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To the wild hearts who found their freedom in the dark.

And to everyone who knows that sometimes, the monster is the only one who can save you.

​
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​A NOTE TO THE READER
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Dear Reader,

Beauty in Chains is a dark romance that explores themes of captivity, power exchange, and intense emotional and physical intimacy. While this story guarantees a Happily Ever After (HEA), the journey there travels through shadows.

This book contains scenes involving bondage, consensual non-consent (CNC) dynamics, sensory deprivation, and high-stakes danger. Please prioritize your mental well-being and comfort while reading.

Thank you for trusting me with your imagination.

Georgina
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​PROLOGUE 
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Elena

They say Las Vegas is the city of second chances, but that is a lie printed on glossy brochures to sell hope to the hopeless. Vegas doesn’t give second chances. It doesn’t even give the former. It just watches you bleed, and if you bleed in a pretty enough pattern, it tosses you a chip and tells you to spin again.

I knew the rhythm of this city better than I knew the beat of my own heart. I knew the specific, recycled oxygen smell that pumped through the vents of the mega-resorts, a cocktail of vanilla, ozone, and desperate sweat designed to keep you awake, keep you betting, keep you losing. I knew the sound of a wedding ring sliding off a finger and onto a pawn shop counter. And I knew the silence. The terrible, deafening silence that sat beneath the chaotic noise of the slot machines, the silence of a soul realizing it had nothing left to lose.

Tonight, the silence was louder than usual.

I adjusted the strap of my gown, a sapphire silk number that clung to my hips like a second skin. It wasn't mine. Nothing in this life was really mine anymore. The dress belonged to the casino. The cello resting between my knees belonged to the casino. Even the music I was about to play felt like it was on loan, rented out by the hour to provide a veneer of class to a room full of sharks.

I sat on the raised dais in the center of the Vane Casino’s L’Orangerie Lounge. It was a high-limit area, separated from the common rabble by velvet ropes and men with earpieces who looked like they broke fingers for cardio. The air here was colder, the lighting dimmer, the drinks more expensive. The people here didn’t scream when they won or cry when they lost. They just drank scotch that cost more than my monthly rent and watched the cards turn with dead, shark-like eyes.

I took a breath, centering myself. My hand found the neck of the cello, the smooth, cool wood familiar against my calloused thumb. This was my anchor. When I played, the Strip's neon glare faded. The scent of stale smoke and expensive perfume vanished. There was only the vibration of the strings against my chest, the deep, resonant hum that felt like the only honest thing in a ten-mile radius.

I drew the bow across the strings.

Schumann’s Cello Concerto in A Minor. It was a melancholy piece, full of longing and unresolved tension. Perhaps too heavy for a Tuesday night in Sin City, but I didn’t care. The management paid me to look beautiful and provide "ambiance." They didn't care what I played as long as I didn't interrupt the flow of money.

As the first low notes rolled out over the lounge, I let my eyes drift shut for a fraction of a second. Just long enough to pretend I wasn't here. Long enough to pretend I was back in the conservatory in Milan, before the debt, before the addiction, before my father grabbed my hand and dragged us into the desert to chase a ghost named "Luck."

But you can’t close your eyes in Vegas. You have to watch. You have to be aware.

I opened them, scanning the room as my fingers danced over the fingerboard.

To my left, a table of oil magnates was laughing too loudly at a joke told by a woman who looked bored out of her mind. To my right, a solitary man swirled a martini, staring at me with a look I knew well. It was the look of a man looking to buy something, and he was wondering if I came with a price tag.

Everything here has a price tag, I thought bitterly, digging the bow into the string for a crescendo. Even the silence.

My gaze drifted upward, past the crystal chandeliers that looked like frozen explosions, toward the ceiling. Or rather, what lay beyond it.

The Vane Casino was a monolith of black glass and gold steel, a tower that pierced the sky like a jagged shard of obsidian. And at the very top, invisible from the floor but felt by everyone, was the Sanctum.

The Penthouse.

His territory.

Sebastian Vane.

The name was whispered in this city like a prayer or a curse, depending on who was speaking. To the tourists, he was the recluse billionaire, the phantom of the Strip, the man who had rebuilt this casino from the ashes of a mob war and turned it into an empire. To the locals, he was something else. A myth. A monster. A man who didn’t just own the building; he owned the shadows in the corners.

They called him the Beast.

I had never seen him. No one had, not for years. He ran his empire from the sky, communicating through proxies and digital commands. Some said he was disfigured, hiding a ruined face. Others said he was simply misanthropic, disgusted by the humanity he profited from.

I looked up at the ceiling, feeling a strange shiver run down my spine, a vibration that had nothing to do with the music. It felt like being watched. Not by the drunk oil tycoon or the lonely businessman, but by something predatory. Something ancient.

I shook the feeling and focused on the music. I had twenty minutes left in my set. Twenty minutes, and then I could pack up my cello, change out of this dress, and go find my father.

My stomach twisted at the thought of Leo.

Please let him be in the room, I prayed silently, transitioning into a smoother, lighter waltz. Please let him be at the penny slots. Please let him be sober.

But even as I prayed, I knew the answer. Leo Rossi was never at the penny slots, and he was never sober when the sun went down. He was a man who believed he was one hand away from salvation. He was a mathematician of misery, constantly calculating odds that never existed.

I finished the set with a flourishing sustain, the final note hanging in the air like a question mark.

There was a scattering of polite applause. Oil tycoons did not look up. The lone businessman raised me his glass. I offered a practiced, plastic smile the kind that didn't reach my eyes and stood, carefully navigating the voluminous skirt of the gown.

"Beautiful as always, Miss Rossi."

I looked down to see Henri, the floor manager, standing at the foot of the dais. Henri was a small man with a mustache that looked like it had been drawn on with a Sharpie and a suit that cost more than my life. He smiled, but his eyes were constantly darting around the room, counting heads, counting chips.

"Thank you, Henri," I said, grabbing my bow. "Is the shift boss happy?"

"Mr. Vane's directives are always satisfied by perfection," Henri said smoothly. He always spoke like that referencing Vane as if he were a deity rather than a boss. "However, there is a matter..."

I froze, my hand tightening on the neck of the cello case. "A matter?"

"Your father," Henri said, his smile not wavering, though his voice dropped an octave. "He is currently in the High Limit Baccarat room."

The blood drained from my face so fast I felt dizzy. "Baccarat? Henri, he doesn't have the credit line for Baccarat. He’s on the restricted list. You promised me you’d keep him to the main floor."

"I promised I would try," Henri said, shrugging with feigned helplessness. "But Mr. Rossi... he can be very persuasive. And he arrived with a guest. A guest who vouched for his buy-in."

"Who?" I demanded, stepping off the dais, the silk of my dress swishing violently. "Who would vouch for Leo?"

Henri hesitated, and for the first time, I saw genuine unease flicker behind his professional mask. He leaned in closer, smelling mints and fear.

"Marco D’Angelo's associate."

The name hit me like a physical blow. Marco D’Angelo. The rival. The man who owned the Paradiso down the street, a gaudy palace of gold and red velvet that was essentially a front for every vice the law tried to prohibit. If Sebastian Vane was the cold, calculated Vegas monster, Marco D’Angelo was the rabid dog. He was messy, violent, and utterly without honor.

If my father was gambling on Marco D’Angelo's credit, inside Sebastian Vane's casino...

"Oh god," I whispered.

"You should go to him, Elena," Henri said quietly. "Before security intervenes. If Mr. Vane finds out D’Angelo’s money is moving through his tables via a proxy... it will not be pleasant."

I didn't wait for him to finish. I grabbed my cello case it was cumbersome, heavy, but I couldn't leave it and ran.

I moved through the casino floor, ignoring the 'no running' rule. The heels of my shoes clicked sharply against the marble, a frantic staccato rhythm against the ambient drone of the slot machines. I dodged a waitress carrying a tray of neon-colored cocktails, sidestepped a group of tourists taking selfies, and pushed through the heavy velvet curtains that marked the entrance to the High Limit room.

The atmosphere here was different. It was silent. Intense. The air was thick with the scent of money and testosterone.

And there he was.

Leo Rossi sat at the center table, his tuxedo jacket discarded on the chair behind him, his tie loosened, sweat glistening on his forehead under the harsh recessed lighting. He looked manic. His eyes were wide, feverish, darting between the cards on the green felt and the stack of chips in front of him.

A stack that was rapidly diminishing.

Standing behind him was a man I didn't know a thick-necked brute in a cheap suit, whispering something into my father's ear. One of D’Angelo’s men.

I marched up to the table. "Dad."

Leo jumped, his hand jerking, knocking a stack of black chips over. He spun around, his eyes wild. For a second, he didn't recognize me. Then mania eased into a pathetic, desperate smile.

"Elena! Bella Mia!" He threw his arms open, as if welcoming me to a party. "You’re just in time! I can feel it, Elena. The shoe is turning. The pattern is shifting!"

"Stop," I hissed, gripping his arm. His skin was clammy. "Dad, we have to leave. Now."

"Leave?" He laughed, a high, brittle sound that cracked in the quiet room. "I can't leave! I'm down, El. I'm down deep. But I can make it back. One hand. Player streak. I just need "

"You need to stop," I said, my voice trembling with suppressed rage. I looked at the dealer, a stone-faced woman named Sarah who I’d known for three years. She looked at me with pity. That pity hurt more than the anger. "Sarah, close him out."

"He can't cash out, Miss Rossi," Sarah said softly. "He’s on credit."

"Then cut the line," I snapped.

The brute behind my father stepped forward. He was a wall of muscle, smelling of cheap cologne and violence. "The line stays open until Mr. Rossi says he’s done," the man grunted.

"Who are you?" I demanded, standing my ground, though every instinct screamed at me to run.

"A friend," the man smiled, revealing a gold-capped tooth. "Mr. D’Angelo sends his regards. He wants Leo to have a good time."

"My father is leaving," I said, grabbing Leo’s arm harder, digging my nails into his suit jacket. "Now."

"Elena, please," my father whined, trying to shake me off. He looked like a child being dragged away from a candy store, not a fifty-year-old man. "Just one more shoe. I promise. I swear on your mother’s grave "

"Don't you dare," I whispered, the words slicing through the air. "Don't you dare invoke her."

I pulled him hard. He stumbled, knocking his chair over. The sound echoed like a gunshot in the quiet room. Security guards Vane’s men, dressed in impeccable black suits started moving toward us from the perimeter.

"Problem, gentlemen?"

The voice came from the entrance. It was deep, smooth, and carried an authority that made the air temperature drop ten degrees.

I turned to see the Pit Boss, a man named Sterling. He was Vane’s right hand on the floor. Cold, efficient, and terrifying.

"No problem," the D’Angelo thug said, raising his hands in a mock surrender. "Just a little family dispute."

Sterling ignored the thug and looked directly at my father. "Mr. Rossi. You have extended your marker beyond the approved limit. The house requires settlement."

My father went pale. The mania drained out of him, leaving behind a shaking, terrified old man. "Settlement? I... I just need some more time. A little float. I can "

" The house does not float," Sterling said. He looked at the chips on the table. "You are down four hundred thousand."

I gasped. The room spun. Four hundred thousand dollars.

"I... I have it," Leo stammered, lying through his teeth. "I have assets. Liquid assets."

"You have nothing," Sterling said, his voice devoid of emotion. "We ran your finances an hour ago. Your accounts are empty. Your property is leveraged. You are insolvent."

Sterling signaled to the guards. "Escort Mr. Rossi to the back office. We will discuss a payment plan."

"No!" Leo shrieked, clutching the edge of the table. "Not the back office! Elena! Elena, don't let them take me!"

"It’s okay, Dad," I said, though my heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. "I’ll come with you. We’ll work it out. We can set up a garnish on my wages. I’ll work double shifts."

Sterling looked at me. His eyes were like chips of ice. "Miss Rossi. Your wages for the next ten years wouldn't cover the interest on this debt for a month. This is not a matter for the payroll department."

He nodded to the guards. Two of them grabbed my father. Leo didn't fight; he just went limp, sobbing.

"And him?" Sterling pointed at the D’Angelo thug. "Get him out of my casino. And tell Marco that if he tries to run his dirty money through Mr. Vane’s tables again, we won't be polite about it."

The thug spat on the carpet, glared at me, and walked out.

"Come with us, Miss Rossi," Sterling said. It wasn't a request.

The back office was a sterile, windowless room with grey walls and a single metal table. It looked less like an office and more like an interrogation cell. They sat my father in a chair. He was weeping softly, his face buried in his hands.

I stood beside him, my cello case leaning against the wall like a silent sentinel. I felt sick. Nauseous with fear, but also with a burning, white-hot anger at my father. How could he? How could he do this again?

Sterling stood by the door, tapping something into a tablet.

"Four hundred thousand," I said, my voice steady despite the trembling of my hands. "We can sell the house. It won’t cover it all, but "

"The house is already second-mortgaged to a shell company owned by Marco D’Angelo," Sterling interrupted without looking up. "You have no equity."

I closed my eyes. "The car. My jewelry. My... my cello. It’s an antique. 18th-century Italian. It’s worth "

"Fifty thousand at best," Sterling said. "You’re drowning, Elena. And you’re trying to bail out the Titanic with a teaspoon."

He finally looked up from the tablet. "There is, however, an alternative."

My head snapped up. "What?"

"Mr. Vane has been... observing."

The name sucked the air from the room. My father stopped crying and looked up, his eyes wide with terror. "Vane? He knows?"

"Mr. Vane knows everything that happens in his kingdom," Sterling said. "He watched the game. He saw the pattern. He saw you." He looked at me.

"Me?" I stepped back, instinctively crossing my arms over my chest. "What does he want with me?"

Sterling didn't answer immediately. He approached the table and placed the tablet down. On the screen was a live feed of the room we were in. And next to it, a digital contract.

"Your father has committed fraud," Sterling said calmly. "Using funds from a rival criminal enterprise to gamble here implies collusion. Under Nevada law, we could hand him to the police. He would go to prison for a very long time. Or..."

"Or?" I pressed.

"Or we could hand him to Mr. D’Angelo," Sterling said casually. "Since he lost D’Angelo’s money, I imagine Marco would be very eager to discuss repayment. I hear Marco prefers... physical negotiation."

My father let out a whimper. We both knew what that meant. If D’Angelo got him, Leo wouldn't survive the night. He would be found in the desert, or not found at all.

"Please," Leo begged, sliding out of the chair to his knees. "Please, Mr. Sterling. I’ll do anything. I’ll scrub the floors. I’ll "

"You are useless to us, Leo," Sterling said cruelly. "You are a liability."

Then, Sterling turned his full attention to me. "But you, Miss Rossi. You have value."

I felt a cold dread settle in my stomach. "I’m just a musician."

"Mr. Vane admires your... dedication. Your discipline. He believes you possess a quality that is rare in this city. Integrity." Sterling’s lips quivered in a humorless smile. "He is willing to assume your father's debt. All of it. The four hundred thousand houses. And he will settle the principle with D’Angelo to keep him off your back."

"Why?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper. "What does he want in return?"

Sterling slid the tablet toward me. "Collateral."

I looked at the screen. It wasn't an employment contract. It was a deed. A transfer of ownership.

Asset: Elena Marie Rossi. Term: 30 Days. Conditions: Total Dissolution of Rights.

I read the words, but my brain refused to process them. It looked like a slave contract.

"He wants... me?"

"For thirty days," Sterling clarified. "You will live in the Sanctum. You will be at his disposal. You will obey his every command, without question, without hesitation. If you complete the term, the debt is wiped clean. Your father walks free. If you refuse, or if you fail to complete the term... we hand Leo to D’Angelo."

"You can't do this," I whispered. "This is illegal. You can't own a person."

"This is Vegas, Elena," Sterling said softly. "Everything is legal if you write the contract correctly. And Mr. Vane has very good lawyers."

I looked at my father. He was looking at me, tears streaming down his face. But in his eyes, I saw it. The hope. The selfish, desperate hope. He wasn't going to tell me to say no. He was praying I would say yes.

That realization broke my heart more than the debt ever could. He was willing to sell me to save himself.

I looked back at the camera in the corner of the room. The unblinking black eye. I knew he was watching. Sebastian Vane. The Beast. He was up there, in his tower, watching me squirm.

"He wants to see me," I said. It wasn't a question.

"He is waiting," Sterling confirmed.

I took a deep breath. The air tasted like ashes. "If I go up there... if I sign this... my father is safe? immediately?"

"The moment the ink is dry, Mr. Rossi is under Vane protection."

I looked at Leo one last time. "Get up, Dad."

He scrambled to his feet. "Elena, I "

"Don't," I cut him. "Don't say you're sorry. Don't say you love me. Just go home. Lock the door. And don't you dare touch a deck of cards until I come back."

If I come back.

I turned to Sterling. "Take me to him."

The elevator ride to the Penthouse took an eternity.

It was a private lift, glass-walled, shooting up the side of the building like a rocket. The city dropped away beneath me. The cars turned into ants, the people into dust. The neon lights of the Strip blurred into streaks of violent color red, gold, purple.

I watched my reflection in the glass. I looked composed. The dress was still perfect. My hair was still pinned in its elegant chignon. But inside, I was screaming.

I was walking into the lion’s den. I was offering myself up as a sacrifice to a man who was rumored to break people for sport.

Why are you doing this? a voice in my head screamed. Let him face his consequences. He did this. Not you.

But I knew why. Because despite everything, despite the gambling and the lies and the weakness, he was my father. He was the man who had bought me my first cello. The man who had sat in the front row of every recital, cheering louder than anyone else. He was the only family I had left.

And perhaps... Perhaps there was a darker reason.
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