke into a cold sweat whenever that man’s gaze fell on them.

After dinner, the owners retired to the cigar lounge. That was where the real entertainment began. The air was thick with fragrant smoke, the scent of aged whiskey, and the promise of lust. As our mistress had promised, we were offered to the guests, both men and women.

I was pulled onto the lap of one of the neighboring rulers, who explored my body greedily while I pleasured him with my mouth and hands. A few feet away, Guilherme was being used by two Syndicate members. He was on his knees, face buried between a woman’s legs as she moaned loudly, while a man took him from behind with rough thrusts. Everything within the rules of our district: lust, submission, but no pain. We were the perfect toys.

While I sucked the governor, an elegant woman approached. I felt the thin tip of her shoe brush against my pussy, parting my lips with calculated coolness. Soon she replaced the shoe with her fingers, toying with my clit until she drew a muffled moan from me, then pushed two fingers deep inside. She gave my thigh a light pat and murmured to the man beside her:

“She’s ready.”

The governor came in my mouth, stroking my hair before standing and leaving. The woman immediately took his place, pulling my face between her legs and ordering me to serve her. At the same time, the man she had been talking to grabbed my hips from behind and invaded me with force. I was sandwiched between them, my tongue working frantically while my body was claimed. When both reached their peak, they discarded me onto the plush carpet.

There was no time to rest. I was dragged to the center of the room by two burly men. They positioned me on my knees and sandwiched me, using me at the same time—one in my mouth and the other taking me from behind—as if I were the main spectacle of the night.

“God, what a tight little ass she has,” one of them growled, the sound mingling with the applause and laughter of the other guests.

When they finished, an older man with a face red from excitement lay down on the carpet and ordered me to mount him. I rode with precision, moving my hips as if my life depended on his satisfaction. He came quickly, panting. Before I could recover, another man lifted me and threw me face down over a dark leather armchair. He raised one of my legs and invaded me without ceremony, taking my body until he was sated.

Throughout the time I was used, passed from hand to hand like a glass of wine, I felt the weight of the man in black’s gaze on me. Lord Valak did not participate. He only watched, drinking his whiskey in silence. The predatory coldness in his eyes terrified me far more than the hands of the dozens of guests who touched me.

The hours dragged on. Near dawn, the guests began to leave, laughing, sated, and praising the hospitality. Guilherme and I were instructed to stay in the corner of the hall, on our knees, panting and with bodies marked by use, waiting for orders to clean up.

Only the man in black remained.

My master served a glass of whiskey with trembling hands and walked over to him.

“Lord Valak…” my master began, his voice faltering. “As we discussed earlier, the Syndicate needs to give us one more month. The textile manufacturing exports were delayed, but the payment will be made.”

The man called Valak swirled the amber liquid in the glass without drinking. The silence in the hall was so dense I could hear my mistress’s labored breathing as she huddled near the fireplace.

“The Pleasure Syndicate does not work with extensions, Marcus,” Valak’s voice was deep, low, but it filled every corner of the room. “You enjoyed the luxuries of the Silk District financed by the Central Government. The deadline expired at midnight.”

“Please!” the mistress intervened, her voice shrill. “We have assets! We have properties!”

Valak finally stood. He was terrifyingly tall. He walked slowly toward where Guilherme and I knelt. My entire body trembled as his shadow fell over me.

“Yes. You have assets,” Valak murmured, pulling a small metallic device from the inner pocket of his jacket.

He crouched in front of me. His scent was intoxicating—leather and danger. Without asking permission, he gripped my hair firmly and pulled my head to the side, exposing my nape. The device emitted a sharp beep as it scanned my QR code.

Instantly, I felt a quick burning on the skin of my nape. The beep sounded again, this time on Guilherme.

“What did you do?!” my master shouted in panic.

“Asset seizure for breach of contract,” Valak replied coldly, pocketing the device. “From this second on, the house, the accounts, and all your Property belong to the Syndicate.”

I raised a trembling hand to my nape. The light of my QR code, which had always been a comforting deep red, now flickered a sickly yellow. The color of seizure. The color of those headed to auction.

“The two slaves will be taken to the triage cells tonight,” Valak ordered the guards who suddenly appeared at the hall door. He looked at me one last time, his eyes gleaming with a dark promise. “I’ll see you on stage, silk girl.”

The guards grabbed me by the arms and dragged me naked out of the only house I had ever known, while my former owners wept on the floor, having lost everything. The cold night wind cut across my unprotected skin, but the real ice was in my chest.


CHAPTER 4: The Cold of Waiting




The thermal shock hit me first. From the perfumed warmth and plush carpets of the mansion, I was thrown onto the freezing metal floor of a Syndicate van.

Guilherme landed beside me. Our naked bodies trembled violently as the vehicle sped through the dark streets of the Carnal Domain. We didn’t speak a word. The sickly yellow glow of our QR codes lit the inside of the van—a constant reminder that we were no longer display jewels. We were confiscated goods.

When the rear doors opened, we were dragged into the basement of the Triage Center. The air smelled of cheap antiseptic, sweat, and despair. Gray-uniformed guards shoved us down concrete corridors until we reached an open courtyard. They lined us against the wall and blasted us with high-pressure hoses of ice-cold water, washing away the cum, sweat, and perfume of our old life. I gasped, hugging my own body, trying to shield myself from the painful impact.

“Triage!” an officer shouted, holding a tablet. He walked down the line, scanning napes.

When he reached Guilherme, the officer stopped. He assessed my friend’s defined muscles and checked the screen.

“Male property, athletic build. Perfect for the Vanguard. Immediate transfer to the Iron Domain.”

My heart stopped. The Iron Domain. The territory of human warriors. They used slaves as cannon fodder on the borders or as relief for brutal soldiers.

“No!” Guilherme stepped forward, eyes wide with panic. “We’re from the Silk District!”

The officer pressed a button on the tablet. Guilherme’s collar emitted an electric crack, and he dropped to his knees, screaming in agony.

“Guilherme!” I tried to run to him, but two guards grabbed me, lifting my feet off the ground.

“Take the male to the military trucks,” the officer ordered. Then he looked at me. “This one goes to the female containment cell. Premium material.”

I screamed and thrashed as they dragged Guilherme, still convulsing, toward a set of double metal doors. It was the last time I saw the only friend I had in the world.

I was thrown into a damp cell. The iron grate slammed shut with a deafening clang. I fell to my knees on the concrete floor, sobbing uncontrollably, the sound of my cries echoing in the darkness.

“Crying wastes water, girl. And they don’t give us much around here.”

I lifted my head, blinking away tears. There were about ten women in the cell, all naked or wearing filthy rags. The woman who spoke sat in the corner. She was older, with short hair and a thin scar running down her shoulder. Her eyes were hard but not cruel.

“Silk, right?” she asked, her gaze sweeping over my well-cared-for skin. “I can smell expensive lotion and naivety from a mile away. I’m Cora. Used to be from the Farms.”

My eyes widened. The Farms were where humans were treated like pets, conditioned to behave like animals. Cora didn’t look broken; she looked like a survivor.

“They took my friend…” I whispered, voice choked, shrinking against the cold wall. “And the man who seized us… he said he’d see me on stage.”

A younger girl, maybe twenty-four, crawled closer. She had messy red hair and frightened eyes.

“I’m Maya,” the redhead murmured, offering me a torn scrap of cloth to cover myself. “I was caught trying to escape to the Wild Domain. Thought the wolves would be better than the Syndicate. I was stupid. Who seized you?”

I swallowed hard, accepting the cloth with trembling hands. I remembered the predatory eyes and lethal aura in the cigar lounge.

“His name was Valak. Lord Valak.”

The silence that fell over the cell was immediate. Cora paled, losing all her posture. She rose slowly and walked over to me.

“Valak?” she whispered, as if the name itself were a curse. “The Ruler of the Leather District? The Lord of the Abyss?”

A paralyzing chill settled in my stomach. I nodded slowly.

“Listen carefully, silk girl,” Cora said, her voice trembling slightly as she sat beside me. “In the Leather District, there are owners who like whips and leaving marks on skin. Those are the easy ones. You bleed, you heal. But Valak… he’s an architect of the mind. He doesn’t just want your body. He wants to dismantle your sanity, piece by piece, until you beg to belong to him.”

The days that followed were a blur of hunger, cold, and psychological terror. The Syndicate deliberately kept us in darkness to break our spirits before the auction. During those long hours, Cora, Maya, and I huddled together to share body heat.

Cora told me about the silent brutality of the Farms, where dignity was stripped away before the clothes. Maya whispered legends of the wolves in the Wild Domain, how they marked their females with teeth instead of QR codes. In those whispered conversations in the dark, I found a spark of strength I didn’t know I had. We were disposable property to the world, but on that concrete floor, we were sisters in misfortune.

On the fourth day, the red lights in the corridor finally flickered. A shrill siren sounded, making us all jump.

The cell grates opened with a metallic screech. Guards entered, holding electric batons and restraint cuffs.

“On your feet, bitches!” one of them shouted, banging the baton on the grate. “Rest time’s over. The Annual Auction starts in two hours. Let’s prep the merchandise.”

Cora squeezed my hand one last time before we were brutally yanked out. As I was dragged down the corridor, panic threatened to choke me, but Valak’s words echoed louder than the sirens in my mind:

I’ll see you on stage, silk girl.


CHAPTER 5: Quality Control




We were dragged to a basement wing that smelled of latex, ether, and sterilized metal. The sound of our bare feet echoed on the white ceramic floor, a stark contrast to the darkness of the cell where we had spent the last few days.

The inspection room was vast and divided by translucent plastic curtains. I was shoved against a stainless-steel exam table so cold it made me gasp. Around me, I heard Maya’s frightened murmurs and Cora’s controlled breathing as they were inspected on neighboring tables.

“Legs open. Arms behind your back,” ordered a uniformed female soldier, snapping on latex gloves with a sharp sound.

There was no lust in her eyes, only the cold detachment of a veterinarian evaluating livestock. She pried my mouth open roughly, examining my teeth and gums with a tactical flashlight. She pulled my hair to check the roots, palpated my breasts to measure firmness, and without warning, inserted gloved, lubed fingers into my pussy.

I squeezed my eyes shut, swallowing a sob of humiliation.

“Property 402. Silk District,” the soldier dictated to an officer noting everything on a tablet. “No birthmarks, no scars. Excellent natural lubrication. Pelvic muscle tone intact. Ready for stress testing.”

Stress testing. The phrase made my stomach churn.

We were scrubbed with rough sponges and taken to an upper floor. The environment changed dramatically. White lights gave way to reddish dimness. The hospital smell was replaced by heavy incense and expensive perfumes. It was a VIP antechamber, reserved for the Syndicate’s elite who wanted to “test the merchandise” before placing their million-credit bids at auction.

I was thrown to my knees in the center of a room with dark velvet sofas. Three figures were there—two men and one woman—but their faces were hidden behind white porcelain masks, a tradition of the Central Government’s upper echelon to maintain anonymity during dirty transactions.

“They said this one came from Silk,” the masked woman’s voice sounded bored but cruel. “Let’s see if the local rulers trained her properly or if she’s just a pretty face.”

One of the men approached. He didn’t say a word. He simply unbuttoned his pants and grabbed the back of my head.

I did what I had been trained to do my entire life. I opened my mouth and took him, using every technique that once guaranteed my safety. But now there were no plush carpets or illusion of care. There was only the brute force of a faceless stranger who pulled my hair with such violence that tears streamed down my cheeks.

While I serviced him, the masked woman stopped behind me. I felt the cold of a small metal object—a plug—being forced against my rear entrance. I gasped, choking on the man in my mouth, but the woman didn’t stop. She pushed it inside me without any gentleness, making me moan in pain.

“She’s tight,” the woman commented, twisting the object inside me. “But too soft. Needs discipline. Silk spoils these properties.”

The second masked man pulled me up by the arms, lifting me off the floor and throwing me face down onto the sofa. I was invaded with a brutality that stole my breath. They used me in silent, mechanical rotation. There were no compliments, no moans of pleasure from them. They were simply testing the merchandise’s durability, checking if I could endure before they opened their wallets.

I had been trained for this, but I had liked my old owners and my old life. I didn’t want any of these to be my new owner.

When they finished, they left me collapsed on the floor, panting, dirty, and shaking.

“Grade eight,” one of the men murmured, adjusting his belt. “She’ll fetch good money in the main block. Clean her up.”

I was dragged back to the wings. The muffled sound of a crowd began vibrating through the walls. The auction was about to begin.

Syndicate slave girls quickly bathed me. My body was covered in body oil that made me gleam under the lights. My lips were painted blood-red, and my hair was brushed until it fell like a dark cascade down my back.

Finally, a guard approached with a velvet tray. On it rested a thick black leather collar with a metal ring in front. The display collar. He fastened it around my neck with a metallic click that sounded like a coffin closing.

I was pushed into a line behind heavy red velvet curtains. In front of me, Cora gave me a hard but understanding look. Behind me, Maya cried silently.

On the other side of the curtain, the sound of hundreds of voices fell silent when the wooden gavel struck through the speakers.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the Syndicate!” the auctioneer’s voice boomed, excited and cruel. “Welcome to the Meat Market. Let the bidding begin.”

The curtain opened. A blinding white light hit my face. The guard’s rough hand pushed my back, and I stumbled forward.

I was on stage.


CHAPTER 6: The Final Bid




The white glare of the spotlights blinded me for a few seconds. The heat of the stage contrasted with the cold radiating from the thick leather collar around my neck.

When my vision finally adjusted, terror hit me like a punch to the gut. The main hall of the Meat Market was colossal, built like a Roman amphitheater. Hundreds of high-ranking men and women of the Pleasure Syndicate filled the circular stands. The scent of cigars, sweat, and predatory excitement hung thick in the air.

I stood at the center of it all. Naked, covered only in oil that made my skin gleam under the lights, exposed like a cut of meat at the butcher’s block.

“Silence, ladies and gentlemen!” the auctioneer’s voice echoed through the speakers, vibrating on the wooden floor beneath my bare feet. He circled me, pointing with a silver-tipped cane. “I present to you Lot 402. A rarity confiscated straight from the Silk District.”

Greedy murmurs swept the crowd. Men leaned forward in their seats.

“Look at the quality of the merchandise!” The auctioneer used the cane to lift my chin, forcing me to face the audience. “Flawless skin. Perfect teeth. Trained in the arts of lust and total submission, but with one detail that will make your blood boil: she is punishment-virgin. No scars. No whip marks. A blank canvas, ladies and gentlemen, ready to be painted with the darkest desires of whoever claims her.”

My stomach churned. I remembered Cora’s words in the cell. You bleed, you heal. But looking at those faces twisted by greed made me doubt I would survive any of them.

“Opening bid is fifty thousand Syndicate credits!” the auctioneer shouted.

“Sixty!” A fat man in the front row, rings on every finger, raised his paddle. He licked his thick lips while staring straight at my pussy.

“Seventy-five!” a woman higher up shouted, accompanied by two guards.

“One hundred thousand!” growled a man whose face was covered in burn scars.

The bids climbed at a dizzying speed. One-twenty. One-fifty. Two hundred thousand. With every number shouted, my heart beat faster, threatening to rip through my chest. I trembled uncontrollably. The fat man in the front row kept topping the offers, smiling at me in a way that made me want to vomit. He would destroy me. He would tear me apart just for fun.

“Two hundred and eighty thousand to Mr. Vargas in the front row!” the auctioneer announced, breathless, pointing at the fat man. “Going once… Going twice…”

I squeezed my eyes shut, letting the first tear of despair slide down my cheek. It was over. My life was over.

“Half a million.”

The voice wasn’t shouted. It didn’t need to be. It was deep, low, and lethal, slicing through the amphitheater air like an ice blade.

The silence that followed was so profound I could hear the hum of the lights above me. I opened my eyes.

The fat man in the front row paled and slowly lowered his paddle, shrinking into his seat. The entire crowd held its breath, and as if commanded by an invisible force, the guests parted down the central aisle.

Lord Valak was descending the stairs.

He wore an impeccable black suit. His steps were slow and calculated, radiating an authority that made the other Syndicate members look like insects. His dark eyes were fixed on me—predatory and possessive.

The auctioneer swallowed hard, sweat dripping down his forehead.

“H-half a million credits for Lord Valak of the Leather District,” the auctioneer’s voice shook over the microphone. He didn’t even dare count. He slammed the wooden gavel in haste. “Sold! Lot 402 belongs to the Lord of the Abyss.”

Valak didn’t stop walking until he climbed the steps to the stage. The auctioneer retreated hastily, offering the end of the metal chain attached to my collar to one of the guards, but Valak raised his hand, stopping him.

He took the chain himself.

The sound of the metal links clinking in his hands made my legs give out. I fell to my knees on the stage, right at his feet, trembling from head to toe. The scent of leather and danger flooded my senses—the same scent from the night I lost everything.

Valak wrapped the chain around his fist and tugged it lightly upward, forcing me to lift my face and meet his eyes. His gaze traveled down my oil-slicked naked body, then returned to my tear-filled eyes. There was a dark promise in them. A promise that he would dismantle me down to my soul.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the tip of my ear, and whispered so only I could hear:

“Your golden cage is over, silk girl. Welcome to your new hell.”


CHAPTER 7: The Rules of the Abyss




The journey to the Leather District was made in sepulchral silence.

I huddled on the back seat of a luxurious armored car, knees pulled to my bare chest. Lord Valak sat at the opposite end of the black leather bench. He didn’t look at me, didn’t touch me, and didn’t say a single word the entire trip. He simply kept the end of my chain wrapped around his fist—an iron anchor binding me to his crushing presence.

When the car finally stopped, the doors opened onto a starless night. The air here was different. It didn’t smell of sweet perfumes and cultivated flowers like the Silk District. It smelled of rain, wet asphalt, and woodsmoke.

I was pulled outside. Before me rose Valak’s property. It wasn’t a mansion of glass and white marble like my former owners’. It was a gothic fortress of dark stone, surrounded by high wrought-iron walls. The Abyss. The name could not have been more perfect.

Valak walked toward the massive oak double doors, and I was forced to follow close so the collar wouldn’t choke my throat.

The moment we entered, shock paralyzed me. The house was immense, lit only by wall sconces that cast long shadows across the black slate floors. But what terrified me most was the silence. There were slaves here—men and women dressed in black leather harnesses or skin-tight latex—but none of them made a single sound. No one smiled artificially. When Valak passed, they simply dropped to their knees, pressing their foreheads to the floor in absolute reverence, not daring to look at him.

It was a level of submission I had never seen. It wasn’t obedience bought with luxury; it was devotion forged in fire.

Valak dragged me down dark corridors until he opened the door to his private chambers. The room was enormous, dominated by a four-poster bed of dark wood and wine-colored sheets. There was a lit fireplace, heavy armchairs, and, in the corner, metal hooks bolted into the ceiling that made my blood run cold.

He released my chain. The metal link hit the stone floor with a dry clink.

“On your knees,” his voice cut through the silence, deep and leaving no room for hesitation.

My legs gave out immediately. I dropped to my knees on the dark rug, trembling with cold and dread. Valak removed his jacket with slow, calculated movements and tossed it over an armchair. He loosened his tie and walked toward me, stopping so close I could see the flawless shine of his leather shoes.

He crouched, bringing himself to my eye level. His long, strong fingers gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. His eyes were pools of darkness, reading every terrified thought crossing my mind.

“You’re trembling, silk girl,” he murmured, his thumb lightly brushing my lower lip. His touch was warm, almost careful, which confused me even more. “What did they tell you about me in the triage cells?”

I swallowed hard, heart hammering against my ribs.

“That you are the Lord of the Abyss,” my voice came out as a broken whisper. “That you are an architect of the mind. That you will dismantle me.”

A ghost of a smile, dangerous and lethal, curved his lips.

“They are right.”

Valak released my face and reached for the thick collar the auctioneer had placed on me. With a quick motion, he unlocked it and tossed it aside. The relief in my neck lasted only a second, because he immediately took a different collar from his pocket. It was thin, made of incredibly soft black leather, with a small brushed-steel ring at the center.

He fastened it around my neck. The fit was perfect, as if it had been custom-made for me.

“In the Silk District, you were taught to smile, to fake pleasure, and to spread your legs to avoid punishment,” Valak said, his voice low and hypnotic. “You were taught that pain is the end of the world. Here, pain is not a punishment, Emília. It is a language. It is the way I will strip away all your lies until only your truth remains.”

My eyes widened. He knew my name. At the auction I had been only Lot 402. To the dinner guests I had been only “the slave.”

“The rules of my house are simple,” he continued, rising and looking down at me. “First: you do not speak unless I permit it or ask you a question. Second: you never, under any circumstances, hide what you are feeling. If it hurts, you cry. If it feels good, you moan. If you are afraid, you tremble. I hate the theater of the Silk District. I want your soul naked, not just your body.”

He took a step back and pointed to the center of the room, directly beneath the metal hooks in the ceiling.

“Third rule: you obey me blindly. Go to the center of the room. Stand with your legs apart and your hands behind your back. And wait.”

I rose on shaky legs and walked to the indicated spot. I positioned myself exactly as he commanded—naked, vulnerable, and exposed under the faint fireplace light.

Valak walked to a dark wooden cabinet in the corner of the room. I heard drawers opening, the clink of metal, and the snap of leather. Every sound tortured my imagination. Panic rose in my throat, but I didn’t dare move.

He is an architect of the mind, Cora had said. And I finally understood. The worst torture wasn’t what he would do to me. It was the waiting. It was not knowing what was coming.

I heard his heavy footsteps approaching from behind. I felt the heat of his body against my back, and then something cold and metallic touched the sensitive skin of my nape, right over my QR code.

“Let’s begin your deconstruction,” he whispered in my ear.


CHAPTER 8: The First Lesson




The silence in the room was so dense I could hear the sound of my own blood rushing through my veins.

I remained standing in the center of the dark rug, naked, legs apart and hands clasped behind my back, exactly as Valak had commanded. The cold night air raised goosebumps on my skin, but cold sweat from panic already trickled down my nape.

I felt his presence behind me before I heard him. The scent of leather and danger wrapped around me. Suddenly, a thick, soft strip of fabric covered my eyes, plunging me into darkness. Valak tied the blindfold firmly at the back of my head.

I held my breath. Without sight, all my other senses exploded into high alert.

“Vision is a crutch, Emília,” his deep voice sounded close to my right ear, making my entire body shiver. “In the Silk District, you used your eyes to read the room, to anticipate what your owners wanted and fake the perfect reaction. Without them, you can’t predict what I’ll do. You can only feel. And react with the truth.”

I heard his slow footsteps circling my body. The rustle of his pants. His controlled breathing. The anticipation was psychological torture that left me on the edge of collapse.

Suddenly, something soft with dozens of thin tails caressed the side of my thigh. It rose over my hips, brushed my stomach, and slid down my back. Leather. Suede, perhaps. The touch was almost ghostly, sending violent shivers wherever it passed.

“What is that?” I whispered, voice trembling, forgetting the rule of silence.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak,” he reprimanded, his tone low but sharp as a blade.

The next second, the air whistled.

The tails struck my ass with calculated force. It wasn’t hard enough to tear skin, but the stinging impact made me release a sharp cry of surprise and pain. My whole body clenched, and I tried to step forward to escape, but his voice froze me.

“Stay still.”

I froze, whimpering softly. The burn on my skin spread like fire beneath the surface.

Another strike, this time across the backs of my thighs. I gasped, biting my lower lip hard to hold back the sound. I was terrified. I hated pain. I had spent my entire life running from it.

“Release your lip,” Valak ordered, stopping in front of me. I felt his warm fingers touch my chin, forcing my mouth open. “Remember the second rule? Don’t hide what you feel. If it hurts, cry. If it feels good, moan. I want to hear you.”

He stepped away again. The sound of the instrument cutting the air came faster this time.

The blows fell in a rhythmic cadence across my ass, thighs, and back. With each impact, a moan of pain escaped my lips. Hot tears soaked the blindfold. But as the punishment continued, something bizarre and terrifying began to happen to my body.

The constant sting started sending waves of heat straight to my lower belly. Blood rushed frantically to my pussy. The contrast between the absolute terror of not seeing the blow coming and the hot relief that followed each strike was short-circuiting my brain.

I was getting wet. Very wet. And the shame of that realization made me sob louder.

Valak stopped. Silence returned, broken only by my ragged, irregular breathing.

I felt the instrument—the flogger—being dragged slowly between my legs, the soft tails brushing directly over my soaked pussy.

“Look at you,” his voice was hoarse, thick with dark lust. “Crying from pain, yet dripping all over my rug. The Silk District taught you to be a plastic doll. But your body knows which world it belongs to, Emília. It craves submission.”

He dropped the flogger to the floor. His large, warm hands gripped my hips and pulled me against his body. I felt his heavy, hard erection pressing against my stomach through the fabric of his pants.

“Please…” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for—whether I wanted him to stop or to keep going.

“Please what?” he whispered against my neck, teeth grazing my sensitive skin right beside the new collar. “Tell the truth, silk girl. Tell me what the pain did to you.”

“I-I’m… aroused,” I confessed, voice breaking, humiliation and desire warring inside me. “It hurts, but… I want more. Sir.”

A growl of approval vibrated in his chest.

“Good girl. But we’re not done yet.”

He stepped away, and the sound of the flogger cutting the air began again. This time the strikes came with a little more force. The burn intensified, and my moans grew louder, almost desperate. With every hit, my body twisted, seeking the impact, craving the heat spreading under my skin. My mind screamed that this was wrong, that I should be terrified, but my traitorous body answered with obscene wetness that dripped down my thighs.

Valak stopped again. I felt his thick, warm fingers slide up the inside of my legs until they found my pussy. He sank two fingers inside me at once, testing how drenched I was. I gasped, head falling back.

“So wet…” he murmured, voice rough, spreading my own slickness over my swollen lips. “Your body is far more honest than your mind, Emília.”

He lifted me off the floor with ease, carrying my blindfolded, trembling body toward the bed with dark sheets. I was laid on my back. The sound of leather buckles echoed, and soon I felt my wrists and ankles being securely fastened to the four-poster columns. I was completely immobilized, spread open and exposed.

Silence returned, broken only by the sound of something striking. A match. The scent of melting wax and burning wick filled the air.

“The Silk District taught you lukewarm comfort,” his voice sounded above me. “Here, you will learn the extremes.”

A scalding drop hit the sensitive skin just above my navel. I screamed, my whole body arching against the restraints. The hot wax burned, but the pain lasted only a second before turning into a throbbing heat. Another drop landed on my left breast. Then the right. I panted, writhing, my mind short-circuiting.

Before I could get used to the heat, something freezing traced over the hot wax. An ice cube. Valak slid the ice down my neck, between my breasts, all the way to my clit. The brutal contrast between the fire of the wax and the ice made me sob with pleasure, begging for relief.

He tossed the ice aside and positioned himself between my legs. Without warning, he invaded me. It was one single, deep, possessive thrust. Valak filled me completely, fucking me with a force that stole my breath. There was none of the rehearsed gentleness of my old owners, none of the selfish haste of the dinner guests. There was only dominance. He took me as if he were marking my soul as his property.

When the climax hit me, it was violent. I screamed his name, coming so hard I saw stars behind the blindfold. He growled, sinking into me one last time before pouring his heat deep inside me.

While I tried to catch my breath, still bound and blindfolded, my mind waged war. I had liked it. I had liked being flogged, the burn of the wax, his raw strength. My “vanilla” mind, shaped by years of conditioning in the Silk District, screamed that this was wrong, that I was a monster for finding pleasure in pain. I fought myself in the darkness, feeling crushing guilt. But as Valak unlocked my wrists and stroked my sweaty hair with silent possessiveness, a terrifying thought crossed my mind: maybe I preferred the abyss. Maybe the abyss wasn’t so bad after all.


CHAPTER 9: On the Edge of the Abyss




I woke up sore, but it wasn’t the kind of pain that made me cry. It was a warm throb, a physical reminder of everything that had happened the night before.

Weak morning light filtered through the heavy curtains of Valak’s bedroom. I lay face down on the dark sheets, alone in the huge bed. My mind, however, was a battlefield. The conditioning of my entire life in the Silk District screamed inside my head. You’re a freak, my old mistress’s voice seemed to whisper. Enjoying pain is dirty. It’s wrong.

I hugged the pillow, feeling tears of guilt and confusion prick my eyes. I wanted to go back to being the girl who was terrified of whips. I wanted my ignorance back. But at the same time, the memory of Valak’s hands, the ice and fire, made my lower belly pulse with desire. I hated myself for it.

The bedroom door opened with a soft click. Valak entered. He was already dressed in black dress pants and a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He walked to the edge of the bed and watched me. His dark eyes were like blades, dissecting every thought I had.

“You’re fighting yourself, silk girl,” he stated, his deep voice filling the silence. “Your body knows what it wants, but your mediocre mind is trying to convince you that you’re a sinner.”

I sat up slowly, pulling the sheet over my breasts—an useless gesture of modesty I had never had before.

“It’s wrong…” I whispered, voice choked. “I shouldn’t like being hurt. Sir.”

Valak let out a low sigh, almost a growl of impatience. He walked to a wooden chest in the corner of the room and pulled out a roll of thick, silky red rope.

“The Silk District filled you with shame to keep you docile,” he said, approaching the bed. “Today, I’m going to rip that shame out of you. Drop the sheet.”

I hesitated for a second, but the authority in his voice left no room for disobedience. I let the fabric fall.

Valak pulled me to the center of the bed. With agile, precise movements, he began wrapping the red rope around my body. It wasn’t just to restrain me; it was art. The rope circled my breasts, crossed my abdomen, and tied my wrists firmly above my head, securing them to the carved wooden headboard. My legs were spread and bound to the lower posts.

I was completely exposed, stretched like an offering. The red rope contrasted with my pale skin, tightening slightly, reminding me with every breath that I was entirely at his mercy.

He went to the nightstand and picked up a small black silicone cylinder. A vibrator. The low buzz of the device turning on made my heart race.

“You think your desire is wrong?” Valak murmured, kneeling between my spread legs. “Let’s test the strength of your morality.”

He pressed the vibrating tip directly to my clit.

I screamed, arching my back against the ropes. The intensity was overwhelming. My body, already sensitive from the night before, reacted instantly. Pleasure shot up my spine like an electric shock. I closed my eyes, panting, ready to surrender to relief.

But the exact second my breathing faltered and the orgasm began to build, Valak pulled the device away.

“No,” I whimpered, opening my eyes, desperate from the sudden loss of contact.

“You don’t want this, remember?” he said, his tone cynical, eyes gleaming with calculated cruelty. “It’s wrong. It’s dirty.”

He waited for my breathing to calm, then pressed the vibrator against me again. This time he used his other hand to caress my breasts, pinching the nipples outlined by the rope. Pleasure swallowed me. I writhed, moaning loudly, begging silently. The tension in my lower belly coiled like a spring about to snap. I was on the edge of the abyss.

And he stopped again.

“Please…” I sobbed, tears of frustration streaming down my face. The guilt had evaporated, replaced by a primitive, overwhelming need.

“Please what?” he demanded, his face inches from mine. “Say it. Verbalize. Admit what you are, Emília.”

“I want… I need…” I cried, pulling at my wrists against the ropes.

“Say: I am yours, and I love what you do to me.”

Shame tried to hold me one last time, but lust and the desperate need for relief crushed it.

“I am yours!” I screamed, voice hoarse and desperate. “I am yours, and I love what you do to me! Please, Sir! Make me come!”

Valak smiled. A dark, victorious smile. He pressed the device against me hard, and the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I screamed his name, trembling violently against the red ropes, feeling the guilt washed away by the most intense pleasure I had ever experienced.

When the tremors subsided, he untied my wrists and ankles. I lay exhausted on the sheets, but he didn’t let me rest.

Valak walked to a heavy leather armchair near the fireplace and sat down.

“Come here,” he ordered.

I crawled to him on shaky legs.

“Face down over my knees.”

My heart leaped. I obeyed, lying across his thighs. My face turned toward the rug, and my pussy and ass were perfectly raised and exposed.

“You admitted you like the pleasure I give you,” Valak said, his heavy hand resting at the base of my spine. “Now, let’s negotiate. For every spank you accept without trying to escape or squirm, I’ll give you the touch you just begged for. Pain buys pleasure. Understood?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

The first spank landed.

It struck the back of my right thigh. The pain was sharp, focused, and stinging. I let out a muffled cry and my muscles clenched, but I forced myself to stay still. I dug my nails into the fabric of his pants, accepting the burn.

“Good girl,” he praised.

Immediately, his warm fingers slid between my legs, massaging my clit with precision that made me moan in relief. The contrast was maddening. The pain in my thigh still throbbed, but the pleasure he gave me in return made it all worth it.

Another strike, this time on my left thigh. I gasped, whimpering, but didn’t move. And again, the reward came. His fingers sank into me, fast and possessive, driving me to the edge of madness.

The negotiation continued. The sharp sound of spanks echoed through the room, followed by my moans and his heavy breathing. With every blow I endured, the reward grew deeper, more intense. My mind stopped fighting. The guilt disappeared completely. I was no longer the silk girl who ran from pain; I was the woman who embraced it, because I knew that on the other side of that pain lay the paradise only the Lord of the Abyss could give me.

When he finally pulled me up and sat me on his lap, I was crying, but not from sadness. I began to believe I still had a chance to live without fear and, perhaps, even love him.

Valak held me against his broad chest for a few minutes, letting my breathing calm. His scent—a mix of leather and sweat—now felt like the safest place in the world.

“Come,” he murmured, standing and carrying me in his arms as if I weighed nothing.

He took me to the bathroom attached to the bedroom. The space was a masterpiece of black marble and brushed metal. Valak stood me inside the spacious glass shower and turned on the water. Hot water cascaded over us, washing away the sweat, tears, and exhaustion.

What followed was a level of care I never expected from the Lord of the Abyss. With a soft sponge and sandalwood-scented liquid soap, he washed every inch of my body. His large, calloused hands were gentle as they passed over the reddened marks his spanks had left on my thighs. He wasn’t just cleaning me; he was claiming every piece of me, showing that the one who breaks is also the one who cares.

When we finished, he dried me with a fluffy towel and dressed me in a black silk robe that was far too big for me, but carried his scent.

We returned to the bedroom. The bed had already been remade by someone while we showered. Valak sat in the armchair and pulled me down to sit on the rug between his legs.

“Are you hungry?” he asked, his fingers playing with my damp hair.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, voice low and submissive.

Valak pressed a button on a small remote on the side table. Less than five minutes later, the bedroom door opened with a soft click.

Two slaves entered, and the sight of them made me catch my breath, brutally reminding me where I was. The first was a tall, muscular man, completely naked except for a steel cock cage locking his cock and a metal anal plug that gleamed with every step. He carried a silver tray with fruit, cheese, and bread. Behind him, a woman in a skin-tight black latex catsuit carried another tray with cured meats and two glasses of wine.

They knelt before us, heads bowed, offering the trays without saying a single word or making eye contact. Valak took what he wanted and dismissed them. They left backward, in silence.

We ate right there. Valak fed me with his own hands, placing pieces of cheese and grapes in my mouth. With every bite, I felt I was being nourished not just with food, but with his approval.

When we finished and the trays were set aside, the mood in the room shifted again. Valak’s gaze darkened, the predatory hunger returning.

“Remove the robe,” he ordered.

I obeyed immediately, letting the black silk slide off my shoulders and fall to the rug.

“Go to the center of the room.”

I walked to the indicated spot, right beneath the metal hooks bolted into the ceiling. Valak picked up the red ropes again. This time the binding was different—far more complex and intricate. He passed the rope over my shoulders, crossed it over my chest, down my hips, and wrapped my thighs. Every knot was tightened with precision.

When the rope structure was ready on my body, he took the main end and ran it through a pulley attached to the ceiling hook.

“Hold your breath,” he warned.

Valak pulled the rope. My feet left the floor. I gasped as my full weight was supported by the ropes. I was lifted until I hung suspended in the air, about a meter off the ground. The binding forced me into a specific position: torso upright, but legs spread wide and bent, as if I were sitting in an invisible chair. My pussy was completely exposed, vulnerable, and offered to him.

The sensation of floating, held only by his ropes, was terrifying and intoxicating. I had no way to escape, no way to move. I was entirely his.

Valak removed his shirt and pants, revealing a body covered in old scars and defined muscle. His erection was heavy and relentless. He walked toward me, stopping exactly between my suspended legs.

Unlike the brutality I expected, he didn’t take me immediately. Valak held my bound hips to steady my body in the air and brought his face to my chest. His warm lips closed around my nipple, sucking hard while his teeth grazed and nipped the sensitive skin. I gasped, head falling back. He alternated between possessive kisses and light bites on my breasts, marking me, making it clear I was his feast.

While his mouth devoured me from above, his long, skilled fingers slid down, finding my already soaked pussy. He began to stimulate me, rubbing my clit with maddening precision. The combination of suspension, bites on my breasts, and his relentless fingers brought me to the edge.

But he wanted more. Valak lowered his face, replacing his fingers with his hot, rough tongue. He devoured me with ravenous hunger, drinking every drop of my arousal, thrusting his tongue deep inside me while sucking my clit. I screamed and writhed in the ropes, completely at his mercy. The orgasm hit me like lightning, violent and overwhelming. My whole body trembled in the air, and I sobbed his name, crying from pure pleasure.

Only when the tremors of my climax began to subside did Valak rise. He gripped my hips again, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction at what he had done to me, and, with one firm, deep thrust, sank into me.

I screamed again, the sound echoing through the room. The penetration in this position was incredibly deep. With every thrust, my body swayed slightly in the ropes, and he pulled me back hard, slamming into me with animalistic intensity.

“Mine,” he growled with every stroke, his voice vibrating against my skin. “My silk girl. My property.”

I couldn’t think. The pleasure was continuous, amplified by the suspension and total submission. My nails dug into the ropes binding my arms, and I threw my head back, moaning and sobbing as he devoured me.

Valak felt my fresh contractions around him and, with one final guttural grunt, thrust deep and poured his hot cum inside me.

He kept me suspended for a few more moments, panting, face buried in my neck, feeling my heart racing against his.

When he finally lowered me and released me from the ropes, my legs wouldn’t hold my weight. I collapsed into his arms, exhausted, destroyed, and completely remade.

Valak carried me back to the bed and covered me with the sheets.

“Rest,” he murmured, kissing my forehead—a gesture that made me close my eyes with a sigh. “Tonight, I’ll show you the dungeon.”

He pulled on his pants and left the room, leaving me alone with his scent, the throbbing ache in my thighs, and the absolute certainty that I would never be the same again.


CHAPTER 10: The Circle of Shadows




In the days that followed, Valak made it clear that my education was only just beginning. The mansion, which had once seemed merely dark and intimidating, revealed itself as a labyrinth of power dynamics. And at the heart of that labyrinth was the dungeon in the basement.

It wasn’t a dirty medieval dungeon like the legends in the triage cells suggested. It was a spacious room with polished stone walls, indirect lighting, and leather-and-steel equipment kept in perfect condition. It smelled of beeswax, clean metal, and old sweat.

I knelt in the center of a thick rubber mat, naked, wearing only the black collar Valak had placed on me. He stood in front of me, legs slightly apart.

“In the Silk District, they taught you to be an artist,” Valak said, his voice echoing off the stone walls. He unbuttoned his pants, freeing his heavy erection. “They taught you to suck with technique, to make eye contact, to pretend you were in control of the situation to stroke the egos of weak men.”

He gripped my hair at the nape, not hard enough to hurt, but with a firmness that completely immobilized me.

“Here, you are not an artist, Emília. You are a receptacle. I don’t want your rehearsed technique. I want your absolute submission. Open your mouth.”

I obeyed. When I tried to use my tongue and lips with the delicate skill I had always used, he growled and pushed my shoulders down, forcing himself deep into my throat in one thrust. My eyes watered and I gagged, my hands instinctively flying to his thighs to try to pull back.

“Hands behind your back,” he ordered.

I forced my hands behind me, fighting the gag reflex. He set the rhythm. It was raw, deep, and dominating. He wasn’t looking for my performance; he was taking what he wanted, using my mouth with the same possessiveness he used the rest of my body. When he finally pulled back, I was panting, tears streaming down my face, but my lower belly pulsed with a dark arousal I still refused to accept.

“Better,” he murmured, wiping his thumb across my wet lower lip. “Stand up. We have guests. And you’re going to learn how my property behaves in the presence of other Owners.”

I was taken to Valak’s private office on the main floor. I was instructed to kneel beside his heavy leather armchair, head lowered and hands resting on my thighs.

A few minutes later, the double doors opened.

The air in the room changed instantly, growing thick and charged. Two rulers from the Leather District entered, and their presence was as lethal as Valak’s.

The first was Lord Kian. He had platinum-blond hair, almost white, and a cynical smile that didn’t reach his bicolored eyes—one blue, one brown. He radiated chaotic, sadistic energy. Behind him crawled a male slave wearing a ring gag and heavy harnesses.

The second was Lady Vesper. A tall woman with flawless dark skin and braids that fell to her waist. She wore a sharply tailored feminine suit. Behind her waited two silent slaves: a man whose body was covered in artistic scarification, wearing only chest harnesses, and a slender woman in a latex corset that left her breasts exposed, with a metal muzzle preventing her from speaking. Her eyes were cold and calculating, the eyes of a predator who preferred psychological torture over physical.

“Valak,” Kian greeted, throwing himself onto one of the sofas and snapping his fingers so his slave could serve as a footrest. “Polishing the dungeon, I hope?”

“Always, Kian,” Valak replied, pouring himself a measure of whiskey.

Lady Vesper sat gracefully, crossing her long legs. Her gaze fell on me, sharp as a scalpel.

“So the rumors are true,” Vesper murmured, her voice velvety. “The Lord of the Abyss spent half a million credits on a porcelain doll from the Silk District. She looks like she’ll break if I breathe too close.”

I felt my face heat with humiliation, but I kept my head lowered, remembering the rule of silence.

Kian leaned forward, his bicolored eyes gleaming with curiosity.

“She’s beautiful. Very beautiful,” he said, licking his lips. “What’s the status of her QR code, Valak? Green? I’d pay well to test this porcelain’s resistance in my sensory deprivation room.”

The silence that followed was freezing. Valak didn’t raise his voice, but when he spoke, every word dripped venom.

“Her status is red, Kian. And it will remain red until the day she dies. If you, or any other Owner, touch a single hair on her head, I’ll cut off your hands and feed them to my dogs. Am I clear?”

Kian raised his hands in surrender, laughing softly, but there was a gleam of respect in his eyes.

“Easy, my friend. It was just a question.”

“Leave his property alone,” Vesper intervened. “We didn’t come here to talk about slaves. We came to talk about the Syndicate.”

Valak sat in the armchair beside me. I felt his heavy hand settle on top of my head, fingers threading through my hair in a possessive gesture that, to my despair, made me sigh with relief. I was safe with him.

“The Syndicate is aggressively seizing properties in the Silk District,” Valak said, his tone now strictly business. “Her former owners were only the first. The Dome needs money fast.”

“Why?” Kian asked, the amusement fading from his face.

“Because the borders are failing,” Vesper answered, her dark eyes gleaming with dangerous intensity. “My spies in the Iron Domain confirmed it. The wolves from the Wild Domain are testing the defenses. And there are rumors that magic from the Rune Bastion is leaking into our territory. The Syndicate is panicking, trying to finance a larger army before a civil war breaks out.”

Valak tightened his fingers in my hair, and I held my breath.

“The Central Government is weak,” Valak murmured, staring at the fireplace flames. “And when kings bleed, Kian… it’s time for the monsters to take the castle.”


CHAPTER 11: Forging in Darkness




The meeting in the office was the last time I saw sunlight for seven days.

When the other Owners left, Valak took me back to the basement. The dungeon became my entire world. During that week, I was not treated like a luxury girl or a display piece. I was treated like clay in a master’s hands—broken, melted, and reshaped again to serve a single purpose: him.

Valak was a man of strict preferences. In the Silk District, I had been taught to be proactive—to moan at the right time, to roll my hips to please the master’s view, to use my hands and mouth as if I were in a constant performance.

Valak hated performances.

“Stay still,” he growled on the third day, gripping my hips so hard I knew they would bruise.

I was on all fours over a leather horse (a padded BDSM bench), and instinctively I had started arching and rolling my hips against his thrusts, trying to please him. He stopped immediately, and the sound of the crop cut the air, snapping against my ass.

“I don’t want you dancing for me, Emília,” he said, his voice low and dangerous, while the sting spread across my skin. “I am not one of your weak former owners who needs you to do the work for them. When I’m inside you, you don’t move unless I command it. You receive. You absorb. Understood?”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I stammered, face pressed into the leather of the bench.

And he taught me. Day after day.

My routine in the dungeon was a blur of sensory deprivation and discipline. Valak left me blindfolded and gagged for hours, chained to wall rings or suspended from the ceiling. The goal wasn’t physical torture, but to silence my mind. Unable to see or speak, I was forced to focus only on my body and his presence. I learned to recognize the sound of his footsteps, the change in his breathing when he was aroused, the scent of leather and whiskey that preceded him.

He taught me that pain wasn’t punishment, but a reset button. Whenever my mind tried to slip back into old habits of faking, he used the flogger, the crop, or even drops of hot wax to bring me back to the present. And every time, the reward was his body.

On the seventh day, I knelt in the center of the rubber mat. I wore only the brushed-steel cuffs he had permanently locked around my wrists and ankles—connected by a short chain that limited my steps—plus my black collar.

I was blindfolded. My hands were secured behind my back.

I heard the metal door of the dungeon open. Valak’s heavy footsteps echoed across the stone floor. My heart raced, and the familiar wetness already began to gather between my legs, but I didn’t move. I kept my posture straight, breathing controlled. I was ready.

He stopped in front of me. I felt the heat of his body.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

I opened it immediately, relaxing my jaw. He didn’t use his fingers to prepare me. He simply guided his heavy, hard cock into my mouth.

This time, I didn’t try to use my tongue in a performative way. I didn’t try to set the rhythm. I tilted my head back, opened my throat, and let him use me. He gripped my hair and thrust deep, slamming against the back of my throat with a force that made me gag and tear up beneath the blindfold. But I didn’t pull away. I swallowed the discomfort, focusing only on being the perfect receptacle for his fury.

Valak’s rhythm was relentless and animalistic. He growled words of possession against my face, and I fed on that energy. When he finally reached the edge, he held my head firmly and came deep down my throat.

“Swallow,” he ordered, breathless.

I swallowed everything, feeling the hot, salty taste slide down, and only then did he pull away.

Valak removed the blindfold from my eyes. The dim light of the dungeon made me blink a few times until I focused on his face. He was looking at me with an intensity that made my chest tighten. It wasn’t just lust. It was pride.

He unlocked the heavy chains that held me to the floor, leaving only the leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles and the black collar around my neck. Before I could steady myself, he pinned me against the cold stone wall.

“You learn fast, silk girl,” he murmured, kissing my neck possessively, teeth grazing my skin.

He lifted my right leg, hooking it at his hip, and invaded me in one thrust. I gasped, digging my nails into his broad shoulders. The cold stone against my back contrasted with the fire he ignited inside me.

I didn’t roll my hips. I didn’t fake. I simply threw my head back and let him take me with deep, brutal thrusts, moaning loudly, giving him my rawest truth. The golden cage was a distant memory. I had been forged in the abyss, and now I belonged to him.


CHAPTER 12: The Blur and the Forge




After he was sated, he said:

“The basic training is over, Emília,” his voice was rough velvet. “You’ve learned to empty your mind.”

“Let’s go upstairs.”

My legs trembled from what we had just done, but he held my waist, steadying me. His touch sent a shiver of comfort through me that I never imagined I could feel.

“Take a bath and rest,” he ordered, his dark eyes gleaming with a dangerous promise. “Tonight, the Syndicate Dome is holding a masquerade ball for high society. All the Owners will be there.”

My heart leaped. The Syndicate. The outside world.

Valak wrapped the end of my leash around his fist, pulling me close until our lips almost touched.

“And I’m going to show them exactly what I forged in the dark. You will walk at my feet and prove to everyone that you are untouchable.”

At the end of the seventh day, the silk girl who cried in fear of whips no longer existed. In her place stood a woman forged in darkness, shaped by the hands of the Lord of the Abyss, ready for anything he demanded.


CHAPTER 13: The Masquerade Ball




The hot bath washed away the sweat and the scent of the dungeon, but it didn’t erase the marks Valak had left on my skin. And for the first time, I didn’t want them to fade.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, I found a black velvet box waiting on the bed. Valak leaned against the doorframe, already dressed in an impeccably cut black suit, with an obsidian mask covering the upper half of his face. He looked like a war god disguised among mortals.

“Dress,” he ordered.

I opened the box. There was no silk, no lace, no flowing gowns like the ones I used to wear in my old district. The outfit was an intricate web of fine onyx chains and soft leather straps, joined by dark translucent fabric that clung to my body like a second skin.

When I finished dressing, I looked at myself in the large bedroom mirror. The dress hid nothing; it framed everything. My breasts were visible beneath the sheer material, nipples still sensitive and hard. The leather straps hugged my waist and ran down my thighs, leaving the reddened marks from the crop perfectly on display. It was clothing that screamed submission, yet at the same time radiated untouchable danger.

Valak approached from behind. He fastened a metallic lace mask over my eyes and finally adjusted my black collar, attaching a thin but unbreakable silver leash to it.

“The rules for tonight,” he whispered in my ear, his dark eyes meeting mine in the mirror’s reflection. “You look at no one but me. You speak to no one but me. If anyone approaches, you kneel at my feet. Tonight, you are not just a slave. You are the extension of my power.”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, my voice steady, without a trace of the hesitation that had haunted me weeks earlier.

The ride to the Crystal Palace, the headquarters of the Syndicate Dome, was made in silence. When the doors of the main hall opened for us, I was hit by a wave of golden lights, classical music, and the cloying scent of expensive perfumes and champagne.

The hall was packed with the elite of the Carnal Domain. Masked Owners and Ladies displayed their properties—slaves and slave girls dressed in excessive luxury, crawling or serving drinks with rehearsed smiles. It was the same theater I had once been part of.

But when Valak stepped into the hall, holding my leash, the atmosphere changed.

The music seemed to grow quieter. Conversations died down one by one. The sea of masks parted, opening a path for the Lord of the Abyss. I walked beside him, posture perfectly straight, steps measured. I felt the burning gazes on me—looks of lust, envy, and shock. They saw the marks on my thighs. They saw the transparency of my dress. But above all, they saw that I wasn’t trembling. I was not a frightened victim; I was the creature who had survived his darkness.

We stopped near one of the massive marble pillars. Immediately, a burly man wearing a gold mask encrusted with rubies approached. He was accompanied by four armed guards.

“Lord Valak,” the man greeted, his voice heavy with false cordiality. “It’s a surprise to see you at a Dome event. I thought the Leather District preferred the shadows.”

“Councilor Thorne,” Valak replied, his tone cold and disinterested. “The shadows were becoming boring.”

Thorne’s eyes slid down to me. The greed in his gaze was palpable, disgusting. He licked his lips.

“I see you brought the famous Lot 402. The rumors didn’t do her justice. A magnificent piece.” Thorne took a step toward me, raising his hand as if to touch my face.

My training took over before I could think. Without hesitation, without showing fear, I simply dropped to my knees on the marble floor, prostrating myself at Valak’s feet, out of the Councilor’s reach.

Valak didn’t move, but the aura around him darkened so violently that Thorne’s guards took a step back.

“Touch her, Thorne, and I guarantee you won’t have hands left to hold your champagne glass,” Valak said, his voice so low it almost got lost in the music, yet lethal enough to make the Councilor pale.

Thorne quickly withdrew his hand, forcing a nervous laugh.

“Just admiring, Valak. We don’t need hostilities. Especially now.” The Councilor glanced around and lowered his voice. “The Syndicate needs unity. This ball is a farce to calm the investors. Things are getting out of control.”

Valak took a sip of his drink, expression impassive. “Enlighten me.”

“The wolves from the Wild Domain destroyed three of our extraction bases in the north this morning,” Thorne whispered, panic leaking through the golden mask. “And our spies report that the mages from the Arcane Domain are closing trade routes in the east. The Carnal Domain is being squeezed. The Dome will demand that all Districts send their guards and disposable slaves to the borders. We’ll need your army, Valak.”

Kneeling at my master’s feet, I held my breath. A war. The Syndicate’s perfect, luxurious world was crumbling.

I looked up, watching Valak’s face. Thorne expected to see concern, but what I saw was something far more terrifying.

Valak smiled. A cold, cruel, victorious smile.

“The Syndicate will get exactly what it deserves, Thorne,” Valak murmured.

It was in that moment, feeling the cold of the marble beneath my knees and hearing the promise of destruction in his voice, that I understood the truth. Valak wasn’t there to help the Syndicate. He was going to accelerate their fall. And I was exactly where I belonged: beside the man who would set the world on fire.


CHAPTER 14: Blood on the Marble




Valak’s smile was the spark that lit the powder keg.

Councilor Thorne took a step back, understanding finally shattering the mask of arrogance he wore. He looked at Valak, then at me kneeling on the floor, and the panic in his eyes turned into desperate fury.

“You’re a traitor,” Thorne hissed, voice shaking. He raised his right hand—a clear, rehearsed signal.

The classical music filling the hall stopped abruptly, replaced by a high-pitched buzz from the speakers. The heavy oak doors of the Crystal Palace slammed shut with a metallic boom, locking everyone inside. Confused screams echoed among the high-society guests, but Thorne’s attention was fixed only on us.

Dozens of Syndicate guards in black tactical uniforms, armed with electric batons and short blades, emerged from the shadows of the pillars, forming a circle around us.

“Lord Valak of the Leather District is an enemy of the Dome!” Thorne shouted to the hall, retreating behind a wall of human shields. “Kill him. But take the girl alive. Let’s see how arrogant the Lord of the Abyss remains when his bitch is being divided among my men.”

My heart stopped. Instinctive terror tried to take over, but before I could even blink, the silver leash attached to my collar was pulled firmly.

“Stay on the floor, Emília. Don’t move,” Valak’s voice sounded above me, cold, controlled, and absolutely lethal.

The first guard lunged, stretching out a gloved hand toward my arm.

He never reached me.

Valak moved with a speed that defied logic. A silver flash appeared in his right hand—a dark-bladed combat knife hidden in the lining of his suit. With one fluid, brutal motion, he slit the guard’s throat. Hot blood sprayed, staining the white marble inches from my knees. The man fell choking, but Valak was already looking elsewhere.

Chaos exploded. Guests screamed and ran in panic, trampling one another to escape the center of the hall, while the Syndicate guards advanced on us.

I stayed exactly where he commanded. Kneeling, watching the man who had broken me in the dungeon transform into a monster to protect me.

Valak was a force of nature. He didn’t fight like an ordinary soldier; he fought like a predator. He dodged blows with millimeter precision, turning his enemies’ own strength against them. One guard tried to flank him to reach me. Valak spun, drove the knife into the man’s chest, and with his free hand snapped the neck of another who approached from behind.

The smell of fresh blood and ozone from the electric batons filled the air. The translucent dress I wore splattered with red, but I didn’t close my eyes. I couldn’t look away. Every man who dared look at me, every hand that reached toward me, was severed, broken, or destroyed by Valak.

He was death dressed in a suit. And he was my master.

In less than three minutes, the circle of guards around us had turned into a graveyard of mutilated bodies. Valak stood at the center of the carnage, chest rising and falling heavily, his once-impeccable suit now ruined by enemy blood. The obsidian mask still covered his face, but his eyes burned with infernal fury as he stared at Councilor Thorne.

Thorne was cornered against the wall, trembling, the last two guards he had left retreating in terror.

Valak walked slowly toward him, his leather shoes crunching broken glass on the floor. He grabbed Thorne by the collar, lifting the burly man off the ground with one hand.

“Y-you can’t do this…” Thorne choked, face turning purple from lack of air. “The Syndicate will hunt you. The entire Carnal Domain will…”

“The Syndicate is already dead, Thorne. You just haven’t realized it yet,” Valak whispered, his voice vibrating with a dark promise. He brought his face close to the Councilor’s. “Tell the Dome that the Abyss is collecting its debts. And tell them that if anyone even thinks of my property’s name again, I will burn this Palace with all of you inside.”

Valak threw him to the floor like trash. Thorne coughed, crawling away, pathetic and defeated.

Valak turned to me. He sheathed the knife, wiped the excess blood from his hands on his own suit, and walked to where I knelt. The contrast between the violence he had just committed and the way he crouched in front of me stole my breath.

He touched my face. His fingers were stained with blood, smearing my cheek, but the touch was incredibly gentle.

“Are you hurt?” he asked, his eyes scanning my body for any scratch.

“No, Sir,” I answered, voice steady, leaning my face into his bloodied hand.

A gleam of approval crossed his gaze. He picked up my leash from the floor, wrapped it around his fist, and pulled me to my feet.

“Let’s go home. The war has begun.”

We walked out of the Crystal Palace together. No one dared stop us. We stepped over the bodies and the blood-stained marble, and for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel like a slave being dragged. I felt like the queen of the most dangerous man in the world.


CHAPTER 15: Adrenaline in the Veins




The armored car sliced through the dark streets of the Carnal Domain like a blade. The engine growled low, but the silence inside the vehicle was suffocating, charged with an electric tension that made the air vibrate. Valak drove with one firm hand on the wheel, the other still stained with dried blood. His suit was torn at one shoulder, revealing tanned skin marked by old scars. The obsidian mask had been tossed onto the back seat, and his dark eyes burned with a mix of residual fury and something more primal, more hungry.

I sat beside him, the chain-and-leather dress now splattered with red, sticking to my sweaty skin. My heart still hammered in my chest, not from fear, but from a wild excitement I had never felt before. Seeing Valak massacre those men for me—for me—had ignited something deep inside me. He wasn’t just my master. He was my protector, my god of destruction. And I wanted to serve him like never before.

“Sir…” I whispered, voice hoarse, reaching out to touch his thigh.

He didn’t take his eyes off the road, but his jaw tightened.

“Not now, Emília.”

But I couldn’t wait. Adrenaline coursed through my veins like liquid fire. I unzipped his pants with trembling fingers, freeing his already semi-hard cock, pulsing with the same fury he had unleashed in the hall. Without asking permission—knowing he would grant it—I leaned over the center console and took him into my mouth.

Valak released a guttural growl, his free hand flying to my hair, gripping it tightly. I sucked with desperate hunger, my tongue swirling around the swollen head, tasting the salty mix of sweat and residual blood. The car swerved slightly when he tightened his grip on the wheel, but he kept control, thrusting into my mouth with short, brutal strokes while accelerating through the empty streets.

“You filthy little slut,” he grunted, pushing deeper into my throat. I gagged, tears streaming down my cheeks, but I didn’t stop. I licked the base, massaging his heavy balls with my free hand, feeling them tighten under my touch. The wet sounds of my mouth echoed in the closed car, mixing with the roar of the engine.

He came with a roar, holding my head in place as hot jets flooded my throat. I swallowed every drop, licking the last remnants until he pulled me up by the hair, his blazing eyes meeting mine.

“You’ve learned well,” he murmured, voice rough with pleasure. But the fire in him hadn’t been extinguished. He pressed the accelerator, reaching the mansion in minutes.

The moment the car doors closed behind us in the underground garage, Valak grabbed my hips and slammed me against the still-warm hood. He tore the chain dress with one violent yank, exposing my breasts and my soaked pussy.

“Look at you,” he growled, teeth sinking into my neck while two fingers plunged into my cunt, curling to hit the spot that made me tremble. “Soaking wet just from watching me kill for you. My silk girl has become a whore of the Abyss.”

I moaned loudly, arching my back against the cold metal of the hood. He flipped me face down, spreading my legs with his knee. The sound of his zipper was followed by a sharp spank on my ass, reigniting the marks from the dungeon. Then he invaded me. Without mercy, without preparation beyond my own arousal. The penetration was deep and brutal, the hood of the car creaking under the impact of our bodies.

Valak fucked me like an animal, one hand on my hip, the other pulling my collar back, forcing my head up. Every thrust slammed against the deepest part of me, the anal plug I still wore making everything tighter, more intense. I screamed, nails scratching the black paint, pleasure mixing with the pain of the fresh marks on my thighs.

“Tell me who you belong to,” he demanded, biting my shoulder hard enough to leave teeth marks.

“Yours!” I sobbed, the orgasm building like an overwhelming wave. “Your property, Sir!”

He sped up, hips slapping against mine with wet, obscene sounds. When I came, it was violent, my inner walls clenching around him, taking every drop of his pleasure. Valak roared, burying himself to the hilt and spilling inside me, marking me from within as he had marked me from without.

We stayed there, panting, sweat dripping down our bodies. He pulled away slowly, turning me to face him. His eyes still burned, but there was something new in them: deep, almost vulnerable approval.

“Go take a shower,” he ordered, kissing my sweaty forehead. “And prepare yourself. Tomorrow the Syndicate will come for us. But they’ll find the Abyss waiting.”

I nodded, legs shaky, feeling his cum dripping down my thighs as I climbed the stairs. The war had begun. And I was ready to fight beside him.


CHAPTER 16: The Alliance of Shadows




The next morning dawned gray, as if the Carnal Domain itself knew that the blood spilled in the Crystal Palace was only the beginning. I woke in Valak’s arms, his body still warm against mine, marked by fresh scratches I had left the night before. My lower belly throbbed with a sweet ache, a reminder of his possessive fury on the car hood.

Valak was already awake, eyes fixed on the ornate ceiling of the bedroom. He pulled me tighter against him, fingers lazily tracing the curve of my spine.

“The Syndicate will retaliate today,” he murmured, his deep voice echoing in the silence. “I left Thorne alive. He’ll spread the rumor that I’m a traitor. We need allies.”

I nestled against his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath the skin.

“Kian and Vesper?” I asked, voice low.

He nodded, kissing the top of my head.

“Yes. They hate the Syndicate as much as I do. But first… let’s shower.”

He carried me to the bathroom, as he always did after our intense nights. Hot water cascaded over us, and Valak washed me with that ritualistic devotion that made me tremble. His large, calloused fingers slid between my legs, cleaning the remnants of our madness, but soon they turned into something more. He pinned me against the cold tiles, lifting one of my legs and entering me slowly, with torturous slowness that contrasted with the brutality of the previous night.

“Feel me,” he whispered against my neck, thrusting deep, thigh muscles flexing with every movement. Water ran down our bodies, mixing with fresh sweat. I moaned, digging my nails into his shoulders, feeling every vein pulsing inside me. He sped up, one hand on my breast, pinching the hardened nipple, the other on my clit, circling with cruel precision. The orgasm hit me like a wave, my inner walls clenching around him, milking him until he came with a low growl, filling me.

He dried me gently, dressing me in a simple black silk robe, but leaving the collar and cuffs on my wrists and ankles.

“Stay here,” he ordered, leaving to prepare the meeting.

Hours later, the mansion doorbell rang. I heard deep voices in the entrance hall: Kian with his chaotic laugh, and Vesper with her velvety, blade-sharp voice. Valak led them to the war room in the basement—a room I had never seen, equipped with holographic maps of the Carnal Domain, surveillance screens, and a polished stone table.

I was called to kneel beside Valak’s chair. Kian and Vesper were already seated, their slaves prostrated at their feet. Kian drank whiskey straight from the bottle, his bicolored eyes gleaming with sadistic amusement. Vesper crossed her long legs, watching me with a calculating smile.

“So the Abyss finally showed its claws,” Kian said, raising his glass in a mocking toast. “I heard Thorne almost pissed himself yesterday. How many guards did you kill this time, Valak?”

“Nineteen,” Valak answered coldly, pouring himself brandy. “But that’s only the beginning. The Dome will declare open war. They’ll freeze our assets, send bounty hunters, and try to confiscate our properties.”

Vesper tilted her head, her dark eyes fixed on me.

“And the silk girl? She’s the Achilles’ heel now. Thorne will use her to destabilize you.”

Valak placed his hand on my shoulder, a possessive gesture that made me sigh with relief.

“She is my strength, not my weakness. And she has something the Syndicate fears more than my blades.”

He picked up a portable scanner from the table and passed it over my nape, where the QR code was tattooed beneath the skin. A hologram projected into the air: encrypted files, financial transactions, emails from the Dome. Irrefutable proof that Emília’s former owners—and dozens of other Silk District Owners—had been deliberately ruined by the Syndicate to seize their properties and finance a “secret war” against the other Domains.

Kian whistled, leaning forward.

“Son of a bitch. They sabotaged the Silk District to buy weapons? And her QR holds all of that?”

“Yes,” Valak confirmed. “The Syndicate implanted fake chips in elite slaves to track and break indebted Owners. Emília was a trophy, after all. But now she is the bomb that will blow up the Dome.”

Vesper smiled, tapping her fingers on the table.

“I’m in. My spies have already confirmed troop movements in the Iron Domain. If the Syndicate falls, we divide the Carnal Domain among the three of us.”

Kian laughed, loud and manic.

“I’ll handle the bounty hunters. I’ll turn them into my new toys.”

Valak nodded, sealing the alliance with a handshake. But his eyes returned to me, darkening with desire.

The meeting ended, and as soon as Kian and Vesper left, Valak pulled me onto his lap in the leather chair.

“You heard everything,” he murmured, opening my robe and exposing my breasts. His lips captured a nipple, sucking hard while his fingers slid to my already wet pussy. “Your former owners were betrayed by the Syndicate. Guilherme… he was an innocent pawn. But you are mine now.”

I moaned, spreading my legs for him, feeling his fingers part me, curling inside me.

“Yes, Sir… only yours…”

He lifted me, turning me so my back was to him in the chair, and entered me slowly, hands on my hips setting the rhythm. Every thrust was deep and possessive, his teeth marking my shoulder while I rode backward, feeling the perfect friction. Pleasure rose like fire, and when I came, clenching around him, he followed with a grunt, filling me once more.

As we caught our breath, he whispered in my ear:

“Tomorrow we attack the Dome. And Guilherme… we’ll rescue him. I promise.”


CHAPTER 17: The Assault on the Dome




Valak’s mansion transformed into a war headquarters overnight. Holographic maps flickered in the underground room, showing the Dome’s defenses—the glass-and-steel skyscraper at the heart of the Carnal Domain. Kian and Vesper had left to mobilize their own forces, but the alliance was sealed. The QR code on my nape was the key: the proof of the Dome’s corruption, transferred to an encrypted drive, would be the final nail in their coffin.

Valak kept me by his side all day, like an extension of himself. He dressed me in a fitted black tactical jumpsuit that accentuated my curves without restricting movement. The collar remained, now with a built-in communicator. The cuffs on my wrists and ankles were replaced by metal bracelets with retractable blades—weapons for me.

“Today you fight with me,” he said, adjusting the leash at my neck. “Not as a slave. As my blade.”

My heart raced. His trust in me was intoxicating. Before we left, he pinned me against the war room wall, his lips capturing mine in a fierce kiss. His hands slid to the zipper of the jumpsuit, opening it to the waist and exposing my breasts. He sucked one nipple with hunger, teeth grazing the sensitive skin while two fingers plunged into my already wet pussy.

“Feel how much I need you,” he growled, thrusting his fingers deep, curling them to hit the spot that made me tremble. I moaned against his mouth, spreading my legs to give him full access. He turned me around, lowering the jumpsuit to my knees and entering me with one single, deep thrust. The friction was perfect, his thick, pulsing cock filling me completely. He fucked me with controlled force, one hand circling my clit fast, the other pulling my collar back.

“Come for me, my weapon,” he demanded, speeding up his hips. The orgasm hit me like lightning, my inner walls clenching around him, milking him, and he came with a guttural grunt, filling me with heat. He pulled away slowly, closing the jumpsuit and kissing my sweaty nape.

“Now, let’s finish them.”

The attack began at dusk. A convoy of armored vehicles from the Leather District invaded the Dome’s peripheral streets. Synchronized explosions brought down the outer barriers, and we entered through the basement, leading an elite team. Valak at the front, me right behind him, weapon in hand.

The Dome’s guards waited for us in the marble corridors. Gunshots echoed, but Valak was unstoppable—dropping enemies with precise shots and hand-to-hand combat. I covered his back, shooting anyone who tried to flank him.

We reached the command room on the 50th floor. Thorne was there, surrounded by terrified councilors and a dozen elite guards. In the central hologram, flashes of Guilherme—my Guilherme—appeared, chained in a containment cell.

“Valak!” Thorne shouted, activating energy shields. “You’re insane! The entire Domain will fall because of an auction whore!”

Valak smiled coldly, tossing the drive with the QR code proof onto the floor.

“Broadcast it on all channels. Let the Carnal Domain see your corruption.”

Thorne hesitated, but a guard fired. The bullet ricocheted off the shield, and Valak was caught off guard—a second shot came from behind, straight at his back.

My body acted before my mind. I threw myself in front, the impact hitting my shoulder. Pain exploded, hot and searing. Valak spun, massacring the remaining guards in seconds. Thorne tried to flee, but Valak grabbed him by the collar.

“The girl…” Thorne gasped. “She saved you. Why?”

“Because she is mine,” Valak growled, snapping his neck with a dry crack.

He ran to me, tearing the jumpsuit at the wounded shoulder. Blood flowed, but the wound was superficial—the ballistic plate in the suit had absorbed the worst.

“Idiot,” he murmured, eyes blazing with fury and something deeper. He pinned me against the command table, opening the jumpsuit completely. His lips devoured mine while his fingers checked the wound, then slid to my adrenaline-soaked pussy.

“Feel how much you belong to me,” he demanded, penetrating me with three fingers, curling them mercilessly. I moaned loudly, the pain in my shoulder mixing with overwhelming pleasure. He lifted me onto the table, spread my legs, and sank his hard cock inside me. Every thrust was savage, hips slamming against mine, wet sounds echoing in the empty room. One hand on my throat, squeezing lightly, the other on my clit, rubbing with fury.

“Come, my savior,” he ordered, and I obeyed, screaming as the orgasm tore through me, clenching around him until he came with me, filling me again.

Exhausted, he dressed me and activated the final hologram: Guilherme, a hostage of the Dome, being taken to a secret transport.

“We’ll rescue him,” Valak promised, kissing my bloodied forehead. “And then the Domain will be ours.”


CHAPTER 18: Guilherme’s Rescue




The hologram flickered on the war room screen, showing the Dome’s armored transport cutting through the peripheral roads of the Carnal Domain heading north. Guilherme was inside, chained like bait to lure Valak into a trap. But we were faster. Kian and Vesper were already in position—Kian with his chaotic team of sadists, Vesper with her silent spies. The alliance of shadows was ready for the final strike.

Valak dressed me in black tactical pants and shirt. He checked my retractable blades and the communicator in my collar, his fingers lingering a second longer on my nape, tracing the tattooed QR code.

“Stay close to me,” he ordered, dark eyes burning with determination. “Guilherme is the last link to your past. After him, the Syndicate falls for good.”

My stomach twisted. Guilherme—the only one who had treated me with kindness in the Silk District, the brother I never had. I needed to save him. The mission’s adrenaline already pulsed in my veins, mixed with the dark excitement only Valak could awaken.

We left in two vehicles: our armored one in front, with Kian flanking from the left. The chase began under the full moon, gunshots lighting the night as we took down the Dome’s roadblocks. Explosions echoed, and Valak drove like a demon, dodging missiles while I fired from the side windows, dropping enemy motorcyclists.

Kian contacted us through the communicator:

“I’ve got the rear. Vesper already infiltrated the transport. Grab the hostage and take out the drivers.”

The plan worked. Vesper sabotaged the brakes of the main truck, forcing it to stop on an abandoned bridge. We jumped from the moving vehicle, rolling on the asphalt and taking position. Dome guards poured out armed, but Valak and I cut them down in perfect sync.

We entered the rear compartment. Guilherme was there, chained to a metal wall, face bruised and bloody, but alive. His eyes widened when he saw me.

“Emília…?” he whispered, voice hoarse. “You… you’re alive.”

Valak cut the chains with hydraulic shears.

“She is mine now. But you have information we need. Speak.”

Guilherme swallowed hard, looking at my tight tactical clothing, the visible marks on my neck.

“The Syndicate… they planned a total purge in the peripheral districts. Use slaves against the wolves and mages. There’s a secret bunker in the north with physical proof—documents, recordings. It’s the heart of their corruption.”

Valak nodded, helping him to his feet. More alarms sounded—Dome reinforcements were approaching. We ran to our vehicle, Guilherme between us. As we fled, gunshots rained through the rear windows. The adrenaline was unbearable.

Valak floored the accelerator, but his eyes met mine in the rearview mirror.

“I need you,” he growled. “Now.”

He unzipped his pants with one hand, freeing his rigid, pulsing cock. Without hesitation, I took him into my mouth, sucking with fury while the car swerved through curves. The salty taste of him mixed with the sweat of battle, my tongue swirling around the swollen head, lips tightening at the base as I gagged on his depth. Guilherme watched in shock from the corner of his eye, but Valak ignored him, one hand on the wheel, the other on my nape, forcing me deeper.

“Good girl,” he grunted, accelerating to escape a barricade. The car shook violently, but I didn’t stop, licking the protruding veins, massaging his balls with my hand. He came with a roar, hot jets filling my throat while he swerved around an explosion. I swallowed everything, licking him clean as we returned to the safe road.

Guilherme coughed, flushed.

“What…?”

“She is mine,” Valak repeated, closing his zipper. “And she saved your life. Thank her.”

We reached the mansion without further incident. Guilherme was taken to a secure room, but before sleeping, he hugged me—a lost brother’s embrace.

“You’ve changed,” he murmured. “But you’re still my Emília.”

Valak watched from the doorway, eyes possessive. When Guilherme left, he pulled me into his arms, tearing off my dirty clothes.

“Prove you’re only mine,” he demanded, throwing me onto the bed.

I spread my legs, guiding him inside me. He entered me slowly at first, hips rolling to hit every sensitive spot, then accelerating with brute force. One hand on my throat, squeezing just enough to make me dizzy with pleasure, the other on my breasts, pinching my nipples. I moaned loudly, nails digging into his back, feeling his thick cock stretch and pulse inside me.

“Come, my queen of the Abyss,” he ordered, biting my lip. The orgasm tore through me, violent waves making me tremble, clenching around him until he came with me, filling me with possessive heat.

Exhausted, we fell asleep in each other’s arms. The northern bunker was the next target. The final fall of the Dome was near.


CHAPTER 19: The Final Bunker




The Syndicate’s secret bunker was hidden in the mountains north of the Carnal Domain, a fortified underground complex that housed their dirtiest secrets. Guilherme guided us through the route, describing the secondary entrances he had memorized during his captivity. Kian led the left flank with his troop of deranged sadists, Vesper the right with her silent assassins. Valak and I took the vanguard, me in another fitted tactical jumpsuit, retractable blades ready on my wrists, the collar’s communicator vibrating against my skin.

“The Dome leader is down there,” Guilherme said over the radio, voice still weak from captivity. “He has the original recordings. If we get those, the entire Domain will turn against them.”

Valak squeezed my hand, a rare gesture of affection amid the chaos.

“Stay behind me. Kill anyone who gets close.”

The invasion began with controlled explosions at the side entrances. Dome guards poured out in waves, but our alliance was merciless. Kian laughed as he massacred with dual axes, Vesper poisoned from afar with darts so fast they seemed invisible. Valak and I advanced as one unit: he dropped the main targets with precise shots, I flanked, sinking blades into exposed throats, hot blood spraying across my face.

We reached the central core—a circular room of reinforced steel, lit by holographic screens showing illicit transactions and purge plans. The Dome leader, a thin gray-haired man named Director Vance, was there, surrounded by his last loyal guards. He activated energy shields, but Guilherme hacked the system with a device Valak had given him.

“You’ve lost,” Vance spat, face pale. “The Iron Domain has already been alerted. The wolves are at the gates. Your ‘new regime’ will last a week.”

Valak smiled coldly, advancing as the shields fell.

“The Carnal Domain will be ours. And the other Domains… will learn to respect the Abyss.”

The final fight was brutal. Vance drew a plasma pistol, but I threw myself in front of Valak again, deflecting the shot with my reinforced arm. Pain burned like fire, but it bought Valak time to put a bullet through Vance’s head. The Director’s body fell inert.

Kian and Vesper entered, confirming victory. The recordings were downloaded—irrefutable proof of corruption, broadcast on every channel in the Domain. The Dome was dead. The Leather District would take control.

Back at the mansion, the celebration began. Kian and Vesper toasted with whiskey, dividing the conquered territories. Guilherme hugged me, grateful, but his eyes still carried the weight of the past.

“You’re free now, Emília,” he said.

I looked at Valak and instinctively dropped to my knees at his feet.

“I chose this.”

When the allies left, Valak carried me to the main bedroom. He tore off the destroyed jumpsuit, exposing my battle-marked body—superficial cuts, bruises, the wound on my arm still throbbing. But his eyes shone with pride.

“My queen of the Abyss,” he murmured, laying me on the king-size bed and tying my wrists above my head. His lips traced a path from my neck to my breasts, sucking the hardened nipples with devouring hunger, teeth grazing the sensitive skin. I moaned, spreading my legs for him, feeling wetness drip.

He moved lower, his hot tongue licking my swollen pussy, sucking my clit with cruel precision. The pleasure was overwhelming, mixed with the pain of my wounds. I arched my back, nails digging into the black silk sheets, screaming when the orgasm tore through me, gushing against his mouth.

Valak rose, naked and imposing, his thick, pulsing cock aimed at me. He flipped me onto my stomach, lifted my hips, and entered me from behind with one slow, deep thrust. Every inch stretched me, filling me completely. He sped up, hips slamming against my marked ass, one hand in my hair pulling my head back, spanking my ass.

“Come again, my victory,” he growled, biting my shoulder. The second orgasm came violently, my inner walls clenching around him. But he didn’t stop, continuing to thrust until he came with a primal roar, filling me with hot cum, marking me as his conquered queen.

Exhausted, we collapsed onto the bed, his arms wrapping around me possessively. The Carnal Domain was ours. But urgent reports flashed on the screens: shadows moving on the borders. The wolves howled in the north. Arcane magic glowed in the east.

The greater war was only just beginning.


Author’s Note




We’ve reached the end of Emília and Valak’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.

As an independent author, reviews are our oxygen. They tell Amazon the book is good and help other readers find our story.

If you enjoyed Silk Girl: Collared, 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,

Evelyn K. Kage
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