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Chapter 1: Blood and Silk
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November rain in New York had its own peculiar, heavy scent—a blend of wet asphalt, aged metal, and dying leaves. Elena was locking the heavy glass door of Café Serenade when she felt her fingers go numb. All day, a weight had pressed upon her, as if the air itself had thickened and breathing had become a struggle.

"Just exhaustion," she thought, pulling up her coat collar against the biting wind. The café was her only sanctuary, a place where the aroma of freshly ground coffee soothed the wounds of the past. But today, an inner voice—that small, shrill alarm that had sharpened since her parents' death—whispered that danger lurked closer than she imagined.

She decided to take the shortcut. The narrow alley off Twenty-Seventh Street looked sinister even by daylight; at night, it resembled a bottomless abyss. Only one of the streetlamps flickered, nervously, as though gasping its last breath. Elena quickened her pace, the click of her heels on wet asphalt echoing like a reminder of her solitude.

The moment she stepped into the darkness, she caught a foreign scent in the air—the sharp tang of metal and fresh blood. Through the silence came a sound that froze her veins. This was not the ordinary noise of the city. This was the rasp of a blade against fabric and the muffled, rattling plea of a human being.

She glanced toward the corner, and what she saw seared itself into her memory forever.

There, in the shadow of dumpsters, two figures took shape. One knelt, face drenched in blood, eyes wide with that primal terror known only when death stares back. And before him... stood him.

A man who seemed carved from the very fabric of night. He wore an expensive black coat that made his broad shoulders even more imposing, more dangerous. His movements were precise, cold, predatory. Slowly, as if performing a ritual, he drew out a knife—long, gleaming metal on which raindrops and blood mingled together.

Elena wanted to run, but her legs were chained to the ground. She watched as the man gripped the victim by the throat and spoke something in a low, gravelly voice she couldn't make out, though its tone carried the weight of a death sentence. At that precise moment, Elena unconsciously took a step, and her shoe struck an empty can lying on the wet pavement.

Crack.

The sound rang through the alley like a gunshot. The man froze. He released his grip on the victim's throat and turned slowly, with terrifying composure.

Elena saw his face. It was devastatingly beautiful and simultaneously horrifying. His eyes... they were not like those of ordinary men. Icy gray, as if no emotion existed within them save cold calculation and dark fascination. These were the eyes of a man who had witnessed death a thousand times and found nothing remarkable in it—until he looked at Elena.

"You shouldn't be here, little one," his voice was gravelly, yet underneath ran a metallic hardness that sent shivers racing across Elena's skin.

He moved toward her. Each step was precise, like a leopard's pounce upon prey. The girl tried to back away but collided with a cold, damp wall. Alex—this name would haunt her dreams later—appeared before her in an instant. He stood so close that Elena caught the scent of expensive tobacco, sandalwood, and something cold, metallic.

With one hand, he gripped her throat. His fingers were ice-cold, yet the touch was strangely gentle, almost caressing. With his index finger, he tilted her chin upward, forcing her to meet his gaze. Elena felt her jaw trembling, her heartbeat racing from the proximity of this man who moments ago had been about to commit murder.

"Your eyes..." he whispered. His gaze drifted to Elena's lips and lingered there. "They hold more life than I've seen in this entire city. A pity it must end today."

Elena felt a hot tear roll down her cheek. Alex wiped it away with his finger, then brought that finger to his own lips, as if savoring her pain. It was the strangest, most intimate moment Elena had ever experienced—a fusion of terror and inexplicable attraction.

"But you're far too beautiful to bury in the ground," he chuckled, and for the first time something flickered in his eyes... a dangerous fascination. "I think one living toy wouldn't go amiss in my cold house. From this day forward, you no longer exist for the world. You exist only for me."

He swept Elena into his arms and carried her toward the darkness. The girl struggled, begged him to release her, but his arms were solid as steel. A black armored car waited like a predator at the alley's end. Alex threw her onto the back seat and slid in beside her.

"If you make a sound, every employee at your café won't see tomorrow's sunrise," he said calmly, placing his hand over hers. His touch burned.

The car began to move. Elena stared through the window as her familiar streets disappeared, the lights of her small apartment fading. She was leaving with a man whose name she didn't know, but whose shadow had already swallowed her future.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: Prisoner of the Golden Cage
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The car devoured the road through the night's darkness. The silence reigning in the cabin became unbearable for Elena. She felt Alex's heavy gaze upon her profile, though she refused to turn. Her fingers gripped the fabric of her coat so tightly that her knuckles turned white. Every passing streetlamp, every familiar building left behind, made Elena feel as though her old life was dissolving into smoke.

"Where are you taking me?" she whispered at last. Her voice sounded so faint she felt ashamed even to herself.

Alex didn't answer. He merely lit a cigarette. The spark of flame briefly illuminated the harsh features of his face, as if chiseled from stone. The scent of expensive tobacco and rain swirled through the car. This fragrance would forever become a symbol of danger for Elena.

"Somewhere no one will find you," he said finally. His voice was calm, almost melodious, yet it carried such authority that it permitted no resistance.

After roughly an hour, the car stopped before tall, black gates. Elena saw an enormous villa in contemporary style, built at the forest's edge, perched on a cliff. Glass and concrete gleamed coldly in the moonlight. There were no flowers or signs of warmth here—only stark lines and endless darkness between the trees.

The moment they entered the house, cold air struck Elena. The marble floor gleamed like a mirror. Alex led her to the second floor, down a long corridor where every footstep echoed. He opened a heavy oak door and brought Elena inside.
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