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The Heiress In Hiding


Prague doesn’t care who I am. That’s the first thing I notice as I wind through the narrow cobblestone streets, pulling my coat tighter around me. No one glances twice at me, no one bows or whispers or even notices. It’s freedom.

Or at least it’s supposed to be.

My name is Elena Varga. Twenty-two years old, daughter of one of the most ruthless crime bosses in Central Europe. And for the first time in my life, I’ve slipped away from the bodyguards, the marble halls, the suffocating rules that made me feel like a gilded prisoner.

I should feel untouchable here. Invisible. But my skin prickles like someone’s watching.

The café I duck into is dim, with golden lights glinting off the brass fixtures. It smells like coffee and cinnamon, like safety. I sit tucked in the corner, pretending to scroll through my phone while my heart pounds. My father’s men can’t possibly know I’m here yet. They’ll be searching Paris, Vienna—anywhere but here.

Still, I can’t shake the feeling of eyes on me.

That’s when I see him.

Tall. Also wider than everybody else is in any café. Black coat draped across shoulders that appear to have been cast for war. He slinks across the stage like a wild animal, something coiled but calm, his eyes cutting through the space until they find me.


I freeze.


He doesn’t look away. Doesn’t even blink. Just walking up straight at me, boots echoing off the floor. The nearer he comes, the hotter it feels under my skin.

"Miss Varga." The words rumble from somewhere deep in his chest, each syllable heavy with an accent that makes my stomach clench. My own name sounds foreign in his mouth, as if he's already claimed it.

I stiffen. “Do I know you?”

“You will.” He slides into the chair across from me without asking. His eyes are dark, hard, scanning me like he’s memorizing every inch of my body. “Nikolai Durov. I’ve been assigned to keep you alive.”

My heart lurches. Assigned. That means someone knows. My uncle, most likely. He always tried to play the reasonable one.

“I didn’t ask for a babysitter,” I snap, clutching my phone tighter.

“And yet here I am.” He leans forward, forearms braced on the table, voice dropping even lower. “Your father has men looking for you already. They’ll find you sooner than you think. If you want to survive, you’ll stay with me.”

Every rational part of me wants to tell him to get lost. I should. I almost do. But there’s a pull low in my gut, maddening in its persistence. His size, his command, the way he doesn’t bother to ask—it grates, and it drags at me all the same.

I look away, pretending to check my phone again. “And if I don’t stay with you?”

A grin cuts across his face, but there’s nothing soft in it. “Then you’ll be dead before the week is out.”

And the most terrifying thing is that I know, with absolute certainty, he's telling the truth.

***

The girl doesn’t understand the danger she’s in. That much is clear the moment I step into the café and see her sitting by the window, scrolling her phone like she’s just another student on break. She might as well have a target painted across her chest.

I was told Elena Varga had a rebellious streak, that she wouldn’t take well to being guarded. The reports were accurate. There’s defiance in her eyes, and the kind of arrogance only someone raised in wealth and shadowed power can carry. It makes her careless. Carelessness will get her killed.

I slide into the seat across from her without asking. Control is easier when you establish it immediately. She stiffens, clutching her phone tighter, and I take the chance to study the room.

There are two exits in front: one through the kitchen and one through the alley. That alley is a problem. Two men have been idling there since I tracked her from the metro station. They’re watching the café windows too closely, shifting their weight like they’re waiting for a signal. I know their type—low-level muscle, not skilled, but armed and desperate.

If she walks out alone, they’ll have her in under a minute.

Her voice cuts through my thoughts. “Do I know you?”

“No,” I answer flatly. “But I know you. And I know who’s looking for you.”

I lean forward, forearms braced on the table. My presence fills the space between us, not because I want to intimidate her but because it’s necessary. She needs to understand: this isn’t a request.

“Your uncle hired me,” I say. “My job is to keep you alive. That’s it.”

Her eyes flash, quick anger rising. “I didn’t ask for a babysitter.”

“That’s true. And yet here I am.”

I let the silence sit, watching her try to decide whether to argue. She’s young—too young for this world of power and blood she was born into—but she has her father’s stubbornness, I’ll give her that.

“Tell me,” I say finally, tilting my head toward the café doors. “How many exits are there in this room?”

Her mouth opens slightly. She glances around, caught off guard.

“Four,” I supply before she can guess. “And two men are already waiting in the alley. They’ll take you the second you step outside without me.”

Her knuckles whiten around her phone. Fear. Good. Fear sharpens the edges of defiance.

“You think you’re free because you slipped out from under your father’s roof,” I continue, keeping my voice low. “But freedom doesn’t mean walking blind into a city full of enemies. Freedom without discipline is a death sentence.”

She swallows hard. She tilts her head back defiantly, as if pride alone can shield her.

I’ve seen this before. Arrogance, fear, stubbornness—all bundled into someone who thinks they’re untouchable until the bullet finds them. My job is to ensure the bullet never comes.

I lean back in my chair, scanning the café again. The men in the alley haven’t moved yet. But they will.

“From this moment on,” I say, locking eyes with her, “you don’t leave my sight. You don’t argue, you don’t run, you don’t test me. You do exactly what I tell you, when I tell you. That’s the only way you survive.”

Her lips press into a thin line, but she doesn’t argue. That’s something.

She doesn’t have to like me. She doesn’t have to trust me. She just has to obey.

Because as long as I’m breathing, no one lays a hand on her.

***

I hate him already.

The way he slid into the chair without asking. The way he talks like he’s the only adult in the room, like I’m just some spoiled brat who doesn’t know which way is up.

But what I hate most is that he’s right.

The words echo in my skull—two men waiting in the alley. I hadn’t even noticed them. I was too busy breathing in the smell of cinnamon, pretending I was just another girl. The normal life I wanted was shattered in a single glance from a stranger with shoulders like a wall and eyes that never flinch.

And now here he is, laying out rules like he owns me. Don’t argue. Don’t run. Don’t test me.

I shift in my chair, already wet and throbbing, the ache harder to hide with every second. God, what is wrong with me? A man barks orders and my body acts like it’s the sexiest thing in the world.

“I don’t need you,” I mutter, more for myself than him.

Nikolai’s eyes narrow. He doesn’t raise his voice, doesn’t even shift in his chair. “Need is irrelevant. You’ll stay with me because the alternative is a grave.”

Calm. Unshaken. As if he’s discussing tomorrow’s forecast. My heartbeat doesn’t get the memo.

I look at his hands braced on the table. Big, veined, scarred in places. Hands that have broken bones. Hands that could break me. And suddenly I can’t stop imagining those same hands closing around my wrists, pinning me down, holding me in place until I can’t do anything but succumb.

Heat shoots through me and I have to bite the inside of my cheek.

Focus, Elena.

“You act like I’m some kind of prisoner,” I snap, lifting my chin.

He doesn’t even blink. “Call it whatever you like. Guarding. Babysitting. Captivity. It doesn’t change the reality—you’re not free until the men hunting you are dead or gone.”

The word captivity catches in my chest. It should scare me. It doesn’t. Heat flares low, sharp, and undeniable.

I drag my gaze away from his hands, from the steady set of his jaw. I should hate everything about him—his arrogance, his bluntness, the way he looks at me like I’m a liability instead of a person.

But all I can think about is what it would feel like if that look turned into something else. If he ever lost control and decided to take what he wanted from me.

The thought makes me squeeze down until my legs ache with the strain.

I hide behind my phone again, scrolling through nothing. I can’t let him see how rattled I am. If he knew where my mind was going, he’d probably smirk and remind me he’s not here for that. He’s here for business, not pleasure.

Still, when his chair scrapes back and he stands, towering over me, my breath falters. He scans the room again like it’s second nature, then nods once at me.

“Time to move. Stay close.”

I push back my chair, standing on unsteady legs. He doesn’t touch me, but his presence looms like a hand already on my back, guiding me.

And all I can think is that if this is captivity, maybe I don’t hate it as much as I should.

***

The alley men make their move as soon as we step out.

I clock them before she does—one leaning too casually against the wall, the other pretending to light a cigarette but never taking a drag. They’ve been waiting. If I weren’t here, they’d already have her shoved into a van.

“Stay close,” I say under my breath.

She stiffens at the order, offence written all over her—but she obeys. Good.

The edge of fear in her eyes is enough to override her pride for now.

I shift my body so I’m between her and the two men. They see me and hesitate. Professionals would’ve tried anyway, trusting their speed or their numbers. These two aren’t professionals. Just hired muscle sent to grab the girl and deliver her like a package.

I make sure they see the knife at my belt when I adjust my coat. They look away first. Cowards.

We move down the street without incident, but I don’t relax. Never relax.

“Was that them?” Elena asks after a few blocks, her voice lower now, stripped of some of that earlier bite.

“Yes.” I don’t sugarcoat. “And there will be more.”

Her steps falter, but only for a second. She’s stubborn. I’ll give her that.

“Where are we going?”

“Back to wherever you’re staying. You’ll gather what you need, and then you’ll stay with me.”

That earns me a sharp look.

“With you?”

“Yes.” I don’t give her space to argue. “Safehouses are compromised too easily. Hotels are worse. With me, I control every variable.”

She doesn’t answer right away. I don’t miss the flush in her cheeks, though. She doesn’t like being told what to do, but the idea of staying with me rattles her more than the men in the alley.

We reach the building she’s been hiding in—a cheap rental apartment in Žižkov. Predictable. She probably thought anonymity was protection.

Inside, I sweep the stairwell first. No shadows were there where they shouldn’t be, and no unusual sounds. The lock on her door hasn’t been tampered with. For now, we’re clear.

I let her go in first. She gathers clothes, toiletries, and a laptop, tossing them into a duffel with hurried movements. She’s tense, her shoulders tight, but she keeps glancing at me like she’s waiting for me to approve what she’s doing. She doesn’t realize it yet, but the shift has already started. She’s looking to me for direction.

When she zips the bag, I take it from her without asking. She starts to protest, then bites it back.

Good girl.

The walk to my place is quiet. I keep her close, one step behind and to my side. She doesn’t wander. She doesn’t test. Not yet.

My apartment is in a stone building near the river, the kind that looks old on the outside but has been stripped down inside—functional, not cozy. Weapons locked away, exits mapped, cameras where I need them.

“This is home?” she asks, stepping inside, eyes wide at the bare walls and steel fixtures.

“This is where I work. Where I live is irrelevant.”

She stands in the center of the room, arms folded tight, glaring at me like she’s not sure if she’s safer here or in that café.

But she’s here. And until the threat is gone, she won’t be anywhere else.


Boundaries


The first thing I notice is how empty it feels.

Nikolai’s apartment looks less like a home and more like a bunker. Bare walls, furniture stripped down to the essentials. No pictures. No mementos. No softness anywhere. The air carries a bitter tang, sharp enough to sting the back of my throat.

I drop onto the edge of the couch, hugging myself while he checks the locks and the windows like it’s second nature. He moves with precision, no wasted steps, every muscle under tight control. He doesn’t ask me if I’m comfortable, doesn’t offer me a drink, and doesn’t say a single word.

It’s unnerving. And oddly… grounding.

No one has ever looked at me the way he does. Like a mission. Like a problem to be solved. My father’s men bowed, simpered, and treated me like porcelain. Nikolai looks at me like porcelain can crack, and he won’t hesitate to stop me if I try to run.

I shift in my seat, need pressing hard and uninvited. God, what is wrong with me?

“Are you always this quiet?” I ask finally, to break the tension.

“Talking wastes focus,” he says without looking at me. His accent makes the words rough, clipped.

“So you don’t talk? Ever?”

“When necessary.”

I roll my eyes, leaning back into the cushions. “You sound fun at parties.”

His head snaps toward me, eyes narrowing. “I don’t go to parties.”

I should be irritated. And I am. But beneath that irritation is something hotter, sharper. Every time he shuts me down, every time he keeps his voice calm while mine goes sharp, my body reacts in ways I don’t want to think about.

I study him while he works—broad shoulders under his black shirt, veins ridging his forearms as he checks the bolts, the scar running from his temple to his jaw. He’s not polished like the men my father paraded in front of me. He’s something else. Something raw.

And I can’t stop wondering what that rawness feels like pressed against me.

My stomach knots, and I force my gaze away, pretending to scan the apartment. That’s when I notice a metal case half-tucked under the table. It’s different from the weapons cabinet he already locked. Smaller. Less obvious.

Something in my chest tightens. I shouldn’t care. I shouldn’t even think about it. But the curiosity claws at me anyway.

I lick my lips, trying to ignore it, but the question won’t go away. What does a man like him keep in a case like that?

When he finally steps away from the window, his eyes cut back to me. I sit up straighter, my pulse thundering.

“What?” he asks.

“Nothing,” I blurt, too quickly.

He narrows his gaze, then shakes his head and walks into the kitchen. No food in the cupboards. Just protein bars and bottled water. It’s so… him. Functional. Efficient. Devoid of warmth.

I keep finding my gaze drawn back to that case under the table. In this bare-bones space, even a coffee mug seems deliberate. In that tone, it lands like the truth.

When he returns, I pretend to study my fingernails, but my neck burns all the same. Whatever's inside isn't meant for combat—at least not the battlefield kind.

My imagination runs wild with possibilities that steal my breath and leave me aching in ways I can’t control.

***

She’s restless already. I can feel it radiating off her as she sits on the couch, fidgeting with the sleeve of her coat, eyes darting toward places she shouldn’t be looking. The duffel bag she packed is slouched against the wall. Half her life crammed into it, and she acts like this is some inconvenience instead of survival.

That’s the problem with the young. They don’t understand how fragile life really is.

She’s twenty-two. Barely older than my daughter would have been, if I’d ever had children. I’m forty-eight. The gap is more than years—it’s worlds. I’ve buried friends, lost jobs, watched governments rise and fall, and bled in places she’s only ever seen on the news. And she thinks she can outwit men like Marek with stubborn pride and a fake ID.

Marek. Even the name makes my jaw clench. He’s not just another hired thug. He was once close to her father, close enough to know how the family operates. When the split came, he took soldiers with him. Men loyal to money, not blood. Now he’s building his own empire, and Elena is leverage against her father, against her uncle, against anyone who would pay to see her back.

If Marek gets his hands on her, she won’t be kept safe. She’ll be paraded, sold, and used until she’s broken. He doesn’t leave his pawns standing.

I settle against the wall, arms crossed, scanning the apartment. It’s quiet now, but quiet never lasts.

“Are you going to stand there all night?” Elena’s voice cuts through the silence, sharp and impatient. “You’re making me nervous.”

Good. She should be nervous.

“Better nervous than dead,” I say flatly.

Her eyes roll, a childish gesture that makes her look even younger. She has no idea how many things can go wrong in a single heartbeat.

“You’re what—forty?” she pushes.

“Forty-eight.”

Her expression flickers, caught between a laugh and a wince.

“That’s… older than my father.”

I don’t answer. It’s not worth correcting her. The comparison doesn’t matter. What matters is keeping her alive.

I study her face instead. Too smooth, untouched by the kind of life I’ve seen. Too quick to sneer, to talk back, to challenge. It’s her shield, the bratty act. Underneath, I see the flicker of fear she tries to hide.

She shifts in her seat, glancing again toward the metal case half-hidden under the table. I don’t need to guess what she’s thinking. I know curiosity when I see it, and curiosity gets people killed just as quickly as fear.

“You’ll stay away from my things,” I tell her.

Her head snaps toward me, caught in the act. “I wasn’t—”

“You were,” I cut in. “You don’t touch what isn’t yours. Not in here, not out there. Understood?”

Her cheeks flush, though I can’t tell if it’s anger or embarrassment. Probably both.

I push off the wall, rechecking the lock even though I know it’s secure. Habits like these save lives.

“I’ll explain once.” My voice stays low, each word deliberate. “Your father has enemies. Men like Marek. They want you because you’re valuable. Some will ransom you. Some will use you to hurt your family. None will treat you gently. Do you understand?”

Her bravado falters for a heartbeat. She nods once, small, almost reluctant.

Good. Fear will do what pride can’t.

Still, she glares at me like she wants to claw through my armor. That’s fine. She can hate me all she wants.

Because whether she realizes it or not, I’m the only reason she’ll see tomorrow.

***

The silence in his apartment is unbearable. No TV. No music. Just the hum of the radiator and the steady sound of Nikolai’s pacing as he checks everything for the fifth time.

I can’t stop glancing at that case under the table. Sleek, black, metal. It doesn’t match the rest of the place—too discreet, too purposeful. Every time my eyes stray toward it, I feel his gaze like a weight on my skin, daring me to look away.

Finally, he heads down the short hall toward the bathroom. The moment the door clicks shut, I move.

My heart pounds with anticipation as I crouch and tug the case out. It’s heavier than I expected. My palms sweat as I flip the latches. Inside isn’t a gun or knife or anything I’d recognize as a weapon.

It’s worse.

Polished metal clamps, sleek wires, and a small device featuring a dial. I stare at it, baffled. It doesn’t radiate danger, not the way I expect. It feels intimate instead. The clamps look like they’d pinch flesh, the device buzzing faintly when I twist the dial. A sharp snap jolts me, and I realize it delivers a charge.

What the hell is this?

I can’t stop the heat creeping into my cheeks. A case like this doesn’t belong to a man who only fights wars. It belongs to someone who fights battles in the bedroom.

The bathroom door creaks open. I snap the lid closed and shove the case away, my heart stuttering like I've been caught with my hand in a jewelry box. Nikolai fills the doorframe, his silhouette cutting off the hallway light. His gaze locks onto the case, then rises to my face.

"Return it. Now." Every word lands with a chill finality.

“ I just”—

“I said, put it back.”

I shove it under the table, my hands trembling. “What is it?”

“Not for you to touch.” He crosses the room in three strides, towering over me, his presence suffocating. “You disobeyed me. You don’t do that again.”

I swallow, my throat dry, but something inside me refuses to let it go. “It’s not a weapon.”

“No.” His jaw flexes.

“Then what is it?”

His glare hardens, but I hold my ground. Curiosity is a fever now, burning through my chest. I need to know.

“Answer me,” I push. “You talk about rules, about boundaries—fine. But if you expect me to follow them, I deserve to know what I’m following.”

He exhales sharply through his nose, muttering something in Russian I don’t understand. Then he crouches so we’re eye to eye, his voice dropping.

“It’s a punishment device. Electroshock clamps. They’re designed to hurt. To condition. To teach obedience.”

The words hit, and my body responds before I can think. My nipples harden under my shirt, something electric igniting between my legs.

“Punishment,” I echo, my voice barely a whisper.

His eyes narrow. “That’s all you need to know.”

But I can’t stop. The curiosity gnaws too deeply.

“Show me.”

His expression goes stone still, like I’ve crossed another line, one even sharper than the first.

“Elena.” His voice drags slow, low, edged with danger. “You don’t play with things like this. They’re not games.”

“I’m not playing.” My pulse races, my hands trembling, but I force the words out anyway. “Show me how it works.”

His silence stretches so long it makes my skin tingle. When he finally speaks, it’s through clenched teeth.

“Then you’ll learn quickly why we need boundaries.”

***

She doesn’t flinch when I pick up the clamps again. Her breathing comes fast, chest unsteady, her mouth slightly open in a mix of shock and want.

"These aren't meant for pleasure,” I tell her. My voice is low, rougher than I’d like. “They’re meant to hurt. To discipline.”

“Show me,” she whispers.

Damn her.

I step close, the faint hum of the dial filling the silence between us. My shadow falls over her as I stop in front of the couch. She’s smaller than me, delicate in ways she probably hates to hear, and I can feel the heat radiating off her skin.

“Lift your shirt,” I order.

The fabric rises, revealing her skin inch by inch. I suck in a sharp breath. She makes no move to shield herself from my gaze, holds there—exposed, vulnerable, her body's response to the tension between us visible in the hardened peaks of her breasts.

I snap the first clamp into place. She gasps, her body jerking hard against the jolt. Her sound—caught between pain and pleasure—hits me like a current through water, spreading heat to every nerve ending I possess.

“Hurts,” she breathes, voice trembling, “but… oh God…”

I add the second clamp, dialing it just high enough to sting. She strains closer, hungry for more. Her moans aren’t restrained this time. They’re shameless, raw, and unmistakably aroused.

“This is discipline,” My tone stays even, edged with warning. Fighting my own reaction. “Not pleasure. Discipline.”

Her head tips back, her hair falling loose across her shoulders. “Turn it up,” she whispers, panting. “Please… harder.”

My gut twists. She doesn’t even understand what she’s asking for. Or maybe she does, and that’s worse.

“No.”

“Yes,” she insists, her voice high, desperate. Her knees squeeze tight, her body writhing against the couch cushions. The air changes between us—thickens with something primal that hits the back of my throat when I breathe.

Before I can stop her, her hand drifts downward, slipping beneath her waistband. Her hips rise to meet her own touch, and the sound that rips from her is raw, shameless, dripping with need—like she’s already begging to be fucked.

“Enough.” My voice is harsh as I snap the dial off and unclamp her, pulling the metal away from her flushed nipples.

A whimper escapes her throat as the sensation vanishes, her fingers still working frantically between her thighs. Her pupils flare, black and hungry.

“Stop.” I catch her wrist, yanking her hand away from her own body. She’s a mess, cunt juice smearing across my fingers, leaking like she can’t control herself.

For a moment, the room pulses with nothing but the sound of her ragged breathing and my own heartbeat pounding in my ears. I’m already stiff, heavy, pressing hard at the fabric, and her gaze darts down.

She knows.

The faintest smile cuts across her face, dangerous in its restraint. “You’re hard.”

My jaw clenches. “You don’t speak about it.”

She tilts her head, still panting, her breasts bare and tender from the clamps. “But it’s true.”

I force myself to release her wrist, stepping back to put distance between us before I do something I can’t take back. “The demonstration is over.”

Her brows knit, frustration flashing across her face.

“But I—”

“No.” I slam the case shut, snapping the latches tight. “You wanted to know. Now you do. This is not for your entertainment. It’s not for you to play with when you’re bored. It’s for punishment, and if you test me again, you’ll understand that more clearly.”

She bites her lip, eyes still darting down to my cock, her own chest heaving like she’s seconds from begging.

I turn away, fists clenched at my sides, cock aching, voice rough with the weight of restraint. “Get dressed. And get control of yourself. We set rules tomorrow.”


Lines In The Sand


Idon’t sleep that night. Not properly.

Every time I close my eyes, I see her—Elena, stretched out in front of me, her breasts clamped and quivering, her voice raw with moans she couldn’t contain. I hear her whispering, turn it up, see her hand sliding down, desperate to touch herself, so wet she glistened. And what’s worse is I can still feel the evidence of her desire clinging to my fingers after I yanked her wrist away.

It’s been years since I’ve lost control like that. It's been years since I’ve let a client get under my skin.

I tell myself it was just because she’s young, untrained, reckless. She doesn’t really understand what she was asking for. Pain and pleasure—people romanticize it, but most don’t understand the line until they’re screaming past it. I should have stopped earlier. Should have never touched her in the first place.

But my cock doesn’t care about should. It still aches, full and unrelenting. A reminder of how close I came to throwing her against the wall and fucking her until she couldn’t walk.

I push to my feet and stalk into the kitchen. The apartment is silent, the city outside muted in the early morning haze. I fill a glass with water, drink it down, then brace my palms against the counter, staring at the dark window.

I’m too old for this. Forty-eight. I should know better.

She’s twenty-two, spoiled, naïve, and entirely too curious for her own good. A distraction I cannot afford. My job is simple: keep her breathing, keep her out of the hands of men who’d use her father’s wealth as leverage. Nothing else.

I repeat it to myself like a mantra until the throbbing in my cock dulls enough for me to breathe.

By the time the sun lifts over Prague’s rooftops, I’ve convinced myself of the plan: today, we go out. Quietly. Supplies, cash, burner phones—these are the things we’ll need to stay two steps ahead of the men looking for her. I’ll keep her close, keep her silent, and remind her this isn’t a vacation.

When I hear her footsteps in the hall, I straighten, mask sliding back into place.

She pads in, hair mussed, shirt hanging off one shoulder. Her eyes find me instantly, a spark of defiance glinting in them. She knows exactly what she did last night, exactly how far she pushed me. And from the flicker of her expression, she’s not sorry.

“Morning,” she says, casual as anything, though her gaze wanders down my body just once, quick, hungry.

“Eat something,” I order, my tone is curt, stripped down.

She raises her brows but doesn’t argue, rummaging for bread. The kitchen fills with the smell of toast, and for a fleeting moment, it feels almost normal. Except it’s not. Nothing about this situation is normal.

I watch her from the corner of my eye, cataloguing her every move, every glance. She thinks this is a game. She doesn’t understand that people will kill to get to her.

And if she keeps testing me—keeps pushing the way she did last night—she might discover exactly how dangerous I can be.

***

The streets of Prague are alive around us—trams rattling past, chatter in Czech, the smell of roasted chestnuts and diesel mixing in the air. It should feel normal, like I’m just another girl running errands with a man twice my age. But nothing about this is normal.

Nikolai moves beside me like a shadow, tall, broad, always scanning. His hand hovers close to my elbow without ever quite touching, a silent tether. Anyone looking would think he’s just a bodyguard. But I know better.

I know what his hands feel like when they pin me down. I know the sharp bite of clamps, the rush of electricity that makes my knees give out. I know the sound of his breath when he’s aroused, even if he tries to bury it under that granite exterior.

I want it again.

I shift, pussy already wet, the ache between my legs impossible to ignore.

He’d turned it off too soon, pulled away when I needed more. And I saw him—the way his chest rose, the stiffness in his jaw. He’s not immune. He wants it too.

But he’ll never admit it unless I force his hand.

We slip into a small shop—one of those corner markets stacked high with everything from bread to SIM cards. Nikolai does his thing, all business, loading up supplies with quick, expeditious movements. I trail behind, pretending to look at candy, plotting how to push him.

“Stay close,” he says without looking back. His voice is low, a warning.

I smirk. “What, afraid I’ll get lost between the cereal boxes?”

His head turns, eyes narrowing, and for a second I catch a flash of something darker there—control, dominance, that edge I crave. But then it’s gone, replaced with his usual stoicism.

Fine. If he won’t rise to bait that small, I’ll go bigger.

I drift toward the front, fingers brushing over postcards and cheap trinkets. The door jingles as someone enters, and I slip a step further, just enough to make him notice.

Elena.” His tone cuts through the shop, low and commanding.

I glance over my shoulder, feigning innocence. “I’m right here.”

He strides over, crowding me back against a rack of magazines. His presence is overwhelming—close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off his body, smell the clean leather and faint spice clinging to him.

“You do not wander,” He mutters under his breath. “Not here. Not ever.”

A shiver runs down my spine, delicious and defiant all at once. “Maybe I like testing boundaries.”

His jaw ticks. His hand brushes the small of my back, firm, possessive, steering me toward the counter. “You’re begging for consequences,” he murmurs so low only I can hear.

And that’s exactly what I want.

I lean in, a slow grin spreading as I do, whispering back, “Maybe that’s the point.”

His eyes flash, a storm contained. For a heartbeat, I think he’ll drag me out right then and there, but he restrains himself, finishing the purchase in tense silence.

As we step back into the street, my pulse quickens. I know I’ve pushed him too far to ignore me this time. Tonight, he won’t hold back. Tonight, I’ll get the punishment I’ve been craving.

***

She wanted consequences. Fine. I’ll give her consequences.

The second we’re inside, I slam the door shut and throw the lock. She’s halfway to some smart remark when I seize her wrist and haul her across the room. She stumbles, a flash of protest on her lips, but I don’t give her the space to finish—pressing her hard into the wall, close enough to feel her breath tremble against mine.

“You think this is a game?” My words spill hot at her ear. “Testing me in public, ignoring orders—do you even understand what could’ve happened?”

Her eyes are dark, locked on mine. Her mouth starts to open, but I cut her off, catching her jaw and forcing her chin up until she has no choice but to meet my stare.

“You wanted punishment,” I continue, I keep my tone flat, under control.“You’re going to get it. On my terms.”

I release her only long enough to cross the room and pull the black case from the shelf. The clamps gleam under the dim light, the thin leads curling like snakes. She squirms on her feet, cunt already dripping for me before I’ve even touched her.

“Strip,” I order.

Her inhale breaks, but she obeys. Every layer peels away measured and taunting, like she’s daring me to change my mind. I don’t. I wait until she’s bare, hands at her sides, nipples already tight from anticipation.

I set the clamps in my palm, hold them up where she can see. You know exactly what’s coming—and you’ll open yourself for it anyway.

“I know,” she whispers. “I want it.”

That’s all I need. I push her down into the chair in the center of the room, binding her wrists to the arms with the leather cuffs built into the frame. She opens for me, and I fasten her ankles in place. She’s trapped, open, mine to use.

I pinch her nipple, sharp enough to draw a flinch, then fasten the first clamp. She gasps, head tipping back, breath shuddering out. The second bites down a moment later, and a moan breaks loose—low, desperate—as she twists in the chair, torn between pain and want.

I flick the switch. Current hums through the wire, and she jerks, a broken sound spilling from her lips.

“Count,” I command.

“O-one—ahh—two—”

I twist the dial higher. Her cry rips through the air, pitched high, trembling on the edge of pain and hunger. She thrashes in the cuffs, body straining, every nerve lit and frantic. But the words that break out of her aren’t pleas to stop—they’re ragged, breathless demands for more.

Her hand jerks toward her pussy, but the restraints keep her from reaching. She groans in frustration, hips rocking. “Please—please, I can’t—”

“You can,” I cut her off sharply. “You’ll sit there and take what I give you. If you want to cum, you make it happen with nothing but pain holding you together.”

Her eyes go wide, wet and ruined, but she still nods. She grinds down against the chair like a slut desperate to get off, chasing friction she’ll never catch. Every time she gets close, I shock her harder, the clamps biting vicious until her screams twist into moans—ragged, filthy, begging for more.

And still she throws her head back and moans, thighs shaking. She’s a mess—cunt dripping down the edge of the chair, shameless and wrecked. The sight of it has my cock rock-hard, straining against my zipper, aching to be freed, but I don’t give in. Not yet.

I lean close, letting my breath brush her ear. “You want release? Take it. No begging. No permission. If you can push yourself past the pain, it’s yours.”

She whimpers, rocking harder, teeth sinking into her lip. Then—suddenly—she shudders, body convulsing, a scream ripping through the room as she cums hard, grinding against the clamps’ bite.

I don’t praise her. I don’t soften. I just flip the switch off and leave her panting, bound, flushed and used.

“This,” I say evenly, “is what defiance earns you.”

Her body is trembling, sweat-slicked, nipples still burning red from the clamps. I should leave her bound and walk away, let her stew in what I’ve already done. But I’m too far gone.

I crouch, unhooking the cuffs from the chair one by one. She slumps forward, arms shaky, eyes glassy but blazing with need.

Get up,” I order, my voice raw with command

She staggers to her feet. I grip her by the waist and spin her, pressing her palms flat against the table. She braces, ass high, breasts hanging, clamps tugging with every breath.

From the case, I draw out the small steel plug and hold it up for her to see. Her breath shudders, but she doesn’t pull back—she leans in, eyes hungry, body already offering itself up.

“Filthy slut,” I mutter, slicking it with lube. My fingers trail down, sliding between her soaked thighs. She’s dripping, messy, her cunt clenching around nothing as I tease her hole lower.

“Please,” she whispers. “I—need it.”

“Then you’ll take it.”

I press the plug to her ass, steady and merciless. Her moan rips out sharp and raw as she arches back, forcing herself onto it. The tip breaches, and I keep pushing, inch by inch, until the base locks tight against her hole. She cries out, knuckles white on the table’s edge, body shuddering, wrecked and wanting.

Her pussy clenches, dripping down her thighs. She’s turned on by the stretch, by the invasion. I can see it in the way her hips roll, desperate for more.

I reach up and flick the switch on the clamps. The jolt tears through her nipples, and she screams—high, broken—as her whole body jolts against the table. Her back bows, muscles seizing, breath ragged as pain and need rip her apart at once.

Her ass clenches hard around the plug, her pussy gushing down her thighs. She’s gone—mindless, undone—lost where pain and pleasure crash together and turn her into nothing but need.

I can’t hold back anymore. My cock throbs, aching and angry, straining for release. I drag the zipper down and pull free—hard, swollen, dripping pre-cum.

I line up and slam into her cunt in one brutal thrust. She screams, raw and guttural, clutching the table like it’s the only thing keeping her upright.

Her body is molten heat, clamping down around me with every shock, every stretch of the plug. I grip her hips and pound into her mercilessly, driving her forward with each thrust.

She moans, sobs, cries out my name — “Nikolai, Nikolai—fuck—” — but I don’t slow down.

This isn’t tender. This isn’t gentle. This is punishment.

The clamps spit electricity, the plug pries her open, and I drive into her like she’s nothing but mine to break. She explodes around my cock, pussy spasming, gush spilling down her thighs. No waiting, no asking—she cums like a slut starved for it, over and over, taking everything I give her and begging for more without words.

Her moans turn hoarse, her body trembling, but she’s still pushing back against me, begging for more without words.

I push in deep, grinding there as I let go. Cum floods her in hard, pulsing spurts until I’m drained, gasping against her back, spent and shaking.

I pull out, tug the clamps off roughly, then slide the plug free. She slumps against the table, drained, hair clinging to her damp back.

“That,” I rasp, tucking myself away, “is the price of disobedience.”


Shadows in Karlin


Every inch of me ached. My thighs, my ass, my nipples—even deep inside, where Nikolai had stretched me until I screamed. I shifted under the sheet and winced, but the soreness only made me smile to myself. He’d fucked me last night, finally, and it hadn’t been gentle.

It was exactly what I’d wanted.

My fingers brushed the tender spots at my hips where his grip had branded me. He’d held me down like I was nothing but his to use, and the memory had my pussy throbbing again even though he wasn’t in the bed beside me.

I tugged on one of his shirts, drowning in the size, and padded barefoot out into the living area. Nikolai was at the small table, phone in hand, broad shoulders hunched, face hard. He hadn’t shaved, and the dark stubble along his jaw only made him look rougher, meaner.

“You left me sore,” I teased, leaning against the doorway.

His eyes lifted, sharp and unreadable, then dropped back to the phone. “Good.”

That one word sent a pulse through me. My nipples pinched against the fabric of his shirt. But when I crossed to him and tried to peek at what had his attention, he tilted the screen away.

“What’s so important you’d rather look at it than me?”

“Information,” he said flatly. His accent was thicker this morning, his voice edged. “Your father’s enemies. They’re here. In Prague.”

The smugness drained out of me. I sat across from him, pulling my knees up to my chest like a child. “Here? You mean—watching me?”

“Yes. They’ll be looking for an opening.” He set the phone down and finally met my eyes. The weight of his stare made my stomach flip. “And you make it too easy when you wander, when you argue, when you think the rules don’t apply to you.”

I swallowed hard, my cheeks hot. He wasn’t wrong. Last night I’d provoked him on purpose, and it had ended with me tied, punished, and filled until I came.

But now, with danger so close, his words landed differently.

“So what happens?” I asked softly. “You lock me up again? Chain me to the bed for real this time?”

The look on his face had me wet before I could stop it. He leaned back in his chair, studying me like he already had me pinned there.

“If that’s what it takes to keep you breathing,” he said. “Yes.”

A sharp ache pulsed between my legs. I curled my toes, trying not to shift in the chair. “Do I get a choice?”

No.” Said with a stillness that left no space for defiance.

He stood, looming over me, and caught my chin, forcing my face up. His thumb dug into my jaw, a possessive grip that made my body jolt with heat. “Last night was a mistake,” he murmured, though his eyes told a different story. “I should have kept my hands off you.”

“Then why didn’t you?” My voice was barely a whisper.

A humorless grin cut across his face. “Because you wanted it too badly. And I wanted to teach you what happens when you push too far.” His gaze darkened. “Push again, and I’ll remind you. Harder.”

He released me and walked away to check the locks, leaving me trembling on the chair, sore, needy, and terrified that I might deliberately defy him again just to feel his punishment.

***

The night should never have happened.

I told myself that as I checked the locks for the third time, my hand brushing the cold steel bolt. The sheets had smelled like her, her body marked by my hands, my cock. I’d left bruises on her hips. Claimed her in every sense that mattered. And it had been a mistake.

Because now I wasn’t thinking clearly.

I forced myself to focus. There were more pressing matters than the memory of her tight cunt clenching around me. The intel that had just come in wasn’t vague rumour anymore—it was solid. Men loyal to her father’s rivals had been spotted in Prague, and not far from where I’d tracked her movements yesterday. They were here, sniffing around, waiting for her to slip.

And she would slip. She was too impulsive, too curious, too spoiled by a life where no one had ever told her no.

I sat at the small table again and opened the encrypted messages, scanning through the details. Sightings of unfamiliar men near Charles Bridge. A vehicle registered to a shell company tied to one of the rival families. Nothing blatant enough for the police to care, but enough for me to know we were running out of time.

I typed back instructions in Russian, my contacts in Prague feeding me more information by the hour. I wanted eyes on every possible exit route from the city. If someone tried to move her, I’d cut them off before they reached the highway.

But even as I sent the orders, her face distracted me. The way she’d looked at me this morning—Cheeks flushed, lips marked with heat, legs bare under my shirt. She wasn’t ashamed. She was proud of the bruises I’d left.

And that made her more dangerous than any man with a gun.

I shoved back from the table and started inventorying my weapons., full magazine. Backup knife strapped to my ankle. The shock clamps, locked back in the case, never should have come out in the first place. She wasn’t ready for them, and I wasn’t ready to admit how badly I’d wanted to watch her break under them again.

The phone buzzed, dragging me back. A message from Rafe Calden—Ethan Payne's man.

Keep your eyes on her. Prague isn’t safe. We’ve picked up chatter she’s the primary target now.

I ground my teeth. I didn’t need another reminder. If anything happened to her, it wouldn’t be her father’s empire that suffered—it would be me. Because I’d failed.

And because I’d fucked her.

I closed the message and slipped the phone into my pocket. Elena was humming in the other room, casual, unconcerned, probably tracing her fingers over the marks I’d left. She didn’t understand what kind of men were circling.

But I did. And if they tried to touch her, I’d put them in the ground.

Mistake or not, she was mine to protect.

And after last night, mine to punish if she forgot it.

***

The air outside felt sharper than it should have, laced with the grit of exhaust and damp stone. Prague at night looked like it belonged in another century—arched bridges, shadowed alleyways, the faint glow of cathedral spires. But to me it wasn’t beautiful. It was dangerous. Every step I took behind Nikolai screamed that we shouldn’t be out here.

He hadn’t explained much, just shoved a dark coat over my shoulders and said, “We’re moving. The flat isn’t safe.” Then he’d marched me down the back stairs like I was a package to be delivered instead of a woman with her own mind.

Now, hurrying across a half-lit square, I kept my head down like he ordered, but my thoughts refused to fall in line. Not safe. That meant someone had found us. Whoever my family’s enemies were, they were close enough to shake Nikolai out of that iron control he usually wore like armour.

“Keep up,” he muttered, not even turning his head.

I lengthened my stride, annoyed at the clipped command. He wasn’t even holding my hand, just striding a pace ahead as though dragging me along with an invisible leash. What I hated most was the way my body responded—an ache tightening low at the command in his voice. I despised myself for it.

We ducked into a narrow alley, boots splashing through a shallow puddle. “Where are we going?” I snapped.

“Meeting a contact,” he said. His eyes swept the rooftops, the doorways, never resting on me. “He has the papers we’ll need if things escalate.”

I swallowed. “So it’s that bad.”

He stopped suddenly, spinning to face me, his jaw set hard. “It’s worse than you think. And you’ll do exactly what I tell you, or we don’t make it out of here.”

The rough certainty in his tone set my heart racing. Fear was there, yes—but so was the heat that rushed low under my skirt. God help me, his control crawled under my skin in a way nothing else ever had.

We turned another corner and the square opened into a courtyard. A lone man waited by a darkened café, cigarette glowing between his fingers. Nikolai stalked closer, gaze never leaving him, his hand resting casually against his jacket where I knew he kept a weapon.

I hovered behind, listening to the fast exchange in Czech. The man handed over a slim envelope. Nikolai gave a curt nod, then motioned for me to stay close.

But something prickled at the edges of my awareness—the way the hairs on the back of my neck rose. I glanced over my shoulder. Two silhouettes had appeared at the far end of the street, moving slowly but deliberately in our direction.

My heart kicked. “Nikolai—”

“I see them.” His voice was calm, but his body went rigid. He pressed the envelope into his jacket, then grabbed my wrist, pulling me close enough that I could feel the heat of him through my coat. “Don’t look back again. We walk fast. If they follow—”

He didn’t finish, but I knew. If they followed, he’d kill them.

And all I could think, as fear and adrenaline blurred together in my veins, was how much I wanted to feel that brutal power focused entirely on me again—just like when he’d punished me earlier.

***

The instant Elena whispered my name, I already had eyes on the two shadows trailing us. Broad shoulders, quick stride. Not drunks stumbling home, not tourists lost in the dark. Hunters.

I tightened my grip on her wrist and felt the tremor in her pulse. “Keep moving,” I murmured, steering her down the narrow side street. She obeyed but glanced up at me, lips parted like she wanted to ask if we were about to die.

Not tonight.

We reached the mouth of the alley. I scanned left, right. One way opened toward the tram lines, lit too brightly, too exposed. The other curved toward the Vltava, darker, less crowded. I chose the dark.

My hand brushed the butt of my Glock beneath the jacket. If they followed us down here, it wouldn’t be words exchanged. It would be bullets.

“Are they still—?”

“Don’t talk,” I snapped, harsher than I meant. Her mouth snapped shut, but I could feel the heat of her glare even without looking. Good. Anger might keep her steady.

The echo of footsteps behind us confirmed it. They’d taken the bait.

I pivoted fast, slamming Elena against the brick, my hand sealing over her mouth. Her eyes flew wide, breath hot and frantic against my palm, but she didn’t fight me. I bent close, voice a harsh whisper. “Stay quiet. No matter what.”

She nodded, and I slipped away, leaving her in the shadows. Every instinct rebelled at abandoning her, but keeping her pinned there was safer than dragging her into the fight.

The first silhouette rounded the corner. I stepped out from behind a dumpster, gun raised. The look on his face lasted only a heartbeat before the muffled shot dropped him. The second man froze, then bolted.

“Fool,” I snap, sprinting after him. My boots pounded against the cobbles, lungs burning with cold night air. He darted left, then right. Too slow. I caught his collar, slammed him into the wall, and pressed cold steel beneath his chin.

“Who sent you?” I demanded in Czech.

He spat blood and laughed, defiant. “Varga money. Always worth killing for.”

Elena’s family name. My jaw tightened. They weren’t random tail men; they’d been paid.

I pressed harder, rage simmering low. “Names.”

He sneered, but his bravado faltered when I jammed my knee into his gut. “Warehouse,” he coughed finally. “Karlin district. Orders come from there.”

That was all I needed. I dropped him with a swift crack to the skull and left him crumpled.

When I returned, Elena was exactly where I’d left her, trembling but unharmed. Relief hit me fast, edged with danger. I yanked her close, too rough, too possessive. “I told you not to move.”

Her eyes searched mine, wide and shining. “Did you kill them?”

“One won’t be getting back up. The other won’t bother us tonight.” I scanned the street again, forcing my heartbeat back to normal. “We’re moving. Karlin. That’s where this trail leads.”

She swallowed hard, then whispered, “And you’ll keep me safe?”

My jaw clenched. She had no idea how much that question gutted me. Protecting her was my job. Wanting her was my weakness.

I released her wrist but kept her close as we slipped back into the shadows. The night wasn’t over.


Boundaries Blurred


The car rumbles over uneven cobblestones, every bump jolting through me as I sit pressed against Nikolai in the backseat. His jaw is clenched, one hand resting heavy on his thigh, the other on the butt of his gun. He’s still keyed up from the alley, eyes scanning every streetlamp, every shadow.

I should be terrified. A tail, a close call, the reminder that people want me gone. Instead, my pulse is racing for an entirely different reason. The way he moved back there — precise, brutal, like the violence didn’t rattle him at all — it did something to me. Something dangerous.

I shift, legs crossing, uncrossing, the hem of my dress riding higher each time. I catch his glance dart toward me, quick and irritated, like he knows exactly what I’m doing and disapproves.

“Stop fidgeting,” he mutters, tone low and edged.

I lean closer, pretending innocence, letting my lips nearly brush his ear. “I can’t help it.”

His eyes pin me in place. “Elena.” Warning in his tone. But I don’t back down.

Instead, I slide my hand onto his thigh. His muscles go hard under my palm. I don’t stop there — I inch higher, feeling the undeniable bulge pressing against the zipper of his jeans.

A rough inhale drags through his teeth. For once, the perfect soldier cracks.

“Do you have any idea how reckless this is?” he bites out, catching my wrist, squeezing just hard enough to sting.

“Yes,” I whisper, staring into his eyes, my own voice trembling but sure. “That’s why I can’t stop thinking about it.”

For a heartbeat I think he’s going to shove me away. Then, like a switch flips, he shoves me back against the seat instead, big hand braced around my throat. Not choking — just holding me still, controlling me completely.

“Keep your fucking dress down,” he snaps. But the words sound more like a plea than an order.

The driver takes a turn, tires squealing faintly on wet pavement. My head tips back against the leather, breath shallow. I push my knees apart anyway, just enough to make his restraint look useless.

He mutters a curse in Russian, voice rough and low, then drags his hand down my chest and under the neckline of my dress. My nipples are already stiff, aching, and his fingers find one, pinching hard enough to rip a gasp from me.

I bite back the sound, terrified the driver will hear — and even more turned on by the risk. I’m dripping through my panties, thighs smeared with my own juices.

“Christ,” he mutters, the fight clearly leaving him. His hand slips lower, shoving the thin fabric aside. His fingers find me instantly, sliding over my swollen clit, and my body jolts so hard my knees slam against the car door.

I bury my face in his shoulder to muffle the whimper. He doesn’t stop. If anything, the fact that we’re moving through the city streets, headlights flashing past, makes him rougher.

***

The car jerks through another turn, and Elena’s hand is still on me, stroking, teasing, driving me insane. I should shove her away, keep my focus where it belongs, but when she freed my cock from my jeans, I lost the last shred of control.

Her fingers are wrapped around me now, soft but daring, stroking in rhythm with my own hand between her thighs. I can feel how wet she is, heat soaking through my fingers, and it makes my teeth grind.

“You have no discipline,” I mutter against her ear, my voice rough. “Touching me like this when we should be watching for a tail. Do you want to get us killed?”

She bites her lip, staring at my cock in her hand, and shakes her head. “No. I just… can’t help it.”

“Bad girl,” I snarl, teasing my fingers across her clit. Her body arches against my chest, a stifled moan caught in her throat. “Very bad girl.”

Her eyes flutter shut as she strokes me harder, her thumb grazing the head, spreading pre-cum down my shaft. My hips twitch up against her palm before I can stop myself. Fuck.

The driver clears his throat. He’s pretending he doesn’t notice, but I know better. That just makes it worse. Hotter. I grab Elena’s jaw and force her to look at me. “When this car stops, you’re going to get on your knees. Understand?”

Her whisper is shaky but certain. “Yes.”

The driver pulls into a narrow side street, brakes squealing as he rolls to a stop near the shadows of old stone buildings. I tuck myself back into my jeans enough to keep it discreet, but not all the way, my cock straining against the zipper.

I push the door open and drag her out by the wrist. The air is damp and cold, carrying the faint echo of voices from a nearby bar. Close enough that if anyone comes around the corner, they’ll see everything.

She obeys instantly, mouth open, gaze dark with hunger. I shove my cock between her lips, groaning as the wet heat of her mouth seals around me. Her tongue works fast, greedy, tracing every inch as I drive deeper. She gags when I push farther down her throat, but I just fist her hair and hold her steady, using her mouth like it’s mine to fuck. Saliva smears my shaft, dripping down her chin. Her throat tightens around me, choking soft and broken, and the sound rips through me, turning me feral. I drag her head back, then slam her down again, harder this time, making her throat stretch to take it. Her eyes water, tears spilling, but she doesn’t pull away—she opens wider, drooling messily, hungry for more.

“Goddamn it, Elena,” I bark, yanking her up by the hair. Her mouth glistens, chin smeared with spit. I spin her hard, slam her against the wall, and drag her dress up around her hips. My palm cracks across her ass, the sound echoing. “Bad. Fucking. Girl.” Each word drives another slap into her skin, sharp and stinging, until she’s gasping, tits pressed to the wall, ass red under my hand. Her breath breaks, tangled between sobs and moans. and I don’t let up.

I shove her panties aside and sink into her, hard and urgent. Her cunt clamps down so tight I nearly spill in the first thrust. I lock an arm around her waist, holding her in place as I drive into her, relentless, each slam forcing her higher against the wall.

Her hands slap the wall, struggling to hold herself up, every cry muffled by the night air. I spank her between thrusts, my palm stinging, her ass red beneath my hand.

“Too risky,” I rasp against her ear, fucking her harder. “We could be caught any second. And you love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasps, head falling back against my shoulder. “Fuck, yes—”

I squeeze her throat with one hand, hips hammering into her, every sound of her climax vibrating against my skin as she cums around me in the shadows.

I bare my teeth and keep driving into her, unrelenting until release tears through me. Cum floods her as a guttural curse rips free, my body grinding her into the wall like I could fuck every trace of defiance out of her.

When it’s over, I rest my forehead against hers, both of us panting, the world still spinning around us. We’re not safe. We’re not careful. And yet, I already know — I’ll let her be this reckless again, because I’m just as weak for her as she is for me.

***

My back is still pressed to the cold stone when Nikolai finally eases out of me. My legs tremble, my dress rucked up around my waist, panties shoved aside like they were nothing. My ass stings from his handprints, and the burn only makes the rush sharper.

For a second, neither of us moves. His hand is still at my throat, his chest pressed to my back, the sound of his rough breathing filling the alley. If someone came by now, we’d be caught red-handed. But the thought doesn’t terrify me the way it should. It thrills me.

I swallow, my voice shaky. “That was insane.”

His laugh rumbles out, humorless and hard. “That was reckless.” He tugs my dress down roughly, wipes himself against my thigh like he’s trying to erase the evidence, then zips his jeans. “And it doesn’t happen again.”

But the way he’s still hard against me, still gripping me tighter than necessary, tells me he’s lying — maybe to himself, maybe to me.

I turn in his arms, pushing his chest with both hands. He doesn’t budge. “You wanted it as much as I did.”

His eyes lock on mine, dark and stormy, jaw set like stone. “You don’t get it, Elena. This isn’t a game. Every second we waste makes you more vulnerable. And I can’t protect you if I’m busy fucking you against a wall.”

The filth in his mouth drags another rush of heat through me. He feels it, sees it in my face, and curses under his breath before stepping back.

I smooth my dress, still shaky on my heels. “So where are we even going? You drag me out here, risk both our lives, and don’t explain a damn thing.”

He checks the alley with a sweep of his eyes, His body tight with control, then nods for me to follow. The driver is gone — probably circling to avoid suspicion — so it’s just us, moving fast down the narrow street.

“The tail wasn’t random,” he says finally, His voice came short, hard-edged. “The men following us were Bratva muscle. They’re moving on Karlin hard. That’s where your family’s been moving money, and that’s where they’ll drag you if they catch you. So we’re going to Karlin before they regroup. We find out who’s pulling strings and cut them off before they get to you.”

His words are sharp, professional, but I catch the flicker in his eyes when he glances at me — the same hunger that had him pressing me into the wall minutes ago. He’s pretending it’s gone, but it’s not.

I bite my lip, quickening my pace to keep up. “And what if they catch us first?”

“Then I kill them,” he answers flatly, like he’s talking about tying his boots, not ending lives. He grabs my arm and pulls me into another side street, He moved with clean, practiced ease. “Stay close. Don’t speak unless I tell you to. And no more stunts like that.”

I almost laugh. No more stunts? After what we just did, the idea of obeying his rules feels impossible. Still, I nod, because the look in his eyes says he’ll drag me kicking and screaming if I don’t.

The city hums around us — footsteps on cobblestones, a tram rattling in the distance, faint laughter from bars still open. It all feels too normal for what’s happening, too alive for the danger I know is creeping closer.

I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. He’s scanning every shadow, every rooftop, his hand never far from the gun beneath his jacket. Cold, merciless. My protector.

And the man who just spanked me and fucked me raw in an alley while strangers walked by.

I don’t know which side of him I want more.

***

Karlin smells like diesel, smoke, and rot. The district’s been gutted piece by piece, warehouses stripped bare, left to crumble, and filled again with whatever business thrives in the dark. Perfect ground for Bratva scum.

I keep Elena tucked close to my side as we move through the broken streets. Her heels click against the cobblestones, too loud, too obvious. I want to tell her to take them off, but then I catch the challenge burning in her eyes., the way she refuses to look scared, and I bite my tongue. If I snap now, I’ll only push her to test me again, and I don’t have the patience for another scene like the one in the alley.

“Stay sharp,” I mutter instead, scanning the block.

Her hand brushes mine, deliberate. “I thought that was your job.”

I shoot her a look that makes her smirk disappear. “My job only works if you listen.”

We cut across to the tram line, past shuttered shops and graffiti-tagged walls. I clock three men leaning on a corner, their eyes following us too closely. They don’t move — not yet — but I mark their faces, their stance, the bulge under one jacket. Bratva, no question.

I steer Elena down a narrower street, pace quickening. She keeps up, but I feel her heartbeat racing through the pulse in her wrist where I hold her. She’s scared, even if she’s pretending not to be.

Good. Hold onto that fear—it’s what’ll keep you breathing.

We stop at a steel door half-covered in rust, padlock dangling loose. My contact swore this warehouse was where the cash was being funneled. If it’s true, then whoever’s guarding it will lead me straight to the man pulling the strings.

I test the door. It groans but gives. Inside, the air is stale, stinking of decay and grease. The main floor stretches wide and empty, but there are fresh cigarette butts near the entry and footprints in the dust. Somebody’s been here recently.

I push Elena behind a stack of crates. “Stay down. Don’t move until I say so.”

She opens her mouth — probably to argue — but I fix her with a stare sharp enough to slice through steel. She presses her lips together and sinks behind the crates without another word.

Good girl.

I draw my gun, nerves strung tight, every sense sharpened to a blade’s edge as I push deeper inside. My boots kiss the concrete in near silence, each step deliberate. Shadows twitch across the broken windows above, jagged with menace. From the rafters comes the steady drip of water—too loud, too precise—like a countdown I can’t see.

A chair scrapes. Voices echo. Russian, low and angry. I edge closer, peering between stacks of pallets until I spot two men arguing by a folding table covered in documents. Money’s laid out in bundles, some of it still wrapped in bank bands. Jackpot.

My jaw tightens. This isn’t just about intimidation anymore. This is a full operation. And Elena — stubborn, reckless Elena — is the leverage they’ll want most if they catch us here.

I glance back at her, hidden in the shadows, her eyes locked on me. She shouldn’t be here. She’s a liability. She’s also the reason my cock is still half-hard, even with death around the corner.

I exhale slow, steady, gun steady in my hand. No distractions. Not now.

Time to end this.


Whispers of Betrayal


The warehouse carried the sour tang of damp stone and decay. The kind of place you only came to if you were planning business the law had no eyes on. I crouched behind a stack of pallets, my gun loose but ready in my grip, every sense wired tight.

Two Bratva soldiers argued near a folding table, their Russian low and fast. Bundles of cash lay stacked in neat towers, half-wrapped in bank bands. Paperwork too, though I couldn’t read it from here. But that wasn’t what froze my blood.

“—the girl, Elena Varga.”

I didn’t need to know the rest. My stomach went cold.

Her name, here. Not whispered by chance, not rumor. They knew.

I forced my breathing steady, straining to catch every word.

“She’s with him now,” the younger one said, tapping ash from his cigarette. “The bodyguard. They’re moving together.”

The older one snorted. “Doesn’t matter. Somebody inside her circle is giving us what we need. He can’t protect her forever.”

I shifted slightly, careful not to make a sound. The contact I’d trusted for intel… had he known about this leak? Or was he part of it?

I glanced back toward the crates where Elena was tucked down, her dark hair spilling loose, her wide eyes locked on me. She couldn’t hear them, not from here. And I wouldn’t let her.

Because what they were saying was worse than random chance. It wasn’t a matter of thugs guessing she might be hiding in Prague. Someone close to her family — maybe even in her household — was feeding these bastards her every move.

And she’d walked right into my care with no idea.

The younger Bratva lit another cigarette, muttering about timing, about moving her before she vanished again. My jaw tightened as I realized what they were planning: grab her, use her as leverage against her father’s already-crumbling empire.

I slipped back into the shadows, every step calculated, my mind already racing. This wasn’t just protection anymore. It was counterintelligence. And if there was a traitor close to Elena, then the danger wasn’t only out here in Karlin. It was inside her world.

I moved quick, silent, and returned to her. She shifted as soon as she saw me, eyes pleading for answers. I put a finger to her lips, leaned close enough that my words were only for her.

“They know your name.”

Her face drained of color. “What?”

I scanned the warehouse again. “Not just know it. They know you’re with me. Someone’s feeding them information.”

Her mouth opened to argue, to deny, but I cut her off with a sharp shake of my head. “Not here. We move.”

She hesitated, but I grabbed her wrist, pulling her to her feet. No more time for quiet surveillance. The Bratva weren’t just circling. They were closing in.

And somewhere close to her heart, someone she trusted had already sold her out.

***

The moment Nikolai said the words — they know your name — my stomach dropped so hard I thought I might be sick.

I didn’t even have time to argue. His grip locked tight on my wrist, unshakable. pulling me up from behind the crates. I stumbled to match his stride, heels striking sharp against the concrete until he snapped, “Quiet,” hauling me forward with a rough jerk.

We moved quick, slipping between shadows, my heartbeat pounding louder than my boots. The warehouse yawned around us, cavernous and cold, every sound doubled back in echoes I didn’t dare test. Plastic rustled somewhere in the dark, water dripped steady from above—each noise twisting into phantom footsteps at our backs.

But what kept rattling in my skull was that word: inside.

Someone close to me. Feeding them information.

I thought about the names that could mean. My uncle, always bitter about how my father ran things. My mother’s assistant, nosy and smug, always around when he shouldn’t be. Or worse — someone I loved. My chest clenched at the thought of my mother, my cousins. Could it be one of them?

Nikolai pulled me tight against his chest as we paused at a side door, his hand covering my mouth before I could breathe too loud. Voices carried closer now, heavy boots striking the concrete.

“They were here,” a man barked in Russian. I only caught pieces — enough to understand that they were sweeping the warehouse. Looking. Hunting.

I nodded frantically against his palm, promising I’d stay quiet. His eyes bore into mine, fierce and sharp, before he let me go. The door groaned faintly as he nudged it open, and we slipped out into the night.

Stepping out, the air hit hard, biting at my skin. — damp, cold, but no safer. Nikolai didn’t let go of my wrist until we were down a narrow side alley, weaving past dumpsters and rusting cars. He kept his body angled between me and the open street, his free hand always hovering near his weapon.

I whispered, barely able to form the words. “It can’t be true. No one in my family would—”

“Don’t lie to yourself,” he snapped, not slowing his pace. “Somebody told them. They knew too much.”

The sharpness of his tone stung, but it was the truth in it that hollowed me out.

We tore through another alley, the faint clang of tram lines ringing like a warning in the distance. My chest burned, lungs struggling with every breath, but fear drove my legs harder. The shadows twisted around us, alive, each one ready to break free and drag me under.

“Why would they betray me?” I whispered, more to myself than him.

His voice was steady, cruel in its certainty. “Because loyalty dies fast when money is involved. Or power. Or both.”

I swallowed hard, fighting the lump in my throat. All my life, I’d lived surrounded by luxury, by people who smiled at me, told me they were family, they were allies. Now every face blurred into suspicion.

“Who do you think it is?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. That silence was worse than any name he could’ve said.

We slipped into another narrow gap between buildings, and suddenly his arm locked around me, shoving me flat against the wall. A cry caught in my throat, but his hand was already over my mouth, smothering the sound before it could escape.

Two men strode past the mouth of the alley, their Russian loud, their laughter harsh. One carried a rifle slung low. They didn’t look in, didn’t see us, but I could feel the tremor in my legs as they passed.

Nikolai’s breath was hot at my ear. “This is why you obey. One mistake, one sound, and they’d have you in their van right now.”

I nodded against his hand, throat tight. When he let go, I whispered, “I understand.”

But the truth was, I didn’t understand at all. Not yet. Not who betrayed me, not how far this would go.

What gutted me most was the spark I couldn’t smother—the way my mind kept circling back to his hand on me in the alley, the sting of it, the rush of feeling alive even with danger closing in from every side.

I hated myself for it. And still, I craved it all over again.

And now, I wasn’t sure if Nikolai hated me for that weakness — or if he was fighting the same fire himself.

***

I’ve stayed in every kind of hole a city like Prague has to offer—safehouses, back rooms, basements where the rats outnumbered the lights. But tonight I don’t take Elena to any of them.

Instead, I push her through the polished revolving doors of the Grand Aria Hotel. Crystal chandeliers glitter overhead, marble floors gleaming under her heels. The lobby carries the cloying sweetness of roses layered over the sharp bite of polish. No Bratva soldier in his right mind would expect me to walk her straight into a place like this, so obvious it circles back to invisible.

She stares around wide-eyed, tugging against my grip. “You’re insane. We’ll be recognized here.”

I keep moving, cutting toward the elevators. “No one is looking for us at a five-star hotel, Elena. They’re sweeping the docks, the clubs, the underground. Not this.”

The elevator dings and I shove her inside. The doors close, gold panels reflecting us in distorted lines. She crosses her arms tight, defiance written in every line of her body. “So that’s it? You’ll keep me locked up here, tucked away like some secret, until you’re bored and done with me?”

I lean in close, my voice low and dangerous. “I’m keeping you alive. Don’t confuse that with boredom.”

Her eyes flash. “You said someone close to me betrayed me. Who? Tell me.”

The elevator hums, carrying us up. I don’t answer. Because the truth is, I don’t know yet. And until I do, every name around her is a liability.

“Answer me, damn it!” she snaps, her voice echoing too loud in the gilded box.

I clamp a hand over her mouth, pinning her against the mirror. Keep your voice down,” I snap. “You want the concierge calling security and handing us to the Bratva gift-wrapped?”

Her breath is hot against my palm. She glares, furious and—God help me—turned on. I feel the way her chest rises faster, nipples hard under the thin fabric of her dress. I force myself to let go, stepping back before I do something I shouldn’t.

The elevator dings again. I march her down the hall and swipe us into a suite on the top floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows look out over the Vltava River, the castle lit up against the night sky. A bottle of champagne sits chilling on a silver tray, some rich bastard’s idea of welcome.

Elena whirls on me as the door clicks shut. “You can’t keep me in the dark like this! My family—”

“Your family has a leak,” I cut in, my voice sharp enough to stop her cold. “That’s all you need to know. Until I find out who it is, you don’t see them, you don’t talk to them, and you sure as hell don’t trust them.”

Her mouth falls open, indignant. “You can’t just cut me off from my life!”

I close the distance, towering over her, every muscle strung tight. “Watch me.”

For a heartbeat, silence stretches between us. The glittering city outside throws fractured light across her face, and I can see the pulse beating fast in her throat. She’s angry. She’s scared. But under it, that same reckless hunger burns bright, daring me to make good on the threats I keep throwing at her.

And I know exactly how I’m going to handle it.

You want answers?” I murmur, seizing her chin and forcing her to look at me. “Fine. You’ll earn them. On your knees. Now.

Her lips part, a shocked gasp. But she doesn’t step back. She doesn’t say no.

She just swallows hard, eyes blazing with a mix of defiance and desire.

Exactly the reaction I was counting on.

***

The command cut through the space, leaving no room to resist.

My pulse raced as I dropped to my knees on the plush carpet, the city lights blazing behind him through the glass. He dragged the zipper down slow, pulling his cock out—already thick, heavy, and leaking from nothing but the fight in the elevator.

“Open,” he ordered.

Heat tore through me, and I obeyed. His cock stretched my mouth, weighty on my tongue, the taste all salt and skin. My lips slid down his length as his hand tightened at the back of my head, guiding me where he wanted. I gagged when he forced deeper, eyes watering, spit spilling down my chin—but the sound he made, low and broken like I was wrecking him, only made me open wider and take more.

That’s it,” he rasped. “Earn your answers, my toy. Show me how bad you want them.”

I moaned around his cock, working faster until my jaw throbbed. His grip tightened in my hair, holding me in place as he drove into my throat. I gagged, spit streaming down my chin, but he kept pushing, unrelenting, until my eyes watered and my vision swam.

Then, suddenly, he yanked me back. I gasped for air, coughing, spit running down my chin. He snatched the robe’s belt from the hook, looping it tight, and before I could react, he blindfolded me.

Darkness swallowed me whole. My breath shivered out, quick and wanting.

“You think you’re in control because you can pout and demand answers,” he rasped at my ear. “But I decide what you see, what you feel, when you cum. Understand?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes, sir.”

My body trembled at the words. He shoved me back onto the bed, the duvet sinking under me, and spread my legs wide. His mouth descended before I could catch my breath. His tongue flicked my clit, teasing, licking, then pulling back until I whimpered in frustration. He gripped my thighs hard, keeping me spread, making me feel helpless and exposed.

I writhed, blindfolded, every nerve on fire. “Please…”

His laugh was cruel. “Please what?”

“Please… eat me.”

“Good girl.”

He devoured me then, tongue plunging deep, lips sucking my clit until I cried out, thrashing helplessly. Every flick, every swirl was torture and bliss. I clutched at the sheets, blind, lost, my orgasm building until I screamed his name.

But he wasn’t finished.

The bed dipped as he climbed over me. His cock pressed at my entrance, then shifted lower. My breath caught. “Wait—”

“Shh.” His hand pressed over my mouth as he pushed into my ass slowly, deliberately, stretching me. The burn made me whimper into his palm, but when he was fully seated, the fullness was overwhelming, mind-shattering.

All mine. Every hole,” he bit out, thrusting hard, driving into me until the sting blurred into raw pleasure. My cunt throbbed, empty, desperate, while he pounded my ass.

Then his fingers found my clit, ruthless circles while he drove into me from behind. The overload wrecked me—I screamed into his hand, body jerking, cunt clenching around nothing while he split my ass open. The orgasm tore through me, brutal and endless, my scream breaking into sobs as wave after wave left me shaking and soaked.

He drove into me twice more, deep and brutal, before his whole body locked tight. A guttural curse tore from his throat as he spilled inside me, heat flooding in thick pulses, each one wringing another shudder from him.

For a moment, silence reigned. Only our ragged breathing filled the room.

Then he pulled the blindfold away, easing me up. “Shower. Now.”

I stumbled after him, still trembling, into the marble bathroom. He set me under the spray, hot water cascading over my sore body. His hands were rough but careful as he soaped my skin, rinsing sweat and cum away. When he knelt to wash between my thighs, gentleness edged the command in his voice.

“You’re alive because of me,” he murmured. “And now, you belong to me.”

And for the first time, I didn’t argue.


The Traitor's Hand


The Grand Aria suite was too quiet after everything we’d done. Elena slept curled in the sheets, her breathing steady, her hair damp from the shower. I stood at the window, staring down at Prague’s glowing streets, phone in hand, thinking.

She thought this was over for tonight. That fucking her blindfolded and washing her clean under the spray had drained me of anything else. But I didn’t get to rest. Not while I knew her name had already been whispered across a Bratva table.

I scrolled through the coded channels I still had access to. Mercenaries, smugglers, men who owed me favors. I lit one line green, waiting. The reply came fast.

They knew where to find her because someone gave them her passport copy. Not from us. From inside.

I swore under my breath. The bastard wasn’t wrong. Nobody on the street has access to a Varga passport. That came from her circle.

And that narrowed the field.

When I turned, Elena was awake, propped up on an elbow, the sheet slipping low enough to bare one perfect breast. She didn’t bother to cover it, her eyes locked on me. “You’re not telling me something.”

I pocketed the phone, refusing to look at her skin. If I did, I’d forget the blood still waiting for us in this city. “Go back to sleep.”

She pushed up, defiant. “No. You said someone close betrayed me. Who? My uncle? One of Father’s men? Tell me!”

Her voice was sharp, too loud, and I closed the distance in a few hard steps, clamping a hand over her mouth. “Do you ever shut up?” I spat. Her eyes widened at the steel in my tone. “There are ears in every wall of this city. You think we’re safe because the pillows are soft? Because the water runs hot? The Bratva doesn’t care about chandeliers, Elena. They care about leverage.”

I let her go, and she glared, rubbing her jaw. “So I’m just leverage to you?”

“No,” I said flatly. “You’re responsibility.”

That shut her up, but only for a moment. Then her gaze hardened.“If someone in my family sold me out, I want to know who.”

“You’ll know when I’m sure,” I snapped. I grabbed the small leather bag I’d brought in with us, tossed it on the bed. “Get dressed. We’re leaving.”

Her eyes widened. “It’s the middle of the night.”

“Exactly. Which means fewer eyes when we move.”

She slid out of bed, pulling on her clothes with jerky movements. I turned away, checking my weapon, because if I watched her tug panties over that bruised ass I’d painted red, I’d forget why we needed to move.

By the time she laced her shoes, I’d already scouted the hall with my weapon drawn. The hotel was too quiet. Too perfect.

I didn’t trust perfection.

“Elena,” I said without looking back, “someone inside your family circle wants you gone. That’s the only truth you get tonight. And until I flush the rat, you don’t breathe without me.”

Her sharp inhale told me the message hit. But her reply was soft, dangerous in its own way. “Then flush them fast, Nikolai. Because I’m done living in the dark.”

I tightened my grip on my gun.

She had no idea how fast the dark was closing in.

***

Nikolai didn’t speak as we left the hotel. His hand stayed tight around my wrist, dragging me through the lobby like I was just another piece of luggage. “I hated the obedience stamped into me, but hated more the way my body thrilled when his hand yanked me close.

Outside, Prague glowed under streetlamps, the Vltava shimmering like dark silk. He shoved me into a waiting car, a battered sedan that looked completely out of place parked in front of the Aria’s gleaming façade.

“Whose car is this?” I whispered as he slid into the driver’s seat.

“Doesn’t matter.” He started the engine, eyes scanning the mirrors. “It’ll get us where we need to go.”

The city blurred past as we drove. My head spun with his words from earlier: someone inside your family wants you gone. It couldn’t be true. Not my uncle, who’d bought me presents every Christmas. Not my mother’s advisor, who always smiled like a favorite teacher. And definitely not my mother.

But the memory of my name on Bratva lips still burned in my skull. They knew too much.

Finally, Nikolai pulled down a side street, stopping in front of a squat office building with boarded-up windows. The inside, though, told a different story—bare but functional, the air thick with cigarette smoke and dust. A man I didn’t recognize sat behind a desk, a laptop open, wires and devices scattered like clutter.

Nikolai jerked his chin toward me. “Stay quiet.”

I stiffened, but bit my tongue.

The man nodded at Nikolai. “Pulled the logs you asked for.” His accent was Czech, his tone low. “Encrypted messages, routed through multiple proxies. But not clean enough.”

He turned the laptop so Nikolai could see. Lines of Cyrillic text scrolled across the screen, interspersed with English phrases. I couldn’t make sense of it, but I caught enough. Elena. Hotel. Move soon.

My stomach knotted.

“Where did it come from?” Nikolai asked.

The man tapped a line of code, then another. “Origin point is a private server. Belongs to… Varga Holdings.”

I blinked. “That’s—”

“My family’s company,” I finished, my voice sharp with disbelief. “That’s our main office in Old Town.”

The man didn’t look up. “Somebody with access is passing information straight to them. Regularly.”

Nikolai’s jaw clenched. “Can you narrow it down?”

The man shook his head. “Not tonight. But there’s a pattern. Whoever it is, they’re careful, but sloppy enough that I can trace individual keystrokes if I get physical access to the server.”

I stepped forward, hands trembling. “So it’s real. Someone in my family is betraying me.”

The man finally looked at me, eyes tired. “I don’t care who you are. But yes. Someone close wants you delivered.”

The words cut like glass. I’d suspected, but hearing it confirmed left me hollow.

Nikolai slammed the laptop shut and grabbed my arm, steering me back toward the door. “That’s all we need for now.”

I dug my heels in. “Wait! Don’t I get a say in this? If my family—”

His grip tightened, pulling me into the night air again. “Your family already made their choice. Now it’s my job to keep you breathing long enough to make another.”

He shoved me into the car, his jaw set, eyes on fire.

And for the first time, I started to wonder if I’d been safer before I ever met him.

***

The engine rumbled low as I cut through Prague’s backstreets, headlights slicing the fog into ribbons. Elena sat stiff beside me, arms locked across her chest, her posture stiff. But her breath gave her away—shallow, uneven, the kind that came from holding too much in.

She finally broke the silence. “You know who it is.”

I kept my eyes on the road. “No.”

“Don’t lie to me.” Her voice was sharper now, cutting through the hum of the engine. “I saw your face in there. You’re not surprised. You’ve already guessed.”

I didn’t answer.

Her hand slammed against the dashboard, a sharp crack that echoed in the confined space. “Damn it, Nikolai, that’s my family. My blood. If you know who’s betraying me, you owe me the truth!”

I cut the wheel, swerving us into a narrower street, then braked hard. The tires squealed. Elena gasped, grabbing the handle above the door. I leaned across, caught her jaw in my hand, and wrenched her face toward mine.

"I don’t owe you anything,” I said, my voice sharp enough to cut.. “You want the truth? Here it is: one of your own sold you out like a bag of meat. That’s the world you live in. You think your last name protects you, but it paints a target on your back. And until I have proof, you’ll know nothing—because you’ll run straight into their arms the second you’re scared enough. And that’s how you end up in the ground.”

Her mouth softened, just barely open, like the words had been stolen from her. For a second, I thought she’d finally shut up. But Elena was too much her father’s daughter for that.

"You’re a bastard.” Her voice shook with fury. “You think you can order me around, keep me blind, treat me like—like I’m some doll to be locked in a glass case?”

I released her chin, shoving her back against the seat. “No, Elena. Dolls don’t bleed. And you’re bleeding out already if you can’t handle the idea that your family isn’t loyal.”

Her throat worked as she swallowed, defiance still flashing in her eyes. “So what now? You just drag me from one hideout to another until you decide I’m not worth the trouble?”

“We move toward the source,” I said, easing the car into gear. “And you keep your mouth shut when I tell you.”

She turned toward the window, muttering under her breath. I didn’t catch every word, but the gist was clear. She thought I was cruel, heartless, a monster.

Good. Better she hate me than stumble into the arms of the person waiting to sell her to the Bratva.

I tightened my grip on the wheel. The betrayal was closer than she realized, and until I ripped it out at the root, I’d keep her in the dark. Even if it meant breaking her in the process.

***

The ride felt endless, Prague rolling past in flashes of cobblestones and neon, my thoughts circling the same brutal truth: someone I loved had sold me out.

I pressed my forehead against the glass, watching rain smear the lights. “It doesn’t make sense,” I muttered. “My family would never—”

Nikolai’s laugh cut me off, harsh and humorless. “Keep telling yourself that, princess. You’ll sleep better.”

I turned to glare at him. “Don't call me that.”

He didn’t even look at me, just kept scanning the mirrors, his knuckles white on the wheel. “If you want me to treat you like an adult, stop acting like a child who can’t face reality.”

I bit my tongue hard enough to taste blood. He wasn’t wrong, and that stung worse than the insult. My father had enemies. My family had always lived in shadows, cutting deals that never made sense to me. But I’d never thought those shadows could swallow me whole.

“Where are we going?” I asked finally.

“Old Town,” he said. “Closer to the source.”

“The source?”

His eyes cut to me, quick and measuring. “The server your family’s people are using to pass information. If I can get inside, I can see who’s typing the messages.”

“You mean you’re breaking into our offices?”

“Yes.” He didn’t hesitate. “And you’re staying in the car.”

“Like hell I am.”

That got his full attention. He faced me fully, a dangerous quiet in his voice. “You think this is a negotiation? You step one foot inside, you’re as good as dead.”

I swallowed hard, but the fire in me refused to go out. “It’s my family, Nikolai. My blood. If someone’s betraying me, I deserve to look them in the eye.”

For a moment, I thought he might actually hit me, the way his jaw clenched, the way his hand twitched on the gearshift. Instead, he exhaled slow, pulling us into a darkened side street. He killed the headlights, letting the car idle.

The Varga Holdings building rose at the end of the block, lit faintly by floodlights. Sleek, modern glass. A place I’d walked past a hundred times without ever guessing it was now the pipeline selling me out.

Nikolai parked in the shadows and turned to me, his voice sharp as a blade. “You stay here. You see someone approach, you slide down, keep your head low, and don’t make a sound. If I’m not back in twenty minutes, you walk away and never look back.”

The words sank like ice. “Never look back? You mean leave you?”

“Yes,” he said flatly. “Because if I’m not back, it means you’re already next.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but his glare silenced me. For once, I couldn’t summon the courage to fight him.

He checked his weapon, opened the door, and melted into the shadows without another word.

I sat frozen in the passenger seat, staring at the building, my heart pounding so hard I thought it would crack my ribs.

I’d wanted answers. Now I wasn’t sure if I was ready to hear them.


Into The Wolf's Den


The rain slicked streets made everything shine like black glass. I moved fast, every step calculated, every shadow memorized before I broke cover. Years of muscle memory carried me forward, but tonight my gut burned. I wasn’t walking into some faceless syndicate’s hideout. This was her family’s building.

Varga Holdings. The gleaming glass façade mocked me. Behind those tinted windows, money had been laundered, bribes pushed, and contracts signed in blood. Elena still clung to the illusion that it was just an empire of real estate and politics. Sweet, naïve girl. If only ignorance could keep her safe.

The back entrance loomed ahead. I slipped the lock with practiced ease, stepped inside, and let the door whisper shut behind me. Silence pressed down. I crouched low, listening. Only the hum of electricity and the faint tick of a security camera rotating.

The feed would already be looping; I’d seen to that earlier. One perk of old friends in the right places.

I kept moving, climbing the stairwell two steps at a time, Glock raised, finger brushing the trigger guard. My boots barely whispered on the concrete. At the third floor, I pushed through another door and entered the corridor lined with frosted-glass offices.

The server room waited at the far end, its door secured with a biometric scanner. Child’s play. I dug a thin strip of silicone from my pocket, pressed it to the pad, and fed it the fingerprint I’d lifted days ago. The lock clicked green.

Inside, the air was colder, humming with racks of blinking servers. The glow lit my hands as I plugged a flash drive into the nearest console. Code scrolled, pulling data fast and dirty.

I scanned the feeds as the files copied. My jaw tightened. Names. Transfers. Messages. All of it signed with one identifier: Varga.

Of course. I hadn’t expected it to be that easy. No smoking gun—just a family name stamped on every transaction. But then one file froze me cold.

Outbound Memo: To Ivanov Bratva. Delivery confirmed. Payment pending.

The attachment was worse: surveillance photos of Elena. Walking home. Drinking coffee. Smiling at a friend. Every detail catalogued, timestamped. Someone in this building hadn’t just leaked intel. They’d handed her over.

I clenched the drive in my fist, Something harsh tore loose from my chest.

A floorboard creaked.

I spun, weapon raised, finger tightening. Shadows shifted in the doorway.

“Who the fuck—”

The words died in my throat as a flashlight slashed across my face, white-hot and blinding. Instinct took over—I dropped low, squeezed the trigger. The suppressor spat once. A grunt, a stumble, then dead silence.

I didn’t pause. I stepped over the body, warm blood already spreading across the concrete. Guard, mercenary, loyal dog—none of it mattered. The drive came free in my hand, cold and slick with dust. I shoved it into my pocket, forcing air into my lungs, willing my pulse to steady even as adrenaline roared in my veins.

Twenty minutes, I’d told her.

I’d be damned if I broke that promise.

***

The leather of the seat squeaked every time I shifted, and I’d lost count of how many times I’d moved in the last ten minutes. My thighs stuck to the upholstery, palms damp against my knees. Twenty minutes, he’d said. Just twenty.

I checked the time on my phone again. Seventeen.

It might as well have been seventeen hours.

Every sound outside felt sharper, magnified—the slap of tires on wet pavement, the distant wail of a siren somewhere across Prague, even the steady tick of the old clock on the dash. My nerves refused to settle.

I craned my neck, peering through the windshield at the looming glass façade. Cold, sleek, merciless. Varga Holdings. My family’s name, written in steel and light. And here I was, hiding in a car like some fugitive while Nikolai slipped inside like a shadow.

I hugged my arms around myself. He’d brushed off my questions before he went in, telling me to stay put, lock the doors, and keep quiet. He was too controlled, too calm. Like he’d walked this tightrope a thousand times before. Maybe he had. But it didn’t make waiting any easier.

A flicker of movement on the third floor snagged my eye. I froze mid-inhale. A flash, like light bouncing off glass, then darkness again. I leaned forward, forehead nearly touching the glass, straining to see.

Nothing.

The building stood silent, a giant indifferent to my worry.

Eighteen minutes.

I rubbed my palms over my jeans, trying to fight the crawling unease that spread across my skin. Every part of me screamed to go in, to climb those stairs and demand to know what he was doing, what he wasn’t telling me.

Instead, I stayed. Because he’d ordered me to. Because deep down, a part of me wanted to believe that obeying him might keep me alive.

Another flicker. A shadow jerked across the third-floor window. My breath lodged in my throat. Then came the muffled thump. Not loud, but unmistakable.

I flinched, glancing around the street as if the whole world might have heard it too. But the cars rolled on, oblivious.

I pressed a hand to my chest, heart pounding so hard it hurt.

Nineteen minutes.

A dark shape moved near the stairwell inside. My stomach twisted. Was it him? Or—God—someone else?

The car felt too small, too fragile. Like a cage. I fumbled for the handle before catching myself. No. He told me to stay put. He’d know if I disobeyed.

The shadow disappeared again.

I clenched my fists so hard my nails dug crescents into my palms.

And then the driver’s door opened.

Nikolai slid inside, fast, silent, his chest rising and falling harder than usual. His sleeve was damp, darker than the rest of his jacket. My gaze caught it instantly, widening.

Blood.

He shut the door without a word, eyes flicking to the mirrors, jaw clenched like stone.

“Nineteen minutes,” I whispered, because it was all I could manage.

He didn’t answer. Just started the engine.

***

The steering wheel is slick under my palms. Not from sweat—my grip doesn’t slip—but from the pressure I’m putting into it, like if I squeeze hard enough, the whole damned car will stay steady even if I’m not.

Elena sits beside me, her perfume still faint in the air, sweet and sharp over the lingering smell of gunpowder clinging to my jacket. Her silence is brittle, like she’s afraid if she speaks, everything will shatter. Good. Because the last thing I want right now is questions.

Her fingers twitch against her thigh. “Nikolai…”

I cut her off before her voice can dig under my skin. “It’s handled. Don’t ask.” I make it plain: this isn’t a discussion.

Her mouth snaps shut, but I catch the way her eyes dart toward me, wide and shining in the dashboard’s dim light. She wants to push. She wants to pry. But she doesn’t. Smart girl.

The road out of Karlin is empty this time of night, just a ribbon of asphalt winding past shuttered shops and streetlamps humming with tired electricity. Every shadow looks like a tail; every headlight in the rearview makes my heart rate jump by a notch. I tell myself I’m calm. But the truth? My pulse is a war drum, and I can still feel the recoil in my shoulder, hear the hollow thud of a body hitting the warehouse floor.

I don’t regret it. But I can’t let her see how close it came to going the other way.

She shifts, her voice low. “You’re hurt.”

I glance down. A smear of blood darkens my sleeve where a shard of glass caught me in the scuffle. It’s nothing. Flesh wound. But to her it probably looks like a damn bullet hole.

“I’ve had worse.”

The edge in my voice makes her flinch. I hate that. Hate that I can’t soften it, not yet. If I let myself relax, if I let her see the cracks, everything I’ve built—control, distance, order—will crumble.

I take the next turn too sharp, the tires barking against the pavement. She grabs the dash with a gasp. I mutter a curse under my breath, force myself to ease off the gas. Discipline, Nikolai. Always discipline.

A hotel sign glows ahead, gold letters shimmering like a beacon. Neutral ground. Secure enough for tonight. I need walls, locked doors, silence. A place to plan next steps before the bastards regroup.

“We’re stopping soon,” I say, finally letting a fraction of softness bleed into my tone. “You’ll be safe there.”

She exhales like she’s been holding her breath for miles.

Safe. The word feels foreign in my mouth. Because the truth is, safety isn’t something I can promise her. Not while this war is still burning in Prague’s veins. Not while men are still out there who’d see her as leverage.

But tonight, she doesn’t need the truth. Tonight she needs certainty. And if that means carrying the weight of every ugly thing myself, then so be it.

I tighten my grip on the wheel, eyes locked on the glow of that hotel sign. One more night. One more plan. One more fight.

***

The car rolled to a stop in front of the hotel, the kind of place that screamed money and discretion in equal measure. Marble façade, velvet awnings, and a doorman whose eyes flicked over us like he’d seen everything and judged nothing. I stayed still, hands curled tight in my lap, waiting for Nikolai to make the first move. He always did.

“Stay close,” he murmured, opening his door. The words weren’t a suggestion. They never were.

I climbed out, my legs stiff from the ride, my nerves still buzzing from the night. The lobby swallowed us whole—polished marble floors, chandeliers dripping with light, the low murmur of late-night travelers. It should have felt safe, like stepping into another world. But with Nikolai beside me, I could feel danger like a second skin, clinging even here.

He walked ahead, cutting a path through the room with his broad shoulders and that aura of command that made everyone look twice and look away just as fast. I followed without a word, my eyes snagging on the blood streak at his cuff, the one he hadn’t bothered to clean. He looked like a man who’d walked through hell and hadn’t finished the journey yet.

At the desk, he leaned in, murmuring something low to the receptionist. I couldn’t hear the words, but I saw the way she straightened, her hands suddenly careful, deferential. He had that effect—on everyone. Even me.

When the keycard was passed over, he slipped it into his pocket and turned on his heel. “This way.”

I trailed him into the elevator, the mirrored walls reflecting us back: me, small and pale, clutching my bag like a lifeline; him, tall, immovable, a storm bottled up in human form. His jaw was clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitch.

The ride up was silent. I wanted to say something—thank you, maybe, or are you okay—but the words dried up in my throat. He didn’t look like a man who wanted comfort. He looked like a man holding himself together by sheer force of will.

As the elevator opened, he slipped out, all speed with nothing wasted. The suite was waiting: thick carpets, heavy drapes, and a bed too big for one person. He swept the rooms first, methodical, checking locks, curtains, the adjoining door. Only when he was satisfied did he finally gesture me inside.

“Stay here. Don’t touch the phone, don’t open the door for anyone but me.” His voice was flat, but beneath it, I could hear the crack in his control, the exhaustion he was burying under command.

I nodded, but my chest ached. I wanted to step forward, to touch him, to tell him he didn’t have to do this alone. But when his eyes cut to mine—steel, unflinching—I stayed rooted where I was.

He disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the tap run, the splash of water, and then silence. I wrapped my arms around myself, staring at the bed, the curtains, the locked door. Safe. That’s what he wanted me to believe.

But the image of him at the wheel, knuckles white, blood on his sleeve, haunted me. He was breaking himself apart to keep me intact. And I wasn’t sure how long either of us could survive it.


Reckoning


The room was silent except for the faint hum of the minibar fridge. Elena was asleep in the next room, her breathing steady behind the half-closed door. I stayed in the suite’s sitting area with the laptop open, the glow of the screen casting sharp lines across the glass table.

I’d been up most of the night combing through what we’d taken from Karlin, every document and file we managed to pull from that makeshift office. Receipts, coded ledgers, encrypted messages—all trash on the surface. But there was always a pattern. There had to be.

I rubbed my eyes and forced myself to slow down. That was the mistake rookies made—skimming too fast, looking for a single smoking gun. You didn’t need a smoking gun; you needed the angle.

And there it was.

Three wire transfers from a shell company in Cyprus, all hitting accounts here in Prague. The timing lined up perfectly with the attempts on Elena—two days before the first tail, one day before the safehouse was nearly burned, and just hours before the incident outside Karlin.

Someone was paying for precision.

But the names on the accounts… those mattered more than the money. Two were obvious cutouts, ghosts with no real faces. The third was different. A real man. A real name. And one I knew.

I sat back in the chair, jaw tightening. Viktor Drescher. Of course. He’d been at her father’s side for years—first as a driver, then as a fixer, the kind of man who could arrange anything with a phone call and a bribe. Elena had grown up seeing him in the background, the quiet shadow who carried her school bag when her father couldn’t be bothered, who opened doors and whispered warnings about who not to cross.

I should have guessed sooner.

Drescher wasn’t circling her now because of old debts or petty leverage. This was personal. He wanted more than money—he wanted control. Control of the Varga fortune, control of the girl who bore the name, control of the future she didn’t even realize she carried in her blood.

I closed the laptop and let the darkness wash over me.

This wasn’t just about protection anymore. It wasn’t about hiding her in hotels or keeping her two steps ahead. If Drescher was still out there, she’d never breathe free air again. He wouldn’t stop until she was either broken or gone.

I got up, crossed to the window, and pushed the curtains aside. Prague was still alive below—lights scattered like jewels across the river, trams gliding through narrow streets, people drinking on balconies even at this hour. All of them living lives that weren’t at risk.

Elena shifted in the other room, a small sound that tugged at me harder than I wanted to admit. She trusted me, maybe too much. And if I was honest with myself, I trusted her too—but not with this. Not yet.

She didn’t need the details. She didn’t need Drescher’s name, or the way his fingerprints were all over her near-death. She didn’t need to see what he used to do to women who stood in his way.

No. That weight was mine.

I let the curtain fall shut and grabbed the phone. One number dialed, one voice on the other end. A contact who owed me more than one favor.

“Where is he?” I asked.

The voice hesitated, then answered. Exactly the address I expected.

I ended the call. My pulse was steady. Cold. Focused.

Viktor Drescher’s time was up.

***

The sound of his voice carried.

I woke with that prickle at the back of my neck, the one that meant something was wrong. The room was dark except for the faint light slipping in under the door, and Nikolai’s low tone bleeding through.

At first I thought he was just talking to himself, but then I heard the words: Where is he?

I froze.

I didn’t move until I heard the quiet click of the phone being set back down. I pushed the sheet off me, tip-toed silently to the door, and eased it open just enough to peek.

He stood with his back to me, shoulders square, his posture rigid. Even in the dim light I could see the set of his jaw, the way his fists clenched and unclenched like he was already picturing himself tearing someone apart.

Viktor Drescher.

The name was a whisper, but it was enough. Enough for me to know. Enough for me to realize that while I’d been hiding, drifting from one safe space to another, he’d been piecing together something much bigger.

And he hadn’t told me.

I stepped into the room. “You weren’t going to say anything, were you?”

Nikolai turned fast, his eyes hard until they found me. Then he exhaled like I was both a problem and a relief. “You should be asleep.”

“You should be honest.” I folded my arms, ignoring the way my heart pounded in my throat. “I heard. Drescher. You know where he is.”

His silence told me I was right.

“You were going to just… go?” I demanded, voice sharper now. “What—kill him? End it? Without me even knowing what’s happening?”

His stare was steady, but the muscle ticking in his jaw gave him away. “This isn’t your fight.”

“It’s absolutely my fight!” I snapped. “It’s my family, my name, my blood he’s after. Do you think I can just sit here in a hotel room while you decide the outcome of my life?”

He moved closer, deliberate, towering over me with that lethal calm of his. “You know what Drescher is. You grew up with him hovering in the corner, running your father’s errands. You know exactly what he’s capable of.”

“Then show me,” I said, surprising myself with the heat in my own voice. “Let me see. Let me be there. If you keep me in the dark, I’m just another target waiting to be moved around.”

For a moment, I thought he might shout at me, or drag me back into the bedroom and lock the door. But instead, his expression shifted. Something tight in his eyes. Something that looked like frustration tangled with… respect.

“You’re reckless,” he said finally, his voice rough. “Reckless and stubborn.”

I squared my shoulders. “And don’t think you’re leaving me behind.”

The air between us pulsed with tension. He knew it as well as I did—if he tried to leave me, I’d follow. And maybe he hated that. Maybe he wanted me safe and compliant. But I wasn’t either of those things, not anymore.

At last, he gave a short, sharp nod. A decision.

“You stay close to me,” he ordered. “No wandering. No games. The second you disobey, it’ll be the last time.”

I swallowed, but I didn’t look away. “Fine. Just don’t lie to me again.”

He didn’t promise. He never did. But his hand brushed the small of my back as he moved past me toward the bedroom, a touch that carried both restraint and claim.

I followed, pulse racing. Whatever waited for us with Drescher, I was in it now.

***

The confrontation didn’t come in some dark warehouse. It came in the open, in daylight, in the marble halls of the National Theatre.

The bastard had gotten bold. Viktor Drescher wasn’t hiding anymore—he was playing patron, throwing money around to look legitimate. The theatre was buzzing with tourists, students, and old money couples in black coats, all drifting through gilded corridors and polished staircases. Perfect camouflage.

But I’d tracked him here, and I wasn’t leaving without finishing it.

Elena walked beside me, her posture perfect but her hand trembling just enough that I slid my palm over hers, steadying her. She looked around, nervous, eyes catching on the chandeliers and carved statues as if they might swallow her.

“Breathe,” I muttered.

“I am,” she whispered back. “Barely.”

We spotted him on the balcony above the main hall, flanked by two men in tailored suits. He looked older, smaller than he once had—but no less dangerous. A man like Drescher was never small. He was a disease, one that spread until someone cut it out.

“Stay behind me,” I said.

We climbed the stairs. The crowd hushed below us, whispers rising as they noticed the sudden shift in air. Drescher smiled when he saw me, as though we were old friends.

“Nikolai,” he said smoothly, his accent thick, his eyes sliding to Elena. “And the little heiress. Beautiful. You’ve kept her from me long enough.”

Elena froze, but I shifted, blocking her fully from his view. “This ends here.”

He chuckled, spreading his arms wide, theatre lights gleaming off the gold on his cuffs. “In front of all these people? You’ll make a mess.”

“I’ll make an example,” I corrected. My gun was already drawn.

Gasps tore through the hall. Drescher’s men moved as one, hands diving for their weapons—but I was already there. Two shots cracked like thunder, echoing off the vaulted ceiling. Both men hit the floor before steel even cleared leather. Panic erupted. Screams, the crash of chairs, bodies surging for the exits in a frenzy of terror.

Drescher staggered back against the railing, shock flickering across his face before rage took over. “You think killing me will change anything? Her bloodline is cursed. You can’t protect her forever.”

I stepped forward, my aim steady, my voice low. “Watch me.”

One final shot cracked. Drescher’s body hit the marble hard, echoing through the theatre as chaos roared around us.

Elena clutched my arm, nails digging in, her face streaked with tears and shock. I dragged her tight against me, blocking the crush of panicked bodies as the hall dissolved into chaos. Her heart thundered against my chest, her breath broken against my collar. I bent close, my words rough in her hair. “It’s done. He’s finished.”

And for the first time since taking this job, I let myself believe it.

***

The National Theatre was still echoing in my head. The sound of the gunshots, the gasps, the chaos—it all clung to me like a second skin.

But now we were far away from that marble hall. Nikolai had gotten me out, moving with his usual control, as if a stampede of screaming patrons was nothing more than a shift in weather. Now I sat in a quiet apartment overlooking the Vltava, watching the soft ripples on the water while the city tried to return to normal.

My father’s voice cracked over the phone. “Elena, you’re safe?”

“Yes, Papa,” I whispered, clutching the receiver. “Nikolai… he—he ended it. Drescher’s gone.”

There was silence, then a heavy exhale. “I should never have let it come to this. You should have been home, not dragged into this filth.”

“It’s not your fault,” I told him. “But it’s done now. You can breathe again. We both can.”

He didn’t answer right away. When he did, his tone was sharper, resigned. “Stay with him. As long as you need to. He’s the only one I trust now.”

The line clicked dead before I could reply.

I stared at the phone, heart pounding. My father—cold, proud, controlling—had just admitted he trusted Nikolai more than himself.

***

I stood by the window, watching the river, keeping my back to her. My hands were steady, but inside, everything still burned. Taking the shot at Drescher had been the easy part. Living with what came after—that would be harder.

She crossed the room quietly. “You’re still thinking about it.”

“I always will,” I admitted. “Every man I kill, I carry. That doesn’t go away.”

Her hand slipped into mine, small, warm, steadying. “You carried me out of there too. That’s what matters.”

I turned, looking at her—at the faint cuts on her arms, the bruises fading from her skin. She’d survived all of it, stubborn and reckless and beautiful.

“My father called,” she said. “He told me to stay with you. That you’re the only one he trusts.”

A bitter laugh escaped me. “If he knew what I’ve done to you in private, he’d put a bullet in me himself.”

Her eyes darkened, not with shame, but with defiance. “Then he’ll never know. Because I’m not telling him. What happens between us stays between us.”

The air between us tightened. It wasn’t lust this time, not recklessness—it was something heavier. A recognition that whatever line we’d crossed, there was no going back.

***

We ate dinner together in silence, the kind of silence that said everything words couldn’t. His eyes kept wandering to me, like he couldn’t decide if I was a liability or the only reason he was still standing.

When the plates were cleared, I finally asked the question hanging between us. “What now?”

He leaned back in his chair, face unreadable. “Now? I keep protecting you. Until someone decides you don’t need me anymore. Or until you decide you don’t want me.”

“I’ll never decide that,” I said, more fiercely than I intended.

A flicker of something passed across his face—desire, restraint, maybe even fear. He didn’t answer. But I saw his knuckles tighten against the table, the only sign that my words had struck deep.

***

Later, when she fell asleep on the couch, I stood guard in the shadows, listening to the river below.

The job was over. Drescher was gone. The Varga family was safe again.

But I wasn’t leaving. Not tonight, not tomorrow, maybe not ever.

I looked at her, curled up in the blanket, hair spilling across her face, chest rising and falling in slow rhythm. She looked peaceful. Untouched by the chaos we’d survived.

And I realized then—she wasn’t just my assignment anymore.

She was mine.


Epilogue


The leather straps bite into my wrists and ankles as if they’ve been waiting for me all along. The rack creaks faintly beneath me, a monstrous piece of furniture that once would have filled me with dread. Now it makes my nipples hard just from the sound. I can’t believe there was ever a time when I thought I was whole without this. How did I live twenty-two years without being tied down, stretched, punished until I cried, then kissed until I begged for more?

The blindfold cuts off the world, and I feel myself floating — every nerve tuned only to him. My old life feels like a pale echo, a bad dream I’ve finally woken from. All those polite dinners, gallery events, and choked little relationships that never touched the hunger under my skin… I must have been starving all along. Torture isn’t torture when it’s what you’re built for.

Hot wax splatters across my chest. I gasp, jerking against the straps. Pain burns, then melts into a flood of arousal between my legs. My plug shifts inside me as my body clenches. I caught the even rhythm of Nikolai’s breathing, like this is just another job for him — But there’s a raw edge in his voice when he says, ‘You take the pain so beautifully, Elena.’

The next drip of wax hits my stomach, and I whimper. My tongue slips out automatically when he presses his cock to my lips. He doesn’t even have to ask anymore. I open wide, gagging around his size as he feeds me every inch. The blindfold makes it worse — or better. I can’t see him, but I feel every vein, every twitch, the weight of him using my mouth like it’s his right.

I was curious from the beginning, wasn’t I? The first time I saw the clamps in his case, I couldn’t help myself. I had to know. I had to feel it. And now, here I am, gagged on his cock while hot wax trails down my body, spread and helpless on a rack. If that girl from six months ago could see me now, she wouldn’t recognize herself. But I’d never go back. Not for all the money, not for all the freedom. Freedom feels empty compared to this.

He pulls out, smearing my spit across my cheek, then plunges inside me without warning. My scream rips through the room, muffled by the blindfold pressing into my face. He slams me against the rack, every thrust making the straps groan. The plug in my ass drives deeper with every movement, filling me, breaking me apart. I’m not even fighting for control anymore. I just want more.

“Cum when you want,” he groans, and that’s all it takes. My body jerks, the orgasm ripping through me, brutal and consuming, wax and sweat sliding down my skin in molten streaks. I break apart and keep breaking as he drives into me, harder, merciless, fucking every tremor out of me until he spills inside with a vicious curse.

When he finally releases me from the rack, my limbs shake, my skin raw from leather and heat. He holds me against his chest, pressing water to my lips. And in that moment, I realize I’ve never felt safer than when I’m broken in his hands.

A buzz cuts through the silence. His encrypted phone. He checks it, grunts once, then answers. I catch fragments — Cain’s voice, then Ethan’s. Talk of threats, of operations, of the brotherhood that ties them all together. Men like Nikolai, scattered across the world, guarding women like me.

I don’t need to know the details. All I need to know is that I belong here. Blindfolded, bound, filled, and adored in ways no one else could ever give me.

This is my life now. My perfect, twisted, beautiful life.
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