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INTRODUCTION


This book features explicit scenes between consenting adults over 18 years of age. It contains dark themes including: breeding kink, pregnancy, pregnant sex, unprotected sex, power dynamics, a large age gap between the main characters (20+years), daddy kink, bdsm, punishment, daddy dom/baby girl dynamics, use of coarse language, and a morally gray male lead.

The author does not endorse the characters’ actions or beliefs. Do not try these acts at home.


PROLOGUE


Alina

The Cathedral of Christ the Savior looms before me, its golden domes piercing the steel-grey Moscow sky. My hands tremble as I grip my bouquet of white lilies, the crystalline beads of my veil catching the light like frozen tears.

Through the heavy wooden doors, I hear the murmur of gathered guests - the elite of Russia's underworld dressed in their finest, here to witness the merger of two powerful families. Mine, and his. Nikolai Vetrov's.

"Stand straight, Alina," my father hisses beside me, his hand tight on my arm. "This is business, not one of your foolish romance novels."

But I can't help it. I've spent months studying photos of my husband-to-be, creating elaborate fantasies of how he might soften toward me, how his stern face might warm with love. The scar along his jaw only makes him more compelling - a dark prince from the stories I've hidden under my pillow.

The world spins in a haze of white lace and crystal light streaming through stained glass. The Cathedral's soaring arches remind me how small I feel, how much this moment will forever alter my life. My wedding dress, heavy with intricate beadwork, feels like armor I'm not qualified to wear.

"Remember your position, your duty," my father instructs, straightening his cufflinks. His words echo our countless rehearsals, but they can't quell the wild hope in my chest.

Each step down the aisle is a heartbeat of anticipation. Nikolai stands like a dark flame against the gilded altar, and despite my father's cold grip on my arm, I can't help drinking in every detail of my soon-to-be husband. The scar along his jaw catches the light, a silver thread that speaks of violence and survival. His presence commands the entire cathedral, making even the holy space feel secular, dangerous.

He’s like one of the strong heroes in my romance novel—handsome, proud, powerful, with the slightest touch of softness in the curve of his lips. I hope against all reason that he’ll be more than a brutal, bloodthirsty man, that he’ll care about me, treat me like a real wife, and show me affection.

Since birth, I was given every material thing a girl could have asked for but neglected in every other way by my father. He barely let me attend two years of community college and graduate with a degree in History. I won’t be able to get a job with that, though. That was the idea. My father wanted to indulge me, but not enough to make me independent. He needs to ensure I can never survive without him.

Not that I’ll have to earn once I get married. Nikolai is wealthier than any other man I know.

When our eyes meet, his gaze hits me like Russian winter - beautiful, merciless. But there's something else there, a flicker of... something... when I stumble slightly on my dress. His hand twitches at his side, as if suppressing an instinct to reach for me.

"Careful, malyshka," he murmurs, so quietly only I can hear. The endearment - little one - sends warmth blooming in my chest, even as his tone remains detached.

"I give my daughter in service of this alliance," my father announces, placing my hand in Nikolai's. His fingers are warm but unyielding against mine.

"I accept this responsibility," Nikolai responds, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. But he speaks as if accepting a business contract, not a bride.

The priest drones on in Old Church Slavonic, but I'm lost in the gentle brush of Nikolai's fingers as he slides the ring onto mine. His touch is careful, almost tender, yet his expression remains carved from stone. My hands shake so badly I almost drop his ring.

"Steady," he whispers, and this time his fingers curl around mine for just a moment longer than necessary. The brief contact burns through my skin straight to my core.

During the reception, crystal chandeliers cast fractured light across the ballroom's marble floor. I watch Nikolai from beneath my lashes as he conducts business with a parade of guests. His shoulders remain rigid, his responses clipped and professional. But twice I catch him watching me when he thinks I'm distracted - his dark eyes holding something that makes my breath catch.

"You look lost in thought, wife," he says suddenly, leaning close enough that his breath stirs the curls at my temple. The word 'wife' from his lips sends shivers down my spine.

"I... I was just admiring the decorations," I lie, flushing under his scrutiny.

One corner of his mouth lifts slightly - not quite a smile, but something. "You're a poor liar, Alina Nikolaevna." The formal use of my new patronymic somehow sounds intimate in his deep voice. "That will need to change, in our world."

"Will you teach me?" The words slip out before I can stop them, heavy with double meaning.

His eyes darken, and for a moment I glimpse raw hunger there before his mask slides back into place. "Some lessons are better left unlearned, malyshka."

Each word feels like a caress, even as their meaning pushes me away. I want to scream, to break through his walls. Instead, I sit perfectly poised, as I've been trained, while my heart throws itself against my ribs like a caged bird.

At the reception, crystal glasses clink as toast after toast celebrates the "joining of empires." I sit beside my new husband, acutely aware of every inch of space between us, hoping desperately for just one soft word, one gentle touch. But Nikolai remains distant, speaking only when necessary, his responses formal and measured.

Guest after guest approaches to congratulate us on our powerful union, but their words wash over me like empty rain. I'm drowning in the space between us - this man who is my husband but feels galaxies away, whose every tiny gesture I catalog like precious gems, whose careful distance only makes me burn to be closer.

I am his wife now, but I've never felt more alone.
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The grandfather clock in the corner of the opulent bedroom ticks away the final minutes of my wedding day, each echo a solemn reminder that I am now bound to a man who seems as impenetrable as the fortress we reside in. Nikolai's estate, sprawling and grand, whispers of wealth and power, its high walls a barrier between us and the world.

I sit on the edge of the massive four-poster bed draped in silk and velvet, my hands folded in my lap, my wedding gown pooled around me like a sea of white foam. My heart races with a cocktail of nerves and desire, the anticipation of my husband's arrival both a flame and a shadow within me. I am a virgin, sheltered and naive, yet my body aches for the closeness I've longed for, the love I've been starved of.

The door opens, and there he stands, Nikolai Vetrov, the Bratva boss, now my husband. His gaze sweeps over me, and for a fleeting moment, I imagine I see a flicker of something tender in his eyes. But it vanishes as quickly as it came, replaced by his signature stoicism.

"You look like a girl playing at being a woman," he says, his voice devoid of warmth, yet not unkind.

I lower my gaze, the sting of his words sharper than I expect. "I am your wife, Nikolai," I whisper, my voice betraying none of the turmoil I feel inside. "I want to be what you need."

He steps into the room, his presence filling the space, making the air around me crackle with tension.

"Alina," he begins, his tone measured, "you are free here, to a point. If you wish to go to college, to have a life beyond these walls, I will allow it. I will pay for it. But you will remain my wife in the eyes of the world, and you will not betray me with another."

His words are a blade that carves a hollow space within me. "But what of us?" I dare to ask, my voice barely above a whisper. "What of our marriage?"

He looks at me then, truly looks at me, and I see the battle waging behind his eyes. "We are not husband and wife in the way you dream of, Alina. I cannot give you that. I won't taint you with the darkness that clings to me."

A thousand protests rise within me, a storm of emotions begging to be unleashed. But I swallow them down, my pride a thin shield against his rejection. "So, this is to be a marriage in name only?"

Nikolai's jaw tightens, the scar there a stark reminder of the life he leads. "For now," he admits, his voice dropping to a low rumble that seems to resonate in the deepest part of me. "I am not a good man, Alina. I have done terrible things, and I have earned every line of my reputation. You deserve better than what I can offer."

The finality in his words is a door slamming shut, a future I've dared to hope for disappearing like smoke. "And if I want more?" I ask, my voice steadier than I feel. "What if I want you, Nikolai?"

A muscle ticks in his jaw, and for a moment, I see a crack in his armor, a flash of longing that mirrors my own. But then it's gone, replaced by the cold, hard mask of the Bratva boss.

"Then you ask for the impossible," he says, his voice barely louder than a breath. "Go to sleep, Alina. We will speak no more of this."

With that, he turns his back to me, retreating to the solitude of the adjoining room, leaving me alone with the ghost of his presence and the aching start of my heartbreak. I lie back on the bed, the silk sheets cool against my skin, and let the tears come, silent and relentless, as the moonlight streams through the window, casting long shadows across the room and the shattered dreams of my wedding night.


ONE


Five years later…

Alina

I sit across from him in the oak-paneled dining room, watching the steam curl up from my untouched coffee. My silk robe whispers against my skin as I shift in my chair, hyper-aware of his presence. Nikolai dominates the space even in silence, his broad shoulders rigid beneath his crisp white shirt as he reads the morning paper. A thin scar traces his strong jaw – a reminder of his dangerous past that only makes him more magnetic.

My husband is as magnetic and infuriating as he was on the day we married. Only, now I have even more feelings for him. He haunts my dreams and my nightmares, exasperating me and pleasuring me in equal measure.

There’s one thing I know now—Nikolai is not a tyrant like my father. He’s not interested in oppressing me, keeping me scared and under his thumb. But at night, when the ache in my pussy is so bad I have to use my fingers to get myself off, I beg him to be cruel. I beg him to take away every freedom I possess and make me his. I beg him to fuck me, use his strength and dominate me. At least once, I want to feel like I’m desired.

"Can we go out tonight?" I try to keep my voice light, casual. I feel pathetic even asking the question, knowing all I’ll get is a rejection. "There's a new exhibit at⁠—"

"I have meetings." He doesn't look up, his powerful hands gripping the paper slightly tighter.

I push my eggs around the plate. "You always have meetings."

Now he looks at me, those icy-blue eyes burning. At six-foot-three, he towers over me even seated. "You know how busy things are right now."

He casually drags a hand through his thick hair. There are a few white hairs mixed in with the brown now, and a few extra lines on his masculine face. It only makes me want him more.

Nikolai has no idea that his innocent, virgin wife is into older daddies like him. It wasn’t always like that but I guess when something is forbidden, it makes you crave it. One day, I discovered the concept of a daddy kink and I’ve been going deeper down that rabbit hole ever since. Now BDSM, bondage, rough sex, breeding...my sexual thoughts are as dark as they get. Yet, in every single fantasy, it’s Nikolai who touches me, teases me, and whispers dirty words in my ears. Even in my sexual fantasies, I can’t be free of him.

My pussy throbs as I imagine his strong, honed fingers slipping past my waistband and rubbing my wet, swollen clit, bringing me to life. I’ve been dead for five years. If I have to carry on this charade for the rest of my life, I’d rather run away.

"I'm not a doll you can dress up and ignore," I snap, pulse quickening at his narrowed gaze. “You need to spend time with me.”

"I don't ignore you." His voice is controlled, dangerous. "I've given you everything you've asked for."

"I want a baby." The words burst out before I can stop them.

Damn it. All those breeding kink porn videos are making me say crazy things. But even though I can easily take my words back, I don’t. Because I mean them. I want to carry Nikolai’s child, to feel my womb heavy with his heir. I want him to stuff his cock into my aching pussy and fill me with cum. I want intense, raw, unprotected sex where we give each other everything we have.

His jaw clenches. "You're too young."

"I'm twenty-five!"

“Too young,” he repeats, unyielding. Sometimes, he acts like my dad more than my husband.

“So?” I slam my hands on the table. “You married me for the sake of having heirs.”

Nikolai growls, his deep voice vibrating through my body, right where it hurts. “This is not a conversation I want to have with you.”

“I’m an adult,” I remind him.

"Why don't you use that degree you worked so hard for? I can make some calls, get you positioned at the National Gallery⁠—"

"Stop trying to make me independent!" My hands shake. "Maybe I don't want to be independent. Maybe I want—" I bite back the words: You. Your touch. Your control.

“You want what you can’t have.” Nikolai’s cold voice stabs me like an icy knife.

He’s right, of course. And even if he isn’t, what does it matter? Whatever he says is the law around here.

I shove back from the table and storm toward the door, my robe fluttering. Behind me, I hear the crack of wood – his fist against the table. But I don't look back. I can't bear to see the rigid control in his face, knowing he'll never give me what I really need.


TWO


Nikolai

The heavy oak door slams shut behind Alina, leaving me alone in the cavernous dining room. My fist still stings from hitting the table, but it's nothing compared to the ache in my groin. I sit rigid for a moment, letting the silence wash over me, before I push my chair back with a harsh scrape against the marble floor.

Striding through the estate, I make my way to my study, where the security monitors are hidden behind an innocuous bookshelf. I tell myself I should be checking the perimeter cameras, ensuring our safety, but my feet stop in front of the screen dedicated to our bedroom. Alina's bedroom now, since I've moved into the guest suite.

There she is, my little ice queen, sitting on the edge of our bed. Her silk robe pools around her like liquid moonlight, contrasting with the dark wood and crimson sheets. She thinks she's alone, thinks no one can see her as she lets the robe slip off her shoulders, revealing her pale, creamy skin. She's so fucking beautiful it hurts.

I watch, transfixed, as her hands wander over her body, cupping her breasts, tweaking her nipples until they harden into rosy peaks. My cock throbs in response, pressing painfully against my zipper. I know I should look away, but I can't. I'm a starving man, and she's a feast laid out before me.

Her stomach is smooth and her skin creamy white. My throat swells with emotion imagining that stomach big and swollen. She’ll look ravishing when she’s pregnant. I won’t be able to keep my hands off her, knowing she’s growing my child inside her. I’m barely managing now.

Her right hand trails lower, dipping between her thighs. She leans back, parting her legs slightly, giving me a glimpse of her wet, glistening pussy. A groan catches in my throat as she starts to touch herself, her fingers circling her clit, her hips rocking gently against her hand.

"Daddy," she whispers, the word a secret, filthy plea that makes my cock jump. "Please, Daddy..."

Fuck. I know I shouldn't listen, shouldn't watch, but I can't help it. I'm sick, obsessed, consumed by this woman. This little girl who calls me 'Daddy' in her darkest fantasies. She's twisted me up inside, made me want things I have no right to want.

Her fingers dip inside her, one, then two, pumping slowly as her thumb rubs her clit. Her eyes flutter closed, her lips part, and she moans softly, the sound echoing through the speakers and wrapping around my cock like a vice.

I can't take it anymore. I unzip my pants, freeing my erection, and grip it firmly. I stroke myself in time with her movements, pretending it's her hand on me, her body welcoming me in. I imagine her tightness, her heat, her slick arousal coating my cock as I drive into her.

But I can't. I won't. She's too pure, too good. I've done terrible things, seen terrible things, and I won't taint her with my darkness. She deserves better. She deserves a man who isn't afraid to touch her, to give her the baby she craves.

But for now, she's mine. Mine to watch, mine to protect, mine to fantasize about.

Her breathing hitches, her body tenses, and I know she's close. Her fingers move faster, her hips bucking wildly as she chases her release. And when she comes, crying out "Daddy" one last time, I can't hold back anymore. I come undone, spilling into my hand, groaning her name like a prayer.

As the haze of lust clears, I'm left with the familiar ache in my chest. I want her so badly it's a physical pain, but the thought of breaking her, of shattering that innocence, terrifies me. I care about her too much to use her like that.

I clean up quickly, tucking myself away before zipping up my pants. On the screen, Alina curls up on the bed, her body sated and relaxed.

I wonder if she’s going to watch porn now. That’s what she does when she’s really angry or sad. I know the kind of porn she likes to watch. Stuff I had no idea about before she introduced me to it. Breeding kink, dominance, rough, raw, primal sex that leaves her pussy sore. That gets her pregnant.

Every time, I imagine it could be me. It could be me thrusting into her fertile pussy, filling her with my seed. Watching cum overflow from her tight hole as it drips all over my bedsheets.

I'm about to turn off the monitor when a soft, broken sound stops me cold. I look back at the screen, and my heart clenches like a fist in my chest. Alina is curled up on her side, her shoulders shaking with silent sobs. Each tear that trails down her cheek is a knife twisting in my gut. I did this to her. I made her feel unwanted, unloved.

"Fuck," I whisper, dragging a hand through my hair, the strands sifting between my fingers like sand. I never wanted this for her. I never wanted to be the cause of her pain. Her father marrying her off to me when she was barely twenty – it was a business transaction, a power play. I should have refused, should have told him she was too young, too innocent. But I didn't. I saw her, I wanted her, and I took her.

And now, here we are. Five years of distance, of cold shoulders and clipped conversations. Five years of me trying to be honorable, trying to give her the space to grow, to learn, to see the world before I claim her as mine. But all I've done is hurt her.

Her words from earlier echo in my mind. "I want a baby." She has no idea what she's asking for, no idea what that would mean. The bratva is a dangerous place, and bringing a child into this world – my world – it's a risk. But the thought of her swollen with my child, her belly round and heavy... I imagine tracing the curves of her body, kissing her tender skin, whispering promises of protection and love.

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the image, but it's no use. I've thought about it too many times, dreamt about it, stroked myself to the fantasy of it. Alina, pregnant with my child. Alina, mine in every way.

My restraint is crumbling. I can feel it, like a dam about to burst. The pressure is building, the need growing stronger every day. I want her. I want to claim her, to make her mine, to give her what she asks for. But not like this. Not when she's crying, not when she's hurting.

"You don't know what you're asking for," I murmur, my voice raw with emotion. She thinks she wants this, thinks she wants me, but she doesn't know the darkness that comes with being mine.

I watch her cry, each tear chipping away at my resolve. I want to go to her, to hold her, to kiss away her tears and promise her the world. But I can't. Not yet. Not until she's seen the world, not until she knows what she truly wants. Not until she comes to me, knowing full well the kind of man I am and choosing me despite it all.

I turn off the monitor, the image of her burned into my mind.

I'll keep watching, keep protecting her, even if it means I have to keep my distance. Even if it means I have to deny myself the one thing I want more than anything. Because that's what daddies do, isn't it? They keep their little girls safe, even from themselves.


THREE


Nikolai

"Stop sulking, malyshka," I murmur against Alina's ear as we enter the grand ballroom of the Belmont Hotel, crystal chandeliers casting a golden glow across her bare shoulders. "This is exactly what you wanted - a night out."

She turns those defiant brown eyes on me, the ones that never fail to stir something dangerous in my chest. "A bratva charity gala hardly counts, Nikolai. You know that."

I slide my hand to her waist, fingers splaying possessively across the midnight blue silk of her gown. Her breath catches - it always does when I touch her like this. "And yet here you are, looking absolutely devastating."

Her lips quirk up despite her best efforts. "Flattery will get you nowhere."

"It's gotten me everywhere so far."

The ballroom swells with Mocsow's elite - legitimate and otherwise. Black ties, evening gowns, blood money dressed up as philanthropy. The venue drips with opulence, a symphony of crystal and gold that does little to disguise the undercurrent of danger humming beneath the surface. The crème de la crème of the bratva mingle, their smiles as sharp as the knives hidden beneath their tailored suits and designer gowns. I keep Alina close, my hand resting possessively on her waist, her silk dress cool and slippery under my touch.

A familiar figure winds its way toward us. A wiry man with gray hair in a black suit. The last man I wanted to see tonight.

Alina tenses naturally under my grip, like a deer sensing a lion.

Her father spots us, his eyes widening as he takes in my hand on Alina's waist, the way she leans into me. He never approved of my liberal approach with her, but I don't give a damn. She's mine to protect, mine to care for, in whatever way I see fit.

"Nikolai," he greets, his eyes flicking between me and Alina. "And Alina. You're looking well."

Alina tenses under my hand, her smile brittle. "Thank you, Father."

"I hear you're encouraging her to work," he says, his voice heavy with disapproval. "A museum, really? That's no place for a bratva wife."

I stiffen, my grip on Alina tightening. "She has a degree in art history. It would be a waste not to use it."

He scoffs. "Too much independence isn't good for a woman, Nikolai. You should know that. And Alina—" he turns to her, his expression hardening, "—it's high time you started acting like a proper wife. Nikolai needs heirs, and you're not getting any younger."

Alina flinches, her face paling. I cut in, my voice cold. "She's barely twenty-five. There's plenty of time for children."

Her father's eyes flash, but he says no more. He knows better than to challenge me openly. As he walks away, Alina turns to me, her eyes soft.

"Thank you," she murmurs. "For standing up for me. I know you don't show it, but... I always feel safe with you, Nikolai. I know you'll protect me."

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. I want to pull her close, to kiss her, to show her just how much her words mean to me. But I can't. So I do what I do best. I push her away.

"You're my wife," I say, my voice harsh. "It's my duty to protect you. Don't read too much into it."

She recoils, her eyes flashing with hurt and anger. "You're such a bastard sometimes, Nikolai. Why do you always have to ruin everything?"

I shrug, masking the sting her words cause. "I'm just being honest, Alina. This is who I am. You'd do well to remember that."

She lifts her chin, defiance gleaming in her eyes. "Fine. But don't think I'll stop pushing, Nikolai. I want more from this marriage. I want more from you."

I lean down, my breath hot on her ear. "Be careful what you wish for, malyshka. You just might get it."

She shivers, her breath hitching. I can see the goosebumps on her skin, the flush creeping up her neck. She's afraid, but she's aroused too. I can scent it on her, like a wolf scenting its mate.

"Is that a promise?" she whispers, her voice barely audible.

I pull back, my gaze locked onto hers. "It's a warning, Alina. Don't push too hard, or you might not like what you find."

She smiles, slow and seductive. "Maybe I will. Maybe I won't. But at least I'll finally know the real you, Nikolai. And that's a risk I'm willing to take."

I grunt, steering her back into the crowd. This conversation is far from over, but for now, we have a gala to attend. And despite her bravado, I know one thing for certain – Alina has no idea what she's playing with. But she will soon. And when she does, there'll be no going back. For either of us.

The lush, velvet drapes do little to muffle the hum of conversation as I navigate through the throng of the elite, my hand still tingling from where I held Alina close. The air is thick with perfume and clandestine whispers, the clink of glasses a staccato backdrop to the or power plays unfing in every shadowed corner.

As other bratva men gather, their conversation a low murmur punctuated by the occasional harsh laugh, I loosen my grip on Alina. The crowd parts for her, a sea of black ties and sequined gowns, and I nod, giving her leave to mingle. "Go, meet other girls your age. You might find something... or someone better suited to you."

Her words are a soft purr in my ear. "Maybe I will find something better, Nikolai." The challenge in her voice is clear, a spark kindled in the depths of her ice-blue eyes.

I watch her walk away, her dress shimmering like a distant star, and I can't help but feel as though I've just loosened my hold on a dream. The thought of her finding someone better, someone who isn't me, claws at my insides with a possessiveness I can scarcely contain.

I turn my attention back to the men before me, their respect a tangible thing, their loyalty unwavering even in the face of my own internal turmoil. We speak of alliances and rivalries, of power and the price of maintaining it. But all the while, my gaze drifts back to Alina, her laughter a bright sound that cuts through the din of the gala.

And then I see him – one of my own, a young lieutenant with sharp eyes and a sharper smile. He's speaking with Alina, his hand brushing her shoulder in a gesture of familiarity that sets my teeth on edge. My jaw clenches, my fingers curling into fists at the sight of another man touching what's mine.

Mikhail - one of my younger lieutenants - approaches her at the bar. She laughs at something he says, a light sound that should belong to me. His hand brushes her shoulder, lingers too long.

Something dark and possessive unfurls in my chest. Mine, it growls. The crystal tumbler in my hand is in danger of shattering.

The world narrows to this moment, to the sight of Alina's smile as she converses with him. There's an ease in her interaction that makes something dark and primal twist in my gut. I want to cross the room in long, purposeful strides. I want to pull her away from the crowd, to press her against a wall and remind her who she belongs to. But I don't. I can't. Because as much as I want to, I won't be that man – the man who stakes his claim with brute force and jealousy.

My feelings for Alina, once buried beneath duty and honor, are now a blazing inferno, consuming everything in their path. The thought of losing her to someone else, even the idea of it, is enough to shatter the careful control I've fought so hard to maintain.

I love her, this infuriating, beautiful, stubborn woman who is both my weakness and my salvation. I love her, and I am terrified of what that means for both of us. Because loving her means protecting her, even from myself. It means denying the darker parts of my nature that long to possess her, to claim her, to bind her to me in every way imaginable.

When Mikhail leans closer to whisper in her ear, I decide he needs a reminder about boundaries. And perhaps a broken finger or two.

But when Alina touches his ear, going way beyond what a bratva wife should do in public, I start seeing red. Is this what she meant when she said she’d meet someone better? Is she trying to humiliate me in front of every bratva boss in Moscow? There was only one rule I set for her: that she be faithful.

I excuse myself from the circle of gentlemen, their conversation fading into a dull hum as I stride towards Alina and Mikhail. My fist curls at my side, a controlled storm brewing within me. I can see the color high in Alina's cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes that speaks of a game she's playing, a game I'm not sure she understands the rules of.

As I approach, I place a firm hand on Alina's shoulder, my touch a brand, a claim.

"What are you discussing here?" My voice is cold, controlled, but there's an undercurrent of danger that makes Mikhail shift uncomfortably.

Alina looks up at me, her blue eyes wide and innocent, but her words are anything but. "Mikhail was just telling me about his... tattoos. He says each one has a story." She trails a finger along Mikhail's arm, tracing the lines of ink visible beneath his shirt cuff. Mikhail blushes, his eyes darting to me, denial on the tip of his tongue.

"It's nothing, boss. Just idle chat," he stammers, taking a step back.

"Idle chat," I repeat, my voice flat. "We're leaving."

Alina's brows furrow, a protest already forming on her lips. "But Nikolai, the night's just begun⁠—"

I cut her off with a look, my gaze hard and unyielding. "We're leaving, Alina. Now."

She searches my face, seeing the storm in my eyes, the tension in my jaw. Something in her shifts, a recognition of the danger she's playing with. She nods, her breath hitching slightly as she turns to Mikhail. "It was nice talking to you, Mikhail."

I guide her through the crowd, my hand a vice on her elbow. I can feel the eyes on us, the whispers starting to buzz like a hive of bees. But I don't care. All I care about is getting Alina home, of stripping away the pretenses and the games, of showing her the truth beneath the surface.

The ride home is silent, the air thick with tension. Alina watches me from the corner of her eye, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. As we step into the foyer of our estate, she turns to me, her eyes flashing.

"You can't just drag me out of there like some kind of caveman, Nikolai. I'm not a child⁠—"

I spin her around, pressing her against the heavy oak door, my body caging hers. "You want a man to touch you, Alina?" I growl, my voice a dark rumble.

She swallows, her breath hitching. "Maybe I want my husband to," she whispers, her eyes locked onto mine.

The world narrows to this moment, to the heat of her body against mine, to the scent of her perfume filling my senses. The tension snaps, a live wire connecting us, binding us. I can see the pulse in her neck, the rapid rise and fall of her chest. She's scared, but she's excited too. She wants this, wants me.

Slowly, she lifts her arms, wrapping them around my neck. It's an invitation, a surrender. I lean in, my mouth crashing against hers. The kiss is dark, passionate, a claiming. I devour her, my lips and tongue staking a claim, branding her as mine. She moans into my mouth, her body melting against mine, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I can taste her, the sweetness of champagne, the darker undertones of desire. She's mine, in this moment, completely and utterly mine. And as I kiss her, I know that there's no going back. I've crossed a line, broken the careful control I've maintained for so long. But I don't care. Because Alina is mine, and I'll be damned if I let anyone else touch what belongs to me.

Perhaps it's time to stop fighting, to stop pretending that I can live without her. Perhaps it's time to show her the depth of my obsession, to lay myself bare and let the chips fall where they may.

I pick her up, cradling her body against my chest. Alina blinks in surprise. “What are you doing?”

“You wanted a baby,” I reply, carrying her past the threshold of my home, into the bedroom that was supposed to be ours but has always been only hers. Tonight, that changes. “I’m going to give you one.”


FOUR


Alina

The bedroom is a shadowy realm, the heavy drapes drawn against the outside world. Moonlight filters through a gap in the fabric, casting silver beams across the vast bed that dominates the space. The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood and the electric charge of restrained desire.

Nikolai carries me with an ease that belies his strength, his hands almost punishing in their grip. He throws me onto the bed with a primal force that makes me gasp, my body bouncing once before stilling under his intense gaze.

My breast hurt as my nipples rub against the rough fabric of my dress. My buds harden into stiff points instantly. Nikolai licks his lips in satisfaction, pleased by how aroused I am for him. His thumb brushes over the peaks of my breasts, making shivers run down my spine.

My pussy convulses, aching for his touch. With every rub of his dominant thumb over my needy nipples, he sends a waterfall of pleasure to my groin. Moisture trickles out of my pussy. I feel the wetness of my panties the cotton rubs against my swollen, aroused clit.

I need Nikolai to touch me, to dominate me the way a husband should dominate a wife. Even if it’s just for tonight, I want him to be my Daddy. I’ll submit to him, be his breeder. All I want is to feel his hot seed splashing inside my burning pussy, cooling down the pent-up sexual arousal that has thrummed in my belly for five years.

My core feels heavy with forbidden lust and deep satisfaction when Nikolai brushes his beard over my cheek.

"I'm done pretending," he growls, his voice a low rumble that resonates in my core. His large frame looms over me, a mountain of controlled power, eyes ablaze with a fire that has been smoldering for years. “You’ve pushed me over the edge, malyshka. If you want to be my babygirl, you’ll have to take the punishment Daddy gives you first.”

I swallow, throat tight with emotion. It couldn’t be…how does he know I have a daddy kink? “How do you know?” I demand.

“There are cameras all over the house. Including this room.” His head arcs toward the ceiling. “I’ve watched you push your pretty little fingers into your slutty pussy and make yourself come every night.”

Ferocious heat charges through my system. Embarrassment digs its claws into me. I avert my gaze, muttering, “You saw everything?”

“Yes, malyshka.” Nikolai’s touch is gentle yet unyielding when he pushes my hair away from my face, allowing my golden tresses to spill over the pillow. “I know things about you I shouldn’t. I know how much you want a Daddy who makes you submit. You’re a dirty little whore, hiding all those fantasies under your pretty smiles.”

His nails dig into the sides of my face. He tips my chin up, forcing me to meet his amused gaze. He doesn’t look angry, at least. “I’ll make your dreams come true tonight, malyshka. I’ll breed your fertile virgin cunt and force you to carry my child.”

His fingertips caress my jaw, drowning me in pleasant warmth. Being touched by my husband, being actually seen and understood by him is beyond anything I’ve imagined. For the first time, I see a glimpse of his brutality as it transforms into tenderness.

I put my hand over his, parting my lips and murmuring, “I’m all yours, Daddy. Punish me, use me roughly, and make me yours in every way.”

“These hands have killed more people than you can count.” Nikolai’s fingers still on me. “And now I’m going to use them to take away your innocence.”

His eyes are guarded. He’s offering me sex, punishment, and dominance. But not his heart. Not his soul. That’s bound in chains, locked away from my reach.

“Breed me,” I beg. “Force your cock into my virgin cunt and dump all your seed into me until I’m swollen with your child. If I don’t get pregnant tonight, you can fuck me until you impregnate me.”

"Breeding you will be my darkest pleasure, Alina," Nikolai says, his hands deftly tearing the delicate fabric of my gown as if it were mere tissue. The sound of rending cloth fills the room, and I am laid bare before him, my body quivering with a cocktail of fear and desire.

He pinches my bare nipples, turning them into painful points. The sting of agony from his touch radiates all the way down to my core, filling me with heat and longing. My blood throbs, excited to finally be touched and taken by the man I’ve dreamed of.

My husband. My Daddy. The owner of my heart and body.

"You've been a bad girl, Alina," my husband chastises, his gaze raking over my exposed skin. "Touching another man, when you belong to me completely. I told you to be faithful. Now I’ll have to make you hurt so you never forget the consequences of disobeying Daddy."

Before I can respond, his hand comes down on my ass with a sharp smack that sends a shockwave of pain and pleasure through my body. I cry out, surprised by the intensity of the sensation.

"You're mine," he asserts, his voice leaving no room for doubt. "Mine to cherish, mine to punish, mine to breed."

He binds my wrists with silk ties, the fabric a stark contrast to the roughness of his touch. My pulse races, knowing that he is in control, that he will take what he wants from me, and I am powerless to resist.

His mouth descends upon my breast, teeth grazing my sensitive nipples, hands roughly kneading my flesh. I arch into his touch, a soft whimper escaping my lips as he awakens sensations I've only ever imagined.

"So responsive," he murmurs, a note of approval in his voice that sends a thrill through me. "But we're only just beginning."

His hand travels down my stomach, fingers dipping into the soft curls between my thighs. I gasp as he parts my folds, exploring me with a possessive hunger that leaves me shaking.

"You're dripping wet for me, malyshka," he says, his voice thick with lust. "Your body knows who it belongs to."

I can't speak, can't think beyond the pleasure building within me. He teases my plump clit, brushing his rough fingertip against my sensitive flesh. I moan as electric currents fill my veins. Pleasure pulls at me, weighing me down like gravity. I cry in pleasure as he stimulates my clit to the breaking point, circling, rubbing, and pinching.

“Daddy…I’m going to come...”

“Not yet. You need to get used to my fingers so you can take my cock.” Nikolai pushes two thick digits into my slick cunt. He isn’t treating me like a delicate object or a virgin. He meant it when he said he’d make it hurt.

Still, the friction of his skin rubbing against my wet inner walls is a sensation unlike any other. I clench my pussy, feeling every brush of his fingers in my deepest parts. He plunges them in and out, his rhythm hard, his pace unforgiving. If this is what I get for flirting with his lieutenant, I’ll do it every day.

Nikolai’s fingers work with expert precision, stroking and circling, driving me towards a precipice I've never dared approach.

He curls his fingers inside me hitting my G-spot, launching a rocket of rapture in my bloodstream. My body feels like its melting from the intense wave of ecstasy. My bones are liquefying. My nerves tingle with anticipation as my system welcomes his dominant touches, surrendering to his will. Nikolai withdraws his finger before slamming them back in and pressing against my G-spot again.

I mewl like a cat in heat. A current of pleasure shoots straight to my brain, numbing my thoughts. My limbs are paralyzed by intense, uncontrollable pressure building inside my core. All I can do is open my legs wider, allowing my husband access to my cunt so he can ruin me completely.

“Daddy…it’s…it’s so good…” My breath falters.

"Come for me," he commands. “Show me how eager you are to carry my child.”

My pleasure reaches its peak when he stimulates my G-spot one more time. My thighs tremble as I lose control of my body’s responses. My body obeys Nikolai’s will, shattering into a thousand points of light as I cry out his name. The orgasm is overwhelming, a tidal wave of ecstasy that leaves me panting and boneless on the bed.

Nikolai watches me with a predatory satisfaction, his eyes reflecting the knowledge that he has claimed a part of me no one else ever will.

"That's just the beginning," he promises, his voice a silken threat. "I'm going to fill you with my seed, Alina. And when your belly is big and swollen, I’ll parade you around so everyone sees how ravishing you look when your belly is stuffed with my child. They’ll know you spread your legs for me like a good, obedient wife."

Even as a blush creeps across my cheeks at his words, a fresh surge of arousal pools between my thighs. Despite my innocence, I want this – I want him, in all his dark, dominating glory.

I don’t care if it hurts. I want him to hurt me, to show me the intense, overwhelming passion that exists between a husband and a wife. Between a woman and a man. Nikolai is as experienced as I’m not. He knows how to elicit the most heavenly sensations from my body. He plays me like a violin and I want to be his instrument.

This is even better than my dreams. He’s exquisite, all strength and darkness, contrasting against my frail innocence. He’ll break me tonight and I’ll gladly let him.

"Yes, Daddy," I whisper, the words feeling right, feeling like truth. "Impregnate me. Plant your seed in my virgin womb and let me bear your child like a good wife."

His groan of approval is the sweetest sound I've ever heard, the vibration of it traveling straight to my core. His hands and mouth continue their exploration, igniting a fire within me that only he can quench.

I anticipate his forceful assault and as he prepares to possess me fully, I know that this is more than just an arrangement. It's a merging of bodies and souls, a powerful union that will leave us both forever changed.

Nikolai discards his clothes, piece by piece, giving me a slow reveal of his chiseled, masculine body. His chest is broad and carved like a sculpture. He has six-pack abs and a dozen or so scars and gunshot wound marks on his chest. My heart clenches with pain, imagining him filled with a bullet.

He has endured more than I can imagine. Is that why he thinks he’s not good enough for me? Because he’s too scarred, too broken? I don’t care. My body longs for him and only him.

As he drops his pants and slowly pulls down his boxers, I gasp at the size of his erection. It’s a marvelous, thick penis, corded with veins. The skin is leathery brown. It’s as hard, proud, and menacing as the man himself.

“I’m going to sink all eight inches into your virgin pussy. You have no choice but to take me completely, babygirl.”

His dark whisper passes over my nose as he straddles me. His weight makes the mattress sink. He’s pure power, unbridled sexual magnetism. Sex appeal oozes from him, making me tremble.

My virgin pussy is hot inside. It weeps moisture when his crown brushes against my entrance. He drags his blunt head over my slick folds, warming me up for breeding.

This is even better than any porn I’ve watched. Nikolai is a dark king, a merciless tyrant who is going to pound my pussy until I’m sore and stretched.

I want everything he can give me. I spread my legs wider, allowing my husband access to the cunt that rightfully belongs to him.

“Take me, Daddy.”

Nikolai settles between my trembling thighs, the heat of his body searing my skin. The blunt head of his erection prods insistently at my slick entrance, teasing me with the promise of impending bliss. I arch up to him, desperate for the completion only he can provide.

"Do you feel how much I want you?" he rumbles, his cock throbbing against my entrance. I’m so wet, I’m leaking on his cock head, painting him with my pussy juices. "How hard I am to fill your unprotected pussy?"

"Yes, Daddy," I moan, the endearment sliding easily off my tongue. It feels right, natural, to give myself over to this Dominant man who's claimed me so thoroughly. My body hums with need, eager to be stretched and used to his satisfaction.

Nikolai surges forward, penetrating me with one powerful thrust. I gasp, pain and pleasure warring within me as he splits me open on his thick shaft. Tears prick the corners of my eyes at his overwhelming size. But beneath the sting is a pleasure so intense it verges on pain, a sense of rightness, like a missing piece of myself has finally locked into place.

"Breathe, little one," Nikolai soothes, brushing sweat-damp tendrils from my brow. "Relax into it. Daddy will make it all feel so good."

He rocks shallowly within me, letting my body adjust to his girth. Bit by bit, the burn fades and a deep throb pulses through my core. I clench around him reflexively, drawing a low groan from Nikolai's throat. He rewards my instinctive movement, driving deeper, his heavy balls smacking against my ass.

"You were made for me," he praises gruffly, finding a rhythm that grinds delicious friction against my swollen clit. "So damn perfect, squeezing Daddy's cock like you never want him to leave."

At the brush of his cock against my tender pussy walls, intense rapture rips through me, replacing the pain from losing my virginity. As I adjust to Nikolai’s girth, he spears me on his dick.

He pistons faster, growing heavier and more demanding with each pass. The bed rattles violently with the force of his thrusts, the obscene squelch of my juices filling the air. His balls slap my ass, adding a sting of pain that heightens the connection we share.

Nikolai curls one hand around my wrists, pushing them down into the mattress, keeping them bound with silk ties. I'm utterly pinned beneath his bulk, completely at his mercy, and the knowledge only heightens my desperation.

Sparks erupt in my groin, gathering into a thunderstorm that swirls in my belly. I close my eyes, too weak to withstand the sheer agony of being pounded like a whore. Yet, my body craves the next push of Nikolai’s cock. My pussy squeezes around his fat, baby-making dick, gripping it hard, trying to make him spill in my raw cunt.

"Yes, oh God, yes!" I keen deliriously, pleasure coiling tighter within me. "Don't stop, Daddy! Harder, fuck me harder!"

Nikolai growls, seizing my hips in a bruising grip. He pounds into me with savage abandon, slamming me into the mattress, the headboard slamming the wall. My cries pitch higher, dissolving into incoherent moans as pressure builds to an excruciating pinnacle.

"You're my wife, Alina. My property. Your cunt exists to stretch for my cock and my cock alone," Nikolai grunts between clenched teeth, sweat slicking his brow. "You'll take every last drop like an obedient little babygirl. That’s your punishment for provoking me."

"I’m your cum dump, Daddy! Fill me until I’m overflowing." I babble mindlessly, my world whittling down to the piston of Nikolai's hips and the tightening spiral crushing my core. I can feel my climax rushing upon me, every drag of his cock against my fluttering walls fanning the flames.

Nikolai grabs my legs without warning, throwing them over his shoulder, angling his thrusts to hammer a spot so deep that steals my vision. "Come on Daddy's cock like the desperate slut you are. Soak my balls with your cum."

My orgasm explodes through me like a supernova, edged with delicious pain as my body spasms uncontrollably. I convulse, clamping down on Nikolai's plunging length like a vise, wave after wave of ecstasy cresting again and again. He snarls, his pace turning erratic, on the verge of his own surrender.

"Not...yet..." I grit out between the aftershocks, needing to feel his heat flooding me. "Inside, Daddy! Please, fill me up!"

Roaring hoarsely, Nikolai sheaths himself to the hilt a final time. His shaft jerks and pulses as he spills his release, hot jets of cum painting my insides. I shudder helplessly at the feeling, picturing his potent seed swimming relentlessly up to plant itself in my fertile womb.

For long moments we remain locked together, Nikolai's hips making shallow grinding motions as he wrings every last drop from his climax. Finally, he collapses into a heap beside me, one heavy limb parking possessively over my belly.

"Soon, malyshka," he murmurs, the endearment soothing my racing pulse. He caresses my stomach as if he’s staking his claim. "Very soon, this fertile womb will be filled with the product of our sex. And then the whole world will know how much you love Daddy’s cock."

“Yes, Daddy.” I kiss his chest. His soft chest hair bristles against my lips, reminding me that I just stretched for my husband’s dominant cock and gave him pleasure. That I’m being held by a real man, not a figment of my imagination. “Thank you for breeding me. You’ve made my dreams come true. I can’t wait to give you good news.”

“You’re my good girl, Alina.” He kisses my forehead. It’s such an intimate, beautiful kiss, the perfect ending to losing my virginity. “Daddy will always protect you.”

Sleepily, I nuzzle into his chest, my body feeling sated beyond belief and my heart bursting with emotion. Being bred by Daddy Nikolai, turned from a naive girl into a true woman, is a privilege and a pleasure surpassing all my fantasies.

I've never felt more complete.


FIVE


Nikolai

Morning light filters through the heavy velvet curtains, casting a dusky glow across the rumpled sheets where Alina still sleeps, her naked form a symphony of curves and shadows. I awake with her in my arms, her breath warm against my chest, and an alien sensation blooms within me—contentment.

Last night was a revelation. The way her body yielded to mine, the sweet sounds of her pleasure-pain, the primal satisfaction of marking her as mine... It was more than sex; it was a claim staked, a territory conquered. To breed her, to fill her with my seed, was an act of domination so profound it left me shaken.

I slip from the bed, my muscles pleasantly sore from the night's exertions. In the kitchen, I prepare a tray laden with fresh fruit, still-warm blinis, and steaming coffee. A peace offering, perhaps, or simply an excuse to watch her eat, to see those lush lips part around ripe berries.

Her room is bathed in soft light when I enter, the scent of our mingled passion lingering in the air like an intimate secret. She stirs as I set the tray down, blinking sleepily before a shy smile spreads across her face.

"Dobroye utro," I murmur, sitting on the edge of the bed. My gaze traces the swell of her breasts, the dusky peaks of her nipples hardening under my scrutiny. Unable to resist, I stroke a finger along the curve of her breast, circling the taut bud. "You're beautiful like this, malyshka. Rumpled and well-fucked."

She blushes prettily, squirming under my touch. "Thank you, Daddy," she whispers, the honorific sending a jolt straight to my groin.

I hand her a coffee, watching as she takes a tentative sip. "Is your pussy sore?" I ask bluntly, needing to know the extent of my mark on her.

She nods slightly, her eyes wide. "A little," she admits, shifting uncomfortably.

A primal satisfaction surges through me at her discomfort. I did that. I claimed her so thoroughly she can still feel me. "Good," I say, my voice rough with approval. "That means you'll remember who you belong to with every step you take today."

She eats quietly, her eyes cast downwards, but I can see the yearning in the set of her shoulders, the way she leans ever so slightly towards me. When she's finished, I set the tray aside and turn to her, stroking her hair back from her face.

"Has something changed between us, Nikolai?" she asks hesitantly, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Am I... Am I truly your wife now?"

The question catches me off guard. I consider my response carefully, weighing the truth against the cold reality of our world. "If fucking a woman made her a wife," I say, my voice cool, "half the whores would be out of brothels and living in mansions."

She flinches at my crude words, but I press on, needing her to understand. "You are mine, Alina. Make no mistake about that. But this life, our life, is not some fairytale romance. It's brutal and harsh, and so am I."

Her eyes fill with tears, but she nods, accepting my harsh truth. I stroke her cheek, my thumb brushing away a stray tear. Despite my cold words, there's a tenderness within me, a protectiveness that's fierce and raw. She is mine to shield, mine to cherish—in my own brutal way.

"But know this," I add, my voice softer now. "I will never let anyone harm you. I will never let you go. You are mine to protect, mine to provide for. And yes, mine to fuck."

She leans into my touch, her eyes searching mine. "I understand, Daddy," she says, her voice steady despite the tears. "I'm yours. Completely."

And in that moment, I feel it—the unbreakable bond between us, forged in lust and violence, tempered by a tenderness I'm only beginning to understand. She is mine, and I am hers, in a way that transcends the cold calculation of our arranged marriage.

Her eyes, those wide, doe-like pools of innocence, search mine as if seeking a chink in my armor. She wants more from me, craves the tenderness I'm unaccustomed to giving. But I am who I am—a brutal man in a brutal world.

"What will it be like, Nikolai?" she asks softly, her fingers tracing the patterns on the sheet. "When I have your child?"

I picture it then, her belly swollen with my seed, her body ripe and lush. A primal satisfaction surges through me, but I keep my voice even. "You'll be cared for, Alina. You and the child will want for nothing."

She bites her lip, worry etching lines on her forehead. "But will I be alone? Raising a child alone in this vast estate?"

I frown, the image of her solitary and vulnerable stirring something protective within me. "I won't let you do it alone," I say, my voice firm. "I will be a real father, Alina. Not like the one you had. I won’t neglect my children or treat them like pawns. I won’t marry off my daughters when they’re too young to know better."

Her eyes light up at that, hope blooming in their depths. But then she casts them downwards, her voice barely above a whisper. "But do you just want to be a real father? Not a real daddy... to me?"

I chuckle, a sound devoid of humor. "You're asking for romance, malyshka. I don't do romance. I fuck, I possess, I protect. That's who I am."

She flinches, and I see the hurt in her eyes. "Did I do something wrong last night?" she asks, her voice small. "Is that why you're punishing me?"

I sigh, running a hand through my hair. She thinks I'm punishing her, when in truth, I'm trying to shield her from the darkness within me. "You did nothing wrong, Alina. You were... perfect." The word feels foreign on my tongue, but it's true. She was perfect, her body responding to mine like an instrument tuned just for me.

I feed her a slice of apple, watching as her lips close around the fruit, her eyes never leaving mine. There's a hunger in her gaze, a yearning that goes beyond the physical. It's dangerous, that look. It makes me want to give her the world, to lay my darkness at her feet and beg for her light.

But I am who I am. So I laugh, a harsh sound that cuts through the tender moment. "You're insatiable, aren't you, malyshka? Always craving more."

She looks away, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. I've hurt her again, but it's for her own good. She needs to understand that this is not a fairytale. This is real life, brutal and unforgiving.

But then I surprise even myself. "There's a private art gallery viewing in Moscow in two days," I say, my voice gruff. "You studied art history, didn't you? I thought you might enjoy it."

Her eyes widen in surprise, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You want to take me?" she asks, disbelief coloring her tone.

I shrug, trying to maintain my nonchalance. "It's just an art gallery, Alina. Don't read too much into it."

But her smile grows wider, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Is this... a date, Nikolai?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

I scoff, but there's a warmth in my chest that I can't ignore. "I'll throw in a dinner if that makes you feel better, malyshka," I say, standing up from the bed.

As I leave her room, I can feel her gaze on my back, her hopeful eyes burning into my skin. I've given her a piece of myself, a promise of something more. And though it scares me, it also thrills me. Because maybe, just maybe, there's a chance for us yet. A chance for her to tame the beast within me, to bring light into my dark world. And that, more than anything, is a terrifying and exhilarating thought.


SIX


Alina

The gallery is a grand display of old world grandeur, a hushed sanctuary tucked away in the heart of Moscow. The walls are draped in wallpaper the color of midnight, each one adorned with gilded frames that hold centuries of history and passion. I walk on marble floors polished to such a sheen that I can see the reflection of the crystal chandeliers above, casting fractured light like stars fallen to earth.

My heart flutters with excitement as I take in the surroundings. Paintings by masters like Kandinsky, Chagall, and Malevich grace the walls, their vibrant colors and bold strokes whispering stories of revolution, love, and despair. I'm drawn to a particular piece by Ivan Aivazovsky, a seascape that captures the tumultuous dance of waves under a stormy sky.

"This is incredible," I breathe, turning to Nikolai, who stands beside me, his hand resting possessively on my hip. His touch sends a shiver down my spine, a constant reminder of his claim on me. "Aivazovsky's use of light is unparalleled. See how he captures the movement of the water, the drama of the sky?"

Nikolai nods, his eyes never leaving mine. "It's impressive," he says, his voice a low rumble that resonates within me. He listens patiently as I ramble on about the intricacies of the brushwork, the historic context of the piece. His attention is intoxicating, making me feel seen, heard, valued.

As we move through the gallery, I realize we're alone. No other guests mill about, no hushed conversations or clinking glasses disturb the silence. It's just us, the art, and the electric charge that always seems to hum between us.

"Nikolai," I whisper, leaning into him slightly. "Where is everyone?"

His grip on my hip tightens, a subtle possessive gesture that sends a thrill through me. "I told you it's a private viewing, malyshka," he says, his voice a dark caress.

Surprise washes over me. I hadn't thought 'private' meant just for us. A warmth blooms in my chest, a hopeful, yearning warmth. This feels like a date, even if he won't admit it. The way he looks at me, the way he touches me—it's intimate, personal. It's everything I've ever wanted.

We pause before a stunning portrait by Ilya Repin, a woman's face rendered with such exquisite detail that she seems to breathe. Nikolai stands behind me, his hand still on my hip, his breath warm on my neck. I can feel his gaze on me, heavy and intense. He doesn't say a word, but his silence speaks volumes.

I love spending time with him like this, feeling like a real couple. The sex last night was raw, intense, a dance of dominance and submission that left me shattered and remade. I crave more of it, more of him. I want to feel him inside me again, want to feel the hot rush of his seed filling me, claiming me. I want to be pregnant with his child, bound to him in the most primal way possible.

But even now, as we stand amidst all this beauty, there's a tension between us. A sexual tension that hums like a live wire, ready to spark at the slightest touch. He never touches me more than necessary, never crosses that invisible line he's drawn. But his gaze never leaves me. It's a physical caress, a silent promise of things to come.

We linger before a landscape by Isaac Levitan, a serene scene of a riverbank at sunset. The play of light on the water is mesmerizing, the peaceful scene a stark contrast to the storm of emotions within me.

"This one is stunning," I murmur, more to myself than to him. But he hears me, and before I can react, he's signaling to a discreetly waiting gallery attendant.

"We'll take this one," he says, his voice cool and authoritative. "Have it sent to the estate. It's for the guest hallway."

I stare at him, shocked. He bought it—just like that. Because I loved it. It's not a declaration of love, not even a compliment. But it's something. It's a piece of himself he's giving to me, a silent acknowledgment of the connection between us. At least he appreciates my taste in art. I feel more like a proper wife already, decorating his estate with art pieces I chose.

As we leave the gallery, his hand still on my hip, I can't help but feel a swell of hope. Maybe, just maybe, there's a chance for us. A chance for him to open up, to let me in. A chance for this marriage to become something real, something beautiful.

And until then, I'll take these moments—the private viewings, the possessive touches, the silent gazes. I'll take them and cherish them, because each one is a step closer to the man I love. The man I yearn for. The man I belong to, body and soul.

We walk in silence through the dimly lit streets of Moscow, the chill of the evening a stark contrast to the warmth of Nikolai's hand on my hip. The city hums around us, but we're cocooned in our own world, a bubble of tension and unsaid words.

"If I were someone else," I ask softly, my voice barely above a whisper, "would you want me then?"

Nikolai's steps falter for a moment, the only indication that he's heard me. But he says nothing, his jaw tightening as he stares straight ahead. I can see the walls going up, the shutters coming down. But then, he surprises me.

"When I was eighteen," he begins, his voice a low rumble, "I watched my father kill a man for disrespecting him. It was brutal, violent. And I did nothing to stop it."

I look up at him, shock coursing through me. He's never spoken about his past, never given me a glimpse into the darkness that shaped him.

"That was the day I understood the world we lived in," he continues, his eyes distant. "The day I accepted that love, kindness—they were luxuries we couldn't afford. Not in our world."

My heart aches for him, for the boy he was, forced to grow up too fast, too hard. I understand now, his reluctance to form close relationships, his fear of vulnerability. And I want to heal him, to show him that love isn't a weakness, but a strength.

"I often felt hopeless," I confess, my voice thick with unshed tears. "When you wouldn't look at me, when you'd leave me alone in that vast estate. I thought you didn't want me, that I was just a burden to you."

He stops then, turning to face me. His eyes are stormy, a swirl of emotions I can't quite decipher. "You were never a burden, Alina," he says, his voice gruff. "You were a temptation. A temptation I couldn't afford to give into."

A single tear escapes, trickling down my cheek. He reaches out, his thumb brushing it away, the touch so gentle it makes my heart flutter.

We continue our walk, the silence between us now filled with a strange comfort. He's given me a piece of himself, a brutal piece of his past. And I've given him my honesty, my vulnerability. It's a start, a foundation to build on.

The restaurant is nestled in a quiet alley, its discreet entrance giving no hint of the opulence within. As we step inside, I realize it's empty. Completely empty.

"Nikolai," I say, a laugh bubbling up in my throat. "You booked the entire restaurant?"

He shrugs, a small smirk playing on his lips. "I told you I'd throw in a dinner."

I shake my head, amused and exasperated. "I understand now why you never take me anywhere. You're part of a dangerous world, and you have to book every place to ensure we're the only ones there. That can wear one down."

His smirk fades, replaced by a seriousness that makes my heart skip a beat. "I chose this life, Alina. And this is the price I pay."

Dinner is a quiet affair, the clink of silverware against porcelain the only sound breaking the silence. But it's not an uncomfortable silence. It's a silence of understanding, of acceptance. Of two people navigating the complex dance of their relationship.

Later that night, after Nikolai has left for work, I wander into my bedroom. And there, above my bed, hangs the painting from the gallery. The serene riverbank at sunset, a stark contrast to the storm of emotions within me.

I stare at it, my heart swelling with a mix of love and hope. He listened to me, heard me, saw me. And he gave me this—a piece of beauty, a piece of himself. It's not a grand declaration of love, not a sweeping romantic gesture. But it's something. It's a step forward, a chink in his armor.

And as I curl up in bed, my eyes on the painting, I make a silent vow. I will heal him, show him the beauty of love, of kindness. I will make him see that he is worthy of it, that we are worthy of it. Together, we will navigate this dangerous world, one small step at a time. One painting at a time. One confession at a time. Until the walls come down, and the light shines through.


SEVEN


Nikolai

The afternoon sun bears down on me like a relentless interrogator as I step out of the car, my shoulders tense from hours of grueling negotiations. The estate sprawls before me, a sanctuary of cold stone and dark wood, but today, something is different. A splash echoes from the back of the house, followed by a soft, lilting laugh that sends a jolt straight to my groin.

I stride through the gardens, the scent of blooming flowers doing little to soothe my frayed nerves. And then I see her. Alina, my wife, my malyshka, swimming naked in the pool, her lithe body cutting through the water like a blade. Her laughter rings out again, and a red haze descends over my vision.

She’s not wearing a stitch of clothing. Not even a bikini, though I’d have been livid even if she wore a slinky swimsuit. I don’t want her to display her body like a wanton slut. The privilege of seeing her breasts, her hard, pink nipples and her perfect pink pussy belong to me alone.

I’m not the type who shares, especially with my neighbors. Those assholes must be having a grand time seeing my sexy young wife giving them free show. Alice’s plump, generous ass cheeks poke out of the water.

My cock tightens, jerking. Fuck. I’m swelling, hardening for Alina’s seductive body. She has the most perfect form, petite and slim yet her breasts are generous, her ass perky and big. Her hips are fleshy, wide enough to bear me a lot of healthy babies. Which I plan to make her do unless she begs for my forgiveness.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" I growl, storming to the edge of the pool. Her hair is like a mass of golden threads, bobbing under the perfect blue waters. When I built the swimming pool, I wasn’t imagining that I’d have to see my hot, young, naked wife in it someday.

Alina startles at my thundering voice, her eyes wide as she turns to face me. "Nikolai," she breathes, a smile playing on her lips. "You're home early."

"Get out of the pool, Alina," I demand, my voice a low rumble of barely contained anger. "Now."

She swims towards me, her body a sinuous ripple beneath the surface. "Why are you so angry?" she asks, her voice a soft purr as she reaches the edge.

I lean down, grasping her arms and hauling her out of the water. Her naked body presses against mine, her nipples hardening against my chest. I wrap her in a towel, my touch rough, possessive. "Anyone could have seen you," I snarl. "The neighbors, the staff. You're mine, Alina. Mine to see, mine to touch, mine to fuck. No one else's."

She looks up at me, her eyes wide and guileless. "But I only wanted you to see me, Nikolai," she says, her voice a whisper. "I wanted you to come home and find me like this. Wet and naked and waiting for you."

A groan escapes me, unbidden, as I scoop her into my arms, her wet body pressing against my suit. I stride into the house, my heart pounding with a primal, possessive rhythm. "You want to tempt me, malyshka?" I rasp, my voice thick with lust. "You want to push me to the edge?"

She nods, a small smile playing on her lips. "Yes, Daddy," she murmurs, her voice a sultry purr. "I want you to breed me. I want you to punish me. I want you to make me yours, completely."

Her words send a surge of heat through me, my cock hardening painfully against my zipper. I kick open the door to the sitting room, slamming her back against the wall. Her legs wrap around me, her wet pussy grinding against my erection.

"Is this what you want, babygirl?" I growl, my hand cupping her breast, my thumb circling her hardened nipple. "You want Daddy to fuck you right here, right now?"

She writhes against me, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she moans, her eyes dark with desire. "Yes, please, Nikolai."

I dip my head, capturing her nipple between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her cry out. "I can't wait for these to swell with my child," I rasp, my hand trailing down to her hips, her thighs, her wet folds. "Can't wait to see the milk trickling from your nipples, knowing that it's my seed that put it there."

She whimpers, her hips bucking against my hand as I stroke her slick entrance. "I want that too," she gasps, her voice thick with need. "I want to be full of you, Nikolai. I want to feel you inside me, always."

Her words send a shudder through me, my control snapping. I grasp her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I grind against her, the friction sending sparks of pleasure coursing through my veins.

"Fuck, Alina," I groan, my voice a low rumble. "What are you doing to me?"

She smiles, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. "Making you want me, Daddy," she purrs. "Making you need me."

And with that, she rubs her wet pussy against my cock, a tantalizing promise of the pleasure to come. I can't take it anymore. With a growl, I grasp her hips, positioning myself at her entrance. And then, with one brutal thrust, I shove my cock into her depths, stretching her pussy with brutal force.

Alina cries, begging me to go easy on her but I’m not a good man. When I’m angry, when my jealousy gets the better of me, I’m nothing more than a beast, driven to possess the woman I call my wife. Her pussy walls are hot and slick, throbbing around me like a velvet prison. My cock tenses once I’m inside her, her tight heat enveloping me, claiming me, completely.

She’s choking me with her tight cunt. She’s not a virgin anymore but she’s still as tight as one. My cock weeps in pleasure as her snug channel clamps around me, gripping onto my thick length. Currents flow through my veins, sparking arousal deep in my belly. My balls vibrate with the desire to spill cum inside Alina’s unprotected pussy and knock her up for good. I can’t wait to see her cradling her heavy belly, needing my help to do even basic tasks. I can’t wait to be there for my babygirl, be a real Daddy and take control of her life.

My hands grasp her hips, slamming her harder against the wall as I pound into her tight cunt, showing no mercy as I pound her harder. Her breasts surge with each powerful thrust, the perfect globes bouncing hypnotically in my face. I can't wait until they swell with my child, until her nipples leak sweet milk into my eager mouth. The image sends a jolt of lust straight to my throbbing cock.

"That's it, babygirl," I growl, my voice gravelly with pleasure. "Take Daddy's cock. You belong to me, every inch of this perfect body. I'll breed you over and over again until my seed takes root deep inside you."

She whimpers, her nails raking down my back as she clenches around me. The slight pain only spurs on my animalistic lust. I hammer into her harder, faster, hitting that spot inside her that makes her scream and spasm.

She cries against when I bury my cock in her, touching that forbidden G-spot that makes her thighs tremble as she loses control of her muscles, please consuming her senses.

"I can't wait to see you pregnant," I rasp, my hand sliding up to palm her breast, kneading the supple flesh ruthlessly. "Your belly round and heavy with my seed, your nipples leaking milk as you crave my touch. I'll worship every inch of your changed body, Alina. I'll rub your belly and remind you how good it felt, how deep Daddy's cock had to bury to make you swell with my child."

"Yes, Daddy!" she cries out, her head thrashing from side to side. "Make me your breeder. I’m addicted to your cock."

Her words spur me on, my thrusts becoming erratic as I near my peak. Her pussy flutters around me, milking my cock as she climaxes violently. The sensation is exquisite—I've never felt anything so tight, so wet, so perfect.

With a roar, I bury myself to the hilt, my own climax hitting me like a freight train. I fill her with spurts of thick cum, coating her insides with my seed. I drain my balls inside her bare pussy, loving the friction between my cock and her cunt as I dump load after load of potent seed into her fertile channel. She tightens her legs around me, moaning as she accepts every rope of cum with a sweet moan of gratitude. My babygirl is addicted to being bred by a big cock that she can barely fit in her pussy. She’s addicted to pain,

“I love being your wife, your property,” she whispers. “You fill my pussy to the brim and leave me yearning for more.”

“I’m your husband and your Daddy.” I rub the tip of her perfect nose. “It’s my duty to keep my little slut is satisfied.”

She giggles. Her pussy overflows, unable to contain my semen inside her small, tight pussy. Her thighs are coated with sticky white cum as she whimpers into my neck, her legs still shaking from the power of her orgasm.

As the waves of pleasure recede, I hold her close, my face pressed against her neck, my hips still rocking shallowly inside her. I can feel her trembling in my arms, her heart pounding in tandem with mine.

“I love when your cum trickles out of my pussy. It’s the best feeling in the world, Daddy,” she says. My Alina has such a filthy mouth on her but that’s why I like her. She’s not cold or repressed. She’s alive, filled with sexuality and passion. She envelops me in the warmth of her soul, in the firestorm generated by her cunt when it clenches around me, demanding my cock to empty into her pussy.

"That's why you're mine, malyshka," I murmur, my voice rough with emotion. "That's why I'll never let you go. Because you take me like this, because you make me feel alive. Alive for the first time in my miserable life."

She looks up at me, her eyes shining with tears, and in that moment, everything else falls away. The business, the violence, the constant struggle to stay on top. None of it matters. All that matters is her.

My babygirl. My Alina.


EIGHT


Nikolai

The estate is shrouded in the quiet of the late hour as I stagger through the doors of my mansion. I stare at my haggard reflection in the mirror. I look like a haunted man, half-ghost and half-criminal. My white dress shirt bears bloodstains from the dangerous encounter I narrowly escaped.

I didn’t get any wounds, thanks to my quick reflexes but my enemy’s blood marks my fingers. It has dried on my knuckles, shrouding my fist in red streaks.

A maid scurries to the foyer, her eyes wide with a combination of fear and alertness.

“Shall I prepare a bath for you?” she asks.

“No, I’ll take care of that. I want you to wipe away every drop of blood. Mop the floors and take care of the driveway, too. If the police turn up, they must not be able to find any evidence.”

“Of course. I’ll have Peter assist me.”

I nod. “Mikhail is outside. He’ll help you, too.”

She gives me a brisk nod before rushing to get her cleaning supplies. Though she looks like an old Russian woman, she used to work for the KGB. I had to pay a fortune to hire her. She wanted a quiet life after retirement but her involvement with national intelligence meant she had too many enemies.

She accepted my protection. In return, she oversees my estate, ensuring security is always tight and there’s no proof of my criminal activities.

Even my staff are trained in combat and intelligence gathering. But their specialty is cleaning up a crime scene so forensics can’t find anything worthwhile. It’s how I’ve avoided arrest for years.

I stumble through the corridors, smiling when I see a few new paintings. They’re bright pictures of the seaside. I know it’s my wife’s work.

Though I told Alina we weren’t truly husband and wife, I haven’t been able to keep my hands off her ripe body. I took one bite of her forbidden body and now there’s no turning back. We sleep in the same bedroom, her tiny body caged under me every night as I fall asleep to the soft rhythm of her heartbeat. Despite the inconvenience of maintaining privacy, I’ve taken her out on a couple of dates since our time at the gallery. We spent last weekend at my vacation home near Lake Baikal. Having her all to myself, curled on my lap as we watched television was bliss.

Alina gives me a sense of family. Holding her in my arms brings me the kind of peace that contrasts with my brutal life in the bratva. I appreciate her soothing effect on me. She softens my hard edges, relaxes me, and makes me feel like a man again. She pulls me into her feminine presence, erasing the world outside. Thanks to her, I’m still sane.

It has been more than a month since I first breached her untouched pussy. I’ve bred her countless times since then. Any day now, she’ll start throwing up and I’ll know I’ve planted my child in her belly.

I slowly open the door to the bedroom I now share with Alina, knowing she must be asleep.

The weight of the day is heavy on my shoulders but my muscles ease at the sight of her radiant beauty.

I rip off my shirt, the fabric tearing under my impatient fingers, and toss it aside. The blooms of crimson on the white cotton, the rusty stains on my hand—they're badges of my world, testaments to the violence that clings to me like a second skin.

And there she is, my Alina, sleeping peacefully on the bed, her silken hair fanned out around her like a dark halo. She stirs as I enter, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. A soft smile curves her lips as she takes me in, her gaze drifting down to the blood on my hand.

She doesn't flinch, doesn't recoil in horror. Instead, she rises from the bed, her body clad in one of my shirts, the hem skimming her thighs. The sight of her in my clothing does something primal to me, stirs a possessive hunger deep within my chest.

"Nikolai," she murmurs, her voice still thick with sleep as she walks over to me. Her hand curls over mine, her thumb brushing over the dried blood. "What happened?"

I tense at her touch, at the softness in her voice. She shouldn't be seeing this, shouldn't be a part of this world. "This is who I am, Alina," I say, my voice gruff. "This is the life I lead. Do you understand now?"

She looks up at me, her eyes steady and unafraid. "I'm not scared of blood, Nikolai," she says, her voice firm. "My father is in the Bratva too. I've seen dead bodies before. I know what this life entails."

The reminder of her past sends a chill down my spine. She's seen too much, been through too much. And yet, here she stands, unwavering, accepting.

"But this is different, Alina," I argue, trying to make her understand. "This is me. This is what I do. I hurt people. I kill people. I'm not a good man."

She shakes her head, her hand squeezing mine. "You're not just that, Nikolai," she insists. "You're more than the violence, more than the blood. You're the man who takes care of me, who protects me. You're the man I..." She pauses, her eyes filling with unshed tears. "You're the man I love."

Her confession hits me like a punch to the gut. She loves me. Despite everything, she loves me.

“I don’t deserve your love.” I skim my hand over her slim waist, hungry for her curves. My wife loves me. She has given her most precious belonging to me—her heart. Yet, I’m afraid I won’t be able to protect that treasure. What am I supposed to give her in return?

Alina takes a deep breath, her eyes never leaving mine. "My father killed my mother, you know," she says, her voice barely above a whisper. "She let slip some secrets, and he... he shot her. Right in front of me."

My heart aches at the pain in her voice, at the horror she must have witnessed. I can't imagine the strength it takes for her to stand here, to confess this to me.

"Will you do the same to me, Nikolai?" she asks, her voice trembling. "If I betray you, if I spill your secrets... will you kill me too?"

The thought of hurting her sends a wave of nausea crashing over me. I grip her shoulders, my eyes boring into hers. "Never," I vow, my voice fierce. "I will never hurt you, Alina. Even if you betray me, even if you shatter my world... I will keep you captive in my dungeons forever if I must, but I will never have the strength to hurt you. Not when I've vowed to protect you."

A tear slips down her cheek, but she's smiling. Smiling, she wraps her arms around me, pressing her body against mine. "Then I'm not afraid of you, Nikolai," she says, her voice muffled against my chest. "I'm not afraid of the blood, of the violence. I accept it all because I accept you. I love you, Daddy."

Her words break something inside me, shatter the walls I've built to keep her out. I wrap my arms around her, holding her tight, feeling her heartbeat against mine. She accepts me, all of me, without judgment, without fear. It's a gift I never expected, a gift I don't deserve.

But even as I hold her, even as I revel in the feel of her in my arms, I can't shake the guilt that gnaws at me. I glance down at the bloodstains on her shirt, and my shirt, and a cold dread settles in my stomach. I'm tainting her, dragging her into my darkness, smearing her with my sins.

She deserves better than this, better than me. But I'm too selfish to let her go, too weak to walk away. So I hold her tighter, vowing to protect her, to cherish her, to love her as best as I can. Even if it means staining her soul with the blood on my hands.

I look down at her, my heart heavy with the weight of my sins. I can't stand the sight of my blood on her, can't bear the thought of my darkness tainting her light. "I need to wash you," I murmur, my voice hoarse with emotion.

Before she can respond, I scoop her into my arms, carrying her bridal style into our grand bathroom. The room is a symphony of marble and gold, a testament to the opulence of our life, but all I can focus on is her. Her body is warm and soft against mine, her trust in me absolute.

I set her down gently on the edge of the tub, turning the faucet to fill it with steaming water. She watches me silently, her eyes never leaving mine as I unbutton her shirt—my shirt—revealing her naked body inch by inch. I can't help but drink her in, my gaze lingering on her full breasts, her hardened nipples begging for my touch. Her legs are long and shapely, her skin smooth and unmarred. She's perfection, and she's mine.

I lift her into the tub, lowering her into the water with a tenderness I reserve only for her. She sighs softly, the sound echoing off the marble walls, sending a shiver down my spine. I grab a washcloth, dipping it into the water before running it gently over her skin, washing away the remnants of my world.

She leans back against the tub, her eyes closed, a small smile playing on her lips. "Join me, Nikolai," she murmurs, her voice a sultry purr. "Please."

I hesitate, my hand pausing in its ministrations. I'm filthy, both literally and metaphorically. I don't deserve to sully her with my presence. But the plea in her voice, the longing in her eyes when she opens them to look at me... I can't resist.

Standing, I shed my clothes quickly, stepping into the tub behind her. I pull her back against my chest, wrapping my arms around her, holding her close. She sighs again, her body melting into mine as if she were made to fit there.

"I want to act like a proper Bratva wife," she says suddenly, turning in my arms to face me. Her eyes are serious and determined. "I want to take care of you, Nikolai. Like you take care of me."

Before I can protest, she takes the washcloth from my hand, dipping it into the water before bringing it to my chest. She scrubs gently, her touch soft yet firm, washing away the blood, the violence, and the sins of my past. She kisses my skin as she cleans it, her lips a balm to my soul, a promise of redemption.

I watch her in awe, her acceptance of me, of my darkness, moving me in ways I never thought possible. "Alina," I rasp, my voice thick with emotion. "If you could be free of me, what would you do?"

She pauses, her eyes meeting mine, her expression softening. "I'd never want to be free of you, Nikolai," she says, her voice a whispered confession. "I've always wanted this, you know. To be a wife, to be loved by someone, to give my love to someone. And for me, that someone is you."

Her words shatter the last of my defenses. I grab her hair, pulling her to me, claiming her mouth in a kiss that's rough, passionate, all-consuming. She gasps into my mouth, her body arching against mine as she melts into the kiss. Our tongues tangle, our breaths mingle, our souls merge. It's a kiss that speaks of desperation, of longing, of a love that's raw and real and all-encompassing.

I taste her, devour her, pouring all my emotions into the kiss. Her hands clutch at my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin, anchoring me to her, to this moment. She kisses me back with a fervor that matches my own, her love a beacon in the darkness of my world.

The water grows cold around us, but neither of us notices, too lost in each other, too consumed by the fire that burns between us. It's a fire that purifies, that redeems, that promises a future filled with love and light, and hope. And in that moment, I know—I love her, irrevocably, eternally.

She has stolen my heart, my trust, and everything of value I possess. Without her, my life would be an endless stretch of violence and darkness. Alina’s softness is what makes my existence worthwhile. Her love brightens my days, giving meaning to the strife I endure daily. It’s all so I can provide for her, so I can provide for the family we’ll create together.

For her, I’d kill anybody, burn down the world, and destroy any life.

I embrace her tighter, kissing her forehead. She rubs her needy folds against my thigh, riding me. “You make me want to do bad things to your pussy, malyshka.”

“You’re my husband. You’re supposed to do bad things to my pussy.” She winks at me, a touch of playfulness in her tone as she pulls herself closer. The hardened beads of her nipples poke into my chest. The slut drags her pointy nipples up and down my abs, reminding me of how good it feels when she moves against me.

I’m not a good man so I don’t even resist. I allow her to seduce me.

My cock grows plump under her ass, hardening more every minute. I feel her ass crack part as my cock lodges between her fleshy ass cheeks. Underwater, Alina’s body feels magical, like a whisper of soft femininity inviting me to explore deeper.

Heat rampages in my groin, filling my blood with dark lust. My hips shift against her thighs. I grab her legs and toss them over my shoulder, hooking her knees at my shoulders.

Alina’s pussy spreads open before me. Even under the bubbles and crystal clear water, her fat pussy lips look delicious. I wish I could suck on them, but I’m all out of patience. I part her folds and they look like rose petals, hiding the treasure of her pussy hole between them.

“Such a gorgeous cunt.” I lean closer to her, biting her ear. She cries and the sound echoes through the spacious bathroom. “Daddy wants to ruin your pretty flower so badly.”

“It’s yours, Daddy.” Alina stretches her head, allowing me access to her neck as I continue to nibble on her delicate skin, leaving bruises to mark my territory. When I’m with her, I can’t suppress the caveman in me, the primal masculine need to claim and conquer.

“Daddy is planning to leave hickeys all over your pretty body so I can see you with my marks on your skin.” My beard scratches the spots I suck and bite. Alina moans as pain spirals down to her stomach, pooling in her core. I work my way down her neck to her collarbones, then her chest, leaving no spot untouched as I kiss every inch of her precious skin.

My wife writhes under me, her legs locking behind my head as she pushes her hips upward to fit her needy pussy against my erection.

“Please…” she begs. “I need you inside me.”

I’m helpless when she whimpers in that needy, bratty voice. Her desire wraps around me like a snake, poisoning me with arousal.

A firestorm curls through my veins, burning through my cells, making my world narrow to a single point—her. Pressure gathers low in my belly, filling my cock with savage heat. I growl as spread her pussy with my fingers and notch my cock against her throbbing entrance.

I press my thumb into her clit, making Alina arch her back as pleasure zaps her. She pushes her heaving breasts into my face, teasing me with her juicy, hard nipples. I sink my teeth into her soft flesh, biting her hard buds and sucking on them until she’s voluntarily shifting her pussy over my cock.

“Bounce on Daddy’s cock like a good girl.” I pinch her clit, making her wail loudly. Her sounds are a symphony of contentment. I love knowing how desperate my wife is for my cock, how much she needs me inside her.

I’ve always had power, but never like this. Staccato breaths leave Alina’s mouth as fierce heat burns in her blue eyes, warming them up from the inside.

Nobody ever needed me like Alina needs me. Her body craves my cock and she yearns for my dominance.   

I grab her hips, pushing her body up and forcing her pussy down on my hard length, inch by inch. Alina grips my shoulders, her knuckles pale as she buries her nails into my shoulder muscles. I close my eyes, shocked by the sheer delight coursing through my veins when the head of my cock disappears into my wife’s tight, unprotected cunt.

She sits on my dick, swallowing more of my length. My cock travels deeper and deeper into her snug channel, brushing past her defenses. She cries as she fits all of me into her warm cunt. My cock is soaked with her juices. Water laps under me when she lifts her ass. Her ask cheeks jiggle and I can’t resist slapping her rounded bottom.

“Ouch, Daddy!” Alina bites her lower lip.

“Take me faster,” I tell her. “Show me how your tits bounce.”

I take control of her hips, pushing them up and then pulling down hard so my cock spears her entirely. As my cock slides into her wet pussy, her walls melt around my dick like the sweetest refrain. She moves again, lowering herself on my cock faster this time. Tantalizing friction rips through me, making my system come alive with electric heat. Sparks cling to my cock, making it tighten from the inside upon every contact with her velvet pussy walls.

I’m going to nut inside her in no time.

“Daddy, you’re so big. You stretch me so good…” Alina’s voice fades as hard breaths replace her words. She rides my cock like a whore, her breasts slapping my face as her hips chase an orgasm.

She moves up and down, holding onto me for support. Her boobs jiggle wildly. Hard nipples scrape my lips and cheeks as she loses herself to the untamed rapture of filling her pussy with my cock.

I press my mouth against her neck, hot and wet, smiling with satisfaction at the red spots blooming on her pale skin.

“Come for me, babygirl. Show me how much you love riding Daddy’s cock.” I smack her bottom, making her pussy clench around me. My filthy little angel loves it when I’m rough with her.  

“Yes, Daddy!” Alina eagerly hastens her movements, pushing herself down harder, and pulling herself up. I help her, holding her hips and lowering and raising her until she’s swamped with ecstasy.

Her low, throaty moan curls into my ear as her pussy convulses around my cock again and again, telling me she has reached her peak.

“Uh…” She’s voiceless, her wet hair clinging to her damp skin. “That was out of this world.”

“It’s not over yet. Daddy’s going to come inside you. I’m going to fill you with cum and breed you in the bathtub.”

“Oh my god, yes!”

I thrust into her, pushing all the way into her cunt until my cock bumps into her cervix. Alina emits a choked cry as intense sensations swallow her enveloping her in forbidden heat.

“That’s your womb, malyshka.” I rake my fingers over her cheek, pushing my cock against her as I bottom out in her cunt. “I love feeling it. Can’t wait to see it filled with my seed.”

A naked, brutal desire grips my cock like an invisible hand, squeezing it from within. I lose control, surrendering to my wife’s sweet, fertile pussy and shattering as I soar high. Waves of ecstasy inundate my system, leaving me paralyzed, breathless, and wholly consumed by the tight tension between us.

I spray cum on Alina’s unprotected pussy walls, drenching her insides. I release another load, then another, until my semen overflows, painting white streaks in the bath water.

It’s such an erotic sight—Alina’s petite body submerged in the water with streaks of cum floating around her as my cock works in and out of her tight heat.

My eyelids droop in pleasure. I could be floating in heaven. Sinners like me don’t belong in such places but when I’m buried in Alina, my sticky cum clinging to her walls, even hell can’t drag me away.


NINE


Alina

The morning light filters through the grand windows of the dining room, casting a warm glow on the polished mahogany table laden with a feast fit for royalty. The scent of fresh bread, sweet jam, and savory meats wafts through the air, but it's the man beside me that holds my attention captive. Nikolai, my husband, my protector, my lover.

I sit perched on his lap, his strong arm wrapped possessively around my waist, his free hand stroking lazy circles on my bare thigh. His touch sends shivers of delight coursing through me, a stark contrast to the cold, distant man he was just months ago.

He lifts a spoonful of rich, creamy yogurt to my lips, his deep voice a low rumble in his chest. "Eat, malyshka," he murmurs, his eyes locked onto mine. "You need your strength."

I part my lips, allowing him to feed me, the cool yogurt a burst of flavor on my tongue. I swallow, a soft smile playing on my lips. "You're acting like a real daddy now," I tease gently, my heart fluttering at the warmth in his gaze.

His hand stills on my thigh, his eyes searching mine. "Is that what you want, Alina?" he asks, his voice serious. "For me to be your daddy?"

I nod, my voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, Nikolai. More than anything."

He leans in, pressing a tender kiss to my forehead, his breath warm on my skin. "Then that's what I'll be, babygirl," he promises. "I've always wanted to take care of someone, you know. To protect, to provide. You... you trigger something in me, Alina. Something primal, something fierce."

His words send a thrill through me, a warmth that spreads from my heart to every corner of my being. I snuggle into him, my head resting on his broad shoulder. "You've changed, Nikolai," I murmur, my voice soft with wonder. "The changes are subtle, but they're there. You're more affectionate now, more open. You kiss me and touch me, even when we're not... you know."

He chuckles, a low, delicious sound that resonates in his chest. "That's because I can't keep my hands off you, malyshka," he admits, his hand resuming its lazy circles on my thigh. "You're like a drug to me. Addictive, intoxicating."

I sigh contentedly, my heart swelling with love for this complex, enigmatic man. I love the man he is when he lets his walls come down, when he allows me to see the real him, the caring, protective, loving him.

But as I reach for a slice of toast, a wave of dizziness washes over me. I pause, my hand hovering over the bread, my stomach churning uncomfortably. I've been feeling off all morning—tired, dizzy, nauseous. But I don't want to worry Nikolai, don't want to get his hopes up in case it's nothing.

I force a smile, taking the toast and nibbling on the edge, my appetite suddenly gone. Nikolai's hand stills on my thigh, his eyes narrowing as he studies me.

"You're pale, Alina," he says, concern lacing his voice. "Are you feeling alright?"

I swallow hard, my stomach roiling at the thought of food. But I lie, forcing a bright smile. "I'm fine, Nikolai," I say, my voice steady despite the turmoil within me. "Just a little tired, that's all."

His eyes search mine, and for a moment, I think he sees through my lie. But then he nods, accepting my words at face value. I exhale softly, relief washing over me. I can't bear the thought of disappointing him, of crushing the hope in his eyes if it turns out I'm not pregnant.

But as I sit there, nestled in his arms, I can't shake the feeling that something is different, that my body is changing. And with it, a glimmer of hope sparks within me, a hope that maybe, just maybe, I'm carrying his child. A hope that maybe, our love is about to bloom into something even more beautiful, more profound. A hope that maybe, our family is about to grow.
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The bathroom is a sanctuary of cool marble and soft light, a quiet haven where I've retreated to face the truth that's been gnawing at me for days. My heart hammers in my chest as I stare down at the small plastic stick in my hand, the seconds ticking away with agonizing slowness.

I've been feeling it—the subtle shifts in my body, the waves of nausea, the bone-deep fatigue. But I've kept it to myself, too afraid to hope, too terrified to shatter the fragile peace that's blossomed between Nikolai and me.

The stick trembles in my grasp as I watch the window, waiting for the lines that will seal my fate. And then, it happens. Two vivid pink lines stare back at me, stark and undeniable. Positive.

My heart pounds wildly, my breath catching in my throat. I'm pregnant. I'm carrying Nikolai's child. A rush of emotions surges through me—joy, fear, exhilaration, uncertainty. It's a maelstrom that leaves me lightheaded, my knees weak.

I sink to the floor, my back against the cool tile of the wall, the pregnancy test clutched tightly in my hand. Tears well up in my eyes, a mixture of happiness and terror. A child. Our child. The thought is both thrilling and overwhelming.

My mind races with images of a future I've barely dared to dream of—Nikolai cradling our baby, his fierce protective instincts amplified. Me, swollen with his seed, glowing with the life that grows within me. A family, our family, strong and united against the dark world that surrounds us.

But with the joy comes fear. Fear of the unknown, fear of the dangers that lurk in the shadows of our lives. Fear of how Nikolai will react, of the changes this will bring to our fragile bond. Will he be happy? Will this strengthen our connection, or will it drive him further into his dark, protective shell?

I trace the lines on the test with my thumb, my heart swelling with a profound sense of wonder. A life is growing inside me, a life created from our love, our passion, our darkness. It's a miracle, a gift, a promise of a future filled with love and light.

But as I sit there, tears streaming down my cheeks, I can't shake the nagging doubts that gnaw at the edges of my happiness. What if Nikolai isn't ready for this? What if the darkness of his world taints our child, leaves us forever scarred? What if, despite all our love and hope, we can't create the family we both so desperately crave?

I take a deep breath, wiping away my tears with the back of my hand. I can't dwell on the doubts, can't let the fear consume me. This is a moment of joy, a moment of hope. And I need to share it with Nikolai, need to see his face when I tell him the truth, need to feel his arms around me, his strength supporting me.

With a final glance at the test, I rise to my feet, steeling myself for the conversation to come. I'm carrying his child, our child. And no matter what the future holds, we'll face it together. Side by side, heart to heart, bound by love and the promise of new life.


TEN


Nikolai

The moonlight streams through the tall windows of our bedroom, casting an ethereal glow over the woman who has become my world. Alina lies curled on the bed, her body a graceful arc of vulnerability and strength. Her dark hair fans out around her like a halo, and her skin glows with a luminescence that makes my heart ache with an unfamiliar tenderness.

Her delicate features are a study in contrasts—the soft swell of her cheekbones, the gentle curve of her lips, the stubborn set of her jaw. She is beauty incarnate, a sanctuary of peace in the midst of my tumultuous life. I can no longer imagine my existence without her—a thought that sends a shiver of mingled fear and joy through me.

As I approach the bed, I see the tremor in her limbs, the subtle shake that betrays her inner turmoil. "You're shaking," I murmur, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"I'm fine," she replies, her eyes meeting mine with a valiant attempt at steadiness.

I kneel before her, my hands reaching for her bare feet. They're cold, the skin soft and supple under my touch. I begin to rub them gently, my fingers working the tension from her muscles in silent supplication. She is my wife, my heart, the bearer of my child. And yet, there is still a veil of secrets that hangs between us, a fragile barrier that I long to shatter.

"You've never lied well," I say softly, my gaze never leaving hers.

She hesitates for a moment, then extends her hand, revealing the small plastic stick that holds the key to our future. The test is positive, the evidence of her pregnancy stark against the white plastic. My hands tremble as I reach for it, the reality of the situation hitting me with the force of a tidal wave.

"It's real?" I ask, my voice a mere shadow of sound.

"Yes," she confirms, her own voice tremulous with emotion.

I set the test aside, my hands moving of their own accord to her belly, which is as flat and smooth as ever. But soon, it will grow round with my child, a tangible symbol of our love. I rub my palm over the gentle swell in slow, reverent circles, the gesture a silent vow to protect and cherish the life that grows within her.

"You're going to carry my child," I whisper, the words a benediction, a prayer of gratitude.

She reaches out to touch my face, her fingers tracing the lines of my scar, the mark of my past that I've carried for so long. "Do you love me, Nikolai?" she asks, her voice a mere whisper, yet it carries the weight of the world.

I pause, the walls I've built around my heart crumbling under the onslaught of her gentle question. The truth is as clear as the moonlight that bathes us both. "More than I know how to say," I confess, the words tearing from my throat in a raw, honest admission.

Tears well up in her eyes, spilling over onto her cheeks in a silent testament to the depth of her emotions. I gather her into my arms, pulling her onto my lap, cradling her against my chest. And for the first time in my life, I allow myself to fall apart, to break down in the face of my overwhelming love for this remarkable woman.

My body shakes with the force of my emotions, tears streaming down my face as I press my lips to her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. "I love you so much, Alina," I murmur against her skin, my voice hoarse with unshed tears. "You've given me the greatest gift in the world."

She clings to me, her own sobs mingling with my own in a symphony of shared emotion. We are bound together by love and loss, by darkness and light, by the tiny life that now flourishes within her womb. And in this moment, I know that I would do anything for her, give anything to her, because she is my world, my heart, my soul.

As we hold each other, the moon casting its silver glow over our joined figures, I feel a sense of peace that I've never known. Alina is mine, and I am hers, irrevocably and eternally. And together, we will build a future filled with love, laughter, and the joyous noise of our growing family.


EPILOGUE


Nikolai

A few months later…

The soft glow of the setting sun filters through the stained-glass windows, painting the bathroom in warm hues. The air is thick with steam, the scent of lavender and rose oil permeating every corner, a sanctuary of tranquility amidst the chaos of our world.

Alina lies in the large, claw-foot tub, her body submerged in the warm, soothing water. Her eyes are closed, her breaths slow and steady, a picture of serenity. But it's her belly that captures my attention—round and swollen, a testament to the lives growing inside her. Twins. A miracle, a blessing, a proof of our love and passion. I can’t believe Alina is so damn fertile and ripe that she got knocked up with not one, but two kids at once. Her belly is massive thanks to my two sons who are growing inside their mommy. They’ll be a handful once she gives birth but until then, I have Alina all to myself.

I kneel beside the tub, my eyes never leaving her. She is a vision, a goddess, her baby bump a magnificent curve that makes my heart swell with pride and love. Her breasts are fuller, her nipples darker, her entire body a symphony of fertility and womanhood. She is the embodiment of life, of creation, of our love made manifest.

"You are breathtaking, malyshka," I murmur, my voice thick with emotion. I reach out, my hand hovering over her belly before gently caressing the taut skin. She leans into my touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

I retrieve a bottle of oil from the marble counter, pouring the golden liquid onto my palm before rubbing it gently onto her belly. She moans softly, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. The trust and love in her gaze take my breath away.

"You're showing me off well, husband," she teases, her voice a sultry purr. "Even when I'm huge and swollen, you still make me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world."

I chuckle, my hand moving in slow, reverent circles over her belly. "You are the most beautiful woman in the world, Alina. Especially now, with my babies growing inside you. You're glowing, radiant. A pregnant goddess."

She smiles, her hand covering mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. "You're the best daddy I could have asked for, Nikolai. You're taking such good care of me."

A warmth spreads through me at her words, a sense of pride and fulfillment that I've never known before. I am her husband, her protector, her lover. And now, I am the father of her children, the man who will guard and cherish them with every breath in my body.

“You’ve taught me how good it feels to be a Daddy and take care of my babygirl.” I massage her swollen ankles, relishing her smile as she relaxes. I love how much she trusts me, how she shows her naked, vulnerable parts to me.

"I'm glad I didn't give up on you, Nikolai," Alina continues, her voice soft. "Five years of waiting, of hoping. And now, look at us. The proof of our love is growing inside me. It's worth every moment of waiting, every tear, every heartache."

I lean down, pressing a gentle kiss to her belly, my emotions threatening to overwhelm me. "You are my world, Alina. You and our babies. I want to show you off, want everyone to see how well I've bred you. I want to take you to the Bratva dancing event so everyone can see my beautiful, pregnant wife."

She laughs, a sound like music to my ears. "And have them see me waddling around, looking like a whale? No, thank you. I much prefer being here, being naked for my husband."

I grin, my hands moving to her swollen feet, massaging the oil into her skin. She moans softly, her eyes drifting closed once more as she surrenders to my touch. I worship her, every inch of her, every curve and contour. She is my sanctuary, my salvation, my redemption.

"You are my breeder, Alina," I murmur, my voice a low rumble. "Your body makes me lose control. I will never stop touching you."

She opens her eyes, her gaze soft and loving. But there’s arousal and desire in her dilated pupils, too. "And I will never stop loving you, Nikolai. You are my husband, my Daddy, my protector. And now, you are the father of my children."

Her skin flushes as her arousal grows. Her gaze settles on the bulge in my pants. Being in Alina’s presence keeps me permanently turned on.

She floats in the tub, her lush body a vision of ripe fertility, her belly swollen with the promise of our twins. The sight of her like this—vulnerable, yet powerful in her womanhood—sends a surge of lust through me, my cock hardening painfully against my zipper.

I kneel beside the tub, my hand reaching out to stroke her belly, the skin taut and warm beneath my touch. "I need to fuck you, malyshka," I murmur, my voice rough with desire. "I can’t resist your maternal curves. You've never been more beautiful."

She looks up at me, her eyes dark with need. "I'm glad you think so, husband," she purrs, her voice a sultry whisper. "Because I want you even more now. My body craves you even when I'm already bred."

A growl escapes me, my hand moving from her belly to cup her breast, my thumb circling her hardened nipple. "And I won't spare you from your wifely duties just because you're pregnant," I rasp, my voice thick with lust. "You're going to spread your legs for your husband and take his cock, even when you’re ripe enough to go into labor at any minute."

She moans softly, arching into my touch, her body a symphony of desire. "Yes, Daddy," she breathes, her voice laced with submission. "I'm yours. Always."

I scoop her up from the tub, water cascading off her creamy skin as I lift her effortlessly. She gasps, her arms wrapping around my neck, her eyes wide with surprise and anticipation. I set her down gently on the plush bath mat, my hands guiding her onto all fours.

"On your hands and knees, babygirl," I command, my voice firm. "I want to see that beautiful ass as I fuck you."

She complies, her body trembling with need as she presents herself to me. The sight of her—her round, firm ass, her swollen belly, her heavy breasts swaying gently—sends a primal surge of desire through me. I unzip my pants, my cock springing free, hard and throbbing with need.

I kneel behind her, my hands gripping her hips as I position myself at her entrance. She's wet, her pussy slick with desire, ready for me. I cradle her belly, stroking the contours of her heavy womb. Lust spears me. My groin flares with explosive heat. My cock twitches, begging to feel the pussy I bred, the womb I filled with children.

I shove my cock into Alina’s pregnant cunt, pushing her beyond her limits and stretching her pussy. I don’t stop even when she squeals, burying myself to the hilt. She cries out, her body arching as she takes me deep inside her. Her pussy is stuffed full of a thick cock, barely able to contain my dick as she wriggles under me, her pregnant belly swaying hypnotically.

"Fuck, Alina," I growl, my voice ragged with pleasure. "You feel so good. So tight, so wet. Perfectly bred and perfectly mine."

She moans, her body rocking back to meet my thrusts, her hips grinding against mine. "Yes, Nikolai," she gasps. "I love giving you pleasure. My belly feels amazing when it’s heavy with your seed."

Such a perfect breeder. She loves being pregnant. Which is good, because I plan to put a lot of babies in her.

I pound into her, my hips slapping against her ass, the sound echoing off the marble walls. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, each moan from her lips driving me closer to the edge. My balls slam against her luscious ass cheeks, reminding. The wet squelch of my cock grinding into her pussy fills the air. It’s music to my ears.

Electric sparks climb all the way up to my spine, short-circuiting my brain as Alina’s pussy squeezes me like a vice-grip. I can’t breathe. She’s clenching around me again and again, demanding my seed.

"Look at you," I rasp, my hands gripping her hips tighter, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. "So round, so swollen with my babies. You can barely walk without my help. That's how I want you, malyshka. Pregnant and needy, always craving my cock."

She whimpers, her body trembling as her orgasm builds. "Yes, Daddy," she cries out. "I need you. I need your cock. I need you to breed me, to give me babies, and hold me when I’m pregnant."

I lean over her, my hand snaking around to cup her belly, my fingers splayed possessively over the taut skin. "You're already mine, Alina," I whisper, my voice rough with emotion. "You and our babies."

Her body convulses, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. She screams my name, her inner walls clenching around my cock, milking me, drawing out my own release. With a roar, I spill into her, my seed filling her. I pump load after load of cum into her pussy, reminding her how I got her pregnant in the first place. She accepts every drop of cum like a submissive wife, closing her eyes and moaning in pleasure every time I spurt another load into her bare cunt.

“Such a good girl.” I cradle her stomach, flipping her onto her back on the bed. “That’s why Daddy can’t stop giving you what you want.”

We collapse onto the bath mat, our bodies entwined, our breaths ragged. I pull her into my arms, my hand stroking her belly, my lips pressing soft kisses to her shoulder, her neck, her cheek.

Alina's body shudders with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I hold her close, my hand splayed possessively over her belly, feeling the life within her—our twins, our future. She turns to face me, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, her cheeks flushed with the heat of our passion.

Her hands reach up to cup my face, her thumbs brushing gently over my scar, a tender touch that sends a jolt of emotion coursing through me. "Marry me again, Nikolai," she murmurs, her voice soft yet resolute. "Not for power. For love."

A grin spreads across my face, a devilish smirk that promises a lifetime of sinful delights. "Only if I get to keep breeding you, malyshka," I reply, my voice a low growl. "I want to keep you barefoot and pregnant, always swollen with my seed."

She laughs, a sound that is music to my ears, a melody of joy and love. "You're insatiable, husband," she teases, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

I capture her lips in a deep, possessive kiss, my tongue delving into her mouth, claiming her, tasting her. She melts into me, her body pressing against mine, her belly a warm, firm barrier between us—a testament to our love, our passion, our future.

My hand remains on her baby bump, feeling the subtle kicks of our sons, a tangible reminder of the life we've created together. I break the kiss, my forehead resting against hers, my breath mingling with hers.

"I'll fill you again the moment you're ready, Alina," I vow, my voice thick with desire. "I'll never stop wanting you, never stop needing you. You're mine, forever and always."

She smiles, a soft, sweet curve of her lips that sends a wave of warmth through me. "And I'll never stop wanting you, Nikolai," she whispers, her voice a tender caress.

In that moment, as we kneel on the bathroom floor, our bodies joined, our hearts entwined, I know that our love is eternal, unbreakable. We've weathered storms and trials, darkness and pain, but our love has emerged stronger, brighter, a beacon of hope in the dark world that surrounds us.

With Alina by my side, I am complete, whole, a man reborn in the fire of our love. And I will spend the rest of my days proving to her that she is, and always will be, the center of my world, the keeper of my heart, the mother of my children, and the love of my life.
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